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Diary of a Circumnavigation

Book VII

by

Edmund J. Steele


Australia - Uluru Road Trip



August 10, 2006



The crew of DoodleBug arrived in Darwin last Friday and have been in Australia for the past week.



[image: img1.jpg]standing in line at the Qantas check-in counter



We have replaced the VHF radio that was fried by a near miss lightning strike off Thursday Island a few months ago, replaced the Genoa that was torn when we were sailing off Cooktown, sent the life raft away to be serviced and generally fixed a scad of minor stuff. We are now ready to provision for the Indian Ocean crossing but before we seriously begin this process, we have a little touristing to take care of. Yesterday morning (Thursday) we visited the Darwin WW II Oil storage tunnels. Here is the history lesson:



In 1911, Winston Churchill became First Lord of the Admiralty, which is the top position in the British navy. Germany had begun an arms race with Britain and Churchill made the decision to upgrade British battle ships then under construction, from 13.5 inch guns to 15 inch guns. By having 8 of 15 inch guns in four turrets, versus the then current policy of 10 of 13.5 inch guns in five turrets, the battleships would be more powerful and the space saved by the fifth turret could be used for an additional boiler (they were all steam driven). The ships could be therefore be made to go faster. The catch was that this would only work if they switched the fuel from coal to oil and this is exactly what they did. In 1922, three years after the war ended, it was decided to put an oil storage facility in Darwin to supplement the one in Singapore. This was just to supply fuel for the British fleet. Eleven storage tanks were built and as they were a naval facility, naturally they were painted white. This was a great color to spot from the air and greatly helped the Japanese airmen to bomb them in February of 1942. Pearl harbor had been attacked the previous December and the same Japanese task force that had accomplished this mission was now heading for Darwin. Australia had declared war on Japan and had even begun air patrols looking for the Japanese fleet - in fact the Catalina flying boat sent out on this mission was the first casualty in the Japanese attack. It seems amazing to us who did not live through these times, that Darwin was nevertheless caught unawares and the subsequent attack became the "Australian Pearl Harbor".



[image: img2.jpg]inside the storage tunnel. You can see the tunnel is lined with riveted steel plates
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Poster of Darwin during WW II



The bulk of the oil storage was destroyed and the government began a project to construct underground oil storage in a series of huge tunnels. They were completed at vast effort and expense, right after the war ended and were never used for fuel oil. In the 1950s, a private company contracted to use two of the tunnels to store aviation jet fuel. The tunnels leaked spring water into the fuel storage at such a rate, that this project was soon abandoned. Now the tunnels make an interesting tourist attraction and a reminder of the role that Darwin played in WW II. The subway sized tunnels were dug by hand, lined with hand-mixed concrete and then further lined with steel plate. The latter is rusting through and perforated in many places, particularly where ground water is penetrating. We were able to walk the length of these marvels of construction and view the collection of WW II photographs on the walls.



Our next stop was the Aviation Heritage center that continued our education of wartime Darwin. The center had great aircraft displays ranging from the earliest days of flight until modern times. The center stage of the exhibit was taken up with a monstrous B-52 bomber, one of only two on exhibit outside of the United States. Annette loves aircraft museums and fondly remembers watching the B-52s taking off at night from the island of Guam. She lived there for several of her teenage years. Although the huge B-52s were built as strategic nuclear bombers, they were used for the conventional bombing of North Vietnam in the 1960s.
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[image: img5.jpg]The wing of a B-52 bomber in the Darwin Air Museum



After sating our senses with the tools of human destruction, we headed back to DoodleBug and watched a "White Breasted Sea Eagle" (beak to tail 30 inches) carrying away a struggling fruit bat (big) in its talons. Really cool to watch, although not so cool for the bat.



August 11, 2006



Friday was a work day when Ed serviced the diesel generator, the anchor windlass and the banks of batteries, while Annette took the rental car and driving mostly on the left, made a provisioning run into downtown Darwin. This is an important task, as on this trip segment we are provisioning for an assumed cruise of five months. We will not be at sea continuously for five months of course but our possible land-falls will be problematic for any re-supply. For example, it is much easier to drive a rental car from a modern supermarket in Darwin to the marina and then wheel a cart load of groceries up to a DoodleBug that is moored alongside the dock, than it would be to haul groceries across a muddy beach to a dinghy. You can buy staples such as flour, beans and rice just about anywhere on the planet but we have found that a diet of preserved foods leaves our taste buds screaming for variety. Annette has stocked up on such items as anchovy paste to enhance sauces and salad dressing, canned hatch chili's from New Mexico to juice up the Tex-Mex and liquid smoke to add zest to marinades. It is notoriously difficult to operate a charcoal barbeque in a heavy sea and pan-frying on a gimbaled stovetop has to substitute. We have now accomplished about a third of the provisioning and will load the fresh produce in the last days before we take off.



[image: img6.jpg]DoodleBugs kitchen is loaded up with groceries.



August 12,2006



Today we visited the Darwin Museum and Art gallery. The museum was fun and had an exhibit of cyclone "Tracy" which stuck Darwin in 1975. The pictures and video of the devastation were impressive. The museum had also rigged before and after rooms with period furniture and debris respectively and had also rigged a blackened cellar with sound effects to reproduce the experience of the survivors huddled in their basements. I found myself thinking that it would have been better to be in that cellar than out at sea.



The art gallery had permanent exhibits of Aboriginal art as well as an exhibit of an annual national competition of Aboriginal and Torres Strait Islander art. Several of these pieces are for sale and I was glad to get Annette out of there before she felt the urge to add to her collection. Instead we toured around Darwin to seek out and replace a few odd boat spares that were used during the previous days servicing jobs. I bought Annette a "choke chicken" that she had been admiring. It is perhaps 12 inches tall and when placed on a flat surface does the "Chicken Dance" along with a shuffle and flapping of wings. If it is picked up by the neck, it produces loud squawking and choking sounds. Very entertaining. On Darwin TV we had watched as one of these chickens performed in the Australian Parliament during Prime Minister John Howard's speech. Just like Queen Victoria, he was not amused.



August 13,2006



Today we visited Crocodylus Park just west of Darwin. We arrived just before crocodile feeding time and stood around in the heat of the day, looking at a large pond surrounded by a wire fence. On the banks of the pond were hundreds of crocodiles in the 10 foot range. The crocs all looked as though they were made of weathered rubber and badly made at that. Perhaps the pond had been decorated with rubber crocs for the tourists? Nothing stirred except the onlookers. When the park guide came walking up the pathway carrying a galvanized bucket, the scene changed in a flash. The" rubber" crocs sprang to life and thrashed into the water, heading for the dock where we stood. The guide fed them pieces of raw chicken that were suspended in the air over the pond and the few crocs that had remained in the pond, launched themselves vertically from the water to take the chicken from the wire. The balance of the crocs had by now waddled ashore and stood patiently below the platform where the guide was standing. Just before our visit to the feeding exhibit, we had spent a few minutes killing time in the adjacent museum. From the anatomical display, we had been amazed at how small the brain is in these ancient reptiles. We now listened as the guide explained that most of their behavior was reflexive. The crocs snapped instantly to a piece of thrown chicken and devoured it but if a piece of chicken landed away from their immediate range and stopped rolling i.e. stopped moving, they would ignore it. The croc feeding was very educational and we decided to continue to avoid becoming a participant in the process. We moved on to the rest of the park and for the first time in our Australian visits, we found an exhibit of Cassowaries. These are large flightless birds like emus, with a strange dull yellow protuberance (casque) on their head and a bright red and blue wattle with blue feathers around the neck. They are reputed to be very aggressive and dangerous towards hikers when approached in the wild. However, the pair we saw just glared at us from behind a wire fence. The small zoo was fun to visit and as we were leaving, the croc feeding guide was near the exit holding a pair of young crocs. We each got to hold a "baby" croc. The last time Annette tried this, there was blood everywhere. This attempt was much more successful, as these crocodiles had their jaws banded shut.



[image: img7.jpg]The crocodiles gather
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One launches itself out of the water after a chicken carcass on a wire
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This croc lunges at a swung ball on a rope



[image: img11.jpg]He has it and wont let go.



[image: img12.jpg].....all cozy and snuggled up together



[image: img13.jpg]Cassowary. These odd looking birds are reputed to be quite dangerous
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[image: img15.jpg]Annette holds a crocodile. Note that his jaws are safely banded shut



That evening we had been invited to a barbeque at the home of Chris and Marie. Marie is the sister of Houston friend John Stein. We had found a graying, weathered piece of computer printout on board DoodleBug last week and had deciphered a note from John to his sister, mentioning our visit to Darwin. Chris and Marie had found DoodleBug at the marina dock, just after we had left in May and had left a note. We had a great evening sitting in their back yard, eating delicious barbeque and listening to the chatter of the fruit bats in the nearby trees. The abundant evidence of bat droppings all over the ground was sufficient reminder to carefully monitor our plates before eating.



August 15, 2006



We spent yesterday doing boat chores and this morning headed out of town to Kakadu National park. The first stop was on the Adelaide River near Fogg dam. We drove on a dirt road through the blackened stubble of the burning of former rice paddocks. Our destination was a tour of the Adelaide river with "Jumping Crocodiles". Tom, our tour guide motored out into the swift current of this tidal river in a small flat bottomed aluminum boat, while we scanned the water and banks for saltwater crocodiles. We did not have long to wait. These huge predators swam directly out to the side of our boat and waited patiently, while Tom attached a chunk of raw buffalo meat to a heavy wire attached to a wooden pole. The crocs then launched themselves vertically to take the proffered meat and were 4 or 5 feet out of the water when their jaws snapped shut. This exhibition was repeated several times, while the crocs were close enough that we could have reached out an arm and touched them - that is if we hadn't already witnessed how fast they could move.



[image: img16.jpg]Close enough to touch!



[image: img17.jpg]

Jumping for bait. This is a wild croc in the river and the picture was taken from an open skiff using a camera without telephoto lens



We learned that the Adelaide river is home to about 5,000 "salties" of which perhaps two thirds are female. The crocs fight each other and inflict terrible wounds on each other. They also have remarkable powers of recovery as were evidenced by the deep scars on several of the crocodiles we saw. The river is also home to such birds as white breasted eagles, whistling kites and rainbow bee eaters. Tom placed small pieces of buffalo meat on a wooden platter, that was then floated clear of the boat. The kites swooped in rapid succession and within seconds the platter was emptied. The birds were such skilful fliers that both the kites and eagles were able to catch thrown morsels of meat in their talons, while in flight. Tom explained that the dam and abandoned jetty were all part of an elaborate commercial attempt to grow rice along the river. The rice attracted vast numbers of Magpie geese, that devoured the crops. The rice growers hired hunters to kill the geese but they were such voracious eaters, they supposedly ignored the hail of bullets thinning their ranks and just kept eating. In the end the rice growers were defeated and abandoned the enterprise. I was amused to hear this story, as a few days ago, I had looked at an exhibit of magpie geese at the Darwin museum. The legend ran that they used to exist in thousands in the Darwin area but their numbers had suddenly declined for some unknown reason. Now why do you suppose that happened?



[image: img18.jpg]Cutting bait



[image: img19.jpg]The Whistling Kites swoop down on the baited raft



After we returned to the dock there was a line for the ladies toilet and Annette said she wanted to use the boy's facilities. I told her that they were not occupied but that she could not use them. Unlike the ladies potty that had a toilet bowl and hand basin, the boy's facilities were a real outback affair - a length of angle iron nailed to the wall with the lower end hanging over the river!



The highway to Kakadu was almost devoid of traffic with the exception of "road trains". These are trucks pulling four trailers behind the tractor and are still an amazing sight to us, even though we had seen similar "trains" in the outback west of Bundaberg. We stopped at famous "Bark Hut Inn" for the worst sandwich in Australia and then continued east into the park At the park entrance there were two rangers conducting a survey of tourists. They asked the usual questions but in turn Annette told them that she too had a question. She then demanded to know who thought of the idea of putting cheese and carrots in a fish sandwich? We moved on before my spouse provoked an international incident.
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The termite mound is the one on the left



[image: img21.jpg]Pandanus trees with scattered termite mounds



One interesting sight on the highway were the huge termite mounds that towered between the trees reaching 12 feet or more in height. We also passed through plantations of Pandanus trees with smaller termite mounds, two or three feet high scattered amongst the trees. This combination looked like it could have easily belonged on an alien planet. A wonderful drive.



