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Diary of a Circumnavigation

Book VIII

by

Edmund J. Steele


Cocos Keeling Island



October 10, 2006



Position S 10 53.3 E 103 09.1



We left Christmas Island yesterday morning (Tuesday) at 0930 hours local time and are sailing a rhumb line course for Cocos Keeling. All well on board. We dropped our mooring and set sail at 0930 hours. As we cruised along the northern shore of the island, our scuba diving friends came by with the dive boat to wave and yell "goodbye" and to wish us a safe passage. A little lumpy as we passed the northern tip of the island and then we picked up the trade winds and beam reached for the rest of the day under full sail. For the first two hours after we left C.I., we were circled by perhaps 200 boobies. There were red footed, blue footed, and brown footed boobies. They passed within inches of the forestay. The had close mid-air "almost" collisions with each other. They plunged into the water next to DoodleBug. Landed ahead of us in rafts on the water and then took off at the last minute. An extraordinary sight. They seemed to be playing and we have seen no evidence of any fishing industry here - did they think we were a fishing trawler? Nevertheless a great send-off.



[image: img1.jpg]The dive boat passes close to wave goodbye



[image: img2.jpg]The boobies circle close to DoodleBug

October 11, 2006



This morning showed that we had run 183 miles in the previous 24 hours and we were still under full sail and moving at better than 8 knots over the ground. We were visited by four or five "Golden Bosun's". They are a yellow breasted sea-bird with a distinctive long tail. The sea is a little rolly but another pleasant day. Thursday night and Friday are forecast to be less than pleasant with big seas and high winds. At the rate we are sailing, we will arrive at Cocos Keeling far too early, perhaps around mid-night Thursday. We plan to "heave to" for the night in the forecast rough seas and high winds and to make our reef entrance in good light. At sometime tonight, we will pass the 100 degree east line of longitude. This represents the half way point of our circumnavigation around the world. The celebration will have to hold off until we get to Cocas however, as the Indian Ocean is a little rough for champagne toasting.



South 11 degrees 33.1 minutes East 99 degrees 39.8 minutes



This is 166 miles from Cocos Keeling and we should arrive tonight (Friday morning) at around 0200 hours. We passed the "halfway around the world" mark this mooning at 0320 hours local time.



October 12, 2006



Position S 12 05.7 E 96 52.3 at 1700 UTM

Just an update on our position (0130 hours local time on Friday 13th.).We arrived safely at Cocos Keeling Island last night and are anchored at Position: S 12 05.7' E 096 52.3'.

A day of milestones! At 0320 hours local time, we passed the "half-way around the world" point, that is, the 100 degrees East line of longitude. I went to the back cabin to tell Annette but she was sound asleep and would probably not have appreciated this information, as there was absolutely nothing to be seen in the heaving darkness that was the Indian Ocean. The wind has been blowing quite strongly and was forecast to increase in intensity today, becoming positively ugly by nightfall. At 0930 hours, we logged a 24 hours distance run of 208 miles. Our previous best was 193 miles that we have reached twice before. We have been sailing a broad reach 
in the previous 24 hours with winds in the range of 17 knots to 18 knots. The swells have been in the 6 to 8 foot range and we seem to have been helped by about 2 knots of current. The pilot chart indicates perhaps a knot of current but, hey - whatever works.



Well all that excitement was this morning. Now the forecast winds have arrived with winds in the range of 18 to 24 knots. The swells have been building all day and tower menacingly over us in the 10 to 12 foot range. We have kept full sail up just occasionally dropping the mainsail when our speed becomes excessive and we start shipping a lot of spray. The forecast for tonight is for winds of up to 30 knots and 16 foot seas. DoodleBug is screaming over the ground and rapidly approaching Cocos Keeling Island. The guide warns about attempting a night passage but we assume that with a radar and chart plotter approach, we can push the envelope a little. Our first navigation marker, that is the beacon at the west end of the island, was nowhere to be found (it has been broken for nearly three months). The range lights were also not to be found. There was a scattering of yellow, green, and red flashing lights in the lagoon. We turned to pass through the reef and the lights began to sort themselves out. We found two yellow lights that matched the flash pattern of the range lights and lined up on these (they are white lights according to the charts and the cruising guide). We had been warned of "bombies" (ship busting coral pinnacles) all over the lagoon but rationalized that nobody could set up range lights in line with a known bombie. When we had entered the lagoon, we turned towards Direction Island and edged forwards into a 30 knot headwind until we had reached our chosen anchoring spot in about 30 feet of water. The wind howled through the rigging and the short choppy waves hissed down the side of DoodleBug but, we were now pointed into the wind and waves and had the anchor down and set at S 12 05.7 E 096 52.3 at 0145 hours local time. Annette had been on the bow with the purpose of checking the anchor chain tension but had been thoroughly distracted by a bright shooting star. There was little motion on board as we celebrated with a late snack and well deserved beer before heading for bed.



October 13, 2006



Position S 12 05.5 E 96 53.0



This morning we chatted to the Customs and also talked to one of the anchored vessels in the inner lagoon of Direction Island regarding the navigation markers and route through the secondary reef. We raised anchor and motored into a 30 knot headwind and, after a scary passage between two dark patches of coral, re-anchored in 24 feet of water off the beach at S 12 05.5 E 096 53.0. The anchoring procedure was decorated by a pod of perhaps 20 dolphins that gamboled and played across the bow and along our sides as we tried to pay attention to the marine hazards. Right after the hook was set, Annette noticed a pair of sharks circling nearby but they looked small enough to eat and have been lauded as harmless by the locals. The Customs boat arrived at 1000 hours but it was still too rough with the wind blowing at over 24 knots. He requested I take our documents ashore and meet him on the Island. I beached our dinghy on a pristine white coral sand beach and headed up between the coconut trees to a picnic table and shelter. We are checked in! We are here! Cocos Keeling, Indian Ocean.



This morning as we were preparing to meet the policeman who handles customs and immigration, Noel the single hander we had met, called on the radio. I headed for the beach in the dinghy and missed the conversation but essentially Noel pleaded to be allowed to visit Cocos Keeling and "Zack", the policeman, declined permission. I met "Zack" at the dock and he said, "That fellow just told me he was 10 miles away but when I motored around the corner (of the islet) he was close enough that I could see him on board his yacht." We were not entirely surprised that Noel had been refused permission to land, as he had already been refused permission before he left Christmas Island. We had been astonished when Noel had called us on the VHF radio about an hour after we left Christmas Island and said he was just leaving and was behind us. I asked where he was headed and he stated that although he had been denied a visa, he was also heading for Cocos Keeling and would have a "minor rigging failure" when he arrived so that he must put in for repairs. On these small islands, anyone and everyone listens into VHF radio conversations just for entertainment and the customs man in Christmas Island is the supervisor for the Cocos Keeling Islands. Ouch!



Later that afternoon we explored the pristine beach of a deserted and uninhabited Island. There were three other yachts in the anchorage of which only one, Canadian flagged "Amazon", is cruising. Dieter from Amazon joined us for sundowners. He is single handing and is headed for Mauritius in the morning. He had also heard the Noel / Customs conversation this morning and he has met Noel before. He told us a tale of Noel insisting that Dieter winch Noel up the mast of Noel's yacht so that Noel could repair a burned out light. Now Noel is a big lad and winching a heavy man up a mainmast is cardiac arrest type exercise. Dieter did this and later that evening 
Noel called him back on the radio to say that he had replaced the bulb with the burned out bulb in error. Could Dieter winch him up the mast again? Dieter refused and Noel went into begging mode. Dieter relented and performed the arduous task again. Noel afterwards said that the bulb was OK, he had hit the wrong switch.



I told Dieter that Noel had also asked me to winch him up the mast to fix his light at the Christmas Island anchorage. (BTW, Dieter is physically more imposing than Ed) At the time, I did not say anything. The following morning, I had climbed our mast in the Christmas Island anchorage to fix our deck flood and had been knocked around considerably by the swell. I had then told Noel that it was dangerous for him to go up his mast in such conditions and he should wait until he got to a calmer anchorage. He had responded that it wasn't necessary after all. He had discovered that he had hit the wrong switch. Sound familiar? We chortled while Dieter gnashed his teeth between guffaws. We toasted Noel in absentia and wished him "Fair Winds".



[image: img3.jpg]Amazon leaves



October 14, 2006



Annette and I walked "our" completely deserted island with the only tracks being those of hermit crabs on the white sand between the coconut palms. The sounds were of waves lapping on the beach, wind through the tree-tops, and the crowing of feral chickens somewhere in the bush. At 0945 hours, the island was transformed with the arrival of the inter-island ferry. It disgorged perhaps 50 people clutching coolers, beach chairs, umbrellas, and with seeming hordes of small children. The crowd from "West Island" had arrived for their Saturday picnic. At 1500 hours, the ferry returned and the horde re-embarked and silence descended again. In the interim, Ed had snorkeled under DoodleBug to inspect the hull, propeller, and anode condition and was met immediately by a four foot reef shark. I dove down and swam directly at it. It swam away. I turned my back, it came back - sort of like your neighbors irritating terrier dog. Annette in the meantime had swam over to visit our neighbors, Diane and Beaon "Sortilege". She was followed by a reef shark (same one?) and it then followed her as she swam ashore. Annette was on a mission to get some coconuts and, after she had found a couple, had expended a fair amount of sweat husking them on a large spike embedded in a tree trunk on the beach. Later that evening, we visited Sortilege. Bea had fallen while attempting to board their dinghy at night after a beach party. He had broken one or more ribs a day or so before our arrival but was hurting too badly to make it over to the doctor on the next island. Bea and Diane have spent months at this anchorage every year for the past seven years. They have also visited our next destination of Chagos. Apparently the rats there are quite unintimidated by human presence and their theft of food is quite brazen. Diane impressed Annette of how she had been sitting with a group one evening when a rat had stolen her food from her plate. At the time, blonde-haired, tanned and svelte Diane was bare breasted and wearing a leopard skin sarong. (She would have looked fabulous). She had grabbed a coconut cleaving tomahawk and had hurled it at the rat, cleaving same. All the guys were impressed. The following evening, everyone at the Chagos sundowner gathering were similarly armed.



