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1 : THREE WIDOWS

All three women were dressed up in fine winter coats
to keep out a cold, New Year wind on the River
Thames. Each was poised and elegant, knowing that, for
now, they were the story. The press photographer took
no risks, manoeuvring his inexperienced subjects into a
variety of poses. The women showed only the slight
apprehension of those unfamiliar with a photo shoot.
They were in the prime of their lives and were enjoying
the attention brought to them by their husbands' race at
sea. By now, the race had been under way for seven
months and probably had another six to go. Already
there had been chaos. Storm-force winds at the bottom
of Africa had knocked some boats out. Others suffered
structural damage, their battered skippers left with
potentially life-or-death decisions: should they carry on
beyond the point of no return, into the vast and wild
Southern Ocean, or should they give up? Those who
continued were in unknown territory; no one had ever
achieved what each was striving for, to be the first
person to sail around the world single-handed without
stopping.

Out of nine starters, there were only four left. A
young officer in the merchant navy, Robin Knox-Johnston,
had separated from his wife well before
leaving. In the superficial world of newspaper stunts,
therefore, he did not count on the occasion of this photo
shoot. The three remaining entrants, to the relief of
newspaper editors, did have wives: Clare Crowhurst,
Francoise Moitessier and Eve Tetley. On this January
day in 1969, they were ushered around the deck of a tall
ship, Discovery, stopping at every conceivable backdrop
to smile for the camera. They chatted nervously, always
wary of the fact that their husbands were rivals. Above
all, they did what was asked of them. In an age when
some of the boats racing round the world did not have
radios and their dramatic stories went unheard for
months, the three women were helping a newspaper
industry that was having a terrible time filling in long,
blank spaces between the relatively rare moments of
real news. If they had realised how contrived the day's
story was going to be they might have been less willing.
The headline beneath the chosen photograph shouted
'The Sea Widows They Left Behind'. It was disposable
nonsense at the time, but it was to become eerily
prophetic: two of the women would become widows for
real and the third a widow in all but name.

The photo shoot in London was to be the first and
only time all three women would meet, even though
their stories would become entwined. They would each
endure a personal tragedy with one thing in common –
publicity. Once the media interest was turned on, it
could not be turned off. The women's grief would be
played out on the front pages. Two, Clare Crowhurst
and Eve Tetley, would spend the next 40 years barely
speaking of their suffering – even to friends and family
– and it is only four decades on that all three women
have spoken frankly.

Eve Tetley was a tall, vivacious newly-wed, living her
life in something of a whirlwind. She had been married
to Lieutenant Commander Nigel Tetley for only two
years, having known him for all of a month before
walking down the aisle. They were introduced to each
other at a meeting set up by friends in a Plymouth pub.
It is a moment still etched on her mind. 'I even
remember exactly what I was wearing, a beautiful little
Jaeger, twill cotton suit. The Mary Quant look with a
short skirt, and of course long hair,' she says, guffawing
with laughter. She was then a 27-year-old geography
teacher far from her home in the north east of England,
which she left to go to university in the south west. He
was an older man, every inch the chisel-jawed Royal
Navy commander looking forward to retirement in a
couple of years' time at the age of 45. 'I looked across
and it was just, you know ... You read about it and you
think what a load of rubbish. What a load of rubbish,
and that was it. It was a love-at-first-sight job. A month
later I sent my parents a telegram saying "Arranged
wedding". We were married in Durham, literally a
month after we met.' Eve's father, a detective chief
superintendent and head of Durham CID, looked up the
name and rank of Lieutenant Commander Nigel Tetley
in the Royal Navy list to check the man his daughter
was marrying was real. In fact, Nigel was from rather
good stock or, as Eve puts it now, from a 'très snob'
English family of British Empire days. His mother was
the daughter of a judge in southern Africa where Nigel
himself was born and where his father was in the British
Army.

The newly-weds were nonconformist from the start.
Eve rejected the logical route of officers' married quarters
and instead they set up home on board Nigel's boat,
a 40-foot-long trimaran berthed in Plymouth's industrial
docks. His two sons from his previous marriage,
teenagers Philip and Mark, lived with them when they
were not away at boarding school.

It was the same boat, Victress, on which Nigel was
now racing around the world in competition with eight
other men. Like so many of the other competitors, Nigel
had tried and failed to raise sponsorship money for a
purpose-built boat. As a result, he ended up leaving
Britain's shores in the family home.

At the photo shoot on the Thames, Eve Tetley was
getting on considerably better with Francoise Moitessier
than she was with Clare Crowhurst. When Eve
mentioned her own unpaid bills, like £150 for a self-steering
device for her husband's boat, she felt Clare was
upstaging her with talk of bills for thousands. 'I just
didn't like her,' says Eve laughing loudly, forty years on.
'It isn't often I don't like people. I don't think she liked
me. We met just that once. Never since. Never talked.
No communication.'

Clare Crowhurst remembers that meeting and
remembers putting to Eve that their two husbands were
perceived as specific rivals before they had even started.
They were the only two to be sailing trimarans, a relatively
new type of boat seen as fast but potentially
dangerous for such a voyage. 'There was that comment
before they went,' says Clare. 'Nigel Tetley said the one
person I am not going to allow to beat me is Donald
Crowhurst. When I met Eve in London she brushed that
comment off.'

It would be remarkable if the two women's memories
of each other had not been influenced by the terrible
events yet to unfold. Eve would go on to blame her
rival's husband for the downfall of her own.

Clare Crowhurst and Eve Tetley had one thing in
common. Just as Eve had moved from Durham to
Plymouth, so Clare had moved hundreds of miles from
home as a young woman. She had grown up in Killarney
in the west of Ireland where her Anglo-Irish mother had
settled with an Irish farmer, converting to Catholicism
in the process. Clare was barely out of her teens when
she moved with her sister to England in what were the
post-war years of the early 1950s. She worked in the
BBC monitoring station at Caversham in Berkshire,
where she typed up listening reports for Downing Street
and the Oval Office. The two sisters shared a flat in
Reading, and it was at one of their parties that Clare
met Donald. He was in his mid 20s and had a growing
reputation. Not only had he been an officer in both the
RAF and the army, he had been thrown out of both for
a series of largely drunken exploits, including trying to
steal a car, being found under a bed in a compromising
position with a brigadier's daughter and crashing a car
into a bus, for which he lost his licence. Without a car
but undefeated, Donald wooed Clare with trips on a
tandem. 'It was great fun,' she says. 'We used to ride
everywhere. He was different. He was a very different
person.' By the time of the Golden Globe, they had four
children. In that respect, Clare Crowhurst had more in
common with the oldest of the three women, Francoise
Moitessier.

At the time of the three women's meeting, Francoise
was a fortnight from her 40th birthday. Unlike the other
two, she was an established ocean-going sailor in her
own right but was now concentrating on bringing up
her three teenaged children. Francoise had married as
soon as she left a Catholic boarding school at the age of
18. Three children in three years were followed closely
by divorce, which for a young Catholic mother in 1950s
France was not easy. The unpredictable Bernard
Moitessier soon came into her life but with less of the
chance with which Clare Crowhurst and Eve Tetley had
met their men. Francoise's family had been close to
Bernard's for two generations. Their fathers had gone to
the same school in Marseilles, and their grandfathers
had gone to the same polytechnique. She remembers
childhood holidays with the two families together.
Somehow it felt natural that Bernard should, one Sunday
morning in the spring of 1958, turn up on her doorstep.
There was nothing ordinary about Bernard. His
upbringing had been unorthodox. His parents had
moved to Hanoi, the capital of French Indochina, just
before he was born there in 1925. His father quickly
made money out of colonial trading with an
import/export business. Bernard grew up for 20 years in
what is now Vietnam, living in something of a dream
world – he failed to impress at least one teacher who
called him an anarchist and a lazy dunce who would
never amount to anything – a world in which he would
often walk the riverbanks, watching sailing junks plying
their trade. When, years later, he pitched up at
Francoise's front door, near Marseilles, he was in the
middle of writing a book called The Vagabond of the
Sea, based on a series of haphazard voyages that began
with sailing away from Indochina in, to no one's
surprise, a junk. This man liked his freedom.

