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Diary of a Circumnavigation

Book I

by

Edmund J. Steele






Foreword



This Diary began as an attempt to keep friends and family updated as to where we were on any given day. Rather than send some unlimited number of e-mails, I decided that I would create a website www.sv-doodlebug.com and our daughter Helen would update this. We would then send our daily latitude / longitude position via high frequency radio to a receiving ground station that was hooked up to the Internet and our message would magically continue on its way to Helen to be posted. There were a couple of unexpected consequences. First, we discovered that our website was receiving hundreds of hits from unknown readers. That is, we had somehow acquired a group of readers who were closely following our adventure. The second discovery occurred after Helen took a trip out of town to visit her sister. Since the website was not updated in her absence, people naturally assumed that we had sunk and began to telephone. The latter did not entirely surprise us, since when we gave our farewells, many of our friends had acted as though they were at a funeral wake and that they would never see us again. Indeed we were expected to sink.



Pressured now by the weight of responsibility to our anonymous fan club, the diary entries had two components. One obvious component was our position at a stated time, so that if we did in fact founder, at least someone might begin to look for a life raft around where the bubbles were rising. The second component was a description of whatever struck me at the moment, of life at sea. On long passages, it was often difficult to type because of the boat motion and diary entries were sometimes written in the small hours of the morning, or whenever a few minutes were available. What was written and reproduced here was created on the fly and without the benefit of hindsight. The photographs were inserted into the text later, as they were too large to transmit by either radio or satellite telephone. In all there are about 6,000 pictures embedded in the text, a tiny fraction of those collected by Annette. Thank goodness for digital photography!

We have been often asked, were you ever scared? And the truth is, Yes, I was scared on occasion (I cant speak for Annette here). The first couple of times we were in bad weather at night certainly raised the ol adrenaline levels. Big waves are not nearly as scary as when you can actually see them. But familiarity and experience lower the fear level. The two occasions that were definitely scary were when Annette took a tumble on the leg from Tonga to New Zealand breaking several ribs and when she attempted to poison herself at Salomon Island in the Chagos group. In each case we were a very long way from medical help. Blue Water sailing is an extreme sport and there are real risks. We are grateful that we suffered no permanent injuries during our adventure.



Was it fun! Yes it was! The adventure of arriving at strange and exotic islands. The achingly beautiful dawns and sunsets. The scents and sounds of a tropical anchorage just before dawn. The heart leaping excitement of a close encounter with dolphins, sharks, whales, manta rays. Bartering trade goods with native craftsmen. Snorkeling over pristine reefs. The list goes on. It was a wonderful experience and we hope you enjoy our tale.



How We Started



"All men dream: but not equally. Those who dream by night in the dusty recesses of their minds wake in the day to find it was vanity: but the dreamers of the day are dangerous men, for they may act their dream with open eyes, to make it possible."

T. E. Lawrence 





I want to go sailing!

It was a gray, cold and misty day in New Mexico in October of 2001. We were lazing around on a Sunday afternoon reading books and wondering if it was cold enough to light a log fire in the fireplace. What? I spluttered. My bride had just made the most amazing statement. This is a woman who got seasick on a $300,000 powerboat, that at the time was on display on the floor of the George R. Brown convention center in Houston, Texas. People were climbing on and off the boat and it was rocking slightly on its chocks. She gets car sick within 400 yards of our Santa Fe home, as the road twists around a couple of hair-pins. You want to do what?



This is how it began. We had sold our seismic imaging software company that summer, to a giant multi-national energy company and I had agreed to a 6 year non-compete. Annette had just decided that she didnt want me to get bored laying around doing nothing. I had owned a small sailing dinghy some 30 years earlier and had enjoyed puttering about sailing amongst the reefs off the coast of Libya - but Annette had despised this other mistress and I had sold it for the sake of marital bliss. Annette had never sailed in any other vessel and her parting words to my former craft were not suitable for childrens ears. I had never sailed a large cruising boat and before Annette could change her mind, I logged onto the Internet and searched for sailing schools. I found the American Sailing Association (ASA) and located a school in the Grenadine Islands that are located in the East Caribbean off the coast of Venezuela. I sent the school an e-mail and asked if they would do a course over Christmas. They responded in the affirmative and we spent an enjoyable week aboard a 43-foot GibSea sloop, learning the ins and outs of sailing.

In May of 2002, we returned to the Grenadines and bare boat chartered a 43 -foot Hunter sloop for a week. We chose the same company who had trained us, as we felt they would be in a weaker position to deny our charter request, based upon our lack of experience. We shared the week with Eds sister Rosemary and her husband Chris. Chris has sailed extensively and was a welcome addition to the crew. At the end of the week we had doubled our sailing experience and had also recovered our $1,000 cash damage deposit from the charter company. What a feeling of accomplishment!



By now we were haunting boat shows, dealerships and reading every scrap of information on sailing. It was becoming apparent that although we could certainly buy a boat, we were going to face serious difficulties in buying insurance for same. Because of this, we signed up for another week of advanced training at a sailing school in Fort Lauderdale, Florida in November of 2002. This course included a night crossing of the Gulf Stream to Bimini in the Bahamas and coastal navigation exercises, before returning to the USA. The return daylight trip across the Gulf Stream had 20 knots of wind against the current, producing steep 10-foot waves. We beam reached back to Fort Lauderdale with the leeward rail in the water and having a lot of fun. When we arrived at the sailing school marina, we discovered that we had somehow lost the Man Overboard pole with its automatic beacon. We also discovered that the ceiling lamps had popped out of their sockets in the main cabin, the toilet door had fallen off and one of the two fresh water tanks had leaked its contents into the bilge. This was all caused by the hull flexing on the two year old GibSea we were sailing, during its 30 mile passage. Between the Hunter we had chartered in the Grenadines and the GibSea, we were beginning to realize what a Blue Water boat meant and neither of these vessels fell in that category.



In Fort Lauderdale is the Amel dealer and we had earlier e-mailed him requesting a showing of his Amel Super Maramu 2000. We inspected the boat and over the next few weeks, decided to buy this demonstrator vessel from the dealer. The dealer said he needed the boat for a show in early March and that we could conclude the deal after this. We arranged to sign the paperwork in Fort Lauderdale at 10:30 a.m. on Monday 17th. March, 2003  Saint Patricks Day. We signed away our lives and then rushed over to the boat to unload our rented van, that contained 6 huge bags of sailing equipment. We then rocketed over to West Marine to retrieve a pallet load of dinghy, anchor, pumps, lines etc. that we had ordered via the internet. At 3:00 p.m. we were back at the boat beginning to unload the van in the midst of a heavy downpour. At 3:30 p.m., Annette and I were in the main cabin inventorying the first box of small purchased items, when there was a tremendous crash of lightning. That was close, I said. Then the debris began to hit the deck. Exactly five hours after we had purchased DoodleBug and before we even left the dealers dock, she had been struck by lightning. The subsequent insurance claim covered $60,000 in damage to the electrical systems with a $10,000 insurance deductible. Our first cruise was over and we hadnt even sailed an inch.



We slunk back to Santa Fe with our tail between our legs, so to speak. Amel promised that the boat would be repaired and as good as new within sixty days. Almost exactly eighty days later, while at the repair yard, we received a call that DoodleBug had been struck again by lightning. This time the damage was only $30,000 with another $10,000 insurance deductible. The damage was less because only half of the repair work had been accomplished. We were now beginning to feel desperate that we would never leave Fort Lauderdale and felt particularly helpless that we were living in New Mexico, thousands of miles away from our new boat and having to trust unseen repair technicians to make good the damage.



Finally in June of 2003, we ran out of patience and descended on DoodleBug. We moved aboard and spent the next several weeks cleaning and reorganizing the incredible mess generated by the repair crew as the repair work continued. We were terrified that we would be hit by lightning again during the Florida summer thunderstorms and decided that what was not safety related and not fixed, would simply be repaired later. We decided to sail to Key West and from there to Corpus Christi on the Texas coast  a direct 900 mile passage across the middle of the Gulf of Mexico. In Corpus Christi we hoped to complete repairs and begin to prepare the vessel for a circumnavigation beginning in 2004. Thus ended a miserable four months purchase experience.

July 3, 2003



Brother-in-law Chris flew out from England to join us (Ed and Annette) for the first major passage, so we would then have a crew of three for watch-keeping. DoodleBug left the dock at Summerfield Boat Works in Ft. Lauderdale at 0917 hours under power and headed down river, with Annette calling on the VHF radio for the various bridges to open for us. We made the 17th. Street Causeway in time for the 1000 hours scheduled opening and shortly passed the end of the breakwaters and into the North Atlantic. The wind was close to "on the nose" so we motor-sailed south towards Key West.



At 1130 hours we had lunch in the cockpit and Annette spotted a 4 foot sea turtle off Miami Beach. Exciting!! Shortly thereafter we noticed a freighter approaching from our stern but as it was accompanied by a pilot boat, we expected it to turn into the port of Miami that we were passing. Some 20 minutes or so later, the freighter was much, much closer. Our speed indicator indicated 7.5 knots through the water. A quick look at the GPS showed a speed over ground of only 2.8 knots. We had almost 5 knots of current against us. We were hardly moving! This necessitated a rapid adjustment of our course to pass much closer to the reefs that protect the east coast of Florida where the current is not as fierce. The problem is of course, that you can't see the reefs, so you have to put your faith in the wizardry of a GPS (satellite) controlled navigation system directing the auto-pilot. This "close shave" navigation exercise that was to be controlling our lives throughout the coming night meant that we had not paid too much attention to the vessel's radar system. At 0205 hours in the morning, while I (Ed) was on watch, I was amazed to see a wooden sailing boat pass down the starboard side and crossed the stern about 100-200 yards away. The stranger had no mast light, no visible starboard light and his stern light was invisible within a few hundred yards. The faded name painted on the stern looked like it read "Flying Dutchman" and the ragged and the gaunt helmsman just raised an admonishing bony finger and howled "Bewaaare Yeee...." before fading into the distance. At least that is the way I remember it. Needless to say, within 20 minutes the radar was on, adjusted and automatic "guard" zones set to produce an alarm if anything came within 6 miles of us.



We were still motor sailing throughout that night and were being passed by slow moving thunderstorm / rain cells that we tried to dodge with mixed success. 1115 hours found us off Oceanside Marina at Key West were we put in. We had sailed about 165 miles in 26 hours and it was now July 4th. 2003 in Key West!

July 4, 2003



Key West -- We grabbed a cab and headed for the action! That is we headed "downtown" for lunch. There were supposed to be several cruise ships in port and the streets were crowded with tourists causing very slow traffic. Annette had been warned not to wear her propeller cap, since the wearing of such a garment is alleged to be a means of recognizing "working girls" in Key West. Chris and I looked really hard but didn't spot any. We then headed back to DoodleBug for our afternoon nap, so we could be vertical again in time to watch the fireworks display over the main harbor that evening. We found a perch on the balcony of a restaurant that was under construction at Oceanside Marina, where we supped our beers and oohed and aahed for the big ones.



July 5, 2003



Topped off the diesel tank and set sail at 1140 hours. An hour later we were off Key West harbor and had turned into the North West passage from the Atlantic into the Gulf of Mexico. This was the first time since we left that we were under sail with the engine off. We had 8 knots of apparent wind from the east. At 1640 hours we were in the Gulf of Mexico under poled genoa, winged main and mizzen at 6.1 knots. The next waypoint is Aransas Pass, Texas - almost 900 miles away.



July 6, 2003
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Under sail and Annette is on watch!



At 0115 during Annette's watch she had slipped below to fix tea. The alarm went off on the chart plotter saying we had lost the GPS fix and while we were trying to figure that one out, a squall came up. There was total chaos it seemed, for a few minutes as the GPS refused to be turned off and the sails were flapping about noisily. When it was sorted out, we had had to power the navigation system off by tripping the breaker and then turn everything back on. Fortunately, all the instruments came back up and we trimmed the sails again. It took us about another 10 minutes to figure out that we were now sailing the wrong direction, since the auto-pilot had gone off the air when all this hit. I then had to convince Annette that she hadn't made the GPS do this and she could go back to fixing her tea. At 0800 the wind died completely and we were back on engine. The hot afternoon was brightened considerably by the visit of a school of a score or so of dolphins. They played in our bow wave and entertained us for 20 minutes or so before disappearing off into the vastness of the sea. A truly great show. At 1530 hours the captain ordered the crew to assemble in the cockpit for their daily ice-cream ration.

July 7, 2003



0500 Under sail with 7.5 knots of boat speed with 11 knots apparent wind. I then noticed that the boat speed had dropped to 2.8 knots over ground according to the GPS. I was expecting a contrary current according to the pilot chart so changed course 30 degrees to the North to try to cross the current at a sharper angle. By 1000 we came back 10 degrees to the South to try to catch the following seas at a better angle. The weather forecast we received via satellite phone / e-mail predicted a possible cyclone forming in the Grenadines within 24 hours. This will become "Claudette." 
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Snack time; Annette offers us fruit to offset the beer and chips



By noon the wind had picked up to 15 knots apparent and we were sailing at 8 knots. 1800 found us still fighting a head current but I hoped another 6 hours or so would find us out of it.

July 8, 2003



0210 hours the only radar target we have seen this night, passed at 6 nautical miles distance. It was a clear night with visibility out to 15 miles or so. The radar target was doing approx. 32 knots and carried no lights! Special delivery to Miami? 0635 hours we are under sail, we appear to be clear of the contrary current. It is 459 miles to Aransas Pass, Texas.



1200 hours and it is hot! We have 10 knots of wind from behind and we are on genoa and ballooner. This is when I took the picture that is the background to the web-site home page.
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Annette takes a nap in the shade of the Genoa



1310 hours, the wind dies completely. Claudette is still a-comin' so we are back on engine.

July 9, 2003



We have 110 gallons of fuel in the main diesel tank (it holds 150 gallons) with another 60 gallons in jerry jugs. The cyclone in the Grenadines has formed and is heading our way.



[image: img4.jpg]This was our first attempt at refueling at sea. A slow process and later much refined as a one man operation.



We decided that if we had to alter course to try and dodge the approaching hurricane, we should top up the main diesel tank while it is relatively calm. Chris and I spent a happy hour or so siphoning 60 gallons of diesel from jugs to tank. The tank is now full! We were again visited by a pod of dolphins who performed another fascinating display of motion through the denser fluid than the one we inhabit.

July 10, 2003



Altered course to miss a Geco seismic shooting boat. The guy on the radio sounded "Eastern Block." I bet the word "DoodleBug" meant nothing to him. Tried to run the water-maker. It popped it's breaker after 15 minutes so I gave up. Played with Annette's 9mm. Glock pistol and slaughtered Chris's pop-can as it floated by.

July 11, 2003



Early this morning found us sailing in at 7 knots or so through a line of oil rigs. Texas must be close! 0715 hours found us approaching the breakwater at Aransas Pass. 1530 hours tied up at Corpus Christi city marina. Jerry and Caroline Warren met us at the dock with champagne! Claudette now a category 1 hurricane and still a couple of days behind us.



[image: img5.jpg]The Corpus Christi skyline is behind me.

July 14, 2003



Claudette is hurtling towards Corpus Christi  the first hurricane to hit that part of the Texas coast in over 30 years. The Corpus Christi marina is a joke as far as protection goes. There were hundreds of yachts moored there, with rotting string for lines and looking like they hadnt moved in decades. To add to the fun, there were no floating docks, so a storm surge would lift the lines off the pilings to which they were attached and the whole mess would then be pounded to powder on the jumble of concrete blocks protecting the Corpus Christi sea frontage, just yards away. DoodleBug was moored at right angles to the prevailing wind and was already straining hard against the two lines holding her in position. Telephone calls to nearby marinas confirmed that all were full. We decided we were NOT staying here and Chris and I sailed DoodleBug back across Corpus Christi bay and anchored her at N 27 45.5 W 97 10.7 in the lee of Mustang Island. Mustang Island is a low-lying barrier island protecting the bay from the Gulf of Mexico. There were no other vessels of any kind around and we laid out three anchors with 15 to 1 scope. We stripped everything moveable off the deck, closed the watertight doors and turned the anchor light on. We then dinghied ashore where Annette met us with a rental car she had driven around the long way. The dinghy was deflated and stuffed into the trunk of the vehicle along with the outboard motor. Arent rental cars perfect for such treatment?



Chris was flying back to England and we drove him to the airport in Houston, Texas. While we were dropping him off, the hurricane came ashore near Corpus Christi with reports of widespread damage. The yacht club in Corpus reported winds of 80 knots. The drive back to Corpus Christi was along a highway with areas of devastation as we approached the town. We drove around the bay until we reached the spot where we had landed, re-inflated the dinghy and prepared to launch it. A family in a power cruiser were surprised that we were going to dinghy out in the still rough waters and offered us a ride with them, while towing our dinghy. We were delighted to see DoodleBug serenely bobbing at anchor in the distance and after boarding, confirmed that she had suffered no damage.



We returned to the Corpus Christi marina on 7/17/2003 and remained there for the balance of the month. By now we were thoroughly rattled by multiple lightning strikes and hurricanes and decided that we needed to move someplace offering more protection. We arranged for a berth at Seabrook marina near Kemah, Texas and sailed there on August 9th. 2003, after an overnight passage of 140 miles. This was the first time that we had sailed with a crew of just Annette and I and also the first time we had sailed with Attila on board. Attila had already proved her seadog skills by pottying on an on-deck astro-turf mat while still at the Corpus Christi dock and the log notes that she repeated this performance while on passage.



The approach to the Seabrook marina required us to pass under a bridge with 73-foot clearance. We have an air draft of around 70 feet including the antennae. I could not see this event from the helm but Annette assured me it was exciting to watch. We stayed at Seabrook for a few days before moving to a slip on a floating dock at nearby Portofino Marina. This marina seemed about as safe as one could get during hurricane season in Texas. DoodleBug lay in the shadow of the bridge we had passed under and also a huge nearby power transmission line. We hoped this combination would afford us some lightning protection!



For the next three months we worked at completing repairs of the original lightning damage, while also adding a Single Side Band (SSB) radio and provisioning the boat for passage. Kemah is about as good as it gets for this purpose, with multiple hardware stores and three marine supply stores nearby. While Annette stocked groceries, cleaning supplies, paper goods etc. I went through every equipment manual and every boat system, to try and identify the appropriate spare parts to carry. By early December we believed we were finally ready to go! Our target completion date was set for December 12th. as our daughter Helen was to get married in nearby Houston on the 14th. of the month. Children are so thoughtless with their plans! We spent the remainder of December entertaining wedding guests and returned to DoodleBug on 27th. December 2003 with the newly weds safely on their honeymoon and the house in Santa Fe locked up and closed down.



The next stage of the adventure was about to begin. I had read in various journals by other circumnavigators, how they soul searched and pondered the philosophy of the task they were about to undertake. I just remember a feeling of total exhaustion and a desire to get off the dock.



The following article was published in the March 2008 issue of Telltales magazine and describes our shakedown run. The Harvest Moon is an annual offshore yacht race from Galveston, Texas to Aransas Pass, Texas



The 2003 Harvest Moon Prequel.



Why dont you guys enter DoodleBug in the Harvest Moon race? She is fast off the wind and you would get a good handicap as a cruising ketch!



In 2003 my wife and I bought DoodleBug from the Amel dealer in Ft. Lauderdale and sailed her to Corpus Christi. In the four months between signing away our lives at the yacht documentation company in Florida and reaching the relative safety of Portofino Marina in Kemah, Texas, we had suffered two lightning strikes and also hurricane Claudette. But that is a whole nother sea story. We had spent most of September wrapping up the final repairs to the lightning damage, installing an SSB radio and preparing DoodleBug for a circumnavigation. We badly needed a shakedown cruise to see if the equipment, both new and old, were working.



The Harvest Moon race sounded like a good idea but the captain (me) was fundamentally chicken. It was not the idea of the sailing that was off-putting, simply the fact that the race organizers would require us to carry a crew minimum of four souls. Getting a volunteer crew was not the problem either. The problem was that the captain and first mate had a total of three weeks sailing experience before we purchased DoodleBug and to this, we had since added a seven-day passage from Ft. Lauderdale to Corpus Christi plus an overnight to Kemah, Texas. The captain did not wish to suffer the humiliation of making stupid sailing errors in front of either seasoned sailors or reliable witnesses.



Nevertheless, we did need a shakedown cruise and we also badly needed the offshore experience. Our solution was to run the Harvest Moon Regatta course, the week before the race. To this we added the decision that we would sail the course regardless of the weather at the time. How were we going to sail around the world if we couldnt handle a little blow on the Gulf coast?



The original weather forecast had called for winds of 10 to 15 knots and fair conditions. I called up my son Matt, who had never in his life stepped on a yacht and asked him if he wanted to sail with us. He accepted and said his wife Kari would also like to join us. No problem! The fifth member of the crew was our 53-pound standard poodle Attila. She had achieved the highlight of our passage from Corpus to Kemah, when she took a dump on a piece of astro-turf mat tied to the foredeck, thereby qualifying herself as a true sea-dog.



As the weekend of our Harvest Moon prequel approached, the forecast began to deteriorate. Rain was now in the forecast and 20-knot barbs had appeared on the Grib files. I called my son and said, We are only doing a shakedown trip. The forecast isnt looking so good. Do you really want to do this? He insisted in true non-sailor fashion that this would be fun and thus we were set to go.



We dropped our lines at Portofino Marina and by 0850 hours, we were motoring past the Kemah boardwalk after the terrifying passage under the highway bridge. This was terrifying to me, as my wife insisted that she steer DoodleBug, while I looked up to see how little clearance we had on the mast. The wind was blowing at the forecast 20 knots and the expected rain had indeed shown up in earnest. By 1350 hours we had passed the Galveston breakwaters and were heading for the Freeport fairway. My log shows that we were beam reaching at 8.2 knots over the ground, waves estimated at 3 to 4 feet. Unfortunately both my son Matt and the first mate had already succumbed to seasickness and had disappeared below. My daughter-in-law Kari was unaffected by the motion and chatted to me in the cockpit, until she was simply bored with the view of a gray and heaving sea and decided to join the invalids below. The wind began to increase and was now gusting to 25 knots. By 2300 hours the wind was up to 32 knots, the rain had returned in full force, I had reefed down the Genoa, dropped the main completely and was close reaching with the reefed Genoa and mizzen. By this time it was dark, heavily overcast and I could no longer see the size of the waves that were hitting just ahead of the beam. Attila of course wanted to walk along the deck to use her potty mat (note: Attila is the dog - not my wife) but there was no way I was going forwards on that rolling deck, regularly swept by the bigger waves. 



