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      Prologue - The First Year


      



      Glenys and I first went cruising when our two children (Brett and Craig) were aged 3 and 5, about twenty years ago. Our boat was an Oyster 39 and we sailed in the Mediterranean and Caribbean for 4 years before running out of money and having to start earning again. (This is all documented in a previous book called “The Glencora Diaries”.)


      For the next fifteen years, we worked hard running a small software company, buying a big house and looking after our sons while they grew up to be adults. About five years ago, we sold our company to a major competitor for whom we both continued to work.


      In December 2010, we sold our house - after two years of trying in a depressed UK housing market. This meant that we had the funds to buy a yacht and go cruising again. Our children were 24 and 21 years old and in stable relationships, so there was nothing holding us back.


      We started to sell everything that we couldn’t fit onto a boat and looked around for a 42 foot yacht - our ideal yacht being a Hallberg Rassey 42. We looked at about six in the UK and then I came across a small web site advertising the virtues of Alba.


      The specifications looked fantastic - all set up for going through Panama and best of all it was already in the Caribbean in Grenada (our favorite island). We had a small inspection done by a surveyor and then decided to buy Alba. We agreed the price with the owner (Sergio) at the end of January 2011 and agreed to pick up the boat in April.


      It was all a rush - we only had about 9 weeks to sell everything on eBay and local papers. We hadn’t done any sailing for fifteen years, apart from a holiday in Croatia about five years previously. Our plan had been to do some refresher sailing courses and charter a boat in the Solent, but we just ran out of time.


      So, with no house, all our belongings in six holdalls, having not sailed for fifteen years and never seen the yacht we were buying, we boarded a plane bound for Grenada.

    

  


  
    
      April 2011


      6 April 2011 London to Prickly Bay, Grenada


      I woke up at six o’clock and it slowly dawned on me that I was in a hotel near Gatwick about to fly out to Grenada to start a new life on a yacht – blimey!


      Glenys and I had a quick breakfast and lugged our six heavy bags onto a bus to the airport. We arrived at the check in desk at quarter to eight and joined the back of the long snaking queue. No worries, our flight didn’t leave until half past nine so we had loads of time. Then we saw the check-in people were weighing the hand luggage - we were only allowed 5 kg for each bag, so we had ten minutes of panicking while we got out of the queue, commandeered an unused weigh machine and had to repack our bags - very embarrassing.


      The flight was a typical steerage flight – babies crying, people pushing past and a little girl behind me kicking the seat as she moved about. However, the worst part was sitting next to a huge lady who overflowed across the arm rest between us so much that I had to lean to the left to avoid her. I eventually found that I could slide my arms onto the armrest behind her if I reclined my seat - the lady was so rotund that her shoulders couldn’t touch the seat back. She was dressed completely in black and even had black fingernail polish which I thought was a little odd. After a short while, she leaned towards me and told me that she had just lost her husband and was going to Trinidad to bury him - that put a stop to any further conversation!


      We arrived at Pointe Saline airport at quarter past two in the afternoon with a temperature of 29 degrees, blue skies and fluffy white clouds – perfect trade wind weather. A taxi was waiting for us and took us to the apartments which were nice. I immediately dug out my binoculars and could see Alba at anchor - very exciting. By three o’clock, we’d rung Sergio and arranged for him to pick us up at half past five. Rather than hanging about for two hours, we decided to go for a walk to the Prickly Bay Marina to buy some food for breakfast and a peaked cap for me - I’d had a senior moment and packed all of my peaked caps into the three crates that are being shipped out on a “banana” boat arriving Monday.


      When we were last here fifteen years ago, Prickly Bay Marina was a pretty little marina with a small chandlers and a small haul out area. The marina pontoons are still there, but the boat yard is now a rough looking restaurant and they’ve built some $1 million apartments hoping to attract rich yacht owners. It doesn’t look like it has worked – I believe that most of the apartments are empty. There’s an “essentials” store at the marina that hasn’t changed in the past 15 years. It’s a small shop with a few runs of shelves, is incredibly dingy and (errr…) they only have essentials. We bought a few bread rolls, cheese, fruit juice and four cans of Carib beer, but no peaked cap.


      While Glenys was browsing the vast array of goods on sale, I had a quick look at a map in the Doyle pilot book for Grenada to get my bearings. I decided that we should go for a longer walk and went to check out the local restaurants at the Calabash Hotel and the Red Crab just up the road. I then dragged Glenys through the lanes and up a steep hill to Spice Island Marine about ½ mile away to continue my search for a peaked cap.


      Spice Island Marine used to be a tiny little marina for small local boats, but now it’s a thriving boat yard catering for foreign yachties - a vast change compared to Prickly Bay Marina. They have a huge area for hauled out boats and a yachtie bar. There’s also an excellent chandlers, but the only peaked cap was a $25US Gill technical hat – I don’t think so…


      We were very hot and sweaty by the time that we had walked back, so we had a quick beer and a shower and went to meet Sergio.


      I could hardly contain my excitement as we zipped out to Alba in the RIB dinghy. She looked just as I had imagined – in fantastic condition both outside and inside. Sergio immediately wanted to show us the equipment on the boat, but I persuaded him to get out some beer and we could just have a quick look about. We chatted for about an hour and arranged to meet him for a pizza at Prickly Bay Marina at seven o’clock, which was surprisingly good.


      We went to bed excited.


      7 April 2011 Prickly Bay, Grenada


      I woke up at two o’clock to the sound of very heavy rain thundering onto the corrugated iron roof of the apartment. The old yachtie in me awoke and I “just” had to get up and have a look at the weather. It was lashing down with gusts of wind as the squall went through. I lay there worrying about being at anchor in these conditions.


      Sergio picked up us at the dinghy dock at Prickly Bay Marina at half past eight and then went to get Neil from “Lucy Ellen.” Neil and Josie sailed their Westerly across the Atlantic seven years ago and have been coming out to the West Indies for five months every year since then, which is very similar to what Sergio has been doing with Alba. Neil came out for a sail with us to steer while Sergio showed us the “ropes.”


      We upped anchor and set off motoring east towards St Georges. It was all very familiar and the boat has a nice motion going downwind. The wind was from the North - a very strange direction, so we ended up beating upwind once we had rounded Pointe Saline. Even though the main sail has roller reefing, all of the controls are on the mast on the port side which is OK – keeps all of the nasty ropes out of the cockpit.


      The frame from the bimini interferes with the primary winches for the jib, so it is impossible to get a full rotation on the winch handle – instead you have to wind back and forwards which is incredibly inefficient – so Job No.1 will be to change the bimini frame. There are no safety lines on the deck and it is a bit exposed by the mast especially because there are no “granny rails”, so Job No.2 is to fit some safety lines.


      There were some nasty looking squalls coming, so I decided to abandon the trip to St Georges and go back. By this time, the wind had come around to the East and we ended up beating back towards Pigeon Island before having to turn on the engine. The jib roller reefing jammed when pulling it back in, so Neil had to go up front to sort it out – not a problem (I hope) I think that Sergio just let it out too fast and got a riding turn. Meanwhile, I rolled in the main sail which seemed easy enough, but I had to use both hands to do it which goes against the old adage “one hand for the boat” – I’ll have to sort out a secure way of clipping myself to the mast for heavy weather. We just managed to motor into Prickly Bay and get the anchor down before the first rain squall hit us.


      We spent the rest of the day going through the equipment on the boat – generator, water maker, navigation instruments, chart plotter program on the laptop, batteries, location of the spares and tools (spread randomly around the boat), etc, etc.


      By four o’clock, I’d had enough information and thought that the boat was great, so I asked Sergio to drop us off at the marina. We arranged to meet him at half past six for dinner, after which, I would go onto the boat for the night and Glenys would go back to the apartment.


      We had a cunning plan for the transfer of the money. We had already transferred the money to Glenys’s brother (Gareth). The plan was for me to stay on the boat overnight and ring Gareth at 0300 (0800 UK time) and tell him to transfer the money into Sergio’s bank account. Gareth would then do a CHAPS transfer and ring Sergio’s wife (Rita) and tell her that the money had been transferred. At this point, Sergio and I would be joined at the hip - he wouldn’t give me the documents until he had the money and I wouldn’t leave the boat until he had given me the documents. The nightmare scenario was that I slept in the apartment with Glenys, started the transfer and, in the morning, woke up to find the boat was gone – hence me staying on the boat.


      When I got back to the apartment, I decided to call Gareth (2200hrs UK time) and instruct him to do the transfer in the morning. I just wanted to make sure that we didn’t have any communication problems in the middle of the night - we are still using a UK pay-as-you-go SIM card in our phones which cost about £1 per minute.


      We had a few beers and a chicken roti at the bar and I was in bed on Alba by nine o’clock.


      8 April 2011 Prickly Bay, Grenada


      It all happened pretty smoothly. I was woken up at half past three by Glenys ringing and telling me that Gareth had rung her because he had transferred the money, but couldn’t get hold of Rita or Sergio. I woke Sergio up and he called Rita. Thirty minutes later, Rita confirmed that she had received the money. We didn’t bother to transfer the documents until after breakfast at half past six - I hadn’t slept much.


      I went and picked Glenys up at eight o’clock in OUR dinghy and brought her to OUR new boat. We spent a few hours reviewing some of the more complicated equipment with Sergio and then went to customs to sort out the change of skipper and crew. I thought that the customs would want us to fill in new clearance forms and pay for a cruising permit, but they only want to see us again when we clear out. They wanted a letter from the marina stating the dates that the boat was on the hard, which Sergio sorted out pretty quickly. I just hope that this doesn’t cause us any problems when we clear in our crates next week.


      By eleven o’clock, we had sorted everything out, so I dropped Sergio off at Spice island Marine and returned to Alba. We had a ten minute breather and then went in the dinghy to the beach outside our apartment to pick up our bags and check out. We spent about two hours unpacking our bags and trying to find a place for everything. Most of the clothes disappeared into lockers in the aft cabin, but the berth in the front cabin ended up piled with other stuff.


      Neil & Josie came over in the afternoon (while we were trying to have a nap) to congratulate us on buying the boat. We had a cup of tea and I sold Neil the air conditioning unit that Sergio had been using when on the hard. We have no intention of spending much time on the hard and it is taking up valuable space in the cockpit locker which is where I want to put my new diving air compressor which is hopefully arriving on the banana boat on Monday.


      We went for happy hour and had another pizza with Neil & Josie – we were in bed at nine o’clock – knackered.


      9 April 2011 Prickly Bay, Grenada


      We were up at half past six again and decided to go into St Georges to get some food. We went over to Spice Island Marine, parked the dinghy and walked towards the roundabout on the main road. We had only gone about 100 yards before we heard the sound of a car horn. A quick wave of the hand and a mini bus screeched to a halt to take us into town.


      The local minibuses are great. They come along every minute or so and only cost $2.50 EC (£0.60) for the fifteen minute trip into St Georges. The drivers are obviously the cool dudes and each mini bus has a “conductor” who takes the money but is also constantly on the lookout for people walking up side streets towards the main road. There’s lots of waving and shouting to make sure that they don’t drive past a customer. Loud reggae music blares away all the time and the driver goes a fast as he can. They jam as many people in as they can, so with the heat, it is an interesting journey.


      We went into the centre of St Georges and first into Digicell to get a local mobile SIM card. This was very painless and we were sorted out within ten minutes. We went to the central market which is as chaotic as it was 15 years ago. Glenys bought a few spices and vegetables and we drank fresh coconut water from a coconut hacked open with a machete.


      We walked down to the Carenage to look for the Geest-line shipping agent and eventually found it behind the Nutmeg after wandering around for an hour. We then went to Food Fair which is next to the Nutmeg restaurant and did a “big food shop”, getting a taxi back to Spice Island Marine.


      The afternoon was spent trying to decide where to put stuff. We had our first meal on board – sail fish steaks and a bottle of red wine – yummy.


      10 April 2011 Prickly Bay, Grenada


      We got up late at quarter past eight and then spent most of the day looking in lockers, under the floorboards and trying to work out where to put stuff.


      It was a really nice day and not too hot, so we lounged about on deck in the afternoon doing a bit of sunbathing and reading.


      We’ve decided to use the freezer as storage for cold drinks – if we set the thermostat to 4 degrees, it will keep our beer nicely chilled. It’s a large space – a case of 24 cans of beer, six bottles of coke, 4 litres of orange juice and 4 * 1½ litre bottles of water only half fill it. We obviously just need to buy more beer.


      11 April 2011 Prickly Bay, Grenada


      We got up early this morning and went into St Georges to get the crates that we had shipped out from Portsmouth on Geest-line.


      The mini-bus dropped us off at the Nutmeg and we went straight to the Shipping Agents office. It took about ten minutes for them to fill in a form and stamp it. They then told us to go to the Port on the other side of the Carenage.


      It took us a little while to find the entrance to the port, but it was pretty obvious when we found it – there we loads of people milling about and lots of small pickup trucks waiting across the road.


      The first thing that we had to do was to pay $1 EC each to be allowed into the port. The security guard took our passports from us and issued us with a pass card. By this time, a local guy had latched onto us and explained that he would help us to find and sort out our stuff. I wasn’t too sure about this but went along with the flow. Our helper took us across the port into a huge warehouse where there were lots of people milling about between piles of crates and pallets. He immediately started to search among the various piles of crates, pallets and drums looking for our stuff.


      We eventually found the compressor crate and the pallet with our “personal effects” crates, so our helper went and commandeered a pallet truck to move everything closer to the customs office. This achieved, he produced a screwdriver and pliers and opened the tops of the four crates. Another guy latched onto us and told us that he could arrange transport for us. He gave me a price of $150 EC (£37), which seemed a bit excessive (a taxi would cost $50EC), but it didn’t seem worth the hassle haggling over £10. I just wanted to get my stuff out of this noisy hot warehouse and onto the boat.


      A customs guy appeared and wanted to see invoices for the goods. I explained that three crates were second hand personal effects and one crate was a new diving air compressor – all for a “Yacht In Transit”. I gave him a list of the items in the personal effects crates. He looked through the list and wanted to see the video camera, which I dug out and showed him that it was a seven year old camera and not worth anything. I was keen to make him understand that our personal effects weren’t worth anything because we would have to pay import duty on them.


      The customs officer wandered off and came back with another guy who was introduced as a shipping agent who we would need to use to get the goods cleared for a Yacht In Transit. The customs guy wandered off while the Shipping Agent explained that we needed to sort out more paperwork, but that it would be worth it as we would only pay 2.5% duty instead of 40%. The shipping agent filled in some more forms using a barrel as his desk. He then told us that we would have to go back to the customs office at Prickly Bay with our paperwork and get him to sign another form proving that we were a bone-fide “Yacht in Transit.”


      We made sure that our crates were closed again and caught a minibus back to Spice Island Marine. We jumped into the dinghy and zipped across the anchorage to Prickly Bay Marina to the customs office. The customs officer is a surly, old chap and wanted to see our clearance papers and cruising permit. With my heart in my mouth, I went through the explanation that we were new crew and owners. To my great surprise, he signed the relevant form and told us that we would sort the crew list when we cleared out.


      We left the dinghy at Prickly Bay Marina and walked towards town. It took about five minutes before we were picked up by a mini-bus. We went to the St Georges customs office next to the Port and presented the various forms. The Customs officer checked everything and agreed the valuation and duty rates put on the form by the Shipping Agent – Personal Effects: $250 EC * 5% = $12.50EC, Compressor: $9,455 EC * 2.5% = $236.00 EC. Grand Total: $248.50 EC (£75). We happily paid the money and went back to the port warehouse with our many stamped forms.


      The Shipping Agent took our forms and sorted out the final piece of paperwork that gave us permission to remove our goods from the port. Our pickup driver had spotted us by this time and ten minutes later our crates were loaded onto the pickup. We paid the Shipping Agent $100 EC, the helper $20 EC and climbed into the pickup truck.


      We arrived at Prickly Bay Marina at about one o’clock, which meant that it had only taken us 4½ hours to do the whole process which wasn’t bad. We now just had the major problem of getting the four huge crates onto the boat in a rolly anchorage. I went to the marina office and obtained permission to come alongside the fuel dock. The pick-up driver earned his money by helping me carry the four crates to the dockside.


      Now came more trauma – we actually had to move the boat for the first time. We jumped in the dinghy and back to Alba to contemplate our fate. Glenys made a sandwich while I put the fenders down and sorted out the warps to go alongside. After quickly eating the sandwich, I turned the engine on, which ran for about 20 seconds and then switched off. Don’t panic…. After about two minutes and five attempts, the engine finally started and kept running. (Perhaps a bit of air in the system?)


      We raised the anchor and went alongside the fuel dock without any drama – the boat handles nicely under power. We struggled with tying the warps as there is no cleat on the dock for the bow warp, but soon sorted ourselves out. We opened the personal effects crates and lifted half of the contents out into the cockpit before lifting the half empty crates onto the front deck. A local guy helped me lift the big compressor crate onto the side deck and then we went back to the anchorage. I had no problems using the windlass to anchor and we gratefully dived over the side to cool down.


      We spent the rest of the afternoon getting the rest of our things out of the crates and finding a place for it all. I took the life raft out of the cockpit locker and placed it in front of the cockpit on the deck - another job to lash it in place on the deck. Now I had enough space to try to get the diving air compressor into the cockpit locker, fortunately it just fits in, so I pushed it to the back to wait for some time to wire it all in (another job…)


      We had dinner on board and went to bed with piles of stuff all over the front cabin and saloon.


      12 April 2011 Prickly Bay, Grenada


      We woke up to a miserable overcast day and rain. We spent the morning trying to decide where to put everything. Surprisingly, we managed to hide most of the things away.


      In the afternoon, we walked to Ace Hardware and bought a pan and a few bits for the galley. We spent the rest of the day tidying up, had an early dinner and collapsed into bed.


      13 April 2011 Prickly Bay, Grenada


      Another overcast, rainy day. We just pottered about the boat in the morning. Glenys sorted through the courtesy flags and I cut the crates up into smaller pieces. I’m sure that the inventory of the boat included a jig saw but I couldn’t find it. I ended up borrowing one from Neil. It’s very annoying knowing that I’ve got two good jigsaws back in the UK. I’m guessing that this won’t be the last time that I will want to use a particular tool that I’ve left behind.


      Having cut up the crates, the next problem was where to dispose of the rubbish. I took some across to Prickly Bay Marina but they have a sign stating that it costs $2EC for a small bag and $4EC for a large bag of rubbish. I’m not going to pay that when I know that I can put my rubbish in the skip at Spice Island Marine, so I just dumped half of my load (the bits without my name on it…)


      After lunch, we went to Spice Island Marine and dumped a load of crate and other rubbish before visiting the chandlers. I bought a fitting for my wireless network antenna and 150 feet of 1/8” braided line to use as a fishing line.


      I spent the rest of the afternoon fitting the antenna to the pushpit and trying to feed the cable through the lazarette into the aft cabin. It took me about 2 hours to do this simple job – routing the cable was a nightmare because I had to crawl into the lazarette which is about the size of a coffin.


      We went to Prickly Bay marina for happy hour and had a pizza for dinner.


      14 April 2011 Prickly Bay, Grenada


      Horrible rolly night – the winds were light and the swell was rolling in from the south east. At least it wasn’t raining. We went over to Spice Island Marine and dropped off the remaining wood and packing from the crates. Our plan is to leave for the Grenadines tomorrow, so we caught a mini bus to Spiceland Mall to buy food and other essentials.


      Spiceland Mall is very posh – it’s just off Grand Anse Beach and has lots of little boutiques, a hardware store and a supermarket. We bought two new pillows because the ones on the boat are very thin and I’m convinced that the pillows are giving me a sore neck. I bought some silicone sealant and a ½ ball valve for the watermaker. I’d had a bit of a scare yesterday when one of the ball valves on the water-maker turned past its 90 degree stop – I thought that I’d broken it.


      We spent an hour in the supermarket buying heavy stuff and luxury items like Colman’s English Mustard and Heinz Ketchup. The supermarket has lots of imported goods, but the fruit & vegetable selection is rubbish – most of it is imported chilled food that won’t last very long. We’ll buy more fruit & veg further up the islands maybe in Union.


      We were back on the boat in time for lunch, after which, we chilled out reading the pilot book for the Grenadines and dozing. Later in the afternoon, we put on the generator so that Glenys could use her sewing machine and make a fitted sheet for my bed – I’ve been sleeping in a duvet cover which gets rucked up and creased underneath me every night.


      I spent the afternoon finishing off the installation of the wireless network antenna. I had to solder a new USB plug onto the end of the wire which was incredibly fiddly because I was only able to pull about 6 inches of cable outside the locker above Glenys’s bed. This meant that Glenys had to hold the plug and cable in her hand while I soldered the tiny wires in place. The boat was still rolling 10 degrees or more so it was a mission – I only burnt Glenys once. The remainder of the job was simply running the cable through four cupboards and using cable ties to hold it in place but it took about 2½ hours altogether. I now have a working wireless network antenna with the USB plug at the chart table.


      We had a quiet dinner on board and went to bed at nine o’clock.


      15 April 2011 Prickly Bay to Tyrell Bay, Carriacou


      I got up at quarter to seven and did some stretching exercises. I’ve decided that I need to do some basic exercises every morning –“Greeting of the Sun”, sit ups, press ups, the plank, etc. My neck is a bit better this morning – was it the new pillow or am I getting used to living on a rolling boat?


      Just after eight o’clock, we went over to Prickly Bay Marina to check out of customs and get our laundry - both were shut. To kill time, we went to say goodbye to Neil and Josie who were still in bed. We then went back to our boat and Glenys made a soothing cup of tea. At quarter to nine, I cracked up and decided to go and sit at customs with a newspaper and wait for them. The customs people turned up just as I arrived.


      The grumpy old customs guy gave me the check-out form to fill in and I paid $75EC for a cruising permit. Then he just put the papers on his desk and moved onto someone else. I stood there like a lemon. Eventually another customs lady took pity on me and said that the immigration guy would be here soon. I waited.


      A German guy filled in his customs forms and, after waiting for 20 minutes, lost the plot and started ranting. “I don’t give a shit about immigration! I want my clearing in papers!” I thought that this was a bit unfair on the customs people, but surprisingly they handed over the papers and the German stomped off. I went to get the laundry – I wanted my papers to be perfect.


      The immigration guy turned up at ten o’clock. No apology, he just told me to wait when I walked into the office. I just sat down in front of his desk and waited patiently. Ten minutes later I was done and went back to Alba. Glenys had been worrying that there was a problem – no problem, just island time.


      We lifted the outboard from the dinghy and quickly got ready to go. I turned the engine on, which like a couple of days ago, ran for about 20 seconds and then switched off. I went and stared at the engine – it must be either water in the diesel or more likely air in the system. I remember Sergio talking about an extra diesel “lift” pump, so I turned that on and the engine started. I’m not sure whether that made any difference, but I obviously need to have a few hours looking at the engine.


      We finally left Prickly Bay at half past ten. We motored around Pointe Saline and then put up the sails. That all seemed to go great and we had a pleasant hour’s sail past St George. As we approached Moulinere Point, the wind dropped (because we were in the lee of the island) and we had to put the engine on again. We motor sailed all the way up the west coast of the island.


      Before we arrived at the north end of the island, I rolled away the jib in case the wind was strong, but it was quite light and straight on the nose, so we motored all the way to Iles de Ronde and then onto Tyrell Bay in Carriacou.


      When we were last here, Tyrell Bay was a quiet little back water with maybe six yachts at anchor. Now it is a bustling place with a boat yard and about 50 yachts lying at anchor – quite a lot of which look like they are permanently here. We managed to anchor in a smallish gap without any problems. This was our first attempt at anchoring Alba in a crowded place, so I was quite pleased.


      I dug out my snorkelling gear and had a look at the anchor – well dug in to the sand. While I had my mask on, I had a look at the bottom of the boat. We never had the boat surveyed and there was a niggling thought that the hull might have osmosis, which is blistering of the fibreglass and can caused the hull to delaminate in extreme cases. Thankfully, the hull looks pretty clear although there are some bubbles in the antifoul paint where it looks like the previous antifouling wasn’t prepared properly. There’s also one 3 inch long gouge which looks like it was done when the boat was lifted back into the water because there’s no antifoul paint on it.


      Over dinner, Glenys mentioned that she had read an article on Cuba in a newspaper. Apparently President Obama is expected to lift the travel ban on US citizens visiting Cuba. This is likely to set off a surge of American yachts visiting Cuba – there are estimated to be 600,000 boats in Florida capable of making the 80 mile trip to Cuba. We were planning to visit Cuba in about two or three years’ time, but we might bring that forward and go there this coming December before the American “invasion”.


      16 April 2011 Tyrell Bay to Saline Bay, Mayreau


      There was only about 5 knots of wind in the morning, so after breakfast, we motored out of Tyrell Bay towards Clifton on Union Island. We went past Sandy Island which is a tiny strip of sand – it used to have large coconut palms but they were wiped out in a hurricane a few years ago. The locals have planted more trees and it will soon be the idyllic desert island that it once was. There are lots of moorings now in the anchorage and I think that it is compulsory to use them.


      We tried to sail for about fifteen minutes, but there wasn’t enough to do any more than two or three knots, so we motored all the way to Clifton. We anchored on the outer part of the bay in beautiful turquoise waters over white sand – it is a lovely anchorage.


      The main street of Clifton was fairly quiet with a few vegetable stalls open in the little market square. We were having trouble finding the customs to clear in to St Vincent, so we asked a taxi driver who told us that it was probably shut and that we should go to the airport. It’s only a ten minute walk to the airport and the checking in process was simple -we had to pay $71EC for a one month cruising permit.


      We walked back down towards town and went into a small supermarket opposite a marquee where some Baptists were holding some kind of rally. A tannoy system was blaring away with righteous statements from the various speakers. “And the Lord Jesus says….” “You will repent…” While Glenys was checking out the supermarket shelves, I asked the lady how long the rally was going on for. “Another week”, she said wearily. We bought a case of beer.


      Back on the boat, we had lunch and went to look at the anchorage at Frigate Island. There was only one boat in there, but there was a swell was coming in from the south-west, so we decided to go over to Saline Bay on Mayreau. Still not much wind, so we motored all the way.


      We anchored near four other boats. A cruise ship was anchored off the beach and the beach had been taken over with tourists. We tried a couple of places to snorkel, but the water was very murky and there was a strong current on the north headland. At about four o’clock, just as the cruise ship was about to leave, very loud music started to blare out from somewhere on the island – it was very irritating. I went down below and did some work on my laptop while Glenys tried to read. A chap off another boat said that they thought that it was a wedding, so we expected it to go on all night. It was too late to move, so we would just have to grin and bear it. Thankfully it stopped at seven o’clock.


      I’ve not had Internet access for about a week now and I’m starting to get a bit nervous. No one has rung us, so there can’t be any major crises, but it is unsettling. I probably won’t be able to get any access until we get to Bequia in another week. I wish that I had paid $10US to connect while we were in Clifton, but I was too tight.


      The wind dropped to nothing overnight and we rolled a fair bit.


      17 April 2011 Saline Bay to Tobago Cays


      After breakfast, we went for a walk up to the top of Mayreau – a long steep haul. Even though it was only eight o’clock on a Sunday morning, a few of the bars were already blasting out loud music. There is a small church perched on the top of the hill in a beautiful location overlooking the Tobago Cays. A small congregation were gathered outside singing to a guitar – a stark contrast to the beating reggae further down the hill.


      The view from the top is great, but would be better in the evening when the sun will be from behind. We walked back down and called into Dennis’s hideaway to see how much it would be to get an internet connection – only $6 EC, so we decided to go and get our laptops.


      Back in Dennis’s Hideaway, we bought a couple of nice cold cokes and settled down to the Internet. I was pleased to see that I’d only got 15 emails over the past week and most of those were junk – in fact there was nothing that couldn’t have waited for another week. This is a marked contrast to the 100 emails a day that I used to get back in the UK.


      I had a short chat to Dennis, who is a good friend of Gareth and Fi and remembers Maia. He used to run a couple of boats for day charters, but has now sold them and is concentrating on building up his restaurant and little hotel. He said that we must call in on our way back south and “lime” with him.


      We motored around to the Tobago Cays – no wind again. The Tobago Cays are still lovely – turquoise water, desert islands with palm trees and, unfortunately, about 50 boats anchored. We anchored in 4 metres of water among the gaggle and went for a swim. The Tobago Cays are now a Marine Park and they have re-introduced turtles, which has been a great success – there are turtles everywhere. We snorkelled with the turtles for a half hour – some are unconcerned about humans and others bolt as soon as they see you.


      After lunch, we went out to the small boat passage to do some proper snorkelling, but there was a very strong current coming into the Cays and the snorkelling was poor. I read that a recent hurricane destroyed a lot of the hard coral and it will take years to recover. I saw two small lobsters and a large southern stingray. I got a couple of photos of them but the visibility and light was poor.


      The wind dropped right off in the evening and we all swirled around. In such a crowded anchorage, you can hear people talking and partying in the other boats – kind of like being on a floating campsite.


      18 April 2011 Tobago Cays


      I switched on the VHF to channel 68 at 0730 and managed to pick up the weather forecast from the cruisers net in Grenada – the guy at Island Water world must have a strong transmitter. The forecast for the next five days is light and variable winds, so it looks like a lot more motoring.


      I started a “To Do” list because there are a few things starting to go wrong – chart plotter not charging, compass light doesn’t work, slight sea water leak on engine, water tank gauge not working, etc, etc. I sorted out why the chart plotter wasn’t charging (broken wire) and it was time to go for a swim.


      We went to Jamesby Island in the dinghy and climbed to the top (30 metres.) The view from up there is spectacular – you can see all of the Tobago Cays and the colours are magnificent. We snorkelled around the island which was OK; the highlight was a sighting of a small barracuda.


      After lunch, we lazed about and had a nap. I processed the photos that I took while snorkelling (rubbish.) At sundown, we went for a drink with Derek (and his friend John) on “Buzzard”. Derek normally sails singlehanded and knows Sergio well. He is another person who comes out for the “season” and then puts the boat on the hard in Trinidad for six months.


      We had a critical equipment failure today. The freezer has been making gurgling noises and has been running almost continuously. I reckon that there is air in the system and it needs recharging. It’s not efficient now so I’ve turned it off. Thank God the other fridge is working okay – I couldn’t live without a cold beer or two every evening.


      19 April 2001 Tobago Cays


      We dragged ourselves out of bed at half past seven – it was harder than normal because we drank a bottle of wine with dinner last night.


      We spent the morning pottering about doing a few jobs – I finally managed to sort out all of our computer data into a semblance of order. The data was on my laptop and three USB hard disk drives from two PCs that we had at home plus an old laptop that Sergio left behind. There was a lot of duplication, so I’ve had to go through it all, folder by boring folder to consolidate it. Once it was sorted out, I backed it up on a USB drive and stashed it in a “secure” hidey hole along with some important papers and about $500 US.


      At about eleven o’clock, we went snorkelling with the turtles and I got some nice pictures of them. After lunch, we went to Jamesby Island and took some pictures of ourselves with the farewell card that was given to us by the people at work (they had insisted that we do this to prove that we were here…) I think that a part on the outboard is broken, because I can’t get it to stay in the “up” position when coming into a beach – another job to sort out.


      We went snorkelling around Petite Bateau but Glenys was being stung badly by very tiny jelly fish, so we gave up. It’s funny that jelly fish really affect her and she comes out in big spots that itch like mad – I feel them but don’t my body doesn’t react. This is totally opposite to mosquito bites which bother me for three or four days after I’ve been bitten while Glenys doesn’t get affected as badly.


      We chilled out in the evening. I’m currently reading all about Cuba, which sounds like it is infrequently visited and the southern Cays sound fantastic but remote. It also sounds a bit scary because it’s very shallow in many areas.


      20 April 2001 Tobago Cays to Petite Martinique


      After breakfast, we pottered about doing some jobs. I hauled the dinghy onto the front deck and sorted out why the dinghy wouldn’t lock in the “up” position – basically user error. I figured out the mechanism and I was pulling it too high, so it was just going back down – duhhh!


      I’ve been putting off investigating the engine – the engine room is a dark, hot place and I have many bad memories of hours spent sweating over engine problems. I finally picked up enough motivation, got the manual out and figured out where everything is. I was a bit confused at first until I realised that there are two of most things because there is an engine and a generator. I spent an hour identifying where the various filters, pumps & pipes were on the engine.


      At about eleven o’clock, I started the engine to leave the Tobago Cays and after about 30 seconds, it just cut out. I deduced that it must be air in the fuel system, so I bled the fuel and the engine started. I was pretty glad that I’d spent the hour poking about the engine.


      There was very little wind, so we motored around Mayreau, past Union, between Mopion and Pinese to Petite Martinique. We went straight onto the fuel dock and filled up with diesel. The fuel gauge was reading 1/3 full and I was getting nervous because I didn’t know whether it under read or not. I’m a happy man now that I have a full tank of fuel, but £200 poorer for the privilege.


      We decided that we would go out for a meal – first one for a week, so we picked up a mooring for the Palm Beach Restaurant after arranging a reservation. We tried to go snorkelling at the north side of the town, in the cut between PSV and Petite Martinique, but it was rubbish so we went to the headland to the south end. The terrain was rocky with poor visibility, but we saw loads of small lobster under the ledges – in one cave I saw 12 of the little devils. I must make a lobster snare.


      When we got back to the boat, I went snorkelling to check out the mooring – which was okay, being a large Bruce anchor well bedded in. There were some small rocky outcrops under the boat containing about 12 lobsters – but all very small.


      We went to the restaurant for dinner. Unfortunately there was a huge table of tourists and we weren’t getting any attention, so I went to the bar and ordered our meal before they ordered theirs - it worked because they soon served us. The meal was OK – we had a bottle of wine so the dinghy journey back and climbing aboard was a bit more difficult than usual.


      21 April 2001 Petite Martinique to Chatham Bay, Union


      We went for a walk on Petite Martinique, a nice island with very friendly people and a lot of sheep and goats. On the way back we were collared by a guy who runs a charity operation. They dry a particular variety of banana and then produce banana flour. This can be used to make fritters and, when mixed with normal flour, will make banana bread. They give the banana flour away to churches, etc. who distribute it to the needy. We gave the guy a small donation in return for a small sample of the flour.


      We went and stocked up on food for the weekend and bought a case of Old Milwaukee beer for $50EC, a litre of Myres Dark Rum for $28EC and two bottles of wine for $10 EC each, which seems very cheap – I think that we’ll be calling here on the way back to stock up on booze. I bought some fishing wire and made a lobster snare from an old aluminium burgee mast that I found beneath the front berth.


      Easter weekend starts tomorrow, so we want to make sure that we are somewhere quiet. I’m sure that the loud music will be blaring away in the towns. Bequia has a sailing regatta over the weekend so we are planning to arrive there after Tuesday next week when the partying has finished. We motored over to Chatham Bay on Union Island – no wind again.


      Chatham Bay is lovely. We anchored quite a way out to be alone. After lunch, I got out my clarinet for the first time and had a play about. Glenys dozed in the cockpit. We then went snorkelling around Rapid Point. I took my snare with me but only saw one very small lobster. We saw a turtle grazing on something on a rock, but when it saw us it took off like a rocket – unlike the relatively tame ones in the Tobago Cays.


      I ran the generator and the water maker for 50 minutes this afternoon. I’ve started to run it for about an hour, every other day. This seems to be keeping the batteries full and we’re generating more water than we are using. It looks like we are using between 60 and 75 litres of water each day. We drink about 4.5 litres, so the rest must be going on our one-per-day showers, cooking and rinsing down with fresh water after we’ve been swimming.


      22 April 2001 Chatham Bay, Union


      I was very tired this morning – it’s either the exercising, snorkelling and generally running about or the big rum punch that I made after dinner last night. I did my exercises anyway – that’s a whole week now and I’m up to 30 press ups each morning. Unfortunately, we don’t have any weigh scales, so I don’t know if I’m getting rid of my weight. I feel a bit trimmer so that’s good.


      We went for a two hour hike after breakfast. After dragging the dinghy up the beach, we walked up a small path to a col on the island where it joined a dirt road. We turned left and walked up to the top of the small peak on the north side of the bay. After that we walked back down to the road and found a path which goes along the side of the ridge, slowly climbing towards Mount Taboi (1000ft). The path was pretty overgrown, we didn’t know where we were going and we ran out of water, so we gave up and went back. The next time we come here, we’ll go up with long trousers and more water – I’m fairly sure that the path carries onto Mt Taboi (1000 ft.)


      Back on the boat, we lounged about reading until three o’clock, then went snorkelling, which was okay, but no lobster…


      I spent a couple of hours, compiling a list of frequencies for weather reports and learning to use the Single Side Band radio – pretty dull stuff. Glenys read a book on bread making – we’ve been having trouble with the local bread because it seems to go mouldy after a day or two, so I’m looking forward to having nice freshly baked bread (when she gets some yeast.)


      23 April 2001 Chatham Bay, Union


      I spent most of the day messing about with my dive compressor. I first had to get it out of the depths of the cockpit locker, then I had to print the manual which came on a CD – thank goodness I’ve got a laptop and printer. After reading the manual and staring at the compressor, I’ve decided that it looks simple enough to operate and service.


      Glenys meanwhile, found all of the life jackets, harnesses and safety lines and inspected them. We have six basic “blow-to-inflate” life jackets, two harnesses and two safety lines. We are going to get a couple of nice CO2 inflatable life jackets with built in harnesses for us.


      After lunch, (quesadillas with home-made tortillas), I made an attempt to start the compressor using the boat’s ring mains. Unfortunately, when starting, the motor draws more than 10 Amps, so the trip blew. I thought that I might have a problem, so I’ve already bought a gadget called a “Soft Starter” which uses electronics to smoothly ramp up the motor and is supposed to reduce the starting current. I spent the rest of the afternoon figuring out the wiring for the motor – I even had to take a relay apart to find out what it was doing. I don’t understand induction motors very well, but I think that I know how I need to wire it all together.


      We went snorkelling at 3 o’clock and I managed to find a reasonable sized lobster, but it was too deep in its little cave to get it.


      Before dinner, I finished off the circuit diagrams for the compressor circuit and measured the cockpit locker so that I can design a frame to hold the compressor in place near the top of the locker.


      24 April 2001 Chatham Bay, Union


      It’s Easter Sunday today, but no Easter Egg. Quite a few squalls went through last night and there was a major one just as we were waking up. I’ve not been able to get any weather forecast for a few days, but the last that we heard was that there is a trough north of us which is causing all this weird weather. This is such a nice anchorage that we decided to stay here another day, go to Canuoan tomorrow and onto Bequia on Tuesday or Wednesday.


      I spent most of the day poking about the boat finding things and staring. I lifted some of the floorboards to find out where I need to run the cable for the compressor – that will be a 4 hour job… I got the barbeque working – it took me 30 minutes to find the regulator for the small gas bottle. I also checked how much cooking gas we have got – one bottle has 100 psi and the other has 50 psi. It will be interesting to see how much gas we actually use.


      Glenys opened the emergency “grab bags” and checked what we have – these are to be taken into the life-raft when we abandon ship. All the flares are very old – Sergio must have brought some from a previous boat because they expired in 1992, 20 years ago! We will buy a set of replacement ones. I had brought some things that we had in our grab bag on “Glencora” so those went on the pile as well. Glenys has a list of what we have now and we’ll compile a list of stuff that we actually want. On a similar note, I found the manual for the 406MHz EPRIB and ran through the test procedure – it still works and the batteries don’t need replacing for another year.


      I lifted the life raft out of the cockpit locker and placed it in front of the windscreen so that I could measure up for fitting it there. I removed the instrument panel and I can just about reach half way inside that raised part of the deck. This will allow me to fit some bolted eyes to strap the life raft in position.


      I looked at all of the manuals and invoices that Sergio has left behind. Some of it is redundant so I threw a load away. This means that we now have five carrier bags full of rubbish. I went through most of the spares as well – just to see what we have. Pretty comprehensive, but I need to make a list of what we should be carrying for the more complex equipment.


      Glenys made some soda bread in the afternoon, which we had with dinner – a little heavy but tasty.


      25 April 2001 Chatham Bay to Charlestown Bay, Canouan


      We awoke to a beautiful morning with a steady wind – perfect for sailing. After breakfast, we tidied up the mess from being at anchor for four days and left at nine o’clock. We motored out of the anchorage and, ten minutes later, we had the sails up and off we went. The wind was coming from the North East which was roughly where we were going, so it was a beat all the way.


      As this was our first time sailing, I took the opportunity to try out a few things. I had full sails up on starboard tack in about 18-20 knots apparent wind and the boat was heeled over too much. I put 10 rolls onto the roller reefing and the boat was sailing better. I put the Hydrovane wind vane on and it only took me about five minutes to get the settings right, so that the Hydrovane was steering us. I love having a Hydrovane…


      When we did the first tack, I tried to roll away some of the jib because I thought that it might get hung up on the inner forestay. That was a disaster – it took me ages to roll it way, by which time we had stopped dead in the water. We sheeted in again, got some speed back, tacked and let the jib out again. The boat seems to be stiffer on port tack which makes sense because I think that we have more weight on the port side – water tank, books, spares, etc.


      We sailed almost into Saline Bay on Mayreau before tacking again. This time we tacked with a full jib and found that it will slide past the inner forestay. We did a few short tacks up the coast of Mayreau to clear Catholic Rocks and I cursed on every tack because the bimini frame is in the way of the winches and it’s impossible to do a full winding action. It’s a bloody awful design – God knows how Sergio has put up with it for the past eight years. It would be exhausting to short tack in confined waters.