August 16, 2006



[image: img22.jpg]Kangaroo wandering through the hotel grounds



We spent last night at the Aurora Lodge on the South Alligator River and awoke in the morning to find a kangaroo grazing just outside the cabin door. Annette chased it all over the hotel grounds, until it finally stopped long enough for her to take it's picture. We now needed breakfast but this was a huge disappointment. We have always enjoyed the "Big Breakies" of Australia - our favorite meal! The "over the top" Australian breakfast might have steak, as well as fabulous bacon, eggs, mushrooms, baked beans, potato cakes, sausages and toast. The Aurora Lodge version of breakfast was cold, tasteless and over-priced and we grumpily headed off towards Ubirr, one of the most important sites for Aboriginal rock-art. The access road passed beside huge basalt outcroppings on the way to the art site and we arrived at a parking lot below a towering monolithic rock. There was a pathway that wound itself through the exotic vegetation and led to the different sites that had elaborate and ancient aboriginal paintings on the protected rock faces and overhangs. Some of these paintings were deemed to be several thousand years old and were of different and identifiable species of fish, turtles and stick figures symbolic of various human activities. I was struck by how much more elaborate, complex and detailed these paintings are compared with the Anasazi Pueblo Indian Art of the American Southwest (at sites such as Bandolier near Santa Fe, New Mexico). The aborigines are determined to be one of the earth's more ancient human strains, were hunter-gatherers, and yet had produced elaborate and contiguous multi-hued paintings. Several of the paintings showed the detail of the internal organs of the animal depicted and are classified as "X-Ray pictures".
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Aboriginal rock art



[image: img24.jpg]These are X-Ray fishes as the drawings depict the internal organs of the fish
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We next climbed the dominating rock, commanding a magnificent view of wetlands below, with Arnhem Land off on the horizon. Kangaroos could be seen hopping around on the distant plains. The guide book noted that several of the scenes from the movie "Crocodile Dundee" were shot at this location.



[image: img28.jpg]View from the clifftop
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Kakadu park



[image: img30.jpg]Open Pit Uranium mining



Next stop was the Ranger Uranium mine at Jabiru. Just like the worthless land the American Indians were given as reservations - later found to be sitting upon oil fields, the Australian Aborigines find themselves sitting on the bulk of the world's uranium deposits. When we arrived at the mine tour booking office, we were informed that they had ceased providing tours some two months before our arrival. Nevertheless we were able to drive up to the entrance to the mine facilities and view the huge pit with mammoth dump trucks hauling the ore from the pit to the processing plant.



Back to Darwin for the next round of DoodleBug provisioning!



August 17 - 20, 2006



We spent the balance of this week working on boat chores. We had found the hotels in Kakadu uniformly booked solid, so we wisely decided to make a few reservations in advance of our next road trip. I spent the morning at a travel agent and lined up a flight back from Alice Springs to Darwin, plus hotels along the way, while Annette did her second round of major provisioning at the nearby supermarket. She works from a detailed list based upon an exhaustive inventory of what is aboard and carefully organizes the storage so that I can find nothing. I think she deliberately hides the cookies and "salt and vinegar" flavor potato chips. We will leave the final provisioning of perishables until the last day or so before we set sail. Back at DoodleBug, I finally got around to climbing the main mast and replacing the AM/FM radio antenna which has been broken for the past two years. After much effort, we were able to improve our AM radio reception from one station to two, thereby doubling our listening options. At least I checked the condition of the fixed rigging and entertained our marina neighbors whilst I dangled high above the deck (note picture of sun shining out of derriere).



[image: img31.jpg]

On DoodleBug the food is stored in floor lockers. Annette uses multiple plastic bins to control movement and in case of spillage
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Ed replaces the AM/FM antenna. Note sun shining from backside



Another timely chore was to replace the fresh water pump. This provides pressurized water when you open a faucet or turn on the shower. The original pump had been getting crankier every time we returned to DoodleBug after a land break. Each year it has taken some cajoling to get the pressure switch to function. I bought a replacement pump at the local marina supply just days ago and when packing this away amongst the spare parts storage, I read that the new accumulator tank was pre-charged at the factory to 10 psi. I thought, "You know, I have never checked the pressure in the existing tank". I performed this task and found it was zero psi. I dug out the bicycle pump (used for inflating fenders - no bicycle on board) and began to pump up the accumulator tank. There was a momentary satisfactory rush of air and then the tank began spraying water in all directions, thoroughly soaking me and the engine compartment. I now found myself having to install the "new" pump about three days after having named it "spare".



Working at the marina in Darwin has been more challenging than other work-sites we have visited, in that this area until recently was a mangrove swamp. It is now a lagoon controlled by lock gates and surrounded by million dollar homes. Unfortunately the resident sand flies are not aware of this change of status and believe that they live here. In early morning and early evening they form a vicious, biting swarm. They are "grain of pepper" sized but have a ferocious bite and leave you itching for days. Local myth has it that doses of vitamin B1 will ward them off. The pharmacist was glad to sell Annette a large supply that she has been force feeding to us for days. The pharmacist is now happy, the bugs are happy but we are not. Again a failure to communicate, as nobody has bothered to tell the bugs that they don't like B1. Now you can appreciate why us sailors long for the open sea!



August 21, 2006



This morning we headed our rental car "down the track" towards Alice Springs. Over the years I have looked at the map of Australia and have been fascinated with the solitary town stuck in the middle of the continent. This must be near the bar at "Walkabout Creek" where Mick Dundee hurled his knife. I remember stories of Australian road building as in, "We give the grader driver a compass bearing in the morning and he sets off". Reality was a little different, although the highway was for the most part, ruler straight. It was a two lane highway and from Darwin to our first stop at Tennant Creek, there was thick vegetation with tall grasses, bushes and tall trees. In 600 miles we saw 2 live kangaroos, a bustard (large stork like bird) and a large snake about to attempt passage of the highway. There was also very little road kill. At a refueling stop we had an enterprising "Magpie Lark" hop onto the hood of the rental car and begin cleaning off the dead bugs from the windshield and outside mirrors. The systematic way this bird scoured the exposed frontal sections of the vehicle indicated that this was not it's first meal from a Ford. We however spent the night at the Eldorado Motor Inn at Tennant Creek where we were delighted with two excellent steaks for supper.



[image: img33.jpg]On the road to Alice Springs
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[image: img35.jpg]Magpie-lark looking for windshield bugs

August 22, 2006



About 60 miles south of Tennant Creek lies a fascinating rock formation called "the Devil's Marbles". The formation forms huge rounded boulders that are found balancing upon each other in unlikely positions. We wandered over the site and occasionally had to wait to take photos, standing in line behind the swarm of Japanese tourists that had magically appeared. There had been almost no traffic on the highway in the early morning so where they had sprung from is a mystery. As we continued south towards "Alice", the vegetation began to thin out with stubby trees and patches of bare red earth now visible. We were forced to dodge the occasional Australian version of a tumble weed as it rolled across the highway. The landscape was vaguely familiar and then I realized that it resembles Western Oklahoma. All that are missing are the cactus. Of course an alien arriving here by flying saucer would naturally conclude that the dominant life form is the termite. Some areas had termite mounds perhaps 6 to 8 feet high and no more than 30 feet apart in any direction.



[image: img36.jpg]The Devils marbles



[image: img37.jpg]The dominant lifeform is clearly seen by the endless termite mounds
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Still waiting for the wrecker at the road-stop
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[image: img40.jpg]The hazards of making a road-trip



[image: img41.jpg]No water here either



We arrived in Alice Springs in early afternoon and spent the day visiting the many downtown art galleries that specialize in Aboriginal art (Annette liked www.redsandart.com.au and www.mbantua.com.au ). This exercise rejuvenated Annette's shopping muscles (she didn't actually buy anything) and we followed this experience with a fabulous meal at the Red Ochre restaurant on the Todd Street mall www.RedochreAlice.com.au.



August 23, 2006



Our destination was now "Ayer's Rock" or by it's politically correct Aboriginal name, "Uluru". We arrived in early afternoon, dumped our bags at the hotel and headed over to the Uluru - Kata Tjuta National Park cultural center. The cultural center had lots of posters on Aboriginal history, culture and the like but there was not a single Aboriginal in sight, nor in fact did we see any Aboriginal representative over the several days of our visit. I mention this as we were hammered endlessly that our status was as guests of the Aborigines, albeit as paying guests to the tune of $50 in park fees. It was approaching late afternoon and after circumnavigating this astonishing monolithic rock formation, we headed off to the designated "sunset viewing area". The rock did indeed exhibit the most dramatic hues as the sun sank lower in the horizon. These fluorescent reds and ochres were contrasted against the cloudless blue of an Australian "dry" season.



[image: img42.jpg]Sunset at Uluru



[image: img43.jpg]The sunset car-park

August 24, 2006



We had arranged for a wake up call for 0500 hours and by 0550 hours were waiting in the darkness at a barrier closing off the National Park entrance. A surly looking park employee worked in the lighted office, counting and recounting entrance tickets and with the skill exceeding that of a Santa Fe restaurant employee, never making eye contact with the customers lined up outside. At precisely 0600 hours to the second, she raised the barrier and allowed us to enter the park. We drove over to the area designated "sunrise viewing" and sat in the warmth of the car until the sun hit Uluru and forced us outside to take photographs. We had planned to climb "the rock" and were pleased to see that the gate accessing the trail to the summit was now open. It is closed for high winds and had been in this state upon our arrival yesterday. The climb to the summit was very steep but with awesome views in all directions. It was indeed very windy on the upper slopes of the 1,140 foot climb but the surface had tremendous friction and we did not feel threatened by being swept to oblivion. This was a very fine ramble and we reluctantly descended to seek breakfast.



[image: img44.jpg]

climbing Uluru (Ayers Rock)  note the cars parked at the base



[image: img45.jpg]Just follow the paint marks



[image: img46.jpg]It was definitely windy



[image: img47.jpg]We arrive on the summit



[image: img48.jpg]We deserve breaky
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[image: img50.jpg]An Uluru camel



That evening we had booked a "Sunset Camel Tour" of the rock and thoroughly enjoyed riding one of the estimated 700,000 camels in Australia. Camels were originally imported to assist in exploration of the Australian western deserts and have thrived in this environment to the extent that the only wild herds on the planet are to be found here.



Our camel was very well behaved and we regarded this ride as training for our eventual arrival in the Middle East.



August 25, 2006



We left our hotel in the darkness of early morning and after passing the hotel entrance sign for the second time, we finally found the road to Alice Springs and agreed that the signage could be improved. We braked hard to avoid a large kangaroo on the roadside verge but saw no other obstacles until after daybreak. The only other vehicles we passed were two "road trains". These trucks have huge kangaroo bars on the front and do not brake for livestock. The drive to Alice was pleasant and we saw some eight very large black "wedgetail" eagles, plus a lone dingo, that were feasting on roo's that weren't missed by fellow travelers. A dead camel on the road side reminded us of larger road hazards and we swerved to dodge a kamikaze cow that blundered into our path. After this, the flight from Alice to Darwin was remarkably uneventful and we returned to find DoodleBug bobbing peacefully at the marina with its protective cloud of sand-flies.



August 26, 2006 - September 2, 2006



The final week of preparation! This has been a "serious" preparation for us this time. Of course every time we leave the dock we make "serious" departure preparations and go through a checklist - we don't want to do something dumb and hurt either ourselves or DoodleBug - but on this leg of the trip we cannot plan on resupplying over the next five months. We know that we can get diesel and foodstuffs across the Indian Ocean but this will be the last opportunity to buy the specialized items - like the size "N" battery for the ship's clock, "my" brand of shaving cream, anti-malaria medication, and pick up propane refills as well as the odd chandlery item. A potential supply hazard is that we may simply be prevented from landing at a future stopover by weather conditions.



We have also been monitoring the internet accessible weather services and lining up frequency and transmission times for high frequency radio weather reports. We have inspected the fuelling dock and our proposed Sunday night anchorage site from the land and we have been packing and stowing all of the items that have escaped from their designated storage locations and have been roaming freely around DoodleBug for the past few months that she has been dockside.



[image: img51.jpg]Ed and Annette all dressed up to go out with Fiona



[image: img52.jpg]Strange Fruit



It hasn't all been work and on Sunday evening we enjoyed dinner with Fiona (We had met her friend Louisa who was kayaking in the Whitsunday Islands in April). We went first to the Darwin Botanical gardens where we watched a performance by "Strange Fruit". These are a group of eight mimes / dance / acrobatic performers. The costumed four men and four women each climbed a fiberglass pole that were perhaps 20 feet high. By imperceptible weight shifting by the performers, they were able to cause the poles to bend and sway in perfect synchronicity. It was dark by this time and the bright costumes of the performers almost glowed in their spotlights such that they looked more like "Strange Flowers" than "Strange Fruit". I have never witnessed a dance more exotic and bizarre - somewhat like an aerial ballet. After the performance we had a fabulous dinner at Pee Wee's, a beachside restaurant that is on the opposite side of Fannie Bay from downtown Darwin.



