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Turkey...the return



March 31, 2008



Because last year's cruise had been a little stressful, we began this season by making a vow to each other that we would enjoy everything and would not sweat the small stuff. We arrived at Delta Airlines in Albuquerque to board the first leg of our flight back to Turkey. We were in the first group to board and were first in line. The gate agent glanced at our boarding passes and asked us to stand to one side. "What's going on?" I asked. He hummed and hahed for a minute before saying, "Well, I am not exactly sure of the seat numbers but I think someone vomited in your seats". When we did board, we squirmed in the seats and wondered whether the smell of puke was coming from our seats or just emanating from the ventilation system. Were the seats slightly damp or was that our imagination at work? Why did the previous passengers vomit? Motaba strain Ebola? Bird flu? Andromeda strain? We watch all the horror flicks. We bailed out of the puke-mobile in Cincinnati and dined on a balanced supper of beer, chicken tenders and chocolate cake in the airport before boarding the plane to London. I had checked out our seats online and found that they were to be on the port side, two seats together on a window and aisle and three rows ahead of the toilets. Not bad. We boarded the plane and sought our seats. The row numbers did not climb as high as our boarding passes indicated but stopped a row short. Then I realized that there was an extra row of three seats jammed up against the rear bulkhead in the center. Where were our window seats? Our seats did not recline because of the bulkhead and because they were conveniently next to the toilet, this meant that every staggering bozo would bump into us as we attempted to sleep in our upright and non-reclined position. Our seats were also next to the galley and when the cabin crew were not ramming drink carts into each other, they were loudly discussing their pension plans. We looked to see if we could move but although our row of three seats was the only completely occupied row on the plane, the balance of the passengers were occupying all available space by lying across their empty rows, sound asleep and dreaming of fluffy little lambs. No surrender! We gritted our collective teeth and waited for dawn and the release from our confinement.
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We had a great visit with family in England and saw my niece's 10 year old son Joseph acting out his lead role as Willy Wonka in a children's drama society play. A new star appeared in the firmament that night. We did enjoy meeting with the new generation and reluctantly took our leave to board an EasyJet flight at Gatwick for the final leg to Dalaman, Turkey. We had booked our flights with British Airways but the latter had sub-contracted to GB Airways, who had then conveniently gone out of business. B. A. sent us an e-mail informing us that we had just been screwed about a month after we were notified by EasyJet that they were willing to rescue us. Naturally EasyJet does not have the same baggage allowance as B.A. and this meant an excess baggage charge that was almost equal to our original ticket price for our two bags that Delta had carried for free; probably out of guilt and remorse on their part. EasyJet also wanted us to check our carry-on bags but just one of these would have tripled the ticket price so we demurred. It is interesting what Europeans will accept as "customer service". Most Americans are willing to exercise their Second Amendment rights when treated thus.



When we arrived in Dalaman, the flight was met with dozens of photographers, TV cameras and crowds of people dressed a whole lot better than us. There were pretty girls handing out flowers and Turkish Delight candy to each deplaning passenger. The airport was otherwise deserted and we thus assumed that the public display was indeed intended for the likes of us. It seems that this was EasyJet's inaugural flight to Dalaman and one of the first flights of the tourist season. What was amusing to us was that as we waited for our luggage, we discerned that most of the passengers had been similarly booted off British Airways and were grumbling about being raped by EasyJet's baggage policies, or about the meal that they had paid B.A. for and did not receive. It was perhaps fortunate that the TV crews were not seeking interviews. Better to wait a week guys! We grabbed our bags and headed to the nearby hotel for a Turkish cheese sandwich and Efes beer. Great! We are back in Turkey.



April 1, 2008



This morning we were picked up by our taxi for the two hour ride from Dalaman to Marmaris. Turkey is very mountainous and the road weaved up and over a series of ridges. Winter is just about gone from here, as we could see orange trees heavily laden with fruit, whilst other trees were covered in an explosion of blossoms. We passed four or five police checkpoints during the drive but blonde or red hair does not fit the profile of the local terrorists. After a cursory glance we were waved through.



DoodleBug was as we left her, with just a layer of dust on the decking. We arranged for a power hook-up and swayed the luggage aboard with jury rigged blocks and tackles. As Annette began putting her boat back together and making beds, I reconnected the house batteries and began updating the on-board laptop, so that it was capable of talking to the outside world again. Mundane stuff and the real work begins tomorrow.
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April 2, 2008



Yesterday's inspection showed that the sonic speed sensor in the hull had been broken off at some time since we were lifted last year. This can only be repaired with the vessel out of the water, so this became a high priority job to accomplish before our scheduled launch date on 4/15/08. I began the tedious task of disconnecting the wiring harnesses from the interior of the boat and soldering a retrieval wire to the extremity of the cable. On the outside it was necessary to drill a fine hole in the remains of the sensor, insert a self tapping screw and then extract the decayed remains with a pair of pliers like a reluctant molar. I had on board what is probably the last remaining spare sensor that exists on planet earth. The reason for this happy state of affairs dates back to 2003 when we purchased DoodleBug. After keeping DoodleBug at the repair yard for nearly four months, the day or so before we left, the Amel dealer handed me a letter from the Autoprop propeller manufacturer stating that there was a recall on my prop. I had to remove this and return it to the factory in England for repair. Of course this might have been convenient to take care of while the vessel was in the repair yard but hey, think of all the starving families of boat lift operators.......



We arrived at Seabrook boat yard in September of 2003 and lifted DB to remove the Autoprop. I watched with intensity as the yard mechanic removed the prop and when Annette interrupted me to look at something, I asked her to wait a minute. She repeated her request with some urgency and when I looked up at her, a picture of complete misery presented itself. She was wearing shorts, sandals and a halter top and was holding a giant steel chisel that was bigger than herself. She had found a small mollusk attached to the hull that she could not remove with her fingernail. A huge trawler was being worked on nearby, so she had "borrowed" the chisel to shift her unwanted passenger. She is a very determined lady and soon accomplished her chosen task. Unfortunately this action also took out one of the two sonic speed sensors. They are sold as a pair of sensors, hence her inadvertent foray into the realm of marine mechanics had the unintended fallout that I had the necessary spare on board!



By noon the replacement sensor was installed and wired into place. I won't be able to test it until DB is back in the water of course but it all looks good. The remaining two items were to grease the folding propeller and service the bow thruster. The marina crew had meanwhile arrived to apply the first coat of antifouling paint to the hull and Annette had disappeared to work on the mysteries of the marina launderette. I removed all but one retaining bolt of the bow thruster foot and we thought we had completed a pretty good work day.



April 3, 2008



Last night an electronic alarm went off in the wee hours. I sleepily tracked it down to an electronic barometer that had a gale warning set. This triggers if there is a sudden fast drop of air pressure and sure enough there was a frontal passage, the temperature dropped way down and it bucketed with rain for the remainder of the night. This morning Annette was bundled up in her warmest clothing and dispatched to stand under the bow thruster and catch the foot when I removed the remaining bolt. I removed the bolt and nothing happened. I too descended beneath the freshly painted hull and tugged on the recalcitrant device. It remained firmly attached. I tried running the prop in both directions, soaking the junction with WD40, hammering with a rubber mallet and block of wood, raising the unit with a block of wood to prevent the foot from retracting. Even swearing at the gosh darned thing in both English and French had no effect. Nothing worked. It behaved as though the propeller drive shaft was welded to the motor drive shaft. Now what? I e-mailed a request for advice to Amel and also posted a query on the Amel owners website. Nothing left but to take my bride to supper and feed her an oven baked lamb shank, her favorite dish from the marina restaurant.



Later that evening I checked e-mails and had a response from Amel owner David Miller. He had owned Super Maramu hull number 325. DoodleBug is hull number 331. He had experienced exactly the same problem and had resorted to dismantling the lower gearbox of the bow thruster foot in-situ. This allowed the units to finally separate and he then extracted the big electric motor from inside the boat, with the long steel drive shaft still attached. At the same time I received a second e-mail from "Latitudes and Attitudes" sailing magazine saying that they were going to publish a feature article I wrote titled, "Guns, Coconuts and Pirates". They did not say what month this will happen but we were nevertheless very excited with the news.



April 4, 2008



Bow thruster day! We have been having late starts due to the 9 hour time difference between Santa Fe and Marmaris but tore into the unit as our main task of the day. By evening the unit was disassembled and sitting on the upper deck. The drive shafts are indeed solidly joined by whatever mechanism and we will have to find a machine shop to see if they can separate the two units. The good news is that if push comes to shove, the unit can be replaced with DoodleBug in the water, albeit without the use of the bow thruster for docking. Somewhere in the middle of this chaos we have managed to rent a car and also found an ATM that would dispense cash to us. Annette has reorganized her boat and has updated all of the family photographs with newer versions. It has finally stopped raining and seems slightly warmer. This is a welcome development!

April 5, 2008



Another cold and rainy day as winter still clings on. The big happening today was that we finally achieved the separation of the bow thruster drive shaft from it's motor. This took four mechanics and a 100 ton hydraulic press. It was impressive to watch as the device groaned as it broke various supporting beams under the motor. Finally the fitting separated from the splined drive shaft. It had been held in place by corrosion. No amount of tugging from underneath the boat would have moved that puppy! The drive motor bearings were also corroded and we have ordered new replacements. Since there is little we can accomplish doing out-of-water chores, Annette and I now plan a road trip to visit Istanbul. When we return we will have 48 hours to install the rebuilt motor and bow thruster foot before launch date. Such optimism!



Someone at the marina was celebrating a wedding and the restaurant was closed for the reception. There is also a cafeteria buried deep behind a corridor of stored catamarans. As we huddled under a single umbrella, we weaved and squeezed between the narrow gaps and support timbers of some of the 1,000 boats stored here and found the place. It did not open for another hour. Fudge! We reluctantly set off for town in our rental car. Rental vehicles in this part of the world are usually delivered spluttering on the last fumes in the gas tank and you contemplate how far it will be to push the blasted thing to the gas station. Yesterday we "added" fuel to the tank and I put in 50 Turkish Lira - US$40. I was surprised when I saw that the gas gauge had increased by less than a quarter of a tank. I now paid attention to the fuel cost and saw that it is running US$10 per gallon for "regular". Premium is extra.



We found a Pizza restaurant open and shared a very respectable "Turkish Super" model. The waiter told us that he was from the north of Turkey near the Russian / Georgian border. He said that he has made the trip to Marmaris for the last seven summers to seek work in whatever he could find. He must have been about 12 years old on his first visit.



Since we were already downtown and we already had the empty propane tank in the car, we searched for the one establishment that reputedly could fill a tank with an American fitting. Other cruisers have reported that they were unsuccessful at their previous stops in Portugal, Spain, France, Greece etc. The gas company we found charges US$60 to fill the tank and it takes a week before you get the tank back. We have never had a problem refilling anywhere else we have been and the last time we filled this particular tank, it cost US$5 in Oman. Welcome to the Med!