      We found that the wind direction indicator was about 20 degrees out of alignment – on starboard tack we were pointing about 20 degrees and on port tack we were pointing about 60 degrees. That was soon altered by adjusting the calibration on the indicator. Meanwhile, Glenys kept popping below to check the lockers and if anything was crashing about – all seems to be okay.


      We arrived in Charlestown Bay, Canouan at about two o’clock and anchored in a very rolly anchorage – it’s only for one night and we don’t have much choice. We used to anchor in a small exposed bay to the North, but the swell is coming from the north east and I think that it’ll be worse there.


      So all in all, we had a great sail and got to know the boat a little better. There are a few jobs to be done - the bimini interfering with the winches is driving me crazy and the roller reefing for the jib seems incredibly stiff – I had to use a winch to roll it away when we arrived.


      We ate down below for the first time because the gusts of wind were so strong. It was surprisingly cool in the saloon.


      26 April 2001 Charlestown Bay to Bequia


      What an awful night, the wind kept blowing in shrieking gusts; it kept raining and we rolled all the time. I spent all night dozing then jumping up to close the hatch above our bed.


      It was overcast and very windy in the morning. I checked the weather forecast on the Internet which said showers and East 20-25 knot winds. We decided that this anchorage is not good and we might as well go up to Bequia which is only 20 miles away, albeit upwind.


      The wind was gusting as we left the anchorage, so I put up the main with 10 wraps to reef it and we put out a reefed jib on starboard tack. As we cleared the north of the island, we were pointing as high as we could and the wind was 20-25 knots across the deck with 6-8 foot, steep waves. We were heeling over quite a lot and I was pretty worried about the squall clouds that we could see to windward.


      A squall hit us about an hour out. We could see the rain coming like a wall towards us, and the wind started to gust up to 30 knots. The boat started to heel over more, but nothing too drastic – I should have reefed a bit more before the squall arrived. Both Glenys and I were pretty anxious until it had gone past.


      It was a very bouncy crossing with the constant threat of more squalls, but we only had one more squall hit us and I reefed before it arrived which was much more comfortable. I messed up my navigation and eased our course a little off the wind for a couple of hours. This meant that we had to beat up wind for the last hour and still ended up about half a mile south of the point. We’d had enough tacking and beating upwind by this point, so we cheated and motored upwind in pretty big waves into Admiralty Bay.


      We anchored off Princess Margaret’s Beach after a hard 4½ hour upwind sail. I’ve still not worked out how much we should be reefing the sails – it will take a lot more playing about to get it right. The motion of the boat is good and we managed to do this passage without feeling sea sick. I’m amazed how resilient our stomachs are – I used to get sea sick very quickly and it would take me a few days at sea to be able to go below.


      It rained and rained for the next two hours. We managed to sort out a few things in between the squalls – such as 10 minutes to put the outboard back on the dinghy and then dive for cover. Eventually, we managed to rush into town and have a quick walk around. I found a man who could cut two pieces of teak to support the life raft on deck and we bought some essential food – bread, chicken and a case of beer. I talked to Sam of Knock Refrigeration about fixing the freezer. He says that the gurgling is because the Freon has leaked out. He wants to find the leak, remove the compressor, change the oil and recharge the system. His workshop is a real scruffy hole and he can’t give me a quote, just says that it will cost $ 45-60 US per hour. I’m not too sure.


      We just made it back to the boat before the next squall and had dinner below again. We were in bed by nine o’clock – shattered.


      27 April 2001 Bequia


      We had a much better night – no rain showers and we slept well. I checked the weather forecast and it looks like this rainy weather is here for 4 or 5 days – bummer.


      The first rain shower hit us at about nine o’clock. We lurked about until eleven o’clock when it looked a lot brighter, before going into town. We dropped off our dirty laundry to get it washed and went to the post office to see if our mail had arrived yet – Gareth posted it about seven days ago, but no sign of it. Another British guy was in the post office and said that the record for mail getting from the UK is 13 days – nothing changes. Our debit cards expire in a few days’ time and there are some new cards in the post – we may have to hang about and wait for them.


      We dropped in to see Sam of Knock Refrigeration and he is going to be on the Jack’s Dock on the beach at 0900 tomorrow. Glenys got some prices for foam and Sunbrella to make some cockpit cushions – if we have guests they’ll have to sit on bare wood, which is bloody hard. I dropped a drawing into the wood yard for the pieces of wood for the life raft – they should be ready by Friday morning. Glenys dragged me into every supermarket and the vegetable market and I dragged her into every hardware store and chandlery.


      One of the market ladies recommended an eating place called “Rush Hour”, so we went to try the pork and rice. There wasn’t much rushing going on. They had two things on the menu – Pork & Rice and Chicken & Rice – we had one of each. When it eventually arrived it was very tasty, but a much bigger meal than we normally have at lunch time. In the afternoon, we wandered around doing the same as the morning – supermarkets and chandlers.


      Back on the boat, I swam to the beach to work off the Pork & Rice and mooched about. I was hoping that the guy from Grenadines Sails was going to come and look at modifying the bimini frame, but when I talked to him on the VHF radio, he’d fallen behind on a job he had to finish today - maybe tomorrow...


      28 April 2001 Bequia


      After breakfast, I moved everything out of the way so that Sam could get at the freezer compressor. I took some pictures of the current installation, including close-ups of the wiring in case he removed the compressor and messed it all up. At least I have documentation of where everything was originally.


      Sam was standing on the dock at ten minutes to nine, so I went and picked him up. By half past nine he had set up a pressure gauge on the low pressure side of the compressor and put some Freon gas into the system. He then had to wait for the system to get to the correct temperature, let the compressor switch off and try to detect the leak. He was there until midday (chattering away to us) before he declared the system okay. He seemed to detect a leak around one of the compression fittings on the compressor but after tightening it said that it was OK. Nice chap, it was interesting to talk to a local for a change even if it was costing me £30 an hour…


      The guy from Grenadines Sails turned up mid-morning; he’d been measuring up another boat nearby and called in to look at my bimini. We agree a plan to move the strut that is interfering with the winch and Glenys took him back to town in the dinghy. While Sam was waiting again for the freezer to do something, I took the bimini frame apart and took one part of the frame in the dinghy to Grenadine Sails. They bent the frame and I went to pick them up in the afternoon.


      It took two hours of faffing about to refit it, but it is much better now that it’s a couple of inches higher at the back and the winches are now clear. The guy knew what he was doing to get the bimini tight and in the correct shape, but he was a little rough on the boat. We now have quite a few scratches on the gel coat and there are four self-tapper screws sticking about ½ inch into the aft shower. I’ll replace these with bolts in the next few days and seal it with silicone sealant.


      We had Spaghetti Bolognese for dinner with our last bottle of red wine


      29 April 2001 Bequia


      We caught the half past nine ferry to Kingstown, St Vincent. I was quite excited about going on a ferry – small things, small minds. It takes about an hour to make the crossing and it was very rolly in the NE swell, but again I was able to read without feeling seasick – what’s happened to me?


      Kingstown is a busy little place. Lots of people milling about, weaving in and out of the very dense traffic, from which there is a constant honking of horns and shouting. We wandered around the town going into supermarkets and hardware shops looking for bits and pieces. Glenys bought some bed sheets - our only set of sheets are becoming a little “stiff” with the salt and sweat… I bought a nice little box to house the electronic soft-starter for my compressor. Glenys bought a few pots and pans. We looked at foam to make some cockpit cushions, but it seemed expensive.


      We had lunch in a little bar/restaurant called VJ’s. I had a chicken roti and Glenys had a chicken dinner with rice – it all came to £10 with a drink. They’d run out of Coca Cola, so the waiter suggested “Mauby” which is a local St Vincent drink made from a kind of bark. It’s okay but has a bitter after taste – been there, tried that…


      We wandered around in the afternoon intending to catch the return ferry at four o’clock. We arrived back at the Ferry Port in plenty of time, but then found that the Bequia Express was running late. There’s another ferry company called Admiral which does the same run and had a ferry leaving at half past four. By twenty five past four there was no sign of the Bequia Express, so we hopped on the Admiral ferry. It cost us another £10 but it was worth it because the Bequia Express passed us about 45 minutes later –we would have been sitting there until half past six. We met Carol and John from “Sweet Caroline” on the ferry.


      30 April 2001 Bequia


      We woke up to sunshine and a nice breeze – perhaps the trade winds are back? We went into town and I picked up the two pieces of teak to support the life-raft on the front deck and some screws to fit it. Glenys bought some white Sunbrella (nylon canvas) to cover the life-raft – it has an ugly black rubber band around it that we would like to hide. We bought some mackerel-type fish from the market and two cases of beer and a few things from the supermarket.


      Back on the boat, I ran the generator, set the water maker going and started to shape the teak supports to the match the deck. I hadn’t gone very far before Carol and John from “Sweet Caroline” turned up. I’d (foolishly) said that I could give Carol some e-Books for her Kindle, so I had to stop everything and boot up my laptop. I copied about 100 books onto her hard disk drive and then stopped the water maker. I opened the valve to reverse-flush the osmotic membranes with fresh water from the water tanks - normally this is done for about a minute.


      I stopped the generator and showed Carol the software that I use to manage eBooks and they went off into town. We had lunch and Glenys asked if she could put down the saloon seat which I had lifted to check the water level on our top tank. I decided to check the water level again and found to my surprise that the top tank was empty. It slowly dawned on me that I’d not shut the reverse-flush valve on the water-maker – we had been pumping all our fresh water out of the tanks for 45 minutes. We had to run the water maker for another two hours to get the water level back to where it should have been – idiot!


      I carried on with shaping the teak supports for the life raft. This was a very labour intensive as I had to cut out a curved section to fit the shape of the life raft canister – I ended up drawing the profile, making lots of small vertical saw cuts and then chiselling out the shape. Took me a couple of hours to do something that would take 5 minutes with a band saw or a jigsaw – I still haven’t found the jigsaw that Sergio says he left behind.


      I screwed the pieces onto the deck and was just finishing off when I looked up to see a wall of rain racing towards us as a huge squall hit Bequia. I grabbed one or two tools from the deck, shouted “Rain” to Glenys and started to close hatches. The rain was torrential – I had loads of tools on deck and could only watch them all get drenched. The squall only lasted five minutes, but an hour later my chisels, plane and other tools where already showing rust – I’ll have to spend a couple of hours cleaning them up sometime.


      We were going to have a fish barbeque tonight but the weather was still squally, so Glenys magically produced a fish and rice dinner with plantains.
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      1 May 2011 Bequia


      It’s Sunday today, so we had a relatively chilled out day reading, swimming and doing a few little jobs.


      I finished off the mounting for the life-raft by fitting a couple of pad eyes to lash the life raft down. This was very awkward as I has to reach into a 3 inch high space under the deck to fit nuts to the pad eye bolts – took about an hour to fit eight nuts. I then replaced the self-tapper screws on the new bimini fitting with proper bolts, so it doesn’t look so bad in the aft shower now. Glenys started the cover for the life raft, which is a complex curved shape – it will be interesting to see how it comes out.


      A French boat came in yesterday afternoon and anchored very close to us – they were about 10 metres to our starboard side. This anchorage is very big and there’s no reason to be so close – it drives me mad. We were hoping that they would bugger off today, but at eleven o’clock, it was obvious that they were here to stay. So we re-anchored even though we were here first. What a relief it was to not have them squatting next to us.


      Mutton stew for dinner – yummy.


      2 May 2011 Bequia


      I got up this morning with a bee in my bonnet about publishing this diary and the photographs that we have taken to our web site. I’ve had the web site for about six months and have never finished it off. The Internet connection is so slow and flaky that it is hard to do any administration on-line, so I backed up the live application and database and restored it to my local PC. I worked on it most of the day.


      The only other major thing that I did was to finish off the life-raft mounting which only took about 20 minutes. The life raft is now lashed in place and looks like it’s meant to be there. I also had a good poke around under the front berths, found the Storm Parachute and two warps. I’m going to use the shorter rope as a shore mooring line when we go to St Vincent. I still haven’t found the jigsaw.


      It started to rain about eleven o’clock and continued most of the day. In the late afternoon, it rained for about an hour solidly. We were trapped on the boat, so working on the web site was ideal, if very sweaty below.


      We had to have dinner below since it was raining so heavily. I managed to get the website running on the live server and sent off an email to family and friends by about half past ten.


      3 May 2011 Bequia


      We went into town and bought a few bits and pieces, food and another case of beer. Our mail still hasn’t arrived.


      It started raining at lunchtime and carried on most of the day – hot and sweaty down below. It’s Tuesday today and the weather forecast is for showery weather until Friday. Our plan is to go walking tomorrow morning and then go over to Wallilabou on Thursday, check out and sail to St Lucia on Friday.


      Sergio sent me an email telling me that he’s got the jigsaw in London. Fortunately, we’ve got some friends (Mike and Rona Johnson) coming over to St Lucia at the end of May. I rang Mike to get him to pick up my jigsaw (and our mail) from Gareth before he comes out here. I spent some time working out how to wire up the compressor. I need some specialist electrical bits for it, so I’ll get them sent to Mike as well.


      The rain was torrential from about three o’clock until seven and we’ve discovered a few leaking hatches. There are two of the side hatches leaking in the saloon - one is directly above the aft comfy chair so it drips on you every ten seconds – very irritating. The biggest problem is that the porthole in the aft cabin is leaking onto our bed in two places – one for each of us. I seem to remember Sergio saying that he had replaced this porthole. The leaks are from the mounting screws, so I’ll probably have to remove it and seal it correctly.


      The rain was so torrential that it has created some rivers through Princess Margaret’s Beach and washed away quite a lot of sand.


      4 May 2011 Bequia


      Guess what? It was raining this morning, so we hid down below. Glenys worked on some side panels for the bimini to keep the rain out of the cockpit and I reconciled our bank accounts (yawn!) When the rain finally stopped, Glenys put up the cockpit cover, which fits under the bimini to give us a dry area in the cockpit.


      After lunch, we went for a walk to Paget’s Farm. It started raining after about 30 minutes, but we had our waterproof jackets and at least the torrential rain is warm. We got soaked to the skin, but it was good to be off the boat for a change. The locals thought that we were mad walking past them in the rain while they sheltered under cover. The road that we were following went past a quarry and then petered out to a path, then up a stream bed and ended up at a house on the hill. I’m sure that we could have gone around and carried on but we gave up and turned back. We were out about 2 ½ hours.


      We had dinner in a nice dry cockpit.


      5 May 2011 Bequia


      We had our first mosquito last night. It dived bombed me a few times and I had to get up to find the plug-in Mosquito killers. I also sprayed myself with insect repellent before getting back in bed.


      The weather looks a lot better today (Thursday), but the forecast is for isolated showers today and tomorrow. Saturday and Sunday look much better so we decided to stay another day, go across to Cumberland Bay tomorrow and sail to St Lucia on Saturday.


      We went for a hike to Bequia Head. We left Port Elizabeth just after nine o’clock, walked up the hill out of the town to a cross roads where I took a wrong turning, so we ended up in a place called Cinnamon Gardens. It had a nice view of Port Elizabeth and the Bay, but we had to retrace our steps back to the crossroads. We walked along roads until we passed the turtle sanctuary, then the road turned into a rough track through a quarry and up through low trees.


      Eventually it turned into a path which led to a dead-end in thick undergrowth which it would be very easy to get lost in. Retracing our steps, we came across a tortoise ambling along the path – amazing to see a wild tortoise. We followed another path that took us to Bequia Head – three hours of walking. Bequia Head it wasn’t as spectacular as I would have liked- I was expecting dramatic cliffs, but the path just ends with a view of St Vincent. However, the hike to it was interesting and the last bit along a faint path is great fun.


      We only took a litre of water with us, so we ended up rationing it and were very dehydrated by the time we reached a beach bar in a place called Industry. Unfortunately, we had only taken $52 EC with us so the slap up meal and loads of drinks was severely restricted to a sandwich and a coke each. We then had a one hour walk back in the beating sun with no water. We arrived back at the dinghy after six hours – a lot longer than I had thought.


      We had a very lazy afternoon because we were pretty knackered and dehydrated. The only thing that I did was to tighten the screws on the aft cabin porthole which seemed pretty loose – hopefully it will have stopped the leak.


      6 May 2011 Bequia to Cumberland Bay, Saint Vincent


      I had a major mosquito attack last night – I woke at half past one with eight bites in my right shoulder and one in my left shoulder. I wouldn’t mind so much if they just bit me once and then buggered off. I had to get up and spray myself with insect repellent.


      We cleared out of customs and found out that our mail still hasn’t arrived – we’ll pick it up on the way back in June. We set off for Cumberland Bay on St Vincent at half past ten. It was a lovely close reach in 10-15 knot winds and we made good time. As we were approaching the SW corner of St Vincent, we could see a huge squall coming down from the hills, so we hove-to and we sat there in the sunshine having lunch, watching the rain sweep past about three miles away.


      The wind dropped in the lee of the island and we motored along the coast and into Cumberland Bay. The sea bed in Cumberland Bay shelves really quickly and you have to drop your anchor in deep water then tie the stern of the boat onto a tree on shore. There are lots of local “Boat Boys” who are willing to help tie your line ashore – a Boat Boy intercepted us in his RIB dinghy about ½ mile out and escorted us into the bay. The going rate is $10EC (£2.50) which is irritating, but does make life a little bit easier because they do know what they are doing - we were tied up with little effort.


      Unfortunately, I didn’t take the Boat Boy’s advice on where to drop the anchor and dropped it a little too late. I only had 20 metres of chain out and we were about 50 metres from the beach - I sat there and worried for 40 minutes before deciding to re-anchor.


      I put our small 3.5hp outboard onto the dinghy, went ashore, untied us and dragged myself back to the boat with the rope, flaking the rope into the dinghy. We lifted the anchor, motored forwards about 20 metres and redropped the anchor with 40 metres of chain. It was then a simple job of going ashore with the dinghy, tying the rope back on the tree and tightening the rope back on the boat. It was all done in 15 minutes and amazingly without being hassled by boat boys.


      Cumberland Bay has changed greatly in the last 15 years. It used to be a very isolated place with palm trees all along the shore – I loved the place. A large number of the palm trees have now gone and there are now small restaurants along the beach. The government has even built a small welcome centre with showers and a dinghy dock. It’s still a very pretty place, but I preferred the isolated feeling.


      We lifted the dinghy onto the front deck and lashed it in place ready for the 55 mile trip to Rodney Bay tomorrow and had an early night. There was no wind at all in the anchorage and we prepared for an onslaught of mosquitos by putting a mosquito net on the aft hatch and keeping the aft cabin door shut.


      7 May 2011 Cumberland Bay to Rodney Bay, St Lucia


      It was boiling last night and we both had a restless night. We got up at half past five and I nearly got away with undoing the rope myself. Unfortunately, a guy saw me walking about on deck and paddled over on an old surf board. I tried to say no, but he was so pathetic that I gave in and handed him $5EC to undo the rope. We left Cumberland Bay at six o’clock.


      We motored along the island with just the main up and didn’t get any wind until we were about half a mile clear of the north of the island. The pilot book says that it can be quite nasty with strong gusts and big seas, but it was very calm and a nice 15 knot wind. We had a great sail for five hours with the wind slightly forward of the beam in lovely sunshine.


      We arrived at the south end of St Lucia at midday and then had to motor as we lost the wind. The approach to St Lucia is dominated by the two impressive Pitons, which are 2500 foot high mountains rising straight out of the sea. These can be seen all the way from St Vincent.


      We motored up the coast, going in close to have a look at the various places that we could visit on the way back down. Unfortunately, anchoring is now banned in most places south of Marigot and we will have to pay a daily fee for picking Marine Park moorings. However, I’m looking forward to doing a lot of snorkelling.


      Rodney Bay is just as I remember it – a huge bay with a sandy beach and hotels dotted along it. We anchored off the yacht club and went into the marina to clear customs, which was quick and painless. The marina has expanded a lot – there are now huge concrete docks that can take up to 32 mega-yachts over 250 feet long. Most of the lagoon is now taken over by marina pontoons or moorings.


      Being Saturday afternoon, the hardware and chandler stores were closed, so we bought a few provisions and retired back to the boat to chill out.


      8 May 2011 Rodney Bay


      There was a huge, loud rave going on somewhere on shore last night. The reggae continued pounding until seven o’clock this morning, just as I was getting up.


      I caught the sun yesterday and I wanted to keep in the shade, so I had a very lazy day doing some administration. I looked through the various manuals that we have on board and found that we have over 70 manuals, in paper and electronic format. I catalogued them so that I’ll be able to find a manual when I need it.


      Glenys was feeling more dynamic and spent the day washing some clothes and cleaning various parts of the boat including the hull near the waterline which was going green.


      We tried to go snorkelling in the afternoon, but the water is very murky and we gave up.


      9 May 2011 Rodney Bay


      It’s Monday today, so it was declared a shopping day. We did the rounds of hardware stores, chandlers, sail makers, supermarkets and bought various bits and pieces. I bought a saw so that I can make a frame to mount the dive compressor on, some very expensive boat cable to wire the compressor, bits of glue, epoxy, etc, etc. We got back to the boat at about half past one, exhausted.


      After lunch, I decided that I should go and buy some 2” * 2” wood for a frame for the dive compressor. What a mission. I foolishly walked to the “lumber” store - it turned out to be about two miles along the road in the beating sun. I stopped off at a few stores on the way and arrived at four o’clock - just as they were closing. Bugger! I decided to walk a little bit further and came across another DIY store and managed to buy some wood. It came in a 20 foot length, so I had to chop it into 3 foot lengths to be able to take it back on the bus. I didn’t get back until about half past five.


      We had a steak and chips for dinner with a nice bottle of red wine. I had been craving a steak for a few days after I read a description of a restaurant where they serve huge sizzling, Angus beef steaks. I enjoyed the steak immensely.


      I bought a book today called “The Cruisers Handbook of Fishing”, so I stayed up until nearly midnight surfing the Internet trying to understand the differences between the various rods and reels. There’s the potential to spend a lot of money on “big boy” toys for fishing.


      10 May 2011 Rodney Bay


      We had a late start this morning after my late night last night – I didn’t get up until half past eight. By the time that I had done my exercises, had breakfast, checked the weather and updated this diary it was ten o’clock.


      It was a lovely sunny day, so I built a wooden frame for the dive compressor. It wasn’t difficult, but time consuming trying to build it on the back deck with hand tools. It seems to be OK. I now need a piece of plywood for the top of it and to screw it in place.


      There’s a lot of equipment cluttering up the aft deck on Alba and the solar panel is on top of the port side guard rail. While we were reefing the other day, the main sheet flicked under the solar panel and nearly ripped it off. I want to get an arch made and fitted to the stern of Alba to get all of the clutter off the aft deck. The design will have to hold two solar panels, the wind generator, four aerials, a crane to lift the 15hp outboard, fishing rod holders, etc, etc. I’m hoping that we’ll be able to incorporate some davits to lift the dinghy out of the water for short passages rather than towing it.


      We called in to say hello to Richard and Claire on “Phalarope” – they have an arch so I wanted to have a look at it.


      11 May 2011 Rodney Bay to Marin, Martinique


      I cleared out of customs and we sailed to Marin in Martinique. It was a very hazy day, but we had a nice close reach sail arriving at half past two.


      The highlight of the trip was catching a small Barracuda. It was a very gentle strike and the budgie bell that we use as an indicator barely tinkled. As soon as I confirmed that I had a fish, it was chaos while Glenys found a pair of gloves and something heavy to kill it – I ended up using the handle of a heavy diving knife to club it to death. I then descaled it, gutted it and chopped it up into two pieces to fit in the fridge. We need to be a bit more organised when we catch a fish – perhaps more stuff to store on the arch.


      Marin is a strange place – there are literally hundreds of boats at anchor plus hundreds in the marina. There are quite a few of the typical French live-aboard yachts which look like they could never move and are slowly sinking. We weren’t able to check in – customs only turn up in the morning. We wandered around in a daze, checking shops and supermarkets in preparation for doing a “big shop” tomorrow. One of the things that we were hoping to buy was diving cylinders, but they are $400US – I can buy cheaper in Bequia.


      The freezer is making a lot of gurgling noises again and is not pulling down the temperature. We’ve obviously still got a leak in the system, so I turned it off. We had pan-fried Barracuda for dinner, with real French bread, red wine and Camembert cheese.


      12 May 2011 Marin to Saint Anne, Martinique


      We cleared in and wandered around Marin buying a few things. We found a fantastic fishing shop which sells everything including spares for spear guns.


      We went to a large supermarket with its own dinghy dock and bought loads of wine, beer, orange juice, food, etc. After lunch I dug out my two spear guns - the large one has a weak rubber band and the small one doesn’t have a spear. I went back to the fishing shop with both spear guns, but they were unable to help me with any spares. While I was there, I bought a small spinning rod, reel and a few bits of tackle.


      When I got back to the boat, I found that Glenys had been having a small adventure with a catamaran that had anchored in front of us. The crew had gone ashore and their boat had dragged straight past us. A couple of French guys on a boat next door helped out and let out more chain.


      We motored around to Saint Anne which is a much more pleasant anchorage (if a little rolly). I dug out my new fishing rod and set it up. I then cut up some Barracuda to make into bait, salted it and put it into the fridge for tomorrow. As night fell, I tried to fish using a small jig hook and an artificial worm – I had a few nibbles but was not quick enough to catch the little blighters. Now with real bait tomorrow….


      We had Barracuda and Chips for dinner.


      13 May 2011 Saint Anne


      It was a little rolly last night but OK. We had a quiet morning catching up on a few things.


      We’ve been pretty lucky for the past two weeks as we’ve managed to get free Internet connections in Rodney Bay and Bequia. It looks like the hotels here are a bit more technically savvy and I can’t get a connection. I miss receiving email and having an Internet connection. In particular, I’ve been getting the weather forecast from various web sites, so I now have no idea if a tropical storm is developing in the Atlantic…


      We went for a walk at half past ten. There is an interesting little walk up to a shrine at the top of the hill behind the church. The path winds its way up through tended grounds and at every turning point there is a small shrine depicting the various stages in the crucifixion of Christ. I think that there are about ten of them on the way up and each one has candles and rosaries left behind by penitent worshippers. At the top there are more shrines depicting the resurrection and a small chapel.


      After a short walk around the little town, we walked along a coastal path to Grand Anse Des Salines. The peninsula is a nature reserve and the path is well maintained. It goes past the edge of mangrove swamps and along beautiful white beaches. It took us two hours to walk to Grand Anse Des Salines which is a lovely beach on the windward side with crashing surf and coconut palms. We had lunch in a small beach side café. It was revolting - all deep fried in grim tasting cooking oil. Even the chips tasted foul. We walked back along the road across the peninsula which took about an hour.


      Back on the boat, it was very rolly and the grim lunch started to make us feel a little ill, so we mostly lounged about for the rest of the afternoon. I ran the generator and started the water maker. I noticed that there was some water dribbling down behind the watermaker. Further investigation revealed a leak on top of one of the osmosis filters which turned out to be a leaking high pressure fitting. I undid the connector and found that the O-ring is badly distorted and split lengthwise. The leak must have been happening for a while because the seat for the O-ring is corroded. I couldn’t find any spare O-rings, so I put some silicone grease on the original one, re-tightened the fitting and prayed. The operating pressure is 850psi, so I didn’t hold out much hope, but amazingly there is now no leak. I’ll buy a few spare O-rings and get the connector changed in St Lucia.


      As dusk approached, I got out my fishing rod and Barracuda bait. I made a small bait bag out of a bit of mosquito netting, filled it with bits of fish and dropped it into the water to try to attract some fish. I managed to catch a couple needle fish, which are 2 foot long, 1½ inch diameter with long jaws with lots of sharp teeth. They are feisty little fighters on the light fishing rod and it was good fun to catch them. It’s amazing how catching one fish sets off a frenzy of activity in the other fish around. There must have been a big shoal of needle fish because there were lots of splashing and leaping going on. Rain stopped play early and I gutted the fish to put in the fridge. I’m not sure if we’ll eat them or use them for more bait – they look like they will have lots of bones. We had a light dinner of risotto and retired.


      14 May 2011 Saint Anne to Anse A L’Ane, Martinique


      It was a dreadful rolly night, with no wind and the odd spots of drizzle. I seemed to spend most of the night either hanging onto the bed or getting up to close or open hatches.


      I was worried about the weather in the morning and tried to pick up a forecast from the SSB radio. Unfortunately, I was getting terrible reception from all of the weather stations that I tried. The SSB antenna is the back stay and there is an antenna tuner which is supposed to maximise the reception and transmission of the SSB radio. I must talk to someone about how to check that it is working – the manual is confusing.


      Then, in a blinding flash of inspiration, I remembered that my phone will connect to the Internet. I dug it out of the drawer and ten minutes later, I had the Caribbean Offshore weather forecast from the National Hurricane Centre in Florida. Job sorted.


      We dithered about after breakfast and eventually decided to go to Anse A L’Ane which is opposite Fort De France. The wind was fairly light and we initially motored downwind, rolling our guts out. Eventually the wind picked up enough for us to sail and the boat settled down to a reasonable motion. We sailed close to Diamond Rock which is a very steep-to small island which in the 1800’s was a British Naval Base with cannons to keep the French at bay.


      We arrived in Anse A L’Ane just after lunch. It’s a nice sleepy little bay. We anchored quite a long way from the beach and chilled out. Later in the afternoon, we went ashore to buy some bread. It didn’t take long to walk around the little holiday resort. Thirty 30 minutes later we were back in the boat – been there done that.


      Glenys cooked some chicken in the oven and has been struggled with the efficiency of the thing. It doesn’t seem to get hot enough to cook properly and because it is so slow, the galley gets very hot. On our previous boat, we had a cheap Flavel Vanessa cooker which was designed for a caravan and it was very efficient. I need to sort out what is wrong with this oven because a new cooker will cost about $1,000US and we can’t guarantee that a new one will be as good as Glenys remembers her old one.


      While she had the oven on, Glenys cooked a couple of pieces of the needle fish. The flesh tasted nice but as suspected, there are lots of sharp sturdy bones – I’ll make the rest into bait. No fishing tonight because we’re in a marine park. Our plan is to chill out tomorrow and catch a ferry to Fort de France to do some more shopping before returning to St Lucia on Tuesday.


      15 May 2011 Anse A L’Ane, Martinique


      Reasonable night – not a lot of wind and it kept raining, but at least we weren’t rolling. It was hot and humid and we were visited by at least one mosquito. My strategy of spraying myself with insect repellent is working – Glenys had four bites and I only had one…


      We lurked around all day. Glenys played with her oven and we decided that the seal on the front door is no good – another job for me to sort out. I played with my laptop most of the day – creating eBook versions of the Alba Chronicles. Not easy, but a nice intellectual challenge.


      We went snorkelling off the Iles a Ramirs, which is part of the Marine Park and was very good. There was a surprising amount of fish life considering that this is a French island – they normally kill everything that swims. We spotted a nice Spiny Lobster that I would have grabbed if I’d only taken my snare.


      A nice chilled out Sunday.


      16 May 2011 Anse A L’Ane, Martinique


      We had another night of light winds with drizzle, so we had to keep the hatches closed for most of the time - very hot and sweaty. I’ve come up with a cunning plan to have a big piece of Sunbrella (canvas) zipped onto the bimini at night that will cover the hatch into the aft cabin. It should allow us to keep the hatches open in the rain and as an added bonus will act as a big wind scoop directing air into the hatch - another job for Glenys.


      I’m still doing exercises every morning and reached 60 press-ups today (3 * 20). I think that it’s making a difference to my beer belly. However, I’ve had to stop doing pull-ups because I’ve pulled a muscle in my left forearm.


      We caught the ferry from Anse A L’Ane to Fort de France and wandered around the town. The first stop was the tourist office to get a street map - typical of the French, the tourist office is very difficult to find and the door is shut, so it looks closed. After we had our map, it only took ten minutes of walking around before it became apparent that Glenys wanted to go into clothes shops and I obviously didn’t, so we split up for a couple of hours - this is probably the longest we’ve been apart for the last six weeks.


      I wandered aimlessly for an hour, before going to the chandlers and filling in the forms to clear out of Martinique tomorrow. I then went and sat in the park and read a book for half an hour. I met Glenys at midday who had only managed to buy one (lime green) dress. We went to KFC for lunch as most of the other places were doing “Plat de Jour” menus which we thought were too large.


      We were back on the boat at two o’clock and went snorkelling by the Iles a Ramirs again. Glenys spotted another lobster, so I practised snaring it. I caught it on the third attempt, but it was only about 12 inches long (and we are in a marine park), so I let it go.


      17 May 2011 Anse A L’Ane to Rodney Bay, St Lucia


      It was another hot night, so we got up early and started to get ready to go to St Lucia. We left at eight o’clock and motored down the west coast, starting to sail once we had cleared the lee of the island. There were some nasty looking squalls to windward, but the rain stayed over the land and only gave us some strong 20+ knot winds for 15 minutes or so.


      The trip was varied with periods of very light winds and stronger when there were squalls close. Fortunately, we didn’t get rained on at all. I messed up the navigation a little bit, heading a bit too far upwind, but this gave us a very pleasant reach along the north west coast of St Lucia into Rodney Bay.


      We anchored at four o’clock and dived overboard to cool down – I’d caught the sun because I’d spent at least 30 minutes re-rigging our fishing line in the beating sun.


      It was a beautiful moonlit evening, very calm with twinkling reflections on the water from the hotels and the full moon.


      18 May 2011 Rodney Bay, St Lucia


      It was a very pleasant night with wind coming down the hatch – I actually felt cold when I woke up. We went into the marina where I checked into customs, while Glenys took a huge bag of dirty washing to the laundry. Then we had the obligatory stroll around the chandlers, the hardware store and the supermarket. Glenys went to the bank and withdrew some money on a credit card – our debit cards have been blocked for some reason.


      Back on the boat, we rang our bank and found out that they have blocked our Debit cards because we changed our bank account type. No, they can’t reactivate them, instead they arranged to send some new Debit cards to Gareth’s address and hopefully they will arrive in time for Mike to pick them up and bring them out to us.


      I took the engine control panel off, to try to fix the hour meter on the tachometer. There are a lot of wires and I couldn’t see anything obvious. Now that we’ve got an Internet connection again, I “goggled” the problem and found out that it’s very common that the LCD display is intermittent – something to do with moisture – what a rubbish design. I fiddled about for three hours and couldn’t get it working.


      I did some Internet research on arches for the stern – I found some photos of a nice looking one on a Hallberg Rassey 46, so I think that will be the basis for my design. I emailed the owner of the boat and asked a few questions about how it was made and fitted.


      Later on in the afternoon, I went into the marina to pick up the laundry, but they were closed. So I went to the chandlers and, after a lot of prevaricating, bought a new trolling rod and reel. I also HAD to buy some fishing line, a few hooks, swivels and a nice little tackle box. So far “The Cruisers Handbook of Fishing” has cost us £320 in fishing gear…


      19 May 2011 Rodney Bay, St Lucia


      Another pleasant night, but it rained quite hard in the early morning. A check of the weather forecast showed that there is a Tropical Wave passing over us, heading west. In a gap between the showers, we went into pick up the laundry and I bought a rod holder for my new rod - make that £330 in fishing tackle.


      I ran an electrical cable from the fuse box to the cockpit locker to power the dive compressor. This was only 10 metres of cable, but it took me three hours of cursing and sweating to get it in place. When Mike brings out the electrical bits, we’ll finally be able to get the compressor working.


      Glenys bought some grommets from the hardware store, so was able to finish off the small side panels that fit to the bimini, which should help keep the cockpit dry when it rains.


      I played about with my new fishing rod, loaded the line and made a bimini twist, which is a cool way of doubling the line at the end to strengthen it for all the huge fish that I’m going to catch.


      I managed to get Skype set up and had a video call with my mum – she was very excited about it. The video quality is not very good because of the poor Internet connection we get, but it’s motivated me to set up more Skype “friends” – it’s free.


      20 May 2011 Rodney Bay, St Lucia


      We had an abrupt start to the day when I heard a humming sound as I got out of bed. A short investigation led me to the fresh water supply pump which was running continuously. That led me to the conclusion that we had no fresh water left in our tanks. So where had it gone? I checked the bilges – no water in there. I checked under the sinks for signs of a leak – none. I checked the connections in the lazarette for the shower at the back of the boat – not that. Then I found that the dodgy valve on the water-maker had been pushed past its 90 degree position and was therefore slightly open - I guessed that it had been dumping all of our fresh water slowly overboard for the last two days.


      We ran the generator and water-maker for three hours to fill the water tanks again and then I changed the valve – I bought one five weeks ago back in Grenada, but I couldn’t motivate myself to change it before now. The fitting of the valve was OK, but I ended up with air in the water-maker system and it took me ages to get rid of the air.


      I did a few more little jobs and started the design of the “Alba Arch” – a very complicated thing to draw.


      We’re going to go to Soufriere tomorrow, so we went into the marina and paid for a “Permit to Moor” from the customs which allows us to moor outside a port of entry – very strange concept and very confusing.


      After going to the supermarket, we called in on “Hurah”, a Hallberg Rassey 43, and chatted to David and Angie (Brits)


      21 May 2011 Rodney Bay to Anse Cochon, St Lucia


      We intermittently motored and sailed in the fluky winds down the west coast of St Lucia to the Pitons area. After refusing an offer from a rather aggressive boat boy to tie us up to a mooring for $20EC, we pickup up a mooring next to the ”Bat Caves” near the Hummingbird Restaurant. It was incredibly rolly with a swell coming all the way across the bay. The moorings are very close to the shore and it was very worrying to hear the waves crashing onto the rocks just behind us.


      After lunch, I swam ashore with a rope on a fender and tied up to a tree to bring the bow into the swell. The motion was much better. We went for a snorkel, looked back at our pitching, rolling boat and the crashing waves and decided that we couldn’t stay there. All of the other mooring places in the Pitons area looked just as rolly, if not worse, so we motored back up the coast to Anse Cochon.


      Anse Cochon is a lovely little bay with a small hotel and an idyllic beach with palm trees. All of the moorings had been taken so we anchored. We went snorkelling which was good, but unfortunately, I received a really bad sting on my left arm from a jelly fish – like an electric shock. I quickly swam back to the dinghy where we have a small bottle of vinegar to counteract the effects of the stinging cells, but unfortunately it was empty… The only thing to do was to pee in the bottle and pour that over my arm – not very pleasant but the urea in urine works just as well as vinegar.


      We bought two snappers from a local fisherman for $30EC, which was probably overpriced, but they cleaned them for us and were very pleasant. So we had barbequed Snapper, couscous and plantains for dinner.


      22 May 2011 Anse Cochon to Malgretout, St Lucia


      I did my usual check on the engine before leaving Anse Cochon to go back to the Pitons. The sump beneath the engine had over 4 pints of water in it. I’ve been trying to track down why I get small amounts of water in the engine sump, but this amount was very excessive. I checked all of the hoses on the engine and couldn’t see anything. I ran the engine for half an hour – nothing. We motored for an hour down to the Pitons and I kept checking every ten minutes – nothing. It’s a total mystery.


      I changed the lure on my new fishing rod and trolled a small bright squid, but no fish…


      We picked up a mooring off Harmony Beach Restaurant, which is directly below the Petit Piton and went ashore. The owner of the restaurant is called Benny – he’s a really nice guy and very helpful. We asked about climbing the Pitons and it turns out that the Grand Piton (2619 ft) is a hike which spirals around the mountain, but has no view from the top because it’s all in trees. The Petit Piton (2460 ft) is steeper and has a great view from the top. We asked Benny to arrange a guide to take us up the Petit Piton tomorrow.


      After lunch at the restaurant, we went snorkelling – it was pretty good straight off the boat, but we are still getting stings from tiny jellyfish. Three noisy, party catamarans arrived at two o’clock, anchored next to each other by the beach and played loud music. The noise of three different pieces of music blaring away at the same time was surreal. Fortunately, they only stayed for a couple of hours and peace returned to the isolated beach.


      We dug out our walking shoes, water containers and packed our rucksacks before going to bed early in preparation for the hike up the Petit Piton tomorrow – I’m so excited…


      23 May 2011 Malgretout, St Lucia


      We landed on the beach at half past six and met our guide, Edgar, who didn’t look too pleased to be up this early – he told me later that he’d been having a little “smoke” and watching a movie until midnight.


      Edgar led us up the road towards the Gros Piton for about ½ mile before stepping over a chain and across a piece of land with cars parked on it. Ten seconds later, the owner of the land appeared and started to shout at Edgar in Patois. They had a stand-off argument for about two minutes before there was a lot of shrugging and we carried on. It turned out that Jaih owns the land leading up to the path and normally the guides have to pay $20EC per person to get access. However, Jaih is Benny’s brother, so Edgar told him to sort it out with Benny. The problem is that Benny never pays Jaih …


      The route up to the summit is brutal. It is a path of sorts, but it is more like a scramble (45 – 70 degree slope.) Glenys was really struggling with the heat and the steepness of it all. After an hour, I was avoiding eye contact with her because she looked like she was going to give up. Anyway, we managed to have frequent rest stops and she made it to the col which is about ¾ of the way up. The last bit is even steeper, with small sections of real scrambling on rock, but they’ve put ropes in the difficult places.


      We made it to the top by quarter past nine and what a fantastic view it is. We had a quick bite to eat, took the summit shots and headed back down. The path is treacherous with lots of loose stones and dirt. About half way down, I slipped and crashed down onto a sharp rock, badly bruising my right thigh. That made it even more difficult as it hurt when I bent my right leg, which you do a lot when descending. We arrived back at the Restaurant at half past eleven. I was tired, but Glenys looked exhausted. She dumped her shoes and rucksack and staggered down to wade into the sea to cool down. We sat and chatted to Benny and Edgar for half an hour while having a cold coke and retired to our boat to collapse.