[image: img4.jpg]The Saturday crowd leaves



[image: img5.jpg]Black tip sharks circling



[image: img6.jpg]Tying up at the Cocos pier. DoodleBug anchored behind



[image: img7.jpg]The beach shelter



[image: img8.jpg]Sortileges sign



[image: img9.jpg]Chilling outside



[image: img10.jpg]Annette has swum ashore to hunt for coconuts. Her haul is around her neck



October 15, 2006



Today we managed to get a phone card to work and used the telephone that was in the beach shelter about 100 yards from where Doodlebug is anchored. I doubt whether we will ever have such an exotic phone booth again. The island is deserted again and we have determined that the ferry only comes here on Saturday. Annette and I then snorkeled the famous "Rip" on the west end of the island. This is a marine preserve and is a narrow channel that cuts between Direction Island and nearby Prison Island. The Rip has a coral reef on it's far side with the lagoon on the near side. It flows at perhaps four or five knots and it is impossible to swim against the main current. The technique is to launch yourself into the middle of this and just let the current sweep you along. The quantity of fish in the "Rip" is astonishing: huge, small, multi-colored, and in profusion. The channel was perhaps 30 feet deep at it's deepest and we were able to free dive to see under the overhanging reef as we were swept by. We saw "sleeping" sharks in the caves under the reef as well as non-sleeping sharks swimming in the blue. We had been assured that with the quantity of food available to them, they would not be interested in us. There were giant clams and great corals everywhere. As we were swept further into the bay, we swam at right angles to the current and soon found ourselves in shallower and calmer water and able to swim back to the Island. We swam the Rip a couple of times and vow to return with a submarine camera. What a ride!



[image: img11.jpg]The phone actually works and Ed is making a call. DB behind



[image: img12.jpg]The Cocos rip current

October 16, 2006



[image: img13.jpg]Dawn at Cocos Keeling



We awoke this morning to pouring rain. The shower did not last long but this is the first time we have been rained upon since we sat out a gale while at anchor in Marchinbar Bay, back in May of this year. Today is our pilgrimage to "Home" Island, a small island about one and a half miles from where are now anchored. Home Island is home to a population of some 600 islanders of Malay origin. We assume that these Malays are the descendants of the original labor force. We had received literature from the Customs officer when we arrived asking us to respect their Moslem modesty and to wear appropriate clothing so that shoulders, midriffs, and thighs were covered. Thus we were now seated in a bouncing dinghy, trying to make the bumpy passage between the islands and using an umbrella to keep our "modest" clothing dry. Slightly damp, we landed on a beach and made our way inland to find the fuel depot. The islanders we saw were riding around on 4 wheel ATV type motorcycles. The women were all garbed from head to foot in the same style of Moslem dress we had seen in Java. We were told that 30 years or so ago, the women wore sarongs and were usually bare breasted. Then some Imam from Indonesia showed up and threw a hissy. I suppose the same thing happened to the Polynesian Islanders a couple of centuries ago, when the Christian Missionaries showed up. At least these poor blighters don't have to wear Scottish woolens in the tropical heat. Everyone we met seemed pretty miserable and guarded but then it is Ramadan and they cannot eat until after sunset. After we bought our fuel, we hit the grocery store and the Internet. The Internet facility had a dozen or more late model Dell computers, was air conditioned, and full of sneaky mosquitoes under the desktops. It was also deserted. Perhaps the kids fill the place after school is out.



[image: img14.jpg]Modest attire
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Ed too is dressed modestly
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Island living  get your annual checkup!



[image: img17.jpg]Eating a candy bar!



[image: img18.jpg]Inside the Cocos store
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Handy transportation
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[image: img21.jpg]Internet access!!



We returned to our dinghy and discovered that in our absence, someone had ripped off one of the oars. This is a nuisance as it is hard to row with one oar and there is no place to buy another oar. We felt somewhat violated, as we were wearing silly, uncomfortable, and wet clothing to show respect for their culture and had just suffered our first theft loss in our three years of cruising. During the brief time we were on Home Island we saw no sign of any industry or agriculture. The "other" populated island is "West" Island which has tourist resorts, clubs, dive shops, and restaurants. Apparently, the Australian welfare payments are so attractive, that only a few Home Islanders choose to work there.



That evening we joined neighbor Diane on the beach to drink wine and watch the sunset. (Bea is still too sore from broken ribs to make a dinghy ride). At dusk, we were amazed at the sudden burst of activity by the residents. Crabs began running across the beach and digging in the sand. A large hermit crab - baseball sized - began eating some peanuts we had dropped and a rat ran out from under the coconut fronds on the jungle floor and began to scavenge around us. Cool!



[image: img22.jpg]hermit crab



Cocos Keeling background: Captain William Keeling reported the island's existence in 1609 but, they were not settled until 1826, when John Clunies-Ross imported labor from Malaya and built a copra plantation. We know that the island was short of top-soil, because they had been bringing it from Christmas Island - that is until the Christmas Island topsoil was found to be high grade phosphate. In WWI, the cable station on Direction Island (where we are anchored) was blown up by a party from the German cruiser, the Emden. The Australian heavy cruiser the "Sydney" was escorting the ANZAC troop convoys and spun off from this task to track the Emden down. After a one-sided sea battle, the German Captain ran the badly damaged Emden ashore on North Keeling, where the wreck still lies. The history of Cocos Keeling in WWII is a bit fuzzy, probably because it is still uncomfortable for people to face. It appears that the Sikh soldiers on Cocos Keeling mutinied when a Japanese task force approached, as did the soldiers at Christmas Island. At Christmas Island, the troops murdered their British officers and attempted to surrender to the Japanese. I don't know the fate of the Cocos Keeling officers but it probably wasn't too great.



October 17, 2006



We bounced across the water in a very wet dinghy ride to Home Island this morning and caught the ferry to West Island. At West Island we caught the local bus for the four mile journey to the settlement. We had a surprisingly good breakfast at the only restaurant that was open, despite the surly reception we received from the cook / waitress. After gaining their attention in the empty restaurant, we were snapped at - "You do realize that we do not serve bacon or pork products?". "...OK...".We bought three cases of beer plus groceries and hauled this load back to DoodleBug via bus, ferry, and wet dinghy ride. The highlight of the whole trip was seeing eight elephants in a field on our return bus trip. The elephants are in transit to Australia and are being held in quarantine on the Island.



[image: img23.jpg]Elephants!!



[image: img24.jpg]We have supplies stacked at the dock and I am dragging the dinghy over to load



In the afternoon, we walked the shore on the windward side of the island. Apparently there was once a large community living on Direction Island. The Australian government made the decision to relocate the community to Home Island and, to terminate any discussion, bulldozed all of the existing buildings into the sea on the very shore we were walking on. The jungle has reclaimed most of the bulldozer scars but, the sea contains a jumble of broken concrete slabs, brickwork, and rusting steel girders plus, interesting and unidentifiable pieces of machinery. On this strand there were also a thousand or so flip-flops. This particular type of flotsam outnumbered all other varieties by perhaps five to one. Where do they all come from? There were flip-flops of every size, color and style imaginable. I even found a matching pair of "platform" flip-flops.



[image: img25.jpg]

The remains of bulldozed buildings on the Cocos strand



[image: img26.jpg]flotsam. I think the platform flip-flops make a pair!

October 18, 2006



Boat chores day. A recently purchased fishing boat in transit to it's new owners in Copenhagen arrived. The crew picnicked on "our" beach for the evening. They arrived perhaps twenty minutes after Annette had returned from a "nude" swim to that same beach. That evening we met Diane and Bea from Sortilege for a beach barbeque. This was Bea's first trip off their boat since his injury at their last beach party! The mosquitoes were absent and since we are awaiting the new moon signaling the end of Ramadan, the stars were bright and challenged only by the sparks from our coconut frond fire.



[image: img27.jpg]Windy dawn



[image: img28.jpg]Ed, Bea and Dianne on the beach
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Dianne barbeques

October 19 - 21, 2006



On Thursday we made a "calling card" for the beach shelter on Direction Island. The shelter has been "decorated" for well over a decade, with homemade signs from "found" objects on the beach by the various yachts that have called here. We had found a piece of timber of unknown origin and I (Ed) spent several hours with hammer and wood-chisels, carving "DoodleBug, USA" onto it. Annette had designed the message and the reverse side does say "Ed and Annette, Santa Fe, New Mexico" and "Oct 2006". This will all be bleached out in a year or so but the carved side will take several decades to decay. While Ed did this task Annette tried to weave screens and baskets from palm fronds. She has now decided to keep her "day" job. Friday was back over to Home Island for a last jerry jug of diesel fuel, last check of the internet, and last grocery shop. The ride was bumpy in the dinghy on both passages but we have worked out that if we wear "emergency ponchos" - little more than plastic bags - we can arrive with just damp clothing instead of soaked clothing. Friday was also the day to burn our trash ashore in the designated pit and then hang our "DoodleBug" sign in the shelter. This took some effort, plus several beers, some thought, and several failed attempts. Finally it was done and the sign now hangs on Direction Island, Cocos Keeling for all to see. Saturday morning at 0730 hours local time, we set sail for the Salomon Islands in the Chagos Archipelago. This will be a 1,520 mile run. We will cross the main cyclone path in the Southern Indian Ocean. Peak cyclone activity is still a month or so away and we have a clear forecast so far.



