
Why Greece after all these years 
 

What is the point in owning a yacht and 
not using it as much as possible has 
always been my logic, much like owning 
a dog and barking oneself. It is for this 
reason that I have never before been 
even remotely interested in the ideas of 
chartering in foreign climes for a 
holiday. But times change.  
 
Listening to the exploits of numerous 
sailing friends the question posed was 
why sail in the cold and wet, battling 

adverse tides and wind inevitably coming too strong and from the wrong direction, 
when for a few quid Joan and I could be whisked off to the Med.  So did it work out 
just like that?.  Read on. 
 
In early May this year we packed our bags and drove to Gatwick for what we were 
promised was to be the best two weeks of our lives. Don’t you just love the way sales 
representatives in company with their glossy brochures can easily raise ones 
expectations to an all time high? 
 
Having carefully studied historical climate patterns, present and projected weather, we 
decided that our North Sea standard wet weather gear might be a bit over the top, so it 
was to be just tee shirt and shorts. Despite my marine background and thirty years 
sailing experience I opted to have a backstop for navigation so I trawled on Ebay and 
bought a small Garmin hand held GPS for £35. A manual was downloaded for free so 
at least I was able to get it up and running and learn the basics just in case need arose.        
 
Just like any good first timer would do, we had opted for a vessel not out of keeping 
with what we have experience in and chose a Jaguar 27 that was to be a part of a 
flotilla of 12 identical boats for two week around the Ionian Sea. Never having been 
to the area previously we arrived with open minds and a willingness to join in and 
make the best we could from the opportunity before us. 
 
It was just a short coach ride from Preveza airport to Plataria that was to be our 
northern most starting point. On arrival we were allocated a specific boat and left to 
familiarise ourselves with it. Sun 
was high in the sky; but there was 
water coming over the 
breakwater and the wind howling 
into the cockpit as we were stern 
to on the quay, welcome to the 
balmy Ionian. Rummaging 
around we eventually found the 
cockpit cover and rigged it 
around the stern and settled down 
with a couple of bottles of the 



local stuff awaiting our briefing from the lead skipper. 
 
Departing next morning was fun, the wind has died almost completely so the shore 
crew could set about untangling the crossed anchors. It’s one thing to drop the bow 
anchor and drop back onto a quay face but when you have twelve boats packed tightly 
together it is inevitable that some will get crossed. What made it worse was the fact 
that every second boat had deployed the kedge anchor to double up. As we were to 
become accustomed during the holiday this state of affairs posed “no worries” to the 
young 22-24 year old mix of New Zealand and Australian lead crew.  Being clear 
shallow water they simply dropped over the side of an inflatable and got on with the 
job.  
 
During the first week we covered most of the small idyllic harbours in the area 
(Paxos, Gaios, Mourtos/Sivota, Lakka, Mongonisi, and finally Ligia) with just an over 
night stay in each of them. Leaving around 1000 hours each morning we were given a 
briefing and destination and asked to be there before dark. The longest run was just a 
little over 20 miles so line of sight navigation was possible most of the time, but I did 
use the GPS having set the destination waypoints but more as a check on speed. 
Charts are almost redundant but the harbour guide provided by the charter company 
was magic, it showed the berths, photographs of the approach and much more. 
However with little or no wind there was not much joy in just motoring around so 
most crews were tied up by late afternoon. Some days we had a F2/3 for a short while 
then it would fall flat. What was strange was being able to ease the sheets, let go the 
helm whilst having lunch for an hour or so, and then according to the GPS being 
virtually in the same spot when ready to move off. The depth sounder frequently went 
off until we realised that contrary to what we are used to we were in more than 100m 
of water.  

 
I guess we were lucky in that 
there was a fair degree of 
competence amongst our flotilla 
group from a Fastnet veteran to a 
canal boat owner and a dinghy 
racing fanatic. Which was just a 
well as there are no pontoon 
berths so everywhere it was 
either a bow or stern to mooring, 
dropping the anchor 3-4 boat 
length away and the nice bit was 
that the lead crew were there to 
take the lines. We had been 
warned not to expect the facilities 

more commonly associated with marinas here in the UK, especially toilets and 
showers, the latter being available for Euro3 per person in most tavernas, completed 
with spiders and whatever. Having opted for the charter of the converted Jaguar 27 we 
had a shower, running hot water and a holding tank on the boat so the shore side 
facilities were really of little consequence                  
 



The end of the first week saw us 
pass by Preveza and head for 
Vonitsa which is in the Gulf of 
Amvrakai or perhaps better known 
as the inland sea, which is slightly 
off the beaten track for most big 
charter yachts (shallow water) but 
in our case used as a service point 
for the Flotilla to top up on diesel fuel, gas, water etc.  A nice small town with good 
tavernas, shops banks etc overlooked by a ruined fort. We had become accustomed to 
a morning briefing from our lead skipper who was in her first year in the job but well 
experienced an not at all phased by anything that was thrown at her-not literally you 
will understand. A few years in the New Zealand rescue service had given her a good 
grounding in what to expect. The weather forecast turned against us with SW F5-6 
expected for the next few days so we made the most of the location by walking. A few 
hardy souls decided to go out locally for a few hours and sail in close proximity to the 
harbour but more than one got in difficulties with sails blown out, roller reefing gear 
jammed.   
 
