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Diary of a Circumnavigation

Book II

by

Edmund J. Steele




The Society Islands

May 10, 2004 



Position S 17 35.1 W 14937.3

It was calm today, so we decided to risk taking the dinghy the 5 miles from our anchorage into town, rather than try to figure out the bus system. As we arrived at the dock, we spotted "Kahala" moored to the quay but failed to raise its crew by banging on the hull and shouting. Kahala crew typically party late and rise late. We headed for our first stop - Immigration. The Immigration officer sent us to the bank to purchase "bonds." This is a sum of money equal to the current cost of airfare from Papeete to Hawaii. The French figure that if you become indigent within the 90 days allowed by your visa and decide to abandon your 2001 Amel and all of your belongings, the bond will pay to repatriate you to US territory.


The first bank we went to, asked us why we were buying a bond from them. They said their commission on the bond was twice the price of the competing bank down the street. We thanked them and left. It took an hour and a half to complete the transaction for the two bonds. The bonds cost $1,200 each with a $40 commission each. Annette asked me why the commission was so high. I said they charge by the hour. At this point the teller who had spoken no English, began to stammer an apology for the length of time we had waited. I think I hurt his feelings.


Back to the Immigration, then Customs, then Port Captain. The last stop was interesting since the man appeared to be watching a cooking show on TV while he dealt us. He asked the name of the port of registration. I said "Santa Fe, New Mexico." He said, "We will use Los Angeles, California - it is in the United States." I don't think he knew that New Mexico is a member state of the United States. I think he must have been from Texas.


Next we tried to track down the Amel agent here by calling his office and leaving a message. We wandered back to the Papeete Quay and found another Amel moored there. We introduced ourselves to the crew and were invited on board for drinks. The Amel owner called the dealer on his cell phone and we all met on board 15 minutes later. By the time we had visited the city market and window shopped all of the gift shops, the wind had increased and it looked like a very wet ride back to the anchorage in the dinghy. Although the waves were around two feet (big for a 10 foot inflatable), the wind was blowing in the direction of the anchorage and we made the return "surfing" the waves and staying remarkably dry.

[image: img1.jpg]popular eatery just across from the marina and anchorage.
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May 11, 2004 



Position S 17 35.1 W 149 37.3
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"Do you ave a permeet vor zis trook?"

We met the Amel agent on board DoodleBug this morning and we reviewed some repair issues. I had e-mailed him weeks earlier detailing the work we wanted to do and what parts we carried aboard. He had studiously ignored all of this information and thus our efficiency efforts had been wasted. In the afternoon we dinghied to the marina and then walked several hundred yards to a huge shopping center. Several people had told us that it was perfectly acceptable to take a shopping cart from the mall and leave it at the marina. We felt like a couple of homeless people maneuvering our loaded shopping cart up and down curbs etc. I kept expecting to hear police whistles. "Do you ave a permeet vor zis trook?". When we got to the marina there must have been 50 carts neatly parked and awaiting return to the mall. No Clouseau.

May 12, 2004



Position S 17 35.1 W 149 37.3

After breakfast we decided to explore the adjacent beachfront for marina's. We had already visited the marina we are anchored opposite and were told that there were no slips with electric service. We saw what appeared to be an extension of the marina and dinghied over to eyeball it. A man on the quay who was doing some painting, told us that they were part of the same marina and that the woman at the office was an idiot. We should deal with the manager. We followed his advice and about an hour later had backed into a slip, without hitting either of our neighbors and hooked up to the electric service. Annette is a compulsive boat washer and was as happy as a clam at high tide squirting fresh water everywhere.

[image: img4.jpg]The water in the anchorage was clear enough to see this Ray on the sea bed

[image: img5.jpg] Flowers along the roadside

[image: img6.jpg]DoodleBug backed into her slip at the marina. Note the passarelle (boarding ramp) is rigged.

In the afternoon we were visited by the "government" vet, who came to observe Attila and make sure we understood that she is quarantined aboard. The lady vet noted that it had only taken us 6 days to sail from Panama to Galapagos. From this comment we deduced that she is also a sailor.

May 13, 2004



This morning we had a visitor. John from "Tiki" had tracked us down. He stopped by to warn us that the American Express office was holding a letter for us and today was the last day to collect it before it was returned to sender. This was slightly irritating as we had spent 30 minutes at the American Express office on Monday, searching for just this letter. Our marina neighbor gave us a ride downtown and we recovered our letter. It was from the "Haut Commissariat," saying that they would not extend our 90 day tourist visa, because of the way Napoleon was treated after Waterloo - or something like that. We have to leave by the end of June.

Next stop was the airport. We rode "Le Truck" to the airport. This was entertaining as "Le Truck" is about what the name implies. They are trucks with the beds modified to carry passengers. The price is fixed at about $1.40 per trip. Since it was now early afternoon, we got to ride with a large quantity of school children. I will not make comparisons but they were remarkably well behaved.

When we got to the airport we bought a ticket for Attila to fly back to the USA. The remainder of the trip is less dog-friendly than the places we have already visited and so she is planning to stay with family in Houston.

Next stop was the vet's office to pick up a pet carrier. The unit we had ordered had not been delivered as promised, so the vet sold us a used kennel as a special deal. The "special price" was $400 for a used pet carrier that you could probably pick up new at Wal-Mart for $80. There is an urgent need for a "Pets Mart" here.

May 14, 2004



Today the electrician came to the boat to test our batteries. I had already tested the voltages and he concurred that I can maybe get away with replacing one of the nine batteries we carry. The boat uses eight of these nine to make a 24 volt "bank", that supplies all of the power for lights, navigation instruments, radios etc. The batteries are two and a half times as expensive here as in the USA and I had been planning on replacing them all in New Zealand - since they are nearing the end of their life expectancy. We then made a quick run to the shopping center where I bought Annette a 220V 50Hz. blender. She has been whining that she is "slushy" deprived ever since we left. Back to the boat to wait for the Radar technician "Christofe," who is supposed to arrive at 1400 hours. By 1430 I call his office and talk to his partner. "Call me back in 5 minutes, I'll track him down." I call back in 5 minutes - no answer. This is repeated for the next 40 minutes, still no answer. I walked over to a call box (I had been using the sat phone) and tried again. The phone is answered on the second ring - they had been using caller ID to avoid me. "Christofe, doesn't know why you are calling; we don't work on this type of radar; try another company".

[image: img7.jpg]It was in fact cheaper to use the Satellite phone than make a local call

May 15, 2004



We went down town this morning to find a marine supply store. I bought some grease for the rigging fittings and a courtesy flag for Tonga. When you enter the territorial waters of a foreign state, you are required to fly a flag of that country from the right side of your mast spreaders. We had originally planned to by-pass Tonga on this trip but have now switched plans.



Annette bought some bigger fish hooks than what she already has, plus a small fishing spear. The girl is really determined to catch fish.

May 17, 2004



We again make the pilgrimage to the airport and the air-freight office. The pet-carrier we purchased to ship Attila back to the USA, we measured as 5 Kilos heavier than claimed - so we now have to modify the waybill. This took about an hour with lots of typewriter use and carbon paper flying around. We then found the Amel agent's downtown office and collected a UPS envelope we had been shipped. There was also a DHL package containing a raw water pump for the Onan generator but this is still held at customs and we need an agent to clear it.



I have telephoned the Radar company and they have provided me with a second technician. He is scheduled to come to the boat at 1700 hours. By this time we are little surprised when he doesn't show up.

May 18, 2004



I telephoned Raymarine in the USA on the radar problem. We ran various diagnostics on the system and the final diagnosis is that the "RF probe" in the antenna is probably broken. This lives about 25 feet up the mast. Since I have to climb the mast to even look at it, this will be a tomorrow project when it is cooler.

[image: img8.jpg]Moorea from the mast-head. The anchorage is seen just inside the reef

[image: img9.jpg]Annette explains to Attila that she is going on a trip. Attila not impressed

Tonight we ship Attila back to the USA. Annette is very brave and has tremendous and unexpected self control. She does not kill the French government vet who supervised the transit from the boat to the airport. It was close. Attila is headed for Los Angeles and we are headed for a drink.

May 19, 2004



With amazing patience, we wait a full 20 minutes past the flight arrival time before telephoning daughter Marian. Marian has Attila! All is well.



I climb the mast and dismantle the radar antenna. I decide visually that the "RF probe" is indeed broken and confirmed this by testing it with a meter for electrical continuity. I then melt a big blob of solder across the broken portion. Not the prettiest soldering job ever, since the mast is swaying and I am dangling from the mizzen spinnaker halyard and holding on with one hand - but it works! If it will just hold together until New Zealand we can get a real technician to check it.

May 20, 2004



Three phone calls confirm that the DHL shipment containing a $250 pump, that took 3 days to ship here, will now only take another 8 days to clear customs with the aid of an agent.


We rented a car and plan on becoming tourists again instead of boat repair people.


This evening we went to dinner at the Intercontinental Beachcomber hotel www.tahiti.interconti.com which had a Polynesian dance floor show. The dancers were great and they had a spectacular fire dancer who managed not to burn certain sensitive body parts. I was impressed and do not plan to try this myself.



Later that day…



Since we are presently car renting tourists, we made the circumnavigation of the island of Tahiti. We found a restaurant that hung out over the water and had a pleasant lunch. The island has steep volcanic cliffs with a fringing coral reef that is continuous except for a couple of patches on the East coast. The paved road (mainly two-lane) is just over 70 miles long and most of Tahiti's 140,000 population live close to this road. The result is that the traffic is often heavy and the pollution from vehicles is noticeable. Adding to this, is the practice of trash burning in open fires, which can be just a hundred yards from each other. In spite of this, the island remains a gem of dense greenery, from the high mountain peaks to the light blue of the barrier reef, then dropping off into the impossible blue of deep water.


The east side of the island faces the trade winds and ocean swells and in the couple of places where the barrier reef is absent, there were literally hundreds of people surfing and riding the big combers right up to the black, volcanic sand beaches. We passed through downtown on the way back to the marina and although we wanted to stop and visit the various boats we know, that are tied up "stern to" along the main drag, parking is absolutely impossible. In French this is "le parking" (I'm not making this up).

May 21, 2004



Today we drove inland and up the mountain towards one of the main peaks. The road was single vehicle only and the only wildlife we saw were feral chickens, which you see throughout Polynesia. The road ran in a series of steep switchbacks through dense jungle growth and terminated at a bar/restaurant called "le Belvedere." This is at around 2100 feet elevation and the view from the dining room was a spectacle you could enjoy for hours. We watched the ferry boats back out of Papeete harbor and could then watch them all the way to the pass at the next island of Moorea.

[image: img10.jpg]le Belvedere

[image: img11.jpg]View of Moorea from le Belvedere

May 22, 2004



We return the rental car today, so we took the opportunity to do some reprovisioning at the big shopping center. We loaded up on beer and wine of course but also experimented with all sorts of neat stuff, that might even be edible but you would never find in a USA supermarket. There were packages of chicken feet (we didn't buy any), hundreds of different pate's (pretend there is an accent over the e), ditto cheeses. Several of the cheeses were covered in mold, that would long ago have caused their disposal in our dumpster and yet they weren't dusty, so it looked like that is really what they were selling. All sorts of exotic fruit labeled "Produit USA" - from Hawaii perhaps? $12 each for a watermelon smaller than a football - Annette was outraged. She usually buys 18 wheeler sized water-melons. There really isn't much land suitable for large scale agriculture so pretty much all of the food is imported. As a general observation, our grocery bill was about two and a half times USA prices.

[image: img12.jpg]really cool langoustine


After we returned the rental car, we took "le truck" downtown and visited "Tiki," who are moored along the main dock. Tiki's crew were deep into boat repairs, so we headed off to an Internet cafe to check on the "land" e-mail accounts. Annette had not checked her account since we left. She had just at 1,000 messages and we cleared 200 of them in 30 minutes (not a fast connection). There were 4 real messages out of 200 or 98 percent spam. The next time we have a spare two hours, we can spend the $20 connection time to clear the other 800 messages.