That was my first night at sea in bad weather. Everyone has to have a first of course. The wind was gusting to 35 knots and I had reefed the Genoa to a handkerchief size and had also reefed in about one third of the mizzen sail. DoodleBug would lurch as though dropping into a hole, as a particularly large wave would hit the side. I thought of the fact that the boat was sea-worthy. It would probably roll back upright again if we capsized. We had a life-raft. The Texas coast lay only a few miles away downwind. There were no sea-cliffs and the water was still warm. We could all swim. The sharks had probably been fished out. What was there to worry about? Even reefed down as we were, the GPS still showed us crossing the sea-bed at better than 8 knots and the sensation of speed, seemed to help offset the sensation of about to capsize. 



At one point around 0200 hours, I noticed that the dog was missing. Panic! I would be in less trouble for losing one or two offspring overboard than that my wifes dog! Attila had been wearing a harness and this had been tied off with a line in the cockpit. The end of the line was still there and the rest of the line crossed the cockpit and headed forwards into the gloom. I tugged the line and felt weight but a black dog is hard to see on a dark and stormy night. I was wearing a safety line and now had to grab a flashlight and clip into the jack-lines, in order to go and retrieve the pup. Soaking we both tumbled back into the cockpit but only one of us was relieved, the dog still wanted to stop the boat for a potty break. Thinking dark thoughts, I made my way forward again in the rain and spray to retrieve the Astroturf mat that was lashed across the foredeck. Columbus and Cook didnt have to do this! Next I lashed the Astroturf to the side deck, in the lee of the cockpit and shoved the dog out into the darkness, while hanging grimly on to the leash. One errant wave and it was all over. She decided that she really didnt have to go that badly after all. This was going to be a long night.



This was perhaps the night when I learned to love the dawn. The waves are nowhere near as terrifying as when you can see them. The Texas dawn showed an endless horizon of white caps but the wind was dropping slightly. At 0830 the wind dropped abruptly and left the rain and confused 6 foot seas. We were not racing and the motion was unpleasant without the press of sails, thus we fired up the engine. By 1100 hours we were off the Aransas Pass and the rain had finally stopped. From the Galveston breakwaters to Aransas was 22 hours of sailing, although we had motored the last two. This would have been a pretty good time for the Regatta but I note that the race authorities do not allow motoring except for emergencies. The emergency came next.



We had called the Port Aransas marina and they had a slip ready for us, so we spun around to back in. The crew were all still alive and by now, everyone was upright. I glanced forward to check the bow and then turned to face towards the dock as we backed down. What I saw was that my daughter-in-law, Kari had just walked into the end of the mizzen boom and now gallons of blood were pouring down her face from a tiny cut on her forehead. Break out the band-aids, the dog biscuits and the beer! 



From Kemah to the Yucatan

November 2003



Position N 29 33.0 W 095 01.0

Well, OK....we haven't actually left yet. The crew is on DoodleBug at her slip in Portofino Harbor in Kemah, Texas. We are fitting the last few spares, loading up the food and booze and plan to set sail in early January 2004. The first destination is Isla Mujeres (the island of women) in the Yucatan peninsula in Mexico. From there it is on to Grand Cayman and then to Panama. We do need to be in Panama early to mid-February in order to time our transit of the canal. The trick is to try to arrive in the South Pacific Islands after their cyclone (hurricane) season has ended in May. When we get to Panama we will also have a feel for how well or badly we have judged our groceries. This will be the last "good" grocery stop for a while, although Galapagos is supposed to be great for turtle steaks........…



December 31, 2003



This morning we intended to leave the slip in Portofina Marina at 0400 hours - high tide. The slip is quite shallow with a mud barrier and we knew we would need to go to full throttle to plow our way through the soft mud and into deeper water. We then need to turn sharply to miss the boat in the slip directly opposite us. The engine was thoroughly warmed and just before we dropped the last mooring lines, I checked the engine compartment with a flashlight. Hydraulic oil spraying everywhere! Not a good start.



After breakfast, I worked on the hydraulic actuator rebuild for the next three hours. The first innovation was to take Annette's fancy copper pans and used one to heat hydraulic oil. Before you panic, I put the oil in a "throw away" plastic container and put this into the hot water in the pan. By soaking the plasticy looking seals, I was able to stretch the suckers enough to finally get them in place. Then the actuator wouldn't go back together. This was because of the necessary shape of the biggest piston seal. It was too big to go into a vice to apply force. I asked Annette to add her 110 lbs. to my 160lbs. by pushing down on my shoulders when I tried the subtle approach. It worked! What a team! Everyone needs a good woman sometime......
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I am holding the new seal and havent spilled too much hydraulic fluid yet.



[image: img7.jpg]

Heating the hydraulic oil in Annettes copper pan.



.......later that day....



Position N 28 27.0 W 093 16.0

We are finally on our way! 1:30 pm. finds us under sail and close hauled about 20 miles or so from the Flower Garden Banks. It is cloudy and raining a little but slightly warmer than when we left Kemah yesterday. As expected, it has been rough. I expect a couple of days of this and then we should warm up some and maybe get some sunshine!
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Leaving Kemah. Attila sitting unconcerned on the Mizzen deck.
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First day at sea. From my garb you can tell that its chilly.
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Sunset at the end of our first day at sea  off the Flower Garden Banks

January 1, 2004



3:00 a.m. New Years Day. The first time I have slowed down. Even this isnt true. I prepared a cup of cocoa and a slice of Xmas cake (throw away the icing and marzipan) and brought both to the cockpit. Next thing we have a radar target on collision course, the cocoa has partway spilled  all down the companionway and over the console. Also Attila wants to come on deck. 30 minutes later, the dog has been on deck; not interested in potty; stuffed back below. The cocoa spill is cleaned up  well sort of  and the tanker safely by. I return to my cocoa. It was too hot anyway. I write this note in a brief moment of calm. Another tanker approaches.



Position N 26 40.0 W 091 14.5....is our noon fix. We are still slogging "uphill". That is the wind is against us and kicking up sharp steep waves. Should be better tomorrow.

January 2, 2004



Position N 25 07.1 W 089 29.4...Our noon position on Jan.2.



Blue skies, sunny with temp of 82F Annette is still feeling puny. I keep giving her lots of water so she remains hydrated. She hasn't had much luck with food. We will try switching anti-nausea medication tomorrow. Also the waves and wind are subsiding a little, so the ride may smooth out some.



Attila is just hunkey dory and has been eating enough for three dogs. She is also pooping it out the other end with amazing regularity, so to speak. Let's see.... Attila's supper was dog food. Mine was a ham sandwich followed by Xmas cake. (I just eat the middle. I chuck the icing and marzipan, since it is 300% sugar).



This afternoon I discovered about 3 inches or water under the floor near the forward head. After I restarted my heart, I located the source of the water as leaking bow thruster seals. I have spare seals on board but for now will bail the water from the storage space into the the shower drain. The biggest concern is that about half of the stored dog food is soaked.



I am on night watch right now - trying to dodge the super tankers etc. It is awesome to be on a sailing boat on a clear night. Do the stars circle the mast when you look up, or is it the other way around?

January 3, 2004



Position N 23 58.1 W 088 19.5

The outside temp is now 82F. It is definitely shorts weather! Everyone is fine. Annette is now up to chicken with her boiled rice. Attila has discovered that little flying fish come on board during the night and is very interested. Actually, she is interested in anything that remotely resembles food. We should be in Isla sometime on the 5th. I am now thinking about where I put the Mexico courtesy flag. The only exciting thing I have done is to transfer 60 gallons of diesel from cans into the main tank.



[image: img11.jpg]

Ed holding his cell-phone  no signal!



[image: img12.jpg]

Cell overboard! 

January 4, 2004



Position N 22 13.8 W 087 19.2

We are "heaved to" - that means stopped in sailor talk - this morning. We are about 100 miles from Isla Mujeres and if we keep on going at full blast, we will arrive in the middle of the night. We plan to arrive early Monday morning when customs etc. is actually open! We have microwaved our sausage biscuits for breakfast. Rather, I did the microwaving and Annette ate one. That is how well she is doing!



We are running the water-maker to top up our tanks before going into Isla M. We don't plan on taking on any water there. Last night was humid and everything was soaking. I don't know if it was spray or condensation but either way it felt damp and slightly sticky. This morning the first mate has washed everything in the cockpit down with fresh water - removing both the salt and a mistake I made a couple of days ago with a cup of cocoa.



I have printed up our crew lists for immigration while we are bobbing around here and after I have checked the sat-phone for e-mail and weather, we will be on our way again. Never a dull moment......



.....later that day......



The noon position was N 22 13.8 W 087 19.2 We should arrive off Isla at first light tomorrow. We think we will stay in Isla for a week. I need to replace the seals on the Bow Thruster ( I have the parts) and also fix the pump on the forward head. I have this part also. We will then go thru everything and re-stow the stuff in the forward V-Birth. Of course we will also need to rent motorcycles, go scuba diving and eat out at a lot of restaurants. All this takes time. The temp is 83F again today. What a difference 500 miles or so makes.

January 5, 2004



Position N 21 15.0 W 086 44.9



[image: img13.jpg]About to drop anchor off Isla Mujeres



[image: img14.jpg]Isla Mujeres anchorage seen from the masthead.



[image: img15.jpg]Now safely on land, Annette relaxes



[image: img16.jpg]Attila gets to walk on the beach



[image: img17.jpg]Downtown Isla Mujeres



[image: img18.jpg]Leaving the dock



Well we made it! Isla Mujeres! We passed by the Cape in Northern Yucatan "Cabo Catoche", near 2200 hours on Jan 4th. There is a strong current (the Gulf Stream) that sweeps near this Cape and although the forecast was for light winds, they were anything but light; 25 to 30 knots giving confused "big" seas. It was very dramatic with DoodleBug crashing though big waves, occasionally taking "green" water on board. I expected that the seas would die down on the Caribbean side of the Cape, the wind direction would be favorable to sailing and we could turn the engine off. I was mildly concerned since we had been burning far more diesel than I had expected. I still had another 40 gallons in the stern locker but the thought of transshipping this to the main tank in the dark, with waves as high as 12 feet, was not exactly appealing.



Needless to say, the strong winds stayed firmly on the nose. We arrived off Isla in more big seas, a strong current and now a lee shore, all at around midnight. We needed daylight and calm seas to get into the harbor here. This meant that we spent a miserable night "heaved to" or slowly motoring against the current, dodging huge waves that you can't see at night. Dawn was a wonderful sight. I couldn't raise anyone on the radio to find out if there were "breaking" seas over the bar at the north end of the island, so I revised the navigation to go into the south end of the island. We set off at first light.



We anchored safely at 0900 in Isla Mujeres harbor at Position N 21 15.0 W 086 44.9 on January 5th. 



We then had to launch the dinghy (and get the outboard motor to start) and go into town to begin the clearance procedures. This involved visits to the Port Captain, Immigration (twice), Bank to pay for permits etc., Copy shop to copy some of the many forms we now had, the hospital to get medically inspected (he didn't even look up from his rubber stamp) and then back to the port captain. We might be cleared in now at 1430 hours although we haven't seen customs (how much wine did you say!!???) or agriculture (Its a dog! Que?)



At 1500 hours we finally got to bed and got up just long enough to write this, eat and head back to the bunk. Tomorrow we will come back to life and get to clean up the boat etc. etc. No more than half days allocated to work though. Will find an Internet cafe tomorrow.

January 6, 2004



Position N 21 15.0 W 086 44.9

Our arrival in Isla Mujeres yesterday possibly concluded the "shake down" portion of our cruise. After some sleep, a full tummy and several beers in me, it doesn't seem quite as hard. After all, we got here without breaking ourselves or the boat. The entry into Isla was not too much fun, as we got some bad weather and arrived at night. We had to "heave to" - sort of like putting it into neutral - for the night and wait for dawn's early light to make the entrance to the harbor here. What has been interesting, is the number of people who have asked us if we have seen the sail boat on the reef. It seems some poor guy was sailing up from Guatemala and arrived here at night. He was tired and tried to make the harbor entrance in the dark. Needless to say, he didn't make it and his boat is now part of the reef. The Mexican authorities want to fine him for damaging their reef.



I remember reading a sailing book from 40 years ago that recommends carrying pick axes to hack away at the reef and to buy dynamite locally to blast a hole in the reef, so you can get your boat off. Would this be construed as environmental damage?

January 7, 2004



We are still here at Isla Mujeres. The first day we were here we spent checking in with the port authorities and sleeping. The second day (yesterday) it bucketed with rain. I took the dinghy to see if we could get into a marina (we are at anchor right now). I had everything in water proof bags but when I got to the marina it was all soaked anyway. The marina was full, with 30 on the waiting list.



[image: img19.jpg]Lunch break off the dock



[image: img20.jpg]Pelican perch



Forget that! Next back to the boat to collect the First Mate and into town to look for an Internet cafe. 30 minutes to clear out all of my old e-mails. Then fish tacos and beer for lunch. Our Santa Fe friend Roger Sprague had suggested we look up one of his friends who lives here - Jay Fletcher. All we knew was that he works in Real Estate and has two dogs. We struck out with the phone book. They don't seem to be big on phone books here. Then we walked into a small Real estate office and asked if anyone knew Jay Fletcher. The girl there said, "Yes, I know Jay". Now we know where he lives, etc. but not his phone number, so we still haven't contacted him.



Annette is repacking the boat as hard as she can. Ed is tearing into the bow-thruster today, to replace the seals on the sticky-down part. At least we don't have to worry about washing off the boat after yesterday's rain.

January 9, 2004



[image: img21.jpg]Repairing the Bimini. The needle is amazingly sharp and that is a Sailmakers palm that I am wearing to protect my hand.



[image: img22.jpg]Atilla needs a haircut every three weeks. The electric shear that Annette is using is a Euro model that operates at 220V and 50Hz. I used the Internet to search the planet for one of these but found the manufacturer in Fort Worth, Texas!



Friday and I'm logging on to get the weather. We have been working again this morning doing boat chores. This afternoon, if it stays sunny, we will rent a little golf cart thingy and go play. 

January 12, 2004



We started the day with Attila excitement. First she fell off the side bench in the cockpit to the floor. We were sitting there and the boat was not rocking. There was this tremendous thump. She looked like she had been dropped from the sky. Not hurt but definitely embarrassed. Annette then decided to trim Attila's nails on the assumption she had got a nail caught in the seat cushion. She bled everywhere (Attila that is). I think she stopped bleeding when she ran out. Interesting breakfast.... 



We begin the departure procedure today and will probably leave early tomorrow morning. The crossing is around 350 miles and should take a couple of days. We hope to be in on the 15th.,otherwise we will have to hang around until dawn on the 16th.


From Yucatan to the Grand Cayman

January 13, 2004



N 21 01.0 W 086 13.9 Noon position

We're on our way to the Grand Cayman! We left Isla with the dawn. Isla was a pleasant interlude, we caught our breath, repacked the boat, made repairs and the like but it was time to leave. The seas this morning were bigger and steeper than I expected from the forecast but were also forecast to drop later on in the day. For someone (such as the First Mate) who tends to be queasy for a couple of days, this was not a useful combination. We are close hauled as tight as we can get, which means our world is 15 to 20 degrees off normal in 8 foot seas. Apart from bouncing around a lot, were making good progress.



January 14, 2004



We are just chugging along here on the motor. It started out as a beautiful sail - bit bumpy - the seas are still quite high, but OK still. The sea is deep blue. The sky just has a few puffy clouds. We had seen almost no shipping since we left Isla Mujeres. During the night there had been a halliard flapping against the mast, which was driving me crazy but not crazy enough to go forward in the dark, with the occasional wave sweeping the decks. So this morning, at light, when I went forward to tighten up the offending halliard, I grabbed hold of a shroud that felt more like a string of spaghetti than a steel cable. One of our shrouds has failed! This is not serious - 'cos I found it in time - but we took down the main sails to ease the load on the mast and we are now motoring in with just the mizzen sail up. (It has a different mast). Now we head on into Grand Cayman and see what the problem really is. It could be that one of the fittings just failed under the load. If so, I probably already have the spare part on board.



[image: img23.jpg]Me about to climb the mast to check the shroud fittings. I am using a solo climbing apparatus to climb a line I have attached to one of the halliards. Tricky to get your foot into the loops on a rolling deck.

January 15, 2004



[image: img24.jpg]The strange view on the horizon resolved itself into cruise ships as we approached.



Anyway, we reduced sail, motor sailed into Georgetown, Grand Cayman, and got in at about 1130. We had been told by port security, to tie up to an orange buoy near the main dock. Here we hung for about an hour and a half, slap in the middle of 5 enormous cruise liners, while a turtle swam by about 20 yards away, hordes of snorkelers around us and about 5 million boats zipping by just yards away, ferrying cruise liner people back to their floating hotels.



[image: img25.jpg]Hangin with the Cruise ships



We finally got the radio call to come to the main dock. This is intimidating for a sailboat, since all these concrete and big rubbery things are designed for battleships and stuff. Nevertheless we zipped up to the dock, moored like professionals etc. while all these people in uniform stood by looking at us. Attila also stood by looking back at them, so they showed no inclination to come on board. (When we were leaving Isla Mujeres, Attila had the same effect on a boat load of Mexican navy people in Kevlar flak suits, helmets, AK47s etc. They glared at us and Attila glared back. We knew and they knew that they were bluffing, they really weren't going to shoot. What they didn't know was if Attila was bluffing -- If she really was going to bite. She did not look too impressed with all the automatic weapons etc. They also declined to come on board) I hopped up on the dock and signed a bunch of stuff saying no-one had died of plague on board etc. A "dog" man showed up and looked at Attila's paperwork and gravely announced that she did not have an import permit. I said that she is fine to stay on the boat. He pondered this for a while, then said "OK".



We then left the dock and headed up the west side of the island to where the Cayman Yacht Club was supposed to be. When we got there, there wasn't even the hint of a marina, just barren coastline without telltale signs of masts. Got back on the radio. No answer. Eventually, the yacht club guy did respond and after some discussion, we decided that I would motor around to the north side of the island and I would hire a guide to show us the way through the reef. Amazingly, the guy showed up and we had an exciting hour following him. What made the trip even more exciting was that a) I could see the gosh darned reef and it too close! and b) our satellite navigation system clearly showed we were sailing over the land.



[image: img26.jpg]The small boat ahead of us is our guide through the reef pass.



Nevertheless, we made it into the marina, tied up, tried to get power hooked up - wrong plugs. Drank a couple of beeers / glass of wine. The rig didn't fall down. We didn't get in a fight at Customs over all that wine and Attila has to stay on the boat. N 19 21.4 W 081 22.6 We are tired and we are going to bed right NOW, but we are here safely in Grand Cayman at the Cayman Island Yacht Club. We are tied up at a floating dock like the one at Kemah.



[image: img27.jpg]Tied up at Cayman Island Yacht Club.

January 16, 2004



N 19 21.4 W 081 22.6 Well today is a whole new day. Tied up at a marina dock with bacon and eggs, tortillas, tomatoes, and pineapple juice for breakfast. This is as opposed to a granola bar and a swig of tepid water. Actually, I have been grazing fairly non stop and it's somebody's fault that they sent sugared almonds and Xmas cake. We arose early and I went to the marina office to use their phone to call a car rental agency. Returned to the boat to write an e-mail to daughter (as promised). Back to the office to meet the car rental guy. Picked up car. Went to Bank to change money. Grocery store to buy bread and mangoes. Back to boat to see if first mate had washed boat and dog. Lunch. Over to the electrical store to buy an adapter to plug the boat into the marina power. Hardware store to buy two pieces of plastic tubing so Annette can make a modification of the net across the back of the boat to stop Attila from getting off that way. Then to the liquor store to get 3 six packs of local beer. Back to the boat. Climbed the mast to recheck the rigging and then send an e-mail off to Amel asking for advice. Another e-mail to the bank. Finally, I had to drink three beers and eat supper. I thought this was all supposed to be slow and relaxing?

January 17, 2004



Yesterday was our first full day in Grand Cayman and now I just have this host of people who have e-mailed me and want to know if I have been getting their e-mails...........



It is very pleasant here, sorta like Switzerland only with water. The grocery stores, banks etc. are absolutely pristine. I noticed some condo's they are putting up down the road from here. The sign outside says "Starting at $2.7 million". They mean Cayman Island dollars which are worth $1.25 each. The island is also strangely American flavored with Burger Kings and Subways, Truly Noland exterminators, Century 21 and Remax realtors. Crime is rare and the Island boasts 100% employment. Todays big project is to find a dive shop today and do something really useful!

January 18, 2004



This morning if it stays calm, we will go diving for the first time since Bequia. The dive place is right on the shore and you walk down into the sea, swim maybe 20 yards or so, and then drop down a wall to 60 feet on sand. It looks like an easy start and we will wear full wet-suits and take it easy.



(Later that day...)



We went diving this morning. It was a walk in dive from the scuba shop. You descend a ladder to the sea and then swam out about 20 yards to a buoy. Dive 15 feet, then along a rope to a second buoy in 18 feet. Then you dropped over the edge of a wall to a sand bottom in about 60 feet. It was a fun dive but I wore a full wet-suit, which I had not done before. I didn't have enough weight, since I was set up for my shortie and needed to return to the shop for another 6 lbs. We saw fish! It was fun! We were sorta planning on going back tomorrow for more diving but there is a weather front coming through and it may not be pleasant. We will have to see. Annette bought an underwater camera and was clicking away like crazy. It uses film though, so I am not sure what she will do with the pictures.



January 19, 2004



[image: img28.jpg]These look too small to eat



[image: img29.jpg]What happens when you kiss a turtle?



We went to look at turtles today. It said "Turtle Farm" not "Turtle Sanctuary" on their literature. They had all sorts of stuff about conservation and endangered species but yes, they are raising turtles for food. When we drove past the place a couple of days ago, there were buses lining up disgorging hundreds of people. Today it was empty. It seems that the cold front that is coming through, makes the main harbor untenable. Four cruise ships that were scheduled to visit, just picked up their anchors and left. We met some folks from another yacht who moored at the Yacht Club to escape the impending conditions. It is no big deal, it is just that the prevailing winds are from the east and the main harbor is on the west side of the island. When a Norther comes through, the winds then blow from the other direction, so the wave action means that you cannot get an anchor to hold and the waves break onto the west shore line, so you can't land there. If you remember, we went around to the north side of the island and then through the coral reef into a protected water. When we chatted to the "other" yacht, they said they had been searched for three hours at customs with drug dogs. We apparently did not fit the profile. 



We plan on being here through the week and will probably leave early next week. I have serviced the engine and transmission - messy job. Takes about 30 minutes to change the oil and another 2 hours to clean up the mess. Now, we just need to top up our diesel and water and we are ready to go.

