
Sailing “holidays” May 2017 
 
We might have parted company from Sir Jasper, but we haven't stopped sailing!  Far from it – we have just survived 
a one week yacht delivery run in the Ionian for a Flotilla sailing holiday company – a little warmer than sailing at this 
time of year in the UK, and no anti-fouling or maintenance involved! 
 
We started off at Gouvia Marina on Corfu, arriving midday, so plenty of time to meet our 
boat, Krania, and get stocked up with basic provisions.  We had opted for a Beneteau 323 
and in company with my sister Genny and brother in law Patrick in a second 323, we were 
two in a group of ten boats plus a Lead Crew of three, going only they knew where!  We 
knew experience was required for this week, fondly called the Shakedown run, but I started 
to get a bit anxious when I saw so many all male crews on the same pontoon as us!  I 
thought the Ionian promised an easy sail! 

 
Anyway, having moaned a lot to Nigel about the poor storage capacity on the 
Beneteau compared to our old Janneau, I finally managed to locate the 
saucepans behind the bolster in the saloon, and somehow stowed all our gear 
ready for the off.  Departure was 11.00 the following morning after a boat 
briefing from the Flotilla Skip on the sailing side and a very young Engineer re all 
the mechanicals.  They told us there were 180 boats leaving the Marina that 
morning and hinted they would be ultra embarrassed if any of their flot went 
aground on the sandbank guarding entrance to said marina! 
 
Lead boat Kamara, with Connor (Skip) and Engineer (Rod) 

 
Safely extricated from the lazy lines off our pontoon (just – a very tight turn!), we 
missed the sandbank and set off on a 22nm run to mainland Greece.  A glorious 
morning, but virtually no wind to start with so we got to appreciate the iron sail – 
amazing, compared to our old two blade folding prop which had meant we were 
always last to arrive.  Krania had a fixed prop, was much quieter and so we 
enjoyed creaming along in the sun.  Wind came up in the early afternoon, as is the 
norm out there, and we had a lovely run across to Sivota Mourtos in a Force 3.  
The beauty of a flotilla is the morning briefing tells you about a) the route A to B, 
hazards and beauty spots along the way; b) the weather for the day (always 2-3 in 
afternoon from the NW, and always wrong!); and c) the lead crew are waiting on 
the quay for you as you arrive!  No Dramas!  Bow anchor, stern to, fenders each 
side was the norm and I have to say, that even though we hadn't had any practice 
of this procedure for several years, Nigel “drove” beautifully and we were complimented on our arrival to the town 
quay.  So berthing beer well deserved and we watched with some amusement as the others came in to the harbour.  
A pretty village, with all the locals out for an evening promenade with their families – all very Greek.  As it took a 
while for everyone to be safely berthed on this first stop, the “getting to know you” punch party was postponed and 
we all did our own thing for dinner. The four of us found a super hotel terrace at the far end of the town, with 
amazing views.  We were pleasantly surprised when the waiter bought us a third carafe of wine, on the house, and 
then our coffees, also on the house!  Until we realised Patrick was wearing a branded hoodie, and they thought we 
were Lead Crew, with the potential of bring in clients all summer long!  The joke was, we'd already had a G&T and a 
glass of wine before we came out, so we really couldn't manage the third carafe – waste not, want not – Patrick 
dashed to the boat and bought back an empty wine bottle which we carefully filled under the table! 
 
So, Day Two saw us heading back across the North Ionian to Paxos and a pretty little town called Lakka (great 
bakery!).  Not so far this time, so we motor sailed down the mainland coast to anchor up in the shelter of a little 
island for lunch.  Happy with the anchor on the second attempt, as we tried to avoid it going down in weed in case 
that disguised rocks!  Emerald blue/green water didn't actually tempt us to jump in as the water was still quite cold!  
However a very pleasant lunch was enjoyed before we set off for Paxos.  The forecast and prevailing wind should 
have allowed us a broad reach, but guess what – we were virtually head to wind all the way, close hauled with a 
single reef for comfort.  A cracking good sail, arriving about five o'clock. The punch party organised by the Hostie, 
Sophie, was in a little cove, to which Genny and Patrick rowed while the others walked; we've never blown up a 
dinghy yet and don't intend to start now!  Anyway, great fun, killer punch, and several kindred spirits amongst the 



group (and all couples apart from a group of five very jovial Irishmen!).  A late dinner of beautiful fish finished off a 
perfect day. 
 
