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n Boxing Day 2011, Tony

Cable headed south for his

record 4.6th Rolex Sydney

Hobart Yacht Race on
Duende, the Judel/Vrolijk 52 owned by
friend, Damien Parkes.

Cable couldn’t give two hoots for
records; he's always more interested
in the adventure and the great mates
he has met along the way. “I just like
sailing — and sailing in the ocean,”
he says.

“Ifit's a nice Hobart, I look forward
to sailing down the coast, even though
to some degree it's pretty repetitive.”

‘Nice Hobart’s” don't come along
too often: just ask Cable, or ‘Glark’
(after famous actor Clark Gable)
as he is known to his mates at the
CYCA. And when you hear some of his
adventures — in the race and ashore —
it makes you realise how lucky he is to
be in possession of a terrific sense of
humour and sense of the ridiculous.

Cable has seen it all. “The toughest,
although I didn’t know it at the time,
was 1963 aboard Sylph VI with Lawso
(David Lawson) and his uncle Archie.
It was my third Hobart and the most
protracted and heavy one —up to
8o knots was recorded off Tasman
Island. I remember two boats did 360
degree turns without meaning to,”
Cable says.

“One was Aqua Bleu, and Bob Ross,
the sailing journalist, was on it. The
other was Four Winds IT, with Rear
Admiral Chris Oxenbould aboard.”
Oxenbould was to become Chairman
of the Race Committee for the Rolex
Sydney Hobart during the 1990's.

Sailing journalist and sailor Bob
Ross remembers it a little differently:
“We took a hammering and ended
up far left into the Tasman in a big
south-westerly blow. We retired
when, on re-hoisting the mainsail
when the blow eased, it split. We
didn’t do a 360 though.

“"We ended up back in Eden with,
among other boats, Stan Gibson's
Four Winds I, which suffered two
knockdowns. Bernie Case (who has
sailed 4,0 Hobarts) was on board and
took pride in showing us the cheese
slices stuck to the inside of the cabin
top roof during a knockdown.”

“The boat that rolled 360
degrees was John Farren-Price’s
Lolita, skippered by Bob Young. It
was dismasted in the rollover around
14,0 nautical miles cast-north-cast
of St Helens. The British submarine
Trump, fortunately heading up the
coast, diverted to take her in tow.

“Winds were light and variable
for the first three days of that race,
before a strong south-westerly

change. The gale lasted 4.8 hours, with
gusts of 60-65 knots and gusts of up
to 70 in Storm Bay,” Ross added.

Cable recollected: “That was the
longest trip ever — seven days, 17
hours (13 minutes and two seconds to
be exact).

“It was only my third Hobart, so [
was prepared to think it [the weather]
was normal. [ was a foredeck hand
then — at one point such a big wave
came over the foredeck that [ lay face
down and held on for dear life — it was
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STARTING A RECORD 46TH RACE TO HOBART IN
DECEMBER TONY CABLE WAS KEEPING IT LOW
KEY. DI PEARSON DISCOVERS THAT RECORDS
DON'T MEAN A THING TO THE YACHTIE WHO
STILL RETAINS AN AIR OF YOUTHFULNESS.

as high as the roof,” he said pointing
to the CYCA's roof.

Asgked if he remembered where the
wind was coming from at the time,
Cable responded: "It was immaterial
where the bloody wind was coming
from — it didn’t matter — it was
horrible no matter where it was.”

Still at sea on New Year's Eve,
midnight came around. “The only
person nearby me was a character
called ‘Bubbles’ — Bill Manning — so
we shared a New Year’s kiss on the
deck of $ylph,” Cable said.

Sylph VI, he said, was an old
clunker, made from indestructible
3/16 inch steel plate owned by the
Lawson brothers Archie, Mick and
Jim, the latter being Lawso’s father.

Asked how Uncle Archie and Lawso
were handling the weather, Cable
said: “They were nice and safe in the
cockpit.” What he didn't say, was that
it was because the two's roles were
normally below deck; Uncle Archie as
cook and Lawso navigator.

What he also failed to mention was
that Sylph VI finished dead last overall
and second last on line. However, she
did finish when 10 others did not.

Lawso, whom Cable also sailed his
first Hobart with on the yacht Tarni in

FOR THE RECORD
As a Sydney
Hobart veteran and
co-founder of the
notorious Quiet
Little Drink, Tony
Cable has earned
his place as a
legendary fixture of
the great race.