The relationship was predictably odd from the start.
It was Bernard's idea to marry but only because
Francoise had announced she was going to move to
Brussels where she had accepted a job offer in health
management. The evening before the wedding he seized
up with doubt, and they talked about it all night before
deciding in the morning to go ahead with the ceremony.
Quite why Bernard was so worried about his freedom is
a mystery, as he clearly never intended to give up much
of it. By the time the three Golden Globe women were
being photographed in London, Francoise had grown
used to tolerating an ever-growing string of affairs. 'I
knew he was with other women,' she says. 'But I knew
our relationship was strong, so it didn't matter. It was a
good marriage. We were happy.'

Bernard's upbringing and wayward lifestyle would
eventually go some way to explaining his bizarre behaviour
in the Golden Globe.

For now, Robin Knox-Johnston and the three
husbands, Nigel Tetley, Donald Crowhurst and Bernard
Moitessier, were battling it out on two fronts. Each was
focusing on his own survival, pitted against the
elements, and each was wary of the others' positions on
the globe, determined to win a place in the history
books.





2 : GIANT LEAP FOR MANKIND

The Sunday Times Golden Globe race began as little
more than an opportunistic newspaper stunt, typical of
the sharp-witted editor, Harold Evans. It was becoming
increasingly obvious that someone was going to sail all
the way round the world on their own: Francis
Chichester had just done it, in 1966/7, with only one
stop in Australia. Known sailors were now planning
non-stop attempts and their sponsorship was already
being bought up by newspapers. Harold Evans, editor of
Britain's biggest selling Sunday broadsheet, was missing
out, so he simply hijacked the whole concept.

In the early spring of 1968, he announced there
would be a race. It was a brilliant Fleet Street wheeze.
There would be almost no rules at all, beyond not being
allowed to have outside assistance, having to finish
where you started, and that everyone had to leave
during a five-month window, from 1 June to 31 October
1968 (as this was the only sensible time in the year to
go, in order to avoid the worst of the weather in the
Southern Ocean, it wasn't much of a rule). The real coup
was in ambushing every sailor. They were part of the
race whether or not they wanted to be. There was no
need to enter. There were no forms. By leaving, you were
in the race, like it or not. Several did not.

The first to make it home would win the Sunday
Times Golden Globe. Mindful of the need to spin the
story out for as long as possible, the newspaper also
announced that the fastest boat round the world would
also win a prize of £5,000. Interest in the race would
therefore be prolonged beyond that of the first
competitor home.

It was, arguably, a reckless stunt as there was, of
course, no guarantee that anyone would actually
succeed or, for that matter, survive. In the words of
Robin Knox-Johnston: 'It sounds silly now but in those
days no one knew whether a boat or human could make
it all the way round. Chichester stopped in Australia
where his boat had a big refit. A non-stop attempt
would mean perhaps ten months at sea. It was far from
certain that a yacht could stay at sea for that long,
totally self-sufficient and unassisted, and we just didn't
know much about the possible effects of the loneliness.
Psychiatrists said a human would go mad.'

It was Francis Chichester who started it all. His derring-do,
nine-month-long voyage had gripped the public. He
had sailed single-handed from Plymouth in south-west
England and had stopped just once, in Australia. Before
the official start, he had put on a showbiz leg from the
Tower of London on the Thames, to Plymouth, with
family and friends on board. He was tapping into a public
mood; the people of England were two weeks into celebrating
beating Germany in the football World Cup final
of 1966 when Chichester pumped up the media hype still
further by moving his specially built boat, Gipsy Moth IV,
to Tower Pier, ready for the off. There was short-term
euphoria but, in truth, the United Kingdom of Great
Britain and Northern Ireland had little to shout about.
The nation's place on the world stage had been steadily
declining; the once-mighty Empire had been unravelling
since the end of the Second World War twenty years
earlier. The economy was struggling and industrial strikes
were commonplace. The young were okay – it was the
swinging sixties. Beatlemania was well under way and
John Lennon was apologising to the Americans for saying
the Beatles were more popular than Jesus. For older generations,
it was all somewhat unnerving.

With hindsight, it is little wonder that the
Establishment pounced on sixty-five-year-old
Chichester as he sailed triumphantly into his home port
in the summer of 1967. The BBC broadcast live as he
bent down for the Queen to wave a ceremonial sword
over his shoulders. Nothing was left to the imagination.
The setting was the Grand Quadrangle of the 18th-century
Royal Naval College at Greenwich and, in case
the masses were not quite getting the point, the public
relations people let it be known that the very same
sword was apparently used to knight Francis Drake 400
years earlier. Britain might no longer be great but the
people were, was the clear message: you could take
away an empire but not the fact that it once existed.
Countries like Britain and France were turning to
modern-day adventurers either to remind their people of
the glory days, or simply to distract. None of this was
lost on the men who were now thinking of going one
better than Chichester.

It was no coincidence that Francis Chichester's route
round the world was itself a throwback to the days of
Empire. What is a voyage round the world? Who says it
should start from Western Europe? To most people,
Chichester was simply trying to get round the world
with his one stop in Australia. In fact, he was racing the
average times set by the old Victorian trade clippers. It
was they who set the route, using prevailing winds and
currents in a pre-engine age to sail from the English
Channel with cargoes of gold, wool and grain.
Chichester, in planning his adventure, researched the
experience of the clippers so thoroughly that, before
leaving, he wrote a book about them, Along the Clipper
Way. He knew he could not beat the pride of the fleet,
the Cutty Sark, but he fancied his chances against the
ordinary clippers' average times. He would follow their
route to Australia and on round the world. It would
take him down through the aptly named trade winds of
the North and South Atlantics, round southern Africa's
Cape of Good Hope and, crucially, into what are known
as the Roaring Forties. These are the westerly winds
blasting around the Southern Ocean along the latitude
of 40 degrees south of the equator. It was these wild
winds that created a nautical conveyor belt and made
this route profitable but dangerous. Once away from
Australia, Chichester, using these winds, would pass
New Zealand and continue eastwards along the second
half of the Southern Ocean to Cape Horn, the southern
tip of America. Assuming a safe rounding of this most
infamous of obstacles – made dangerous by the winds
funnelling and seas breaking in what is a relative
squeezing of landmasses – home was back up the two
Atlantics: in all, around 30,000 nautical miles, more
than a third of which was in the unforgiving Southern
Ocean (nautical miles are linked to latitude and are 15
per cent longer than statute).

The old clippers were fast, faster than Chichester as it
turned out. Most of the route was sailed with the wind
coming from behind – the optimum direction for the
clippers' unsophisticated sails, which were at their most
effective when they worked like baggy sheets.

By Chichester's period, there was no technical need for
yachts to slavishly follow the old routes. The improved
sails meant the wind direction was less important to them,
as the sails worked more like aerofoils – like an airplane's
wing providing lift – rather than simple sheets of cloth.
Subtle alterations in the shape and position of these new
sails meant that a yacht could now travel much closer to
the wind. Even with it blowing from near the front of the
boat, the sails' dynamics gave a new-found driving force
that still made for good progress, whereas the old clippers'
sails would have been left flapping and powerless.

So, there was a modern choice. The age-old limitations
were gone and there was no need to be hamstrung
by the old trade wind routes, born out of necessity.
Sailing boats could now realistically travel in any direction
they wanted to go.