Last night the wind howled and the rain poured. Even though all 18 tons of DoodleBug are sitting on the hard ground and supported by a steel cradle and timber beams, she still shook and groaned with the gusts. The stern cabin is some 10 foot above the ground and it seemed to shake back and forth by almost one inch. Just the right amount of movement to keep us awake but better here than at sea! This morning the decks were muddy instead of washed clean. The rain was had been carrying sand from North Africa. Libyan sand or Egyptian?



April 6, 2008



We reluctantly loaded up our rental car with a weeks worth of goodies before setting off on our planned road trip north. I say reluctantly, 'cos it is still raining and cold enough to need the boat heaters - not to mention the heater in the car. The weather forecast indicates clearing this afternoon and we are always optimistic when it comes to weather forecasting. To begin, the car would not start. Did I leave the lights on? Two friendly yachties helped us bump start it and we were on our way at last. The road out of Marmaris climbs a series of steep switchbacks and the mist shrouded trees on the rocky mountainsides were very beautiful despite the rain. We stopped to fill up with gas and Annette indicated to one of the two filling station attendants that she wanted to wash the windshield. The man jumped into the driver's seat and the car started immediately. We watched with hanging jaws as he then drove away in the car that contained all of our belongings. Fortunately he came to a halt some 50 yards away, produced a power washer and proceeded to wash the whole car - in the pouring rain of course. He could not be dissuaded from this task and we let him continue, as there really isn't a whole lot to do on a rainy morning in Turkey anyway. Finally the car was cleaned to his satisfaction and we climbed back aboard. It would not start. The two pump attendants helped us bump start it again and off we went. When we stopped for lunch, we parked the car so that it was facing a slight down slope. The rain came down even heavier and parts of the restaurant we were in were blowing away down the highway. Lunch was disappointing; we were the only customers and the roof of the restaurant leaked in several places, including the area directly above our body parts.



Time to move on again. Again the car would not start and by now we had run out of slope, so that I (Ed) was standing in 5 inches of freezing water in a drainage channel. Four big guys from the nearby gas station helped push us out of the low spot and with the power of five people pushing, the engine once more "bump" started. Enough of this! Back to Marmaris! The mechanic from the rental company dropped us off at DoodleBug and promised to return the repaired vehicle tomorrow. As we hung up our sopping clothing to dry, it stopped raining.



April 7, 2008



Our "repaired" rental was delivered this morning and the driver explained that the battery had been replaced. This is what I had diagnosed as yesterday's problem, so heartened with the news, we again loaded up our goodies and set off north. The car washers from the yesterday's gas station were again pleased to see us and seemed almost disappointed that on this occasion we did not want the car either washed or pushed.



What a difference a little sunshine makes to the driving experience! We passed over the coastal mountain range and found evidence of larger scale agriculture in the central plains. The rolling hills, distant snow capped mountains, fields and forests formed a pleasant prospect and we debated as to which part of planet earth was resembled. Often the only agriculture we see amongst the coastal mountains is of the desperate subsistence type. The broken down cottages make for very quaint photographs but the level of abject poverty must be appalling.
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The roads we traveled were two lane paved for the most part but the surface was sometimes rippled, patched and in need of repair. Traffic was very light except in the towns and villages. Here, signage seemed to stop and the roads petered out into narrow cobbled passages, with vehicles parked everywhere reducing the transit-way to a single lane. We did waste a lot of time getting through these towns as we often needed to guess the direction the highway lay on the far side of the urban congestion. When we stopped for gas again the car would not start. WTF! We opened the hood and gazed in horror at the original crummy battery. It had not been swapped out! Another bump start and we decided to spend the night in Usak, a provincial town of about 140,000 population. We stopped at a downtown hotel on the main square and noted suspiciously that the minaret of the ancient mosque lay just yards from our bedroom window.
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April 8, 2008



When I arose to greet the dawn, my bride swore at me and cursed my ability to have slept through the 0530 call to prayer from the mosque. Its hereditary. My father once slept through a WWII air-raid. The first business of the day was to call the local Fiat dealer. Within a few minutes a service truck pulled up at the hotel and further ten minutes had a new battery installed. We then followed the service truck back to the dealership, where the payment procedure was to take another hour and half. I had expected to hand the van driver cash and set off on our way but this is unacceptable in the computer age. As we approached Istanbul the traffic became much denser but our final 100 km. was via a very modern toll road. It too deteriorated into a mess of snarled city traffic and we exited the main drag to be dumped unceremoniously into a suburban neighborhood. The population of Istanbul is over 12,000,000 souls and navigation is a challenge. We stopped to ask a taxi driver for directions to the "old city" but he wanted 55 lira (US$44) to show us the way. We declined his offer and somehow found ourselves on a suspension bridge over the Bosporus strait. Thus we passed from Asia into Europe and managed to navigate our way to our destination hotel. The latter did not have vacancies for our intended stay but referred us to an associate hotel called the Naz Wooden House Inn. The Inn was located on a very narrow street amongst tumbledown wooden homes. It had been refurbished and was a cool place to stay but apart from a hotel "room" in a Tokyo business hotel, this was the smallest room we have ever been in. Our room was in fact smaller than the cabin on DoodleBug.
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April 9, 2008



This morning we ate our breakfast with a rooftop view over the old city of Istanbul, formerly Constantinople. A few hundred yards away was the Bosporus strait and we watched dolphins gamboling in the seas between Europe and Asia. This is a heavily trafficked waterway and a continuous stream of freighters and chemical tankers passed by. To the west, the view was of the roof of the Blue Mosque, our next destination.
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Hotel rooftop



[image: img16.jpg]The Blue Mosque from the hotel roof
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The Blue Mosque was just a short walk from the hotel and an amazing structure. It was completed in 1616 and seems enormous from within and without. I have always been struck by the emptiness of mosques versus Christian churches. You remove your shoes to visit and are then walking on carpets but there is no furniture or seating. The faithful pray in a kneeling position on the floor. Even the Imam's pulpit lacks the elaborate ornamentation of cathedrals of like vintage. One side of the mosque had a small section set aside for women, in the form of a wooden partition with latticed windows. I peered inside, ignoring the "women only" sign but their space was just as spartan as the facilities for us guys.
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Our next stop was a few hundred yards away and is a now secular building called the Aya Sofya. It was built by Emperor Justinian as a Christian church in 537 AD and was claimed the greatest church in Christendom. It retained this title until captured by "Mehmet the Conqueror" in 1435. He converted it on the cheap into a mosque, using plaster, paint and a chisel to modify some of the more abhorrent symbols from the stonework. It remained a mosque until proclaimed a museum by Turkish Premier Ataturk in 1935. The building is currently undergoing restoration work funded by Unesco. The interior dome loses a little of it's grandeur with the entire center of the building occupied by scaffolding. The Unesco boys have set themselves up for a 1,000 year sinecure by the looks of the progress made to date. It seems that they are removing the Moslem plaster to reveal the elaborate Christian mosaics beneath. Of course by doing this they are destroying the later artwork. Still the mosaics were really spectacular and the building overall was in amazingly good condition - an advantage I suppose of not having a half dozen warring Christian sects living inside for the past 600 years or so.



We next worked out the Istanbul tram system and rode across town to the Grand Bazaar. Annette was on a quest for some very specific items and we roamed the 4,000 shops inside it's labyrinth until she determined that they did not have what she was searching for.



That evening we attended a traditional Turkish dance of the "Whirling Dervishes". In my opinion, this should not be attended more than once in a lifetime . The performance was located in a large waiting room at the main railway station and the audience of a couple of hundred gullible western tourists was herded into plastic chairs set on three sides of a square. The chairs were jammed in so tightly, it was impossible to sit shoulder to shoulder between the adjacent chairs and we had to either twist or shuffle the chairs around to make room for the action of breathing. The performance was scheduled to last one hour and began with the orchestra filing in and sitting on the fourth side of the square. Their opening number I timed at 35 minutes of Arabic music with male vocals. The music seems very simplistic to my untrained ears, with no harmonies amongst the singers. At one point there was a flute solo but the flute player seemed to be having a problem and brought back reminiscences of our kids practicing for the school marching band. Finally the five dancers walked slowly in and sat down on the floor. Then they got up and walked in a circle with great deliberation and with little synchronization. They sat down again. I glanced at my watch. Fifteen minutes to go! They got up; marched into a rough circle; did a lot of bowing to each other and the audience and then one by one began to spin in a counter clockwise direction with arms raised and head tilted to one side. Okay, we have five guys spinning around on the spot, to the accompaniment of music that would have had Manuel Noriega capitulating inside three minutes. They stopped. Then they did the exact same thing again. They stopped. Then they did the exact same thing again. Four times no less. The exact same routine. At the end of the performance the audience began to politely applaud and were shushed into extinction. Sort of like not applauding the National Anthem. I had seen a similar dance in Egypt but at least the Egyptians were savvy enough to follow the "culture" with a belly dancer. Sheesh!



April 10, 2008



Ol' Mehmet the Conqueror decided a really cool place to build his pad was on a promontory near the narrowest part of the Bosporus. He began work on Topkapi castle in 1453 and the various Sultans have lived here until 1839. This had become a sprawling estate of four courtyards and an extensive Harem. We began our tour today with the latter, as they were to close it for tours in the afternoon. The Harem was actually the family quarters for the Sultan, his wives and his mistresses, although it is noted that Murat III sired 112 children, so it was not all polishing the brass and dusting. The castle buildings were in excellent physical condition and we toured the kitchens and treasury along with crowds of school children and uniformed Turkish naval personnel. This is obviously a popular destination for "field trips".



Annette was particularly impressed with the treasury as it contained the Sultan's jewels. The huge diamonds are never impressive to me as they just look like big chunks of glass but Annette's favorite was a casket filled with polished and cut emeralds. They were huge and would be safe for the grand babies to play with as they were too big to swallow. A fascinating place to visit.
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Our next destination lay behind the University and we sought out a local market that specialized in kitchen-ware, both commercial and domestic. Annette was seeking a particular type of traditional copper couscous pot but did not find what she needed, although she had espied a possibility this morning at the castle gift shop. We ate the best meal of our trip as lunch in a restaurant next to the University. I noticed that most of the student customers were eating rice and beans, however we delved into the kufta version, with grilled peppers and grilled aubergines. The price was very fair and a stark contrast to last night's rip-off. Then the seafood restaurant tried to sell us an US$80 fish, to which was to be added everything. Annette paid US$8 for a plain ol' warm Miller beer, a price that even exceeded United Airlines tab. Sated with our fine lunch we headed back across town to the Castle and bought the pot she had spotted this morning from the gift shop. Mission accomplished! Istanbul crossed off! Actually we do need to head back to Marmaris. We are scheduled to be launched on 15th. and our rental car woes have cost us two days.



April 11, 2008



This morning we had an early start, found our rental car that we had abandoned a couple of days earlier and discarded the rude note attached to the windshield telling us something in Turkish about parking in an unloading zone. We headed through the suburbs of Istanbul trying to find a highway heading west. Our destination was Anzac Cove, at the end of the Gallipoli peninsular. First a brief history review.