January 20, 2004



[image: img30.jpg]The one on the right is Annette



Today we went for a drive around the island. The island is 22 miles long and 8 miles wide and took about an hour or so to drive around. About one third of all the real estate we saw, appears to be currently advertised for purchase. There were some awesome looking homes with fantastic ocean views. We first stopped at a "Pirate cave" associated with a "mini-zoo". The mini-zoo contained one baby sting-ray in a tank full of carp, two chickens and an iguana. There was also a small pond full of mosquito larvae. The cave was sort of fun. A really low budget version of Disney Land with glued on skulls and bones etc.



Next was lunch at a restaurant called "The Light House". The highlight was dessert - sticky toffee pudding with Guinness ice cream. 



We may scuba tomorrow if its not rough. It rained a little last night when the front went through but I slept through it. The temperature has been fairly constant around 80 degrees. I think the bugs found us though, since we both have little bug bites. Trouble in paradise.

January 21, 2004



We didn't make it to the scuba today. Instead we experienced the Cayman rush hour. They really do have one, with a single two lane road heading downtown for all the commuters. Anyway, our goal was an alleged fish market. We found it but they don't sell fish there until noonish, so we were too early. We returned via the grocery store as someone needed to buy fish - any fish would do. Back to DoodleBug. We rescued the dingy from the stern locker; washed and fueled it and set off with a picnic lunch to scout how we get out of here, when we need to leave. We found an entirely different exit through the reef. We took with us a hand held GPS and a portable depth sounder, to explore a marked channel from the marina to the gap in the reef. We messed around in the reef entrance with 3 foot swells dwarfing our little dingy. We found that we had at least 14 feet of water in the reef gap (we need six and a half) and the channel to the marina was about seven and half at it's shallowest.



We next piloted our dingy back to a restaurant / bar where we had lunch on our first day. Over margaritas in the bar, we determined that the rumor we had heard about a fish market at this location, was entirely false. Nevertheless, I am sure that the rumored fresh fish market will be attacked before we leave.

January 22, 2004



Annettes Log: We are taking a lazy afternoon break. This morning we went to the museum; that took 10 minutes! Then, off to the Port Authorities office to see about what we need to do to leave Grand Cayman Island AND collect our Hawaiian sling, which upon entry, they confiscated from our survival gear as a dangerous weapon. I can't help wondering how many banks have been robbed by a snorkel and mask clad swimmer, using a pointy stick with a rubber band dangling from it's other end? That's just me busy wondering again. Well, that done, we went in search of yet another island brewery.

[image: img31.jpg]

Master Brewer working in his Micro Brewery



Success! The Old Dutchman Micro Brewery was open for business. Next door to that was a small beach where some local fisherman sell their daily catch. We selected a red snapper which I plan to turn into a sumptuous feast, along with a chilled white wine and a mango salad for this evening's dining pleasure.... Or we'll skip the food and head straight for the wine and a romantic sunset! Whatever!



[image: img32.jpg]Cleaning Red Snapper on the beach

January 24, 2004



This is Annette's account of a day in Cayman: The trip to Stingray City was positively unforgettable. Ever been smacked in the chest by a 35 lb lasagna noodle? Bizarre! About 25 of us set out on our scheduled tour early in the morning. First thing on the agenda was a reef snorkel dive to witness the spectacular assortment of corals and fish AND to reaffirm just what a klutz you/I can really be, by swallowing a half gallon or so of disgusting salt water through a bent snorkel. I almost drowned in an attempt to get photos of the 3 ½ ft green moray eel, that our guide coaxed out of a dark, dank hole in the reef and held for us to see. Mr. Moray grinned at us with ALL of his teeth displayed. NOTHING, not one little tiny thing on this planet could have induced me to hold that fearsome creature!



[image: img33.jpg]feeding the sting-rays



The next stop was Stingray City just a 10 minute boat ride away. There, no less than thirty Stingrays were swarming, SWARMING! over a 3 ft deep sand bar, waiting for the next batch of oiled tourists to come feed them. Chris, our handsome, dark, muscular guide with the most beautiful Jamaican accent …… sigh!… but I digress, cradled a huge stingray, so that those what waz feelin brave like, could pet the beastie. I swear to you, it felt like a big ole slippery lasagna noodle. After the group-pet, we were handed some slimy chunks of what could have possibly been squid, or not. Standing there, chest deep on a sand bar out in the sea, some 2 miles offshore (where no one could possible hear the screams!), a knot of willing humans were tickled and bumped and had our fingers sucked by a black swarm of 35 lb lasagna noodles! If we werent speedy enough at handing over the slimy stuff, they swam at you and bumped you in the chest to sort of get your attention. Sort of like rabid Jell-O.


From Grand Cayman to the Panama Canal

January 28, 2004



N 17 59.3 W 080 01.7 minutes @ 0900 hours



[image: img34.jpg]Exiting the reef-pass from Grand Cayman



We left Cayman yesterday noon and are about 120 miles down range towards Panama. The trip started with some big waves but both these and the wind died away, so this morning finds us motor-sailing in a smooth but rolly sea. Yesterday we were visited by two different pods of dolphins, who each played with us for 20 minutes or so. We saw a huge brown stalk looking thing, that was floating. It was 20 or so feet long. It could have been bamboo or some kind of seaweed but I am sure it was a tentacle off one of Helen's giant killer squids.



[image: img35.jpg]Dolphins off the bow



We have watched flying fish and a couple of low flying strange birds and then at night the stars. The night was so clear. We are now far enough south that we see both Polaris and the Southern Cross. This morning we have showered, some of us have shaved, and we are sitting drinking hot cider. Life at sea. I hope the wind picks up soon, so we can turn the engine off.

January 29, 2004



Position N 16 04.1 W 078 27.2 at 1200 hours



[image: img36.jpg]Reading on the cockpit floor for security in a rolly seaway. The furry feet at the bottom of the picture belong to Attila as does the stuffed duck and the red leash. Note the dive knife on the rail at the top left of the picture.

January 30, 2004



Position N 13 48.2 W 078 51.9 at 0815 hours

We left Grand Cayman on Tuesday morning and Friday morning finds us heading south under full sail, about 270 miles north of Panama. We made the "right hand turn" yesterday in the early afternoon. Before that, we were hard on the wind and as they say, "Gentlemen, do not sail to weather". This is like horses sweating etc. but now Annette knows what it means.



[image: img37.jpg]Here we are under reefed Genoa and close hauled. I am setting poles in anticipation of a turn to starboard. The Genoa pole has its inboard end in its shroud fitting but the outboard end is still clipped to the railing. The pole uphaul line are seen on the right of the picture and I am rigging the blue colored forward control line. The loose yellow line on the right is the pole downhaul line. The mainsail is furled and we are running under Genoa and Mizzen. Jib and Jigger.



[image: img38.jpg]Broad reaching! The pole is rigged and the full 150% Genoa deployed. You can also see that the mainsail is also rigged with a preventer to guard against an accidental jibe.



Once we made the turn south, we have been under sail, which is both faster and quieter. We have a roller that comes in from the port side every 10 seconds or so. This means our entire world tips about 25 to 30 degrees and then comes back upright. You have to time opening a locker exactly, otherwise the contents seem to explode in your face. We haven't seen any whales, or sharks eating dead people, or anything like that - just dolphins and flying fish. Attila found a flying fish on board last night and has been sulking all morning, since it was taken away from her. It has been pleasant on this point of sail, as you can either watch cloud shapes, or read a book, or take your dog for a short walk.



Noon Position N 13 23.3 W 078 58.0

[image: img39.jpg]

Attila and Annette walk the deck whilst DoodleBug close reaches.

[image: img40.jpg]

Annette is seen wearing a harness with tether attached to fore and aft running safety lines. Attila is attached to Annette. That is the Mizzen boom above her head.



[image: img41.jpg]Clever Attila balances on an astro-turf mat that is lashed across the mizzen deck. 



January 31, 2004



Noon Position: N 10 57.2 W 079 33.0

We are getting close and as I write this, we are about 94 miles from the harbor entrance and going down-wind at 6 knots. We will try to slow down so we are off the break-waters at first dawn. Not a lot to report. Lazy sail on a broad-reach with poled out Genoa and mizzen. This morning Attila got a bath. Included in the general washing were the carpets she has been sleeping on and her ducky toy. The boat smells noticeably fresher.



We had seen virtually no shipping since we left Cayman and now we have 5 radar "targets" within our 24 mile range. We must be getting somewhere busy! The captain enjoyed a ham sandwich for lunch while Attila and the first mate had spaghetti. Whoowee...!

February 1, 2004



Position N 09 20.9 W 079 54.2 We are in Panama!!!!



We arrived at night of course. I tried to time our trip so we would come into the harbor at daylight but it's not easy to match wind and waves etc. It was so exciting to approach a strange harbor / town at night. You have a huge mixture of lights. Some don't matter, street lights, cell-phone towers etc. Some you need to get right, like the ends of the breakwaters and some are actually coming at you and are going to run you over if you don't get out of the way. We had to talk to "Cristobal Signal Station," which is sort of like a traffic control at an airport, except of course these are cruise ships, tankers etc.



[image: img42.jpg]Ed rigging the Panama courtesy flag. The tip of the yellow Q flag is just showing behind.



We didn't get run over. We did go between the correct red and green lights and found the anchorage just as the sun was coming up behind a line of palm trees.



This is not the same as Cayman, where we had to wait for a customs agent to hand deliver our "Hawaiian sling" fishing spear before we left. Since we arrived here on a Sunday, we just make ourselves comfortable and take care of formalities on Monday when it is convenient for everyone. We found an empty slip at the Panama City Yacht Club and moved here mid morning. We were invited to a Super Bowl tailgate party which we attended. This was pleasant and the first time we have talked to fellow cruisers. We skipped the game though and had a meal at the Yacht Club restaurant. It was $9.20 for two dinners with two beers. This compares with $80 for two lunches in Cayman - tip is extra.



This morning I noticed an LPG carrier moored across from us, at maybe 100 yards or so. In the USA, they moor them 20 miles away and watch them with binoculars and if anyone smokes, they don't shoot them, they cut their throat with a ceramic knife so as not to spark.



February 3, 2004



Our first full day in Panama was a wonderful mixture of frenetic motion coupled with a lot of non-activity. First, the agent I had spoken to by telephone on Sunday when we arrived, told me that he would have immigration and customs people at our boat by 0800. Well, I didn't really believe it but we had to be washed, dressed, breakfasted, tidied the boat, and walked the puppy - just in case. Around 0930 a tall man appeared, introduced himself as Alex, said he worked for the agent etc. and asked for our passports. He disappeared with them and returned 30 minutes later and announced we had cleared immigration. He then asked for ships documents, crew list etc. 30 minutes later he produces a form for me to sign and wants to know how many tons of fuel oil we carry and how many tons per day do we consume. I explain that it is a s-a-i-l boat and we don't use tons of fuel. Anyway, 10 minutes later we are "cleared in" and we haven't left the boat.



We told Alex that we needed to find a sail repair company as the "leech seam" of our big Genoa (the first sail at the pointy end), had ripped out during passage. A few minutes later he had located a sail repair shop and the sail repairer wanted us to deliver the sail to him. I had assumed from everything I have read, that it takes 3 to 4 weeks to complete this canal transit process. We had several leisurely days ahead of us..........so, Annette and I jump to and drop the big sail. We get it "flaked", folded into a huge package, lashed down so it can't escape and finally the two of us man/woman handled it off the boat onto the dock. I go into the Yacht Club office to pay the slip rental, since this is the first time they are open. The Yacht Club guy wants to know how long we are staying. I said I didn't know as we hadn't really spoken to our agent. The next thing you know, he hands me a cell phone and the agent is on the other end. The agent indicates that the "admeasurer" will be there within the next ten minutes. I must not leave the boat but send Annette in a taxi to the sail repair place and we are to transit on Wednesday. Wow, total panic! I tell Annette to get shoes on and look like a city girl etc. and stuff her in a taxi with two large men to head off into the warrens of "Colon" -- the most despicable hive of pirates, cutthroats, thieves, etc., etc, - or whatever it was that Obi Wan Kenobi warned Luke about.



I waited patiently on the boat doing boat stuff. My wife returned looking flushed but intact. We did laundry - well OK, I just pinned up a few clothes to dry - we put up the sun shades. I got a plug to match the electric outlet on the dock and built myself a "converter," so we could run our boat on "city power." I called the agent and told him we hadn't seen an admeasurer. "Oh Shit! Hold the phone!" As I patiently wait counting $1.20 per minute on my satellite phone..., "you know, I could call you back"......."Don't go anywhere! He'll be there in a few minutes!



I fixed the loose chain on the autopilot. I found a 25 ampere breaker to put on the water-maker to see if it will cure the problem of the unit popping it's existing breaker after 20 minutes of running. I went to the office to use their Internet connection to sort out e-mail.....At 1600 hours, I called the agent back. More cursing. Well, we will see you first thing tomorrow morning. Alex showed up hauling four large lines (ropes to you non-sailors) and 12 automobile tires wrapped up in garbage bags. The latter are to be festooned around the boat to protect it, during the canal transit. Pretty much the same way I wished I had been able to treat my children's automobiles when they first began to drive.



At 1700 hours, Alex announced, "that man over on the next boat is the admeasurer. He is my cousin.



At 1730 hours: Alex's cousin approaches us. Talks for about 20 minutes on his cell phone and then tells us, we will be "admeasured" tomorrow. The sun sets over Panama. Another day is over. We sip our wine and admire our pretty stack of tires.....



[image: img43.jpg]Annette is repairing Attilas toys. Attila watches nervously.



[image: img44.jpg]DoodleBug at the dock in Panama. The outboard motor is mounted on the rail to make room for extra diesel jugs in the stern locker. Eight more yellow jugs are seen along the stern starboard deck. The stacks of tires on the mizzen deck are for the canal passage. Notice the sunshades are rigged over both booms. 

February 4, 2004



Day two in Panama was another relaxing gallop. I replaced the breaker on the water maker. We topped up our water tanks from the dock. The admeasurer finally showed up and "admeasured us." By amazing coincidence, he came up with the same fee that I had computed six months ago in Santa Fe. He just took about 40 minutes to do it.

[image: img45.jpg]

Ed replacing a 220V breaker for the water maker.



We ate a pleasant lunch in down town Colon. Annette admired all the stores and I admired the amazingly short skirts.... no, no, I also admired the stores. We next went shopping for groceries, so we could feed 5 extra people for the day transit of the canal. ("Advisor" plus 4 line handlers). I had to keep reminding someone who has a long habit of getting carried away, that we only had them for a day. They get off the boat before New Zealand. We then went and collected our repaired Genoa and reinstalled it. Sounds easy but that sucker is BIG!



At 2100 hours, I spoke to our Panama agent by phone. He informed us that we might be transiting the canal at 0400 this morning but probably 0700. Well, that was nice to know. Annette and I struck all the awnings, stowed the outboard etc. at 2330 hours last night, aided by flashlights and several glasses of wine. Annette made me get up at 0500 hours and have breakfast for the unlikely event that the SOB is telling the truth. This effort however gave me an opportunity to catch up on my e-mail.

February 5, 2004



Breakfast time found us predictably on the Atlantic End of the Panama canal. The West end right? Go get an atlas and look it up and win some bar bets. Anyway, a late morning call to the agent came back with a, maybe Friday transit. We went to lunch with a retired attorney / cruiser, who has been here several years. I ate turtle for lunch  doesnt taste like chicken  and Annette went with the chopped up bait. Later that afternoon, we toured the old American compound of pre-Jimmy Carter giving the canal away days. When the USA signed the treaty with Panama in 1904, Panama ceded a strip of land 5 miles either side of the canal. This became little America with the Panama Canal agency as a quasi-military organization, so when combined with the U.S. military presence at the time, formed this huge base. The homes all looked a similar design but then there is the bowling alley, swimming pool, high school, super-markets, etc. In the last few years, Panamanians have been moving into these properties. Some of them look recently remodeled and pristine and others looked gutted.



[image: img46.jpg]The sign on the far wall says it all! Gatun Lock Gates built in 1913.



[image: img47.jpg]Container ship transiting the Panama canal. Notice the locomotive that is towing it.



[image: img48.jpg]Double lock gates are just opening.



[image: img49.jpg]The port side towing locomotive at the ships bow.



[image: img50.jpg]The containers pass by.



[image: img51.jpg]The towing locomotive descends to the next level.



We went up to the first set of canal locks between the Caribbean Sea and Gatun Lake. It was awe inspiring. You can stand within feet of locomotives dragging ships that have been designed to fit the Panama canal locks to within a foot or so. The immense container ships and bulk cargo vessels are therefore only feet away as they pass. The lock gates look familiar but bigger than the English canal gates. What is missing is the English Pub, which as you all should know, adorn just about every set of lock gates in England. There is something restful about watching all that water go up and down while you have a pint in your hand.



Friday (maybe) is our turn to mix it with the big boys. If they fail to hit the brakes, so to speak, as they enter the lock behind us, they wont feel a thing……



The old American yacht club on Gatun Lake stands pretty much deserted. It is surrounded by a lush and verdant jungle of huge banana plants, vine thingies and towering trees. The lake is beautiful, serene and peaceful and at the yacht club you can still see the nets around the swimming area to keep the crocodiles out.

February 6, 2004



Position N 09 06.6 W 079 42.0 

We are across the continent but not yet in the Pacific. Currently anchored on Gatun Lake near Galliard Cut. Tomorrow we drop down into the Pacific. 



Last night around 2130 hrs there was a power cut throughout Colon. At the same time I set out in a taxi to buy Kentucky Fried Chicken for the line handling crew. Weird. Sort of like those disaster movies - Terminator or Blade Runner. I asked the cab driver if it was normal to see so many people out on the street or was it because of the power cut. He said, "they ain't got no fan man, so they stays outside". 



[image: img52.jpg]McDonalds delivers in Colon!



[image: img53.jpg]Friendly McDonalds customer getting his picture taken.



I made it back to the marina and called the Canal authority for a departure time. They said 0630 hours. At 0445 hours we had been awake about a minute, when there was knocking on the boat. The line handling crew of four had arrived. A radio call to the canal control set our pilot pick up time to 0645 hours. He showed up about an hour later than this.



[image: img54.jpg]Our line handling crew resting while we wait for our pilot.



[image: img55.jpg]Our Pilot arrives.



We were rafted with an Australian yacht but then we had to raft our raft up to a tug. We were in the sandwich between the two. The first lock was iffy because the tug crew did not take up the slack on our bow line which allowed the Australian yacht on the outside of us to drift dangerously close to the wall. The Australian captain looked a lot more concerned than I was, for some reason or other.



[image: img56.jpg]We are rafting to Kahala. Our crew are making sure that DoodleBugs hull is protected.



After that excitement, things went pretty smoothly. When up-locking you go into the lock behind a huge ship. When the lock gates open, the big ship hits the throttle and it is then like being in the rapids. After that we untie from the tug but still rafted up and have to get over to the side of the lock so the tug can pass us again. Then we have to "hover" while the tug attempts to simultaneously tie up to the wall and destroy our "wa" by hammering his props and stern thrusters as hard as he can, thereby pushing us all over the place.



[image: img57.jpg]Attila supervises from the cockpit roof.



[image: img58.jpg]Ed driving DoodleBug and our canal pilot watching. Kahala behind.



[image: img59.jpg]Approaching the first lock. The MV Palau is already in place and our tug waiting on the port side.



[image: img60.jpg]We approach the tug to raft up.



[image: img61.jpg]The Palau hits the gas and we try to follow. SV Kahala on our starboard side.



We have now safely "up-locked" all of the three locks into Gatun lake, which is a huge fresh water lake. We crossed the lake but around 1430 hours were told we would have to anchor for the night and proceed tomorrow.



[image: img62.jpg]DoodleBug passes the Gatun locks.



[image: img63.jpg]Our lock is full of water, the stern of the tug we are rafted to is seen to the right and another freighter is entering the lock behind us.



Annette is ecstatic because a) she was taught the "tugboat bowline" - a knot - and b) she saw and photographed a crocodile in the lake.



[image: img64.jpg]Annette learns the tugboat bowline!



[image: img65.jpg]Crocodile swimming on Gatun lake



We met up with a boat that left two days ago. They have been stuck here at the anchorage on Gatun lake for a couple days and have run out of food, so we have invited them to dinner tonight. 

MAYBE tomorrow the Pacific!

February 7, 2004 



Position N 08 56.2 W 079 33.5 

We entered the Pacific today ate 1330 hours and are now tied up at the Balboa Yacht Club. It was a good day. We down-locked with one other boat plus a tug. We were tied up to the tug and the other boat was on their own next to the side-wall of the lock.



[image: img66.jpg]Down locking. The lock gates are opening ahead of us.



Last night was fun. We were anchored quite close to the shore, which was a thick jungle. You could see the glowing eyes in the water using a spot-light. Annette's photo of a crocodile yesterday came out when we down-loaded her camera. No, we haven't been swimming yet.



[image: img67.jpg]DoodleBug approaches the Bridge of the Americas that connects South America to North America across the Panama Canal.



[image: img68.jpg]We are in the Pacific!



[image: img69.jpg]Annette touches the Pacific

February 8, 2004



We are still here at the Balboa Yacht Club. It sits just below the Bridge of the America's (The bridge that connects North and South America across the canal). We looked at the shore and saw a TGI Friday's, so we got cleaned up and got a water taxi to the dock. Then we had lukewarm burgers, lukewarm onion rings and lukewarm fries. The beer was cold though. It was dark when we left the restaurant but we walked up under the bridge. It was all lit up and very pretty. Then we headed back to the dock to get a water taxi back to DoodleBug. A young man on a BMW motorcycle rolled up next to us. We had met him in Colon at the yacht club, where he was looking for a ride back to San Francisco. Then we had invited the crew of "Tiki" to join us for supper, when we anchored out on Gatun Lake during the canal transit. He was crewing for them during their transit and had joined us for supper on DoodleBug. It just seems like a small world sometimes.



The big ships roll by about 50 yards away from where we are moored. We are right next to a navigation buoy on the Panama canal approach, so there is plenty of traffic. That is the only negative to being here, since about 30 seconds after their engine noise starts to diminish, their bow wave arrives and throws us all around. The poodle was still on the deck this morning though.



We plan to stay here for a few days. Find out about French visas, check the weather forecasts, fill up with water and fuel. Few odd groceries (and beer!). Then off to Galapagos via the Las Perlas Islands. We expect to put in at the latter for a couple of days.

