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FOREWORD

Patrick Snowball

Aviva Executive Director; March 2001–June 2007

When I first met Dee she was a rookie skipper, inexperienced on the corporate circuit, but was already planning her first circumnavigation of the globe against the prevailing winds and currents in the 2004–2005 Global Challenge Race. Instinctively, I trusted her. Maybe my military training enables me to spot an inner strength in someone that sits at the very core of them: a fortitude and resourcefulness that fires the spirit and frees it to do something extraordinary. Dee is one such person.

During the Global Challenge Race, Dee was tested to the limit. A crew member with a life-threatening medical condition needed immediate treatment. Dee’s calm, decisive leadership ensured that this man’s life was saved. Undaunted by this and other adventures, Dee chose to test herself by following in the footsteps of Sir Chay Blyth to become the first woman to sail single-handed around the world the ‘wrong way’. I would have expected nothing less from her. Her ‘impossible voyage’, as it was called in Sir Chay’s day, was not without its risks but, at Aviva, our decision to support her attempt was straightforward. She had the knowledge, a boat – not surprisingly called Aviva – that could do the job, and the will to succeed. With Dee at the helm, it was always going to be a winning combination.

It’s easy to believe in Dee – simply because she is so believable. She is unpretentious, charming and, perhaps because of her days as a teacher, a natural communicator. She lives close to the edge and that is when she is at her best. Her passion for challenge gives her life purpose and, by example, helps to shape the lives of people around her.

Dee personifies a can-do, forward thinking attitude and at Aviva we are proud of what she has done – and what she may yet do.


PREFACE

James Cracknell

 

 

 

If nobody can hear you, are you really screaming? This flashed through my mind as I was 100 feet up Aviva’s mast. Although I wasn’t the most relaxed I’d ever been I didn’t feel like screaming, reassured by the sight of Dee below me guiding her ‘soulmate’ across a glassy Solent on a beautiful July day.

What would have made me scream? Being stuck up here with broken climbing gear, struggling to replace a computer chipboard, whilst at the bottom of the world in the Southern Ocean during the worst storms for fifty years, looking down at the deck knowing there was nobody on board to help you out and the nearest human was busy orbiting the Earth. But screaming in that situation probably wouldn’t suffice.

Maybe a salty sea-dog, born in wellies and a sowester, could have coped in a situation like that. But not someone from landlocked Hertfordshire, who only started sailing six years earlier and the first time she’d sailed Aviva on her own was to the start line.

That is what makes Dee remarkable; not that she was the first woman to go ‘the wrong way round’ but the way that she did it, on a small budget with hardly any preparation time and with a smile on her face. Knowing her you’d think she was too sociable and gregarious to spend 178 days alone at sea, but this is what makes her so special. She has found a way to unlock the inner strength that is within every one of us, and for that as much as the circumnavigation she is an inspiration.

In a world where we want everything right here, right now without having to make any effort or sacrifice, Dee is testament to the fact that the greatest rewards do not come easily – and if they did they wouldn’t be any fun, would they?


PREFACE

Sir Chay Blyth

 

 

 

Being first to climb something, sail somewhere or explore some hidden corner of the earth used to be what it was all about. Think Columbus, Magellan, Joshua Slocum, pioneers all. Their voyages were firsts; those who followed in their wake had to seek out and overcome other challenges.

But in these critical times people find it easy to sneer at the accomplishments of others. They point to satnav, electronic autopilots, satphones and the magic equipment that streams weather data almost endlessly from the on-board computer. It all seems too easy today, and if it goes wrong air-sea rescue will pluck you from the ocean and have you home in time for tea.

Maybe they are right. Maybe technology has taken something away from modern day adventure, but some things do not change. Let those critics who carp and sneer sweat for months (years maybe) to raise the necessary money, to win backers, to build the yacht, and, yes, to put in all the high-tech kit and let’s see them embark on a voyage of their own.

Let us see them drive a 72 foot yacht which would normally be crewed by 18, sail across the Southern Oceans of the world against the wind and currents, against the whole terrestrial spin of the globe. To stand at the helm and steer for hours at a time with the winds and waves crashing against you almost ceaselessly. To stand and fight in that desolate place where the seas come as big as houses that roll and break over and over again on top of you and your yacht, where day turns to night and the seas do not discriminate either between you or the time of day. Damage has to be repaired and the yacht has to be kept driving forward. No satnav phone helped anyone go through that.

The Impossible Voyage may no longer be impossible. But it remains hard – very, very hard. In all recorded history only five people have circumnavigated the globe from East to West against the prevailing winds and currents. Dee Caffari is one of these five Impossible Voyagers.

I feel proud that in coming safely home along a track I pioneered more than 30 years ago Dee Caffari has written herself into history and we can now all bask in her reflected glory. This is her story.


ONE

A Voyage of Extremes

Something was wrong. I climbed up the companionway ladder and shone my torch into the cockpit. Aviva reared up on each wave and slammed into the trough beyond with a terrible crash. The boat juddered and flexed before starting the ascent up the face of the next wave. Water crashed over the deck and cascaded in deafening torrents across the cockpit. For the first time since I had left Portsmouth in November I was afraid.

The beam of the torch lit up a mass of tangled ropes in the cockpit, some streaming out astern of us. I clipped my lifeline on and crawled out on my knees. As I moved away from the shelter of the tiny cuddy a wall of freezing water swept me off the cockpit floor and washed me aft until my lifeline snatched taut. My face was pressed up against the cold, hard surface of a winch. I struggled to get upright again and when I did I was stunned by the fury of the storm. In the darkness I could see the foaming white of breaking waves all around us, their tops ripped off by the wind and whipped away in spume. The air was choking with salt and I fought for breath. Reefed down to a tiny amount of sail and at times submerged beneath tons of solid water, Aviva crashed on to windward.