However, no one thought of racing round the world
any other way. The Golden Globe, like almost every race
since, was to start in Western Europe and follow the old
trade routes. It would echo the days of Empire for no
particular reason other than it simply seemed the right
thing to do. History, not progress, was dictating the
challenge.

That was ironic because the race was soon being
compared with one of the great technological advances
of all time – man flying into space. Back then, any
landing on the moon, whether by the Soviet Union or
the United States, was still an ambition. However, it was
getting closer to happening. The East–West space race
was at its height just as the Golden Globe came into
being. The two dreams competed for column inches in
the newspapers, and took on a kind of symmetry. They
were both part of a wider picture in which whole
nations were looking for new challenges to interest
them. It was an environment that elevated the 'single-handed'
adventurers further still.

Together, the names in the two races were becoming
familiar to the public. As the Golden Globe was taking
shape, the astronaut Neil Armstrong was almost killed
while training for the Apollo programme. He was on
board a contraption called a lunar landing training
vehicle, nicknamed a Flying Bedstead, when his controls
started to fail. The whole machine, hovering 30 metres
above the ground, began to bank. Armstrong ejected
only a fraction of a second before it was too late. His
near-death experience introduced him to the public just
two weeks before the first Golden Globe 'entry' was
confirmed on the front pages.

A little over a year later, as the Golden Globe and all
of its maritime drama finished, Armstrong uttered the
words 'giant leap for mankind' as he became the first
man to step onto the moon. Technologically, it was an
infinitely greater achievement than sailing round the
world single-handed but in the newspaper game a hero
is a hero, and the Golden Globe sailors basked in the
same kind of adoration that Armstrong enjoyed. The
two goals had shared something that was increasingly in
short supply. They were journeys into the unknown. It
had by no means been certain that either could or would
be done.

The sharing of a place centre-stage was all very well
but it was a little superficial. In contrast with the moon
landing, the Golden Globe had a level of chaos and
amateurism that was to become part of its charm.

Robin Knox-Johnston had started thinking of a nonstop
voyage a year before the Sunday Times had thought
up the idea of sponsoring a race. Whilst on a month's
leave from his base in Bombay, India, and waiting to
join a new ship as first officer, he was sitting in his
parents' home in Kent, in London's southern commuter
belt. A chance remark by his father was to change his
life. It was March 1967 and Chichester was still at sea
but on the homeward leg of his record-breaking one-stop
voyage. It was obvious Chichester was heading for
success and that he would, in effect, raise the bar for all
other sailors. Robin's father wondered aloud who
would now plan to beat the time Chichester was clearly
going to set or whether anyone would even make a nonstop
attempt. 'That's about all there's left to do now,'
were the words left spinning in his son's head.

The young Robin was stirred further by his father's
suggestion that the most likely candidate was a
Frenchman. Robin was a great believer in Britain's place
on the seas. The idea that a Frenchman would surpass
Chichester's achievement, claiming superiority over this
island nation's ruling of the waves, made his blood boil.
'We'd never hear the last of it,' he said. 'By rights a
Briton should do it first.' Robin, twenty-eight years old
at the time, felt it could be him.

Robin had been married to his childhood sweetheart,
Sue, while living in Bombay, but after only three years
she flew back to Britain with their young daughter, Sara.
Their marriage was over. Sue left over arguments about
a particular dream of Robin's. In Bombay, he had been
supervising the building, by hand, of a yacht made from
local wood. He worked from mail-order plans sent by a
company in Poole in Dorset. The boat was named after
a Persian Gulf wind, Suhaili, and was launched, on
completion, with the cracking of a coconut on her bow
and scripture blessings chanted by the men who had
built her. Robin had expected Sue, with baby Sara, to
sail Suhaili 15,000 miles home with him, where he
planned to sell the boat for a profit. She refused.

Although his marriage was over, the dream voyage
went ahead with a brother and a friend as crew. They
sailed up the Thames just in time for Robin to get back
to work and join his next ship. However, she had been
held up on her journey from East Africa, and Robin was
told to take a month off and wait. Had it not been for
that delay, the conversation in his father's sitting room
might never have happened.

The decision was made. Robin was determined that
he would be the first person to sail round the world
single-handed without stopping. The question was how.

Robin Knox-Johnston's family background is usually
described as wealthy and privileged, largely on the basis
that he went to a private school, Berkhamsted, in
Hertfordshire. It is an assumption that irritates him if
only because of the sacrifices his parents made for his
education. Born in Putney, London, and spending his
early childhood in suburban Heswall, Wirral, he sees his
upbringing as having been normal and middle class,
without an exceptional amount of money. Certainly, there
was not enough money to bankroll another adventure.

It was obvious to him that although his own boat
Suhaili was strong and seaworthy, it would not be right
for a record-breaking attempt. Suhaili was built from
heavy teak from top to bottom. The cabin roof and
walls, the deck, hull and even the keel were all solid
wood. The two masts were cut from Kashmiri pine. The
boat was so heavy it floated two inches lower in the
water than it was designed to. At 32 feet long, it was
small and, as speed is partly determined by the length of
a boat's hull, slow. However, at least Suhaili was an
asset that could be sold to help finance a professional
project. The young Robin quickly persuaded a naval
architect to draw up plans for an impressive but low-budget
boat. The target was for the new boat to be 53
feet long, exactly the same length as Chichester's.

Robin had decided to keep the cost down to £5,000
by not bothering about the inside of his new boat: a bit
of DIY would suffice. Even so, Suhaili was worth less
than the projected new boat and, worse still, was half
paid for with borrowed money. Like almost all the nine
eventual starters, Robin needed a sponsor. His month's
wait to start his new job was over and he had to go back
to work, but rather than allowing that to get in the way
he put it to good use. First Officer Knox-Johnston took
advantage of his access to the passengers. They were
captivated by this young man's ambition and they
helped him to write more than 50 letters to blue-chip
businesses. However, the coming months were to
become increasingly frustrating. Not only was there a
series of polite refusals but Suhaili was not selling. There
was only one logical answer: to go with what he had.
Suhaili's length would raise eyebrows among the sailing
fraternity who would regard a length of 32 feet as
ridiculously small for the hideous conditions of the
Southern Ocean but Knox-Johnston knew the small size
would be compensated for by the fact she was built like
a tank. Having sailed her from India, he knew the boat
inside out and he was confident he was a better judge of
her abilities than the usual doubters and know-alls; of
which there was no shortage.

Speaking forty years on, he says: 'A guy came up to
me when I was working on the boat before I left. He
said, "You can't do it in a boat like that." It was a stupid
remark and I just laughed at him. I said, "I hope you're
not a schoolteacher." He said "Why?" I said, "Because it
would be bloody depressing for the kids."'

Robin made a quick but well-reasoned decision that
Suhaili would survive the voyage. The real question was
how long it would take. The slow speed meant a departure
as soon as possible was imperative because it was
inevitable that someone, French or not, would be
competing to be the first round. There was still a problem.
Suhaili was laid up on the mudflats of Benfleet Creek, on
the northern bank of the Thames estuary. She needed an
extensive refit and overhaul, including a new mast, before
she could be sailed anywhere, let alone round the world.
It soon emerged, albeit vaguely, that there was indeed
likely to be competition. Other sailors appeared to have
plans. One was pretending to be preparing for a 1968
transatlantic race, precisely the same ploy Robin Knox-Johnston
was in fact using. The shorter race was being
used as cover to hide true intentions, for fear of alerting
any opposition. The sailors were being secretive. They
generally felt that an attempt at a round-the-world
voyage did not need any complication. Each man
wanted to be the first to achieve it. He did not want to
alert others and create a 'race'.