Week Two 
 

Eventually after three days the 
weather eased and we set off, and yes 
the sails were up and we were on our 
way, keeping a sharp lookout for 
turtles and dolphins which we were 
told lurk in close proximity to the 
numerous fish farms. What appeared 
at one stage to be turbulent boiling 
water just ahead caused a heart 
stopping moment but it turned out to 
be a feeding frenzy of fish just below 
the surface. Crossing the seven miles 
from Preveza to the entrance of the 

Lefkas canal was interesting to say the least. Radio protocol was stretched to the limit 
exiting a buoyed channel with a small coastal vessel deciding to enter at the same 
time. No doubt any locals listening in would have had a hard time with a dictionary 
trying to find the new words they would have heard with a strong Mancunian accent. 
Wind was down to zero but after the few days of a blow there was a 1.5m swell which 
whilst it was long in period it rolled the small boats all over the place and provoked 
quite a few concerned comments from our newly acquired friends.  
 
No one was in any hurry as there is an opening road bridge at the head of the canal so 
we ended up a tail end Charlie, but just short of the entrance there was massive bang 
below the waterline which certainly caused me a deal of concern. A quick check 
down below did not reveal a flow of water and a glance astern saw part of a large tree, 
which I presumed was the cause of the mishap. To be on the safe side I called the lead 
crew to report the incident saying in a light hearted manner  “ just hit something-it 
might have been a tree or even a crocodile” After a slight pause the skipper came back 



shaking with laughter saying there were no croc’s in Greece only dolphins and turtles, 
but the joke endured all the rest of the holiday.  

 
We continued under gentle 
condition down the South Ionia to 
Spartahori on Meganisi Island but 
of course by this time it was 
Tuesday and we had to be in our 
hand over point -Sivota at the 
bottom end of Lefkas Island on 
Saturday afternoon. The option was 
given to those who wanted to break 
away and do their own thing to do 
so and a few took up the offer the 
following day but all had been 
given a weather outlook. By mid 

morning there was darkness rising from the west over Lefkas Island and we had five 
of the twelve boats out on the water, one heading west, three going east and we were 
just out for the under a big head sail day sailing and planning to rejoin the flotilla later 
on. Holiday sailing has to be tinged with enjoyment and not beasting ones self so we 
decide to call it quits but by this time the southerly wind had arrived and it was 
impossible to furl the sail in open water, but close the land we found shelter to 
complete the operation.  
 
During the day we learnt that the eastbound boats had found it impossible to reach 
their intended destination and opening up the new Volvo engines made little 
difference, headway was not practicable. When water was found to be coming into 
one of it was the start of a major incident. In the end it was a safe outcome and it 
turned out to be a dislodged hose that has vibrated off not only as consequence of not 
being fitted correctly but from a engine running flat out. All this took place some 30 
miles away from the lead boat who all credit to them took of at maximum speed to 
assist and tow the crippled boat back. Despite the skills of the engineer and his back 
up team the engine was a dud. The wind accompanied by tropical rain persisted for 
the next 10 hours.  
 

 
How many times on holiday do 
you meet up with friends or 
neighbours? we do. This time 
we passed the Peppers inbound 
to Little Port Vath whilst we 
were enroute to a delightful bay 
on Lefka called Vilkho. It was 
to be our only overnight 
anchorage during the holiday 
but again the absence of wind 

and tide meant the holding ground was almost academic. It did mean we had to pump 
up the inflatable in order to get ashore to eat and drink. On this point it is worth noting 
that almost every taverna we visited the menu was virtually the same and so were the 
prices which were a lot more than one would expect with the Greek economy being is 



such dire straits. No doubt in my mind that everything was set for the locked in 
yachting fraternity without whom the place would be deserted.  
 
One of the high points of the 
holiday was the cocktail evening 
where each crew were asked to 
mix their own poison, give it a 
name and tell as story appropriate 
to it. Naturally this sort of thing 
gives free reign to the 
imagination and we were well 
rewarded. Stories galore, songs 
picking out event of the two 
week, history lessons etc. It was 
nice to see that everyone had 
made a tremendous effort, well 
almost every one. One couple 
presented their offering adding that that had not found time to invent a suitable story 
as they had stopped off for what could best be described as a romantic interlude 
enroute. To say we were open mouthed would be an understatement. Again no wind 
and tide ??? 
 
So in conclusion how did it workout. The location is perfect but as stated the weather 
can be mixed but it would not put me off returning at some future date. Having the 
right crowd goes a long was to a successful holiday we were fortunate in getting the 
best around. The food was adequate rather than memorable. But it was the sailing we 
went for. Here I have to say that for me the short hop flotilla holiday is not ideal, the 
destination are too close so that you spend a lot of time either in port or anchored in 
some very nice spots enroute. Value or money and a great experience.       
 
 
           