I fought to retrieve the trailing lines with my frozen hands and crept forwards again, unclipped myself and clambered back down into the cabin. Below deck the din was less deafening but more worrying. I wedged myself in behind the chart table and watched the numbers on the wind instruments rise and rise. It had been 60 knots not long ago. Now every flicker of the numbers was higher, and I saw 70 for the first time. I had been through the Southern Ocean before in this boat and I had absolute confidence in her. Aviva could handle it. But could I? Dealing with a breakage or a crisis now would be close to impossible.

I turned up some music in the hope of drowning out the noise but it was no use. The jarring thud of the boat crash landing in the troughs, the high-pitched wail of the wind through the rigging, the sound of water coursing over the decks, even the creaking of the mast structure as it reverberated into the bilge could not be masked. I turned the music off again. However much it put me on edge I needed to listen to the commotion. The smallest change to the pattern would probably be my first clue that something was not right.

The low pressure system I was in was small, only about 400 miles across, but it was moving fast and tearing southeast at about 45 knots. This was an asymmetric system and the winds on the south were not quite as ferocious as those to the north, so my aim was to sail south as fast as I could. If I didn’t manage this, there was worse to come: an intense and far more vicious secondary low was being generated behind this weather system.

For the next three days the wind did not subside. I went through these two storms back to back. There were winds of more than 60 knots at times and there was no opportunity to recover in between. The noise, the motion and the worry made sleep impossible. I had not eaten or rested, and after three days of this attrition I was exhausted. My thoughts were disturbed and disconnected. Every time I shut my eyes I had visions of breaking waves. If I nodded off I would waken seconds later with a jolt, scared that Aviva was breaking up or taking in water.

That same week, after the storms had finally passed over us, I saw icebergs for the first time. They were all around us, beautiful and deadly. When the icebergs were close they showed up on radar but if they were at a distance at all they were lost in the swell. I shut the watertight doors, got a supply of emergency gear ready and prayed. In my diary I wrote:

‘In the night there is very little I can do but keep my fingers crossed, pray the radar alarm picks any icebergs up and continue to head north. This will be another night with very little sleep but plenty of worry.’

The fear and despair I felt as Aviva and I were surrounded by ice were new to me. This was the lowest point in my mission to become the first woman to sail alone non-stop round the world against the prevailing winds and currents. I could see no way out. Yet 24 hours later my whole outlook had changed. Tears and despair weren’t going to change anything; I just had to buck up and get on with it.

The extremes of emotions that I went through on this voyage amazed me. When it felt as if I couldn’t go on, somehow I turned things round and came out the other side with even more determination. Even when I had gone for days and sometimes a week with only a few hours’ sleep and very little food, I managed to find the energy to fight against the elements. I never gave up on my dream.

When I set off on this voyage in November 2005 I had no idea just how difficult it would be. I had thought a lot about the isolation and loneliness of solo sailing but I never anticipated the degree of suffering I would have to endure, month after month. This became as much a voyage of discovery about myself as a journey round the world. Every day I had to find more strength, and I came to rely on the power of positive thinking. It convinced me that we can all achieve more than we think when we have to face new challenges.

I learned that there is always an end to the bad stuff. Everything is relative to what you have previously experienced. When I faced another Southern Ocean storm with hurricane force winds I consoled myself that I had probably seen stronger winds before, and if that proved to be true then instantly I felt better. I am definitely a glass-half-full type of person. When I can’t find something good to focus on, I struggle. If I lose sight of my aim or feel I am no longer achieving it, I struggle. So I had broken my goal of sailing round the world alone into smaller, more achievable targets. If everything was good onboard I made my focus Cape Horn or Cape Leeuwin, the next Great Cape or landmass. When conditions deteriorated I moved the goalposts closer. Sometimes it was to pass the next line of longitude; at other times simply to survive the next four hours and make it to a new weather front. When things were really bad, I concentrated on each small step and gave myself a reward at the end. If I made it through the next few hours I could have a hot drink. If I got through the day I could have a rest or eat my favourite meal. If I got through this storm I would have a shower and change my clothes. No matter how big the challenge you face, every inch counts. The smallest things can make life feel good again.

I have returned the same person I was when I left, but no-one goes through such a journey without changing a little. I am more driven than I was. I no longer understand why people spend so much time worrying about things they can do nothing about. Life is too short for that. It is about seizing opportunities and facing up to challenges. I admit, sailing round the world against the prevailing winds and currents is a little extreme, and many times when I was facing horrendous conditions I wondered why I was doing it.

Sometimes I still wonder how I ended up with the privilege of doing something so special. That is what my story is about. Even when you are out at sea battling against the flow, with your eyes fixed firmly on the horizon ahead, there are times when you look over your shoulder and wonder: ‘How on earth did I get here?’


TWO

Dreams and Ambitions

On Monday 22 January 1973, Barbara Caffari drove into work late. The half-hour journey was easier than usual because the traffic had subsided. Barbara’s job at All Vacs Ltd on Pinner Road, North Harrow, was to complete the invoices and do the bookkeeping. It was a family business that her husband, Peter, had returned to after national service in Singapore as an RAF engineer. All Vacs sold domestic electrical appliances and had an impressive double shopfront. Inside, rows of washing machines were stacked along dusty wooden floors. It was a child’s dream to play hide and seek among them, and a parent’s nightmare.

