Dear Sir/Madam.

I'want to sincerely thank you for the funding | have received from your trust. And to show that is was
not wasted, | have written a report on the trip. Please enjoy!

| get up at 04:20, Friday morning. Nice and early. | don’t like to be late. Get dressed, fed, check my
kit one last time, and then out the deor and into the car. Dad drives me to the meeting point near a
garage. All the others are already there. The guys travelling to Aberdeen were Tom (The skipper),
Callum, Jake, and Martyn. I'd only met Callum before, so meeting the others was quite cool. We
were going to pick up Heather, another crew member, a bit further on.

After a long bus journey, we arrived in Aberdeen at 15:30, and then left on a ferry to Lerwick at
18:15, This next leg was bad. It was quite possibly the worst ferry trip in the world! Loads of people
on the ferry felt ill. An older man in the aisle next to us threw up so many times that he started
coughing up blood, at which point the crew took him to sick bay. Jake didn’t feel so good ether, was
sick into a toilet, then collapsed and slept on the floor.

After the ferry journey from hell, we arrived in Lerwick at 08:15 on the Saturday. After gratefully
disembarking from the ferry, we met our liaison officer in Lerwick, Elizabeth, She drove us to our
boat, the Moosk. The Moosk is a 58ft long yacht built in 1906 by W.H.Thomas in Falmouth. Rigged as
a gaff yawl, and constructed out of oak and teak, it's a fine boat, a real pleasure to sail. More info on
it can be found on Cremyll Sailing’s website.

On board we meet the rest of the crew, plus one. There's Jim (the first mate), Phoebe, and Kara.
These guys have already done one of the races. In addition, we had Stewart, a Scottish guy who
stayed with us a bit in Lerwick. After chatting for a bit, we went off to find some showers. Because
we were part of the Tall Ships Race we got lots of stuff for free, toilets, showers, washing machines,

etc, etc.

After a shower we go have a look around. There are lots of sailing ships, of all shapes and sizes, all
along the quay. Stalls for food, trinkets, and general riff-raff line the quay-side. | get my sister a
handmade ring, and then eat a haggis burger.

One of the other things we got for free were passes that let us get into the swimming pool for free.
Naturally, we went. In the swimming complex there was a sauna. Most of us guys haven’t been in a
sauna before, so we waltz on in. We sit in there for a bit enjoying the heat. And then some Russians
walked in. They declare that, “in Russia, we have sauna at 100 degrees”. At which point they pour
the entire bucket of water on the coals. The temperature soars, and it becomes distinctly

uncomfortable. We leave after a few minutes.

When we get back, Tom tells us that the race has been postponed 24 hours due to weather. | didn’t
mind the wait. No one else did either. | didn't like the idea of going through the North Sea in rough

524ds.

Stewart showed us how to cook meatballs. It took a while, but it tasted excellent. Then | found out
that Jim had brought a guitar. And that Stewart could play REALLY well. So we passed the time



playing it, talking and singing, waiting for the fireworks that were starting at eleven. They started,
but a stupid ferry was in the way. Thoroughly disappointed, we went to bed.

We woke up around eleven, had some bagels, and then said goodbye to Stewart. We do some more
swimming, play some more guitar, and relax a little more. We order some Chinese for supper.
Everyone gets too much, and only a few of us finish. After a relaxing day, we go to bed.

We wake up early to get the Moosk shipshape. The start line isa fair way out from Lerwick, so we
get moving ASAP. Each class starts at different times, so it doesn’t get bunched up. Each class is
given a countdown via radio. Gunfire from HMS Mercy would mark the beginning of each class’s
race. Ours started at 17:30. Unfortunately, we were late.

Our watch, “The Flintstones”, consisted of Jim, Callum, Martyn, Jake, and me. The other watch was
Tom, Phoebe, Heather, and Kara. We took the first wateh, just a short two hour “dogwatch”, so we
didn’t have to wait too long till we get some rest. Because of the following wind, we really didn’t
have to do much. Keep an eye out for other boats, man the tiller, and listen out for the radio. At one
point Jim and | swapped out the medium sized jibe for "Big Red”. And apart from two gybes at the

end, that was about it.

After the dogwatch, we started doing watches of four hours. All our spare time was spent sleeping. It
was very difficult to adjust so rapidly to a different sleeping pattern, and a strange one at that. That
and the seasickness made us very tired quickly. The hardest watch was the 12 till 4 watch. Waking
up in the middle of the night to take a watch when you are sleepy is quite taxing. Most people when
they got up just collapsed for the vast duration of the watch. Except Jim and Tom. Not sure how
they did that.