Our original plan was to leave Bayview Marina on Thursday at high tide. We had an appointment to pick up fuel later Thursday morning and anchor out overnight off the Darwin Sailing Club in Fannie Bay. Unfortunately a parts shipment from the USA failed to arrive until late Wednesday and all is now pushed back over the week-end. Current plans will have us leave the marina on Sunday morning and depart Darwin on Monday morning after refueling, picking up duty free and clearing Customs. We will probably have very light winds for a couple of days as we head west and are considering stopping over at Ashmore Reef if conditions permit. This reef lies some 520 miles west of Darwin and is an Australian National Nature Reserve with only a small area open to public access.



Indonesia - Bali



September 3, 2006



Position S 12 28.0 E 130 51.3



We left Bayview marina at 1000 hours this morning and spent the night anchored in Frances Bay at S12 28.0 E 130 51.3. This was the first time we had moved DoodleBug in four months and we were anxious not to "bend" anything within view of our marina neighbors. We were surprised and deeply touched by the crowd of folks who came to see us depart through the Bayview lock, to help with the lines and to wish us a safe trip. We have met some really nice people in this marina and we hope that we will perhaps meet up with them again. (Maddox now has a "pen-pal" in Darwin who was born about the same time). The tide was still rising in Sadgroves Creek and this helped slow the current as the correct and narrow channel through the mangroves and mud banks is difficult to discern at times. To add to the challenge, the river is full of anchored or moored boats that naturally prefer the deeper part of this tidal river. We twice had to cut between moored vessels to favor the opposite and deeper side of the channel and we passed these boats a lot closer than I would have preferred. We dropped anchor in the head of the bay that the creek empties into and far enough away from the mangroves that we hoped we would avoid the bugs. As we anchored, Annette saw a 3 foot "wing span" manta ray and together we watched a peculiar kind of jellyfish swim up to the side of the boat. It was about the size of a slice of toast and similarly flattened. All other invertebrates of this type that we have avoided, have been cylindrical or umbrella shaped.



[image: img53.jpg]leaving the marina



[image: img54.jpg]strange looking jellyfish



The few miles down the river had produced a shaking and vibration of the propeller drive train on DoodleBug. A "speed run" in the open harbor had shown low engine RPM and a maximum boat speed of perhaps 6.5 knots, well below the hull speed of 8.5 knots we would normally expect. I suspect that the cause is the growth of marine organisms on the hull and particularly on the propeller, throwing it off balance. We also had a transmission drive shaft seal replaced while at the dock and the engine was unbolted from it's mountings. Perhaps it isn't lined up correctly? Now the hull and prop are painted with a special and expensive paint, that is supposed to shed these unwanted passengers as the hull moves through the water. Therefore the vibration may simply go away by itself. I wanted to dive the hull, inspect the prop and clean some of the growth off while at anchorage but the jellyfish we watched, reminded us that Darwin harbor also contains aggressive sharks, saltwater crocodiles as well as the lethal "box" jellyfish and sea wasps.



We spent Australian "Father's Day" napping and reading and enjoyed a great sunset view of the city skyline of Darwin. At nightfall, I fired up the generator to top up the batteries and after 10 minutes running, it shut itself down. What the heck?! I had serviced the unit just weeks ago and tested it and all was well. Was the oil low? Did I mess up putting a new fan belt into it? I decided the probable cause was a failure in the salt water cooling system and an inspection of the pump showed that the rubber impeller had shredded itself. An hour later we had installed a replacement pump and had tracked down 10 of the 12 missing rubber "blades" on the impeller. The generator was then fired up and is now running perfectly. At 0400 hours the anchor alarm on the GPS went off, waking us from deep slumber. The tide had turned and again I had not allowed enough range on the alarm setting. False alarm. Back to sleep. We are definitely in cruising mode again!



[image: img55.jpg]Ed repairing the raw water impeller on the generator



[image: img56.jpg]the new impeller is installed in the pump body



[image: img57.jpg]What the old impeller looked like

September 4, 2006



Position S 12 17.8 E 130 10.1



We left the dock at Cullen Bay Marina at 1030 hours after clearing with Customs. We are now motor-sailing west into a near headwind. By tomorrow morning the wind is forecast to have shifted to a more advantage SE direction. In the meantime, we are close hauled on main about 20 degrees of course and beating through an uncomfortable chop. Our position at 1615 hours local time is S 12 17.8 E 130 10.1 (UTM time is 0845).



....later that day....



We had spent last night at anchor in Frances Bay and this morning had a series of appointments. The first was to take on duty free diesel at the "Fisherman's Wharf" fuelling dock. We raised anchor at 0720 hours and found unsurprisingly, that it was caked in thick black mud. When we arrived at the dock, all possible access to the fuel lines was blocked by moored fishing boats. The boat at the end of the dock had a deck-hand visible and we asked permission to tie up alongside. The deckhand was very friendly, said this was OK, and helped take a line from Annette. Just as we had finished tying up, the trawler captain appeared and told us that he was leaving immediately and we needed to untie. This we did and while muttering curses under our breath, we "hovered", while he pulled away from the dock leaving us to sidle into his slot. We were fortunate in that we had reconnoitered the dock a few days earlier and measured the spacing of the pilings. We thus were rigged with a fendered 8 foot plank over the side to come against the rough piling. Tied up and still on schedule! I climbed the primitive stairs to the jetty, ran over to the fuelling office and handed over my authorization for duty free fuel. We only needed about 100 gallons(400 liters) but the rigging of the hose and manhandling of the same down to DoodleBug seemed to take forever. Finally we were done and back to the office to pay the bill. The fuelling dock manager kept taking phone calls and laboriously typing endless numbers into his computer. Meanwhile I pretended to be unconcerned, whilst internally fuming and remaining completely cognizant of my 0930 appointment with the Customs officials at another jetty, four miles away. Finally we got a bill. Then the credit card machine would not work. While the manager chatted lightly about the electrical charging problems of his credit card reader, I was screaming inside. Approved! Thanks! Have a great day! I sprinted back to the dock. DoodleBug spun off the fuelling dock and we raced as fast as we dare push our off-balance, vibrating drive train, over to the Cullen Bay jetty. We weaved between bogglingly complicated warning buoys and clearly visible reefs, until we could see the jetty, pulled in and tied up at exactly 0930 hours. We had made it!



[image: img58.jpg]The fuel dock



[image: img59.jpg]At the fuel dock. Ed struggles with the diesel hose



[image: img60.jpg]Made it to the customs dock!



The duty free booze delivery was waiting at the dock and we inventoried this and handed over the necessary paperwork. Our neighbor Tony from Bayview marina then walked up. He had driven over to see us off and to see if we needed help with anything. A three ring circus then developed, with Annette cleaning mud off the anchor at the bow, the crates of booze being loaded, me chatting to Tony and the arrival of the multiple Customs officials. After an intense, sweat filled hour, we had all of the stores loaded and stowed, the clearance paperwork finished with certificates in hand, we were pulling away from the jetty and pointing DoodleBug to the west.



Our weather forecast was for light thermally generated headwinds, growing in strength during the afternoon. This is exactly what we found. We motored under a clear blue sky and watched dolphins and a large sea turtle swim by. By afternoon the headwind had grown to 14 knots and we have been babying the engine and trying to find an RPM that minimize the vibration. The chop was now building with spray covering the foredeck and we began to motor-sail with the mainsail, while tacking into the wind. With just the mainsail up and sheeted tight, we can sail to perhaps 25 degrees of the wind direction and the effect is to both steady the motion of the boat cutting through the waves - now at an angle, as well as to pick up a little more speed.



[image: img61.jpg]We are leaving OZ. We had a great time!



[image: img62.jpg]Darwin over the stern



By nightfall the wind had begun to drop and we resumed our direct course into the dying wind and calming seas. We had a three-quarter moon and when the moon sank to the appropriate angle in the early hours of the morning, the sea flashed silver lights, as though strobes were scatted over a wide area. Annette counted shooting stars on her watch, while Ed saw dolphins close by in the moonlight.



Sunrise on September 5th was a spectacular light show through the thin layers of cloud on the horizon over DoodleBug's stern. The wind has now dropped to the 2 to 3 knot range and is beginning to clock around to the east. We are finally at sea.



[image: img63.jpg]A fish on the line already



[image: img64.jpg]A nice sized tuna

September 5, 2006



Position S 12 13.2 E 127 51.1 at 0900 UTM

Weather: clear and sunny. All well on board.



We have often been asked, "Don't you get bored under passage?. Today was a typical sailor's day. It was calm in the early morning and I decided to repeat the "engine speed run" test I had made in Darwin harbor. This is simply pushing the throttle to the maximum position and then motoring for 10 minutes or so, while noting the maximum RPM and boat speed achieved. In Darwin the engine RPM maxed out at 2500 and the boat speed at around 7 knots. This morning the RPM was the same and the speed was nearly 8 Knots. My diagnosis was that the "on engine" fuel filter needed changing and that some of the slime had sloughed off the hull by its passage through the water.



The winds were almost non-existent, so we just stopped the engine and spent about 45 minutes changing the filter, purging the air out of the new filter and checking the engine and transmission for fluid levels. I was just finishing up, when a large turbo-prop aircraft flew over at low altitude. Annette was going ballistic as she had been waiting all morning to see if she could get a close up picture of the Australian Customs and now could not locate her camera. We talked to the Customs folks who thought we were "anchored" in 300 feet of water waiting for wind. (Our anchor chain is 200 feet long).



We restarted the engine and the new filter made absolutely no difference to the RPM. Gosh Darn! It probably needed changing anyway. By now the wind was beginning to pick up and it looked like we could go to a port broad reach (with the wind coming over the port side from the rear). We would need to pole out the Genoa and began to rig lines and poles on the starboard side of the boat. Thirty minutes later we were hot, sweaty and definitely needed a cool beverage. We were also under sail! Ten minutes later the wind died and we were back on engine. In fact the forecast winds never showed up and we continued to motor into light headwinds for the remainder of the day.



After lunch we had spotted a small pod of dolphins and also seen our first flying fish, so I remarked to Annette that we needed to rig the trolling lines. (BTW, the dolphins have always ignored these). In a trice, Annette had both trolling lines rigged. Twelve minutes later there was a small tuna on one of the lines. We hauled him in and threw him back in the water to grow bigger, while we sincerely hoped the fish had by now learned a lesson and we could read our books in peace. Twenty minutes later there were two fish, one on each line. We threw the smaller one back but the larger tuna was approx. 30 inches long (8 servings) and looked just like dinner. For some reason, tuna spit up blood when they are landed, even though they are just hooked through the mouth. By the time he was subdued and in a plastic tub, the stern of DoodleBug, plus most of Annette who was doing the subduing, was coated liberally in blood. It looked like a charnel house back there and she had not even begun to think about the fillet knife. Annette filleted while I cleaned the blood off the boat. Forty five minutes later, the fish was cleaned and the boat was "cleaner". We did not redeploy the fishing lines, as this was way too much like hard work. Next Annette had to shower herself, then launder our blood-stained clothes. She absolutely swears by "Incredible" stain remover (Incredible Inc. of Houston, Texas 1-800-468-7592), for removing the blood stains. If O.J. had used this, he could have saved himself a fortune in legal bills.



Supper was very simple - tuna in a chardonnay, lime and onion reduction with toasted, then steamed rice. Just as we were about to eat, a loud bang echoed through the boat and a shudder ran through the hull. We had hit a large piece of timber floating in the ocean. I checked the hull for visible damage and found none. There were several other large hulks of timber in the near vicinity and then no more. Sunset and we rig the boat for night passage. A typical day ends.

September 6, 2006



Position S 12 14.8 E 125 24.1 at 0815 UTM

Weather: clear and sunny. All well on board.