February 11, 2004



Yesterday we got up early. Annette washed the boat. I worked on e-mails and modified the GPS with a "stand-alone" power switch, which I have been meaning to do for 6 months. Then we went off to the French Embassy to retrieve our passports. We now have 90 day visas for French Polynesia. After the embassy we went to a fancy "new" shopping mall on the end of a peninsula. We got there at 10.30 a.m. to use the Internet cafe and get lunch. Everything was closed and did not officially open until noon.



[image: img70.jpg]We are at a mooring at the Balboa yacht Club. Annette is using a cast net to get bait. The Bridge of the Americas in the background.

[image: img71.jpg]

She now has bait and is using a hand line. Note the glass of Chardonnay to help concentration.



We passed a restaurant that had a waiter setting up tables and asked if they would sell us a couple of beers. They un-set a table and we sat down to drink our beer. The owner came over and we started chatting. They have only been open two months etc. We said we would drink our beer slowly until noon. He said we didn't have to wait, so we split an 8 course lunch between the two of us. That plus 5 beers really hit the spot. We then waddled back to the boat for a nap. Tough day in Panama.

February 13, 2004



Yesterday was a slow day. We received a note from Amel saying they were shipping our new heat exchanger yesterday but no waybill number. We got a note from Helen saying that we had another 200 minutes on our Sat phone but when I tested it later, they weren't there. (I will test again today). So we slung a Matt & Kari hammock and read books and drank beer / wine. I cannot remember the last day we had like this.



[image: img72.jpg] My fishing contribution. Attila pretty much agrees.



This morning Annette is washing the boat with buckets of sea water. We have already learned that it is a really good idea to close all of the windows when you do this.



Today Annette is clipping excess hair off the pup and I will service one of the winches. This is a messy job and took me a couple of hours the first time I tried this. There are 11 winches on board and the manufacturer claims that they need to be serviced every couple of months. This is crap. There is about 20 hours of labor in this task "every couple of months." I think most cruisers try to service their winches once a year.



We would have gone out to a restaurant to eat last night but someone is having a "fat attack." We finished all the Xmas cake and I keep getting chastised for mentioning the rum cake we picked up at Grand Cayman. So instead we fell asleep in front of the "Twin Towers." How does that end anyway?



(Later that day...)



Yesterday we made some progress towards leaving. We reviewed our groceries on board and made a "restocking" run into Panama city to the super-market. The sat phone minutes I had ordered also showed up on the phone and I finally got a waybill from Amel, which tracked our replacement transmission heat exchanger from France to New York. Hopefully it will be in Panama today. This probably means that we will not see it before Monday but we can still hope.



We were invited out to dinner last night on "Sara," a boat that is moored about 200 feet behind us. Sara is owned by Sharman and Chris who are heading the same direction that we are. Since we are at a mooring and not allowed to use our own dinghy to get to the dock, our dinghy is packed away in the "garage." This means we have to try to attract the attention of the marina shuttle service at 2300 hours. You first call them on the radio and maybe someone answers. This doesn't mean a thing of course, because the shuttle boats don't have radios. If you can see a boat, you then give a blast of your air-horn and if they can hear you over the considerable sound of their engine, then they will putter around in the dark to see who needs a ride. We did get home eventually and Attila was very glad to see us.



[image: img73.jpg] The first catch!



Annette caught her first fish today, from on-board the boat, which is on a mooring underneath the Bridge of the Americas. She used a hand line she bought today. We are told the fish is a kind of snapper. It looks sort of miserable at the moment. It cost about $600 per pound, amortizing out the investment in equipment to date.



The agent called on the radio late this afternoon to say the UPS shipment containing parts from Amel, France, is supposed to be in tomorrow. Hopefully we will get it late tomorrow morning and IF it contains the correct parts, we may sail for the Las Perlas Islands on Sunday. It is not far to the Las Perlas and they are supposed to be low population, empty, pristine beaches etc. We have had enough of industrial ports for a while.

February 15, 2004



Saturday in Panama was a busy day. The agent we had hired, said his people would get our part from UPS, cleared through customs, and delivered to us today. We got up and "struck" our sun shade awnings first thing this morning. This means "putting them away" for you non-sailor people - the beatings come later..... A couple of reports ago, we were whining about the black ash here. We thought they were burning garbage. It ain't so, they have been burning cane fields. Everything on the boat has been coated with an interesting layer of black stuff. We tried to at least wipe some of it off our sun shades before we folded them. Once we had made our boat mobile again, we motored over to the fueling dock to fill up on diesel, water and beer. The latter is sold by the case from the fueling dock.



Just as we got back to the mooring and as I was maneuvering to pick up the buoy, the agent was calling on the radio to say they had our shipment. We met on the dock and swapped boat parts and passports, scurried back to the boat, pulled the propane tank we have been using and threw same onto a shuttle boat with Annette to head back to the dock. She had 30 minutes to make the propane place before they closed for the week-end and then go shopping for the "perishables." I settled in to a fun four hours of installing the heat exchanger on the transmission in 90 degree temps.



The heat exchanger is cooled by salt water and so it is a really good idea if it doesn't leak. The connections for the hydraulic hoses were very tight, sealed with some kind of joint seal and both pointing the wrong way. The brackets that hold the cooler in position were held by two bolts. Each bolt had two washers and a self locking nut. Almost impossible to get at and I had to hold top and bottom. A lot of swearing went into this. Then the hose clamps. There is a tapered rubber thing at each end of the cooler. On one end, every time I tightened the clamp, the hose would just squeeze out from underneath it. It would "walk" over 1/4 inch while I watched it. I finally got two wide American clamps with little diagonal slots for the clamping screw and joined them together to make one big one. So far everything is working again. We both lived through the various experiences but this is one time I would rather have gone shopping.



The heat exchanger is now installed (with much swearing and blood spilled), the groceries are mostly put away and the agent showed up with our passports stamped for exit (and his bill of course). We will go through our own departure checklist Sunday morning and set sail for the Las Perlas Islands. The place we are going is only 40 miles or so away from here, so if we get an early start we will get there in daylight.



[image: img74.jpg] DoodleBug heads out into the Pacific


Panama Canal to the Las Perlas Islands



February 16, 2004



Position N 08 24.0 West 079 05.0 at 1440 hours

We motored out of Balboa Yacht Club this morning at 0730 and headed for the Las Perlas Islands. What an exciting day! First we deployed a trolling line for fisheses. The line was several hundred feet from the boat and had a lure plus some meaty fish skin strips from yesterday's Snapper catch. We attached our end of the line to a cleat on the mizzen mast via an elastic bungee. Within 30 minutes we had a strike! We caught our first ocean fish as opposed to a yacht-club fish. We laboriously wound our line back in across a mizzen winch and found we had a tuna, just over 2 feet long. By 1030 we had tuna lunch and still have enough for another pair of meals.



[image: img75.jpg]Brunch at sea. Fresh cooked tuna with a glass of Chardonnay to wash it down.



Around 1100 hours Annette spotted a whale, several hundred feet off our port side. I also spotted him just in time to see a large thing diving. About twenty minutes later I spotted two whale spouts a little further off. We dropped anchor at 1440 hours between Isletta de Don Bernardo and another small islet with a white cross on it.



We are anchored off a white sand beach lined with tall coconut palms. There are about 4 or 5 families with scads of children, dogs etc. living in shanties and lean to's back in the coconut trees. There is also a small sail-boat with one hairy individual aboard. I have only seen his back but he looks like he left town shortly after the Tet offensive. It was too hot when we got in to mess around inflating the dinghy, so we napped all afternoon instead. Now the wind has swung and has picked up a little. If it gets any worse, we may have to leave, as we are too close to the beach and the direction the wind has swung may put us on a lee shore.



Supper is fish head soup with a white wine and bouillon base with fresh coconut shavings. Attila got the eyeballs in with her dog food and is thrilled.



[image: img76.jpg]Attila dreaming of going ashore to play with the local dogs

February 17, 2004 



We are Galapagos bound! The ride is sorta bouncy, so I won't be writing a lot. We sailed from Panama to Las Perlas islands on Sunday, got in at 1430 hours to a pretty little anchorage and then had to abandon it 7 hours later. The wind shifted and I didn't like the risk of trying to remain where we were.



At 2130 hours we recovered our anchor and set off in the dark to maneuver our way out of the anchorage and then between the various islands, reefs and rocks to the open water. The weather forecast was for light winds dying away. Instead we have had winds from the Northeast in the 15 to 25 knot range and fairly big seas.



Noon today found us at N 03 59.5 W 081 56.1 under full sail and heading for Galapagos at 7 or 8 knots. The wind has not died down but the waves have got a little higher and since we are on a broad reach, every five or so seconds, the boat will be overtaken by a large wave at an angle to the stern. Attila is not liking this and I am having to brace to stay on my stool typing. Several folks have taken over 3 weeks to sail from Panama to Galapagos in very light winds. At the rate we are currently going, we are three days out (560 miles at 1630 hours on 2/17/04). It has been beautiful sailing but not what we expected. I am carrying an extra 100 gallons of fuel because common wisdom says that many boats have to motor the entire distance. The last weather forecast we were able to hear, talked about folks heading for Galapagos needing a good motor and lots of fuel. Not much wind before three days time. Instead we are screaming along at over 7 knots with 2 reefs in. Not a whole lot else to report. We decided it was too bouncy to fish. Not actually to fish of course but too bouncy to try and get the sucker back on the boat if we caught anything.

February 18, 2004 



Position N 02 35.2 W 08320.8 at noon

We are motoring this morning with light winds but a 3 foot high roller coming in from behind. We are doing the morning chores, laundry, checking diesel levels, micro-waving "baked" potatoes for breakfast. I will let you guess who does what.



The Las Perlas were pretty but not as advertised. There were people living on the "deserted" beach where we planned to let Attila run, together with multiple dogs. The guide book indicated that the little anchorage we were in was protected. I could see from the map that it was, unless the wind went to the Northeast. It went to the Northeast. Our "neighbor" on the beach came down from his hut and moved his boat that was anchored nearby. That is called "local knowledge." We could have hung around all night in the channel between the islands relying upon the GPS navigation to keep us off the reefs but it wasn't too attractive. Anyway, we are running down on the Galapagos and are about 480 miles away as I write this. There is a huge storm just north of us. I think we caught the southern edge of it yesterday morning. For us this was not a "storm" but we had over 25 knots of wind and the waves were over 12 feet. When we crested them, it looked a huge drop into the "valleys." We kept our course and our speed up and basically outran the storm effects down into the "doldrums" near the equator.



Right now I think we will be in Galapagos in 3 or 4 days and will stay there around 3 weeks. Then it is a three week (or more) run to the Marquesas.

February 19, 2004



N 01 26.6 W 085 33.1

We are on our way through the doldrums. As of this morning (2/19) we are one and a half degrees above the equator ( about 100 miles). It was a very pleasant day. Little wind so we were motoring, although this morning the wind has picked up and we will go to close hauled shortly. Annette was extremely disappointed that she did not get a fish. She caught the others after about 30 minutes each and now expects that to be the norm. The temperature was in the mid 80's most of the day and felt pretty good. Last night we passed the first vessel since the Las Perlas Islands. The layered cloud formations are very pretty at sunrise and sunset and then at night the stars compete with the luminescence in the water as we pass. Sometimes it is as though we are plowing through a sea of diamonds 300 miles to go.



[image: img77.jpg]Heading into the Pacific sunset

February 20, 2004



Position N 00 04.8 W 088 03.4 at 1230 hours

We are 4 miles north of the equator and should cross it in less than 2 hours at our current course. The sailing has been pleasant. Hot in the direct sun but with a gentle roll to the boat and a coolish breeze if you find a shady spot. The winds are light and we are only sailing at about 4 or 5 knots but if we go any faster we will arrive at night. Bad idea!



[image: img78.jpg] removing the generator salt water coolant pump down in the very warm engine compartment



Yesterday we "lost" the generator. I tore the water pump down this morning and confirmed that the sea water impeller was shot. The impeller looks like it had exploded into about 40 pieces. I dismantled the heat exchanger on the generator and have found 20 of the 40. Where are the other pieces? We have six spare impellers, so two hours later we are back in business. We can now make pop-corn again in the microwave.



Something ripped off Annette's fishing line this morning. One second it was there and the next it was gone completely. Her 80 pound test line was snapped in two. No, we haven't gone swimming yet. Saw a huge splash a couple of hundred yards away. That was all though. Meteorite or whale? Right now it is looking more like meteorite. We should be at Wreck Bay, Galapagos around dawn tomorrow.

February 21, 2004



We crossed the equator at 1508 hours - two and a half hours later! We are officially in the South Pacific! We celebrated by wearing silly hats (including Attila) and drinking most of a bottle of champagne. We got out the manual and figured out the instructions for operating the remote control on Annette's camera and so we now have proof of our debauchery. I tried resampling the pictures but they are still too big to send via sat phone, so you will just have to wait for another CD via snail-mail.



[image: img79.jpg]Crossing the equator. Even Attila has a silly hat to wear



Today was pleasant sailing. We had light winds with small waves but maybe a long period 6 foot high swell. The swell isn't too noticeable when you are sailing along at 5 knots or so and also being pushed another couple of knots by the current. We looked hard for whales all day but all we saw were large splashes, several hundred yard away. Too big for dolphins etc. Annette gave up fishing this morning after something ate her 80 pound test fishing line. She doesn't have a frying pan that big.



As I write this, we are slowly motoring at night down the coast of Isla San Cristobal in the Galapagos. There are no lights visible but we can "see" the island on our radar. We are going slowly in order to arrive at the anchorage on the island by daybreak. These Islands have always been considered dangerous in pre-GPS days 'cos there are no navigation markers (i.e. lighthouses, flashing buoys), the visibility is often poor because of fog and haze and then you have this swift current ~ 2 knots carrying you down onto the rocks. In the past, many boats were lost doing exactly what we are doing now but we have GPS navigation and radar!



[image: img80.jpg]Updating the log.



Predictably our GPS just "crashed" just after I wrote the above and froze our navigation system. BUT, I now have a super whiz-bang modification that I installed in Panama before we left. It is a Radio Shack on / off switch, to power off the GPS unit when it behaves thus. You then power it back on and all of the chart-plotter, cockpit repeaters, auto-pilot computers etc. can be left in peace. I have used it about 3 times on this trip and although the installation is currently "temporary" - it is hanging on a piece of wire - it has proven its worth. At Galapagos, I will mount the switch into its own little hole in the instrument panel!


The Galapagos Islands



February 22, 2004



[image: img81.jpg] Approaching Cristobal



We sailed into "Wreck Bay," Cristobal, Galapagos on Saturday morning. The sea was like glass with almost no wind. There was a haze on the horizon and no lights showing from the Island we were approaching, until we were 8 miles or so from the harbor. As we came into the harbor, we saw pairs of fins sticking out of the water. It was just dawning and not obvious at first what we were seeing. Then it came to us. We were seeing sea lions floating just below the surface on their "backs." Sleeping at sea?



The harbor entrance had a spectacular surf line. Although the sea seemed like glass there was an underlying swell, so this was forming a huge breaking wave when it hit the reefs on either side of the harbor entrance. It was both eerie and unnerving to see this huge amount of energy being unleashed from a seemingly dormant and placid sea.



Once we had dropped anchor, cleaned up, inflated the dinghy, cleaned up again from the effort of inflating, and launching the dinghy etc., we set off to visit the Port Captain's office and begin the entry procedure. Each boat or dinghy that we passed was festooned with sleeping sea lions. Some boats had 6 or more sea lions on the front of the boat, so that the back of the boat was lifted completely out of the water. We ran our dinghy up a beach next to the port captain's office and had to walk between more groups of sea lions. They are everywhere. In the children's swimming area. Along the sidewalks. On the benches.



[image: img82.jpg]Want to share bench? Do they bite?
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[image: img84.jpg]The Capitania office. Dont step on the wildlife!



[image: img85.jpg]Local swimming hole.



[image: img86.jpg]grocery store with melons and bananas for sale



[image: img87.jpg]Hangin on the street corner
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Raw coffee drying in the sun



The port captain was pleasant enough and asked for a souvenir tee-shirt from our boat. We told them we didn't have any. The next stop was the police station for immigration. The immigration guy was apparently not available but there were about a half dozen young men in what looked like army camouflage fatigues. They told us "momento" and got on the radio. About 15 minutes later, the sound of a motor scooter was heard and we were told, "he is here." The immigration control officer came in wearing a uniform top but soccer shorts and soccer shoes below. We had drug him out of his game. His key would not open his office door, so one of the young "policemen" opened it for him with a credit card in the door jamb.



We ate out in town and came back to the boat rather later than we had intended, so we just tied the dinghy off the stern of the boat. At 2 a.m. Annette woke me to say that the dinghy was full of seals. Well, there were two of them and they looked at us with polite interest when we shone a flashlight at them. It took the boat hook to get their attention and evict them. So at three o'clock in the morning, after obtaining a complete photographic record, we got rid of the squatters and brought our dinghy on board. We sat in the cockpit with tea and coffee and admired the lights across the sleeping harbor.



[image: img89.jpg]Dinghy visitors



[image: img90.jpg]Objecting to the boat hook

February 23, 2004



Today was a work day. The port captain and his cohort showed up shortly after 8.00 a.m. to "inspect the boat." This was a very casual affair. Neither of these officials spoke any English but we had the usual "chat" about whether we have children. Do they live with you? Do you have grandchildren? etc. These questions know no boundaries or borders. The officials then departed and we spent most of the day doing boat chores - that is, getting the boat ready for sea again. Attila discovered the sea-lions big time. There was a pair that kept swimming around and under the boat. She spent at least 45 minutes "chasing" them from side to side of the boat with her tail stuck straight up and quivering and then her head jammed under the rail staring down into the water. She seems to know they are some kind of water dog. She was finally exhausted and collapsed into sleep.

[image: img91.jpg]

Attilas friend dives under the boat

[image: img92.jpg]

Attilas friend blows bubbles and waves a flipper



We had invited our closest neighbor over for a beer yesterday and after some inter-boat yelling, he rowed his dinghy over. This is Pierre, a French historian. He has been traveling since 1999 and looks very brown. Pierre has a business arranging historic tours of the battlefields of Northern France - mainly for British and American tourists. Pierre was a delightful and knowledgeable visitor. Another sail boat arrived this morning. Annette had yelled a welcome to them and received a puzzled response. Pierre said he knows the couple on board. Annette asked him, "Are they nice?" He answered, "Well, they are Swiss.



[image: img93.jpg]Ed and Pierre on the beach



Tomorrow we are going on a boat tour of various sites to see blue footed boobies, hammerhead sharks etc. The day after we do the "land" tour and check out the giant tortoises. We will letcha know.......

February 24, 2004



Today we took our first "commercial" tour of Galapagos. We were picked up from our boat by a wooden "panga" with a 75 h.p. outboard. The tour guide is from Galapagos and speaks virtually no English. There were three other passengers who are academics from Ecuador, who are supposedly the lead team of an environmental study. They were allegedly checking out the facilities for the remainder of their team but they seemed more like tourists to us. We motored down the coast of Isla Cristobal in the opposite direction to DoodleBug's Saturday approach. It is now apparent why we saw no lights. There is no habitation whatsoever, no roads and no sign of trails. The shoreline shows the obvious volcanic origin of the Galapagos islands with basalt flows separated by white coral sand beaches. Our panga put in close to the black cliffs at several locations and we observed the blue footed booby's. I think they look as though they have paddled through a trough of blue paint. The color just doesn't seem real on them.



[image: img94.jpg]Sea turtle



[image: img95.jpg]The Sleeping Lion rocks



[image: img96.jpg]Marine Iguana glowering at us. Its coloring matches the local lava rocks.



We continued our tour and arrived at our first goal of El Leon Dormata - "the sleeping lion" rock. I presume this was a side vent plug of a volcano, since it rises vertically from the ocean floor. There are several splits in this immense rock, that permit the Pacific swell to roll through. It was very exciting to penetrate these rock canyons in a small boat with the walls rising precipitously just feet away and with the sea level soaring as the swell was compressed between the "canyon" walls. In the midst of this we are observing sea lions, manta rays, frigate birds in their red breasted mating plumage, booby's, etc. etc. It was like combining San Diego Zoo and Disneyland on the same visit.



[image: img97.jpg]Frigates courting. The male is showing his neck coloring



On the return trip we snorkeled in a shallow stretch of water formed between Cristobal and a small island and then toured the smaller island on foot. We saw lots of marine iguanas, more booby's, more frigates in mating plumage, and then finished up on a small beach. Around us were a score of baby sea lions. Apparently momma sea lion goes off in the morning to fish and returns at nightfall. The babes are left to their own devices all day. They were either sleeping or playing with each other in the water. They were quite unafraid of our presence and would come up to you and sniff you or include you in whatever game they were paying by splashing you with water from a flipper. Delightful creatures. I kept looking for one that would fit the barbeque.



[image: img98.jpg] Barbeque sized sea lion pup



Tomorrow we are in search of tortoises.

February 25, 2004



Today we did the "land" tour of San Cristobal. We were picked up in truck and driven to a Tortoise sanctuary. When we arrived, we were joined by our Ecuadorian friends from yesterday.



[image: img99.jpg]



The sanctuary looked very "new" and was funded by the Darwin Trust. They have gathered some 49 giant tortoises into a sanctuary area. They have provided soaking ponds where the tortoises can hide from the mosquitoes (what did they do before the ponds?) and they also provide some quantity of the "correct" forage. The intention is to repopulate the island by collecting eggs, hatching them under controlled conditions and then keeping the hatch in a protected environment for 5 years. At that time their carapace should be impermeable to predation by rats and dogs - both introduced by man. The tortoises were impressive and in their natural environment, looked like huge rocks with legs. One of the Galapagos Islands is uninhabited and has a population of some 1,000 tortoises. They hope to export some of these to the other islands to rebuild the population. Galapagos means "tortoise" in Spanish. Centuries ago, sailing ships called here to stock up on tortoises. The latter stayed alive in the holds of ships and were a source of fresh meat for the sailors.



[image: img100.jpg]tortoise turd



[image: img101.jpg]

Giant Tortoise



The next stop on our tour was a walk up to the rim of a volcanic crater. The walk was only about 20 minutes but when you haven't had any real exercise in 2 months....... The crater contained a fresh water lake. We walked all the way around the rim. The views both inside and out were spectacular, as on the outside you were looking down across San Cristobal and could see the Pacific on both side of the island. On the inside the sky was filled with wheeling frigate birds. They were courting and also plunging into the crater lake to drink. The crater vegetation had many ferns and reminded me strongly of an English Lake District tarn. Annette also remarked on the resemblance. The difference is that it was about 10 degrees warmer than it would have been in England and it is unlikely that you would have observed frigates over the Lake District tarn.