Watches continue from Monday till Wednesday. Despite the fatigue, I'm not too tired to take in the
sights and smells. The sea is a deep green, occasionally tinged with white spray. I'm told that this is
miraculously flat for the North Sea, And in some way, | guess it is. However the angle of the boat to
the waves causes it to have a strange rolling motion, hence the seasickness. The sky is grey and
cloudy. Occasionally, a bit of blue sky and sun peep through the clouds, but not often. This is good
news Jim tells me, as a clear sky is usually accompanied by a distinct lack of wind. A couple of birds
appear every now and then around our boat. Some kind of gull, but not one I've ever seen before.
They fly so close to the water that sometimes you can't even see them because they disappear down
the trough of the wave. You think they’re sunk, but then, like a phoenix out of the ashes, they rise
again, quite dry and none the worse for wear.

Then, around five in the morning, we see a BEAUTIFUL sight. Land! The finish line is stralght line
between a lighthouse and a naval ship, twenty miles out from Stavanger. We cross it around six, and
finally pull into Stavanger at 10:30. We tidy up a bit, have a well deserved bacon sarnie, and then
relax for a bit. However, coming back on land appears to have revitalised us a bit. Curiosity gets the

better of us, 50 | and Callum go snooping around.

Stavanger is amazing. Its atmosphere, buildings, boats, shops, but most importantly, its people, are
fantastic. All the buildings are either really old, or stylish and modern. There are also quite a few old
historical buildings as well, including a tower surrounded by cannons, and a cathedral. As we came
up the high street, we saw a large crowd gathered outside the cathedral. As we approached, we saw



that the doorstep was covered in flowers, and a few pictures. As I'm sure you're aware, there was a
bombing, followed by a massacre in Norway, just a few days before we got there. | can only assume
that the faces in the photographs were those of people from Stavanger killed in the attack.

Our whole time in Norway was tempered with the sadness of the tragedy. We were requested that
all flags on our boat be put at half mast till the parade, the members of the bands were asked to
wear black bands when they performed, to remember thase lost. | t was, however, incredible how
the people of Stavanger came together. We later went to look at this big pond thing. Its banks were
surrounded by candles and notes. In the water were hundreds of flowers. We looked on for a bit
then walked away. We were quite quiet after that.

| get something for my Dad, and then we head back to the Moosk. We have nothing really to do, so
Jim Phoebe, Kara, and Heather go to watch the last Harry Potter movie in the cinema. They come
back a few hours later laughing their heads off, with the exception of Heather, who finds people who
make noise in the cinema to be incredibly annoying.

On the Thursday we really didn’t do anything. Went swimming, did some more locking around, stuff
like that. The Friday, on the other hand, was a different story. Like In Lerwick, they had prepared
many things for us to do, if we should so chose, and one of those things was surfing. I've never
surfed before, so | when | saw the epportunity, | took it, as did Heather and Kara, who had surfed
before,

We were woken up really early by our boat friend. We had a few minutes to get dressed, and then
ran off to the bus. The bus was chock full of people, all psyched up about going surfing. When we get
there, we're given wetsuits, shoes, and boards. There are a few instructors, some Australian, some
Norwegian, and some from other parts of Europe. We are separated into different groups with one
instructor per group. We walk down to the beach, which just a few hundred yards from the car park,
to have some lessons. | guess the concept is very easy to understand, but in practise, not so easy.
We sit down with our boards to watch an Aussie show us what to do. The idea is that you lie on the
board, paddle out to a good depth, and then turn around so you're facing the land. Once you've
done that, all you can do is wait for the perfect wave. When it comes up behind you, you have to
start paddling hard. As you feel it getting closer, you paddle faster, fast as you can. Then the wave is
on you. You wait till you feel a sudden acceleration, till you start “gliding”. Then you stand up.

It all sounds pretty simple really. But it isn’t. The hardest part is getting up to speed before the wave
nits you. | f you aren’t going fast enough, you get flipped over by the wave. This is more commanly
called a "wipe-out”. The second hardest part is choosing the right wave to catch. Some look good
from a distance but then dissipates before it hits you, while others come out of the blue which force
you to make a quick decision. Do |, or don't I? After about five or six attempts, | finally did it!
Although it took a while, the feeling afterwards was incredible, After that | did it another four times
or so before lunch. Food and drink was provided for us, which was really nice of them.

After some food we went back to the car park to get dressed. We chat a bit to one of the Aussies
called Trent, then after waiting for the bus for about an hour finally leave. When we get back, there’s
2 flurry of activity. We're getting ready for the parade. The weirder we look, the more chance we
have of winning. Heathers brought some face paints, so we put some on. Jake gives himself a beard
and some eyeliner. | smear blue paint on my face in an attempt to look like a Pict. It doesn't work.