All too soon, a surprise disturbed their peace and
changed everything. It came at the London Boat Show
in January of 1968. It was announced that a 57-year-old
English submariner, Commander Bill King, who lived in
a castle on Ireland's west coast, was to sail round the
world that summer in a purpose-built, revolutionary
yacht named after his local fox hunt, the Galway Blazer
II. It was quite an announcement. It was a surprise even
to Bill King. He was one of the men who, indeed, had
been planning to sail, but not until the following year:
he had not been sailing for almost two decades and
needed time to remind himself how to do it. He had
brought his plans forward because he got wind that
someone else, whom he had not been able to identify,
was planning a voyage. However, it had still been a
secret that he was keeping, even from close friends. His
sponsor, the Daily Express newspaper, had kept it quiet
until unilaterally deciding to announce all while he and
his family were on holiday skiing in Switzerland. The
Express had sent a 300-word telegram to Bill's chalet
explaining that they had had to act quickly because they
were worried there could be rival announcements.

If the news did not exactly flush out would-be rivals,
it certainly brought their intentions forward. Another
military man, Captain John Ridgway of the SAS, had
been thinking of an attempt for five years. He was now
well into his planning and had intended to leave in a
year's time. The moment he heard the Daily Express
announcement he knew King would be regretting it, as
a whole gang of people would now come forward and
turn it into a race. Ridgway understood sponsorship. It
would be available only if there was a chance of being
first. The economics of publicity had been made starkly
clear by a shrewd local businessman who spelt out to
him, in blunt terms, how it all worked. He said: 'This
publicity can be achieved in two ways: firstly, if you
succeed; and secondly, if you fail gloriously.' So far, the
advice was fairly routine and, indeed, reasonably
familiar to the British. But the businessman was not
finished. He pointed out there were degrees of glorious
failure and, therefore, media exposure. 'It would be
preferable if you died – slowly, and over the radio,' he
said. Ridgway preferred the option of succeeding by
being first, so he made an immediate decision to go in
five months' time, hopefully before King.

Ridgway had an advantage when it came to finding a
boat. He was already famous. He had rowed across the
Atlantic 18 months earlier, in 1966, with a fellow paratrooper,
Sergeant Chay Blyth. It had turned into an
unofficial race with two men in a similar rowing boat.
The rival pair had drowned; Ridgway and Blyth defied
death. Now they were enjoying success with a bestselling
book of the adventure. It was the sort of success
that opened doors and Ridgway was able to persuade a
British boat builder, Westerly, to provide a 30-foot yacht
fresh from its production line – the English Rose IV. At
the same London Boat Show at which Bill King's plans
had been announced to all and sundry, Ridgway had
quietly and secretly sought the opinion of experts on a
yachting panel as to whether such a production-line
boat could take on a round-the-world voyage. They said
it could, theoretically, go anywhere. It was an interesting
verdict. Not only was the boat even smaller than Knox-Johnston's
32-foot Suhaili; it was built for the family
cruising market.

Knox-Johnston was still struggling to finance his
venture and there was now a real urgency. King had gone
public and would be ready by late summer 1968.
Ridgway looked as if he would be ready earlier, by the
beginning of June. Then, just when he needed it, Knox-Johnston
had some real luck. Having a boat handmade
in India and then sailing it home had been unusual
enough for a literary agent to contact him when he tied
up at the Tower of London at the end of the voyage. The
new, extraordinary plan to sail round the world took
over and the agent soon had a book deal, complete with
advance payment. It paid for the refit of Suhaili. The
Sunday Mirror came on board too, despite the embarrassment
of Knox-Johnston falling off his chair during a
lunchtime meeting with the paper's executives on a
floating restaurant on the Thames. He had lost his
balance when the wake of a passing tug rocked the
restaurant boat. Not a word was spoken as everyone at
the meeting looked out of portholes or at their menus,
anywhere to avoid meeting eyes with this young man
who was proposing to sail around the world but couldn't
sit down on a boat in central London.

Weeks later, in late February 1968, the Sunday Times
got wind of what was going on. The paper's senior staff
knew that, at the very least, the Mirror and Express were
involved with their own sailors' freelance voyages. The
paper came storming in with its plan for a race, thereby
hijacking the whole adventure from under its rivals'
noses. The Sunday Times Golden Globe race was born.

The Sunday Times, for all of the simplicity and vagueness
of its 'race', got into a bit of a mess over the start.
In order to ensnare even the reluctant free spirits, the
paper announced that leaving from any port anywhere
in the British Isles would do. But then the paper discovered
that an established French sailor was planning a
non-stop voyage of his own. He had been quietly
preparing in Toulon, on France's Mediterranean coast.
The Sunday Times had unwittingly stumbled upon a
rivalry, between Britain and France, which was to play
out during the race and even have a strong influence on
the result.

Bernard Moitessier was not only one of the most
advanced in his preparations, he was also the most
obvious person to succeed. He was already a sailing
celebrity in his home country, having written books
about his exploits that included sailing round Cape
Horn with his wife, Francoise, at a time when people
did not sail round the Horn for fun. He had a huge
following, in part, because he was something of an
amateur philosopher, always writing about more than
simply sailing. He was an eccentric, a man of strong and
colourful opinions who loved to share them with
anyone who would listen. For the Sunday Times news-desk
in London, it was obvious this Frenchman's
freelance voyage would generate international headlines.
The paper faced the prospect of Moitessier making
their race look ridiculous. A senior reporter, Murray
Sayle, was dispatched to the south of France with one
purpose: to make sure Moitessier agreed to sail from
Britain and, therefore, become part of the official event
and be eligible for a prize.

Moitessier was in a harbour-side café near his boat,
enjoying a morning coffee, when Sayle introduced
himself and explained the situation. It was a tactful and
reasonable approach but Moitessier was an unpredictable
man. The concept of a race was new to him,
and he reacted badly. In fact, he was incensed. He made
it clear to this journalist from London that the proposal
made him want to vomit. A challenge as great as sailing
round the world was not something to turn into a media
circus. He was angry enough to later fire off a letter to
a French yachting magazine. Characteristically, he
expanded on why he felt such distaste. He wrote: 'In a
passage like this, a man must look into himself without
facing a competitor. I disapprove of a race. It makes you
lose sight of the essential: a voyage to your own outer
limits, this search for a profound truth with, as sole
witnesses, the sea, the wind, the boat, the infinitely big,
the infinitely small.'

Sayle was getting a first-hand insight into the often
unconventional world of people who sailed single-handed
for long distances. In fact, the race concept was
unpopular with most of the nine eventual starters. They
felt there was enough of a challenge ahead without
turning it into a spectacle. However, boats and time cost
money; a practical consideration to be overcome no
matter how great the search at sea for a profound truth.
All the men, despite a widely held desire for solitude,
were looking for sponsors or publishing deals.

The Sunday Times, taking no risks, was in the process
of altering the departure rules to include French ports
when Murray Sayle returned to have another go at
persuading Moitessier to embrace the event. There was
no need for Sayle's second assignment or a rule change.
Moitessier, who had thought of little else between the
journalist's visits, had changed his mind. Performing a
spectacular U-turn, he was to sail for Plymouth from
where he would start his voyage. He justified this
change of heart with a promise. He told Sayle that if he
won, he would snatch the cheque and leave without a
word to the Sunday Times, thereby demonstrating his
contempt for the paper's race.

News of Moitessier, a formidable opponent with a
proven ocean-going yacht, was soon circulating. He
would be ready to start from Plymouth in September.
Knox-Johnston calculated Moitessier would take nine
months to get round the world, finishing in May 1969,
whereas his smaller boat would take ten months. His
chances of winning the £5,000 prize for the fastest
voyage looked slim but he could still win the more
historic prize, the Golden Globe trophy. He decided
Suhaili had to be ready to go right at the beginning of
the Sunday Times window, 1 June, or as close as he
could get to it, to have the best chance of getting home
before Moitessier or any other competitor.

