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butas the conditions
worsened in the Southern
Ocean and became “very
bumpy” - to use her
euphemism for 35-foot waves
and strong winds - she
reluctantly shelved the idea.
It was Davies’ first
Christmas Day alone at sea
but she was never lonely.
Loneliness is living in the
middle of a city surrounded
by indifference and apathy.
Some 650 miles south west of
Invercargill, New Zealand,
Davies was the centre of
attention and her phone never

trust her skills and know she’s
blissfully happy.

As proud Dads do, Paul has
been following the race avidly
on the internet - the virtual
regatta on the official site has
become a cult micro site - but
alas his boat in La Rochelle
has no Wi-Fi so he has to
trawl the local bars looking
for reception. There are worse
ways of spending your day.

Down south the phone was
buzzing. Davies, whose
boyfriend is French, now lives
in France and our Gallic
cousins make more of

Davies eighth.

And so on. Fellow
competitors, race officials,
friends from university. All of
which had to be fitted in
around sail trimming, bilge
pumping and getting in and
out of her dry suit. Conditions
were still nasty on deck.

When The Daily Telegraph
finally checked in she was
enjoying a cuppa and
reflecting on a unique day.

Way up front Vendee Gf{obe
leader Michel Desjoyeaux had
just reported the strange
sensation of sailing back into



