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Diary of a Circumnavigation

Book XVI

by

Edmund J. Steele


Canary Islands...the return



September 30 - November 3, 2008



We arrived back on board DoodleBug on the evening of September 30th. and found her floating gently at the dock. Everything on board looks to be in good shape. We had the usual negotiation with the airline in Albuquerque insisting that, yes, we really did want our luggage sent all the way to our destination in Lanzarote. The airlines retaliated by making ours the last three bags to come off the conveyor. This is so entertaining as by now all of the other passengers have left and they are beginning to turn off the lights in the terminal. You stand there, mentally estimating the cost of courtesy flags, cruising guides, engine, windlass, lighting and toilet pump parts, DVD movies, iPods, backup prescription sunglasses, reading materials for the long night watches, underwear, shirts, flip-flops ... Of course at the same time you also begin to wonder just how difficult it will be to replace all of this junk and suddenly the errant bags appear. Ta daa!!!



Back aboard with the bags unpacked and the contents at least partially stowed, we have begun the check-out dance. As usual we make up lists. Lists of things to fix (only a few small items this time), lists of items to test to make sure that they work smoothly and lists of groceries and supplies. We are beginning to recover from our jet lag, the six hours time difference and most of all, beginning to decompress from watching too much election coverage on US television. We have found no locally transmitted TV channels on Lanzarote and the total absence of moronic and repetitive political advertising has been a huge relief. In a couple of days time, you too back in the USA will feel the wash of redemption, knowing that the next Presidential campaign will not begin for another twelve months...



DoodleBug is coming back to life and the excitement of this next leg of the adventure is beginning to build. We will not sail for another three weeks or so but are already studying the weather patterns and wind forecasts. The next leg will be approximately 3,000 miles. We need to make sure that the beer supply will last and that the fishing lures are sharp and ready. The crew has begun practicing Caribbean chants of..."Put de lime in de coconut an' drink him all up, Put de lime in de coconut an' drink him all up, Put de lime in de coconut an' drink him all up.....



November 4 and 5, 2008



We have made two runs to the supermarket with our rental car and each time, DoodleBug settled lower into the water as we loaded our groceries. I always feel a huge sigh of relief when our credit card is accepted at the supermarket checkout. After you have scanned and bagged two shopping cart loads of groceries, it would be a real bummer to have your plastic rejected by some credit card company computer in Philadelphia, or wherever they live. Fortunately this has never happened anywhere on the trip. There must be a special bypass in the credit card auto-rejection programs when it comes to buying food and beer. We have also charged all of the battery powered devices on board. There are so many of these that I both use and need a computerized list! The other rainy day task was to update our document files with the latest relevant numbers. Every country you enter has different regulations and information requirements and we try to have everything computerized. This is so that we can simply hand over one or more printed sheets of paper when clearing into a destination country. For example, some countries want the serial numbers of every piece of electronics that you have on board, whereas others are satisfied if you have a passport. I have observed that the former have never checked to see if the pages of model numbers and serial numbers actually match what is on the boat. They just like lots of paper and go away happy if you present them with reams of useless information.



The other major job was to dive and inspect the hull of DoodleBug. Although the sea was not particularly cold, I wore a full wetsuit, plus scuba tank and spent an hour cleaning the propeller. We had paid for the propeller to be painted with a two layer anti-foul system in Marmaris but the paint was slopped on at the last minute before DoodleBug was launched and before the paint was properly dried. Now the expensive paint is almost completely washed away and even though the application was performed last April, there was heavy marine growth on the prop. Much scraping and scouring of the prop was necessary but at least the hull was relatively clean.



November 6, 2008



We have spent a week getting DoodleBug ready for sea and decided it was time for a "touristing" break. Our new friends Paul and Beth of Amel Super Maramu, "SV Krow", gave us an early morning ride in their rental car to the port of Arricefe, where we caught the ferry to Gran Canaria. This was a six hour sea passage, during which we discovered that ferry boat seats are as uncomfortable as aircraft seats during a six hour ride and also that ferry-boat food is perhaps not as good as aircraft food. You can only live on beer and potato chips for so long before you need real food and we were delighted to set foot on dry land at the port of Las Palmas. We wandered out of the port and through the town before finding a hotel for the next two nights. For many years the town and port of Las Palmas had a reputation of being a somewhat seedy and run down commercial center, with some level of local crime. This was our first visit to the Canary Islands and we have concluded that the town must have cleaned up it's act. There were several pleasant thoroughfares dedicated to pedestrians only and these were intersected by narrow alleys. The traffic is a diabolical one way system, with automobiles jammed into the most unlikely parking spaces. Why anyone would own a vehicle is incomprehensible, as once you have moved it, you can never find another place to park and must circle endlessly. At least that is the way it looked to us passing tourists.
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At the hotel we asked for recommendations of a good restaurant and were directed about three blocks away. Of course the restaurant in question was locked up tighter than a drum and darkened throughout. Restaurants here do not open before 8 p.m. which is about an hour before "cruiser bedtime". Our stomachs were still complaining about their diet of ferry boat sandwich and we were not about to hang for another ninety minutes. In the middle of a cross alley from the main drag, two transparent screens had been set up delineating a restaurant and between these were a number of plastic tables and chairs. The proprietor and chef, Maria, invited us to sit and we began our meal of local cuisine with an appetizer of hard goat cheese and three different sauces. One of the sauces was honey based and went surprising well with the tangy cheese. Annette just had to order a supper of "pigs ears", whilst I ordered the pork shank, or at least I though I had. While I was laughing at Annette's attempts to make a dent in her pigs ears, I discovered that my dish was actually sausage and tripe. Maria had apparently missed a line when transferring my order from the "English" menu to the "Spanish" version. This meal was a lot of fun but we were not exactly sated. I can unequivocally state that Annette is unlikely to order "pigs ears" again and I am definitely not a tripe person myself.



November 7, 2008



This morning we phoned a car rental company and about fifteen minutes later, the proprietor showed up in the hotel lobby. He asked us to follow him and after weaving through a few alleys on foot, we arrived at a barred gate at a multi-storey building. He let us in with a key but showed us the hidden switch on the inside wall, that allowed us to open the gate for ourselves. We crossed the interior lobby of what was some kind of apartment building and arrived at an obscure elevator. Just as in the 007 Bond movies, we pressed the down button for level "minus 4" and sank into the bowels of the earth. The basement of this building was of unfinished rock, with some water seeping through the walls. The cars were parked below sea- level and we were to return our rental car to this same location. Our guide drove the car up a single car width ramp, rising in a spiral for the four floors to the street level. He then parked across the sidewalk on a single car-width lane, between the buildings, whilst he demonstrated the magnetic key that opened the sliding metal door and pointed out such landmarks as a green dumpster on the opposite sidewalk. Wow! If we ever found this place again it would be a miracle! Our goal was to visit the "Casa de Colon" museum, followed by a drive through the Gran Canarian countryside. We followed the recommended route through the maze of one way streets in the form of, "left at the stop sign, right past the taxi rank, under the tunnel......". So far this was working, as we drove across town to the "old section". We had been advised to use a public parking lot and then walk to the museum, as parking nearby would be impossible. Unfortunately it was not obvious as to which was the designated car-park and once launched into the maze of one narrow way streets, there seemed no return possible. Each intersection led us inexorably away from where we wanted to be and we weaved between parked vehicles with centimeters between the mirrors, while alternatively climbing or plummeting down steep cobblestone streets that would have given pause to a donkey. After perhaps 15 minutes of this entertainment, we decided to reverse the order of the days adventures. We would seek the open highway first and have another shot at the museum later.



So it was that we found sunshine beyond the deep and dark canyons of the old town and headed into the high country. Gran Canaria is quite different from Lanzarote in that there is thick vegetation, with lots of small plots of cultivated land. Around lunch time we found ourselves at a restaurant in the mountains, with a spectacular overlook. This was one of the few establishments with vehicles in the parking lot and we mistakenly judged that phenomenon to indicate good food. Annette had the sardine plate, while I decided to stick with a reliable standby of pork chops. The pork chops were OK but not great, whereas Annette's "sardinera" plate was too salty for her. By now I was beginning to become concerned that my wife's calorie intake was insufficient to sustain life and was thinking of force feeding her some of my French fries.



Back on the road we made our second attempt to visit the Casa de Colon. This time was like magic. Even Columbus would have been proud of the navigation; even though he didn't know where he was when he arrived, nor where he had been when he got home. We slid into a multi-storey parking lot and were suitably astonished to be told that the long anticipated museum lay just a few blocks away. The museum is in a building constructed around 1478 and Columbus stayed here in 1492 when he put into Gran Canaria for repairs, on one of his subsequent voyages. The museum was a bit light on exhibits but what was really inspirational was that the man himself had been here. Probably had less problem parking than we did. One exhibit that impressed us was a reproduction of a globe of the earth, produced just before the Columbus voyages. It was unique in that the earth was represented as a sphere but without the American continent. Subsequent editions obviously had some extra land added.



Thus buoyed with our exploratory prowess, we not only rediscovered the parking lot where we had left the rental but found the tiny street where we to return it. There was a vehicle parked on the sidewalk blocking access to the metal door into the building but Annette was able to negotiate with the driver of the offending vehicle to move out of the way. We were so impressed that we managed to return the car as instructed and even found our way back through the maze of the building and onto the street.



All gastronomic experiments were placed on hold, as I needed to find something to feed my wife that was recognizable as food. We in fact found a very pleasant steak restaurant and toasted the man, who never discovered the US mainland, with several beers.



November 8, 2008



This morning we walked through the darkened streets of Las Palmas at 0600 hours, heading for the ferry port. There were plenty of the younger crowd on the streets and their dress and staggering mode of ambulation indicated that they were still celebrating Friday night. As we walked through the squares, the plinths of the monuments seemed to be knee deep in empty booze bottles and plastic "go cups". Tenerife party time. Within a few minutes we had found the ferry boat office and were concerned that the dock was devoid of ferry boat. The young lady at the ticket desk informed us that we were at the wrong port but that a free bus would be provided to transport us, some thirty minutes before sailing time. We settled in to wait and noted that ferry terminals in the small hours of the morning look a lot like Greyhound Bus stations in the USA.



The shuttle bus did show up as promised and a few hours later the ferry docked in Santa Cruz, Tenerife, discharging DoodleBug's crew into the down-town area. It was now approaching lunchtime and we had ignored the soggy offerings aboard the ferry, holding out for superior gastronomic treats. It was then we spotted the Burger King, Annette's second most favorite restaurant. We scurried inside, moving the pigeons out our way with deft sweeping motions of our feet and ordered two "Whoppers". "Sorry, we only have chicken", the girl announced, "our burger cooking machine is broken". We retired in disgust. Two blocks away was a McDonalds and here we bought the second worst "quarter pounder" we have ever eaten. (The worst was at a McDonalds on an Indian reservation in Arizona). I suppose the clue was the pigeons walking amongst the tables. A general rule is that if pigeons are roosting in the restaurant, or if you see skeletons on the floor, it's probably not a really great restaurant.
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We rented a car and headed over to the resort town of Puerto de la Cruz. We discovered the hard way that you really need to be careful when reading road-signs at freeway speeds as "Puerto de la Cruz" is on the north side of the island and the puerto we had just left of "Santa Cruz" is on the south side. Nevertheless we found a hotel that would allow us to stay for a single night as they were otherwise fully booked. We set out to explore the town and in particular to find a store called "Tenerife Pearl". We had been told by the information office girl that pearls were cultured on Tenerife and we were puzzled by this. Pearl oysters need warm, shallow lagoons and the Canary Islands are volcanic islands rising steeply from the cool Atlantic. Sure enough, we found the store and confirmed that these were not a new specie of cold water oyster. There are no pearl oysters extant in these parts and the store imports all goods.



November 9, 2008



Today was volcano day. The volcano "Teide" can be seen for many miles and looks like what I had always imagined a volcano to look like. It is a tall, steep sided cone, with the summit near 12,200 feet and with patches of snow on the flanks. By contrast the Lanzarote volcanoes are low bumps in the ground that belched forth a very liquid and easy flowing lava when they erupted. We drove up a steep and narrow road through small farm holdings until we entered a national forest. The dense pine forest finally gave way to open country above the tree line and we traveled along the spine of the island towards the prominent cone of the volcano. Our goal was a cable car that transports a score of tourists per cable car bite to the summit. For hikers a special permit is needed for "safety reasons" but 50 Euros per head transports the less safety conscious to a fabulous view and with considerably less physical effort. From the summit we could see the island laying out below us, with the various colors of the lava flows from the different eruptions. The last flow was in the middle ages and remains a jumble of twisted lava forms, with no obvious vegetation, despite the 600 years or so since the rocks solidified. The sky was blue, with a few wispy clouds and the blue of the Atlantic in all directions. When we set sail, our last sight of land before the 3,000 mile crossing to the Americas will be of this summit.
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Leaving Teide in our rear view mirror, we headed north and descended to the coast at Playa de las Americas and found another resort type hotel. Again we could stay for "one night only". They were otherwise fully booked and we have been astonished to find that this time of year is "high season". We were persuaded into signing up for the "half board" option, in other words, we bought supper and breakfast at the hotel. I hate buffets as they always remind me of school cafeterias but the hotel buffet was sorta OK. As I looked around at the other guests, I saw a sea of grey hair. The nationalities represented seemed mainly German and Spanish. Do we look that old? I will stay away from mirrors.



November 10, 2008



Yesterday we had attempted to get the hotel folks to make us a reservation, with a cabin, on the overnight ferry returning to Lanzarote. The girl we spoke to looked at us in horror and insisted that no ferries ran to Lanzarote and we must take a plane. This morning I telephoned the ferry company, "Armas" on Tenerife. They had no one in the office who could speak English and my Spanish was apparently not good enough to get across the concept that we wanted to reserve a cabin. I next tried the Armas reservation center and confirmed that our ship was leaving as scheduled. The man I spoke with explained that all cabins for couples were already fully booked but what were available were cabins for "four people". We would just have to mix in with strangers. OK. No problema. "Could we make a reservation please?" He suddenly lost all ability to speak or understand English. We tried getting the current hotel's receptionist to call him back but the telephone was no longer answered. Our helpful hotel receptionist pointed out that there was an Armas ticket office in the nearby port and we followed his directions to this facility. Here the ticket agent informed us that the run from Tenerife to Lanzarote had been cancelled but that there would be another ship later in the week. We decided to reverse our course and return via Gran Canaria. Could we get a cabin on these legs? No cabins available, we were told. We did walk out of the office with tickets for an evening run to Las Palmas, followed an hour later by an overnighter to Lanzarote, "on the same ship". Miserable but doable.



The remainder of the day was spent touring along the rural highway that parallels the south coast, some 7 kilometers inland from the sea. The road traverses the flanks of the volcano and joins tiny farming communities, as it snakes around drainages, rock spurs and the occasional farm. As we passed through each minuscule village, we would scour the store fronts looking for hardware stores. Often these would contain little in the way of goods for sale, other than a few bags of seeds and irrigation plumbing parts. Annette was on a mission to buy a ceramic pot for storing chestnuts. Admittedly everyone she spoke with insisted that they used theirs for storing onions, rather than chestnuts but you get the idea. Finally we found a store in the village of Viejo Arico that not only had a chestnut pot but a selection of wooden tongs for picking cactus apples. Annette was in heaven! We added a three liter wine skin made from a hairy goat hide to the purchases and could now safely continue our journey.



Back at Las Palmas we checked in with the Armas ferry office. The ferry to Gran Canaria was running late. The connecting ferry departed from a different port but there was free shuttle bus and yes, we could book a cabin on the overnighter. The four person cabins were segregated by sex, females in one and males in another. The agent reissued our tickets to reflect the changes. At Gran Canaria the passenger boarding ramp refused to function and after watching an official balance on a deck chair, five stories above the dock, whilst fruitlessly pounding an armored switch box with his fist, it was decided that the passengers would exit from the vehicle ramp - once all of the vehicles had exited. Wow, this was going to get close! In fact we easily caught the ferry to Lanzarote as it too was running late and when we checked in with the boat's onboard "reception", the girl swiftly overlooked the fact that the reissued tickets were now for the wrong day and reassigned us to one of the non-existent cabins for couples only; where we peacefully slept away the voyage.