Barbara was 32 and heavily pregnant with her second child. Despite feeling tired and unwell she worked a full day and drove back home that evening to Rickmansworth to cook dinner for her husband before he went out to the Thames Motor Yacht Club in Hampton Court. Peter Caffari was Rear Commodore and there was a committee meeting that night and a long agenda to get through.

By ten o’clock, Barbara was certain the baby was on the way. She called the yacht club and asked Peter to come home. In the background, the news raised a cheer. Their seven-year-old, Jane, was awake and sitting quietly at the top of the stairs. Jane watched her mum pack some bags and they waited together for Peter to get home. When he arrived, they loaded everything into the car and drove as fast as they could to Watford General Hospital.

After a relatively easy delivery, I popped into the world at three o’clock the next morning, a healthy child of 7lbs and 2ozs. My parents were convinced I was going to be a boy and were ready with the name David. After a quick change of plan I was named Denise Helen Caffari.

The weekend after I was born, when I was only four days old, I was taken down to the boat club to spend my first weekend aboard our wooden motorboat Starlight II. Countless cups of tea were made and drunk by the wives who came to coo at me, while my father celebrated his new daughter at the clubhouse bar with the men.

Every weekend throughout my childhood we went down to the Thames Motor Yacht Club on the riverfront above Hampton Court Palace to stay aboard the boat. Starlight II had been sold and now we had Louis Philippe, a bigger 40 foot Bates Starcraft motorboat. The boat was like a weekend cottage to us. In preparation, Mum and I spent Saturday mornings baking and, without fail, would leave with boxes of bread pudding, fairy cakes or rock cakes. As we pulled into the boat club driveway, the gravel crunched beneath the tyres of our car and my sister and I peered out to see what other cars were there, what other families had already arrived. Out on the pontoon, Dad would unlock the boat and we would pass the food and bags aboard. Down below, the smell was always the same: a cold, damp and exciting scent of mustiness and plastic. That was the smell of adventure.

The club was a wonderful place for families; there were always things going on. On Sunday mornings, there were jobs to be done, and if the weather was good I would rush up to help Dad clean or fix things. After that, we’d spend a couple of hours practising mooring or bringing the boat alongside and Dad would repeat everything patiently until we got it right. In the summer holidays, we went away cruising to France, Belgium or Holland for the whole six weeks. As soon as the last bell rang at school I ran home to pack so I could be ready to leave the minute Dad came home from work. We didn’t return until the weekend before school started, usually with bags of new school jumpers and shoes hurriedly bought on the way back in Ramsgate.

Mum never missed a weekend or a holiday onboard but she was afraid of the water and couldn’t swim. I don’t know how she did it, but for 30 years of marriage she put her fear to one side to follow Dad. My father and I loved being on the water. According to family lore, the Caffaris were descendants of a Maltese sea captain who had saved an island from being overrun, and my Dad believed his passion for the sea ran through his blood. He dreamed of retiring to a yacht in the Mediterranean and joked about my mother sending him brown paper envelopes of pocket money each month. It was nothing more than a fantasy but to me it sounded incredibly exciting and I used to imagine what that life would be like. When he was gone, he said, he wanted a Viking funeral with his body sent out to sea on a burning boat.

My parents led busy lives and encouraged my sister and me to do the same. We were brought up to believe that only boring people got bored. There was a constant flow of people through the house and always something going on. Jane and I were expected to do well. My parents wanted us to have every opportunity and if we showed a healthy interest in anything or demonstrated particular aptitudes they were developed. I loved sports and dancing: rounders and relay races, the beanbags and the skittles, the sack race, the flat race and the sprinting. I went to dance lessons nearly every night after school, spent Saturdays dancing and Sundays at the boat club. Even if I had been allowed to get bored, there was never time.

As Jane became an older teenager things changed. She started going to parties and dancing at discos and nightclubs. She spent ages getting ready, a complicated procedure that fascinated me. I would stand next to her and watch intently as she blow-dried her hair and put on make-up, and as she placed the brushes back in their pots I picked them up and copied what I had seen her do. She laughed but if she had time she helped me. Mum and Dad never liked it and I was always told to go and wash my face.

Dad demanded high standards and he was quite old fashioned. He was a man of his generation. He liked Mum, Jane and I to dress like girls. We were never allowed to wear trousers when we went out with him. I don’t remember Mum ever owning a pair. My sister and I followed these rules but at least we were allowed to wear jeans if we were out with our friends. Dad didn’t understand it. As far as he was concerned, jeans were for convicts serving their time.

A similar rule of Dad’s forbade me to have my hair cut short or my ears pierced before the age of 16. That was the birthday that seemed to signal my chance to do all the things that were out of my reach. I was desperate to have my ears pierced like all the other girls at school, but at home rules were rules. No matter how hard I begged, Dad was unmoved. ‘If you were meant to have holes in your ears, you would have been born with them,’ he declared.

When I eventually turned 16, a few years later, I didn’t particularly want to look like everyone else any more and I decided against getting my ears pieced and went to get my hair cut instead. Much to everyone’s amazement, as soon as my hair was cut it went curly. I left the hairdresser’s in a state of shock. There was no way my father was going to believe I hadn’t had a perm. When he came home, Dad looked surprised but said nothing. The haircut was never mentioned, though over the next few years he commented now and then that my hair looked messy these days.

To someone else these rules might have seemed strange but they were because Dad wanted the best for us. I understood that. He was always honest with praise and encouragement, and if he thought you could do better, he’d say so; Dad voiced what a lot of people don’t have the guts to say. My friends would often ask his advice because they knew he would be straight with them. He knew I responded to this and he made me feel loved and capable and approved of. The day I turned 16, he sent a bunch of 16 red roses to me at school. As far as I was concerned, no-one could ever be as strong or caring as my Dad.