In January 1915 the "Great War" that had begun in August of the previous year had now morphed into a horrific stalemate, where millions of soldiers faced each other across networks of trenches that ran in a band across France from the Swiss border to the Atlantic Ocean. The casualties on both sides were enormous and immense battles produced virtually no movement of the battlefield. Winston Churchill was Lord of the Admiralty, a civilian post as head of the British Navy and reporting to him was a "Sea Lord", Lord Fisher, essentially the top military position in the Navy. Fisher had suggested to Churchill that the Dardanelle Straits in Turkey could be forced by battleships. This would cause the fall of Constantinople, thereby severing Turkey from the war and allow an attack on Germany via the "soft underbelly" of Europe through the Balkans. Strategically it was a good plan and almost succeeded. It was defeated, as many attempts in wartime are, by inept "peacetime" military officers. The original plan was to use the firepower of the great battleships to outrange the Turkish forts guarding the straits and systematically destroy them. The risk of mines was well known but the attack was to be accompanied by mine-sweeping ships and the loss of several older battleships was to be expected. Although the battleships could operate out of range of the Turkish guns, the mine-sweeping trawlers could not and the civilian crews aboard did not like being shelled. By the time the crews had been swapped for military crews, much time and the element of surprise was lost. Two older battleships hit mines and the Admirals lost their nerve and cut and run. They decided that they needed ground-troops to remove the Turkish forts. As the generals cast around for troops to use, it happened that the first contingent of volunteers from Australia and New Zealand (formed into a single contingent - the Australia, New Zealand Army Corp or ANZAC) was passing through the Suez Canal on their way to the battlefields in France. The Anzacs were selected, together with other contingents, to make an a beach landing on the west side of the narrow Gallipoli Peninsula (the forts were on the other side of the peninsula). On 25th. April 1915, the Navy dropped the troops in the wrong place and the Anzacs found themselves on an exposed beach, as easy targets for Turkish soldiers shooting down at them from the steep hillsides. Even when a second landing was made, the British commanders had no sense of urgency about establishing and breaking out of a beachhead. The troops reconnoitered inland and then headed back to the beach to brew up tea. The next time they patrolled in that direction, they found a barrier of entrenched Turkish troops with barbed wire entanglements and machine guns. The same stalemate of trench warfare that existed in France, now existed on the Gallipoli peninsula. Over the next 9 months there were more than half of a million casualties with 36,000 British deaths, 47,000 French deaths and 55,000 Turkish deaths. The Gallipoli campaign was abandoned in January of 1916.
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We finally cleared the traffic of Istanbul and followed our road map from town to town along the coast. The roads became narrower, and more rural and we braked and weaved between donkeys, horses and cattle. In one village we were forced to a come to a complete stop. Annette got out of the car and lifted a puppy that was resting in the middle of the road. She carried it to the roadside and set it down, while it looked on with puzzlement. This should have been a clue, as the road to the next town was gravel. The gravel soon deteriorated to single lane, rutted dirt, that would have become impassible with any rain. We dodged potholes and rocks for the next 40 kilometers, while driving in as high as second gear. The next town (?!) had some blacktop but that too went to gravel; thankfully we arrived back upon metalled, tarmac roads shortly afterwards. What amazed us was that the map showed no distinction between a four lane divided highway and a cow track.



Finally we arrived at our destination of Anzac Cove where the troops had landed on 4/25/1915. The cove was much smaller than I had imagined and the steep and rugged hillsides much closer to the almost non-existent beach. We visited the graveyard there and noted that almost all of the dead were either Australian or New Zealanders. A very large proportion of the dead were unidentified and another large proportion were never found.



We next visited the "Lone Pine" cemetery. This was the location of some of the bitterest fighting and was captured by Australian forces on 6th August, 1915 after suffering 4,000 dead within a couple of days of fighting. We saw the remains of trenches along this ridge top. The area had been heavily wooded and the Australian and Turkish trenches were often only yards apart.



After we left the battlefields we drove to the car ferry at Eceabat. We drove directly on board the ferry and as we got out of the car, we saw that the stern ramp had been lifted and we were already moving! A 40 minute ride took us across the Dardanelle strait to Canakkale, back in Asia. Here we grabbed a hotel room and spent the night.



April 12, 2008



Today we drove from Canakkale on the Dardanelle coast, to Marmaris on the Mediterranean coast. The highways were much better than those we experienced when crossing the center of Turkey on our northbound leg and navigation was much less an issue. We found DoodleBug waiting for us and are to receive the reconditioned pieces of the bow thruster tomorrow.



April 13, 2008



Today was bow thruster day. I spent the morning rebuilding the foot of the bow thruster with it's gearbox and propeller. All of the seals were renewed and the unit filled with oil. So far it has not leaked! The next task was to recover the motor that had been repaired with new bearings and had been repainted. This motor is heavy and consumes 6,600 watts of power, peaking at 450 amperes at 24 volts. The motor was cajoled into place and then had to be connected to the bow thruster foot. It did not fit! The bolt holes were a few thousands of an inch out of alignment. I struggled; Annette jiggled from below; I swore in several languages. Finally after almost two hours of struggling, the two units were mated and bolted together. Some of the seals have been glued into place so we will not test the unit until tomorrow. To celebrate, we drove to town, collected our propane tank that had been refilled in our absence and ate dinner at Burger King. Sometimes you can have just one lamb kebab too many......



April 14, 2008



Another workday! We removed the backstays and SSB antenna so that we will now fit into the travel-lift. We also visited the marina office to get a permit to launch DoodleBug. We have never been asked for this permit but the possession of same, seems to mean that you really are on the list to get launched. We are now ready. DoodleBug's bottom has been painted with anti-foul paint and the sides of the hull have been polished. Tomorrow is the long awaited launch day.



April 15, 2008



Position N 36 49.2 E 028 18.5



We are back in the water! The marina folks showed up with their travel lift at 0900 hours this morning but the propeller had just been painted with it's final coat of antifoul paint. We sent them away. We then whiled away the rest of the day waiting for their return. Finally at 1600 hours we approached the office and asked when we were to be launched. Ten minutes later the errant operators drove up in their travel lift and scooped us up. By 1700 hours we were floating again. We plan to remain at the marina for another week while we put everything back together and provision for our cruise.
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April 16, 2008



Today we began the process of putting DoodleBug ready for sea. During yesterday's launch, the engine started immediately and ran smoothly. I did not try to use the rebuilt bow thruster until we began to back into our assigned slip, as I regarded the condition of the batteries with deep suspicion. Sure enough, as soon as I hit the button for the bow-thruster, the navigation display screens went dead and alarms began to sound. There was no sound at all from the bow thruster itself. I did try it briefly in an "out of the water" test yesterday morning and the prop turned OK; thus the problem does lie with the batteries. We had ordered eight new batteries when we first arrived in Marmaris and they were scheduled to be delivered yesterday. They did not show up and two phone calls today have elicited no response. The Genoa sail was placed in a sail storage facility last October, for cleaning and storage and it too was scheduled for delivery yesterday. On the second telephone call to the storage facility this morning I was asked, "What does it look like?



We have reinstalled the backstays and re-rigged the mizzen sail. While I have begun a systematic check of boat systems, Annette took the car to town for phase one of her provisioning. She will probably make a couple more runs before she is satisfied that we won't starve. All day we have waited for the batteries and the Genoa to arrive. This evening Annette was so excited as she cooked our first "on-board, real meal". We had salmon with a white wine reduction, fresh dill, tomato, parsley, red onion sauce, together with fresh crusty baguette and garden salad. I got just one bite of the salmon when the Genoa showed up. No batteries though.



April 17, 2008



This morning we unpacked our Genoa that arrived at dusk and the beginning of last night's supper extravaganza. We rigged it and it looks good. I was particularly nervous since the sail storage company charged us 6 euros for "insurance". I needed insurance? To cover what? Cigarette burns? Rat chewed holes? No such holes were visible on our now "washed and pressed" sail.



I checked on the batteries and was told that the supplier had pushed the delivery date back to around the 28th. April. We have tentatively set 22nd. April as our departure date and since the new delivery date was subject to "manufacturing and import delays", this sounded neither viable nor credible. We met with Ilhan Demir who owns the company we have used to perform the maintenance work on DoodleBug over the winter and he has been a really great help on this and other problems we have encountered. He made one phone call and announced that the batteries (different capacity) would be delivered today. About an hour later, a passing boat neighbor mentioned that there were 8 new batteries at the end of our dock. I walked over and sure enough, there were 8 stacked batteries of the exact model and brand we had ordered. I carried one back to DoodleBug before walking the length of the dock to borrow a dolly. I should have taken longer, as by the time I had moved 3 batteries onto and off DB, a young man arrived to do exactly this for me. I pretty much watched as he sweated for the next hour. They are all installed and when I threw the switch, everything worked. Now I have real batteries, I was able to test the bow thruster. It made bow thruster noises and the bow moved left and right with the appropriate movement of the control stick. Fantastic!



I still have a stack of small jobs to do but decided that I would take a break from my tasks and assist Annette with her "Phase II" shopping expedition. We were so excited about the day's successes we drug (past tense of "drag") the barbeque out of it's locker and fired it up to cook chicken legs (butterflied and marinated for 24 hours in vinegar, oil, Italian spice and soy sauce). The smoke drifted over the whole dock making everyone else jealous. They should make air-freshener in that scent.



April 18, 2008



We are still running down the list of chores but are approaching the last page. A well established rule of sailing is that when you reach that last page, just drop the lines and leave. Nobody ever get to that last page.



Annette completed her Phase III shopping marathon and is now satisfied that she is supplied for the next six months. She was exhausted when she finally had all of her groceries stowed and it took a full glass of Chardonnay to revive her. Ed checked the fixed rigging and found a broken wire in one of the intermediate shrouds on the main mast. Now we have to find the rigger again to get a replacement. Tomorrow should be the last work day and we have begun to monitor the weather reports for the Dodecanese Islands.



April 19 - 22, 2008



The final dance to get off the dock has begun. Sunday is the normal "rest day" in Turkey and although there is some work going on in the boatyard, the sound of hammering and the rumble of machinery operating has dropped from a roar to a muted throbbing. The Custom's officer had asked me for 48 hours notice of our departure and I had asked him if I should see him on Sunday morning. He nodded in agreement and Sunday morning found me in his darkened and empty office. He does not work Sundays. No problem! The weather forecast for Tuesday does not look that good and a Wednesday departure is much more favorable. We spent the remainder of Sunday checking the maintenance items off our lists.