[image: img13.jpg]Our cabin and my stuffed banana  ready for bed!



November 11, 2008



At dawn the ferry from Gran Canaria deposited us back at the port of Arricefe on Lanzarote. The next time we leave by sea will be aboard DoodleBug. The latter was still bobbing peacefully at the dock but with a formal looking letter from the marina authorities attached to the cockpit door. Instead of an eviction notice, it was an invitation to a reception to be held that very evening at a nearby hotel. The reception was to welcome visiting cruisers and there is nothing that grabs the attention of boaters faster than the prospect of free booze. As it was, our major accomplishments of the day were feeding ourselves, catching up on a deficit of winks due to our busy travel schedule and attending the reception. The reception was a very elegant affair and we were surprised at the number of other cruisers who have been hidden away amongst the local boats that throng the docks. A pleasant break before work begins again tomorrow, as we begin our final departure preparation checklist.



November 12, 2008



This morning we rented a car at the nearby local hotel and made our second major grocery buy. Back aboard, I have been chafing with impatience as we need to check DoodleBug's sails. Unfortunately the wind has been blowing too strongly to do this safely at the dock. Instead my task today was to check all of our emergency gear. This entails testing the Emergency distress beacon (EPIRB) that beams our predicament to satellites. You don't do this by turning it on of course, as this really pisses off the authorities like the US Coast Guard (yes, I know they are "Homeland Security" now, or whatever). It has some kind of internal test sequence that flashes lights at you. I had to find all of our fire extinguishers and check the state of their gauges. We have two sets of course. The French made ones that are European compliant and the USA made ones that comply with US laws. I don't think fires are that particular, so would probably grab the first one we find. We have collision blankets for holes in the hull and epoxy patches that cure underwater; emergency pumps and when all else fails there is the life raft and flares. For storms there is a parachute that is rigged off the bow and a drogue that is rigged off the stern, plus a storm sail that installs over the furled Genoa on the forestay. Then of course there are "Man Overboard" recovery systems, emergency water makers, emergency rations, emergency radios, life raft emergency fishing equipment; the list of equipment to be checked seems endless. The reason for all this activity is that we will making our third ocean crossing and although the Mediterranean and the Red sea presented their own challenges, hurricanes and disasters remote from possible help, were not included amongst the hazards. While I played with all of the emergency gear, Annette was preparing a barbequed supper for Paul and Beth from "SV Krow" (read backwards for derivation). Dinner was great, although Annette went into gourmet meltdown, as she had determined her steak was too tough. I thought mine was superb.



November 13, 2008



The wind was still blowing hard today and it was overcast and cold to add to the mix. Annette worked on inventorying her supplies and building a spreadsheet. Then she had to accumulate her daily menus that are divided into categories of, "will keep you alive in bad weather", "can be fixed in roughish weather" and finally, "can be cooked for a treat in calmer conditions". Her final step was to cross reference the ingredients and quantities back to her inventory spreadsheet. Whew! What an effort. Of course if she screws up we will probably not starve but a three week diet of oatmeal, liquorice and sardines can be a little daunting.



Meanwhile I tackled the Single Side Band (SSB) high frequency radio. This had refused to function since our return, although it did turn on and made all sorts of crackling noises. I had checked the wiring and although I did repair a major groundstrap that had broken, the performance was unchanged. I then tested the capability of "talking" to Dave on "SV Daq Attack", a vessel that is moored about 50 yards away and this experiment worked. I then checked the operating frequencies of the various radio base stations around the world and realized that I had not updated these since 2006. Ah, the miracles of Wifi internet access! I soon had the latest frequencies downloaded and although I never could raise a "Ham" station, I was able to obtain a marginal connection to a commercial marine station in Belgium some 1,550 nautical miles away.



We have been using the radio as an emergency backup for our satellite telephone connection. When we traveled across the Pacific in 2004, we relied upon the SSB for our primary communication until we reached Papeete. The radio is hooked up to a laptop and the laptop program sets the frequencies and radio settings, driving a special German built "modem". The combination allows you to send and receive e-mails. The radio signal is received by a shore station, perhaps thousands of miles away and then the shore station decodes the message and forwards it over the internet to the chosen destination. This allows vessels such as ours to not only communicate with friends around the world but also to request and download weather forecast information. Beyond Papeete, the radio reception became worse and worse and we began to rely more and more upon a satellite telephone to perform the function of the radio. The sat phone isn't free of course but has been far more reliable than the SSB as far as making connections.

November 14, 2008



This morning the wind finally dropped and I grabbed the opportunity to adjust the sails and set the tension on the luffs, as well as making sure that they furled and deployed correctly. Next I climbed the masts in order to check the condition of the fixed rigging. "Fixed rigging" on a yacht refers to the system of steel cables and fittings that hold the masts in position. Although they are made from stainless steel, the parts are still subject to corrosion and mechanical fatigue. It is prudent to check for tiny cracks in the metal fittings where the steel cables terminate, as well as for breaks in the individual wires that make up the cables. I have had DoodleBug professionally inspected on several occasions but the only time that damaged rigging was discovered, was when I found it myself, the day following the "professional's" inspection. This time everything looks fine and since I was already dangling from a rope, high above the decks, I used the opportunity to install "tell-tales" on the sails. These are tiny strips of colored sailcloth that indicate the flow of wind over the sails and facilitate trimming the sails for the best sailing performance.



Annette then used her master spreadsheet to direct her in her third major grocery run. Since most of the brands of food are of unknown quality and taste, she had earlier purchased small quantities of various products and was now wandering the supermarket shelves, clutching saved labels and trying to remember where the "approved" item was originally located. This system has it's flaws, as often you locate the spot to find the shelf empty of your perfect "biscuit" or the best tasting lactose free milk. Of course I prefer the list / label system of shopping, as I can actually participate. Give me a label and an instruction like "fetch", I too can contribute to the shopping effort. My own list of chores to accomplish is now down from 52 items to 8. We are getting close to departure readiness.



November 15 thru 18, 2008



A large low pressure system has been stationary in the Atlantic at around N 30 W 40 and has effectively killed off the trade winds. In other words, this was not a great week to sail and although we weren't planning on sailing anyway, we can derive some comfort in the fact that we are not sitting in the middle of the Atlantic, waiting for the winds to blow. Our proposed route takes us west-southwest for a week or so from the Canaries, passing within 300 miles of the Cape Verde Islands, before turning west for the run to the Caribbean. This is where we hope we will pick up the warm trade winds that will effortlessly waft us towards white sand beaches, coconut palms and Pina Coladas. We are still puttering with boat chores but are now reduced to just the ones we don't want to do. After near six years usage, the propane tank we use for the barbeque began to feel threateningly light. We made the pilgrimage to the propane plant, just west of the port of Arricefe and bought 2.5 kilos of propane for 2.75 euros. What a difference a few months makes in the price of hydrocarbons! The best part of the trip was that on our return to DoodleBug, we stopped again at an obscure cafe called "Ginory", near the fishing port, for a pair of "tapacitos pescado" - the most delicious fish sandwiches I have eaten anywhere on the planet. Went perfectly with cerveza of course.



November 19, 2008



Today's highlight was taking a noon-sight of the sun to determine the latitude of the Marina. The marina is enclosed by a huge sea-wall so the needed measurement involved climbing the stairs of the harbor master's observation tower, in order to simultaneously observe both the sun and the horizon. Of course it was cloudy but we were nevertheless able to grab a quick measurement with a sextant, before the clouds rolled in. I had to estimate the height of the tower, as well as getting the exact time from the GPS, rather than being able confirm this from a radio signal. In spite of these problems, our latitude calculated to within 1 and 2/10ths miles of the satellite version! I was stunned that it was within even 20 nautical miles of the correct value! (equivalent to 20 minutes of latitude) We have carried a sextant and the latest astronomical almanac for the past five years and have yet to take a fix at sea, even though I have promised myself to do so on each and every sailing season. This time! This passage! At least one sun fix and one star fix at twilight! You read it here!
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[image: img15.jpg]Annette BBQs pork tenderloin and sausages for passage food. The BBQ is sitting on the cockpit side bench out of the wind
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November 20, 2008



Today DoodleBug put to sea. OK, it was just a test run to clean and check the water maker but it was under sail and was at sea. We sailed from the marina and headed close hauled for Africa under light winds. Our water maker should not be run within the confines of the marina, as pollution, such as machine oil, will swiftly destroy the sensitive membrane. The water maker works by using a pair of hydraulic pumps in tandem, to raise the pressure of seawater to something around 800 pounds per square inch. The high pressure sea water is forced through a hi-tech membrane that has "holes" in it. The holes are large enough to allow passage of water molecules but too small to allow the much larger molecules of sodium chloride - otherwise known as "salt". The water that is passed through the membrane is near salt free and tastes, well, "fresh". It takes a lot of energy to pressurize the sea-water and anything that uses high pressure hoses is prone to failure; thus we needed to run the device to both test it's functionality, as well as to allow the normal operating process to scour impurities from the membrane. Our water maker produces up to 40 gallons per hour and allows Doodlebug to be independent of fresh water sources for as long as we have diesel fuel to run the generator.



After about an hour's sailing, we tacked DoodleBug and headed on a reach, back to Puerto Calero. Yesterday as we had been fooling around with pre-maritime sextant on the balcony of the harbor master's tower, Annette had noticed a white power boat that was wandering aimlessly around near the outer seawall of the marina. She had also noticed a white buoy nearby that she maintained was drifting. I had just assumed that the boat operator was crabbing or something and one of his pots had gone for a swim. Well that was yesterday. Today the same boat was there, while we were approaching the marina entrance and after we had received some sort of radio clearance to enter. Annette pointed out that there was another white buoy drifting across our path. We joined the drift and slowed to a halt as we watched. Perhaps there was someone in the water? Annette had suggested that the buoy was a marker for the tourist submarine we had seen in the harbor. I did not think that this was likely, due to the casual way the white boat was behaving. Surely if he was guarding a submarine, he would have given us some kind of signal to indicate we shouldn't run it over! The puzzle was resolved as the "school-bus yellow" submarine surfaced, a couple of boat lengths in front of us! We continued to drift while the white boat took the submarine in tow and we followed the pair inside. I don't think I will book a ride with this outfit!



[image: img20.jpg]the submarine surfaces

November 21 - 22, 2008



Yesterday we fiddled around with the final stowage items and Annette repaired the USA flag that flies from the stern. I reminded her of what happened to Mel Brook's son after he repaired the flag in the movie "Patriot" but it made no difference to her. This is the fourth flag we have flown in five years. It should now be good for several more months.



This evening we pick up our "crew" from the airport. My brother-in-law Chris Brooks and fellow sailor Joyce Moon, also of the Broadwater Sailing Club ( www.broadwatersc.org.uk ), will be joining us for the Atlantic passage. Chris sailed with us when we picked up DoodleBug from Ft. Lauderdale and transited the Gulf of Mexico to Corpus Christi, Texas. At that time we were being chased by hurricane "Claudette". We are hoping that this upcoming Atlantic crossing will be a less exciting experience for him.



I looked at Noonsite's website today ( www.noonsite.com ) and noticed a link to the 2008 "ARC" or "Atlantic Rally for Cruisers". I read that this is the world's largest Transocean event and some 218 yachts with 1,100 crew participants leave from Las Palmas, Gran Canaria, enroute to St Lucia. They leave in a mass start tomorrow morning. I had understood that they were to leave next Tuesday and we would be ahead of the them. Now it seems that we will pass Las Palmas two days behind the ARC. I wish them "Fair Winds" and hope they will stay out of our way. Container ships and tankers are easy to spot on radar but plastic boats like ours are harder to see in any kind of seaway. We have not faced a passage before with this number of sailing vessels loose on the ocean at the same time and we will need to keep careful watch.



[image: img21.jpg]Chris and Joyce arrive at the airport



Cape Verde Islands



November 24, 2008



At sea. We dropped our lines this morning at 0715 hours and set sail towards the Cape Verde Islands (details later). Right now - 1430 UTM we are at N28 29 W 014 20 on course for a waypoint at N 18 30' W 024 00'. All well on board
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Yesterday we had wound up a day of sightseeing with a trip to the Irish bar on the marina waterfront. Here I ate the sailor's traditional "last meal on land" comprising of a pint of Guinness with an order of apple crumble and custard. When we returned to DoodleBug, I checked e-mails and downloaded a customized commercial weather forecast and routing. We were stunned and boggled upon our first reading, as the recommended route headed northwest from Lanzarote for three days, before turning south for another three days. We would be close hauled for much of the trip. On Friday we would be close hauled into a forecast 22 knots followed by two days of headwinds. The route was gutsy and detailed and by "gutsy", I mean that it took us out into the Atlantic in the face of a series of depressions in order to pick up wind, until we were to run south to avoid a "significant" storm system. I sent a note to the forecaster asking for clarification on a couple of points and suggesting an alternative route. Because of the time difference, I did not expect a reply before we left today.



This morning I was up at 0500, downloading the latest weather info and reviewing our options. I believed that the forecast we had received was designed for the ARC and yet we were leaving from a more easterly departure point, as well as a day behind the ARC. They would have a near two day lead on us, as well as a day of strong winds to give them a good send off. I felt that their "gutsy" routing was much higher risk for us, as we would likely be caught by the easterly moving depression. Although we faced the risk of light winds heading southwest towards the Cape Verde Islands, I determined that the more conservative routing gave us far more options in case things went haywire. If we had to motor in very light winds, we had the opportunity to put in at the Cape Verdes to refuel. If the trade winds were disrupted by the depression to the north, they would rebuild sooner at the latitude of the Cape Verdes. This is where we decided to head.



We dropped our lines at Puerto Calero at 0715 hours and motor-sailed in light winds for the next two hours, clearing the southern tip of Lanzarote and jogging west between Lanzarote and Fuerteventura, until we reached the channel between the latter and Gran Canaria. Here we picked up some wind and went to full sail. By noon we had also rigged the mizzen staysail and were sailing with poled Genoa, mizzen and main as well as the staysail. The winds remained stubbornly light from near the stern and we were averaging 5 knots over the ground - not great but certainly better than burning diesel fuel.



As we approached our first night at sea, we had lots of shipping in the channel off Gran Canaria but great visibility. I am on watch and writing this at 0200 hours and this has been a wonderful first night at sea, since I have followed Annette and then Joyce on watch. My official watch only runs until Chris takes over at 0400 hours. What a luxury! The sky had been heavily overcast all day (no sextant shots possible!) but finally cleared to reveal glittering stars. It is still cool at night at 69.8F but I expect this to warm as we head southwest on a bearing of 229 degrees towards the Cape Verde Islands. At the rate we are sailing at the moment, this leg will take about 8 days.
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November 25, 2008



This morning we downloaded a revised weather forecast from the commercial forecasting service and this indicated a slight shift in course towards the African Coast. We anticipate light winds today, followed by at least three good days of winds. As we left the loom of Gran Canaria in our wake, so too did we leave the shipping and the ocean emptied itself of freighters and ferries. We did see a couple of empty bulk carriers heading south along the coast and these warned us that we were probably entering a north-south coastal shipping conduit. The morning sail was such a difference from yesterday's overcast gloom. The sun was now shining brightly and we sailed under poled Genoa, winged main and mizzen, managing to eke around 5 knots out of light winds from behind. By noon the winds died and we began to motor sail. Joyce and I repaired to the foredeck to take a noon-sight of the sun with the sextant. Of course we could see no sun using the sextant, although the object in question was clearly shining its radiance upon us as we struggled to work out what was wrong with the device that had worked so brilliantly at the marina a week before. Joyce suggested that I may have too many filters in front of the solar input and this turned out to be the case. The ghostly green orb of the "less filtered" sun now bobbed along the horizon as we each took altitude measurements. Unfortunately our joint computations put us some 16 miles in error and after reviewing the various books on celestial navigation that we each owned, we determined that the fault must be "operator error". We will try again tomorrow.
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We motor sailed the remainder of the day and into the night, in anticipation of a forecast increase in wind strength that never arrived. About an hour before sunset we were visited by a pod of perhaps 30 "spotted" dolphins that played around our bow wave for some half hour or so, before disappearing on their mysterious submarine errands. This is always exciting for Annette and me. We are not jaded by the past five years experience of dolphin visits and find their playful exuberance as refreshing as the first time.



