The co-owner and navigator was visiting the hairdresser when Mostly Harmless won last summer’s light weather JOG Yarmouth Race, leaving the skipper’s then 17 year old daughter to wield the GPS.  But she was on board for the Nab Tower Race to find such wind as there was and place Mostly Harmless up-tide of the Nab Tower when the conditions became seriously light.

We nearly didn’t make the race at all.  A stag night in Newquay had depleted the crew so we were down to 5 and nearly scratched – but in the conditions we were probably well off with almost half a tonne less displacement even if Sue, Gareth, Natalie and Sandy had to grow a few extra arms once or twice.  In addition, someone thoughtlessly wedged their ladder against the door of our shed at Hamble Point with the result that we only narrowly made the start.   

With the six Prima 38s in the fleet and the race counting towards for class inshore points series, the primary objective was to beat Longbow, Sailplane, Bounty Hunter, Serendip and Talisman.  With our late arrival it took us a little time to settle down and with the breeze initially coming in at 12 knots we changed for the Code 2 almost immediately after the start.  In the meantime Longbow established a 20 boat length lead which she maintained for the beat down to the forts.  Toucan, who we give time to was pacing us boat for boat, which was bad news given the 1% lower rating of the Beneteau 40.7s.  Needless to say, Minnie the Moocher was away, setting the pace.  

Once we got the forts it started to get interesting. Toucan had pulled out about ten boat lengths or so, got caught the wrong side of a wind shift, allowing us to pull back alongside.  With the increasingly north-going component to the tide to the east of the Island and the wind clocking east and dropping, we elected to take a hike on port while Minnie, Longbow and Toucan carried out on starboard.  We were also keeping an eye on a couple of other Primas who had tacked straightaway after the forts.  At one point Serendip gave us a fright, stealing up to within as little as twenty boat lengths.  

It then became a matter of stealth, trying to keep some sort of speed through the water and watching the bubbles in our wake moving away ever more slowly.  It soon became apparent that Natalie’s strategy was likely to work as the wind fell and the lee bow effect of the tide became relatively more important.  We arrived at the Nab with Minnie struggling to make progress over the ground a couple of hundred metres downtide.  The Nab is a big thing and with early afternoon spring sun still quite low it casts a substantial shadow.  It was as though this created some sort of katabatic wind since as we approached the shadow we experienced enough breeze to keep us going at about a half a knot through the water and edge our way round and up tide.  Nervously, we carried quite a long way before tacking onto port and getting the kite up.  One of the class five boats in the vicinity was a bit bolder abd a took the tower quite tight, but if need be they could have roll tacked their way out trouble, which was not an option available to us.

Once round, with the remains of the north-going tidal vector, the west going tide in our favour and signs of more breeze closer both to the Island and on the mainland shore, it was just a matter of keeping the downwind VMG up.  Minnie rounded not long behind us, and we knew that with her big white lightweight reaching kite up she would soon be past us and away.  As we approached the forts, with the breeze once again up in high single figures, the big asymmetric of Wings of the Wind started to get ever closer but as we approached Norris we were still confident of keeping her behind us.  But off the Medina the wind dropped to nothing, and filled in fitfully from the west.  Down kite, up jib, get another kite on deck in case we have to rehoist in a hurry.  Watch the course over the ground.  Panic about whether the tide will carry us over the line north of the Gurnard buoy.  Wings of the Wind made a smoother job of all this and snuck past, but then the wind filled in sufficiently for the sails to fill and allow us to fetch inshore to cross the finish line in safety.  

Phew.  Minnie was probably twenty minutes ahead but she would need to beat us by about half an hour in an eight hour race.  Wings looks pretty mean and must have a punishing rating.  Bounty Hunter has radioed JOG 1 some eighteen minutes after we crossed the line.  Looks like co-owner and regular navigator has evened the score with the stepdaughter.