Others were plotting too. The London Boat Show of
1968, at which Bill King's voyage had been announced,
had been quite a farce without anyone realising it at the
time. While Ridgway surreptitiously weighed up one
production boat, none other than Sergeant Chay Blyth,
his rowing partner, was doing precisely the same with
another similar make in the same exhibition hall.
Neither man knew what the other was doing nor, for
that matter, what he himself was doing: they had
become heroic adventurers together and it was obvious
now to each of them what the next adventure should be,
but they were both leaning heavily on others for discreet
advice. Remarkably, both men were being offered nearly
identical British-built, 30 feet long, mass-produced,
family, weekend cruisers. It was surprising anyone was
considering such a boat for a round-the-world voyage.
But it was no coincidence: Blyth and Ridgway probably
knew less about sailing boats than any of the other
competitors. Both were looking to be convinced that
their boats would be up to the task and both were
utterly dependent on others to make the crucial decisions.
It would be difficult to imagine Knox-Johnston or
Moitessier relying on others, or allowing others, to
make such assessments. So shrouded in secrecy were the
plans of Ridgway and Blyth that these two men, who
had survived three months of unspeakable highs and
lows in the tiniest of rowing boats in the biggest of
oceans, were now secret rivals. The public knew them as
a double act. The reality was now very different.
Ridgway did at least have some sailing experience. He
had used the time since rowing the Atlantic to network,
and had found a novel way to get on the water: bidding
heavily at a charity auction for a handbag when he
heard it came with a promise of ocean racing on one of
the yachting scene's major boats.

Blyth, on the other hand, was breathtakingly ignorant
of what he was letting himself in for. He was, quite
simply, the Golden Globe's comedy turn.

It was an unlikely role for a man who was already a
household name. Blyth and Ridgway were to be the
most famous men in the race. Along with the
Frenchman Moitessier, they were the ones whom the
public saw as cut out for this great challenge – the only
true adventurers.

In later life, Blyth would indeed go on to become one
of the giants of sailing, responsible for breaking records
and for enabling hundreds of fare-paying amateurs to
sail round the world on his fleet of Challenge Business
yachts. However, at the time of the Golden Globe, he
was making it up as he went along. Put bluntly, he had
no idea how to sail. He had never done it before, but
then he had never been to sea before he rowed across
the Atlantic, so he did not see why being a complete
novice should stop him now.

Speaking 40 years later, he says: 'You have got to
remember that sailing then, and still pretty much now, is
a pretty elitist sort of sport. It is surrounded and
cocooned by some sort of aura. In the old days, it used
to be the navigation because unless you were ninety
with a long white beard there was no possibility of you
being able to navigate by sextant. I think that's partly
why, being a bit of a maverick, I just suddenly jumped
in when I couldn't sail and I couldn't navigate. I didn't
see it as a problem, you see. I wasn't bothered. As far as
I was concerned, if Columbus could do it why the hell
couldn't I?'

Blyth did at least realise some lessons might be a good
idea, but he went about them in a preposterously casual
manner. Because of his new-found celebrity status as an
Atlantic rower, he was invited to join fare-paying pupils
on a basic Day Skipper course on the sheltered waters of
the Solent, on England's south coast. It was free of
charge, so he had to settle for spending much of the time
making coffee and just watching the others. He had a
mere seven day trips in that summer of 1967. The sum
total of his single-handed experience, outside Langstone
Harbour near Portsmouth, was three miles out to Nab
Tower, a wartime construction in the Solent's eastern
approach, where he was becalmed.

'I didn't see it as a problem,' he says. 'I have never
been a good sailor. All I was good at was raising the
money. That's all I was good at. If you think about it,
Robin already had his own boat because he saved up his
pennies and he came from what I call a "quack quack"
family, and he probably had money helping him, and a
naval officer and all that crap, and Ridgway of course,
well, his family was very rich, he already had a boat and
so on, so I went along to sponsors and asked them if
they would sponsor me.

'I well remember the interviews. I went down to
Morgan Giles in Teignmouth. They said, "How much
sailing experience have you got?" I said, "None." The
guy said, "Well, can you navigate?" I said, "No." The
interview almost terminated there and then. They were
polite, of course, being yacht people.'

The fact that he did eventually get a boat – Dytiscus
III – and was able to take part in a round-the-world
race says a lot about the Golden Globe. The challenge
was so groundbreaking that it was not fully understood.
Blyth's entry epitomised both the amateurism of the
entire event and its absolute charm and spontaneity. It
was becoming obvious that the people involved were a
special breed.

Blyth's conversation is peppered with references to
social status and upbringing. From his days as a young
man in the Scottish border town of Hawick, he has not
tolerated being 'put in his place'. He was a roughly
hewn, blunt, working-class lad when he left school at 15
to work at the local knitwear factory as a frame worker.
Even speaking now, ever the competitive one, he cannot
resist a boast: 'I was actually a very good worker. I was
the youngest person to get a frame, having only been
there for five months. You're usually there for about
eight months before you get a frame.' But the proud
teenager got the sack for hitting a foreman. 'He started
poking me in the chest. I was a Teddy Boy, the bee's
knees, and you don't allow that. That was on the
Tuesday. On the Thursday I went to the drill hall to sign
on to the army, to the Parachute Regiment. He [the
foreman] came on the Friday with my pay packet and he
said: "We've had a talk about you and we've decided we
are going to let you stay." I said: "You're too bloody
late, I've joined the army." On the Monday I was on the
way to the army.'

Blyth has never been good at letting other people tell
him he is wrong. It is a trait that has tended to get him
into trouble throughout his life, and which has shown
no sign of diminishing. When he launched his
Challenge fleet in 1992, with the intention of racing
amateurs the wrong way round the world, against the
clipper routes' prevailing winds and currents, some in
the yachting industry questioned whether this was
wise. A broadsheet journalist, a few days before the
start of the first race, suggested the participants did not
realise how much danger they were exposing themselves
to. 'I read the story and I was so angry,' says
Blyth. 'The office phoned me up and said we were
getting phone calls from grannies and aunties and
cousins saying this journalist was saying we were all
going to die.' Blyth's response when he heard that the
journalist was in the fleet's marina was drastic. 'I said
I'm going to whack this guy. So I went down there with
every intention of filling him in, bearing in mind I'm an
ex-paratrooper. I got there and he looked at me. Of
course he's half my bloody size and I thought shit, if I
hit this guy I'll bloody kill him. So I just grabbed him
and threw him into the water.'

Telling this story nearly two decades on, Blyth
becomes almost worryingly animated and excited.
Certainly, there is no hint of regret. 'What was funny
about it, the best thing about it, was he was fumbling
with his glasses and got up to the edge to pull himself up
onto the pontoon, and whack ... ' Blyth is now almost
choking on his own laughter as he demonstrates how to
dispense with any need for the Press Complaints
Commission by placing a foot on the head of a journalist
who is frightened of drowning. 'I got a three-line
whip from the RORC [Royal Ocean Racing Club]
saying if you don't write and apologise we'll ban you
from racing. I'd stopped racing anyway so it didn't
really matter. Anyway, I had to write this apology and
the editor wrote back and said "If that's an apology ...".
I had offered to pay for his dry cleaning.'

Blyth is proud of literally fighting for what he has
got. It seems strange that he should want to meet in, of
all places, the grandiose headquarters of the Royal
Ocean Racing Club, the organisation that had felt it
necessary to broker a peace deal between the press and
sailing's wayward ambassador. The RORC occupies a
majestic Georgian town house in the heart of England's
Establishment district, St James's, a pocket of central
London between Piccadilly and The Mall. It is blue
plaque country. Chopin departed from a house in the
same street to perform for the last time. The corner
shop is William Evans, gun and rifle maker: 'For the
sporting gentleman since 1883'. Chichester, by
delightful coincidence, lived a few doors down for
almost thirty years. This area is defined by 'quack
quack' money. Yet Blyth is at ease here, in his private
club, helping the staff make the coffee. He moans about
the fees but in fact the bedroom deals mean he probably
saves the fees several times over every year whilst
staying in London. Priding himself as a shrewd
Scotsman, it is possibly why he is here.