In the wee hours of this morning, I had seen a small radar echo and a dim light on the horizon to the southwest. I had assumed it was a fisherman, since the target was not moving and as the night wore on, we gradually overhauled the vessel. By first light I found the object behind DoodleBug's stern on the horizon and what I could see, looked like the top of a mast with sails. I hailed the yacht on the VHF and raised "Wet Spot" - a 32 foot Swedish single-hander. The captain had worked for sixteen years in California for a large Volvo dealership and we chatted for a while. He said, "It gets lonely out here". He was just drifting along, waiting for the wind to blow, as he had limited diesel onboard and had been unsuccessful at getting an Indonesian entry permit at the Darwin embassy. He is planning to stop at Christmas Island but without wind, his multi-entry 90-day Australian visa was going to expire before he gets there. If you sail to Christmas Island without stopping in another country, then Australia considers that you have never left Australian territory. We should not face that particular problem, as we will be stopping in Bali. This is only the fourth sailing vessel we have encountered at sea during the past three years. Sure enough, a large container ship also showed up - the first ship we have seen since leaving Darwin and although it passed 10 miles from DoodleBug, it passed within 2 miles of "Wet Spot". At 0930 hours I noticed an aircraft on radar approaching us on a direct course. I yelled to warn Annette and she grabbed her camera, while quickly putting on a tee-shirt, as she doesn't want to be "Miss September" in the Australian Customs new fundraising calendar. The aircraft turned out to be a helicopter which flew over us at altitude. No call on the radio, therefore not customs. Australia has oil production platforms out here, so maybe a rig shuttle?



The most amazing sea life we spotted today were sea snakes. We must have spotted a dozen over the course of the day, just basking on the surface. They were large snakes, better than 6 feet in length and colored a sort of light, yellowish, striped tan - sort of like giant tape worms. The expected wind blew fitfully for maybe 30 minutes before dying. We managed to sail for perhaps a total of two hours at around three knots before the wind gave up and we went back on engine. By tomorrow morning, we will have burned perhaps a third of our diesel but will be close to Ashmore reef. We plan to stop there and wait for the winds to pick up before continuing on to Bali. Ashmore has no crocodiles and is supposed to be fantastic snorkeling and diving. It is also noted for having the greatest number of species of sea snakes recorded at any location in the world.



September 7, 2006



Position S 12 13.2 E 123 00.4 at 0600UTM

On mooring at Ashmore Reef. The winds have been light to non-existent all day so we have put into Ashmore Reef for a few days to wait for better conditions.



Last night we had passed near some oil installations. I believe that the wellheads are on the sea bed and whatever they are extracting is pumped into a moored oil tanker. I had noticed a slightly acrid smell as we passed and just assumed it was emanating from the production. A few hours later, the smell had not dissipated and Annette mentioned to me that the pilot berth felt very hot. Under this berth are the battery banks that store power for DoodleBug. When we examined the batteries, they were almost steaming and spitting acid. What now? We cleaned up the mess, added distilled water to the low cells and disconnected the power cable from the single 12 volt engine starting battery, as this seemed to be the worst affected. Our diagnosis is that we are somehow overcharging the cells, a problem that would be assuaged if we could just get enough wind to sail! Early morning had us approaching an Australian warship (the frigate "Northumberland" ?) on a heads on course. I said to Annette, "Let's play chicken. I bet he swerves first". And of course they did. The wind remained in the range of 2 to 6 knots all day and by we were close enough to Ashmore Reef to motor on and anchor there for a few days.



[image: img65.jpg]Australian patrol vessel Northumberland



[image: img66.jpg]An Indonesian fishing Dhow



[image: img67.jpg]Indonesian sailing vessels
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The radar next showed a smaller vessel in our path, that as we approached, looked like two small fishing boats drifting together. The binoculars then showed us, it was in fact a single wooden dhow, with sharply rising bow and high stern and looked like two vessels as it was painted in a rainbow of different colors. We altered course to pass it's bow as we saw floats in the waters off the dhow's stern. Perhaps thirty minutes later, three lateen rigged dhows sailed across our stern. We are in Asia! The chart reads "Indian Ocean". We are no longer in the Timor sea.



Geologically the Ashmore Reef is part of the Australian landmass and lies some 200 miles from the Australian mainland and perhaps 100 miles from West Timor. Australia maintains the reef complex as a National Nature Reserve (and also maintains sovereignty over the adjacent oil reserves, of course). The reef is approximately 14 miles east - west by eight miles north - south. The sky was ringed with low clouds and in the direction of the reef, the clouds were noticeably tinged green below, reflecting the color of light from the lagoon. The Indian Ocean cruising guide had warned of a complex and dangerous entry, with many "bombies," and recommended calling the resident ranger to see if he would guide us into the lagoon. There was no response to our radio calls and a sweep of the reef with binoculars, showed a small sand island with two palm trees but otherwise entirely uninhabited. With Annette on the bow scanning for obstacles, our reef entry was entirely uneventful. We did not even see a "bombie" (boat crushing reef pinnacle) and after motoring into the inner lagoon, we picked up a substantial looking orange mooring buoy labeled "Customs". A couple of hours later, we were joined at the moorings by four or five Indonesian fishing dhows. They tacked in under sail and each had a crew of eight or so. It was interesting to see a man sitting out on the end of the bowsprit and handling the jib as they sailed right up to the mooring buoy. In the early evening the crew of the nearest dhow had left in small canoes to go fishing off the reef, leaving a single man on board. Later, he began yelling in an agitated way and waving his red tee-shirt over his head. The fishing canoes returned at a high rate of paddle and Annette said, "Look, there is a warship". We looked across the reef entrance to see the gray shape of Patrol vessel "Albany" with a RIB (rigid bottomed inflatable) approaching us at high speed. The RIB contained eight sailors in combat rig and eased onto our stern quarter while we chatted to them. They were very friendly and declined Annette's offer of Australian meat pies (she is not a fan of meat pies). They patrol the area daily to control illegal immigration and were not in the least bit interested in the local Indonesian's fishing operations, although they did board and inspect each of the moored dhows. We of course are on the patrol boat's mooring but although I offered to move, they said that was fine. Sun sets over the Indian Ocean lagoon with the dhows bobbing quietly in the gathering dusk and the smells of wood fires cooking supper wafting across the still waters. We were tired, so I microwaved a meat pie.



[image: img69.jpg]A RIB from the Albany



September 8, 2006



Today we are on a mooring in Ashmore Reef lagoon and it is a "work" day. The wind had picked up a little and the lagoon had a two foot to three foot chop, with a wicked swell. The problem here is that the tidal range is about 13 feet and we were approaching high tide - thus allowing some residual wave action to cross the reef from the ocean.



We transshipped our spare diesel fuel from jerry jugs into the main tank and checked and cleaned the battery compartment. We checked every cell (54 of them) and only found about three that were marginal. This was a great relief and since we hope to sail the rest of the way to Bali, with actual, blowing, air type wind, the overcharging issue will be moot and give us time to resolve the cause. We inflated and launched the dinghy and were pleased to see that it not only floated but that the outboard motor started. We had not used the dinghy since New Caledonia and it has been rolled up and stuffed under piles of yachting debris in the stern locker. We were still bouncing around and our Indonesian neighbors on their fishing boat moored about a 100 yards away, were rolling even worse than us and looking positively miserable. Annette had made up a "care" package for them, with two cans of Corned Beef, some tea and a dozen rolls of lifesaver candy. I motored over to say "hello" and we mutually discovered that we had no languages in common. I even drew blank stares with my "Good Day" in Indonesian Bahasa language. Nevertheless we smiled, shook hands, waved goodbye and the like. There were eight men on board the wooden dhow and their ages ranged from teenager up to about fifty. Some were dressed in army fatigues but they all seemed very friendly and I saw no dynamite vests. Later that afternoon, Annette noticed a dugout approaching and we realized we had guests. We invited the three paddlers aboard and the youngest one introduced himself, with the only English word he seemed to know, as "Captain". We smiled and looked at each other. I asked "Bali?" and they shook their heads. The Appendix of the Bali guide book has perhaps four pages devoted to vocabulary, so I tried them on "Bahasa?". To this we got head nods and I then read "Selamat datang" - meaning "welcome". Smiles and nods. Now we were off to the races. We did the usual, "What is your name?", "Where are you from?". This produced elaborate diagrams on a notepad until we grabbed a large paper chart. They were delighted with the chart and all three poured over it. They immediately identified their Island as "Roti", which is north of us. We determined our mutual ages, the captain was 26, the oldest crew member was 52. We found out they were all three married with varying numbers of children and also that they did not seem to care for the cold drink of lime cordial Annette had given them. It was an interesting visit but we were frustrated by the questions we lacked the vocabulary to ask. At one point they were all three straining their eyes to see a boat on the horizon. I offered the use of my binoculars and it was obvious that the captain had probably used binoculars before but they were an alien technology to the other two. A moment of hilarity occurred, as we tried to get the older crewman to hold the binoculars up to look through them and brought back memories of the scene in the movie "Robin Hood", when Morgan Freeman offers his telescope to Kevin Costner. The captain had been greedily pouring over my chart and asked if he could have it. I pondered about this, as the paper chart is carried as a backup in case we lose the electronic version. Then I rationalized that they were crossing the ocean without any kind of chart whatsoever and my use of the chart ends in Bali. I badly wanted to know if they had a compass or any other kind of navigational tool but this was beyond the limits of our four page vocabulary. When they departed in their flimsy and leaking dugout canoe, we wished them "Selamat jalan" - meaning "Goodbye" when addressed to the leaving party.



[image: img70.jpg]Our visitors. The man to the right is captain



[image: img71.jpg]The visiting captain lusts over my chart. His mate to the left has apparently never used binoculars before



[image: img72.jpg]Our visitors leave



An hour or so later, the chop had dropped a little and I kitted up with snorkel gear to check out the underside of DoodleBug. We are moored in over 100 feet water depth and the water is a little cloudy, so there was little to be seen other than the hull. I discovered that the sacrificial anodes that were replaced at Bundaberg were almost completely eroded and that the propeller blades were encrusted with marine life and carried evidence of having supported the habitat of some fairly large mollusks. The problem of the transmission vibration was now explained. The prop had been coated with a fabulously expensive New Zealand product in Whangarei during May of 2005 and when the bottom was repainted in Bundaberg last March, the prop was in perfect shape and was not re-treated. Apparently the Darwin organisms are exceptionally tenacious. Tomorrow we will take care of these items. An updated weather forecast predicts good sailing conditions for a Sunday departure.



[image: img73.jpg]Getting ready to scuba dive to change the sacrificial anodes on the hull



[image: img74.jpg]The old anode and the new replacement



September 9, 2006



This morning I used my scuba gear for the first time in over a year. I replaced both anodes on the rudder and spent twenty minutes or so, removing the deposits of marine organisms from the propeller. This propeller folds according to the loads, RPM, direction of rotation and the like. The three blades pivot independently and any kind of growth changes the water flow across an individual blade and they become unbalanced. My cleaning job wasn't perfect but it was a huge improvement on the status quo. We had been moored perhaps three miles from a tiny sand island named "West Island" that sported two palm trees. It also provides a source of fresh water for the visiting Indonesian fishermen, although our Australian Patrol visitors had warned us not to drink it and offered us water from their supplies if we needed any. We headed out in the dinghy to pay the nearest dry land a visit. There was about a two foot chop in the lagoon plus swells and these look very large from the perspective of a dinghy. Nevertheless we pressed on, albeit at half throttle and dodging the biggest waves. When we reached the island, it looked paradisiacal with the emerald green of the sea, the blinding whiteness of the sand beach and the few scrubby palm trees. The seas were also breaking well up the beach and although we could have landed and only got a little wet, relaunching the dinghy would have been very difficult. We took photographs but did not plant the American flag on the highest point. Back to DoodleBug but now motoring directly into the wind and waves.



[image: img75.jpg]The West Island



[image: img76.jpg]Self-portrait from our dinghy



As we were readying navigation and the like for a morning departure, we heard voices from outside. Sure enough, word had got around and there was another dugout off the stern asking for food. We gave them the balance of our corned beef (always a big hit) and a few other goodies and chatted a while, as two of the paddlers could speak a little English. They were also from the Island of Roti. We had already found out from our first visitors that it takes them two and a half days to sail here and they stay a month before returning to Roti. What we had been unable to ask before, was what do they do with the fish they catch? They obviously have no refrigeration. The answer is that it is dried on board. For a month's work the crew earn the equivalent of US ten dollars.



September 10, 2006



Position S 11 16.2 E 120 39.4 at 1020UTM

We decided that Ashmore Reef lagoon was a little lumpy and put to sea yesterday at sunset.



Yesterday afternoon we had readied the boat for departure and were not looking forwards to a night of bouncing around in the Ashmore Reef lagoon, when high tide would arrive about mid-night. We decided we could not be any more uncomfortable if we were out at sea. Just as the sun was approaching the horizon, we grabbed the fading daylight to drop our mooring, spun around and headed back through the reef pass to the open ocean. The light was not good for "bombie" watching but we were able to follow the GPS track of our entrance and felt sure we were clear of obstacles.