What we didn't know was that briefing had been set for 08:30 next morning, instead of the normal 09:30!  We were  
up and about so just made it, by skipping breakfast.  However, when we knocked on Genny and Patrick's hull at the 
appointed hour, they were still asleep!  Bit of a panic!  The reason for the early start was a 42.5nm passage to 
Meganisi, via the Levkas Canal.  The swing bridge at the head of the canal opens briefly on the hour, and Skip wanted 
us to aim for the 16:00h with the 17:00h for backup.  It was then another 7.5nm to our destination.  No wind of 
course in the morning, so he wanted us to make a steady six knots to Levkas.  All went well – we were fourth out and 
making excellent headway.  We actually overtook Kyra, the lead boat from a different flotilla, 
about three hours out – very pleasing.  Then, the radio crackled – someone further back had 
spotted Dolphins!  But for us, not a dolphin in sight. Two minutes later though a greenfinch 
arrived on our stern rail.  We carried our passenger for about ten minutes, he was hopping round 
the deck and seemed interested in entering the cabin. Photos aren't too good though as we were 
in a bit of swell.   
 
Shortly after, our engine spluttered and died completely!  What now!  Waited the obligatory five minutes and tried 
again – same happened.  No alarm bells, no smoke, no smell, (no wind), nothing!  So onto the radio for advice.  Our 
lead crew were miles behind – in fact we hadn't seen anyone following us for a long time.  We could see the boats 
ahead fast disappearing into the morning mist!  However, we could still see the other flotilla, and thanks to VHF and 
a fast rib, their Engineer was with us within about twenty minutes.  He ripped the engine to pieces, which was 
accessed mainly under our bed of course (at one point he was sitting on my silk PJs which I hadn't thought to 
remove).  Several other boats had by now seen and heard our situation and had deviated from their course to check 
we were ok.  The five Irishmen had a 38ft Oceanis and waited with us to see if they were needed to give us a tow.  
However, Kamara finally arrived and we swapped engineers.  It was a problem with the fuel filter – surprise, surprise 
– but he finally got us going with a fuel lead from a Jerry can under our bed!  We were way behind, and heading for 
the 18:00 bridge opening by now.  So underway at last, with a resident engineer on board, and towing a large rib, we 

had some lunch and a beer before the wind rose to a staggering 24 knots!  With just a 
reefed Genoa, we were making 7.5 knots, and only just missed the 17:00 bridge 
opening.  The hardest part of the day was coming in, starboard side to, to a concrete 
quay against said 24 knots!  Rod had to then take the rib back out of the mouth of the 
canal to pick up the fender he (not me!) had dropped – he then fell in getting back on 
board – one very wet engineer!  While we were waiting on the quay for the bridge to 
open, the Senior Engineer of the fleet arrived to advise on our problem – super photo 
of two heads over a bucket containing the vital part of our engine! 

 
Anyway, through the canal at last and a beautiful evening sail into the South Ionian as then we were more sheltered 
on this last stretch.  More Dolphins sighted ahead by the other, now two hours ahead, but where are they??  With 
the sun setting behind the mountains, casting beautiful silhouettes of the wooded hills in the foreground, we were 
finally safely berthed at 9.00 pm at Spartahori on Meganisi, luckily with lazy lines, as we were so tired!  A very long 
day, and a delicious meal in a typical Greek taverna on the beach.  With the stern cabin still out of action, but with 
clean sheets, I bedded down in the bow cabin (not big enough for two) and Nigel in the saloon – we both slept well! 
 