Boyfriends entered the scene. I was a good test to see how keen they were on Jane. I wasn’t the easiest of children, and to guarantee attention I would insist on sitting between Jane and her boyfriend. If they went for a walk I had to go too. If a boyfriend was prepared to go through all this, he definitely liked my sister a lot. Mum and Dad thought I was a perfect chaperone; Jane thought I was a complete pain.

One day the doorbell rang, and the milkman asked to speak to Mum. Nick Hinge worked for Express Dairies and delivered the milk to our door every day. On this occasion he was after Mum’s permission to take Jane out on a date. At first, I laughed but when the other children in our close started teasing me about my sister kissing the milkman I didn’t think it was so funny. It was serious, though, and from that day in 1982 Nick quickly became part of the family. He joined us on the boat for trips away at weekends and was part of our crew if there were competitions. He and I would practise rope throwing for hours in the garden so we could be better the following weekend. In some ways, Nick and I were competitive for Dad’s approval: Nick as a potential son-in-law, and me as a 10-year-old who was eternally anxious to prove herself.

Dad had sold Louis Philippe and bought Tamberini, a 40 foot glassfibre Fairline motorboat that cruised at a much faster speed than we’d been used to. Jane cried when she heard Louis Philippe was going to be sold. For me, however, Tamberini was exciting. I was older and able to do more onboard. Unlike Jane, I liked to crew rather than be the skipper; I much preferred being told what to do and I liked it that Tamberini was more like home, with duvets on the beds and heating and a kettle and toaster.

Being the smallest and the youngest, I always seemed to be given the worst jobs to do. I was keen to please and wanted to be included in everything, and one of my special jobs was to get the cockpit cushions from the aft lazarette. This was a dark and damp locker at the back of the boat that was awkward for me to move around in, small as I was. I had terrible claustrophobia, and while it was fine as long as I could see daylight, the others had a habit of asking me to pass out the cushions then shutting me in. I would scream as loudly as I could until they opened up the hatch again. It happened every time. I never learned and each time they laughed.

I was 12 when Jane and Nick got married. Jane was 19 and I had never seen her looking so beautiful. In my pink bridesmaid’s dress I felt like a doll, and I wavered between tears and excitement. Jane had left home but my view was that I was gaining a friend in Nick rather than losing a sister, and that proved to be true. Nick was an incredibly kind brother-in-law. When I was 14 and Mum and Jane were out at work every Saturday, my job was to wash Dad’s car. Nick was then working as a chauffeur and he usually came round and we washed and polished the cars together. If I got bored halfway through, he bribed me by promising to rent out a film or take me on a trip in his car. It developed into our own Saturday Club, and we watched films, recited lines from them and shared private jokes. As I grew older and needed a lift to training, matches or trips away, Nick often volunteered for the job. When I started socialising at the pub, Nick picked my friends and me up at the end of the night and dropped us all home. If I had sorrows, I could cry a little and Nick would stay up with me, listen and say all the right things.

Five years later, in 1990, my sister had the first of her two sons, Alex and Matthew. My parents hadn’t really approved of Jane’s marriage so young but now my family grew closer again. At Easter weekends, Dad, Nick and I would head off for a cruise to Ramsgate or the Medway, with some navigation competitions thrown in for excitement, while Mum, Jane and the children stayed at home. We always came back with a weathered glow, full of stories; it was almost like a bonding session. It was a life I loved. If you saw Tamberini out on the water, it meant I was around somewhere. She didn’t move far without me.

Looking back, I can see that in some ways my early career teaching sports was pre-destined. I had gone to university in Leeds to do a degree in sports science and followed that with a teaching qualification. My first placement taught me a tough lesson. Because I enjoyed sport and was reasonably talented at it, I assumed the students would like me and that being liked made a good teacher. I discovered the hard way that it didn’t work like that. You have to win the respect of a class and relate to each student as a unique individual.

Schoolchildren are bright and they know that a student teacher is going to be a little naïve in the ways of discipline. It’s the perfect opportunity for them to test a new teacher’s breaking strain. I was no exception. The minute I handed out basketballs the sports hall was a deafening cacophony of slapping and bouncing and I couldn’t be heard. On a windy hockey pitch it would take me all lesson to round up 30 students, 30 sticks and 15 balls and organise them into groups for practice. Something you think will be easy to do can stress you beyond belief, and the most carefully planned lessons can disintegrate as you speak.

My placement in a pretty rough part of Leeds was with pupils who were not easy to coax into working. Students are the most rewarding part of teaching but they are also the scariest. The first moments with a new class are make or break. You soon learn that you need to start off as a strong character so that you can back off later. If you are too soft it is very difficult to introduce discipline later. Your natural instinct is to be liked but I had already learned to my cost how misguided the nice approach can be too early on. This time I decided to be tough from the beginning.

I couldn’t have timed it better as I walked into my GCSE PE class. It was the start of the athletics season and we had to cover some physiology in the classroom before I took them on to the field. If I didn’t get control of this class in the first lesson, these kids would be an insane risk when they were throwing javelins later in the week. The entire back row had their feet up on their desks. Everyone was huddled in groups and talking loudly. The girls’ skirts were rolled up to make them shorter and some of them were flirting overtly with the boys. The boys were wearing their trousers so far below their waists I knew their taste in underwear before I learnt their names.

I could smell the stale tobacco on school jumpers, mixed heavily with aftershave and perfume. It was all part of the mating ritual of these hot-blooded 15- and 16-year-olds. I visualised the image I wanted to present and sucked in a lungful of air. I pulled my shoulders back, lifted my head up and spoke out in a confident voice. Slow and unfaltering in my tone, I asked for feet to be removed from desks and bottoms to be put in chairs. It worked. I had everyone’s attention. I began to feel every part this character I had created.

