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Diary of a Circumnavigation

Book III

by

Edmund J. Steele


The Samoan Islands



July 30, 2004



We recovered both of our anchors without problems this morning. Good omen! The major excitement of the morning was when Annette discovered two of the shells she had collected yesterday were still inhabited. She built a temporary habitat and asked the crew of S/V Gumbo Ya-Ya to return the kidnapees back to the shore.
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We cleared the pass at 1145 hours with about three and a half knots of current in our direction, so we were flying over the sea-bed. The large swells were waiting for us outside the reef and we headed towards American Samoa with 12 foot following seas and 22 knots of wind from close to a dead run. The day had rain showers on and off but nightfall brought us a huge full moon. You could almost read from it's light and the large swells, now draped in silver, continued to slide under the boat all night long.

July 31, 2004



Position S 13 45.0 W 165 51.0 at 1145 hours

Our run for the 24 hours was 166 miles. A good run but uncomfortable with the large following swell producing a corkscrew motion on DoodleBug. It's hard to sleep well when you are holding onto something at the same time. The Grib (downloaded weather) files show decreasing wind today and hopefully the waves will also go down. No ships seen - nothing but a huge heaving mass of water.

August 1, 2004



I am reminded of the line from the book, "The Seven Pillars of Wisdom", which begin - "And the sun rose like a drawn sword....". In this case it was the moon, lifting over the horizon, bloated and ruddy and bisected by a thin cloud. "Looks like the Burger King logo", says Annette. It is obvious that we have been away from American culture too long. We are completely out of beer and several other of the fundamentals of human existence. Tomorrow morning is American Samoa and super-markets!



At sunrise we sighted a sail over on our starboard side. The radio confirmed that this was the "Pacific Pearl" (great name for an Oyster 48) who had bypassed Suwarrow because of weather conditions and were now also heading for Pago-Pago. This was the second time we have seen another sail at sea in the past seven months.



At 1400 hours we were passing between the two chart warnings of active volcanoes. The sky was clear, no steam rising from the ocean, no dead fish, stink of sulfur etc. Annette kept asking about such things as Tsunamis and I finally noticed that she was also anxiously scanning the horizon. I tried unconvincingly to point out that if cruisers kept falling into great voids in the ocean caused by rising steam bubbles, someone would probably have mentioned it. We were in water depths of 16,000 plus feet and I noticed a warning on the chart of, "Breakers, position not confirmed". This was another phenomenon we decided to steer clear of.
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At 1800 hours we passed the uninhabited Rose Island. It looked like a huge dark cone in the distance, except where the sea had gnawed the base of the cone into towering cliffs. I assumed that our chart warnings of "seismic activity" and "Breakers" in the deep ocean, were just nascent islands which would one day look like this.



During the night we passed the Manua Islands and even though we were ten miles away at our closest approach, we could see them clearly in the moonlight.

August 2, 2004



Position S 14 16.3 W 170 41.9 at 0800 hours

We contacted Pago-Pago harbor control by radio and gave them an ETA of 1100 hours. The wind had dropped and we were now motor sailing. We passed into the harbor and tied up to a rough concrete "check-in" dock. While we were still adjusting our lines, two young men in uniform showed up from "Customs". They gave us a form to fill out, told us we needed five copies of our crew list for Immigration, Port authority, Agriculture and Health before clearing with the Harbor master. They left without even putting their heads below. Immigration showed up minutes later and stamped our passports. The young man said he didn't think anyone else was coming to the vessel but he could give us a lift to the port to the Agriculture and Harbor Master's offices. We took him up on his offer and he dropped us off at the back of a huge warehouse type building. A man in overalls came out. Do you have a crew list? We gave him one. This was the "Agriculture" inspection. The same pattern was followed by the other offices. "We need a Health inspection". "Do you have another copy of your crew list? We will give it to the doctor when we see him".
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DoodleBug is now anchored at S 14 16.3 W 170 41.9 in Pago-Pago harbor.

August 3, 2004



Pago-Pago harbor has a fishy industrial smell from the tuna-processing plants here (about half of all tuna sold in the USA is processed here) but overall it probably smells better than Texas City, Texas. The harbor is ringed by volcanic hills covered in dense vegetation just like the other Pacific Islands we have visited. Perhaps the vegetation is a little more lush since it seems to rain more here.
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[image: img10.jpg]The tuna fleet



[image: img11.jpg]cannery workers



[image: img12.jpg]Monument to Charlie the Tuna



We rented a car and began our reconnaissance of the grocery stores, since this will be a major reprovisioning stop for us. The food lockers aboard are showing empty for the first time since we left seven months ago. We correctedDoodleBug's beer problem and rented a DVD copy of "The Return of the King" before settling in to an early night aboard.

August 4, 2004



After a couple of pleasant days it has begun to rain. It really rains here - an annual average of 140 inches. Once you have decided that you are either confined to the boat forever, or that you are going to get wet, it really isn't too bad as the rain is warm. Since we arrived, we have been on a tour of ATM machines, library, internet cafes, grocery stores, hardware stores, video stores etc. etc. The laptop I have been using, died on approach to the harbor at a most inconvenient time, as I needed to print out some crew lists. I have a second back-up laptop but I had neglected to pre-install the printer driver and scanner software. I checked at one computer supplier for another laptop. They had a single laptop for sale - price $3,500. I fixed my old laptop.
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Pago-Pago has an interesting ambiance. It looks like the other volcanic Polynesian islands but there is a distinct American flavor to the vehicles, road signs, businesses etc. Just at the time I was thinking that we might be driving through a section of Houston, Texas. I noticed a chicken walking in the roadway. Then of course you have Pacific breakers less than a 100 yards from the roadside. The people here have been uniformly friendly and helpful. They are also physically very large people both vertically and horizontally. You see a lot of casual clothing that could be from anywhere in the Northern hemisphere but you also see many men wearing a type of kilt / skirt / pareo. The government employees wearing a dark colored or navy blue version.

August 5, 2004



[image: img16.jpg]Morning in Pago-Pago



More errands. I replaced the main outhaul line with a line I had shipped from the USA to the Pago-Pago yacht club and I also replaced the brake shoes on the propeller shaft brake. The shaft has a brake on it to stop it turning when the engine is not engaged. DoodleBug has a folding propeller which allegedly folds out of the way when sailing (I haven't actually "seen" it do this) and you have to stop the propeller-shaft from turning, in order for this to be accomplished. The brake had been slipping of late and it is difficult to determine if this is a wear issue on the pads or oil contamination of the surfaces.



It is still raining. This evening we went to dinner at a local hotel restaurant called "Sadie Thompson". "Sadie Thompson" (played by Joan Crawford) was the main character of a play / movie called "Rain" based in Pago-Pago. Everyone we spoke to seemed to be at least a film director or movie critic - but the food was good and the there was a floor show of fire dancers and ethnic dancing. The fire dancers were OK but once you have seen one......



The girl performing the Samoan dance was very good. She wore a tapa cloth wrap and an elaborate head-dress / wig. The dance movements were unusual and had a Balinese flavor (as I imagine) - more oriental than Polynesian or Maori. The bushy red / blonde looking wig she wore, is supposed to be made of human hair collected from their ancestors.

August 7, 2004



It stopped raining! We took this opportunity to make a run to the post-office to mail souvenirs back to the USA (at domestic rates!). We have spent a fair amount of time trying to purchase a courtesy flag for West Samoa. By maritime law you have to fly a flag from the right spreader of the country whose waters you are entering. Some countries will impose a heavy fine for not having their flag. We have now given up and will just have to take a chance and buy a flag after we arrive in Apia, West Samoa.

August 8, 2004 thru August 10, 2004



We have spent the past few days mailing excess items from the boat (three trips to the post office), more shopping, more trips to the ATM, eating at restaurants, chatting with cruisers etc. We have been so busy we have not even had time to see "Harry Potter 3" that is currently showing at the movie theater. We plan to leave here on Sunday to arrive in Apea, West Samoa on Monday morning - an overnight run of around 80 miles. We still have quite a few things to get before we depart, so I will make arrangements to keep our rental car for a few more days. The car is interesting. It is a Toyota Corolla with just about every body panel dented. When you open the trunk the aroma that exudes makes me think that this was a Mafia company car and they kept a corpse in the trunk for a few months. I do hope this scent did not attach itself to the groceries we carried there.....

August 11, 2004



This morning I went in search of a place to refill scuba tanks while Annette did laundry ashore. Although we have a washing machine on board, we didn't want to use our shipboard water since the harbor is too polluted to run our water-maker. I had been given the name of "Mike" to fill the scuba tanks and vague directions on where his office was. On the way, I passed by the main video rental store and the whole place was swathed in yellow police tape - "crime scene - do not cross this line" type of thing. It looked like a multiple homicide at the very least, judging by the quantity of tape. Mike works in a office in the floors above. He said the only dive shop in town had ceased business recently, as they had been caught supplying about 50 tanks per night to a ring of Taiwanese lobster poachers. Mike had been the President of the local dive club but they had voted themselves out of existence a couple of days ago. Nevertheless, Mike said he had a couple of compressors and would refill my tanks. I mentioned the video shop yellow tape and he said it was piracy not murder. They had just been busted for making illegal copies of their videos. I had no idea there was so much criminal activity here!
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Annette had finished our laundry and we set off in search of "the largest Ace hardware in the world". Well, it was large....but the whole world??? We left with a whole shopping cart load of "stuff". Later that afternoon we finally got to go to the movie theater to see "Harry Potter 3". Wonderful flick. Now we need the DVD version....

August 12, 2004



This morning we picked up our now refilled scuba tanks and then set out to search for the WW II guns, that were supposed to be located on the hillsides at the head of and on both sides of the harbor entrance. We had our trusty 8 year old guide book and soon found where the easternmost pair of guns might be. At the place we stopped, there was a utility truck with men working on the power-lines. We asked for directions and were told that the boy scouts had cleaned up the area and had removed the guns. Previous experience in Bora Bora had taught us that the locals don't have a clue, when it comes to their own island, so we headed upwards on the only likely track we could find. This took us to a spot now occupied by cell-phone towers and similar antennas (and a small cemetery !?) but with a fantastic view. There were the remains of several concrete structures but none looked like gun mountings. I wandered off and when I returned for the rest of my crew, I found Annette lying full length on the ground in her sun-dress, rescuing frogs from a water-filled concrete box looking thing. The frogs were about 6 to 8 inches long and appeared slightly dazed by the attention they were getting. I asked Annette if those frogs were the type that exude neuro-toxins from their skin and she said, "Of course".



[image: img18.jpg]Annette rescues frogs



We returned to the highway. There was a house on the opposite side of the road and we knocked on the door. The lady who answered spoke good English and affirmed that the guns had not been removed by the boy scouts and were indeed on their property. Her husband offered to show us the way. He stopped about one -third of the way up the hillside to pickk up a very sharp machete from a shed. The machete was used frequently to cut and hack a path through the thick growth until at last we arrived at the guns. They were a pair of 6 inch guns on a heavy concrete mounting with an attached bunker. Our guide jumped down into the gun platform and began to hack down the taro which grew almost chest high. He then wrenched open the door of the bunker and began to descend a flight of concrete stairs while we followed. Since there was nothing to be seen in the pitch blackness, he decided to do the Indiana Jones thing by bundling a handful of dried twigs into a crude torch and lighting it. Unfortunately the whole effect was spoiled by the fact that his cigarette lighter was out of fuel. We stood in the bunker waiting and watching this pyrotechnic wonder, while a steady stream of rats scurried past us and up the narrow flight of stairs. Nevertheless, Annette was delighted with the rats and thought they were cute. Our guide affirmed that his family had lived at that location for 58 years. I asked if people often came to see the guns and he just shook his head.
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Having satisfied our need to see the local archeological sights and play with the local fauna, we headed off for lunch. Further along the coast to the east, we came upon "Tisa's Barefoot Bar and Grill". The sign said "Open" but there was just a pair of incurious dogs laying about. After some shouting (by us), Tisa appeared, offered us drinks and asked if we wanted lunch. The table was right on a clean little beach with a great view so we accepted his offer. Lunch was salad and rice with a swordfish steak topped with three or four large barbequed prawns. Excellent and probably the best restaurant meal we have had on American Samoa. Tisa said that his restaurant is frequently washed away by hurricanes but as it all just washes down the beach, they just walk down there and drag it back into position again.

[image: img24.jpg]pill box on the beach
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August 13, 2004



Friday 13th. There are times when the creative juices are flowing and you pause to compose a quiet note or log entry. This is not one of those times. Friday was to be a busy day as we began our check-out from American Samoa. We were not planning to leave until Sunday but the relevant departments don't work on the week-ends, so a Sunday departure has to be documented today.



We had one errant scuba tank to pick up, as it had to have it's valve swapped out (the one that blew the over-pressure valve in the middle of the night!) but the exit procedures at the Port Office went fairly smoothly. Basically you just keep handing over money for mooring fees, service charges, harbor movement fees, clearance fees etc. until they say your done. You know this when you get a document titled, "Certificate of Clearance".



We had scheduled a trip and appointment at the fueling dock to take on some diesel but the wind had begun to pick up and was blowing from an unusual direction. We had had so much trouble getting an anchor down and hooked solidly in the first place, I really didn't want to have to raise it, moor up to a commercial dock with a gusting wind from the side and then have to re-anchor. We tried to raise the fueling dock by radio to cancel. No response. We drove over there in our rented car and finally got someone's attention to say we weren't coming. Back at DoodleBug we continued to pack away the locker contents that had escaped and were roaming around the cabin and also prepare our entry documents for Western Samoa. We had been invited to supper that evening by "M/V Never Never Land" and Annette had washed and blow dried her hair. The wind continued to build and gust but I didn't pay attention to it, until after a particularly violent gust of over 30 knots, I noticed that our dinghy with outboard motor was now upside down in the water. I started yelling for Annette to help and together we managed to recover the oars and hook a lift line on the dinghy. The fuel tank had floated away but was still attached by it's fuel line umbilical. We hooked the mizzen spinnaker halyard to the front of the dinghy, got it mostly out of the water and were attempting to turn it right side up, when another gust blew Annette from the back of the boat into the water. She always does stuff like this when she isn't getting enough attention! As she is an excellent swimmer and was not hurt, we continued our dinghy recovery efforts with Annette now in the water. The dinghy was flipped back and Annette was able to climb into it. With the entire yachting community as witnesses, I relented and helped her back on board DoodleBug. Together we got the motor off the dinghy and brought the dinghy on board the aft mizzen deck and lashed down. I told Annette she now needed her stomach pumped out.

Annette went to take another shower and re-wash her hair (!!) while I took the spark plugs (it's a two cylinder) out of the outboard and pulled the starter cord. Water gushed out of the cylinders. Bad thing. We cancelled our dinner date and I rinsed the motor with fresh water and sprayed the inside of the cylinders with WD40.