On Monday morning I was in the Custom's mans office, just before his work day began. We talked and he insisted that I return tomorrow, that is on Tuesday. Once our exit documents have been issued, we must leave within 12 hours. We waited for the rigger this morning and then took a walk over to the work office. He is busy on another project and will be on DoodleBug this afternoon. We jump in the car and make a run into town for our last minute items. Annette has been working on a project for several days now. She wanted to convert the stern cabin bed from a supposed "Queen" size - more of a double really - to an "Empress Vivian" size. I believe that the latter is larger than King Size. To accomplish this conversion, she had made a cardboard pattern of the part of the cabin she wanted to fill in and had made pilgrimages to various offices to get words such as "marine plywood", "stainless steel screws", "PVC pipe" and "foam rubber", translated into Turkish and written out for her. She then wandered around the various Marmaris businesses and pointed to the word for the item she needed. This technique has also worked well in the grocery stores, as Turkey has few English speakers compared to other countries we have visited. For many Turks, at least amongst those we have met, their second language is German. Annette's project has been completed and she finally has her bed modified to her satisfaction.



Monday afternoon came and went and I have been checking off the jobs that I have really been putting off doing, until my list is near complete. At 5:30 in the afternoon the rigger finally showed up. He will do the work tomorrow morning. I tell him that I will not be here then but at least am able to show him the shroud to be replaced and to indicated the halyards and winch to use to climb the mast. Now everything is compressed to the last day - Tuesday. Gone is our leisurely drift through the departure procedure. Now we have to prepare for the rigger, see the Custom's man, pay the final marina bill for utilities used, make a trip into town to see if we can get some of our VAT refunded from the Customs office at the ferry boat terminal, return the rental car, pay the rigger bill, pick up our boat papers from the Custom's officer and stow the loose gear for sea. A typical departure really.



Greek Islands



April 23, 2008



Position N 36 33.1 E 027 50.8



Dropped anchor at noon in Panormittis Bay on the island of Simi, GREECE. All well on board.



This morning at 0615 hours we dropped the lines and set off for the island of Simi. It was with some relief that we bade Marmaris farewell and motored slowly out into the dawn. Marmaris has been a good stop but with all such stops, the frantic week of hard physical work of putting a boat ready for sea, always seems to leave us drained. Over the next few weeks we will monitor systems very carefully to see "what doesn't work" before we settle down into the routine of cruising and the enjoyment of new experiences.
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switching from Turkish to Greek courtesy flags
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Panormittis Bay on the island of Simi
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The sun tried to shine but the haze was such that visibility was no more than 3 miles. We saw a couple of freighters on radar but could not see them visually, even when they were within four miles of us. The winds were light and fickle but by late morning we passed from Turkish waters to Greek waters and rigged the Greek courtesy flag. Our destination for today was Panormittis Bay. This is an enclosed body of water with just a narrow entrance on the southeast side of Simi. The bay is dominated by a large monastery and as we anchored we could hear peacocks calling from somewhere close ashore. The monastery was preparing for the celebration of Orthodox Easter this coming week-end. We had heard that there was a bakery at the monastery and Annette had heard of a special Easter celebration loaf of fancy bread. She asked the "baker monk" there for the special bread and described it as braided and with eggs. The monk looked very indignant and grabbing a loaf of very plain bread exclaimed, "Eggs!" and waved it at her. OK, so we took the plain bread, although we also bought some apple fritter looking things that were quite tasty. We checked out the small store and found that the primary commodities were soap and booze. Apparently they host a lot of smelly and easily bored visitors.



Gary and Sharon on SV Vingalot arrived shortly after we did. They had left Marmaris a day ahead of us and had spent a very uncomfortable night in an intermediate anchorage, with high winds and dragging anchors. We too were having anchor problems as our chain counter refused to work. A digital readout in the cockpit seems a trivial luxury but we have no backup such as painted marks on the chain. How do we know how much chain we have on the sea-bed? We are expecting bad weather over the next couple of days so we marked a meter of chain and counted the number of rotations of the windlass that it took to move this length. Then we re-anchored in a more sheltered location and Annette stood on the bow to count the windlass rotations. What technology! The rest of the afternoon was spent trying to decipher some hand written notes on the chain counter (written in French of course!).



April 24, 2008



At 0600 hours the monastery bells begin to ring and our day begins. They echo across this tiny bay and then in the evenings we listen to the sound of a monk singing as part of the celebration of "Orthodox Easter". While he sings, there are two bells sounding asynchronously and with assonance, while loud fireworks are exploded. This is to scare away demons and bad spirits until after the resurrection - or something like that.
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Port Simi approach
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We were up bright and early and dinghied ashore to ride the bus to Simi's main port on the north side of the island. The bus runs twice a day and returns at 1300 hours. Not much time left over for business in Simi. The ride was great, with fantastic views, as we ground our way up a series of switchbacks. The bus slowed frequently for goats and sheep in the roadway and we could see blue skies, blue seas and distant islands with the promise of a clear and sunny day. Forty five minutes later we were at the port of Yialos, although everyone seemed to refer to it as "Simi". Our first stop was at the police station where they examined and stamped our passports. Next we traveled to the Custom's office. This officer was next door to the "Duty Free" liquor store and the proprietor told us the Customs man would be back in "one hour". Since we had heard her say that exact same thing to another cruiser as we passed by thirty minutes ago, we placed little credence on the statement. In fact about ten minutes later I heard that he had returned and quickly took my place in line. The Customs agent issued us with a "Transit Log" which is a method of taxing non-Greek sailors. The final stop was at the Harbor Police where a tall "twenty something" girl with a snotty attitude, demanded our boat registration and then announced we were 53 meters in length. I pointed out that these were in fact "feet" and we were only 16 meters. She looked baffled. I should have told her "5 meters" and she would have believed me. She spent most of our interview talking to her boyfriend on a cell phone and waved us away after we had paid our fee. We are legally in Greece!



[image: img49.jpg]Bikers!



[image: img50.jpg]fellow gang members



[image: img51.jpg]stuck in island traffic



[image: img52.jpg]road hazards




[image: img53.jpg]




[image: img54.jpg]

At the closed gas station. Prices are Euros per litre (around US$9.45 / gallon for premium)



After lunch in town we rented a motor scooter and set off across the mountain on the 24 kilometer trip back to our monastery and anchorage. The motor scooter was much more fun than the bus and we were able to photograph every blade of grass, sheep and goat on Simi. We did stop for a strikingly exotic purple flower by the roadside that looked like a Bird of Paradise. It was well that we examined and admired it when we did, as on our next transit it had been eaten by goats.



Back at the monastery it was beginning to blow a little across the small bay. We tested our new control board on our water maker and it did nothing. Rats! We then replaced the "new" technology board with the old one that I had repaired in Santa Fe. This did more but only fired up the pre-feed pump; the remaining functions did not operate. Double Rats!



By now the wind was picking up even more, as had been forecast and I was concerned that we did not really know how much chain we had on the sea-bed. Further, another yacht had anchored directly and close behind us and we could not just dump out more chain and drop back. The solution was to deploy a second anchor and we soon rigged this and I (Ed) deployed it from the dinghy whilst Annette fed me rode and directed me to where I should drop it. Now we could sleep! Of course our actions had startled several other vessels so they too felt obliged to rig a second anchor. It blew hard most of the night with 43 knots in gusts, well off the beam, so that DoodleBug would lurch and strain at her two anchors.



April 25, 2008



Everyone was still afloat this morning and in roughly the same position as last night, thus Annette and I mounted our trusty scooter and headed back over the mountain to Simi. Our first stop was at the cell phone store to get a Greek SIM card for our Turkish phone. It was closed. Orthodox Good Friday! We wandered around the village until someone directed us to a newspaper stand. The guy here was selling cigarettes, newspapers and cell phone SIMs! We soon had our SIM installed and we might have bought some minutes but nobody seems to know how to check this and the directions are all Greek to us. Next stop was the internet to examine the weather forecast and we then informed the scooter rental place we would keep our steed for another day. Another lunch in town and we decided to head back to our anchorage and to buy some gas for the scooter on the way. The "only" gas station on the island was closed for "Good Friday". We had enough gas for the return trip but not enough to get back to Simi to give them their scooter back. By the side of the road we saw a man pouring gas from a jerry jug into his car and asked him where we could get gas. He suggested that we try the port refueling station and sure enough this was open and sold us enough to fill our tank - a whole half gallon.



April 26, 2008



This morning we ran the generator as usual to recharge the batteries from the night's usage and Annette decided to do a load of laundry whilst we had AC power. About twenty minutes into the wash program, the generator died. I checked the breakers to see if there had been a high temperature overload, caused by the self-destruction of the raw sea water impeller on the cooling pump but everything was normal. I touched the pre-feed switch for the electric fuel pump and it began to tick. Bad news! It was supposed to be glutted with diesel fuel and tickless. We tried changing the fuel filter but when we "primed" the new filter by manually running the fuel pump, no fuel was pushed out of the vent hole. This meant it was either the fuel pump itself, or the unlikely possibility that the feed pipe from the tank was blocked. We had a spare fuel pump onboard and after an hour struggling with recalcitrant bolts that we certainly did not want to break, we had our new pump installed. The generator fired up and the laundry got washed.



We had planned on an early start to the day but it was already mid-morning before the laundry was hung out to dry in the cockpit. We closed up DoodleBug and dinghied ashore to see if the Monastery's Museum was open. There we met several cruisers who were still waiting for the 0830 hour bus that makes the twice daily run from Simi to the monastery and return. It was pretty late by now and they were dispersing in disgust. We continued upon our museum quest, as this was our third attempt and sure enough found it still firmly locked. They had a gift shop nearby and Annette asked when the museum was to open. The gift shop lady started yelling in Greek. A bored looking girl wandered out of a nearby room and sidled over to unlock the museum door for us and collect our 1.50 euros each. There were in fact two museums and they were a lot of fun. There was a large room full of priestly robes, vestments and crucifixes going back a century or two but off this room was another that was filled from floor to ceiling with model ships and stuffed crocodiles. The explanation for the model ships is that various pilgrims had presented a model of their vessel to the monastery to invoke the protection of the Archangel Michael, patron of the monastery. What Mike had to do with crocodiles remains an Orthodox mystery. The other museum was filled with ancient oil and wine jars and amphorae that had been salvaged from the sea bed, as well as artifacts of clothing, farm tools and furniture of traditional Greek usage. A good visit. We watched from the front steps as a "pilgrim" crawled down the gang-plank of a small ferry boat that had just landed at the monastery dock and proceeded to crawl on his hands and knees towards us. At first we wondered if this man was similar to the "handwalkers" from Eastern Turkey but a few minutes later he was standing and talking on a cell-phone. He was just a penitent pilgrim and this form of penance we have observed in New Mexico during the annual Easter pilgrimage to the Sancturio de Chimayo.
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Next on our flight plan was the return of the scooter to Simi. Just as we were about to depart, the "morning" bus showed up some three hours late. I queried the driver on his return schedule from Simi to the monastery in the afternoon and he insisted, "Nine o'clock. 2100 hours!" Wow! Way past our bed-time.



The ride to Simi was really cold compared to the previous two days and we have cancelled our orders for scooters. We will stick to vehicles that provide both protection from the elements and heaters. We managed to convince the lady at the Duty Free that we were about to sail and she sold us a couple of bottles of after dinner liqueurs, which have become in short supply aboard DB. We finally found an "authentic" local cafe and had a fine lunch of grilled pork chop with stuffed tomatoes and stuffed bell-peppers. By now the afternoon was waning so we hired a taxi to drive us back to the monastery. We had not been back more than ten minutes when the bus showed up! There must be a system but it was a total mystery to us.



