According to an ancient Greek myth, the sun godddedaw a beautiful island emerge from
the sea on his daily journey around the Earth. lde 80 enthraled by its loveliness that he
asked Zeus to let him become its tutelary god. Vsagrthe whole island with his sun rays he
then made love to the nymph Rhodes, a daughtéieasda god Poseidon. She bore him six
sons and a daughter, and the island was named Rhfide her.

Thousands of years later it is still overwhelmiongeée the gentle green slopes and the
picturesque beaches come closer and closer asite gpproaches, especially when there are
already a few sails visible here and there — evtdia.m. And as sailing is a thrill that is hard
to beat, | tried to figure out how much longer ke have to wait till I would be out on the
water, too. The airport transfer to the Hotel BH@rizon, Trianda beach, was only 15

minutes, then | was able to grab a quick luncharetk in at the Neil Pryde High Tech
Center, so that | could have all afternoon forisgilSpending the next 4 weeks on the sun
god’s own island was an exciting prospect, buieldtto play it cool.

The sun was blazing with temperatures of aboutG30haking the Meltemi wind reach its
full strength later in the afternoon. The wind fefmbetween the north-western coast of
Rhodes and the south-western tip of Asia Minormelike Aegean Sea meets the
Mediterranean. So, with the wind blowing well o2€rknots sideshore from the left, | sure



had a warm welcome when | went for my first rideit Bcould tell right away that | still
needed some time to get a feeling for the chopptlsamd my fixed board, a 92 | JP wave
freestyle.

Waking up early the first morning and looking outo the luscious green of the palm tree
garden across an incredibly blue sea, | couldyeasake out the Turkish mainland towering
on the horizon. What a view! What a Sunday! Andladi time in the world to enjoy a
leisurely breakfast buffet on the garden terradthcugh there was enough wind to go for a
sail in the morning, | waited till the Meltemi hhgcome established early in the afternoon
before going out with a 5.0 m? sail. By then thdevavas a lot smoother and the ride more
enjoyable. However, the wind picked up so quickigttl brought all my gear back after a
little while to try out the 82 | JP real world wawéth a 4.7 m? sail. | had a lot more control,
though the lively board needed my constant attantio

The following day the wind had lost a bit of its mentum, but the swell was still about 1.5m.
So | went straight out on the waveboard. Unfortalyathe wind kept dropping and | had to
spend some time in the water, waiting for a gustiofd to get me going again. Maybe a bad
omen for what was to come. Disaster struck earky morning when a seaquake, measuring



6.2 on the Richter Scale, made the hotel shakeinigdong cracks in the walls and plaster all
over the place. Like many other guests | jumpedodired and went straight to the beach.
Trying to relax in a deckchair my mind kept wandgrio the Colossus, the gigantic statue of
Helios that only lasted for some 56 years befooeliapsed in an earthquake. It was never re-
erected because the oracle predicted misfortuniaéoRhodians. All ot the sudden my eyes
opened up wide, | couldn’t believe what | was sgembeautiful, well-shaped set of waves
rolling in, between 2 m and 3 m high. And nobodsfisg!

That afternoon | had another go on the 92 | bdaspite of changing to a 5.0 m? sail, | was
overpowered and utterly exhausted after 2 hourglofg in choppy conditions. | couldn’t go
on like this. Not for another 3 weeks. Somethinfinikely had to happen.

Surprise, surprise, the next morning the sky wayg gnd the air was oppressive. You could
literally feel the trough of low pressure approachiThe wind prediction was up to 30 knots.
At 9 o’clock on the dot, when the High Tech Cempened, | exchanged my 92 | board for a
77 | JP wave freestyle, the only one availableef€hwere only two 77 | boards and the other
one was a fixed board.) | had tried to arrangkdtrtight before with the center manager
René, but he was a man of very firm principleseggrds board changing: “Only on the day
you need it, first come, first served. No excepidh suppose that’s politically correct, or just
Swiss? Anyway, around 2 o’clock | started rippwith a 4.5 NP Zone. Further out the swell
reached 2 m and although the water was a bit chdpjgyboard wanted to plane and gybe all
by itself. How could sailing be so easy? Even mgespgybes almost looked like gybes!
There are just so many elements that need to happertaneously to capture a perfect day
and you begin to appreciate these memorable momér@s you have this particular feeling
of flow.

Throughout the following week the winds were lighighich gave me a chance to try out the
larger Neil Pryde sails (Expression/Zen) and thettNDuke. | felt most comfortable with the
Zen, but handling the 6.1 m2 sail with the 198 @orh was hard work rather than carefree



windsurfing. It tired me out. So | took a day afbm the beach to spend some time in the city
of Rhodes. Together with hundreds of other visitarandered through the medieval town, a
world cultural heritage site which reflects thehriustory from ancient times onward. Having
been there before on previous holidays, | headedykt to one of my favourite places, the
highest roof garden in town, situated at the far ehthe Turkish quarter. From there |
enjoyed the mesmerizing view across the old towthédighthouse on the Agios Nikélaos
Tower. Walking along Mantréki harbour on my way kdccouldn't resist stopping for lunch
in the fancy new harbour restaurant built on a humgseboat. A windy place blazed with
light. After that | was ready for the upmarket hques in Rhodes New Town offering sales,
sales, sales. The dress | just had to have, hoywrasra no-name product and a real bargain,
so now I’'m wearing ‘Armarillolimon’.

One evening in late July the wind came back andediately the swell started to build up. |
was so happy to be able to ride the 77 | boardnahait | stayed out on the water till René
started to close down the High Tech Center. Bytithe | went back to the hotel, dinner was
already being served. But | wasn’t worried abowtdfol worried whether the wind would
last.

To cut a long, stormy story short, the Rhodian semaf 2008 exceeded all my expectations,
with the winds blowing strongly and the swell reimg 2m and more. For nearly two weeks
in a row | was out there with sails ranging fror@ m? to 5.3 m2. | started sailing upwind to a
beach further down south where mostly a handflbedls were ripping in front of a bunker.
Somehow the water was smoother there and the swoedl well-defined. | truly enjoyed the
peace and tranquility of the place and the feathigeing away from the tiresome crowd.
Miraculously, after a few days, | also didn’t haeeshow up at the Center early in the
morning any longer, as there was an unspoken agraeimt the 77 | board was ‘mine’.

On the only day with low wind | went on a boat trigSymi, a small island whose inhabitants
had made a living by diving for sponges in the pbeatimired their classical houses and

romantic beaches. But what | really wanted to sag tlve monastery of Archangelos Michalil
Panormitis in the south of the island. The Arch&ijehael is considered the patron saint of



seafarers. As all sailors need a bit of protectiom time to time, I lit a few candles for me
and my friends, for I will surely return to whereetAegean Sea meets the Mediterranean —
rather sooner than later.
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