      It was a very hot, sunny day with hardly a breath of wind and we tried to sleep in the cockpit, but it was hot even in the shade of our bimini. We tried jumping in the sea, but the current had brought lots of seaweed and jellyfish into the bay. The jellyfish seem to live under the seaweed – perhaps there are small fish lurking in the protection of the seaweed. I gave up swimming after being in the water for one minute before receiving a sting on my top lip.


      We suffered until the early evening when the sun started to disappear and a light breeze struck up. I tried fishing on the seabed beneath the boat with two hooks baited with salted needle fish, but had no success. Frozen Flying Fish tortillas for dinner – I’m a failure as a fisherman.


      24 May 2011 Malgretout to Anse Cochon, St Lucia


      We dragged ourselves out of bed at seven o’clock, had breakfast and decided to move on somewhere. Before we left, I tried to catch some Rainbow Runners that were lurking around our boat. I tried an artificial worm lure which they swam straight at, but then veered off when they got close. An artificial, swimming fish lure had the same effect – they obviously have good eyesight, so I’m going to have to be more cunning.


      We picked up a mooring at the Bat Caves again and had a snorkel, before going around to Anse Chastanet for lunch. The snorkelling there is very good. We then motored up to Anse Cochon and picked up a mooring. It was mayhem with three party catamarans, a dive boat and a couple of snorkelling boats in the bay. There were pirogues and power boats zipping past taking tourists back to their hotels and a cruise ship. However, by four o’clock they had all gone and peace returned to the lovely bay.


      After motoring for three hours in the past three days, there is only a tiny bit of water in the engine sump – about an egg cup full. I suspect that this tiny bit is coming from the stern gland, which is not a problem. So where is the mystery water coming from?


      We ran out of beer this evening – we need to go shopping now.


      25 May 2011 Anse Cochon to Rodney Bay, St Lucia


      Today was a day controlled by external influences. By half past nine, the boat boys were getting ready for the influx of party boats, then a dive boat arrived and picked up a small mooring 20 feet in front of us - we decided that it was time to go.


      We motored around to Anse La Raye, to buy some food and beer. The Doyle Pilot Guide describes as a “picturesque fishing village” - it’s actually a very run down little town, with lots of stalls next to the bay selling t-shirts and tourist rubbish. There appears to be a constant stream of tour buses depositing the tourists on the street for a short wander around before whisking them off somewhere else. We were begged for money as soon as we stepped off the dock.


      Twenty minutes later, we had seen enough, found the local “super market” – a very small shop with hardly anything, and discovered that there wasn’t any fish for sale apart from some small mackerel-type fish that looked very bony. Disappointed, we returned to the boat with a single packet of breakfast cereal and pulled up the anchor.


      We decided to go back to Rodney Bay. On the way, we poked our nose into Marigot Bay and had a quick look. It hasn’t changed much, apart from the inner harbour which now is covered with moorings which apparently cost £30US per night. We motored out and ran away.


      We picked up some wind outside Marigot, so we started to sail. For some reason I decided to look at the engine sump and to my great surprise, there was now five pints of water sloshing about. I’d checked it before we left Anse Cochon and there was only an egg cup full - we’d motored for less than two hours. The only thing that I can think of is that we’ve heeled over as we’ve been sailing – perhaps the water is coming from the sump under the generator when we heel over? I used a sponge to get the water out of the sump and we didn’t take on any more water all the way to Rodney Bay.


      Just as I finished messing about in the engine, Glenys shouted that we’d got a fish. I scurried up on deck, gave a couple of big tugs on the rod to set the hook and asked Glenys to slow the boat down by heaving-to. I reeled the small barracuda in, gutted it and put it in the fridge ready for dinner. My new rod is no longer a virgin.


      Sailing into Rodney Bay was like coming home – a huge anchorage with plenty of space and, best of all, a nice, cooling breeze. We went into the marina to buy some food and beer.


      26 May 2011 Rodney Bay, St Lucia


      In the morning, I decided to inspect the generator to see if I could see any water leaks. I tightened various circlips on hoses and ran the generator for an hour, but couldn’t see any leaks or accumulated water.


      At eleven o’clock, we caught a bus into Castries. It was hot and sweaty and our first mission was to find somewhere to eat. There are lots of KFC, Subway and Pizza places, but we struggled to find anywhere selling local food that wasn’t a real dive. There’s a small mall where the tourists from the cruise ships land and they had a restaurant but it was very clinical and expensive. We eventually found a small place called the “Balcony Restaurant” on the edge of the main square where we had a great meal for $18EC including a drink.


      We wandered aimlessly about town, bought a few t-shirts and some bits and pieces from hardware stores, before heading back to the boat for a welcome swim. We spent the rest of the afternoon pottering about on the boat.


      27 May 2011 Rodney Bay, St Lucia


      It was a hot, airless night. I was bitten by a mosquito several times on my lower legs, so I was stomping about at one o’clock, putting up mosquito netting, turning on the mosquito killers and rubbing antihistamine cream on my bites. I didn’t sleep well.


      Glenys zipped off in the dinghy to go to the shopping mall, leaving me alone to potter about doing a few jobs. I moved our 45lb CQR anchor into the anchor locker and set it all up. I’m going to sell the 35lb CQR anchor and buy a lightweight Fortress anchor to use as a kedge. I inspected and had a play around with the spinnaker pole. I had another look at the engine compartment for water leaks – still nothing found.


      In the afternoon, we motored over to Pigeon Island for a couple of nights for a change of scenery and to avoid the Friday and Saturday night “jump-ups” which are deafening over by the Yacht Club.


      28 May 2011 Rodney Bay, St Lucia


      It felt like a Sunday today, so I couldn’t motivate myself to do anything – we just lurked about until eleven o’clock and then went for a walk on Pigeon Island. This used to be a British Naval base with a fort to protect the British fleet in Rodney Bay. It is now a national park and the ruins of the buildings are being preserved. The grounds are beautifully manicured.


      We walked up to the top of the hill – not as tough as the Petit Piton. The rest of the afternoon was spent reading and snorkelling.


      29 May 2011 Rodney Bay, St Lucia


      It was really Sunday today and some friends, Mike & Rona, came to visit us for the day – they’re on holiday in an all-inclusive resort near Castries. They live near Gareth and have brought a few things over from the UK - my jigsaw, some electrical bits for the dive compressor and our mail.


      We had a cracking sail down the west coast of St Lucia, had a stare at the Pitons and picked up a mooring in Anse Chastanet for lunch. They brought us a bottle of Champagne so we had that with lunch – very decadent. On the way back, we motored into Marigot Bay and then had a good sail back to Rodney Bay arriving just before six o’clock – a very nice day out.


      30 May 2011 Rodney Bay, St Lucia


      We opened the mail which Mike had brought out and I decided that, while I have a good Internet connection, I should have an administration day. I spent all day slaving over a hot computer sorting out our investments so that they now will earn interest and income rather than grow in value. Hopefully we will be able to bring in enough income to not whittle away our cash too fast. It’s quite bizarre having no monthly pay going into our bank account - we now have to make our savings last until we die.


      Glenys pottered about reading the newspapers that Mike had brought out and generally chilling out. We didn’t even put the dinghy in the water.


      31 May 2011 Rodney Bay, St Lucia


      It was pretty grotty first thing this morning with heavy rain showers. We were going to sail down to Bequia tomorrow, but the forecast is for the winds to be strong with showers, so we’re waiting another day and will sail down on Thursday when it should be nice and sunny.


      The weather brightened up as the morning progressed, so we decided to go out for a walk. As soon as we were ready to get into the dinghy, a dive boat approached us with Mike hanging off the front. After a brief discussion with him, we agreed to meet Rona and him at one o’clock and go for a walk with them.


      We had three hours to kill, so we decided to walk to Anse En Bas beach on the windward side of the island. It took us about an hour to get there. It’s quite a pretty place with dark sand. There were a lot of groups of horse riders on the beach – a popular tourist trip by the looks of it. We walked back to Rodney Bay with a slight detour into Gros Islet to have a look – a bit rough. There was just enough time for a quick lunch in a café in the marina before Mike and Rona turned up.


      We took them back to the boat and motored to Pigeon Island, where we went to the National Park and walked up the peaks again with them - a pleasant afternoon.
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      1 June 2011 Rodney Bay to The Pitons, St Lucia


      We cleared out of St Lucia, bought a few bits and pieces in the hardware shop and sailed down to the Pitons where we picked up a mooring in between the two Pitons - a very dramatic anchorage. The wind really shrieks down from the hills in huge gusts.


      I’ve finally figured out where the water in the engine sump is coming from. When we’re motor-sailing in nil winds, there is a slight drip coming from the propeller shaft seal. As soon as the wind picks up and we are motor-sailing at more than six knots there’s a spray of water coming out of the propeller shaft seal. We avoided motor sailing once I discovered this and we took on very little water during the trip.


      I managed to pick up an Internet connection and spent an hour researching the PSS propeller shaft seal and any known problems. There is supposed to be no water coming from the seal, so either the engine is out of alignment causing a lot of side movement in the seal faces or the seal isn’t compressed enough.


      We had an early night ready for an early start.


      2 June 2011 St Lucia to Admiralty Bay, Bequia


      We got up at five o’clock and dropped the mooring at twenty past five. There was no wind at all for the first hour, until we cleared the lee of the island. We then had 15-20 knots about 60 degrees up-wind – it was a fabulous, (if boisterous) sail until we arrived in the lee of St Vincent at about midday.


      We motored up the coast, and then sailed across to Bequia in good winds and flat seas. We anchored off Princess Margaret beach at about half past four and collapsed.


      3 June 2011 Admiralty Bay, Bequia


      First thing in the morning, we cleared into customs. They asked me when I had arrived, to which I gave a little white lie, “Last night at about half past six” – I knew that they were open until six o’clock and they get a bit crinkly if you don’t check in as soon as possible.


      The British guy behind me didn’t play the “game”; instead he told them that he had arrived at four o’clock yesterday. When asked why he hadn’t checked in yesterday, he started to quote international law, stating that he had raised the yellow Q flag and by rights they should have come out to his yacht! I thought that the customs guy was going to drag him across the counter and lock him up, but he simply said that he was giving him a verbal warning and would fine him next time. The Brit didn’t like this at all and had another rant stating that he was never going to come to their country again. I sloped off leaving them to it.


      I arranged for the Sam the refrigerator man to come and sort out the freezer again on Monday and then we did some serious shopping. I bought two dive tanks, Glenys bought some canvas to make an “Ober-windscoop”, I bought an 8 foot by 4 foot sheet of marine ply and we bought a case of “Stag” beer. It was a very heavily loaded dinghy that we took back to the boat.


      After lunch, I started the generator, started the water maker and then set about cutting up the plywood with my jigsaw. After about fifteen minutes, I popped down below to check on the watermaker and noticed that there seemed to be a bit of smoke below. The generator control panel wasn’t showing any alarm signals, but I could see smoke coming from the cockpit locker (which is linked to the engine room.) I quickly shut down the watermaker and turned off the generator. I tentatively opened the engine room door to be greeted by billowing smoke!


      We left the engine room door open and opened the cockpit locker to let out the smoke. Thinking it through, I thought that the generator had overheated because I was running the water maker, the battery charger and the jigsaw. I decided to leave the generator to cool down and hoped that I hadn’t done irreparable damage.


      Switching on the inverter, I continued to saw up the plywood. I cut one piece to fill in the space in our bed to turn it from two single berths to one huge king sized bed. I also made a frame to fit into the washboard to hold mosquito netting to keep the pesky little blighters out at night and still give us ventilation in the saloon. It was about four o’clock by the time that I’d finished sanding the bits and tidied up. Glenys stained the bed infill and the mosquito screen.


      By now, the generator had cooled down a bit, so I had a look at it. I read the manual which stated that “the generator cannot be damaged by overloading” – it will simply stop generating electricity. That was a relief. I started the generator and saw that the smoke was coming from somewhere behind the engine. Further investigation led me to the exhaust outlet which had a broken circlip. I replaced the circlip and started the generator again – just the same. I then saw that there was a ¼ inch hole in the exhaust outlet casting – bugger! It was getting late so I gave up for the day.


      We’ve decided that we need to be sociable, so Glenys went over to “Life of Reilly” to say hello (to Alan & Lisbet) and invited them over for a beer - we’d met them in Prickly Bay about two months ago. They were our first guests aboard Alba after living on board for two months – we had a good time.


      4 June 2011 Admiralty Bay, Bequia


      I was up at quarter to seven, working out the best plan to repair the hole in the exhaust fitting. After some research on the internet, I decided that welding the casting was not going to work and that I should attempt a repair with some Marine-Tex, which is an epoxy putty designed for emergency repairs. I cleaned the area around the hole with coarse sandpaper and filled the hole. It will take 24 hours to set hard, so I won’t know if it has worked until tomorrow.


      While I was messing about in the engine room, I adjusted the propeller shaft seal to make the two bearing surfaces push together harder. I only moved one bearing about ¼ inch along the propeller shaft, but it was it was a mission having to contort myself over and around the engine.


      It was a very hot afternoon with small puffs of wind that seemed to come from any direction, which made the boat swirl around making it hard to hide from the sun. Glenys was having a hard time keeping cool especially after she jumped in the water and got stung by a jelly fish again.


      The evening was no better, with no breeze and still hot below. While cooking dinner, Glenys finally cracked up and burst into tears of frustration at sweating all the time. We discussed sailing to more temperate latitudes over dinner, and we think that we’ll spend this summer and winter in the West Indies and then head up towards the east coast of the USA for next summer.


      Just before bed, I heard a shoal of fish jumping around our boat and managed to catch a small Jack with my spinning rod.


      5 June 2011 Admiralty Bay, Bequia


      It was my fifty-fifth birthday today. My main present was the fishing rod that I bought myself a couple of weeks ago, but Glenys also gave me a “Billy” – a small baseball bat for whacking fish over the head.


      We went for a hike up to the top of Peggy’s Rock, which is the highest point on Bequia. It took us 45 minutes to walk to the Whaling Museum where the path starts and then 30 minutes to walk up to the top. It’s a nice walk up a ridge, with a faint path in places, but a well-worn path up through trees in other places. It’s especially pretty near the top with lots of Yucca plants along the route. The view of Bequia from the summit is well worth the walk up. We walked back down the same way and back to the boat to have a cooling swim and change for lunch.


      When we got back to the boat, I ran the generator for 45 minutes and my “bodge” job on the exhaust seems to have worked, which is a relief.


      We went to “De Reef” restaurant on Lower Bay and had lunch with a few beers that turned into a lot of beers as we chilled out and listened to a live Blues band playing. We got talking to John and Bobby from “Notre Vie” who are heading down to Grenada, so we’ll see them around over the next few months.


      Back on the boat we had barbequed Jack for dinner and a bottle of wine. It was a very nice birthday.


      6 June 2011 Admiralty Bay, Bequia


      I mooched about in the morning and organised the shipment of a replacement exhaust manifold from Fischer Panda in the UK (£130 + £65 carriage). I’m having it delivered to Erica’s Marine Services in Union Island because it will take between 3-5 days to get here. We are planning to be in the Grenadines for a couple of weeks and we’ll be able to leave Bequia whenever we want to. I hate the idea of being trapped here waiting for a delivery (even though Bequia is lovely.)


      I picked up Sam, the refrigeration man, at half past ten and he was on-board for five hours. He removed the two high pressure connectors from the compressor and then soldered the pipes with permanent joints. He has the job of Reilly because he then sat around for four hours waiting for the system to charge with Freon and pull down to working temperature.


      When he’d declared the job done, I asked him how much I owed him and he said just to give him whatever I thought was fair. I gave him $200EC (£50) which he seemed happy enough with. He’s a nice guy who obviously wanted to get the job right after charging me the full rate last time. While I was taking him back to the GYE dock, I suggested that he ought to put an advert in the Doyle Guide because it would give him more credibility – he thought that it was a good idea.


      By the time I’d got back to the boat, it was four o’clock, so I just tidied up and then messed about creating an advert for Sam including a photo that I’d taken of him when he was working on our fridge. Glenys managed to finished Stage 1 of the Ober-windscoop - it zips onto the back of the bimini and reaches down past the aft cabin hatch. The idea is that it will scoop wind into the hatch as well as preventing rain going down the hatch – it’s a real nuisance having to keep getting up in the middle of the night to close the hatch.


      7 June 2011 Admiralty Bay, Bequia


      It rained really heavily early in the morning and the Ober-windscoop did its job until the boat veered and the rain came in sideways. We now need to design some side panels to stop that happening.


      I had a great morning and managed to complete the wiring for the dive compressor and actually got it to start. I filled the two dive tanks that we bought last week - it took about 50 minutes to fill two dive tanks completely, so hopefully a normal fill with 50 bar left in the tanks will only take 40 minutes. It is however, very noisy – I won’t be the most popular person in the anchorage when I run it. We can now go diving at last, but unfortunately it was a grim, rainy day with constant heavy rain showers which is not the best conditions to go diving.


      One of the nice things about being on a boat in the Tropics is that we only have to wear shoes when we go ashore. One disadvantage of this is that it is very easy to stub the odd toe. In order to get the compressor working, I had to empty the cockpit locker, so there was stuff everywhere and while trying to scramble out of the cockpit, I managed to kick the edge of a hatch with my little toe – hurts like mad.


      We went into town and picked up our gas tank and a few other bits and pieces (and a case of beer). I gave Sam the advert that I made yesterday – he was very pleased with it. We couldn’t get any cash out of the bank because the system was down. None of the shops could process credit cards either, so we only have $80EC of cash left.


      8 June 2011 Admiralty Bay, Bequia


      We woke to bright sunshine today. The batteries were pretty low this morning so we ran the generator for a couple of hours – the patch job on the exhaust manifold seems to be holding fine.


      Glenys did a bit of sewing while I got out all the dive gear and checked it out. We went for a dive on The Devil’s Table – a reef at the entrance to the bay. I was very nervous as this was the first dive that we have done on our own for fifteen years. There was a strong current, so we went up current for twenty minutes and drifted back. Very nice reef with lots of fish life – spotted a couple of nice lobster.


      In the afternoon, I zipped into town to get some cash and some petrol for the dinghy and then fixed the dive compressor into its permanent position in the cockpit locker. I filled the two tanks ready for the next dive. Glenys put one side panel onto the Ober-windscoop which I think will keep out the rain.


      9 June 2011 Bequia to Little Bay, Canouan


      We decided to leave Bequia today, so we went into town to do some last minute shopping before going to the more isolated anchorages in the Grenadines. As we arrived at the dinghy dock, some locals were just pulling a seine net onto the beach. We had a look at the small herring-type fish that they had caught and Glenys bought a big bag for $5EC.


      The back toilet is starting to lose suction and I think that it’s on the way out, so I bought a spares kit for £60! I bought another dive belt and some weights and, on an impulse, bought a four foot gaff to help me land those big fish. I’m now up to £380 for fishing tackle. Glenys bought some food and more Sunbrella to make some side flaps for the bimini – we’re determined to be able to keep rain (and sun) out of the cockpit.


      We had a cracking sail down to Canouan - hard on the wind (again!), but only 15 knot winds and flat seas. There was a lot of Sargassum seaweed in the water, which was a nuisance because I had to keep pulling in the fishing lure when we snagged some with the hook. The effort paid off because eventually we caught a nice 6lb Dorado. Glenys hove-to while I played the fish – it fought well, leaping out of the water a few times, but I pulled it alongside and used my new gaff to lift it on deck. A quick smack with my new “Billy”, a few stabs with an ice pick into its brain and we had our first Dorado. What a magnificent fish – all blues, yellows and silver.


      Unfortunately, I’m not very good at killing fish; I can’t seem to find where its brain is. This results in the fish thrashing about and copious amounts of blood being splashed about, which takes ages to clean up. Also, while gaffing the Dorado today, I managed to lose my reading glasses over the side (which I had foolishly left hanging around my neck.) Make that £420 for fishing tackle…


      We anchored in Little Bay, just off the beach in about six metres of water over sand. This is a very pretty place with no-one else - we can see the main anchorage (packed with yachts) about a mile away. I cut the Dorado into steaks and fillets, while Glenys gutted the herrings ready to barbeque them. We had a quick snorkel (which was very good) and our day was gone.


      As night fell, we started to swirl around on the anchor as big gusts of wind hit us. We are anchored about 50 metres from the reef and the beach. While it is a lovely anchorage in the sunshine, and it’s nice to be alone for once, it’s a bit worrying in the dark with the sound of waves breaking gently on the reef behind us.


      10 June 2011 Little Bay to Charlestown Bay, Canouan


      We didn’t drag onto the reef last night, but we did swirl around in the current making it a very hot sweaty night.


      We did a few jobs in the morning. I was so annoyed by the hot, sweaty night that I installed a fan above my bed which, in true boat fashion, was a drawn out affair involving the removal of the mirror in the aft heads to run the wiring. Glenys sewed the other side flap to the Ober-windscoop and added a panel to attach the hatch with bungee cord – it looks good.


      Later in the morning, we went diving. We took the dinghy north up the coast and dropped the anchor just past the second small bay. It was a nice dive. There was a small one knot current going north, so we drifted for twenty minutes and then swam back. We saw a big “Spotted Eagle Ray” which naturally swam away as soon as it saw us – I managed to get one reasonable photo of it.


      Back on Alba, we had pan-fried Dorado sandwiches for lunch and filled the dive tanks. There were some big gusts coming done from the island and I’m pretty sure that our anchor was dragging slightly in the hard sand, so we went into the main anchorage for the night.


      There was a huge shoal of Southern Sennet swirling around our boat as we anchored, so we went snorkelling to investigate. They were very bunched together and, after a while, we saw the reason why – a big four foot Barracuda was slowly circling the shoal no doubt looking to pounce on any stragglers.


      We had “Dorado in a Creamy Mustard Sauce” for dinner.


      11 June 2011 Charlestown Bay, Canouan


      We decided to go for a walk to see if we could get up the highest peak on the island. We first walked down to Friendship Bay (because I went the wrong way) and then climbed back up the road to the Atlantic side of the island – very impressive reefs. There must be a lot of tortoises on the island because we spotted four on our walk.


      The road eventually petered out into a dirt surface and we came across a locked gate barring our path. We knew that this end of the island is owned by a company running a luxury resort, but the guide book said that you can sometimes get permission to go walking. We could see a small guard house about 200 yards past the gate, so we clambered around the side of the gate and walked up to the security guard – who was asleep. I gently woke him up and he said that we should walk around the road to see the supervisor who may allow us in.


      We came across another guy near a small hut and asked him if we could walk up the hill and he said that if we could find our way then no problem. We continued along the road with a fine view of the resort. There’s a lot of construction work being done on one fantastic beach and the rest looks like Disney World with a beautifully manicured golf course as the centre piece.


      As we started to walk down into the resort, the Security Manager drew up beside us in a golf buggy and asked us pleasantly who we were and what we were doing. We were in scruffy hiking clothes with small rucksacks, so I guess that we stood out as being different to their normal guests. We told him that we were going for a walk to the top of the hill. He told us that wasn’t possible as this was a private resort. There were very sinister undertones to what he said to us - such a mentioning a 12 bore shot gun with rock salt if he had seen us going around the gate. Basically, he escorted us off the premises. I was slightly outraged (even though we were trespassing) and I now think that the place is more like “The Village” from “The Prisoner “than Disney World.


      We chilled out in the afternoon and went to “Foggy Mountain” for a drink with Jeff and Pam.


      12 June 2011 Canouan to Saline Bay, Mayreau


      We dodged a few squalls and had a great reach to Mayreau. Before leaving, I made up a trolling lure from a herring that I had salted. Just outside Salt Whistle Bay, I got a bite from a big fish. The line quickly whizzed off the reel so I grabbed the rod and gave it a couple of quick tugs. Unfortunately the fish got away – taking my herring with it. I’m guessing that it was a big Barracuda because we were only in 10 metres of water.


      We anchored in Saline Bay with “Foggy Mountain” and another yacht. This is such a great anchorage – steady winds and a beautiful beach. I don’t know why people bother to anchor in Salt Whistle Bay which is always very crowded. We went snorkelling on the Wreck of the Purina, which is a world war two gunboat just outside the bay in about 10-15 metres of water. We dived on this 15 years ago, but now it is within the Marine Park and all diving has to be with a local dive centre. There was no current and the water was clear so we had a great time free-diving down to the wreck.


      We chilled out after our Dorado sandwich for lunch and then went snorkelling with “Foggy Mountain”, which was shallow but we saw lots of small lobster.


      We had “Foggy Mountain” and Krista and Bill from “Secoudon” around for drinks – started at six o’clock and finished at half past nine, lubricated by the bottle of rum that Krista brought.


      13 June 2011 Saline Bay, Mayreau


      I felt a bit “dull” this morning, mostly due to Krista’s rum which seemed to magically appear in my glass last night.


      We went for walk across the island to the windward side and along a nice deserted beach. The beach eventually petered out and we picked up a small, partially overgrown track that continued along the coast line. We came across several small isolated beaches with magnificent views of the Tobago Cays and the turquoise waters over reefs. After an hour, we arrived at Salt Whistle Bay which is a pretty little bay, but packed with yachts. We walked up the hill back to the main village and got drenched by a big squall that caught us out.


      We lounged about in the afternoon because it was too hot to do anything.


      14 June 2011 Saline Bay, Mayreau


      There’s a strong Tropical Wave moving through the area, so we decided to stay here for another day. Our aft toilet has been getting harder and harder to pump out, so I stripped it down and replaced all of the seals and moving parts. Not the nicest job in the world, but at least we haven’t been using it for any “heavy” work for the last week, so it was relatively clear. It works a treat now.


      Glenys spent the day sewing - making a slight modification to the ober-windscoop and making a fitted bed sheet.


      I’m glad that we stayed because some serious squalls hit us in the afternoon – 30 knot winds and heavy rain. It was a pain to keep having to open and close hatches as each squall went through – a hot, sticky, miserable afternoon.


      15 June 2011 Saline Bay, Mayreau


      We had another cool, breezy night. There was a short spell of rain, but the Ober-windscoop did it job and no rain came in through our hatch. Our anti-mosquito regime has also been working well – we’ve been putting the mosquito screen on the hatch in our cabin, putting the mosquito frame in the washboard and closed all other hatches. I’ve now gone a week without a single bite – touch wood…


      The weather forecast seem to indicate that the Tropical Wave has gone past us, but there was a lot of Cumulus cloud to the east of us in the morning, so we decided to stay put and go to Union tomorrow. I took advantage of the fast Internet connection and added some Google Earth pages to our web site while Glenys did some sewing.


      The afternoon was dreadful. We had a few rain showers and then at about three o’clock, the wind picked up to gale force. All the boats in the anchorage were veering about in the 40 knots gusts. We had to take down the Ober-windscoop in fear of it being ripped away. There was two hours of high winds and lashing rain as a front went through. White caps formed outside the bay and visibility dropped to about ¼ mile in the heavy rain. Quite a few yachts were caught out between the islands and limped into Saline Bay in the gusts, gratefully dropping anchor in the relatively calm bay.


      The wind dropped off in the evening and it was just a little bit rolly.


      16 June 2011 Saline Bay to Tobago Cays


      I checked out the weather and the Tropical Wave has now definitely gone past us. It’s Thursday today and there’s another Tropical Wave forecast to come through on Sunday, which should give us three days before we need to be somewhere protected. These Tropical Waves are troughs of low pressure that are generated in Africa and travel across the Atlantic Ocean. Some of them will form into cyclonic (rotating) systems and become Tropical Storms and then Hurricanes, so we need to keep an eye on them.


      We motored around to Clifton in Union Island to check if the exhaust manifold has arrived – not yet. We bought a load of groceries and then sailed around to the Tobago Cays. The wind speed was only 15-20 knots but there were a lot of waves due to the swell from yesterday’s squalls. I went and chatted to “Notre Vie” - John said that they recorded over 50 knots of wind yesterday afternoon.


      We snorkelled with the turtles and I took a good photograph of a smooth trunkfish – for some reason they seemed to be territorial and coming very close which is unusual.


      A few squalls went past us in the afternoon which increased the wind to 25 knots but nothing drastic. The sky looked clear when we went to bed.


      17 June 2011 Tobago Cays to Chatham Bay, Union Island


      It was a very restless night - we rocked and rolled all night. Big squalls kept coming through, which increased the wind to over 25 knots and brought heavy rain showers. I had to get up three times to close the hatch because the strong driving rain was getting past the Ober-windscoop. Most of the time it’s nice living on a yacht in paradise, but I don’t think that I’ve had an unbroken night’s sleep since we moved on board.


      We decided to go back to Saline Bay to get Internet access and then onto Clifton, Union Island. In Saline Bay, I picked up our email, looked at the weather forecast and checked out the delivery schedule for the exhaust manifold which said it was expected to be delivered two days ago. I rang Erika’s Yacht Services and found out that it has arrived. We were only in Saline Bay for 20 minutes.


      The anchorage in Clifton was pretty crowded and we had trouble anchoring on our first attempt, probably because it was broken coral on the sea bed. After motoring around for a while, we eventually anchored in 8 metres of water in the main fairway around the central reef – not a very nice place.


      We went in to town and found that our package was at customs in the airport, so we walked over there and were told that the person responsible for packages had gone to lunch. I went back an hour later and he still wasn’t there, so I just had to sit around and wait some more. It took 30 minutes for him to sort out the paperwork – half of which was spent trying to work out the product classification code for an exhaust manifold. The duty was only £10 – it didn’t seem to be worth the effort.


      I was back on the boat at three o’clock and we decided to go around to Chatham Bay, which was about an hour of nice down-wind sailing. Chatham Bay is lovely. There are only four boats in the huge bay and they are all spread out so everyone has their own space – fantastic.


      We seem to have spent the whole day running about, so we collapsed and chilled out for the rest of the day.


      18 June 2011 Chatham Bay, Union Island


      I had a much better night’s sleep – no rocking and rolling, just a few katabatic gusts. I only had to get up once when I thought that it was raining.


      I mooched about in the morning while Glenys took down bimini and sewed some new zips onto the sides to fit some side flaps to keep the sun and rain out of the cockpit. We went for a dive around Rapid Point which was good with nice coral.


      After lunch, the Tropical Wave arrived, bringing rain and strong winds all afternoon. As usual in this anchorage, the wind comes down from the hills in shrieking gusts and we were getting gusts of 30+ knots. As darkness fell, all of the boats in the anchorage were veering about in the gusts. We had dinner below and it was still howling and raining when we went to bed.


      It’s funny how much we now trust the anchor. We knew that it was well dug in and even though it was pitch black and howling, I soon fell asleep. I guess its fatalism. We’ve done all that we can, so there’s no point in worrying about what may happen – we’ll just sort it out when it does happen.


      19 June 2011 Chatham Bay, Union Island


      The Tropical Wave passed us during the night and the morning was bright and sunny. We went for a walk over to Ashton, which took an hour – it’s a pleasant little town. I took my phone with me and managed to get a NOAA weather forecast which says that the next Tropical Wave will be here on the 23rd.


      Our main objective was to walk up Mount Taboi, which at 1000 feet is the highest point on the island. After a little wandering about, we were shown the start of the trail up the mountain by a local lady – it was not very obvious and looked like a path to someone’s house.


      It took us an hour and a half to get to the top – the path petered out about two thirds of the way up and I took a couple of wrong routes. At one point, we ended up in the middle of huge patch of cacti getting scratched and pricked by huge thorns – Glenys was not amused. However, the view from the top is spectacular and it only took us 30 minutes to get back down to Ashton.


      There were no restaurants open because it is a Sunday, so we walked back to Chatham Bay and had a pork & rice in a beach bar. We were walking for over four hours, so the coca colas went down well.


      We stopped off and said hello to Steve and Lynn on “Celebration”. They said they were going to happy hour in a beach bar, so we joined them and met Chris and Anne from “Mr Mac”, and Rod and Mary from “Sheer Tenacity”. Potent rum punches were the only drinks available and I’m afraid that I had four of them. I was apparently very loud by the end of the session. We poured ourselves back onto the boat at eight o’clock and Glenys made her signature “quick” meal of “Huevos Rancheros” before we crashed out.


      20 June 2011 Chatham Bay, Union Island


      I had a bit of a hangover this morning (seems to be a Monday thing), but I forced myself to do my exercises for 30 minutes. Glenys got on with making some side flaps for the bimini then we went for a dive at the same place as Saturday – nice dive site.


      There’s a shoal of Bonito (small tuna) which have been active in the bay since we got here. The Bonito are chasing shoals of small bait fish and attacking them from below. This causes the bait fish to flee for the surface and the Bonito make spectacular leaps out of the water sometimes travelling 10 metres before crashing back into the water. In addition, the Sea-gulls, Boobies and Frigate Birds are all flying around attacking the bait fish from above.


      While Glenys was making lunch, I saw a shoal of bait fish jump out of the water close by our boat. This was shortly followed by chaos as the sea birds arrived and bonito started to splash around us. I rigged up a small lure on my casting rod and after only a couple of casts, hooked a Bonito. It’s only a light rod and reel, so the line whizzed out and it took me five minutes to land a nice four pound Bonito - great fun and dinner for two days.


      21 June 2011 Chatham Bay to Tyrell Bay, Carriacou


      We decided to move on today, so we first went back to Saline Bay to get an Internet connection to check the weather. It was a long hour motoring straight upwind into lumpy seas – we’ve decided that Alba sails better than she motors. The weather forecast says that the next Tropical Wave will arrive tomorrow night.


      We decided to go to Carriacou and possibly spend the night at Sandy Island which is a lovely little deserted island. We sailed across to Clifton in Union Island to check out of St Vincent & The Grenadines. It was blowing 25 knots and Glenys didn’t seem too happy. I went ashore and left Glenys on the boat.


      Forty minutes later, we pulled up the anchor heading for Carriacou. We motored out of the shelter of the reef into steep, five foot seas and turned into wind to put up the main sail. We hadn’t agreed a plan, so I ended up shouting at Glenys to do things, while struggling in the strong winds and seas. Glenys was trying not to motor into the reef and it was chaos. We eventually got the sail up and turned downwind.


      I then started shouting instructions to get the jib out. The seas were 6-8 feet by now with strong gusts of wind and the final straw was when I told Glenys off for letting the boat veer upwind in a strong gust - she shouted “Well do it yourself “ and I had to jump onto the steering wheel. She wasn’t happy – our first row…


      About fifteen minutes later, she had calmed down and we had a cracking, if boisterous sail down to Carriacou (with me steering.) We hit 7.9 knots while surfing down one wave. Half way across, the fishing reel screamed out and I hove-to before grabbing the rod. I didn’t “set” the hook and when I got the fish close to the surface, it jumped clear of the water and the hook came out of its mouth. A Barracuda – I think. It was difficult to manoeuvre with the big seas and strong winds, so Glenys vetoed me putting out another lure.


      We anchored in Hillsborough, had lunch and went ashore to clear into Carriacou. An hour later we had done the administration, bought some food and a case of beer. We pulled up the anchor and motored past Sandy Island – it was still blowing 20-25 knots and it’s a bit exposed, so we carried on to Tyrell Bay.


      There were lots of boats anchored so we chose a spot and dropped the anchor in a nice big patch of sand. I snorkelled down and the anchor was well dug in, but we were a little close to “Foggy Mountain” and another boat. I was too tired to bother to move, so we stayed there – done too much anchoring and moving about today.


      22 June 2011 Tyrell Bay, Carriacou


      We woke at half past six with strong 25-30 knot gusts and driving rain. I got out of bed, put the Ober-windscoop away and put up the spray hood. I went back to bed for an hour.


      The day was a series of squalls going through with rain and gusts of wind. All the boats were veering about which made us go closer to the other two boats. There was a bit of a lull at eleven o’clock, so we decided to re-anchor. We tried to anchor a couple of times in one spot, but both times we were dragging in loose sand and coral. After a parade around the anchorage for ten minutes in the 25-30 knot gusts, we finally managed to anchor in a sandy patch, next to “Sheer Tenacity”. We ended up a little bit close to “Mr Mac”, but after 40 minutes of messing about, I couldn’t be bothered to try again.


      We spend the rest of the day chilling out. I’ve started to teach myself the clarinet again, which is difficult because my lips are exhausted after five minutes. We went for a quick wander about on shore. It has changed a lot from fifteen years ago, but it is still very relaxed ashore.


      23 June 2011 Tyrell Bay, Carriacou


      We tried to get our laundry done, but lots of places are closed because it is a holiday – Corpus Christi.


      I talked to a French guy who does steel work and welding about my design for the Alba Arch. His workshop is actually a heavily modified trimaran which is moored close to the Yacht Club. He seems to know what he is doing and we had a long chat about various design points. I need to go back to the drawing board and alter the shape a little bit. He reckons that it will be considerably cheaper in aluminium because he wouldn’t have to polish it after welding. I’m not sure about aluminium – it will be a lot lighter, but all of the tubing will be thicker and I’m not sure if it will look better in stainless steel.


      We had lunch and then walked up to the top of the second highest hill on the island (Chapeau Carre 945 ft). We didn’t have anything to help us apart from a small map in the pilot book that seemed to indicate a path at the other side. We managed to find it OK and the view from the top was very good.


      In the evening, we treated ourselves and went out for a posh meal with “Mr Mac” and “Foggy Mountain”. The restaurant was called The Round House in a small village bizarrely called “Bogle”. It’s a totally round little building with round windows and the roof is supported by a carved tree – kind of like a hobbit house. The meal was very trendy – my fish was piled up on creamed potatoes and drizzled with sauce, etc, etc. It looks like the next Tropical Wave will be with us in four or five days’ time.


      24 June 2011 Tyrell Bay, Carriacou


      We dropped the laundry off and caught a bus to Hillsborough and then another to a small village at the North end of the island called “Windward”. The ride to Windward on the buses was colourful as usual. Coming from Tyrell Bay, we stopped while one guy got off and spent a few minutes talking to some guys on the side of the road while everyone else sweated in the bus waiting for him. In Hillsborough, we were treated to a tour of the town while we went to a store, so that an old lady could buy two big sacks of animal feed.


      On the way to Windward, we were jam-packed with people, but the driver still stopped and talked to two ladies who were waiting at the side of the road. We drove to the top of the hill, three people got out and the driver backed down the hill to pick up the two ladies. I reckon that the drivers know where everyone lives because the passenger just gives a subtle command like tapping twice on the window and the driver magically stops right in front of their house.


      “Windward” is supposed to be the centre of traditional boat building in Carriacou, but everything was shut up – probably because it is another holiday today. There isn’t anything else going on there so we went for a walk with the aim of walking up “High North”, which is the highest hill in Carriacou – only a foot higher than Chapeau Carre which we climbed yesterday.


      We found a small trail through mangroves to a nice beach (yawn!) and continued on a dirt road/track around the north of the island to Bogle. It was a very pleasant walk, but it was hot so we couldn’t be bothered to try to get up to the top of the hill. We stopped off at a rum shop in Bogle and had a nice cold coke before getting on a bus back to Hillsborough.


      We had roti in a bar in Hillsborough then went back to the boat and collapsed.


      25 June 2011 Tyrell Bay, Carriacou


      We declared a chill-out day.


      Every time that we go for a walk, we have to search for the paths. I’ve managed to pick up some information on hikes from various sources, but there’s no “magic” resource on the Internet, so I’ve decided that I’ll create a Caribbean hiking guide and put it on our web site - I think that it would be useful for other cruisers. I spent the morning writing up some hikes ready to publish. Glenys chilled out, read a book and did a few little jobs.


      In the afternoon, we went for a look around the mangrove swamp, which wasn’t very interesting – we saw two seagulls, a small jellyfish and some tiny mangrove oysters. Back on the boat, I started to redesign the Alba Arch.


      I managed to catch a nice little Jack before we went to bed, which we can have for lunch tomorrow.


      26 June 2011 Tyrell Bay, Carriacou


      We woke up to grey skies and rain. The weather forecast shows that there is a Tropical Wave about 240 miles to the east of us approaching at 15 knots so it should be over us in 16 hours. We decided to stay put and go down to Grenada in a couple of days when it’s gone past. Our anchor is well dug in here and Tyrell bay is a nice protected anchorage.


      It kept raining in the morning, so I did some more work on the web site and Glenys chilled out. I ran the water maker for 45 minutes and then stupidly left the rinse valve open for ten minutes and pumped the newly made water overboard again. I had to run the water maker for another 45 minutes - Duh!


      Both Glenys and I have noticed the odd clunk on the steering, so I checked the cable and thought that it was a little loose, but unfortunately I had no manual. Thank goodness for the Internet. It only took about five minutes to download the manual and see how to adjust the cable tension. I found that one of the locking nuts on the steering cable adjustment was loose and re-tensioned the cable.


      I did some more clarinet practise – I’m up to lesson 6 in “A Tune a Day”, the finale of which is “Abide with Me”, which I play at the speed of a slow dirge – Glenys is not impressed.


      27 June 2011 Tyrell Bay to St Georges, Grenada


      The weather looked settled this morning and the forecast said that the Tropical Wave has gone past, so we decided to head south to Grenada. Unfortunately, the engine wouldn’t start and I had to bleed the engine again – I really need to get to the bottom of the problem.


      We had a lovely broad reach in 15-20 knots and sailed past Ile de Ronde. It was very settled weather and there is a great dive site at some isolated rocks called the Sisters just off Ile de Ronde. Unfortunately, we had left a bit too late to anchor for a couple of hours – ah well, next time.