[image: img13.jpg]French keyboard. Just as well I dont touch type

[image: img14.jpg]Ed at the internet cafe. Hinano beer optional

May 23, 2004



Today was election day in French Polynesia and we rode downtown with our neighbors to view the voting process. There are two main parties, the "oranges" and the "blues." You could pretty much tell what party everyone belonged to, as they were dressed in either orange or blue. As we walked into the polling place, there were two fenced areas on either side of the entrance and in each of these sat supporters, dressed as per above, plus matching flags. The Governor of Tahiti (orange) has been in office for over 20 years. He has a fleet of 5 jet aircraft and has just purchased another new Airbus for his personal use. The total population of all islands combined is only 250,000 people and a voting segment, think this is a little excessive. It was fun people watching at the polling booths. The first step was to check your voter registration and the lines were labeled: "A to H", "I to S", "Ta", "Te", "Ti and To", "U to Z". I haven't checked the phone book but I bet the "T" section is pretty thick. The mayor of Papeete was present, so we took his picture hugging Annette. He was wearing about 4 flower leis and Annette said he smelled pretty good. I didn't dig too deeply into that remark. After "voting" we headed back to the marina, since everything was closed - it being both Sunday and election day. We invited one of our neighbors over for a post election beer. He went to tell his wife he would be next door, so we invited her too. Next we had the boat on the other side. Within 30 minutes or so, we were up to 8 in the party with people producing snacks and wine etc. One of our neighbors is "Michel." In the two weeks that we have been here, he hasn't spoken a word of English. After 4 beers he was slurring into a cell phone to his wife, that he was on "Attila's boat" - all in English of course. It was a wonderful impromptu party and the survivors headed home to sleep it off.

[image: img15.jpg]

The Orange supporters at the polling booths

[image: img16.jpg]Annette and the Mayor of Papeete

[image: img17.jpg]Our dock neighbors - moderately sober

The election was a political upset, with the "blues" - Independent party, capturing almost 50 % of the seats.

May 24, 2004



Well, today we expect to receive the propeller shaft seals from Amel. The customs agent has also had a week to retrieve our Onan generator raw water pump, that arrived in Tahiti 8 days ago, so we are optimistic on completing our maintenance and repairs and moving on from Tahiti. The Amel agent predictably knows nothing, heard nothing etc. I spent the day cleaning the stainless steel on the deck and inspecting the rigging. Annette began her monumental post-card generating project. We broke for lunch and headed over to McDonalds.

[image: img18.jpg]Ed and Ronald



We had heard and read about how much the French hate McD's and had noticed the long lines there at lunch time etc. so we just had to check it out. Two Big Macs, one large fries and two medium cokes came to $16. And they tasted just like they do in Houston. The fries were nowhere near the best I have eaten but the burgers were definitely superior to the other two burgers I have eaten in French Polynesia. It is my conclusion that the best meals are obtained by ordering "French" food off the menu - poisson cru, Mahi-mahi in vanilla sauce etc. Stay away from pizza and burgers - they just don't know how.



We cleared out the "dog food" locker on DoodleBug and extracted the balance of food and dog treats. There is a dog "Tun-tun" wholives in the marina on this dock. It swims in the sea, fishes and eats the crabs. For treats they feed it coconut. We gave "Tun-tun" a dried pigs ear for a treat. This fascinated our French neighbors and upon interrogation, we determined that dried pigs ears for dog treats are apparently a purely American phenomenon. "Tun-tun" knew exactly what to do with "it" and seemed to thoroughly enjoy the experience. She is now applying for a US visa.

[image: img19.jpg]Tun-tun swimming off the dock

May 25, 2004



Still no word on the Amel parts. We were supposed to get our Onan pump yesterday - now scheduled for today. We rode "le truck" downtown to the Internet cafe and also visited "Tiki," who are tied up along the main dock. The Tiki crew were not in a good mood. The previous day they had been robbed. Someone came aboard and stole a bicycle, various other items and even entered the cabins below, where crew members were sleeping, in order to steal a digital camera.



Two of the crew of "La Scala" had visited "Tiki" two nights before and in the evening they had walked to the terminal to catch "le truck" back to the marina end of town (where we are staying). They were mugged and robbed a block or so from the main quay. The Tiki crew Phil and Fred are both big men, yet Fred of Tiki believes his nose was broken in the attack. At the same time, "Kahala" which is moored about 50 yards away from "Tiki", had dirty oil poured over the stern of the boat and the mooring lines untied. Not real friendly. These victims aren't even Americans.



[image: img20.jpg]Ed with the crew of Tiki



I am told "tomorrow" again for the Onan pump and this time I say, "No, where are you? I am coming to get it." The pump is finally delivered that evening. I send a blunt e-mail to Amel querying the status of my parts.



"Tiki" were invited to dinner on DoodleBug since they needed a morale boost. We hope their boat is still there by the time they get back to it.

May 26, 2004



I install the new Onan pump. The Amel agent tells me that Amel France has telephoned him in the middle of the night and that the missing parts are "in-transit" and should be here "this week or Monday." Annette finishes her mammoth post-card project.

May 27, 2004 thru May 29, 2004



We don't have our boat parts (propeller shaft seals) and we are back to square one, in that they were probably shipped the day I sent the e-mail reminder to Amel in France. We now have to wait for the courier service to do it's thing, plus it is another week-end followed by a holiday on Monday. We did receive a waybill number from Amel but it is unrecognizable by the computer systems of the Western world. The marina manager tells us we must leave our slip on Saturday as the owner of same will be returning. We strip all of the sun awnings etc., disconnect the umbilicals of shore power and water, kiss our neighbors goodbye (they are French, so you have to do that), prepare the boat for sea and then head to the marina office to pay our bill. "You are leaving tomorrow aren't you?" "No, you told us to leave today". "Tomorrow is fine". We reconnect the shore power, fire up the air-conditioning, open another beer and find the page in the paperback with the book-mark.

May 30, 2004 thru May 31, 2004



We left the marina and anchored behind the reef about half a mile away. The view is breathtaking. The sea is crystal and we can see every detail of the sea-bed 20 feet below. What a relief to be away from the noise, fumes and dirt of the marina. We spent the day snorkeling along the reef and lazing around. Monday was a holiday so nothing was open or happening. We continued our successful program of slouching around at anchor.

[image: img21.jpg]

June 1, 2004



The long awaited seals are in Tahiti! The local Amel rep sends us an e-mail to say that the boat can be hauled for the installation of same in only two weeks. We reply, "thanks but no thanks". We have 28 days left on our visa and we have had enough. We made several bus rides and found the FedEx office. Here we gave them copies of all sorts of forms for the customs clearance (the parts came from France to a French territory) and convinced them to forward the cleared package out to the marina where we were once residents. By now we are on a roll, so we worked on replacing some of the rigging that has become worn and making plans to leave. To do this, one must visit the Port Captain of Papeete and get an exit permit. We went downtown to his office to discover that it is only open in the mornings.

June 2, 2004



This morning dawned clear and beautiful so we motored our dinghy the seven miles or so to town. Back to the Port Captain's office. It is locked and closed but he shows up on a motor scooter after we have hung around for 10 minutes or so. He first sends us to Immigration. I explain that we are not leaving French Polynesia but this doesn't matter. We visit Immigration, Customs and then back to the Port Captain's office for the exit permit. He then sends us back to customs for a tax certificate to buy duty free fuel while we are still in Tahiti.



We hear several boats talking about the French authorities having moved riot police into Papeete in anticipation of street demonstrations and violence following last weeks election. Apparently the "oranges" are not happy with the election results and are unfamiliar with the implications of a democracy. Good time to leave!



We refuel Doodlebug with our duty free diesel - about $2 per gallon versus the regular price of $4.50 per gallon. While we were filling up, Rob of Kahala asked me how much it cost. I said I didn't know. He indicated exasperation that I had not bothered to find out and I pointed out that there is a choice of only one fueling station that accepts the duty free certificate and it can only be used once. What difference did the price make?

[image: img22.jpg]Kahalas crew stops by while Ed refuels.


As I stowed the extra diesel cans, Annette checked the marina office for our FedEx package. Miracle of miracles - it has arrived intact! Now we can leave.

June 3, 2004



Position S 17 30.3 W 14949.2

We are anchored in Cook's Bay, Moorea about 60 feet from the "Honu Iti" restaurant. This bay is where the film "Bali Hai" was made. This morning we left Tahiti through the pass of Taapuna, which is marked "dangerous" on the pilot charts. The sea was calm with less than 2 knots of wind so it was just a pretty view, with large breakers on both sides of us but smooth water where we exited. We motored for about an hour over glassy seas until the wind picked up and we sailed into Cook's Bay just after noon.

[image: img23.jpg]transiting the Papeete reef pass

This is the first segment of the trip we had made without Attila. We were reminded of this when we left the marina. "Tun Tun," the dock dog, jumped into the sea and began swimming after us. She must have been 50 yards or more offshore before she turned back. Probably after more dried pig's ears (dog treats).

[image: img24.jpg]Tun-tun jumps off the dock to follow us

[image: img25.jpg]Tun-tun looking for pigs ears

[image: img26.jpg]leaving Papeete

[image: img27.jpg]approaching Moorea
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Honu Iti restaurant

June 4, 2004



We have read that this anchorage is one of the most photographed in French Polynesia. It is easy to understand why. The bay is surrounded on three sides by volcanic cliffs / mountains with the stark cliffs connected by crenellated ridgelines. These are decorated with different shades of green, as each micro-ecosystem produced by the effect of the trade wind borne moisture, favors different vegetation. The lower altitudes are covered with coconut palms and then these are replaced by fruit and flowering trees that have been planted by the inhabitants. The mountain peaks behind are often shrouded in mist or rain clouds and it is easy to just forget the book you might be reading and find yourself gazing at the mists with impossibly hued rainbows reaching deeply among the palms. What a contrast with Tahiti!

[image: img29.jpg]Cooks Bay

[image: img30.jpg]DoodleBug at Cooks Bay

It was alleged to be a 40 minute walk to the Internet cafe so we fired up the dinghy and motored down the bay until we could see the building. We then threaded our way through the reef and managed to get ashore without getting our feet wet. After the Internet experience we visited a nearby pearl shop. As I was not so interested in either shopping for bikinis or looking at more pearls, I chatted with the manager. When he found out that we are from Santa Fe, he asked if we knew of a restaurant in Santa Fe called "Cafe de Paris." We answered in the affirmative and confessed that we have eaten there often. We knew that the owners are from Tahiti. He said he knows the owners well and to tell them that their friend John Hogan (His Polynesian name is "Popahure" - means "baldy") from Moorea send his regards. Small world.



We stopped in at the Club Bali Hai hotel on the way back and made reservations for an "authentic" Polynesian dinner and floor show evening for the following day. We intended to rent a motor scooter to tour the island (a whole 40 miles of road) but since it has showered on and off all day and also the price of renting a car is almost the same as renting a motor scooter, we chose the former.



In the evening were joined for dinner on DoodleBug by Judy from "Urios." Judy is an MBA from Chicago who is on professional sabbatical and has been crewing for several boats in the South Pacific. Urios has broken it's engine big time and Judy is boat-sitting while the owner is back in Paris.

June 5, 2004



We had reserved a rental car from "Albert's" car rental for 0900 hours and the proprietor assured us that he was open from 0730 on. We arrived at 0850 to get our car and by 0915 he still hadn't shown up. There was a competing car rental about 50 yards away, so we walked over to it and rented one of their cars. By the time we had filled out all the paperwork and hit the road, there was still no sign of "Albert".