1961 (it retired), has since howed out
from long ocean races, but he has his
share of ‘Cable stories’ too.

“Cable turned up looking for a ride in
an ocean race we were doing to Coogee
when he was about 19. We were based
at Rose Bay in those days, and when
he arrived, we told him he'd be doing
the foredeck. He looked at the bow and
threw up before he even got on board,”
alaughing Lawso remembered.

“Another time, on Fare Thee Well, we
busted the steering in rough weather
and went to an emergency tiller.
When we arrived at Constitution
Dock, he was on the bow of the yacht
in a busman’s shirt and hat and was
yelling “fares please, fares please’.”

Cable has a fund of stories about
himself and others —you could live on
them for weeks —and he remembers
all the old-time famous salts who he
got to share the rail with.

A member of the CYCA for 5o years,
Cable also started sailing to Hobart
5o years ago, and later helped Alby
Mitehell, who started the 2011 Rolex
Sydney Hobart, to find his first occan
racing rides.

“I've sailed with something like
250 fellas, including Olympic gold
medallists such as Peter ‘Pod’
O’Donnell, through to a Danish bloke
who at the last minute jumped aboard
Boomerang VII on Boxing Day in1g72
and we never saw him again after that
race and I never knew his name,”
Cable said.

He recalls names like Raw Meat,
Earrings, Thunder, Sid Brown,
George Pearce. Russ Williams, Dudley
Burridge, Jim McCloy (his son Angus
drove a media boat on Boxing Day)
and so many more, who are now
long gone. And Boy Messenger, who
taught him to sail and mentored Syd
Fischer's early sailing career too.

Into the mid 1970’s, as he became
better known, Cable started to get
rides aboard the big famous maxis
such as Apollo (Jack Rooklyn), Gretel,
Vengeance and Sovereign all owned
by Bernard Lewis, and Condor of
Currabubula (Tony Paola).

Sailing master on Vengeance and
Sovereign was David Kellett, well
known in sailing circles and at one
time as the Vice President of [SAF.

He now heads the CYCA's Radio Relay
Vessel team for the big race south

and had a great yarn to tell about his
sailing mate being arrested in Hobart
during the 1980’s.

“We noticed a parade going through
the streets of Hobart, there was a jazz
band in it. Cable thought it would be
good to have them for the QLD (Quiet
Little Drink, founded by Cable and John
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‘Dawso’ Dawson at the end of the 1969
race), so he got the number and rang,
“The guy he spoke to was Bob
Thorpe — and they've stayed great
mates. Bob had a friend who was the
Inspector of Police and he had to
come to Sydney for some training,
and Bob asked us to look after him, so
we invited the [nspector to lunch at

the CYCA.” Kellett said.

“I met alot of the old salts and
other interesting people and
they accepted me...

here we are and there are still
a few left from those days.”
TONY CABLE

TR e e e e e

“After a huge lunch, Cable started
to get into Tassie stories, and got onto
one about having to have operations
to remove Tasmanians’ second heads.
The Inspector took it in good grace,
but told Cable he ought to look after
himself in Hobart that year.

“When we got to Hobart, various
police would regularly come up to
Cable wherever he happened to be,
touch him on the shoulder and say:
“The Inspector’s compliments.”
Finally, New Year's Eve came around,
and at dinner, a policeman arrived.
Cable couldn't take it anymore — so
put his hands on his head and said
“take me”.

“This went on for two days,” Kellett
said, "and next day at the QLD, the
police arrived and asked if anyone
knew Tony Cable — and he got hauled
off in a police car. They took him to
Hobart prison, and photographed
him with a serial number and put him
in a cell for a couple of hours. Later
that day, we went to Governors House
—where Cable thanked the Governor
for his pleasure!”

Despite the carry on, when it came
to the Hobart race, it was all business
— serious sailing — and Cable is most
proud of getting the rare double of
line honours and the overall win
on Sovereign in 1987, when Kellett
skippered the yacht in the owner’s
absence. He also got line honours on
Vengeance in 1981. “It was a good era,”
Cable reckons.

Among his favourite Hobart
rides was with old mate, Don
Mickleborough, on Southerly. It started
in1994 and ended with the tragic 1998
race, which the yacht retired from.
During that era, and very much tongue

in cheek, Cable became known as ‘The
Boy Bowman'.