Our yachtie neighbors informed us that they had chased off a small yacht that attempted to pick up our trip line marker buoy on our second anchor. They had assumed it was a mooring and would have been in for a real surprise if they had put any weight on it.



We now had to make an attempt to get our water-maker functional or radically change our lifestyle. I found the remains of the hardwire harness I had built in Ashkelon and re-installed this into the water maker control board. When we fired it up it was truly welcome to hear the familiar hissing of the high pressure seawater being forced through the reverse osmosis membrane. The chain counter has managed to fix itself, for although I reseated connectors and checked over the various harnesses and sensors, I have no idea what made it work again. We sailors never look a gift chain counter in the mouth. We have stowed and cleared the decks and are ready to sail tomorrow morning.



April 27, 2008



This morning began with the excitement of recovering our second anchor. We usually execute this operation from the dinghy, because if the two rodes have become tangled, there is a lot less stress untangling them at water's level, rather than from an 18 ton vehicle that may by now have become detached from the sea bed. The added pressure to this operation is that you may be providing inadvertent entertainment to the balance of the anchored fleet. As it was, the second anchor broke away cleanly from the sea-bed using the "tripping line" we had deployed and was not tangled with the main rode (a tripping line is a light line tied to the crown of the anchor and then to a small marker buoy at the surface). The now working chain counter registered that we had in fact been riding to almost 40 meters of chain during the blow of a few nights ago. A "six to one" scope.



At 0800 hours we set sail for the Island of Khalki some 30 miles SSE of us. When we had topped the Simi mountains on our motor-scooter, we could clearly see Khalki and its companion Alimia, with Rhodes dimly seen to the east of them. The day was noticeably colder than yesterday with 3/4 cloud cover and we motor-sailed with the mainsail in winds of around 12 knots. By the time we reached our destination of the port of Emborios on the southeast corner of Khalki, it had begun to rain. The wind was still blowing from the southwest and not a really good direction for anchoring on the north side of the bay at Emborios. Each time we set the anchor it would begin to drag and we were on a lee shore with rocks just a boat length away. This would not do! We retrieved the anchor and set off for Ormos Potamos, a bay on the south side of Khalki and perhaps 3 miles west of Emborios.
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This is the time to inject a note about the quality of mapping here. We are using electronic charts that have been derived from paper charts, surveyed who knows when. If you happen to be in a really good place to invade, then the surveying is usually spot on. If there is nothing worth grabbing locally, then the survey is so, so. This seems to be the case in Greece. The charts showing the gross detail are often displaced by a half mile or so but the small detail charts of ports elsewhere are typically spot on. In Greece they are not; displaced by as much as a quarter mile in fact. I mention this because as we left Emborios, we attempted to pass between a small islet and the main Island. The chart showed clear water with a depth of 85 feet. When I saw the depth sounder reach 30 feet we were in hard reverse and turned DoodleBug around in 20 feet of water. Maybe we could have passed through there but it was a risk we did not want to take. We took the long way around and dropped anchor in Ormos Potamos at 1245 hours local time at N 36 13.3 E 027 36.3 The wind was still fairly light and we rode easily at anchor with just one other small yacht in the bay. It was still cold and raining and we decided to defer a trip ashore until the next time we visit. Annette had miraculously fixed a lunch of chicken breast, peas, potatoes and salad whilst we were anchoring, although I don't see how this was possible (the sauce was Italian spices, olive oil, balsamic vinegar; the topping was chopped fresh mint, dill and parsley - Yum!). In addition we had been searching for a mis-stowed charging transformer and had discovered a lost copy of the DVD "Walk the Line" jammed down behind the pilot berth. We settled in to watch this movie but unfortunately, it was so badly scratched, it would not play the last ten minutes where Johnny Cash proposes to June Carter and it all ends happily ever after. At least that's the way I think it ends.



April 28, 2008



Last night at around 2200 hours, DoodleBug began to rock from side to side. I poked my head out of the cockpit and noted that the wind had neither increased nor changed direction but nevertheless there was now a short period swell coming from the mouth of the bay and hitting us exactly on the beam. I was a little puzzled at this, since the weather forecast had called for little or no wind overnight. It had rained all night and the rocking motion had become more violent. In addition the dinghy was stowed across the mizzen deck, directly above where we were sleeping and the water inside was sloshing back and forth with the rock. Sort of like trying to sleep inside a dishwasher set on "pot and pans" cycle. By 0330 hours, gear we had not stowed that well, began toppling over and we were grateful that we had remembered to stow the duty free liqueurs we had just bought. No sleep possible now! Time to go.



We lifted the anchor and by following our inbound GPS track, coupled with the radar image, we slid out of the bay and headed out to sea, bound for the island of Karpathos to the southwest. Once outside our so called shelter, there were flashes of lightning and the radar image showed heavy rain cells all around us. The wind was blowing at 18 knots with gusts to 25 knots and we were close hauled and plunging through short, steep 6 foot seas. And it was cold! 63 degrees inside the main cabin. A small bird flew inside the cockpit and rested there uneasily for ten minutes or so. It was some kind of yellow breasted insectivore and disapproved of my trimming the sails. A grey dawn showed the steep cliffs of Karpathos off the port bow. The cliffs looked barren of vegetation and plunged straight into the sea without seemingly a goat hold. Our destination anchorage was described as having a difficult entrance, being but 100 yards wide with rocks either side. The guide book warned that big seas would pile up at this entrance with northwest winds. The winds were blowing from the northwest and I could see breakers crashing against the base of these cliffs. It was still very early and we decided to continue sailing for our next destination of the harbor of Limon Fri on the north coast of the Island of Kasos. Once we had passed the north tip of Karpathos, we altered course more southerly and went from close hauled to a close reach. The relief was instant and DoodleBug came both more upright and increased speed. The wind had also dropped a little to 16 knots while we were under full sail of Genoa, Main and Mizzen at 8 knots over the ground. It occurred to me that this is the first time we have really sailed since Massawa, Eritrea. We did manage a short sail for a few hours off the coast of Gaza but this was really sailing instead of burning diesel. If the temperature had been just 10 degrees warmer it would have been "great" sailing. There had been no sign of human habitation for miles along the coast of Karpathos until we neared the town of Messohori (I think!), a cluster of white limestone homes with tile roofs, perched perhaps one third of the way up the mountain from the sea. The summit of the mountain range was wreathed in dark water laden cloud. There were still plenty of rain cells showing on radar and we had managed to avoid all of them until we were just a few miles from Limon Fri. We put away the main and reefed the Mizzen to perhaps 2/3 and the Genoa to handkerchief size before the rain hit. The deck was lashed with fresh water for a change and DB blasted along at 8 knots in her heavily reefed condition. We emerged into sunshine in time to enter the tiny harbor and tied up alongside at 1330 hours, position N 35 25.1 E 026 55.4
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DoodleBug at Limon Fri
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April 29 - 30, 2008



Limon Fri is a really laid back kind of place that does not see tourists very often. If the weather is roughish, the ferry boat won't stop here but drops it's passengers at nearby Karpathos. From there you have to see if you can get a ride on a small plane to get home. Our American flag was flying proudly from the dock in front of the whole town and an amazing number of the "locals" would introduce themselves and say, "I'm from the Bronx!" Their accents were terrible and I presume they spoke Greek for the twenty five years or so that they inhabited and ran Greek restaurants throughout New York City. The pattern seems familiar. You are born on some wind blasted desolate island in the Mediterranean and you cannot wait to escape. Twenty or thirty years of urban slum in some far off land and you dream of blue skies and clear waters. You grab your pension and your pot of gold to return and renovate the family goat shed with a three car garage and satellite TV. The cycle can then start over again. Sort of like salmon spawning.



The weather forecast gives us favorable winds for the sail to Crete on Thursday next and we spent the next couple of days just hangin' and fixing the few odd items that had shown up during the sail here. The year old problem of leaking fresh water into the engine room was finally solved and we swapped out the high pressure relief valve on the hot water heater. We also received some e-mail support from the manufacturer of our water maker and were able to fire up the new control board and remove the hardwired override I had installed when we were in Israel. Tuesday's highlight was our visit to the Internet cafe. While I sat and scrolled through various accounts, Annette was writing postcards nearby and got to play with a large domestic bunny that was roaming beneath the tables in the Internet cafe and nibbling at shoelaces. The bunny's name was "Casserole". We spoke to the coastguard on Tuesday and he handed us a form and asked us to fill it out tomorrow or "whenever".
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On Wednesday several other yachts arrived and tied up at the dock. There was a French vessel "Isis" that had shared the anchorages at Panormittis and Potamos on Khalkis, where we had the awful rolling during the night. Ian and Pattie aboard SV Celtic Spray arrived from Crete and are heading towards Turkey, whilst Mike and Peggy aboard SV Forever were Crete bound like us. Wednesday night was calm and should have been a perfect opportunity for a restful night. Instead we had hammering Greek "rap" issuing from the nearby restaurant, coupled with frequent explosions of huge fireworks. This finally quieted down at 0430 hours. Apparently there ain't much else to do around here.



May 1, 2008



Position N35 15.7 E 025 43.6



Arrived Crete, Spinalonga Bay. All well on board.



We had set our alarm clock for 0530 hours and it seemed I had just closed my eyes when it went off. Time to go. We stowed the last few items and made a final check on the weather before backing off the dock and heading out to sea. SV Forever had left perhaps fifteen minutes ahead of us and we could see them in the dawn, as we both maneuvered past the reefs and islets guarding the entrance to Limon Fri. The forecast called for very light winds of 5 knots or so but we were experiencing 18 knots of wind from the forecast direction and were soon under sail and close hauled for our first waypoint. We cleared the island and came onto our course for Crete sailing a close reach under full sail until the winds increased slightly and we began to reef the main whilst our speed remained over 8 knots. We sailed thus for four hours and Doodlebug was flying through the water. In the space of two minutes the wind increased to around 23 knots and then dropped to 2 knots as though someone had thrown a switch. The waves had been in the six foot range, short sharp and steep, when they too disappeared as though they had been connected to the same switch. We fired up the engine and motored for the next three hours, until were 6 miles from our destination of Spinalonga lagoon. The wind switch was thrown again and we close reached for the final hour.