The first stop was at a Pineapple distillery. The pineapple distillery seems to distill only at certain seasons but we nevertheless enjoyed tasting exotic and very alcoholic drinks made from pineapple, vanilla, coconut etc. in their gift shop. This gives a wonderfully fuzzy feeling right after breakfast. Next stop was an agricultural school that had all sorts of vegetables and fruits under cultivation. They had a booth selling all-natural fruit juices etc. but we still had a pretty good buzz from the pineapple distillery, so we declined the healthy stuff. We tasted some of their jams and bought a jar of mandarin orange marmalade before moving on. We drove up a twisting switch-backed mountain road to an overlook. The rented Fiat made interesting brake noises all the way up without even touching the brakes, so coming down again promised to be an educational experience. From the overlook we could see down into Cook's Bay where we are anchored and also into the next bay called Baie d'Oponohu where Cook actually anchored. I expect he couldn't afford the restaurant prices in the bay named after him.

[image: img31.jpg]Baie dOponohu
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We survived the descent from the overlook and continued our circumnavigation of the island stopping in at the Beachcomber hotel for lunch. The food and service here was good, even after they found out we weren't guests. They don't throw you out after you have already sunk your beer and eaten the most of the bread. Annette had a hamburger and announced that McDonalds had now slipped to second place. I had the Mahi-mahi po' boy, although they didn't call it that.



From the nearby "Club Bali Hai" hotel, we had booked an evening at the "Tiki Village" for a Polynesian dinner and show. The courtesy bus was supposed to pick us up at 1730 hours but apparently no-one told the driver. After a half dozen phone calls, we finally got a ride an hour and a half later. If we hadn't pre-paid the dinner, we would have given up and would then have missed out on an excellent show. We had seen Polynesian dancers on Rangiroa and Tahiti but these dancers and fire dancers were a cut above the others. The Tiki Village had attempted to reproduce a Polynesian village and the Polynesian dinner was preceded by a lecture on the food types and how it was cooked in the pit.



We had met "Hedi" at the Club Bali Hai while we debated the deserved fate of bus drivers, so we finished up the evening drinking mango juice and rum back at Club Bali Hai. Hedi has a time-share there with a wooden deck set out over the water. A candle burning next to a vase of orchids and the stars arching over the silhouette of the Moorea mountains.......

[image: img36.jpg]Annette and Hedi with the dancers

[image: img37.jpg]Ed shows them how its done

[image: img38.jpg]The fire dancers

June 6, 2004



It rained a little today and we did not get a weather forecast. Cook's bay is apparently sheltered from radio waves as well as winds. The result was we never actually got around to leaving. We now plan to leave tomorrow (Monday) at dusk.



The run to Huahine is about 85 miles. If we sail slowly at 5 knots, this would take 17 hours or so. By leaving at dusk and sailing overnight, we should arrive mid-morning on Tuesday. We enter the pass into the village of Fare from the west, so a mid morning arrival should give good visibility of the reefs.

June 7, 2004



Position S 16 43.2 W 151 02.3

Today we prepared for a dusk departure to Huahine. This didn't take too long so we dinghied over to the internet cafe to check for mail. On the way we recognized "Ironhorse" at anchor, a boat we had met in Papeete. The crew, Rosemary and Alfred are British and on their way to Hawaii. We stopped for a chat and tea before continuing our leisurely sojourn. The internet cafe was also a restaurant and we had an excellent barbeque lunch there. While we ate lunch, Annette negotiated via the waitress, for the purchase of one of the oil paintings (100 cms. by 100 cms.) displayed on the cafe wall. By the time we finished lunch, she had agreed on a price with the artist and he agreed to deliver the wrapped painting to the fishing cooperative's dock near the boat.[image: img39.jpg]The painting is wrapped up on the dock


At the appointed time we dinghied to the dock and examined the little fish in the water, poked at dried, nasty looking dead things etc. for 20 minutes. The artist didn't show, so we returned to DoodleBug and began our final departure tasks by taking the outboard off the dinghy, stowing it etc. 30 minutes later, I saw a frantic figure on the dock waving and holding a large package. We rowed back to the dock and concluded the deal.

[image: img40.jpg]Leaving Moorea

The passage to Huahine was pleasant with comfortably warm, light winds and almost smooth seas. We sailed at 4 to 5 knots and the moon rose early and shimmered across the water. There was a cruise ship, the "Tahitian Princess," that was behaving in a disconcerting manner by changing course every 20 minutes or so. I talked to the captain on the radio around 0230 hours and discovered that they were also heading for Huahine and were killing time, so they could arrive at dawn. We exchanged pleasantries and I told him not to spill the cocktails. He assured me his passengers were all in bed. They missed a beautiful night.

June 8, 2004



This morning we anchored off the village of Fare and dinghied into town to "check in" with the local Gendarme (police). Naturally the police office was closed until 1400 hours. I believe it is based upon Napoleonic law, that no crimes can be committed outside of normal office hours, Monday to Friday.

[image: img41.jpg]Huahine channel



We completed our civic duty and then motored down the west coast of Huahine in a deep channel inside the barrier reef. Tuesday night we spent anchored in Port Bourayne, which is an enclosed bay with a very narrow entrance, almost like being on a lake. The night was very quiet, with just a few scattered homes visible along the "lakeside" and the noise of children playing, dogs barking etc. drifting across the water. There was just one other yacht on the other side of the bay, a mile or so distant and they left in the early morning. There seemed to be no obvious road access from the bay, so on Wednesday.....

June 9, 2004



We raised anchor and moved south into the next bay. Again with little wind, no swell and the mountains coming down to the water - seemingly on all sides - it gave the impression of being on a lake. We were later told that there had once been a huge hotel here but it was wiped from the face of the earth by a cyclone in 1996.

[image: img42.jpg]Huahine supper

June 10, 2004



We had our most critical equipment failure on Tuesday. Annette's new blender that she had bought in Papeete wouldn't work and she was left without slushies. After 48 hours of concentrated whining on the part of the crew, the captain decided to dissect the blender. No obvious problem showed itself during the diagnostic process but the blender decided to work again. Not having actually performed any constructive modification, did not prevent the captain from taking full credit for the miraculous recovery. Buoyed by this success we dinghied down the coast a mile or so to Pension Mauarii, a hotel restaurant. The bar was quite pleasant and we occupied one of their better tables until they agreed to feed us lunch. One of the islands tour operators was also having lunch there, so we took the opportunity to book a tour for the morrow.

[image: img43.jpg]Pension Mauarii

[image: img44.jpg]Inside the pension bar

June 11, 2004



Position S 16 47.2 W 151 00.5

We had arranged to meet the tour driver on the nearby village dock and were stunned when he not only showed up on time but 10 minutes early! This has never happened before. We toured the island by car and saw the inevitable papaes (stone temples), although these seemed in very good condition and according to our guide, had received only minor reconstruction. Next we saw ancient Polynesian stone fish traps built in the neck of Lake Maeva. This "lake" has a very long narrow neck connecting it to the sea and unlike most of the Polynesian islands, it is tidal. The water is brackish with salt water "streams" from the sea, mixing with the fresh water in the lake. Some of the fish traps are still actively used to supply the local cooperative with catch.

[image: img45.jpg]Haapu school

[image: img46.jpg]Fish traps

[image: img47.jpg]these fish traps are still in use

[image: img48.jpg]Ancient paepae



We visited several locations growing and processing vanilla beans. This is a very labor intensive process and several of the growers we saw, were back yard "mom and pop" operations. The vanilla plant is an orchid that grows like a vine on a trellis. It takes three years before the plant produces a flower. The flower only opens in the morning and must be pollinated by hand, since the natural mechanism is a Mexican bee that does not exist in Polynesia. Once pollinated, the plant produces beans that can be harvested in a further nine months but the drying process then takes another careful six months. The plants themselves only live about five years.



We next visited the "royal" fresh water eels. There was a section of stream that looked more like a drainage ditch containing the eels. They are "royal" since it was forbidden for the ancient Polynesians to eat them. They looked like huge brown moray eels but had blue eyes and allegedly no teeth. I did not wish to test this latter postulate so I sent Annette wading into the stream to take pictures.

[image: img49.jpg] These are the Royal eels

[image: img50.jpg] And the Royal ditch

[image: img51.jpg]Huahine channel

[image: img52.jpg]Vanilla beans on their vine



Our tour guide "Daniel" spoke excellent English and was obviously knowledgeable on the flora and fauna of the island. He was also an excellent source of information on the local culture, particularly the results of the recent election. The outgoing president is still demanding recounts. 

[image: img53.jpg]The outer reef from Huahine

[image: img54.jpg]DoodleBug at anchorage

[image: img55.jpg]Just a snack

June 12, 2004



This morning we raised anchor and set sail for Raiatea. Annette has been collecting "upgraded" fishing equipment for months now. None of this 85 pound breaking strain rubbish. She now has serious stuff. The comment was made that there are no reef fish here, it's all deep water stuff and you have as much chance of catching fish inside the reef as out. Her new rig now consists of a "main" line of a couple of hundred pound breaking strain with some 100 pound steel leader and a "big" Japanese triple hook, a couple of inches across, that she bought on Hiva Oa in the Marquise islands. The lure is made from a plastic bread sack and the whole rig was deployed as soon as we left the anchorage.

[image: img56.jpg]The crossing to Raiatea

[image: img57.jpg]entering the Passe Toahutu



The 25 mile crossing to Raiatea was pleasant and uneventful. That is, no fish bites on the new rig. We entered the Passe Toahutu on the east side of Raiatea at around 1500 hours and headed north, inside the reef towards the two marinas. At just about the north end of Raiatea, we saw a sailboarder. The sailboarder was moving fast and as it came towards us, I noticed a black bikini top and a smile. We waved in a sort of friendly fashion and the sailboarder made a sharp cut across our stern. There was a load bang, a very surprised looking sailboarder, and Annette had lost yet another fishing rig. The sailboarderlooked like a keeper but I'll bet Annette would have made me do the old "catch and release" thing if we had managed to land her.



The marina ignored our radio calls - not unanticipated since it was Saturday afternoon - so we attempted to land at the visitors dock. It was beginning to rain and no volunteers came out from their shelter to help us with lines. We couldn't reach the bollards from the boat, so we abandoned this attempt and swung off to pick up a mooring. The mooring was also uncooperative and the marker buoy dived below our bow, shearing off the propeller on the bow thruster. Not a really good day. It was tight maneuvering where we were without the bow thruster, so we headed off for another row of mooring buoys in more open water. This time we succeeded and although the mooring lines looked like old string, it was getting dark. It would have to do.

June 13, 2004



Position S 16 43.7 W 15128.7

The night passed without losing the mooring and first thing in the morning, I snorkeled to assess the previous day's damage. As surmised, the bow thruster prop was sheared off but no other damage. We carry two spare props on board and a couple of hours later, it was repaired and we could maneuver again. We revisited the marina by dinghy, grabbed the last available slip and moved DoodleBug in.

June 14, 2004



Just before we left Papeete, we had made arrangements for DoodleBug to be lifted from the water for some maintenance work by a company "Chantier Navale" (CNI). This morning we decided we would walk over to their boatyard, in order to confirm the details of the work (we are currently docked in a marina). The walking was a mistake, we should have used the dinghy. By water it is a fairly short distance but the road twists and turns, following the indentations of the bays and then turns further inland to find crossing points for the various drainages. Eventually we found the boatyard and were told, "If you can move the boat here today, we will lift it and do the work tomorrow". Sounded OK. We left and "thumbed" a ride for the 5 or 6 miles into town. Several cruisers had confirmed that it was necessary to "check in" with the local Gendarme (police) when we arrived in Raiatea. We located the office and the police officer said we didn't need to check in upon arrival but we must check in when we leave for Bora Bora - for "safety reasons". This is tedious since Bora Bora is only 20 miles away and he could probably watch us sinking in the middle of the channel from his office window. Back to the marina to move DoodleBug to a mooring at CNI's ship yard. I had already pre-paid a couple of days at the marina but hey....if they are that efficient and want to jump right into the repair work......

