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Foreword

BY PETTER LARSEN

In the summer of 1983, four relatively inexperienced, but brave and optimistic boys from Norway (Oslo and Bærum) agreed to sail to the Caribbean islands. They had a lot of courage, but no boat and little money, so surely it was impossible to achieve.

I had gotten my first boat, a 15-foot small ‘Killing’ when I was 15, and Hauk was the same age when he and his sister Linn got the same. Like me, he went on sailing trips with a friend from Tjøme in this shell of a boat where they lacked both an auxiliary engine and a toilet, slept on the teak deck and was gone for weeks without being heard from because the postcards from Smøgen (in Sweden) and Kragerø only arrived after they were back home.

The fact that they had almost gone down in the southern gale after questionable navigation at Rakkeboene seemed less dramatic when I heard about it afterwards than if the rescue company had called.

Hauk, Morten, Erling and Arne were barely of legal age when they launched the plan for long-distance sailing across the Atlantic; so, what does a father think and feel faced with such plans?

I had always dreamed of doing that trip and had few excuses not to have done it. So, my first thought was probably pride that my son and his friends would venture out on such an adventure. My next thought was of course some concern. Without having sailed across the ocean myself, I knew a good deal from the many stories I had read, such as Carl Emil Pettersen’s riveting travelogues. I thought that the most dangerous thing on such a sailing trip would not be experienced furthest away from home, but in the North Sea and over the Bay of Biscay, especially if one of the autumn storms hit them when they got there in October. When they finally managed to hire a ‘suitable’ boat and arranged for it to be transported to Portugal to start there, I was less worried than I had been during the summer weeks when the boys sailed Killing along the coast in Skagerak.

Today we communicate with the whole world via mobile phone or e-mail, and we easily forget that in 1983/84 we still used letters and postcards (which took weeks) and calling home was not something the long-distance sailors would sacrifice a dollar for. So little did we know here at home about both the lovely sunny and warm sailing days in the Caribbean or the cold, wet and dangerous May days they experienced in the North Atlantic.

It was happy and relieved parents who welcomed the boys back on the Norwegian coast one day in May in 1984 after 8 months at sea. In retrospect, one must admit that one had not fully realized how risky the project actually turned out to be. That the four grew from boys to men in those months is beyond doubt.
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Introduction

This book has matured over almost 40 years since our sailing trip to the West Indies in 1983-84. We were four young Norwegians: Hauk Larsen Wahl, Morten Stødle, Erling Kagge and Arne Saugstad. Each of us dreamed of experiencing something special before university studies, work and the seriousness of life started.

We set out with three SLR cameras, two empty diaries and The New Testament, but most of all with a youthful courage. Some with KNS jackets and others with patched Levis jeans and knitted jumpers. We each had, in our own way, gained a relationship with the sea introduced through our parents; Petter Larsen and Anne-Lise Wahl; Trygve and Unni Stødle; Stein Kagge and Aase Gjerdrum; and Arne and Joy Saugstad.

The respect for our parents who supported us with positivity and wisdom before and during the trip has, over the years, come into a new light when we ourselves have started families and the next generation has a desire to realize their own dreams. It is all too easy to make exhortations and question important decisions in the lives of the younger generation.

The memories that were refreshed through the diaries and many pictures have helped recall additional experiences from this special trip. This means that the book has become a journey into the minds of two young people from the time the events happened.

We want to give an insight into how you can handle challenges without planning every detail, and how adventure, enthusiasm and a bit of luck help shape both the present and the future.

The book is also an invitation to take some chances in life and stretch the limits. We encourage taking the opportunities that come along that increase the likelihood of gaining remarkable experiences. The years go by so fast if you don’t have any intense key chapters in your life like we had in 1983-84 and just choose the ‘safe way’ that is often expected by both family and society.

This has been the driving force behind the book about our diaries.

Hauk og Morten
Houston & Hosle
August 2022


Wet Dream

From Hauk’s diary:

I had long had the dream of sailing my own boat from Norway to the West Indies and back, which became more concrete plans when Thor Bendik Weider and I worked around the world as deck hands on the Wilhelmsen ships Toyama and Barber Taif in 1981.