[image: img72.jpg]SV Forever on passage to Spinalonga



[image: img73.jpg]The entrance to Spinalonga lagoon. The entrance is to the left with the Venetian fortress on the island
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[image: img76.jpg]DoodleBug anchored next to SV Forever in Spinalonga lagoon
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The entrance to the lagoon is guarded by an islet crowned with a massive Venetian fortress. The guide book mention depths of 9 feet over the entrance bar and cruisers previously met had warned of depths less than this. The bottom was easily viewed and looked like clear sand as we edged slowly in. If we were to run aground, we wanted this to be as gentle an experience as possible. The depths did indeed slowly decrease until we were sailing in 10 feet of water and then began to increase again. This lagoon is perhaps three miles long and had at one time been used as a seaplane base. We motored to its southernmost end and anchored off the village of Skhisma at 1510 hours. Ashore we see rows of restaurants, a supermarket and hotels. This will not be the remote Greek Island experience. Our position is N35 15.7 E 025 43.6



May 2, 2008



This morning we finally raised enough energy to get off the boat and dinghied ashore to explore the small town. This is obviously a tourist spot with shoulder to shoulder restaurants, bars, jewelry shops, gift shops and the like. We explored the super market and also found the local hardware and marine supply store. When I enquired at one bar if they had wireless internet, I was told that they could give me a "cable" to connect my laptop but that they did not use WiFi because of the "radiation risk to their employees". I did notice that the same employees were using cell phones however. The girl at the car rental office was impressed with our International driving licenses and exclaimed that she had never seen one before. I mention this because the reason we went to the trouble of obtaining such, was that the guide books had maintained that the Greek rental agencies would be unique amongst the countries of the planet in insisting upon the possession of such documents. So much for guide books! We lined up a rental car for the morrow and eventually drifted back to DoodleBug to complete a lazy day.



May 3, 2008



Annette spotted the head of a large sea turtle this morning in our anchorage. Our sea life sightings have become rare phenomena in the Med. This excitement was followed by an early run ashore to pick up our rental car and then we met with Mike from SV Forever to help him get diesel. I wanted to find out about the mythical "duty free" diesel and he needed to buy some more. Mike had said that the gas station was "just up the road". I had been told 2 kilometers. It turned out that Mike's "just up the road" was indeed two kilometers. No big deal carrying empty jerry jugs but for the return journey, no fun whatsoever! The mythical "duty free" diesel remains mythical. We delivered Mike and his filled jerry jugs back to his dinghy and then set off to find the local scuba diving operator. Of course this was the single day that he was not in his office but a cell phone call confirmed that he could not service our on-board scuba gear. A visit back to the Internet for more phone numbers and we got the same story for the entire island of Crete. All scuba gear is sent to Athens for service. In the afternoon Annette found a local artist Ioannis Petrakis (www.greek-icons.com) who produces Byzantine Icons using the original natural paints and varnishes. Ioannis produces museum quality work and several of his commissions were for churches. We spent some time at his store / studio learning about the different styles and methods of production.
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The weather forecast has been threatening all sorts of blows for the past few days and we are not yet sure what will be produced by a strong northerly blow down the three mile length of the lagoon. So far it has just been a little choppy but we are nevertheless reluctant to leave DoodleBug for extended periods of time.



May 4, 2008



This morning we had a few chores to accomplish before setting off sightseeing. I have been procrastinating because I had neglected to re-seal the windlass with silicone sealant since I had opened it a week or so ago when trying to get the chain counter to work. I spent a half hour cleaning off the old sealant and then resealed the unit before retesting the chain counter. It has stopped working! WTF! I re-opened the unit that was now oozing semi-hardened silicone sealant and checked the wiring. Nothing. I then cut off the old insulation and checked the connections of the sensor to the wiring harness. Everything looks fine but the counter no longer works. In total disgust I have bolted the unit together and will address the problem later this week when my "wa" and inner peace have been restored. We dinghied over to SV Forever and picked up Mike and Peggy for a trip to see the ruins of the 4,000 year old Palace of Malia where the famous "Golden Bee" was discovered. The latter is a piece of jewelry whose image has adorned postcards in every gift shop throughout the entire length of Crete for most of the past century. The ruins of the palace have been relatively undisturbed since the destruction of the buildings and it was possible to get a sense of the size and layout of the community. The location is amongst rich fields with a view of the mountains behind and the Mediterranean Sea in front. It must have been quite a pleasant hangout for the Minoans. Of course the volcano of Santorini lies some 70 miles to the north which would be a little too close for my taste.
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[image: img83.jpg]Peggy and Mike  crew of SV Forever



On our return trip we stopped at a small tavern in the village of Neapoli for lunch. The cook was Maria and maintained that she was the best cook on Crete. In fact the food was great and we sampled the various dishes on her menu. This was also the occasion that Annette decided to try the "Retsina". This is alleged to be a style of Greek wine but to my taste, is more like a wood alcohol and turpentine blend. Maria suggested diluting the retsina with soda water. This did help get the stuff down. Reminded me of drinking cheap wine with lemonade in it during my misspent youth. When we reached DoodleBug, we found that the wind had begun to blow hard across the anchorage. The blow continued throughout the night while the assembled fleet strained at their respective anchor chains. We felt reasonably secure as I had managed to dump another 10 meters of chain on the sea-bed whilst messing with the chain counter.



May 5, 2008



This morning it was still blowing hard but we made the trip ashore in the dinghy, while blessing the fact that we had an outboard motor and were not rowing. We were searching for a few odd items at the hardware store but only found the length of wire that was on my list. Back again aboard DoodleBug I checked the continuity and integrity of the wiring from the control in the cockpit to the to the windlass mounted chain counter. Everything checked out as I feared, meaning that the problem must lie inside the sensor itself. Back to the rental car and now we were headed for Agios Nikolaos. This is the next town to the south and is the repository of everything that you can't buy locally. At least that is what the store keepers maintain. I was irritated enough with the dive companies that I decided to service the dive computers myself. I was stunned when I opened the computer to discover that inside the elaborately sealed battery compartment - just a battery. The computer guts are completely sealed off from the user. There is nothing, I repeat nothing to service inside this unit except replace the battery. I actually paid someone to do this for me in New Zealand and was told today that this was way beyond the technical expertise of the local dive shops and would need to be done in Athens. There they consult the Oracle of Delphi for directions. The second part of the dive equipment I need to service is a radio sender for the tank pressure and will need a skinny 19 mm. wrench to remove. I struck out at the hardware store and decided a bicycle store was the place to find such. None in town; you guessed it - to be found in Agios Nikolaos and hence our pilgrimage.



The road to Agios N. winds along steep sea cliffs with hairpin bends, steep climbs and great views. We noticed a bike shop on the way and pulled into the parking lot. After some shouting we located the proprietor - Axel and he loaned me a wrench. It was labeled 17 mm. and I pointed this out to him but he insisted it was actually, positively 19 mm. It did not look like a 19 mm wrench but we promised to return it on the morrow and set off again. We found a cell telephone store and after considerable experimentation, discovered how to find out how many minutes exist on our pre-paid cell-phone. The next stop was the electronics store to find a battery for our ship's clock. The latter is French and unlike all of the other clocks on the planet, conveniently uses a type "N" battery instead of the universal standard of an "AA". The store was closed. We had forgotten that Greece closes down at 1300 hours. If you are lucky the stores re-open at around 1700 hours; otherwise try again tomorrow. Back at Elounda (the town we are anchored off) the lady from the car rental store recommended a local sandwich place and we had an excellent supper that partially offset the truly disgusting lunch we had purchased on the main tourist drag in Agios N.



[image: img84.jpg]The inner harbor at Elounda where we left our dinghy



[image: img85.jpg]delivering the cheese



[image: img86.jpg]Annette finds the Cheetos truck

May 6, 2008



We have been hangin' in Elounda as we have guests joining us on Friday. Daughter Marian and her boyfriend Craig are arriving from Las Vegas, Nevada to play with us for a couple of weeks. In the meantime we have been chasing the odd chore that seems to exact an inordinate amount of time when you are not familiar with the place. 



The first task of the day was to return Axel's wrench to him. It did not fit the required part and a set of calipers confirmed that the loaned wrench was 17 mm. as labeled. Surprise! Nevertheless I did extract the recalcitrant device with skinny "Vice Grips" and Marian has already bought the replacement batteries and will be carrying them with her. On the road to Axel's there is a particularly sharp bend and on our approach we could see fire trucks, ambulances, police cars and the like signaling an accident. On our return we saw that it was a single vehicle accident involving a small car, that had broadsided the end of a stone wall and was now on its side at the edge of the cliff. The fireman was standing next to the wreck and smoking a cigarette. He cast the stub down on the road as we passed, indicating a different level of flammability for Greek gasoline than what we are used to.



We later shuttled 100 liters of diesel to DoodleBug in our dinghy and yacht neighbor Mike paddled over to ask a favor. He had torn down his engine raw water pump and found that the bearings were frozen to the shaft and would need a puller. Annette had an errand in Agios N. and we gathered Mike up and drove around Crete until we somehow found the machine shop he was seeking. Ten minutes later, Mike was happy and we raced the clock to find Annette's store before the Island closed down for the day.



May 7, 2008



Back to Agios Nikolaos this morning to exchange some of yesterday's purchases. Parking on Crete is really challenging. The streets are narrow with cars parked on both sides of the street. Often you squeeze through a gap watching the mirrors very carefully so that they maintain their integrity as part of the vehicle, when you discover that you are on a two way street and have oncoming traffic. Double parking is a way of life and Cretan Greeks will stop dead in the middle of the highway to chat to a friend. Nobody seems to get upset. I began to park the rental car near the store where Annette had made her purchases and as I was backing into the space, a local lady on a motor scooter, who was both gravitationally and aesthetically challenged, drove into the space I was halfway backed into and parked. She walked off. I was left half way in and half way out of the space. I straightened the car the best I could and waited for Annette to return, whilst the traffic had to ease around me.



At an Internet cafe I found two notes giving useful advice on the chain counter problem. One note maintained that the sensor could be "eased" out of it's holder with the gentle use of a screwdriver. I tried using the plastic body of a ball point pen and a large mallet. Considerable beating produced no discernable result. This is going to take sufficient force to smash the thing.



The wind blew quite strongly across the anchorage and produced a wicked chop. Fortunately the wave size was not large enough to produce a lot of motion aboard DoodleBug and we determined to sit it out rather than seek a more sheltered anchoring spot. The only other vessel here is SV Forever and we have been enjoying sundowners on each other's vessels for the past few days. SV Forever is bound for Malta and has been waiting for a decent weather window for the passage. The wind has been blowing from the northwest for days now, which is the Summer pattern, whilst we are still waiting for Spring.



May 8, 2008



The forecast was for a hard blow all day with rain. All of this to come from the north, that is down the long axis of the lagoon where we are anchored. We decided that it was time to move, raised anchor and motored about three quarters of a mile to a shallow cove on the east side of the lagoon. There was not much shelter from the winds at this location, as the hillsides seemed to bend and redirect the gusts from all sorts of angles. However the wave action was noticeably diminished, whilst we huddled a boat's length off the rocky shore. The hillside above was covered with ancient stone walls and less ancient sheep. The latter were moving and were accompanied by a man who was making a loud woofing sound. Perhaps he couldn't afford a dog. Nevertheless the sheep and their surrogate sheepdog eventually left, leaving us wondering if they knew something that we didn't. The wind howled and gusted all day long and the rain would lash the deck for a while and then move on. We are supposed to make a run to the airport tomorrow to collect Marian and Craig. The forecast does indicate lightening wind conditions by mid-day tomorrow and we are determined to get ashore no matter how wet we get.