Night watch showed a picture of an empty sea with the radar at a 12 mile setting and we lay with pillows on the mizzen deck, counting shooting stars and satellites and staring in awe at the sprawl of the milky way cast across the night sky.



November 26, 2008



Position N 25 36.6 W 016 33.7 at 0130 hours UTM. Heading at 230 M and on course for the Cape Verde Islands. All well on board.



Our third day at sea arrived and departed without the promised wind. All day long the wind whispered in the range of 3 to 7 knots from behind and we motored stoically onwards. Our dolphin friends visited us in the early morning and again in the afternoon. Same pod or a different one? We cannot tell, although I am sure that they can. The latest forecast again promises better winds for "tomorrow" and this promise is wearing thin. The measured air pressure where we are, is nowhere close to the forecast values and neither is the forecast wind speed. The 218 vessels of the ARC rally were dispatched to the north of us. The GRIB files show nothing but storms or calms in that direction. Of course we don't have the promised winds either but if the forecast is that much in error, what do they have in store?



As we have moved south, the days have become progressively warmer and today the temperature peaked at 80.4F Now that is more like it! Joyce sported a bikini, as a protest against the snowy British weather she left behind and around noon today, we made our second attempt to get a latitude by using the sextant. Today we were much more successful and produced a value that was a scant 2 miles difference from the GPS version. A difference of 5 miles is usually quite acceptable at sea when using a sextant, because when you are five miles from your destination, you can look out of the cockpit and see it - unless of course you are fog-bound. In celebration for this breakthrough, the captain ordered the ship's cook to break out the ice cream bars in the mid-afternoon. We continued the debauchery by toasting Chris' retirement with a bottle of champagne. The latter had been rolling around inside the fridge, trying to demolish the other contents of the fridge by it's superior mass.



In spite of our champagne supper, Joyce managed to remember that we had an agreed appointment to try to contact a friend of hers by SSB radio. We tried two HAM frequencies as well as two commercial Marine frequencies but no contact was heard. We are 2,000 miles from her friend and the radio is probably not up to it's optimum performance anyway; I have always suspected the grounding for this radio. Sat phones are much more reliable.



2130 hours on 11/26/2008 finds us at N23 53.9 W 018 15.1. We are about 560 miles north east of the Cape Verde Islands.

November 27, 2008



Last night was the first night that I noticed phosphorescence in the water. There has been no moon and DoodleBug left a long milky wake, dimly glowing in the dark waters. This mysterious path of light was punctuated by random, sharp and brighter flashes of light, as if miniature flash bulbs were popping just under the surface. The night watches have seemed warmer and we are tempted to linger as we count satellites. There has been no moon to diminish the display of stars and we lie across the mizzen deck, with a pillow for our heads and watch the show. There were almost no ships passing but the radar showed a veritable swarm of small contacts. They were yacht sized and moved at near our speed and in the same direction. I spotted a single red light of what I believed was a yacht's tri-color and hailed the vessel on the VHF. There was no response. Were these the ARC cruisers we were seeing? I scanned thru the VHF channels but there was silence throughout.



In the wee hours of the morning the wind picked up slightly and we were under sail with poled Genoa, winged main and mizzen but the wind remained fickle and we would slow to 3 knots and then speed up to 6 knots for a few minutes. There was an eight foot, long period swell from behind, that reminded us of the low pressure system prowling around somewhere north of us.



0715 hours gave us a "miles run" in the previous 24 hours of 151 NM. We achieved 137 miles on "day one" plus an additional 155 miles on "day two". Despite the fickle winds, the miles have been piling up and we are making good progress. One of my radar targets, that I had identified as a "yacht", showed as a faint white triangle of sails on the horizon, lit by the first rays of the rising sun. I hailed the vessel and got a response from Doug on SV "Christine". Doug left Tenerife several days ago, single-handing his 60 foot vessel and bound for Brazil. He is carrying vast quantities of diesel fuel aboard, in order to motor past the obstacle of the equatorial doldrums but all this has been in vain after the head gasket blew on his engine. Thus he has been drifting for the past three days, making barely one knot over the ground and without the means the get an updated weather forecast. We chatted at length, since Annette and I have developed a great deal of respect for singlehanders and understand the mental stress and loneliness they must endure.



Later that morning we heard yachts hailing each other using code numbers such as "ARC 172". They sounded sorta abrupt and I suppose that these were the vessels that would not talk to us, as we passed them last night. Apparently not all of the ARC vessels were routed to the north as we had been informed.



[image: img28.jpg]The Christmas cake!



We celebrated Thanksgiving with pan fried steaks, red wine reduction sauce, rice pilaf with cashews and a salad. Desert was a Christmas cake that Chris' best friend had baked for us and Chris had hand carried. Of course the cake was supposed to be for Christmas but we can't expect Brits to understand the demands of celebrating an American Thanksgiving. The cake was superb as was the dinner. We felt badly about not inviting Doug but suspected that he was busy trying to coax some speed from his sails in the freshening winds. An hour before sunset, we were visited by the largest pod of dolphins we have ever seen. They must have numbered in the hundreds and they entertained us for the next hour. They leapt from the water turning somersaults, they tail walked, slapping at the water and they jumped in all directions. It was worse than a three ring circus trying to take in all of the action. The dolphins were "spotted" and had a noticeable pink underbelly. An evening check of the weather prediction entrails indicates winds in the 15 to 17 knot range for at least the next 72 hours. We passed this intelligence on to a grateful Doug, who is making for the easterly island of Ilha do Sal, whilst we are heading for the more westerly Sao Vicente. If the forecast holds true we should arrive sometime on Sunday.



At 2100 hours UTM on 11/27/2008, our position was N 22 19.7 W 019 49

November 28, 2008



As we headed into the night, the wind was gusting in the range of 15 to 22 knots and we had been sailing in "Wind Vane" mode on the autopilot, holding the wind at 60 degrees behind the port beam, with poled Genoa, winged main and winged mizzen. This combo was giving us up to 8 knots over the ground but as the wind veered, we were wandering further and further from our rhumb line course. Then too, the waves were building and the wind driven waves were running at 60 degrees from the northerly swell. This witches brew was producing waves in the 10 to 12 foot range as they combined their efforts. The stern of DoodleBug would be smacked to the side, while the autopilot, set to the fastest response, strove to drag us back on course. Although uncomfortable at times, we were making good progress and would have delayed making sail changes until daylight. That is, until Joyce noticed another yacht that was directly in our path. My watch followed Joyce's and I used the opportunity of extra skilled labor to make the sail change we had been procrastinating about. We derigged the port pole and moved the Genoa over to the leeward side, as we came back onto the rhumb line course. I always say that this is "real" sailing, when you mess around on the foredeck in the small hours of the morning, struggling to move without tripping over your safety line - that insists on jamming under every available obstacle. You do this, surrounded by black heaving waters, the waves hissing by and the wind tugging at your clothing. The stars would have been swirling around our heads as the deck pitched, except that it was overcast and we couldn't see any. We enjoy the moment as fifteen minutes later we are back in the womb of the cockpit, with it's hard dodger and bimini cover to insulate us from the elements. Actually the Amel's solid steel rail gives a great feeling of security when going forward and Joyce marveled at how dry the side decks were.



We hailed the yacht we had been approaching and spoke to SV Aisha (??) bound for Antigua. Around dawn, Aisha called us to note that a third yacht lay a few miles on our port side but we had already been tracking both on our radar. The newcomer was ARC participant "Twice Eleven" and bound for the multiple parties scheduled in St. Lucia. The day was partially overcast and cool at a maximum temperature reached of 74.8F. We hailed another yacht that we passed in the heavy seas but received no response from the mystery vessel. Instead we found ourselves speaking to ARC participant "The Sith II" and they too are bound for St. Lucia and already beyond our radar. In these conditions of rough seas, the radar shows nothing but random scatter from the waves within at least two miles of our location. The small yacht echoes are often not visible beyond six miles, so there is only a narrow range where we can pick up the radar echo of a sailing vessel. Thus we need to monitor our radar carefully to avoid mid-ocean collisions. The concept that you can just set a collision alarm on the radar and go to bed, is often just not feasible out in the real world.



At 0200 hours on 11/29/2008 our position is N 19 51 W 022 19. We are 234 miles from the island of Sao Vicente.

November 29, 2008



We had been running through the night with an "unpoled" Genoa and naturally the wind had shifted slightly so that it was closer to directly astern. We first tried reefing the Genoa, in order to control its tendency to oscillate, partially collapsing against the rigging and this worked for a while but the now smaller Genoa was also partially masked by the mainsail. The next measure was to head off slightly and an autopilot setting that was 10 degrees above our rhumb line course, provided a temporary respite. By 0330 hours the winds had dropped in strength and we returned to our previous sail configuration of Genoa poled and winged to port, with the mainsail and mizzen sail set out to starboard. This allowed a return to the rhumb line course and held for the remainder of the day, as the winds continued to lighten. The dawn light show of colors in the sky also revealed a deck with three flying fish and a squid; all very dead and dried out but proof that we were in the tropics. The explosive eruption of showers of very live flying fish provided the breakfast entertainment. The guide book claimed that this area is rife with cetaceous life and our whale watching efforts were finally rewarded when we passed through a reasonably large pod of what looked like "miniature whales". We identified these as Risso's dolphins although our identification cheat sheet is light on examples.
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Today was more sunny than yesterday and so became "laundry day". As Annette and Joyce strung drying clothes all over the mizzen deck, Chris took pictures and Ed hoped that no other vessels came close enough to see. Yesterday we ran an additional 161 miles in the 24 hour period since we left Lanzarote, to add to the 146 miles from Day 4. As I write this we are 93 miles from Sao Vicente and should arrive late Sunday afternoon, hopefully before dusk. Our position at 0145 hours on 11/30/2008 is N18 04' W 023 56'.

November 30, 2008



Arrived 1608 hours UTM at Porto Grande, Ilha Sao Vicente. Position N 16 53.1 W 024 59.7 All well on board.



Dawn found us with a sky beginning to cloud over and smothering our African sunrise. A freighter overtook us and passed down our starboard side, obviously bound for the same destination as ourselves. This is the first vessel we have seen in days, that was not another sailing vessel. When we crossed the Pacific in 2004 we saw three sails at sea in 11 months. This past week we have seen up to three sails simultaneously.



The wind has been erratic but we have sailed just off a dead run for the most part. The wind speed has built from 11 knots to 22 knots before dropping again and has swung back and forth some 20 degrees. We had the Genoa poled to port with the main and mizzen winged on the starboard side and used the "wind vane" mode on the autopilot to hold us to a relatively constant wind angle. We had a steep 8 foot roller from behind that would slide under our stern and try to push us off course but now we could see the hazy and dim outlines of steep sided islands on the horizon before us. Just before noon we were overtaken by the cruise ship "Costa Romantica" and on the VHF, their captain rolled the "R" and prolonged the "aa" when he called for the harbor pilot. Probably an ex-Spanish gigolo.



[image: img30.jpg]approaching the Cape Verde Islands. Sailing wing-on-wing
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Even though we now had 100% cloud cover, the cockpit temperature hovered around 79F (26C). We followed along the wild volcanic outline of Sao Vicente before turning behind a headland and dropping anchor in the Porto Grande harbor at 1608 UTM. Position N 16 53.1 W 024 59.7 Landfall!



Of course the ship's cook wanted to eat ashore, so we cleared and stowed the poles and preventers, before dragging the dinghy out of the stern locker and inflating it. We then landed on a shallow beach and were immediately met by local entrepreneur "Aringo". He offered to mind our dinghy whilst we were ashore and we swiftly negotiated the quoted price down from five euros to two euros for this vital service. We wandered around the town but most places were closed up. A young French couple recommended a place that would be open but we found it did not serve food until 1900 hours local time and hungry sailors were not about to wait that long. We finished up at the "Club Nautica" right across the street from where we had landed the dinghy and ordered beer while perusing the menu. I asked the very pretty Africa waitress ( if Brad and Angelina can adopt, why can't I?) how the fish burger with egg tasted and she assured me it was good. Annette, Joyce and Chris stayed with the boring ol' cheeseburgers. The fish / egg burger was pretty good and my experience was only spoiled when Joyce found a green caterpillar crawling across her cheeseburger (photo to be posted later). The waitress commented that it probably came from the lettuce and wandered away unimpressed. We assured Joyce that the caterpillar looked pretty healthy and a whole caterpillar was much better than half a caterpillar anyway but she did not seem convinced. The adventure continues.
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December 1, 2008



This morning we wandered over to the Harbor Police to check in and meet the authorities. They disdained our crew list and insisted that I use their form. I then filled in every single detail that was already on the printed crew list I had offered. Doncha' love bureaucrats? The Harbor Police held on to our USA boat registration and we are to collect it upon our departure. Next stop was immigration, where our passports were meticulously stamped, both into Sao Vicente and out again. Our next scheduled stop was the tourist information office. We found it immediately and the young man explained that there was no information, "It is private". I looked at the sign above his booth and asked if this was because the "i" was broken in "information". He seemed puzzled but expanded upon his original statement by indicating that he had leased the booth from the municipality. Nevertheless he did provide information, as to the location of ATMs. Annette and I then wasted the next hour touring five banks and discovering that none would provide cash on my ATM. "Call your bank" was the message but I know this one. It does no good whatsoever to call the USA bank; you just keep truckin' until you find the correct flavor of ATM. Next stop was the trawler harbor, where it was reputed that we could obtain diesel. The proprietor of the pump was absent but we did confirm that this was a "cash only" operation. We needed to exchange US dollars for Cape Verde Escudos and by now the banks were closed. The currency exchange office proposed a rate of 70 CVE to the dollar but Yahoo's site had given a rate of 86. No thanks! We found a restaurant attached to a hotel that accepted credit cards, so we gave our cook the night off and fed the crew pizzas, that were actually reasonably good and would rate near the top of an ex-patriot pizza list.
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December 2, 2008



Chris and Joyce caught the morning ferry to visit the nearby island of Santo Antao, leaving poor Ed and Annette to wrap up boat chores. Not much really but while Ed serviced the engine and transmission, Annette made the pilgrimage to the Bank to change some dollars. She arrived back at DoodleBug just as I was finishing up and yes, the bank rate was 82. Annette had meanwhile discovered that the trawler harbor would not sell us diesel, even on a good day, but that the closer Shell station would. We made two trips in the dinghy with Jerry jugs and replenished the 200 liters of fuel we had used on the trip here from Lanzarote. Of course whilst I was schlepping the diesel, Annette was beachcombing and her haul included a dead snake, plus an amazing quantity and variety of bones from various animals and birds - non-human as far as we could tell. The diesel cost considerably more than previous intelligence had indicated and we were back to being escudo broke again. Back to the bank. Two hours later we had exchanged another 100 bucks worth of dollars. The bank experience was quite interesting. They had a numbered ticket system but it was obvious that this did not work as advertised. This was an Africanized version and people would wander up the counter without a ticket and BS the cashier. This almost always worked. The wait time for rule adherents was 3 hours but after an hour, the cashier just waved at us and nobody objected to the fact that we were "out of turn". We returned to the Harbor Police to collect our exit papers and boat registration. Our documents from yesterday could not be found and it was a heart stopping 20 minutes before our USA original registration was discovered. Of course I had to regenerate the yesterday's missing documents but after perhaps an hour, we were officially cleared out for Bequia. We leave tomorrow morning and will head southwest for the first couple of days to dodge a low pressure system that is building to the west.
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Bequia and St. Vincent



December 3, 2008



Position N 16 16.3 W 026 06.4 At 1916 hours UTM

Dropped our lines this morning at 0705 hours and set sail for Bequia in the Grenadines. All well on board.