[image: img102.jpg]Crater lake.



[image: img103.jpg]

Cristobal from the crater lake



We stopped off to visit a tree house (the locals call it "the Tarzan house") - 50 cents each to visit! - then on to a local beach. More huge marine iguanas, baby seals etc.

[image: img104.jpg]

Tree house approach



[image: img105.jpg]This is a really big tree!



[image: img106.jpg]Galapagos beach with Pacific breakers



[image: img107.jpg]Sea lions in the tide pool



In the port town, the kids were throwing water, flour and paint in water balloons, at each other and also any unfortunate victim that came into range. We finally figured out that this was their Mardi Gras celebration andthe reason the town has been shut down for the past two days "holiday.



Our Ecuadorian friends had invited us to a barbeque in the evening, so we cleaned ourselves up and headed over to the feast with four bottles of wine. And it was a feast! One of the local men, "Pepe" used to be a chef and he barbequed a meal consisting of beef, fish, sausage, chicken, plantain bananas plus a delicious non-barbequed salad. We feasted until late and then had to stagger back to the dinghy in an alcoholic haze, in order to launch it thru the surf in the dark, find the "DoodleBug," get back aboard without damaging ourselves, and then hoist the dinghy and outboard on board to protect same from the sea-lions. Phew!

February 27, 2004



Wednesday we had to go to the "Capitania" at 0800 hours to pay our fees for entry to Galapagos. As you remember we arrived on a Saturday - a week-end day and Monday and Tuesday were holidays. This is the first "working" day. The port captain had all his half dozen people in a meeting. We were told to come back in half an hour. The meeting looked very serious and drug on for nearly another half hour. What have we missed? Has Ecuador declared war on anybody? We paid our fees and went grocery shopping. We were entertaining Bob and Franny from "Evelyn Roberts" that evening. Annette wanted chicken, so we searched the village for "pollo fresca." Annette finally found two that met her expectations. She described them as "sturdy" and they came complete with feet and eyeballs. We ate the thighs and breasts that evening. Our third crew member enjoyed the feet, eyeballs and the miscellaneous pieces/parts we don't generally serve to guests, or each other for that matter.



We had ordered diesel to be delivered to our boat and that arrived only three hours later than promised, in the afternoon. Thursday we had a huge list of chores to be completed before departure, so we did none of them. Annette napped and wrote 32 post-cards. I read a book all day. I have been re-reading "Atlas Shrugged" by Ayn Rand. The last time I read it, I was in college. I remember thinking way back then, that some of the conversations were a little unrealistic. Now I realize, I have heard and been the target of some of these utterly unrealistic conversations over the past few decades - i.e. in my past life!



[image: img108.jpg]Attila watches a sea turtle swimming by



[image: img109.jpg]The sea turtle inspects DoodleBug



Friday, we hit the Capitania for a "Zarpe" - departure document first thing this morning. Back to the departure list! We plan on leaving first thing Saturday morning for Santa Cruz - about 45 miles.

February 29, 2004



Position S 00 44.9 W 090 18.6

Saturday morning we slipped out of Wreck Bay, San Cristobal and set sail for Academy Bay, Santa Cruz. The morning was a pleasant sail with 15 knot winds and tripping along at 6 or 7 knots boat speed. Around noon, the winds died and we went to engine, to motor sail the rest of the way. We passed just south of the cliffs of Isla Santa Fe. The cliffs are basalt and volcanic ash and offer no means of access. The island itself rises up with a thin covering of scrubby trees and is uninhabited. There must be some water for the struggling vegetation but I expect it is mainly rain and fog.



[image: img110.jpg]Leaving Cristobal. Ed checks the mainsail trim. Note the extra diesel cans on the side decks.



[image: img111.jpg]Dousing the mizzen staysail



[image: img112.jpg]

The Island of Santa Fe to starboard. 



[image: img113.jpg]Water-melon break



We arrived in Academy Bay around 1500 hours and put out an additional stern anchor to hold us into the swell. This was the first time I have tried to "row" the dinghy with the stern anchor aboard and I fervently hope all potential witnesses were occupied with their afternoon siesta. We cleaned up and went into town to check in with the port captain and look around. This is the main "tourist" town of the Galapagos and looks it. Plenty of restaurants, tour and dive operators and hotels. This town also hosts the "Darwin Center." We will check it out tomorrow. If you read the glossy tourist literature, you would think that Darwin discovered the Galapagos Islands and sat here to write his book the "Origin of the Species." He did visit the Islands some 300 years after their discovery but he did not even come to Santa Cruz. I bet he didn't get the list of do's and don'ts that we get now. Example: Don't smoke anywhere on the islands in case you start a fire.......

March 1, 2004



This morning we visited the Charles Darwin Center which is on the outskirts of Puerta Ayora, Santa Cruz. They had an interpretation center plus several pens containing adult giant tortoises. They also operate the breeding program to regenerate the tortoise population. We watched a video in the interpretation center which described in glowing terms, how the various warring factions of government, fishermen, and environmentalists got together in 1999 to work out a plan to make everyone happy regarding setting aside areas for parkland - no fishing etc. The voice over talked about the group hugs at the end of the meeting and said how well the plan is working. This did not entirely jibe with the street demonstrations we witnessed in Cristobal when we arrived - but more on this later.



[image: img114.jpg]Tortoise crossing warning



[image: img115.jpg]We are inspected by a tortoise



[image: img116.jpg]Mid-sized versions



[image: img117.jpg]Tortoise chow



[image: img118.jpg]Yummy!



In the afternoon, we took a tour to a "ranch" within the national park to see "wild" tortoises on the hoof, plus do a little bird watching. We saw a half dozen or so large tortoises in a two hour hike of the ranch. It was indeed more interesting to see them in their natural habitat. The terrain was fairly wild with dense growth but a very high number of fruit trees - passion fruit, guavas, oranges, etc plus shallow ponds. The tortoises were grazing greedily on the fallen fruit and I wondered if we were walking through what was once extensive orchards but is now so heavily overgrown, is hardly recognizable as such. The tortoises migrate annually across the island and would certainly have figured out a good campsite over a hundred years or so.



We next toured a lava tube. There are several on the island but this one goes back more than 1200 feet. It was like being inside a tunnel at the London underground. The curves were gradual and the ceiling was quite high. These tubes would contain molten lava which at the end of the eruption, would continue to flow out of the tube it had melted, leaving the hollow form behind. When we began the tour there was no lighting and we had three small flashlights between 5 people. The inside of the tube is black lava, so there is little reflected light and the 3 LED headlamp, I had brought with us from the boat, did not do a particularly good job at illuminating our passage. At the turn around point, the electric lighting magically came on, which eliminated the challenge but also changed the experience.



[image: img119.jpg]Inside a lava tube



I asked our guide about the fisherman's dispute, since we had been warned not to go to Isla Isabella for about ten days and that is our next destination. He assured me that it is now perfectly safe. The fishermen are happy and they got everything they wanted. He said the last time they demonstrated, they blockaded all of the tourist anchorages. They kidnapped the giant turtles from the Darwin Center's display, they burned the Park Headquarters on Isabella, and shot a park ranger. Oh.

March 3, 2004



Slow day today. We did boat maintenance stuff, replaced the flag halyard, checked rigging etc. while we watched boobies doing kamikaze dives into the harbor. They are amazing to watch. They begin their dive at quite high altitude, much higher than pelicans or cormorants. They fold their wings in and become a vertical arrow. They will dive right next to the boat - you think you are going to be hit and they have to be traveling much faster than mere gravity will allow. Tomorrow we are scuba diving in the bay and then the day after, we might go out to the Santa Fe Island we passed on the way in, for more diving. Possibly sail out of here on Friday for Isabella.

March 4, 2004



We went scuba diving in the bay today. First we hauled all of our gear to the main dock and sat on a park bench waiting for the dive boat. Annette said the activity at the dock was wilder than a three ring circus. First you have the boats. The dock space is small, maybe 30 feet by 60 feet. There are water taxis discharging and taking on passengers. The cruise ship tenders doing the same thing with passengers loaded up with airline luggage. Then there are boats trying to unload the twice weekly supply ship with sacks of onions, stalks of bananas, melons, a Toyota truck strapped to the top of the heap. The workmen shoo a 3 foot long marine iguana off a sack of potatoes, where he has decided to sun. Then the trash boats hauling bags of trash from the cruise ships to dumpster trucks on the dock; the dive boats trying to load air tanks, weights etc. In the middle of this shouting, yelling, outboard motors backing and shoving, you have a school of small fish. There are larger fish trying to eat them and so they are swirling around trying to escape. The booby's are plunging vertically at super-sonic speeds into the middle, almost inches from the boats. Two sea lions have joined the hunt and an occasional pelican crash lands into the stew. You could watch this stuff all day without getting bored.



The Humboldt ocean current comes up through the Galapagos and it is COLD. The surface water down 6 feet or so is nice and warm and then the cold hits you. We wore the 7mm thick wetsuits though and it was OK. We saw all sorts of fish, octopus, sting ray etc. The sea -lions will come and play with you under water! They swim amazingly fast but like puppies, part of their game is a pretend bite. Didn't happen to us but would be disconcerting. We decided the water was a little too cold and the wet-suits a little too constrictive for us to repeat the dives tomorrow, so instead we will begin the checkout dance and head for Isabella. Should be there Friday.



[image: img120.jpg]Puerta Ayora boat moorings



[image: img121.jpg]Coconut stand. Thats Eds shoulder you see on the left



[image: img122.jpg]Another satisfied customer!



[image: img123.jpg]The fish market. Notice the hopeful spectators watching from the boat railings.



[image: img124.jpg]Nice bike. The kiddie seat on the cross bar is really cool.



[image: img125.jpg]Puerta Ayora home. 

March 5, 2004



The first task of the day was to get a "Zarpe." Basically it is a document giving you permission to leave and depending on where you are, it is a statement that you have paid all of your bills. This latter requirement does not apply here and we had heard from several cruisers that the Port Captain in Santa Cruz was a problem. Sure enough he pulled the same stunt on us that we had been warned about. Wanted our "Autoridad" that takes weeks to get from Ecuador. He maintained that we had come here illegally without this document. His position was that by arriving without a visa as we did, we could stay 20 days but just at the island we had arrived at. I adopted the broken record approach and repeated that the port captain in San Cristobal KNEW we had no visa, told us we could visit three islands, told us to visit Isabella - "muy bonita." Santa Cruz captain said it is illegal, I repeated my statement. This went on for a while until a gentleman arrived whose English was flawless. We did the same thing. I said just give me a Zarpe for Marquesas. I indicated to the translator that I expected to have engine problems on the first day out (just as I was passing Isabella). He said he would too. Once I said I wasn't going to Isabella, all problems disappeared. Suddenly Isabella was OK. It just cost us $6.50 for the domestic Zarpe. We heard other boats were asked for $100 for the Isabella Zarpe. Only took 90 minutes. Then we needed lunch and beer.



I hit the Internet cafe to check to see if the world was still out there - it is. I downloaded some weather fax software and then we toured the grocery store for beer. The beer costs 60 cents per bottle here with a 40 cent deposit on the bottle - total $1 / bottle. They were concerned that we knew we would get our 40 cents back when we returned the bottles. Since beer is allegedly $5 / bottle in French Polynesia, I don't think we will worry too much about the deposits. Tomorrow morning we leave for Isabella.

March 6, 2004



Position S 00 57.9 W 09057.8

We are currently anchored at Villamil, Isla Isabella. We recovered the anchors in Santa Cruz and set out on an overcast and almost windless day. A couple of hours after we left, Annette caught a 26 inch Dorado (Mahi Mahi) on a trolling line. As far as she was concerned, if the boat had sunk at that moment, she would still have had a great day. The Dorado steaks are in the fridge and we have dinner guests tonight to help us dispose of them. Annette tried jiggling her second trolling line by hand and about 10 minutes later, was rewarded by a second and larger Dorado, ripping the entire rig off and leaving her holding a small length of monofilament. When we first began buying "installment one" of the fishing gear, she did not want anything large. Now she wants steel cables and harpoon guns. Nothing is too big! The wind finally came up and we sailed the last hour or so to Villamil.



[image: img126.jpg]Dorado on the trolling line!



[image: img127.jpg]

Landed! 



As we approached the island, Annette saw the wing tips of a huge Manta (?) Ray in the water. The tips were easily 8 foot across. I think this would be a small one. A little later we spotted our first shark. He was swimming along the surface and his two fins were about a dingy length apart. We have scoured the shark identification pictures and decided upon a possible hammerhead.



The harbor was tricky to get in to and we recognized the two yachts already there, from previous anchorages. The most EXCITING thing was that although the harbor contains sea lions (old hat) and all sorts of fish (seen 'em before), there are PENGUINS!!! They are about 18 inches or so and zoom through the water. They flip up to the surface and swim around and under the boat. Annette wants one. So does Attila.



[image: img128.jpg]This is how I look after pulling an overnighter. Just arrived in Santa Cruz
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Santa Cruz shoreline.



[image: img130.jpg]

Santa Cruz Island from the anchorage.



[image: img131.jpg]

DoodleBug at anchor. Note the visitor on the stern steps.
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Penguin swims by DoodleBug

March 7, 2004



Today was a busy day. Our Swiss friends Pierre Phillipe and Kathleen from "OLLA" came over last night to help us eat our Dorado. This morning we picked them up in our dinghy for a trip to visit several volcanoes. This was a 10 hour trip of which two hours was by truck, four hours by horseback and two hours hiking over some incredibly beautiful and tortured terrain. We drove up to a ranch and then trans-shipped to small unshod mountain ponies. Well I am assuming the latter, I saw "The Man from Snowy River." The horses seemed to know pretty much what was expected of them, which was fortunate. Annette named her's "Nibbles," due to it's tendency to graze continuously as it was walking up the trail. It was less comfortable following it, since it kept hitting it's horsey brakes and then farting. I named my horse "Purina" as a sort of gentle warning.



[image: img133.jpg]

Annette on horseback



[image: img134.jpg]Brokebutt Mountain. Ed sitting tall in the saddle.



We traversed the rim of the immense caldera of Sierra Negra, (second largest in the world). The nearby volcano of Cerro Azul last erupted in 1998. The caldera was filled with what had obviously been an immense lava lake. We "parked" horses and continued our journey to the volcano "Chico" on foot. The terrain was covered in ash, pumice, basalt, and lava flows. Some of these dated from the previous eruption over a century ago and some of the flows were obviously quite recent. We crossed lava tubes, fumaroles issuing steam and up to the several craters of Chico. The colors were almost beyond belief with the yellows of sulfur and the reds of iron, through almost every color in the spectrum. From the summit of "Chico" we looked out over a black lava plain, with a few bright green islands of vegetation, that had avoided being toasted by the last eruption and beyond that, Elizabeth Bay and the Pacific. We hiked downhill away from "Chico" and then back uphill on cinders towards the tethered horses. I asked Annette if she wouldn't prefer to hike back to the truck. She said she was going to kiss her horse when she found him again.



[image: img135.jpg]Looking down into the crater from the rim of the caldera



[image: img136.jpg]Old lava lake from the caldera rim.



[image: img137.jpg]Lava tube snakes down the mountainside. Note how sparse the vegetation is.



[image: img138.jpg]Volcanic crater. The colors were amazing
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Volcanic vents



[image: img140.jpg]Lava field



We remounted like Hollywood extras and headed back along the rim of Sierra Negra. The view was breathtaking until the skies opened. We haven't seen more than a couple of drops of rain since we left Houston. We about drowned on horseback. I kept thinking of the scene from "The Unforgiven" where Clint Eastwood just about expires. I know how he felt. The trail turned from damp to a river. The horses were slipping, stumbling, and sliding all over the place. I wasn't too concerned until SOMEONE had to mention not finishing up like Superman. (Christopher Reeves, for you uncool people, was paralyzed after a dreadful riding accident). I was very happy to see horse central again and switch to our freezing open air truck ride.



We had a soggy "lunch" at a resort that was on the way back to Villamil. The barbecue was out of doors and the rain kept putting the coals out. A really fun day and one that I would possibly like to repeat sans horses.

March 8, 2004



We did chores today. Changed generator oil, Racor diesel filter, water maker filters etc. All messy jobs! Then we went into Villamil touristing. Ecuador used to have a prison here and they made the prisoners build a wall to keep them out of mischief. The wall is "El Muro de las Lagrimas" and is supposed to be 10 meters high and 120 meters long. We had been told that it was a 10 minutes walk from Villamil. After ten minutes of walking along a beautiful little track along the edge of the beach, we came to a break in the mangroves opposite the beach and found a shallow lake filled with pink flamingos. We took the required photographs and continued our hike. A little later, we came across the cemetery. Interesting - all overgrown with creepers. A strange mixture of styles. Some graves looked like Hollywood's "boot hill" - some looked more like the above ground vaults you see in Louisiana. They dated back to the 1930's. We continued our walk. Finally we came to a sign, "El Muro de las Lagrimas" and an arrow indicating 5 kilometers. We were out of water, so we turned around and headed back to a bar in Villamil for a couple of beers. Next time - find a cab.



[image: img141.jpg]

Flamingos



[image: img142.jpg]

Galapagos graveyard
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We entertained the crew of Farne on board DoodleBug and then we all left in their dinghy for the restaurant at the dinghy landing. About 10 o'clock we piled back into Farne's dinghy but the tide had gone way down. (Saw a big Eagle Ray under Farne's dinghy at the dock). We threaded our way back to our yachts by flashlight and had to keep lifting the engine to get over rocks and using the paddles. It took about 30 minutes to do what had taken about 5 minutes at high tide. We saw small flying fish lying on the surface of the water. They would "hop" when startled by the flashlight and Annette decided they were sea frogs.



[image: img144.jpg]

Downtown Isabella
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Been parked awhile
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Public safety warning



[image: img147.jpg]

Isabella beach view. Note the Iguana to the left of DoodleBugs dinghy

March 9, 2004



S/V "Farne" left this morning for the Marquesas.



Today was a slow day. We did some more boat chores in the morning and then hung around in the afternoon reading books (I am reading "Ahab's Wife") since our local boat supplier had promised to deliver diesel to the boat by 3 o'clock in the afternoon. At around 4:15 he still hadn't shown, so we headed for the dock and hired a truck to take us out to "El Muro de las Lagrimas" (Wall of Tears). We had been told it was about 10 minutes walk north of town. It took 20 or so minutes by truck. About a 3 hour walk each way.



The wall was impressive. Deserted and eerie, it blocked the gap between two small pinnacles. The prison was established in 1945 and held some 50 prisoners at a time. The slabs where two large huts had been remain. There was a huge pit where the prisoners dug for rocks and then the brooding wall. Mortality rate was high and there was no wire to keep the prisoners in, since there was no where to go on the island and no fresh surface water available.



[image: img148.jpg]

The Wall of Tears



[image: img149.jpg]



We then headed back to town to buy two coconuts for Annette (took 30 minutes - coconut trees everywhere but no coconuts for sale!), then back to the dock. The diesel guy was loading his boat as we got there and took off as we watched him. We headed after him in the dinghy, to protect him from Attila but when we reached the boat, the diesel was aboard but he was gone.



[image: img150.jpg]Coconut cache



Wednesday morning, we talked to "Farne" by SSB radio. They had no wind at night and motored. When we spoke to them, they had 5 knots of wind. By this time we had 10 knots where we were anchored, so maybe it was headed towards them.



We hit the Capitania for an exit "Zarpe." No problems, 4 bucks. We couldn't get an exit stamp for our passports because the local police station doesn't have a stamp. They just kept repeating, "No problema." Well, not for them, certainly.



This evening Pierre and Catherine from "OLLA" helped us celebrate Annette's birthday with champagne and rum cake from the Cayman Islands. Pierre and Catherine gave Annette a present of a CD of singer / poet Jaques Brel. He (along with the painter Gaugin) are buried on the Marquesas.


Galapagos Islands to Marquesas Islands



March 11, 2004



We left this morning at 0715 for the Marquesas. Farne is 200 miles ahead with 10K of wind. We have 12 knots and are doing 7.5 knots over the ground with poled genoa, main, mizzen ballooner, and mizzen. I am sure we look pretty with 4 sails flying. We need someone to take a picture.

March 12, 2004



Position S 02 01.1 W 09241.7 at 0715 hours

The above position was noted as 24 hours since we left Isabella and we have covered 120 miles. At 2300 hours last night the wind died and so we motored for 3 hours. We had to recharge the batteries anyway. Yesterday was quiet. We read books, looked for whales - didn't see any, fished - didn't catch any, etc. The evening meal was one of the best I have had in weeks. Home cooking! We had steak with coconut rice. Annette says, "the sauce was nothing. Just reduced white wine with soy sauce and ... and ....It was great! If it had been my task to prepare supper, it would all have come out of a can.



This morning we deployed our main ballooner (spinnaker). It took three attempts and we dropped it into the ocean twice. The first time, I made a dumb mistake. The second attempt was also a failure but an experience issue. During this attempt, we broke the plastic hook that holds the ballooner up at the head. Fortunately I had a spare fitting and the third attempt was successful. We are now sailing under poled genoa and ballooner at 6 knots with 11 knots of following wind. Fine sailing as long as the wind holds.



We talked with "S/V Farne" this morning by SSB radio. They are 180 miles away but further south and looking for better wind. They haven't caught any fish either. They did see a large boat fishing with the aid of a helicopter and we will assume they were whaling.

March 13, 2004



Position S 03 08.4 W 094 46.9 at 0715 hours



[image: img151.jpg]

Dawn. Light squall ahead



Now 48 hours since we left Isabella: 240 miles by log and 260 miles by map position. We tried to talk to S/V "Farne" by radio this morning. I heard a faint "Doodlebug" but could not make out anything else. I think they are too close to us ( < 200 miles) for the frequency we are using. We will try them again tomorrow.



We had far more success at rigging the ballooner today and sailed for most of the morning in a SW direction. Then the wind died and we went back to engine. The weather forecasts indicate that we will lose the wind (we have) but better winds to south. This is why we are motoring to the SW in order to get to the optimum latitudes sooner. Obviously we don't carry enough fuel to do this indefinitely, so I am hoping for wind tomorrow. Right now the plan is to drop down to 4 degrees south and then switch course for the Marquesas.



[image: img152.jpg]Flying the Mizzen Staysail



Couple of rain showers, no fish, no whale sightings, no other vessels. Annette decided to make pita bread from scratch. We had a great lunch of fresh baked pita bread, cheese, pickled onions, and olives with cold beer. Sort of a Greek "ploughman's." Attila didn't get any and sulked.