[image: img30.jpg]I am carving a sign for the beach shelter
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[image: img32.jpg]The sign is hung and a USA kite attached



Chagos - Salomon Island



October 22, 2006



Position S 11 30.6 E 94 18.7 at 0000 UTM



When we left Cocos Keeling yesterday, we had three large dolphins escort us out to the open sea. We have sailed between a broad reach and a dead run all day with poled genoa and occasionally winged main plus mizzen. The was not a lot of wind and the sea has been lumpy with 6 to 8 foot waves from the stern. Blue skies and sunshine. Our 24 hour run will be 161 miles.



[image: img33.jpg]Underway with twin head-sails
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The ballooner is poled out to starboard



[image: img35.jpg]

The port pole is rigged and holds the Genoa in position. The main sail is furled



[image: img36.jpg]On the starboard quarter the extra diesel is lashed to the rail and a fender used to prevent movement with the roll. The dinghy is lashed across the mizzen deck and the mizzen preventer is rigged



[image: img37.jpg]Sunset to port. We are heading North



Yesterday we had sailed pretty much downwind all day, with the Genoa poled to starboard and "goose winging" the mainsail. That is, the mainsail was out on the port side, with a preventer to stop it from accidentally "jibing" - or switching to the starboard side in an uncontrolled swing and breaking everything. We were also using the mizzen sail with a preventer. There was an awkward motion to the boat all day and night, as a short and steep roller would pass the stern. This motion causes the two booms to occasionally slam against the preventers and you then feel like the boat is coming apart. The advantage of this rig is that you can get these sails down easily if necessary. The forecast had the possibility of squalls and during the night we had seen the first of these on the radar display. The pods of rain did not contain any strong winds and so this morning, we rigged the "Genoa" to port and the "Ballooner" to starboard. These two sails are both on the head stay and provide nearly 1,500 square feet of sail in a balanced configuration. No more crashing and banging from the preventers! The change was very pleasant, although the same short, sharp, swells have persisted. It looked like the bow was buried at one end of DoodleBug, while the seas were washing over the step at the stern. It looked so strange, I even checked compartments to make sure we were not taking on water and sinking.



During our first 24 hour run from leaving Cocos Keeling, we had covered 161 miles but today are moving noticeably faster. Lunch was the seaman's traditional favorite - tacos. We have been surprised to find "El Paso" brand taco shells at supermarkets all across the world.



This evening we watched DVD movies on our individual night watches, using a portable player in the cockpit. We have found this produces less eye strain than trying to read by LED flashlight and makes a 3 hour watch pass quickly.



Our run for the second day under "Genoa and Ballooner" was 195 miles. This is our second highest mileage in a 24 hour period and the first time we have flown this particular sail combination at night.



October 23, 2006



Position S 10 49.5 E 91 05.0 at 0000 UTM



All well onboard. Last night we had spotted the loom of a fishing boat's working floodlights on the horizon and had glimpsed the vessel at the edge of our 12 mile radar setting. Dawn brought showers of flying fish, exploding from the surface in a ripple of silver and reminding us of chaff, scattering in the wind. There were hundreds of fish in each eruption and, together with the fishing boat, reminded us that we are approaching the "90 Degree Ridge" in the Indian Ocean. This is an immense mountain range that bisects the Indian Ocean and has peaks that approach with a thousand feet or so of the surface. The natural feature attracts fish, fishing boats and rogue waves. To avoid the latter, we had plotted a waypoint in the saddle between two shallow submarine peaks and hoped to thereby obtain a smooth passage. We had checked the weather forecast this morning and the only bad weather forming is in the Somali Basin, heading west and away from us. We are crossing the main cyclone route of the Southern Indian Ocean and are keeping a look-out for an early season storm.



Tonight is the new moon signaling the end of Ramadan. We did not see it but our 1500 square feet of sail does an effective job of blocking the western sky. The nights have been very dark and the stars shine even brighter. The Milky Way in the southern hemisphere is just painted across the sky. The temptation to just sit and look for shooting stars is irresistible.



October 24, 2006



S 10 08.7 E 87 59.0



I believe this to be the second longest passage we have ever attempted. We have passed the "one third" point and have another 1,000 miles to go. All well on board.



Exciting Day! The day began with an e-mail announcement that our daughter-in-law, Kari, is pregnant! Annette began to wear her "Grandma To Be" tee-shirt and insisted I wear my "Grandpa To Be" baseball cap. The mileage covered during the previous 24 hours was 190 miles. Another excellent run. The sailing has been very pretty with blue skies and sunshine all day. The catch is that there are deep swells coming from the south, that show up clearly on the radar display. The wind has been blowing from astern in the 12 to 15 knot range and has generated 6 to 10 foot waves, according to it's mood, that are right angles to the swells - since we are heading just west of northwest. With our sail configuration of essentially a symmetrical pair of headsails (Genoa plus Ballooner) there is no wind pressure to stiffen the boat against rolling from side to side and it has been performing this particular activity in a wicked and unpredictable manner. You get used to the motion during the day but it does make it very difficult for the off-watch person to get any decent sleep. The motion is just too irregular and you can't relax while simultaneously bracing yourself.



After sunset, we can now see a fingernail crescent of the new moon. We passed a fishing boat at about 7 miles. This is the first vessel where we have been close enough to see the vessel's lights, rather than just a radar image or the loom of working floodlights over the horizon.



October 25, 2006



Position S 09 16.0 E 84 59.0



All well on board. In the previous 24 hours we ran 183 miles and just before noon we passed the half way point between Cocos Keeling and Chagos. We keep track of these events like "quarter way", "third way", so that we can feel we are making some progress in the immensity of the ocean with the serried rows of the trade wind generated chop stretching to the horizon. We have been using the same sail set up for three days now without any adjustment. According to Amel, we can use the Ballooner, which is made of a light spinnaker type material, for wind speeds of up to 20 knots and within 20 degrees of a dead run. Most of the time we have held to these parameters but occasionally the wind has swung away from a dead run and we have switched to "wind-vane mode" on our auto-pilot. Instead of following a satellite directed course over the ocean, the computer instead simulates a device found on smaller yachts that is a wind operated vane that holds the vessels course to a fixed angle to the prevailing wind. We have used this to hold our course as close as possible to where we want to go but also keeping the sail configuration within it's parameters of wind angle. This procedure has worked well and, after an hour or so, the wind has settled back to it's original direction and the satellites take over again. What we are doing is in fact quite difficult for a real wind vane, as they don't work well on a near dead run or in light winds, whereas our computer driven system doesn't care. The winds have indeed lightened today as we move nearer to the equator and the doldrums.



October 26, 2006



Position S 08 26.0 E 82 23.0



630 miles to go. All well on board. In the previous 24 hours we ran 156 miles as the lighter winds have taken effect. We expect reasonable winds today and tomorrow and then expect the winds to die away as we approach the Archipelago. At 0330 hours this morning we passed within 4 miles of some kind of petrochemical carrier. The previous freighter was passed on the leg between Ashmore Reef and Bali 6 weeks ago. This is a vast and empty ocean!



October 27, 2006



Position S 07 44.0 E 080 04.0 at 0000 UTM



490 miles to go! All well on board.



Annette has been trying to make breakfast biscuits, every morning for the past three days. She is out of the self-raising flour that she usually uses and the flour she bought at some island store, she describes as, "not spoiled but old". Her various experiments at trying to get the dough to rise have produced some interesting creations but not her desired biscuit shape. This morning she gave up and we ate cereal.



A large container ship passed within two miles of us on a reciprocal course just after dawn. We have become accustomed to having the whole ocean to ourselves and are surprised at it's appearance. Some yachts do not keep watch on deep ocean passage like ours. They simply go to bed for the night and assume everyone will miss them. We have been keeping a twenty minute timer going, as a reminder to visually check the horizon, although we also have a "guard zone" set on the radar. This feature sounds an alarm if a" radar reflecting object" enters the zone. This could be a vessel, rainsquall or of course - land. We would hope never to be surprised by the latter.



This morning we measured a previous 24 hours run of 148 miles. We have experienced light winds in the 10 to 11 knot range and have been using the same sail configuration of poled Genoa and poled Ballooner (essentially twin head sails) for the past five days. It has not been necessary to touch the sail trim as we have been on a dead run, with the wind from the stern since we left Cocos Keeling. The forecast is for two more days of light winds before the winds are forecast to die away to a light breeze. Hopefully we will then be close enough to the Salomon Island to effect a reef passage with good light by mid-morning Monday.



Today was HOT. The temperature peaked at 90 degrees but with the wind from astern, the apparent breeze is almost non-existent.



Annette opened her Cocos Keeling coconuts. These are unique in that she gathered them from the jungle floor, husked them with a metal spike driven into a log on Cocos and has now opened the nuts and extracted the meat. Xena, warrior coconut Princess!



On the Houston front, we have learned that grandson Maddox has had his six month check-up and flu shot. He did not care for the shot and has since contracted the Coxsackie Virus (Hand, Foot, Mouth Disease) as some form of retaliation.



October 28, 2006



Position S 06 58.0 E 077 34.0 at 0045 UTM



All well on board.



Four large ships passed by this morning. One came very close and we hailed the "MV Commodore". She is on passage from Durban to Singapore and must have altered course to pass us close by. We must have looked strange in the dawn with the two large headsails coming directly at them. Our route is obviously intersecting a major shipping lane, as we are now just below the equator and passing the sub-continent of India.



Yesterdays mileage run was 150 miles. We are hoping the wind will hold for two more days to see us to Chagos. Our freezer now has space for fish and for the first time since Bali, we have deployed our trolling lines.



October 29, 2006



Position S 06 10.0 E 075 01.0 at 0000 UTM.



173 miles to go!