Yesterday I had noticed that the battery charger was no longer working, whilst it was plugged in to "city power" at the marina. Panic! After a few minutes checking, I got around to metering the voltage and discovered that it was a mere 170 volts, instead of the advertised 220V. OK for charging the camera batteries but that is about it. We waited until 0630 hours this morning before firing up our generator, as a gesture of friendship towards our sleeping French neighbors and cast off our lines at 0705 hours, bound for Bequia in the Grenadines. Two hours later we had cleared the Cape Verde Islands, had run the water maker to fill our tanks (the Cape Verde marina supply was not potable) and restored the batteries to full charge. We are on our way!



The wind oscillated in the range of 13 to 23 knots and swung back and forth some 60 degrees across the stern. We sailed under poled Genoa, winged main and mizzen and used the "wind vane" mode on the autopilot to keep the sail trim within tolerance. The sky was both sunny and hazy with perhaps an eighth of cloud cover. The temperature has reached 80F during the day and only dropped to 77F at night, making for much more comfortable night watches.



In the afternoon Chris and Joyce achieved another maritime first as the movie "Galaxy Quest" was shown in the main salon. On this occasion there was no popcorn but this shortcoming may be remedied during future attractions. The wind dropped slightly to the 12 to 16 knot range as we headed into the night. The seas behind DoodleBug were in pitch darkness but ahead, the passing 8 foot rollers shimmered with a silver pathway, lit by a "Cheshire Cat" moon. Mileage run for the 24 hour period was 152 miles. We are still heading west of southwest.



December 4, 2008



Today was overcast as we approached the remains of the low pressure system to the west and the sea confused for most of the day. A steep roller from behind built, until it was topping 10 foot by noon and was combined with cross seas from the various lows prowling around on this side of the Atlantic. This made for an uncomfortable ride and the wind gusted from 11 to 17 knots, swinging from side to side as it did so. In spite of this, we sailed with the same configuration as yesterday; Genoa poled to port and main and mizzen winged to starboard. By nightfall the wind and waves settled down slightly and we sailed on through the darkness. We have seen no shipping since we left Sao Vicente but the mornings have brought discoveries of flying fish that boarded during the night and we have watched their antics as they explode from the sea, fleeing predators or alarmed by our passage. Our position at 12/5/2008, 0312 hours UTM was N 14 34.6 W 028 55.2. All well on board.



December 5, 2008



When Joyce came on deck this morning, she noticed that a seam on the leech of the Genoa was opening. I had inspected the sail during my watch and I did not notice the damage at the time. I therefore assumed that this was a recent phenomenon and something that needed to be addressed, before it became worse. We were sailing in light winds from behind and the damaged seam was about 15 feet above the deck. Our first attempt was to use the engine to increase our speed and thus reduce the apparent wind. We lowered the Genoa, while Chris struggled to drag and hold it on the deck. Now Chris is a big lad but this was not going to work. Plan "B" was necessary and we turned Doodlebug into the wind and used the engine to motor slowly back towards the Cape Verde Islands. The sail was now spread across the foredeck and we were able to examine the damage in detail. We found that the seam had opened on the strip of Ultraviolet (UV) cloth that is sewn on the leech, to protect the furled sail. We could now see perhaps a dozen small holes in this UV strip, all the way to the head of the sail. The sail had been stored at Marmaris and "serviced" there. It was in perfect condition when it was rigged last April. My only postulate as to why the sail has become damaged, is that we did not remove it in Lanzarote but instead installed a protective sock. The constant wind blowing at the Puerto Calero marina and the subsequent flogging of this sock, must have somehow damaged both the sock and the sail.



We made a temporary repair to the sail with a clear plastic "sail bandage" that we had used successfully before in the Pacific and will seek to replace the UV strip when we next reach a sail repair facility. Forty five minutes later, we rerigged the Genoa and pointed DoodleBug back towards Bequia. By noon UTM, the wind was firmly on the stern, the swells had dropped to a long period roller and the temperature was reaching 85F. We rigged the poled out ballooner to starboard, as a mirror image of the Genoa on the port side. This combo gives us 1,500 square feet of sail and a boat speed of approximately half of the true wind speed. The red, white and blue paneled sail is very photogenic and an example of it's deployment is displayed on the welcome page of our web-site.



1430 hours and we were passed by a pod of a dozen or so small whales. Our identification guide is a bit light here and we were unable to find an match but they were similar in size to the cetaceans we had previously identified as "Risso's Dolphin" only with a rounded head like a nuclear submarine.



The wind has stayed steady all day and we were still holding at 5.5 knots as we headed into our third night at sea on this leg. Tonight's movie was "Chariot's of Fire" and Joyce achieved another sailing first, when Annette fixed PBJ sandwiches (Peanut Butter and Jelly) for the movie watchers. We are still heading south towards N 13 latitude and so far the butter has not melted. As everyone knows, Columbus' sailing directions called upon him to turn west when "butter melts". Maybe he was using olive oil......



Our position at 2220 hours UTM on 12/5/2008 was N 13 45.8 W 030 23.3.



December 6, 2008



Early this morning the winds died, I furled the Genoa and Ballooner together on the forestay and we motored for a couple of hours. Almost as soon as we went to engine, a radar target showed up at 10 miles distance. The swells were still large and the vessel showed just a white over red mast light, when we both crested a swell, the size of radar reflection indicating that it was a small motor vessel, such as a trawler. The vessel's course indicated that it would cross our stern at a distance of five miles or so and probably never see our deck level navigation motoring lights. By now I could see it had two range lights, a green starboard navigation light and a red light below the stern white range light. This is the light configuration of a pilot boat and unlikely to be found 400 miles west of the Cape Verde Islands. A couple of hours later the mysterious visitor had disappeared from our radar and we were back under sail. Chris was on watch next and reported that a motor trawler with working deck floods and a white over red light configuration, approached to within a mile and a half of our stern and tailed us for a while, before taking off again at a tangent. We must have been a bizarre sight on a dark night, with just a mast-top navigation light, indicating a sailing vessel, with two poled sails on either side. I expect the fishing boat was just curious. Chris and Annette reported that the moon had set and the phosphorescence in the water provided a submarine fireworks display of large amoebic blobs of bright light, around a milky trail in DoodleBug's wake. These conditions are great for starwatching and on my watch I had noticed that both Polaris and the Southern Cross were clearly visible.



1010 hours we confirmed that a "test" pat of butter had melted and we changed course by some 30 degrees, on a direct run to pass just south of Barbados. The twin headsails were no longer viable so we struck the "Ballooner" and went to a broad reach with poled Genoa, main and mizzen.



1340 hours we passed a bulk carrier on a reciprocal course to ours, the first "cargo" vessel we have seen.



1755 hours we set the mizzen staysail and were maintaining over six knots through the water in the lightening winds. Midnight found us at a position of N 13 13.8 W 032 52.7

December 7, 2008



This morning I noted that we had completed our 4th. day at sea and were now some 556 miles from Porto Grande, with another 1,622 miles to go until we reach Bequia. Annette had discovered a dead snake during her brief beach-combing interlude a few days ago, whilst I was schlepping jerry jugs of diesel to the dinghy. She had retained the corpse for later identification and biological examination, however, the warm temperatures we were enjoying had not improved the condition of the snake and the rank smell of fishy corruption that engulfed us when she opened the side locker to find a bucket, coupled with my hearty endorsement, encouraged her to dump the slimy and rotting reptilian remains over the side. We then sent her below to wash her hands.
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The winds have not entirely been cooperating with us and hover annoyingly about 20 degrees off a dead run. You cannot effectively set sail for a broad reach at this wind angle, because the mizzen partially blankets the main, which partially blankets the Genoa, thereby reducing their effectiveness. Three cups of coffee later and I finally made the decision to rig for a dead run. I had procrastinated because we needed to furl the Genoa and lower it's pole from the starboard side; then reverse the procedure on the port side before rigging and poling the "ballooner" back to the starboard side. We would sail as close to the wind direction as we could, while keeping both sails filled and angle off further south as needed. The wind forecasts have been changeable and although we don't entirely trust their musings, we need something to base our strategy upon. The forecasting website cooperated by remaining resolutely silent, despite several requests for weather updates. I always forget that website managers like to perform their maintenance, by shutting down the relevant sites around the very small hours of a Sunday morning. We must use the previous day's cast of the tea -leaves. So it was that we headed into our fifth night at sea, with twin head sails set, running on "wind vane" mode set 20 degrees from a dead run. Small rain pods have begun to appear on the radar but they drift slowly and don't seem to present a strong wind threat. At 12/8/2008; UTM 0350 hours our position is N 13 07 W 035 34.



December 8, 2008



Although we were making good progress under poled Genoa, poled "ballooner" and mizzen - that is "twin headsails", there was an occasional violent roll aboard DoodleBug. The wind was from the stern, as was the dominant swell but dawn showed an additional steep swell at near right angles, producing the uncomfortable roll whenever it hit the beam. The weather forecast had shown a low pressure system due west of us, in our path and presumably there were also systems to the north producing the additional swell.
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1050 hours we were passed by an obviously empty tanker on a reciprocal course. The day was muggy and hazy at 85.6 F and the tanker seemed to adjust his course slightly, to take a look at us as he passed. His rudder was partly clear of the water and his propeller was so close to the surface, it kicked up foam at his stern. We assumed that he was heading for the West African offshore oil fields.



1725 hours: The winds had been increasingly fickle and the radar now showed a massive rainstorm ahead. We secured all hatches and stowed loose items as we headed towards it. The storm's progress looked to be at right angles to the prevailing wind direction but without a lot of speed. Nevertheless we made the precaution of furling the sails and motoring until we were clear of the disturbance. The deck was lashed with torrential rain for the next couple of hours and DoodleBug was thoroughly washed. As we exited to the west of the storm, we were treated to a spectacular lightning display. The wind returned to blowing from the stern and the contrary swell was now absent. Thus we returned to sailing with our twin headsail configuration, as the sun faded from the cloudy sky and was replaced by a two-thirds moon. Tomorrow's forecast is for lighter winds.
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Our position at 12/9/2008; 0240 hours UTM is N 13 20.1 W 037 45.4



December 9, 2008



As forecast, the wind went away today and just after midnight, we began to motor sail. I say "just after midnight", but this is referenced to "ship's time". We usually set the latter to whatever is the local time and for the Cape Verde Islands, we used UTM minus 1. By now we had passed the 38th. line of longitude and changed the ship's time to UTM minus 3. The actual time zone change occurred during Joyce's watch but we waited for daylight to make the adjustment, as we failed to convince her to stand 5 hours instead of her scheduled 3. The other major event at dawn was the deployment of our two trolling lines. We anxiously watched these for at least five minutes but caught no fish.
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0840 hours: I tested the engine on a maximum throttle / speed run and the engine would not run at higher than 2,000 RPM. A quick check indicated that the "on-engine" fuel filter was partially clogged; we swiftly replaced this and verified a maximum RPM with "clean filters" of just over 3,000 RPM. Over our stern Annette spotted multiple dorsal fins, rapidly approaching and these belonged to a pod of a score or so bottlenose dolphins. We have never experienced a dolphin touching a deployed fishing lures but as a precaution, we hauled the two lines back aboard until our guests departed about twenty minutes later.



1155 hours a pod of whales passed us about 300 yards off the starboard beam. I changed course as soon as I saw the "blow", so that we could get closer but the pod was on a reciprocal course to ours and we never did get close enough to attempt a specie identification. Annette still had no fish, even though showers of flying fish continued to explode from the waves. She sat gloomily on the stern, willing a bite and when this didn't happen, she reverted to her practice of "jiggling" the trolling line. Unfortunately, the line must have been salt-stiff, because when she released it, the loop of line holding it onto the port cleat, popped off and the newest of her lines disappeared into 13,000 feet of Atlantic sea-water. We had tuna sandwiches for lunch. The tuna came from a can.
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1700 hours: A repeat of yesterday. A line of rain cells popped up on the radar, barring our path west. We did not get much rain, as we managed to slip between pods, but the wind gusted to 25 knots and switched direction around every point of the compass. Unfortunately, by the time we had passed the rain pods and the wind had settled down as to direction and strength, it had also dropped back to the 3 to 6 knot range. We remained on engine as we headed into the seventh night at sea since we left the Cape Verde Islands.



On 12/10/2008: 0350 hours UTM our position was N 13 18 W 040 41



December 10, 2008



Today was hot with a maximum temperature reached of 90.6 degrees F (32.5C). By mid-morning the wind had died to a whisper and we were both motoring and examining the wind forecasts, looking for any sign of encouragement. We received an e-mail this morning containing an "ARC" website report from 12/7/2008, indicating that half of their fleet were still over 1,000 miles from St. Lucia and suffering from the same lack of winds as we. The last time we saw ARC vessels was the day before we put into the Cape Verde Islands and have since been alone on an ocean that is empty of either commercial vessels or even aircraft con-trails.



The sky was clear and sunny and Joyce suggested that we use the opportunity to compute our position with the sextant. We took a fore-noon sight a couple of hours before noon, checked the accuracy of our timepieces using a BBC Africa time-signal on the SSB; followed this with a noon-sight for latitude and wrapped this all up with an afternoon sight; around two hours after local noon. We also noted the GPS noon position - just to see if the satellites were in their correct orbit. Annette was very patient and delayed lunch allowing our scientific noon-time observations. Thus it was that by mid-afternoon, we had three sets of sextant observations that we could either perform calculations on today, or save them for a future rainy afternoon. Zeal overcame lethargy and we ran through our three position sets. The first encouragement came when we calculated our latitude to within four tenths of a mile of the GPS version. Yeah! The next step was to plot the three sets of "position lines" and then translate the fore-noon sight and post-noon sights to the noon position. This is to account for the movement of the vessel during the four hours between the sights. We needed the tranquilizing effects of a beer before we tackled this job, as precision is called for and shaky hands are to be avoided. Our graphed position produced a longitude within 1.8 miles of the GPS version. Wow! I was personally stunned that we had achieved the same hemisphere. Captain Cook was pretty good with the ol' sextant and he could get within a mile; but then he had practiced more than us and as previously stated, within five miles generally works, since you can look out of the cockpit and see your destination at this range.
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Our second major task of the day was to replace the lost trolling line. We dug through our locker and discovered a hand made lure, courtesy of Keith in Chagos. This was on a substantial steel leader that we attached to about 120 feet of 300 pound test monofilament. We do not plan on losing this sucker! Some bungee cords used as a shock absorber and we sailed and or motored onwards with our double fishing rig deployed.



The wind remained in the 3 and 4 knot range but we suffered from a choppy sea with 5 foot swells knocking us around. There was certainly wind somewhere but nowhere near us. A few rain pods popped into existence to threaten us around sunset but their speed did not indicate wind shifts. The whole crew assembled on the foredeck to witness a spectacular sunset, with the scattered rain clouds and fair weather cumulus lit by the setting sun, all against a multi-hued sky. Fabulous.