      As usual, we were trolling a fishing line and, off Ile de Ronde, I had a bit of trouble with Boobies who were insistent on diving to try to catch our nice, red plastic squid. After one of them actually caught it (and quickly dropped it), I decided that I didn’t want to unhook an angry Booby, so I pulled the line in until they lost interest. I had three bites on the trip and hooked two barracuda, but unfortunately lost them both. The first one was a nice size (2-3 foot) and we lost it because we didn’t slow the boat down, so I struggled to gaff it properly – I was gutted.


      The second one was huge – about five feet long. We slowed the boat down and it took quite a lot of effort to get it alongside, at which point I was starting to doubt whether I wanted something with lots of very big sharp teeth on board anyway. Also with such big predators, there is the possibility that they it will have ciguatera which is a nasty neural disease. As I was debating what to do, it gave a great leap out of the water, bit through the nylon leader and escaped - problem solved.


      We anchored in the bay outside St Georges which seems to be a bit rolly, but we want to go and do a dive in the area, so we are staying.


      28 June 2011 St Georges to Prickly Bay, Grenada


      It was a hell of a night – we rocked and rolled all night. It was so bad that I had to lie in the “Recovery Position” and grip the bed to be stable. I didn’t sleep very well. We were up at seven o’clock, had breakfast then motored over to Moliniere Point and picked up a Marine Park mooring.


      The dive was very good. I knew that there was a wreck down there somewhere and I was very pleased with myself when I led us straight to it at 20 metres depth. I even managed to surface about 5 metres from the dinghy, rather than having to sneak to the surface to have a crafty look at where we are.


      We had a great reach to Saline Point and then a remorseless bash upwind under power to Prickly Bay, where we had pan fried Jack for lunch and then crashed out for the afternoon.


      In the evening, we decided to “go socialising” and went to “De Reef” bar for happy hour and dinner. We joined “Notre Vie” and had a pleasant evening.


      29 June 2011 Prickly Bay, Grenada


      We woke to the sound of thunder, shortly followed by gusts of wind and heavy rain. We spent the morning planning the various jobs to do, with the intention of going shopping in the afternoon. Unfortunately after lunch, the weather took a turn for the worse, so we spent all day hiding from the rain and squalls. The anchorage also became very rolly, which is a pity because we can’t move to Hog Island until we’ve done our shopping.


      I spent most of the afternoon re-designing the Alba Arch. I think that I’ve got it sorted now and we’ll be able to have three solar panels instead of one, which will help keeping our batteries charged.


      We also worked out our long range plan (subject to winds & whims), which is:


      



      Jul & Aug - Grenada, Trinidad & Tobago


      Sep, Oct & Nov - Bonaire & Curacao (with a trip to the Andes)


      Dec - Grenada (to meet Brett and Craig)


      Jan - Leeward Islands


      Feb - British Virgin Islands (to meet my brother)


      Mar & Apr - Bahamas


      May - Travel to Nova Scotia via Bermuda


      Jun, Jul & Aug - Nova Scotia (maybe Newfoundland)


      Sep - Heading south down the east coast of USA


      



      Short term, we are thinking of going down to Trinidad in the next two weeks and then be back in Grenada for the first week of August so that we can go to the Carnival.


      This means that we need to get the boat ready for some night sailing. We need to fit safety lines on deck so that we can clip on if we need to go outside the cockpit, also there are no adequate clipping points in the cockpit. The lifejackets that we have are very “low tech”, so we need to buy two good ones with harnesses built in.


      30 June 2011 Prickly Bay to Hog Island, Grenada


      We went shopping. Our first stop was the chandlers where we bought various bits and pieces.


      Glenys has been complaining about her cooker. The oven door doesn’t seal properly and it won’t heat up above 200 degrees Fahrenheit. In addition, it’s rusty and looking very tired. The chandler’s has an ENO cooker which is the model that Hallberg Rassey currently fit into their new HR43s. Glenys went into buying lust and wants it. While I was in the boat yard, I visited TechNick who does fabrication work and talked through my design of the Alba Arch. He agreed with most of the design and will be giving me an estimate in a few days’ time.


      We went to the shopping mall, did a “big shop”, took a taxi back to the marina and lugged everything back to the boat.


      After lunch, we decided to go around to Hog Island, so as a precaution, I bled the fuel and there’s still some air in the system - it’s very irritating because I haven’t found any leaks.


      The route into Hog Island is a little tricky because you have to navigate through reefs. There are supposed to be buoys marking the reefs but they are not reliable, so you need to visually navigate through the winding channel. Unfortunately, a rain squall hit us just as we were entering the reefs, which lasted for five minutes and made it quite exciting as some of the buoys were indeed missing and our visibility dropped to 50 metres. We managed to get in without running aground and anchored next to the mangroves on the north side of the anchorage. There are approximately 50 boats in the anchorage, but only about 20 look like they have anyone on board – many of the boats are on moorings or tied up in the mangroves.


      Once settled, I did some drawings of the ENO cooker and it looks like it just fits into the space. I might have to do some minor alterations to the woodwork at the bottom and move the gas shut-off valve, but it looks like we’ll buy it – Glenys can’t wait.


      After two or three weeks of having no mosquito bites, I managed to get 8 bites this afternoon from No-see-ums in the boat yard and I was bitten three times by mosquitos in the evening, so we went from MOSCON 4 to MOSCON 2 – (kind of like DEVCON 2 which is the USA Defense Readiness Condition – “High state of alert but not yet at war”).


      MOSCON 2 involves protecting our bedroom as night falls - by putting up a mosquito net in the aft cabin, turning on the mosquito killer and keeping the cabin door shut. When we go to sleep the cabin door and side portholes are kept shut and the fans are on. I may spray myself with insect repellent if the wind drops to a light breeze and the little buggers can find me.

    

  


  
    
      July 2011


      1 July 2011 Hog Island, Grenada


      First thing in the morning, Glenys told me that the fridge had switched itself off overnight. I checked the batteries and the voltage was down to 11.5 Volts. There’s obviously something wrong with the batteries or the charging system, so I spent the morning reading up on the various bits of equipment that we have on the boat.


      We’ve been relying on a clever battery monitor, which has been showing us the % of charge left in the batteries. By running the generator for an hour or so every day, we thought that we were keeping the % Charge between 50% and 100%, which should keep the batteries in their working range. If batteries are discharged too much, they rapidly degrade by a process called “sulphation” which loses the lead from the plates inside the battery.


      My investigations indicate that our “clever” battery monitor has been fooled by the charge from our solar panel and wind generator and has been showing us a % charge figure that is much higher than it actually is. I should have been looking at the voltage of the batteries and making sure that it was between 12.2 Volts and 12.7 Volts. My big worry is that we now have six batteries which have been kept in a heavily discharged state for the last couple of months and may be damaged beyond repair. If I’m correct, it will be an expensive mistake because the batteries are only four months old and to replace them will cost £900. I’m not a happy bear. I ran the generator for four hours which should have charged the batteries enough – we’ll see what happens overnight.


      In the afternoon, we went for a walk around Hog Island and got soaked when a squall caught us out. The island now has a dirt road which loops around the shore line and goes across a new bridge linking the island with the mainland. We’re told that the owners of the island were intending to build a holiday resort and sell land to build houses, but it has fallen through because of the global recession.


      2 July 2011 Hog Island, Grenada


      Bad news this morning. The voltage on the batteries was down to 11.6 Volts again, so I’m more nervous that the batteries are destroyed. I ran the generator for a few hours in the morning and decided to be a bit more scientific in my approach by monitoring the voltage and the current going into the battery while it is charging. Meanwhile, I read more about how the battery charger and other charging equipment should work.


      Unfortunately, after running the generator for four hours, it suddenly cut out on me. After a few minutes of panic, I deduced that it was a fuel problem and I managed to get it working again by bleeding the diesel system. Is this related to the air that I’m getting in the diesel for the engine? The engine started OK and I ran it for 30 minutes to make sure that it was okay.


      Glenys waterproofed the bimini and kept out of my way – I’m a little bit “preoccupied” and not good company at the moment.


      In the afternoon, we went on a “Hash”, which was great fun. It involves a “hare” who sets a trail along paths, up hills and down valleys, dropping handfuls of shredded paper as he goes. The “Hashers” follow the trail aiming to arrive back at the starting point between one and two hours later. There were about 200 people on this one and it is a real fun atmosphere with people who do it every week – mostly locals with a few yachties.


      There is a certain amount of ritual in the event and anyone who hasn’t been before is called a “Virgin”. One of the team is called the “Cobbler” and walks around before the start looking for anyone with new running shoes. When the “Hash Master” is giving the briefing, all the people with new shoes are dragged to the front of the crowd and have their new shoes displayed to the baying crowd. Beer is poured into the new shoes and the owner forced to drink it from their shoe.


      The “Hash” was fairly hard, steep and muddy – just imagine the chaos of 200 people trying to get up a slippy, muddy path in single file. There were all ages from 8 to 70. The trail took us up very steep slopes through areas with banana trees, cocoa trees, rain forest, bamboo, open grassland and even down a river. Some of the locals were up a tree throwing down ripe “Local Apples” (Malay Apple), which were very welcome.


      Back at the start, they had a bar selling food and beer – some Hashers describe them selves as “Walkers with a Drinking problem”, but others insist that they are “Drinkers with a Walking problem”. We had the foresight to bring a change of clothes and it was great to change into a clean dry t-shirt. There was a closing speech by the “Hash Master” during which the “Virgins” were all asked to come up and claim their certificates. Once gathered, all Virgins were (of course) sprayed with beer – I wish that I had waited to change my t-shirt…


      When we got back to the boat, I started the generator with the intention of running it for an hour, but after five minutes it conked out on me. I went to bed in despair - the batteries are not charging and the generator is not working…


      3 July 2011 Hog Island, Grenada


      I woke up with a mission – I had to try to get the generator running and sort out these diesel problems. The generator is an essential piece of equipment – it charges the batteries, powers the water maker and runs the dive compressor. We can survive for a week with the water that we have in our tanks, but I needed to get it sorted.


      I spent all morning tracing the fuel systems and tightening every connection that I could see. I changed the fuel filter on the generator circuit, bled the system and managed to get the generator running again, but it was erratic – it kept slowing down and occasionally cutting out. I checked various things and bled the system three times, but couldn’t get it to run smoothly. The engine (which has a separate diesel circuit) starts okay, so I decided that I’ve done as much as I can and need to get someone to look at the generator.


      After lunch, we went snorkelling on the reef just outside Hog Island. It was very murky and not a lot of fish about – I think that the reef is fished out by the locals.


      We went to the Hog Island barbeque in the evening. Most of the Americans had gone to an Independence Day party in Port Louis, so it was a non-American event which was pleasant for a change. We ended up chatting to Mike & Pat from “El Lobo” (UK) who were hit by a jet ski in Tobago which put a big hole in their hull just above the water line. Another British guy had been boarded and robbed in Venezuela. Both he and his wife were beaten up and his wife is now back in the UK – sounds like we should definitely avoid Venezuela.


      4 July 2011 Hog Island, Grenada


      I was up early with another mission, this time to sort out our charging system. I rang an engineer to get him to look at generator – he will come tomorrow.


      I analysed my voltage/current graphs and spent all day tracing electrical systems. In order to charge effectively, the voltage of the batteries has to be raised to between 14.0 and 14.4 volts. We have a battery charger which is run from the generator and two alternators on the main engine. Both of these systems are installed in a way that only raises the voltage to 13.5 volts, so it was impossible to fully charge the batteries without going into a marina and plugging into the mains supply.


      The alternators are quite small and installed to charge through splitting diodes which is a common way of wiring boat systems up, but it isn’t very efficient. There’s nothing I can do about this in the short term – it will be a major project to fit a bigger alternator and re-wire it all.


      The battery charger is a very sophisticated device (a new one costs over £1000.) It should charge at 14.25 Volts, but it obviously thinks that the voltage on the batteries is higher than it actually is. After tracing the wiring, I decided that the basic installation is correct. I did a few experiments and found that if I installed a sensor wire from the charger to the batteries, the charging voltage increased to above 14.0 volts. (It was hard to be certain because the generator keeps varying its speed and cutting out.) This is good news; I left the temporary sensor wire in place ready to be used when the generator is fixed tomorrow.


      We have a wind generator and one solar panel that provide additional charging capacity and they seem to be installed correctly, but with a very simple regulator. I’ll have to improve this when I fit more solar panels onto our arch.


      Glenys spent day cleaning and polishing stainless steel fittings and generally keeping out of my way as I ripped the boat to pieces tracing wiring.


      5 July 2011 Hog Island, Grenada


      Mike from Palm Tree Marine came in the morning and I was very impressed with him. He found and fixed the generator problem in ten minutes flat. He deduced that it was being starved of fuel, looked at the electric fuel pump and found that it wasn’t switching on properly hence the lack of fuel. He found the relay for the fuel pump, swapped it with another one and the generator ran perfectly. I was on the right track, but wouldn’t have thought of the relay.


      While he was on-board, he gave me a few more clues on how to track down my “air in the fuel” problem for the engine. He had a look at the alternator circuit diagram and agreed with me that I’d be better off getting a bigger alternator and a ”smart” charger. I also got him to test my batteries and his clever device said that all six batteries were good, but undercharged, which is a relief. The cost for fixing the generator, testing the batteries and his advice was only £40 – a bargain.


      Now that the generator was working, I did some more experimenting with the battery charger and managed to get it to charge at 14.15 volts which is great. We decided that we’ll go into a marina tomorrow to get access to mains electricity and fully charge the batteries.


      We went to Roger’s Beach Bar at five o’clock because it was “Zero to Cruising’s” wedding anniversary and there was a small celebration going on. We had a few too many beers and then foolishly cracked open a bottle of wine to go with our dinner.


      6 July 2011 Hog Island to Port Louis, Grenada


      I had a hangover this morning, but no time to feel sorry for myself - we needed to get around to Port Louis marina in St Georges lagoon. We had a good sail around the coast and went alongside a huge pontoon. I immediately plugged into the mains and started charging the batteries.


      After lunch, we went to the chandlers and spent loads of money- mostly on two life jackets and another fan for the saloon. Back on the boat, I ran a permanent sensor cable through the boat from the battery to the battery charger – that took three hours of sweating and cursing. Glenys wisely retired to the swimming pool to cool down and stay out of my way.


      It’s very airless in the marina and the lagoon has a reputation for being “buggy”. I was bitten four times while fitting the cable so we went onto MOSCON 1 - full out war. This meant that all hatches are closed unless covered with mosquito netting and I’m covered from head to toe in mosquito repellent while outside.


      7 July 2011 Port Louis, Grenada


      It was a pretty good night. We left the fans on, so it was fairly cool and thankfully no mosquitos managed to get past our defences.


      I decided that it was time that we switched the anchor chain end-for-end. We normally use only about 40 metres of our 60 metres of chain, so it’s a good idea to flip it over every so often and attach the other end of the chain to the anchor. As with all “simple” jobs on a boat, this took about two hours because we had to lay it all out on the deck and then re-mark it, so that we know how much chain has been let out when we are anchoring. We used special little pieces of flexible plastic which are much more effective than painting marks on the chain or using cable ties. Unfortunately, they are a complete rip off at £4 for eight little pieces, but with no other alternative, I’m biting my lip and buying them.


      We went into St Georges to the Nutmeg Restaurant for lunch, where they serve very good rotis. These are like a curried meat and potato pasty, but with a “skin” that is similar to a tortilla but thinner. We shared a Lambi roti and a chicken one. Lambi is the local name for the flesh of the Queen Conch. It’s a bit chewy – I think that I prefer chicken. We wandered around the town in the afternoon, then went to the pool when we got back to the marina and chilled out with other yachties until it went dark.


      After dinner, there was a huge thunderstorm which passed to the north of us. The flashes of lightning were spectacular and I fell into counting the number of seconds from the lightning flash to the rumble of thunder. When the count got down to 10 seconds, indicating that the storm was about 2 miles away, I disconnected my laptop from the power supply and put it out of harm’s way in case we were struck by lightning – this had me thinking that I must back up my hard disk drive.


      We weren’t struck by lightning, but we did have very heavy rain, which proved that our various zip-on flaps on the bimini are effective. We now have the Uber-windscoop at the back and two side panels that stop the rain coming in from the sides, so we remained pretty dry in this down pour. It’s actually very pleasant to be sitting in the cockpit, dry as a bone, listening to the rain pounding around us.


      8 July 2011 Port Louis, Grenada


      When we got up, it was throwing it down and the sky looked very black. The weather forecast says that the Tropical Wave will be past us by tomorrow, so we decided to stay put in the marina for another day. I feel like a coward, hiding in a marina.


      I spent all day keeping out of the rain and playing with our web site. Brett has suggested that I make the web site more interactive, so I’m thinking of adding new functionality, allowing users to register and log in and giving them the ability to add comments to the articles and send us messages. I also played around with adding a forum and allowing users to make and chat to “friends” (like FaceBook), but that’s a lot more complicated.


      Glenys caught a bus to Spice Mall in the afternoon and did some shopping therapy. It continued raining after we went to bed.


      9 July 2011 Port Louis to Hog Island, Grenada


      The sky looked fairly clear first thing in the morning, so we sailed around to Prickly Bay. The anchorage was incredibly rolly, so we went to the chandlers bought Glenys’s new cooker, had lunch and went around to Hog Island which is very calm and peaceful.


      I spent the afternoon installing the new cooker. It fits perfectly into the space in the galley which is a relief. However, I didn’t have the correct fittings for the gas pipe, so I had to do a bit of a bodge job and attach the gas pipe with some jubilee clips. It’s safe enough, but I need to get a gas fitter to sort it out. Some of the other gas fittings are looking a bit old, so I might get them replaced at the same time. Boats tend to explode if there is a gas leak. Any escaping gas can collect in the bilges, one spark and Boom!


      Glenys tested her cooker and is very pleased with it. We had chicken enchiladas baked in the oven for dinner.


      10 July 2011 Hog Island, Grenada


      It was a lovely sunny morning. I ran the generator and water maker for half an hour, but the generator started slowing down again and stalled the electric pump on the water maker, so I shut them both down. I was not happy.


      I decided to replace the two relays that the engineer had swapped a few days ago. I’d had the foresight to buy a couple of 12V relays at the chandler yesterday, but unfortunately, when I looked at them closely, they were 30 Amp relays and the originals are 40 Amp relays – bugger! Ah well, there was nothing much that I could do about it – I’ll just have to get a couple more tomorrow.


      I decided that I need some adrenaline, so I went up the mast to check the rigging. We have two “Bosun’s Chairs” on board, but both of them looked decidedly dodgy to my mountaineering eye, so I used my rock climbing harness instead. We have folding steps all the way up the mast so it was fairly effortless to climb up. I attached the spinnaker halliard to my harness and Glenys locked it off on a cleat when I wanted to hang around a while. It was a fun two hours and the standing rigging looks okay as far as I can see. We’re going to get a rigging survey done in Trinidad which will be a more thorough inspection.


      After lunch, we went for a dive on the east side of Mount Hartman reef. It was rubbish. The visibility was only about 5 metres and the reef is covered with sediment. The only highlight was finding six lobster which “will be mine” when lobster season starts.


      We went to the Sunday Barbeque on Hog Island and imbibed a few beers.


      11 July 2011 Hog Island, Grenada


      My mission today was to get some 40 Amp relays for the generator, but it’s not easy out here.


      First I had to dinghy ½ mile around to Mount Hartman Bay and then walk two miles to Ace Hardware - no 40 Amp relays. My next stop was an auto part shop about ½ mile away, but they didn’t have any relays at all. They suggested Knights Auto about four miles away, so I caught a bus and asked them to put me off at Knights. After about ½ mile, they told me to get off and pointed to an auto parts shop. The place was definitely not Knights Auto, but they did have some 40A relays – I bought three. I then had to walk two miles back to Mount Hartman Bay in the blistering sun. Fortunately, I spotted a “Subway” and just HAD to stop for lunch in their air conditioned shop. The round trip to buy three relays was four hours (mostly walking).


      I fitted the new relays and the generator ran for three hours without a hiccup – queue “Hamlet Music” (Bach’s Air on a G String) because “Happiness is a Working Generator”. I ran the watermaker for an hour and topped up our tanks.


      Glenys did some jobs while I was out. She put a second coat of waterproofing on the bimini and painted some anti-slip varnish onto the steps into the saloon, which had become very slippery after ten years of use.


      12 July 2011 Hog Island, Grenada


      It was another nice sunny morning. I fitted two safety pad eyes in the cockpit – one just by the gangway and one by the wheel. We’ll be clipping our harnesses into these when we sail over night to Trinidad.


      Glenys made some bread today in her new oven, which was excellent. The downside to having freshly baked bread is that we can’t stop eating it – this will counteract my morning exercises if I’m not careful.


      By mid-afternoon, we’d done all of our jobs and the weather looks very settled for the next few days, so we decided that we’ll sail to Trinidad tomorrow night.


      13 July 2011 Hog Island to Prickly Bay, Grenada


      We motored around to Prickly Bay after breakfast and bought 25 gallons of diesel to allow us to motor overnight if the wind is light - I didn’t fill the tank because I’ve been told that fuel is significantly cheaper in Trinidad.


      We had a short list of things to do before we left for Trinidad. We picked up some safety lines from the sail maker, which I fit along the deck so that we have something to clip our harness to whenever we go out of the cockpit. I also bought and fitted a radar reflector to the rigging.


      One of the worries about sailing to Trinidad is there have been a few attacks by Venezuelan “pirates” on yachts sailing in the area. The pirates approach in fast speedboats and board the vessel, typically beating up the people on board at knife or gun point and taking electronics, money, etc. (However, there has not been any problem for about a year.) We discussed our strategy, which is basically to sail overnight and go as fast as possible for the last quarter of the route, which is where there is the highest risk.


      We don’t have any weapons on board. I’d like a pump action shotgun, but I’ve compromised with a flare gun which fires 12 gauge rocket flares. I may be able to scare away an attack by firing flares at the blighters.


      If we do get boarded, then the thieves will probably use violence to get us to tell them the location of our money and valuables. They’ll probably expect some of it to be hidden away, so we split our money into three different locations and hid our credit cards, leaving expired cards in our wallets. We also hid our two good laptops and left an old one on the chart table to be stolen. I backed up all my data onto a hard drive, just in case.


      The plan was to leave at six o’clock and we were ready to go by two o’clock, so we pottered about until half past three when I went to clear out. Customs is supposed to close at four o’clock, but the immigration officer had already left. The customs officer was getting ready to leave and refused to clear me out. There was nothing I could do about it – I’ll have to clear out tomorrow and leave tomorrow night. I was really angry with myself for not going over earlier – I’d been messing about for two hours…


      There was nothing else for it – we went to “happy hour” at the bar and got drunk with Rod and Mary from “Sheer Tenacity” and Steve from “Celebration.”


      14 July 2011 Prickly Bay to Chagaramus, Trinidad (Day 1)


      I felt a little “dull” this morning, so I caught up on the Alba Chronicles and published a couple of weeks of my ramblings on our web site.


      At ten o’clock, I went to clear out of the country. It took half an hour to do it. I had to wait ten minutes while the customs guy faffed about filling in forms for someone else. Everything is so sequential - I tried to ask him to give me some forms to fill in to save a bit of time, but he just showed me the dismissive “hand” and I had to wait. He then leisurely put away the paperwork from the previous guy, re-filled his stapler, slowly turned off his calculator, put it into his drawer and then shuffled some more paper. He then carefully separated four copies of the clearance form, slowly inserted three sheets of carbon paper and handed the forms to me to fill in. I bit my lip – bloody petty bureaucrats.


      Back on the boat, Glenys and I did more tidying up, hid a few more of our things from the pirates and waited.


      We left Prickly Bay just before six o’clock and sailed out into a reasonably calm sea with 3 to 5 foot waves and a nice 15 knot wind from the east. Glenys had prepared a stew for dinner and we ate in silence as the sun slowly set - we were both pretty nervous because this was our first overnight sail for over 15 years.


      Glenys did the first watch from eight o’clock for two hours while I went to bed. When I got up at ten o’clock, the full moon was out and we were sailing along nicely at 5½ knots. My watch was fantastic; I played about with the sails a little and just stared at the silvery sea and the moon.


      15 July 2011 Prickly Bay to Chagaramus, Trinidad (Day 2)


      At midnight, I reluctantly woke Glenys for her watch. The wind picked up during her watch and we were bounding along at 6½ knots for a while. There was a yacht sailing about ½ mile behind us for most of the night and Glenys managed to increase the distance between us during her three hour watch – it only takes two yachts to make a race. For my part, it was pretty hot below and the lee cloth that we set up on the port-side berth was not very sturdy making it difficult to sleep – another job to sort out.


      Glenys woke me up at three o’clock and it was still beautiful sailing conditions. I didn’t have time to sit and stare this time because there were two oil rigs coming up and a fleet of fishing boats trawling in the area – at one point I saw lights for ten boats randomly motoring about. I had an encounter with one of the fishing boats who approached on a collision course from starboard. I was expecting him to turn at some point, but he kept remorselessly coming on. Eventually, I had to make a radical turn to starboard and sail down-wind for five minutes to clear him and his nets.


      Dawn came and the winds dropped. Glenys’s watch from six to eight o’clock was a slow affair – our shadow yacht (“Indigo”) passed us. She spotted dolphins and dragged me out of bed at half past seven, but they were very lethargic and not interested in playing in our bow wave – I couldn’t blame them we were only doing 3½ knots. I pulled out our stay sail for the first time ever, which gave us an extra knot or so of boat speed.


      We arrived at Chagaramus at eleven o’clock. The regulations say that all incoming yachts have to go to the customs dock, which is a nightmare of a dock. It’s made of concrete with no protection for a yacht’s topsides and there’s not a lot of room to manoeuvre. We came in a low tide and our depth gauge was showing 2.3 metres which gave us 20 cm of space between our keel and going aground. We coped with a lot of cursing. The clearing in process was quick and we managed to pick up a spare mooring just before a massive downpour which lasted half an hour – welcome to Trinidad.


      In the afternoon, we wandered about in a daze trying to find where everything is and trying to organise all of the jobs that we want to do. It’s very frustrating arriving on a Friday – we didn’t manage to achieve anything, apart from getting very hot and irritable.


      We spotted “El Lobo” on the way back to the boat and Mike gave us some recommendations of various companies that we could use. We had an early dinner and crashed out – exhausted.


      16 July 2011 Chagaramus, Trinidad


      Life seemed a bit better this morning after a good night’s sleep. We caught a “Maxi Taxi” (a small local bus) into Port of Spain and wandered around the bustling town centre. Our main aim was to find materials to make cockpit cushions and the in-fill for our bed. There is a large selection of shops selling material and we found a great shop for general upholstery items including foam.


      For lunch we decided to try a “Double”. These are sold by street vendors and consist of two pieces of Barra bread (like small chapattis) which are covered with chick pea curry. The whole thing comes in a piece of grease proof paper. It tastes nice, but is incredibly messy to eat. One is not quite enough for lunch.


      We took a maxi taxi back towards Chagaramus and called at West Mall, where we wandered aimlessly (after having a Chinese meal as our second lunch.)


      We bought two pirated DVDs in town for £0.50 each and decided to watch one. This involved getting out the 21 inch monitor and the digital media player that has been stored in the front cabin since April. It took me an hour to rig it all up and I was quite excited about watching the first TV for nearly five months. Unfortunately both DVDs were rubbish quality. We persevered with “Thor” which was the better of the two, but by the end of it we wish we hadn’t bothered.


      17 July 2011 Chagaramus, Trinidad


      After our disappointing movie last night, I packed away the monitor and media player – I wonder when that will see the light of day again. We moved into the Power Boats Marina – I was a little bit worried about backing in between two piles, so I asked Peter and Kate from “Ravens Eye” to give us an extra pair of hands. It all went pretty well and, by judicious use of the bow-thruster, I managed to back in without any dramas.


      We spent the afternoon planning what jobs need to be done. It’s so hot and humid here that we want to leave as soon as possible – our plan is to leave in a week’s time.


      I spent some time investigating solar panels and their sizes. I’ve eventually decided on two 185W panels that I can get from Island Water World in Grenada - they are over 50% more expensive than the on-line prices quoted in the States. However, there’s not a lot I can do about it – the shipping costs would be huge.


      We went for a meal at the bar with Alan and Ann from “Freya”. Ann is one of the controllers for the local radio net and we gleaned some useful local knowledge from them.


      18 July 2011 Chagaramus, Trinidad


      We did a serious amount of running around. I arranged for Gittins to service our main engine and generator – the estimate is £700 including parts. We have a clacking noise coming from the front of the engine which is a bit worrying and they will be trying to sort out my air leak on the fuel.


      I obtained a quote for the Arch from Mitch at West Coast Fabrications, which was $3,980 US dollars. He is working on one in his workshop which looks very good. It will take two weeks to make it and fit it. He wants to make it from 1½” stainless steel tubing and put extra strengthening on the uprights which is going to be a lot heavier than my design. I’m not sure how much strength is needed.


      We had the life raft picked up to be serviced, they say that it will be back to us by Friday. It hasn’t been serviced since it was bought five years ago – they are supposed to be done every three years, so it is well overdue. We’ve been quoted £600 to service it – gulp!


      I talked to Caribbean Marine Electrical about my plans for enhancing the charging systems on the boat. He was mostly in agreement with my plans. The first stage is to buy a “smart” regulator and possibly a new alternator which will set me back over $1,000 US.


      Glenys wandered about, bought some Sunbrella for the cockpit cushions and obtained a quote for a man to do the upholstery for the infill for our bed.


      We sweated through the afternoon - there is no breeze in the marina and the heat was intense. At six o’clock, we went to an informal gathering of cruisers and met a few of the others in the area.


      19 July 2011 Chagaramus, Trinidad


      I was up at half past six this morning. There was a lot of noise from locals going out fishing and I was restless anyway. I walked around to Jeff’s Outboard and arranged for him to service our 15hp outboard engine in the next couple of days.


      Jonas the Rigger turned up and did a survey of the standing rigging. There is nothing wrong with it, but he recommends that we replace the standing rigging in two years’ time. It was interesting to pick his brains and I learned a lot about the rig on our boat. He told me that the running backstays were very important part of the rigging and I should be using them a lot more. He suggested that we need two more winches and should replace the current running back stays with rope which will make it much easier to handle. He’s going to get us a quote – I’m guessing $3,000 US.


      Falco the diesel mechanic turned up and serviced the engine. The water pump was leaking and he gave the primary fuel filter a good clean because it was gummed up with thick diesel residue. Other than that, the engine is in good working order. The clacking noise mysteriously went away when he’d finished his service which is slightly worrying.


      We finally received an emailed quotation for the Arch from TechNick in Grenada, but he is quoting $5,000US and has a few caveats in his quote. I obtained another estimate from a fabricator in Power Boats - he said that the cost is normally about $4,000 but it may vary depending on what they have to do. He wouldn’t give me a fixed price and I get the feeling that he will ramp up the price when the job is finished. It looks like West Coast Fabrications is the best bet, so I went back to him and told him that his price was higher than I expected. I asked him to re-quote me with davits which will allow us to lift our dinghy out of the water. We’ll see what he comes back with.


      We sweated through the afternoon - even though it kept raining, the humidity and heat was oppressive. We felt like we were trapped because we had the rigger and the mechanic on board and one of us had to be around all of the time.


      In the evening, the temperature became more bearable and I re-did some of the drawings for the Arch ready to run through a few design points with West Coat fabrications.


      20 July 2011 Chagaramus, Trinidad


      I finished of the modifications to the Arch design drawings and went to see Mitch. We agreed a price of $4,200 including the dinghy davits. I really like the guy; he has a good sense of humour and listens to what I’m saying. I’ve got to go back tomorrow by which time he’ll have drawn up a contract and he can get started.


      This means that our plans have changed slightly and we’ll miss the Grenada Carnival, which is a pity. Mitch will come and measure up this week and can get started next week. In the meantime, we’ll nip up to Tobago for a couple of week’s holiday and when we get back, he should be ready to do the first fitting of the arch. I’ll then have a week of frenzied activity while I sort out the rear deck and alter the wiring for the solar panel, the wind generator, five aerials, the stern navigation light, etc, etc. I’m hoping that we’ll be able to return to Grenada in the middle of August and still head over to Curacao in the last week of August.


      The rigger turned up and finished off the small jobs that were stopped by the heavy rain yesterday. Falco the diesel mechanic turned up and spent all day servicing the generator. He didn’t find too much wrong apart from the seal and bearing had gone in the salt water pump and the valve clearances were out of specification. He’s taken the injectors away to be checked – hopefully they will back the day after tomorrow and we can escape to Tobago on Monday.


      Glenys foolishly decided to wash all of the curtains – it took her two hours to get them down, two hours to wash them and two hours to put them back up. They still have mildew marks, so she’s planning to get some new material in Port of Spain and make some new ones at some point in the future.


      We had rotis for lunch at the roti shop in the boat yard which is about 20 metres from our boat. They were delicious and the temptation to have one every day will be hard to resist. This is not good news for my waist line.


      In the afternoon, I dropped off the outboard to be serviced and walked a mile to another boat yard to see Echo Marine who manufactured our water maker. They sent an engineer out immediately to give the system a quick inspection – the best bit was that he gave me a lift back to the boat. Once on board, he sorted out the o-ring on the high pressure hose which gave me problems a few months ago and explained a bit more about the system, which was very helpful. He couldn’t find anything wrong, so he said goodbye and no charge. This is the first time that I’ve had some one on board that hasn’t cost me $50/hour.


      The afternoon was blisteringly hot again and when it cools down at six o’clock, the mosquitos come out. I had four bites in rapid succession before I went for a shower – I’ll be glad to be away from here.


      21 July 2011 Chagaramus, Trinidad


      The life raft people came over and gave us a lift to look at our inflated life raft. It looks to be in good condition and inflated correctly. The technician showed us the various features, how to right it when it turns over, etc. A few things need to be replaced like flares and the torch. I asked if it would be ready by tomorrow as promised, but unfortunately the air cylinder needs to be pressure tested and filled - this apparently will take at least three days. I was not happy at all. So it will be ready on Tuesday next week? Err, No; the only technician qualified to repack it is on a course all next week and the following Monday is a bank holiday – the earliest that they could have it done will be in ten days. Unbelievable! After a lot of discussion, they finally agreed to lend us a life raft so that we can go sailing and we’ll pick up ours when we get back. What a shower.


      Glenys went into Port of Spain to buy material and foam while I sorted out the final details for the Arch. Mitch and I signed the contract and he will start the work next week. It will be ready for the “first fitting” on the 10th August and be completed by the 12th August. This will give us time to get up to Tobago and back - if we get the injector for the generator sorted out…


      It poured it down in the afternoon, so I just lurked about and ran a few errands. Glenys arrived back at five o’clock with two huge rolls of foam wrapped up in black plastic. She took a taxi back from Port of Spain, but she had to carry the huge rolls along a busy shopping street in Port of Spain to get to the taxi rank – she must have looked a sight.


      We had a pitcher of beer at the bar and Glenys made a pizza for dinner. We’re really tired because of the heat during the day. I now remember why the Mediterranean and Arab countries shut down from midday to four o’clock.


      22 July 2011 Chagaramus, Trinidad


      We spent the day hanging around the boat. Mitch came and measured up for the arch, the rigger came with his invoice, the outboard was returned and the loan life raft was delivered. Glenys cut the foam for the cockpit and did a little bit of sewing.


      I spent the morning deciding how I am going to mount the solar panels on the arch and how I will wire everything up. My biggest problem is where to put the regulator for the solar panels. It’s quite a big metal box, with heat sinks and the installation instructions say not to put it in an enclosed space. It can’t be outside because it’s not waterproof, so it has to go in the back cabin somewhere. I could bolt it on the outside of our beautiful mahogany cupboards, but it would spoil the “ambiance” of the master cabin (especially because it has a red display which will glow balefully all night.) I’m thinking of putting it into a cupboard and installing cooling fans like they put into computers.


      The afternoon was slow - it was blisteringly hot – 37 degrees Celsius in our saloon at one point. We managed to talk to Brett and Tash by Skype which was great. They have already booked their holidays at work for coming over at Christmas, so we need to book the flights for them.


      We were looking forward to going up to Tobago early next week, but our plans were shattered by the news that the injectors need replacement tips and there are none on the island. The injector company can import them, but it will cost £200 for the two tips and it will take 5 days to get here. We told them to get on with it and be as quick as they can.


      All we can do now is to wait. The engine is finished, but the generator is out of action, so we decided to get out of Chagaramus on Monday for a few days. We decided that we’ll go around to Scotland Bay or Chacachacare - hopefully we’ll be able to swim and get a breeze.


      The mosquitos were murder this evening.


      23 July 2011 Chagaramus, Trinidad


      We had a day off today and went hiking with a group of eight other yachties to Guanapo Gorge. We were picked up at six o’clock by a taxi driver called Jessie James, who organises a lot of trips for yachts. The first stop was at a roadside stall to get breakfast. The choice was a Double, Aloo Pie (potato wrapped in a chapatti) or a deep fried ball of crushed chick pea. It didn’t matter what you had, it was all covered with chick pea curry – a bit of a shock to the stomach at seven in the morning.


      We drove up into the mountains and were introduced to our guide, “Snake”. The plan was to walk down to a gorge and then go along the river, so we were issued with a motley collection of floatation vests, which Mike from “El Lobo” had borrowed. Snake pulled on a set of workman’s overalls and wellington boots and proceeded to tell us that we should all have long trousers and shirts because of the risk of snakes (3 deadly varieties in Trinidad) and various nasty jungle plants like razor grass. It was a bit late for most people who were in shorts and sandals, but I was feeling smug stood in my long trousers, long sleeved shirt and sturdy approach shoes.


      We walked down a very steep road and, after a stop to pick mangos and oranges, set off into the rain forest. It took about ten minutes before a torrential downpour drenched us. It didn’t really matter because ten minutes later we were jumping down a five foot water fall into the river. We had a great time wading and swimming down the river for about two hours. In places the current was extremely strong and we had to use a rope to stop us being swept away and slammed into rocks by the water.


      After a brief stop for lunch, we headed up a muddy path through the jungle. I have never seen so many mosquitos in my life. Glenys was in front of me and had a swarm of about twenty five of the little buggers constantly circling her head. I used a lot of mosquito repellent and didn’t get bitten once, which I found incredible. Apart from the insects, the jungle is beautiful with a huge variety of plant life and sounds. It was great walking up the path, but the walk back up the steep road was a mission.


      Back at the taxi, we changed into dry clothes and had a quick meal of chicken pilau cooked by Jessie. The drive back to the boatyard was interrupted by a welcome stop at a shop to buy cold beers. It was a great day out and only cost us £20 each.


      24 July 2011 Chagaramus, Trinidad


      I spent most of the day on the computer getting our finances in order. Glenys made use of the hosepipe and cleaned the cockpit and deck. We also filled up with water because our generator is still not working and we can’t use our watermaker. We’re planning to go sailing tomorrow for a few days.


      “Hurah” are buying a cruising chute from “Freya”, so I went to look at how they rig it all up. They have a stainless steel bowsprit which fits into a bracket on deck and then over the bow roller. This keeps the tack of the cruising chute away from the pulpit and the roller furling gear. The cruising chute that they are buying has a snuffer sleeve and it looks like the ideal light wind solution when sailing shorthanded. I want one…


      We went to a “pot-luck” barbeque at Coral Cove Marina and met a few more cruisers. There are quite a few people that have been in Trinidad for several years, supposedly doing work on their boats, but they’ve gone “Tropo” and seem to be partying all the time. I don’t think they’ll ever leave here.


      25 July 2011 Chagaramus to Chacachacare Island, Trinidad


      We tidied up the boat, did a few little errands, told customs that we were leaving and motored five miles to Chacachacare Island. We anchored in Sanders Bay and had a problem with the anchor dragging. The sea bed is sand and broken coral and I had to manually push the anchor in to get it to hold. Once settled, we sat and stared at the place. What a difference compared to Chagaramus. There are no other yachts and there’s a breeze – this is what we’re supposed to be doing.


      Chacachacare was a leper colony until 1975 when they found a cure for the disease. It was a large community and most of their houses are still standing, although the jungle is remorselessly reclaiming the land – we plan to go exploring tomorrow. It’s incredibly peaceful.


      We chilled out in the afternoon reading. There are some Trinidadians camped out in one of the houses ashore. I noticed that one of them caught a catfish using a spear gun from the shore, so I went and had a quick chat – they’re here for a few days fishing. I tried fishing with my spinning rod, but didn’t have any luck, so I dug out our fishing trap and put it down by the anchor. This is the first time that we’ve used it, so it will be interesting to see if we catch anything.


      26 July 2011 Chacachacare Island to Scotland Bay, Trinidad


      It was pretty bouncy this morning because the wind was coming from the south-east bringing waves into the bay. We were only anchored in 3 metres of water, so we decided that we had to move. I snorkelled down to get the fish trap, but disappointingly, there were only four tiny fish in the trap – I’ll use them as hook bait.


      We motored over to the south side of the bay, but the wind and waves were still getting into those bays - we decided to go to Scotland Bay. It took an hour to motor there and it’s a very sheltered bay, only exposed to winds from the south west. There are no roads into Scotland Bay, so it is totally isolated and surrounded by jungle. Corbeau (vultures) circle overhead and parrots fly across the narrow bay screeching loudly. It’s a lovely place to chill out. We spent the afternoon reading and dozing, because there is nothing else to do here – I chatted to some other yachties and they said that there are no paths to go walking on.


      Later in the afternoon, I got bored sitting about and snorkelled down to clean out propeller – it was covered in big barnacles after only one week in Chagaramus (which is notorious for accumulating vegetation on the bottom of boats.) We even have a resident 2” diameter crab living just above our rudder.