The weather had now got my attention. I down loaded a GRIB file showing a forecast of wind direction, speed and air pressure for the area. The GRIB file showed a large low pressure system to the South of us producing the strong winds. It showed 35 Knots of wind way South but only 17 knots where we were, with the winds forecast as already dropping in speed and 7 knots expected by the wee hours of the morning. Comforted by this information, I passed the forecast to other boats in the anchorage and discovered that three other inflatable dinghies had also "flipped". The strong wind did not die down as forecast but continued to gust into the evening. By ten o'clock one vessel had called the local weather station and was told that present conditions were "light winds of 7 knots or less". We were actually experiencing 30 knots or more. Obviously we were not going to enjoy untroubled sleep tonight and prepared to mount "anchor watches" all night.



As the night wore on, The catamaran "Willie Flippett" began to drag anchor and they disappeared to re-anchor further down the bay. Next "Anjoli", our closest neighbor, began to drag anchor. I watched as they careened around the anchorage, several times appearing to be headed directly at us. Next "Gumbo Ya-Ya" began to drag and they took off on a quest for a better anchoring spot. While "Anjoli" fought their battle, I watched "Gumbo Ya-Ya" go from place to place in the anchorage, vainly trying to find a location that would hold an anchor. Finally after several hours, they managed to re-anchor in essentially the same spot they had originally left.



In all this time, I was sitting in the cockpit of DoodleBug with the engine key in the ignition slot and watching our GPS like a hawk, to see if we began to drag. There was an old wooden ketch on a permanent mooring nearby and we did not have very much room. None of the boats I have mentioned could do anything to help any of the others, since all of us had experienced capsized dinghies and flooded outboards.....



August 14, 2004



.......At around 0100 hours a gust of wind hit us broadside. The boat heeled with the force and I saw the wind speed indicator go to 43 knots. I felt the anchor let go and grabbed for the starter key for the engine. Before I could get the engine started, we were aground on a mud bank at the edge of the harbor. The boat was still heeling with the gusts but there was no grinding noise, so I knew we had missed the rocks. We could not reverse on the engine as the wooden ketch was directly behind us and close. We could not go forwards as we still had 40 meters of chain plus an anchor, that was now running backwards at an angle from the bow. It looked like the only hope was to run one or more kedge anchors at right angles to the vessel, to pull her off the mud, or simply to stop her from going further aground. But how to deploy anchors against the wind with no engine on the dinghy? With little hope of success, I laid out rodes for the kedge anchors, covered up the dinghy outboard motor to prevent it becoming saturated with spray and vainly tried to raise the harbor control on the radio. This was useless of course but Captain Ron on "M/V Never Never Land" came on the radio and asked what he could do to help. I couldn't immediately think of anything they could do but he said he was coming over in his dinghy to take a look. Meanwhile the wind is still howling 30 to 40 knots across the anchorage. Shortly after Ron arrived, I determined that we were at low tide and we had a couple of hours to set some kedge anchors before the tide would float us free. Ron suggested that he might be able to pull the bow of DoodleBug around into the wind so I could use our engine. I was dubious that this could be accomplished simply with a dinghy pulling an 18 ton vessel. The latter aground with a gale still blowing on the beam but it seemed like there was little to lose by attempting to see if the dinghy had any effect. We ran a long line to the dinghy from the bow and Ron began the attempt. He had a crew member with a hand-held radio in his dinghy for communications and I had Annette on the bow to handle the heavy lines while I operated the engine, bow-thruster (if the time ever came) and the remote for the anchor windlass - since we still had all that chain in the water. As Ron applied power, around came the bow, a shove of the throttle on DoodleBug and we were afloat again! Ron zigzagged through the anchored vessels, partly towing DoodleBug, which was still recovering her anchor as she went. He was asking on the radio, "Are you under control?". Naturally the radio was out of reach but the answer was definitely "No!". DoodleBug cannot be held directly into a strong wind with just the "auxiliary" engine. You need a sail to accomplish this. The tow line was disconnected from the dinghy and we then proceeded to drive through the darkness, trying to miss the unlit vessels, that were scattered thickly about. By using the dinghy as a tug-boat and pushing directly on the bow, Ron was able to get DoodleBug pointed directly into the wind, long enough to pass a line from our bow to the stern of "M/V Never Never Land". Ron's vessel is a 47 foot "Hatteras" power cruiser with a badly fouled anchor at the end of half-inch thickness chain. Ron was convinced that there was no way his boat would break free and so he went to bed.



Annette and I took turns staying up all night on "anchor watch" holding a very sharp dive knife to cut the line between the two vessels if "M/V Never Never Land" broke free. Around dawn the winds finally began to die down. I am still amazed that Ron's dinghy was able to accomplish what it did but to put things in perspective, our dinghy is large by sail boat standards and weighs 65 pounds plus another 65 pounds for the 9 horse-power outboard engine. Ron's "inflatable" dinghy weighs nearly 900 pounds and mounts a 50 horsepower engine. His Hatteras has a nice crane to lift it aboard.
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At first light we re-launched our dinghy and attempted to start the outboard. No luck. I stripped the carburetor from the engine and sat in the cockpit cleaning and reassembling it, while we had our morning coffee. A second attempt to start the outboard was successful and we were now able to move around the anchorage and inspect the damage. DoodleBug had a huge mud encrusted tarpaulin hanging from the main anchor. We were slightly amused to see the tarpaulin was covered in prominent logos stating that it was the property of the Federal Emergency Agency (FEMA). The suckers can have it back! I towed it to the dock and left it next to the dumpster.

Our anchor now has the shaft bent by 20 or so degrees near the chain shackle but overall, no sign of boat damage. (I am writing this in Apia, West Samoa and have snorkeled under the boat today - no damage below the water line except paint missing on the bottom of the keel.) We left our safe haven as Never-Never Land's "tender" and re-anchored back in the yacht anchorage area. We leave tomorrow for West Samoa.

August 15, 2004



This morning Annette drove the rental car over to the agency and abandoned it in their parking lot, while I dinghied over to pick her up. We had been carrying a pair of small walkie-talkies since we left Kemah and had never used them before today. They did an OK job and I found a gap in the reef and brought the dinghy onto the empty beach at the deserted yacht club to pick up my bride. We prepared DoodleBug for sea and raised anchor at 1200 hours. We were supposed to have the Harbor Master's permission before we left our anchorage but we couldn't raise him on the radio. This was not a great surprise and we slipped out to sea in the pouring rain. The rain continued for the next hour until we could see streaks of blue sky ahead and soon sunshine. By looking over our stern we could see the billowing and rain laden clouds over Pago-Pago. 



[image: img30.jpg]Ed lands at the Pago-Pago sailing club



[image: img31.jpg]Leaving Pago-Pago harbor with its hovering rain clouds



The run to Apia in West Samoa is around 80 miles and we planned to arrive at 0800 hours on Monday morning. The wind cooperated a little too well and by early morning we were off the coast of Upolu. We reduced sail to just the mainsail and in light winds our speed was reduced to about 1 knot, sailing away from land. We thought we could grab some sleep for two or three hours with the person on watch (me) just checking the horizon and the radar every 15 minutes. The second time I woke up, I noticed that the depth gauge was showing 20 feet and then dropped to 15 feet before going to zero. We were four miles or so offshore and the chart showed at least 150 feet of water below our keel! I started the engine and very slowly turned south and slowly moved away from the shallow spot. The depth gauge came back to life and showed expected readings again. I slowly turned back to the west and again the depth gauge dropped to the 20 foot mark. Again I went south (towards land) for nearly a mile before turning back to the west. This time there were no more surprises. What happened? An uncharted reef? There is a lot of freighter traffic along this coast - surely a reef at this location would be charted.

Sleep was hard to find after this and we sailed slowly along the north coast towards the Port of Apia. The wind was blowing from the land and we could smell flowers and sweet fragrances, although we were several miles offshore. We hailed the Port Control and received permission to enter the port ahead of the two large container ships that we were hovering in company with, so to speak. As we entered the harbor there was a brass band playing military marches along the dock. They may not have been playing for us but they should have been.



(logged later that day...)

[image: img32.jpg]Approaching Apia harbor
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[image: img34.jpg]Morning practice for the rowers

August 16, 2004



Position S 13 49.7 W 171 45.8 at 0800 hours

DoodleBug is anchored in Apia harbor in West Samoa. We dodged in here ahead of two very large container ships and consequently the "check in" dock was very much occupied. We had listened over the radio to a couple of other yachts requesting permission to dinghy to the port offices with their documents. These yachts had been waiting at anchor for several days for clearance. Based on the theory that the Port Authorities probably could not keep track of the boats who had received permission to do this, we also arrived at the Harbor Master's office via dinghy. We then did the usual tour of the town by taxi to Immigration, Customs, Agriculture, Harbor Master again. By 1030 hours we were officially "in" and headed back into town for brunch and beer. This was then followed by a nap back aboard DoodleBug. We're here!

August 17, 2004



Today we headed into town to run a few errands. We first had our pictures taken at the Port Authority offices for our "security badges". These allow us to enter the secure port area where we have been coming ashore and tying up our dinghy. The security badge would be more impressive if anyone had ever bothered to ask to see ours, as we have been entering and exiting without badges since our arrival. We next checked out the large grocery store directly across from the port entrance. Annette was thrilled to find soy milk for her tea (when she uses dairy, the wind blows the sails the wrong way). We then found the Internet cafe which is attached to an ice cream shop. I almost dripped boysenberry over the keyboard in my excitement.



[image: img35.jpg]The Apia port dinghy dock
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We visited the Samoa museum nearby. This was a small facility but had some excellent and detailed exhibits of Samoan history and culture. We were still searching for a courtesy flag and the lady at the museum told us that we could buy a flag from the Samoan Treasury. We walked down to this building which holds their Reserve Bank - sort of like the US Treasury and told the security guards we wanted to buy a flag. They directed us to the 4th. floor of the building, where we passed our request on to a receptionist and then waited. We were shortly escorted into an office and the gentlemen said they had five sizes. He dug into his desk drawer and produced a sample. We finally selected a size and he then dug deeper into a filing cabinet and handed us a flag in a sealed plastic bag. The price was 50 Tala (about US$20). I handed him a 50 Tala bank note. He pulled out another drawer and laboriously began to fill out a receipt with three carbons. I was patient but since I had the flag and he had my money, as far as I was concerned, the deal was done. He finally got the names and addresses to his satisfaction and then announced we had to go to the cashier. This involved a ride on the elevator to the second floor, another series of offices and a five minute or so wait. Finally we were handed a fine computer generated receipt with the hand-written receipt stapled to the back. We accepted this gravely, thanked him and blessing all bureaucrats, we exited to the sunshine.



Since we have been in West Samoa, we have marveled at the cleanliness of the streets, the buildings, and the harbor. The people on the street and the officials we have dealt with have been uniformly friendly and the weather has been great. Lots of sunshine but a trifle muggy in the afternoon with humidity. The town has none of the industrial pollution of American Samoa yet there is an air of prosperity here with the stores, cars, restaurants, condition of the streets etc.

August 18, 2004



We took an island tour today with Green Turtle tours. The tour circumnavigated the whole island of Upolu, stopping at several waterfalls, beach hotels, restaurants etc. We spent an hour or so snorkeling the reef off a beach resort and later had a pleasant lunch at the Coconuts Beach Club and Resort www.coconutsbeachclub.com . There is only one town on Upolu -- Apia with a population of around 35,000. There is about another 35,000 people scattered in coastal villages around the island but the only work and place to make any money is to be found in Apia. In all, there are more Samoans living in New Zealand, Australia and the United States than live on their home islands. The tour around the island showed us a glimpse of how the other 35,000 people live. The villagers have no means of generating cash. All monies they receive come from overseas relatives or a job in Apia. The rest live by subsistence agriculture and fishing. As our tour guide stated, "there is so much food here, such as bananas, coconuts, mangoes, taro, fish etc. etc. anyone who goes hungry is stupid or lazy or both". The villages were spotless compared to other islands we have visited. There is trash pick up twice a week and all properties have an elevated wooden platform, which holds the trash bags away from rooting pigs or dogs. The traditional "fale" is an open sided building and most homes are of this type rather than the European style home with walls. The "fales" are open to the cooling night breezes but also open to everyone's view. As we drove along, we could see people sleeping on rugs or sitting talking, cooking etc. The lack of privacy might take some getting used to for a northern hemisphere westerner.



[image: img37.jpg]West Samoa coast
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The homes in the villages are planted with colorful bushes and flowering shrubs and the practice of having family gravesites prominently displayed in the front yard is also used here. Our guide "Sam" said it is cheaper to bury relatives on your property, the property inevitably stays in the family and the departed are not forgotten. He said you may just take your cup of coffee in the morning and go to chat to "mother" or "grandfather". We have seen clothes drying on some grave-sites but Annette said my idea of putting a barbeque pit there was typically disgusting.
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[image: img44.jpg]feeding the turtles



Around the Island many of the villagers had built guest "fales" in picturesque locations along the beach. You can rent these by the night for a nominal charge, although we were told when it comes time to eat, there will not be a choice of menu. The food provided will be good but traditional Samoan food. We met several New Zealanders and Australians who were traveling around the Island just staying at different "fales". This is a popular vacation spot for these folks escaping a Southern Winter. We were apparently behind schedule in the latter part of the tour since it was conducted at high speed. We have since renamed these "Green Blur" tours. We arrived alive in Apia and headed back to DoodleBug. In all a very nice day.

August 19, 2004



I had ripped two of the three pairs of shorts I have on board. I had plenty of duct-tape and sail-tape but Annette wouldn't buy it and had given them to a seamstress to be repaired or patched - they only have to survive another couple of months! One of the highlights of today was picking up my patched shorts - US$4 for the repairs. We later stopped over at the local movie theater to watch, "I Robot". The movie was low imagination rubbish and a disappointment. Isaac Asimov must be spinning in his grave. The theatre was amazingly clean and could have been anywhere in the USA. Although they sold all sorts of chips, popcorn etc. they sold no candy. We didn't need the extra calories anyway.



In the evening we joined the crew of "S/V Olla" (The Swiss couple we had last seen in Isabella, Galapagos) for pizza and a fire dance show. The fire dancers were local amateur talent and I began to regret sitting so close to the front, as the first performer lost control of his fiery brand and it finished up in the audience. They had some traditional Samoan dancers who were both pretty and talented. They wore what looked like a rush mat wrapped around them. Annette asked later if it was comfortable to wear. We were not surprised when the girls said it was extremely itchy.

August 20, 2004



Olla had suggested we move our anchorage closer to them, as there would be less roll and they would be able to monitor DoodleBug with less effort, when we leave next Monday to tour the next island "Savaii". We raised our anchor and moved into the indicated spot but six attempts to get the anchor to hold failed. We returned to our previous location - three hours wasted. We picked up a rental car and drove up the mountain to visit the Robert Louis Stephenson home / museum.



Stephenson came to Samoa to live when he was about 33 years old. He had already published several of his best known works - "Treasure Island", "Kidnapped" etc. He supposedly had TB but was certainly a heavy smoker. He bought some property here and built a home but it was not clear from the information provided at the museum, if he tried to seriously operate a plantation or was simply a "Gentleman Farmer". He died in 1894 at 44 years of age. His home had been repurchased / seized or whatever and is now restored as a museum. It has indeed a fine view of the bay and beautiful grounds.