We drew up equipment lists, thought about crew and boat acquisition, financing, seasickness, palm trees, windsurfing, southern mermaids, calypso, and coral reefs.

I devoured the Lange-Nielsen book ‘Ormen Stutte dit peppern gror’ on a few winter nights in 1982 and really started to get an appetite for this adventure.

The project experienced sporadic periods of dormancy throughout the summer and autumn of 1982, and then at Christmas time, Thor Bendik withdrew in favor of business studies in the USA.

I contacted my skiing and sailing friend Erling Kagge in the spring of 1983 to ask if he was interested in joining me on a long trip, and he was.

From previous experience at sea, as 16-year-olds in 1979, we had sailed the family’s 17-foot Killing ‘Sexy’ from Tjøme Norway to Strømstad Sweden,  and on to Smøgen and back on a 3-week trip. With only sails, oars, and colorful headbands, we managed to get in and out of many harbors on the Swedish coast, where our ambitions for summer romances with blonde girls met a brutal reality in competition with the parties held aboard 40-foot motorboats with cabins, stereo and ice cubes in the Gin Tonic. That meant our optimistic collection of Durex condoms gathered dust that summer.

As a child, Erling had spent several summer holidays with two older brothers and his parents stowed aboard a small Hurley 22 sailboat, and a few years later the family’s boat Kaptein Fritz was perhaps the one that transported the most wine and spirits per foot between Kiel in West-Germany and Oslo Norway in the month of July.

I was lucky to be exposed to sailing early on when I got an Optimist dinghy as a 6-year-old, then a Flipper dinghy, a Killing and had a couple of cold summers in a Maxi 95.

My father and grandfather were both highly skilled sailors in regattas in Scandinavia, with everything from Finnjolle, BB-11, Killing and Drake, to IOD, 5.5 meters and 22 sq m Spissgatter. A few years later, my father sailed regattas with Yngling with my mother and a friend as crew. So, it was probably not surprising that I was also attracted to being on the water.
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10000 nautical miles with Jeanette VI September 1983 to May 1984



Erling and I considered boat purchases in England, and we also approached boat manufacturers and importers in Scandinavia with a view to testing their products on an Atlantic crossing, but there was, to our disa­ppointment, zero response.

An advertisement was placed in the newspaper Fedrelandsvennen in Kristiansand where a rental price of NOK 60,000 was indicated. We got 5-6 answers, but they were gene­rally too small and impractical for a long trip.

A lot of free time was spent exchanging letters with various agencies in the Navy, as I had a wish to borrow navigation equipment. The commander at the Naval Defense Command (SFK) rejected the quartermaster’s attempt to get freebies, but I had more luck in Marvika where the alcoholic lieutenant captain relieved the clothing store with four blue-bordered shirts.

In parallel with this, I tried to enlist colle­agues in the military, but without success. It seemed that no peer was willing to invest a year and NOK 40,000 on such an adventure.
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A WORN out Ormen Stutte book read countless times over the past 40 years



It was then that Arne Saugstad, raised at Slemdal in Oslo, whom Thor Bendik and I had visited in Florida in 1981, appeared. Arne’s father, Arne Senior, former doctor on the cruise ship Stavangerfjord, was the same age and boyfriend of my grandmother Mimmi. Despite his lack of sailing experience, Arne had a good combination of willingness to take risks, good humor, cooking talent, experience with converting tin soldiers into coins, and a general attraction towards mischief.

Morten Stødle from Hosle was a friend of Erling from the military service, whom I had not met before, but he showed a positive attitude and great interest in joining a long trip even though his sailing experience was limited to windsurfing and frequent capsizing with a Flipper dinghy.

An advertisement was then placed in the newspaper Aftenposten which resulted in us being contacted by Jean Borelly Linaae, a wealthy and cheerful travel agency owner, and member of the Sandefjord Men’s Club. He offered us his 35-foot sailboat Jeanette VI for NOK 35,000 for 8 months in exchange for an entitlement to 3 weeks of sailing in the West Indies with us as crew and demanded that we invest in a VHF radio with a so-called Selcall function. Jeanette VI was a beautiful Vindø 50 single master with aft cabin built at Vindøvarvet in Sweden.