Captain Ridgway and Sergeant Blyth were an odd
couple on their rowing boat in 1966. Ridgway, educated
at public school and brought up in a rambling Victorian
house on the Thames riverbank near Windsor, had
recruited the rougher Blyth to join him. He was very
much the senior of the two. At the beginning of the trip,
they were still calling each other by their surnames. To
get over any embarrassment, they changed to numbers.
Ridgway was Number One. Even when they finished
and both went on lecture tours for the army, Ridgway
did the public schools while Blyth did the state-run
secondaries.

If there was any doubt about who was the more
important of the two, the Establishment sealed it with a
decision so bizarre it placed the pair back on the front
pages. The workings of the British Honours system are
a mystery to most, a throwback to another time, but it
was fairly obvious that the two men had been bold and
brave together in equal measure and should be
rewarded accordingly. Yet Ridgway became a Member
of the British Empire (MBE) while Blyth received the
lesser British Empire Medal (BEM). 'The stupid thing
about the army is that they made them military medals,'
says Blyth. 'That's why they had to be separate. If they
had made them civilian medals they could have done
what the hell they liked but of course being the army
they were a bit dim. The press were on about John
getting the MBE because he had longer oars. He hadn't!'
Despite the inequality between the two men, they did
operate publicly as a partnership. 'It was an extraordinary
time. They always wanted the pair of us to go on
talks and appearances. They always wanted the pair. It
wasn't quite the same with one of you, somehow.'

But behind the scenes there was tension. Four decades
on, Ridgway declines to talk about it. Blyth is not so
shy. 'It was to do with money. The deal John and I had
was not 50-50.' Blyth believes status played its part in
the friction too. He traces the problems back to one
particular public appearance in London. 'John used to
do all the talking. I just sat there enjoying myself, and I
only ever had to speak once at a presentation we were
doing at a hotel in Kensington. He was the captain and
all this sort of thing. The hotel was absolutely packed,
you'd got generals and Christ knows what and the television
chaps. John stood up, and he was desperate to
come up with what I call an awe statement. He wanted
to say something, rather like "One step for man, a giant
leap for mankind". He wanted to do that. So deep and
meaningful and fantastic that we would all sit back and
go ooooooh! But he could never get it. He used to get
up and just mumble away happily. So it came to my turn
to speak. I thought, "Jesus!" So I stood up, and I'm an
off-the-cuff sort of maverick sort of guy, so I stood up
and I said, "Thank you very much, it's very kind of you,'
– just echoed John's words. I said, "There's been a lot of
controversy lately over the fact John got an MBE and I
got a BEM. There's a very strong rumour that John
didn't row and that I did all the rowing." There was a
lot of titter titter, and I said, "That's not true. I'd like
to lay this completely to rest. John did in fact row ...
but only when I was cooking." The place fell apart.
Absolutely fell apart. I couldn't have got the timing
better. Absolutely fell apart. Of course, the outcome of
that was any time we then went to be interviewed they
wanted me to speak because making jokes was as easy
as pie for me. I felt that John used to get pissed off
about it. Because I was always taking the piss out of us,
you see.'

Before long, the tension became too much.
'Something happened, and I said to John, that's me
finished. I am not going to do any more jobs, with the
pair of us, with the two of us. That's me finished. I'm
going to go on my own from here on in. Of course John
wasn't happy. It felt like he took to his officer mode,
which was "Don't be so bloody stupid, you'll never
make as much money like this in your life again, this is
fantastic." He did a similar thing with the BEM and
MBE. So I just said, "Right that's the end of the story,
I'm not doing any more." We split up.'

It was the start of a spectacular falling out between
the two men that has never been resolved. It goes some
way in explaining the quite astonishing few months that
were to come before the Golden Globe. The cloak-and-dagger
secrecy of the London Boat Show in January
1968, when Blyth was looking for a boat without
Ridgway finding out, would pale into insignificance.
When Blyth had his boat delivered in early February, his
one-time ally knew nothing of his plans. Yet Blyth knew
exactly what Ridgway was up to because Ridgway had
told him. Blyth was even going so far as to copy
Ridgway's intended departure date, aiming for July.
With breathtaking audacity, he set up camp right under
Ridgway's nose at the top end of the picturesque River
Hamble, a rural idyll seemingly far from the dockland
commotion of nearby Southampton. Ridgway was
based at the Hamble's Elephant Boatyard, a rambling
site steeped in the history of traditional boatbuilding. It
was later to become famous as the setting of a BBC television
soap opera, Howard's Way, where it would play
host to many a scurrilous plot. No scriptwriter could
ever have matched the real-life drama being played out
now. Blyth was at Swanwick marina on the opposite
side of the river. To keep costs down, his boat was on
mooring piles in the river itself, taking him closer still to
his rival. The two men were working within a few
hundred yards of each other. 'I was in the river. I could
see him quite easily. I had line of sight,' says Blyth,
laughing loudly.

It was pure pantomime. Blyth's sails were even delivered
to the Elephant Boatyard, yet Ridgway still had no
idea what was going on. There was no reason why he
should. In March, just after the Sunday Times
announced the creation of the Golden Globe race,
Ridgway brought his departure date forward. He had
heard about Robin Knox-Johnston and his aim of
leaving at the beginning of June, so he set himself a new
goal, to be the first to leave at the start of the Sunday
Times's window of 1 June. Blyth unashamedly copied
Ridgway again, knowing he could not afford to give his
former partner a head start. He also knew he had to
break the news to Ridgway some time.

The two men still had enough of a relationship to
meet with their wives for dinner at Blyth's house on 5
May. Ridgway later described how his host put his
spoon down and announced he was going to join the
race. He wrote in his autobiography: 'The eating
stopped. Nobody said a word. Marie Christine and I
just looked at each other, stunned. Maureen and Chay
looked anxiously at us both.'

Ridgway described how he felt he had been hit with a
hammer. The two men have barely spoken since. Blyth
speaks about that dilemma now with a matter-of-fact air,
dismissing its importance. He says: 'John felt the whole
thing was disloyal. I could understand that. But it wasn't
like he had copyright on the idea. Well, I mean, it was
pretty obvious if you had come from rowing, it didn't
take a lot of brains to work out sailing was going to be
a bit easier than rowing, wasn't it?'

A suggestion that his behaviour had been deceitful does
not go down well. Blyth becomes restless, his voice louder
and higher pitched. 'Yes, but I came from the military.
We're secret.' Bringing the departure date forward? 'Yes.'
Doing so without sharing plans? 'No. Well, because why
would I? But you have got to go back in time, you see.'

Blyth points out, rightly, that Ridgway's idea to row
the Atlantic had been copied from the two other men
who set off just before them, after their plans were
published in a newspaper. Ridgway had even met one of
the other pair. 'John did exactly the same to them. We
had about two or three months to get this ready, get a
rowing boat together to race them. So he did QED
really. And, besides, why did I have to? I wasn't his
keeper or he my keeper.'

On 19 May, two weeks after the dinner at Blyth's
house, Ridgway formally and publicly announced he
would be in the Golden Globe and that he would leave
from the Aran Islands off Galway Bay on Ireland's west
coast. It was where he and Blyth had landed in their
rowing boat. Blyth was still playing games, admitting to
the press that he was interested if he could find a boat.
He did not mention the boat he had been working on
since early February.