This morning I sat in the cockpit and thought, "What IS that smell?". A rank fishy odor swept up from the stern and I thought that perhaps somewhere on deck there were several - now rotting - flying fishes. I checked the side decks and was puzzled to see a quantity of feathers rather than fish scales. The mystery was solved when I reached the stern. Sometime last night we had acquired a hitchhiker. The bird had perched on the rail next to the satellite antenna and produced an enormous pile of bird shit, that defied even determined efforts with a brush and sea-water to remove. This is the first time on our cruise that this has happened and I told Annette that we can add one more item to our watch schedule, that is we will check the roosting area with a flashlight at regular intervals throughout the night.



[image: img38.jpg]The stern perch



All good things must come to an end and after completing a 24 hour run of 165 miles, a line of rain cells passed us by. There was just a little wind associated with the mini-"front" but the wind shifted 30 degrees from the dead run we have held for 8 straight days. We went to a broad reach with Genoa, main and mizzen but left the ballooner rigged and laid flush across the Genoa. After an hour, there had been no change in wind direction and we struck the ballooner, de-rigged it's pole and packed everything away. Right on cue, the wind switched back to a dead run and our speed dropped. We re-rigged the Ballooner, only this time the head of the Ballooner would not" lock" into it's fitting at the top of the forestay. We lowered it, checked everything, tried again. At the third attempt, the process worked and the Ballooner luff was in place. Unfortunately the sail had now blown behind the Genoa and the sheet (sailor word for rope) was completely under the hull and running to the pole on the opposite side of the boat. Annette is meanwhile buried under a pile of Ballooner and trying to hold it out of the water. I ran a second line to the Ballooner clew and lashed it to the boat, untied the sheet and let it go. It zipped out of my hands, as we were still under full sail and was soon trailing in the water on the starboard side, well out of reach. I swung the pole back in to the vessel, grabbed the soaking line, re-rigged the pole, reattached the sheet to the Ballooner and rescued Annette, who was completely hidden but grimly hanging on. What a fun way to pass a morning!



This pattern of light shifting winds continued all day and we chased the wind until at 1500 hours we gave up, dropped the Ballooner and sailed all-night on a broad reach with poled Genoa, main, mizzen and mizzen staysail.



October 30, 2006



Position S 05 20.2 E 072 15.9 at 0930 hours local time



Anchored off Ile Fouquet, Salomon Island, Chagos Archipelago at after passage of 9 days from Cocos Keeling. All well on board.



Annette woke me in the dark of the night to tell me it was my shift and that there was also "good news" and "bad news". The good news was that our birdy friend had not returned to his perch of the previous night. The bad news was that he had now selected the top of the mizzen mast. We yelled, we used bright lights, we shook the rigging, all to no avail. As the boat rolled, the mizzen staysail and the mizzen would snap full of wind and the mizzen mast would whip. Our passenger was unruffled. He would flap his wings and look down at us as if to say, "This must be one of those "E" ticket rides. Cool!".



[image: img39.jpg]The E ride on the mizzen mast



This bird was a real pro. All-night long a steady stream of shit fell from the heavens. I was amazed that a living organism could maintain it's living functions while excreting that amount of it's body weight. Everything within a radius of 20 feet of the mizzen mast received it's due. The mizzen sail, port sheet winch and port deck received a liberal coating. All night long the quiet of the night was punctuated by the sound of processed fish hitting the bimini.



At 0330 hours the wind died away to a whisper and we motor-sailed for the first time. We could not see our destination until we were perhaps 10 miles away, although the radar display confirmed it's existence. We sailed through the lagoon pass at 0900 hours and carefully transited the lagoon, with Annette standing some 10 foot off the deck on the main shrouds, scanning ahead for obstacles. We anchored at S 05 20.2 E 072 15.9 behind a small islet called "Ile Fouquet". There are two other yachts anchored within a mile or so. The sand is white, the islet covered in the green of coconut palms, the lagoon is azure. We are here.



[image: img40.jpg]anchored at Ile Fouquet

October 31, 2006



Background: I have not found much background history for Chagos but what seems to have happened was that all of these islands belonged to Britain, either by discovery or conquest. In 1965, Britain granted independence to the Seychelles and the surrounding islands were handed back to the newly formed government. However, Britain retained ownership of the Chagos Archipelago and purchased it from Mauritius. (At this time Chagos became a British Ocean Territory). In 1970, Diego Garcia was leased to the USA as a communications, naval, and air base, although the base almost certainly existed and was already established. The Vietnam war was well under way and Diego Garcia made a wonderful, unsinkable aircraft carrier right in the strategic center of the Indian Ocean. At the time of the lease, around 1,200 indigent islanders were evicted from the islands. There were International protests and Britain promised to help Mauritius resettle the evictees. I believe that I read somewhere recently the descendants of the Islanders now want to return. They also want compensation based upon the Universal Principle that their forebears have already spent the first pay off. I think they also want Uncle Sam (in this case the tenant) to ante up, again based upon the lawyer's principle of who has the deepest pockets. From what we have seen of Salomon, the infrastructure of fresh water, industry, dockage and the like, to support a modern community, seem to be lacking.



Yesterday we were visited by Jens Henning, a Danish single-hander aboard SV Carita. We had met Jens briefly at Christmas Island but he had Australian visa problems and decided to skip Cocos Keeling. His passage, like ours, was fast but he described it as "like spending several weeks in a washing machine at 30 C" ( ~ 90 degrees F). We spent yesterday and today just beach combing, exploring the jungle beyond the fringe of coconut palms and snorkeling the reefs.
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[image: img42.jpg]The only other vessel is S/V Carita seen to the left



The sunsets have been colorful and moody, as we are now close to the equator and the ITCZ. The latter is the Inter-tropical Convergence Zone and is caused by high altitude, dry, cold air from the poles sinking at the earth's equator and meeting the moist tropical air from the northern and southern trade winds. The result is a belt of light winds with frequent clouds, rain cells, and thunderstorms as the two types of air masses meet. The belt of light shifting winds is called the "doldrums". One advantage of being here is that cyclones are very rare this close to the equator and we intend to sit out the beginning of cyclone season in the southern hemisphere and the end of cyclone season in the northern hemisphere in this relative haven before continuing our passage north.



Jen joined us on board DoodleBug for "sun-downers" and we watched a large pod of dolphins gamboling about the lagoon followed by a turtle and then a very large manta ray. The ray swam over the nearby reef, approaching within feet of DoodleBug. Its "wing tips" must have been nearly 12 feet apart. When it swam towards us near the surface of the calm water, we saw a broad "V" bow wave - just like in the "Jaws" movie. Occasionally the tail would appear in the middle of the disturbed water looking a little like a shark's fin but the give-away were the two smaller "fins" that were it's wing tips. Very exciting!



November 1, 2006



Jen left this morning to explore the "other" end of the lagoon leaving us all alone here. We explored Ile Takamaka by dinghy and, after penetrating the thick, beach-edge jungle, found a cleared trail running most of the length of the islet. On this trail were several clearings and evidence of previous yachtie "camps". The jungle trails were overhung with palm fronds and we could hear the sound of feral roosters calling. One of the clearings had the ruins of an old well. The water was salty, brackish, and uninviting and the mosquitoes were ferocious and determined. Another clearing had the remains of an ancient oven. It shows signs of having been repaired and maintained by voyagers such as ourselves but the hygiene did not look so great. Annette assured me that the temperature needed to bake bread kills off any and all bugs. Oh yummy.....



[image: img43.jpg]The well



Annette hacked a recently dropped coconut down to it's edible constituents and also found a large patch of wild "taro". She hacked off a large root and we hauled our gatherings back to the dinghy. By this time we were sweaty, covered in bug-spay, itching with mosquito welts and definitely hot. We snorkeled the reef to cool down near Doodlebug and where we had seen the turtle/manta ray. The reef was in excellent condition with fish of all colors and sizes and a cornucopia of corals. Annette found a colony of large clams and decided to add a couple of these to the day's collection. These were deposited in a large bucket of sea-water back aboard DoodleBug and given a scoop of cornmeal to feast upon.



[image: img44.jpg]Annette cuts a chunk of taro



[image: img45.jpg]...she boards with her clams



[image: img46.jpg]clams and taro root

November 2, 2006



This morning Annette decided to fix the taro root with grated coconut, egg and flour. Fortunately (or unfortunately depending on your perspective) she tasted a small piece of the cut taro. Immediately, her mouth began to burn as well as the hand that had touched the cut root. She spat out the partially chewed root before she swallowed any but her mouth and throat were burning and inflamed. We spent the day medicating her and reading medical journals on the treatment of poisoning. The giant clams were also reprieved thanks to the taro and returned to the portion of the reef where they had been harvested. No more hunter/gathering in the jungle! At least not this far from an emergency room.



[image: img47.jpg]Milk and Spaghetti diet.

November 3, 2006



Annette has mostly recovered from her attempt at self-poising with Calcium Oxalate crystal bundles (son, Matt, sent a Wikipedia extract on "taro") and we spent the morning beach combing along the Ile Fouquet lagoon-side beach. The white coral sand was exposed by low tide and we walked the length of the island trying to avoid stepping on the carpet of hermit crabs underfoot. The crabs and birds seem very tame and allow you to approach them within a foot or so. We had brought the dinghy up the beach and took turns in drifting under the overhanging palm fronds while the "on watch" person attempted to paddle us along the beach front with our remaining oar (our other oar was "stolen" in Cocos Keeling). At the end of the islet's lagoon beach, the water shallowed into a large sand bank with a band of coral running perhaps 50 yards offshore. We anchored the dinghy in a clear patch of sand and spent an hour or so snorkeling the reef. The water clarity was surprisingly good this close to the beach and the corals in good condition with lots of fish.