My second lesson with the class was a practical one concentrating on the history, development and techniques of the high jump. I had been trying not to judge anyone on my first impressions, but having heard about the same students getting into trouble all the time I couldn’t help thinking the worst of one boy. The lesson I learned that day will stay with me for ever. It taught me that we all have a talent, though it can take time to identify it and channel that energy in a way that allows it to flourish. This particular student was incredibly hard to deal with but he was one of the most naturally talented athletes I ever had the pleasure of teaching. He jumped effortlessly beyond the benchmark for his age group, he was among the fastest sprinters and he was a superb javelin thrower. If only I could persuade him to train at a club he would continue to develop.

I worked with the school to encourage him. Eventually, he competed in an athletics meet at county level and proudly walked away with a record. I will never forget the smile that spread across his face. Moments like that are what make teaching special. To inspire a schoolchild and encourage and nurture them to face a challenge and ultimately succeed is a privilege.

Teaching practice had taken me to some difficult schools where I had found out that hard work can produce some outstanding results. I felt a great deal of pride in the progress of the less academic students or children who were in trouble in other areas of the curriculum whose talent or determination at sport made them my treasures. However, I was also keen to be able to teach with a little less emphasis on discipline. I decided that I would concentrate on location and let the feel of the school dictate if it was the right place for me.

The school where I got my first job in 1995 was on the edge of the Yorkshire Dales, a 40-minute drive from Leeds. North Halifax Grammar School had football and rugby fields, a full athletics track, a gym and several hockey pitches and tennis courts. There was a tremendous ethos that involved educating children in the benefits of a healthy lifestyle and I was very excited at the prospect of teaching there. At first, life as a proper teacher felt weird. I didn’t feel old enough or adult enough to be a teacher. In assembly, I laughed at the same things the pupils laughed at, and I had to practise a stern face to avoid being caught out.

Life quickly fell into a routine. I drove to the school every morning and stumbled into the staff room for a cup of tea before the first bell rang. My tutor group was from Year 8, a bunch of 12- and 13-year-olds with a few wild characters. I had some naturally talented sports stars, some highly intelligent students and a few troublemakers I found myself defending regularly in the staff room. The combination of all these different personalities kept me entertained, while at the same time making me want to tear my hair out. In any other group you could walk away after a class and shake off the frustrations, but the difference with the Year 8 tutor group was that this lot was mine. These guys were as good as I could help them to be.

Year 8 knew exactly what they could get away with; they knew the rules better than me. That year, they taught me what is expected and, more importantly, what is needed from a teacher. I learned not to get caught in the trap of being soft with lovelorn girls whose troubles were all too often a way of getting out of going to assembly. I learned which cries for help were genuine and which were for attention. I had students with special educational needs either because they were exceptionally bright or had learning difficulties. One boy was a particular challenge. He was a great child but constantly in trouble, and I felt it was because he was misunderstood rather than malicious. Some learning difficulty syndromes were just being recognised and acknowledged where, in the past, they had been ignored or put down to bad behaviour. This boy was diagnosed with Attention Deficit /Hyperactivity Disorder, and I got some extra training to help me use a more focussed teaching style with him. That made a big difference and I really enjoyed helping him make progress.

Now I was a fully qualified teacher I could create my own rules of discipline. The school allowed detention as a punishment, but after that you had to find a way to help students, or coerce them, into learning from their mistakes. I remembered school detentions and the silly things we had been asked to do only too well, and I decided I wanted pupils to help out in detention while, of course, keeping them in my sight. So I would run detentions concurrently with practice sessions at lunchtime or after school and set troublemakers the task of picking up all the litter on the hockey pitch or the netball courts. I had all my footballs washed and the hockey sticks coated with linseed oil. The equipment lockers were tidied up and the bibs were sorted and folded. It was great. I also knew that seeing other pupils enjoying a class was a lesson in itself.

I loved the school and enjoyed my job, but towards the end of that term I spotted an advertisement in the Times Educational Supplement for a post teaching English and PE at a school in Dorset. It was a very different job, but it stuck in my mind and I found myself thinking more and more about a complete change of scene. Where, a year earlier, it had seemed right to stay in Leeds, close to the Yorkshire Moors and all my friends from university, I now felt I was ready to move on. The job at Harrow House International College near Swanage was near the coast, and the pull of a life close to water was strong. However difficult it might be to leave, I wanted to be within sight of the sea.


THREE

Saying Goodbye

Perched on top of the Purbeck Hills in Dorset, Harrow House is an imposing redbrick building that looks out down to the beach at Christchurch. The college had originally been built as a school in Edwardian times and was requisitioned during the war and turned into a hospital, so there were chilling stories about the ghosts of soldiers haunting the corridors. It was like a rambling stately home, with three floors and a warren of 70 rooms. The first challenge for me was to find my way around without getting lost, and to get to the right lessons in the right places.

Foreign students, adults and children, came to learn English here. The younger students lived in, and part of my job was to teach sports and look after them in the hours after lessons. I fitted into the job easily and naturally, and I loved it. I enjoyed the pressure of the week’s lessons and the other social events that we had to organise.

I learned everyone’s names, whether they were in my classes or not, and how to say goodnight or good morning to the juniors who lived in college in all their different languages. No matter what language you used, though, bedtimes were quite an operation. You had to visit each room and check that the lights went out at the right time and weren’t sneaked back on a few minutes later. Evening activities changed according to the time of year and any new ideas we had, but karaoke was always a favourite. I never dreamed I would sing in public – no-one would if they heard my singing in the shower – but I quickly learned that if you want students to have a go the best way is to lead by example. Karaoke was a perfect way to encourage people to read and sing in English.