There was an irony in Ridgway deciding to start from
Galway. He would be starting a mere thirty miles from
Oranmore Castle, the home of Commander Bill King.
King's boat, Galway Blazer II, meanwhile, was about to
be launched in Cowes on the Isle of Wight, ready for its
start in Plymouth. His sixteen-year-old daughter Leonie,
who was discovering flower power while at boarding
school in London, was to perform the launch ceremony.
She went on to create a stir in Cowes with her partying
friends.

Bill King was another of the great characters. At 57
years old, he was often compared to Chichester, who
happened to be a good friend. He was the only
commander of submarines to serve throughout the
whole of the Second World War and live to tell the tale.
He had married the author Anita Leslie, whom he met
in Beirut during the war. Her Anglo-Irish family owned
Castle Leslie, in Ireland's border country. Winston
Churchill was a relative whom they regularly visited at
Chartwell in Kent. Yet the family was also close to Irish
republicans Eamon de Valera and Michael Collins. Bill
King was not an easy man to pigeonhole.

Forty years on, at the age of 97, he is still in his
castle, looked after by Leonie, now an artist, and her
husband. There is a ramshackle eccentricity to the
place. Oranmore Castle is a single tower perched on the
edge of Galway Bay, with a slipway into the rocky
water. Anita and Bill bought it after the war and added
rooms to the side with bricks from the redundant
Protestant church. A pair of Victorian stuffed golden
eagles at the entrance door is an early warning that
nothing is conventional here. Bill swears like the
submariner he was, and revels in shocking visitors with
his dirty jokes, which somehow feel all the more startling
coming from a man close to one hundred years
old. He is also charming and modest. He reveals that he
decided to sail round the world to shake off the awful
effects of war. 'War takes the mickey; certainly did out
of me,' he says. 'The fire, energy, strength, health and all
that sort of stuff. I discussed it with my wife and an old
admiral friend who was one of the rudest men in
Australia – you have to work very hard to be that – and
we decided I should go round the world to loosen up. I
was suffering from too many submarines and too much
war. Too much bloody war. I commanded submarines
right through the war from start to finish. Jesus. Bloody
rough.'

Bill King shared Moitessier's dislike of the round-the-world
voyage turning into a race. 'I had my own plan. I
tell you, I was very little to do with it really. I was going
to sail around the world on my own. I had that plan.
The Golden Globe sort of caught up with me. I was
nothing to do with it. I was to sail round on my own.'
But King, just like Moitessier, discovered there was no
escape. Even all these years later, it still gets to him. 'I
never entered the Golden Globe. I didn't want anything
to do with it. I was just sailing around the world. The
Golden Globe was nothing to do with me, nothing.' But
of course it was. King was soon drawn into the whole
Sunday Times hype and razzmatazz. The launch of his
boat, which used a radical design that looked remarkably
like a submarine hull, drew a large crowd to
Cowes. Leonie was an attractive teenager, heavily influenced
by growing up in the smart parts of central
London. She remembers it well. 'It was a great weekend.
I was a bit of a wild child. There was indeed a circus.
My friends and I were creating it! I remember launching
the boat but the champagne bottle didn't break. I also
remember it more for sailing round the world rather
than specifically the Golden Globe. I thought it was
cool, but my mother was bewildered.'

Commander King had been the first to announce his
voyage and, in doing so, flushed out a string of rivals:
Knox-Johnston, Ridgway and Blyth. Then the Sunday
Times announced it would be a race – their race – and
the rest of the names started coming forward.

On 17 March 1968, Lieutenant Commander Nigel
Tetley's wife, Eve, brought the Sunday papers on board
Victress, their trimaran and home. They included the
Sunday Times with its grand announcement. Nigel
thought it would be a good idea to enter. Eve agreed,
and that was that.

Speaking now, Eve says: 'When you think about it, it
was quite a moment but it was as if this is what I have
got to do. No question of well, that is something I
would love to do if, but. No ifs. It was something I have
got to do, to the extent of making sure he could get
enough leave so he could do it before he actually retired.
And, yes, it did make a difference that it was the family
home.'

Tetley, like Knox-Johnston, was both an experienced
professional seaman and yachtsman. He could improvise,
as he proved when he hired a coffin maker to
repair Victress after he bashed one of her hulls into a
harbour wall in Cornwall just weeks after reading that
edition of the Sunday Times. He was supposed to be
taking Eve and his two sons on a sailing holiday to
Ireland but the accident meant an early return to
Plymouth. It gave him time to focus on his round-the-world
plans. Like so many of the others, Tetley
immediately set about finding sponsorship so he could
have a new 50-foot boat built. Like so many of the
others, he ended up settling for what he had, Victress,
although he did stumble upon limited backing. His onboard
music system had prompted a newspaper
headline: 'Around the World in 80 Symphonies'. The
next day, the record company Music for Pleasure was on
the phone offering sponsorship and a pack of music
cassettes to take with him.

News broke of a second Frenchman entering the fray.
Forty-two-year-old Loïck Fougeron from Brittany was
another experienced sailor. He had been living in
Casablanca, Morocco, for 20 years, where he was
manager of a motorcycle engineering firm. He too had
been planning the voyage before the Golden Globe race
was announced. He had a secret weapon, the perfect
answer, he thought, to the dilemma of the loneliness that
lay in the months ahead. It was a wild Moroccan kitten,
Roulis, named after the motion of a boat's roll from side
to side. (Roulis would later prove a handful and find
himself all over the newspapers.) Fougeron was an old
friend of Moitessier and the two had been preparing
their boats together. They sailed for Plymouth together –
Fougeron on Captain Browne, Moitessier on Joshua –
and they would eventually start the race on the same day
in August. In a field dominated by the British, they were
described always as the two Frenchmen. Fougeron, in
truth, was in the shadow of his more famous friend.

Of all the nine starters, Donald Crowhurst was the
most surprising. He was a Liberal Party borough councillor
in Bridgwater in Somerset. In his mid 30s, he had
four young children and a little blue day-boat, Pot of
Gold, on which he used to take them sailing in the
Bristol Channel. The other Golden Globe challengers
were established sailors or adventurers. Donald
Crowhurst was neither. He was unique for being ordinary.
He was the armchair adventurer who instead of
simply dreaming of being like Francis Chichester was
now daring to believe that, indeed, he was. This owner
of a small electronics business was putting himself
alongside the likes of a wartime submariner and two
thick-necked paratroopers who had rowed the Atlantic.
He was portrayed as a weekend sailor, a derogatory
term in ocean-going circles but not necessarily as
amateur as it suggests. Crowhurst had years of sailing
experience and most of it had been in difficult tidal
waters. He was used to crossing the English Channel
but, like most recreational sailors, he would rarely be at
sea for more than 24 hours at a time and would never
be far from a safe haven in bad weather. Sailing round
the world without stopping would take nine to ten
months. Whatever the weather, he would be in it. There
would be nowhere to hide. When the gales came in the
Roaring Forties, as they inevitably would, there would
not be any help if he got into trouble. Firstly, no one
would know. Secondly, even if they did they would not
be able to get to him. Even now it is too far for modern
helicopters and lifeboats to reach much of the vast
wilderness that is the Southern Ocean.

It is no coincidence that the modern races which have
grown out of the Golden Globe consist of large fleets
which start together and go through the Southern
Ocean broadly at the same time. It provides safety in
numbers. British sailors like Pete Goss and Mike
Golding have become famous rescuing fellow competitors
because there has been no one else around to do it
for them. Competitors nowadays are each others'
lifeboats: Donald Crowhurst, who would in fact be
departing well behind almost everyone else, would not
have one.

It was not a foregone conclusion that Donald, the
weekend sailor, would not be able to cope but it was
certainly a distinct possibility. Most sailors graduate to
long-distance passage-making by pushing the boundaries
over time, not in one fell swoop in front of the
world's media.