[image: img45.jpg]The Bahai temple



Our next stop was at a temple built as the Baha'i House of Worship. Their literature says the temple is "designed as a symbol of unity for all creeds". The founder of the religion was Baha'u'llah who was born in Persia (now Iraq?) in 1817. The structure is in the form of a 9 sided dome, 92 feet high and 88 ' width with seating for 700 worshippers. The architecture was striking and the temple was laid out in meticulously landscaped grounds. The place was almost deserted when we visited and again when we passed by on Sunday morning. It reminded me a lot of the Oral Roberts complex south of Tulsa, Oklahoma.

August 21, 2004



We dinghied over to town for an excellent breakfast (Australian style = an English breakfast plus a steak) and then hurried back to DoodleBug before it began raining in earnest. This it then did and the skies opened. It poured down all day long so we laid around reading books etc.

August 22, 2004



This morning there was a small squall which hit the harbor. We were on deck when it hit and the boat ahead of us "Pied de Mer" began to drag towards us. Annette began to grab fenders from the stern locker while I began blowing the emergency horn. The crew of Pied de Mer popped up and got their engine started and their boat under control. We left our fenders on deck just in case.

The weather settled down and we joined Pierre and Kathleen on "Olla" for a barbeque picnic at a waterfall on the other side of the island. When we arrived, the cascades were deserted and with the wine cooling in the river, we swam in the pool under the waterfalls. The water was clear and not too cold once you had taken the plunge.
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[image: img47.jpg]Pierre, Kathleen and Ed in the swimming hole



[image: img48.jpg]And the water is warm!

August 23, 2004



Pierre from "Olla" picked us up in his dinghy this morning and deposited us ashore. We then drove our rental car to the ferry landing which is at the other end of the island, to catch the ferry to Savaii. We had to first pass through an "Agriculture Station" where a guy listlessly sprayed fresh water from a hose onto the vehicle wheels. Then we backed the car onto the ferry and sat on deck for the one hour crossing.



[image: img49.jpg]Great African Snail warning



[image: img50.jpg]waiting for the car ferry



Savaii is slightly larger than Opolu but is entirely rural with subsistence farming as the main pursuit of the people. The road that circumnavigates the island is about 120 miles in length and in almost perfect condition throughout. The local government pays a couple of road crews to mow the grass with weed-whackers within six feet or so of the tarmac and each house and villagers have planted flowers or flowering bushes along the roads edge. Some of the verges were outlined with white painted boulders, some with sea shells and as in Opolu, each home has a raised wooden platform to keep the trash away from the pigs, chickens and dogs. The effect is almost like driving through a park with almost zero roadside trash and smartly painted homes or "fales".



Our first stop was to the "Blue Bird" mall from which we needed to send a fax. The telephone store was closed for lunch so we had to wait an hour. We asked a policeman for a "good restaurant" where we had the most disgusting meal of the entire passage. Their doughnuts must be better I suppose. We visited a couple of hardware and grocery stores and purchased a paw-paw at the local market. The market sold little piles of brown grassy looking stuff, sitting on a tabletop, which upon enquiry turned out to be tobacco for "rolling your own" cigarettes. Near the village of Taga we turned off the main road to visit the Alofaaga Blowholes. They were impressive. There was some swell producing surf on the rocks at the cliffs edge but I was not prepared for the force of air and water that came through the natural blow holes. It was like standing next to a jet engine. We paid to have an elderly gentleman chant "big wave, big wave, big wave" and then throw pieces of coconut husk into the blow hole. These pieces were then hurled hundreds of feet in the air. Most gratifying.



[image: img51.jpg]getting ready to toss coconut husks into the blow hole
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At the town of Siutu we failed to find the "tapa making" demonstration that the map claimed, so pressed on to our overnight stop at the Vaisala Hotel. The proprietors consulted each other and after much discussion, agreed they could rent us a room. The hotel would have been plain, simple and OK about forty years ago, when it was built but the descendants of the original builders were not into maintenance. Nevertheless the room had a/c and we snorkeled in the shallow bay just feet from our room. We tried to buy beer in the bar and were told they had earlier run out and their new supply had just been delivered. It was not cold. An hour or so later the electricity for that end of the island went out so the beer still didn't get cooled. Supper was romantically by candlelight.

August 24, 2004



We continued our tour of Savaii by backtracking to Falealupo-uto to visit the canopy walkway. This involved a short walk through rainforest and then a climb up a tower among the trees and walk across an "Indiana Jones" style suspension bridge. This led to an immense tree and a stairway that wound itself around the bole and up into the canopy. The view was across the canopies of the rainforest, with the Pacific in the background and the volcanoes of Savaii on either side. I noticed that when the wind gusted, the tree platform we were on moved several inches. Further down the road we were entertained to see "Mose's footprint". He must have been really lost in Sinai if he left a footprint in Samoa. Two tala (about 80 cents) to take a picture. We took a picture.



[image: img53.jpg]canopy walk



[image: img54.jpg]view across the tree-tops
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We headed north for several miles along a gravel and sand road until at about the time we were going to turn around, we found the village of Falealupo and "Sunset Beach". We parked the car, woke the proprietor and settled down for a swim and picnic. There was a small store at the village directly across from the beach fales. I asked the girl if she had cold drinks, since I saw she had a refrigerator. No cold drinks. I said we needed cold beer. She asserted that the green house down the road, would have cold beer and set off in company with Annette. They arrived back later to say the house was locked and no-one around. The girl suggested coconuts. We agreed. Then she found out she didn't have any and commanded a local guy to scramble up a tree and get us some. She delivered 4 coconuts to us at 40 cents each and they were absolutely delicious. I still wanted a cold beer though.



[image: img56.jpg]Moses footprint



The proprietor of "Sunset Beach" asked if we had lunch plans and offered to fix us lunch. We agreed and snorkeled the reef while his niece (the coconut lady) cooked lunch. Lunch was grilled fish, grilled Spam and rice and was by far the best meal we had had to date on Savaii. After lunch we continued our tour and stopped at a cave near the village of Peapea. The cave was a lava tube and had several colonies of swifts living inside. They chirped and expressed their displeasure at our intrusion until we departed.



[image: img57.jpg]At the cave entrance



[image: img58.jpg]Annette has one of our headlamps
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We stayed at a hotel called "Stephenson's at Manase". The beach fale we rented had been damaged in the cyclone that hit Samoa in February of this year but had since been restored to nice condition. The fun part of the room was the shower, which was outside the fale (cottage) but contained within a black lava rock wall that enclosed just our fale. This was so you could swim in the ocean (feet away) and then shower off before coming indoors. There was no light when we took our showers at night and although there was plenty of hot water, we could hear "things" moving nearby. In the morning the soap I had left was gone. Later Annette found that the lava rock walls of the shower hosted a large crab population.



[image: img60.jpg]No beer so we get a substitute (??!!) coconut



[image: img61.jpg]Our room at Stephensons at Manase
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The ceiling is covered in tapa cloth



[image: img64.jpg]The shower is walled with lava rock



The hotel's chef was out "sick" and we ate at a nearby restaurant where they had excellent food and COLD BEER!

August 25, 2004



We continued our clockwise circumnavigation of Savaii by road towards the ferry landing. We noticed a mountain road on the map that paralleled the coast road so we headed up this. The surface deteriorated to gravel and then to "double track" but was drivable without four wheel drive and had concrete drainages in place. We passed a saw-mill operation but little other sign of human habitation for the next 30 miles. The scenery was spectacular though, with jungle creepers hanging from the trees an overwhelmingly verdant underbrush. The only way you could make progress once you left the road would be with a machete. The mountain road eventually re-joined the main coastal road and we continued to pass through the clean little villages, while breaking hard for the various suicidal pigs, dogs and chickens.
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[image: img69.jpg]school over and kids heading home
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[image: img71.jpg]the local bus station



During the one hour ferry ride back to Opolu, there was a television on in the main cabin and we caught a brief glimpse of the Olympic games.

August 26, 2004



Today we purchased diesel in jerry jugs and beer and non-dairy soy milk by the case. We ferried all to DoodleBug taking several trips in the dinghy and most of the day. This was hot work and we cooled off by diving under the boat to clean the barnacles off the folding propeller. We are starting to get the boat ready for our next departure.



[image: img72.jpg]hauling diesel

August 27, 2004



Typical morning in Apia harbor. We are awakened to the sounds ofbwhistles and drums. The local canoe racing teams are out practicing for the big competition in early September. The "canoe" holds fifty or so oarsmen, plus a helmsman (with the whistle) and a boy in the bow with a drum. The drum is pounded non-stop in a fast rhythm, which I have been unable to relate to the actual speed of rowing. They pass quite close to DoodleBug on their practice run and Annette sits in the cockpit wearing a bikini and waves enthusiastically at them. The helmsman is deadly serious and scowls his disapproval, as a dozen or so rowers among his crew, take one hand off their oar to wave back or blow a kiss. Next the traffic is stopped along the quay and the police band marches out of a side road and then proceeds to march to the main treasury building, while playing various military airs on their brass instruments. After they have raised the Samoan flag at the treasury building, they march home again.



[image: img73.jpg]the rowers pass close by DoodleBug
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The police wear white helmets of the type associated with the "British Bobby", a blue uniform shirt and a dark blue lava-lava, plus sandals. Not quite a policeman in drag but you get the picture. Today we went to the Internet cafe and Annette cleared 1,150 e-mails from her account. 5 genuine messages and the rest was Spam. Weshopped at the flea market and then had lunch at "Bistro Tatua". This was a pleasant little place, that would be at home in Santa Fe or in New Orleans. My "Eggs Benedict" was not very traditional in a Samoan sense but went well with the two "Mimosas" I drank.

August 28, 2004 - August 29, 2004



Lazy week-end. We rented another car, picked up some DVD's from a movie rental store, bought ice cream etc. On Sunday morning we had planned to hike up a nearby peak to visit Robert Louis Stephenson's gravesite. When we reached the trailhead, it was blocked with a chain and a sign saying it was closed on Sundays.



We had been given directions and a crummy map to a restaurant / motel called "Cloud 9". We thought we might as well try and locate it by daylight. This was like a treasure hunt. We missed the correct road by about a mile but none of the locals had ever heard of the restaurant. Finally we found a faded sign and drove a deteriorating road, higher and higher into the mountains. The bridges got shakier and in worse condition the higher we went. We finally arrived at a structure that we would have taken as deserted, except for a stream of smoke coming from an "umu" ground oven in the rear. The deck of the restaurant was poised over a steep drop and deeply cut valley running down to the coast. We could see Apia harbor but were too far away to make out the individual boats. We bought beer and watched the Olympic Men's Marathon on television, while the cooking in the "umu" was completed and they cooked us lunch. We were the only customers. Does it seem like all we do is eat and drink? They cooked us a couple of steaks garnished with vegetables from the ground oven. Our favorite was a parcel of young taro leaves wrapped around coconut cream and baked. It was somewhat like spinach and had a mild barbeque flavor with a delicious coconut center. We saw the Italian win the Marathon after the Brazilian leader was attacked by a demonstrator. And Europeans are against imposition of the death penalty?



[image: img75.jpg]preparing the ground oven



[image: img76.jpg]this will become lunch



[image: img77.jpg]the fish is wrapped in banana leaf and added to the top

August 30, 2004 - September 5, 2004



West Samoa celebrates "Teuila Festival" next week and we decided to stay here for the beginning of the festival. The week consists of cricket competitions, singing competitions, dance competitions, canoe racing, beauty contest etc. We have slouched around all week reading books, renting movies, shopping for souvenirs, eating at various restaurants and visiting with other cruisers. The port captain met with the cruisers and explained that we have to up-anchor and move out of the anchorage next week for the canoe competitions. The heats are on Monday 6th. with the final on Thursday. The pace of training has picked up, with the various teams practicing in the morning and again at sunset. They pass close to the anchored sailboats with the coach / helmsman whistling and shouting from the stern and the drummers hammering away in the bows. If you are trying to sleep late in in the morning - forget it!



[image: img78.jpg]walking home with a talking stick



We have been performing various boat chores and have also placed orders for duty free booze. The latter process is complicated but basically you go to the liquor store and see what they have. Then you write a letter to the chief customs officer asking for permission to buy the stuff. This letter is approved and stamped by the customs. You place the order with the liquor store and pay for it. You then hope they will deliver your order under bond to the port to be picked up when you clear out. This we intend to do next Tuesday and leave early Wednesday morning. We will make a 170 mile overnighter to Niuatopatapu (irreverently referred to as "new potatoes") in the Northern Tonga group. This is a remote and underdeveloped island with almost no facilities but with beautiful and wild scenery, great snorkeling and diving etc. We plan to spend a couple of days here, before heading further south to the Vavau Group of islands.

September 6, 2004



Today it poured, bucketed and deluged rain. We have been here in Apia for several weeks and it has been sunny skies just about the entire time. Since the "Teuila Festival" (Teuila is a red flower) began today, they have been drenched. The 50 man rowing heats were cancelled. We had been hoping to watch from the deck of our boat, cool beverage in hand, as the various teams thrashed by. They have been practicing every morning since we arrived and have provided a good deal of entertainment. We wandered around the native crafts displays to see weaving and wood carving etc. but headed back to the boat before the grand march along the waterfront began in the evening. The various groups participating in the parade were assembling in their colorful costumes at their staging points. We had a supper invite from Alfred and Rosemary on "Ironhorse" but the rain clouds were gathering ominously. After a delicious supper, we emptied several inches of water from our dinghy. If the parade was held, we could not have been able to see it through the blinding rain.



[image: img79.jpg]local craft fair with wood carvings
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[image: img81.jpg]weaving baskets from pandanas



[image: img82.jpg]the rowing crew gathering

September 7, 2004



We cleared out with Immigration and Customs this morning and collected our shipments of duty free booze. We discovered that our beer order had already been delivered to the customs house yesterday (they never mentioned it when we cleared out). We borrowed the harbor master's dolly and walked the several hundred yards to the Customs office. They finally admitted that they had our order and we followed a young officer to a nearby building and up several flights of stairs. I parked the dolly at the foot of the stairs and about one minute later, as we descended the stairs carrying crates of beer, the dolly was gone. This caused some consternation and we ran around the building seeking the thief. As we walked back up the stairs, I noticed the errant device tucked away beneath the stairs. Tidied away? Who knows. We loaded our four cases of emergency yachting rehydration fluids onto the dolly and were then escorted back to the dinghy, to make sure we didn't open up a bar on the way and begin selling the stuff.



[image: img83.jpg]Vital yacht supplies being ferried to DoodleBug



We had checked the weather at an Internet cafe and had also downloaded Grib files from various sites. The various weather forecasts were all pretty much in agreement and called for 20 knot winds from the East for the morning, then dropping to 15 knots from the North and finally going to around 5 to 7 knots after 24 hours. This would give us a tail wind as we sail West along the North coast of Upolu and a fast beam reach as we turn South to Tonga. We would then expect a comfortable 15 knot tail wind for the night. By morning we might have to motor the last few miles but the passage through the reef at Niuatoputapu would be easy with light winds. Excellent!