“The first long race I did was on
Southerly to Montague Island —and 50
years later I'm at the bar at the CYCA
still having drinks with Don and other
crew members, Stork (David Reid),
Jacko (Bruce Jackson), Sighty (Richard
Hammond), Chas from Tas (Charles
Blundell) and others,” Cable tells.

“Ifind it incredible that I started
ocean racing as a 19 year old on Tarni
and o years later here [ am sailing
on Duende.

“It's also incredible to me now, that
at the time, the Hobart had only been
going for 15 years.” Cable said.

During the early years, the
yachtsman wandered the docks
looking for a ride, such was his
enthusiasm. "I met alot of the old
salts and other interesting people
and they accepted me,” he said.
“Here we are and there are still a few
left from those days. Gouldy (Bruce
Gould), Woody (John Woodford),
Parksey (Damicn Parkes), Roof Racks
(Geoff Rouvray) and Tip Toes (Colin
Tipney),” he said, adding: "Once me
and Tip Toes (who does not fit the
nickname) bought tutus and danced
the Sugar Plum Fairy at the QLD.”

And now, while 18 year-old Jessica
Watson is getting all the publicity,
regular public relations massaging
and respect; in contrast, most of
Cable's mates are taking the mickey
out of him publicly — starting with
alarge sign on the boom of Duende
which reads: ‘Short Fat Bald Man -
sponsored by Phillips Foote’.

On the port side of the boat, aft,
Parkes has had inscribed: “Tony Cable
46" anyone seeing it might think it
was the design of the yacht, as it's in the
spot where such things normally are.
And, says Cable’s mate Stork, “Donald
Graham (a police inspector) has been
appointed his probationary officer.”

Southerly skipper, Don
Mickleborough chips in: “When he
sailed with me, we got him to share
a bunk with Jacko (they were on
opposite watches) because they're
both bald so the pillow never got wet.
They slept forward on Southerly —we
called it ‘Heroes Headquarters™.”

We asked Mickleborough what he
thought the young people on Duende
tackling their first Hobart might make
of madcap Cable. “They’'ll think he's
anidiot,” was the quick reply, “but
he’s a really good boat hand, actually.”

Continuing to discuss Cable, it took
the veteran yachtsman (he turned 87
in November) back to the 1994, soth
Anniversary race aboard Southerly.

“We were off the Tassie coast near

Maria Island, and a big rolling cloud
came over. | knew a southerly buster
was in the offing. Glark asked what we
were going to do, and [ handed him an
8" long by 6" wide bundle. He asked
what it was, and I answered: ‘It doesn't
matter what it is, just put itup’.

“It was the storm jib. He got
no further than putting it in the
slides and the whole bloody lot
blew up — it was blowing 60 knots,”
Mickleborough said laughing.

I asked Cable does he mind the
constant ribbing. “I have no choice
but to cop it,” he says — famous ocean
racer or not.

Alittle long in the tooth for the bow
these days, Cable plays “somewhere
in the cockpit,” the driest area on the
s2ft Duende.

Married for 41 years to the long-
suffering Ada, Cable said his marriage
contract stated he had to go to Hobart
once a year.

“It was a point of tension, but the
last two years when I didn’t do the
race, Ada was going around telling
people she wished I was going to
Hobart —so [ copped it both ways,”
says Cable, the father of two sons,
Ross and Geoffrey. Ross has followed
in his father's footsteps, having done
the race a handful of times.

Cable, recalls the first Quiet Little
Drink in Hobart at the Shipwrights
Arms. He and ‘Dawso’ ordered “200
beers please,” on New Year's Day 1970
at 10.00am.

Since that time, the QLD, as it became
known, has been held at a different
location each year, until around 11 years
ago when the Shipwrights Arms took
over the celebrations.

At Shippies’ on New Year's Eve day,
the man behind the bar started to tell
Cable about the Quiet Little Drink
and suggested he should come along.
To his surprise, Cable told the man
where the plaque commemorating the
inaugural QLD was in the bar area and
described it in detail.

On January 1, Cable took me back
to Shippies to check out the QLD. It
was sorely missing Cable, Dawso and
mates who used to run the show from
a makeshift stage (one vear it was
the back of a semitrailer), telling the
world’s longest and funniest yarns
while raising money for charity.