Working at Harrow House gave me a buzz I am sure would have faded if I had stayed at a regular school. I loved teaching and the chance to develop skills in young people that they were either unaware of or were untapped. It wasn’t a dull routine; it was full of excitement and spontaneity. The mix of cultures and nationalities kept the place alive and it was an ever-changing scene as new students arrived every week, some staying for up to a year and others for as little as two weeks.

In this hothouse world, friendships and romances flourished. Romantic liaisons were hidden from view in odd corners of empty rooms and tennis courts. Promises were made and addresses exchanged as students said goodbye at the airport and as others arrived the process was repeated. Some of these relationships were holiday romances; others made friends for good.

For me, there were close new friendships as well. On our days off, I would go walking on the Purbeck Hills or along the cliffs at Dancing Ledge with some of the other teachers: Toni, Grant, Andy, Terry and Paddy. If it was good weather, we headed for the beach at Studland Bay armed with drinks and snacks, kites, boogie boards, books and sunscreen. It was like a day at the Riviera. Sometimes before going back to the college we would call in at the local cricket ground to see how the home match was progressing or meet others in town for a drink.

My closest friend, and in many ways a father figure to me, was Nick Keeping. Nick was one of the directors of the college, an absolutely charming man in his fifties with an easy way and flawless manners. He was tall and elegant, and even when he dressed to relax at the weekend he wore designer jeans with a pressed white shirt, a jacket, Italian leather shoes and designer sunglasses. Women naturally wanted a share of Nick’s attention but what made him special in everyone’s opinion, male or female, was his ability to listen intently to everything you had to say.

Nick was often away on marketing trips to promote the college overseas, but when he got back he would entertain us with stories of his visits and the people he had met. He was brilliant with the students and had an incredible ability to read people and understand anyone who was confused or troubled. He could tell if you were unhappy, feeling restless or resented a decision-making process, and he often defended our roles in the running of the college and fought to have our hard work and success rewarded at the end of the season.

Nick had another string to his bow: he was able to speak five different languages. He frequently caught out students who were up to mischief by understanding conversations he overheard, and was able to forewarn us so we could prevent trouble before it was too late. The students were amazed at how shrewd we could be at pre-empting their moves.

When the college manager left, I was promoted to his job and stayed on for another year. It was a far more responsible role. I was in charge of the college accommodation, the arrangements and smooth running of transfer day, when one group of students would leave and another arrive at the airport, and for the health and safety of all the students during their stay at Swanage. It was a big transition from running the sports programme and teaching a few lessons of English as a foreign language.

Nick would usually pop into the college on a Saturday to chat with me. We would catch up on the gossip from the Friday night disco and then look through the arrivals we were expecting. He already knew some of them, perhaps from a marketing event somewhere round the world, and his sympathy and care for the students was an inspiration to me. Once, a 17-year-old Italian student called the school in tears from Heathrow airport. He spoke English very poorly. I couldn’t figure out who it was, and there was no-one else to help. I was getting upset myself; there’s nothing worse than listening to someone sobbing on the phone when you have no idea how to communicate with them. With perfect timing Nick walked into the office clutching a Saturday paper and a cup of the rich filter coffee he always insisted on. I smelt the coffee before he even opened the door. The feeling of relief was immense. I handed the phone to him and within five minutes Nick had coaxed out the name and nationality of the student. I made some rapid arrangements, and half an hour later a teacher was with the student and the drama was over. For the next three weeks while the Italian boy was with us at the college, Nick checked every single day to make sure he was all right.

Besides dealing with problems, Nick was a fantastic and natural confidant, a father figure I turned to when life got difficult. It felt easy to talk to him about the future and the things I wanted to do. I could tell him anything. When I complained about students or colleagues, when things got me down, Nick would listen, always sympathetically, and offer a different perspective. My love life – or rather the lack of it – was always good for entertainment but he had the patience to discuss all kinds of things. I wondered if I should commit myself to buying somewhere to live and sought Nick’s advice. In the end, the step seemed far too daunting.

By far the biggest and most gnawing concern I had was about my Dad, and Nick was there to listen and sympathise. It was a dark cloud that hung perpetually over an otherwise idyllic life at Harrow House. While I’d been at university, Dad had been ill. He had been feeling short of breath and when he’d gone for a check-up, they found an abscess on his lung. An operation to remove it had been a success, or so we thought, and life had returned to normal. Dad had worked hard at walking, cycling and skiing to improve his aerobic fitness and since then we’d had some great skiing holidays together.

I was shocked to hear that Dad was ill again, and this time it was really serious. He had been diagnosed with mesothelioma, which is a rare and virulent form of cancer that affects the lining of the lung, the abdominal cavity or the lining round the heart. It is caused by exposure to asbestos, in many cases 20 or more years ago. How my Dad contracted it we will never know.

The early symptoms of mesothelioma are non-specific and therefore hard to diagnose. Dad was short of breath and had a persistent cough, a pain in his shoulder and lower back but none of these was severe enough to force him to seek medical help. As the disease progressed, fluid built up between the layers in the lungs, making it difficult and painful for him to breathe, and then the doctors suspected it could be mesothelioma. By this time, however, Dad was a long way down the line.

I desperately wanted to be around to help out during his treatment and recovery and so I began travelling home every weekend on my day off. I felt awful having to work so far from home. The drive home took about two-and-a-half hours and I fell into the routine of going home really late on Saturday night or first thing Sunday morning, returning to Harrow House early on the Monday morning. The journey was often made in tears of guilt and worry.