Tonga

September 8, 2004



Position S 15 56.4 W 173 46.1

We raised anchor and motored out of Apia harbor at 0700 hours. The wind seemed to be as forecast but lighter than expected and we made progress at 5 knots or so along the coast. There were rain showers around but so far they had passed us by. At 0900 hours the wind died and we began to motor. Where was our 20 knots of East wind? Just after noon we made the turn to the south towards Tonga and passed through the Apolima Strait that separates the islands of Upolu and Savaii. The wind began to blow from North Northeast and increased in strength and we began to sail again, with the wind off our stern. We had poled out Genoa, "winged" main and mizzen - making reasonable progress at 6 knots. A freighter loaded with containers came up behind us and passed us by. We have seen only a handful of ships at sea since we left the USA over 8 months ago.



1650 hours: We saw our first whales!!!!!! Our previous whale sighting was just the whales blowing in the distance but this pod was close enough to see the backs of and identify the Sperm whales. One of the whales swam within a hundred yards of DoodleBug before sounding and showing us those huge flukes. Annette's picture was out of focus. A deliberate malicious act by the camera in response to the amount of swearing directed at it by the operator.



1930 hours: The wind died completely and we went back on engine. The radar showed a large squall ahead of us and the lightning flashing all around confirmed that this was a big one. We tried to change course to pass between the various cells but we were between "the horns of the buffalo" and we resumed our original course. The skies opened and the wind was coming from all directions with lightning crackling and flashing throughout. As we emerged on the other side of the storm line, the wind was now blowing strongly from the South East (where is our North Wind??) and we were soon close reaching at 8 knots in 20 knots of wind using reefed Genoa, Main and Mizzen.



We were still passing through rain cells with strong random gusts of wind, so I dropped the main and continued on reefed Genoa and Mizzen. We were sailing at 7 knots or so but the rain was producing poor visibility as the seas began to build. Suddenly I noticed a strobe light, seemingly directly ahead. It is difficult to judge distance at sea with strobes and it seemed that there were multiple strobes here, with about a 10 second interval. With choppy seas and 10 seconds delay, the next time you see a flash, you aren't sure if it is the same strobe or not. I changed direction to avoid what I assumed was deployed fishing nets and hoped that we were seeing the entire array on our starboard side and not driving at 7 knots into the middle of some unlit mess of buoys and fishing nets.



0145 hours: What day is this? Tonga is across the date line, so although we left Samoa on Wednesday morning, it is now Friday. Goodbye Thursday. The wind is beginning to veer around and we are now beam reaching in increasingly bigger seas. By 0730 hours we are broad reaching with 25 knots of wind, gusting over 30 knots and 10 to 12 foot seas. We have about 30 miles to go to reach Niuatoputapu and I hear a conversation on the radio between boats at anchor there. They are discussing the size of the breakers sweeping the entrance to the pass and have concluded that it would be dangerous to attempt to leave and they should consider staying there several more days.



I try to join the conversation but Roger from "Equanimity" (last seen in Bora-Bora) answers. We discuss the weather and the fact that what was and is being experienced was nowhere in the forecasts. Roger offers to scout the reef pass by dinghy when we are close, as it is difficult to judge breakers from the "sea side". He will give me his opinion of the breakers from the "land side". The weather forecast consensus is that the winds should go to the South eventually and should drop in the next day or so. The winds increase. We now have 30 knots steady with higher gusts and we are sailing at 9 knots plus with a scrap of Genoa and Mizzen. The wind is blowing from just port of our stern and should be in just about the worst possible position for entering the reef pass. The pass at Niuatoputapu is quite narrow and shallow and all the charts warn of the hazard of breakers sweeping the pass entrance. This does not look good. Annette and I discuss the options of heaving to and waiting for better conditions - no sea room for this, just off the pass. We would have to sail completely around the island and head South for sea-room. A second option would be to just bypass the island and continue on to Vavau some 160 miles further South. The boat motion has been uncomfortable, to say the least and Annette has been very queasy. Neither of these options are attractive but we will certainly choose one before we risk our boat at the reef pass.



[image: img84.jpg]A big wave approaches and partially blocks the view of the volcano we are passing



[image: img85.jpg]approaching the pass entrance. The two starboard markers are seen and a dinghy to guide us
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[image: img87.jpg]now inside the lagoon. The rainjacket I am wearing was very welcome
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The anchorage is seen beyond the marked reef to starboard.



Just 3.5 miles of North of Niuatoputapu is the volcano of Tafahi. Our route takes us within a mile of the Tafahi breakers as we pass. The wind is still blowing at 30 knots with confused seas of 15 feet or so, as we are now coming into shallow water. A squall hits us at this point with the rain so heavy, visibility is reduced to a couple of hundred yards. The wind crosses the stern and the Mizzen jibes so I take it down. I have to close the cockpit sliding door as the rain is driving horizontally from the rear. I can see almost nothing and have started the engine to make sure it will be available when and if needed. The rain is cold and Annette passes me a rain jacket from below in the cabin, which I gratefully don. I am relying on the chart plotter and radar, as I can see neither our destination two miles away, nor the volcano a mile off our starboard. We are minutes from our waypoint off the reef entrance and decision time is close.



The radar shows a break in the rain, the sky ahead is turning blue. We break out into sunshine and the wind seems to be dying. The seas don't seem quite as high. I line up the pass entrance and with binoculars can make out the range markers ashore. Roger from "Equanimity" and Mike from "De la Mar" are in the pass entrance in a dinghy with a hand-held radio. Mike opines that the pass is tricky but doable. We are on engine in bright sunshine with squalls and rain all around us. Every minute that passes the wind seems less and the seas seem lower. Just hold off the rain for a few minutes so we can see what we are doing. We drive for the pass. Just at the pass entrance, a breaker hits us broad side and DoodleBug staggers and slews. I hastily correct and line up again. The second breaker hits us but it isn't so bad and we can see the dinghy in the water just ahead. The third breaker we shrug off with barely a twitch and we are in the pass! We gratefully follow the dinghies around the dogleg and into the anchorage. What a beautiful sight! The anchor goes down and we are sitting at S 15 56.4 W 173 46.1. The beer is well deserved.

September 9 &10, 2004



Position S 15 56.4 W 173 46.1

We are in Tonga across the dateline on Friday. We anchored safely in the harbor at Niuatoputapu. Exciting details of the voyage to follow! Movie rights still available...... 

September 11, 2004



The anchorage at Niuatoputapu is well protected on all sides and just 3 miles or so north of the protecting reef, a perfectly conical volcano, heavily covered with trees, rises out of the Pacific. This is probably one of the prettiest anchorages we have been to. We began the morning by moving anchor positions to allow our neighbors more room, as the weather is still unsettled and the wind swings the dozen or so boats in the bay around in wide arcs. Will and Tiffany from S/V Clare came by in a dinghy and visited briefly. They were returning from whale watching and had just had a wonderful time.



[image: img89.jpg]pod of cruisers on the motu beach
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[image: img91.jpg]Ed has emergency supplies in the dinghy



There was an announcement on the radio of a Tongan feast organized by some locals to be held on a nearby motu (small islet) later that afternoon. We headed over to the motu in our dinghy and threaded our way through the shallow reefs until we found a white coral sand beach. Other dinghies began to land and we soon had the beach filled with rubber boats. We knew at least four boats in the anchorage plus we had been in the same harbor before with most of the other boats. I suppose this is the way it usually happens as everyone funnels down the "Coconut Milk Run" towards New Zealand at the end of the winter sailing season. We had a pleasant time visiting with everyone but wished we had remembered to bring flashlights for our return journey. We had help carrying our dinghy back down the beach and launching it but it would have been less memorable and far less amusing, if we had remembered to untie the painter from the tree it was attached to, before we attempted the launch process.

September 12, 2004



[image: img92.jpg]The volcano seen from the anchorage



[image: img93.jpg]the whale chasers crossing the reef



[image: img94.jpg] a humpback whale breaches



[image: img95.jpg]A baby whale breaches



We had decided to revisit yesterday's motu and were loading our boat with vital emergency rehydration supplies (and a bottle opener) when we were invited to join "Clare", "Apsara" and "De la Mer" on a whale watching expedition. We all four couples had hand held radios and set off in convoy with our dinghies to cross the protecting reef into the open ocean. There was supposedly a dinghy pass that had been dynamited through the reef but we never found it. We just lifted the outboard and used the paddles to take us over the top of the reef into a calm lead on the other side. From here we motored out into the ocean. At first it was a little intimidating to be on the Pacific in a 10 foot inflatable but the swells were manageable. The plan was to motor to where Will and Tiffany had found whales yesterday and then motor slowly, line abreast with a couple of hundred feet spacing and look for whales. We stopped for a period and turned engines off. One of the highlights of the trip was to see and hear Will, put on a mask and snorkel, hang his head underwater while dangling over the side of his dinghy and make whale noises. "Doris" from "Finding Nemo" would have been impressed. (If you haven't watched the movie - go rent it!). We could hear Will over a hundred yards or so. I don't know if the whales could hear it but a humpback whale sounded and we fired up the engines and took off after it. At one point we were about 50 feet or so away and Bill and Tiffany were ahead of the whale. Bill rolled off his dinghy into the water to snorkel with the 50 foot long whale. We spent a pleasant morning bobbing around in the ocean, trying to get ahead of whale pods and then turn off the engine and wait for them to surface. We finished up several miles offshore with the dinghies scattered everywhere and in touch only by radio. By lunch time we had exhausted our vital emergency rehydration supplies (Corona) and decided we would head back to DoodleBug. About a half mile off the place where we had crossed the reef, we met up with a cow and calf humpback whale. We watched them for about an hour, with the calf breaching, flopping on it's back and generally behaving as a puppy would, while it's mother rose hugely from the deep alongside, every now and then. Since the calf was leaping randomly out of the water, we were a little concerned that it might land on us, as we were that close. Eventually the pair swam slowly away and we headed back across the reef and back to DoodleBug for a vegetarian lunch.

September 13, 2004



Today is Monday and we need to trek to "town" to exchange dollars for Tongan money - called Pa'angas, and pay the various customs and agriculture fees. "Town" is about a one and a half mile walk from the dock and when we arrived at the "Treasury" building it looks like something from the "Wild West". A wooden building with a raised deck with a hitching rail. Inside a small counter with an ancient safe with it's door hanging open. Not too many bank robberies here, since everyone knows everyone else. We exchanged some cash and then stepped two paces to the right to deal with the same person in the "next" office. We paid our fees and then headed down the road to the bakery. The bread still had ten minutes to finish baking, so we chatted with the Catholic pastor who was lounging outside. When we purchased our bread it was too hot to hold at first. We headed back to the boat for a lunch of something or other and "fresh bread"!

September 14, 2004



This morning we sat drinking tea and coffee in the cockpit and watched the whales spouting on the other side of the reef. Annette then "flagged down" a local fisherman and traded a pack of Marlborough cigarettes (we don't smoke of course) for a fresh flopping fish he had just caught. We ate fish for breakfast! Later that morning we took the dinghy out to the reef and snorkeled for an hour or so. At first we anchored the dinghy but later drifted with the dinghy over the top of the reef out into the ocean. The visibility was superb as we passed out of the inner lagoon and saw the sea bed drop rapidly away into deep blue. Annette saw a 6 foot black-tip reef shark and didn't even have a heart attack.



[image: img96.jpg]floating in the lagoon
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[image: img99.jpg]the loaves are just out of the oven and too hot to touch



[image: img100.jpg]sunset over Nuiatoputapu



We hiked the motu we had "Tongan feasted at" on Saturday. We found a "coconut-knocking-off-the-tree" stick and captured a live coconut. We had no ice skates with us of course, so we used a dive knife to open it. Delicious! Scavenging for food in the jungle (even if we can still see Doodlebug in the background).



This afternoon the local ladies had arranged a craft display and Annette found some souvenirs to purchase. I trekked back to the Customs office to request a clearance. Since we aren't leaving until Thursday morning, this was refused, although the lady told me I could pick the clearance up from her home tomorrow evening. I should have lied about our departure time, like everyone else and saved myself the trouble. Tomorrow we hike the volcano we see on the nearby island and then sail Thursday morning for Vavau some 170 miles further south.



[image: img101.jpg]local crafts for sale



[image: img102.jpg]spectators at the craft sale

September 15, 2004



Today was the volcano hike. Our tour guides picked us up from DoodleBug in an ancient wooden fishing "panga". The volcano is about 4 miles or so from Nuiatoputapu and the sea between the two islands was choppy with 6 to 8 foot swells. The fisherman who was driving the boat, was obviously very skilled but the panga rolled and pitched violently at times. I thought that any vessel in this stage of dilapidation was probably very seaworthy and noticed that not all of the plastic fuel jugs thrown into the panga's rude cabin were full. They might serve as life floats if we sank. The boat driver and our guide trolled for fish on the crossing but caught nothing. We landed near a small village and were surprised at how many dwellings there were on the steep flanks of the volcano. We climbed the slopes between the village homes and then through family fruit and taro plantations. Pigs were rooting everywhere and we paused above the village at a gated loose stacked stone wall. We were told the wall and gate were to keep the pigs out of the plantations. Our guides for the trip were a 20 year old lady "Maylee" and her older brother. It soon became apparent that neither was carrying anything for the trip. They apologized for not offering coconuts for drink, as they had forgotten to bring a machete. I was carrying four small bottles of water in a backpack in order to supplement the anticipated coconut diet. We shared this water between the four of us and continued the upwards climb. At one point Maylee's brother climbed an orange tree and picked oranges for us. We ate these but they were not the same as having a quart of water in a handy bottle. I was conscious of the fact that I was spitting orange seeds just as though it was a water-melon seed spitting contest. In case this was offensive to the Tongans, I began to discreetly spit the seeds into my hand while I surreptitiously watched our guide. Maylee was calmly eating her orange with the seeds just dribbling down her face - no taboo here! Maylee spoke excellent English but her style of guiding can be demonstrated as follows. "Hey, Maylee, is that a lemon tree?".. .."No". The climb to the summit of the volcano took two hours and the path was almost vertical at times, with feet scrabbling in the loose dirt and grabbing on vines and vegetation for purchase. At times the jungle was so thick you could not see the person 6 feet ahead. The cloud at the summit prevented us from seeing across to the other island but we could look down to see the sea at the base of the almost perfectly round volcanic cone. 



[image: img103.jpg]ashore at the volcano



[image: img104.jpg]hut and pigs at the foot of the volcano
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[image: img107.jpg]climbing the volcano



[image: img108.jpg]Annette on the summit



[image: img109.jpg]Our two guides on the summit who had brought neither food nor water



We shared our lunch with our guides, who would otherwise have to watch us eat. Lunch was hard boiled eggs, tomatoes, buttered bread and pimento stuffed olives. Maylee had never tasted an olive and after trying one, screwed up her face and spat it onto the ground. We laughed and could not tempt her brother to try one. We descended into the crater of the volcano, which had even thicker jungle growth if that were possible. Annette thought it looked like "Jurassic Park". The huge trees were interspersed with pineapple, banana, papaya, mango, oranges, coconuts, plus many we are not familiar with. I was looking for a Heineken tree but never spotted it. I had finally remembered to bring our hiking poles with us on this trip, so the descent was easier than the climb.