2100 hours the wind began to gently increase in strength and we immediately re-rigged the poled Genoa, poled Ballooner (twin headsail) combination, plus the mizzen. The latter is far enough back that it does not seem to shadow the head sails. We thus achieved 4 knots over the ground but did this without burning diesel.
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0315 hours UTM on 12/11/2008 found us at N 13 13 W 042 49



December 11, 2008



My watch began at midnight and I had checked the decks, tightened loose control lines for the deployed poles and tidied the cockpit, aided by a near full moon. I then settled down to read a book when the radar alarm sounded it's warning. A squall line of heavy rain cells had triggered the alarm and were about 8 miles away and closing. I made sure that we had all of the hatches and windows secured and as the batteries needed charging anyway, decided to furl the twin head sails that were currently driving us and proceed under engine power. Annette had just awoken and asked me if I wanted a cup of coffee. The kettle was fired up. She then announced, "you have a fish on the line".
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We were still trolling two lines and since we had never caught a fish at night, we had simply left them in the water. At 0100 hours I had checked the lines using a flashlight and all was normal i.e. "fishless". Now we had the squall approaching, the kettle whistle was screaming, the watch alarm timer adding it's own blare to the cacophony and I was standing on the stern, hauling a thrashing tuna aboard. Of course Annette needed a photograph and this necessitated a search for the camera, whilst I clung grimly to the fish. The tuna was a chubby 25 inch fish and was not particularly happy about being aboard. Annette returned wearing her life jacket, safety line and holding a camera but the latter refused to function. The tuna and I continued to regard each other, while Annette went in search of a spare battery. Still no luck with the camera. She was now encouraged to abandon the photo journalistic endeavor and to get a plastic bin for the fish, which by now was bleeding liberally all over the stern, just as the first rain from the squall line began to sprinkle us. Finally the fishing lines were spooled and stowed, I had sloshed several buckets of sea water over the mess on the stern which was also being washed by a heavy rain, the tuna was on the way to the refrigerator and my coffee was in my hand. Why does everything always happen at once?



0800 hours: Annette was wearing a bikini and gutting the tuna on the side deck. She looked a little like an extra from a teenage horror flick, as she had managed to smear bright red tuna blood over most of her body, thoroughly grossing out Joyce, who is not accustomed to in-flight butchery. Joyce then said, "Ed, there is something wrong with the ballooner". A quick glance at the latter, showed that the head of the sail was no longer attached to the fitting at the top of the forestay and the top third of the sail had collapsed; the balance of the sail being held up by the compression of the bolt rope in the groove on the forestay furling mandrel (non-sailors may skip the technical parts described herein). "Bugger", my professional analysis, "we need to get that down". Annette hacked away at our tuna whilst Joyce steered DoodleBug to a reach and I dropped the ballooner and struggled mightily to stuff it into the forward locker. The nylon hook that clips into the mast head fitting had broken. I had a spare on board and so the failure of this item was not catastrophic. The problem was that the broken end of the hook was still in the fitting at the top of the forestay and would almost certainly prevent a new hook from engaging. By now Joyce had steered DB back onto her downwind course and Annette was clearing away the evidence of her food preparation exercise. I ran the "dehooking mouse" up the forestay in the vain hope that it would allow the broken ballooner hook to release and fall down it's groove under gravity - but no dice. The only solution was to drop the Genoa along with the head fitting and remove the recalcitrant hook fragment at deck level.
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Chris had been off-watch and emerged sleepily on deck, probably regretting his decision to wake up. "Are you feeling strong?", I asked. We set out the procedure as to who was to do what and de-rigged the Genoa pole before turning DB into the wind and dropping the Genny. The wind was blowing at 15 knots with DB plunging as she faced into the Atlantic waves instead of running with them. As soon as we had dropped about one-third of the sail, the balance became separated from the forestay, as the bolt-rope detached itself from it's groove. Now we had just lost our second driving sail. We had it pretty much under control on deck, with three bodies lying on top of the Genoa to stop it from blowing away and used the opportunity to examine the repair job we had made several days ago. It did not look good and we began to re-tape the worst of the seam separations, all the time thinking that there was no way that we could re-hoist this sail in the current wind conditions. The bolt rope was undersized for the size of the slot in the forestay furling mandrel. It would simply slip out again as we attempted to hoist it. Chris came to the rescue when he asked, "Don't you have a spare Genoa?". "Duh!" It was the originally supplied sail; was in good condition and the reason I had it on board, was in case we had a problem on the Atlantic crossing - particularly with the undersized bolt rope on the replacement sail we were currently sitting upon.



The spare Genny was buried at the very bottom of the stern locker and I unpacked the various layers of locker stuff, placing the contents on various parts of the plunging deck where I hoped they wouldn't blow away. Finally and with Annette's help, we managed to drag the beast from it's lair and schlep it to the foredeck. The ballooner slot was cleared of its clogging debris and with Chris cranking on the winch handle like a madman and me feeding the Genoa's bolt rope and burning my fingers in the process, we soon had the spare Genoa rigged, tensioned and poled into position. Back to sailing again as we hauled the downed Genoa along the side decks and stuffed it into the cockpit, burying Joyce the helmsperson in the process. Then came the task of repacking the stern locker, which was now easier since it suddenly had more space. Everything back in place and I collapsed on top of the sail in the cockpit, whilst noting that this is how racing crews slept.



Nobody seemed anxious to re-rig the now repaired ballooner, so we winged the main and continued to sail towards Bequia, albeit at about a knot slower than before. Chris and I then began the seeming impossible task of folding the 750 square foot Genoa on the mizzen deck. We not only accomplished this task but the bundle even fit inside the sail bag which was then lashed to the mizzen top rails.



Lunch was freshly caught tuna, marinated in soy sauce, sesame oil and white wine; then sautéed in olive oil and served with string beans and rice peanut pilaf. Well received by a hungry crew! By late afternoon, the wind had dropped to around 10 knots and we raised and poled the repaired ballooner without incident. We were now under sail with twin headsails again, just as we had been some ten hours earlier.
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December 12, 2008



Position N 13 21 W 046 12 at 1330 hours UTM. All well on board.



We sailed through the night with winds of around 10 knots and moving at between 5.5 and 6 knots over the ground, using the now repaired Genoa / Ballooner twin headsail combo. This combo seems to give us about 50 % of the true wind speed and about three-quarters of a knot more than the Genoa / winged main combination. The extra speed is very welcome in light winds but the catch is that the ballooner is rated by the manufacturer as good for "up to 20 knots". If the wind exceeds 20 knots, the ballooner and Genoa furl together around the forestay but then the Genoa is unavailable, until the ballooner is struck. In high winds, the 750 square foot light material ballooner is a lot of sail to handle on a pitching deck, particularly when attempting to stuff it into it's locker and we will almost always strike it in lighter conditions.
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[image: img66.jpg]rain pods on the radar. We have swung off course to keep the wind over the stern for the twin headsail configuration



The reason for this discourse became apparent at around 0800 hours in the form of a line of heavy rain cells approaching from the stern. These rain-cells contain gusty winds in the 16 to 22 knot range. The wind direction also veers by 60 degrees or so. We observed that when the cells have passed, there is often a period of almost no wind for the next hour or so. We can hold our twin headsail combo for winds within 30 degrees either side of a dead run and the strategy we adopted was to try and avoid the heaviest cells and to run off before the veering wind, using the "wind vane mode" on the autopilot to hold a constant wind angle. All this is while praying that we don't have too much sail up and blow out the ballooner, while surfing down the large swells at speeds of over 10 knots. The problem cells stayed with us for nearly 5 hours and the day stayed heavily overcast and cooler than before, reaching a high of "only" 85.1F. Nevertheless, the Captain ordered ice lollipops distributed to crew during the afternoon. Night watches have been comfortable as the cockpit temperature has remained above 81F throughout the night.



2010 hours: The first freighters we have seen in several days passed simultaneously. One at 10 miles distance and the other at 4 miles. A reminder that careful watches are still necessary. Miles run during our tenth day at sea since leaving the Cape Verdes was 163 miles. Our position at 0317 hours UTM on 12/13/2008 was N 13 16 W 047 48.
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December 13, 2008



Position N 13 16 W 047 53 at 0355 hours UTM. All well on board.



Our tenth night at sea provided an overcast sky and lots of rain cells, with higher winds than forecast. In fact the weather forecast has become schizophrenic, with wild swings in predictions, just hours apart. The morning found us sailing with 18 knots of wind and 10 foot swells versus a forecast 7 knots. By mid-morning the cloud cover had mostly burned away and the wind settled down to the 11 to 12 knot range, allowing us to maintain our sail configuration of poled ballooner, poled Genoa and mizzen. The chart plotter shows that we are approaching our destination in the Caribbean and Annette finally relented, allowing us to dig deeper into her closely guarded freezer. Lunch was pan-fried entrecote steaks, with red wine, mint and marjoram reduction, plus bow-tie pasta, basil pesto and tomatoes. The Captain distributed the last of the ice cream bars for dessert. Tough times.
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The afternoon brought a visit from a pod of bottlenose dolphins, whose leaps and aerial acrobatics were truly amazing. Perhaps they were inspired by Annette's music selection of Lyle Lovett singing, "The One Eyed Fiona".



Sunset and civil twilight allowed the wannabe celestial navigators, Ed and Joyce, to make a sextant measurement of the altitude of Venus. Our measurements were probably "iffy" as DB was rocking violently in large swells but we were gratified to find a bright planet-like object (FYI planets don't twinkle) at almost exactly our computed elevation and azimuth. We will put off the search for other celestial objects for a clearer night and a more stable platform.



The rain returned in earnest in late afternoon but the full moon rising at 1900 hours produced a never before seen "moon rainbow". The colors were obviously muted but a pale green and rose separation was prominent and easily noted. All night long, heavy rain was the norm, with light, shifting winds in the 12 knot range. The 24 hour run for the day was 142 miles and our position at 0745 hours UTM on 12/14/2008 was N 13 22 W 050 43



December 14, 2008



During our 11th. night at sea since leaving the Cape Verde Islands, it rained on and off all night long and we did our best to dodge the heaviest cells. Around dawn a particularly heavy line of cells passed us by and shortly thereafter, we lost our tail wind. For the next six hours we motored with the just the main-sail on centerline to damp the roll, in the very confused sea of wind "memory" chop, mixed with 6 foot swells. We were visited again by a large pod of bottlenose dolphins to beak the monotony of an otherwise dull and overcast morning. One cause for concern was the slight loss of engine RPM and the fact that switching Racors (pre-filters on diesel supply line) normalized our cruising speed but did not cure the problem entirely. This indicated that the on-engine filter is clogged - but this was changed only 44 hours ago. These filters are supposed to be changed every "couple of years". I liberally dosed the fuel tank with a biocide, just in case we had anaerobic bacterial growth in the tank and we motored onwards.
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1300 hours: Our wind returned and we were back sailing again under poled ballooner, poled Genoa and mizzen. The wind was steady at 10 to 12 knots and provided a sailing speed of 6 and a 1/2 knots over the ground. Once we were under sail, we took the opportunity to replace both the offending Racor filter as well as the on-engine fuel filter. Engine RPM were again restored. We also took advantage of the calmer conditions in the afternoon to improve the education of the crew. The first DVD we watched was a documentary defining the relationship between the British Secret Service and the British Royal succession and was titled, "Johnny English". The second documentary was an analysis if American Jurisprudence titled, "My Cousin Vinny".



Thus we headed into our 12th. night at sea. Our position at 12/15/2008: 0600 hours UTM was N 12 57 W 053 08



December 15, 2008



Another night spent under poled Genoa, poled ballooner and mizzen, with the inevitable rains cells in the small hours. Now we are heading too far to the south and need to change course for a more direct route to Bequia.



0900 hours: We struck the ballooner and changed course to a broad reach with poled Genoa, main and mizzen, holding good speeds of 6 knots or better in winds of 13 to 15 knots. The waves were choppy and we had a 10 foot swell to add to the mix.



1300 hours: Annette issues potato guns and begins a target competition between Chris and Joyce, using empty beer cans as targets. Unfortunately DB's roll kept knocking the beer can targets over but the additional challenge of moving targets did not dissuade the marksmen from filling the cockpit with spent potato "bullets".
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1800 hours: Just before sunset the swell had shifted to the beam and the Genoa pole occasionally dipped dangerously close to getting wet. We struck the pole and headed on into our thirteen night at sea since the Cape Verdes, still on a broad reach but using the wind vane mode on the autopilot to maintain sail trim in the constantly veering and backing wind direction.



At 0430 hours UTM on 12/16/2008 our position was N 12 46.3 W 055 39.8



December 16, 2008



Position N 12 46.3 W 055 39.8 at 0430 hours UTM. All well on board. 330 miles to go.



We sailed our 13th. night at sea since the Cape Verde Islands as a broad reach under full sail. A freighter passed about four miles from our stern to enliven an almost uneventful night. Sightings of other vessels remind us that we are not entirely alone on the planet and we have been monitoring the radar and making more careful sweeps of the horizon, now that we are in proximity to the islands and might encounter small Caribbean fishing boats.



After dawn the wind dropped and veered in a rolly, confused seaway. We poled the Genoa and spent a frustrating morning chasing wild changes of wind speed and direction, while surrounded by heavy rain cells. We finally broke clear of a particularly large cell and went to a reach that was to last until we arrived in Bequia.



December 17, 2008



Position N 12 56 W 059 11 at 1125 hours UTM



Barbados in sight to starboard. Calypso Christmas music on local radio. All well on board. 120 miles to Bequia. Dawn and at 0730 hours land is in sight! We see the clear shape of an island off the starboard bow. I turned on the FM radio and immediately we were listening to "calypso" Christmas songs with a background of steel drums. DB sailed through the day at 7 to 9 knots with a steady 14 knots of wind from just behind the beam. The wind forecast had stoutly maintained "near northerlies of 6 or 7 knots", and we were extremely grateful that this was wrong. We passed our waypoint off the southern tip of Barbados before noon and were now on a direct course for Bequia, some 100 miles further west. Just before sunset, we could see mountainous St. Vincent to starboard but the lower lying Bequia was still invisible.
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December 18, 2008



Arrived Bequia 0505 hours UTM. All well on board. Position N 13 01 W 061 15. We are here!! We entered the Bequia channel that separates the island from St. Vincent, just after midnight. The moon behind the thin clouds provided just enough illumination that we could see the black outlines of Bequia and neighboring islets of Battowia and Baliceaux. The Bequia channel is notorious for difficult seas and our fast sail had placed us here well before our expected arrival time. The tide was now against us with a current against the wind running at 1.5 to 2 knots. The result was a short sea of steep, closely spaced waves. The wind backed and dropped and we furled the Genoa and main as we entered the channel, now motor sailing with just the mizzen. A glance at the GPS speed showed that our "speed over the ground" had dropped to 3 knots with DoodleBug swinging wildly in the steep waves and also drifting closer to the steep and unseen sea cliffs on the port side. We increased engine speed to a "fast cruise" of 2500 RPM and the motion stabilized at 8 knots through the water and six over the ground. Now was the time to be thankful that we had changed out the diesel filters en-route instead of waiting for the calmer waters of an anchorage.



Forty minutes later and the darkness was shattered by an explosion of lights as we rounded "the Devil's table" and entered Admiralty Bay, Bequia. We dropped anchor at N 13 00.2 W 061 14.7 at 0505 hours UTM (local time is UTM minus 4). We are here! DoodleBug had crossed the Atlantic and our third great Ocean.



December 19 - 23, 2008



Bequia is a really great place to "hang". It is as close to a "yachties" town as you can get. There are about 100 yachts anchored in Admiralty Bay at present, a couple of dive companies, a few small hotels and that is about it. The local economy is predominantly dependant upon yacht - tourism. This is our fourth visit and six years have passed since we last gazed upon the white homes with brightly colored roofs, scattered around the steep, verdant hillsides. The town is just as friendly and laid back as we remember; a few restaurants and businesses added and a few have disappeared.
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The photographer makes a self-portrait
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Chris and Joyce flew home yesterday to an icier and snowier climate but will I'm sure, bask in the warmth of friends and family. We are slowly catching up on our four weeks separation from so called civilization by electronically paying bills and balancing accounts. There are a few boat chores to catch up on but overall, we crossed the Atlantic in fine shape. We spent 6 days sailing from Lanzarote to Cape Verde and 14 and half days sailing from Cape Verde to Bequia. That was an average daily run of around 150 miles and very satisfying for the light wind conditions experienced.