Back in Swanage I put on a smiling face and got on with my work. When there was a quiet time, Nick would ask how things were. With him, I could let the tears flow for a while and feel better. The worst times were calling home. I hated hearing my mum so tired and anxious but doing her utmost to stay positive and sound cheerful. I felt helpless. Often I spoke to my sister afterwards and she was always reassuring. They were all managing, she would tell me. She would let me know the minute she heard anything important.

Conversations with Dad were brief because he was very breathless but I loved hearing his voice and the warm way he would always ask me about what I was up to. He had another operation to help reduce the pressure from the build-up of fluid in his lungs, and while he was in hospital he contracted the bug MRSA. It turned out to be a long stay that really tested Mum’s strength. Every time I visited Dad I had to clean my hands thoroughly and wear a special gown and mask. It was horribly upsetting. It made me feel so distant from him. All I wanted to do was hug him and I couldn’t.

Dad’s health continued to deteriorate but it didn’t fully hit home to me until the weekend I went home and his wound was being dressed. He unbuttoned his shirt and when he took it off I saw that his arms and chest were shrunken and pallid. At first I was shocked. My Dad was the strongest person I had known, a 6 foot tall athletic man full of energy and vitality. As I looked at his emaciated body, I saw how weak and faded he had become and knew that he would never again be that powerhouse of physical strength. I felt heavy with sadness for him and for all of us.

Fatherly as always, Dad wanted to know that I was looking after Mum as best I could. Mum, Jane and I wanted most of all to get Dad back home where we could look after him in comfort. We were scared he would deteriorate faster if he stayed in hospital too long. We had Mum to think of, too. Jane and I investigated the help that was available to Mum for looking after Dad at home, and Macmillan Cancer Support came to our rescue. The charity provides practical, medical, emotional and financial support for people who need cancer care and they certainly helped my parents. Their nurses assisted with daily chores, redressing wounds and medical checks.

Our doctor called in for regular visits and the comforts of home cheered Dad up immensely. Being at home meant he had many more visitors and felt involved in everyone’s life again. As far as morale was concerned, it was the best thing we could have hoped for.

My biggest dread as my father fought this terrible disease was getting a call that told me my usual visit would not be enough. That call came one Tuesday just before lunch. Jane asked me to come as soon as possible. I was in work mode and my immediate reaction, I’m afraid, was to wonder if everyone was panicking. Did I really need to come home right now? I think I was stalling. I was hoping the worst was not really happening. As Jane explained, I was already chucking some clothes in a bag. My Dad was dying.

I immediately turned to Nick. I felt the rising panic of despair but I told myself I had to snap out of it. I had to be practical. I had to hold it all together for Mum’s sake. She didn’t need an emotional wreck on her hands, on top of all her other troubles. And so, like father like daughter, I did what Dad himself would have done: I took care of the practical things. I re-arranged my workload for the weekend and left notes on each section. I packed my bag and Nick helped me take it to my car, making me promise to drive carefully. He said he’d let the rest of the staff and the other directors of the college know what was happening. I assured him I would call when I had more news.

The insufferably long hours of that drive were the worst of my life. I longed to be transported home effortlessly. I was in a panic and constantly had to slow back down to the speed limit. My fear was that I didn’t have enough time. I needed to see my Dad before he passed away.

I walked through the back door straight into the arms of Mum. She looked tired and relieved to see me. Tentatively, I walked through from the kitchen to see Dad sitting in a chair in the front room. He, too, looked exhausted but he perked up when he saw me. I hugged him and we chatted. He asked about my work. Then he took a different tack. What were my plans for the future? Did I plan to continue teaching? I tried to bluff through an answer. The truth was, I wasn’t sure where my future lay. I still aspired to adventure, but Harrow House was a great lifestyle job that I loved.

Then my Dad said something that changed my life. He said that if I just continued to talk about my ideas I would squander my chances to do anything about them. His exact words were: ‘Are you going to talk about it or actually do something about it?’ I was kneeling in front of his chair and the instant I heard these words they struck home. I knew he was right. He was invariably right. I vowed then that I would not be all talk and no action, and I said nothing. He knew he had reached the heart of me, that he had said the right thing.

For the rest of that afternoon we made a list of the things that he wanted to happen. There was something about this process of listing practical tasks that made me realise Dad was getting everything in order before he left us. I had to cancel the newspapers and settle the bill. I had to transfer all his shares into Mum’s name and then we had to find all his personal documents from the depths of his wardrobe.

That evening Mum and Dad went through the long routine of getting Dad to bed. We weren’t long behind him; the strain was taking its toll. Despite being emotionally and physically exhausted, none of us slept. We all lay in bed painfully alert to the slightest noise. The next morning everyone was up early. I sat on Dad’s bed to make the phone calls to arrange for his shares to be transferred. One call proved trouble some; the company didn’t want to carry out requests on someone else’s behalf. I told them Dad wasn’t able to speak. Finally, frustrated by listening to me argue on the phone, Dad took the receiver and rasped excruciatingly into the handset. I could see plainly the pain the effort had cost him and I felt almost winded by it myself.

I set off to tackle some more of the chores Dad wanted done. When I got back I found Uncle Michael, my Dad’s cousin Brian and Aunty Margaret from Australia had arrived. This was bittersweet: it was lovely to see them all and horribly poignant at the same time. I am sure that the gathering of our family and the strength of numbers helped Jane and Mum.

The doctor had a final morphine prescription for Dad, and Jane and I left to collect it. When we got home we announced that the bar was open and gave Dad his medication. Everyone told jokes and stories. Dad checked that I had done all the jobs on the list. I was pleased to be able to say that everything had been done. I didn’t surrender to emotion. I was taking over my Dad’s role as the practical one and from that we both got great comfort.