We rigged the Genoa pole to hold the sail in position for a dead run (the wind coming directly from the stern) and hailed the darkened warship that was approaching us. It did not reply on the first hail but after hailing again, we got a response and notified the Australian patrol vessel "Albany" that we were leaving. The ship running without lights and it's failure to reply to our VHF hail was a repeat of last nights events. The previous night we had heard "Wet Spot", the Swedish single-hander calling on the radio. He could see the patrol vessel on his radar and knew he was being shadowed. He sounded a little concerned and I so answered him and told him that the vessel was the "Albany". He responded that "Albany's" behavior, that close to the Indonesian coast, could also be the behavior of a pirate vessel. At this point "Albany" cut in and spoke to him. They claimed not to have heard his hail but to have heard mine, when I called him. "Wet Spot" chewed them out for running without lights and their response was polite but unimpressed. It was too dark for "Wet Spot" to attempt the reef entrance into the Ashmore Reef lagoon, so he sailed off towards Christmas Island, muttering imprecations in Swedish, I suppose. We continued on our way to Bali with poled Genoa, winged main and mizzen and with the moon beginning to rise as a bloated and ruddy ball on the horizon.



Just after a very pretty sunrise this morning, we watched a large pod of dolphins playing and cavorting and then were passed by an LPG tanker and a conventional tanker. Again the mystery of how you don't see ships for days and then three vessels pass within a mile or so of each other. We continued to sail "wing and wing" on a near dead run for most of the day. At 1700 hours we were stunned to hear the sound of a motor and voices. We had been monitoring the radar and scanning the horizon every fifteen minutes, based upon a timer alarm. We were now passed by a 25 to 30 foot power launch with five men aboard. A few minutes later we saw another three launches a few miles away. We assume that they were long-line fishing as we were perhaps 50 miles from the southernmost point of the Island of Sumba. What was disturbing to us was that in the 6 to 8 foot seas we were experiencing, they were completely hidden from the radar. Did they use navigation lights at night? Did they fish at night? All night long we kept a very close watch for unlit fishing vessels. By morning we were extra tired and either didn't see any, or they never existed beyond yesterday's four vessels. Either way, there is no extra paint on DoodleBug's bow.



September 11, 2006



Position S 10 10.4 E 118 16.0 at 0940 UTM

We are about 200 miles from Bali and should arrive Wednesday morning.



Today found us sailing parallel to the coast of the Island of Sumba. We are about 50 miles from the southern coast but there is no sign on the horizon that any such land exists, other than there is a now a haze that was not present before. Human generated air pollution or just a change of atmospheric conditions? Indonesia is the world's fourth most populous country with a population of around 250 millions. We would expect some evidence of their presence, even out at sea.



We have been sailing on a broad reach with sunny skies and big following seas in the morning. By afternoon the swells died down a little and we noted a 160 mile run in the 24 hours since left Ashmore Reef. A "quiet" day just watching the flying fish explode from the sea. Some fly a zigzag pattern for long distances and others seemingly crash out of control into the side of a wave. We are still eating our tuna caught last week and so these fish are safe - at least from DoodleBug predation.



September 12, 2006



Position S 09 02.3 E 115 50.9 at 1040 UTM

We will heave to around midnight local time, bob around for four or five hours and expect to arrive at Bali Marina at dawn tomorrow.



Early this morning we noticed some fishing boats on the radar. When we were close enough for visual contact, we could see that they looked like deep ocean trawlers, with a high vee shaped bow but with the living quarters built on the swept up stern. The four vessels were scattered in a line across our path and we noticed the nearest boat turn towards us. We turned away from him, as we were not interested in polite and intimate discourse in eight foot seas. We prefer to communicate by radio at such times. We then noticed that we were passing close to a buoy with a radio antenna attached. We assume that these are "drift" nets. I am not sure exactly how they work - as in, why don't the fish swim around the end? What I understand is that they are suspended some unknown depth below the surface and drift in a line carried by the current. We saw some buoys with a flag attached but they were hard to spot in daylight with the wind producing chop and sharp eight foot swells. I seriously doubt that they are illuminated at night, so we just plan to give the fish herding boats as wide a berth as possible. Annette is feeling a protein deficiency and cooks eggs and bacon for breakfast and a magnificent steak in red wine sauce for lunch.



September 13, 2006



A run of 153 miles in the past 24 hours and we will arrive at our destination in the small hours of the morning. I carefully pick a spot in the ocean about 15 miles from Bali and determine that we will "heave to" at this point for four or five hours. By then we should have drifted within 10 miles of our destination and will sail in at daylight. A look at the instruments before midnight showed us rapidly moving towards the south pole. We are in a strong ocean current that is passing down the west coast of the island of Mataram and taking us with it. As we passed into the current, there were rough seas and breaking waves all around and the immediate reaction was we were going aground somewhere. We did not expect to find a current "rip" so far offshore and there is no indication or warning on the chart of a strong flow that we measure in the range of 4 to 5 knots. The island of Nusapenida sits in the channel and we suspect that there will be an eddy or calm water in it's lee. By 0400 we are drifting off Nusapenida but the hope of a quiet four or five hours of sleep has been blotted by the sail north against the current. At 0500 hours we hoist sail and after fighting the current on the west side of Nusapenida, we arrived at Benoa harbor, Bali and tied up alongside the dock in the Marina. DoodleBug is in Bali! 



[image: img77.jpg]approaching the Bali marina
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[image: img79.jpg]The roof style indicates that we are in the Orient
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kites are popular



[image: img81.jpg]The sign Im pointing to states Death penalty for drugs traffickers but it is next to a Drug Store!
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A local shrine
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...later...



We arrived at the Bali at 0800 hours local time (0000 hours UTM) and tied up at the marina. We have already cleared customs, immigration, and agriculture plus found the ATM and turned in a load of laundry to be done. You can tell a lot about the local economy when you aren't even offered the option to do it yourself. The ATM was a bit of a challenge when the notice appeared - maximum amount for withdrawal 1,250,000. Now the exchange rate is about 9,200 rupiah to the US dollar. Quick now, how much is 1,250,000 rupiah in US dollars? We have had breakfast, hooked the boat up to city power (I removed the ground pin to make the plug work) and are now heading back to bed. We are in Bali!



...still later....



We motored into Benoa harbor, Bali just after dawn and anchored off the yacht club. Within a few minutes, the marina staff had arrived and we called them on the VHF radio. They acknowledged that they had a berth available for us and DoodleBug was soon swathed in lines and tied up alongside their dock. It seemed only minutes before we had Customs, Agriculture and Immigration officials on board and were knee deep in the usual paperwork. "Has anyone died of disease during your last voyage?". "Provide a copy of your last de-ratting certificate". "How many tons of cargo are you discharging in Bali?". The marina had provided an agent "Mahdi", who made helpful suggestions for the more obscure questions. We gave the customs agents printed lists of anything and everything that they might want us to declare. They appeared to be near fainting when they saw the contents of our liquor locker, even though it contains less than half of what we left Texas with three years ago and its contents were listed on the piece of paper they were holding. They decided that this locker needed to be sealed until our departure. No problem. They then did a repeat on the beer locker. It had to be sealed. "No way!", I said, "You can seal away her wine but not my beer! I will be buying more before I leave Bali". "OK" the agent replied. (It's a guy thing). Finally everyone wished us a welcome to Bali and left us in relative peace to survey our surroundings. On our approach to the harbor, we had seen the Balinese fishing boats with their swept bows and high sterns but we had already seen these on passage. The skyline of the nearby town of Benoa was quite difference from the Pacific and Austral regions. Even in the distance we could see that the tiled roofs of the buildings had a distinct oriental look, with elaborate scrolled decorations at the corner ridges and along the rooflines. The other item we noticed, was the sky was filled with kites, all across the town and into the distance. Brightly colored eagles, dragons, butterflies and all specie of mythical creatures rode the wind. (of course dragons are not mythical).



The marina has floating concrete slipways but there was a slightly run down air to the dock. Like Denerau where we stayed in Fiji, the marina caters to large ferries and charter vessels. These massive vessels tend to damage the dock structure and their commercial operations discharge far more effluent and trash than a few cruising boats. The cruisers were also here from all over the world and this is our first contact with the cruising community since we left Bundaberg. The dock was also home to perhaps a dozen "boat boys". These are Indonesian day laborers who will wash, polish or otherwise perform labor intensive services on your boat for US$10 per day. Although this may not sound a lot of money - with sky high unemployment here and the usual wage for skilled labor at US$5 per day, the $10 per day for the casual boat laborers is considered a good deal by all parties.



We needed Balinese cash and received directions to an ATM machine, allegedly within walking distance. At the marina entrance, we had to pass a security checkpoint with multiple uniformed guards and a lifting barrier. All vehicles were stopped prior to ingress and the underside was examined with a mirror on a stick as well as the trunk searched. We noticed that the adjacent establishments had a similar security arrangement and were reminded of the darker side if Bali's immediate history. We found the ATM nearby and stood there boggled, as the video screen announced a maximum withdrawal of 1,250,000. With the Rupiah at 9,200 to the US dollar, our passage befuddled brains were mumbling, "Huhh??".



[image: img84.jpg]Millions! Ha, haha, haha……!!



September 14, 2006



Today was our first pilgrimage into town and we took a taxi to the holiest of shrines, "Ace Hardware". Actually this turned out to be a bust, as it is the only Ace Hardware store I have been in, that did not seem to carry plumbing supplies. The traffic was fairly well behaved, not a lot of horn blowing, no running of red lights. We were impressed with the swarms of Honda motorcycles / motor scooters. The scooters were carrying up to five passengers each, sometimes loaded down with immense swaying towers of baskets or vast panniers of heavier merchandise. The scooters ignored the one way street signs and would pass either side of the four wheel traffic, using the sidewalk when other passage was blocked. Young, old, male, female weave confidently in and out of the traffic stream. I was really surprised that we saw no accidents. Many of the riders wore crash helmets but many did not. The law does not require the riders to wear helmets if they are wearing traditional Balinese dress. The other category of helmet less riders were the kids, often found hiding around the corner and waiting for the police check-point to move on, before they could continue their journey.
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pillion rider in traditional dressed
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the sidewalks are quite narrow



Ace hardware is on the outskirts of a village called Kuta and this village was the location of the 2002 terrorist bombing. We decided to visit the spot and walked past hundreds of gift shops selling every possible kind of carving, painting, tee-shirt, post card, surf board, jewelry and the like. There were several stores that were selling nothing but American Indian artifacts, feathered shields, tomahawks, "dream catchers" and carvings, as well as stores that sold Australian Didgeridoos. My guess is that these wares were not imports but exports. The one thing that was missing from this kaleidoscope of commercial enterprises was any sign of customers. Since the 2002 and 2004 bombings, the tourists have stopped coming to Bali. More than one million people have lost their jobs in an economy that was 60 percent tourism based. Bali is both a physical and political Island, with 95 percent of its population as Hindu worshippers. The 5 percent balance of the population are mainly city dwelling Christians and Moslems. This Island of Hindus lies in a sea of Indonesian Moslems. Indonesia has the largest Moslem population of any country in the world, with nearly two hundred million worshippers and the bombers came from this segment of the population. The site of the 2002 bombing is just a vacant construction lot with a large memorial to the over 200 victims who died, on the opposite street corner. For me, the real horror was that this location is so anonymous. Just a corner bar in the middle of the main tourist drag. Not the tallest building. Not the longest bridge. Just a place where innocents, who were on holiday to have fun for a week or so before going back to work, were blotted out of existence. This is real terrorism and the damage to Bali has been enormous. Our next goal was to follow the outbound flow of surf boards. We wound through tight alleyways of even more bars, gift shops, hotels and guest houses and suddenly popped out on to the beach. The young surfing crowd were here and the waves along the beach were performing their task to perfection. We walked the beach for a while, dodging street peddlers and inhaling the scents of suntan oil, joss sticks, barbeque and spices, peppered with hammering rock music in a dozen languages. Our beer hormones were cutting in by now and we headed back to DoodleBug to correct the condition.
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September 15, 2006



Friday morning I was on deck clutching a cup of coffee and chatting with a fellow cruiser "Bob", when "Harry" came by. From the conversation between Bob and Harry, I deduced that Harry was unemployed and looking for work. We hired him to wash, polish and wax DoodleBug and soon loaded him down with a huge pile of soap, rags and polish. Later that morning, Annette went out with several of the other ladies from the marina, for a "girls day out". This consisted of a visit to a spa in Kuta for various massages, followed by lunch and shopping. Rough day! Meanwhile back at Doodlebug, Harry and Ed went to work. My task was to climb the mainmast to repair the forward deck flood. This is a sealed beam lamp that illuminates the foredeck and we use it a lot foresail-trimming at night. The bulb is a type used for aircraft taxiing lights but it was not the bulb that was shot. The bulb is held in its fitting by a plastic bezel and this had broken just as we arrived at the Bali Marina. In fact, I had found the broken ring on deck. Finding a replacement part was impossible in Bali and I "repaired" the fitting by weaving a retaining net from nylon cable ties. It all seemed to work and I descended to the deck, narrowly missing Harry who was cleaning stainless steel below and was barely through my first beer at the bar when Annette struggled home with her purchases.
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September 16, 2006



By now Annette was thoroughly embarrassed by her lounging at the spa while I slaved on boat chores, so she insisted that I come shopping with her. We stopped off at a spa and each had a two hour massage at US $3 per hour. We then waddled over to a restaurant for lunch . Another "girl's day out" and I was invited! In the evening we joined the "2006 Sea Bali" yacht rally, who had put on a buffet with floor show at a restaurant in the adjacent bay. We were looking forwards to chatting with the other cruisers but unfortunately, the restaurateurs had their music cranked well past the pain threshold and it was impossible to hold any kind of conversation. In addition, the food really sucked and was the worst we have had in Indonesia. Disappointed, we gave up well before the floor show and headed back to the relative quiet and calm of Bali Marina and DoodleBug.



