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About the book


260,000 nautical miles of sailing: North Sea, Baltic Sea, Mediterranean, Black Sea, North Atlantic, Caribbean and Pacific.


In more than 40 sailing short stories Rudolf Neumann, called Lofoten-Rudi, takes us along on his trips, into a world full of sailing adventures and curious events.


A work that is always entertaining, often exciting and which is sure to invoke many smiles. Not just for sailors, but also for those who just want to get a taste of sailing life.




The Nickname Lofoten-Rudi


In 1978, rarely would someone have thought of sailing with a 10m yacht, with no heating, from Hamburg, far to the north, beyond the polar circle.


At this time, there was neither GPS nor DECCA or SAT-Nav. And the good thermal clothing was not on the market.


With my S & S 34 called "SUNRISE" I nevertheless decided to take a trip to the Lofoten Islands.


On board was my fellow sailor Bernd Gallbach, usually called Galle.


The first part of the trip past Denmark and southern Norway went without major problems. We celebrated Midsummer Night on the island of Ona. Further north still we sailed into a violent northwesterly storm, with heavy gales.


Galle later described the waves as being as high as a two storey house.


In this storm, one of our foresails suffered severe damage and would need repair later back in Wedel at "Brother Sail".


We finally reached the port of Svolvaer in the Lofoten.


On the way back we wanted to sail to the Faroe Islands, but again we ran into heavy weather which damaged the mast wedges and we had to turn off before reaching the islands. We returned via Lerwick on the Shetlands and the English east coast to our home town Wedel in Holstein.


This was the summary of the trip.


I took the damaged foresail to the sailmaker for repair and returned to collect it when completed. The sailmaker clearly had not noticed the proper name of his client, and hanging on the sail bag was a label with the inscription "LOFOTEN-RUDI".


The nickname was born and has remained eversince.




It was the truth


In 1979, as Captain-Lieutenant and sailing Officer of a squadron of the German Navy, I had the task of carrying out a navigation instruction and training exercise with the masters (Chiefs) of the squadron from Borkum to Edinburgh. A sailing yacht of the type 7 KR (keel weighted Racing Cruiser) with the name "Monsun" was made available to us.


At that time the squadron had just signed on a new staff physician.


Doctors were in short supply from the medical faculty. They wore the blue uniform of the Navy, but they usually had no idea of the sea, the Navy, and certainly not of yachts or sails.


In order to compensate for his lack of knowledge, the doctor wanted to participate in this trip.


I was against it at first, but then decided to take him with me because a doctor on board could be useful.


In those days the 7 KR ships had a wet room with a pump-toilet and a spacious pull-out washbasin, which, however did not stand out particularly from the wooden panel and was not immediately recognizable.


The journey went without problems at first. The doctor, however, did not fit in with the crew because of his allegedly higher level of education.


It happened that one of the masters appeared on the stairs from the cockpit into the lower deck area with a wet head and hair. "Our doctor's spontaneous question:" Where did you wash yourself?


He received the short answer: "The toilet!" Instead of asking more closely the doctor remained silent.


After a short time someone else came back with wet hair.


Again the doctor asked: "Where have you washed?" And was answered: "the toilet!"


Afterwards, the doctor dived into the wet room to check it out but did not come upon the secret.


Later as people were getting wet again, the Doc suddenly asked me: "Lieutenantcommander, Sir is it true that people wash themselves in the toilet?"


I answered: "Of course, where else?"


Until the end of the trip, the doctor washed in a plastic bowl on the aft ship.




The Court Martial


In the days when the Federal Republic of Germany was still wealthy it could afford to have a larger army, and similarly also a larger navy. Within this it also maintained several sailing yachts for training purposes in various locations.


These yachts were also used during internal and external sailing regattas.


It was on one of these regattas that I participated as a shipsmaster of a 6.5 KR. yacht called "Magellan".


The fleet was headed by a 7 KR. yacht commanded by a well known, but not very popular, Frigate Captain. He had a pithy growling voice, and was of absolutely impeccable appearance with a dust-free and spotless uniform, as well as special trademark gleaming white gloves when on the tiller.


In the course of the race, our fleet fell into a sudden fog wall with very light winds.


After a while, nobody knew whereabouts they were within the fleet of boats nor where any of the competition were. Suddenly, a loud booming voice sounded in front of us through the fog wall. "If the spinnaker starts flapping again, I will have you court martialed."


Then we knew at once, in front of us lay the KR7 of the said frigate captain.


The subsequent victory of the regatta then made the "court martial" superfluous.




Also Customs Officiers can be controlled


On a voyage with a service sailing yacht from Kiel to Granton Harbor / Edinburgh, I was the Lieutenantcommander in charge.


Because it was more convenient, the whole crew (six men) did not wear uniforms, but civilian shirts and jeans.


The journey went without incident. After arriving in Granton we awaited the authorities, that is, Harbourmaster and Customs.


After about two hours, just at low water, an irrate Customs officer appeared, in a blue trousers and a white shirt, along with a trainee officer high up on the pier. He was obviously stressed.


The climbing ladder leading to us was oily and very slippery, so that both uniforms suffered accordingly. When both reached the deck of the ship, he vented his anger. He spat out brief questions: "Strong spirits ..., how many bottles ..., cigarettes ..., tobacco ..., and coffee" etc.


Order to the trainee officer "All needs to be sealed in a locker"


I quietly objected: "When we are dealing with warships of Her British Majesty, Eg in the "Kieler Woche", it is completely different, since nothing needs to be sealed.