We plan to spend Christmas in Bequia and then move north to St. Lucia as weather permits. The forecast for the Christmas period is for strong winds and we are not in a rush to brave these, particularly since this is lobster season in the Grenadines and there are lots of restaurants we haven't tried yet!



December 24, 2008



We have been trapped aboard for near 24 hours due to an "equipment failure". This is simply that the rubber rub-strip that protects our dinghy from "rubbing" up against docks and like, has become detached from the front of the dinghy and makes a sort of sea anchor when trying to motor. We tried gluing it with "Shoe Goo" and this lasted about a day before giving up. This time we used alleged "flexible" epoxy. We left the whole mess to dry for 24 hours with the dinghy across the mizzen deck. This was no great hardship as the weather has been cloudy with frequent rain showers and strong gusty winds. The wind gusts howl through the anchorage and the boats all tug at their moorings and swing wildly from side to side as though trying to escape. The anchorage in Admiralty Bay is very full, with almost double the number of vessels that were present upon our arrival. Watching the new arrivals has been both entertaining and disconcerting. Several yachts have dropped anchor in the middle of our mooring field, just feet away from us. The mooring buoys are spaced so that there is barely swinging room between the moored boats. It should be obvious to anyone, that the addition of an anchored yacht into the middle of this is not going to work. The anchor chain needs to be much longer than the mooring line and so the anchored vessel will swing much more than a moored vessel. Most attempts to anchor produced dragging anchors and provided entertainment from those of us watching from a safe distance and heart palpitations from those unfortunates who were downwind of the dragees (dragees - Native Carib word meaning "charter boat full of French people"). A couple did manage to get their hook to stick and remained at anchor until the wind swung direction and then there was a lot of yelling and waving of fenders until they gave up and left.
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The strong winds are forecast to be with us until near the New Year. The wind are from the Northeast and thus discourage anyone, including us from sailing north. This also means that the ARC cruisers are trapped in St. Lucia and still reputedly occupying all of the marina space and moorings; thus we might just as well hang here for a few more days. The other major equipment malfunction was when our backup laptop crashed. I believe the problem lies with the video card and it will probably remain in a "down" condition until we return to the mainland. In the meantime the primary laptop cannot find the Wifi network that I have been successfully pirating and we have lost internet access (e-mail still via satellite phone) until we can get ashore to pay cash money to access one of the several "non-free" wireless networks. By afternoon we tested our glue job on the dinghy and it seems to be holding. SV Cetacea arrived from St. Lucia bearing Tony and Gail Wessendorf. We last met the Wessendorf's for dinner at the Lakeshore Yacht Club near Houston, Texas. We joined them and their guests for Christmas eve supper at the Frangipani restaurant. A fun evening with a steel band for "background" music.
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December 25 - 26, 2008



Our friends Gail and Tony aboard SV Cetacea departed Christmas morning, heading south and bearing their guests towards the Tobago Cays. They would have a fast broad reach towards these islands but unless the high winds drop over the next few days, they will face a tough and uncomfortable uphill slog back towards their base in St. Lucia.



Annette and I have been feeling under the weather for the past two days and the high winds and rain combined to keep us aboard DB, reading books and watching movies. The weather forecast reliably predicts the winds to drop, "the day after tomorrow". Each day it is the same forecast, the lighter winds just tantalizing a "few days" away.
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December 27, 2008



We shrugged off our lethargy, dinghied ashore and caught the 0800 hours ferry to the port of Kingstown on the island of St. Vincent. The high winds were still evident and local recommendation was to take "the Admiral" ferry boat rather than the larger "Bequia Express" ferry, that departed at exactly the same time. We were assured that the Admiral was much faster and could make the passage to the nearby island in one hour. Sure enough, the Admiral shot out of "Admiralty Bay" within seconds of it's scheduled departure time and turned the corner at the "Devil's Table" rocks to bear the full brunt of the wind and waves. The seas were in the 12 to 15 foot range near Bequia and the wind howled, causing the Admiral to plunge and roll violently. A glance behind showed that conditions aboard the pursuing "Bequia Express" were much worse and indeed the Admiral was bashing through the seas at near double the speed of the B. Express.
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In Kingstown we were on a mission to locate and buy a "coal pot". This is a cast iron device that was used by everyone's grandmother in the Islands as the primary cooking heat source. Just like a barbeque, a few coals were placed in the "coal pot" and then the pans containing the food, sat upon a grill above the coals to heat and cook. Annette had exhaustively searched Bequia for such a device and was assured that the only place to buy same was upon St. Vincent. Every person or business where we enquired in Kingstown was firm in that the only place that might carry such an ancient device was "Prescott's". We were in some hurry to do this as today was Saturday and from experience, Kingstown shuts down at noon and the sidewalks then remained tightly rolled until Monday morning. We did find Prescott's in a narrow street behind the market place and they did have a small "coal pot" for sale. The larger size was out of stock but we were told that we might find one at the "Iron Man", across from the Kingstown police station. We retraced our steps and looked for the store called the "Iron Man". In vain we searched for this, even though our directions had been explicit. Everyone kept pointing at the same location, which was devoid of such a store. Finally one person we asked, pointed at the WW II statue we had walked by several times. The statue was of a soldier in 1940's combat attire and was referred to locally as "The Iron Man". There was no such store and we were simply being directed to the loose group of market stalls set up in the vicinity! We did indeed find a large size "coal pot" but it was made of aluminum and was not as "cool" as the smaller cast iron version we had seen at Prescott's. The small pot then! Back to Prescott's and a relieved husband, who was going to have to carry the gosh darned thing anyway, delighted that the proposed burden would be the lighter of the two. It was now 1120 hours and the ferry departed at 1200 hours, the next being at 1900 hours. A further seven hours hanging in a dead and closed up Kingstown was not appealing and we scurried back to the ferry dock. The 1200 hours Admiral left about two minutes after we boarded and 25 minutes ahead of the scheduled departure time. A fast "broad reach" back to Bequia and DoodleBug was still straining at her mooring in the high winds.



December 28, 2008



We finally gave up on the always promised weather window and decided that the forecast 20 knots of wind would be "manageable". 0900 hours found us at the Customs and Immigration offices, "checking out" of the Grenadine Islands. The Caribbean Islands are very particular that you must have a "Zarpe" or clearance document when you arrive, listing the crew and any stores such as firearms, alcohol, pets or narcotics. If you do carry narcotics, I noted that the form asks for the quantity carried in "kilograms" rather than in "bales". When you clear out of a country, the crew list is carefully examined and matched to your inbound crew list. Because Chris and Joyce left the islands by air, we had previously made a second visit to the immigration office and upon production of their air tickets, their names were removed from our crew list. The significance of this ritual will become apparent in two days time as we "enter" St. Lucia.
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1000 hours and we slipped our mooring and motored gently out of Admiralty Bay bound for Wallilabou Bay on St. Vincent. Just as we experienced yesterday on the ferry, we were met with a blast of wind and big seas just beyond the "Devil's Table" rocks. The seas are biggest and the wind strongest right here and we sailed close hauled with reefed Genoa, reefed main and reefed mizzen in 12 foot seas and over 30 knots of apparent wind. We normally don't use the mizzen when close hauled but the force of a strong wind overcomes Amel's outhaul tensioner on the mainsail and we cannot set the sail properly. The mizzen has no such restriction and we sailed the Bequia channel between 42 and 45 degrees to the apparent wind, using the "windvane" mode on the autopilot to hold us at the optimum wind angle. This worked well and an hour later we were off Kingstown, with the current and leeway only moving us off our rhumbline by a quarter mile. Once under the lee of St. Vincent, we altered course for Wallilabou Bay and by 1230 hours had picked up a mooring just off the beach. This was a disconcerting experience in that there were vertical cliffs just off our starboard, the beach ahead was steep with breaking waves and on our port side lay a ruined dock with steel pilings and several other moored yachts, crammed together.



We had been met by boat boy "Ashley" as we approached the mooring and he seemed to barely fit inside the tiny wooden boat he was rowing. He first took the bow line from Annette and we were now broadside to the waves. He announced that we needed a stern line. This involved the usual panic as the stern line was safely stored away in the bow locker and was also well tangled. We sorted this out and Ashley headed for the beach with our line. He then announced it was too short. The second line was much easier to handle since it was coiled inside a bag and we soon had DoodleBug winched into position. I decided that a single thin bowline, even though it was doubled through the mooring, was not enough security for DoodleBug this close to the multiple marine hazards. We therefore launched our dinghy to put on a second back-up line on the mooring. To my horror, the mooring line was a single line of hemp-like rope, that was thinner than anything we had aboard. At least the wind was not blowing particularly hard, although there was considerable swell.
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Wallilabou Bay has several interesting ruined structures and their purpose was not immediately obvious. I asked Ronnie on the beach what they were for and he pointed out that they were sets used in the movie, "Pirates of the Caribbean". I now recognized the remains of the gibbet where Captain Jack Sparrow, played by Johnny Depp, saluted the hanging corpse of a fellow pirate. The pier that he passed as his boat sank below him was the structure that now lay some 20 feet from DoodleBug. The steel pilings were now threatening to sink us should the mooring fail. SV Cetacea had also moored nearby and we joined crew Tony, Bruce and Dennis ashore on a hike with Ronnie's twin brother "Ron" up a nearby mountain stream. Ron and Ronnie own a nearby bar / restaurant (The Golden Spoon) but also act as local tour guides. The hike was fun and as we precariously boulder hopped back and forth across the mountain river, we examined the incredible variety of lush tropical plants and bushes. Bananas, papayas, mangoes, breadfruit, nutmeg (plus inner covering of "mace"), callaloo, figs, cocoa, tamarind and so on. The list seems almost endless. The one fruit we saw that we had not previously seen on our travels was "ackee". This looks like a cross between a bell-pepper an apple and we know it from the song that begins, "I took a trip on a sailing ship....." and notes that "ackee rice, salt fish are nice and the rum tastes fine....". Okay, so now we know what an ackee looks like.



For supper we walked to nearby Kearton Bay where we had a fine meal at the Rock Side Cafe. The walk was interesting as the narrow unlit roads passed though a local village with the open homes adding the sounds of Christmas music playing, the wonderful smells of cooking and dogs yapping at our feet. On our return to DoodleBug, large bats, with perhaps an 18" wingspan, flitted just off the surface of the water searching for mosquitoes. The night was rolly with rain drumming on the cabin roof and water sloshing about as the tide changed. To further add to the nights' discomfort was the observation made earlier by Ronnie that two boats had broken free from the moorings last year. One ended up on the beach and another on the nearby sea cliffs. Morning was almost a relief.



St. Lucia



December 29, 2008



Yesterday's crossing of the Bequia channel was an exciting sail, close hauled in big seas but with blue skies, the sun shining and DoodleBug hitting speeds of 9 knots in the stronger gusts. The crossing to St. Lucia promised to be quite different. To begin, the channel between the two islands was four times wider and the course some 30 degrees closer to the wind. The wind forecast had slid from promised lighter winds to match all of the previous forecasts and now indicated 20 to 25 knots of near headwinds. The guidebook indicated a traditionally "rough passage" and suggested hugging the coast of St. Vincent until near the most northerly point but to make sure that you do not arrive there with "too much canvas up". You then head across the channel, pointing as high as possible to offset the leeway and westerly going current and "do the best you can".
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At the first glimmer of dawn I cast off any attempt at sleep at the pitching Wallilabou mooring and meticulously checked DoodleBug for sea, both above deck and below. We dropped our mooring at 0715 hours local time (position N 13 14.8 W 061 16.3) and headed up the coast in heavy rain and 6 foot choppy seas, with the winds already gusting at over 30 knots. We motor-sailed of course, with some mainsail sheeted hard to the centerline and the mizzen similarly rigged. The autopilot was set to 25 degrees from the apparent wind and this seemed to work reasonably well. The engine was running at a fast cruising speed of 2400 RPM and this combo was moving us at around 5 knots towards St. Lucia. Once we had cleared the northern tip of St. Vincent we had the benefit of getting out from under the St. Vincent rain shadow but this was offset by the seas which increased to the 10 to 12 foot range. And so we struggled onwards. Although we were pointing at the middle of St. Lucia's southern coast, the GPS indicated that we would in fact head up the west side of the island and were staying close to our desired rhumb line course. Over the next seven and a half hours we were to see only one other set of northbound sails, struggling to make headway as we were and pitching in the heavy seas as we too were pitching. In the opposite direction were seeming showers of southbound vessels. They slid by us effortlessly on their broad reaches. The crews looked relaxed and happy. They had bathing beauties sunning in skimpy bikinis on the foredeck. By contrast, DoodleBug's first mate was laying below and clutching a bucket, dreaming of coconut palms and airline terminals.



Our original plan was to meet SV Cetacea at Harmony Beach, St. Vincent but they were an hour behind us and had been driven further to the west (SV Cetacea is a Cheung Lee motor-sailor suffering from a problem with one of her two folding propellers). Tony called us on the VHF to say that Harmony Beach was reported as very rolly and suggested Marigot Bay instead. By now we were under the lee of St. Lucia and although the wind had not dropped appreciably, the wave action was down to a 4 foot chop and Marigot Bay sounded much more attractive than another rolly night. At 1455 hours we slid into Marigot Bay and picked up a mooring at position N 13 57.9 W 061 01.6



[image: img111.jpg]approaching St. Lucia



Marigot Bay is a fjord like enclosed body of water and pond like compared to the seas outside. We launched our dinghy and the first mate was rapidly reviving with the proximity of restaurants and gift shops. Our first stop ashore was at an ATM where our card was firmly rejected. I still had a couple of hundred East Caribbean Dollars in my wallet, so perhaps we had enough cash to "check in" with Customs and Immigration. The Customs experience was reasonably smooth and yes, we did have enough cash to cover the fee. At immigration however, we found ourselves in line behind a Russian couple who claimed to have arrived on a French yacht from Martinique. They had met the French skipper in a bar and he had offered them a ride between the islands. No, they did not know the name of the vessel, nor the name of the Captain. The St. Lucian policeman lectured them on their having broken the law, talked about deportation and the like and this looked like being a long drawn out affair. I personably would have ditched the Russian guy because he looked like a mafia pimp but the little girl was really pretty and well worth making an exception for.



That evening we joined Cetacea for supper at Doolittle's restaurant and bar where it was "ladies night"; free supper for ladies accompanied by their sailor "mate". Thank goodness we are back in dollar country and greenbacks are acceptable currency!
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December 30, 2008



We slipped our mooring in Marigot Bay this morning at 0915 hours and by 1050 hours were tied up at a slip at Rodney Bay Marina, St. Lucia: Position N 14 04.5 W 060 56.9. We motor-sailed the 10 miles or so with headwinds in the 14 knot range but with no more than a 4 foot wave chop. Rodney Bay Marina is so wonderful and falls in the category of a "real" marina. The yachts are tied to floating docks that have "finger piers" and the slip spaces are sized for catamarans. The floating docks themselves are wide enough to drive a bus upon, level, with no missing boards or sections, gaps to jump, or similar hazards. The Wifi works and is both high speed and "free". The ATM provided us cash and there are a slew of restaurants that meet my "International Chili's Standard" (ICS). Chili's is a burger joint in Houston where you can sit down and get a reasonably edible burger and fries, plus beer and without the benefits of either a second mortgage or a government bailout. Chili's in Houston is not exactly gourmet dining but I do require that so called gourmet restaurants do at least match the ICS quality standard, regardless of their esoteric prices. Many experienced have not. The power at the docks in Rodney Bay is a good approximation of the stated voltage and the water supply is both drinkable and has line pressure. This sailor's heaven costs us US$34 per night versus the US$208 per night that we paid in Malta - Wifi extra; although the Maltese Wifi didn't actually work. (Didn't stop the marina from billing me twice for the non-working Wifi of course). Over the past twelve months I see that the only other marina that came close to meeting these strict standards was Ashkelon in Israel and the latter would probably receive at least 4 stars in Ed's travel guide (assuming it hasn't been blown up by now) with Rodney Bay as a 5 star operation. I may publish a full star rating list of Marinas later, together with my review of "Fish and Chips of the World" (Best so far: Denerau Marina, Fiji).