September 17, 2006



Today we had hired a guide and driver for a tour of Bali. As we headed north, we passed through a series of small villages specializing indifferent Balinese arts and crafts. In each village we made a stop at a largish establishment and were shown a demonstration of the art or process, as applicable and were then skillfully ushered into a showroom, where the various products were for sale. We saw batik production (batik is a very labor intensive style of dyeing cloth, with multiple colors and using wax to prevent the different colors from mixing), gold and silver smithing, traditional and modern oil painting, plus wood carving. In general, the quality of the workmanship was quite high, with reasonable and negotiable prices - at least by US standards. The drive alone was fascinating, as the road was fairly narrow and winding - perhaps two lanes wide, with parked cars and trucks on the verges and all sorts of business establishments such as local cafes, furniture stores, tire repair. The vacant lots between the buildings would be taken up by rice paddies and so in the midst of commercial modernity, would be peasants wearing conical straw hats and wading calf deep in mud, perhaps planting or weeding the rice crop, or perhaps fishing for eels in the flooded fields. Our driver would overtake other cars or trucks, even though there was oncoming traffic and parked vehicles reducing the width of the road to a single lane. In the midst of this seeming chaos and adding to the challenge, motorcycles swarmed everywhere and appeared to be oblivious of traffic flow, or even which side of the road they were supposed to be on. Several of the motorcycles were loaded down with panniers and huge loads of construction materials that would have filled a pick-up truck. Occasionally a chicken would wander aimlessly across the road. We saw no accidents and no road kill but how this was possible remains unsolved. The road then became more rural and passed through more rice fields where the steep hillside were terraced and brilliant green with the young rice shoots. We made a photo stop and found our first aggressive peddlers. These were attempting to sell a cornucopia of tourist junk to us, while simultaneously bewailing their economic condition, the economic condition of their family, the devastation of the cyclone, the May 2006 earthquake and the price - all in the few seconds before we clambered back into our taxi. The closer we approached our lunch destination of the Kintamani volcano, the more demanding and aggressive we found the peddlers. Outside the restaurant where we had stopped for lunch, I watched a petite and elderly Japanese woman virtually assaulted by nearly ten peddlers, who were towering over her and thrusting their wares in her face. She turned and fled back into the restaurant. We had lunch there and enjoyed a great view of the volcano and nearby lake "Batur". The volcano erupted last year but it was a minor eruption with no local casualties. Our guide insisted that we could hike the volcano tomorrow morning but we easily concluded that the steepness and desolation of it's ash strewn slopes are best viewed from a restaurant bar.
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A successful sale!
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wood carvers

[image: img107.jpg]

[image: img108.jpg]

A rice paddy
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Next stop was the Goa Gaja elephant cave temple (Ed had to wear a sarong so as not to offend the Hindu Gods) followed by a drive to the Southwest coast for sunset at the Tanah Lot temple. The highlight of this portion of the trip was when Annette noticed a man on a motorcycle, with a basket containing a live rooster on one side and a plastic bag containing a dead rooster on the other. These were fighting cocks and the plastic bag contained the loser. The basket is custom made in Bali for transporting live (and illegal) fighting cocks and Annette was able to buy a basket (sans chicken) from a roadside store for US$6.The Tanah Lot temple sits impressively on a tide swept rock outcropping and we did arrive there in time for sunset. As we approached the temple, a swarm of small bats issuing from a nearby cave, reminded us of what it is that bats eat and after Annette was blessed with holy water and anointed with rice by the Hindu priest at the temple, we headed back to the marina. A fascinating and fun day.
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Check all the women carefully for menstruation
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Shrine
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cooped up
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Bulk offering baskets
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Indonesia - Java



September 21, 2006



Yesterday we moved DoodleBug from a dock on the outside of the marina, to a slip in the sheltered inside. The prevailing wind had been pressing us hard against the dock and we had waited for two days for this to let up. Finally, yesterday morning at dawn was a perfect calm and the wind did not begin blowing hard until some fifteen minutes after we had made our move and were safely tied up. The reason we wanted to make this move was that we have booked airline tickets and wanted DoodleBug in a nice protected location as we fly to Java this afternoon. It had taken close to two hours at the travel agent to make the reservations and create and print the travel vouchers. We were delighted to find that the airline check-in employees did not break into hysterical laughter when they received our tickets and our transfers and hotel reservations were all in order. We are in Yogyakarta, Java!
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Airport beauties
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Java bound
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A traffic troubador
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September 22, 2006



Background: What is today Indonesia, was a group of island communities, each with it's own group of disconnected kingdoms. At the beginning of the 7th. century, the island of Java was home to several of these Hindu-Buddhist kingdoms. On Java there are several elaborate temples dating from this time. In the late eighth century a new Buddhist kingdom under the Sailendra dynasty developed and built a massive temple monument at Borobudur -completed sometime in the mid-9th century. The Moslem religion arrived around the 14th. century followed by Portuguese traders in the 15thcentury. The Dutch and English traders soon followed the Portuguese but in the early 17th century, the Dutch grabbed Java and established a capital at the present Jakarta. The Dutch pretty much held on to Java for the next 350years, although by the beginning of the 19th. century, there was a Nationalist movement headed in the 1920s by Sukarno and Hatta. The Dutch suppressed the Nationalist movement fairly ruthlessly but this all changed with the 1942 Japanese invasion. Although the Japanese forced tens of thousands of Javanese into forced labor, they also allowed a degree of political freedom to Sukarno and Hatta, promised eventual independence of Indonesia and established militias on Java, Bali and Sumatra by giving military training to the local men. The result of this was that two days after the Japanese surrender in 1945, Sukarno and Hatta declared an independent Republic of Indonesia and established it's capital at Yogyakarta, where we are at the moment. The Dutch fought to restore their control of Java but the local boys now had guns and knew how to use them. By1950 it was all over and Indonesia had achieved independence and the new capital was back to the Dutch capital of Jakarta. Today's Java has a population of around 100 millions and is predominantly Muslim. Jakarta has a population of about 8 million and Yogyakarta is about 600,000.
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We had booked a tour of Yogyakarta and our guide plus driver showed up a tour hotel promptly at 0800 hours. Our first stop was a tour of the Sultan's Palace in the town center of Yogyakarta. How the Sultanship survived the various occupations is not entirely clear but the position seems to have been one of hereditary and symbolic significance and remains so today. We toured the palace and saw displays of uniforms, ceremonial dress, medals, antique musical instruments, china, glassware and the like but the most interesting part of the visit was due to the fact that the Sultan still lives in the palace. There were sections of the palace "out of bounds" to visitors, since they are the present living quarters but the dining rooms were also in use and they were preparing for a state dinner as we toured. The tables were set with china, utensils and napkins and there were palace employees setting up the food. We were a little surprised that we were wandering through the middle of all this but the palace tour guide was watching us too closely for us to taste test the food. Another unexpected display was a photo exhibit showing the young Sultan in Boy Scout Uniform. Boy scouts are still very popular here and Lord Baden-Powell is still well remembered and honored.
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The pet market
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exotic chickens for sale
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Our next stop was a tour of the Ngasem bird market. This was a section of a general market specializing in every kind of pet animal imaginable. The small shops in the "bird market" were crammed from floor to ceiling with squawking, chirping cages and the alleyway between the stores was so narrow, you could stretch out your arms and shop in two different stores simultaneously. They had bats and pigeons, rabbits, mice, kittens, puppies, snakes and lizards. It was boggling how anyone could possibly make selection. The animals all had food and water but the cages were in general none too clean. Pet accessories were everywhere with mountains of cages and pet food. For the insectivore birds, they had mealworms and crickets and some kind of grub that were being tended by large ants. You could buy a small bamboo tube stuffed with whitish grubs and with the end of the tube sealed with a twist of banana leaf. Yummy! We left the claustrophobic confines of the pet market and walked over to an unusual structure. It was a sunken mosque with the deepest levels belowground and the upper levels partially damaged by the recent earthquakes. What was particularly interesting was that the mosque was circular. Most mosques are rectangular so that all of the worshippers can face Mecca while they pray. The central hub of the mosque was trisected with a series of arching stairways, a little like those perspective drawings that fool the eye with stairways that climb forever. The shadows and lighting were such that Annette could have spent the whole day taking photographs and nearly did.
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note the recent construction butted up to the ancient arch
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A new / modern era dwelling



The market and many of the nearby homes are built on the former ruins of the Sultan's Palace. The latter was so badly damaged by earthquakes that the Sultan must have decided it would be cheaper to rebuild elsewhere. The tottering walls of the original palace occasionally fall and snuff out the lives of the squatters in their homes below the walls. We were grateful that our guide took us on a wide circumambulation rather than shortcutting through the tottering brick seracs of the original palace walls. Annette has enough problems with multi-story car parks in the USA shopping malls to even consider this type of adventure. We next visited the Water Palace - a series of large Romanesque swimming and bathing pools, where the early Sultans held wet tee shirt competitions to determine the afternoon's entertainment.
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After lunch we headed out to Borobudur temple. Borobudur as I mentioned before was completed in the 9th century but abandoned in the 11th century. Why it was abandoned is not clear but when it was discovered by an English archaeologist in 1815, it was buried in volcanic ash and covered in jungle. The volcanic ash had protected the intricate carvings from erosion over the centuries and the site received extensive reclamation in 1983. The reclamation was funded by the "United Nations" and although dozens of countries were recognized as having contributed to the restoration work, I noticed that Uncle Sam was nowhere mentioned. The temple is constructed on a hill and consists of eight layers. The first five layers are square terraces with the sculpted walls showing scenes from Buddhist mythology. The topmost layers are circular and each has a circle of bell-shaped stupas (Buddhist shrines). Pilgrims would walk through some 3 miles of passages and stairways before reaching the summit. The design was meant to depict the structure of the Universe with man's progression through life towards Nirvana. This temple was certainly the highlight of our visit to Java and with the blue skies, sunshine and brooding volcano in the background, provided endless photographic opportunities.
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As we were leaving the temple site, we came upon a huge crowd of locals with multiple groups of drummers beating enormous drums and with forty or fifty dancers wearing elaborate and colorful costumes. The dancers were very enthusiastic and we were at first confused as they seemed to be wearing American "Red Indian" costumes. They had long feather "chief" headdresses and square loincloths over the traditional black spandex bicycle shorts. The dancers towards the rear were wearing blue feathered masks and we concluded that perhaps this style of apparel is not unique to the plains of North America.
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September 23, 2006



An even earlier departure from our hotel this morning as we drive to the town of "Solo". Another fascinating view of the countryside but on this trip, we could see that many of the homes and businesses showed damage from the May 2006 earthquake. The older buildings had the worst damage and many looked partially collapsed.



Our first stop was to visit the Sultan's Palace at "Mangkunegaran". As we walked into the palace with our guide, there was a whole orchestra of Gamelan players, who sprang to life and began playing - sort of like the automatic door chimes at a gift shop. The instruments are tuned gongs, xylophones, and metallophones (a percussion instrument with bars of metal). Now we have read that the second oldest human remains ever found on earth were found here - "Java Man". I am sure that some of these remains were playing in that orchestra. The music was fine but the old men sitting cross legged and playing the instruments could have been animatronic dummies for all of their facial expressions.
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ready to meet our serfs



We saw more elaborate displays of antiques in this palace but the highlight of the tour was the display of male and female chastity belts. The Sultan was supposed to have worn his when he was out jogging around his Kingdom and his wife was also fixed up before he left home. We asked how her chastity belt was locked and were told that it was locked with a "special spell". This sultan must have been particularly gullible.