[image: img110.jpg]the volcano village school



[image: img111.jpg]the soccerball  almost entirely eroded!



We stopped again at the village and visited the school - two class rooms with two teachers that educated less than a score of children through something like 5th. grade. Our guide emphasized how little the schools had and suggested we might want to donate something. This was slightly irritating when we are on a strenuous hike with a possession-less guide, who had to keep borrowing my pen-knife. Perhaps they thought I had a chalkboard in the back pack. I knew that the church was visited once a month by the pastor on Nuiatoputapu because we had met him earlier at the bakery. What was interesting was the huge log drum in front of the church which was beaten to call the faithful. There was a single village telephone in a telephone booth near the boat landing.



The trip back to DoodleBug was rougher than the morning crossing but highlighted when the boat driver caught a good sized tuna on his trolling line. When we boarded DoodleBug I found a spare stainless steel pen-knife that I gave to Maylee's brother, as he must have borrowed mine a dozen times and had handled it wistfully before slowly handing it back to me.



After showering, drinking a glass of water and a couple of beers, we were headed to the nearby village to pick up our clearance documents for the morrow from "Pesi" the customs lady. We had covered ourselves liberally with mosquito repellent for the volcano hike but had since showered it all off. We regretted this and probably had more bites in the next twenty minutes than we had received all week. Safe and scratching aboard DoodleBug, we heard a conversation on the radio between "Equanimity" and "De la Mar". Equanimity had left that morning but contrary wind conditions and high seas had convinced them to return to Nuiatoputapu. It looked like they would arrive after nightfall and we volunteered to help bring them into the narrow unlit pass. This was accomplished with three dinghies, plus hand held radios and flashlights, forming an "approach path" lined up with the pass range markers.



Equanimity safely at anchor, back to DoodleBug for supper. Annette had begun to have some cramping of the muscles around her stomach. These cramps had slowly become more intense. After supper her cramps were getting severe and I took her temperature and measured her blood pressure etc. I found my copy of "Where there is no doctor" and was in the process of eliminating peritonitis, appendicitis etc. as possible diagnoses. By late evening Annette was really hurting and said she had never experienced anything like this. With thoughts of night time searches for the island doctor and charter aircraft evacuations, I got on the radio and asked if there was a doctor in the few remaining boats at anchor. Miracle! The next boat, a Canadian flagged catamaran had a lady doctor on board. She graciously visited DoodleBug and decided that Annette was suffering from an electrolyte imbalance caused by dehydration on the hike. I gave Annette a strong pain-killer which she obligingly threw up. This action seemed to stop the stomach cramping and she recovered rapidly thereafter. Dr. Catherine had suggested having Annette drink a solution of salt and baking soda interspersed with "tang" to get it down. Since Annette had given me such a scare and been such a nuisance, I insisted she drink the noxious brew as punishment. What a scare! Makes you realize how many things you take for granted when safely at home in our Western civilization. 

September 18, 2004



Position S 18 39.7 W 173 58.9 at 0700 hours at local time (local time is GMT + 12 hours).

We arrived in Neiafu Anchorage,Vava'u, Tonga this morning at S 18 39.7 W 173 58.9 after a 23 hour 30 minute run from Niuatoputapu. We had northeast winds for most of the trip giving a fast beam reach. In the first 12 hours after we left Niuatoputapu we covered 98 miles. We just can't seem to get to those double century days. As we left the pass yesterday morning we missed a whale by about 20 feet. We could see it's huge shape underwater. As we arrived in Neiafu, I glanced up and saw a large buoy immediately ahead of us. I hurriedly switched the autopilot to "standby" and wrenched the wheel over. The "buoy" then dived. It was another whale (or maybe the same one?). In the early dawn we glanced up at huge flocks of birds passing overhead. Then realized they were large fruit bats not birds. Neat.
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September 19, 2004 - September 20, 2004



What an unusual anchorage Neiafu, Vavu'a is! There must be a hundred sailing vessels moored here. The choke point of the "Coconut Milk Run". The cruisers will hang around the Tongan islands until the end of October and beginning of November before making the dash to New Zealand. Our trip here from Nuiatoputapu has given us clues as to what to expect on this final leg. To date, most of our sailing has been "trade wind" sailing with the from wind behind the beam, blowing us benignly across the Pacific. Now we have turned south. The wind is no longer comfortably behind the beam and as we get to higher latitudes, we will run into more strong winds and winter gales. If we wait too long, the cyclone season begins and the damage reports from the current batch of hurricanes that have been plaguing the northern hemisphere, should wean even the most tardy sailor from hanging around in "cyclone alley". The small town associated with the anchorage is full of bars and restaurants, internet cafes, hotels, laundries etc. catering to the "yachties". If you cruise slowly past the seafront watering hole "The Mermaid", you can guarantee a half dozen hands waving at you and calling your name. Friends from earlier anchorages. We tied up here on Monday for "Mermaid fish and chips" and enjoyed visiting with all of the passing crews. Several crews got caught in adverse weather on the trip from Nuiatoputapu and spent several days at sea in rough conditions (we considerately downplay our 23 hour passage time). One boat "Billabong" hit a sleeping whale sufficiently hard to come to a complete stop. This had worried us during night passages. What happens when you are sailing at 8 knots and 18 tons of boat hits a whale? Or an unlit fishing panga? One crew describes how they were trapped by non-forecast strong winds inside a remote atoll. They lost two anchors and had to cross the lagoon in the dark with spreader height waves, making 0.2 knots at maximum engine RPM, with no way to see or avoid the coral heads in the lagoon. The tales go on but we have to visit the bank to exchange money, the internet cafe to check land e-mails and web-sites, buy some groceries, gas for the dinghy, get rid of the accumulated trash on board etc. We move on.



[image: img113.jpg]the Vavau yacht club



My (Ed's) brother Brian is coming to visit next week and we make a pilgrimage to the airline office to buy a ticket to fly him up from Tongatapu in the south to our current location. The office already has more than a dozen people waiting outside so we will return tomorrow. We pick up a freshly baked tropical fruit strudel from a local Austrian owned bakery and head back to DoodleBug to see if we can find two forks and tea and coffee.

September 21, 2004



We arrived at the Royal Tongan Airlines ticket agent this morning at 0811 hours. It was closed but by asking around, we determined it would open in twenty minutes or so. There were several chairs outside the office. I established myself as "first-in-line" and waited. Several other potential customers soon showed up and after engaging my neighbor in conversation, was told the following. The story goes that until a couple of weeks ago, there were "Royal Tongan Airlines" and a "new" competitor. The competitor used modern aircraft, operated efficiently like a real airline and was also cheaper than Royal Tongan Airlines. The latter however is owned by the Prince of Tonga, so the King of Tonga arbitrarily shut down the competing airline, simply because they were blowing away the family operated business. Now there is just Royal Tongan Airlines. They fly a WW2 vintage DC3 - carrying 20 passengers per trip. This is why service has been chaotic, as they try to take up the extra business from their shut down competitor. The ticket office door opened on time and I slid into the seat in front of the desk. I explained that my brother was flying into Tongatapu (the capital) next week on an International flight and I need to fly him up to Vava'u. The young lady looked at me as though I had just asked for a seat on the space shuttle. I repeated myself with variation and asked if they had a flight that day. This involved her crossing the room to examine a piece of paper taped on the wall, to determine the times of the two flights per day of their single aircraft. I asked her to book the ticket. She picked up the telephone and began to make one of many attempts to call Tongatapu. She told me that all tickets are handled by the main office in the capital. By now the office had filled with all sorts of people and she began holding multiple conversations while clutching the phone. 45 minutes later I left with a receipt for a ticket, that allegedly will be waiting for my brother at the ticket counter in Tongatapu when he arrives. We will see.



Annette wanted cut flowers and we stopped at the tourist information office to see if they have a flower shop. There isn't one but the lady at the tourist information office took a pair of scissors and began denuding Tonga of flowers until Annette convinced her to stop. Now we have our flowers and didn't even have to rob a grave!
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We did a little shopping and while Annette cruised the store, I stood outside clutching my bunch of flowers and people watching. The Tongans have two dress styles we haven't seen before. One is that the ladies are wrapped up in what looks like a rug or mat woven from pandanus leaves and tied at the waist. It is quite bulky and looks very uncomfortable. Some of these rugs showed distinct signs of wear - holes etc. as though they had spent a year or so lying on the kitchen floor. They are wearing the same clothing beneath the rug as other "rugless" Tongans are wearing - dark shirt and dark trousers or lava-lava. The rug is presumably some kind or adornment. The second style is obviously just adornment and consists of strips of elaborately woven fiber, decorated with patterns of small sea shells. These strips are worn from a belt around the waist, similar to the way we see pictures of Roman legionnaires leather kilts. We noticed some variation of style and Annette admired one and commented to the lady. She said she had made it herself and had interspersed plastic video tape with the pandanus or coconut fiber to get a shiny look. Clever.



[image: img115.jpg]summer wear?



Later that evening we hosted a pizza party aboard DoodleBug for several of our friends. Annette grumbled about the quality of the pizza (purchased locally) but I noticed that the guests didn't leave much.

September 22, 2004



Nuiatoputapu has mosquitoes like most South Pacific Islands. There is no malaria there but there are still reports of "lymphatic filariasis" commonly called "Elephantitis". The local doctor had recommended we take a prophylaxis in the form of pills for same but he had run out of pills. At last night's pizza party, we had been told that we could obtain these pills quickly and painlessly at the local hospital. We found the hospital this morning and were first asked our age. The nurse then carefully counted out 10 pills each and handed us a rather battered plastic kitchen measuring cup containing water, so we could swallow all 10 pills on the spot.



We continued our perambulation around town, when about 45 minutes later Annette became nauseous. We hurried back to DoodleBug where Annette parted company with her breakfast and took to her bed. I was not feeling so good either, so I lay in the main cabin watching a DVD of "Patton" and drinking Guinness stout, until I recovered enough to drink Samoan beer. By evening we were both doing better. We had planned on leaving tomorrow morning to cruise the nearby islands but that is now postponed.

September 23, 2004



We are recovered today but decided to spend Thursday at our mooring and leave Friday morning. We went to immigration and extended our Tonga visas for another month and shopped for packaging and mailing materials. Sort of like a Tongan treasure hunt. We also solved the mystery of the wearing of the kitchen floor rug. It seems that this is a form of mourning dress in Tonga. When a parent dies, the children will often wear this uncomfortable extra garment for the next 12 months to show respect. Sort of like the early Christians wearing sackcloth and ashes to show repentance. I thought that there must be a lot of dead parents but was told that the Prince of Tonga's brother had just died. Thank goodness the USA is a republic. I would hate to have to do group penance for the sins of our political leaders.
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[image: img117.jpg]corned beef is very popular in a culture that often lacks refrigeration



[image: img118.jpg]in the islands, this is the equivalent of a bus station



Cathleen and Pierre had been expecting a guest on "S/V Olla" to arrive on the same flight as my brother will use next week and take the same DC3 shuttle from Tongatapu to Vava'u. They waited at the airport but their guest was not on the flight. Royal Tongan Airlines had no record of her an any other flights either. They did say the plane looked in great condition though.........

September 24, 2004



Position S 18 42.0 W 174 01.9

Last minute shopping - Annette bought a fish, pineapple and shrimp. We cast loose our mooring and headed off to find a pretty anchorage. This we found almost immediately about an hour or so from Neiafu. The tiny bay is marked on the charts as "Port Maurelle" and is lined with gray coral cliffs, topped with coconut trees, fronting a white coral sand beach. There were two other boats here when we arrived but they both left shortly after we anchored. I snorkeled the anchor chain after we were settled and found it wrapped around coral in about 40 feet of water.



For lunch we had the fish we had bought earlier that morning and I helpfully dropped Annette's fish scaling board over the side into 30 feet of water. I could see it lying on the sea bed and was able to free dive to retrieve it, while Annette tried to photograph the event. There were so many fish swimming around that Annette wanted to invite several for supper. Unfortunately they all declined her bait choice of pineapple and corned beef, although they consumed these choice morsels once they had fallen off the hook.



[image: img119.jpg]about to take the plunge



[image: img120.jpg]got it!!



In the afternoon we took the dinghy and explored "Swallows" cave. This is about a mile from the anchorage and is a cave with an entrance that you can dinghy inside. Once you are inside, you see it is huge with a high ceiling and from the deep blue of the water below the dinghy, you can see it is also very deep. The cave walls are covered in graffiti - some dating back to whaling days. Most of the graffiti I read was the more tedious sort though. We walked the pretty beach in late afternoon looking for shells, before heading back to DoodleBug anchored at S 18 42.0 W 174 01.9.



[image: img121.jpg]the cave entrance



[image: img122.jpg]inside the cave

September 25, 2004



Position S 18 45.1 W 174 04.9

As we were preparing to depart this morning, two more boats arrived. One was flying a Japanese flag and when they dinghied close to DoodleBug, we invited them on board. The dinghy contained a couple from New Zealand with a 21 month old baby. Daddy was teaching the baby to drive the dinghy. The baby already had the twist throttle worked out but could only turn to port since his arms were too short. We were fascinated to see this child stand with his toes curled on the edge of painful drop-offs aboard, swaying easily with the motion of the boat. He was very steady on his feet and was able to drop his hat over the side with both skill and ease. Annette dived in after it and retrieved it as it was sinking from sight. He then looked for more stuff to drop overboard. It was with some relief when they left, as we could get our heart rate down to something normal.



[image: img123.jpg]Japanese flag on the stern
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We raised anchor and motor sailed for another anchorage off Ovalau Island. Beautiful location and when we snorkeled the anchor chain to check it out, we saw that the anchor was set perfectly on soft white sand at S 18 45.1 W 174 04.9. The guide book had recommended this as an anchorage with excellent protection. During the afternoon the wind swung from southeast to northeast and an uncomfortable chop set up. We decided we did not want to suffer with this all night, so we upped anchor and sailed over to Nuku island to check out another recommended anchorage. We eased up on this one but decided the guide book author was either drunk or kidding, so we slipped back into last night's bay just around dusk and dropped the anchor in almost the same position as last night. Annette is getting more determined with her fishing and has two lines hanging over the side.
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September 26, 2004



We found a small island called Tapana and anchored close to the southeast corner of the island and the reef that connects it to the next island. There was a pretty little beach that beckoned and we dinghied in to the beach and walked it's length looking for shells. The day's highlight occurred as we were sitting for a few minutes on the sand, when a man with dog appeared at the other end of the beach. The dog was a brown Doberman and hurled itself at us. It rushed up to both of us spraying cartwheels of sand and began licking our ears, faces etc. before running off again. The owner was a Venezuelan cruiser and came up to us apologizing in a mixture of English and Spanish. Annette is missing Attila so it was hardly a problem. We circumnavigated Tapana by dinghy and found nearly thirty other cruising yachts anchored on the opposite side of the island. It is a popular spot, as there is a restaurant there called "La Paella" which supposedly has a reputation known as far away as Spain.