[image: img153.jpg]Annette making pita bread in her galley



[image: img154.jpg]Still heading West as the sun sets over the Pacific

March 14, 2004



Position S 04 17.9 W 096 42.6 at 0715 hours

The log gave us 358 miles from Isabella but the chart shows we were in fact 398 miles away after 72 hours. We find ourselves performing these performance calculations frequently, in order to convince ourselves that we are indeed pecking away at the immensity of this distance. Yesterday we were just about exhausted with sail changes, trying to keep up with the wind shifts. Then the wind died, so we motored southwest, as per the forecast - which I don't trust. Right after dawn this morning, we went to close hauled under sail. The wind is blowing from the southwest and has been now, all day long. We are supposed to be heading southwest - so the wind is blowing directly at us. This is called the "trade winds run" where the trade winds always blow from the east or south east. We have been moving along at around 5 knots all day long at west or just north of west. If the winds EVER slide around to the direction they are supposed to blow, we will just turn down south with them. We still have several thousand miles to go so we are happy to be moving - any direction will do!



We talked to S/V "Farne" again this morning and if I got their position correct, they are about 100 miles ahead of us. Their fishing success has been about like ours - nada.



Annette found a 4 inch long squid on deck last night. Now how did it get there? Flying fish we understand but flying squid? He has been riding along behind us all day holding a hook - but it is evident, he knows as much about fishing as we do.

March 15, 2004



Position S 04 29.0 W 098 37.6 at 0715 hours

We are 505 miles from Isabella. As I write this, it is noon here and we have 2,396 miles to go to the east end of the island of Hiva Oa. Yesterday was a fine day sailing at a "close reach," until the wind died down at around sunset. We motored last night but the wind came up again at dawn so we are back close reaching under sail. I did not expect this weather pattern. This is similar to what we experienced crossing the Gulf of Mexico last year - that is, the wind dies down at night. What I have read about Pacific crossings is that boats reduce sail at night, since it is safer (but slower) not to have to reef (reduce) sails on a pitching deck in the middle of the night. Tonight we will probably not motor but wallow around until dawn. Right now it is another pretty day. Mostly cloudy with scattered showers but enough sunshine to paint the most fantastic palette of sea and cloud colors. I have been reading on deck but I feel guilty that I may be missing out on the view.



We talked to "Farne" again this morning. It may be that they can hear us but we can't hear them properly. We propose to try communicating by SSB e-mail. I think they are about 125 miles ahead of us.



Last night Annette fixed "cous cous" with pork tenderloin. I am going to weigh 300 pounds at the end of this passage. No fish caught yet.



We have been buzzed by what looks like sea swallows. They flit within inches of the waves as though they are chasing mosquitoes. What are they and what are they feeding upon? There ain't no bugs out here and they don't look big enough to handle a fish. Attila is bored but tolerant.

March 16, 2004



Position S 04 59.9 West 101 22.5 at 0715 hours

Yesterday the wind started blowing 16 knots from the S.E. at around 1300 hours and has stayed pretty constant since then. We covered 170 miles in the past 24 hours. We were concerned that conditions would change during the night so we went to reefed Genoa and mizzen, otherwise we have been beam reaching with all sail at 7 to 8 knots. This point of sail is fast but the boat is heeled and at right angles to the direction of the swells. Makes for an uncomfortable ride and it also demonstrates the foolishness of putting something down on a boat (like a glass of fruit juice) and expecting it to still be there two seconds later.



Today was almost complete cloud cover, so it was grey and forbidding rather than the wild display of colors we had yesterday. We passed the 5,000 mile mark on the log since we bought DoodleBug and noted that tomorrow is the anniversary of the boat purchase.



We finally got to talk to S/V "Farne" by radio and determined they are about 120 miles ahead of us. They are in contact with S/V "Chase the Wind" which is a couple of days ahead of them, so we hope that tomorrow, we get a sort of local radio net going. This "chain" of boats going to the Marquesas can pass weather information back down the line.



Attila is definitely bored with this. She doesn't mind the rocking but she does insist on "horizontal" occasionally.

March 18, 2004



S 05 21.4 W 104 35.4 at 0715 hours

Today is St. Patrick's Day! The 24 hour run from yesterday was 193.3 miles. For you non-sailors, that is a lot. Annette celebrated yesterday's record (for us) run by baking blueberry muffins for breakfast. Much appreciated by all. We reefed down during the night as the wind picked up a little. Annette was delighted to find 1 flying fish and 6 small squid on the deck that had come aboard during the night. Now she has bait! S/V "Farne" caught a Mahi-Mahi yesterday, so the competition is heating up. Just after noon today, there was a load "bang" and Attila came flying off the cockpit bench, where she had been sleeping. A few minutes examination of the area revealed that Annette's new fishing rig had been ripped off and eaten by something. The bait worked! Attila is not too happy about the interruptions. Twice today water slopped over the side due to our sail angle and landed on her. She looks most offended but insists on laying at the "open" end of the cockpit because it is cooler.



[image: img155.jpg]Flying fish found on deck



As I write this we are 1,997 miles from Hiva Oa. One third of the way!

March 18, 2004



Position S 06 09.0 W 107 38.3 at 0715 hours

0715 hours completed our first week at sea. We have traveled 1,046 miles from Isabella, Galapagos and I realized we had finally reached the longitude of Santa Fe, New Mexico. Yesterday it rained like crazy and we finally washed off some of the dirt we had acquired in Panama from the burning cane fields. Unfortunately we lost our great wind that has been driving us but we picked up a favorable current of nearly 2 knots that S/V "Farne" had reported during our morning radio chat. This helped our day's run for yesterday to total 189 miles.



Annette had set her fishing lines with freshly donated bait as I reported yesterday. This was so successful that in the afternoon a second loud "bang" announced that she had lost the second rig. When I mentioned this to Farne, they said they had landed one fish and lost another four rigs. They have quit fishing since they are out of line.



I have seen no whales despite several serious watching sessions lasting well over 20 minutes each. I assume that we must be passing these pods during the night.



Watch keeping at night demands a great deal of faith. With an overcast sky you see zip visually, just a huge heaving black void out there. We rely completely upon our radar and hope to be able to distinguish between floating objects and rainstorms. Typically we set a timer and check every 20 minutes with the radar set to a 12 mile range. The set has an automatic alarm setting but we have had so many false alarms due to squalls, we have been running with the alarm turned off. We also close off the forward part of the boat at night with it's watertight door. During the day we tend not to be as vigilant since one assumes one would see the shipping. Annette was surprised today to see a large orange freighter slide by a couple of hundred yards away this morning. It had been disguising itself as a rain shower.

March 19, 2004



Position S 06 45.1 West 11032.3 at 0715 hours

Our 24 hour run was 176 miles but we don't expect to do as well over the next few days. The wind has rotated around to a "broad reach" and our helpful current has disappeared completely. We woke to towering swells in the 10 to 12 foot range from behind. To put this in perspective, the safety rail is about 6 foot above the water line when you are safely moored somewhere. A 6 foot swell approaches you to within a foot or so of the stern and you are expecting to get smacked in the face with a quantity of sea-water, when it slides quietly below the stern. With a 12 foot swell you are looking up at this wall of gray water as it sweeps towards you. The stern of the boat lifts and the boat seems to plunge forwards. Then there is a lurch as the stern is pushed to the side and the boat tries to broach (go sideways to wave - bad thing) followed by a sort of weaving, settling motion on the back of the wave as it goes by. This was fine until about 3 a.m. when things appeared to get worse. I found it hard to sleep as the rigging was slammed from side to side. At some point in the morning, I discovered that the auto-pilot reaction time was set to very slow (a number "2" speed setting) which was aggravating the motion described above. It appears that Annette wanted to turn up the display light on the auto-pilot display during her watch. She had seen me press the buttons to set a number "2" on the display screen, so she paged through the options until she found the screen with all the numbers and set it to "2." They should make these things more user friendly!



We were visited by a pod of dolphins who entertained us for a few minutes. Attila got very excited as she thought her sea lion friends from Galapagos had caught up. Annette redeemed her position as First mate by fixing cheese quesadillas and bean burritos for supper and cheese biscuits for breakfast.

March 20, 2004



Position S 06 36.4 W 113 16.2 at 0715 hours

We covered 163 miles in the 24 hour run. The swells were smaller than the day before (or are we just getting used to them?) so we were able to sail a direct course for the Marquesas on a broad reach. At 1715 (Houston time) we passed the half way point between Galapagos and Marquesas, after nine and a half days of sailing. The celebration is planned for tomorrow! In the afternoon we actually saw the sun. This added to a pleasant day of sailing. We flew our mizzen ballooner most of the day until the wind picked up in the late afternoon and we had to take it down. We got it back in its locker without getting it wet. I think this is the first time that has ever happened.



I had been planning on using the sextant I have on board, to compute a daily position. From the log, I see we have had almost continuous cloud cover since 3/12/2004. Eight days of dead reckoning?



A lot of cruisers depend upon solar panels for charging the batteries. The Amel depends upon a 7kW diesel generator which we run for 4 hours per day. The power consumption of three freezer / refrigerators plus the navigation instruments and autopilot, draw current at about 10 amperes. This is 240 ampere hours per day - all at 24 volt. The generator provides power to two battery chargers, a 50 ampere plus a 30 ampere, and it takes both at 4 hours per day to replace the power drawn. The good news is I found a tub of ice cream today that had been overlooked at the bottom of the freezer. Ice cream is what sailing is all about.



Attila was the first to spot a huge pod of 50 plus dolphins who visited us just before dusk. We were surrounded, engulfed etc. Really neat.

March 21, 2004



Position S 06 57.3 W 155 57.9 at 0715 hours

A 24 hour run of 162 miles. 1364 to go to Hiva Oa in the Marquesas!

March 23, 2004



Position S 07 32.9 W 121 25.1 at 0715 hours

Yesterday's run was 155 miles. The winds were lightish all day and ranged from a beam reach through to a dead run. There were several rain cells that passed during the day and the wind would shift back and forth as they floated by. The day was partly sunny and pleasant sailing overall. We flew our mizzen ballooner (a kind of spinnaker that flies from the rear mast) most of the day with the Genoa poled out in front.



In the evening, I listened briefly to the BBC world news. It turns out that although they had news, none of it was new. This is the first "news" I have listened to in several months and I believe I will try again in another couple of months - just to see if anything has changed.



Attilla has been avidly dolphin watching this entire trip and she is much better at seeing them than we are. High pitched squeaks?? Anyway, last night on Annette's watch, Attilla noticed a large pod of dolphins. There is no moon and the sky has been overcast so the Pacific is very dark at night. Annette said she could see the dolphins even when they were swimming deep in the water by the tubes of phosphorescent light they left behind them.



We have pretty much decided to put in at Fatu Hiva as a first landfall. It is not legal to stop there as a first landfall but the cruiser HF radio network reports that there has been no retaliation in the form of fines - at least for the last dozen or so boats putting in there. Fatu Hiva lies at the southeast end of the island chain, so if you legally check in somewhere else, it is then directly against the wind and current to get back there. As I write this, we are 988 miles away - two thirds of the way across this leg of the Pacific. We will probably arrive next Tuesday morning if we continue at the same rate of about 150 miles per day.

March 24, 2004



Position S 07 56.8 W 123 58.4 at 0715 hours

We ran 154 miles in the preceding 24 hours. This morning had an exciting beginning. Last night Annette had noticed that the seam along the foot of the big Genoa was hanging loose. We inspected it and saw that the material was tearing and getting worse, so at dawn we attempted a repair. We had over 20 knots of wind and quite large waves but we furled the Genoa so that the damaged section was right next to the forestay. With harnesses clipped into safety lines, we stood out on the bow in these plunging seas. At one point I held Annette by her safety harness so she could apply both hands to the repair. We used a sail repair tape and so far, it seems to be holding well. This is the same sail that we repaired in Panama (and had inspected!). I think the problem with it, is that since the boat was a demonstrator, the dealer never covered the furled Genoa with its custom sock to protect it from ultra violet radiation damage - probably because it was too much trouble to remove and reinstall when showing the boat to prospective customers. We have already repaired the leech seam and this is now the other exposed seam that is giving us problems. I think our temporary repair will hold until Papeete, where we will try and get a more permanent fix.



S/V "Farne" had made an additional fishing lure and deployed it yesterday on a 150 pound line. This was promptly ripped off by a large something. We have deployed our 85 pound fishing line but have had no bites today, although it has created a lot of interest for the sea-birds. I have read survival books, books about Polynesian navigators etc. and all authors concur that sea birds are not found more than 100 miles from land. Well......someone forgot to tell the birds out here. I counted 22 birds circling in one area and there have never been less than a dozen or so flying around at any particular time during the passage. They even fly around the boat at night making little whistling sounds. We are currently a thousand miles from the nearest land. We still expect a landfall Tuesday morning.

March 25, 2004



Position S 08 25.1 W 126 40.2 at 0715 hours We ran 162 miles for the 24 hours.



We had purchased two greenish looking coconuts in Isabella before we left and decided that today was the day. Annette had been nagging me to buy her a machete for the past several years and so in a moment of weakness, I allowed her to buy one in Kemah, TX from Home Depot. Typically we would lay out the sutures, morphine etc. before letting her loose with such a device but as it was, she held the camera and I attempted to open the gosh, darned thing. I might add that we protected the boat with a scrap of 2 by 6 lumber. The boat was rolling with the swell and I had a bit of a moving target, so to lower the probability of major dismemberment, I jammed a large screwdriver into the coconut, instead of holding it with my hand. A mighty whack with the machete produced a crease about one thirty second of an inch deep. Either the liquid inside the coconut gurgled at that moment or it was chortling. After a couple more machete whacks and without visible damage, Annette suggested I use her butcher's cleaver. This did more damage but the coconut kept dodging the rain of blows and Annette kept clicking away with camera. After about five minutes I was sitting in a circle of coconut fragments ready to pitch the camera overboard but the coconut was open! Surprisingly it was good too, so we added rum to it's contents and got two straws. I still have another undamaged coconut.

[image: img156.jpg]

About to begin. I have a wooden block to protect the deck plus a screwdriver to hold the coconut with to protect my hand if I miss with the machete on a roll

[image: img157.jpg]

Given up on the machete  it was blunt. About to try again with a cleaver.

[image: img158.jpg]

OK, I got it open! Surgery it aint!

[image: img159.jpg]

So we add a little rum….



[image: img160.jpg]Another satisfied customer.



Light winds and rolly seas all day. We sailed with the Genoa poled out, mizzen ballooner and mizzen. The main just got in the way so we took it down.

March 27, 2004



S 09 04.1 W 130 59.3 at 0715 hours

Yesterday's run was 123 miles. As I write this we have about 450 miles to go. The wind died last night and we motored for three hours until it picked up again at 0400 hours. We currently have around 10 knots of wind and are sailing at about 5.5 knots.



The two highlights of yesterday were breakfast - Annette baked "from scratch" tortillas which were combined with peach jelly (jam for UK readers) and for lunch she baked a saffron noodle cake. All you have to do is slow the boat down a knot or two and she has cook-books everywhere!

March 28, 2004



Position S 09 26.5 W 134 42.2 at 0715 hours

We went to engine around 1500 hours yesterday when the wind died away. This was not entirely unexpected, as one of the boats that was two days ahead of us, S/V "Chase the Wind," had reported near calm conditions and had switched to engine. S/V "Farne" was only half a day ahead of us and had indicated they would likely try to sail and just wait for the wind to pick up. We therefore anticipated passing them but we never did. At the scheduled radio check in, they admitted they had also switched to motor. The day was therefore hot with a long period roll. This is like looking out over the Salisbury plain or the Texas hill country - except that the rolling hills are moving up and down and taking you with them.



Today, we saw the second ship of the entire passage. It's appearance (I was actually looking for "Farne"), confirmed our suspicion that our radar was no longer working. I will try a master reset on the system after we get to anchor, since this procedure will also wipe out all of the stored navigation I am using.



The further we get from the rest of the world, the more difficult it is to communicate by radio. The radio signals have to "bounce" from the upper ionosphere and are thus dependant upon the bearing between the transmitter and receiver, the time of day as to whether the solar wind has "pushed in" the ionosphere and the frequency of the radio signals. We have been using higher and higher frequencies as we have moved further from land. I noticed that the use of 13 megahertz transmissions shuts down the B & G brand, sailing instruments. Fortunately, I have just had to cycle the power switch and they have come back on line each time. Maybe we have similarly affected the radar. It will be much less hassle if it will come back on line with a "system reset", rather than us having fried something. So for now, no radar. We must substitute "eyeballs" to look for lights at night.

March 30, 2004



Position S 10 27.9 W 138 40.0

We dropped anchor in Baie de Vierges, Fatu Hiva at 10.00 a.m. this morning - Tuesday, March 30th. after a passage of 19 days 6 hours from Isabella, Galapagos. We are tucked in this incredible bay between volcanic cliffs so communication by HF radio is impossible. We are down to 25 minutes left on the sat phone for e-mail, so unless Atlantic Radiotelephone gets off their ass, we will be out of communication for a week or so.



[image: img161.jpg]Landfall! Fatu Hiva off to port.



[image: img162.jpg]Entering Baie de Vierges
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[image: img164.jpg]Baie de Vierges  the landing dock and village off to the left



We are tired, so will e-mail later about the gendarme, the "Echange," the chicken legs, stream crossings etc.



.....received April 3rd...…



We are back on the e-mail air! We sailed into Baie de Vierges, Fatu Hiva at 10.00 a.m. March 30th after a passage of 19 days 6 hours from Isabella, Galapagos. Our emotions were extremely confused. The island rises out of the sea as sheer basalt cliffs that are liberally sprinkled with a Hollywood jungle. It just doesn't look real. The coconut palms are everywhere, along with bananas, papayas, lemons, mangoes, breadfruit, guavas etc. The clouds were brooding and hiding the peaks. We hadn't seen land in nearly twenty days so we were part excited and part exhausted. You never sleep properly on the last day.



[image: img165.jpg]rowing the dinghy ashore



We had heard from S/V "Chase the Wind" that the gendarme (policeman) here was not very polite or cooperative and had told them to leave the following morning - immediately! As, I mentioned beforee, this is not a legal landfall - it just happens to be a convenient landfall. We anchored the boat and went ashore. We were immediately approached by a lady who wanted to do "Echange," that is to barter for anything we had to trade. We told her we would like to trade but first we had to see the gendarme. She introduced us to a gentleman nearby who was lounging against the wall wearing a grubby tee-shirt. I launched into my prepared speech (in French of course) that my wife and I are Americans. We have just arrived from Galapagos by boat. We have a visa but this is the first island that we have landed at. If it is not forbidden, we would like to spend two or three days here. He said immediately, "Vous etes Anglais!" (You are English!). I hadn't said a word in English to this point. Anyway, he said we had to leave in the morning. I said to the effect, we have a small hydraulic problem with the engine - two or three hours to fix at most and we also burned out a navigation light. I had to climb the mast to replace it (I knew climb in French but not mast - with miming, he got it). Two to three hours to fix. 6 hours in total; was there any way he could give us an extra day? "Oh you have a problem with the motor? That is different. Thursday, Friday, whatever you need!



[image: img166.jpg]picking fresh fruit



[image: img167.jpg]Crossing the stream to visit the village



We visited the lady who met us at the dock and Annette traded a Wal-Mart backpack for some chicken and a stack of fruit. They picked the fruit right off the trees in front of us! At another household, we traded a waterproof bag left over from a kayaking trip, plus a shopping bag, for a really nice rosewood carving of a kava dish (local narcotic drink). The negotiation process was sort of fun. The "other party" consisted of about four adults and they switched to talking Polynesian instead of French, so we wouldn't follow their side of the deal. Annette had a worried look on her face and was feeling pressured in the deal, so I said something like "Shwayuh." This is Arabic meaning "go slowly." I could tell that Annette knew exactly what I meant but the "other" part all stopped jabbering away in Polynesian and stared at us. We sealed the deal and walked back through the village. There is a single road and two cars. The road doesn't seem to go anywhere, however. We did see one of the cars motoring slowly the following day. We headed back to DoodleBug and opened a bottle of champagne to drink with our "Echange" fruit and celebrate our arrival. The following morning, Brian of S/V "Farne" said that he came by the boat that afternoon to invite us to a celebration but although he shouted and knocked on the hull, he couldn't raise anyone. He must not have shouted loud enough.

March 31, 2004



Today we staggered out of bed and made our "repairs." This consisted of tightening a hydraulic hose that took two minutes and then climbing the mast to change out the bulb in the "steaming light." This was more exciting with the roll in the anchorage.



[image: img168.jpg]repairing the steaming light. Note the French courtesy flag.



We then gathered our "hiking gear" and set off for a walk to a 200 foot waterfall near the village. We had a cruddy hand written map that was graciously provided by S/V Farne and we thought that if we got lost, we would just go downhill. The hike started on a gravel road, which deteriorated to a track and this then deteriorated further to a sort of trail marked by ancient petroglyphs and cairns. The trail was steep and climbed up, between and over rocks, tree limbs etc. There was enough challenge to make it a real adventure and yet not too much that Annette, who was wearing a sun dress, couldn't manage. The waterfall tumbled down basalt cliffs into a jungle glade. We had brought a picnic of "Echange" fried chicken but there was no dry place on the island to sit, so we picnicked just standing watching the falls.

[image: img169.jpg]

Me pointing at bananas on the hoof



[image: img170.jpg]Ancient petroglyph beside the trail



[image: img171.jpg]Carefully crossing a local stream
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Annette makes her way along a jungle trail



[image: img173.jpg]Ed looking for Livingstone



[image: img174.jpg]Feral chicken helping itself to the drying copra

April 1, 2004



Position S 09 48.2 W 139 01.9

At 0710 hours we raised anchor and set sail for Hiva Oa, an island about 47 miles away and a "legal" landfall. There were rain squalls and the wind was up to 30 knots and such that we were close hauled all the way. This is supposed to be a "downhill" sail with the wind from behind! We dropped anchor at 1500 hours at S 09 48.2 W 139 01.9. in Atuona Bay. S/V Farne had followed us out of Fatu Hiva and we met at the dingy dock and walked to town together. We found the local gendarme (in uniform) closing his office, so he told us to come back tomorrow. We found a restaurant and asked if they were open. They said yes but it would take about 30 minutes to get the chef. I asked if they had beer. An affirmative response had us all in armchairs with Heineken and peanuts waiting for supper. I had steak something and Annette had duck in honey wine sauce with the freshest string beans she has ever tasted. The restaurateur drove us back to the dock after the meal.



[image: img175.jpg]Approaching Hiva Oa



[image: img176.jpg]DoodleBug at anchor at Hiva Oa



[image: img177.jpg]The Hiva Oa gendamerie (police station). I am carrying my backpack and documents in a water-proof bag. 