      27 July 2011 Scotland Bay to Chacachacare Island, Trinidad


      Glenys had a restless night because she kept worrying about vampire bats. It’s my fault for telling her last night that there are vampire bats are in this area. I gave her a graphic description of the bat tearing its way through mosquito netting, then silently crawling across the bed, using its razor sharp teeth to scrape a layer of skin away from a big toe and then lapping up the blood of its victim - I guess that I did exaggerated a little…


      It was so quiet in the morning that we decided that Scotland Bay is too peaceful and motored back to Chacachacare. We anchored in Coco Bay and the holding was much better although the sea bed is still sand and broken coral.


      We went for a walk up the only road to the lighthouse on the top of the hill. The island looks idyllic from the water, but there is a phenomenal amount of litter ashore. The island is so close to Trinidad that I guess it is a favourite weekend destination for the speedboats based in Chagaramus. The lighthouse is non-descript but there is a good view of the Peninsula of Paria in Venezuela which is only eight miles away. It is a real shame that the risk of armed robbery is keeping cruising yachts away from Venezuela.


      We had our lunch sitting under a mango tree watching a huge thunderstorm building to the east of us. By the time we had walked down the hill the skies were very dark and it was obvious that the storm was going to hit us. We just made it back to the boat and put down the side flaps on the bimini before the torrential rain hit us. The wind picked up to 25 knots, but soon backed off. It thundered and rained for 2½ hours, so we just read our books all afternoon.


      The storm disappeared at five o’clock and it was a very peaceful evening.


      28 July 2011 Chacachacare to Chagaramus, Trinidad


      After breakfast, we went ashore to look at the buildings that the lepers used to live in. Unfortunately, the jungle has really taken over and it’s impenetrable without a cutlass in many places. There’s a chapel in Sanders Bay, but most buildings are complete wrecks. The litter is shocking.


      We headed back to Chagaramus to start working again and moored stern-to in the same berth in the marina next to El Lobo.


      After lunch, I went to see Gittens and they have ordered whole new injectors rather than replacement tips – which is why they were £200 for the two. I told them to put the new injectors into the generator tomorrow. I’ll get the old injectors back as spares and get them serviced in Curacao.


      I managed to get hold of Mitch at West Coast Fabrications, but the money that I transferred to him hadn’t arrived. After a few phone calls it turned out that the money had arrived at the bank, but didn’t get into his account until late afternoon. All is not lost because Mitch says that he’ll be ready to do the first fitting of the Arch next week as planned.


      I went Peakes Hardware store near West Mall to try to get some electrical junction boxes, but no joy. I’ll have to re-think the Arch wiring panel. I went to Budget Marine who gave me a quote for two solar panels and a smart regulator – it adds up to £1,600. I went back to the boat and did some more research on the Internet. I can get a better specification of equipment for £1,000 – that’s nearly 60% of the Budget Marine price. I sent off some emails to see if some of the US companies will ship the panels to be here in Trinidad and how much it will cost for freight – it can’t cost any more than £500.


      29 July 2011 Chagaramus, Trinidad


      We have the first threat of a hurricane in our area. There’s a strong Tropical Wave about 1200 miles to the east of us which has a low pressure area with a 30% chance of developing into a Tropical Storm. The wave will be passing our longitude in three days. The big question is whether it will start moving north and miss us.


      I did a little bit of running around in the morning, while Falco put the new injectors into the generator and got it going again which is a relief. I ran the water maker for 30 minutes to make sure that it was still working. We had a roti for lunch, so I’m feeling guilty. Glenys went into Port of Spain for a few things while I worked on the boat.


      I removed the aerials, outboard and other equipment from the pushpit. Taking a deep breath, I took down the wind generator and its support pole, which turned out to be easy enough. With all this out of the way, I removed the pushpit away from the port side – the back deck looks very bare now.


      The pushpit is held in place by six 7/8” stainless steel rods which are bonded into the toe rail. My plan is to remove four of these, so that the wiring coming down the Arch frame will be able to go straight through the toe rail. I’ve been worrying about this job for a few weeks. My plan is to use a hole saw which has an inside diameter slightly larger 7/8” and hopefully I’ll be able to drill a hole around the rods. It will either go well or turn into a complete nightmare.


      It was a hot sticky evening. I bought an insect zapper today which looks like a small, square tennis racquet. It has metal bars instead of strings and has over 1000 volts between the bars. I love the way that the mosquitos are destroyed with a very satisfying “crack” and a flash of light.


      30 July 2011 Chagaramus, Trinidad


      The low pressure area now has a 60% chance of developing into a Tropical Storm and is directly east of us heading west north west. Hopefully it will keep going in that direction.


      I received a few quotes for solar panels and a regulator from companies in the USA. They are about 60-70% of the cost of the local chandlers, but none of them are willing to ship abroad. I would have to organise a shipping agent to get the goods from the US – it would be complicated, so I went to Budget Marine and bought the solar panels and regulator from them. They gave me 10% discount which appeased me a little.


      I decided that I need to extend the hole drill to allow me to drill out the stainless steel rods in the toe rail, so I dropped it around to Mitch who is going to cut it in half and weld a 4” extension tube so that I have 6” clearance. He’s started manufacturing our Arch, which was good to see.


      In the afternoon, we went to pictures and watched Harry Potter. By the end of the film we were both freezing in the air conditioned theatre - fantastic.


      31 July 2011 Chagaramus, Trinidad


      The low pressure area now has a 100% chance of developing into a Tropical Storm and is about 650 miles directly east north east of us heading west north west. Our current latitude is 11°N and the centre of the low is at 13°N, which puts it about 120 miles north of us. As long as it keeps going in its current direction, we should be OK.


      I spent all day working on the wiring for the Arch. I pulled all the wires out of the pushpit and lazarette ready to wire them into a wiring panel in the aft cabin cupboard - I found a few redundant wires running through to the main switch panel and removed them.


      Glenys did a few jobs down below in the morning, but by lunch time she found the heat unbearable (36°C in the main saloon), so she sat outside under a tree and read a book.


      We treated ourselves to a meal out – spare ribs and chips with a pitcher of beer.
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      1 August 2011 Chagaramus, Trinidad


      Most of the weather forecasters are predicting that the low pressure area will be classified as a Tropical Storm today. It has moved a further 60 miles north and is expected to pass between Martinique and Dominica. It shouldn’t affect us now.


      Glenys made the infill for our bed. I now need to cut the wood surrounding the mattress, so that the infill will fit in place. It’s going to be a very messy job and we’ll have to move into the front cabin for a few nights while we varnish the wood again. I’ll have to install a fan in the front cabin first; otherwise we’ll die in the heat.


      I spent the day working on wiring for the Arch. It never ceases to amaze me how long each job takes on a boat. I’m installing the solar panel regulator into a cupboard and the installation instructions say that it shouldn’t be installed in an enclosed space. So my grand plan is to install a cooling fan like the ones in a computer case and extract the hot air into a space at the back of the boat. I bought some 2” ducting and a couple of fittings and it took me four hours to make two 3 inch holes in the bulkheads to fit the ducting.


      The rest of the day was spent tracing some more redundant wiring and working out how much cable I will need to buy.


      In the evening, we went to a pot luck barbeque at the Trinidad and Tobago Sailing Association (TTSA) which was good fun and we met a few more cruisers. On the way back, we passed a local sport fishing boat who were unloading their catch and I managed to buy two big 3lb snapper for £5.


      2 August 2011 Chagaramus, Trinidad


      Tropical Storm Emily has already passed Martinique and is on its way to Puerto Rico. It is well out of our way.


      We haven’t run the engine for five days, so I started it. Unfortunately it died after 30 seconds and wouldn’t start again. The generator started and ran OK. Falco came and had a look at it but couldn’t see any fuel leaks. He simply turned on the auxiliary fuel pump for 30 seconds and the engine started and ran OK. He thinks that there is a small air leak somewhere allowing fuel to drain back into the tank. His only suggestion is that I run the auxiliary fuel pump to prime the fuel system if the engine has been standing for a few days. This is driving me crazy.


      I spent most of the morning running around buying cable and other bits while Glenys did a few jobs on the boat. Mitch is progressing with the Arch and hopefully we’ll have the first fitting tomorrow.


      After lunch, the heat was so intense that Glenys cracked up and went shopping in the air conditioned West Mall. I tried to continue to do work in the lazarette, but it’s a tight space that I have to crawl into and after an hour my t-shirt was wringing wet with sweat. I gave up, changed my t-shirt and went for a walk to buy a few more bits.


      I called in at a woodworking shop and they’ve quoted me £30 to replace a small section of the teak deck where the wind generator pole used to be. The temperature dropped at four o’clock and I spent two hours chiselling out the existing teak planks ready to be replaced.


      We had snapper for dinner which was fantastic.


      3 August 2011 Chagaramus, Trinidad


      It was a hot sticky night and, for some reason, we had mosquitos in our cabin - I didn’t sleep very well and was bitten quite a few times. I zapped three of the little devils this morning, but not before one of them had bitten me twice more on the ankles. The heat and mosquitos are getting me down - we’ve been in Trinidad for two and a half weeks now and I want to go.


      Mitch came and did first fitting of the Arch which cheered me up – the end is in sight. The Arch fitted in the correct place - with a little bit of pushing and twisting. Mitch said that the boat is out of square. To which I replied, “Of course it is – nothing on a boat is ever square”. The Arch looks to be the correct dimensions and looks good.


      I fitted the ducting in the lazarette for the cooling fan for the aft cupboard. It was a mission crawling into the lazarette, applying silicone sealant and tightening bolts, while Glenys was in contorted positions below holding the other end of the bolts.


      The damaged deck was my next job. The deck is made from two layers of fibreglass with a 1 inch thick core. The core in the corner of the deck is made from plywood and unfortunately it was very wet and rotten because the deck fittings for the wind generator hadn’t been sealed properly. I dug out the rotten wood, slowly making the hole bigger, looking for dry wood. I eventually ended up with a one foot wide hole with damp, but solid wood at the edges. I decided that this was a bigger job than I wanted to take on, so I talked to a guy based in the boatyard called “Cow”, who is going to give me a quote and could start work tomorrow.


      Now that we’ve done the first fitting of the Arch, I removed the four stainless steel rods that supported the pushpit. I’d been dreading the job, but in the end, it wasn’t as bad as I thought it would be. The extended hole drill worked very well and it only took me an hour to drill them all out.


      I’ve decided that the mosquitos are coming in through our aft bathroom, so we’re going to stop using the shower in there, keep the window shut and I fumigated the whole room with insect spray. Hopefully that will give us a good night’s sleep.


      4 August 2011 Chagaramus, Trinidad


      It was a better night - it was still damn hot, but at least we managed to keep the mosquitos out of the bedroom.


      Glenys worked on the cockpit cushions today, but only managed to finish one of the four. I worked on running some new cables for the solar panels and a rear floodlight that will be on the Arch.


      Cow arrived and we agree £300 for him to repair the damaged hole in the aft deck. It seemed to be a bit expensive, but the materials come to £150. He came back in the afternoon and started to chop everything away, but rain stopped play.


      I did a bit of running about in the afternoon, trying to figure out what type of cable I need for our satellite phone aerial. We’ve never bothered to pay for a SIM card for the phone because we can just use normal mobile phones while we’re in the Caribbean. Satellite phones are expensive beasts - it costs £25/month and £1/minute. I don’t think that we’ll use the satellite phone for two years, so I’m a bit reticent to spend a lot of money on a new cable at the moment.


      5 August 2011 Chagaramus, Trinidad


      It was another mosquito free night in our cabin, so I think that we’ve found the crack in our defences. Unfortunately, I still have to spray myself with insect repellent as soon as I come out of our cabin, otherwise the little morning ankle-biters get me.


      It was a day of doing bits of jobs. Glenys made another cockpit cushion and I put a new fan in the front cabin ready to move into there when I cut the wood surrounding our bed in the next few days. I did a bit more work on the wiring for the Arch and cut a three inch hole in the cupboard wall to allow air in for the cooling fan.


      Cow came and tried to do the repair to the deck, but it kept raining hard and everything managed to get wet again even though he tried to cover it up.


      We’re just waiting for the Arch to be finished.


      6 August 2011 Chagaramus, Trinidad


      We had a day off today and went into Port of Spain to do a bit of shopping - it’s a really bustling place on a Saturday morning.


      After eating a Roti for lunch, we went to the cinema and watched Captain America. We had dinner and went to bed.


      7 August 2011 Chagaramus, Trinidad


      It’s Sunday today, so nobody is working. I spent the day doing a few small jobs - treading water waiting for the Arch to be fitted. Glenys continued with the cockpit cushions, but gave up after lunch because the heat and humidity was so oppressive.


      I took the wind generator apart with the intention of rewiring the cable, but it was so difficult to get apart that I panicked and gave up. The wind generator is nine years old and the bearings and seals look like they need changing. I have some spares, but I think that I’ll take it back to the manufacturer to get it serviced tomorrow.


      Cow came back today and finished off fibre-glassing the deck – I’ll be able to get the carpenter to put the teak decking in place now. It will be nice to tick off another completed job. I’m still hoping to be out of here in a week’s time.


      We went out for a meal because Glenys couldn’t face cooking in this heat – spare ribs and chips with a pitcher of beer. We’ve been here so long that we’re getting into a routine.


      8 August 2011 Chagaramus, Trinidad


      We haven’t run the engine or generator for six days, so I started both of them. The engine ran fine after I primed the fuel with the auxiliary fuel pump. The generator started okay, ran for 5 minutes, but then cut out because of air in the fuel line again. This is very annoying. Falco the mechanic said that it may be dirty fuel causing the problem, so I turned on the auxiliary fuel pump to re-circulate the diesel through the primary fuel filter to clean it.


      I spent most of the day of running about organising things. I dropped the wind generator into Kiss Energy to get the bearings replaced and went to see Mitch - we’re still on target to fit the Arch on Thursday.


      The local dealer for Iridium satellite phones quoted me £150 for a 12 foot extension cable with two TNC connectors – the connectors are £35 each plus £45 labour to fit them. I’m not going to bother and will sort it out when (and if) we get a SIM card.


      9 August 2011 Chagaramus, Trinidad


      Glenys decided to go to a shopping mall in the morning – there’s a taxi company that organise a weekly trip.


      While she was off the boat, I cut the wood surrounding our bed to fit the in-fill. It was a hot messy job – I didn’t want the fans on because they would have blown the saw dust around, so it was like a sauna in the back cabin. It took me five hours to cut, shape, sand and varnish the wood.


      In an attempt to get the boat cooler, Glenys bought a big piece of white Sunbrella and rigged it up over the top of main boom above the bimini. The idea is that the white fabric will reflect the heat away from the bimini, which is getting very hot during the day and is radiating heat down into the cockpit.


      Ian and Jackie from “Blackthorn Lady” came for a beer in the evening to discuss going up the Manamo River which is part of the Orinoco Delta. This Venezuelan river is very isolated with Indians in dug-out canoes and piranha fish, so it will be a mini-adventure. It’s only about 60 miles from here and will only take a day to get there. We agreed that we’ll go with them towards the end of next week.


      With some trepidation we slept in the front cabin.


      10 August 2011 Chagaramus, Trinidad


      It was a hot night - even with the fan blowing we sweated all night. I had a go at trying to get the generator started, but gave up after ten minutes – I rang Falco and told him to come out.


      I picked up the wind generator from Kiss Energy – it only cost £45 to service the bearings. I did small jobs during the day including removing our old solar panel from the guard rails - Ian from “Blackthorn Lady” is buying it from us. The carpenter fitted the teak decking over the repair on the aft deck.


      Falco came and started the generator – he just had to bleed more air out of the system. I hadn’t been aggressive enough. We ran the generator for 15 minutes and it seems fine. Falco checked the primary fuel filter through which I’ve been re-circulating the fuel and it was very dirty. He reckons that we have dirty fuel tanks, so he’s going to arrange for a specialist company to come in and test the diesel. I’m not convinced that dirty fuel is causing the air in the fuel lines.


      The white Sunbrella shade above the bimini seems to be keeping the cockpit cooler, so Glenys bought another big piece of white Sunbrella. The intention is to have a big white shade the full length of the boom and another piece over the front deck.


      We moved back into the aft cabin, which was a relief.


      11 August 2011 Chagaramus, Trinidad


      I walked around to see Mitch about the timetable for fitting the Arch. He wasn’t there but his assistant was still polishing the stainless steel and I could see that it wasn’t finished. I rang him and confirmed that it will be installed tomorrow – bummer.


      I went back to the boat and read up the cruising notes for the Manamo River, while Glenys went into Port of Spain to buy mosquito netting and small items to trade with the native Warao Indians. There are an estimated 15,000 of these indigenous people living in the Orinoco delta. They have few possessions and everything has to be transported in their dugout canoes, so they love to trade with any passing boats. Glenys is looking forward to a bit of bartering.


      Mitch picked me up in the afternoon and we went through the final touches for the Arch, working out exactly where to put the lights and fishing rod holders, etc. He’s certain that it will be fitted tomorrow.


      Mitch is also making a pair of “storm drogue” chain plates for me. These will fit under the aft mooring cleats and provide a strong attachment point for a “Series drogue”. This is a long rope with lots of small cones sewn on to it, which, if we are caught in a bad storm, we can deploy off of the back of the boat. The theory is that the boat should then point downwind and be slowed down to 1 knot. We can then go and hide down below without having to worry about being capsized. I bought some 160mm long stainless steel bolts to fit the chain plates - I’m in shock because it cost me £55 for six bolts with washers and nuts.


      Glenys came back with her trading goodies – small packets of crisps, party blowers, balloons, colouring books and pencils for the kids and pieces of brightly coloured material for the ladies.


      12 August 2011 Chagaramus, Trinidad


      Mitch came at nine o’clock and delivered the storm drogue chain plates. He still had a little bit of welding to do on the Arch and was having a problem getting bolts that were 7 inches long. I spent the morning removing deck fittings from the aft deck and drilling the holes for the chain plates. By lunch time, Mitch still hadn’t been able to find any bolts, but could get some by Monday. I told him that he could use the ones that I bought yesterday to fit the Arch and I’ll do the chain plates on Monday.


      Glenys went to another shopping mall on a taxi with other cruisers and came back with heavy stuff, like milk, coke, orange juice, etc. She’s building up her stocks for going to the Manamo River where we will have to be self-sufficient for two weeks.


      Mitch arrived up after lunch and we fitted the Arch in position. It was a laborious process but was all done by five o’clock. It looks good and I spent the evening, checking that everything was in the correct place.


      13 August 2011 Chagaramus, Trinidad


      I was up at six o’clock this morning worrying about not being able to get the wiring through the inside of the Arch tubing - the last thing that I want to have to do is take the Arch off again. It took me two hours to pull four “mouse” lines through so that I can pull the wires through later.


      Mitch turned up at eight o’clock and spent all morning attaching the back part of the pushpit to complete the job. I pottered about buying bolts and drill bits to fit the various pieces of equipment.


      After lunch, I made some brackets for the solar panels and started to fit the wind generator. I had a panic attack when I dropped the mouse line for the wind generator cable. The path through the tubing is quite convoluted and I was in despair at how to get it back through. Jimmy from “3/4 Time” suggested using a small fishing weight on a bit of fishing line. Five minutes later, I had the mouse line through again – I owe Jimmy a six pack of beer for that tip. I didn’t quite manage to get the wind generator installed before I gave up at six o’clock.


      I hardly ever wear a watch now, but I know when it is six o’clock because pairs of green parrots fly directly over us going to roost in some trees over by Crews Inn marina. They are very noisy, squawking continually as they fly on an arrow-straight line to go to bed.


      14 August 2011 Chagaramus, Trinidad


      I was up at half past six and spent all day fitting the various pieces of equipment to the Arch and running the wiring. There are five aerials, two flood lights, a navigation light, two 185 Watt solar panels and a wind generator. By six o’clock, I’d got everything fitted and wired up at the Arch. All I have to do now is to run the wiring through the lazarette to the cupboard in the back cabin and connect it together.


      Glenys spent most of the day helping me and doing a bit of alterations to the bimini.


      We had our regular Sunday night out - spare ribs and chips with a pitcher of beer. We’ve definitely been here too long.


      15 August 2011 Chagaramus, Trinidad


      I woke up at four o’clock in the morning with the subconscious part my brain telling me that the Arch wasn’t square to the boat. I climbed out of bed and stared at the vertical and horizontal sections of the structure and, sure enough, it looked to be about five degrees out. In particular, the wind generator pole was definitely not vertical and the solar panels weren’t horizontal. I spent an hour working out that we need to take just over an inch off the rear main support because the deck slopes up towards the stern.


      At nine o’clock, I went to see Mitch and he agreed that he would sort it out. My dilemma was whether it was worth the effort of removing all of the equipment, removing the Arch, re-doing the welding work that we did two days ago and then re-running the cables – all for a small five degree slope. Back at the boat, I discussed it with Glenys and we stared at the slight “lean” for about ten minutes before I decided that if we didn’t do it, I would spend the next ten years looking at the Leaning Arch of Alba.


      I rang Mitch. He came over straight away and agreed that we should remove 1 1/8” from the rear support. Glenys and I removed the solar panels, pulled the wiring up inside the tubing, leaving some iron wire that won’t melt when Mitch has to weld. By lunchtime, we’d finished our bit and the arch was ready to lift off the boat.


      Mitch arrived at one o’clock and worked all afternoon to cut out the small section of tubing, re-weld, re-polish and install the Arch back on the boat. We finished at six o’clock and had a celebratory beer.


      I have a regular anti-mosquito routine in the evening. Shower, apply insect repellent to exposed skin and then sort out the back cabin - close window in heads, make sure that mosquito screen is in place on hatch, turn on fans, spray room with insect killer spray and shut the door behind me. It seems to be effective – we are having mosquito free nights now.


      16 August 2011 Chagaramus, Trinidad


      I was up at half past six, sorting out the wiring. The mouse wire for the wind generator snapped as I was pulling it down, so I had to remove the wires for the navigation light, the aft flood light and the wind generator and then use the fishing weight (again) to feed a mouse line down the tubing for the wind generator. The rest of the wiring pulled though okay.


      I fitted the various pieces of equipment to the arch and re-wired everything – 5 Aerials, wind generator, three lights. Reluctantly, I crawled into the hot lazarette locker and spent an hour running the wiring through pipes into the cupboard in the back cabin. I was then able to connect most of the wiring in the cupboard.


      We’ve read that the mosquitos and horse flies are murder in the mornings and evenings in the Manamo River, so Glenys is on a mission to make a mosquito net that will hang under the bimini and cover the entire cockpit. She went into town to buy binding tape and more mosquito netting – we can’t buy mosquito netting by the yard, so she’s had to buy ready-made nets for queen sized beds.


      It was absolutely boiling today. We always wear t-shirts because they soak up the sweat – it’s much better than having the sweat run off the end of your elbows or nipples. Glenys is constantly running to the launderette because most days we go through two changes of clothes.


      I was absolutely exhausted by seven o’clock and fell down the companion way steps while trying to carry two tool boxes down. I landed in a heap after a six foot fall, bouncing off the steps with my backside and doubling up over the tool boxes. I was lucky not to have broken something – I got away with a bad bruise on my left rib cage. I’ve reached a low point.


      17 August 2011 Chagaramus, Trinidad


      I had a lie-in this morning and didn’t get started until seven o’clock. My day was taken up with lots of small finishing jobs today – I fitted the storm drogue chain plates, fitted the solar panels and completed the wiring.


      I fitted the vane for our Hydrovane self-steering and, sure enough, it hit the Arch at many points of sail. I chopped 16 inches off the frame and it clears most of the Arch. I took the bits to Mitch and he is going to weld it back together to that it is 16 inches shorter and 6 inches wider. Hopefully that will give us enough vane area for the Hydrovane to vane to work correctly.


      Glenys spent the day making the cockpit mosquito net and helping me. Mike from “El Lobo” spotted her trying the netting out and shouted in a Geordie accent, “Net Curtains? Where d’you think you are, Pet?”


      We’re getting close to being shipshape now – another day of jobs and we should be ready to go.


      18 August 2011 Chagaramus, Trinidad


      I connected the solar panels and they were pumping 10 Amps into the batteries at eight o’clock in the morning. At midday, they were putting in 23 Amps which should be more than enough to keep us going without running the generator every day.


      It’s Thursday today, so we contacted Ian from “Blackthorn Lady” and barring any major problems, we’ll clear out tomorrow, fill up with fuel and leave for the Manamo River on Saturday. There are two other boats going at the same time – “Blackthorn Lady” &” Pogeyan” (Steve and Rixzene). The area in the Orinoco Delta that we’re going to is very isolated and there will be nowhere to get assistance if we have problems with engines, etc. We’ll be in contact with the other boats via VHF radio and be able to help each other out. Ian and Jackie called around at lunch time and gave us some malaria tablets that they had bought.


      I spent the day doing more finishing off jobs – mounted the barbeque, outboard and Danbuoy brackets on the Arch, fitted the guard rails, cleaned up the sealant around the deck fittings, dived down to check the propeller and generally tidied up. Glenys went into Port of Spain to pick up a few things and then continued making the mosquito net for the cockpit.


      We went out for a meal because our cockpit light has stopped working – another job to sort out tomorrow.


      19 August 2011 Chagaramus to Five Islands, Trinidad


      I woke up excited that we’re finally going to leave the Power Boats marina and go off on a mini adventure.


      I spent the morning running about buying last minute things and finishing off a few essential jobs. In preparation for the River Manamo, I bought a Fortress anchor which is supposed to hold well in soft mud. I bought and fitted some blocks and rope for the davits. I picked up the modified vane for the Hydrovane and the aerial bracket from Mitch. My credit card was red hot by lunchtime.


      Glenys went to West Mall to pick up some more malaria tablets, but got stuck in a traffic jam for 1½ hours which was caused by a land slide – she wasn’t happy when she finally arrived back at the boat.


      After lunch, we tidied up and went to check out. It took over two hours because “Blackthorn Lady” & ”Pogeyan” were both clearing out at the same time and the customs guy was a complete idiot. We arrived back at the boat at quarter past four loaded with the last minute food shopping and enough duty free booze to kill a small elephant. The next stop was to fill up with fuel and we only just had time to motor around to Five Islands to join up with the others for a couple of beers before the sun went down. We decided to leave at three o’clock in the morning.


      Back on Alba, I managed to get the dinghy up on the davits – it’s not quite right, but hopefully it will be calm on the passage to the Manamo River tomorrow.


      20 August 2011 Five Islands to Rio Manamo, Venezuela


      I must admit to groaning when the alarm went off at half past two. There wasn’t a breath of wind, so we hoisted the main sail and motored south west. We both had a one hour kip before breakfast.


      The wind didn’t pick up at all, so we motored for nearly ten hours. It was so calm (and boring) that Glenys retired below to finish sewing the mosquito net for the cockpit. I sat and read a set of cruising notes about the River Manamo that have been prepared by other cruisers who have visited the area. An extract from the Cruising Notes:


      The Manamo River is one small finger in the vast delta that empties the Orinoco River into the Atlantic Ocean and the Gulf of Pariah. The Orinoco River, the eighth largest in the world, is 2,140 km long and its watershed encompasses seventy percent of the national territory of Venezuela. Two thousand rivers are tributaries and feed more than one quadrillion cubic meters of water annually into the Atlantic Ocean.


      The Orinoco has formed one of the largest deltas in the world. The 40,000 sq km delta is known as the Delta Amacuro and is a region of wild forests, damp jungles and mangrove swamps which are woven with the rivers and channels that empty the waters of the Orinoco through more than 70 major mouths. In this labyrinth, the waters are constantly forming channels (canos) and islands where the moriche palms thrive.


      The approach to the river mouth starts about seven miles out and is along a wide channel which is around 4 metres deep, going around very shallow patches. We used the GPS coordinates provided by the cruising notes and they are bang on - thank goodness for GPS because it would have been very tricky using transits and other older navigation methods.


      We anchored off the small town of Pedernales at one o’clock and went to see the Guardia National to clear in. We speak very little Spanish and they spoke no English, but we managed to let them know that we want to be here for a couple of weeks. They wrote our details down in a ledger and that was it. We haven’t officially entered the country, but they don’t seem to care.


      Pedernales is a very sleepy little town and there wasn’t much going on. We were unable to get anyone to change our US dollars into Bolivars, so we couldn’t buy anything. The only interesting thing was seeing Scarlet Ibis wandering about the edge of the river – they are a brilliant red colour and unconcerned with the locals (who also ignore these beautiful birds.)


      In the evening, “Pogeyan” and we had to move because we were both anchored where there are cables running across the river bed to a small village – we were told to anchor to the north of the Guardia National dock. We invited “Pogeyan” and “Blackthorn Lady” for drinks. They were suitably impressed by our cockpit mosquito net, although it wasn’t necessary because there was a stiff breeze.


      21 August 2011 Rio Manamo, Venezuela


      The others had gone by time we surfaced. We had breakfast and then headed off around the point from Pedernales into the Manamo River. The delta mouth is about a mile wide at this point and there is a shallow bar that sticks out half way across the river. We nearly went aground a couple of times. The charts show a shoal area when coming into the start of the river and we went too far towards the shore - I had to slam into reverse when the depth gauge dropped down to 2.2 metres – we draw 2.0 metres (we think!) It was a pretty tense hour of watching the depth gauge, trying to get into the river and working out which way to turn when it was getting shallow. Fortunately, once we were in the river, the depth varied between 6 and 10 metres deep.


      The main river is about a quarter of a mile across - much wider than I expected. The jungle is very thick on both sides and the water stays deep to within 20 metres of the tree line. There are plenty of Scarlet Ibis which fly overhead, so we soon gave up pointing them out to each other. We took it nice and slow and enjoyed a gentle two hour trip up the river to Ibis Island.


      Once we had anchored near to “Pogeyan” and “Blackthorn Lady”, we had several groups of Warao Indians visit us. The cruising notes say the following about these indigenous natives:


      The Warao (15,000 est. in 1987) rely on dugout canoes to fish for morocotos in the canos and to access fields cleared in the island forests. The dugouts range in size from a few meters for small children, to craft ten meters or more holding 40 to 50 people. Giant sassafras and ceiba trees are preferred for construction of the larger craft as the durability of the wood gives a useful life of up to 10 years.


      Palafitos, rectangular pile dwellings supported on the trunks of the moriche palm are the typical dwellings in the bajo delta. Walkways, also supported on piles often connect various dwellings. The platform of the dwelling is made of two layers of split palm trunks, covered with a layer of clay. Two central forked posts support the ridgepole. The roof is thatched with fronds of the termiche palm. The ends and sides are open although the roof slopes nearly to the level of the floor. Most of the villages are concentrated near the Atlantic and the Warao often travel to Tucupita or Barrancas to trade.


      The moriche palm is the Warao’s tree of life. From it they extract flour, called yuruma for bread, fat grubs, which they eat fried, boiled or raw, a wine called guarapo de moriche and a drink called mojobo. The moriche seeds are also eaten. The top of the palm sprout is beaten, split and twisted into strands used to make sails and twisted into heavier cords and ropes. The Warao also make wax candles for lighting, extract oil from the castor bean and sassafras for medicinal uses and sejo, palm tree oil which is used for medicinal purposes and for frying food. The Warao also weave moriche baskets, which they dye with extracts from the moriche and other nuts and seeds and the barks of various trees. Baskets are also made from small cane (itirite). Also woodcarvings are made from the soft wood of the buttress roots of the sangrito (Dragon’s Blood Tree).


      The first Warao to arrive were children from the nearby village. The boys came in a pirogue with a powerful 40hp engine, while three girls arrived in a dugout canoe. They didn’t have anything to trade and have obviously come to expect hand-outs. We gave them sweets and the odd little trinket.


      We had another family that came for hand outs. It’s very odd. They come alongside, speak no Spanish or English and just stand there patiently waiting. Glenys gave the children a couple of sweets and eventually they left. They came back later with some small items to trade. Glenys traded a towel, some soap and a t-shirt for some beads and a small woven basket.


      After lunch, we did a few little jobs and went for a quick explore down a small cano in the dinghy. There wasn’t much to see, so we spent the rest of the afternoon mooching about.


      We all congregated on “Pogeyan” for a pot luck barbeque dinner to watch the Ibis arrive to roost for the night. In past years, there have been thousands of them, but there didn’t seem to be very many this evening. There was a spectacular thunderstorm and heavy rain as night fell.


      22 August 2011 Rio Manamo, Venezuela


      The alarm clock went off just before six o’clock and we climbed into the dinghy to watch the Scarlet Ibis leaving their roost. We have been told that they leave slowly at first and then lift off in a spectacular flock with a great rush of noise. Unfortunately most of them seemed to have found somewhere else to roost. Even so, it was nice and peaceful drifting slowly in the dinghy and we heard a troop of Howler Monkeys in the distance – a very strange and eerie sound.


      We pottered about in the morning doing a few jobs and then left about two hours after the others. The river is a maze of waterways and it’s a bit scary being alone because the channels all look the same and it would be easy to become disorientated. The Navionics electronic charts that we have on our portable chart plotter are surprisingly accurate. The general shape of the canos and islands is correct but the GPS position is a quarter of a mile out at times. The hand drawn map with the cruising notes is very useful and is our main guide to getting south.


      We passed three Warao villages on the way. The first village had already visited us for hand outs yesterday, but repeated the process as we passed their village. The second settlement was much larger and we were literally mobbed by about 10 large pirogues full of children. Again they had nothing to trade – just expecting hand-outs. We didn’t see anyone from the third village and found out later that there is a huge swath of water hyacinths at the water’s edge and they can’t get through.


      “Pogeyan” and “Blackthorn Lady” were anchored ½ mile from another large Warao village. As soon as we dropped anchor, we spotted a small group of River Dolphins swimming around the anchorage. They are strange, mottled pink creatures with long snouts. I went up the spreaders to try to get a good photograph of them, but the best I could get was a blob in the water. We also heard a group of Howler Monkeys to the east of us.


      The Warao Indians arrived in droves, but at least they all came with something to trade. I was starting to get despondent about the previous villagers begging. Glenys had a fun time bartering for baskets and bracelets. She now has an established process where she first choses one or two items from the many being offered. Glenys will then get a small selection of items that she is willing to trade and lays them out on the deck, indicating how many items she is willing to trade. It’s all small items like toothpaste, pencils, colouring books, small towels, clothing, soap, dress material, etc. Interestingly, it seems to be only the ladies and older girls who make the final selection. The fun part is watching the ladies touch the various objects trying to decide which one they want. They are torn between the practical items like soap and the more frivolous items like pencils for the children. Most times they end up with a choice between two items and go for the practical object, at which point, Glenys cracks up and hands them both items. We’re worried that we’re going to run out of things to trade.


      After trading with about ten boats, there was a short lull, so we jumped into the dinghy and went for a ride up a small cano – more jungle and mangroves, but there was one little stream through beds of water hyacinth which was a welcome relief from jungle. We didn’t see any wild-life, so we went over to have a look at the Warao village.


      The dwellings are more traditional here than downstream – the roofs are made from palm leaves rather than corrugated iron sheeting and there are intricate wooden walkways between the buildings. They also seem to be a lot more organised than the previous villages, with some evidence of traditional activities, I saw one guy handling big branches of palm leaves – I assume that it was Moriche Palm. There is however, evidence of modernisation with electricity cables strung on poles, some more solid looking buildings (with government notices) and 75hp Yamaha outboards everywhere you look.


      We had drinks and nibbles on “Blackthorn Lady”. The mosquitos and horse flies haven’t been a problem – we were expecting to be continually fighting the little beasts. I didn’t put on any mosquito repellent this evening and wasn’t bitten at all. This is the first time after battling the little blighters in Power Boats for a month. I think that we can go to MOSCON 2.


      23 August 2011 Rio Manamo, Venezuela


      We were actually cold last night, even when covered by a sheet. It was a cool, over cast morning and the current was against us, so we waited for an hour until the tide turned and headed south.


      There was a big bora (raft) of Water Hyacinths lodged against our anchor chain, so I lashed a machete to a mooring hook and cut it away – the plants are surprisingly tough and I had to cut down for two feet before breaking it apart. Rixzene told me later that the best way to get the hyacinths off is to motor forwards then to reverse back leaving the bora separated from the chain. Whilst in the dinghy, I noticed that the boat is sitting 2 inches lower in the water because we are now floating in fresh water. I hope that the barnacles that we picked up in Chagaramus are dying and falling off our hull.


      I’m pleased with the solar panels that we have installed - having 380 Watts of solar energy has transformed the way that we live – we can effectively use as much electricity as we want during the day. This means that we have many of our seven fans running continuously and, when we get up in the morning, the batteries are still above 80% charged.


      Once on our way, we had to dodge bora of water hyacinths which are floating by on the current. These apparently have small eco systems of their own with frogs and even snakes living on the larger ones. We were stopped by a few Warao Indians whilst motoring past their dwellings and traded for some more small things.


      We stopped at a side cano and went for a short tour in Pogeyan’s dinghy with Steve and Rixzene. We saw a couple of locals fishing with a line – possibly for piranha? I was quite excited to see a couple of Toucans fly overhead. We heard howler monkeys, but didn’t see any.


      Our anchorage for the evening was at the south end of Isla Monos (Monkey Island) just off an small “Eco-resort” called Boca Tigre Lodge. They can take 30 guests who come out to see the jungle and the Warao Indians. We all went to the bar to see if we could organise a trip into the jungle or something, but no one could tell us if it was possible or how much it would be.


      We invited the others for dinner and we didn’t bother to put the mosquito netting up in the cockpit – a BIG mistake. Just as the sun went down, I felt a mosquito bite my leg. About 30 seconds later, we were invaded by hundreds and hundreds of big, black mosquitos. I got out the cockpit mosquito net, but with six people trying to help, we got into a tangle with it and it took five minutes to sort it out. By this time, the inside of the mosquito netting and the boat were swarming with the little black buggers.


      I produced the tennis racquet zapper and we started to kill them, but there were too many. We retreated down below while I sprayed the cockpit area with insect killer (called BOP). I then started to BOP the inside of the boat and we all fled back into the cockpit. Ten minutes later, all of the surfaces of the inside of the boat (carpet, upholstery, table, etc) were speckled with hundreds of dead black bodies. Glenys had to stop making dinner and hoover the carpet while the rest of us were still trying to kill the insects that had survived in the cockpit. It was an hour and a half of chaos, before we settled down to eating dinner. I found 25 dead mosquitoes on my chart table in a small 2 square foot area.


      24 August 2011 Rio Manamo, Venezuela


      I didn’t sleep very well, worrying about mosquitos and things that bite in the night. We also didn’t bother to put up the Uber-windscoop so, when it rained, Glenys had to shut the hatch. It then became very hot in the cabin, so I had to get up at four o’clock and put up the Uber-windscoop.


      Rixzene organised a tour guide in the morning. Our first stop was up a small cano where we donned wellies and walked through the muddy jungle while the guide pointed out various trees which the Warao Indians use. It was hard to understand the fine detail because it was all in Spanish, but he pointed out a moriche palm and extracted a big fat grub which he offered around to be eaten. When there were no takers he ate it himself – nice.


      We then went fishing for Piranha for an hour or so. The Piranha live in small canos and not in the main river. We used simple fishing poles with a small ½” long hook and small chunks of uncooked chicken for bait. The secret is to attract the Piranha by splashing the water with the end of the fishing pole to simulate an animal that has fallen in the water. Glenys and I caught one each, which we cooked later and shared with everyone else as a starter for dinner.


      The guide then took us to a Warao Indian habitat. I was very uncomfortable at the way that we walked into their home and stared at their meagre possessions. The building is very, very basic consisting of a rough wooden floor suspended about six feet above the muddy shore on poles with a roof thatched with palm leaves. There appeared to be about 30 people including children living in the one that we visited and I guess that they all sleep in hammocks or on the floor. Clothes are either hanging from the roof on string or in small piles. They were weaving a traditional hammock on a simple loom. It’s incredibly basic living, but they have electricity, a TV and there was a 40hp Yamaha engine being serviced on the floor.


      We went back to our luxury yachts and spent the afternoon lounging about in the heat – not a breath of wind. I’ve started an audio Spanish course – a bit late, but I need to learn the language. I find it very frustrating not being able to communicate with people. The guide came back after five o’clock and took us down the river where we saw three troops of howler monkeys in trees right on the edge of the river.


      “Pogeyan” is a large 46 foot catamaran with a large lounge, glass doors and air conditioning. Following the “Night of the Mosquitos” yesterday, we were concerned about being attacked again by insects, so Rixzene and Steve invited us to their boat where Jackie cooked a meal.


      25 August 2011 Rio Manamo, Venezuela


      I felt a bit dull this morning- too much duty free red wine last night. The current was against us first thing in the morning, so we did some small jobs until eleven o’clock.


      The river is 30 metres deep here. We decided to hug the outside of each bend in the river and were able to motor along about 25 metres from the shore and look at the jungle – we managed to get a reasonable photo of a wild curassow, which are like wild chickens that roost in the riverside bushes.


      There were a few small dwellings at first and we were met by the inevitable children in their canoes. Some came to trade and others for hand-outs. We then hit a stretch where there were several villages and we were inundated by happy smiling faces – it gets a bit wearing having to slow down all the time. Glenys did quite a bit of trading and handed out some cookies that she made yesterday.


      One of the tips that we picked up from the cruising notes was to put all traded items into a plastic bag and BOP them with insect killer. This is definitely a good idea - Glenys had a weevil thing squirm out of one basket onto her hand as it was passed to her. She flicked it over the side.


      The Orinoco Delta Lodge is ½ mile up a small cano which branches right off the main river. The entrance is very shallow in the northern part of the river, so we favoured the southern side. We were too far south and nearly went aground just off the small settlement on the shore. We eventually made it to the Orinoco Delta Lodge at four o’clock. As soon as we had anchored, we had a small pod of River Dolphins swimming around the boat – I still didn’t manage to get a decent photograph of them.