I (Ed) then spent the afternoon with scuba tank under the boat replacing the propeller anode and cleaning the growth off the prop. Amazing how quickly it grows. I cleaned it last in Apea, West Samoa. We did enjoy the solitude and beauty of our anchorage spot into the evening. The wind shifted from southeast to northeast and then to northwest as forecast but we had good shelter. Unfortunately when the boat swung with the wind, I discovered that I had not set enough distance range on the anchor alarm and it went off at 0300 hours - thereby terminating my blissful sleep.
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[image: img128.jpg]Eds catch of the day
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[image: img130.jpg]beach combing for sea stars

September 27, 2004



Moved on to anchor off the village on the island of Ofu. We walked the beach searching for shells and visited the local elementary school. One of the children showed us that when you hold a hermit crab upside down and whistle at it from a range of 6 inches or so, it squirms out of it's shell. Annette tried it and it worked! Now we have to find another hermit crab to see if this one was specially trained or if they all do that.



[image: img131.jpg]whistling to get the hermit crab out of his shell



We go back to Neiafu anchorage tomorrow and wait for Brian to arrive on Thursday. He leaves from Tongatapu on October 19th. We will sail down from here to there (about 160 miles) so we he won't have to fool with the return domestic flight. We will then get a customized weather forecast from a commercial forecasting company for the trip to New Zealand. I expect about an 8 day passage to NZ and then we begin to arrange for our return flight to the USA!

September 28, 2004



Christina and John on S/V Tataipo anchored next to us last night and joined us for "sundowners". This morning we visited them for coffee and toured their unusual vessel. It is a 20 year old wooden Dutch built catamaran. It seemed very seaworthy and they had sailed it from Gibraltar despite losing their mast twice. They said the second time they lost the mast they were very experienced at retrieving the pieces.
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We moved on and anchored behind Lape island. We were intending to go to the south anchorage on Vaka'eitu but we could see there were already 8 boats crammed into the anchorage. Later S/V Equanimity (we met in the Societies) cruised around looking for a spot before anchoring next to us.



[image: img133.jpg]DoodleBug in Tonga
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[image: img135.jpg]DoodleBug seen through the pig fence



We went ashore on Lape and did find more hermit crabs. The first one responded to the whistle trick but the others we found just ignored us. We haven't yet figured out which are the musical ones.

September 29, 2004



We returned to Neiafu and picked up a mooring right off the Mermaid bar. Convenient for late night returns in the dinghy but tended to be noisy into the wee hours.

September 30, 2004



This morning we went to the travel agent to see if brother Brian was still confirmed on his afternoon flight and if they were holding his ticket at the check-in counter. We were told yes to both questions. Returned to DoodleBug and after checking e-mail, found out that Brian was in Tongatapu and had his ticket in hand. Miracle indeed! We took a taxi to the airport and the flight arrived a few minutes early, with Brian aboard. It was a 1944 vintage DC-3 - built 60 years ago and 40 years after the Wright brother's first flight. Brian said they had allowed him to visit the cockpit on the trip down and it was very plush inside, as it had originally been fitted out for the King of Tonga's use when purchased by Tonga. We took Brian to a seafood restaurant for a meal but he wasn't really conscious for the entire meal. Tonga is just about on the opposite side of the earth to his starting point in England two days earlier.



[image: img136.jpg]The Royal Tongan DC3 on approach
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October 1, 2004



Annette's shopping skills kicked in and we wandered the "town" of Neiafu visiting all of the gift shops and looking for treasures. We ordered Tongan mud tee shirts emblazoned with "Kick-Ass Kiwi Kickoff" to wear at the big party scheduled for Saturday night at the Mermaid. The "Tongan mud tee shirts" are just that. They are died an orange mud color by being doused in a barrel of mud. The color is then "set" by soaking in the sea and then rinsed in fresh water so the color doesn't permanently affix itself to the wearer. If it does, it just looks like a sun tan anyway.......
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October 2, 2004



[image: img141.jpg]

Morning in Vavau



[image: img142.jpg]the dinghy dock at the Mermaid



[image: img143.jpg]a full bar at the Mermaid



[image: img144.jpg]crew of S/V Gumbo Yaya



[image: img145.jpg]…and Ed cuddles the cute one



Paid our mooring fee in anticipation of leaving Sunday morning. Lazy day, ice cream, restaurants, picked up our tee-shirts. The part was a loud and fun affair. There were presentations to various cruisers for running into whales etc. The young lady who had volunteered to hand out the "award certificates" was extremely pretty and dressed in a very provocative outfit - "bad girl" shoes etc. I got to hug her. Nice. There was also kegs of beer and barbeque. We didn't get any awards though. Fixed!

October 3, 2004



Motor sailed to Port Maurelle where we swam and snorkeled before exploring the beach. After lunch, Brian and I took the dinghy to explore "Swallow's cave" and also some adjacent caves. The big afternoon project was to reattach the gas barbeque to the rail. I had broken the bracket when trying to remove it for the Panama Canal passage and had picked up a new bracket I had mailed to Pago Pago. We haven't used the barbeque since last December. This was memorable since it blew out and when Annette tried to relight the beast, it exploded with a bang and singed her eyebrows. Our guest at the time was impressed. He was a lieutenant in the US Coast Guard. I have instructions that as Captain of this vessel, I am responsible for lighting barbeques in future.

October 4, 2004



This morning Annette had the boat festooned with fishing lines and she and Brian experimented with various forms of bait and the jiggling up and down of same. Their lines were hanging over the side of DoodleBug, in water so clear, you could see starfish on the sea bed 50 feet below. You could also see the fish swimming and Brian said he had never before fished, when he could actually see the fish nibbling at the bait. He caught the only fish of the morning and although it was well photographed, it was determined to be too small to feed three adults and was therefore cut up for bait. 



[image: img146.jpg]Annette going shopping. The vessel in the background is a gallery called the Ark
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We raised anchor in mid morning and motor sailed to Tapana Island. The anchorage we enjoyed last week was already occupied and we picked up a mooring in the adjacent bay. We found snorkeling an effective way to cool off from the heat of the afternoon and also discovered an amazing number of large shells on the sea-bed within free diving reach. In the evening we celebrated Brian's divorce at "La Paella" restaurant. Because we are across the date-line, Brian maintained that he was divorced 12 hours ahead of his ex-wife.



The food was interesting and we were entertained with live music. The bartender jumped out into the middle of the restaurant looking like a kind of matador Rasputin as he strummed away furiously on a guitar. The large number of resident dogs enjoyed this routine and would burst into song when they heard another dog howling in the distance.



[image: img148.jpg]out for supper



[image: img149.jpg]Rasputin the bartender



The restaurant had a fabulous sunset view but when we left, it was quite dark. We used flashlights to make our way down the hillside to the beach. As soon as we had launched the dinghy and were motoring off into the blackness at planing speed to find DoodleBug, Annette turned off the "big" flashlight to conserve batteries. We doing 12 knots or so in inky nothingness and I asked her to turn the gosh darned light back on. This she did and we discovered that we were barreling directly at an anchored vessel 50 or so feet away. We narrowly avoided the rather large obstacle and continued the remainder of our homeward trek with the flashlight turned to the "on" position.

October 5, 2004



We dropped our mooring and headed over to the "Blue Hole" bay on the western edge of Vava'u. As we approached from the south, we saw a large pod of a dozen or so whales, breaching, rolling on their backs, beating their huge flippers on the surface of the sea etc. We changed course so we could drift close to them and watched the display for almost an hour.



The "Blue Hole" is a circle of five islands connected by reefs enclosing a lagoon. The water depths vary considerably so it produces a kaleidoscope of blues - hence the name. There were plenty of other boats in the main anchorage and we chose to maneuver ourselves into a secondary location between the reefs with just room for ourselves. There were 8 or 9 white sand beaches that were visible from our cockpit and we raised the energy to motor ashore and wander the beach. That evening we could see the whales frolicking on the outside of the protecting reef and watched large turtles swimming in the lagoon. Perfect opportunity to sip a glass of wine and watch the sunset.



[image: img150.jpg]Brian braves the crowds on the beach

October 6, 2004



We raised anchor at around 0800 and sailed south of the "Blue Hole" until we could pass over the line of reefs and cross into the Pacific. We then turned back north and sailed up the west coast of "Hunga" island along it's line of dark cliffs and crashing surf. We passed a whale close by but it was heading south and it "sounded" after a few minutes. We turned southeast again as we rounded the tip of Hunga and an hour or so later, anchored inside the lagoon at Vaka 'Eitu. Annette had been trailing fishing lines throughout the trip (whales maybe?) but had caught nothing. Within a few minutes of our arrival in at our anchorage, a squeal announced that she had a fish. The fish was a good size but was brown with darker brown spots and too many fins. We thought we identified it as a scorpion fish from our book on reef fish. This seemed pretty ominous so it was chucked over the side and back to freedom.
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We motored ashore and climbed a path of 250 or so stepping stones, that wound their way up the steep hillside, on a jungle trail to Popao Island Resort (www.popao.org). This is a small hotel / restaurant that was opened within the last month by a young newly married Canadian couple. We made dinner reservations for the evening and headed back to DoodleBug.



When we arrived, Annette found she had a much larger fish on her fishing line. We might have identified it as a type of Surgeon fish but after the scorpion fish experience, we were too chicken to prepare it, so it was bunged into the freezer. That evening we carried an insulated bag up the jungle trail to the restaurant. The bag contained our bug spray, three flashlights and the fish! Dinner was excellent - the appetizer was fresh octopus on a bed of Chinese cabbage and topped off with local lemon grass. The restaurant fish guru announced that our fish was very good to eat and proceeded to fillet it for us. This was certainly the entertainment for the evening. The hike back to the boat in the dark and across the long and amazingly rickety dock was almost as much fun as the meal.
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[image: img154.jpg]The chef cleans Annettes fish for her

October 7, 2004



This morning was spent rebuilding the port sheet winch. It was misbehaving and needed stripping, washing in kerosene, regreasing and replacing all of the various pawls and springs. This took three hours plus several beers, before it was all put back together and began making happy little winch noises again. Meanwhile S/V Olla had shown up in the anchorage and we arranged to meet them for drinks and sunset viewing, followed by supper at Popao Island Resort. The dinghy trip back across the darkened anchorage was highlighted by hundreds of pale blue glowing globes suspended in the sea. These turned out to be jellyfish glowing with bioluminescence.
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Later that evening Brian was sitting on the foredeck and I pointed out the fireworks display of plankton with their flashing luminescence while I accidentally kicked over his glass of Glenfiddich.

October 8, 2004



Position S 18 41.4 W 174 01.7

We raised anchor and made an early departure for Neiafu. As we were motoring out, Annette was yelling at me from the bow and pointing, the depth sounder read 10 feet, the autopilot failed and S/V Freewind began calling me on the radio. We stopped and reversed the boat before we hit the coral head, switched the autopilot to standby and called Freewind. Then we maneuvered out of the anchorage and hand-steered back to Neiafu harbor to begin the check out procedure. I thought this would be easy, just a visit to Customs since we are not actually leaving Tonga yet. Wrong! I had to visit Immigration, harbor master to pay 14 Pa'angas - no clue what for - I just needed the receipt. Finally back to Customs. "We want to leave tomorrow morning". "You must pay overtime". "But it's Friday today". "You must pay overtime". "If I leave today, do I pay overtime?" "No". "Then I'm leaving today". This produced a scowl and a threat of dire consequences if we were found in Neiafu harbor that evening. Little chance of this, as we were heading for the Tongan feast / party that Freewind had called about, to be held at the adjacent anchorage.



We finally got our exit document and headed for an anchorage at S 18 41.4 W 174 01.7 off the Mala Island Resort. There were supposed to be hundreds of cruisers heading for the opening party at the Mala Island Resort, as well as rumors of politicians visiting from Nuku'alofa and possible rock star celebrities. Mick and Bianca maybe? We were told to get our meal tickets by 1700 hours and the feast would begin at 1900 hours. We did indeed arrive at 1700 hours and stood around drinking with about 40 total cruisers until we finally got to eat three hours later. No rock stars (as if we would recognize any of the current crop anyway!). There was a display of Tongan dancing from the sponsoring village but when rated with all of the shows we have seen on the passage, this was strictly amateur night. They might have looked better if they had shown a little more skin but the girls were swathed in the Tongan kitchen rug thing and reminded me of the "dance of the mushrooms" in Walt Disney's Fantasia.
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October 9, 2004



This morning I worked on resetting the autopilot parameters, which had somehow become "lost", while Annette pre-cooked meals for tomorrow's passage. We plan an early departure tomorrow. It is a 65 mile run to the next anchorage south - an anchorage I categorize as "acceptable" for our needs. We generally need to arrive at an unknown anchorage in good light, so we don't hit anything we shouldn't. If for some reason we can't find a place to anchor, or if sea and wind conditions don't allow our anchorage, we also need an alternative plan. With a boat speed of 6 knots for planning purposes, 65 miles becomes a long passage for just a "day sail".



Later that afternoon we snorkeled around the base of some rocks that did indeed have extensive coral growth and lots of fish. Annette handed Brian a sea cucumber she had scooped up from the bottom. It was gray / green, warty looking, about 5 inches in diameter and about 18 inches long. When brought unwillingly into the air, they begin to squirt jets of fluid from an indefinable end (they look the same at both ends) which produced a most gratifying effect on her brother-in-law. Next she grabbed my hand firmly to tow me over to look at something or other. I noticed a 3 foot long sea snake with black and white bands around it. Annette was totally unaware of it's existence and was heading straight for it, while I struggled to free myself from her grip. Have you any idea how hard it is to scream "SNAKE!!!" through a snorkel?

October 10, 2004



Position S 19 40.3 W 174 17.4 at 0520 hour

Raised anchor and headed out of the anchorage using GPS, Radar and binoculars in the pre-dawn darkness. We headed south, close hauled and sailing at 7.5 to 8 knots in moderate seas. The sun came out and it was a very pleasant sail with the wind barely exceeding 13 knots. We spotted a humpback whale well ahead of us and it passed down our starboard side at a distance of less than 100 yards. Still very exciting! Throughout the passage we could see a volcanic cone in the distance. It looked like it could be perhaps 10 miles away but the chart identified it as the island "Kao" at over 20 miles distance.



[image: img159.jpg]towing dugout canoes



The pre-supper snacking of junk food was temporarily interrupted when we discovered that Brian had been sleeping on the bag of potato chips all afternoon and had not improved their condition. Position off Ha'Ano Island at S 19 40.3 W 174 17.4.

October 11, 2004



This morning we visited the village just off our anchorage. Annette began her adventure by quizzing a local lad on the dock who was holding a roll of "tapa" cloth. "Is there a shop in the village where I can buy Tapa cloth?". "Probably". "Where would I find it?". "Don't know". "Don't you live here?". "No, my village is over there". Okaay........