[image: img48.jpg]Hermit crab on the beach



[image: img49.jpg]The lagoon beach with distant motus
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[image: img52.jpg]Annette paddles the dinghy with our remaining oar



Annette found a large sting ray, perhaps 10 foot long head to tail, that was laying on the bottom and almost completely camouflaged by the sand on its' back. Its two eyes protruded and watched us as we swam around. I swam back to retrieve the dinghy in order to reanchor it further up the reef and keep pace with our explorations. When I returned, I found Annette dropping small pieces of coral and shells on the back of the beast from perhaps 10 feet above. The nasty little brat was trying to get it to move and there were by now perhaps a dozen items sitting on it's back. It would shrug as one hit but seemed very tolerant of the intrusion. This shallow, white coral sand bank seems to be a favorite with rays. We found two more sting rays on the sea bed and a pair of black eagle rays swimming over the reef.



November 4, 2006



We had intended to move DoodleBug to the other end of the lagoon this morning but we were hit by a squall at 0100 hours. The rain bucketed down and the winds gusted to around 25 knots. This is not enough wind to threaten our anchoring security but we had rigged our "Shade tree" awnings. These awnings cover the main cabin area and mizzen deck to make living conditions more tolerable in the heat of the day. They are not designed to be able to withstand winds of much more than 25 knots and we were monitoring conditions anxiously. We did not want to have to attempt to strike the larger of the two awnings in 30 knot winds, darkness, and pouring rain. Fortunately, the squall was gone in about 30 minutes. The wind had shifted to the north northeast and rain cells continued throughout the night and the rest of the day. During a lull, we struck the biggest awning and lashed it to the side deck. The wind direction has swung Doodlebug around so that she is now parallel to the beach. The wind was also blowing along the long axis of the lagoon and would be producing waves at our proposed anchorage. We decided to stay right where we are and call this a "rain day". We settled in to do a few chores, read books, and watch movies. It even rains in paradise.



November 5 - 8, 2006



[image: img53.jpg]ashore at Ile Baddam
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[image: img56.jpg]This had been the copra shed
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[image: img59.jpg]the jungle retakes the buildings
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Sunday morning we waited until 1000 hours and then raised anchor and moved some 3 miles to the southwest motoring through the lagoon to anchor off "Ile Baddam". A midmorning start was necessary in order to spot the numerous "bombies" in the lagoon. These are ship busting coral pinnacles and required some sharp maneuvers to weave between them, particularly as we approached the anchorage. There were five other yachts anchored off Ile Baddam. Jen on Carita had arrived a few days before we did, there were two French boats visiting from the southwest Indian Ocean, and two long term resident boats. We dinghied over to meet Kevin and Diane on Lady Guinevere and also Richard and Alev on Muggerl. Richard and Diane have spent months here out of every year during the past decade. This is the third visit by Richard on Muggerl. Three years ago he was diagnosed with multiple cancers and has had a portion of his tongue surgically removed. As a recovering cancer patient, he had made a vow to try and spend a year anchored here. Annette went ashore with Diane and Alev to bake bread in a "pit" oven and to wash bottles for brewing beer. They also raked the beach and volleyball court clear of debris. Despite their efforts, we still had to spend a few minutes moving hermit crabs to safety before a pre-sundowner volleyball game. The composition of the teams was sort of fluid, as several players had to leave the court in order to adjust their dinghy anchors to compensate for the incoming tide. The scoring was definitely not subject to close examination. All of the boats had brought food to the "yacht club" to supplement their various "sundowner" concoctions and, as dusk fell, the rats appeared. Annette set off in the dark with her digital camera to make a photo-essay of their activities. The rats of Baddam are quite brazen in their theft of food and show little fear of man. We were warned to check our bags, drink coolers, and dinghy very carefully before leaving the beach, to ensure we had not picked up any hitchhikers. The return trip to DoodleBug from the beach was slow and tedious. We could no longer see the bombies and the pitiful little flashlight we had brought was only useful to give a clue as to which way deeper water might lie after we were confronted with a bombie in the dark and choppy waters.



Chagos has been a very pleasant interlude. Ile Baddam was the site of a copra plantation and the several decaying buildings include a copra warehouse, church, and jail. It has been some 35 years since the operation was closed down and the extent to which the jungle has reclaimed the workings of man is astonishing. The isle has miles of trails through the heavy vegetation and, over the years, these trails have been maintained by the various visiting yachtsmen. We have examined the trails and walked the reef at low tide with Diane from Lady Guinevere to scour the strand for fishing floats and the like. From these she scavenges the stainless steel clips. Diane and her husband, Keith, fish every day outside the reef at high tide. We watched as they filleted a five foot Wahoo and then threw the carcass off the Baddam pier. Within seconds there were a dozen or more reef sharks fighting over the carcass. The water was boiling and the sharks were jumping from the water in their frenzy. Our fish feeding exercise off DoodleBug was almost as

much fun but not quite as frightening to watch. We had acquired our own school of about a dozen reef fish that hang around. We watched their feeding frenzy as we fed them leftover bowtie noodles. More fun than feeding ducks.



[image: img61.jpg]Jens of SV Carita, Richard and Dianne of SV Muggerl and Diane of SV Lady Guinevere aboard SV DoodleBug



[image: img62.jpg]a cruiser made rake



[image: img63.jpg]Annette rakes the volleyball court of coconuts and hermit crabs



[image: img64.jpg]The volley ball court at the Baddam yacht club



[image: img65.jpg]hermit crabs can present a real hazard to bare feet



[image: img66.jpg]playing volley ball



[image: img67.jpg]A coconut crab
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On Wednesday, we had gone ashore to help Richard and Diane gather, husk, and grate coconuts for Diane's cookie project. While we were in mid-grate, the British patrol vessel arrived and sent an inflatable with commandos aboard to visit the various yachts. I (Ed) dinghied back to DoodleBug for the usual formalities and to pay the "mooring" fee. The officials were very polite and handed me a "Notice to Mariners", warning of new fees and rules to take effect as of 1st. January, 2007. The fee to stay here has increased from USD $100 per three months to GBP 500 (pounds) per month - an increase of around 2,700 percent. In addition, future yachts visiting will need a permit in advance of their arrival and payment of the first 30 days fee, also in advance and by bank transfer. Wow! We will probably be amongst the last yachts to ever visit here.



[image: img69.jpg]Diane with fish



[image: img70.jpg]Keith about to dump a fish carcass in the sea



[image: img71.jpg]the sharks attack!



[image: img72.jpg]pasta feeding frenzy



The crews of Muggerl and Lady Guinevere were shattered by this news as they have effectively just been evicted from paradise. Annette and I went snorkeling off the reef for the afternoon while everyone absorbed the new situation.



November 9 - 15, 2006



This has been a great stay in Chagos. We have snorkeled the reefs and the bombies in the lagoon and Annette has been able to enjoy some female company for a change. She has hacked down, husked, cracked, and shredded coconuts. She has fished, baked bread, and shredded coconut cookies on a ground oven and generally had a fine time playing Robinson Crusoe (or perhaps Girl Friday?). We have thoroughly explored the islands and photographed all of the ruins and all of the coconut crabs. We have watched as a "heart of palm" was extracted and then eaten it in salad. The snorkeling has been excellent and on the shallow reef we have spotted a beautiful and venomous "lion fish" as well as a huge octopus. The later was amazing to watch as it changed color in an instant. The first time I spotted the beast, it was flashing dark brown and purple around it's eyes. I called Annette over to see and by the time she arrived, it had completely changed color to a light tan with dark brown speckles to match the surrounding coral. It has been very pleasant swimming here as the water is almost bathwater warm without sediment or pollution. When we snorkeled the bombies in the middle of the lagoon, we had perhaps 8 feet of water over the top of the bombie and the sides dropped away to 80 feet or so. The water was so clear we could see the sea bed below and out to 300 yards. The shoals of fish seemed to hang in blue space below us and the occasional shark was ignored by all. The corals were in great condition and were growing in profusion everywhere we looked. We saw a huge puffer fish that would probably have swelled up to meteorological balloon size if annoyed.



[image: img73.jpg]some of the locals are crabby
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[image: img75.jpg]Annette opens her coconut



[image: img76.jpg]her own coconut!



[image: img77.jpg]baking bread on the island
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On Friday, the hard drive on my laptop crashed and we are now using the back-up machine and hoping it will last until we reach electronic civilization.



We have cleaned the marine growths from the hull on DoodleBug and scoured the propeller clean. The propeller cleaning procedure was closely supervised by one of the fish that has taken up residence below our hull. We have acquired quite a school and they become very excited if we cast food scraps overboard or flush the toilet yummy!). Anyway, I was wearing a scuba tank as I cleaned the prop and my fish "supervisor" was no more than 10 or12 inches from my hands as I worked.



Yesterday we burned our trash ashore and have restowed all of the escaped gear both within and without the boat. Tomorrow we will set sail for Uligamuin, the northern Maldives Islands, a run of about 750 miles. I say "set sail" but we expect to lose the light trade winds that we have been experiencing as we head north and cross the equator via the doldrums. This is why we have been hoarding our diesel as we can realistically expect to have to motor for perhaps four days.



Over the past week, we have had several impromptu parties and barbeques ashore with the crews of Muggerl, Lady Guinevere, and Saltimbanque. Keith, on Lady Guinevere, is an expert harmonica player and Paulo from Saltimbanque brought his guitar ashore and regaled us with folks songs in English as well as his native French. At the farewell "sundowner's gathering" last night, we watched a rat attempt to dislodge two large hermit crabs from the coconut they were eating. The crabs were as big as the rat and they tried to nip it with their pincers. The rat was too fast and just scooted them aside and tumbled them. Once the rat had triumphed, it buried itself inside the coconut while Alev form SV Muggerl took photos at a range of perhaps 12 inches. She twice reached out and stroked the rat and it flinched, looked back to her as if to say, "What do you want?" and continued to eat. Are we talking "tame" here?