      We had a quiet night alone. It’s great cruising in company, but the constant partying is getting too much for my liver. We put up the cockpit mosquito netting and watched hundreds of big black mosquitos trying to get in as darkness fell. At the height of it, there were 20 mosquitos per square foot on the netting. Hundreds of tiny flies were still getting through the mesh of the netting, but they didn’t seem to bite and were just attracted by the cockpit light. I rigged up a holder for the insect zapper next to the light, stuck the button to “on” and watched one insect per second get zapped for the next three hours.


      26 August 2011 Rio Manamo, Venezuela


      It was a hot night and I woke up at three o’clock having been bitten. I switched on the light and used the zapper to clear the room.


      The first job in the morning was to remove the mosquito netting and hang it up on the front deck to shake out the insect bodies. Then I swept up the hundreds of small fly bodies from the cockpit.


      I’m very pleased that we put davits on the Arch as the system works well both at anchor and when under way in calm waters. I hoist the dinghy with two ropes and then use another two ropes to pull the dinghy in tight against the Hydrovane to stop it swinging from side to side. There are a couple of little niggles - the ropes that I bought are too thin and too short, so I’ll have to buy thicker rope when we get back to Trinidad. The more serious problem is that the dinghy being worn by rubbing against protruding parts of the Hydrovane. So I spent most of the day making a shaped teak pad, which I’ve screwed to the Hydrovane. Hopefully, this will give a bigger and smoother surface to hold the dinghy in place without chafing.


      Rixzene, Jackie and Glenys went for a dinghy ride back to the main river to visit a small settlement, where some small boys had given some of us necklaces as gifts. Rixzene wanted to go and give them some more things in return. As they went alongside a dugout canoe by the shore, the children came down and gifts were exchanged. One little girl had a Toucan on her hand and one of the ladies was holding a small monkey.


      Glenys and I went for dinghy ride for a mile up the river and down a small cano. I tried fishing for Piranha using my spinning rod and some dried salted fish for bait. I had a few nibbles but caught nothing. We saw little else apart from a Toucan high up in a tree.


      Back at the boat, there was a little bit of excitement when a blue and gold macaw flew onto Pogeyan and then onto our boat. It was obviously a parrot from the Lodge (saying “Ola” all of the time), but was a fun photo opportunity.


      We all went for dinner at the Lodge. They only have a few guests staying and we had to give them advanced notice that we wanted to eat there. There was only a set menu with no choice, but for $20US per person, the food was good. We gleaned some more information from the staff about the electric cable strung across the river at Boca de Uracoa and the fact that we can buy diesel there. A guide from a small group of Germans was able to exchange some US dollars for bolivars at an exchange rate of 7 bolivars to a dollar. We all had $20 worth which will be enough to buy a few things in Boca de Uracoa tomorrow.


      27 August 2011 Rio Manamo, Venezuela


      It was a hot still evening, so Glenys slept in cockpit last night. She said that it was very pleasant listening to the jungle noises rather than the whirr of a fan in the cabin, but the cockpit seats are a bit narrow to sleep comfortably. I had a mosquito free night, if a little hot. It’s Saturday, so we took our weekly malaria pill today.


      It was a beautiful, misty morning. We all left at seven o’clock because we wanted to get over the shallow entrance at high water. The lowest depth of water that we recorded was 2.8 metres about 50 metres from the north shore right next to the village. Again, I think that we should have been further off the shore.


      There were lots of Water Hyacinth boras to negotiate in the main river and the mist soon lifted to give us another nice sunny day. The scenery has now changed quite dramatically. The thick jungle is giving way to farmed land and plantations, while the housing is much sturdier, with walls, roofs, doors and windows. These seem to be villages that have been set up by the government, as the houses are very similar in construction. I even spotted a basketball court and children on bicycles. The locals still have dugout canoes, but not many came out to see us. Those that did, just came to stare and not to trade.


      We had the current with us for most of the trip and, after a couple of hours, we took the right hand branch in the river towards Boca de Uracoa. It took us 4½ hours to reach the electrical cable strung across the river, where we anchored on the west side in seven metres of water. The holding was once again surprisingly good - I expected more soft mud in the river, but our 60lb CQR seems to dig in well. Perhaps the bottom is hard sand due to the fast flowing current.


      Glenys and I went into town to have a look around and hopefully buy lunch. Boca de Uracoa is a real one horse town. There are very impressive, gaily painted concrete water taxi stands on the river front, but beyond that there is one main street with only a couple of shops and food stalls. The main grocery shop doesn’t have any sign, but can be found by the crowd of people hanging about outside the small frontage. There are red iron gratings stopping anyone going into the shop and you have to ask the shop keeper for the items that you require - shop lifting is obviously a problem around here. Glenys bought a bag of twenty four bread rolls for 18 bolivars which she shared with the other boats.


      We bought a couple of pasties from one of the food stalls, which contained a shredded beef concoction - tasty if a little greasy. Having exhausted the possibilities of the town, we climbed back into the dinghy and motored around the corner into a small cano where we found “Pogeyan” and “Blackthorn Lady” at the fuel station filling up jerry cans with diesel. They bought 150 litres of diesel for 7.5 bolivars which is approximately $1 US – that makes diesel only three US cents per gallon.


      There is a small bar next to the fuel dock, where we managed to get US dollars changed at a rate of 8 bolivars to one US dollar. We bought a case of beer for $15 US which makes beer $2.15 US per litre which is 71 times more expensive than diesel.


      I’d estimated that we’d used over 100 litres of fuel with all the motoring that we have done in the past week, so we borrowed some of Pogeyan’s jerry cans to fill up our tanks as well. I had a bit of a minor disaster when our tank overflowed after putting in only 75 litres of fuel. We had nasty, smelly diesel running down our beautiful teak decks. However, a bit of washing up liquid soon sorted that out. I just hope that the diesel tank vent pipe is higher than the filler pipe, otherwise we’ll have smelly diesel in the bilges.


      We invited the others over for dinner and the mosquitos weren’t as overwhelming as previous nights – perhaps it is a little bit windier here? A few of the devils managed to get past our defences though and the zapper was deployed at various times. The Polar Lite beer that we bought today is tasteless. What’s with Lite Beer anyway – surely that’s an oxymoron?


      28 August 2011 Rio Manamo, Venezuela


      We had a chilled out morning waiting for the current to turn, to start taking us back downstream. Glenys worked on the big sun shade to cover the main boom while I mooched about, editing photographs and writing this diary.


      We ran the water maker and the output is amazing. It normally produces 45 gallons per hour but because we’re in fresh water, I reckon that it’s outputting at least twice as much – about 100 gallons per hour. We only had to run it for 15 minutes, so we filled two big jerry cans with water for “Blackthorn Lady”.


      We decided to go back to the Orinoco Lodge and try to arrange a fast pirogue to take us on a day trip to Tucupita tomorrow. We had a little bit of wind as we left Boca de Uracoa and put up our sails, but soon ground to a halt in the fluky winds. The trip back to the Lodge was uneventful, but we had to pick our way through areas of quite dense water hyacinth once we were back on the main river.


      It was around low water when we entered the cano for the Orinoco Lodge and we recorded a depth of 2.3 metres at a few points. Our nervousness was made worse by the approach of a huge thunderstorm which was giving us gusts of 20 knots as we edged our way over the shallows. We had lashing rain and 30 knot gusts as we approached the anchorage, so I just dumped the anchor using the windlass control in the cockpit and we sat and waited for the storm to pass.


      We tried to get a trip down to Tucupita, but they wanted $180US and we would have to get leave at five o’clock in the morning because they are taking some other guests to Boca de Uracoa first. We decided that they were trying to overcharge us so we declined. We had dinner on “Pogeyan” – no problems with the mosquitos behind the patio doors in their air-conditioned saloon.


      29 August 2011 Rio Manamo, Venezuela


      I was woken by the sound of parrots squawking as they flew overhead. We had another morning of waiting for the tide to turn. Glenys finished off the white sun shade for the main boom. It’s massive and will probably be a major hazard when it gets windy, but it will keep the boat considerably cooler while we are sitting in a calm anchorage.


      I decided that I’d draw a map of the Manamo River with notes about the various things that we have discovered. It can then be added to the cruising notes that are being shared by cruisers. I had to use screen shots from MaxSea program that came with the boat, but the CMaps that it uses aren’t as detailed as the Navionics charts that we have on our little chart plotter. The Navionics charts are on an encrypted Compact Flash card and needs a proprietary Navionics reader to load them on a PC. Very frustrating – I think that I’ll have to buy the special reader for the PC.


      We set off at eleven o’clock and negotiated the shallows at the entrance to the cano. The trip down the river was quiet with only two lots of Warao Indians coming out to see us. The first group were in two boats – a small dugout with three small boys and a larger boat being rowed by eight children. We started to slow down, but we were still going at two knots when a small boy at the front of the dugout grabbed a fender. Glenys told him to let go, but before he could, he tipped the whole canoe over. The dugout turned upside down and immediately filled with water. The children in the other boat thought that this was hilarious and, as we drifted off, they were helping the boys on board their boat and bailing out the canoe.


      We stopped to trade with another boat from a village and Glenys finally managed to get four plate mats. Hopefully that is all that we need now. The elderly lady who was in charge of the boat was good at negotiating and fleeced us for a lady’s blouse, a belt, a baseball cap AND a bar of soap. Her serious face was a joy to watch as Glenys communicated in sign language and poor Spanish.


      Just after noon, the clouds started to build as a big thunderstorm approached. We were hammered by very heavy rain and 20 knot winds. I had to change into swimming shorts to continue to steer down river. Glenys retreated below and cooked a roti for lunch.


      We anchored next to the Boca Tigre Lodge. Ian and I went into see if we could get a trip to Maturin which is a big town further to the west. The only guy that we could find wasn’t very helpful - this lodge always seems to be shut down. Looking at a map, we would have to go to another small town and get a bus, so we decided that it wasn’t worth the effort.


      We had a boat come over to us when we had anchored. It was driven by a teenage Warao Indian, but had a load of small children in it. They simply said hello and then hung onto the fenders waiting for a hand out. I have mixed feelings about this. On the one hand it’s great to give the kids a treat in their otherwise hard lives, but should we encourage this begging. It is much better when they come to trade and we give the children a present at the end of the bartering.


      Glenys and I had a quiet night by ourselves in an attempt to rejuvenate our livers. After dinner, I spotted a movement outside the mosquito netting and said “We’ve got a rat”. Glenys leapt up but couldn’t see anything. After a few minutes exploring the deck, I spotted it on top of the mosquito net. It was a small marsupial-looking creature and was fascinated by the light. We assumed that it arrived on a bora of hyacinth, so I took a photograph of it and tossed it overboard from whence it came.


      30 August 2011 Rio Manamo, Venezuela


      I woke up this morning with a burning desire to go exploring up the river to the west of the anchorage. The charts all stop about half a mile west, so I thought that it would be interesting to map it out and see if it leads to San Hose de Buja which has a road going to Maturin. I jumped in the dinghy and went to talk to “Pogeyan and “Blackthorn Lady”, but they weren’t interested in doing battle with the large number of water hyacinth bora that have passed us going up this river.


      Glenys and I set off at eight o’clock by ourselves. We had to do a considerable amount of manoeuvring to avoid the water hyacinths, but it slackened off after a mile. We passed a fairly large Warao Indian village and continued up the wide, deep river. We had a few stops to look and listen to the wildlife – howler monkeys, parrot, toucans, etc.


      After an hour, we came across a junction in the river, where there is a floating barrier across the branch which heads south west. This consists of 56 gallon oil drums, strung together with chain and logs. The purpose appears to be stopping the Water Hyacinth going up this part of the river – and it looks to be effective. We watched a local pirogue slide across by pulling up the outboard, but there didn’t seem to be any way that we would be able to cross it with our 2 metre deep keel.


      We continued up the other branch, continually doing battle with the ever thickening bora of hyacinths. When we were eight miles from the anchorage, we can across another junction in the river. By this time, the sky was darkening with ominous thunder clouds and both river branches seemed to be getting thicker with hyacinths, so we decided to call it a day. As we turned around, a group of ten scarlet macaws took off from a nearby tree and flew away squawking their protests at being disturbed.


      We managed to get into the clearer water before the first heavy rain hit us. Once the rain had stopped, we anchored for lunch and chilled out until Glenys spotted a huge raft of hyacinth heading straight for us. We leapt into action and just got the anchor clear of the water and out of the way before the raft arrived.


      Back at the anchorage, we chilled out for the rest of the afternoon – I finished off my map of the Manamo River including the new bits that we had explored. We had a lamb curry on “Pogeyan” cooked by Jackie.


      31 August 2011 Rio Manamo, Venezuela


      Another late start today, waiting for the tide. Glenys is making dinner for everyone tonight, so she went and scrounged some onions and potatoes from the other boats. We’re starting to run out of things now.


      We left before the others and motored down the river. Meanwhile “Pogeyan” were having a few problems. They had a huge raft of water hyacinths lodged in the front and between the two hulls of their catamaran. Using one of their engines, they tried to motor forwards and then back off, which has been working pretty well up to now. Unfortunately they weren’t able to move the hyacinths and, in the process, their starboard engine overheated and they had to shut it down. “Blackthorn Lady” and some of the local pirogues came to their assistance and the locals used grappling hook type anchors to pull chunks of the raft away. Fortunately, “Pogeyan” have two engines and were able to start the port one and motor down the river. Glenys and I heard the saga on the VHF radio and anchored a few miles away to have lunch and wait for them to catch up.


      We carried on down the river until we came to a smaller cano which heads east. The Cruising Notes say that this cano links the Manamo River to the Pedernales River, but that the river becomes very narrow and the trees overhang the river. Some cruisers have made it through and I would like to try it. Glenys and I went down the cano to have a look, while the others carried on and anchored a mile further down river.


      We motored for 40 minutes and the river didn’t narrow at all. The depth varies between 6 to 15 metres and it seems pleasant enough. We turned around and headed back to anchor next to the others. We had dinner on Alba – salt fish stew, which although approached with apprehension by the others, went down well.

    

  


  
    
      September 2011


      1 September 2011 Rio Manamo, Venezuela


      No one else wanted to attempt to go down the small cano to the Pedernales River, so we upped anchor at eight o’clock and motored off by ourselves. We passed two large villages, but didn’t stop to trade with anyone when they came out to us - we were on a mission.


      The first half of the cano has depths between 6 and 15 metres and is initially over 50 metres wide. After an hour of motoring at 5 knots, the cano started to narrow and trees began to encroach on the water. After two hours, we came to a junction where there is a Warao Indian village. They had very traditional dwellings with palm leaf roofs and most of the kids were naked. There were many happy, smiling children waving at this strange apparition passing very close to their homes.


      We took the right hand fork and the river narrowed to 30 metres with lots of the trees hanging over the water. From this point onwards, Glenys was stood on the back deck, watching the trees and making sure that we didn’t hit branches with our 50 foot mast and rigging. I focussed on slowly steering us through this maze and watching out for water hyacinth and sodden floating logs. We hit two big logs with a thump, but both times I had the engine in neutral gear and no damage was done. The depth hardly ever dropped below 5 metres, which was a great relief, as we had enough to worry about with the trees. The narrowest point in the river was 20 metres wide and there were no places where we touched the trees.


      It took us an hour of intense concentration to weave our way through to the Pedernales River and what a welcome sight it was. In retrospect, the route is not difficult at all, but it is stressful because we didn’t know whether there was a way through. At some parts, when the trees are thickest, there is little room to turn a 42 foot yacht around, so we were pretty committed to keeping on going. Once we got through, both of us thought that it was good fun.


      We slowly motored north down the wide river. It’s quite shallow compared to the Manamo River being between 5 to 10 metres deep. The vegetation on the shore is more regular with less palm trees as we go towards the sea. We passed a couple of big Warao villages – these had more “modern” buildings with corrugated iron roofs. No one bothered to come out to see us, but the children waved and smiled from the shore. I don’t think that they see many yachts down this way.


      There’s a lot of boat traffic up and down the river. Most of them slowed down to stare when they saw us. At two o’clock, we anchored off an island at 09 45.21N 62 10.29W in 7 metres of water. There’s a very shallow bar extending south from the island and our depth gauge dropped below 2 metres while we were looking around for a place to anchor. We probably went aground in the soft mud, but I soon reversed us off into deeper water.


      The horse flies are a damn nuisance here, so we put up the mosquito netting to keep them at bay. Glenys relaxed in the cockpit in the afternoon and I updated my map with the route of the small cano that we have just done. I made sure that I collected a good number of GPS waypoints on the trip through the cano, so the map should be pretty accurate.


      The anchorage is a lovely peaceful place with two smaller canos that go off to the west. The cruising notes say that one of them goes back to the Manamo River, but I don’t think we’ll bother to try. Our plan is to go to Pedernales tomorrow and meet up with the others, who are staying at Ibis Island tonight, before heading back to Trinidad on Saturday.


      In the evening, the horse flies were going mad trying to get through the mosquito net – I’m really pleased with the way that it’s worked on this trip. We had an early night – a stressful, but enjoyable day.


      2 September 2011 Rio Manamo, Venezuela


      I slept like a log until three o’clock, when I woke suddenly with the feeling that I’d heard voices outside. Glenys was awake, so I asked her if she had heard anything, but she hadn’t. I had to get up and have a look around outside, but all was very peaceful. The only noise was the occasional splash of water against the hull caused by the strong current.


      Back in bed, I found it difficult to sleep because I was constantly listening for the sound of someone on deck. I had time to ponder the balance between anchoring in an isolated place and the need for security. Most of the time, we are anchoring in crowded places with other cruisers, but it is nicer to be anchored alone. On the other hand, we are more likely to be a victim of armed robbery if anchored by ourselves. I finally fell into a fitful sleep without reaching a conclusion.


      I was up at quarter past six, when the first boats came whizzing by us. One of the problems that we will face when going back to Trinidad is that we won’t have any documentation to show that we have been in Venezuela for two weeks. Some cruisers have had a very hard time from the Trinidad Customs officers when they arrive with no papers. To make matters worse, we’ve heard that a “State of Emergency” has been declared in Trinidad because of some civil unrest a week ago. I’m not sure whether this will make it harder to get cleared in without exit documentation. I prepared a home-made departure document, which I filled in, hoping that the Guardia Nacional will date stamp it for me in Pedernales.


      The trip down river turned out to be fairly boring. The river Pedernales is very wide and only 5-10 metres deep. We passed a small settlement of Warao Indians and two dugout canoes came across to see us. They didn’t come to trade, just to stare. We called them over and Glenys gave them a few small things and some pancakes that she had made. One of the dugouts had a couple of young boys who had a woven basket containing crabs, which I guess they have collected in the mangroves – we later saw many boats and people going into the mangroves on the shore line.


      We stuck our nose into a large river which heads east a mile before Pedernales, but it was only 4 metres deep and didn’t seem to be going anywhere. We turned around and carried onto Pedernales where we anchored beside “Blackthorn Lady” and “Pogeyan”.


      There was a wicked two knot current in the anchorage, so we waited until it had slackened and then went in to see the Guardia Nacional with the others. I had written down what I was going to say in Spanish, “Es possible para usted meter una marca en mi zarpe?” He seemed to understand and immediately stamped my homemade exit papers and wrote down our passport details in his ledger. When the officer had done the same with the others’ papers, we all went for a walk around the town.


      It was a little busier than when we arrived two weeks ago and we bought some bread and beer. There was a traditional ice machine on the street. This is a hand cranked press, which grinds a big block of ice into small pieces. The vendor puts the ice into a cup and adds syrup to make a “slush puppy.” Glenys bought one to try it and it was nice.


      There were quite a few Warao Indians hanging about outside the shop where we bought beer. They were sitting about with loads of kids and it appeared sad that they were in this town with nothing to do but beg. We were pestered by a few children asking for money and Glenys’ slush puppy. We walked back to the boat a little despondent at the obvious poverty in the town.


      We had dinner on Pogeyan which was a barbeque using up any fresh meat that we had left. Glenys and I have decided that we’ll not bother stopping in Trinidad, but will carry on to Grenada overnight. We swapped photographs with the others and exchanged contact details. It has been a fun two weeks and we have become good friends.


      3 September 2011 Rio Manamo to Prickly Bay, Grenada (Day 1)


      The alarm went off at five o’clock in the morning and we left at half past five just behind the others. Once again we had big problems getting the anchor up because the chain was wrapped around something – there must be big rocks or other obstructions down there. It took us five minutes of motoring backwards and forwards to get the chain free.


      We motored down the river entrance and the horse flies made a last desperate attempt to get us. It was a very unpleasant hour swatting the little buggers as they zoomed about the cockpit. I’ve decided that horse flies are a major navigation hazard because when trying to swat them, we were definitely not looking where we were going and veering about wildly.


      The trip out of the shallows was uneventful and we settled down to motor sailing in the fluky 5-10 knot wind. We had practically no wind and had to use the engine all the way past Scotland Bay and until we were five miles past Trinidad heading towards Grenada. The wind then picked up to 12 knots and we had a lovely sail until midnight when the wind dropped again. Before it went dark, we had ten minutes of watching bottlenose dolphins play in our bow wave and I caught a tuna which was particularly satisfying because I’d lost a big fish in the afternoon when it bit through the line. We had a sighting of the elusive green flash as the sun went down to end a very nice day.


      4 September 2011 Rio Manamo to Prickly Bay, Grenada (Day 2)


      We arrived in Prickly Bay at six o’clock in the morning. We had to motor-sail all night and I’d slowed us down to 4½ knots to time our arrival at dawn. We anchored and went to bed for a couple of hours.


      After breakfast, we chilled out tidying up and getting internet access again. I checked the weather forecasts properly for the first time in two weeks – I’ve been getting second hand information from Ian on Blackthorn Lady for the past two weeks. There are a couple of Tropical Storms north of us, a low to the east of us and 10 knot winds in our area. We’re hoping for 20 knot east winds, so that we can head west down to the ABC islands – maybe next weekend.


      I went over to customs to clear in and there was no problem with my homemade departure document. Back on the boat, I updated my diary and the map of the Manamo River and published it to our web site, then mooched about the rest of the afternoon.


      Steve and Lynn from “Celebration” came for dinner to help eat the tuna that we caught yesterday.


      5 September 2011 Prickly Bay, Grenada


      Today was a running about day. We took three bags of dirty clothes to the laundry and went to Spice Island Marine to pick up our mail, which Gareth had sent from the UK two months ago. Unfortunately the Grenadian Customs had classified it as a parcel so, with some trepidation, we had to go into St Georges to pick it up. It turned out to be pretty straight forward; I just had to open the two “Jiffy” bags and show the customs officer that it was mail that had been sent to us and that was it.


      By this time, it was nearly midday, so we strolled around the Carenage and into the Nutmeg restaurant for a relaxed lunch, while we opened the mail. There wasn’t anything that we weren’t aware of - 75% of it was junk mail. John and Sunny from “Notre Vie” walked in just as we were about to leave, so we had a quick chat. Sunny’s brother is visiting them and they’ve hired a sports fishing boat to go out looking for Marlin. They may have a spare place, so I might be going out with them on Wednesday.


      We wandered into St Georges and picked up a few things before catching a bus back to Spiceland Mall where we did a “big shop” and caught a taxi back. Back on the boat, we had a couple of stowaways.


      We’ve been pretty meticulous about making sure that we don’t take cardboard boxes down below because of the danger of cockroaches. I’ve been opening boxes on deck, placing the contents in the cockpit and then soaking the cardboard in sea water to kill any cockroach eggs. On our last boat, we picked up cockroaches in Tunisia and it took five months to get rid of them.


      Today, we bought two cases of beer, which I started to open in the cockpit. After removing six cans, I spotted a huge 30mm long cockroach in the bottom of the cardboard case. Don’t Panic Mr Mannering! It took me 60 seconds to corner the little devil and crush it with a beer can. Phew! I started to remove the rest of the beer cans and spotted another one in the case – it only took 20 seconds to kill that one. We’re going to have to be more careful…


      When we put the new arch on, I moved the Wireless Internet Aerial and the cables that I have aren’t long enough to connect to the laptop on the chart table. For the past three weeks, we’ve been using the laptop balanced on our knees in the back cabin. It’s driving me mad. Despite this, we managed to have a Skype conference call with Brett and Craig – it was great to catch up with what they’re doing. We’re looking forward to seeing them at Christmas.


      I read some recent emails in the evening and one was from some good friends (Steve & Jacqui) who are coming out to Barbados for a holiday later this week. Since we have light winds at the moment, I think that it might be feasible to head east and go to see them. Yesterday we were planning to go west to the ABC islands - it’s funny how plans can change.


      6 September 2011 Prickly Bay to St Georges, Grenada


      I listened to the “Grenada Cruiser’s Net” on the VHF radio at half past seven and they went on and on for over an hour. It’s dominated by retired Americans who have camped down here for the hurricane season. It’s like being on a holiday camp. They’ve organised social events on every day of the week – yoga, backgammon, ladies dominos, Spanish classes, volleyball, film nights, film afternoons, potluck dinners, shopping trips, etc, etc. By the end of the Net, I wanted to scream - I’ve got to get out of here.


      I went to Spiceland Mall and managed to buy a longer USB cable for the Wireless Internet Aerial. Back on the boat, I rang John from “Notre Vie” and found out that there is a spare slot for me on the fishing trip. I have to be there at half past seven in the morning, so we decided to go around to the marina in St Georges for a couple of days.


      We motored around to Point Saline and then had a nice sail for an hour, before motoring into the marina. Once tied up, I set to installing the USB cable for the Internet Aerial. It took me three hours and I just finished in time to go to meet John and Sunny for happy hour in the bar. Glenys and I stayed for a meal in the bar. We had pizza with a Greek salad. The bar is very trendy with a jazz act playing in the background, so it was very surreal - just like being in a hotel.


      7 September 2011 St Georges, Grenada


      I went to “Notre Vie” for breakfast and then we met the others on the fishing boat – there were six of us in all. The skipper was a Brit called Badger – he is a cockney and sounds like a right wide boy, but he knows his stuff. We went 24 miles to the west of Grenada where the water is 4000 to 8000 feet deep. We spent seven hours motoring around at 7 knots with five lines in the water at all times. We set up a rota system, so that we each took it in turns to take the rod whenever there was a strike.


      We only had three strikes – two Dorado and a wahoo. I was number four, so I didn’t get my hands on a rod. However, it was a good day out and I learned a lot more about trolling. I spent $120US on the trip and will probably be spending more than that on new fishing lures and gear.


      In the evening, we went to a “pot luck” Mexican at the marina – arranged by American cruisers of course. It was OK, but they have such a bunker mentality and don’t even consider moving out of the marina for a day sail.


      8 September 2011 St Georges to Prickly Bay, Grenada


      Tropical Storm Maria is heading our way. It should pass through the Leeward Islands to the north of us, but it will affect the winds in our area. This means we can’t go to Barbados because the winds will be coming from the south and the anchorage in Bridgetown will be horrible. The winds are also too light to go to Bonaire. I was feeling depressed about hanging about in the Grenadian Holiday Camp, then I realised that we could head up to Carriacou for the weekend - that cheered me up.


      I nipped over to the chandlers to buy some more fishing lures, then we motored over to Molinere Point, picked up a mooring and did a nice scuba dive – the first one for seven weeks. We were caught by the Marine Park boat and had to pay a $10US mooring fee. It’s a good job that they didn’t show up while we were out diving because we didn’t realise that you’re not allowed to scuba dive in the marine park unless you’re with a local dive centre. That’s another nice dive site blocked off.


      I re-filled our two dive tanks ready to do a dive tomorrow and we then went for a quick snorkel in the bay. There are some sculptures placed on the sea bed to give interest for the tourists that get brought out here. It’s a good job they are there because the coral is rubbish. I managed to find a school of reef squid which entertained me for a while.


      Having paid for a mooring, we decided to stay for the night and leave for Carriacou early in the morning.


      9 September 2011 St Georges to Mount Hartman Bay, Grenada


      Today was about “The Best Laid Plans of Mice and Men”. We had swung around during the night and found that we had a real tangle with the mooring buoy. There was a length of 5 mm cord tied underneath the mooring buoy, which had wrapped itself around our mooring rope. It took me twenty minutes to clear it and only after I dived in with a bread knife.


      Once free, we motored around the small headland to go north and found ourselves bashing directly into five foot waves and ten knots of wind. We decided that the swell was being generated by Tropical Storm Maria which is 200 miles north of us. After ten minutes, it was obvious that we would be doing this for five hours and that we wouldn’t be able to dive at Ile de Ronde, so we turned tail and headed for Prickly Bay.


      I nipped into the chandlers and bought a new shower hose for the aft deck – our old one fell apart yesterday. While I was in there I bought a set of small “birds”, which are designed to be towed along after the boat as a “teaser” to attract fish. They skip along the surface like flying fish and cause a lot of commotion. The idea is that the fish get excited by the teaser and will hit the lure that I’m trailing. With the two new lures that I bought yesterday, that’s about £500 on fishing tackle to date – I think that I’ve caught six fish, so I’d better start catching more.


      We motored around to Mount Hartman, filled up with fuel and anchored behind “Foggy Mountain”, who we last saw in Tyrell Bay in June. We had a quick chat with Pam and Jeff and had a quiet night in, finishing off the remainder of the Wahoo that was caught on the fishing trip.


      10 September 2011 Mount Hartman Bay, Grenada


      I checked the weather first thing this morning and Tropical Storm Maria is now to the north of us and well out of the way. I downloaded a GRIB file which shows a forecast of the wind direction for the next 72 hours and the winds should be south-east, 15 knots tomorrow and then dropping on Tuesday. We’ve decided that we’ll leave early tomorrow for the small island of La Blanquilla in Venezuela, which should take us 30 hours.


      I spent the morning doing administration, sorting out bank statements and composing a reply to the Inland Revenue who are making enquiries on my 2009/10 tax return. As they say, there’s no escape from death and taxes.


      We walked over to Prickly Bay and checked out. Glenys bought a few last minute groceries and we spent the rest of the afternoon tidying up, getting ready for sea and waiting. We’ve finished the last of our fish, so we had roast pork, mashed potatoes, vegetables and gravy for dinner.


      11 September 2011 Mount Hartman Bay to Los Roches, Venezuela (Day 1)


      The wind really picked up overnight. At one point, I had to shut our hatch because the gusts of wind kept waking me up. We climbed out of bed at five o’clock to find 20-25 knot winds from the south. The forecast still said 15 knots from the south-east. As the sun came up, we could see that it looked pretty rough outside the anchorage with big breakers on the reefs and there were low clouds scudding across the sky. We decided to go back to bed and wait a couple of hours to see what happens.


      At half past eight, the wind seemed to have settled down to SSE 18-22 knots, so we decided to go for it. It was pretty bouncy as we sailed on a broad reach past Glover Island and there was an ominous looking thunder storm to windward of us. We kept heading west. Fortunately, the thunderstorm passed just behind us, but as it went past, the wind increased to 30 knots from the south west forcing us hard onto the wind into the growing seas. We had a grim couple of hours until the wind started to back to the south.


      Throughout the afternoon, the wind continued to back and the sailing became more pleasant. We had a fantastic night’s sail with a full moon and 20 knot south east winds, which put us on a screaming broad reach, surfing down the waves. The highest recorded speed was 8.2 knots, which is our record to date.


      12 September 2011 Mount Hartman Bay to Los Roches, Venezuela (Day 2)


      When we changed watches at four o’clock in the morning, Glenys said that she’d been a bit worried by lightning flashes in clouds ahead of us. By six o’clock, we seemed to be catching up a huge thunderstorm emitting spectacular bolts of lightning every couple of minutes. There was another one upwind and to the south of us. Half an hour later, the wind had veered to the south west and a big line of black clouds was heading towards us from the south. I decided to try to slip between the two systems, so I heavily reefed the main, rolled away the jib and motored north-west into the rising seas.


      At half past seven, we were clobbered by 40 knot winds from the west and driving heavy rain. We kept heading north west, hoping that it would go past us, but an hour later, we still had 25 to 35 knot westerly winds and the seas were getting worse with 12 foot waves. It was very confusing – why were we getting west winds? We decided that it was a small low pressure system/ridge caused by Tropical Storm Maria, which is 200 miles north of us. Treating it like a mini-tropical storm, we tacked and headed south west as hard on starboard tack as we could. An hour later, the wind had abated to 20 knots, still from the west, but there were brighter skies ahead. The seas were still pretty horrible, but we managed to keep a south west course.


      We debated what to do. Our options were pretty limited. We were originally headed for La Blanquilla, but the anchorages all face south or west and would be untenable. Other options included heading for mainland Venezuela to the south of us; going back to Grenada or continuing to bash westwards for another 24 hours and go to Los Roches. We decided that the wind would go back to the south east eventually, so we carried on motor sailing south west around the high, rocky Los Hermanos islands. After lunch, the wind backed and we were able to start sailing west again.


      We surveyed how the boat had coped in the heavy winds and seas. A block on the main sail outhaul had been ripped apart, so I had to replace it with a spare. That took me 40 minutes, hanging onto the boom on the pitching deck. Glenys found that the front berth was soaking wet and everything inside a small cupboard under the windlass was wet as well. We hadn’t closed off a Dorado vent and, because we had two feet of solid water washing across our front decks, the sea had forced its way past the baffles and down into the cabin. I also suspect that we have a leak in the windlass or the hause pipe which has wet the inside of the cupboard - another job for the list.


      We sailed past La Blanquilla and the wind continued to back. By sunset, we had 12 knots from the south and were on a nice reach doing 6 knots directly towards Los Roches.


      This is our second night at sea and we’ve fallen into a regular three hour watch pattern. We had dinner at six o’clock, then Glenys does seven to ten, followed by me at ten to one, then one to four and four to seven. Breakfast at eight o’clock and the day continues.


      13 September 2011 Mount Hartman Bay to Los Roches, Venezuela (Day 3)


      It was another wonderful moonlit night with the wind continuing to back to 20 knots from the south east.


      Just before dawn, I had a nail-biting hour while we passed a mile to the north of the low-lying island of Orchilla. I could see a light house, but the light was flashing every nine seconds and there was nothing on my chart that matched that signature. I assumed that it was a lighthouse on the west side of the island, but was it? The GPS chart plotter was telling me that we were on course, but should I trust it? Sometimes the chart plotter doesn’t tie up to the GPS position and shows that we are on land when we plainly aren’t. As the sun rose, I could see the island a good mile away, so I could relax again.


      We arrived in Los Roches at eleven o’clock in the morning and anchored off the small town on El Grand Roche. I put the dinghy into the water and we went ashore to clear in. It took us four hours to sort everything out –mostly our fault because we couldn’t speak Spanish and no one spoke English. We made a mistake and went to the Guardia Nacional first, thinking that it was the coast guard. The officer booked us into his ledger and stamped the back of our exit papers from Grenada. We went to the Parks Authority (Inparques) and booked in there. They said that we didn’t need to see the coast guard, which confused us because we thought that we already had. In contradiction, they also seemed to say that the coast guard would tell us how long we could stay.


      We went back to the Guardia Nacional (who we still thought were the coast guard) and they said that we should go to the “Armada”. One of them escorted us past the Parks Authority to the Coast Guard building– duhhhh. We were duly entered into their ledger, given a document and told that we had to go to get stamped by the Parks Authority, the Guardia Nacional and the Los Roches Authority (Authoridad Unica). The coast guard officer would only let us stay 24 hours and we should come back with the stamped form.


      We went back to the Parks Authority, but that was now closed for lunch. The Guardia Nacional guy was surprised to see us again, but duly stamped the form. We eventually found the Los Roches Authority building, but that was also closed for lunch. The sign on the door said it would reopen at two o’clock, so we went to a restaurant and had lunch.


      It took over an hour to get served and we baked in the heat even though we were shaded by trees. It’s a good job that we had a long lunch because the Los Roches Authority didn’t open until three o’clock. They quickly entered us into their ledger and stamped our form. We walked back to the Parks Authority and then onto the Coast Guard. The officer still wouldn’t officially give us any more than 24 hours, but using a chart, he indicated that unofficially, as long as we keep going west, he wouldn’t mind if we stopped a couple of places as we leave. He took the form from us and placed into a drawer in his desk, so we walked out without any documentation – very strange. They were all very friendly and it was incredibly frustrating to be unable to talk to them properly.


      When we got back to the dinghy, we found that there were loads of kids playing on it and the wind had changed causing it to bash against a very sharp piece of metal on the rusty dock. The surface of the tube has been badly scratched, but fortunately no punctures. We upped anchor, motored a mile to a small island called Francisqui and collapsed – we were both very tired and dehydrated.


      The small island has a beautiful white beach, and is obviously a place where the tourists are brought for the day. Fast pirogues rush between here and El Grand Roche, blaring out loud music - not quite the idyllic, deserted island paradise that we’re looking for. Fortunately, they all disappeared before sunset.


      A guy called Josh came by in a kayak for a chat. He’s skippering a catamaran for a rich Venezuelan and has been based here for a year. We invited him on board for a beer and he was glad to talk English for the first time in a couple of months. He says that there are very few foreign boats come here, the majority are Venezuelan. He has an unlimited internet connection via satellite ad gave us the pass code for his wireless network. When he left us I was able to get a weather forecast – it still shows SE 20 knots.


      14 September 2011 Los Roches, Venezuela


      I woke up at half past six wondering where I was – it took a few seconds to realise that we were in Los Roches.


      I jumped out of bed, feeling much refreshed after an undisturbed night’s sleep. We pottered about and tidied up the boat, drying the front cabin and the £200 of engine spares that were in the front cupboard. It was blowing a consistent 20 knots from the southeast, so it stayed cool in the boat all day. There’s a kite surfing centre on one of the other small islands in this atoll and Josh came screaming by waving at us – so that’s what he’s been doing out here for a year.


      We went snorkelling. The water wasn’t as clear as I expected and most of the coral is dead, but there are lots of fish around. We saw Ocean Triggerfish which are not common in the West Indies and loads of Barracuda. Hopefully the snorkelling will be better in other places in the Roches.


      After lunch, we headed west. It was tempting to stay for another day and play with some of Josh’s toys, but we thought that we should honour our gentleman’s agreement with the Coast Guard. We sailed five miles with just the jib out. I reckon that the electronic charts on our chart plotter are about ¼ mile out – the GPS position shows us to be ¼ mile further south east than the chart. So without accurate charts, it’s a little scary sailing around the reefs, but the water colours are so bright that it’s easy to see how deep the water is.


      We anchored off Crasqui Island about 400m from the beach in 3.8 metres of water. I guess that we could have gone further in, but our bottle went. The beach is stunning white sand, so we walked the full length of it – about a mile. There is a small beach bar at the south end where we found a small group of tourists who had been dropped off for the day. No loud music though which was nice.


      It was a fabulous sunset, but no green flash. There are only four boats here and the closest is ¼ mile away - I like it here.


      15 September 2011 Los Roches, Venezuela


      We pottered about until ten o’clock waiting for the sun to get higher, so that the light is better for navigating around the reefs. It was only a short 5 mile hop to Sarqui so we motored there. We skirted around the south side of Espenqui following the reefs which are easy to spot in the brilliant light. However, we did have to make a ninety degree turn as we approached Espenqui because I’d misread the chart and there was a very shallow bar in our path.


      The anchorage at Sarqui is on a fairly small, shallow strip of sand. There were already four boats anchored there, so we anchored in deeper water among the coral heads. I don’t think that we touched any with our chain, but I felt nervous in case any Park Authority boats came along, especially because officially we should have already left. We went for a snorkel, had lunch and then sailed to Carenero.


      The anchorage of Cayo Remanso is lovely. There are mangroves to the east where pelicans dive down to gulp up small fish and to the west is a large lagoon stretching into the distance. We went snorkelling on the outside of the reef, but again I wasn’t impressed – most of the coral is dead and the fish are very wary of us.


      Just after the sun went down, the black mosquitos arrived, so we hid down below and then put up the cockpit mosquito netting while we had dinner. I felt incredibly tired in the evening and suddenly had to rush to the toilet with spectacular results. I took some Immodium and went to bed before nine o’clock.


      16 September 2011 Los Roches, Venezuela


      I only just managed to drag myself out of bed before eight o’clock. I felt much better after sleeping for eleven hours.


      We sailed down to Cayo de Agua, which has an approach through shallow water with coral heads sticking up. It wasn’t too difficult to get into the anchorage which is beautiful and well protected. We anchored off the beach and after lunch went for a walk. The island gets its name from the water that can apparently be found a few feet below the surface. It is a very dry desert island apart from a couple of groves of palm trees that look like an oasis. We walked over to the palm trees, but didn’t spot any of the water holes mentioned in our pilot book.


      There is a small anchorage on the south side of the island that looks stunning. It’s exposed to the south and would only be good in very settled weather.


      I felt really tired in the afternoon again and had a nap for ½ hour. We had a couple of rain showers come through later in the afternoon, but it settled down in the evening. I couldn’t motivate myself to put the dinghy on the front deck and get ready for sea, so we decided to stay another day and go to Les Aves on Sunday.


      17 September 2011 Los Roches, Venezuela


      I woke up aching all over and feeling very tired - I’m still suffering from a stomach bug. The symptoms aren’t too bad, so I decided to let it run its course and didn’t take any more Immodium. It was probably the salad with the meal that we had in El Gran Roches when we arrived. We’ve been very lucky that we’ve not had any problems with food or water until now.


      We had a very lazy morning, reading and we went snorkelling for an hour. After lunch, I felt so tired that I went to bed for 1½ hours in afternoon. It took a major effort to drag myself out of bed. I put dinghy on front deck ready to go tomorrow, which exhausted me again.