We met another local man, whom we greeted and asked for directions for the store. He told us that the both of the stores were currently closed, because there had been a death at the village and everyone was going to the funeral. We wandered around the village and found a group of villagers slaughtering a large pig with a machete - presumably for the funeral wake. See the movie "Apocalypse Now" for an idea of the process. The village was pretty much deserted but we found a modern and recent sign announcing a "Garden Center", funded by the government of Australia and listing the benefits of the ecologically sensitive reintroduction of certain plant species. The sign stood in the middle of a weed patch that showed no obvious sign of human industry. Exploration of the beach produced some interesting shells but experimentation proved that all of the hermit crabs found were tone deaf.
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[image: img161.jpg]The funeral pig is to the right of the horse
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Later that evening we were invited to a dinner on S/V Freewind with fabulous steaks provided and cooked by Frank and Jan, plus hors d'oeuvres provided by Jack and Daphne from S/V Resolute. We brought "cruiser salad". This is salad made from whatever you have left. Annette was gratified to see several folks take seconds.



That night the wind increased and shifted to the south. The anchorage became rolly and we spent an uncomfortable night worrying that we might drag onto the reef. It was with some relief on our part, that the wind dropped in the early hours of the morning.

October 12, 2004



Position S 19 56.5 W 174 43.0

We raised anchor and set sail for Ha'afeva Island. The first 20 miles or so was a pleasant close reach and we passed under full sail through the middle of a group of four boats, that had anchored uncomfortably overnight at Ofolanga Island. They were now motoring directly into a headwind and the sight of their efforts reminded us that we would probably have to do the same for the last 10 miles of our approach. We spotted another humpback about 100 yards ahead which sounded and did not reappear. Our mid-morning snack produced a coupon from the potato chip bag (Brian didn't get this one) that stated we had won two free bottles of "Sprite". This good news was tempered by the expiration date of the coupon of March 31st, 2004. The expiration date was spotted just before I hauled DoodleBug back around to the east to redeem our prize!

In early afternoon, we anchored at S 19 56.5 W 174 43.0 off the village jetty and headed ashore for a walk. We passed a grove of fruit trees and finally got to view the giant fruit bats up close. They have a wing span like a buzzard (3 feet or so) and it was interesting to see them land awkwardly in the branches of a tree and then flop upside down to eat the fruit. We had some debate as to what type of fruit tree they were in - mango etc. My suggestion of a "Double 'A' Bat Tree" was dismissed.



We met the local schoolteacher who was hoeing a patch of ground to plant yams. All along the side of the road to the village were small plantations of bananas, taro, yams, sweet potatoes, cassava etc. We passed the cemetery and found the power station opposite. Again a fine sign stating that this was a joint project between the Governments of Tonga and Australia but funded entirely by the latter. I think that Tonga provided the toaster. There was no evidence that it was actually operating.That evening the weekly ferry arrived at the dock we were moored about 80 yards away from. I put on all of the deck lights to add to the anchor light and they missed us on docking.

October 13, 2004



Today we revisited the village on the "other" side of the island. We passed by the school to say "Hi" to the teacher we met yesterday and also found the village store. Here we replenished our vital supply of matches, which were becoming seriously depleted by our having a smoker on board. After lunch, Annette went shelling on the nearby beach, while Brian and I watched a movie on board and occasionally checked up on her with binoculars. She met a local man, whom she assumed was high on kava and who was looking for a ride off the island with a destination of "anywhere".



[image: img164.jpg]reef fish on the hand line



[image: img165.jpg]a really pretty blue fish
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Later, Annette caught a small fish on her hand lines set from the deck but felt sorry for it and tossed it back. In the evening we hosted an impromptu "International" dinner on board DoodleBug with the two other boats in the anchorage. We had eight guests - 3 Americans, 1 Brazilian, 1 English, 1 Irish and 2 Swiss. 6 of these folks were on the Brazilian flagged 36 foot S/V Pasargada and they all ate as though they hadn't had a real meal in weeks. Very gratifying for the chef.

October 14, 2004



There is a large high pressure system south of us and the winds have picked up considerably in strength. We decided to sail directly for Tongatapu, instead of making the two additional island visits we had planned. The next anchorage south on our original plan, would not be attractive in the current wind conditions. Because we have 90 some miles to run, we plan on leaving at 1600 hours and sailing overnight, to arrive at dawn in Tongatapu. We spent the morning preparing the boat, transferring diesel etc and Annette caught a bigger fish. This one became breakfast and she was regretting her charity of yesterday. We all shelled the beach, so we could fend off any kava intoxicated rapists and returned to DoodleBug to find yet a bigger fish attached to her fishing lines. (No rapists, sorry...). This one went in the fridge and we then raised anchor and set sail in winds in the 25 to 30 knot range. 15 minutes from the anchorage, the outhaul on the mainsail broke. This is the line I had replaced in Pago Pago and I suspected that the splice had given way, as I had whipped the joint with the heaviest cord I had and which was much lighter than the original whippings. We just furled the mainsail and turned around to reanchor in our original spot. Try again tomorrow.

October 15, 2004



Position S 21 02.7 W 175 15.7

This morning we replaced the outhaul, which had indeed failed as suspected. We decided that we would sail for Kelefesia Island, some 40 miles north of Tongatapu and overnight there, if approach conditions looked OK. We raised anchor at 0945 hours and set off on a cloudy day with 25 knots of wind. We were close reaching on reefed genoa and reefed mizzen at 7 to 8 knots, in 6 foot seas and were making good progress. I was not looking forwards to the last 12 miles into Kelefesia, since we would have to motor sail directly into the wind and waves. Nevertheless we made our turn and began to plunge through the seas, with the engine throttled way up so we could make some progress. We were taking a lot of water over the bows and occasionally would ship "green" water. After about 30 minutes of this torture and with another hour and a half to go, I heard S/V Freewind on the VHF talking to S/V Resolute. Freewind was already anchored at Kelefesia and was telling Resolute that the anchorage was too small for another vessel and that their proximity to the reef was so uncomfortable, they were considering leaving. On hearing this we heaved to, to reconsider our possibilities.
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Kelefesia was no longer an option and our choice was to continue to heave to where we were, or to head south to Tongatapu. We knew it would be dark when we would arrive, so again, we would heave to in the lee of the west coast of Tongatapu until dawn. Back under sail again we headed south, sailing easily with reefed genoa and mizzen. The sun was shining and the motion much easier, as we were almost beam reaching. As we sailed, I examined the possible anchorages on the west side of Tongatapu. We received a call on the radio from Frank on Freewind asking what our sail plan was. I told Frank we were using genoa and mizzen and he radioed back that he could see us on the horizon as he had now exited Kelefesia with the same destination as us. I found an anchorage off Atata Island, that the sailing guide claimed was possible to arrive at night - with "due care". The electronic chart showed leading lights to guide us through the entrance reef and the anchorage would be just over a mile from this. Doable! I passed this on to Frank and increased sail, as we now were going to attempt to anchor instead of bobbing up and down "heaved to" all night.



At 2100 hours we arrived off the reef pass entrance. There were lights everywhere but no leading lights whatsoever. We messed around checking bearings etc. and finally heaved to. Frank was now approaching in Freewind and asked me to turn my masthead light on and off so that he could identify us amongst all of the lights around. Some of these lights were strobes on FAD's (Fish Accumulation Devices). We don't really know what a FAD is but anything you put a flashing light on in deep water is generally a bad thing to hit. Frank announced he could now see us and another voice joined the conversation from S/V Vagabond Blues. They had also identified us and were anchored at our desired destination. They indicated their location by flashing a spotlight in our direction across the reef. They also gave us a navigation waypoint for the reef entrance with a bearing for entry. I plotted this on the chart and found it very close to my own waypoint for reef entrance. The bearing provided was slightly different but still very close. The seas were much calmer in the lee of the reef, so we decided to attempt the reef entrance. Freewind generously suggested we that we "go first" and we began to motor in towards land, with Annette and Brian on the bow with flashlights. This kept them entertained and out of mischief but with flashlights pointing in every direction, I was pretty much blind at the steering. As we approached the entrance, I was monitoring the depth, position on the chart etc. and trying to watch everything at once. The chart showed that we were drifting off track, which I presumed was due to current and adjusted course accordingly. This was definitely a high adrenalin affair. Brian announced that Frank was following us on Freewind. When we were inside the pass, I needed to turn at 90 degrees to port and when I glanced over, there was another vessel about 30 feet away and running alongside us. "That can't be Frank". "Yes it is". "Put a light on him". "That's not Frank". "Yes it's Frank". I slammed the engine into reverse and the fishing boat that had followed us through the reef passage surged ahead. I don't believe he had any navigation aboard and on a moonless night, without working navigation beacons, had decided to use us as a guide. We turned towards the anchorage and finally dropped our hook. There must have been a lot of current through the anchorage which was causing much confusion as we were edging in slowly to avoid hitting the unseen nearby reef. Frank arrived shortly afterwards swearing he will "Never! Never! Never! do anything like that again". We toasted each other with a beer and then repeated the procedure with another. Supper. Bed. We anchored at S 21 02.7 W 175 15.7.
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October 16, 2004



Position S 21 07.5 W 175 09.7

0930 hours we raised anchor and motor sailed around the island of Atata towards the capital of Tonga at Nuku'alofa. As we moved out of the shelter of Atata, we found the wind was still blowing at over 25 knots and the sea was quite shallow - on the order of 40 feet. This produced a nasty short chop sending sheets of water over the bows. We headed for Pangai Motu Island and anchored just off the beach across from "Mama's Bar and Grill" with a large sign outside declaring "Yacht Club". The water off the bar was calm and we dinghied over to sample the "fish and chips" and beer. By afternoon Brian convinced us that we needed exercise, so we returned to the bar and circumnavigated the island walking on the beach. This took about 30 minutes to return to our starting point at the same bar, including stops to examine shells etc. On our walk we were accompanied by the three dogs from the bar. This appeared to be a regular event for them and they dutifully stayed quite close to us until they had completed their escort duties.



[image: img170.jpg]anchored off Pangai motu

October 17, 2004



Sunday in Nuku'alofa. Everything was closed. We took the water taxi from the Pangai Motu Resort to "town" - about a 10 minute ride. We found the International Dateline Hotel open for lunch. We were the only customers. We then found a gourmet bakery open and bought lots of bread. There was plenty of time to kill before the next shuttle back to Pangai Motu and we found another hotel bar open. Again we were the only customers. Tonga really shuts down on Sunday. That evening we hosted a dinner on DoodleBug for the crews of "Freewind", "Resolute" and "Vagabond Blues". Dinners at this end of the trip are more common as everyone tries to clean out their freezer before hitting New Zealand. Nevertheless a great time was had by all, analyzing the Friday night reef passage etc. and of course Brian is now an experienced sailor and can participate fully in the so called technical sailing conversations.....
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October 18, 2004



Heavy day. Customs for check in. Then over to the New Zealand High Commission to apply for visas. The clerical staff were all Tongans and worked at full "bureaucrat watching paint drying mode". The guide books warn you that if you show impatience, they are a non-confrontational society and they just get slower. 



We sent Brian to meet us at the Internet cafe. This was fortunate as it took an hour and a half to file our visa applications. The Internet cafe was "meeting point central" for most of the sailors in the area, so he was well entertained by the cruisers he knew there. In the afternoon I went off to get a permit to purchase duty free diesel and then over to the BP depot to order the fuel brought to the dock on the morrow. I hitch hiked back to town and got a ride from a Tongan police officer. Brian and Annette went to the Tongan cultural center for an afternoon of Tongan culture demonstrations. They were shown weaving, coconut milk preparation, Tongan dances with a troupe of about 20 dancers in full costume. They got to drink kava (a local mildly narcotic drink) and had a really great time. They were the only attendees.
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[image: img176.jpg]Annette tries her hand at weaving



October 19, 2004



The great diesel fill up day! About a half dozen boats were to jockey for position at the crowded dock in Nuku'alofa. We had enough jerry jugs so we shipped our jugs to the dock in the Pangai Motu Resort shuttle and left DoodleBug at anchor. By the time everyone had fuelled up it was afternoon. We missed the afternoon shuttle and drove our dinghy over the mile or so to the Nuku'alofa dock with Brian and his luggage. He flies home today! We are so sorry to see him go. We have had such a great visit. Freewind and Resolute want to see Brian before his departure to say goodbye and everyone meets back at the Internet cafe "Friends". Annette and I went back to the New Zealand High Commission to get our passports. It took over an hour and Annette's visa was granted and then withdrawn, as she had no free pages left in her passport! She will have to sort this out upon arrival in Opua.



[image: img177.jpg]Brian heading home

October 20, 2004



Back to the bureaucratic dance. Today we will "check out" of Tonga. This entails a visit to the Harbor Master's to pay fees for the zero services received - no working navigation lights; no trash disposal facilities etc. Then a trip to Immigration for passport stamping. Back to Customs for an exit document. We had missed the shuttle back to Pangai Motu so we hitched a ride with a local boat moving seaweed to a fertilizer processing plant. If we get an "all clear" on the weather will leave tomorrow morning for Opua in the Bay islands area of New Zealand. There is a low forming out there and we don't yet know how it will affect us.



[image: img178.jpg]We bum a ride with the seaweed boat

New Zealand



October 21, 2004



0800 hours we raised anchor and motor sailed over to West Atata Island. We anchored there as it is a convenient jumping off point for the New Zealand run. We had boat chores, such as stowing the dinghy etc. and while at this anchorage, we received a "custom" weather forecast from a commercial weather service giving us the go ahead to leave for NZ. We cleared the reef entrance at 1145 hours and set sail for Opua, New Zealand.
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The wind was quite high and stayed in the 24 to 30 knot range all day with occasional rain showers and high choppy seas. Naturally we were closereaching, which is our most uncomfortable point of sail. "Commanders Weather" had recommended that we head out more to the southwest than the direct or "rhumb" line, which is what we did. The conditions remained pretty uncomfortable all night with DoodleBug reefed down to about a third of the Genoa plus two thirds of the mizzen with no mainsail set and still sailing at 8 knots plus.

October 22, 2004



Position S 22 10.1 W 177 44.9 at 0630 hours

...having run 154 miles in the past 18 and a half hours. This is good progress. The wind is now off the beam at 21 knots or so. We are hoping for a better ride than yesterday but so far little sign of it with steep confused seas following the wind shift we have experienced. New Zealand here we come!

October 23, 2004



Position S 24 17.7 W 179 50.4 at 0700 hours

0700 hours (local time). We are 340 miles from Tongatapu with 800 miles or so to go. We are beam reaching at over 8 knots and have been maintaining this for some time. Annette is still queasy but is much better than when we started. The weather has been cloudy with just a little rain every now and then. This weather pattern is supposed to change with a cold front on Monday / Tuesday next. We are making "westing" in anticipation of the wind shift.

