Serifos…an overnight passage and a close
call, people smuggling in Piraeus....

If you don’t get in early to Serifos, this is what it
looks like by nightfall. Anchor spaghetti and party
boats.
We had only a few hours but managed to visit the island´s highlight atop the
barren, scorched hills, the tiny hamlet of Chora. By bus, up 5km. of twisting
roads to this Venetian walled town from the 1400´s. It´s a scenic ride. The
rest of the way is on foot to the three white churches but it´s worth it for the
view all the way to Sifnos. Again, the town defines the word white, the
location is jaw-dropping. In the centre, lies a charming little square where they
come out and serve you cold water before your bum even hits the seat.
Classical music in the background, heat and otherwise greek village silence.

After a good dinner of oven-baked lamb at a waterfront taverna, we cast off at midnight for an overnight passage
into a starry night which was forecast to be windstill and calm. 11 hours to Poros to get across the Cyclades and
into meltemi-less waters! A few hours later, we were battling 40 knots (20 mps) and the highest waves we´ve
met yet that actually broke into the cockpit. Havana is a heavy boat and ploughs through it but it was rough.
Just to add more excitement, we had a close call, far too close. In the darkness, Jan had been following the
progress of a large freighter which had coasted along parallel to us for sometime...at a distance but a little close
perhaps. Suddenly with no warning he turned 90 degrees and headed straight for us and he was moving fast. He
was bearing down on us at only 20 metres away. It´s no exaggeration to say (don´t read this, Anni!) that Jan
saved our lives by throwing Havana into a “William´s manoeuvre”...no I don´t know what that is either but I´m
glad Jan did because we would have been fishfood if he hadn´t yanked Havana out of the way in a few seconds.
The freighter immediately turned off all his lights as he whooshed past us so we couldn´t identify and report him
for endangering lives at sea. Now we know how yachts suddenly disappear in the night. They weren´t keeping
watch properly because they couldn´t have failed to see us on their radar at that proximity. But we made it into
beautiful Poros in the morning sunshine. I think we had an ouzo that evening.... and Peter treated us to a lovely
meal.

Celebrating survival!

After a day on Poros and a day on nearby Aegina, we made it to Zea Marina, Piraeus
where more excitement awaited, if you could call it that...an experience anyway.
Returning from the harbour office, I am stopped and amazed to see the boat next but one
to us is surrounded by police and coastguards and four people are sitting handcuffed on
the dock! This boat is a sailboat about the same size as us. The officers pound on the hull
and tell them to come out and 20, yes 20!! more people emerge from down below in the
cabin for a total of 24 people stuffed on board. People smuggling, now increasingly
common from Turkey, probably Syrian refugees. It is shocking when you actually see it.
They had their best clothes on, they looked respectable and lost and were bundled into a
bus to be taken to a camp in Athens we guess. So sad.

Peter left us in Athens in the most spectacular sunrise! Thanks for your help and for your
always enjoyable company! We hope you´ll come again- next year!
We continued on through the Corinth Canal but were forced to rest a day as the Captain´s
foot and back were too painful. We pushed on to the island of Trozonia, a tiny oasis we
love but when we arrived, we learned that our dear brother-in-law, Paul, had passed away
so we sailed on to Messalongi Marina the day after , a safe mooring for Havana, Tuck and
I , and Jan returned to Denmark for 9 days. This is not a place of great charm, hot, dusty
and boring but we find things to do on board. When Jan returns we will head up to the
Ionian and put Havana up for the winter, before returning to Leros with guests visiting in
October. Stay tuned....