Crowhurst had read Chichester's books and followed
the media coverage of his voyage, although he chose not
to be at the heroic homecoming in Plymouth and
instead listened to the radio commentary while out on
his own boat. Aside from the lure of adventure in trying
to beat Chichester's record, there was a commercial
attraction. Crowhurst had designed and manufactured
the Navicator, a hand-held device to help sailors
pinpoint where they were. It detected radio signals from
coastal stations. By holding it up like a gun, the sailor
could point it at the signal and read a bearing on its
compass. The Navicator had its following but
Crowhurst's company, Electron Utilisation, was struggling.
He had scaled down from factory premises and
half a dozen staff to stables in the garden and one part-time
worker.

Crowhurst was another round-the-world hopeful at
the London Boat Show in January 1968, where the
announcement of Bill King's plans caused such a stir.
Crowhurst was selling his Navicators but he also took
time out at the show to speak to the designer of King's
boat. As a businessman with a small company,
Crowhurst knew all about the difficulties of raising
money and he knew getting a boat of his own would be,
at best, a major challenge. He hit on an idea that was to
divide the yachting scene, and he used the show to
launch an audacious campaign. He wanted to use
Chichester's boat, Gipsy Moth IV. Plans were well afoot
for displaying the yacht on the Thames waterside at
Greenwich, next to the famous Cutty Sark, which was
already a tourist attraction: given that clippers were
Chichester's inspiration, there was a certain resonance
to the plan. However, Gipsy Moth IV was to be lowered
into a concrete hole so that visitors could walk round
and look down as if she was in a dry dock. That was
controversial and unpopular with many in the yachting
world who agreed with Crowhurst that such a boat
should be on water rather than entombed in concrete.

One fundamental flaw in Crowhurst's campaign,
though, was that the boat's suitability for another
voyage was questionable. Despite Chichester's success,
he hated the yacht and spent much of his book, Gipsy
Moth Circles the World, saying so. It did not help that
Chichester himself was suspicious of Crowhurst's
sailing credentials when he struggled to find anyone
who had heard of him. Crowhurst, after months of
lobbying, was eventually turned down.

He had shown considerable vision, though. He was
arguably proved right decades later when Gipsy Moth
IV was closed to the public and abandoned to rot in her
hole in the ground. It took a new public appeal, organised
by the editor of Britain's Yachting Monthly
magazine, Paul Gelder, to enable her to sail again. It was
not quite what Crowhurst envisaged but, in 2007, Gipsy
Moth IV completed a round-the-world voyage crewed
by relay teams of disadvantaged children.

Not one to be undone, in March 1968, just days after
the Golden Globe announcement, Crowhurst declared
himself in the race. He still had no boat or sponsor. He
was saying little to the press at this stage on the grounds
that there was not much to say. He became known as
the mystery man. It was not until late May, with
Ridgway, Blyth and Knox-Johnston almost ready to set
sail, that he won over a local caravan dealer, Stanley
Best. It was testimony to Crowhurst's impressive skills
of persuasion. Best was already a backer of Electron
Utilisation but was growing understandably nervous
and had been asking for his money back. Instead, for
reasons that Best was later quoted as saying he did not
fully understand, he agreed to pay for a new boat to be
built. It perhaps helped that Crowhurst wanted a
trimaran and he said they were to become the caravan
of the sea. He also promised an array of technical
devices that would make a trimaran safe and would
therefore return the company to profit. Crowhurst was
saying the voyage would be good for business but he
was careful to add that the commercial considerations
alone would not induce him to make the attempt.

He had written to Best on 20 May, the day after
Ridgway's entry had been announced in the papers.
Time was running out but Crowhurst did have on
standby two boatyards that would share the work. The
rest of the field would be long gone while he was still
having a boat built and was working on the inventions
that would make it radical. Undaunted, he drew up a
table of estimated speeds for the whole fleet and, therefore,
finishing dates. He reckoned that his trimaran
would be the fastest boat, faster even than Tetley's
similar yacht because of his adaptations. Not only was
Crowhurst aiming at the fastest time, and the £5,000
prize, but also his table showed he could be first home
even though others would have a four-month head start.
It was a wildly optimistic assessment although not
entirely without logic.

There was one more entry, announced long after most
of the field had set sail. It took everyone by surprise, and
had the effect of making Crowhurst's hectic schedule
appear more sensible than it was. Alex Carozzo, known as
Italy's Francis Chichester, had secretly been having a boat
built in Cowes on the Isle of Wight. At 66 feet, it would be
the longest boat in the race and 13 feet longer than
Chichester's Gipsy Moth IV. There were question marks
as to whether one man could really handle such a big
boat. The Italians, though, had confidence in their man.
Carozzo was only 36 years old and already a legend
in his own country. The story was of him, a young
merchant officer, building a 33-foot boat in the cargo
hold of a ship en route to Japan, from where he sailed
his makeshift craft to San Francisco. The boat he had
built for the Golden Globe voyage was no less extraordinary.
It was launched only seven weeks after work
began, thanks to 15 men working in three shifts around
the clock. Even the boatyard managing director said it
was a 'bloody miracle' and he did not quite know how
they had managed it. Carozzo had achieved what most
of the other competitors had set out to do but had
given up on; building a large, state-of-the-art boat
specifically for the task. However, the price, in racing
terms, was that he would be starting at the back of the
field.

After a confusing few months, it was now clear that
the prize for being the first person to sail round the
world non-stop was being chased by nine men, and a
strange collection they were.

There would in effect be three waves of boats leaving
during the Sunday Times's window of 1 June to 31
October 1968. First off would be the two paratroopers
who once relied on each other for survival but had now
fallen out, the officer John Ridgway and his pugnacious
junior, Chay Blyth. Within days, the young seaman
Robin Knox-Johnston, in his lumbering, Indian-teak
boat, built from mail-order plans, would follow them.
They were the three young guns in this race, eager to get
off. They would have a considerable head start on the
rest of the fleet as no one else would be ready for almost
three months.

The second wave would consist of four older men
who were planning to leave at the theoretically ideal
time of late August or September, all from Plymouth.
Leading this chase group, the two Frenchmen would fly
their country's flag in what many were seeing as a battle
of nations. Bernard Moitessier, the philosopher who
said the idea of a race made him want to vomit, and
Loïck Fougeron, the kitten-owning Breton in the
shadow of his more famous countryman, would leave
together. Close behind would be Commander Bill King,
still trying to shake off his wartime ordeals. Completing
the chase pack in the family home, Lieutenant
Commander Nigel Tetley would be going round the
world with his 80 symphonies.

The third and final wave would be very late to leave,
the two skippers setting sail at the last possible moment,
on 31 October itself, beating the Sunday Times deadline
by a matter of hours. The town councillor, Donald
Crowhurst, keen to promote his direction-finding navigation
device, and keener still to be taken seriously,
would be watched by a sailing fraternity interested in
his promises of computerised gadgetry. Italy's
Chichester, Alex Carozzo, would add another international
dimension with his super-yacht. He was young,
single and resourceful and clearly in with a chance of
the fastest time.

There were nine men. They each prepared in their
own idiosyncratic ways, whether based in the
Mediterranean or on England's south coast. Through
inexperience or nostalgia, some would choose unlikely
starting places, from the River Hamble far up the
dreaded shipping lanes of the English Channel, to the
sparsely populated islands on the west coast of Ireland.
Wherever they started, wherever they were, there was
one basic rule: finish in the same place without receiving
any assistance along the way.

Few of these offbeat characters wanted this to be a
race. They wanted to do it alone, in every sense of the
word. Nine diverse characters with their own egos were
brought together reluctantly, each driven by a desire for
a place in history.
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