Nothing much to report - no ships, whales etc. seen. The big happening last night was when a largish flying fish (8 inches or so) plopped into the cockpit next to me. We took his photograph and chucked him back over the side. If he was bigger or had a brother, we might have dug out the frying pan.
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October 24, 2004



Position S 26 13.5 E 178 14.2 at 0340 hours

0340 hours local time puts us at S 26 deg 13.5 E 178 deg 14.2, approximately 600 miles north of New Zealand. She did it again! I was going to write about the thrill of seeing the longitude go from "West" to "East" when we crossed the dateline but Annette has eclipsed this again. She was messing around in the galley just after noon yesterday, when a freak wave caught us on the beam. DoodleBug heaved and Annette was not holding on to anything, as she had her hands full. She went flying across the cabin and landed on the corner of the nav station. She has probably broken a couple of ribs. Right now she is wedged into the pilot berth with all of the pillows aboard to stop her moving. Yesterday I was filling her up with prescription painkillers but this morning she is considerably better although she still needs help to sit up.



[image: img181.jpg]Annette in the pilot berth with pillows jammed in on both sides



Right after the accident, I called the US Coast Guard on the satellite phone. They in turn patched me through to Pacific Command somewhere and they patched me through to New Zealand Rescue. I just wanted to talk to a medic about what symptoms of complications to look for etc. but they do get wound up. When I explained we didn't need a helicopter yet, the "life flight" guy sounded positively disappointed. Frankly the idea of trying to get someone with cracked ribs into a helicopter - in the type of seas we were experiencing then - is my idea of a nightmare.



We are about 9 hours ahead of our schedule due to the first couple of days of high winds, when we covered around 185 miles per day. Now the winds have dropped and I have asked "Commander's Weather" - the commercial service we are using, for an update on the expected cold front for Monday. If we can hold our present speed, we are just over three days out from Opua. We are ALL fine here on DoodleBug and are looking forwards to dry land.

October 25, 2004



Position S 29 9.0 E 176 48.5 at 0710 hours

0710 hours local time. Position is S 29 09.0 E 176 48.5. Yesterday morning I sent Commander's Weather a request for an updated weather forecast. They responded instantly and we changed course for a direct ("rhumb line") approach to Opua, New Zealand. Right now we have 394 miles to go. If the weather cooperates and we hold the same speed, we should arrive Wednesday evening. I will probably make a night entrance to the harbor as there will be a two thirds moon and no question about the quality or maintenance status of New Zealand navigation markers.

Annette is fine but must be bored, wedged into a bunk all day long. She needs help getting in and out of the bunk but when she is vertical, she can move around OK. No dancing though.



We have been moving through a high pressure weather system, so the winds dropped early yesterday morning and we went to engine. This is less satisfactory than sailing, because we generally go faster when under sail. The waves still "remember" the wind that had been blowing and it was sloppy all day long. This morning we have passed through to the other side of the high, so the winds hare now blowing from the west. The revised forecast has a cold front passing over us tomorrow night, with possible thunderstorms and squalls etc. After that it will be light winds into Opua - probably motoring again.



[image: img182.jpg]sunset to starboard  heading south

October 26, 2004



Position S 31 46.1 E 175 41.7 at 0615 hours

There has been little wind on this side of the high pressure system we have crossed and we have continued to motor sail. I had problems with the starboard navigation light on the bow and had changed the bulb in the middle of the night without fixing the problem. Yesterday morning I went forwards, with a safety line on and clutching a handful of tools, to investigate the problem. The bulb fitting was choked with corrosion and one of the terminals had rotted off the bulb fitting completely. I dismantled it and hauled the whole mess back to the cockpit, to clean it all up. I finally managed to solder a piece of wire onto the corroded stub of the fitting. It was all put back together and should hold for....maybe a week. Long enough to buy a replacement in Whangarei!



Annette had had a slow morning, with some nausea and pain but in the afternoon got up to supervise the fixing of a "decent" meal. "Together" we fixed sweet and sour chicken over rice. I got to boil the water and stuff for the rice!! Actually she made me cut raw chicken into little slices and you know how much I hate messing with that slimy stuff. Fortunately all of the other components came out of cans and I am first rate with a can opener. It was good. I had seconds.

At around 1800 hours I spotted a sail on the horizon. We were under full sail in about 8 knots of wind plus engine, so we came up fast on "S/V Jabberwocky" (you know - "twas brillig and the slithy toves did gyre and gimble in the wabe... etc"). I altered course to pass close by and yelled "hello" at the sole occupant in the cockpit. He waved back and Jaberwocky soon disappeared from view over our stern. What really impressed me was that they never once showed up on our radar - at any setting of range or gain. Disturbing.



[image: img183.jpg]

Passing S/V Jabberwocky



Around 1930 hours we received a call on the sat phone from New Zealand Rescue. We gave them our position, heading, speed etc. and we gave them an e.t.a. of Wednesday evening for our arrival in Opua. They asked for another update this morning and said they have arranged for an ambulance to meet us at the wharf. Annette wants me to take pictures.......

October 27, 2004



Position S 34 23.0 E 174 29.0 at 0640 hours

0640 hours local time. We are about 60 miles from the wharf in Opua and should arrive in about another eight and a half hours.



First, Annette is feeling much better this morning and is moving around a lot more freely. 

Yesterday morning I performed a "speed run" on the engine by going to full throttle. The maximum engine speed is supposed to be 3,500 RPM, as it is a turbo-charged diesel. The maximum I could achieve was 2100 RPM and simple testing indicated that the on-engine fuel filter needed replacing. This was last done 179 engine hours ago. The on-engine filter is supposed to be an "every year or so" service item, as there is a large "Racor" filter between it and the tank. Gives you some idea of the fuel quality in these small remote islands. I swapped out the filter in about 15 minutes and we were underway again, with a new "maximum" or 3050 RPM. Much better. An hour or so later, we were contacted by "New Zealand Airforce Orion" on the VHF radio. We chatted to them and then they did a low altitude pass by DoodleBug. A huge four engined military turboprop. I wish they had warned us, so we could have taken a picture!



[image: img184.jpg]DoodleBug motoring. Picture taken by NZ Airforce Orion
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The wind had dropped by mid morning yesterday and was in the 1 to 5 knot range until this morning. The sea was unrippled and oily looking, with big long period swells. Just about the time we felt we were completely alone in the world, Annette spotted a very large black fin, about a hundred feet away. It followed parallel to us for a way and then turned towards us and sank. Just like in "that" movie. Because it was so large and thick in section, we believe it must have been an Orca.



At 1800 hours I downloaded a 9 hour old weather forecast from the commercial service I had been using, recommending that I change course to the west immediately, to avoid strong contrary winds. I did make a course change but spent the next hour or so downloading other updated forecasts and talking to the New Zealand Rescue folks. I decided that the contrary winds we might see, would not exceed 10 knots and we would just "drive" through them with the engine, on a direct course to Opua. Then I panicked and began to wonder how much diesel I had in the main tank for a possible high throttle run with waves. I finished up refueling the main tank from the fifty gallons I was carrying in the stern locker in jerry jugs. This was accomplished in the dark on a pitching deck at 2100 hours. Made for a long day!



[image: img187.jpg]reefed and close hauled
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This morning I can see bits of New Zealand amongst the clouds on the horizon.

October 28, 2004



Position S 35 18.8 E 174 07.3 Opua Marina, New Zealand!



We arrived yesterday at 1500 hours local time, after a memorable run of 6 days and 3 hours. I had rigged a pole over the side with my first mooring line attached and the Customs officer was able to grab it from the dock and tie on. We were in! We had the marina make a doctor's appointment for Annette, while I filled out a "new" Custom's form - that contained exactly the same information as the older version I had already filled out. The rejection of my form was accompanied by references to museum version etc....Annette was lowered over the side and walked (slowly) over to the marina office, to be met by a shuttle to the nearby town. Annette's shuttle dropped her off at the doctor's office and she was examined almost immediately. She has two broken ribs plus deep bruising, torn cartilage etc. The doctor told her it will be six weeks before she is healed, that it will hurt a lot and she should "get up and go to the loo, if someone starts telling a good joke".



[image: img189.jpg]At the dock at Opua



Meanwhile back at DoodleBug, the Immigration and Customs officers had left and the Agriculture officer was going through the fridges, freezers and food lockers and examining all, item by item. He was a very pleasant man and left after about an hour with three filled garbage bags, only one of which was DoodleBug's trash bag. The other two bags contained food items that "might" provide an infection risk to New Zealand's agriculture based economy. It was a good thing Annette didn't have to watch her big jar of Orville Redenbacher popcorn being confiscated. When he departed, I made a trip to the marina office and all agreed that we would spend the night at the quarantine dock before moving into the marina proper, tomorrow. I was just beginning to check the mooring lines and put stuff away, when Annette returned. (Notice we did make her take the bus !...well...shuttle). We closed up the boat and headed down the dock to a nearby restaurant for a truly great meal. DoodleBug is in New Zealand!!!!!

October 29, 2004



The marina people here have been fantastic. I was puzzled at first on how everyone seemed to know everything about us and Annette's accident, before we even arrived. It appears that daughter Helen had already contacted the marina, while we were still out at sea and had copied to them excepts from our website "diary" and had requested information on local hospitals and medical facilities etc. What a sweetie!



About all we managed to do yesterday was to ride a shuttle to the local town to use an ATM machine and waddle over to a restaurant for a fine lunch on the waterfront. We lazed around in the afternoon and later headed back our restaurant of first landfall for another fine meal. We have six days of calorie intake to make up!



[image: img190.jpg]Opus waterfront
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[image: img192.jpg]New Mexico flag at the yacht club



Today we rented wheels and drove an hour or so into the nearby port of Whangarei. New Zealand is such a pretty country. The drive was in light traffic on a tree-lined two lane road, that wound around and over low hills. The land was divided into a series of small farms - just as in the movie "Babe". Very clean, very neat. Everyone we have met here seems friendly and "laid back". It does remind me a lot of small town American mid-west but green with trees and water.

Whangarei is a funky little place, population about 45,000. There is a "turning basin" that provides a focal point for a tourist center, with scores of restaurants, gift shops, art galleries etc and marinas on both sides of the river. We headed over to Riverside Drive Marina to meet and talk with the owner. Our intent is to sail DoodleBug here early next week. We will then spend several days cleaning the boat and preparing her for storage. We then plan to fly to Los Angeles and the marina folks will later use a "travel lift" to lift DoodleBug out of the water and store her on the "hard" for the next 4 to 5 months. We expect to be back in Santa Fe around the 16th. November.



Annette's ribs are still providing her with plenty of discomfort but a couple of hours of shopping in Whangarei seemed to perk her up far more than any mere painkiller.

October 30, 2004 Thru November 1, 2004



A slow week-end in Opua. I searched the internet for a "hack" to convert our DVD player to multi-region, so we could rent from the local video store. S/V Freewind arrived and we headed into the local village to eat at a restaurant called "Just Seafood". Fabulous food. On Sunday, I changed the engine and transmission oil and we checked the weather for the morning. The wind angle did not look too good for a southeast sail down the coast, so we decided to delay our departure for another day.

November 2, 2004



Position S 35 36.6 E 174 31.6

0710 hours we slipped out of the marina and headed out to sea again. There was a single yacht heading in and I guessed correctly that it was S/V Resolute with Jack and Daphne aboard, just arriving from Tonga. We hailed them on the radio and yelled greetings at them as we passed. The drive out across the bay was directly into the winds and a wretched short chop. Lots of spray and banging. As we exited the bay and turned to the southeast we were able to raise the sails and the ride settled down considerably. Annette did not enjoy the motion with her sore ribs that were just getting used to being on land. At 1400 hours we turned back to the southwest to enter Tutukaka harbor. The harbor entrance was extremely narrow with high cliffs and lots of mean looking rocks with breakers. It took an act of faith to trust the range markers which were alleged to bring us to safety. A high adrenalin run brought us into the marina at S 35 36.6 E 174 31.6. A very pleasant location - quiet, laid back with a calm marina surrounded by hills on all sides.



[image: img193.jpg]S/V Resolute arrives as we leave
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[image: img196.jpg]the narrow entrance to Tutukaka marina



[image: img197.jpg]Tutukaka marina
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November 3, 2004



Position S 35 43.7 E 174 20.0

0720 hours local time, we slipped out of Tutukaka marina and headed out between the ferocious rocks guarding the bay entrance, back into the Pacific. We sailed south for a while and then turned back towards the west into the estuary of Whangarei harbor. At 1250 hours, we were tied up at the dock at Riverside Drive Marina. We have sailed about 12,000 miles to get here. The next time we will venture out onto the briny will be next April or May. Meanwhile, we have champagne chilling in the refrigerator. Although from the date you may think we know the results of the election, we are across the dateline remember! You are voting today and whoever wins, we will toast the new President and wish him (and us) luck.



[image: img199.jpg]approaching Whangarei

November 4, 2004 thru November 16, 2004



We spent most of the week in Whangerei in a flurry of "preparing DoodleBug for storage". She is to be lifted onto the "hard", where she will remain until May of 2005 - throughout the Southern Hemisphere cyclone season. We have "pickled" our watermaker, cleaned the bilges (yuk), removed and stowed various sails and have somehow packed all of our electronic and computer junk into two large bags. Each bag was close to the airline weight limit of 32 kilos and we have hardly bothered to take any clothes with us! We then flew to Los Angeles and the US Customs let us back into the USA, without a second glance at our declaration.



In Los Angeles we had a very pleasant visit with our youngest daughter, Marian and with some friends who are also Santa Fe neighbors. We finally arrived home in Santa Fe to a house with no heat and a temperature of 48 degrees Fahrenheit. The furnace had somehow developed a fault. I dug around and found a voltage meter plus screwdriver and tracked the fault to a high temperature sensor. This I was fortunately able to reset. Now it will only take 48 hours for the house to come back up to a livable temperature! This is the first time we have felt cold in nearly a year.



We have really enjoyed the past 11 months of sailing, with all of the exotic places we have visited and the new friends we have made. We are also enjoying our own bed - which does not move, food of known origin and the quiet of the mountains. For the next 5 or 6 months, we will trade the risks and perils of reefs, storms, pirates and bad food for the New Mexico perils of drunk drivers and disgruntled democrats. We do not expect to put to sea again until late May or early June of 2005, probably bound for Fiji. The democrats will have to wait another four years.



Other Books by this Author



Book I 2004 Florida to Marquesas



Book II 2004 Society Islands to Cook Islands



Book III 2004 Samoa to New Zealand



Book IV 2005 New Zealand to Fiji



Book V 2005 Vanuatu to Australia



Book VI 2006 Australia, Bundaberg to Darwin



Book VII 2006 Australia, Darwin to Christmas Island



Book VIII 2006 Cocos keeling to Maldives



Book IX 2006 Oman to Eritrea



Book X 2007 Egypt



Book XI 2007 Egypt to Israel



Book XII 2007 Cyprus to Turkey



Book XIII 2008 Turkey to Greece



Book XIV 2008 Malta to Italy



Book XV 2008 Corsica to Canary Islands



Book XVI 2008/9 Canary Islands to Martinique



Book XVII 2009 Dominica to Puerto Rico



Book XVIII 2009 Turks and Caicos to Florida
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