June 15, 2004



We sat around for about an hour or so, admiring the non-activity and headed for the office to enquire about the schedule. "The technician will be with you this morning". "The technician will be with you this afternoon". "He will see you in an hour". Needless to say the turkey never showed up. In late afternoon, I again made the pilgrimage back to the office and was promised "0730 hours tomorrow".

June 16, 2004



At 1030 the guy finally appeared and asked us to have the boat ready to move onto the lift by 1430 hours. We just had time to run into town with the dinghy and do a little shopping, plus grab some lunch before the appointed hour. 1430 came and went and although we were ready to move the boat, we were not entirely surprised when at 1500 hours we were told "tomorrow". I am beginning to feel this is like launching a space shuttle.

June 17, 2004



At 0830 men wearing wet-suits began to hover around DoodleBug. This is a very promising sign. The lifting method is to maneuver the vessel onto a cradle attached to a kind of railway car. The boat is locked into the cradle by the guys in wet-suits and then the whole thing is very slowly pulled up a ramp by a tractor using a hydraulic winch. I had witnessed the operation a couple of days ago and was told that the system was developed in New Zealand and is very reliable. Around 1000 hours, DoodleBug was just about clear of the water and I was on deck admiring the view. I was tempted to get a celebratory beer but had to be cognizant that I was stuck on board until they docked and got a ladder up to the boat. I couldn't flush the toilets on board while we were out of the water. As I pondered this dilemma, there was a bang and I looked up to see men hurling themselves away from the winch and scattering in all directions. DoodleBug abruptly plunged her 18 tons back down the ramp into the water with an impressive splash. We had broken the lift system! Back to the slip. Pour the beer.

[image: img58.jpg]At the Raiatea marina

[image: img59.jpg]The divers attaching DoodleBug to the boat lift

[image: img60.jpg]DoodleBug is winched out of the water

CNI believes that it will be a week before their boat lift will be working again. We decided to book plane tickets for a six hour flight to Rapa Nui (Easter Island - you know .....the place with "the heads"). We will leave Sunday and return a week later. During our absence, the boatyard promises to repair their winch and complete the work we have requested.

June 18, 2004



Today we rented a car and are determined to switch back into our "tourist" mode and away from our, "waiting for French people to do something" mode. The marina has been interesting. Every night at sunset the drums begin. Sort of like waiting for Livingston to show up in darkest Africa. Actually, it is a dance group that uses a house across from the boatyard to practice for the upcoming annual "Heiva" celebration. This mysteriously coincides with Bastille Day in France but the Polynesians apparently feel they are under a form of "French occupation" and so they celebrate whatever "Heiva" is instead. The holiday lasts for almost two weeks with elaborate dance competitions, parades, canoe races, etc.

June 19, 2004



Today we toured the circumference of the island by auto. Raiatea is not as heavily populated as the other islands and the homes and villages were scattered further apart. Since the middle of the island is filled by volcanoes and the lagoon and reef define the outer fringe of habitation, most homes are on the fairly narrow ring of land along the shoreline. The homes in general are tidy with small front yards that are generally kept amazingly neat and extensively decorated with flowering bushes and luscious fruit trees. We have noticed that in the Societies, many of these homes have a decorated gravesite occupying a prime location in the yard. The markers often look like they have been transported directly from a Louisiana cemetery. The tour guide we used on Huahine explained that the home owners own the land and so that is where they bury their ancestors. The part of my brain I can't control kept repeating, "Mommy, mommy, can I play with Granny?". "No you can't! You've dug her up three times this week already!"



Most of the businesses we saw were closed. "The Moorings" company has a yacht charter business near the yard where DoodleBug is and "Sunsail" has a similar operation on the other side of Raiatea. Neither operation looked busy, with dozens of empty boats moored at both locations. We were told on Huahine that US tourists accounted for 70% of the total and this has completely dried up since 9/11.



We stopped at the only restaurant we saw on the "other" side of the island. We were the only luncheon customers for an excellent meal. Tomorrow we fly to Easter Island.




Easter Island

June 20, 2004



Today we abandoned DoodleBug into the care of Chantier Navale boatyard and headed for the airport. We had made arrangements to leave the rent car at the airport and had stopped by earlier to ensure that there really was an agency desk there. When we arrived at the airport, the agency desk was deserted but we were reasonably early, so we checked in for our flight from Raiatea to Papeete and got our boarding passes. Still no-one at the agency desk. I telephoned the company. "You must return the car to the main office". "But I made specific arrangements to leave the car at the airport". "Yes, you come to the main office and we will drive you to the airport". Ho-hum. We had plenty of time anyway.

June 21, 2004



The flight to Rapa Nui left at 0100 hours and took five and a half hours arriving in mid morning. I was astonished to realize that we were now back in the same time zone as New Mexico. In fact Easter Island is almost the same longitude as Santa Fe. It is the same latitude South, as Corpus Christi is North and thus the weather is similar to Corpus Christi, Texas in mid-winter. We found a hotel, lunch, and crashed for the remainder of the afternoon. We had met a Swiss gentleman, Gerhard (Gary) Klein staying at the same hotel and he invited us to join him on a tour of the island the following day. He was very dignified and reminded us of Max von Sydow in the movie Three Days of the Condor

June 22, 2004

[image: img61.jpg]

Single statue overlooking Rapa Nui harbor. Note the lone yacht at anchor in the background

[image: img62.jpg]volcanic caldera with partially flooded crater

[image: img63.jpg]crater rim and sea cliffs

[image: img64.jpg]the point where the warriors dove into the sea

[image: img65.jpg]Ed and Gary. Note the movie prop in the background

[image: img66.jpg]Easter Island statues

[image: img67.jpg]coast view

We visited some half dozen sites on the island today with "Claudia" our tour guide. Several of the sites we visited were featured in the Kevin Costner movie Rapa Nui. That evening we went to the hotel next door to view a showing of "Rapa Nui". The total audience was only 5 people and we sat at the back of the theater where there were couches instead of chairs and ordered beer and peanuts. A very civilized way to movie-watch.

June 23, 2004



Today we left Gary to his tour and rented an ATV - 4 wheeler motorcycle. We set off to tour the South coast by ourselves. The experience from the previous day was quite different. The only humans we saw all day were a fisherman fishing with a hand line and a pair of surfers with a board. We seemed to have the entire island to ourselves and wandered all over the different sites along the coast.



[image: img68.jpg]Ed on the ATV. Mount Up!

From the documentaries I had seen, I had a different idea about Easter Island than its reality. I had heard voice-overs in sepulchral tones, describing how the early visitors were awed by the huge, lonely statues, gazing out to sea. What we found, which was indeed awesome, was that by the late 1800's, all of these "installed" statues had been cast down from their bases during the course of internecine fighting by the inhabitants. In addition, although these statues were "installed" in groups along the coast, they faced inwards, towards the villages and away from the sea. It wasn't until the 1950's that some of these sites were restored and the statues re-erected.

[image: img69.jpg]trying to lift the statue

[image: img70.jpg]This is a rugged, wild and lonely coast

[image: img71.jpg]Pair of hats just lying around

[image: img72.jpg] Biker chick

[image: img73.jpg]A lone raised statue on the sea cliff

[image: img74.jpg]A very large statue on its face

As we wandered along the south coast, every half mile or so, we would discover another site with a partially ruined stone platform and a half dozen huge stone statues cast face down. Their red stone hats or topknots, would be scattered at random over the site. The sites were generally within yards of the sea cliffs and the Pacific ocean swells crashed onto the cliffs throwing spray high into the air. The landscape is rolling, with few trees but with low volcanic craters in all directions. We sat at the base of the statues and watched the waves, warmed by the heat from the black basalt rocks. The view from the statues was of a limitless blue ocean in all directions.



Today, the population is around 5,000 - almost all concentrated in the single town of Hanga Roa. The island is roughly triangularand 14 miles by 7 miles. The movie "Rapa Nui" portrayed the inhabitants as believing that they were the only people on earth. It is believed by archaeologists that the island was colonized around 500 AD, so it seems to me unlikely that this scenario is correct. I could however, imagine the frustration that the inhabitants would feel, in that if anyone "escaped" from the island by boat, then they never returned or were heard of again. The closest land is Chile, 2250 miles to the East and Pitcairn Island, 2100 miles to the West. Since the prevailing winds and currents would take you West, not East, the likelihood of finding Pitcairn without navigation tools was extremely slim. The next Island chain would be the Marquises to the Northwest - hard to get to with the wind angle, followed by the Tuamotus. The latter are without fresh water or food source, except for a few coconuts, so the voyager would be heading for the Society chain 2,500 miles away.



The Polynesians were reputed to be great navigators but it is one thing to travel until you discover an island chain and then work out where you are in the chain and quite another to find an isolated speck in the vastness of the Pacific Ocean. The Rapa Nui volcanoes are low altitude and the Humboldt current brings cold water, clouds, and reduced visibility. This is not an island you can see 50 miles away like Tahiti.



I see the pre-history Easter Islanders as trapped like goldfish in a bowl. They had destroyed all of the trees for rollers to move statues or for fuel for their fires - choose your own theory. Since at one point their population was reduced to 111 souls, it is probable that their culture was almost entirely lost, were it not for the written descriptions of explorers like James Cook and the missionaries that followed. The Easter Islanders were unique amongst the Polynesians, in that they developed a written script. Unfortunately the knowledge to decipher the script has been lost.

June 24, 2004



Today we intended to go further afield so we traded the ATV for a car. We traveled to the East end of the island to look for the quarry where the statues had been cut. We had the entire Island to ourselves for a second day. I thought we would find a quarry cut into a hillside somewhere but what we found was unexpected. We came to the flanks of the large volcano at the East end of the Island and saw fifty or so erect statues, scattered in random groups up the hillside. (In fact there were some 400 statutes in and around according to the guide books). Some of these statues were buried so that only the head was showing and some towered with their bases sunk a couple of yards into the soil. We followed a trail that looked as if it had been used recently that wound its way up the hillside through the low vegetation (mostly a kind of yellow lupin). The trail was partly overgrown and at about the time we were wondering where we were going, we crossed the ridge-line into the crater of the volcano. The volcano had a freshwater lake with reeds along the edge and at it's far side we could see many more statues either standing or under construction. The view from the ridge with the crater below, small herds of horses grazing, the crater lake, the huge stone statues and the Pacific Ocean claiming the horizon in any direction, is a view I feel utterly inadequate to describe. It is a magic place and this was a magic day.

[image: img75.jpg]the approach to the quarry. The flank of the volcanic crater is to the right

[image: img76.jpg]Annettes big friends. The bulk of the body is buried (not Annette  the statues!)

[image: img77.jpg]Ancient steps up the crater flank

[image: img78.jpg]inside the crater. Reeds edge the crater lake

[image: img79.jpg]The interior crater flank. Partially completed statues scattered along the trail

[image: img80.jpg]This statue is still attached to the bedrock

[image: img81.jpg]Annette hates being ignored

[image: img82.jpg]Ed hangs with the guys

[image: img83.jpg]gazing out to sea

From the volcano, we saw in the distance an "ahu" (stone platform) with 15 erect statues (moai). We read later that this is the largest ahu "Tongariki" and was destroyed by a tidal wave in 1960. It was restored 10 years ago by the University of Chile. We drove over, parked and explored the site. I sat cross-legged in front of the moais and pondered the huge figures. They in turn stared back at me.

[image: img84.jpg]fifteen statues at Tongariki

[image: img85.jpg]from the waters edge

Annette wandered around the back of the ahu and found a local cowboy washing his horse in the sea. She chatted with him and he told her that the horse was his sole means of transportation and that he always washed his horse in the sea at that spot. Two van loads of Japanese tourists showed up. Our "wa" is destroyed. Time to leave.