A band was always part of the show
and beers and rums bought by yacht
owners were chalked up and the
dregs slopped over one and all as
the drinks were hoisted over heads
resting precariously in old style steel
drink crates and passed around to
the multitudes.

Those were the days... &
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STORM
TROUPERS

An approaching
storm front
whips the bow
team of Southern
Excellence into
action.\For rookie
ocean racer

Sam Tinson

the impending
blackness signals
hours of extreme
discomfort.
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raveyard watch, somewhere
off the coast of New South
Wales. It's cold, dark, wet,
and windy as hell. Halfa
dozen of us are huddled on the rail of
Southern Excellence, sailing into the
teeth of a southerly buster that’s been
blowing hard all night and much of
the preceding day. Half the crew are
sleeping below, still in their wet weather
gear, splayed out on bunks and sail bags
like casualties of war. The rest of us are
dropping in and out of sleep, dog tired,
drenched and shivering, when someone
mutters into the night the question
that’s been bothering me for hours:
“Can someone, anyone, please tell me

doing liferaft drills in Sydney Harbour.
[ joined the crew of Southern Excellence
for twilight racing, an exercise in
ritual humiliation as I fumbled with
winches, became tangled in sheets and
once — [ still have nightmares about
this — almost dropped the entire rig in
the harbour by releasing a runner at the
wrong moment. An overnight race up to
Cabbage Tree Island and back gave me
aforetaste of watchkeeping, but even I
knew it was a walk in the park compared
to what Bass Strait had in store.

On Christmas Eve, things started
to get serious. [ received an email
notifying myself and the rest of the
crew that boat call on Boxing Day was

L L L L LT TR LT LT

IN AT THE

DEEP END

CREWING IN THE ROLEX SYDNEY HOBART YACHT RACE IS WET,
UNCOMFORTABLE AND EXHAUSTING, SO WHY DO THOSE WHO DO
IT FIND IT SO ALLURING? TO FIND OUT, ROOKIE SAILOR
SAM TINSON DECIDED TO GIVE IT A GO.

why we do this sport?”

No one replies. It will be about three
days and some 600 nautical miles
before I learn the answer.

When I first had the idea to sail in
the Rolex Sydney Hobart Yacht Race,
wrote to the race organisers at the CYCA
asking if they had any media spots in the
tleet. No problem, they said, we have
just the boat for you. Southern Excellence
will take you on board.

Some yachts race to Hobart for fun,
taking their time, putting comfort
before competition. Southern Excellence
is not one of those yachts. She's a
Volvo 60, a thoroughbred ocean racer
originally built to sail around the world
in the toughest yachting event on the
planet, the Volvo Ocean Race. Not only
that, but hecause Southern Excellence
is rated to the Performance Handicap
System, anything onboard that
doesn’t contribute directly to sailing
performance (i.e., me) is considered
unwanted ballast. In other words, if I
wanted to getto Hobart, I'd have to pull
my weight.

In the weeks leading up to Boxing
Day, I did my best to become a seasoned
ocean racer. I enrolled in a RYA/

ISAF offshore survival course, was
shown slide shows of gruesome sailing
injuries, and spent a chilly afternoon

gam sharp, that winds of over 40 knots
had been forecast and showing up with
ahangover would absolutely not be
tolerated. We were to bring only our
crew uniforms, personal items and
wet weather gear. Extra clothes for
Hobart were to be packed separately
and sent ahead by truck to save weight.
Iwondered, as [ sipped on my festive
lime cordial, if we all might be better off
if I joined them.

When viewed on TV or from the
harbour foreshore, the start of the Rolex
Sydney Hobart resembles a rather
well organised carnival parade. Seen
from the deck of aboat in the midst
of the fleet, it's bedlam. Hundred
foot maxis tack across our bows with
inches to spare, their crews grinning
from the rail and giving us the thumbs
up. David Burt, Southern Excellence’s
Sailing Master, expertly threads
the boat through the converging,
jostling mass, while overhead media
choppers hammer the sky to awar zone
crescendo. | expect to hear the sound of
splintering carbon at any moment, but
just as I think things can't possibly get
any more intense, the start gun fires.
‘We're on our way to Hobart,

The expected weather front arrives on
cue just before sundown, announcing
itself with a rolling curtain of gun-metal
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cloud that looms over the horizon like
avice, its ragged black maw shot with
lightening bolts and rain squalls. Our
navigator, Damon Zemanck, has been
tracking the storm’s progress since race
start, counting down its arrival first in
nautical miles and then in minutes.
Asthe storm nears, the atmosphere
on deck grows charged. The bow
team swap nervous wisecracks as they
scamper up and down the boat making
last minute tweaks. The pit crew, myself
included, brace on the grinders and
winches, waiting for the call to hoist,
while the helmsman and trimmers scan
the sea for tell-tale squalls that could
offer further clues to the pattern of the
approaching front. The air crackles
with electricity, the sea darkens and
I feel goosebumps on my skin as the
temperature drops several degrees.