      I managed to stay awake through dinner and sloped off to bed at quarter to eight.


      18 September 2011 Los Roches to Aves de Barlovento, Venezuela


      I was up at seven o’clock feeling much better. I still had a couple of runs to the toilet, but it seemed to be manageable. We picked up the anchor just after eight o’clock and picked our way out of the anchorage between the coral heads.


      There was only 10-12 knots of wind and we were going directly downwind, so it was a nice slow, gentle passage. I rigged up the spinnaker pole to hold out the jib and we ran down wind at 3-4 knots. I had a couple of fish pick up my fishing lure, but neither were hooked – I guess that we were going too slow. Glenys spotted a big shape in the water and, to our amazement, a five foot sail fish swam past our starboard side – I was praying for it to take my lure, but no chance. I wonder if it was attracted by my new “bird” teaser.


      We arrived at Aves de Barlovento in the middle of the afternoon and then motored through the reefs to a stunning anchorage. The colours are even more vivid than Los Roches. There are about ten yachts anchored here, which was a surprise. When we were here fifteen years ago, we were the only yacht anchored in this area.


      We said hello to Kim on “Gabrielle” (USA) who has been out here for four months. We then went snorkelling and I managed to spear two reasonable sized grouper with my pole spear. The snorkelling was very good with live coral and lots of fish.


      19 September 2011 Aves de Barlovento, Venezuela


      We woke to dark thunder clouds all around us and it started raining at seven o’clock. By nine o’clock, we had strong west winds which slowly veered to north then east as the day went on. It rained on and off all day, so we had a quiet day on the boat.


      I’m still unable to shake this stomach bug. After breakfast, I decided that I might be better off if I didn’t eat anything for 24 hours – thinking that it would give my body chance to fight off the bacteria. I decided to only drink water. Glenys made some rehydration drink up from 1 teaspoon of salt and 8 teaspoons of sugar. It was foul but I managed to drink ½ litre during the day.


      I spent most of the day playing with our short wave radio, programming in the various frequencies for the weather stations and cruising nets. I tried to pick up the weather at various times during the day but was unsuccessful. We haven’t had any weather for five days now and I’m starting to get nervous that we don’t know about any potential hurricanes.


      In between checking the radio, I worked on producing an eBook version of the Alba Chronicles and the Glencora Diaries. It was a tedious copy and paste process, but I managed to finish both off ready to put onto our web site.


      20 September 2011 Aves de Barlovento to Aves de Sotavento, Venezuela


      I tried to get the weather forecast on the radio again and failed miserably, so I went across to a couple of nearby boats and asked them. They said that there is nothing imminent, but there is a low pressure area at 12N 37W which has a chance of developing into a tropical storm later this week. One boat uses a satellite phone email system to get weather maps sent to them. Perhaps I’ll have to rethink the use of a satellite phone – getting weather by SSB radio is hard work.


      Despite starving myself, I still have the stomach bug, so I cracked up and took a couple of Immodium. After a big breakfast of Rosti with fried eggs, we decided to head west to get to a pharmacy in Bonaire in a couple of days. We had a pleasant downwind sail to Aves de Sotavento, where we anchored off Round Island.


      After not catching any fish since we left Grenada, I hooked three fish. The first one must have been a big barracuda because the line screamed from the reel and then the fish bit through the nylon leader and took the hook. Fortunately, the lure was left behind, so I replaced the hook and fitted a stainless steel leader. The next fish took the lure, but spat it out before I could get to the rod. Finally, the third fish was a nice 3lb barracuda, which I managed to land.


      The anchorage at Round Island is protected from north-east to south-east winds, but is exposed to anything else. There is a recently wrecked yacht on the island as a reminder of this, which doesn’t make me feel comfortable at all.


      We went snorkelling around the boat. The water is incredibly clear here and the coral is beautiful. There are loads of grouper and other nice eating fish, so I’ll be out spear fishing tomorrow. A group of local fishermen were out with spear guns catching spotlight parrot fish, which I didn’t think were very tasty – maybe I’ll try one tomorrow.


      As the sun was setting, Ed and Natalie on “Safari” appeared out of the west and anchored next to us. Ed called us on the VHF radio and asked us to relay messages to the Coastguard because they couldn’t transmit long range on their radio. It turned out that the seven people who were on the wrecked yacht (“Blue Marlin”) are being looked after by the Coast Guard. Ed knows Timo (the skipper of “Blue Marlin”) and wanted to tell him that “Safari” is here, so that he could send an email to the Timo’s wife saying all was well.


      21 September 2011 Aves de Sotavento, Venezuela


      This morning, I finally managed to pick up some weather from the SSB radio. There is a low pressure wave 200 miles east of the Windward Islands and Tropical Storm Ophelia is 1000miles east of Grenada travelling WNW at 15 knots. Ophelia will probably pass through the Leeward Islands in three days’ time and affect the weather here in 4-5 days’ time.


      Ed came over and told us about “Blue Marlin”. The yacht went onto to the beach two days ago, when the wind reversed to the west. Apparently, this also happened to a catamaran a couple of years ago. When the wind reverses, the seas quickly pick up because the anchorage is on a narrow shelf with deep water beyond. In “Blue Marlin’s case, the seas were so steep, that the yacht was pitching violently; the propeller was lifted out of the water causing cavitation and making it ineffective. The 25 knot west winds blew the yacht onto the lee shore as they were trying to escape. Scary stuff.


      Timo and his crew were brought to “Safari” by the Coast Guard at midday. “Safari” is going to take them all back to Curacao tomorrow. They spent the rest of the day stripping as much equipment from “Blue Marlin” as they could. As soon as they leave, the local fishermen will then strip everything else from the boat. We went over to have a look and it was a sad sight.


      The coast guard came across to our boat and filled in a safety inspection form. They were very friendly and said that we could stay for a week if we wanted to. Glenys and I went snorkelling in the afternoon and then put the dinghy on deck ready to go to Bonaire tomorrow. The sight of “Blue Marlin” on the shore and thoughts of wind reversals was worrying me as we went to bed, but the sky looked clear.


      22 September 2011 Aves de Sotavento to Bonaire


      At three o’clock in the morning, the wind picked up and the sky was lit by lightning. I was out of bed like a shot. Was there going to be a wind reversal? Will we have to pull up our anchor and escape? Will we be able to escape? We both sat in the cockpit for twenty minutes as the thunderstorm went slightly to the north of us. There was a little rain and wind but nothing much. We went to bed but didn’t sleep much.


      We dragged ourselves out of bed at half past six and left just before seven. The wind was directly behind us, so I rigged up a pole to starboard, clipped in the jib and we rolled westwards in the 15-20 knot winds. It was a lovely sail apart from the occasional violent roll when a large wave caught us. It brought back memories of our passage across the Atlantic twenty years ago – I’d forgotten what it was like to roll every two seconds.


      Once we had rounded the southern tip of Bonaire, we turned north and had a fantastic reach in the flat water in the lee of the island. The land is very low and doesn’t affect the wind at all – perfect sailing conditions.


      We picked up a mooring just to the north of the main docks. The whole of Bonaire is a Marine Park and there is no anchoring anywhere. The moorings are really good and only cost $10US per night. We went to clear in which is very easy, since the customs and immigration people sit side by side - the whole thing just took twenty minutes. The customs guy spotted that I’d declared a spear gun on the Grenada clearance papers, so I’ve got to take it in tomorrow and they will lock it away until I leave. I won’t bother declaring it again.


      We wandered around the town trying to get our bearings. Bonaire used to be part of the Netherland Antilles, but that has recently ceased to exist. In October 2010, Bonaire became a special municipality of Holland. Bizarrely, the currency is US dollars at the moment, as they try to work out who and what they are. The town is not very yacht friendly, with the supermarkets and hardware stores being spread out and a long way away. There doesn’t appear to be any public transport and taxis are expensive. Ah well, we’re only here for the diving.


      I managed to get an internet connection – 30 minutes for 3 Euros and downloaded the weather. Tropical Storm Ophelia is predicted to track well north and fizzle out.


      23 September 2011 Bonaire


      I woke up this morning to the harsh sound of a motorbike screaming along the road, which is only 100 metres away. Then the other sounds of the town, the odd car horn and a dull roar of traffic drifted across – this will take some getting used to after the peaceful anchorages that we’ve been in for the past couple of weeks.


      We had a day of running around and spending money. We first went to the marina to pay for the mooring and then went to a dive centre to buy the diving permit, which cost $25US per person. We then went walking to find the chandlers, hardware store and the major supermarket.


      It was nearly noon when we found the hardware store about ¾ mile out of town. We didn’t get much of a look around because most of the shops shut down at noon for 1½ hours – how quaint and irritating. I did manage to buy some “Northern European” mains plugs to fit the sockets on our Swedish boat. All of our electrical equipment has UK plugs and we’ve had to use adapters to date. I bought six to start with.


      We had lunch in a small deli and then marched, in the afternoon heat, to the large supermarket – again about ¾ mile outside town, but ¾ mile from the hardware store. It was OK, but nothing special and too far to carry a case of beer. There’s another supermarket in town that isn’t as good, but will do for the essentials.


      A set of squalls were passing through as we left the supermarket, so we got wet through walking back to the boat. We chilled out for an hour and then I dinghied into the marina and paid $35US for seven days unlimited internet access. That’s enough running about, we’ll go diving tomorrow.


      24 September 2011 Bonaire


      We chilled out first thing in the morning. The insect zapper had stopped working, so I took it to bits and found that the switch was faulty. I removed it from the circuit board and attached a toggle switch with a couple of wires and Araldite. It’s a bit industrial looking, but at least this essential piece of equipment is working again.


      We went for a dive on Klein Bonaire. The water clarity is astounding, the reef is in lovely condition and the fish are relatively unconcerned by divers - all in all, a fantastic dive.


      After lunch, I filled the dive tanks and ran the water maker and then we went to the supermarket to get another case of beer and a few other essentials. By the time we got back to the boat, the day was over and a cold beer was cracked open.


      25 September 2011 Bonaire


      It was very cloudy in the morning, so we didn’t bother going for a dive. Today was Maritime Day, so we joined the crowds on the sea front. There were two naval ships on the Town Pier which were open for tours. There were helicopter displays and boats whizzing about and the army was demonstrating various pieces of their equipment and cooking free food. It was a fun hour or so.


      We went back to the boat after lunch and decided to move closer to the marina, so that we can pick up a better internet signal. Soon after we were settled, an ominous black cloud started to head in from the south and within fifteen minutes the winds had picked up to 25 knots from the south west - an infamous wind reversal. It was not very pleasant. We were only 50 metres from the shore in 4 metres of water. The waves grew to 2 metres and we bashed into them with the mooring lines groaning and squeaking. The wind dropped down to 15 knots after 30 minutes and then we rocked and rolled for four hours until the swell died down. It wasn’t too bad by the time that Glenys had prepared dinner.


      26 September 2011 Bonaire


      We had a dreadful night. The wind dropped off completely, there was still some rolling from the swell and the mosquitos attacked us. I woke at three o’clock, sweating and itching like mad. I turned on the light and found that I had ten bites in a line down my side and numerous others scattered around my body. After rubbing in some antihistamine cream, I used the insect zapper to sweep the bedroom, before falling into a fitful sleep, sweating beneath the sheet, which I pulled over me as protection against the beasts.


      We went for a dive on the north side of Klein Bonaire, which was good. When we returned to the boat, I checked the mooring and found that both lines were badly frayed - one being cut more than a third through. I went to the marina and they gave me some new lines which I fitted by snorkelling down.


      After lunch, we walked into town to check out hiring scooters, we’re going to be tourists tomorrow.


      27 September 2011 Bonaire


      We were tourists today, hiring a scooter and touring the island. It was good fun driving a motorbike for the first time for ten years.


      We went north went to the Washington Slagbaai National Park. Unfortunately, one is only allowed in with a car, so we could only walk to the top of a small hill nearby – absolutely boiling because the place is like a desert. We ended up in Lac Bay for lunch, which is a beautiful shallow lagoon, where there are some wind surfing centres. Then we circumnavigated the south of the island to look at the salt flats and slave huts.


      The tourist map has a list of 41 points of interest for the island, but they are really scraping the barrel to have this many. It was interesting to see flamingos and the salt flats are fascinating with vividly coloured water. The colours range from pale green to purple caused by micro-organisms which change their colour as the salinity of the pond increases. In low- to mid-salinity ponds, green algae are predominant and as the salinity increases the colour shifts to red.


      We handed the scooter back in at four o’clock and returned back to the boat exhausted.


      28 September 2011 Bonaire


      We didn’t have any mosquitos last night. Unfortunately, I’ve become so paranoid that I spent most of the night wrapped up in a sheet sweating away.


      We decided to go to Curacao tomorrow because we’ve been here a week and apart from the diving there isn’t that much to do. We went for a dive which was not the best that we’ve done.


      After lunch, I went to clear out and had to go back two hours later to wait for the immigration guy to arrive from the office at the airport. I ran the dive compressor and filled our air tanks, bought some petrol, put the dinghy on deck and prepared for sea.


      29 September 2011 Bonaire to Spanish Water, Curacao


      I was up at one o’clock with another mosquito attack. God knows how they’re getting in. We sprayed the bedroom with Insect killer before we went to bed, so I know that there weren’t any in the cabin. The bedroom door was closed, so they must be getting in somewhere. I zapped a few and they’re quite small insects, so they might be squeezing through the mosquito netting in the hatch. In any event, we had another restless night.


      We dropped the mooring at half past seven and sailed close to Klein Bonaire, where we caught a nice three pound barracuda. Glenys had found a flying fish on the deck this morning, so I rigged it up as bait for our fishing line, but unfortunately, we didn’t catch anything else.


      The sail was a superb broad reach in calm seas and sunny skies. The south side of Curacao is very steep-to, so we were able to sail very close to the shore, which was lovely. We spotted couple of dive moorings just outside Fuik Bay which is only a few miles from Spanish Water, so hopefully we’ll be able to do a couple of dives there.


      The entrance into Spanish Water is only 20 metres wide over a 6 metres deep bar with coral on one side and sand on the other. However, it is easy to see in good light and calm conditions. There’s a huge hotel with a beach on the south east side of the channel – it’s very odd to be motoring past scantily clad ladies under beach umbrellas only 30 metres away.


      Spanish water is lovely, with small yacht clubs, marinas and posh looking houses. There are many branches to the lagoon, but there are only four designated anchoring areas for yachts, which are vigorously enforced by the Coast Guard. There are a hundred or so yachts anchored here, but we managed to find a reasonable spot in six metres of water in zone B.


      I went over to see Dick on “Isis”, paid for an Internet connection and obtained some local knowledge, before collapsing with a beer.


      30 September 2011 Spanish Water, Curacao


      We had a wonderful night’s sleep, there’s a constant breeze here and no mosquitos – hurrah!


      We had to go into the main city, Willemstad, to clear in. We caught a bus from the roundabout next to the fishing dock. The buses only run every 90 minutes, so we made sure that we arrived at the bus stop in plenty of time. The bus was late (of course) and we ended up waiting for about an hour. We met Jim and Frank from “Pipe Dream” at the bus stop, which passed the time.


      It’s a laborious process clearing in and out because customs and immigration are in different parts of town, ¾ of a mile apart. The customs were very friendly and the immigration people were nice, but the lady in the Harbour Masters office was miserable. All anchoring around Curacao is controlled by the Harbour Master. We’d heard that we have to get permission to anchor anywhere other than Spanish Water, but getting information from the surly woman was like getting blood out of a stone. Eventually, we found out that we’ll have to go back to ask permission for each anchorage that we want to visit and pay $10US fee for the permission. She had no knowledge about the dive moorings that we’d seen yesterday. I’m starting to understand why no one anchors anywhere other than Spanish Water.


      We had a sandwich in a “Deli France” in a nice shaded street, then walked towards the bus station where we found the old market building which had stalls selling food. There were loads of locals sitting at tables with piles of food. One stall was cooking fish dinners that looked and smelled fantastic, so we’ll be eating there next time we come into town.


      We arrived at the bus stop twenty minutes before it was due to leave. It left thirty minutes late, so again, we were waiting in the beating sun for nearly an hour. It’s a rubbish service, so I don’t think that we’ll be going into town very often. It makes me appreciate the brilliant public transport system provided by the mini buses in Grenada and Trinidad. We hardly had to wait any more than a couple of minutes there.


      Back in Spanish Water, we called into “Flawless D” and said hello to Jim and Kath who come from Blackburn. They’ve been here a couple of weeks, so we gleaned a bit more local knowledge. There’s no cruising guide for Curacao, so it’s difficult to find out where everything is. We need to fill our cooking gas bottle, get laundry done, go to a supermarket, maybe hire a car, etc. We went to happy hour at Norman’s bar and met a few more cruisers.

    

  


  
    
      October 2011


      1 October 2011 Spanish Water, Curacao


      We were very brave last night and went to bed with no mosquito screens and all the doors open. It was great to have a strong breeze going through the boat again. I actually felt cold in the middle of the night and no mosquitos – we’ve gone to MOSCON 3.


      We went to the supermarket in the morning. The supermarket sends a free bus to the fisherman’s dock every morning to take yachties shopping. There are two chandlers close by the supermarket, so I went and checked them out before joining Glenys with her shopping trolley.


      We dropped off our laundry at a small supermarket in Spanish Water. The shop was shut up, but there was a guy lying on a bench outside who said it was OK to leave it there. Strangely trusting, we left two huge bags of clothes there.


      We had lunch and then chilled out for the afternoon. “Flawless D” came for sun downers.


      2 October 2011 Spanish Water, Curacao


      We went to a small flea market/boat jumble in the morning and then went for a walk to the top of a hill overlooking the anchorage. There’s a really nice beach about five minutes walk from the dinghy dock and apparently there’s a small tugboat wreck somewhere at about six metres depth. We’ll have to go snorkelling one day.


      The walk was very easy, we called in at a small fort on the way and were still at the top of the hill in an hour. There’s a great view of the whole of Spanish Water from up there. We had our lunch with our legs dangling over the edge of a cliff.


      We mooched about in the afternoon. I have decided that I ought to upgrade our website software, so I spent a few hours researching how to do it and backing up the existing website. I’ve started to practise the clarinet again – very frustrating because my lips are exhausted after only ten minutes.


      3 October 2011 Spanish Water, Curacao


      We spent the morning doing small jobs. Glenys cleared the front cabin and washed down the insides of cupboards and the lockers under the bed. Everywhere in the front cabin still had salt deposits from when we got wet while bashing upwind past La Blanquilla.


      I found it very hard to motivate myself to do anything – I’ve definitely got out of the habit of doing jobs. I managed to do a few very small things and then spent the rest of the day upgrading a test version of my web site. What a nightmare – the upgrade takes about fifteen minutes, but then there are loads of things wrong with the layout of the website. I’ve decided that I need to reconstruct the template from a blank template, which will be a lot of work.


      We went to “Flawless D” for a drink or two. They are very quick at topping up one’s glass and Glenys went raving mad with the red wine. After three hours, we poured ourselves into the dinghy and Glenys managed to make dinner before slumping drunkenly on the back deck for an hour before I sent her to bed.


      4 October 2011 Spanish Water, Curacao


      Glenys was not too well this morning. I went up the mast and did some small jobs. Glenys, meanwhile, washed the hatches and deck surfaces in between hauling me up and down the mast.


      After lunch, we both chilled out for an hour and then I finished off modifying the template for the website and testing the upgrade. Glenys occupied herself cleaning the stainless steel fittings on deck – it got her out in the fresh air and was a suitably mindless task for her delicate state.


      We had an early dinner and went to bed.


      5 October 2011 Spanish Water, Curacao


      This is a fantastic anchorage - the wind blows constantly, so the temperature at night is very cool; yet the water is very calm. I’m sleeping very well for a change and feel like I’m recharging my body after a couple of weeks running about.


      We went shopping on the supermarket bus in the morning and picked up our laundry, which amazingly, had made it to the laundrette and returned clean.


      The afternoon was another chilled out affair. I upgraded our live web site and after a few traumatic hours managed to get it all working. I hope that I don’t have to do that again for a couple of years.


      I continued with my clarinet lessons. I’m now up to lesson 19 in “A Tune a Day”, which unfortunately, has now moved onto the upper register, which is no doubt excruciating for Glenys and our neighbours.


      The beer fridge is making gurgling noises again, so I think that we have another refrigeration leak. I’ve decided that we should turn it off overnight because the batteries were quite low this morning and I suspect that the fridge is running constantly. This is not good news – we might have to start drinking warm beer.


      6 October 2011 Spanish Water, Curacao


      I put out a call on the cruisers net this morning for the name of someone who can repair fridges. Within fifteen minutes, Larry from “Navigator” was on board and working on our fridge. He agreed with me that we have lost refrigerant and recharged the system. We have a clever hull fitting which acts as the condenser, using sea water to cool the refrigerant. He thought that this wasn’t working properly, so after he left, I donned my scuba gear and went scrubbing the fitting with a wire brush. It seemed to be a little bit better.


      The fridge was still making gurgling noises, so I read the manuals and found that the compressor can run at varying speeds between 2000 and 3500 rpm. It was set to run at 2000 rpm, so as an experiment I’ve changed it to 3500rpm. This will draw more current from the batteries, but should pull the temperature down quicker. I’ll see how it performs.


      We spent the afternoon doing a few more small jobs; Glenys is on a mission to clean everything on the deck. We went for dinner on “Flawless D.”


      7 October 2011 Spanish Water, Curacao


      We’ve been living on Alba for six months now. Time seems to have flown by. I worked on our accounts this morning and reconciled our bank accounts. September was a good month because we received some interest from a two year ISA and our income was greater than our expenditure for the first month since we retired.


      We rely on the internet for all of our banking, which is great as long as it works properly. We’ve had a problem with the Halifax website and Glenys has been locked out by the security team. We spent 15 minutes on the telephone to the UK and eventually they said that they enabled the account for login again, but we still can’t log in – very frustrating. I’ll wait a week and try again.


      The fridge seems to be behaving itself and is not gurgling anymore. I’m now in a dilemma about the compressor speed - should I set it back to 2000 rpm or not? It seems to draw about 5 amps at 3500 rpm and about 3.5 Amps at 2000rpm. I guess that I should be more scientific and monitor its performance, but I can’t be bothered at the moment, so I changed it back to 2000 rpm and we’ll see what happens.


      I decided to remove the windlass and reseal it to the deck to make sure that we don’t get any more sea water inside the front cabin. According to the manual, I should just have to remove four nuts and then lower the motor and gear box down. Unfortunately, the shaft jammed in the gearbox – probably corroded slightly. After two hours of levering, hammering and cursing, I only managed to move it 6 mm. I gave up and put it all back together - I need to get some kind of puller device.


      8 October 2011 Spanish Water, Curacao


      I asked on the cruiser’s net if anyone had a puller for the windlass. Brad from “Seafari” kindly loaned me a three legged puller. It’s the correct size, but unfortunately, there’s a bulge in the gearbox that is fouling one of the legs. I need to get a two legged puller from somewhere.


      Timo, who lost his yacht in Sotavento, lives on a house boat just in front of where we’re anchored, so I went over to see if he knew where I could get hold of a puller. We had a good chat and he gave me some interesting information about the island.


      The fridge seems to be behaving itself, so I’ve left it at 2000 rpm. We did a few more small jobs for the rest of the day and then went for a walk with Timo and his two dogs in the late afternoon. Timo has cleared some paths by himself under the cliffs on Goat Hill. It took him eight months with a saw and shears, but he now has his own private paths where he walks the dogs every day. He’s even installed a statue inside a cave in the cliff, which he lights up at Christmas. He was a good guide, pointing out interesting plants like the Brazil Tree and Indigo bush, both of which used to be used for making natural dyes. He obviously loves Curacao.


      I played the clarinet before dinner and, having practised every day, I’m doing much better and my lips are getting stronger.


      9 October 2011 Spanish Water, Curacao


      It’s Sunday today, so we declared it a holiday and went for a walk. I printed off a screen shot from Google Earth, which showed some paths around a lagoon called Jan Thiel. Our route took us past local houses which look very posh, past a couple of hotel complexes and then into a totally deserted area of scrubland. The path went along the edge of the rocky shore, across the edge of the lagoon and brought us out by another hotel complex where there is a Seaquarium.


      We’d been walking for 90 minutes, so decided to visit the Seaquarium. It’s a small place, but they have a Dolphin Academy, where one can swim with the dolphins (for an additional fee of course). We saw a sea lion show, a shark feeding and a nice little dolphin show. All in all, it was a pleasant three hours.


      Our walk back took us deeper into the Jan Thiel lagoon area and we saw quite a bit of wildlife including flamingos, parakeets and an osprey which came out of the bushes about ten metres in front of us and then ran down the path before heading back into the bushes – weird.


      Flawless D came for sun downers. It’s Kath’s sixtieth birthday next Thursday, so Glenys volunteered to cook dinner for her on Alba. We also decided that we’ll take them out for a day trip on Alba. If we have light winds, we’ll take them to Klein Curacao which is 12 miles to the east, otherwise Fuik Bay is only a few miles away and Timo has told me that it’s a nice anchorage.


      10 October 2011 Spanish Water, Curacao


      The Curacao government made a declaration last week and today is now “Independence Day” - a new public holiday.


      I’ve decided to have a crate of stuff delivered from the UK, so I spent most of the day working out what to buy and sending out emails to suppliers to get quotes. I’m getting everything sent to my friend, Mike Johnson, who has agreed to go down to Geest-line and pack it all into a “personal effects” crate for me. He only lives about five miles from the Geest-line warehouse, so it’s not too much of an imposition. The crate is scheduled to arrive the week before Brett and Craig come to Grenada for Christmas.


      The main item that I’m buying is a series drogue which will take up 60% of the crate. I’m also getting quotes for a cruising chute and all the bits and pieces to convert the running backstays to Dyneema rope with two new winches for the stay sail. I can save myself the UK VAT on expensive items if I get them delivered directly to the Geest-line warehouse, so I’m hoping that things will be significantly cheaper than here in the islands.


      11 October 2011 Spanish Water, Curacao


      We caught the ten o’clock supermarket bus and went shopping. The driver said that we had to be on the return bus at eleven o’clock so I rushed off to the hardware stores. I bought a few screws from the chandlers and then rushed off to a hardware store to buy a puller tool to help me take the windlass apart. They only had a small one, so I bought it and rushed off to Napa where they had a larger, six inch puller which cost £60. I bought it. I was now running out of time, so I jogged the half a mile down to Caribbean Fasteners. The bolts haven’t arrived from Trinidad – I’ll try again next Monday. I ran back to the supermarket and arrived sweating at 2 minutes to eleven. The bus didn’t turn up until half past eleven…


      Back on the boat, we did a few small jobs; I don’t want to touch the windlass until after we’ve been to Klein Curacao on Thursday.


      The wind’s been blowing hard for the past few days and I’ve been enviously watching the wind surfers scream past the anchorage. I dinghied over to the windsurfing centre and booked a lesson for Saturday morning. I’ve not wind surfed for fifteen years, so I’ve organised a one hour private lesson to run through the basics.


      12 October 2011 Spanish Water, Curacao


      I received some quotes back for cruising chutes and they range from £1,350 to £2,500. I put out a call on the Cruisers Net asking if anyone had a cruising chute for sale. Bob from “Freestyle” responded, so we went over to have a look. They have a 43 foot catamaran and the sail has never been used. It’s seven years old and looks to be in good condition. The sail dimensions are six feet shorter in the luff and the foot than the sails that I’ve been quoted, so I’m not sure if it’s right. They want $1000US for it and we were surprised how bulky it is. It’s packed into a very large holdall - so where on earth are we going to store it?


      While I was chatting to Bob, I discovered that they also have an old Pactor modem for sale which interfaces to a short wave transceiver and allowing email to be received over the radio. I’ve been agonising over how to receive weather forecasts when we are in remote places. Up to now, I’ve relied on getting an Internet connection to receive weather charts and forecasts. When we start heading back up-wind and up-current to Grenada, we need the winds to be as light as possible, so it will be really important to get an accurate wind strength forecast for a 72 hour period.


      I spent the rest of the day, investigating Pactor modems and how to get weather from the radio. I down-loaded a couple of ham radio programs which pick up weather faxes that are transmitted by various radio stations around the world. I managed to get the radio interfaced to my laptop, but failed to receive any weather faxes. We’ve also got a Navtex receiver on board which should pick up text weather messages automatically. I found out that there is a Navtex station in Curacao, so I tried to get that working as well without any success.


      It was a frustrating day.


      13 October 2011 Spanish Water, Curacao


      It was Kath’s 60th birthday today. I picked her and Jim up from “Flawless D and we motored over to Klein Curacao. It took us about 2½ hours. Klein Curacao is a very small island similar to those in Aves de Sotavento and we anchored on the edge of a sandy shelf that drops off very quickly. Glenys rustled up some bacon and egg sandwiches, which we ate while gazing at the beautiful waters and beach.


      After our brunch, I took Kath through some basic diving theory, so that I could take her on a short “Discover Scuba” dive. We then went to the beach where I ran Kath through the basic confined water exercises such as how to breathe underwater, how to clear a regulator & mask and a short underwater swim.


      We piled all the gear back into the dinghy and tied up to the back of Alba for the dive. It’s a bit of a faff getting the scuba gear on in the dinghy and getting into the water, but Kath coped with it well. She hasn’t done much snorkelling and was extremely nervous, but we managed to do a short five minute dive before she had a problem with water in her mask and wanted to come up. It wasn’t the best dive in the world, but I think that she enjoyed the overall experience.


      We had lots of air left in the tanks, so I took Jim out for a quick dive as well. He had exactly the same problem with water in his mask and we had to cut his dive short as well. Glenys and I do lots of diving and snorkelling and we’ve become used to having a bit of water in our masks. Both Jim and Kath only had a tiny bit of water, but didn’t like the feeling of water around their noses.


      Glenys prepared a nice lunch and we popped open a bottle of Cava to celebrate the birthday girl. I dropped Kath and Jim off by the beach, so that they could go snorkelling in shallow water, then Glenys and I went and free dived on the edge of the drop off. The reef wasn’t very good where we were anchored.


      A guy came along in a dinghy and asked us if we had heard about the weather. He’d heard that there was a strong possibility of a wind reversal, which wouldn’t be pleasant where we were anchored. He explained that his name was Jack and he was helping an inexperienced couple sail their boat (“Polaris”) to Bonaire. Unfortunately their engine had packed in and they wanted help to get the yacht onto a strong mooring a bit further along the beach. His boat was back in Spanish Water and he wanted to be back on board in case he needed to re-anchor in a west wind. I agreed to give them a hand to move “Polaris” and give Jack a lift back to Spanish Water.


      I tied my dinghy alongside “Polaris” with front and aft springs and used my 15hp engine as propulsion. It took us about 20 minutes to move them onto a large mooring about 400 metres along the beach. The couple looked shaken by the whole episode and were very worried about the dreaded wind reversal. We tried to reassure them, but by then it was three o’clock and we needed to leave ourselves.


      It took us 2 ½ hours to motor back to Spanish Water. It turned out that Jack has been cruising for 20 years and has spent time up in Nova Scotia and Newfoundland, so we had a chat about the various places and the best time to be there. It sounds like fog is a major problem north of New York even as late as July, so we might have to change our plans a little bit.


      Kath and Jim came for dinner on Alba and we polished off a substantial number of bottles of wine.


      14 October 2011 Spanish Water, Curacao


      We both felt a little “dull” this morning, so we had a very quiet day. I read some more about Pactor modems and offered Bob $200US for his. He’s going to have a think about it.


      We’ve been given a couple of old cruising guides for sections of the east coast of the States. After our conversations yesterday about Nova Scotia and the east coast, Glenys started reading up on routes and places to go. I realised that I hadn’t got a clue about the geography of the area, so I spent the afternoon on the Internet finding cruising web sites about Chesapeake, Maine, Nova Scotia and Newfoundland and then looking up where places are on Google Earth. Don’t you just love the Internet…


      We confirmed that it can be cold, wet and foggy in June and July, so we’ll aim to get to Chesapeake in June, take it slowly and see how far we get.


      As an added complication, we need to get US visa for our passports. Normally, UK citizens can enter the USA under a “visa waiver” programme, but that only applies if you come with a recognised airline or shipping company. Arriving on a private yacht is a bit more complicated. To get a B1/B2 visa, we need to fill in an online questionnaire which asks all sorts of questions about our past including a list of all the countries that we have visited in the past five years. In our case, that’s quite a few.


      Once the questionnaire has been submitted, we can then apply to have a “face to face” interview at a US Embassy. The only ones in the Caribbean are in Caracas, Trinidad or Barbados. There is no way that we’re going to Caracas, which is the third most dangerous city in the world; Barbados is another 120 miles upwind; so it looks like we’re going back to Trinidad for a couple of weeks. Perhaps we’ll be able to go to Tobago this time.


      The result of these investigations is a set of slightly modified plans:


      Nov - Back up-wind to Trinidad & Tobago


      Dec - Grenada (to meet Brett and Craig)


      Jan - Leeward Islands


      Feb - British Virgin Islands (to meet my brother Andrew)


      Mar, Apr & May - Bahamas


      Jun - Chesapeake & New York


      Jul, Aug & Sep - Maine, Nova Scotia & maybe Newfoundland


      Oct & Nov - Chesapeake Bay


      Dec - Florida


      Jan, Feb & Mar - Cuba


      15 October 2011 Spanish Water, Curacao


      I had another go at receiving weather faxes and managed to receive a full page, but there is a lot of noise on the signal. I’m going to have to take apart all of the radio antenna and ground connections, clean them and make sure that they are tightened up. There seems to be a fair amount of electrical noise from the laptop and its power supply, so I think that I’m going to have to methodically put noise suppression on all of the leads around the chart table of which there are many.


      Glenys went into to town to do some clothes shopping, while I had my windsurfing lesson. I did okay considering that I’m a fifty five year old duffer and haven’t done it for fifteen years. The winds were a bit too light, but I managed to plane a couple of times. I’ll rent a board a few more times and then think about buying one.


      I took the opportunity of having a mega clarinet session while Glenys was out. I’m doing a bit better and have started to play tunes on sight. I can play the notes, but there are several ways to do many notes and I’m struggling with choosing the correct fingering for the different sequences of notes. At least my lips are getting stronger, so I last more than a couple of minutes.


      Rob from “Arita” came over and introduced himself. He’s a friend of Timo and heard that I needed a shaft puller, which was nice of him. I told him that I’d already bought one and we chatted a while. He and his wife, Lauren, are heading east to Los Roques at the end of next week. They’ve had a seven day forecast that says the wind will be light for the next few days and then come south westerly – an ideal time to go east. We might go with them. Rob invited us to their boat for a beer tomorrow.


      16 October 2011 Spanish Water, Curacao


      I spent three frustrating hours filling in an on-line Visa application to go to the States. The Internet connection was very slow, probably because it’s Sunday and everyone is surfing the Net. Glenys then spent two hours doing her application, but at least they are ready to submit to the Embassy when we get to Trinidad.


      I had another go at the windlass. My new, expensive puller fitted perfectly and it was easy to move the shaft 30mm. Then it jammed. This was my nightmare scenario – I’d pulled the shaft out so much that it seemed impossible to get it back. I struggled for ten minutes trying to move it, but no joy. In despair, I sat in the cockpit reading the manual while Glenys made a sandwich for lunch.


      I finally decided that the shaft has pushed upwards, instead of pulling the gearbox down and just managed to get two nuts to hold enough that I could pull the two parts together. Six big blows on top of the windlass with a hammer and my karma is restored – a working windlass. I reckon that I’ve damaged a shaft seal and bearing, so I’ll order a new set of parts and hope that the damaged ones last for a couple of months.


      After the trauma of the windlass, I chilled out for the rest of the afternoon and we went to “Arita” Rob and Laurie for a few beers. The seven day forecast is still predicting westerly winds, so we’ve decided to leave here on Thursday and head straight for the Windward islands and then to Trinidad. It means that we’ll be missing out on re-visiting the beautiful Aves and Roches, but this is too good an opportunity to miss.


      17 October 2011 Spanish Water, Curacao


      It’s the start of another week. We had very light winds this morning and the forecast is still looking good for leaving on Thursday. We now need to get ourselves ready for the trip back east. It’s 420 miles to Grenada and we’ll have a 1 – 1.5 knot current against us, so we’ll probably only average 4 or 5 knots. By my calculation, we’ll be at sea for 4 or 5 days.


      We caught the supermarket bus and went shopping. I walked down to Caribbean Fasteners, but the bolts are still not here. They are apparently in the country and should be here tomorrow. I’ve given up and will get some in Trinidad.


      Back on the boat, I did a few jobs. I changed the primary fuel filter on the engine. I know that it’s dirty and I think that we’ll be doing a lot of motoring on this trip. I also spent a couple of hours tracing and cleaning the earth wiring for the SSB radio. We have a separate grounding system leading to a sintered plate bolted on the outside of the hull and it’s important to make sure that all connections are clean and tight. It’s a frustrating job because any improvement is very subjective and it’s difficult know if it’s better or worse.


      18 October 2011 Spanish Water, Curacao


      I was up early at 0640. Cleaning the earth connections on our SSB radio seems to have made a difference, because I managed to hear a weather forecast from “George” for the first time. I am also having more success with receiving weather faxes from NOAA. The weather still looks good for leaving on Thursday.


      I spent the day catching up on a few small jobs and getting ready to leave. We ran the water maker and filled up our water tanks.


      At half past five, we were preparing to go out for a beer on “Flawless D” when Glenys heard a strange vibration. A bit of investigation showed that the fresh water pump was running constantly. I’d left the watermaker flush valve on (again!) and dumped all of our water overboard. I’m gutted because the tanks were completely full. We started the water maker running and went for a commiseration drink on “Flawless D”.


      19 October 2011 Spanish Water, Curacao


      I went into Willemstad and cleared out. The Immigration office is on the other side of the harbour and there’s a floating bridge that swings open whenever a ship wants to enter or leave. Today the bridge was open while a navy frigate was leaving, so I had to catch a ferry across. It’s free and quick, so it was a nice change from walking in the beating sun.


      When I arrived back on the boat, I found that Glenys had been running the water maker for over two hours and had almost got the tanks full again. Five minutes later, the water maker high pressure pump stopped. Panic! I tried to start it again but no joy. The pump and the motor were very hot, so I guess that it had over heated and stalled the motor. I hope that the pump is not seized because that will be very expensive. I left it to cool down for a few hours, but it still won’t start. Ah well, at least we’re going to Trinidad where I can easily get it fixed.


      We started to lift the anchor to get some fuel, but it was snagged on something. We tried the old tricks of motoring backwards and forwards, but no chance. I donned snorkelling gear and dived down to find that the anchor chain has tied itself in a half hitch around a ½” steel bar sticking out of an old concrete mooring on the sea bed. It took me five minutes to untangle it.


      After filling up with diesel, we did the final jobs to get ready for sea and put the dinghy on the deck. “Flawless D” came for a farewell beer or three.


      Glenys and I have been picking at each other for the last couple of days, while we prepare the boat and wait to head east. I’m worried about the weather. The forecast is for the wind to be northerly and then become variable as we head towards the Windward Islands. There’s a weak Tropical Wave approaching the islands, which will pass over us on Saturday or Sunday. My big worry is that there will be thunderstorms and squalls and give us bad weather like we had coming down to Curacao.


      Alba is ready to go. We have full fuel tanks, which will allow us to motor for four or five days if we need to. Our water tanks are nearly full and we have enough food to last a couple of weeks. I’ve checked the engine and done all the small jobs, so all I can do is wait. The anchorage this evening is glassy smooth, with no wind at all. I suspect that I’m not going to sleep well.


      20 October 2011 Spanish Water, Curacao to Trinidad (Day 1)


      We had a restless night. A few mosquitos took advantage of the airless night and found us, so I was up at one o’clock rubbing anti-histamine cream on bites. Then it rained at five o’clock, so had to get up and check the hatches.


      I checked the weather at seven o’clock and nothing much has changed, so we pulled up the anchor and left at half past seven. We picked up a ten knot north wind, which gave us a lovely sail along the coast of Curacao. I rigged up the stay sail and we managed to go along at 5 knots in the flat sea.


      Unfortunately, the wind dropped as we cleared the end of the island, so we started to motor sail towards Bonaire. A pod of Common Dolphins came to play on our bow wave and stayed for twenty minutes. After a couple of hours, we ran into a big squall system, which gave us rain and 20 + knots from the North, so I got wet through while reefing the main sail. Once the squall had passed, we had a welcome 12-15 knot northerly wind, which allowed us to sail for another 2 hours.


      As we were approaching Bonaire, we could see a massive squall to the south of the island, right in our path. By this time we were committed to going around the south of the island, so we just went into it. It looked worse than it was. The wind went slightly over 20 knots – bizarrely switching from the north to the south west in about 2 minutes. We had very heavy rain, so I took the opportunity to have a refreshing shower and collected some water in our tanks by creating a small dam with a towel around the deck filler and letting the water pour in.


      The sun came out as we passed the south end of Bonaire, but the wind was from the north east at ten knots. We were planning to pass to the North of the Aves, but decided to go around the south side to take advantage of the more easterly wind. Unfortunately, the wind was less than ten knots, so we had to motor sail. I went down below to work out the new waypoints and put them into our GPS and was attacked by some damn mosquitos that had stowed away, so I had to “Bop” the whole boat.


      During the night, we passed to the south of Les Aves and then turned more North to pass to the North of Los Roques. It was a fairly quiet night with a couple of patches of 20 knot winds as we went under big Cumulus cloud systems – nothing bad, just a few anxious moments staring into the darkness.