[image: img86.jpg]just washing his horse

That evening we ate at a sidewalk cafe along the main street. It was entertaining for us just to watch the mixture of pedestrians, dogs, automobiles, motorcycles, and people on horseback. Nobody seemed to be in a hurry and the fastest movers were the cowboys cantering along the sidewalks.

June 25, 2004



Today we drove to the North end of the island to look at a Maui, that was next to one of the only two sand beaches on the island. It was unusual because it had been previously buried by sand dunes, thereby protecting the soft volcanic rock from erosion. As I mentioned earlier, the statues had been pushed face down from their platforms more than a hundred and fifty years ago. This meant that the exposed backs of the statues had taken the full brunt of the elements. For the first time, we were able to view the elaborate carvings and decorations on the back of the statues, as well as upon the stone facings of the platforms. I had heard that the Japanese were experimenting with some kind of plastic spray to prevent further elemental damage but there was nothing about this in the literature we picked up. Unless something is done, in another 1000 years or so, there will be nothing left but old photographs.

[image: img87.jpg]statues with hats

[image: img88.jpg]notice the workmanship on the backs. Most of the statues we had seen previously had been heavily eroded.

We next went "four wheeling" up the biggest volcano in the center of the island. There was a little used dirt track that ran through heavy woods and then continued steeply up to the crater rim. There were no signs anywhere giving directions and our only company were the herds of horses running free. We navigated by assuming that the crater rim would be "up" and selecting our trails accordingly. The crater lake was completely filled with reeds (literature claims pollen analysis indicates this has been true for at least 3,000 years). The crater was bounded on one side by a forest of eucalyptus trees (no Koalas). We wandered around in the forest and crater lake reeds until we ran out of beer and hunger finally drove us back to town.

[image: img89.jpg]Eucalyptus plantation

[image: img90.jpg]reed crater

[image: img91.jpg]Annette penetrates the reeds

[image: img92.jpg]View from the crater rim. 

June 26, 2004

It was blustery and raining when we awoke. Our Galapagos met French-historian-friend "Pierre" had asked Annette if she would take some photographs for him of certain artifacts. The last of these was a volcanic "bomb", alleged to be magnetic and a power portal for the whole universe - or at least a couple of gullible tourists. Pierre had provided a crummy sketch map and a couple of tourists who had seen it, supplied hazy and conflicting directions. Armed with this information, we set off in the rain in our four wheel drive rental car. We saw no other traffic and had to slow and wind our way between herds of horses on the road. We arrived at the North coast and explored several possible trails. The trails were potholed, waterlogged, and extremely slippery with a reddish clay mud. We scraped past thick vegetation, while slipping and sliding up and down steep hills in low ratio, four-wheel drive. Eventually we found the thing! It must have been the real McCoy because the battery in Annette's camera died after the third shot. When we arrived back at our hotel, our fellow guests (the only other people staying in the hotel) where aghast at what we had done to a formerly white car. We found a piece of cardboard in the trash plus a garden hose and washed the worst of the mud off.

[image: img93.jpg]horses in the pouring rain

[image: img94.jpg]power portal for the universe



That evening we attended a floor show of "native" dancing. This was certainly one of the best shows we have seen. Annette said the style (she is the expert) was almost a mix of Polynesian and Maori styles. The girls were pretty and seemed to be thoroughly enjoying what they were doing. The guys were certainly very energetic and enthusiastic.



[image: img95.jpg]Easter Island dancers

June 27, 2004



Our flight back to Papeete was in the evening. When I attempted to return the rental car to the agency, I found the front tire was flat. I began to drag out jacks and wrenches etc. but Annette convinced me to just call the agency. Sure enough they sent around a young man on a motorcycle who very efficiently got himself dirty. After lunch we still had time to kill so we headed towards the nearby harbor. We stopped to watch a soccer game in progress. In my opinion, the players were quite good and it was an exciting game. The Pacific waves were crashing onto the rocks across the road, while horsemen cantered around the pitch. Occasionally a stray dog would also wander across the pitch and while the game was in progress, several teenage kids were having their own game in one of the corners. We watched children setting down bicycles along the side-lines and we were fascinated to watch a toddler, wearing a diaper and kicking a tiny soccer ball. He was very good and kicked the ball quite accurately back to his older sibling, who was throwing him the ball. Our fascination was that he was actually on the pitch and this was a real game in progress, with referee, linesman and 22 very large and active players. Just when we expected the kid to be creamed, an older child would leisurely stroll onto the pitch, scoop up the infant and haul him off - a hairsbreadth away from certain death.

[image: img96.jpg]The soccer game

[image: img97.jpg]small craft harbor

The game finished and a second game started. We wandered off and missed the best part, when after the referee had awarded two unpopular fouls in a row, one of the teams marched resolutely off the pitch.



The flight back to Papeete was relatively uneventful. Our highlight was in the departure lounge where we were accosted by an inebriated woman, who insisted that the archaeologists were all wrong. The Easter Island statues were over 5,000 years old. She further maintained that there were dinosaur remains on Easter Island. They had survived there from the "crustacean period". Yummy! "Joe's Crab Shack" look out!

back in the Society Islands....

June 28, 2004

Late evening found us back in Raitatea after spending the night in Papeete. We were gratified to find DoodleBug back in the water, seemingly intact and with the requested work completed. These were maintenance items I had intended to do in New Zealand but decided needed to be completed earlier, when the propeller "Z" drive showed signs of sea water leaking into the oil. We had the "Z" drive seals replaced, bow thruster serviced, and the hull painted with its annual coat of anti-fouling paint.



June 29, 2004 thru July 1, 2004



We did our laundry (well....at least I put my undies in the hamper), talked with the technician about the work done on the DoodleBug, copied our photos onto CD's, checked lots of e-mails, grocery shopped (why is it that beer and wine weighs so much?), paid our boatyard bill and prepared to leave.

July 2, 2004



Position S 16 36.4 W 151 33.6

We left the boatyard at 0900 and motor-sailed around the island of Tahaa. I had read in the guide books about an anchorage on the North side of the island. When we arrived, the location was filled with pearl oyster marker buoys. Tahaa has few usable anchorages so we continued our counter-clockwise circumnavigation down the West coast. Just opposite a fancy hotel "Le Taha'a" (www.letahaa.com) we found a marginal location to drop our hook but did so anyway at 1245 hours. We dinghied up to their dock, marched up to the reception and made dinner reservations for the evening. I have no idea what the rooms look like but it seems like a pretty neat place to stay.

[image: img98.jpg]Le Tahaa resort from the masthead


July 3, 2004



Position S 16 29.4 W 151 45.6

Last night's dinner at the hotel "Le Taha'a" was memorable. It has been one year and over 8,000 miles, since we left Ft. Lauderdale with DoodleBug. It was also the anniversary of the sale of our company. We decided that we would dine at the gourmet restaurant at the hotel and chose the chef's choice five course meal. The first course came out and it was a beautifully decorated plate with a single scallop and a demitasse teaspoon with mashed potatoes in it. I was thinking how artistic it was and that it would probably be just as artistic with maybe....two scallops?



Early that morning, I was dangling 70 foot in the air at the top of our mast. I had just changed out a burned-out anchor light bulb and was now taking photographs, when Roger and Nancy from the boat next to us, "Equanimity" from Portland, Oregon, dinghied by to chat. They had received a weather report indicating several days of bad weather heading our way. Since we were at a marginal anchorage, we decided to sail to Bora Bora and find better shelter.

[image: img99.jpg]S/V Equanimity

[image: img100.jpg]The reef pass going into Bora-Bora
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We set sail at 1120 hours and sailed the 20 miles to Bora Bora. The weather was fine with the wind off our stern quarter gusting up to 20 plus knots. We picked up a mooring at the Bora Bora yacht club at 1530 hours.



During the night there was a huge bang and sound of escaping gas from the direction of the main cabin. I had left the generator running with an alarm timer in order to charge the batteries but I was now fast asleep. I hurled myself out of bed and rushed in the direction of the noise but could not think of any boat system that could make this kind of noise. Annette had followed me and as I was shutting down the generator and turning off the pressurized fresh water system, she pointed out that the hissing noise was coming from the forward locker where we keep the scuba tanks. One of them had blown a seal or something and was discharging compressed air. Back to bed, figure it out tomorrow!

July 4, 2004



Today was a Sunday - everything in French Polynesia was therefore "closed" - a day to hang around doing boat chores. We invited the crew of "Equanimity" to join us for supper and within an hour or so, this invitation had grown to include the crews of "Cats Paw" and "Adagio" - all American boats. It was a fun evening with a traditional American dish of Couscous plus several bottles of champagne. I had thought about using flares for fireworks but I had a vision of accidentally setting fire to a nearby French catamaran, thereby sparking an international incident.
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Early this morning, Vanessa and Cullum swam over from "Adagio" to bring us a business card. We provided a towel and a cup of coffee before tossing them back overboard.



We rode our dinghy into the next village "Vaitape" to check in with the local Gendarme. Predictably, the Gendarme said, this wasn't necessary and to check in when we leave for our final departure documents. As we arrived at the village, we witnessed the start of a canoe race. This was "ladies sixes". Six ladies in each of eight or ten outrigger canoes. The ladies wore sarongs and had flower headdresses. The crowd on the dockside was extremely enthusiastic and it became obvious that the teams were from different local villages. The race began with the blowing of a horn - sounded like a conch shell but Annette said it was an air-horn. As soon as the start signal was given, the drummers on the dock began a furious rhythm and the ladies streaked off into the distance. I don't know where the turn around point was but when the leading canoe was some hundred yards or so from the finish line, the drums began again to beat a furious rhythm, the closer the girls got to the finish line, the faster the beat. I was pleased to note that all contestants were "drummed" across the finish line.

[image: img104.jpg]morning at anchor
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Early that afternoon we walked back into town to rent a car. We had stopped by the rental agency earlier and had been told to return at 1700 hours. Annette shopped while I read a newspaper I had purchased - the Herald Tribune from July 2nd - my first newspaper in 6 months. At 1700 hours the car rental lady told us she had no cars available. By now we have been in French Polynesia long enough to not even get too annoyed. We "auto-stopped" back to the Bora Bora yacht club and decided it was way too windy for a long dinghy excursion back to town to see the dancing that evening.
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I went scuba diving with "Top-Dive" and Annette took the dinghy to town to get more groceries (of the Chardonnay variety). Rodger from "Equanimity" and Tom and Fidel from "Cats Paw" had also signed up for the dive, which was just outside of the pass into Bora Bora. As I descended from the surface, I was amazed at how clear the water was and could not help thinking how far away those sharks were able to see me. There were sharks everywhere it seemed! I divided the sharks into two categories - "big sharks with teeth" (black tip sharks) and "very big sharks with teeth" (lemon sharks). One of the dive leaders ("Lefty") was hand feeding the sharks with a large and very dead tuna. He was surrounded by clouds of smaller fish voraciously tearing at the tuna and occasionally one of the big boys would slide in and grab a mouthful. Finally a huge lemon shark swam up to the tuna, rolled on it's side and opened it's jaws - just like in "that" movie - and took the whole carcass. It then swam away pursued by the rest of the crowd. The scuba divers also dispersed and I watched as a huge lemon shark swam directly at me and then under me, passing a couple of feet away. The reason Annette is still alive today is entirely due to her strong biologic urge to go shopping instead of scuba diving. It's not good to freak at 70 feet underwater. I meanwhile tried to insert myself into the middle of a group of divers on the theory that the eating would be from the outside in.