A shadow falls overthe boat. “Let’s
get that sail up,” says David.

reduced to the narrow slit between my
upturned collar and my spray hood.
To my right, the bowsprit tosses and
crashes endlessly on a contfused four
metre swell, the spray hitting my face
like hail when I'm stupid enough to
turn into it. To my left are the hooded
figures of my fellow crew, hunched
over the rail like praying monks,
motionless, possibly asleep. Beyond
them, the reassuring figure of Chris at
the helm, concentrating hard, his face
lit by the orange glow of the binnacle.
Anight spent on the rail in a storm is
an almost Zen-like exercise in extended
discomfort. [ find it impossible to get
comfortable. but every shift in position
causes cold seawater to shuice from
one part of my trousers to another, I'm
hungry, too, having been too nervous
to eat before the race. [ know there’s
acrushed muesli bar stashed in the
pocket of my shorts, but to reach it I'll

“My visible world is reduced to the
narrow slit between my upturned collar

and my spray hood.”

The bow guys go to work, their yells
and curses carried back on the building
wind. Ease starboard tack, hold, hold,
hoist! Winches rattle, sails crack and
I pump the grinder handles until my
arms feel ready to burst. A new headsail
appears inside the existing one, which
is then peeled away and yanked back on
board between the deck and the foot of
the new sail. The process takes seconds,
and barely a knot of boat speed is lost.
In the course of the race the bow team
will make over 45 headsail changes.

Less than 30 seconds after the sail
change is complete, the southerly
delivers its first knockout punch. The
bow guys barely have time to jump
back into the pit, drenched and out of
breath, when David yells “Weightup!”,
and Southern Excellence is buffeted
into a 4.0 degree heel. I scramble up
the slope, grateful to a crewmate who
reaches down and hauls me onto the
rail. The wind speed indicator on the
mast has jumped from 14 knots to 29,
thenge...35... 37... Iwatchit hit 39,
then remember to clip my harness onto
the jackline.

I'm last up onto the rail, so first
into the weather. Spot the novice. If
I couldn’t helm or trim, then at least
I made a decent wind break. Already
I'm wishing I hadn’t skimped on my
sailing boots, which have swiftly filled
with seawater. Every wave that lashes
across the bow finds a new way into my
borrowed wet weather gear.

Hours pass. My visible world is

have to unelip my harness and PFD,
burrow through several layers of wet
weather gear and find a way into my
sailing overalls, which appear to have
been designed by Harry Houdini. As for
having a pee, forget it.

I'm still bursting to go when dawn
arrives and with it, mcr(’.ifully, a changc
of watch. Damon appears with news
that we've gained several miles over our
competitors during the night. We're
now placed 17th overall and snapping at
the heels of the maxi yacht Brindabella,
which is competing in a division above
ours. In all those hours on the rail, I'd
forgotten that we were racing.

Below decks is a slanted world of
organised chaos. The floor and bunks
are covered with sails and sail bags.
Dripping waterproofs, harnesses and
PFDs swing from grab lines strung
across the ceiling. The air smells of
wet sock. | stagger to the galley, cram a
couple of biscuits into my mouth and
look around for somewhere to sleep.

All the bunks on the windward side
are taken — again, spot the novice —

30 1 flop down on a damp sail bag.
Someone's boots are in my face and my
skin itches with salt, but 'm too tired
and cold to undress. I'm also dimly
aware that if there's an emergency —
sudden dismasting, keel loss, whale
collision, I've heard all the stories—1
don’t want to be in my jocks when it
happens. Sails are being trimmed
above and the noise is deafening, each
turn on the winch sending juddering
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KEEPING TRIM
The noise can be
afening. Sails are
being trimmed and
each turn on the
winch sends
juddering bangs
through the hull.