Dad looked relaxed. I could see how much he was enjoying all the stories and jokes but by the early evening he was clearly struggling. Mum stayed beside him. He could say nothing. His goodbye to each one of us was with his eyes. There was no frantic fight for life; it was almost as if he felt the time was right and then he passed away. Aunty Margaret, a trained nurse, checked he was comfortable and said prayers. Mum talked quietly to Dad. In our different ways, we were all saying goodbye.




End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   


ops/styles/page-template.xpgt
 

   

   
	 
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
         
            
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





ops/images/t0179-01.jpg
Communications Equipment

RADIO COMMUNICATIONS EQUIPMENT

HF radio — 200 watt SSB
VHF radio - 25 watt
GMDSS

Handheld VHF radios

1COM (UK) Ltd
Shipmate

ICS Electronics Ltd
1COM (UK) Ltd

SATELLITE COMMUNICATIONS EQUIPVENT

Imarsat Standard C
Iridium

Cameras
Stil cameras
Video cameras

Computers
Computers X 2
Computers X 1
Gomputer monitors

Computer Software
Operating system

General software

Elecironic charting
Communications software

Sat G communication

Weather fax

Data logging

Battery management software

Deck Equipment
Hatches and portholes
Steering gear

Winches and deck equipment

Thrane & Thrane/TMI 2000
Iridium/TiI 2000

Panasonic Lumix 8.4 Mega Pixel
Panasonic 3 Chip Mini DV

Panasonic Toughbook CF29
Panasonic Toughbook CF-W2
Sony

Windows NT/windows XP
Microsoft Office
MaxSea/ARCS Charts
Telaurus/SeaCOM

PC Sat G

M Scan Meteo

Brooks & Gatehouse Deckman
BMWLink

Lewmar Ltd and Nemo (taly)
Edson USA
Harken USA







ops/images/f0171-01.jpg
AVIVA
Challenge








ops/images/t0180-01.jpg
Pulpit, pushpit, stanchions, handrals et
Custom Deck Equipment
Blocks, jammers etc
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Mechanical

Main engine

Propeler

Generator

Engne and generator exhaust system
Watermaker
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Navigational Equipment
Wind data, water speed, depth

GPS

Radar

Hercules CSMD of Dartmouth

Designed by Foger Scammel,
Manufactured by Hercules CSMD
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Length overall 7ot 22 metres
Length of waterline: 61ft 18:82 metres
Boam 18t 2ns 65 mefres
Height of mast above waterine: 95t 29 metres
Dratt ~ full load: 10ft 306 metres
Displacement  half load: 385 tonnes
Balast keel weight: 12 tonnes
Displacement at start of Aviva Challenge: 43 tonnes
Ballast keel weight: 12 tonnes
Sail area — max windward 2826 5q ft 262.6 50 m
Sail area - max downwind: 5247 sq ft 4875 sam
TANK CAPACITIES

Water: 300 gals 1776 ltres
Weight of water 1.8 tonnes
Fuel tankage: 736 gals 3310 lires
Additional fuel tankage: 244 gals 1,100 ftres
Weight of fuel: 2.7 tonnes
DESIGN TEAM

Rob Humphreys Rob Humphreys Yacht Design
Jim Moore Jim Moore Designs

Roger Scammel Key Designs

Andrew Roberts and Matthew Ratsey Challenge Business

Devonport Yachts Ltd Devonport Royal Dockyard
BUILDER

Devonport Yachts Ltd, Devonport Royal Dockyard
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CONSTRUCTION

Hull - 50A mild steel

Keel - stesl fin and lead bulo

Deck and coamings ~ 316 stainless steel
Coachroof - GRP balsa sandwich

SAFETY STANDARDS

The Challenge 72ft class yachts are designed and fitted out to comply with the
MCA requirements for uniimited operations (worldwide in high latitudes)

Design approval - Bureau Veritas

Challenge Business Yacht Building Quality Assurance Programme

Certitying Authority ~ MECAL for MCA

Surveyor for annual and special surveys — John Fearnley

Safety Standards compiiance for the Aviva Challenge — MCA Cat 0, ISAF and

Royal Ocean Racing Club, ORG Cat O where appropriate, as well as specific
requirements for the voyage.

Challenge Business policy for safety at sea.

EQUIPMIENT SUPPLIERS
Autopilots

Brooks & Gatehouse Electronics
Hamilton Jet Hydraulics
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Paint, Protective Coatings and Fairing Materials
International Paints Ltd and Awlgrip

Rig

Mast and spar maker Attantic Spars Ltd

Carbon fibre bowsprit Multmarine

Riggng terminals Norseman Gibb

Dylorm standing rigging Norseman Gibb

Running rigging Liros, supplied by Seago Yachting
Spectra runring rigging Southem Fopes

Mainsal batten system Banbridge Aquabatten Ltd
Sailmaker Hood Saimakers Ltd

SAILS CARRIED
Mainsail, Trysail, No1 Yankeo (furing), No2 Yankes (furing), Staysail (furing), Spare
staysail, Code O (furling reacher), Asymmetric spinnaker, Flanker (2.3 oz spinnaker),
1.6 0z spinnaker, 0.7502 spinnaker.

Rudder and Keel

Rudder, skeg and keel fin fabrioations Heroules CSMD of Dartmouth
Lead bulb keel Iron Brothers Ltd

Safety Equipment

Liferafts Zodiac

Lifejackets/marnesses Ocean Safety Ltd

EPIRBS Ocean Safety Ltd

Watertight doors Hercules CSMD of Dartmouth
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