Later that day, Rodger and Nancy from "Equanimity" came by to help us eat shrimp. It began to rain quite heavily but we didn't pay a whole lot of attention since we were distracted by the food and the fact that boats are designed to be waterproof. When it came time to leave, flashlights showed that "Equanimity's" dinghy contained about 8 inches of rain water and it was approaching the gunnels. "DoodleBug's" dinghy was alongside but appeared strangely dry. This is because our dinghy has an inflatable floor insert, which was now floating on about 8 inches of water.
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We picked up a rental car this morning (different company) and set out to tour the island. Bora Bora was a major US supply and refueling base during WW II and besides the huge airstrip that is still in use, there were 8 huge Mark II naval guns (7 or 8 inch caliber) left in emplacements around the island. The weather was still cloudy, blowing hard and coolish - perfect weather for car touring. The location we tried to find was behind a hotel. We asked at the hotel where we could find the guns. "They are finished, gone!" "You mean you moved the 8 inch guns?" "Well no.... it is interdite (forbidden). The road is closed. It is private. You must take a tour by 4 wheel drive." We moved on following direction in a battered 1996 travel guide. The next location we tried took us by the trash dump. Annette likes trash dumps. We stopped next to the pile of discarded batteries and asked two workers if the trail that went from the spot we were standing at and then about 60 yards up to the ridge-top, would eventually lead us to the guns. "No, you must go back to the main road. Then to the top of the hill between the two houses." OK, we followed their instructions and found a likely trail. This was less than a footpath along the ridge top and hard to follow. After about a half mile or so, we arrives at a clearing and looked down a trail at the pile of batteries in the dump about 60 yards away. The two guns were just to our right and really neat to explore. Their long barrels pointed forlornly across the blue waters of the lagoon and out to the Pacific horizon.
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[image: img109.jpg]Hiking along the ridge top

[image: img110.jpg]Mark II naval gun in overgrown emplacement

[image: img111.jpg]barrel stroller

[image: img112.jpg]needs grease

[image: img113.jpg]the breech

[image: img114.jpg]looking down from the gun to the Bora-Bora dump



I related the odd story of the dump worker's directions to a storekeeper later that day and he said, "Bora Bora is a peaceful island and we do not like war things." This is strange when every second hotel is called "Bali-Hai" and the bars are called "Bloody-Mary's." Didn't they actually watch the movie? I asked another long term resident if the reason they do not publicize their WW II installations, is perhaps they don't want to offend the Japanese tourists who make up about 20% of the total. His response was, "Yes.



As we drove around the island, the wind varied from gusting to howling and the lagoon waves beat against the shore. We were concerned that the conditions at DoodleBug had changed radically since we left but when we returned, it was still relatively calm and sheltered just off the yacht club.



That evening we drove our rental car into town to see the Heiva celebration dancing. The dancers were wonderful as usual but the wind was so strong, chairs and pieces of the theatre were blowing away. I was mildly interested to see if the costumes would stay attached to the girls. They did. By the second act, it was decidedly colder so we saw a couple of dances and split. We had to wash the sea spray from the windshield of the car and ran the heater full blast for the couple of miles back to the yacht club. Hot cocoa time!
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This morning dawned with blue skies, sunshine and slightly less wind. We have decided to leave Sunday, weather permitting. We took our errant scuba tank to the dive shop to see if they could refill it. No repair parts available but they did confirm that the over-pressure release valve had blown out. Annette wanted to see the shark feeding but she is way too chicken to get into the water, so I booked a tour for Saturday by submarine. We refilled our diesel cans and in the process, discovered that another set of naval guns is right behind and visible from the anchorage. We loaded bug-spray and beer into a knapsack and hiked up the ridge and along the ridge-line from the yacht club for another spectacular view of the lagoon. The two huge guns are of course covered in graffiti but still in reasonable condition.

[image: img115.jpg]the gun above the anchorage
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We began the checkout procedure today, since the banks etc. are going to be closed for the week-end. The first stop was to the Gendarmes office to get an exit stamp in our passports, plus our "zarpe" or clearance document that is required for the next port of entry. The third item we needed was a customs validation to state that we were exporting the various tax-free items we had bought over the past several months. When you buy a tax-free item, they charge for the purchase price, plus another charge slip for the tax portion. If you fail to provide the customs validation within a certain time period, the charge for the tax is put through on your credit card. The customs agent had no clue as to what we were talking about with our five claims. Nevertheless, we insisted that the forms be stamped. They finally did so grudgingly. We returned to one of the stores and the proprietor explained that the customs agents are changed every three months - this group was new and did not know the procedure.



Next stop was the bank to reclaim the $2,300 bond we had to place in Papeete to ensure we left Polynesia. Since we had bought the bond with US dollars cash and paid a hefty commission, we were assured in Papeete that the bond would be repaid in US dollars cash in Bora Bora and there would be no commission on the refund. Naturally and despite strenuous argument, the Bora Bora bank charged us the commission again and had no dollars available. We were luckier than the next cruiser, since we were able to finally get dollars at another bank but they were stuck with Euros. Time to leave!



We had pretty much prepared the boat for departure on Sunday morning and had booked a noon-day tour by submarine of the coral reef outside of the lagoon. The submarine held six people plus operator and dived to just over 100 feet. At this depth the red end of the light spectrum is filtered off by the overlying sea water and everything looks blue until the submarine turns on it's flood-lights. The fish were stunning with their colors, their shapes, their variety and their numbers on the reef. We saw lots of black-tip sharks, a 16 foot lemon-shark that Annette failed to see, Barracudas, Remoras, Tuna, Groupers, Nemo, Dori, etc. etc. The view was overwhelming, in that you just don't know what to look at, since you know you are missing a lot. The colors of the coral, anemones, clams, rocks and the mysterious dark blue of the deep. We both got to drive the submarine - whoopee!!! This is a real sub with a pressurized oxygen environment and carbon-dioxide scrubbers, just like a space-craft. Altogether a fun trip and an upbeat way to remember the beauty of these Islands.

[image: img118.jpg]the submarine on the surface
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The Cook Islands
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0900 hours we slipped our mooring at the Bora Bora yacht club, passed out of the reef and set sail for Penrhyn in the Northern Cook Islands. There was a swell of 8 foot or so from the east / southeast that produced an awkward motion as it passed the stern but overall it was a quiet sail with Genoa, main, mizzen and mizzen spinnaker. No other vessels in sight since we left. We broad-reached all day but at 1700 hours the wind picked up to 20 plus knots and I had to wake Annette up (who had just gone to bed) so that she could help me take down the pole system we were using to pole out the Genoa.

A strange vibration / noise was diagnosed as the propellor shaft brake slipping. Since the propellor is connected to the engine via a torque converter, there is a brake that is supposed to stop the propellor from rotating when the engine is not running. The brake pads had been slipping and now the brake disk was very hot from the friction. I ran the engine at low RPM to cool things off, cleaned the brake disk with steel wool and jammed a wrench across the end of the brake actuator plunger before turning the engine off. This seemed to work
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Position S 14 23.4 W 153 35.4 at 0900 hours

Our run for the past 24 hours was 165 miles with 420 miles left to go.

July 13, 2004



Position S 12 24.9 W 155 14.1 at 0900 hours

Our previous 24 hour run was 152 miles. No ships sighted, no whales, dolphins etc. just a big empty ocean. You definitely need to be self contained out here. Penrhyn used to be visited every month or so by a supply ship but today there is supposed to be weekly air service to Rarotonga.



This evening at 1900 hours, the wind dropped away and we began to motor sail. After 3 hours of motoring we were sailing again with a poled Genoa, reefed main plus Mizzen with 10 knots of wind about 30 degrees off the stern. Not fast sailing but we are back on course and not burning diesel.



The most exciting occurrence all night was the rising of the moon which is waning from a "Cheshire Cat" grin down to a nail clipping.
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Position S 10 52.0 W 156 31.0 at 0615 hours

I expect the 24 hour run to be about 135 miles. We will then have about 130 miles to go to reach the West coast of Penrhyn. Penrhyn is an atoll rather like Ahe in the Tuamotus. It has a narrow and shallow reef pass on the West side with a lot of current if approached at the wrong time. The closest reference tide station I have is over 800 miles away and not a whole lot of use. More excitement tomorrow!
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Position S 09 01.9 W 158 06.0 at 0730 hours

The faintest stirring of dawn allowed me to use the binoculars and found a wave that was not moving. We had arrived off the coast of Penrhyn and I could see the shape of the motus. Motus are low little islands that perch on top of the ringing barrier reef. A little more light and I could also make out trees. This gave a measure of relief, as we had approached to within 4 miles of the coast at night, based upon faith in GPS and the accuracy of the chart. If our arrival had been timed for earlier in the night, I would have hung around at least 10 miles to 20 miles offshore to await daylight.

[image: img124.jpg]Penrhyn at dawn

I tried the radio for local information on the pass conditions and managed to raise the S/V "Lilian B". They had arrived yesterday and recommended a good sun angle to enable us to spot the coral heads as we navigate within the lagoon. They said they were boarded by 3 officials (customs, immigration, agriculture), who gave a cursory inspection of the vessel and asked if they had any DVD's on board. Apparently they wanted to borrow some for the local village "movie night" entertainment.



Our current position is S 09 deg 01.9' W 158 deg 06.0'. We are sailing slowly under reefed main up the coast to arrive off the reef pass at around 1000 hours.



(logged later that day...)



We had spoken to the "Lillian B" by radio and they had reported no current in the Penrhyn reef pass at 1200 hours yesterday. We had hung around just offshore, eating breakfast and checking e-mails until 1030 hours, when we thought the sun angle was sufficiently high to be able to spot the coral heads in the lagoon. The pass was fairly narrow and we found 4 knots of current against us. The depth went to 20 feet over the bar but nevertheless we passed safely into the lagoon to begin dodging coral heads and allow my pulse rate to slow down a little. We anchored off the main village of Omoka, which is a line of low buildings behind a white coral sand beach and decorated with coconut palms. There was little movement ashore. We began the process of extracting the dinghy and outboard from the stern locker. Before we had a chance to inflate the dinghy, a man showed up in an aluminum runabout and introduced himself as customs and immigration (Ru). We welcomed him on board and had just about completed our paperwork, when another skiff showed up with two more individuals. These represented themselves as "Agriculture" (Pah and Andrew). Everyone sat around and chatted and they asked if we had DVD's we could lend them. It was all very relaxed and friendly. Thirty minutes or so after they left, another skiff arrived. This contained "Health" (Ta Ta) plus Sam and Peter, the crew of the "Lillian B". The "Health" inspection consisted of spraying the inside of the boat for "Rhinoceros Beetle". We then asked the "Health" inspector if he was off duty so we could offer him a beer.



[image: img125.jpg] In the pass: note the reef to starboard and the roiling waters

[image: img126.jpg]Rocks to starboard

[image: img127.jpg]The Lillian B at anchor.

Finally everyone cleared off the boat and we lowered our "Q for quarantine' flag, finished lunch and took a deserved nap. We had been invited to the Lillian B for "sundowners" - but it was gray, rainy looking, blowing and not much sign of sun. Showing a little spine, we dinghied over to our neighbors for drinks. About thirty minutes later, it was quite dark and we were sitting in the cockpit of "Lillian B", when a large skiff, carrying no lights but about 8 or so large islanders, came alongside. The skiff crew included the "Customs" and "Agriculture" inspectors from the morning (Ru and Pah), returning from fishing. They passed a bucket of fish aboard, wished us "good evening" and headed off into the blackness. Ed, Sam and Peter drank beer in the cockpit while Annette cleaned fish. What emancipation proclamation? Sam managed to cook the cleaned fish and we had a wonderful supper aboard the Lillian B.

July 16, 2004



We finally rolled out of bed and headed ashore for a two mile walk to the airport. There we found "Warwick" - meteorologist, computer whiz, currency exchange guru and purveyor of beer. Warwick agreed to sell us three cases of beer and exchange some US currency for New Zealand dollars - thereby enabling us to pay the port captain and eventually leave. He also offered to transport us and the beer back to our dinghy. While he was preparing himself for his official duties, we wandered across from the met station into a coconut grove, where the remains of 3 engines from a crashed WW II Liberator bomber have been decaying since the end of the war. We then got a tour of the runway. One of Warwick's official duties is to inspect the runway for errant coconuts, since the weekly flight from Rarotonga is due tomorrow. The runway was constructed by American forces in WW II and is 8500 feet long and still in reasonable condition. By the time we had returned to DoodleBug, the Lillian B was preparing to set sail for Hawaii. Their departure was delayed while they collected their DVD's from the local borrowers, so we fed them lunch on DoodleBug. We then took a tour of the local village and in the process, we collected the loaf of bread that Lillian B had ordered that morning and had to leave without. Thanks guys!