December 31, 2008



We hung around DoodleBug today waiting for a refrigeration repair man to show up who never did. This is familiar repairman behavior across the planet and it matters little that he has your cell-phone number. The mistake we made was that we did not have his.



In the evening we met with the crew of SV Cetacea to celebrate New Year's Eve together. We headed out to a nearby restaurant and followed this up with drinks at the St. Lucia "Yacht Club". As midnight approached, the density of revelers in the streets began to increase significantly and we jointly agreed that a retreat to the Rodney Bay marina was in order, while there was still an opportunity to find a taxi. This would likely prove impossible after midnight. Tony used his cell-phone to call the local taxi driver who had earlier insisted he would pick us up. After a prolonged wait, I re-called the man on our cell-phone and he now insisted that he was sending another cab to get us. Another prolonged wait and we finally gave up, to begin walking for perhaps a quarter mile through the throng of revelers, in the direction of the marina and towards another taxi stand. The street was filled with moving, jostling people. The guys were typically not sartorially enhanced (i.e. scruffy) and those found clutching brown paper bags were often staggering. The girls however were stunning. This island is populated by tall, leggy and beautiful black women and they were wearing some of their best. I enjoyed seeing mini-skirts as short as I have ever seen them and these girls wore their clingy and shiny party dresses extremely well. We did find a taxi to transport us back to the marina but mid-night passed while under passage, as the taxi crept through the crowd. Nevertheless 2009 arrived and back at Rodney Bay, we witnessed a fine fireworks display.



Happy New Year!



January 1, 2009



New Year's Day began a four day holiday for the island. Surprisingly, the marina restaurants and bars were closed all day even though they would have had a near monopoly on business. Annette and I walked to the nearby shopping mall and although it too was closed, KFC was open and this fine eating establishment is one of Annette's favorites.



January 2, 2009



Our refrigeration man continued to torture us with another appointment for around noon. He actually showed up an hour later than scheduled and without either tools or gas bottles. Tomorrow at 1030 hours! He seemed a little wobbly on his legs and I am sure we must have passed him in the street the other night. He would have been one of those with a brown paper bag. Gail's brothers Dennis and Bruce flew home yesterday and Gail and Tony leave tomorrow. We made up a quieter foursome as we used Cetacea's dinghy to travel to the restaurant strip by water. This solved the problem of waiting on taxis but it bucketed with rain on the return journey and Annette's single tiny umbrella did not do a great job of sheltering the two of us. Tony and Gail had the luxury of wearing waterproofs but our raingear is still safely on their hangers in Santa Fe. Fortunately tropical rain is not cold and the return journey was short. The hazards of cruising and a small price to pay for the great steak I ate.



January 3, 2009



This morning I swapped out the macerator pump in the forward head. It had been leaking seawater at a slow drip from a worn seal and the time had finally arrived to make a repair. The appointed hour for our refrigerator repair man to call with his tools came and went but without him. We were not entirely surprised and determined to make no further efforts to contact him. The refrigerator in question is low on Freon but is not needed as we are not undergoing extended passages. We will get it fixed somewhere down the trail.



January 4, 2009



This morning we attacked the dishwasher that has been inoperable for the past several years. I am not talking about Annette now, the dishwasher in question is an Austrian made unit that has been out of manufacture for a while. Steve the electrician is to examine it on Monday morning and we will set it up in the cockpit with power, water and drain attached. Removal of the dishwasher is not trivial and we first had to remove the gimbaled cook-stove. Next we removed kitchen cabinetry, until we were finally able to extract the defective device and haul it into the cockpit. There is little clearance for these units and the trick is not to scratch the fine varnish of the interior wood work. Once this task was accomplished, there was no cooking to be done aboard and we walked back to restaurant row. Again the KFC was amongst the few establishments open. Annette was quite happy with this.



January 5, 2009



A day of accomplishments! Steve the electrician arrived as promised and was surely impressed to find the dishwasher set up and ready to run in the cockpit. The problem was soon isolated to the main pump circulation motor that was not running. A check of the windings and the motor itself seemed OK. The motor start capacitor did not look so good and I dug through my onboard spares to find a replacement. Fortunately, I had purchased "correct" parts for the water maker after repairing the latter with some junk parts in Fiji. One of the water maker capacitors was installed in the dishwasher and the unit fired up immediately. While the dishwasher was occupying the cockpit and being worked on, "Prudent" the refrigeration man arrived, again without tools. This time he was just checking to see if we still needed our refrigerator fixed before he hauled his gas bottles down the dock. We affirmed that we did and twenty minutes later, he had topped up the errant appliance with Freon and it is cooling again.



The next job was to reinstall the dishwasher and cook stove, again without tearing up the woodwork. A delicate job but once completed, the interior of our boat again began to resemble living space rather than a junkyard.



January 6, 2009



Since the dishwasher was no longer occupying center stage in the cockpit, we could access the engine room and wrap up the remainder of minor boat chores. The hot water heater has a one-way and overflow valve that has been leaking for some months. I finally replaced it with the new valve that I have been carrying on board for almost as long as the defective valve has been leaking. We are set! Chores done! Tourist time is here! We walked over to the marina central and rented a car for tomorrow.



January 7, 2009



This morning we began our circumnavigation of St. Lucia by auto. We began by searching for "Ebenezer's Foam factory" where we hoped to find, well, foam. Annette has another project in hand and wanted to purchase a small piece of upholstery foam. Ebenezer's was without signage but obvious by the huge blocks of plastic foam in front of the building. When we entered the establishment there were a dozen or so employees building stuffed armchairs as furniture, despite swarming mosquitoes. The design seemed to be based upon a single plywood frame and the prefabricated frames were also stacked in front of the building. I was distressed to notice that many of these frames were already broken and or covered in mud but were nevertheless being used to make furniture without repair efforts. The plywood frames were first covered in cardboard and on top of this was stapled plastic foam and then an upholstery fabric. The finished product looked OK but could never have withstood any kind of weight or abuse. I was distressed because this furniture was obviously targeted at the bottom end of the financial spectrum and these people would be least able to bear loss.
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As we drove south along the west coast of St. Lucia, the two lane road twisted and dived around steep hairpin bends. The road surface was occasionally potholed by truly axle breaking hazards and what little traffic there was, would either come to a dead crawl, or divert off-road to avoid the pits. The roadsides were thick with jungle like vegetation, giant ferns, creepers, and exotic plants of every kind imaginable. Occasionally we could glimpse the startling blue of the Caribbean Sea through the trees but even the sign posted "View Points" were near completely obscured by the density of new growth. After an hour of this type of driving, Annette needed a break to calm her motion queasiness. We found a conveniently located "art studio" just north of the town of Soufriere and pulled over to check it out. Annette was delighted to find her sought after "clay coal pot", a carved window stick (to hold your window open of course), as well as a pair of "Boley's". The latter are traditional bowls made from the seed pod of a particular "Boley" tree. We loaded our purchases into the rental car, which by now was beginning to sink at the stern and headed south to locate the Harmony Breach Resort, just below the Petit Piton mountain peak. We were directed to a single lane dirt road that soon deteriorated into giant pot holes, with a steep drop off on one side. There was no place to turn around and the holes just got worse and worse. The car had four wheel drive but also had a stupid plastic "air dam" tacked onto the front, to make it look like it could go fast. What we needed instead was pick-up truck ground clearance. We gently eased this vehicle along the impossible road until we came to one trench that defeated us. Here we parked the car and walked a hundred yards or so to our destination. We had a necessary beer at the resort before hitting the road again. We managed to turn the car around and after backtracking about a hundred yards, there was a steep section of concrete that turned up to the right. Another ten yards and we discovered a fine, surfaced, two lane road that completely bypassed the horror we had just driven along. So much for local information.
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We reached the southern end of St. Lucia near the International Airport and grabbed a sandwich at a bar / restaurant catering to the windsurfing crowd. Lots of wind available. The road that continued up the east side of St. Lucia was more traveled and although the traffic was heavier, the driving speeds were also considerably faster. The east of the Island shows much more agriculture and the road wound through banana plantations and small villages. By now the schools were dismissing their students and we needed to slow to avoid the throngs of children in their colorful uniforms. A beautiful drive on an enchanting island.



January 15, 2009



The day has finally arrived! This morning we rented a car and set of to the south of St. Lucia to pick up daughter Marian and her friend Mike from the International airport. We arrived at the airport in good time and noted that the flight arrival display showed that although a "West Air" flight was to be delayed, the American Airlines flight from Miami was exactly on time. We were a little puzzled when the West Air flight landed on time, even though the board still showed it delayed. We were so excited when we saw an aircraft on approach at exactly the expected time. Annette had taken about twenty pictures of the plane before we realized that it was a British Airways flight, not due for another twenty minutes. I wandered over to the American Airlines check in desk and asked for the e.t.a. on the Miami flight. "Oh that one is running an hour late!".



We wandered the airport grounds and carefully inspected very tree. There was one in particular that looked like someone had grafted lumps of cactus onto a dead tree. The cactus limbs obviously didn't belong but where were the original leaves? The tree really does exist and if I find out what it is called, I will post this vital info. We found the mystery tree full of nesting grackles. With some loss of blood, Annette was able to poke a camera into one of the nests and get a picture of three small eggs, whilst the angry parents scolded her from a nearby branch. Thus we passed the time whilst the hordes of security people scowled at us suspiciously. The American Airlines flight did finally arrive and Marian and Mike collected all of their luggage and we collected them. They are here, safe and sound! DoodleBug sails on the morn.
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January 16, 2009



This morning we rushed around getting DoodleBug ready for sea. The wind has been blowing at 25 plus knots since before Christmas and today was the first day that the marina lay like a mill pond. Of course everyone else also thought today would be a great day for cruising and there were several vessels ahead of us at the fueling dock. By 1100 hours we had taken on diesel and set sail for Harmony Bay on the southwest coast of St. Lucia. St. Lucia has two striking volcanic outcrops called "The Pitons". Besides providing a name for the national beer, their distinctive silhouette also adorns most of the tourist brochures and postage stamps. Our destination lay at the foot of "Petit Piton". For at least an hour we experienced up to 15 knots of wind on the beam and were under full sail, somewhere between a close reach and a broad reach. The prevailing wind is on the east side of the island, so the wind we were getting on the west coast was fickle and would be deflected by the island valleys and headlands as we passed. Eventually it veered so that it was "on the nose" and we motored the last few miles past the town of Soufriere, picking up a mooring near the Harmony Bay Resort at position N 13 50.5 W 061 03.8 at 1345 hours. Our location is a marine park and the water is crystal clear and blue. We are moored some 50 yards or so off a boulder studded, grey lava sand beach, with coconut palms and dense jungle vegetation. Behind the line of coconut trees, the Pitons soar, providing an almost vertical route to the summit. We have been told that there is a single difficult trail that does climb the peak but it must climb the side we cannot see. The cliffs we view would defeat a mountain goat. We spent the balance of the afternoon snorkeling at the foot of Petit Piton where debris from the peak has formed a sub-sea boulder field. On this were large corals, a profusion of fish, sea urchins and the like. Annette spotted a snake as well as an eel of some kind. There were bizarre shaped trumpet fish everywhere and shoals of needle fish. An excellent place to just drift and observe the action.
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Marian and Mike were still jet-lagged and missed a rare "green-flash" sunset. As compensation, for supper we were all ferried ashore by "water-taxi" for a fine meal at the Harmony Beach Resort. The resort has a patio overlooking the beach and the views are superb. This part of the Caribbean has a tiny whistling tree frog and Annette and Marian thoroughly photographed the unfortunate individual that was simply trying to eat a few bugs on the post near our table, while Mike and I debated much more important things, like whether Lance is too old to do another Tour de France.



January 17, 2009



Today we traveled by water taxi to the town of Soufriere and then switched from water to land taxi. Soufriere is an unlucky kind of town that every few years has been destroyed by hurricanes, earthquakes or fires. One of the oldest surviving buildings we drove past was the Lady of Assumption Catholic Church on the main square but we were disappointed that the guillotine that used to occupy the opposite side of the square had been removed following the Gallic departure.
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Our first stop of the day was to visit a beautiful 50 foot waterfall called Toraille falls set in a tropical garden. At the entrance to the gardens we spotted the biggest hummingbird we have ever seen. The bird looked totally black. This was the largest of the three St. Lucian species and is actually purple.



We next visited and received a guided tour of the Diamond Botanical Gardens. This place was definitely cool and had been part of an 18th. century sugar plantation. Our guide was very knowledgeable and knew the common name, local name and Latin name of just about every plant or shrub on the island, although he did seem unfamiliar with "Wingardium Leviosa". The park had mineral baths that had been destroyed by conquest and rebuilt a couple of times since the 18th. century. I was having a difficult time imagining what kind of military target a bath might be when we arrived upon an extant and occupied bath. The water was clear and when Annette dipped her fingers it was pleasantly warm. The bath was occupied by a couple at the time and they good naturedly shook off claims they were animatronics dummies.



As the road climbed higher, we could see that the twin peaks of "The Pitons" were actually remnants of the rim of a caldera. Our next stop was inside the volcanic crater at "La Soufriere Sulphur Springs". This is a gash in the earth with pools of what looks like boiling mud and a strong acrid "rotten egg" smell of sulphur and hydrogen sulphide. Our guide assured us that the boiling mud gushing from the bowels of the earth quickly separates into clear water and sediment. The river that flows from this area looked like dirty cocoa and of course nothing lived in the stream because of the heat.



A few miles from the Sulphur Springs was "Warm Mineral Waterfalls". Here we bathed in the pools that were filled from a waterfall tumbling 30 feet or so down a cliff face. The waterfall temperature was shower warm and then the series of pools below ranged from warm to tepid in temperature. A refreshing dip to end an exciting tour.



That evening we were back aboard DB and noticed an acrid smell in the wind blowing from the island. We were directly downwind of the volcanic sulphur springs we had visited earlier and could now identify the peculiar smell. After beachcombing and generally lazing around, we managed to find enough energy to drag the barbeque out of its locker and barbequed steaks for supper. Great day!



January 18, 2009



We dropped our mooring at 0905 hours and set sail for Marigot Bay. The wind was light, on the nose and we motored the ten miles or so to the north. The coast here is steep, verdant and lightly populated, with lots of indentations and bays. We were headed for Marigot Bay where supposedly a British Admiral once hid his ships from a pursuing French squadron by tying coconut fronds to the masts. This is also the location where the movie Dr. Doolittle was filmed. We picked up a mooring at position N 13 57.9 W 061 01.6 at 1030 hours. Mike needed to use the internet and although Marigot Bay has a strong Wifi signal, there was no computer on the other end of the signal. We had forgotten that it was now Sunday and the internet cafes were also closed. While Annette and Marian browsed the gift shops, Mike and I were directed to "JJ's", a hotel buried deep inside a mangrove swamp and where we finally found working internet access. Marian and Mike have now both discovered that when you swim, you really shouldn't drink the sea water. As compensation, we ate a memorable supper at the Rainforest Hideaway, one of St. Lucia's top gourmet restaurants.
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January 19, 2009



We had big plans today to visit and tour the island's only rum distillery. Unfortunately, when I called to make reservations, I was informed that the distillery had, "no molasses". This meant that there was no distillation running and therefore no tours. What a let-down! We dried our eyes and decided that maybe we should head further north where there were liquor stores and open bars. We dropped our mooring at 1050 hours and motored into light headwinds along the west coast of St. Lucia. At 1240 hours we were tied up in Rodney Bay Marina at position N 14 04.4 W 060 56.9.