April 2, 2004



We rowed to the dock around 0800 hours and shortly after beginning to walk to town, a young French lady stopped and gave us a lift. We checked in with the gendarme and were delighted to find that since we had a visa from Panama, we did not need to post a cash bond of $1,700 that is normally required of US citizens. I remembered the conversation I had had with the French consular official in Panama. He asked me for proof of financial capability. I told him that he already had the papers showing ownership of a 2001 Amel. I told him the boat was built at La Rochelle in France and said, "Have you any idea how much they cost?" Apparently that did the trick. We then hit the bank and post office. The ONLY Internet connection on the island is at the post office. It was broken.

April 3, 2004



Position S 09 26.5 W 134 42.2



[image: img178.jpg]Burger, fries and beer. The legs of the food pyramid



[image: img179.jpg]Bananas seche  dried bananas  delicious!



[image: img180.jpg]Whipping the end of the Genoa sheet after I cut off the worn part. Note the use of Annettes Crème Brulee torch (black object) to seal the cut end.



[image: img181.jpg]DoodleBug at anchor. This was the first time that we used a second stern anchor to hold us inline with the tidal current



[image: img182.jpg]Local lad practicing with a racing outrigger canoe



We had walked from town to the port yesterday wearing flip-flops and Tevas respectively, so we both had blisters on our feet and weren't in a mood to repeat the process, particularly since it was raining bucket loads, so to speak. Saturday and Sunday were therefore "boat days." We serviced the engine and transmission, swapped the Genoa sheets end for end, to equalize the wear, drank beer, watched movies etc.

April 5, 2004



Supposedly the town was open again today so we hitch-hiked into town to the post office. We mailed our request for a visa extension and confirmed that the Internet connection was still broken. (We later found out that it has been broken for over 3 months). We hiked up to the High school / Junior college and asked to use their Internet connection. The financial director chewed us out (entirely in French) but finally let us into the library to use their computers. She charged us $10 per hour. My earthlink account had hundreds of e-mails - usual stuff, penile enlargement and Viagra ads, plus warnings from Earthlink that my mailbox is "full." I spent some period of time deleting files but the connection was very slow.



[image: img183.jpg]Monument to Jaques Brel



[image: img184.jpg]Jaques view from the cemetery



[image: img185.jpg]Dead pedophile



[image: img186.jpg]Hitchhiker with groceries plus two cases of beer



We made the pilgrimage to the local cemetery to visit the grave of Paul Gauguin (painter) and Jaques Brel (singer / poet). Jacques Brel is obviously not as important as Gauguin because although he sang and poeted in French, he was actually a Belgian. The local hardware store sharpened Annette's machete for her (coconuts beware!) and we visited the Gauguin museum. Since we are from Santa Fe, this makes us expert art critics, so we pretty much trashed Gauguin and moved on. We purchased two cases of beer and pretended to be serious about carrying it the two miles or so, back to the port in the pouring rain. After some minutes we caught a ride with the egg delivery guy. I ran into him later at the Mobil station at the port. They have a convenience store attached to the gas station, selling... well, eggs of course, plus sundry food items but NO BEER! What do boats run on? Diesel and beer - come on!!!!

April 6, 2004



Position S 09 54.5 W 139 06.3

At 1130 hours we raised anchor and set out for another anchorage on Hiva Oa. As we passed the island of Tahuata, we received a radio call from a boat called "Kahala." The last time we had connected with them had been Panama. They recognized our boat in the distance, since it is a ketch (two masts) and called to say "Hello." We were intending to travel to the Tahuata the following day and since it was raining again, we decided to change direction and visit friends. We dropped anchor in Hanamoenoa bay on Tahuata at 1430 hours at S 09 54.5 W 139 06.3'. The bay is uninhabited, white sand beach fringed with coconut palms. The water is crystal and diving is supposed to be good here. Our Australian friend on Kahala assures us that although the sharks here are bigger than the Australian sharks, they avoid light areas - so just stay over the white sand areas and you will be fine. Oh...



[image: img187.jpg]Kahala anchored in Hanamoenoa Bay

April 7, 2004



We woke this morning in a beautiful bay that we were sharing with one other boat - Kahala. The white sand beach was completely deserted. Right after breakfast, Attila started barking and a small skiff came around the headland, anchored near the shore and discharged a single young man, who then headed resolutely for the beach. We got out our dinghy and paddled ashore, landing through the surf onto the sand beach. The young man came out of the undergrowth and helped us haul the dinghy clear of the waves.



[image: img188.jpg]Ed and Mo Iz (Maurice?)



[image: img189.jpg]Doodlebug and Kahala at anchor



[image: img190.jpg]catch and release  too pretty to eat



His name sounds like "Mo Iz" and he is from Fatu Hiva but is staying with a family in the village a couple of miles away around the island. His job is to clear the brush near the beach around the coconut palms. He was completely covered in clothing, with just his face showing and it was obvious why, within a couple of minutes. The beach was swarming with biting insects called no - no's ("les betes" in French). The village collects the coconuts from the plantation behind the beach to make copra (dried coconut). He asked us if we wanted lemons and began picking them off the tree for us. He also used a long pole to knock down two coconuts that he gave us. I asked him if the reason the beach was uninhabited was because of "let betes," to which he concurred. He said the next bay was infested but not the village or the rest of the island. We were covered liberally in insect repellant including "jungle" nets over our hats and faces, so we walked the beach. It is our opinion that Pandora really messed up. After a while, we hadn't located buried treasure or anything, so we headed back to "DoodleBug," where I tried to read and Annette tried to fish. The fish were ripping lumps off Annette's lures but she couldn't catch anything. DoodleBug was anchored in 30 feet of water, so I modified her cast net for "deep operations" - with the addition of about another 20 feet of line. Within a few minutes the whole island knew she had caught a fish. It was so pretty though and it made little "kissing" noises at us, that we had to put it back. We entertained Kahala and dinner was peanut risotto and steak with Dijon mustard sauce with an Australian Penfolds Merlot.

April 8, 2004



Annette really got fired up this morning with hand fishing lines. Within half an hour she had caught three fish, one of which was over two feet long. We yelled at Kahala for fish identification and Rob came over to inspect our catch. He was amazed to see what she had caught and was amused to find out that Annette was using pieces of left over steak as bait. Fishing on DoodleBug is a challenge, since Attila was trying to steal the fish as we were trying to land them and of course was becoming entangled in the fishing line. "Mo Iz" came by in his skiff and told us that the small red fish Annette had caught were good to eat (they were lunch) but that we should not eat the large grouper looking thing (probably because of the risk of ciguatera poisoning).



[image: img191.jpg]Annette dresses up to sit next to Rob aboard Kahala



After lunch we saw several huge Manta rays swimming around the boat. They must have been several yards across. We went snorkeling along the rocky part of the shore later that afternoon but although the Mantas would have been really neat to see up close, I am just as glad we did not encounter large marine fauna while we were mixing it up with them, so to speak.



Last night we had debated the identification of a bright celestial object in the Western sky. It had been suggested it was the new space station with the solar panels extended. Tonight we settled the argument by dragging out the sextant and the almanac and locating Venus within 2 degrees of the computed position. We might have done better but the stars are visible after "happy hour." Tonight's supper is banana pancakes with tequila lime syrup, bacon, and eggs. I have no idea how she is going to use the leftovers for bait. We leave early tomorrow morning for Ua Pou.

April 9, 2004



Position S 09 21.5 West 140 02.9

At 0410 hours, we raised anchor and set sail from Tahuata to Ua Pou, some 65 miles away. It was dark when we began but we hoped we could arrive at the anchorage at Baie D'Hakahau in daylight. For the first hour or so, the winds were light and variable and the Genoa needed to be poled out to stop it from thrashing and possibly becoming damaged. We were sleepy and didn't fancy messing around with the pole system in the dark, so we decided to motor-sail until dawn. At dawn, the winds picked up nicely to the 12 to 14 knot range and shifted to a beam reach, so we just turned the motor off and sailed!



[image: img192.jpg]Approaching Ua Pou



[image: img193.jpg]Ua Pou  one of the most photogenic islands in the Pacific



[image: img194.jpg]



We arrived off Ua Pou in the early afternoon. All of the islands are volcanic but Ua Pou has these magnificent spires of volcanic plugs, reaching up from the greenery and burying their heads in the clouds. We anchored in the small enclosed bay at 1530 hours at S 09 21.5 W 140 02.9 a hundred yards or so off the beach with bow and stern anchors to hold us pointing into the swell.



We launched our dinghy and headed into town. The gendarme was very pleasant and gave us all sorts of directions to restaurants, stores, and internet. The sole internet access to the island had closed 30 minutes earlier and since it was Good Friday, would not open again until the Tuesday after Easter. We found a small bar / restaurant that we convinced to serve us both beer and supper. The owner of the restaurant is one of the local politicians. We had an interesting discussion regarding Marquisian politics. When he mentioned "Independence," he about passed out when I asked if this meant independence from France. "Oh no, independence from Tahiti." Many of their goods are supplied by France and he explained that the ships leave Marseille, France, pass through the Panama canal, and then pass through the Marquises on their way to Tahiti. The goods are then transshipped back to Marquises from Tahiti but the freight cost from Tahiti to the Marquises is the almost the same dollar amount as from Marseille to Tahiti thereby doubling the freight cost from France. He complained about the price of a beer in The Marquises versus say Hawaii but was uncomprehending when I asked why they don't get a micro-brewery here. I mentioned the one we had visited in Grand Cayman which was operated by a single employee.

April 10, 2004



We went back into town for a little grocery shopping and then visited the local church. They tossed us out of there, as they were decorating the inside and outside of the church for Easter services but we confirmed the time of the Sunday service. We found an automotive looking store that was open, where we were unable to rent a car but we negotiated an automobile tour of the Island for Monday by the owner's nephew.

[image: img195.jpg]

Marquesan church



[image: img196.jpg]The altar decorated for Easter
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The flowers are made from palm fronds and woven pandanus

[image: img198.jpg]

This decoration mixes flowers, moss and coconut shells



[image: img199.jpg]



In the evening we entertained Rob of S/V "Carmelita." Rob's dinghy is named "Good Times" but "Good Times" seems to be slowly sinking and insisted upon beating itself against the Amel like it wanted to come aboard.



April 11, 2004



We cleaned ourselves up like Christians and rowed our dinghy back to the beach. We were only slightly late for the Easter service but the ushers grabbed us and stuffed us into a pew. We had heard wonderful things about the Marquisian singing and what we have heard was truly understated. The voices soared and harmonized - not the Anglo version of pretending you know the words or can carry a tune in a bucket - the congregation really sang. Most of the service was in the Marquisian language with just the reading of the scriptures in French, so we really didn't know what we were being exhorted to do (or not do) but were definitely being exhorted. The pulpit was an elaborate wooden carving of the bow of a ship upon the waves, with the various creatures of the earth below it. The women's dresses ran towards large flower prints or geometric patterns and many of the women wore flower leis around their heads or just a single exotic flower. The men were wearing flowered shirts or Tee shirts. The whole church had been decorated with flowers and palm fronds braided around the uprights and intertwined with more flowers.



After the service we tracked down Monday's driver to confirm our departure time. He was running an errand, so we sat and watched his buddies barbeque a whole pig and bought them some beer. It was then explained to me that they do drink beer when they are barbequing but not at the beginning of the operation. Since the procedure takes about 4 hours, they said it is not uncommon to get totally wasted on the beer and the pig is reduced to charcoal. Same in the USA.

April 12, 2004



0600 hrs. At yesterday's pig roast, we had confirmed our scheduled island tour with our driver several times. "Can you be ready at 6:00 a.m.?", he had asked. 0600 hours therefore found us standing around in the dark at a deserted restaurant, where he had asked us to meet. After 40 minutes we gave up and were walking away, when a few houses away, Annette spotted a lady gardening. We asked her if she knew our driver. She did and indicated where he lived. We went over to his house and "roused the household." A man came to the balcony of his home, wearing his skivvies and admitted that our tour guide lived there. The man was his father and also turned out to be the local "pol" we had met the night we arrived. "Please wait," he said. About ten minutes later, he boiled out of there in a Land Rover 4 x 4. His son hadn't returned from last night's party and he was going to get him. Poor start.



We finally left and headed out of the bay where we had anchored, up a steep dirt road in the pouring rain. The road deteriorated into a trail not much wider than the Land Rover. There were rivulets that had cut across the road, streams that we had to cross which were boiling with rain water and small landslides, and boulders on the road that had washed off the precipitous hillside in the rain. Exciting! The Land Rover ground it's way upwards in 4 wheel drive, low ratio, bouncing and sliding. We bounced and slid around inside. After about an hour, we descended almost vertically into a small village on the east coast. By now it was lunch-time, so we picnicked on a lunch of left-over pig from yesterday's barbeque (Annette had been lusting over that pig for nearly 24 hours), breadfruit, and poisson cru. There was a small festival going on in the village celebrating "First Communion" of several children from that village and the adjacent village. It was very much a community affair with singing, speeches (of which we understood not a single word of Marquesian), and a huge feast laid on. We were invited to join the feast but since we had just finished our lunch, had to decline.



[image: img200.jpg]First Communion



[image: img201.jpg]canoes drawn up on the beach



[image: img202.jpg]scattered buildings on the hillsides



The village fishermen still used dug-out "out-rigger" canoes and the village also had on display a couple of large smooth boulders with various grooves and hollows in them. These were used for grinding baked breadfruit or bending wood according to which groove you chose.



We left the village and next visited a beach with "paepaes," which are stone platforms used as the foundations of ancient homes. How anyone could get canoes on and off that beach through the surf is a mystery to me. While mosquitoes feasted on us, we wandered up and down the beach looking for "flower stones." This is a particular type of brown rock with embedded yellow crystals in the shape of flowers. We didn't find any but on the return journey, our guide stopped at a home and asked permission of the owner to view his collection of "flower stones," which we then did.



[image: img203.jpg]Stone paepaes
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Annette searches for flower stones



Next we visited the "Valley of the Kings" where human cannibal sacrifices were made. The site had huge multi-level "paepaes" where the king lived and held court. The site was rambling and in poor condition, as to being heavily overgrown with jungle and was also swarming with a dense cloud of mosquitoes. The owner of the property walked around shirtless and seemed unaffected by the little beasts. The ruins had some Tikis (Ancient stone carvings) in poor condition, as the other Tikis had been stolen in recent years by souvenir hunters. We escaped from this site with considerably less blood than when we arrived and headed to another beach. Here, the Land Rover was forded across a river and we viewed ancient dry stone walls enclosing an area bounded by the ocean and partitioning the steep sided valley. These walls were built to contain livestock and were dry stacked of rounded basalt boulders. About this time our beer chromosomes were screaming, so we told our guide we needed basic sustenance and headed back to town.

[image: img205.jpg]

Impervious to mosquitoes in the Valley of the Kings



[image: img206.jpg]Ancient ruins in the Valley of the Kings

April 13, 2004



We had waited since Friday for the sole Internet connection to open. It was now Tuesday. I logged onto the computer but after 20 minutes gave up. It was excruciatingly slow and just hung on certain sites. The pictures were downloading at 2 bytes per minute and 10 dollars per hour. We had to go to the post office to send a single page fax to the USA. This cost $15 to send and took nearly three days to arrive. The 22nd century has yet to completely arrive in the Marquises Islands.



We spent the rest of the day provisioning the boat. Annette fooled around with food and fruit and I bought 3 cases of beer at $2.50 per 11 ounce can. What is interesting is that you cannot normally buy fruit in the islands. Everyone has fruit growing in their garden, so the shops do not bother to sell it. Annette however negotiated with the store owner for a supply of various fruits to be delivered in the morning.



S/V Farne had unexpectedly appeared in the anchorage, so we all went out to a restaurant for "local food." The four of us shared "poisson cru" (raw fish prepared in a similar fashion to ceviche but with coconut milk) eaten with fresh bananas, goat curry, octopus, and a dish of red bananas and breadfruit. The octopus was surprisingly good and I overcame my gag reflex to have seconds.

April 14, 2004



Position S 08 54.9 W 140 06.0

We dropped anchor this afternoon at Nuka Hiva. Will write more later. This is the last island before we leave for the Tuamotus.



[image: img207.jpg]passing a catamaran



[image: img208.jpg]Attila watching Nuku Hiva approaching



1200 hours we raised anchor and set sail for Nuku Hiva, a run of 30 miles or so. We had a terrible time recovering the stern anchor in Ua Pou and were sweating blood when we finally got it aboard. Anchor, chain, rode, dinghy and dog were finally tumbled into a messy pile on the rear deck and we sailed across the water to Nuku Hiva and anchored in Baie de Tahiohae at 1630 hours. This is a large bay and had forty plus sail boats scattered around in it. We anchored next to a British ketch, so we dinghied over to say "hello." Doug was the owner and had a single crew member, Patrick who is from Maine. Patrick had "jumped ship" 30 days earlier from a Dutch boat, that he had originally joined in Panama. This vessel had then bypassed the Galapagos and taken 49 days to reach the Marquesas. We thought our 19 day run was a bit too long.

April 15, 2004



Position S 08 54.9 W 140 06.0

We grocery shopped, filled up on diesel at US$4.50 per gallon versus the US$1.10 of the Galapagos, and had a terrific lunch. Annette had a fish in a vanilla cream sauce and I had veal "Normandie" with les pommes frites (well....French fries). A fellow yachtsman - Dave with "Scaramouche" - later stopped by to say "hello." Dave had met us in Grand Cayman and again in the Galapagos. We must not be too hard to forget, particularly since Dave had had to fish Annette out of the marina in Cayman after she jumped in to rescue one of Attilla's dog toys that had been dropped overboard.

April 16, 2004



Position S 08 54.9 W 140 06.0

We took a day tour of the island by "Jocelyne" in her Land Rover. We were joined by a couple from Paris who had flown down for their two week vacation. We visited one of the most significant archeological sites on the North side of the island. The site had been extensively restored and sported several "Tikis" that looked centuries old but were in fact made about a decade ago. There was an immense (sacred of course) Banyan tree at the sacrificial altar site, plus pits nearby to hold the human sacrifices. I am usually skeptical about such claims but the archeological team who restored the site a decade or so ago, found the tree and victim pits, still full of human bones and slave butchering tools.



[image: img209.jpg]The Nuku Hiva anchorage is center right
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[image: img211.jpg]An ancient Banyan tree
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We also visited two local Catholic churches. I was impressed at the way the Catholic church had used a large stone artifact from one of the ancient sites as a baptism font. The sacristy in this church was also ringed in red stone, used by the ancient (cannibal) Polynesians for their sacred places. There was a Madonna and child carved from a single piece of Rosewood. I was pleased to see that artist had abandoned tradition by having the child holding a breadfruit and that the Madonna had her foot on the head of the serpent representing Satan. Since there are no snakes in the Marquises, the artist really didn't know what a snake looked like, so the snake had a full set of teeth like a dog.

[image: img214.jpg]

Rosewood Madonna



[image: img215.jpg]Chapel behind the church. The red stones were looted from the ancient sites



We drove around the Bay where the young Herman Melville jumped ship from a whaling vessel and also the valley where he had hidden for three weeks. This was also the valley used for the television series "Survivor" (I have never seen it). It didn't seem too tough surviving on an island covered in all sorts of fruit and coconut trees and with feral pigs and chickens everywhere, plus abundant fresh water.

April 17, 2004



Position S 08 56.7 W 140 09.8

Annette had heard there was an open-air "market" on one of the wharfs around 0400 hours, so we climbed into our dinghy and set off to find it. In hindsight, it would have been better to take a couple of decent flashlights with us, to avoid running into darkened shapes such as anchored boats. We didn't hit any but this was solely due to judicious use of "the force." We got to the wharf but there was not a spark of light and we were about to turn away, when Annette spotted some dark shapes moving on the wharf. We found the market but it seemed to be conducted in total darkness. You find out what you bought, when you get home and similarly, the sellers find out what you paid them. Annette bought a bag containing 10 lobsters for $30. She was horrified to realize they were all still alive and when she asked the vendor how to prepare them, he just laughed.



We raised anchor at around 1500 hours and motor-sailed 5 miles or so into a pretty bay called "Daniel's Bay." We were the only boat in the Bay at S 08 56.7 W 140 09.8. That evening's supper was......fresh lobster! This was in a creamed Chardonnay sauce with ginger rice with smoked dried bananas. No hard-tack here!



[image: img216.jpg]DoodleBug at anchor in Daniels Bay


Marquesas Islands to Tuamotus

April 18, 2004 



Position S 10 19.3 W 141 41.4

We raised anchor and set sail for the Tuamotus at 1145 hours. This was a leisurely start and we took the time to clean the worst of the scum out of the dinghy and off the dog. One then got folded up and stored in the stern locker and the other smells a whole lot better. The winds were light but we have been managing around 5 - 6 knots over the ground on a beam reach. During the night we had a line of squalls around 0130 hours and a freighter passed about 4 miles away at 0400 hours. A beautiful sunrise followed by a banana breakfast found us at S 10 19.3 W 141 41.4 at 0830 hours. When you get a huge bunch of bananas and tie them up in the cockpit they look really cool. Then you realize how fast bananas ripen and that they do it all together. We have been on a banana diet for the past couple of days. Even Attila helps to get rid of them. It's not often you see a standard poodle hanging by it's tail in the rigging.



[image: img217.jpg]Leaving Daniels Bay

April 19, 2004 



We are about 1/3 rd of the way to Tuamotus. Blue skies, sunshine etc. Annette wants lemon cake with icing but doesn't want to have to bake it herself........ Poor Baby.



[image: img218.jpg]The smiley face pirate scowls at the photographer. Nuku Hiva on the horizon and fading into the distance. 

April 20, 2004



Position S 11 53.9 W 143 28.9 at 0800 hours

We are currently about 229 miles from "Ahe" in the Tuamotus. This is an atoll. We will have to wait for low slack water in order to enter the atoll because of the strong currents that typically exist in it's "pass." The pass is around 85 feet wide at it's narrowest and is literally a gap in the coral ring of the atoll. Once inside the atoll, we will carefully thread our way around coral heads to an anchorage at the village. We expect this to be Thursday afternoon so we may have to hang around for several hours for the "right" sea conditions.

[image: img219.jpg]Annette on the shrouds, looking for reefs.