Day Four was to be a shorter hop to Ithaca, down the Meganisi passage, with options for lunch stops en route.  
However, we decided to explore the town on the hill above the harbour and enjoyed an iced Greek coffee on a 
terrace with wonderful views.  This gave Rod and an engineer from yet another flotilla, also berthed in Sparthori, 
time to properly fix the engine and clear everything up.  So, setting off later than the others, we motor sailed down 
the channel, with the wind more or less behind us.  Great day ahead, we thought!  As we came out of the channel 
(very pretty landscape, by the way), the wind changed and caught us on the nose!  So, close hauled again, with first 

one reef in both sails and quickly two plus reefs to make it more comfortable in what 
was quite a swell coming between Levkas and Kefalonia.  I was quite pleased to see 
the island looming up ahead of us, after our long journey the day before, but Ithaca is 
a very steep island and we were heading up a long inlet to a town called Port Vathi; 
and Connor had warned us about possible Katabatic winds in the sound.  The wind 
had dropped as we approached land and Nigel wanted to shake out a reef – the 
minute it was out, the wind hit, boy, did I take that reef in again quickly!  I dread to 
think what the Katabatic would be like in the summer when the land mass is hot!  We 



were rafted up three deep that night on a quay just outside the town, which was a bit of a disappointment actually 
as most of the tavernas hadn't yet opened for the season.  However, we found a pretty terrace just round from our 
base, and settled for a meal with Genny and Patrick.  The owner/chef/waitress explained she had only opened for 
the season that evening and had a very limited menu to offer – and then proceeded to give us the most amazing 
dinner, at which we were joined by another couple.  Amazing value for money and a great evening! 
 
The vote was unanimous – we all wanted to go to Fiskado on Kephalonia before we headed back to Levkas for the 
flotilla’s summer base.  So, motor sailed out of Vathi, along the coast (which was very dramatic, but with pretty bays 
and harbours, topped by ruined windmills on the hills). The wind got up, and for once was not on the nose, and as 
we were too early to go into port, we decided to play round in the channel between Ithaca and Kephalonia, dodging 
ferries and speed boats.  By far the best sailing of the week!  It was super.  The other boats began to follow the lead 
boat into the port, but we stayed out.  There was one other boat playing, and that was when I saw the Dolphins!  On 
the radio quick, to attract attention, and it turned out the 
other boat was my sister!  We had an amazing twenty 
minutes tacking round first a group of four and then a group 
(pod?) of six.  We didn't bother to take any photos, as Patrick 
had his long lens out, leaving Genny to do all the sailing.  We 
executed some excellent fast tacks and gibes, with no 
collisions!  They were playing Beethoven on their iPad, and 
we reckon the Dolphins liked that!  When I think of all the 
years we've been sailing and I'd never before actually sailed 
with Dolphins, seen them in the distance, yes, but sailed, no!  
Amazing! 
 
We were berthed on the town quay, at what they call “crossing corner”, the reason becoming clear the next morning 
– our anchor was not alone in hooking up at least two other chains.  But this is where the lead crew earn their 
pennies, and although we know how to extricate ourselves, we let them do all the work!  Fiskado is beautiful, but 
very touristy, and apparently impossible to get into in the high season.  Some lovely shops, bakeries and restaurants 
line the quay, and there is an interesting Roman Cemetery just round the bay.  We had an evening briefing for a 
change, in a cocktail bar - so two cocktails later we staggered into a restaurant for dinner!  More expensive, but a 
super meal. 
 
Last day, and a short hop back across to Sivota on Levkas, the company’s summer base for the South Ionian flotillas.  
Close hauled and reefed, naturally, but then the wind shifted and we had a good sail up the Levkas Coast.  We went 

into a horseshoe bay with the idea of dropping the peg, but the sides were 
very steep, and it stayed too deep for us too close into the shore.  So, we 
motored back out, popped it into neutral and had our lunch, keeping a 
close eye on the nearby cliffs!  A good final afternoon sail as the wind 
shifted a bit, and we moored up for the last time.  It was Ladies Parking day, 
but we decided to have some fun and Nigel put on my dress and made a 
wig from a mop head purchased in Fiskado (censored photo!), while I put 
on his shorts and hat!  Group dinner was great fun, awards were handed 
out – we got the “cool as a cucumber” award, with which we were well 
pleased.  Thanks to Kamara, the lead crew and fellow sailors for a great 
week! 

 
Seven harbours, five islands, seven nights, approx 160 miles – might we be ahead of the game for this time of year? 
 
Still swaying slightly a week later, and now looking forward to two weeks in Croatia with our girls in the summer! 
 
Pippa and Nigel Pitt 
 
 
 