[image: img128.jpg]hauling the dinghy up the beach inside the lagoon
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We toured the local cemetery and found the rest of the crashed Liberator bomber nearby. The fourth engine and the fuselage were sitting in the dump. One man's history is another man's trash.



[image: img135.jpg]The Liberator fuselage at the local dump. The locals have been cannibalizing the fuselage skin for craft projects

[image: img136.jpg]The missing engine was also at the dump.
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Although we had toured the village and I thought we were ready to visit the village on the other side of Penrhyn's lagoon, Annette had been busy trading with the villagers, swapping surplus items from the boat for local crafts. Jemima and William have a house with a landing dock next to it, where we beached our dinghy. Annette traded some towels and a thermos flask for some necklaces and 6 natural gold colored pearls. She had also agreed to trade an insulated bag and sundries for some custom made earrings and polished oyster shells from "Pa" the assistant agriculture inspector. We walked over to Pa's house but he had gone to the airport to pick up his son who was arriving on the weekly flight from Rarotonga. To pass some time until his return, we decided to walk along the beach on the ocean side of the lagoon. This is when we found out where all the pigs on the island are billeted along with all of their flies. The beach was beautiful but we were downwind from the livestock and after a game effort, we were forced to head back upwind into the village.

[image: img137.jpg]The Penrhyn jetties

[image: img138.jpg]Annette traded beach towels for natural pearls with this family
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[image: img140.jpg]The catch is cleaned right at the dock……

[image: img141.jpg]Of course this meant that the ramp where we had our dinghy was now swarming with sharks



Pa had now returned and promised to complete the earrings Annette had "ordered" later that afternoon. This meant of course that the sun would be too low in the sky to see the many coral heads scattered about the lagoon and so we told Pa we would make the trip tomorrow. He was horrified. "You can't do that, it is Sunday". Annette asked, "Is it against the law?". He spluttered, "No.... but you just can't do that. You must come to church with us tomorrow. My wife will lend you a hat". We then received a lecture on what would constitute correct attire for church.

[image: img142.jpg]Pa Taime at work
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[image: img144.jpg]The view of distant motus across the inner lagoon

As we passed Jemima and William's place on the way to our dinghy, they waved us over. Several of the local men were cutting up large fish into steaks and wrapping them in transparent plastic wrap. They were throwing the fish remains into the small dock where our dinghy lay. It was then that we noticed the dock was teeming with sharks of every size. Even though the dock was only a foot or so deep, there were large lemon sharks mixing it up with a roiling mass of black tip requiem sharks. We had to wade out and launch our dinghy into this! The reader can safely assume it was exciting.
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At 0920 hours we dinghied ashore, wearing shorts but with our more formal gear and shoes tucked safely into a bag. A quick change, the borrowed hat and we walked solemnly off to church with Pa and his family. The villagers were converging on the church in almost a procession form. The ladies were wearing bright colored dresses and hats of course. It looked like a drifting flower garden. We were directed to precise locations in the church to sit and I noticed that many of the men were sitting separately from their families. The singing in the church was both eerie and startling in it's beauty. The entire congregation was singing in elaborate harmonies in Maori. I believe the separation of the families was for acoustic purposes and not for any custom. The church is almost 100 years old and beautifully and simply finished inside, no crosses, pictures or statues of any kind. The London Missionary Society left their mark here with an almost puritanical society and near 100% church attendance on Sunday. The villagers don't cook on Sunday, the food is prepared the day before and Pa and his wife are deacons in the church and attend each of the four Sunday services. The church has a single door, although there were large open windows for ventilation. The latter were welcome as it was quite warm and humid and several of the men were wearing shirts with ties and suit jackets. The pulpit was above the main door of the church, with a long and steep set of stairs - almost a ladder - on either side and the church door was closed each time the congregation was in prayer and reopened when they were singing. The service began promptly with a prayer at 1000 hours with the doors closed. If you were late, there was absolutely no way of sneaking in unnoticed - you would have to wait for the doors to be opened and then walk in facing the entire congregation.

[image: img145.jpg]The local church
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[image: img147.jpg]The hat was made from pandanus and mother-of-pearl by Pas wife who then gave Annette the hat as a souvenir.

[image: img148.jpg]I was the only one in church with shoes AND socks

[image: img149.jpg]The Taime family

As I said above, the singing was fantastic and far exceeded the marvelous singing we had witnessed in the Marquise Islands and in Tahiti. The entire service was in Maori and I was beginning to drift, when I realized that the preacher was speaking English and addressing Annette and me. He welcomed us to their church and then blessed us and our voyage. He said "We know you will be leaving us soon but you will know there is a small island in paradise named Penrhyn, where the people there love you and will pray for the safety of your voyage and where you will always be welcome". The preacher gave a brief explanation in English of his subject today and then launched into an animated, "fire and brimstone" sermon in Maori. Some words in English popped out such as "exorcism" and I felt slightly guilty about loaning the two deacons DVD's of the uncut version of "The Exorcist" and also "The Devil's Advocate". 



After the service we were invited for coffee and snacks at Pa's and we in turn invited them to visit our boat. They came after dark and it was a slightly wet ride with five of us in the dinghy and with a short chop in the water. I had printed photographs Annette had taken of their family, both after the church service and the day before. Pa's wife was near tears when we gave them to her.
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Position S 09 57.3 W 157 55.9

We prepared the boat for departure today, to visit the "other side" of the lagoon. There are two villages on Penrhyn and the village, eight miles or so away on the East side, is more remote from the airstrip, bank, post office etc. but reputed to be a much more sheltered anchorage for yachts. We needed to delay our departure until after 1000 hours to get a decent sun angle, in order to spot the many coral heads within the lagoon. (The lagoon is around 100 feet deep but every few hundred yards there is a vertical column of coral that comes within inches of the surface. You spot them by the color of the water). At 1000 hours we could not raise the anchor. The chain was jammed in deep coral at 70 feet. After trying various maneuvers with the boat pulling at different angles, I put on scuba gear and dived into water, where the visibility is not so great and where I knew there was a large shark population. I found the anchor chain problem immediately. The anchor chain led from the boat, resolutely through the middle of a coral head and out the other side. In the past I have seen chain hooked around coral, under coral, over coral etc. but never through the middle. The only way it could have got in there was below the soft sand bottom and then up under the coral. I could not budge the chain and resurfaced for tools. For my second dive, I tried to use a hammer and cold chisel to cut away the coral. It was extremely hard and shrugged off my efforts. I tried prying with a large screwdriver, again to no avail. At this depth my "no decompression" work time was only 25 minutes and I was getting nowhere.


On the surface again, I tried more violent maneuvers with the boat to see if 18 tons in motion would have a positive effect. It didn't. We relaunched the dinghy and headed back to the village to see if we could find a commercial diver (there are still a couple of active pearl farms) with some heavy tools. We tracked down "Ru" the Port Captain at the church. He was helping the other villagers working at replacing the plywood siding on the back of the church. I explained the problem and asked if he knew a diver. He thought for some time and then said he would like to come out to the boat, borrow my scuba gear and look for himself. I expressed concern about his experience using scuba gear and he said that he had worked as a commercial diver for the Ministry of Agriculture before taking the job as Port Captain. When he arrived on board, there was already three villagers from the "other village" on board trading with Annette. This was turning into a three ring circus! Ru dived and surfaced an anxious 10 minutes or so later. He yelled at me from the water to take up the anchor. This we did and after another jam plus another dive, we were finally free. Ru said the problem was exactly as I had described but he had attacked it from the anchor side of the coral head, instead of the boat side, as I had done. Annette returned Ru to the beach, I kept "DoodleBug from running aground since we were no longer attached to the sea-bed and then Annette's traders piloted us back to their village, expertly dodging the coral heads while we towed their dinghy. We are currently anchored at S 08 deg 57.3' W 157 deg 55.9' - hopefully in sand. This church stuff really pays off. We discovered that the Port Captain "Ru" is Pa's brother. 

[image: img150.jpg]crossing the inner lagoon. Note the marked reef to port
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Yesterday was exhausting so we had an early night. The result of this was we found ourselves up at 0400 hours drinking decaf. coffee in the cockpit. There were no lights showing in the village and no moon - I was later told that they don't have enough diesel to run the village power for 24 hours a day, so they shut the generators down at 2300 hours. We lay on the mizzen deck under the starlight. As we started below to try and get some more sleep, I was enchanted to see the stars were also beneath the boat. At first glance I thought this was a reflection but I noticed the tiny lights were flashing on and off like fireflies. It was bioluminescence in the plankton in the lagoon.

[image: img151.jpg]East Penrhyn village
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At 0800 hours we were barely out of bed, when a skiff arrived with three rough looking characters. I asked how they were and they replied, "Terrible". They had been fishing all night and had caught nothing. We invited them aboard for coffee and chatted with Roy, Mike and Ben. After a few minutes it appeared that Roy is the local Pastor. Good job we didn't pour boiling oil on them or anything!



We visited the village at about 1000 hours. The sea color was a fabulous shade of light bluish green. We motored our dinghy into a small dock that contained a half dozen or so large lemon sharks. These were so close to the dock, you could have reached over and touched them. Roy had asked us to make an entry in the village yacht visitor's book. About 20 yachts per year visit Penrhyn. We picked up the book to make a later entry and then walked the length of the Motu in both directions from the village. In one direction, there were many abandoned homes. Roy had told me the population of the Motu in the 1960's was about 2,000 but is now reduced by emigration to 80 souls. Some of the abandoned homes were constructed of "modern" materials but we also found ruins of the traditional homes built from woven Pandanus leaves. Annette carefully approached the doorway of one barn looking structure and mutually startled a large pig. It flew out one end of the building while Annette did the same at the other end.

[image: img155.jpg]a deserted beach
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We walked back through the village and explored the motu in the other direction. This was uninhabited but there was a white coral sand beach with an extensive shallow coral shelf extending from the beach. Annette paddled out into the shallows while I took pictures of the pair of black-tip sharks that came over to investigate. Annette watched them carefully but stayed in the water because, as she put it, "they were little and I thought I could stomp the shit out of them if they tried anything.

[image: img157.jpg]Annette notices the two black-tip sharks shadowing her

[image: img158.jpg]The ruins of an abandoned shack

[image: img159.jpg]A flat iron, probably kerosene fueled.

[image: img160.jpg]This guy missed church so that he could customize this shell for DoodleBug as a gift

[image: img161.jpg]Stripping pandanus. The next step is to roll the strips before boiling in the pot



Roy had invited us to lunch at the Sunday School building which the villagers were in the process of renovating. Lunch was a communal pot-luck affair and Annette's favorite was a type of fried pancake made from the interior of a coconut that had been allowed to form shoots. When opened, the coconut contains a white spongy mass that is dried, grated, mixed with flour and then deep fried. Delicious!



Roy then gave us a tour of the church. From the outside it is very plain and stark white. The inside woodwork was rich and magnificent. The wood to build the church had been sent from England but I cannot identify it. Roy showed us the large brass bell used to call the faithful to service. The shackle, chain and support holding the bell up, were almost completely corroded through and Roy said he was afraid they will lose a deacon someday when the bell drops on his head. I donated a large stainless steel shackle from my boat spares to save the life of an unknown bell-ringer.

[image: img162.jpg]Penrhyn church

[image: img163.jpg]Chalice on linen

[image: img164.jpg]The church bell. Note the condition of the shackle. I replaced it.