[image: img80.jpg]Our dinghy is anchored of the beach and DoodleBug anchored in the lagoon in the background



Maldives



November 16 - 17, 2006



Position S 03 11.6 E 72 4.4 at 0050 hours UTM.



Yesterday morning we waited until 0920 hours, when the radar indicated a gap in the rain clouds, and then raised anchor and weaved our way through the bombies using our inbound GPS track as a guide. It was heavily overcast and occasionally showering so the bombies them selves remained invisible. At 1030 hours we were in the open ocean under full sail and beam reaching for the Maldives in 14 knots of wind. This was a little more wind than forecast but welcome all the same. Three weather forecasts had agreed on light but very useable winds towards the equator. An 80 foot yacht Serenite had departed some 20 hours ahead of us and reported zero wind at 02 degrees South.



Our first hours sailing was very pleasant but then the wind began to build. By 1400 hours it was blowing at 30 knots with corresponding 15 to 20 foot seas just West of the shallows of "Speakers Bank" - that lies 30 miles north of Salomon Island. We were now close hauled into this mess with sheets of water crashing over the bow and it was no longer fun. We heaved to for the next three hours to allow the mini-gale to blow itself out. The wind blew at 35 to 40 knots but finally began to subside to the 25 knot range. By now the wind was dying but the waves were still huge, so we began sailing again so we could at least try to dodge the big ones. The wind continued to drop throughout the dark and starless night and as I write this, we are close hauled with 8 to 12 knots of wind and some 182 miles north of our Salomon anchorage.



[image: img81.jpg]Big seas



...later...



Dawn was a wonderful sight after the hammering we received yesterday. We had left on all of these assurances of fine sailing weather and then suffered through a gale, followed by hours close hauled, reefed down in rough seas. Despite having been "heaved to" for three hours in the worst of the storm, we discovered we had managed to run 151 miles in the previous 24 hours. Annette does not like the wind ahead of the beam and these sea conditions are not her favorite. We had stowed DoodleBug for "heavy" weather as we always do but there were still several surprises. Just as we were leaving Salomon atoll, we had found a quantity of water in the engine compartment. I tasted it and it was "fresh", albeit a little oily. I could not identify it's origin and pondered the options of heat exchanger leaks, overpressure blowout from the hot water heater and the like. Not critical since we were under sail but worrisome, since the forecast indicated some serious motoring. Our forecast light trade winds from the southeast did not materialize and instead we were tacking in winds of 12 to 14 knots and a choppy sea. The wind was blowing from NNE or just about exactly where we were heading. By noon they died away to 6 knots and we began to motor to our destination. We had decided to put into Addu atoll in the Southern Maldives, to check on the motor and the "mystery" engine room water. The day was heavily overcast, with large rain cells that dumped prodigious quantities of water on DoodleBug, reminding us of the Australian "wet season".
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I had decided that the 12 V alternator on the engine probably has a shorted out voltage regulator and always provides full charge. I was fairly sure that the starter battery was damaged and planned on replacing this soon. To prevent further damage, I disconnected the "field" coil voltage from the alternator - essentially turning this "off". After some hours of motoring, I tested the voltage on this battery and measured it as 6.8 volts. Problem! We were not going to be able to restart the engine. I reconnected the field coil and eventually the battery charged back up. It's replacement will sooner rather than later. The next alarm was that the engine began to lose RPM. I stopped the engine, it restarted on the "shot" battery but using the backup Racor fuel filter. It died. I bled the fuel lines for air and restarted it. Success but still no (high) RPM! Sort this out in Addu. Later that night there was a loud bang next to the engine, that woke me with a start, as I had begun to doze. What now? A flashlight search found a large flying fish that had struck near my head and was lying comatose and slimy on the engine cover. As it began to rain even heavier, the sound of squeaking from the rigging grew to a crescendo. I grabbed a flashlight and braved the pouring rain to try and locate the source of this torture. The noise was coming from both the main and mizzen rigging. When I put on the deck floods, I then saw that we had a flock of seabirds, circling tightly around a rolling, pitching DoodleBug in the darkness and the rain. Another biological panic over! Dawn showed a line of trees of Addu atoll on the horizon, plus a gamboling pack of 200 plus dolphins. What a welcome! The atoll entrance is a little intimidating, as it faces to the south and is a gap between two extensive reef systems. The Indian Ocean swell was crashing on the reef, with awe inspiring breakers to both sides of us. We passed safely between the breakers and anchored at S 00 41.0 E 073 08.6 behind the islet of Gan. We are 41 miles south of the equator.



[image: img83.jpg]dolphins cheer us up



[image: img84.jpg]approaching Ghan in the southern Maldives



November 18, 2006



Position S 01 08.0 E 72 57.0 at 0100 UTM



We are just 30 miles off the reef entrance to Addu atoll in the Southern Maldives. We intend to stop here for a few days. Details to follow. All well on board. 



November 18 - 21, 2006



Just as we were anchoring inside the atoll at Addu, we noticed Jen of SV Carita nearby in his dinghy. (Jen is the Danish single-hander we had first met at Christmas Island.) He advised us that we should stay aboard and in about 2 to 3 hours, we could expect to be boarded by 5 Maldivian officials. The boat was already tidy, so in the interim, I began to do some boat chores. Twenty minutes later, just as I was in the middle of checking the fluid level in the batteries, Jen radioed to say that the Maldivian officials were already waiting on the dock. Their boat motor would not start, could we pick them up in our dinghy?



[image: img85.jpg]Ed transports the Maldives officials in our dinghy. There were two loads



[image: img86.jpg]Annette has been making Rose Apple jelly from her Chagos haul



It took two trips to transport the five officials, all smart in their pressed uniforms and representing Health, Security, Customs and Immigration. While I had been deep into the battery bank, Annette had been busy making jam from what were described as a "tropical crab apples" and which she had collected in quantity in Chagos. The customs men were deeply interested in the jam making and quizzed her on what she was doing. Twenty minutes of filling out forms and they were through. They asked me to take down the quarantine flag we were flying and watched carefully and gravely as I removed it. Then they were hauled back to the dock and we were legally here!



We are anchored off the islet of Gan, one of seven inhabited islets joined by a causeway. Addu was occupied by British forces in WW II and after Sri Lanka became independent in 1956, the RAF (Royal Air Force) developed an airbase here on the islet of Gan. Over the years they have had between 600 and 3,000 personnel here, depending upon the state of the World problems and they built the causeways joining the islets. In 1976, the British departed and left behind a nice airstrip, lots of buildings and a local population that could speak English. It is therefore no surprise that Gan was chosen as the location of the "International Airport" plus a tourist resort. It is strange to walk around the local streets, as the barriers, guard posts, painted curbs of an airbase remain. There are gift shops and stores but it is still very obvious that this was a military base. The tourist resort called "The Equator Village" (www.equatorvillage.com) is established in the former NCO's club.



On Sunday we walked through Gan and found the Post Office, fuel station, customs office and the like and stopped for lunch at the Equator Village. We selected this establishment because it is the only location on Addu with a bar. The beer was Balinese Bintang and we imbibed several along with our Equator Village Club sandwich.



It had been raining on and off all day but now the heavens opened and we were thoroughly soaked by the time we reboarded DoodleBug. We called it a "movie day", invited Jen over and force fed him popcorn, while we fried his brain watching "The Matrix".



[image: img87.jpg]it was raining so hard, the roads were flooding



[image: img88.jpg]notice the buildings and curb painting. This was an RAF base
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[image: img90.jpg]even if the umbrella worked, the seating is saturated



[image: img91.jpg]it stopped raining and Jens visits from SV Carita



We have been performing chores and I have serviced the engine and transmission and resolved the low RPM problem by changing out the "on engine" fuel filter. This had been changed less than 100 hours of engine time ago, during our passage to Ashmore Reef. There is a pre-filter (Racor) and although it was not due to be changed, I swapped it out for a finer mesh filter in the hopes that my "on engine" filters will last longer. Some cause for concern, as I only have two spares left of the latter.



We have also walked from Gan islet to the others via the causeway and visited the villages along the way. The homes were uniformly neat and clean and the streets in the villages were laid out in a rectangular pattern. In an internet cafe there were two smiling girls behind the desk. One was wearing a headscarf and the other was not. Annette asked the latter if she was Moslem and if so, why she did not also wear the head covering. The girl replied that she is indeed Moslem and she does not wear the covering because she "does not like it". OK then, a "moderate" society.



[image: img92.jpg]One of several mosques on Ghan. It was a first for us to see landscaping around a mosque



[image: img93.jpg]The Maldive islanders are Sunni moslems



[image: img94.jpg]after the rain  walled homesites without sidewalks



[image: img95.jpg]fruit bat at the airport



Yesterday we walked to the opposite end of islet to the airport The terminal building is big, modern and has a large illuminated sign on it's walls proclaiming "Gan International Airport". We chatted to the security guards and they said that the airport normally handles three flights a day, perhaps five during the school holidays. The flights are strictly domestic. The walk to and from the terminal was highlighted by huge fruit bats that flapped clumsily around us. Annette even managed to creep up on a bat in a tree and snap several pictures before it flapped away in disgust.



Today we topped up our diesel at a fuel station about 400 yards from Doodlebug. At high tide we were able to land our dinghy on a strip of sand, perhaps 30 yards from the pump. We leave in the morning to sail to Male, the capital of the Maldives, which lies on the north side of the equator some 300 miles from here. Our final chore was to obtain a transit permit from the Customs office granting us permission to sail to Male. The customs man was surprised and pleased when Annette presented him with a gift of a small jar of her homemade jam.



