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CAN YOU GUESS WHERE THIS IS?
It has a really remote feeling yet it is completely handy to get to. It might take a few hours to sail there but it 
is well worth it for the weekend. You’ll need to take a little bit of kit with you or, just a comfortable boat! 
Singapore’s southern islands are worth exploring. Bays like this can accommodate very large boats!



CRUISING CLUB

SISTERS OF SISTERS. BY CAT PAWS
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Singapore’s southern islands warrant a lot more attention 
than they get! They sit there dotting Singapore’s southern 
coastline awaiting ‘discovery’. The Cat Fleet that make the 

annual pilgrimage to Raffles Marina for the Western Circuit 
‘discovered’ the Southern Islands on their way home. The 
first encounter turned into an adventure as weather 
conditions conspired to make it so! Would this year be any 
different? And the answer is NO! 

After leisurely rigging on the lawn at Raffles the fleet 
pushed off with Sisters Island in mind. “There’s a few 
sheltered bays, we’ll pick the most suitable one and camp 
there.” Heading out of the West Johore Straits in balmy 

airs was the Nacra 20 Carbon with the Astroboys on it. 
Followed by Taipan brothers Uli and Dave and Clive an Co. 
on their Nacra 20. The cats were backed up “3 hulls for 5 
people” and The Dash. The two tri’s carried most of the 
gear, food, bar-be-ques and all of the kids with the 

youngest being Luke Cassel at the ripe old age of 3!

What were benign conditions to begin with started to turn 
a lot more interesting. Within an hour the wind had risen to 
about 30 knots making for some nice boat speeds and 

various states of ‘lack of control’. While the cats zoomed 
ahead the tri’s settled the boats with a bit of reefing and 
like that, 5 year old Hana maintained absolute control of 
Angry Birds in the fore peak bunk... for about 3 hours! 
Respect! 
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The wind built to such a state that it built 
the sea up to where it didn’t look like the 
Singapore Straits anymore, no it looked a 

little more like a ‘real’ ocean. The real 
ocean claimed Clive’s rudder and sent him 
through the mainsail... Ouch!

Singapore Government’s emphasis on 

establishing good recreational facilities 
extends to the Southern Islands. Most of 
the islands have had rock walls placed 
around them to protect them from the 
ravages of waves and tide. Little openings 

have remained to give some access to the 
beaches. For boats with retractable 
appendages, this is perfect. Pull the 
daggerboards and rudders up and in you 
go. This was a good thing on the day in 

questions as the Straits were whipped up 
with about 1 - 1.5 metre waves. A lip exists 

on the entrance to most of the bays so 
once the tide drops enough, no one can 
get in! The cats arrived, selected a suitable 

bay and then guided the rest of the ‘fleet’ 
into the bay and ‘base camp’ was set up.

Sisters Island has ablution block, shelters 
and bar-be-que pits all conveniently laid 

out. We’re not quite sure how the monkeys 
arrived but there you go, there is wildlife! 
The prediction was for another Sumatra to 
roll through in the wee hours of the 
morning so a few tents were prepared 

while others opted to sleep under the stars 
on the trampolines.

Cooking facilities on ‘3-for-5’ produced 
pasta while The Dash’s burner got 

underway with a great Japanese Curry 
courtesy of new members Haru and Sam-

san! Oishkatta desu! The cat crew had the 
bar-be-ques turning out sausages, meat 
and chicken but somehow, the Astroboys 

got ‘fresh‘ MacDonald hamburgers on the 
island! Try as I did we couldn’t find the big-
M outlet! 

The wet afternoon and drizzle gave way to 

a beautiful evening. This was three-for-
five’s maiden cruise for the Gilliers having 
just received the Corsair 750 at the end of 
theWestern Circuit. So a few drinks were 
flowing on both boats as more noodles 

were being handed out.nAt some point 
during the evening, a naked man was 
spotted sailing an also naked Taipan! 
Although spotted by numerous sailors it 
was assumed that it was in fact alcohol 

induced and that the apparition could not 
really have been anyone we know!    
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The funny thing about going camping is 
how early you actually go to sleep. By 
about 11pm all the adults were out and the 

kids had faded out  long before - must be 
the healthy sea air or something!

On the island it is quiet as you might 
expect. Except for the thrumming sound of 

the passing ship traffic there isn’t much 
else. 

Since the trimarans were anchored stern to 
the beach, we were fully expecting to have 

to re-anchor during the night as the tide 
slowly dropped. So it was a big surprise to 
everyone to wake up in the morning 
completely level and, high and dry! The lip 
on the entrance to the bay also stops 

waves from entering the bay once the sea 
level drops below the lip. Now that’s 

perfectly organised for a great nights sleep! 
It’s funny how the simplest things in life 
mean so much when you remove yourself 

from the regular comfort zone. Hot coffee 
and a warm shower are bliss so next time 
we’re taking a solar shower along! 

By morning, the previous days stormy 

conditions had all but disappeared. As the 
cats needed to get back to the Club as 
quickly as possible, they rigged up and left 
just after breakfast. The wind might have 
abated but the tide was its usual strong 

flow exaggerated through the  narrow 
confines of the islands. So the cats slipped 
away to the east while the tri’s finished up 
breakfast and headed back towards Raffles 
Marina for the following weekends Pesta 

Sukan Regatta.

Compared to the sail going to Sisters the 
return was a lack luster affair except for 
Clive who had the added challenge of 

sailing all the way back sans one rudder 
and a mainsail tacked together with duct 
tape.

It was a four hour motor-sail back to 

Raffles Marina for the tri’s and about the 
same for the cats to get back to Changi. 
Conferring notes after the event it was 
decided that it was such good fun that we 
should do it all again but, the next time as 

a race-campout-race. It’s a good format for 
a mini raid style race and at about four 
hours in length, probable the perfect time 
period before “are we there yet!” kicks in! 

See Uli I didn’t write about your naked 
sailing experience in the moonlight!