April 20, 2004 continued…



Position S 13 51.0 W 145 42.5 at 1720 hours

Yesterday the wind died in the evening so we began to motor. We kept hoping for the wind to pick up during the night but it never did. This morning we had about 6 knots of wind from behind so we rigged out our "light wind" sails. That is, we poled the Genoa out to port and poled out our Ballooner (Spinnaker) to starboard. The combination provided 1500 square feet of sail area and 2.5 knots of sailing speed - about 3 knots slower than we economically motor. We have begun to compute our arrival time off the entry pass of the atoll "Ahe" in the Tuamotus. If I understand my atoll geology correctly, the "pass" or gap in the ring of coral that makes up an atoll, is formed and kept open by a fresh water stream within the salt, that kills off the coral. The seas that break over the coral (Ahe is 13 miles long by 5 miles wide) provide an influx of sea-water. The only outflow is the single "pass" that narrows to 85 feet. The combination of this outflow plus the effect of tides means that the current in the pass is extremely strong and will produce standing waves and "overfalls" in certain conditions.



We are trying to time our arrival with low tide which will be around noon tomorrow in local time. If we kept motoring we would arrive tonight (Wednesday) around 8:00 p.m. and have to bob around all night trying to avoid hitting any of the several reefs in the area. Thus we are currently sailing along at less than 2 knots of speed and about 50 miles away. We fired up the A/C and spent the afternoon watching a movie -The Right Stuff- with popcorn and assorted beverages. Just like Captain Cook.



April 21, 2004



Position S 14 20.2 W 146 16.1 at 0830 hours

We are "hanging" around sailing at 2 knots towards the Ahe atoll pass which is less than 10 miles away. We can see the atoll as a low line of coconut trees along the horizon. Slack low tide is about 4 hours from now and we will attempt our "first" atoll pass entry. This has been carefully planned to be just after noon, with the sun behind and overhead with an entry towards the east providing optimum visibility of the sea bottom. I have made some rope steps, so that Annette can climb up the rigging 10 feet or so. By having her stand above the deck, she should be able to spot the deep break in the bar that blocks the east end of the pass and is 85 feet wide. The catch is it is cloudy right now and she would be able to see squat. So much for planning!



April 22, 2004 



Position S 14 32.2 W 146 21.4 at 1430 hours

We dropped anchor at Tenukupara Village on Ahe, Tuamotus. The passage through the pass was high adrenalin and not helped particularly by one of the landmarks to confirm your position being, "wreck of yacht." We arrived at the unbelievably beautiful and pristine anchorage. Went ashore and explored the village - this took about 20 minutes as there are only 200 residents of the atoll. We bought two beers from the sole store and asked about a restaurant. The store keeper told us, "The Catholic Church has food on Saturday." Maybe it was a mistake to have gone ashore unshaven and then to have drunk the beer from a brown paper sack.



[image: img220.jpg] Well of course we have a swimming pool



[image: img221.jpg] Drink it or swim in it?

April 23, 2004 



Position S 14 32.2 W 146 21.4 at 1430 hours

Last night was the first night in months that we spent on a surface that wasn't in continuous motion. The anchorage here is an atoll within an atoll and is very calm. It is about 30 foot deep but has many coral heads that come to within a few feet of the surface - bad for fiberglass hulls!



[image: img222.jpg] Pearl farm operations just off the anchorage



We started the day by snorkeling in the anchorage and inspecting the underside of the boat. The water is amazingly clear for being so close to human habitation. We saw some fisherman standing in shallow water working on something, so we swam over to say "hi." They were cleaning fish and gave us a couple. We in turn gave them packs of duty free Marlborough cigarettes we had bought in Panama as "trade goods." I think we paid $5.50 per carton in Panama and they sell for $10 per pack here. We chatted to them and in response to our questions about pearls, they began yelling at some other men working nearby. These turned out to be pearl farmers. They said their operation was closed down for the week-end but invited us back early on Monday. While we were talking to them, three large dogs were playing nearby - we are all standing in about a foot of water BTW. Two of the dogs were chasing each other but the third was standing on one spot, it's tail was wagging, it was staring into the water and making a sort of warbling sound. "What is the matter with it?", Annette asked. "Oh, him - he's just fishing." And he was.



[image: img223.jpg]Annette cooks the fish head and left over bananas for Attila. She inhaled it. Yummy!



Naturally we had fresh fish for lunch and in the afternoon went exploring and beachcombing with our dinghy. The "land" that forms the atoll is only a couple of hundred yards across and usually covered in coconut trees. We wandered around in and amongst the trees and had picked up a green (newly fallen) coconut, when a man with a sack over his shoulder, began to call us through the trees. He invited us to use his "big cutter" over by the beach. When we went over to where he indicated, a second man was using a sharpened stake driven diagonally into the ground to husk the nuts. They had several dozen already husked and they opened two and gave them to us. We asked what they intended to do with them. They said that they had collected them for the refreshments at the village movie "St. Joseph" to be shown on Saturday. Our two coconuts had a fresh, slightly fermented taste. Probably a healthier drink than coco-cola.



[image: img224.jpg]Husking coconuts for movie-night



[image: img225.jpg]Land crab trying to hide.

April 24, 2004



[image: img226.jpg]Ahe lagoon



[image: img227.jpg]View of distant motus (islets on the atoll reef) at sunset



Annette says, of all the places we have been, "Ahe" seems most like her vision of a South Sea island. (I then invariably point out that this is an atoll, not an "island"). We have been the only vessel in the anchorage since we arrived. The water is clear and unpolluted, the beaches are white coral sand with coconut palms and the natives are friendly. We had a visit from a "native" yesterday who turned out to be a pearl farmer. We invited him on board for a beer and chatted about the "hows" and "wherefores" of pearling. He is originally from California and has married a local girl. He invited us to visit his operation on Monday when his wife and he will be "harvesting" a batch of pearl bearing oysters.



[image: img228.jpg]tropical lagoon beach



In the morning I donned scuba gear and replaced the anodes under the boat. These are discs of sacrificial metal that are used to prevent corrosion by electrolysis of the metal parts of the boat that come in contact with sea water. I then inspected the anchor on the sea bed. The chain rode had managed to wrap itself in interesting little patterns around the coral heads on the sea bed. I had read that this anchorage is famous for eating anchor systems.



[image: img229.jpg]Scuba maintenance



The afternoon saw us snorkeling from the boat. The anchorage is an atoll within an atoll, so we just had to fin about 40 yards or so, to the reef that surrounds us and then spent the afternoon exploring the undersea world - all within close view of our floating home. Annette has been fascinated with the sea cucumbers and found a greenish gray one, the size of a medium sized water-melon. They are thick on the sea bed here. The locals don't eat them but the Japanese supposedly do. Annette asked daughter Marian if she could find a recipe for her. I have threatened Marian with slow death if she does.



[image: img230.jpg]creature under the rock

April 25, 2004



Sunday was a slow day for us. It began to rain and was soon blowing 30 knots through the anchorage. A good day to just hang, read books etc. Another boat arrived in the anchorage flying a New Zealand flag. This was the "New Millennium Spirit" and the owner, John rowed over to say "Hi" and brought his two boys Sam (7) and Jimmy (5) to play with Attila. The adults drank beer and chatted, while John's wife, Claire and crew member Anna went swimming. Later the ladies swam over and we all visited. A third boat "Ocean Song" flying a British flag with two couples aboard arrived later that afternoon.

April 26, 2004 



It was still blowing hard and after an initial attempt to visit the pearl farmer by dinghy, we decided the waves were a bit much for our little boat and we turned back, wet and pearlless. We could hear our anchor chain grinding over the coral and I was concerned that DoodleBug might break free and drag anchor, so we set out a 2nd anchor from the dinghy.



Jim and Sammy asked if they might come over to watch some DVD's to which we agreed. They watched "Pirates of the Caribbean" followed by "Secret of Nimh." For lunch they ate Spaghetti-Oh's plus bread and butter with Marmite (their request). They were as good as gold and Annette beamed at them fondly and dreamed of future grandchildren.



[image: img231.jpg]practicing for future grandchildren. The lads are eating their Spaghetti-Os



We had invited the crews of "New Millennium Spirit" and "Ocean Song" for a pot-luck supper on board "DoodleBug" for the evening, so everyone convened just after dark. We had a record number of 9 adults and 2 children sitting around our dining table. Crowded but a fun evening.

April 27, 2004



"Ocean Song" left for Rangiroa today. We braved the waves in our dinghy to track down the pearl farmer. Amazingly we found him and enjoyed watching him and his wife opening oysters to extract the pearls. Annette got to open an oyster, extract the pearl and play with all the slimy stuff.



[image: img232.jpg]Extracting a pearl from the oyster.



[image: img233.jpg]Discarded oyster shells on the sea-bed



[image: img234.jpg]Annette tries her hand at extracting a pearl

April 28, 2004 



Some more friends of "New Millennium Spirit" came into the anchorage. They had a rough passage from the Marquises with winds gusting to 50 knots, "green" water coming into their center cockpit and most of their crew sea-sick. They then added to their misery by bouncing off a coral head just as they turned into the anchorage.



We are getting DoodleBug ready for a Thursday afternoon departure for Rangiroa. The weather forecast is not ideal and we may slide a little on leaving.



We are still on Ahe. We have been resting and visiting with other cruisers - I'll write up some log entries later. We will probably sail to Rangiroa atoll tomorrow afternoon. It will be an over-nighter and we should arrive Friday morning for another "pass" entry.

April 29, 2004 



This morning we took a dinghy ride back to visit our friendly pearl farmer. The wind was still blowing fairly hard and there was a short steep sea so it was a wet ride. The pearl farmer and his wife were still cleaning and polishing their most recent pearl crop. The pearls are polished in a tumbler - rather like a rock tumbler for polishing semi-precious stones - except that the polishing medium used is cornmeal. Annette helped sort the pearls while I drank beer and chatted with the farmer, since I knew from long experience that the selection process for purchase was going to be long, meticulous, and exciting from one point of view and decidedly tedious from another. The pearl farmer's house was interesting as it was situated just a matter of feet from the lagoon. The power they had was from solar panels and they seemed to have plenty of electrical appliances. The home was neat and tidy. The only really unusual thing was a live chicken standing in the middle of their bed. It defied capture but when we finally left, followed us dutifully outside.



By the time we had finished our pearl purchasing expedition, it was early afternoon and we had missed the slack water time to exit the reef pass, so we now plan on leaving tomorrow. We plan on a late afternoon departure from Ahe since it is around 80 miles to Rangiroa and if we make an overnight run, we should arrive off Rangiroa's reef pass at dawn.

April 30, 2004 



We spent the morning getting ready for our departure. The wind was still blowing hard and we expected a "rough" passage through the reef pass, so we tried to do a super good job of stashing all the loose stuff. I put on a scuba tank and dived on the two anchors we had deployed in about 35 feet of water. Both anchor rodes were tangled around and jammed under deep coral outcrops and it took a while to work it all loose. I then added a "tripping line" to the second anchor that we had deployed when the weather got bad last week. This is simply a light line attached to the crown of the anchor with a buoy at the other end. To release the anchor you "simply" pull up on the line to break the anchor free. After close to an hour of blood, sweat and tears, we had successfully recovered this anchor and stowed it. I had calculated "slack high water" at the reef pass for around 1510 hours. Because I was still concerned about recovering the main anchor, we began our departure just after noon. Sure enough, it jammed solid and wouldn't budge. Back on with the scuba gear and back into the water. The chain had become jammed again under the coral and had to be worked free. Back on board, try again. Jammed again but it felt like a different place. We bounced around the anchorage for 30 minutes or so, when suddenly the chain went slack and we were able to hoist the anchor and get out of there. We raced across the atoll for nearly an hour and shot through the reef pass. It was exciting and also very high adrenalin with hissing, boiling tide races in an 80 foot wide gap. I commented to Annette as we emerged in the open ocean, "What are we going to do when we retire?



The sail to Rangiroa was uncomfortable as it was a dead run (wind blows from directly astern) with a large short steep swell cutting across the stern at an angle. This produces a strong corkscrew motion and makes you spill your chilled Chardonnay.

May 1, 2004



Position S 14 58.01 W 147 38.2



[image: img235.jpg]entering the Rangiroa reef pass



We "heaved to" about 8 miles from the Rangiroa reef pass to wait for dawn and then lined up for our run. The large swell was heading directly at the pass, so we expected another exciting run and were not disappointed. The reef pass here is wider than Ahe but Rangiroa is the second largest atoll in the world, so the volume of water that pours through the pass now made Ahe look sort of trivial. There were huge breakers on the right side of the pass, so we hugged left of centerline. As we got into the narrows, the waves were massive, boiling and appeared "stationary." We had the engine on full throttle plus the mainsail and mizzen sail both drawing full. According to the GPS we were making 2 knots over the ground, indicating a contrary current of 6 knots. We shot up one side of the waves and surfed down the other side. Very exciting, especially if you then glanced sideways at the shore and realized it was barely moving relative to you. Eventually the GPS admitted that we were in fact making slow progress and we finally shot into the atoll lagoon and are currently anchored behind a fancy hotel that has the rooms built on stilts over the water. Now we need to go ashore and check out the sights. Rumor has it that there is an ice cream store here......



[image: img236.jpg]Rangiroa anchorage off the luxury hotel



later that day...



We anchored off the beach in the lagoon, drank a beer, had lunch, drank another beer, then went to bed. Sometime in mid-afternoon we emerged in to a state of semi-lucidity and examined the shore. Rangiroa is 40 miles by 17 miles at it's widest, with a circumference of around 100 miles. The lagoon is crystal clear and the aerial photographs we have seen, show it as an impossible blue. We cleaned ourselves up to look more like tourists and less like boat people and then dinghied ashore. There were several small gift shops, dive shops, and an ice-cream booth near the hotel. The gift shops were selling tee-shirts, swim suits, and pearls etc. We checked out the pearls of course and noted that the prices are more than 10 times higher than the pearl farm at Ahe. The ice-cream store was out of rum-raisin and I had to settle for pistachio.



We wandered around the hotel and it looked fabulous. Several of the rooms are built out on stilts over the water. The bar was similarly built out over the lagoon and had a glass floor under the tables. In the evening, they lit up the sea bed and the light attracted hundreds of brightly colored reef fish. We grabbed a hotel brochure for future reference but you can look it up at www.hotelkiaora.com. The diving here is wonderful because of the great visibility and there are several dive operators. We will probably go with the commercial operators in a day or so. Monday we will head for the village that has a bank, post office, and a gas station. Annette cleaned us out of French money, buying pearls and we need to "echange" some more cash. The stores do take credit cards here but not US dollars. Barbarians!

May 3, 2004



We left DoodleBug at anchor and rode with "New Millennium Spirit" about 8 miles over to the next village, where there was an alleged bank, gas station etc. While everyone shot over to the bank, I filled up our gas can and New Millennium's with fuel for our dinghy outboards. I then went over to the bank and both crews were sitting on benches in front of the bank. They only allow one customer at a time in the bank building. After a while, New Millennium's crew went into the bank and emerged shortly, looking disgruntled. The bank employee would not allow them to use their Visa card to withdraw cash without showing a picture ID. Our turn was next and we went into the bank to cash travelers checks with our passports in hand. We wanted $1,000 for us and $400 to loan New Millennium. The bank employee examined our traveler's checks individually and very carefully. He counted them three times. He carefully checked Annette's passport and recorded all of the details. He made up an invoice and had her sign it. Took out a rubber stamp and carefully stamped each copy of the multi-copy form. He then announced he didn't have enough cash to cash $1,400 dollars. We then had to repeat the process for a $1,000 transaction.



Outside the bank we met another boat with their gas cans in hand. I kidded them that the gas station had already closed right after I refueled. We met them later that day and they told me that what I had said in jest, was actually true. The gas station had closed at 1130 hours and they had to wait there until 1400 hours for it to reopen.



Later, we swam from the boat in crystal water. You could clearly see the anchor and chain on the bottom, 35 feet below. We also took Attila swimming around the boat but even though she had her life jacket on, she did not seem to enjoy the experience and retired on board to sulk. We continued to snorkel and swam over to visit friends on the beach. By now the sun was setting and when one of our "so called friends," mentioned that they had just seen a shark in the lagoon and dusk was shark feeding time, it took little persuasion for us to ride back to DoodleBug in their dinghy.

May 4, 2004



[image: img237.jpg]Pearl farm operations at Rangiroa



[image: img238.jpg]An opened oyster shell



[image: img239.jpg]

These wooden wedges hold the oyster open so that either a pearl is extracted or seeded with a so called seed pearl.



[image: img240.jpg]

Placing the initial seed is a skilled operation



We have enjoyed using the hotel facilities such as restaurant and bar etc. Today we took a "free" hotel tour of a nearby pearl farm. This was a much larger and more sophisticated operation than the farm we visited on Ahe. We had lunch at a restaurant located at the atoll pass and got to watch "Tiki," the schooner that transited the Panama canal with us, making their entry to the atoll lagoon. They heard us yelling and saw us waving but did not recognize us, even though we were holding identifying bottles of beer.



[image: img241.jpg]Copra schooner Tiki makes the run through the reef pass

May 5, 2004



The internet cafe we have used is also a jewelry store, so Annette has been having them make up some of her loose pearls into necklaces etc. This has worked out reasonably well, since I can check the various e-mails, while she selects and makes her designs. I have cleared all but 30 e-mails from my account but Annette's account has yet to be touched.



In the afternoon we went scuba diving under and around our boat in 35 feet. There were two Remora's directly under the boat which looked like they were thinking of attaching themselves to DoodleBug, plus a school of what looked like baby swordfish - about 12 to 18 inches long. We were later told they were "needle-fish.



The hotel had a buffet with a native dance performance in the evening. We had made reservations the previous day and hoped to get a table with a good view. Annette oohed and aahed the performance and was visibly excited with the dancing. At one point the performers grabbed 5 men and one lady from the audience to dance with them. Which lady do you suppose was chosen? Annette has been waiting 40 years to participate in a Tahitian dance. She looked really good and had a huge amount of fun. There was an Italian couple sitting at a nearby table and the husband said he had never seen a woman dance like that who was not Polynesian. We retired to the bar to visit with them and the bar waitress put a flower crown around Annette's head.

May 6, 2004



Today we rented a small car to ride to the village about 8 miles away. Just as we were leaving we met the Italian lady, Anna-Marie from last night. Her husband Alfredo had been scratched by coral a week earlier. The wound was now red and puffy and he had a slight fever. The hotel was useless of course, so we dug into our medical kit on DoodleBug and offered all kinds of drugs. We then ran into John from "Tiki" who is a retired pharmacist and between all of us, decided Alfredo needed some antibiotics from the village pharmacy, as he was allergic to what we had on board. We drove into town, hit the bank (closed of course), post office (successfully mailed CD #3 with photographs), fresh fish store (closed) and then on to find a grocery store to buy vital supplies of beer. The stores here all conveniently close around 1130 hours and sometimes re-open at 1400 hours. Discouraged, we found a restaurant that served lunch and afterwards returned beerless to the hotel to complete our drug run and return the car ($65 rental for 2 hours).



By late afternoon the wind had shifted to the east and it began blowing with rain. The wind shift has caused a swell within the lagoon, which is uncomfortable but tolerable for now. The weather forecast indicates a stronger wind in a more unfavorable direction within the next 48 hours, so we will begin departure preparations.

May 7, 2004



Raining and blowing today with an uncomfortable swell in the lagoon. Annette had some jewelry being made at the "Internet shop" - it is also a jewelers - so we had to make a run ashore to collect it. We ran into the crew of "Tiki" at the hotel dock and they invited us on board "Tiki" for drinks that evening. We visited the various dive shops and polled sundry knowledgeable people about the time for slack low water at the atoll pass for tomorrow. Slack water exists for about 30 minutes and we were told, "before noon", 1400 hours, 1500 hours and 1600 hours. I applied a weighted median error correcting filter to the values I had been given and decided 1430 hours was the correct time. Therefore, slack high water would be at 0830 hours - 6 hours earlier and our departure time. We did a super good job of stowing everything, including our dinghy, as we were expecting a rough passage. "Caliburn" kindly picked us up in their dinghy for the ride to and from "Tiki." "Tiki" is an interesting boat. She was originally an inter-island copra trading schooner and weighs 80 tons. She draws a draught of 11 feet and is relatively underpowered. This is why she had such problems transiting the Panama canal. The crew of "Caliburn" and also "La Scala" were aboard "Tiki" so it was a lively group. We left early, since there are some hard drinkers in that crowd and we were planning an early morning departure.

May 8, 2004



Position S 17 35.1 W 149 37.2

At 0830 hours we were headed through the pass with 30 knots of wind blowing but only 1 knot of current in the pass. Got it right! We passed this news to "Tiki" and "Caliburn" who were planning on leaving today and we then headed out into big and confused seas. We sailed "around" Rangiroa since we left heading north, turned west parallel to the northern coast of the atoll, turned south to pass between Rangiroa and the atoll of Tikehau to the west, finally turned southwest for the run to Tahiti. I had hoped that we would have some shelter from the swell along the north coast of Rangiroa and certainly as we passed between the atolls - but we didn't. The seas remained in the 10 feet range with winds around 25 knots, gusting to 30 knots.



[image: img242.jpg]Rough passage.



[image: img243.jpg]Attila finds a dry spot in the shelter of the bimini



The straight run to Tahiti was about 170 miles of close reach to beam reach, with the swells coming directly from the beam. This is disconcerting to say the least, as you see this mountain of water coming directly broadside to the boat. The boat slides effortlessly over it and then you get the crap knocked out of you by the "little" wave behind it. Attila was not happy about this. She finally worked out which corner of the cockpit was protected from the occasional "splooshy." Her potty mats were on the windward side of the deck and if she was quick, she could do the job unscathed but if she dawdled, a distracting event would occur - at which point she lost all interest in the potty process.



Because of the "uncomfortable" sailing conditions, we kept a good press of sail on the boat - reefed genoa, reefed main and mizzen. The boat doesn't seem to roll as much when you have plenty of sail and the broadside swells at night are less worrisome, when sailing at 8 plus knots. We ran 193 miles in the 24 hour period and covered the 210 miles to Papeete harbor in 26 hours. The crew had been sea-sick on the passage but visibly brightened when we entered sheltered waters for the last 3 or 4 miles. However, there were no bare breasted young girls standing waist deep at the beach, singing and holding flower leis for us. Disappointing!



[image: img244.jpg]Attila gazes as we approach Papeete



We are currently anchored on the west side of Tahiti with a direct view of the island of Moorea across Tahiti's reef, with just a line of breakers to break the blue of the sky and the sea.

May 9, 2004 



Position S 17 35.1 W 149 37.3

We just anchored at 1130 hours at Papeete, Tahiti after a 210 mile run in 26 hours. The winds were high - 25 to 30 knots, most of the time and the seas were correspondingly "big." I am now going to bed. Will write more later.



[image: img245.jpg]DoodleBug at anchorage in Papeete. (the ketch to the left of the X) Moorea behind
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