[image: img165.jpg]Annette and her fan club

Before heading back to the boat, we visited one of Roy's deacons who had burned his foot in an accident. The man had been using a grinding wheel to cut a fuel drum that he had partially filled with water. The burn was gruesome. The man had refused to be evacuated to the infirmary at the main village of Omoka. The nurse there had sent ointment and when we checked our medical kit, the only burn treatment we have on board is the same ointment. There was a little elderly lady at the same house and she called me over. She said her knee hurt and she couldn't even walk to the bathroom. (A playful grandson had thrown a coconut and hit her in the knee) I explained that I was not a doctor but the statement seemed to have no effect on her. I found some ibuprofen on the boat and sent this back with Roy.



We arrived at the boat and Annette had two young maidens as visitors while I sat in the cockpit entertaining Roy. The girls below wanted to trade strings of shells made into necklaces, for popcorn and "Wild Turkey" bourbon. Annette made a batch of popcorn, which she shared with the intellectuals in the cockpit, whilst she negotiated with the girls. We don't carry bourbon, so she offered them some Johnny Walker, Red Label. They tried it and it soon became apparent that neither of them had ever tried spirits before. They asked to try tequila which produced similar facial grimaces. Eventually they concluded the trade for popcorn and small jewelry boxes as the girls lacked the chutzpah to attempt to smuggle their whisky past their pastor in the cockpit.



Around 2000 hours a boat showed up with Saitu driving and Tumukahu our lobster hunting expert aboard. Tumukahu, Roy, Annette and I were dropped off on the edge of the reef at low tide, with just a thin sliver of moon. The waves were still breaking over the reef but most of the time we were calf deep in water and only occasionally wading waist deep. We were walking along the top of a live reef in blackness, with all sorts of things moving, growing, crunching underfoot, swimming away etc. There was just too much to look at. We had flashlights and searched for the lobsters by the reflection in their eyes. Tumukahu caught the first lobster and I caught the second. It was obvious by the way Roy kept saying, "How did you do that? How did you do that?", that his primary role on these trips is to carry the catch bag. I was excited to have caught my first lobster ever and it was my only catch of the night. Tumukahu caught another 4 bringing our total to 6. Even though we did not catch anything else ourselves, just to walk / wade the two miles or so along the top of a coral reef by starlight, with the warm Pacific waters washing over our legs, while we hunted for anything and everything was an experience not to be missed. We had our flashlights and I wisely didn't mention to Annette the shark that was swimming behind her as she played with the shells, crabs, hermit crabs, sea urchins, sea cucumbers etc.

[image: img166.jpg]The first catch of the night
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[image: img169.jpg]A successful hunt

[image: img170.jpg]Lobsters cooking aboard DoodleBug

[image: img171.jpg]Annette breaks off the tail

When we arrived back at the villager, it was nearing midnight but Tumukahu insisted we had to cook the lobsters. This was performed on board DoodleBug and it took a full two glasses of Chardonnay for Annette to be able to watch the maestro cooking and cleaning the catch. Dinner was delicious and at 0200 hours we finally parted with our guests and went to bed.

July 21, 2004



More visitors showed up at 0800 hours at DoodleBug for trading. This was beginning to get really tiring. We finished making our entry in the yacht visitors log book, deposited same on shore, said our farewells and headed back the 7 miles to Omoka across the lagoon. Pastor Roy had asked for a ride and we were towing his boat behind DoodleBug. (He had been invited to judge the children's singing competition in Omoka that evening).

[image: img172.jpg]Waiting sharks. These suckers are big!

[image: img173.jpg]Those are truck tires at the dock!
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As we approached Omoka, I noticed some shallow spots where I didn't expect any and slammed the throttle into full reverse. DoodleBug stopped about 20 feet short of a large coral head. I had been talking to Roy and he had been giving general directions of the route between the coral heads. It became very obvious to me at that moment, that Roy's skills lay in the pulpit and not with either lobster catching or navigating. We proceeded very carefully thereafter, with both Annette and Roy keeping watch from the bow. As we arrived at the anchorage off the Omoka village, an American vessel the S/V "Jatimo" from Santa Cruz, California, was also approaching the anchorage. The crew, Jan and Ramona visited us on DoodleBug for "sundowners" that evening.

[image: img175.jpg]DoodleBug and Jatimo at anchor

July 22, 2004



[image: img176.jpg]ready to leave



This morning we collected our departure documents from the Port captain, Ru, Annette made a couple of last minute trades and we raised anchor without problems at 1130 hours. By 1215 hours we transited the pass back into the Pacific, with only a couple of knots of current against us. We then broad reached under Genoa, Main, Mizzen Spinnaker and Mizzen sails for Suwarrow (Suvarov) some 400 miles away to the Southwest. 

July 23, 2004



Position S 10 10.2 W 159 28.6 at 0745 hours

We are at sea heading for Suwarrow atoll. We have about 280 miles or two days to go. Annette has a cold (hugging too many diseased people), otherwise everything fine. Details on great lobster hunt to follow.

July 24, 2004



Position S 12 02.2 W 161 40.6 at 0740 hours

We have spent our second night at sea and are now 110 miles from Suwarrow. This means we can't arrive in daylight today. We will probably hang around all night until dawn tomorrow. We are concerned about the weather. You need calm, "stable trade wind" conditions to enter Suwarrow as it is a difficult and dangerous atoll. Many boats have been lost there. Last night was uncomfortable with frequent squalls, wind changes and choppy short seas of 6 feet or more. The morning dawns with towering purple cumulus to the East. We are reefed down but still moving at over 8.5 knots. More cups of coffee needed and careful attention to the weather reports if we can get them.

July 25, 2004



Position S 13 02.8 W 163 03.6 at 0730 hours

We have spent all night heaved to about 15 miles from Suwarrow (Suvarov) waiting for daylight. The boat had a very uncomfortable rocking motion and Annette says she now knows how a seagull feels like, sitting on a buoy. We will check the entry pass conditions and if OK will try to enter the lagoon at 1000 hours when the sun angle is good enough to spot the coral heads.

July 26, 2004



Position S 13 14.8 W 163 06.5 at 0700 hours

Yesterday morning we were heaved to waiting until after 1000 hours for good light for the lagoon passage. At around 0900 hours the wind and seas began to build and a very large rainstorm lay upwind of us. I checked the tide tables for Suwarrow and saw that low water - and presumably low current in the pass - was in about 20 minutes time, so we fired up the engine and ran for the pass. As these things usually work out, the conditions in the pass were better than expected and the electronic chart we were using, appeared to be quite accurate. Our entry into the lagoon therefore became reasonably straightforward. The cruising guide had warned not to attempt to enter the pass except in the "calmest of conditions" and also reported that the island lay about one mile east of it's charted position. Fortunately for us, none of this was true.

[image: img177.jpg]approaching Suvarov

[image: img178.jpg]In the Suvarov reef pass
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The lagoon was calm and contained another seven yachts at anchor. One of these was a Dutch vessel and as they were leaving, we slid into their spot and anchored. That evening we were invited ashore for a pot-luck supper where the hosts (the government caretaker "Papa John - sorry, no pizza) provided a table busting quantity of coconut-crab, tuna, coconut cakes and coconut beer (see a trend here?). We had an enjoyable time chatting with the other cruisers before heading back to DoodleBug and gratefully diving into a bed that had stopped moving.
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(logged later that day)

[image: img182.jpg]Papa John

[image: img183.jpg]Suvarov feast

[image: img184.jpg]Ed threatens the coconut crabs

[image: img185.jpg]This was very much an international gathering

[image: img186.jpg]Alan of S/V Imagine keeps the beat to the music
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This morning we headed ashore with our yacht registration paperwork to "check in" with "Papa John", the Cook Island national park administrator, who lives here with one assistant "Baker" and Papa John's grandson "Toto". Papa John was not to be found. Toto said he was sick with the flu. We uncharitably concluded that this was "Johnny Walker Red Label flu", as Annette had given him a gift of a bottle of the same, the previous evening. We wandered at loose around the atoll, waded the lagoon and generally messed around, while Toto hid in the bushes, occasionally throwing coconuts behind Annette so she would jump. This she usually did in a truly gratifying manner. Toto told us he is 16 but "finished" with school. He has refused to go there and he described how he yells at his Aunt and goes drinking whenever he feels like it. It did not seem to occur to him that there might be a connection between his self described behavior and the fact that he is now marooned for six months on a isolated atoll with his grandfather.



Suwarrow has an unusual history. During WW II New Zealand stationed coast watchers here. In 1942 a hurricane washed 4 meter waves across the island and the residents survived by tying themselves to the top of a large coconut tree. From 1952 until his death in 1977, a New Zealander Tom Neale lived here in isolation. He wrote a book "An Island to Oneself" about his experiences. As I indicated above, the island has now been designated a national park of the Cook Islands.



This evening, what began as a casual "sundowner", turned into an impromptu dinner aboard DoodleBug with Alan from "S/V Imagine" and Tammy, Dan and Cordy from "S/V Anjoli". (Pork tenderloin and bowtie pasta with sundried tomatoes, bacon and parmesan cheese, plus excessive amounts of Chardonnay).

[image: img188.jpg]catching up on laundry
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July 27, 2004



A lazy day spent setting up navigation for the next leg of the journey, trying to get a weather forecast etc. Papa John came back to life and hosted another pot-luck party ashore, where he again provided immense quantities of coconut crabs, tuna, coconut cakes etc. We provided (well...Annette did) Tex-Mex style bean dip with Doritos and Jalapenos. This was a big hit with the three other American boats but the Belgians, Germans, and Italians were at first a little puzzled but nevertheless helped polish it off. Papa John seemed none the worse for wear and he and Baker entertained the group with songs and dances accompanied by Papa John's guitar. The wind started to increase in intensity during the late evening and at around 1100 hours, the anchor alarm went off, to indicate we might be dragging. The anchor alarm uses the GPS (Geostationary Satellite Positioning System). When the GPS shows that we have moved more than it's current setting of 0.03 nautical miles (about 200 feet), it sounds a very loud alarm. The boat is anchored with 200 feet of chain deployed and so it will swing and change position a little, as the wind changes direction. We have coral within a couple of hundred feet on three sides of us, so we spent an anxious hour or so, monitoring our movement before heading back to bed for a restless night.

July 28, 2004



The wind increased today and three more boats arrived at the anchorage. I decided that I would be able to sleep a little better if I had a second anchor deployed. Annette and I accomplished this from the dinghy, as we were surreptitiously watched by most of the "Suwarrow Fleet". - Sometimes you watch the show...sometimes you are the show. The strong wind was accompanied by squalls and rain all day so I inventoried the spare parts, Annette began to inventory the food and in between we watched movies. Kurt and Nancy from "S/V Gumbo Ya-Ya" joined us for supper.

July 29, 2004



The wind still blowing strong but a little less rain. We finally drug ourselves out of our cocoon and motored the dinghy over to visit a nearby motu. There were thousands of birds nesting there and they were not all pleased to see us. We poked around looking for shells and "stuff" before heading over to "town" to officially check in and out of Suwarrow. We filled out the usual forms about how many dead rats we had found on board - really! and stamped our own passports. If the weather forecast holds, we plan on leaving tomorrow for American Samoa. This is a run of around 420 miles. My route showed us passing between two objects which the chart describes as "Volcanic activity reported 2002". Sounds like even more excitement!
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Book I 2004 Florida to Marquesas



Book II 2004 Society Islands to Cook Islands



Book III 2004 Samoa to New Zealand



Book IV 2005 New Zealand to Fiji



Book V 2005 Vanuatu to Australia



Book VI 2006 Australia, Bundaberg to Darwin



Book VII 2006 Australia, Darwin to Christmas Island



Book VIII 2006 Cocos keeling to Maldives



Book IX 2006 Oman to Eritrea



Book X 2007 Egypt



Book XI 2007 Egypt to Israel
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Book XV 2008 Corsica to Canary Islands
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Book XVIII 2009 Turks and Caicos to Florida
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