[image: img87.jpg]just reading on a rainy day



May 9, 2008



Airport day! We moved DoodleBug back to our original anchorage and were pleasantly surprised to find that although the passage across the lagoon was quite bumpy, our destination was reasonably sheltered. I might add here that since I beat the hell out of the chaincounter sensor with a large rubber mallet, it has been working perfectly again. There is definitely a moral here and when I figure it out, I will let you know. We dinghied ashore and Annette and I shot off in different directions to run errands; me to buy diesel and she to buy groceries. Next was the run to the airport in the rental car. The signposts for the airport were well hidden but it's position had been betrayed by a descending aircraft and we were not fooled. We parked in the "Tour Buses Only" area and walked to the opposite end of the airport to find the "Arrivals" area. The flight was late. We found a kiosk in the departure lounge to sell us a couple of beers and then sat on the curbstone, people watching. Finally the plane from Athens arrived and we hovered outside the security doors scanning the interior whenever the automatic doors opened to eject a passenger. No sign of Craig and Marian! Finally I spotted a large black tube heading towards me. I recognized this immediately as the sail battens I had asked them to transport for me. Marian came to the exit doors and after some negotiation with the security guard, I went inside leaving Annette still poised with her camera on the other side of the doors. The delay was due to the fact that of their four pieces of luggage, the sail battens alone had made it to Crete. The adventure of air-travel! We filed our lost luggage report and headed back to DoodleBug. They are here and they are safe. We found DoodleBug riding quietly at anchor on almost flat water, the first we have seen since we arrived.



May 10, 2008



This morning we rigged the new main sail with it's sail battens and then headed ashore to forage for food, whilst drifting in and out of gift shops. We called the airport to see if the missing luggage had arrived and were told the aircraft was late. Finally we did receive a call saying that the missing three bags had arrived. What next? We negotiated that the airline would deliver the three bags by courier to the car rental office we had been using. Great! Thirty minutes later another call from the airline. The courier had refused to make the delivery run because of the "gas station strike" and instead they would send the bags, sometime that evening to Agios Nikoloas via bus. Could we meet the bus? We are perhaps twenty minutes by auto from Agios N. and we have no clue as to where the bus station might be. Crap! We declined the bus solution and resigned ourselves to a couple of hour roundtrip journey back to the airport. The courier story came as no surprise to me, as it is almost Universal amongst airlines to have some reason as to why they cannot deliver your luggage.



We arrived back at the terminal, schlepped the bags to the car and headed back to Elounda. Then we began to notice the gas stations. They really were all closed. There are three flavors of franchised gas stations on Crete and they were all barricaded shut. We were later informed that this strike is for a week to protest the "high price of oil". I am sure that the Saudis are quaking in their camel slippers back in Riyadh. We monitored the fuel gauge in the rental car and were thankful we had added a little a couple of days ago. We might make it! On the highway we passed a dreadful wreck involving two cars and a truck. This is the second major wreck we have seen in the past week. Craig mentioned that Greece has the highest accident rate in Europe and I believe it. Two kilometers outside of Elounda was the gas station where I had purchased diesel yesterday morning. We pulled in and added gas to the tank on the rental car. The first station we have found open on the island.

May 11, 2008
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What an exciting morning! While I was rigging the new mainsail with it's vertical battens that Marian and Craig had delivered, Annette noticed marine activity at perhaps a half mile from DoodleBug. We could see splashing in the still waters and occasionally a flipper would be discernable. This had to be a turtle. We grabbed the binoculars and confirmed that it was indeed the case but a few minutes later the splashing and the like had not moved. Annette then decided that it was a turtle trapped in some fishing line and was in desperate need of help. I maintained that it was simply turtles screwing. Annette grabbed camera and dive knife to cut the entrapping medium and accompanied by Craig and Marian, they set off in the dinghy to the rescue. As it turned out there were three turtles involved in some kind of kinky turtle fornicating threesome and they were too busy and engaged in their activity to pay any attention to the rescuers / paparazzi in the dinghy. By the time I had the main rigged, the photographers were back and both they and the turtles were totally happy with the experience. 



[image: img90.jpg]rigging the battened main sail (it has vertical battens so that it can be furled inside the mast)
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Marian had brought us the necessary batteries to service our dive computers and the latter were soon up and running again. That afternoon we visited an Elounda dive resort and made a dive off the nearby reef. It was relatively simple to enter the water as all we had to do was step off the dock at the resort into the sea. This was the first time I have used steel air-tanks with "European" valve fittings. The tanks were noticeably heavier than the aluminum tanks we carry aboard DoodleBug and of course required an adapter so that my newly serviced regulator would fit. Throughout the rest of the world, we have found the "American" style valving to be standard. Not because it is better I was told but because in the era of internet shopping, it is considerably cheaper than the Euro version. For us who have been spoiled by the Pacific and Indian Ocean reefs, the dive was mundane with little sea life. For Marian and Craig however, this was the first time they have dived in salt water since their training in Lake Mead, Nevada. We retired afterwards to the pizza restaurant in Elounda where Craig traded shoulder patches with a uniformed Cretan policeman. Craig is a police officer in Las Vegas and shoulder patch trading is an international tradition amongst officers; sort of like tee-shirt trading at the Olympic games.
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May 12, 2008



Today we had scheduled another Scuba dive from a boat and this was of a reef that was in far better condition than yesterday's reef off the resort. There were a few corals and lots of interesting fish. My dive was made more interesting in that it had been decided that I would use the smaller volume steel tank for today's dive. The valve adapter had been leaking but since the dive boat carried two other adapters and because the swell was throwing the boat against the dock, we boarded quickly with our gear and left. At the dive site I installed the new adapter and turned on the air. The "O" ring promptly blew out venting a third of the tank's contents. Thus I began the dive with the third adapter in my tank and with two thirds of a small tank of air. Just remember not to breathe too often! Nevertheless the dive was fun and I think that Craig and Marian are now hooked on scuba diving.
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Later that evening we returned our rental car and have become pedestrians again. The wind forecast for sailing from our location in Spinalonga lagoon to the island of Thira (Santorini) some 80 miles to the north has not been good. The forecast has changed rapidly from day to day with little stability, a low prowling to the west of us and strong headwinds forecast for our proposed passage. Tomorrow we will sail for Agios Nikolaos marina to the south where we can safely leave DoodleBug for a few days.
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May 13, 2008



At 0815 hours we raised anchor and set sail for the northern end of Spinalonga lagoon. We anchored 35 minutes later at N 35 17.69 E 025 44.16 off the Venetian fortress and former leper colony of Spinalonga. By now most of the crew were awake and we grabbed a backpack of refreshments and dinghied ashore onto a stony beach. It is well that we carried supplies, as we discovered that the fortress was padlocked and would be opened at 1000 hours. Thus we wandered in the warm sun, beach combing and the like until our beer was consumed and the castle / leper colony wardens had shown up. The castle colony complex sprawled across the island and was a mixture of early 20th. century buildings in various states of repair, imposed upon a fortress built several centuries earlier at the dawn of gunpowder warfare. The fortress held out for 45 years against the Turkish invasion of Crete but was finally reduced by siege. The site was used to relocate lepers in the early 1900's and was utilized until 1957 for this purpose. It seems incredible to us that these unfortunates were held in such desperate conditions, with virtually no treatment and just half a century ago. We wandered the ruins and Marian grossed out a rather stuffy British couple by asking them if they had found any finger bones. In the afternoon the tour boats began to arrive, discharging hordes of tourists and we took our leave. We raised anchor sailed for the Marina at Agios Nikolaos and at 1415 hours were tied up at N 35 11.2 E 025 43.0



[image: img104.jpg]DoodleBug anchored off the fortress



May 14, 2008



The winds have continued to blow from the north barring a comfortable passage to Thira with our guests. We have booked ferry tickets for tomorrow and spent the day wandering the gift shops and restaurants of Agios Nikolaos. The town is built on a steep sided promontory and the streets are narrow, jammed with parked cars and traffic and cling to the slopes. This is the first place we have stayed where Marian and Craig can venture off by themselves rather than being marooned aboard DoodleBug at anchor.



May 15, 2008



The alarm clock went off at 0430 hours. It seemed that I had just dropped off to sleep and there was this electronic female voice saying, "Good morning! The time is four thirty a.m." Silly bitch! I switched her nagging off. Two minutes later the second alarm clock went off but I was already awake and besides I had set this to "rooster crowing", so it was kinda' funny. Time to get rolling, as the four of us are bound for Thira, the island that forms part of the caldera of the volcano of Santorini. An hour later we were stumbling through the darkened streets to find the bus station. My directions included several turns and the admonishment to "ask anyone". The streets were still black and empty of human presence at 0530 hours. We did find the bus station however and caught the first bus of the day to the ferry terminal at Iraklion. Our ferry boat was a high speed catamaran and we had assigned seating. Our angst rose slightly when the safety briefing advised us to keep our seat belts on at all times and when we also noticed that the windows did not seem to open. As it was, the ferry seemed to rocket along at near forty knots with very little motion as we tried to doze in our aircraft type chairs. Two hours later the ferry was slowing, I had the same crick in my neck that I get from a ten hour flight and the view from the ferry windows was of the soaring cliffs of the inside of the caldera of Santorini. Thirty minutes later we arrived at our hotel in Fira www.tzekosvillas.gr . The view from the rooms was stunning as the hotel clings precariously to the side of the caldera, with a view of the newly forming island in the center. The color of the cliffs ran through the spectrum of blacks and grays with the occasional layer of reddish deposits and against this was the blue of the sea and sky, with the sprinkling of white buildings along the skyline, as though a giant seagull had perched there. The central island of "Nisis Nea Kammeni" had black lava flows that are but fifty years old. This is an active volcano.
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The approach to the hotel had been along steep alleys that were too narrow for four-wheeled vehicles and whose surface bore the organic evidence of mule transportation. We rented a small Hyundai instead of a mule and used the former to drive to the most westerly point on Thira to view the sunset. This was the village of "Ia" and near the tip of the island we found a cove plus a number of fish restaurants. The cove was decorated with the mandatory Greek fishing boats and we ate the mandatory Greek seafood supper, whilst the waves slopped against the rocks. For our guests who had never experienced such narrow roads, with the steep hills, curves and guard-rail-less drop-offs, they now had the enjoyment of experiencing the return journey in the dark. We made it back to our hotel safely, although we could have used the mule from the car park to our rooms.
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May 16, 2008



This morning we planned to visit the archaeological site at Akrotiri. This was the largest Minoan city outside Crete and was discovered and excavated by a Professor Marinatos. About three percent of the site has been excavated and all was covered with deep volcanic ash. What has been discovered so far are three story buildings, elaborate frescoes (wall decorations) and Minoan pottery. The good professor's excavations were interrupted when a wall fell on him, killing him. He is supposed to be buried on the site. I say "supposed" because when we arrived at the parking lot, there was no evidence of the well signposted, famous, archeological digs and museum. There were other tourists wandering along the bleak roadside looking for the exhibits, so we knew we were in approximately the correct location. We then discovered that the site has been closed for three years following another accident with collapsing walls. The barricaded construction site carried a banner proclaiming an allocation of nearly 21 million Euros to refurbish the area. Apparently they could not afford another 100 Euros or so for a sign that read "Closed".
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We did hike to the nearby "red sand" beach and although it was a very pretty cove, the sand was colored more rusty brown than red. Next stop was the "Wine Museum" near the village of Vothanos in the interior. The museum is on the property of "Volcan Wines" and the wine were produced from 1660 to 1970 in a natural cave, some 300 yards in length and 20 feet below the surface. The Museum depicted life and wine production on the waterless island during this period and had animatronic dummies to demonstrate the various stages in the process. This was not exactly "Walt Disney" quality but was fun to see nevertheless. The early wine makers lived by hunting pigeons and quail on the island, since there was no other game. They lived on a diet of pigeon and fava beans washed down with retsina I suppose. There was no electricity on Thira until the late 1960s and until then, it was either manual labor or donkey power. The donkeys lived in the same cave and added their own odor to the grim and xeric existence of the viniculture pioneers. I found myself wondering how the Minoans managed to support a sizeable colony some 5,000 years prior.