He answered: "Warships operating under Queens's regulations continue to operate under different rules“.


Then I: "Alright Sir: This is a naval ship as well, it belongs to the German Federal Navy and I am Lieutenantcommander Neumann, commanding officer of this warship.


He questioned: "Can you prove that?"


I answered: "Of course Sir, here is my I. D. Card."


After that, he gave in completely and simply said, "Sir, excuse me sir, sir nothing has to be sealed impounded!"


"I’m going off board“, repeating several times "sir, excuse me sir."


By now I was back on track. "Now show me to the nearest telegraph office so I can communicate with the fleet."


He did so most diligently.




Hard Ironmen


In the 1950s I sailed on a naval cadet training ship whose homeport was Kiel. Our first watch officer was a swimming fanatic, and would swim no matter what the temperature of the water.


He simply set a temperature limit, above which would still swim. Usually it was seven degrees. Above this there was a need to swim.


The temperature measurement recorded on the bridge of the ship often resulted in 7.2 ° or 7.3 °, which is above the lower limit, even in November / December with a cutting east wind blowing across the ice cold Baltic Sea.


A few years later, on a sailing trip to the Lofoten Islands, with my S & S 34 "Sunrise", the remains of a fishing net got caught up on the propeller when moored in the port of Svolvaer. The engine stopped immediately. Out of gear, she ran perfectly, so something had to be blocking the ship's propeller. A dive was therefore required. Temperature of the water was a creepy 6 °. So a swimsuit was called for, onto the pier telling yourself you were warm, then jump into the ice cold water. At first one was paralyzed and could not move. After overcoming the freezing paralysis, with a knife gripped between the teeth, one had to swim under the water to reach the propeller shaft and free it from the tangled fishing net.


It was not easy, because the plastic netting was completely melted by the friction with the shaft.


In total there were four dives by the skipper and three dives from "Galle", then everything was free again. The engine system finally returned to business.


This meant, after some rum grog and use of all the available blankets, a night shivering to overcome the cold. Problem solved, everything again normal!


Many years later, I was now 70 years old, I was commissioned to transfer the 35 m long Wishbone ketch "Sintra" from Boothbay Harbor (Main USA) to Glückstadt on the Elbe.


At this time of the year, it was March, it was still winter in Boothbay, and there were still snowfalls and huge snowdrifts on the pier. Just beyond the ship ice was present at the sides of the river. Further up river the ships were still frozen in. The water temperature was about two degrees. The Sintra had not moved in a long time, so I could see in the clear water that the propeller was completely covered with sea weed and mussels. The propulsion efficiency was going to be zero.


I wondered where a diver could be reached for cleaning the screw. That was settled quickly because I found I had a crewmember from Cuxhaven on board, a trained guy with strength and endurance. He said, "We'll be away in no time."


He appeared in a bathing suit on the deck, ran about to get warm then jumped into the water with scrubbing brush and scraper. He stayed in the water and scrubbed the propeller clean, then emerged, ran about again to get warm. So within half an hour everything was sorted.


Such Ironmen are sometimes needed!




Blind in one eye


My Sunrise was in Glückstadt's Yacht works. I was working on the underside of the boat, which had been painted with hard antifouling. Whilst doing this a splitter must have fallen into my left eye during grinding. I had not noticed it. On the way back to Hamburg the eye was very red, aching and I also got a headache. Probably a normal conjunctivitis, I thought, and that evening at home I put in a few eye drops.


The next day I was on holiday and was due to take Ulli Hübner from Schilksee and guests, known as "The Happy Four", for a Gin Fizz, on a trip across the Baltic Sea to Samsö and back.


The morning came, it was a Sunday, the eye was not any better, but my girlfriend and I drove to Schilksee.


In the office of the charter company, my inflamed red eye was spotted immediately, but I said, "With a few eyedrops, it will pass."


The eye did not get any better, but as long as the cool wind blew in, it was tolerable


In Ballen on Samsö I went to my bunk in the evening. The eye burned and hurt, so I put in drops once again. When I woke up in the morning, it was already daylight, the yellow sunlight filtering through the deck appeared to me as a diffuse brownish light.


I closed the sick eye and saw the yellow sunlight crystal clear, then I closed the healthy eye and saw nothing.


I was instantly awake. Now something had to be done immediately. No doctor in Ballen so what to do?


Since I was in the active Navy service, I called to my colleagues over Lyngby-Radio (a coastal service in Denmark) with a request for help from the Rescue Coordination Centre-Glücksburg. They said if necessary they would organise emergency help by helicopter.


After a short while I again spoke to Lyngby radio and the „Flag officer Denmark“ in Denmark was on the line. I got the order to go to Tuno immediately, as everything was prepared.


So we cast off and set off to Tuno.


Already waiting at the mooring we saw the harbour master, who had ridden down on his bicycle along with his dog. "Very important Commander," he said.


My girlfriend and I followed him, believing he would lead us to a doctor, but we ended up at the house of the midwife.


The lady immediately began an investigation as follows: "Sit down in the chair!"


Then she moved a pointer, which I was to follow. "Look here, Look there, Can you see?" (Nothing was to be seen.)


No, nothing in one eye.


"Oh, that‘s bad, quite bad, you must see the doctor."


That’s what I wanted too.


She telephoned the mainland, the eye doctor was not there.


"Must go to Hov, then Clinic Arhus."


OK. The harbour master was equally understanding and arranged a fishing cutter Naval reserve to Hov, then a taxi to the eye clinic at Arhus. I was straight there.
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