We visited a flea market at Triwindu and also the Rayda Pustaka Museum. The flea market was Annette's favorite and crammed with "stuff". We are very fortunate that we are traveling by boat rather than motor home.
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In the afternoon we visited the Prambanan Hindu temple. Like Borubudur (the Buddhist temple we visited), this shrine was built in the mid 9th. century. The shrine had suffered from the several earthquakes over the centuries and was supported in many places with scaffolding. We were not allowed to approach the edifice too closely, because of the risk of further collapse but the towering structure built of carved basalt blocks was very impressive.
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Prambanan Temple
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A deer walks through the temple grounds

September 24, 2006



Our return flight today was at noon, so we took a taxi to the center of Yogyakarta and walked the stores along the main street. Java has one form of transportation that we did not see in Bali and these are tricycle rickshaws. There were hundreds of them scattered everywhere in town and we would see a dozen or so in ranks awaiting customers. In this vehicle the passengers, (two) sit side by side at the front between two wheels and the driver pedals the balance of the tricycle from behind. We just had to try these! We climbed aboard and the rickshaw man took off into the traffic. No traffic rules seem to apply. He ignored one way streets, traffic lights and crossed the heavy traffic stream as though the other vehicles did not exist. My most vivid memory was when he wanted to turn right from a two way street (they drive on the left in Java). He did not want to slow down at a red light so he crossed over into the oncoming lane just as the light was changing and ploughed into a horde of about fifty motorcycles who were all making a "Le Mans start" from the light as it changed to green. He then made a right turn through their ranks. Of course the passengers (us) were seeing all this in 3D and full color from the exposed front of the vehicle. If you ever decide to ride on of these contraptions, the downhill run is more exciting than the uphill return.
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Family outing time
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..peddling a rickshaw is hard work..
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We had made arrangements via e-mail to call Jack and Daphne on S/V Resolute by SSB radio, when we returned to Bali Marina. Unfortunately I had failed to realize that Java was an hour ahead of Bali and we were going to miss the scheduled call. When we arrived at the marina, Jack and Daphne were sitting in the marina bar so that problem was solved. We first met Resolute in Apia, Samoa in 2004, passed them at sea as we were leaving Opua, New Zealand and had last seen Resolute moored at Brisbane, Australia in 2006 (although her crew was not aboard at the time). We will part company again as DoodleBug heads west to Christmas Island and Resolute heads north to Singapore. The next time we may meet will be in the Mediterranean in 2007. Such is cruising.
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September 25, 2006 - September 28, 2006



The past few days we have begun to get serious about putting to sea again. We have topped up our diesel tanks and conducted a search of Bali for additional fuel jugs. Here's the math. It is about 3,200 miles from here to Male' in the Maldive Islands, where we could take on more fuel. If we should miss Male because of adverse weather and the like, we would have another 2,300 miles to our next gas station. If we sail every inch of the way, we would be arriving in Djibouti in late December and would have used 900 liters of fuel just running the generator on a daily basis to recharge batteries. The main diesel tank holds 600 liters. If we have adverse winds or no winds on the segment between Chagos and Male, as we cross the equator and pass through the doldrums, we could need over 400 liters or so to motor. We normally carry an additional 200 liters of fuel in jerry jugs and have never really needed this reserve, although it has certainly added to the comfort factor. We therefore decided to carry another 250 liters and to look for plastic jugs to carry it. This was mildly entertaining. We found that the commercial fishermen use 25 liter jugs from the laundry that have been used for powdered detergent. I asked at one marine supply store if they had "new" jugs and the owner indignantly shook the jug, showing that the residual detergent powder was fresh and these were therefore "new". The standard rate was US$1.80 each and I asked if they could be delivered to the marina. The ten jugs arrived by motorcycle.
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String hammocks
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buying extra diesel jugs
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They pack well in the stern locker  that is 200 liters or 50 gallons of fuel



We have done our laundry, filled and stowed the diesel, topped up our groceries, updated the navigation, checked and rechecked the weather and we have applied for departure documents. It hasn't been all work though and we have been out to see Balinese dancing almost every evening (see www.nikkobali.com ) . The first two evening dances we saw were the classical Legong. The girls wear stunning costumes and the dance is very graceful, like a slow ballet. The wrist and hand and finger movements seem impossible for normal human beings but these girls train from early childhood. We had seen a carved wooden board in several of the gift shops and at one point we did see it in action. It is a children's memory game involving counting beans in a series of shallow bowls in the board. The shape of the bowls are designed to train the hands of the future Legong dancers, so that they can bend their fingers to the required position. We also saw the Kecak dance. This is an Indonesian dance-drama using a "cak" chorus, supposedly singing in trance, instead of the orchestra with instruments as in Legong dancing. The Kecak drama is from the Hindu epic "Ramayana" and sung by a narrator while the dancers portray the characters. The dancers are surrounded by a seated circle of traditionally from 100 to 200 male singers. We had twenty four (I counted) but it still seemed a lot. The cak singers represent various forces in the drama and accompany the dance with interlocking vocal sounds - often the cak-cak-cak sound of monkeys. They are naked from the waist up and accompany their singing with choreographed upper-body swaying and arm gestures. For the finale, one of the cak men walks through a large bonfire of coconut husks that has been lit at center stage. He then proceeds to sit in the burning embers and spin around. He is restrained in his trance induced thrashing by fellow cak men, until a priest sprinkles him with holy water and he is immediately restored to whatever passes as normalcy. Impressive.



[image: img181.jpg]dancer
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[image: img183.jpg]We are in traditional dress for the show



Christmas Island



October 1, 2006



Position S 09 04.2 E 113 55.1



We left Bali this morning at 0700 hours local time heading for Christmas Island. Contrary to all three weather forecasts we consulted, we spent the whole day tacking back and forwards into a direct headwind. This morning there is little wind - just a huge uncomfortable sea. We are hoping to pick up the trade winds later today.



The past couple of days have been spent with the usual chores of checking the internet sites and paying bills, plus the last maintenance items and last minute souvenir shopping. We paid our marina bill and had our exit documents in hand stating that we were leaving Friday and which further warranted that we would be out of Indonesian waters within 24 hours of issue. We had told the marina agents we wanted to leave on Sunday morning but that does not fit with the bureaucratic week-end. Nevertheless, this is a laidback place and DoodleBug slipped her moorings shortly after dawn on Sunday and headed south to clear the island of Bali.



[image: img184.jpg]Leaving Bali



All available weather forecasts predicted light winds from the southeast, giving a broad reach (wind from behind) for the 580 mile run to Christmas Island. We made the turn to the west as we cleared the southern tip of Bali and could now feel the wind without the contaminating effect of the Bali landmass. The wind was blowing stubbornly from the west-southwest at between 8 and 12 knots. This was within 20 degrees of our direct heading. We began by tacking south assuming that the further south we got into the Indian Ocean, the more sensible the winds would become. No joy! Back and forth we tacked. Now DoodleBug is a cruising yacht and is not setup to go upwind - the technical expression is "wide sheeting angles". In the seas running and with the lightish winds, we managed to sail 45 degrees to the apparent wind direction. The apparent wind is what we feel at the boat, 'cos the boat is also moving through the water. The true wind angle was about 20 degrees more than these angles plus the boat slips sideways through the water when it is sailing upwind and this makes it another 15 degrees worse with "leeway". In fact, we were running about 145 degrees between tacks and after 12 hours of sailing at 5 to 6 knots, we were still only 28 miles from Benoa harbor. Late that night the wind died away and we began to motor sail and were at last pointing at our destination. A series of rain clouds appeared on our radar indicating a "not forecast" frontal system which brought a little rain and, shortly after it's passage, winds from the southeast. We are finally under sail on a rhumb line course for Christmas. Just enough wind to tantalize though and it soon swung back to a direct but light headwind. I was surprised to see that we in fact covered 90 miles during our first 24 hours at sea. We had made forward progress while under sail, at about two and a half knots in the direction we wanted to go.



October 2, 2006



Position S 09 28.2 E 111 28.9 at 2240 UTM



We are just beginning our third day at sea and have about 350 miles to go. We expect to be at Christmas Island on Thursday morning. So far it has been a bit rolly but not too rough. The swells are coming at us every 15 seconds or so from the SSW and they are in the 12 foot range. Like a line of hills coming at you. These are combined with the wind generated waves coming from the SE; they meet at right angles and makes the ride a bit sloppy. All well on board. 



At noon today we were under full sail, beam reaching towards Christmas Island. Despite the light winds, the sea was not calm with 8 to 10 foot swells plus a chop. The Indian Ocean is well known for this phenomenon. To the west and south of the Australian land mass, there are huge storms producing swells (long period waves) that were coming at us from the southwest and which showed up on radar as a pattern of reflections from the advancing ranks of waves. Then you have the wind generated waves that are coming from the southeast. The two sets of waves sometimes reinforce each other and sometimes cancel but to the sailor in the middle, it means a jerky, unpredictable, and uncomfortable ride. It also means that we cannot see the local wooden fishing boats on our radar, unless we are on a short range six mile setting because of the wave clutter on the screen. We knew there were boats out there as they chatter at length on the VHF hailing channel. We set our "watch" cycle to every 12 minutes so that we might spot them but never did. All we saw that day were a couple of dolphins and some flying fish. That night, after the Ramadan moon had set, the bioluminescence of the water made us look like we were sailing through a sea of diamonds scattered in milk. Our run for the day was 140 miles.



October 3, 2006



Today we have the forecast trade winds blowing from 8 to 10 knots for most of the day, picking up strength in the late afternoon to the 18 to 20 knot range, as we reefed down to Genoa and Mizzen for the night. It would have been a great day but both Annette and I came down with almost identical stomach problems. Did we pick up a bug in Bali? Who knows, but we spent the day feeling sorry for each other. 143 mile run in the 24 hours.



October 4, 2006



Position S 09 52.1 E 108 53.8 at 2330 UTM



Big choppy seas all day with the wind steady from the southeast and blowing 15 to 18 knots all day and then strengthening in the evening to 18 to 22 knots as it had done the night before. We are about 190 miles from Christmas Island as I write this and should arrive tomorrow afternoon (Thursday). All well on board 

October 5, 2006



Position S 10 25.7 E 105 40.1



Dawn showed Christmas Island dead ahead. We passed our next 24 hour point just before we turned behind the Northeast point to anchor in Flying Fish Cove. We had run 192 miles in the previous 24 hours and have beaten this distance only a couple of times in the past three years and then only by a single mile on each previous occasion.



We had received printed instructions from Australian Customs in Darwin as to the arrival procedures for Christmas Island. We swung in next to the pier and dropped the anchor. The voice of the Harbor-Master immediately came on the radio and informed us that it was not permitted to anchor where we had just dropped the hook. We sucked the anchor chain back into the boat and asked where we could anchor. The slightly surly voice stated that all anchoring was forbidden and we should use one of the mooring buoys just west of us. No problem. Annette lassooed a mooring buoy that had no pigtail, just as though she was a Texas girl and we are moored at S 10 25.7 E 105 40.1.



[image: img185.jpg]Approaching Christmas Island



[image: img186.jpg]Note the loading dock with phosphate transporter snaking up the hillside



[image: img187.jpg]These are the Phosphate loading gantries



[image: img188.jpg]A frigate passes overhead



[image: img189.jpg]You can clearly sea the coral we are about to anchor on



[image: img190.jpg]We tie up to a mooring
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The next voice on the VHF was Australian Customs, asking basically who we were - in a slightly terse voice. We responded with the details and confirmed that they had not received our emailed yacht arrival notification we had sent four days earlier from Bali. On this notification, we had given our ETA as 0800 hours and the Darwin instructions said we should call on VHF after 0800 hours. By amazing coincidence, considering the real sailing conditions, we had arrived almost exactly as stated. This was of course tempered by the fact that the local Customs officer was unaware of the fantastic job we had done complying with the regulations and in addition we had just pissed off the Harbor Master by attempting to anchor on his coral reef.



At 0830 hours we dinghied to the dock and picked up the Customs and Immigration officer and the Quarantine lady. By now they had confirmed that we had valid visas and all of our paperwork was already completed, signed, and ready before they even came aboard - thanks to the complete set of blank forms we had taken in Darwin. A few minutes later we were legally back in Australia. Shower, change of clothes, head for the dock to see if we can find some Christmas breakfast!