May 17, 2008



We had returned our rental car yesterday as the surviving museums are all in the town of Fira where we are staying. We have been assured that the pre-history museum and the archaeological museum both remain extant and the museum worker's strike is itself now a part of history. Marian did ask the lady at the pre-history museum what the strike was about and received the gruff response, "Money". Whatever was the outcome of the strike, the museum workers have been the surliest Greeks we have encountered to date.



Most of the artifacts in the pre-history museum were from the digs at Akrotiri and these were fabulous. The design and workmanship of 5,000 year old ceramics and wall decorations were truly humbling. The museum also had geological maps of the volcano showing the deposits from the various eruptions, plus an estimate of what may have existed before the bronze age eruption that destroyed the Minoan community. This model showed a central lagoon, similar to today, although the caldera was shown as more massive and more complete. I had always thought of Santorini as a cone volcano like Kilimanjaro, that first blew its top during the bronze age. Nevertheless, the eruption in 1300 BC was both immense and devastating. The tsunamis produced would have destroyed all of the local settlements and with Crete just 70 miles to the south and downwind, one can easily believe that this event effectively destroyed the heart of the Minoan civilization and spawned the Atlantis legend. I have been fascinated by Santorini for several decades after reading a comparison of the biblical description of the exodus of the Jews from Egypt (The seven plagues followed by the drowning of Pharaoh's army) coupled with the expected phenomenon of a major and catastrophic volcanic eruption to the northwest of Egypt.



We also visited the archaeological museum and although it too was very interesting, it paled compared to the Akrotiri finds. We were pursued around the museum by employees who were determined to enforce the rule of no camera flash use in "this room" and no photographs of any kind in the "next room". I thought about the four of us separating and heading to different rooms just to see what the guard dogs would do when faced with multiple targets.



In the late afternoon we caught the ferry back to Iraklion where we stayed the night in a hotel. I had asked a taxi driver near the port if he knew our hotel and he remarked that it was only half a kilometer. He presumably decided that we either needed the exercise or maybe that we did not look wealthy enough for the fare.



May 18, 2008



This morning we rented a car as we intended to visit the Minoan palace of Knossos before heading back to Agios Nikolaos and DoodleBug. The Palace of Knossos is famous as the domicile of the Minotaur. The mythical beast was kept in a labyrinth by King Minos and fed a diet of young human victims (sort of like the US school system). Theseus unsportingly offed the beast while it was sleeping. The Palace of Knossos was built some 3,000 years ago, supposedly over the labyrinth but we saw no evidence of either labyrinth or Minotaur. This is the largest of the Minoan Palaces and was excavated by Sir Arthur Evans from around 1900 onwards. Evans has been criticized in that he "restored" much of the palace and that some of his work was pure conjecture. Nevertheless this is one of the most visited archaeological sites and to the layman, far more interesting because of Evan's work than say the less adulterated site we visited at Malia. On the return to Ag. Nick we stopped off for lunch at the little roadside cafe in downtown Neapoli where today's special was rabbit. And very tasty it was too.



May 19, 2008



Today was a hard blow and we were glad to have DoodleBug in the marina whilst our anemometer showed gusts near 40 knots. We were all in favor of a lazy day aboard DoodleBug, catching up on chores and watching movies. The day's excitement was when the marina staff brought in a 65 ton, steel trawler type vessel alongside us. The trawler had a crew of two, who were in their late sixties / early seventies and the marina staff team were not exactly a well oiled machine. At the time the wind was blowing off her beam at 30 knots and they were having great difficulty controlling the beast. The crews aboard the yachts on both sides watched anxiously, clutching extra fenders in hand whilst the antics continued. We were particularly pleased that we were on the upwind side and less likely to be hit. The saying amongst cruisers is that sometimes you watch the show and sometimes you are the show. Today we got to watch.



May 20, 2008



This morning we drove to the traditional village of Krista. A "traditional village" is one where every street is lined with gift and souvenir shops. Annette and Marian were in heaven, whilst I explained to Craig the importance of picking a place in the shade where you could sit. After a pleasant lunch we visited an olive farm / museum where the donkey "Dora" demonstrated how olives were crushed.



SV Forever had e-mailed us saying that they had experienced a terrible passage towards Malta in gale force winds, given up and had run for shelter in Sicily. Peggy had then discovered that she had lost her memory chip for her computer and had probably left it at the internet cafe / bar we had been using in Elounda. On our return to Agios Nikolaos we swung by Elounda and retrieved the errant memory chip. This was an expensive act of mercy as Annette remembered that she had been shopping for some jewelry in Elounda and was now ready to complete her purchase.



Tonight was packing as Craig and Marian fly back to Las Vegas tomorrow morning.



May 21, 2008



An early morning drive to the airport on almost empty roads. We have enjoyed Marian and Craig's visit and they have been great guests. We will miss them both. We watched as their bags were checked in and then bade them farewell as we needed to continue west to Iraklion to return the rental car. The rental office was closed, as was most of Iraklion it seemed and the only place we found open was a "Starbucks" coffee house. We were the only customers and I enjoyed a hearty breakfast of Cappuccino and carrot cake. By now the auto rental office had opened, the owner had already retrieved his car from where we had illegally parked it and we just needed to hand over the keys.



Next was the bus station for the return trip to Agios Nikolaos. This turned out to be a far more exciting ride than we had been anticipating. The driver was younger than our outbound bus driver and seemed to have an attitude problem. He snarled and yelled at the passengers and would approach a bus stop at speed, slam on the brakes and stop at least a bus length from the stop. The waiting passengers were forced to stumble and hobble according to their physical condition, the dozen or so yards to board. On one stretch of two lane highway he decided to overtake another vehicle just as he approached the stop. A little old lady waved frantically and he slammed on his brakes. He then reversed the bus some 50 yards or so back towards the staggering figure. Annette said she was surprised that he stopped at all and I maintained that the only reason he did was that the lady in question was his mother. Midway through the journey he got upset with the driver of the car ahead while in traffic. He stopped the bus, jumped out of the cab and expostulated with the driver in the vehicle ahead, punching the man's hand when he waved it at him. Then he started an argument with the ticket taker. Our driver was near hysterical with anger and took both hands off the wheel to wave them while he screamed. The argument continued for over ten minutes whilst the bus hurtled along and the passengers in the forward seats gripped the back of the seats ahead with whitened knuckles. We were all happy to see the Agios Nikolaos bus station through the big windshield.

May 22, 2008



A typical pre-departure day. We topped up our diesel tank with fuel, paid our marina bill and then with receipt in hand, made the pilgrimage to the custom's office to get our departure documentation. Last minute grocery items and we sail tomorrow morning for Malta.

May 23, 2008



Position N 35 17.0 E 025 43.6



We dropped our lines at 0810 this morning and set sail for an anchorage some 60 miles from Agios Nikolaos, en route to Malta. The forecast winds were supposed to be in the 10 knot range from the WNW with some forecasts showing perhaps lighter winds closer to noon. For two hours we motor-sailed north until we reached the Agios Ioannis Point. Here we were to turn to the west and brave the headwinds along the northern coast of Crete. An obvious problem was visible well before we passed the shelter of the land, in the form of a line of windmills along the Ag. Ioannis ridge top. The windmill arms were spinning like aircraft turbines on take-off. We ventured out into the full blast of nearly 30 knots of wind and our speed dropped away to 2 knots. Not today! We spun around and anchored a mile or south, on the northwest side of Spinalonga Lagoon. After lunch we again ventured forth and found the 30 knot blast still stubbornly from the west. Back to Spinalonga and try again tomorrow.



[image: img122.jpg]windmills and whitecaps



[image: img123.jpg]Sheltering behind the Venetian fortress



May 24, 2008



Position N 35 23.3 E 025 02.6 at 1500 hours UTM.



We received a wake-up call this morning when the cell phone rang at 0230 hours. Helen had heard from her sister that we intended to leave at 0300 hours and believed the rumor. Ah well, by now we were awake and at 0300 hours we raised anchor and set sail towards Malta. We made an instrument exit from Spinalonga by GPS track and radar but by now this route was becoming familiar. Once outside we motored with an overcast sky and light winds until we reached yesterday's turnaround point off the tip of the cape. The wind was blowing at near the forecast 10 knots from the west and we motored our way into it and along the northern coast of Crete. Dawn was spectacular with fire along the eastern horizon and the wind shifted slightly so that we were able to rig the main sail and gain a slight speed increase. Near 0700 hours we were passing between two trawlers in clear conditions when the nearest made an abrupt turn across our bows. He was so close when he made the turn that if we had not been on watch we would have hit him. At first we did not see the trawl he was towing and began to cross his stern but swung off again as we spotted his cable. Was this an insurance trap? It seems that the Gulf of Mexico is not unique in their hostile fisherman.



[image: img124.jpg]trawler passes across our bows



By 0900 hours the winds had begun to build in strength and the seas were also building a steep 5 to 6 foot chop with a boat length between crests. We began to look for possible shelter as the nearest guide book listed anchorage was still four hours ahead. The winds and seas continued to build and we changed course to seek shelter behind the headland of Agia Pelagia. For the 8 or 9 miles of our approach, the winds were gusting from 30 to 35 knots and 6 to 8 foot waves were sweeping the deck. So much for a ten knot forecast! We eased into the shelter provided by a hook of land and the waves and wind died away. At the point of the coast we had selected, there is some kind of high-end resort and next to it a small beach where we dropped anchor at 1020 hours. I hoped that the isolated resort might have unsecured WiFi internet access and at first this seemed to be the case. Unfortunately our explorer program directed us to a screen that demanded password access. Rats!



For the remainder of the day we have watched the whitecaps whipping by just north of us, indicating a howling headwind. The forecast does show lightening winds near midnight but we have diminished faith in the forecasted conditions.



[image: img125.jpg]anchored off the resort
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