November 22, 2006



Our second day at sea since we left Addu. We have received no rain on board but have seen localized rain showers in the distance. The clouds at this latitude seem low altitude and with the shifting weather patterns of the equator, produce colorful and dramatic vistas. The light headwinds continued and moved resolutely onto the "nose". I had been using a tightly sheeted mainsail to provide some anti-roll damping against the swell and as long as the wind is within 10 to 30 degrees of the bow, we were able to get an extra half knot or so. The wind picked up around 1000 hours and I began to furl the mainsail to stop it from flogging. Then I discovered that the furler was no longer working. The pin that connects the mainsail furling foil to the drive motor at it's base, was missing. A brief search did not find the missing pin and I had to manually furl the mainsail. What a bummer! Now I realize just how spoiled we have become, as it now takes both of us to perform this task - Annette in the cockpit operating the electric drive for the main outhaul, with me at the mast furling the sail in.



[image: img96.jpg]these are the doldrums



[image: img97.jpg]we cross the equator, back to the northern hemisphere!



[image: img98.jpg]Ed celebrates the crossing



[image: img99.jpg]....and Annette (she looks less disreputable)



[image: img100.jpg]....champagne followed by pretzel love notes



We celebrated Thanksgiving with the traditional corned-beef hash and a bottle of Champagne. I whined about being turkey and cranberry deprived but Annette assured me, nobody was going to feel sorry for us. The day was partially salvaged when I located and retrieved the missing mainsail furling pin, with the aid of a small mirror. It was jammed behind the winch handle holder at the base of the mainmast.



At midnight we passed the lights of SV Carita as she tacked against the building headwind while we motored by. We had been talking to Jen (Danish single-hander) by radio and he maintained that his engine was not powerful enough to make way against the headwind. The main tank on Carita (length 10 meters) holds 20 liters of diesel. By contrast, 16 meter Doodlebug's main tank holds 600 liters and the 24 meter SV Serenite, we had been meeting along the way, carries 4,000 liters. Jen can sail in 5 knots of wind and reefs down at 15 knots. We usually need at least 10 knots of wind and the Captain on Serenite told me they need at least 15 knots.



November 23, 2006



Position N 01 32.4 E 73 40.5 at 0045 hours local time.



Yesterday morning at 0810 hours local time, we raised anchor and bidding the hordes of flies and mosquitoes farewell, we set sail for Male. The winds remained light, in the 1 to 5 knot range, all day long and consistently from the north. We have been motor sailing up the east side of the chain of atolls that make up the Maldives and at around 1500 hours, we crossed the equator for the second time in three years. DoodleBug is now back in the northern hemisphere.



November 24, 2006



Arrived safely at Male' at 0900 hours local time. Anchored N 04 12.5 E 073 32.0.All well on board. 



Turkey deprived. At dawn we saw the strange skyline of Male' on the horizon. Almost all of the atolls we have either passed or visited, we see as a ragged line of coconut palms on the horizon. The islet Male' has a population of around 100,000 and contains perhaps one third of the population of the Maldives Islands, within its bounds of around half mile by one mile. The building height is supposedly restricted to 12 stories and the skyline we were approaching was seen as a continuous juxtaposition of brightly hued skyscrapers. The airport lies on the adjacent island and there was a continuous stream of high speed ferries running between the two. We dropped anchor in a lagoon at the north end of the airport, just off the end of the runway at 0830 hours. We soon perceived that our chosen spot was close to the track of the ferries and also that they have no concept of slowing down in a crowded anchorage. When we tried to raise the anchor and move deeper in the lagoon, we found a heavy rope twisted around the anchor. We launched our dinghy and Annette cut the rope with a dive knife, we keep in the cockpit for just such an occasion, and reanchored closer to the runway at N 04 12.5 E 073 32.0. There was a 26 foot yacht nearby, flying the Finnish flag and I dinghied over to introduce myself to "Paul". He knows Jen and also Paulo from SV Saltimbanque (met at Chagos). While dinghying over, I managed to get a huge line wrapped around the dinghy outboard and struggled to get it off. Paul told me that the locals do not typically use chain to anchor with. They put out multiple anchors with "floating" rode and so the lagoon is a spider web of floating lines. That is what dive knives are for!



[image: img101.jpg]Ed talking to Jens on Carita



[image: img102.jpg]Maldives sunset



[image: img103.jpg]Male skyline



[image: img104.jpg]fouled anchor



[image: img105.jpg]fixing the problem



While I was replacing the itinerant mainsail furling pin with a dab of epoxy glue, Annette attempted to install our "Shadetree" sun awnings. A gust of wind tore the flapping awning out of her hands and one of the fiberglass wands that holds the shape, plopped neatly overboard. Gosh, Darn! I snorkeled to get it back but soon gave up with the poor water visibility. The next attempt was using a scuba tank and I sank slowly to the seabed at a depth of just over 30 feet. The visibility was less than three feet and the seabed was soft ooze. No joy! That puppy is history! Meanwhile, out at sea, Jen tacks away and occasionally we check his progress by radio. It is near sunset and he believes he will have to heave to for another night at sea. We offer to guide him through the lagoon entrance where we are anchored, by the time honored method of "flashlight in dinghy". He presses on and we can soon see him with our binoculars, as he rounds the island of Male'. I give him a bearing to steer and we turned on our lights. Jen dropped anchor in the last of the fading light and we fed him Huevos Rancheros and vodka and bitter lemon - a sailor's favorite combination - necessary since Annette and I had long since sunk the champagne.



November 25, 2006



This morning we finished up our boat chores and dinghied over to the nearby ferry terminal to await the ferry to Male'. We are anchored at the north end of the main runway on the islet of Hulhule' Male'. The lagoon is also used as a seaplane base and, in calm conditions, the seaplanes takeoff from the lagoon - otherwise they use the hard runway intermixed with the international jet traffic. There has been a continuous stream of aircraft taking off and landing but the most fun are the seaplanes taking off from the water. When this happens, they are at a much lower altitude as they flyover DoodleBug and we feel like we should perhaps turn on our mast light.



[image: img106.jpg]On parade with the Maldive Scouts



The ferry ride is 5 Rufiyah (about 40 cents) and takes around 10 minutes to arrive at the congested terminal at the main island of Male'. Our destination was the Customs office to turn in our transit permits and apply for permits for the next leg to the north. The walk from the ferry terminal to the Customs office is perhaps the main tourist attraction. The sidewalks are very narrow - if they exist - and usually on only one side of the roadway. Every inch of space is crammed with parked motorcycles to the point where in order to cross the road, you may have to walk 20 yards to find a gap wide enough to walk between the machines. The street traffic is bumper to bumper trucks, cars, motorcycles, and bicycles with the pedestrians wandering aimlessly through the middle of this. We passed the main fish market and the huge fat tuna were stacked across the sidewalk. One stall had a large crowd with folks taking pictures. The attraction was a strange fish that was unidentified. It was somewhat like a large pink catfish but was definitely odd looking.



[image: img107.jpg]A really strange looking fish



[image: img108.jpg]Everyone wants a picture

[image: img109.jpg]Male street market
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[image: img111.jpg]the streets are narrow and the sidewalks congested



[image: img112.jpg]motor cycles are popular
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The next market was the fruit market with stalls piled high with bananas, papayas, limes, coconuts, pumpkins - a mouthwatering smorgasbord of goodies for sailors who have been living off canned goods for weeks. The narrow streets, crowded sidewalks, with all sorts of exotic merchandise and strange smells, reminded me of the Arab markets of Cairo, Tripoli, and Algiers. One marked difference is that there was no trash, no beggars, and even the market stalls were neat and tidy.



We visited the Customs, resisted the suggestion we hire an agent (a hundred bucks for what?) and obtained our exit permit for Uligamu. They do like their stamps here. We have used our boat stamp more since we have been in The Maldives than our entire boat stamping experience since leaving Houston three years ago. Unfortunately, we had forgotten to bring our stamp. No problem! The Customs officer produced an ink pad and we provided a thumbprint.



Next stop was the (huge) Yanmar dealer to see if we could buy some more fuel filters. They were singularly surly and unhelpful in this dealership and just said "No". No offers to order parts or anything. The mystery of their attitude was partially explained as they were installing a "Closed" sign on the door as we were leaving. We were encroaching on lunch hour!



We also headed off for lunch and stopped at a nearby sandwich shop that had been recommended to us. I ordered the "American Burger". Big mistake! It was so loaded with garlic - to which I am allergic - I was sick for the remainder of the day plus most of the next day. We cut short our Male' visit and Annette salvaged her afternoon by discovering that the beach between the container terminal and the new runway under construction, had never been "shelled". She got so excited trying to pick up new shells, she forgot that her hands were still full of the shells she had already grabbed.



November 26, 2006



Still raining this morning but we braved the water to head back to catch the 1000 hours ferry to Male'. Today's goal was to visit the tourist sights, beginning with the National Museum. The museum is located in a small three story building that is all that remains of the original Sultan's palace. There were photographs, furniture, military uniforms, and artifacts from the line of Sultans that have ruled The Maldives. In fact, most of the museum's artifacts had been derived from the various Sultans. There were also a collection of pre-Islamic carvings but little is known as to the age and origins of these pieces. When we arrived at the museum, we were the only tourists and after we had purchased our ticket, the ticket lady motioned us to wait and called to someone. A petite, aged, withered, and shrouded woman shuffled up. She preceded us through the different rooms cackling "look, look", which was the entire extent of her English. She would grab a plastic sign that was sitting on an exhibit, such as a throne and shove it under our noses so that we could read it easier. Must have been one of the retired concubines, I suppose.



The next destination was the art gallery. We finally located the building and were informed that it had closed some two years before and was now a restaurant. We had lunch. Lunch was made more pleasant by Annette's reversion to our collective youths as a newly married couple in Libya. She was carrying a recycled peanut butter jar concealed in her bag that contained vodka and was a perfect complement to the Schweppes's Bitter Lemon that we were served.