October 6, 2006



Background: Christmas Island was so named by Captain William Mynors when he sailed by on 25th December, 1643. He didn't land. Later vessels just stopped by to load topsoil for transport to Cocos Keeling atoll, some 520 miles away. In 1887, a couple of surveys of the island were made and showed that the topsoil consisted of high grade phosphate. HMS Imperieuse annexed the Island for Britain on 6th June, 1888 and in 1891, the British Government granted a 99 year mining lease to a couple of entrepreneurs to extract the phosphate in exchange for royalties. The lads formed a corporation, the Christmas Island Phosphate Company, and brought in 200 Chinese laborers from Singapore to work the mine. The first shipment of Phosphate left the Island in 1900 and subsequent shipments were only interrupted by WWII and the Japanese invasion of the Island. The Japanese tried to export phosphate but, after the first two of their ships were torpedoed, they gave up. The phosphate operations continued after the war but in 1987, a group of Union organizers led by a man named Gordon Bennett, managed to force the mine company to recognize a mine worker's union. A brilliant victory! Brilliant timing at the end of the 99 year lease. The Company shut the mine down. The union organizer's then petitioned the Australian government to re-open the mine. The government agreed to accept bids from different companies but required the union to partially fund the expenses. The union finally bought the mine in 1991 and reopened operations in 1993.



Today was one of those awesome days. Yesterday we had hit the information center, rented a 4-wheel drive car, and booked a tour of the phosphate mine that is the mainstay of this island. I asked the information center lady, how we should pay for the tour. She asked, "Don't you want to know how much it costs?". "Okay then, how much?". "The mining company does the tours for free". "Well in that case, we will take two!



At 0830 hours we were met by Gordon, the rehabilitation and safety manager for the plant. His employees were elsewhere so Gordon was giving the tour himself and we climbed into his 4WD truck and headed up the grades towards the summit of Christmas Island. Gordon was a wealth of information. Geologically, Christmas Island is five layers of limestone sitting on top of igneous or volcanic rocks. The summit is the top layer and had stockpiles of previously mined phosphate. Gordon showed us areas that had been left by the original company as well as areas that had been "rehabilitated" with plantings by the present mining company. Gordon explained that the phosphate is produced by the excretory habits of crabs over the period of the millennia (crab shit not bird shit!) and is essentially the topsoil of the island. The present company is not really mining but simply processing the existing stockpiles. The phosphate has to be graded as to purity, kiln dried, crushed or separated as to fineness, and then shipped. They expect to exhaust the original stockpiles in about five years and then the mining operations will shut down again. Any new mining operations on new leases would have to deal with the 135 shrines that the mine workers have established over the past century which are now "sacred ground" and cannot be disturbed. In addition, the heavy equipment used in digging, kilning, and transporting is both obsolete and worn out. A huge capital investment would be required to make the necessary upgrades. Besides, today the concept of stripping a beautiful tropical island of it's topsoil and leaving the resulting environmental disaster for the taxpayers to ponder is not as political acceptable as it used to be.



[image: img192.jpg]following the phosphate



[image: img193.jpg]The conveyors haul the phosphate to the dock



[image: img194.jpg]This pipe to the right is operator controlled and fills the ships hold evenly.



[image: img195.jpg]This is the gantry we were looking down from. DoodleBug moored behind



We next looked at the machinery that feeds the transportation system. The conveyors, motors, and machinery that drive them are huge and wonderful. They may be obsolete by today's technology but, to Annette and I, they just seemed "all powerful". The conveyors fed a huge drying kiln that then fed the conveyors heading steeply downhill towards a ship we could see in the harbor below. We followed the course of the processed phosphate and marveled at the transfer stations that exist whenever the conveyor system changes direction. All of this without visible human intervention. The only operator we saw was working the gantry crane that fed the output of the conveyor into the hold of a freighter. We walked out on a series of catwalks and ladders until we were far above the ship and over the incredibly clear sea below. We could see corals and fish of every kind in an amazing splash of colors. Then, the ship below us seemed to be moving back and forwards. This was an illusion. The ship was anchored and WE were moving back and forth over the hold, as the discharge pipe of the conveyor system was moved for and aft and side to side by the operator to ensure even product distribution. This was a fabulous tour and we thoroughly enjoyed it. The ship's destination was unknown to us but typically would be Belgium, Indonesia, or Singapore.



Our next destination was to visit Dolly Beach, an isolated location on the southeast coast. The map had indicated that it was four wheel drive only. The drive down the single lane jungle road was worth the trip in itself. I was just thinking, "This road isn't so bad. We could have made this in a two wheel drive truck," when we came upon a sign that read, "Four Wheel Drive Vehicles Only beyond this point". The track then plunged steeply towards the sea, with boulders and deeply eroded drainage channels to add to the challenge. We were slightly relieved to see two other vehicles at the terminating car park as we had seen no sign of other humans for nearly 
an hour. The walk from the car park was along a boardwalk that bridged the ragged limestone outcrops and wound through the dense undergrowth. After about 30 minutes walking, we came upon a sheltered cove with white powder sand fringed with jungle. This beach is used year round by sea turtles to lay their eggs (they do this at night). As soon as we stepped on the sand, we saw the obvious tracks of a large turtle and the depression she had made where she deposited her eggs. There were also fragments of rubbery turtle egg shells, from previously hatched broods, scattered around the beach. There was a fresh water stream that trickled across the beach and into the sea and, as we explored landwards into the jungle, we found both blue crabs and robber crabs. These glowered at us as only a crab can. Land crabs and robber crabs (also known as coconut crabs in the Pacific) are the largest specie known. The blue crabs would hide in their burrows at our approach but the robber crabs would wave one huge appendage threateningly at us as if to say, "Move along there!".



[image: img196.jpg]The trail to the beach



[image: img197.jpg]Dolly beach
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Turtle nest. See the trail going left back to the sea



[image: img199.jpg]discarded turtle eggshell



[image: img200.jpg]a fresh water stream crosses the beach



[image: img201.jpg]A blue crab glowers at us



[image: img202.jpg]A robber crab attempts to hide



The occupants of the other two 4WD vehicles were at the far end of the beach and they turned out to be from the dozen Spanish scuba divers, who are hereon a two-week dive holiday and who represent the balance of the tourists on the island.



The lady at the Post Office had told us about a local celebration hosted by the Chinese segment of the population that was to be held at 1830 hours that same evening. The holiday was the "Moon Cake Festival". Another yacht had arrived this morning and on our way to the festival we collected Noël French, who has been single handing around the world for the past seven years in a Bavaria 44. Noel hails from Ashford in Kent. We met the Post Office mistress, "Jo", at the festival as she had been expecting us. She immediately equipped us with a pair of candle lit Chinese paper lanterns and a pair of "Moon cakes". The celebration began with a deafening series of reports, followed by Chinese firecrackers. Then followed a fireworks display while simultaneously a Chinese band began to play with cymbals and drums and two "dragons" began a very energetic dance. It was hard to know what to look at. As the exotic and beautifully costumed dancers were going through their routine, high above them there were huge colored airbursts as the rockets soared in swift profusion. When the fireworks finished, the whole island, it seemed, headed down the road in a procession lead by the dancing dragons and band. Behind trailed everyone else clutching their Chinese lanterns. At the Police Station, the parade turned around and we headed back to where the food was laid out. We sailors declined the offer of free tea and instead headed over to the "Golden Bosun" (it's a type of sea bird) where we continued to celebrate "Moon Cake Day" with Newcastle Brown Ale and "chips" (French fries).



[image: img203.jpg]We carry our Chinese lanterns



[image: img204.jpg]Ed (sitting) watching fireworks. Noel is standing



[image: img205.jpg]Dragon dancers



[image: img206.jpg]The elaborate heads are resting while the dancers eat



October 7, 2006



Today we took a break from our boat chores and drove over to the west side of the island to hike "The Dales". These are a series of fresh water streams that are sourced from springs at the interface between the limestone overburden and the igneous base of the island. Since these springs are an all season source of surface fresh water, they provide a wet area and habitat for "Blue" crabs. Christmas Island is world famous for it's annual migration of "Red" crabs from the deep rainforest areas to the sea to breed and then home again inland. They do this in the wet season, usually beginning in mid to late November. When they are on their march, they march over everything, houses, cars, just about anything that gets in the way. The information office offered a brochure with tips for driving with the crabs. If there are high numbers of crabs, they recommend having someone sweep the road with a broom ahead of the vehicle, or just give up and park. We may not see any Red crabs, as it is too early in the season but, we are off to see crabs! As the road passed the northeasterly point of the island, we could see a huge construction project in progress. Just about everyone we had met at the popular "Golden Bosun" bar we have been patronizing is working on this project (Annette is in love with the restaurant's "Ninja" chef - aka Neil and particularly his lamb shanks). The task is to build a detention or relocation camp for illegal immigrants to Australia. At least that is the official version. The construction men referred to their project as "Guatanamo Bay". They said it was very nicely decorated but very solidly built. One of the phosphate mining officials we had met wondered why the facility needed an armory and explosives storage if it was just to house Indonesian "boat people".



[image: img207.jpg]Annette and the Ninja chef



We speculated our way onwards and soon found ourselves on another 4WD track, plunging through the rainforest. We arrived at a forest car park and from this, a boardwalk wound through the trees with signs every hundred yards or so providing information on flora and fauna. At the second stream we came to, a boardwalk trail climbed steeply up to a waterfall. We were midway up the western edge of the stream and looked down across the wet area. The trees were mainly fresh water mangroves and with their complex and twisted root patterns and the draping creepers and air-roots, the scene was something out of a Tolkein dream. Everywhere on the floor of the stream bed were crabs. The largest populations were blue crabs but as we gazed higher and drier amongst the roots of the trees and even beneath the boardwalk we were on, were huge numbers of the massive Robber Crabs. Our trail terminated at a waterfall and we stood beneath the shower of warm droplets but decided to keep our bathing suits dry.



[image: img208.jpg]Another Jungle trail



[image: img209.jpg]Amazing mangrove roots and hanging creepers



[image: img210.jpg]a scene from a fantasy movie?



[image: img211.jpg]waterfall and pool
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[image: img213.jpg]This is MY leaf!



The hiking trail continued south but was now marked with red survey flagging on occasional trees and was often difficult to follow. After a mile or so, it turned and followed the stream bed but in the stream bed itself. The Blue Crabs and Robber crabs were everywhere underfoot and scuttled to get out of the way with their pincers held up threateningly. The ground was very spongy underfoot as their burrows had undermined just about every place you could step. The Robber Crabs did not move much; they just wagged their warning at us to keep moving. It was on this portion of the walk that we did finally see a live Red crab. Our previous sighting did not count, as it was baked and dead on the road. A beautiful hike.



[image: img214.jpg]Blue crabs



[image: img215.jpg]crabs in the fresh water streams



[image: img216.jpg]More robber crabs



[image: img217.jpg]The first live red crab we have seen



[image: img218.jpg]The trail is riddled with crab burrows



October 8, 2006



Annette went shopping today and Ed went out with the scuba company. I (Ed) did three dives; the most I have ever done in one day. The first morning dive was a "wall", with huge and pristine corals and good visibility in the water. The next two dives were cave dives. Now I have never experienced a cave dive before. The route led in single file through a long and dark winding passage way and then into a chamber that had trapped air. The air was moist and warm but breathable and the walls of the chamber were covered in stalactites. I asked if they ever had earthquakes here, knowing full well that Christmas Island had experienced two good shakes the week before we arrived. This elicited a laugh from the guides but my corresponding laugh was decidedly hollow. The second cave dive, which surfaced in a pool, was followed by a winding surface snorkel. Then, we dropped our tanks and proceeded by foot across tilting broken rock to another subterranean pool. We turned our lights off and, within a few seconds, could see lantern fish in the pool below us. This pool also contained a population of crimson colored shrimp. As we exited the caves back into the open sea, I could see the air from our tanks trapped under a huge sloping wall and looking like inverted mercury droplets. It was a wonderful dive and one that I am glad that I experienced but one that I do not intend to repeat too soon. Enclosed, dark spaces while breathing air from a tank is not for me. NASA, don't bother to call.



[image: img219.jpg]Dive boat picks me up from DoodleBug



Annette shopped in the morning and then snorkeled off the boat for the afternoon. The bay where we are moored is a great spot for snorkeling and diving and one of the best locations on the island according to the literature. This is the first time that she has enjoyed swimming and snorkeling in the sea since we were in Fiji last year. Christmas Island has few small sharks, no box jelly fish, and no estuarine crocodiles.



October 9, 2006



We spent the day with last minute shopping, checking the internet, topping up with diesel by shuttling jerry jugs to the gas station, dropping off the rental car, and applying for exit documents. Christmas Island has been an excellent stopover and we are sorry to leave.



[image: img220.jpg]Hauling diesel jugs to the dock



[image: img221.jpg]In the grocery store. Left to Right: Noel, Jens and Ed
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