NOSNIL WYS
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bangs reverberating through Southern
Excellence's hull. On top of that the bilge
alarm has malfunctioned, filling the
cabinwith an incessant high pitched
beeping. It's like trying to sleep in the
front row of a krautrock concert. I close
my eyes, and moments later someone is
shaking me awake.

“Watch change mate, you're up.”
Time passes in a delirium of three-
hour watches, punctuated with frequent

sail changes and the occasional tack or
gybe. Most of the time, I have no idea
where we are. The wind is still strong,
albeit shifting to the north east, and the
crashing swell is merciless. I can barely
stand but there is work to be done:
headsails to flake, spinnakers to wool,
pack, haul on deck and hoist. I've lost
track of time, but when someone puts

a pot of hot instant noodles in my hand
it feels like lunch. There will he much
better meals served during the race,

days, and sounds as alien as the chirps
from our mobile phones as they pick up
the first patchy areas of shore coverage.

A few celebratory beers are handed
around as we round Tasman Island, but
as we cross Storm Bay and enter the
River Derwent all eyes are on the wind
speed indicator. The hreeze is dropping
—if it dies we could end up flopping
around for another day or more, close
enough to Hobart to practically smell
the fish and chips on the quay.

In the end, though, all the hard work
of the past three days pays off. We fly
down the Derwent just after sundown
on the last breeze of the day, running at
just a knot or two below wind speed and
escorted by a trio of dolphins, who fizz
through the water a metre or two off the
bow. The outskirts of Hobart appear,
followed by the Tasman Bridge and
the twinkling lights of the waterfront.
Afinal gybe. and we hear the glorious

“Swaying down Hobart dock with a bag

of damp clothes, wobbly sea legs and the
cheers of that crowd still ringing in my ears,
I feel like a yachtsman. Dammit, I feel like a

conqueror of nations.

including homemade pasta and beef
stew, but nothing will quite hit the spot
like that undercooked pot of MSG.

My body has become used to the
discomfort. The secret, [ realise, is
acceptance. [ have bruises on my
bruises, but no longer feel them. My
stomach has shrunk to the point where
I can survive happily for hours ona
fun-sized Crunchie bar. At some point [
even manage to stumble to the transom
and finally, blissfully, pee.

After two days we have left Bass Strait
behind us and are bumping along in
a stiff south westerly. The sun comes
out, the swell lessens and Southern
Excellence becomes a laundry as we
all peel out of our damp gear, Shirts
come off, sunblock is passed around
and socks steam on the cabin roof. We
are still racing, though, and domestic
chores take second place to boat speed.
The crew focuses on wringing every
available knot from the lightening
breeze, and the trimmer’s calls to the
pit crew form a soporific mantra: Trim,
hold, trim, hold, trim, big trim, hold...

‘We rake in the miles in long, choppy
tacks, and by dawn on the 2gth the
rugged silhouette of Tasmania's eastern
coastline can be seen sliding past to
starboard. Talk tentatively turns to hotel
arrangements and the night's festivities
in Hobart. It's the first non-sailing
related conversation I've heard in three

paaarp! of the air horn as we cross the
finish line. We have been at sea for
three days, eight hours, 15 minutes
and 18 seconds, placing 15th overall
and winning our division. There will
be some serious rum drinking at the
Customs House Hotel tonight.

The race finish happily coincides
with the Taste of Tasmania Festival,
and hundreds of slightly intoxicated
revelers line the quay, whooping and
cheering as we, rather self consciously
but enjoying every minute, furl the sails
and ready the boat for berthing.

This has been only my first Sydney
Hobart —there are race veterans in
their 8os competing who have done
the sail south 45 times — and compared
to the rest of the crew I've contributed
little. But right now, swaying down
Hobart dockwith a bag of damp clothes,
wobbly sea legs and the cheers of that
crowd still ringing in my ears, I feel
like a yachtsman. Dammit, [ feel like a
conqueror of nations.

Someone slaps me on the back and
says “Well done mate, first ocean race!
Crazy sport, right?” and I think back to
the question that was asked on the rail
that night.

Now, suddenly, I know the answer. &

Thanks to Andrew Wenham and the crew
of Southern Excellence.
www.volvoracing.com.au
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OFF WATCH

The slanted world
of organised chaos
below deck on
Volvo 60 Seuthern
Excellence.

NOSMIL VS



















































































