The best alternative we had before Jeanette VI appeared was to rent a Beneteau 42 from Athens for 5 months for NOK 60,000, then we were offered a Comfort 34 from Peter Pan Yacht Charter for NOK 100,000, and finally Peder Lunde’s sailboat for a staggering NOK 150,000.

So, we went with the offer for Jeanette VI, which turned out to be a floating piece of furniture in mahogany and teak, 7 berths and relevant navigation equipment.

But Jeanette VI was best suited for coastal sailing and not designed for Atlantic cruising, as it had a deep cockpit with small drainage holes, and a vertical mahogany door with open air slits down to the main cabin. But these were details that we did not worry about, at least not at that time.

My father, who was a shipping lawyer in Wilhelmsen, recommended that we include the wording “normal wear and tear shall be accepted” in the lease for Jeanette VI. That wording saved us a lot of financial worries eight months later.
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MORTENS diary from Mom and Dad 



The USS Jeannette was a 142-foot research vessel that sank 300 nautical miles north of Siberia in 1881 after being stuck in the ice for 2 years. Of the crew of 33, 20 men died of starvation and frostbite in the following weeks trying to get back to civilization. Perhaps it’s a good thing we didn’t know that story when we set sail with our Jeanette just over a hundred years later.

From Morten’s diary:

Erling presented me with an incredible offer in the late winter of 1983. His question was Would you like to sail to the West Indies? At first, I just laughed, but it turned out he was serious. I had minimal sailing experience, but the windsurfer and Flipper dinghy had been capsized many times over the years.

There was a lot of back and forth throughout the Spring about which sailboat we should rent. In the end it was Jeanette VI a Vindø 50. It was then that I met Hauk for the first time at his father’s home at Jongskollen in Sandvika. There, Hauk read out a letter he had received from the last member of the four-man team, Arne from Slemdal, who had moved to Florida.

Over the summer, there was a lot of work with the boat, equipment etc. Among other things, we went on a trip to Sandefjord to talk to the owner Jean B. Linaae. It was with a certain humility that I walked through the gate of Ulabrand Båtforening in the center of Sandefjord just below Park Hotel. It was only then that I felt the dream of the West Indies begin to materialize. Now it wasn’t just dreams and talk, now we were going to sign the contract and board Jeanette VI for the first time. This Yacht club and Park Hotel were synonymous with the wealth and class distinction in Sandefjord and I had many times walked on the wharves inside the horseshoe below Park Hotel and seen the beautiful boats outside Ulabrand.
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ULABRAND Båtforening. The home of Jeanette VI



Dad had worked as a painter on Anders Jahre’s suite at the top of the hotel in the late 1950s. Mom and Dad traveled down from Finnmark respectively Hammerfest and Indre Billefjord in 1958. The contrasts must have been great coming from a burnt down Finnmark and the reconstruction after the war to the paradise of Sandefjord where I was born in 1962 in Rådhusgata with the Whaling Museum as the nearest neighbour.
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PARK Hotel Sandefjord where we meet Jean B. Linaae for the first time under the Whalejaw-portal



I still hadn’t forgotten the trip with Grandfather Gunnar and my little brother Gunnar when I was 12 years old, from Hammerfest to Berlevåg outside Nordkapp in a stiff gale. It had given me extra respect to feel the forces that gripped the trawler Rairo as we stomped off towards the north-east. The Barents Sea is no joke said my grandfather who had been sailing as a skipper and captain for 60 years at this point. It is part of the story that he never learned to swim, but as he said, if I fall in up here, it is better that it goes quickly than that it becomes a protracted battle. I’ve always wondered if he thought the same thing when they got a Soviet submarine in the trawl in the early 1950s. My grandfather’s attitude to the trip was quite clear, ‘you must seize this opportunity and remember you are old fellows. I was only 14 years old when I went on my first trip up to Bjørnøya as a deck boy. It shaped my life, and this trip will shape yours’. With those words in the back of our minds, we headed into the fjord outside of the town of Sandefjord on our first voyage with the boat’s owner, Sjangen.
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