January 20, 2009



We have been experiencing daytime temperatures in the mid 80's with night-time lows of 79F and the forecast for today was for "light showers". The sun was shining brightly as we launched our dinghy for an expedition to nearby Pigeon Island, loaded down with a backpack full of raingear and umbrellas. All around us we could see rain cells but we nevertheless managed to stay dry as they passed us by. As we headed across Rodney Bay, we saw Johnny Depp's former command, the "Black Pearl", drifting off the point of Pigeon Island and we made a sweep to pass her close by. A few pudgy tourists aboard but no pirates or monkey skeletons. We made our landing from the sea and assaulted the twin peaks of Fort Rodney and Signal Peak. The view from the summits was fabulous and we could see the scattering of sails en route to and from the island of Martinique, although the latter remained shrouded in haze. We could also see some serious clouds heading our way and descended to the "famous" Jambe de Bois restaurant to take shelter. The rain cell passed close by the restaurant and we should have also. Truly glacial service eventually produced the worst meal we have had on St. Lucia. The ambience of the moment was further enhanced by a pile driver extending the pier where we had left our dinghy and a nearby rock group tuning up their sound system for an afternoon concert. A hasty retreat from Ft. Rodney's defenses was called for. Back to the marina and the ice cream shop.
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Our first visit of the day was to the Customs and Immigration offices where we filled out all of the paperwork for our departure on the morrow. A relatively painless procedure and we were soon loaded into the dinghy and motoring through the marina towards a landing near the shopping mall. We had discovered this landing earlier and although it was possible to walk to the mall along the highway, the latter has no sidewalk and the experience is of dodging either mud filled potholes or taxis as one walks. By using the dinghy to make the trip, the major hazard was being overcome with marijuana fumes while tying the dinghy up at the dock. For some reason or other, this tucked away landing is the prime location for local gentlemen to take their work-break and enjoy some of the local agricultural products called "shags". We shopped the mall and then wandered down to Rodney Bay's beach to seek lunch. The beach boasts a row of large hotels plus several bars and restaurants, interspersed with local craft shops. We settled on "Spinnaker's" for lunch and I ordered "liver and onions" from the "specials" menu. From the waitress' reaction we supposed that this was not ordered very often and I suggested that my order was in fact the first in 8 months. The food was delivered and the liver and onions was quite tasty. However, mid way through our meal, the waitress took an eraser and removed the "liver and onions" from the menu chalkboard at the restaurant entrance. She could have waited until we left.

Martinique



January 22, 2009



We were all readied to sail at 0800 hours this morning and the final step was to pay the marina bill for utilities used. The meters had been read and I waited patiently for the marina office to open. At 0820 hours the girl finally showed up for work, some 20 minutes late and then discovered that she had forgotten her office key. She disappeared again. Island time. We dropped our lines at 0845 hours and set sail for Martinique, close hauled in 15 to 18 knots of wind and seas of 10 foot or so when the wind generated waves combined with the Atlantic swells. The day was sunny and with reefed Genoa and reefed main, we made good progress across the twenty mile wide channel separating St. Lucia from its northern neighbor. At 1240 hours we dropped anchor at Port Marin, Martinique; position N 14 27.9 W 060 52.5.
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Annette and I dinghied ashore to find the Customs office, which we discovered had closed for the day, an hour before we arrived. Tomorrow then. An ATM machine dispensed us some euros and our reconnaissance further confirmed that the local beer is called "Lorraine" and is quite good. 



By now it was afternoon in Texas and we called daughter Helen on the satellite phone to receive the eagerly anticipated news that her baby is to be a boy! This information was almost exciting as when we heard that she was pregnant. Lincoln James Hendrix is to scheduled to make his debut in early June.



During our trip to the Custom's office we had passed a vessel "SV Daq Attack" that we recognized from previous anchorages, in both the Canaries and the Grenadines. We stopped by to say "Hi" and made plans to meet ashore for dinner. We were almost late for this appointment when a large inflatable with three gun-toting Customs officers stopped by to inspect us. As we are just about the sole American flag flying and with a name like "DoodleBug" that would not show up on their list of "cleared" boats, I suppose that we stuck out a little. They were very pleasant and after scrupulously examining our documents, performed a very cursory onboard inspection that would have missed finding the 82nd. Airborne Division if such had been in hiding. Annette asked for permission to take their picture and their supervisor said, "OK. But don't put my picture up on the internet". This will have to wait a few months until we get to a faster internet connection where we can upload photographs.



January 23, 2009

A slow day. We checked in with the customs office and are now legally here. Renting a car was more problematic as all were fully booked but on our third attempt we rented wheels for the weekend. There are 11 rum distilleries on this island that we can visit. We are set!



Our cell phone showed that we are in their system and an enquiry request produced a text message stating how many Caribbean Dollars we had left for usage. I dialed the "100" that the phone documentation indicates would have me speaking to a service representative and instead found myself speaking to the emergency services. They wanted to know if I needed a doctor or if I was on fire or anything exciting like that. After a trip to a Digicell office we determined that there is a French island network and an English speaking island network. We now have another "SIM" card and another phone number.



In the evening we dinghied ashore to find a restaurant that would feed us dinner. We tried three or four but all required reservations, or a wait of up to two hours. Not! We wandered the street and came across a place where the locals had set up plastic tables and chairs, a barbeque and the like, next to a public toilet. Instant restaurant! Thus we placed our orders and moved a table and chairs under a tarpaulin to avoid a brief but determined rain shower and supported the local brewery until our food was ready.

[image: img139.jpg]approaching the dock. Marian is ready to grab a cleat
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We began the day by picking up a rental car. It was raining quite heavily and the windshield wipers struggled to keep up with the deluge, as we headed up the steep mountain road towards our first destination, the Rhum distillery of la Mauny. The roads were in considerably better shape than those on St. Lucia and the island has an air of prosperity. Martinique is a "Department" of France, with all of the benefits appertaining thereto. The homes, cars, storefronts and the like are very Gallic and it is only the dense stands of sugar cane, interspersed with banana trees, that provide the clue that we are not in Europe. The distillery had a tour that was to begin within a few minutes of our arrival and we were directed to drive some quarter mile from the visitor's center to the distillery proper, to begin. Our tour guide gave us printed sheets and a map in English and after explaining that the tour was to be entirely in French, directed us towards the hulking mass of crushers, distillation columns, ovens, fermentation tanks and steam engines and suggested we help ourselves. This was fun. We constantly expected to be confronted by irate security guards as we scrambled under "access interdite" (keep out) warnings, up ladders and between massive machines. The working plant was an eclectic mixture of old and new. Mechanical grabs would take giant bites of sugar cane to feed the crushers. The waste product after the sugar had been extracted, was dried and used to feed huge boilers that provided steam for the crushers. A Dickensian time warp of steam power with electric controls. The sugar cane is cut by hand for this operation, as the hillsides are supposedly too steep for mechanical harvesters. Indeed the whole infrastructure of miniature "cane" railways that we had witnessed in both Fiji and Australia was conspicuously absent.
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We had a great romp through the distillery before heading back to the visitor's center, in order to taste the product. There were six choices of rum, all based upon the time left aging in oak barrels. We tried the V.O. the VSOP, the XO and a couple of single year vintages. It all tasted the same. Maybe Long John Silver could tell the difference but then he would not have added Coco Cola to his grog.



Next target was the airport to see if we could garner some information on commuter flights from Martinique to St. Lucia. The airline office had closed some 40 minutes before our arrival. We had struck out a finding a travel agent at the marina in Port Marin and the internet Wi-Fi would not give us a connection. Never mind. We would try the port of Fort de France for a ferry boat. By now it was lunchtime and we needed sustenance to offset the effects of the rum tasting. Annette raved about her "avocado vinaigrette" and "melon in port" appetizers, while I struggled through a mediocre steak. The fries and beer were OK, though. Of course the ferry boat office had closed for Saturday afternoon but we did get a brochure with the internet web-site on it.



We headed north again, bound for the town of St. Pierre, the former capital of Martinique. The town was destroyed in 1902 and its 30,000 inhabitants killed in a matter of three minutes. The nearby volcano of Pelee had erupted, sending a 300 mph cloud of pyroclastic ashes, boulders and gases at the town. The disaster struck on a Sunday morning, just after the 0800 hour church services had begun. There were two survivors but history remembers only one, "Cyparis". He was saved because he was locked away in a thick walled dungeon at the time. I had read in several journals that he was a convicted murderer, awaiting execution but this fable was invented by his subsequent employer, Barnum and Bailey Circus in the United States. The idea of the convicted murderer surviving, whilst the godly, churchgoing citizens were wiped out, was just too delicious to pass up. The truth was that he was serving a one week sentence at the time and although we do not know his crime, 1902 France did not pass out one week sentences for murder. We next visited the museum that is dedicated to the disaster, on the north side of the town. Upon arrival, we were told that the futuristic looking museum building had been designed to withstand an 8.5 Richter earthquake but with Pelee looming over us, we took the stairs rather than the elevator. The museum was very well done and our tour was followed by a one hour documentary film of the disaster, helpfully furnished with English sub-titles.



A long drive back south along twisting roads and when we returned after dark, we found DoodleBug riding quietly at anchor. A great day.



January 25, 2009



First task of the day, at the crack of 1000 hours, was to dinghy ashore to find some Wi-Fi internet. The bar where we settled did have a network but the frustration on the faces of the score or so people sitting there in front of empty coffee cups, while playing Solitaire on their laptops, did not bode well for connection speeds. Eventually I did connect and determined that the ferry to St. Lucia did not operate on Thursday but that the inter-island airline did. Change of plans. By now lunchtime was approaching and we loaded ourselves into our rental car for the ride to St.Anne's where there were reputed to be both restaurants and a long, pretty beach.



The restaurant we selected surpassed all records for slow service to the point where even the French customers were complaining. In addition, the inordinate preparation time was not reflected in the quality of the food. This place badly needs a Burger King. The long, pretty beach did not disappoint and Marian and Michael enjoyed a fine swim.



January 26, 2009



Position N 14 32.8 W 061 02.4



We raised anchor at 0920 hours and set sail for Trois Islets, a small town on the southwest coast of Martinique. The cloud cover was seven eights but occasionally we would get a glimpse of blue skies and sunshine, between the frequent rain cells. When we began our trip, we were able to make good progress under Genoa and goosewinged main but a rain squall soon had us reefed down, with rain slashing horizontally at us from behind and with the companionway door closed up to keep DB's interior dry. At least this rain was warm! We passed close between the islet of "H.M.S. Diamond Rock" and the mainland. The narrow pass between the rock and Diamond Point on Martinique is labeled on my chart as "Passe Des Fous" which in my recollection means, "Pass of the Mad". The name plus the rough water in the pass made me wonder if perhaps we should have taken the seaward side. In 1804, the rock was occupied by a British force who somehow managed to haul cannon up the near vertical slopes and deposit a crew of men and supplies to serve and defend the guns. It took Napoleon's fleet some 18 months to dislodge them.



[image: img144.jpg]underway



By noon we had turned to the east to enter the Bay of Fort de France and were now motoring into headwinds that were gusting up to 30 knots in the squalls. For the next hour we were to navigate very carefully between the many shoals and reefs in this bay and at 1320 hours, dropped anchor in a narrow inlet off the golf course of the town of Trois Islets. The wind still blew from the east and there was a two mile fetch to where we lay at anchor. We had short waves hissing by but little pitching aboard. A careful examination of the chart showed no better shelter than where we already lay and the guide book indicates that one could ride out a hurricane in this spot. Okay then. We broke out and rigged the barbeque and Annette cooked four wonderful steaks. Like Bill Gates, I never travel anywhere without my personal chef.

January 27, 2009



Our anchorage at Trois Islets was a wonderfully quiet and beautiful place. This morning a few local fisherman were puttering around and we assumed that they might be checking crab pots along the mangroves at the water's edge but otherwise we had remained alone. The protection for DoodleBug was fine and the anchor holding good; the problem lay with the dinghy. The foot high waves that raced along DB's side would look like tsunamis from the dinghy and the wind was forecast to increase for the next couple of days. Getting ashore was going to be problematic. After a hearty breakfast of sugar coated shredded mini-wheats and Heineken, we made the decision to move some five miles across the bay and anchor off the citadel of Fort de France. We raised anchor at 0900 hours and an hour later re-anchored at position: N 14 36.0 W 061 04.1
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Fort de France has a population of 100,000 and is a clean, modern and bustling metropolis. We are anchored behind a promontory upon which stands the ancient fortress of St. Louis, in an area set aside for visiting yachts. Nearby is a long dinghy dock and a pedestrian area with park benches and roller-skating trails. A really cool spot to make a landing. After boat chores, we headed ashore in search of lunch, beer and groceries. The last time we had visited by rental car, we had spotted a McDonalds on the waterfront and this was to be our destination. Annette was almost embarrassing with her groans of pleasure as she ate her "Sandwich De Luxe". It was pretty much identical to a Big Mac except made with Dijon mustard instead of the American version. Mike and I experimented dangerously with "Le M". This sandwich has been formulated for the French taste and its superior construction was immediately apparent from its use of a rectangular bun. Thus sated we set out to visit Fort Louis and soak up a little historical culture. Unfortunately the edifice is not open to visitors and still contains a military installation. So much for culture. The local library was an impressive building and we toured it's interior where there was an exposition of photographs. The title of the display translated roughly to, "The faces of the Martinique Military Forces". Amazing that an island this size even has a military.



January 28, 2009



Marian and Mike return to their homes in Las Vegas tomorrow morning and we will surely miss their company. Today was spent in last minute shopping for souvenirs and gifts.
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the shopper with her broomstick



On the boat front, I discovered that there is neither diesel nor propane available here at Martinique's capital. Their fuel dock was damaged by the last hurricane and is in the process of reconstruction. We don't actually need diesel, in fact we could motor in a dead calm about 650 miles with what we have on board but I like the comfort of a "full" tank. When I asked about refilling a propane tank with an "American" fitting, I was haughtily informed that, "This is France". Euro fittings only. I noted that the English speaking islands could fill both "Euro" style tanks and "American" style tanks. Despite their xenophobic tendencies, the marine chandlery here in Fort de France is the only one we have visited anywhere that has on display the type of Italian water pumps that the Amel is equipped with. I felt an almost overwhelming urge to buy a couple because they looked so new and pretty there on the shelf. A pity we don't need any at the moment.



January 29, 2009



The sad moment arrived and we bade farewell to Marian and Mike this morning, as their taxi whisked them away towards what we hoped was the airport. They fly to St. Lucia for their connecting flight to the USA. Back on board, we began to prepare DoodleBug for departure. I had snorkeled the hull a few days ago and the propeller sported significant growth. Today I used scuba equipment so that I could stay under water longer in order to clean the propeller. We have been plagued with lowish maximum engine RPM's and we can now test to see if a clean prop makes the difference. I don't know if the use of scuba gear is permitted where we are anchored. I mention this because about fifteen minutes after I exited the water, a helicopter came and hovered overhead for ten minutes or so, while we acted innocent. We are anchored some feet from the walls of a military installation - Fort St. Louis - so you never can tell. We will pick up a few groceries tomorrow and check out of the country for an early morning Saturday departure, bound for Portsmouth, Dominica.
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We checked out of Martinique this morning, made a run to the supermarket for groceries, stowed the dinghy, checked the engine and prepared DoodleBug for sea. Now what? We had thought about going out to a restaurant for the evening but local intelligence indicated that this would not be particularly viable for a Friday night. The French custom is to quit work at two in the afternoon, go home for a nap (French for "siesta") and then emerge at eight or nine in the evening for dinner. This means that reservations are "obligatoire". It also means that we don't get to eat before 2100 hours - aka "Cruiser Midnight" - and we plan an 0400 hours DoodleBug departure. The Martinique Friday evening then continues with a visit to bar / disco / night club at around 2300 hours and the party continues until dawn Saturday. We know this to be true because Friday night was the first night we were tortured with hammering "Carib rap music", played at about 48 decibels above the pain threshold and emanating from somewhere beyond the seawall. When we raised anchor at 0330 hours, they were still going strong.
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