While Annette shopped the supermarket, I searched for an internet café without success. We passed a large hotel on the return trip to the ferry terminal and stopped in to ask for directions to the Post Office. The girls at the reception sold us stamps and Annette sat in the air-conditioned lobby, writing post cards, while I used the hotel Internet. By now the skies had opened and it was bucketing rain. We waited for a break and scurried across the road to the ferry terminal followed by a bouncy ride back to Hulhule' Male' and a very wet dinghy ride back to Doodlebug. That night the rain and shifting winds continued and we noted that several of the local boats were having difficulties with their anchoring systems and we watched carefully as they swung towards us.



November 27, 2006



The high winds, rain, and choppy water in the lagoon where we are anchored, continued for the morning and we canceled our plans to return to Male' for a second round of shopping/sight seeing. By noon, conditions had improved a little and we braved the tricky transfer from dinghy to dock with the still choppy water. We had decided to shop the stores on Hulhule' Male' and found them a short walk from the ferry terminal. Annette was shopping for fruit and found various items that were acceptable and had also identified an item she had seen at the Male' fruit market. The mystery item turned out to be Betel nuts and there were bags of them just hanging next to the bananas. (Annette had previously thought them to be nutmeg).



[image: img114.jpg]DoodleBug and Caritas dinghies are tied off the pier



[image: img115.jpg]betel nuts for sale



Keith on SV Lady Guinevere (met at Chagos) had given high recommendations regarding a bar called the "Captain's Pub" at a nearby resort and we decided to hire a taxi to head there for lunch. I explained to the taxi driver that we needed the resort with the red roof and that it on the inner lagoon at the airport. He nodded his head and answered "yes" to everything I said. I knew this meant "No, I don't speak a word of English". We climbed into the taxi and pointed in the direction we wanted to go. After a while of lefting and righting, I spotted the roofs of the resort in the distance. "There", I said and pointed. He looked confused. As we got closer, we could see that the resort lies on the next islet and the causeway between the two islets is still under construction. We couldn't talk him into driving down the airport runway, so we gave up and returned to the ferry terminal having completed our ten minute taxi tour of Hulhule' Male'.



By 2300 hours we had prepared DoodleBug for an early morning departure and had already turned in for the night. The wind had swung, it was still raining and there was lightning flashes around us but something else had woken me. When I looked around from the cockpit, I was horrified to see 40 or 50 tons of dive boat, with a second vessel rafted alongside, bearing down on us. It was broadside to the wind and was obviously dragging it's anchor(s). As I mentioned previously, the locals attempt to anchor the largest vessels with a kind of grappling hook on the end of floating line and with no chain to hold the rode parallel to the sea-bed. The grappling hook would work in coral (we are anchored over mud) but then the coral would cut through anything but chain in a matter of minutes. There was a lot of shouting aboard the darkened boats and bodies moving in the gloom. There seemed to be smaller motor boats in the water but the mess was still becoming much closer to us. I started our engine, turned on the bow thruster and hurried forwards in the pouring rain to remove our snubber, that is attached to our anchor chain (a snubber is a sort of shock absorber made from a length of stretchy nylon line, to prevent the anchor chain from jerking hard on the windlass when there are waves). To get the snubber off, we normally motor forwards to take the strain off the chain and then take up enough of the anchor rode to be able to detach the metal hook of the snubber from our chain. To do this, I needed Annette's help but she was still asleep and I did not have time to wake her. I only had seconds before we were hit, so I hauled the boat forwards using the windlass (bad thing to do!) that moved us closer to the impending crash but by hanging over the side I could reach our snubber hook and get it off. Success! I scurried back to the cockpit and simultaneously threw the engine in reverse, while I dropped another 50 feet of chain. The dive boats missed us by perhaps three feet and seemed to stabilize their position, still broadside to the wind and now occupying our former anchoring location. The yelling and activity continued for perhaps another forty five minutes until two divers appeared at their stern and climbed aboard. They had also had line wrapped around their propeller! They motored away and calm descended again aboard Doodlebug as we moved back towards our original anchoring position and tried to return to sleep. We leave in the morning for the northern Maldives.



November 28, 2006



We raised anchor this morning at 0615 hours local time after a very disturbed night and set sail for Uligamu in the northern part of the Maldives some 190 miles away. We cleared the pass on the west side of the Male' lagoon at 0745 hours and found ourselves heading north into a headwind instead of the forecast easterlies. We could have left yesterday but delayed so that we would get the benefit of the non-existent easterlies. There were still sprinkles of rain but also a hint that there might be sun above the clouds. At 1300 hours there was a wind shift and we were under sail, close hauled in a choppy sea. The wind built to 19 knots and we were double reefed on the Genoa but still sailing close hauled and tacking between the reefs as night fell. There were lots of lightning flashes to the west but fortunately nothing heading our way.



November 29, 2006



We raised anchor yesterday morning at 0615 hours local time and set sail for Uligamu in the northern part of the Maldives.



All well on board. We arrived at the village of Uligamu at 1500 hours today and anchored at N 07 04.7 E 072 55.2. We will hit the Customs, Port authority, Health department, and Immigration tomorrow morning and apply for exit documents. We sail for Salalah, Oman on Friday morning (as long as the weather holds of course). We expect an 8 or 9 day crossing.



[image: img116.jpg]we arrive at Uligamu



Hurricane season officially ends tomorrow but of course the hurricanes don't know that. We will be watching the forecasts closely, as we again are crossing a known hurricane track - this time in the Arabian Gulf. In the early hours of the morning the winds dropped to the 12 to 14 knot range and also shifted, so we were able to close reach under full sail of Genoa, main and mizzen. The sky has also cleared and tonight was the first time that we have been able to see the Southern Cross to the south and the Dipper and Polaris to the north. The sail north, skirting the east coasts of the various atolls, was very pleasant, with blue skies and sunshine and a welcome change from the rain and rough seas of the past weeks. We were less than 10 miles from the northern reef pass entrance to Uligamu when the wind shifted back to the north. We motor-sailed into the lagoon and anchored at 1540 hours at N 07 04.7 E 072 55.3.



November 30, 2006



We arrived yesterday afternoon in Uligamu and took a quick look around the village. It was mostly deserted and the Customs and Immigration Offices were tightly closed. I asked a passerby what time the store opened and they said, "It depends....the people at the store live in the same building, so if you want to buy something, just go and knock on their door".



[image: img117.jpg]window shopping



[image: img118.jpg]just hangin with the local girls



[image: img119.jpg]local kids out to play in the street
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Typical street with lighting



[image: img121.jpg]wall construction



[image: img122.jpg]the guys perambulating



This morning I was updating the log, when Jens of SV Carita sailed in and anchored. He had been sitting all night outside the reef pass, "heaved to" on a sea anchor. We all went ashore to find the various offices and begin the check-out dance. We started at the "island office", where we filled out the inevitable forms, which were then rubber stamped to extinction. They had rubber stamps for everything. When the wrong date had been set on the rubber-stamp, there was another stamp to indicate this, which then had to be initialed. We paid a fee of US$4 for the 12 days we have been in the Maldives but they probably spent more than that on stamp ink. Next stop was immigration. The office swarmed with mosquitoes and I received several bites. Annette has been carrying a can of repellant for several weeks and it was now found to be empty. When I mentioned my blood loss to the immigration official, he assured me there was no malaria. He was not so forthcoming on the subject of Dengue. Next was a trek to the island medical center. While I completed even more forms and had lots of crew lists stamped, Annette got a tour of the medical center and introduced herself to all of the patients (one). Last stop was Customs and after another dozen rubber trees were extinguished, we had our clearance in hand.



We asked where we could buy bread and were told "January". After much further discussion, we discovered the island does not have a bakery. Even more discussion and we determined that they eat chapattis (tortillas) not "bread". Ok, we need chapattis. The store owner introduced himself as Ahmed Nasir. He said he was a judge in the Maldives taking a break from judging, and showed us photographs of himself plus the president. He also showed us a traditional fishing boat he is building. It was perhaps 100 feet length and 30 feet beam. Jens is a carpenter/joiner in Copenhagen and assured us that the quality of construction is very high.



Our final stop was to purchase fuel. This was the most expensive fuel we have purchased to date but was worth the entertainment of watching it transferred to our jerry jugs. It was meticulously hand pumped into a five liter galvanized measuring jug and then poured into our jug, using a funnel made from a plastic coke bottle with the base cut out. We bought 40 liters(10 gallons) of diesel, as did Jens, and we also bought 10 liters of gasoline. The process took the best part of an hour and we sat on plastic chairs in the shade of a tree while being entertained by a youngster strumming a guitar from within the dark smelly recesses of the fuel store and also by Elton John being played from a cell phone. Back to DoodleBug to prepare for the major passage in the morning.



[image: img123.jpg]The man in the doorway is pouring fuel into a measuring jug



The next step is to use a coke-bottle funnel to fill our jerry jug



[image: img124.jpg]customer entertainment provided by the guitar and music from the cellphone
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[image: img126.jpg]transferring fuel from the dock to Jens in his dinghy
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VISITING DENTIST.

The Dentist will be on Island from 28/08/06 for 4
weeks.

If you have any problems with your tooth or
needs check up ring Home Island Dental Clinic
for your appointment during working hours

phone: 91627611.

If you have any queries ring Pak Luty dental
clinic Home Island phone number as above.

Thank You.

PELAWATAN DOKTOR GIGI

Doktor Gigi akan sampai di kokos tangal 28/08/06 selama 4-

minggu.

yang sakit sakit atau mau di

Kalau saudara saudari ada gigi
pokment

cek sajak talipun kan klinik gigi untok buat ap
masa jam kreaja di Home Island talipun nya 91627611.

an talipun kan Pak

Kalau saudara ada kuatiran / pertanyak:
t di

Luty di klinik gigi Home Island talipun nya yang beriku

atas.

Terima Kasi.
25/07/06.
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