      21 October 2011 Spanish Water, Curacao to Trinidad (Day 2)


      Dawn found us near the north of Los Roques. I managed to turn the engine off and sail for an hour which was a relief, but by seven o’clock, the wind dropped and we had to motor sail again. A couple of hours later, we picked up a nice 12 knot breeze and were able to sail at about five knots for six hours.


      I hooked a SAILFISH just before breakfast. The line screamed from the reel as the fish made spectacular jumps into the air, it’s big sword and fin clearly visible. I started to put tension on the reel clutch, but the fish was still pulling line out and leaping. I started to worry about how much of the 475 metres of fishing line I had left, so I applied more pressure to the clutch too soon and the fish got off – the hook snapped in half. I think that the sail fish had taken 300m of line when it escaped. I was gutted…


      Two hours later, I hooked another fish, but it also managed to get away. I think that I’m putting too much pressure on too soon. I’m hooking bigger fish out here and obviously need to “play” them more.


      Later in the afternoon, the wind became more variable, so we motor-sailed whenever our boat speed dropped below 3 knots. The wind dropped at dusk and we resigned ourselves to motor sailing over night. Another pod of Common Dolphin came to visit us as the sun went down.


      We’ve had a very pleasant day and we’ve relaxed into the routine of being at sea again – we were both pretty tense yesterday especially while sailing between Les Aves and Los Roches at night.


      22 October 2011 Spanish Water, Curacao to Trinidad (Day 3)


      We motor sailed for most of the night, with a couple of brief spells of sailing near big Cumulus cloud systems. There are more ships around this area, which kept us attentive during the night.


      At dawn, we were just north of La Banquilla – over half way. We’d done 256 miles in 48 hours - an average of 5.3 knots which is pretty good against the prevailing east wind and current. We had 165 miles left to go, but the wind disappeared and we have encountered a 1 - 1½ knot current against us. We are managing 5½ knots boat speed by motor-sailing in the calm seas, but our speed over ground is reduced to between 4 to 4½ knots. It looks like another two nights at sea before we get to Grenada.


      Following my disastrous fishing episodes yesterday, I decided to beef up my arsenal. I now have three lures trailing behind us - a sinking lure on the on the fishing rod, a skimming lure on a hand line and a small squid on the end of my string of “birds”. I’ve fitted stronger hooks onto stainless steel leaders.


      The wind died completely at ten o’clock and we motored all day in calm seas. The lack of wind made the sea into a mirror and the lack of wind made it very hot. A pod of Pan-tropical Spotted Dolphins played in our bow wave for ten minutes in the afternoon providing a bit of light relief.


      We are trying to conserve diesel as we only carry 440 litres and we’re not sure how much diesel the engine uses per hour. We’ve decided that 2000 rpm seems to be the right engine speed allowing us to motor at 5.5 knots in these flat seas. According to the engine manual this should only use 3-4 litres of fuel per hour. At four o’clock in the afternoon, the engine had been running for 45 hours, so I estimated that we’d used 30% to 40% of our fuel. The current seemed to die off to ½ knot as we cleared La Blanquilla and the Los Hermanos islands, which improved our progress east.


      As the sun went down, I pulled in my three fishing lures having caught no fish.


      23 October 2011 Spanish Water, Curacao to Trinidad (Day 4)


      It was a very boring night, motoring with hardly any wind – we even had to roll away the jib because it kept backing.


      During my 10-1 “midnight” watch, I checked our progress and it looked like we could possibly make landfall in Grenada by late afternoon today. We had a couple of options, we could stop in Grenada for a day’s rest and then set off tomorrow evening to sail overnight to Trinidad or we could head directly for Trinidad and arrive tomorrow morning. When we changed watches, Glenys agreed that we get it over with and go straight to Trinidad.


      The Peninsula de Paria on the Venezuelan coast is a high risk area for attacks by Venezuelan “pirates”, so I plotted a course which continues towards Grenada and then heads for a point half way between Grenada and Trinidad to keep out of the more dangerous region. There is a danger that we will arrive at the Boca de Monos in Trinidad while it is still dark, so we need to keep our average speed down to 4.5 knots, which should get us there at dawn tomorrow.


      We turned towards our Trinidad waypoint at dawn and the wind picked up enough that we could sail at four knots for five hours which was very pleasant. I put out all three fishing lures and was rewarded by catching a small Jack on a small lure towed behind my “Birds”. We had it for lunch – from fish to dish in two hours…


      In the afternoon, I spotted a big flock of sea birds diving into the sea. This normally indicates that smaller fish are being driven to the surface by tuna and other pelagic fish. We weren’t under any time pressure and the seas were very calm, so we spent a fun hour trolling around and through the diving birds. Unfortunately, we still didn’t catch anything.


      The wind remained light all afternoon. I was expecting to encounter a stronger current against us as we passed to the south west of Grenada, but there seemed to be very little current if any. We had to reduce our engine revs down to 1500 rpm, so that we could maintain 4.5 knots to get our landfall at dawn. There was nothing to do except read books and sleep through the afternoon.


      As night approached, we ran into a group of huge thunder clouds just south of Grenada. As darkness fell, we were getting 20+ knot winds and heavy rain. I didn’t know if it was going to get any worse, and we needed to slow down, so I completely rolled away the main and we sailed with a heavily reefed jib only.


      24 October 2011 Spanish Water, Curacao to Trinidad (Day 5)


      It was a varied night with patches of light winds and stronger squalls with some rain. The wind was veering about in the squalls, so it was a tiring night, constantly adjusting the sails and turning the engine on and off.


      We passed the gas rigs just after midnight and made a perfect land fall just as the sun came up. A school of Bottlenose Dolphins came and swam in our bow wave and stayed all the way through the Boca de Monos channel. I love the way that dolphins turn on their sides and look at us – they are almost as interested in us as we are in them. We’ve found that if we stand on the bow and wave and shout hello at the dolphins, they seem to get more excited, jumping out of the water more.


      We picked up a mooring just off Power Boats at seven o’clock. It was a very pleasant four day passage with very varied conditions. We had to motor-sail ¾ of the time, but we averaged 5 knots, which is not bad against the prevailing wind and current. We were hoping to stay in the ABC area for a few more weeks, but in retrospect, I’m glad that we took the opportunity of the weather window - Curacao now has a big low sitting over it with heavy rain.


      Glenys rustled up bacon and eggs for breakfast and we’d cleared in by half past ten. The main reason that we are here in Trinidad is to get our US Visas, so we submitted our on-line applications and caught a bus into Port of Spain and went to the Post Office to pay $140 each, for the privilege of applying for a visa. Once that small task was done, we were starting to feel pretty weary, so we ate a roti on a bench in Independence Square and caught the bus back to Chaguaramas.


      We were back on the boat at two o’clock. I logged onto the Internet and arranged our appointments at the US Embassy for next Thursday. We then slept and chilled out for the rest of the afternoon, before going to the “Pot Luck” barbeque at TTSA. It was like coming home – we knew about half of the people there and had a great time catching up with everyone (and drinking our first beers for four days.)


      25 October 2011 Chaguaramas, Trinidad


      I spent most of the day on administration. We have all of our remaining possessions stored in the UK at Glenys’s brother’s house. Gareth has sold his house and is moving out at the end of next week. This is a bit of a logistical nightmare because our sons (Brett & Craig) are living in rented flats and don’t have anywhere to store our things. Brett is moving into a three bedroom house in a month, so I’m organising a lock-up store near where Brett lives and then will need to get the stuff moved from Lymington to Stevenage. Thank God for the Internet and email.


      We had a little walk-about in the afternoon, trying to get a few things sorted out. We didn’t have much luck, because tomorrow is the Diwali holiday and most places had already started to shut down. Glenys managed to get a load of washing done in the launderette in Power Boats.


      We had a quiet night in and went to bed early.


      26 October 2011 Chaguaramas, Trinidad


      It was the Hindu festival of Diwali today, so most of Trinidad was shut down. We had a quiet morning, doing admin and other things on the boat.


      In the afternoon, we went on a trip that Jesse James, a local taxi driver, had organised to a Hindu community to take part in the Diwali celebrations. It was a big turnout with fifty or so cruisers packed in three buses. When we arrived, we were shown into a Hindu temple which had an impressive display of statues an paintings of the Hindu gods worshipped in this festival. One of the temple officials explained that although it’s a Hindu festival, Trinidad is one of the few places in the world where Diwali is a public holiday observed by people of all denominations.


      We had a demonstration of Tassa drums, performed by a small band of three guys. Tassa is a traditional form of Indian music brought into Trinidad by “indentured” Indians in the 19th century. In a typical Caribbean way, Tassa ensembles have flourished in Trinidad and have the same sort of following in the Indian community as the Carnival Pan Bands have - it’s very loud. We then had a traditional meal of vegetable curries, served on banana leaves and eaten with roti bread.


      After the meal, we walked around the streets. Diwali is the “Festival of Lights” and is held on the night with a new moon between mid-October and mid-November – this is supposed to be the darkest night. The locals set out lamps and candles on bamboo frames or lay out intricate patterns on the floor outside their houses. The traditional lamp is a small bowl filled with coconut oil and a wick. There are also big statues erected showing the various gods and demons that feature in the Diwali festivities.


      It’s a fun, family oriented festival. We walked along the main street looking at the lights, accepting small gifts of sweets and dodging the firecrackers thrown by children.


      27 October 2011 Chaguaramas, Trinidad


      I’m still trying to get an engineer to look at our broken watermaker, but the only person that they can send is not at work today, so I’ll try again tomorrow. This left me with no great plans, so I spent the morning sorting out moving of our stuff in the UK and catching up on our web site. Glenys went into West Mall to do some cathartic shopping.


      I feel a little trapped again – we’re waiting for the US Visa appointment in seven days’ time and I have no idea when the watermaker engineer will come out.


      We’re having very heavy thunderstorms at the moment. The weather is pleasant first thing in the morning, but the clouds are building up before lunch. We’ve had some very close lightning strikes and huge claps of thunder before heavy rain starts. This doesn’t make it easy to do any jobs on the boat and the danger of a direct lightning strike on Alba is very real. Two yachts were struck a couple of days ago and had their entire electronic equipment blown out, including fridges controllers, generator panel and navigation equipment. It would be a real nightmare if that happened – we’d be trapped for months, while we replaced everything. Let us pray.


      28 October 2011 Chaguaramas, Trinidad


      I rang the water maker company and they will send somebody out first thing on Monday morning. We now have to make our fresh water last for another three days.


      We have two water tanks connected together -the lower one is below the saloon floor and the other is under the port seat in the saloon. There’s a water gauge that should show the amount of water remaining in the lower tank, but it’s never worked. This has not been a problem before, because while we were making water, we always kept the top tank half full. After a week without running the watermaker, we’ve now emptied the top tank and it would be good to see how much water we actually have left in the lower tank.


      I decided to remove the sender for the water gauge from the lower tank. This should have been a simple matter of unscrewing the sender from the inspection plate at the top of the tank, but this is a boat and nothing is easy. It was seized. As I put more force on the spanner, the whole plastic body crumbled apart. I then had to remove the whole inspection plate and spend 30 minutes with a small screwdriver scraping away the plastic from the threads in the inspection plate. I was left with a 40mm diameter hole in the inspection plate with nothing to screw into it.


      I took the remains of the sender to Budget Marine, but they said they would have to import one from the USA and it would take a week. I decided not to bother, it’s more likely that it will take longer than that and I don’t want to be trapped in Trinidad any longer than necessary. I bought some “Starboard”, which is ½” thick plastic board and spent a couple of hours making and fitting a replacement inspection plate. So, after five hours of effort, I still don’t have any way of seeing how much water we have left…


      29 October 2011 Chaguaramas, Trinidad


      I started to make a table top for my fish preparation table that I had fitted to the stern arch. I cut it out from the remainder of the Starboard using a jigsaw on the back deck. It took three hours to measure up and cut the two pieces. Cutting the Starboard produces lots of small plastic flakes, which blow around in the slightest breeze and stick with static electricity to anything. I was covered from head to toe in the stuff. We’ll be finding these bits of plastic all over the boat for months.


      In the afternoon, we went to the movies and saw Real Steel – a fun movie. It was great to be cold again in the air conditioned cinema. Back on the boat, I decided to publish some small videos to YouTube and added some pages to our website linked to the videos.


      30 October 2011 Chaguaramas, Trinidad


      It’s Sunday today, so we decided to go for a walk. Despite being in the Chaguaramas National Park, there aren’t a lot of places to go. The anchorage is surrounded by very steep hills with dense jungle, but there aren’t any paths close to us. A sketch map in the cruising guide shows a road up to the top of a nearby hill, but when we walked to the start of the road, a big sign said “restricted access”. As there’s still a State of Emergency in force in Trinidad, we decided to err on the side of caution and retreat.


      Fortunately, we had a Plan B. We walked three miles along a road to the Macqueripe National Park. It was a very long straight road with a couple of slight bends – very boring apart from seeing a few brightly coloured birds. When we arrived near the entrance to the park, we took a small detour following a sign to the “Bamboo Cathedral” which was beautiful - the track goes through a an area of very tall bamboo, which has grown in sweeping arcs across the road creating a tunnel twenty metres high – a lovely visual effect.


      After walking up to a cliff overlooking the north coast of the island, we retraced our steps and went into the park, which only comprises a café and a beach. It’s advertised as the most beautiful beach in the area, but that description ought to be taken with a pinch of salt. We had a coke and walked back to the main road.


      We arrived back on the boat at three o’clock. It was only a four hour walk, but we were tired – we’re not used to walking any more. We chilled out for the rest of the afternoon and then went for Ribs and Chips in the bar at Power Boats – we’re back in Chaguaramas...


      31 October 2011 Chaguaramas, Trinidad


      I picked up the Eco-tech electrician from the Power Boats dock and he agreed with me that the starter capacitor looked damaged after our overheating episode. He removed the whole pump and motor assembly, which was a struggle in the tight space at the bottom of a cupboard. The poor guy was suffering from a flu virus and after 30 minutes of struggling in the rolling boat, he looked pretty grim and somewhat seasick. He retreated in to the cockpit with a glass of water, while I carried the pump assembly and his tools into the dinghy. Hopefully, he’ll check everything today and we’ll get it back tomorrow.


      Our wind generator has been playing up ever since I had the bearings changed a couple of months ago. When it has been running for a while in 25 knots winds, it goes into a “Free-wheel” mode and rotates at a very fast speed. I’ve had to switch it off a few times. While dropping off the Eco-tech electrician, I bumped into Doug who owns the company that manufactured the wind generator. I described the problem and he said to drop it in and he’ll get one of his guys to have a look.


      We’ve been using Glenys’s brother’s house as our mailing address. Now that Gareth has sold his house, we’ve decided to move our mailing address to my brother Andrew. We suspect that Gareth is going to be moving again within the next couple of years, so it will be less hassle to move our mail to a more stable address. We prepared a list of thirty or so companies that need to know our new address and Glenys made a start by spending a few hours on the Internet changing addresses on line and printing off forms.


      We went to the supermarket at Crews Inn and called into see Bonnie & Maury on their Hallberg Rassey 43 called “Smidge”. They come from the Chesapeake area and we’ve picked up a bit more local knowledge on that area.


      We went to the pot luck barbeque at TTSA in the evening and drank more beer.

    

  


  
    
      November 2011


      1 November 2011 Chaguaramas, Trinidad


      The Eco-tech electrician came back early in the morning (after ringing us to see how rolly the anchorage was.) He’d changed the starter capacitor and checked the internal components of the motor. He says that there is a little bit of heat damage to the windings, but it should be OK for a few more years. He managed to refit the pump assembly and most of the wiring before he had to rush up into the cockpit to stare at the horizon and sip water. I finished connecting the wiring and started the water maker up. It worked fine, so I tidied up and took the electrician back to terra firma.


      Glenys went shopping in the morning on an organised taxi run to Circular Mall. We’d swapped phones so that I had our Trinidad SIM card. When she got back she discovered that she didn’t have my number, but she managed to scam a lift from a local in a pirogue.


      We lounged about in the heat of the afternoon and had a quiet night in.


      2 November 2011 Chaguaramas, Trinidad


      I spent most of the day trying to fit the table to the arch. It was a very frustrating day because it kept raining and preventing me from working. I only had to drill seven holes through the stainless steel tubing, but it was a mission because stainless steel is so hard and my drill bits are cheap and nasty. I snapped a couple of drills, so I had to go and buy some more. Once I’d drilled the holes, I went to the chandlers and bought some bolts. I couldn’t get the size that I wanted, so I had to re-drill the holes to open them out. I just managed to get the table fitted before dark.


      I also removed the wind generator. It was a little precarious balancing on the top of our Arch trying to remove the 10 kg unit. There are many local boats that whizz through the anchorage and cause us to roll with their bow waves. Of course, the sight of me stood on the arch attracted them to come and have a closer look… I was a little too impatient with the job and (stupidly) yanked too hard on the cable to lift the unit off – the cable pulled out of the connectors. I now have the end of the cable somewhere down inside the stainless steel tubing and might have a major problem to re-wire it.


      I took the wind generator into Kiss Energy to get it looked at. Unfortunately, Doug wasn’t there. The guys who work for him are very difficult to talk to - they just shrugged their shoulders and pointed for me to leave it on top of a box. Fortunately, I’d been prepared for this and left a note for Doug with the unit. I tried to ring Doug later in the afternoon, but no joy. I hope that this doesn’t turn in to a drawn out saga.


      3 November 2011 Chaguaramas, Trinidad


      We dragged ourselves out of bed at quarter past six and caught a taxi to the US Embassy in Port of Spain. We had to queue outside for half an hour with the other people who had an eight thirty appointment. Once inside we went through a security scanner, then handed our passports and confirmation papers to a clerk. We then took a seat with the other 200 applicants.


      Two hours later, we were called to a small booth, where we had our fingerprints scanned. The guy asked a few banal questions about why we wanted to go to the USA – I reckon that these were just time fillers while he processed our finger prints and scanned through our application forms. We were granted our visas, then queued to pay 50TT each to have the passports sent back to us and that was it.


      We did a little bit of shopping in town and grabbed a roti for lunch. There was nothing else that we wanted in town, so we caught a mini-bus back to Chaguaramas. I called in to Kiss Energy, in the vain hope of catching Doug there. No chance. One of the more communicative of his workers pointed at my wind generator which was in bits on a bench and mumbled that he was waiting for Doug to come back and tell him what to do. Ah well, at least they’ve started on it.


      Back on the boat, we chilled out for the afternoon and then went to a pot luck barbeque at the Crews Inn marina and hotel. It was very posh. It’s supposed to be for marina users only. One of the hotel staff lays out tables complete with table cloths and starts the barbeque. There were only four couples there - “Smidge”, Bob and Vicky from “Fox Sea” and Kaj & Leila from “Amelit”. Kaj is from Sweden and Leila is American and they kindly invited us to go walking up to Edith Falls with them on Saturday.


      4 November 2011 Chaguaramas, Trinidad


      We had a go at recovering the wind generator cable from within the arch tubing. I was balanced on top of the Arch trying to hook the cable with a piece of stainless steel wire, while Glenys was lying inside the aft lazarette pushing the cable up the tube. It took us an hour of bad tempered shouting and pulling and pushing to drag the cable 18 inches up and out of the arch. Flushed with success, I went to Kiss Energy to have a look at what was going on, but my wind generator is still in bits and the guys there are still waiting for Doug to show up.


      Glenys spent a couple of hours patching the dinghy to cover the damaged areas caused by the savage dock in Los Roques. She also bought some grey Sunbrella to make a cover for the tubes of the dinghy to protect it from the sun and abrasion.


      I checked the engine and started it for the first time in a week. We’ve got a mysterious rattle coming from the front of the engine around the timing belt cover. It seems to come and go and it may be dependent on the engine revs. I wandered over and had a chat to Falco and he says to check the catches on the timing belt cover or it may be a bearing on an alternator.


      There’s a Tropical Wave moving past the Windward Islands today and we had thunderstorms and heavy rain for most of the afternoon. It was dark enough at half past four that I had to wear a head torch to read in the cockpit.


      5 November 2011 Chaguaramas, Trinidad


      The local power boats motoring passing us are driving me mad. They start just after six o’clock in the morning and roar through the anchorage causing large waves, which slap hard against our “sugar scoop” transom. In the back cabin, it sounds like something solid has hit us. By half past six, I’m wide awake. The bow waves continue all day and make us rock at inconvenient times – like when I’m trying to get a small screw into a fitting, grrrrr. They only stop speeding past when the sun has gone down and even then we are left with the residual waves bouncing off the shore in the bay. It calms around eight o’clock in the evening. It’s all getting to me now - it’s time to go.


      I had a quiet morning, reading and playing the clarinet, while Glenys made some fitted sheets for the aft bed. We were planning to go walking with “Amelit” but Kaj has hurt his back, so Plan B was invoked and we went to the movies instead – we love being cold instead of sweating through the afternoon.


      6 November 2011 Chaguaramas, Trinidad


      It’s Sunday again, so we went walking in the area around the anchorage. Once again we were frustrated by closed areas. We first tried to walk up a valley to the west of us, but the road led to an army training area, with a big sign warning of the restricted area. We retraced our steps and walked a mile down to TTSA to try to walk on the peninsula to the east, but again came to a gate across the track with a sign saying restricted area. It’s very frustrating – God knows what they have up these tracks.


      Back on the boat, Glenys did some more sewing - the mattresses on our bed are a very weird shape and she’s struggling with making the fitted sheets tight enough.


      I created a short video of our trip from Curacao, which has some good footage of dolphins, and published it to YouTube and our website. I noticed that YouTube has cleverly detected that I’ve used commercial MP3 tracks on my videos and has marked them as infringing copyright. One of the videos has had the sound disabled, but the others just have a warning. I’ve had to replace the sound track on the skydiving video with some horrible “plinky plink” instrumental track. It’s pretty spooky - Big Brother is always watching you.


      “Smidge” came for a beer or four and gave us some good information on Chesapeake Bay. It sounds like we could spend six months just exploring Chesapeake Bay. I think that our plan of making large jumps up the East Coast of the States and then coming back slowly is correct - if we try to take our time going up the coast, we probably won’t get as far as New York.


      7 November 2011 Chaguaramas, Trinidad


      We’re just waiting for our passports, so I took advantage of our good internet connection and had an administration day.


      Glenys did some more sewing in the morning and spent the afternoon ashore doing the laundry and taking advantage of the showers to dye her hair. It was supposed to be auburn, but has come out a bit more ginger than she would have liked. I must admit it was a shock when I saw her the first time. She’s hoping that the sun will bleach the colour out quickly.


      I waited too long to go and pick up the wind generator – the place was all shut up just after four o’clock. I’m a bit frustrated. Being a Monday, we went to the TTSA pot luck barbeque and supped a large number of beers.


      8 November 2011 Chaguaramas, Trinidad


      Glenys went to a shopping mall to do a last shopping trip assuming that we’ll be leaving on Thursday.


      I went to Kiss Energy in the morning and Doug was actually there. He looked very tired and confided to me that he’s having a few cash flow problems and his workers are just sitting about. The guy who was doing my generator hadn’t turned in yet. This wasn’t what I wanted to hear. I explained that we were hoping to leave on Thursday and Doug said that he’d have it sorted by then.


      Back on the boat, I did a few jobs before picking Glenys up with her shopping. Just after lunch we received a phone call saying that our passports had arrived. I jumped into the dinghy and rushed over to get them. We were so happy to see 10 year, multiple entry, B1/B2 visas in our passports. All I had to do now was get the wind generator back.


      I waited until half past one and then went back to see Doug. The generator was still in bits and there was no sign of any workers. Doug managed to find the guy, who appeared to be working in an engineering shop next door. No doubt picking up my mildly panicking body language, the guy agreed to change the thermostats and reassemble it for me and told me to come back in fifteen minutes.


      Twenty minutes later, I walked out of there clutching my wind generator like a long lost baby. I don’t know whether it will work, but I’ve got it back. Doug wouldn’t accept any money for the work, which was good of him. Perhaps that’s why he has cash flow problems.


      We had a quiet night in, planning what we have to do tomorrow before we can leave on Thursday.


      9 November 2011 Chaguaramas, Trinidad


      I fitted the wind generator back onto the arch, which only took 90 minutes – not too bad. There’s been no wind today, so I have no idea whether it works or not.


      I checked the engine and tidied up, then read a book for the rest of the morning. After lunch, we went to customs and immigration and told them that we were going to Tobago. We then went to the supermarket and bought two cases of beer and 8 large bottles of Coca Cola - which only costs £0.75 for a 2 litre bottle.


      Our plan is to get fuel first thing in the morning, then sail 20 miles around to La Vache Bay on the north coast. We’ll anchor there for the afternoon and then leave at midnight to head for Tobago. The wind and current will be against us and we’ll be motoring up the coast taking advantage of the lighter winds at night. We should be at the north east tip of Trinidad at dawn and can then sail hard on the wind to Store Bay in Tobago. Well that’s the plan anyway. We’re pretty excited about seeing clear water and reefs again after two weeks of the dirty, brown water of Chaguaramas.


      10 November 2011 Chaguaramas to Store Bay, Tobago (Day 1)


      Straight after breakfast, we went over to the fuel dock and filled up with diesel. We were on our way before half past eight. Just after Gasparillo Island, Glenys spotted “Blackthorn Lady” heading into Chaguaramas, so we went over and had a chat for ten minutes, while we both drifted in the current. They spent last night in Scotland Bay after arriving back from Tobago. They spent two weeks in Store Bay and saw the rest of the island by car.


      We motored out past Monos Island and headed up the north side of Trinidad. The wind was against us, but only about ten knots. However there was a 2 metres swell against us. We went into La Vache Bay which is very isolated, steep sided and with jungle coming down to the water. The skies were overcast and the place looked spectacular but a bit forbidding. There was a swell hooking into the bay and we couldn’t find a calm area to anchor so we decided to go around to Maracas Bay, which is three miles further up the coast.


      It was a mission going those three miles, the wind picked up and so did the seas. We were only making 1 knot over the ground at one point – I suspected that our propeller was fouled up.


      Maracas Bay is a huge bay with three beaches. Two of them are very popular tourist beaches with fast food stalls, but those beaches are exposed to the full might of the swell coming into the bay and have crashing surf. The third beach is tucked up around the north side of the bay and is much more protected. We anchored off the beach in 8 metres of water, but we were still rocking and rolling in the swell. We decided to stay and leave at ten o’clock at night.


      I put my snorkelling gear on and had a look at the propeller, which was completely covered by ¼” of barnacles. It was clean 18 days ago when we arrived in Chaguaramas Bay – it’s an astounding growth rate. I spent 30 minutes scraping the barnacles off, which was a bit of a mission because the boat was pitching up and down so much.


      We put the dinghy up on deck and then spent the rest of the afternoon reading. The anchorage was so unsettled that we decided to start our watches at seven o’clock with me going to bed while Glenys sat on anchor watch. We left at quarter past ten, motoring into steep, two metre seas with 15 -20 knots across the deck directly against us. It was a horrible motion with the waves stopping us dead every so often.


      11 November 2011 Chaguaramas to Store Bay, Tobago (Day 2)


      The steep seas continued all night and slowed us down. As dawn broke, we were still six miles from the tip of Trinidad. The current had picked up, dropping our speed over the ground to 1½ knots, and was pushing us north towards Tobago.


      I decided to head more north and try to get through the fast current as soon as possible. The current was so strong that in order to maintain a course over the ground of 030°M, I had to head at 070°M. The wind was still on our nose, so we had to continue to motor sail. We kept to the east of Wasp Shoal and once past that our course was more northly allowing us to switch the engine off for a couple of hours. We caught a nice sized Horse Eye Jack on the way.


      We arrived in Store Bay at ten o’clock and anchored among ten other yachts. The place is beautiful with blue waters, coconut palms hanging over white beaches and waves crashing onto coral reefs. Unfortunately, we didn’t have enough time to sit and stare because we had to go into Scarborough to clear in. There are no Maxi taxis here, but there are cars that are communal taxis and it only cost £0.60 each to go six miles into the main town. It was chaos in Scarborough, the taxi driver said that Fridays was always very busy because most people get paid today.


      It was very quick to check in. Customs just booked us in, but Immigration wants us to tell them when we go to the north of the island – it will be a pain having to come into Scarborough again. Oh well. We walked around in the beating sun trying to find a nice local restaurant, but ended up in Churches Chicken which is very, very similar to KFC.


      Back on the boat, we slept for an hour or so in the afternoon and had fish satay before going to bed early.


      12 November 2011 Store Bay, Tobago


      It rained heavily last night - the dinghy had two inches of water sloshing about. The sky was very overcast and it rained all day with a couple of heavy squalls thrown in.


      Glenys took advantage of the rain water and spent all day in her swimming costume, cleaning the teak toe rail and the top sides. Meanwhile, I mooched about all day, reading, playing the clarinet, doing some admin and feeling a little guilty at the sight of Glenys working away.


      It continued to rain as night fell. We had some more of the fish and a quiet night reading.


      13 November 2011 Store Bay, Tobago


      We woke up to sunshine and I managed to potter about and do a few little jobs before the clouds started to build up and it started to rain again. Glenys was tired after her hull scrubbing exertions yesterdays and read in the morning.


      After lunch, we saw a gap in the clouds and dinghied a mile over to Buccoo Reef to have a look for somewhere to snorkel. The reef is huge but very shallow, so we were looking for somewhere with a drop off. The water was very cloudy and we didn’t find anywhere that looked appealing. A huge bank of black clouds was approaching from the east, so we gave up and scooted back to the boat. Ten minutes later, we have 25 knot winds and torrential rain.


      So it was reading, playing the clarinet and lounging about for the rest of the day.


      14 November 2011 Store Bay, Tobago


      It rained again last night and we had one squall with strong winds, which forced me out of bed at four o’clock to put up the spray hood to try to keep the cockpit dry.


      It was sunny in the morning, so we went for a walk around the local area. There’s a really nice municipal beach, with lots of food stalls and even life guards. It’s a very popular place with the locals – the tourists go to another beach at Pigeon Point and have to pay £1.50 entry fee. We walked around the point and ended up at the airport, where we found a Tourist Office – Glenys found a flyer for a horse riding centre – she hasn’t been riding since we’ve been on the boat.


      On the way back to the boat, we called back into the municipal beach and bought a take away “Crab and Dumpling” for lunch. We only just made it back before it poured it down. “Crab and Dumpling” is the national dish for Tobago, but we weren’t impressed at all. It consisted of crabs legs cooked in a curry sauce with rubbery, flat pieces of stodgy cassava dumpling. We struggled for ten minutes trying to get some meat out of the crabs’ legs and then, in danger of starving to death, we gave up and had a cheese sandwich.


      It cleared up in the afternoon, so we went snorkelling in the afternoon, but the visibility in the water is less than two metres, so we only persevered for fifteen minutes.


      15 November 2011 Store Bay, Tobago


      It was sunny in the morning, so I did some jobs. Our deck is topped with teak planking, which is screwed down to the fibre glass deck. The screw heads are then covered with 10mm teak plugs. I had over a dozen plugs that have come worked loose over the past few months, so I spent a pleasant hour removing the screws, drilling a deeper hole and then replacing the screws and plugs.


      I’ve been a bit worried about our batteries (again!) Recently, we’ve had to run the generator for an hour a day to make sure that the batteries still have 50% charge left at the end of each night. I suspected that we might have a dud battery, which is pulling the others down. I disconnected all six of the batteries, left them for an hour and then measured the voltage on each of them, but they all stayed at the same voltage of 12.3 Volts. This is not a very conclusive test, so I spent a couple of hours on the Internet researching into electronic battery testers and ordered a simple one that should give me a good indication of the state of each battery. It only cost £60 and I’m hoping that it will be worth its weight in gold over the coming years. Craig will bring it out with him at Christmas.


      Glenys has booked us both on a two hour horse ride tomorrow, which I’m looking forward to with mixed feelings.


      16 November 2011 Store Bay, Tobago


      First thing in the morning, we went to the beach, chained the dinghy to a wire fence and then stood outside the local beach bar. With typical Caribbean humour, it’s called Bago’s Bar. Why’s that funny? Try “We’re going to Bago’s Bar”. Not got it yet? How about “We goin’ Tobago’s Bar” … in Tobago…


      We were picked up by Lennon, who, with Veronica, runs the riding stables. They have five horses and are lovely people. They only take small groups and only take their horses out once a day. We had a great time. Their horses are all thoroughbreds, which originate from Trinidad where racing is a big sport. Several of their horses are ex-race horses. They took us out on a short trail ride around the Buccoo Bay area, past the edge of the mangroves and onto the beach.


      The tide was high and the surf was rolling onto the beach, so it was a challenge to persuade the horses to go around the Manchineel trees into the crashing surf. When we arrived at the end of the ¼ mile long beach, Veronica steered her horse into the sea and called for us to follow. Surprisingly the horses seemed to be okay with struggling along with the water lapping across their backs. At times my horse was swimming as it came across deeper patches. I wouldn’t say that the horse was enjoying it, but seemed resigned to the ordeal. It was hard work gripping with our knees as we had no saddle or stirrups and the pressure of the water was sweeping our legs back.


      After fifteen minutes of wading, we climbed back onto the beach and returned to the stables, where we hosed down the tired horses. It was a fantastic experience and if you’re ever in Tobago give them a call (http://www.being-with-horses.com)


      We returned back to the boat, had lunch and collapsed. It rained heavily in the afternoon, which prevented us from going into Scarborough to clear out, so we chilled out with a book.


      17 November 2011 Store Bay to Mount Irvine Bay, Tobago


      We went into Scarborough first thing in the morning, went to Immigration and told them that we’re going to the north of the island. We did a bit of shopping and posted our driving licenses back to the UK to get the address changed. Hopefully, they will process them quickly; send them to my brother Andrew, who can send them onto Brett and Craig, who can then bring them out at Christmas. It’s a logistical nightmare living on a yacht.


      We motored around to Plymouth and anchored off the dock where the cruising guide suggested. Within five minutes a local fisherman came rowing out on a kayak and told us that we couldn’t anchor there because they put out seine nets very early in the morning and we would be in the way. We told him that we were going to spend the night in Mount Irvine Bay, which placated him.


      Glenys made a roti for lunch and we ate it while watching the locals seine netting on beach. It’s a very labour intensive operation with 15-20 guys heaving the very long nets up the beach. They appeared to be getting a good catch of fish.


      We motored around to Mount Irvine Bay, which is lovely with three nice looking beaches. We went snorkelling off the northern point. There was a huge amount of swell, with waves crashing on the rocky headland. This meant that the visibility was not very good and the surge made snorkelling a challenge.


      18 November 2011 Mount Irvine Bay to Man of War Bay, Tobago


      We were woken by loud music just after six in the morning as some sort of procession went by with a lorry loaded up with huge speakers and blaring out reggae. In the UK, they’d be arrested for noise nuisance, but here they had a police motorcycle escort.


      We motored along the rocky coast to Englishman’s Bay. As we headed north, the coastline changed from low-lying sandy reefs to be more mountainous, with steep jungle coming down to the edge of the sea where the surf beats against rocky cliffs.


      We anchored to the north of Englishman’s Bay which is cut out of the steep sided jungle with a lovely beach and coconut palms hanging over the pale sand. We did a scuba dive off the northern headland. The water was still a little murky, but it was a nice dive site. Our last dive was in Bonaire six weeks ago, so it great to get back in the water.


      After lunch, we motored up to Man of War Bay and anchored off Pirate Bay. We went into Charlottesville and visited customs and immigration. The customs guy gave me a bit of a hard time because I hadn’t reported into the customs office in Scarborough, but he eventually chilled out.


      We looked around the small town which has a few bars and shops. It is a very quaint little place, with a strong tradition in fishing. We went to a few shops and bars and discovered that no one sells beer in cans. In one bar, the girl looked at us like we were crazy as she shook her head and repeated “Beer in Cans?” This was a disaster as we only had six cans left in the fridge. Although glass has no place on a boat, we bought a case of bottled beer in desperation.


      This is another beautiful anchorage. There’s an idyllic beach on the shore and we’re surrounded by steep-sided jungle, where we can hear parrots squawking as they fly in to roost in the evening.


      19 November 2011 Man of War Bay, Tobago


      Our mysterious “clacking” sound on the engine seems to be happening most of the time now, so I had another go at trying to pinpoint what it is. I ran the engine for a few minutes and initially, it all sounded OK, but then as I revved the engine, the “clacking” sound started. It appears to be coming from the front of the engine, but it’s very difficult to pinpoint. I switched the engine off and restarted and the “clacking” sound was not there initially, but started again when I revved the engine. It’s a mystery.


      I gave up and we went for a dive on the northern point of the bay which was a great dive site – very interesting with lots of fish. We went to look for lobster, but alas none to be seen. Fifteen years ago, we were able to catch lobster “on demand” in this bay – have they been over exploited here?


      After lunch, we chilled out for a while, and then I went snorkelling to try to catch some fish with my pole spear. I had an enjoyable hour or so, but only managed to spear a couple of flounder and a parrot fish. We saw loads of big snapper on our dive, but they are all in water deeper than 20 metres, which is beyond my spear fishing depth.


      We had the flounder for dinner, but there wasn’t much meat; it was bland and a little mushy – I won’t bother with flounder again.


      20 November 2011 Man of War Bay, Tobago


      I woke up at four o’clock worried about the engine, trying to decide what to do. The “clacking” sound appears to be getting worse, so I need to find out what it is and get it fixed, before something breaks. I lay there agonising about where to get it fixed – do I go back to Trinidad and get Gittens to sort it out? I know that Falco is very good at his job and would sort it out, but do I want to spend another two weeks in Trinidad? The alternative is to go to Grenada, but it takes longer to get things done there. It kept me awake for an hour.


      I did some more investigation on the engine. I found that when the engine is first turned on at low revs, then it sounds OK. Revving the engine a few times will start the “clacking noise”, which will be continuous until I drop the revs back to idle, when it disappears. Having established that I can reproduce the fault, I removed both fan belts to see if it was faulty bearings in the alternators or the water pump, but it made no difference. It sounds like it’s at the front of the engine, so I think that it is either the fuel pump, injector pump or valve clearances on the camshaft. In any case it’s something that I can’t fix, so we’ve decided to go to St David’s Harbour in Grenada later this week, where there is a Volvo dealer.


      It rained in the morning, so we went for a dive after lunch. We dinghied over to the south side of the bay to look at an isolated rock, with breaking waves. I stuck my head under water and it looks like it’s a huge pinnacle, but unfortunately the swell was too great for us to anchor off it. We went to the shore and did an OK dive – still no sign of lobster.


      I chilled out for the rest of the afternoon reading a book, but Glenys felt dynamic and scrubbed the waterline.


      21 November 2011 Man of War Bay to Anse Bateau, Tobago


      We went for walk around the town, first going up to a fort on the southern headland and then along a road to the beach at Pirate Bay. These were both pleasant walks with lovely scenery and lots of birds flying about. There are some very steep steps leading down to Pirate Bay that were slippery and treacherous going down and depressing to look up on the way back.


      When we got back to town, we bought some tuna from the fishing cooperative. The local fishermen look very rough, but are lovely people when you get talking to them. We paid £1 per pound and the guy filleted the two fish for us.


      We motor-sailed around to Anse Bateau on the north eastern side of the island. It was a bit of a bash around the rugged northern coastline against the current and the wind. There’s a fairly narrow channel between cliffs on one side, some small rocky islands on the other side and a nasty sunken rock in the middle. We survived.


      Anse Bateau is a lovely anchorage with a nice beach and a hotel. “Smidge” were the only other boat in the bay. We went for a walk into Speyside, which is a small town in the next bay along the coast. The road goes past an old waterwheel which was used to make sugar. The town is very small with some hotels and dive shops. There’s no supermarket here, just a couple of very small grocery stores. We came across a house that had put egg shells on the tips of an Aloe Vera plant. I asked the owner about it and she replied that it was decoration – nearer to Christmas, she is going to paint them in bright colours. Nice.


      In the evening, we went to the hotel bar for a few beers with Maury and Bonny from “Smidge”. They’d been on a rainforest tour today and had a great time, so we organised to go out with the same guide tomorrow.


      22 November 2011 Anse Bateau, Tobago


      The wind in this bay is blowing us and anything that goes overboard onto the pristine beach. So we decided to use the holding tank for our toilet for the first time to store the effluent rather than pumping it directly overboard. The waste from the toilet goes through a valve and into a stainless steel tank. I used the toilet this morning and for some reason the toilet pump jammed. I now have a tank of effluent that is above the toilet pump which I will have to remove and repair – the joys of living on a luxury yacht…


      The national bird of Tobago is a “Chachalaca” and looks like a cross between a scrawny chicken and a pheasant. There are lots of them in the trees around this bay and their loud squawking calls can be heard from first light as the various groups compete for territory. The birds name is similar to the sound of their call.


      Our guide, Leslie, drove us to the rain forest. We walked down a marked trail called the Gilpin Trail which is in a national park. The big attraction of this area is the huge number of birds, with birdwatchers coming from all over the world. It was okay, but far too slow for my liking. We only walked about a mile with lots of standing about, listening to the bird calls and trying to spot the rather elusive birds. We ticked off a few birds – Yellow-legged Thrush, Mot Mot, Black-thoated Mango Hummingbird, yawn...


      Leslie then took us to the Argyle Waterfall which has a nice sized pool beneath it. It was great to swim in the cold fresh water. After stopping for a roti for lunch, we spent the afternoon chilling out before going to the bar for drinks and dinner with Gaston & Lizanne from “Bidule” and “Smidge”.


      23 November 2011 Anse Bateau to St David’s Harbour, Grenada (Day 1)


      First thing in the morning, we sailed back around to Man of War Bay. We encountered very nasty steep seas, which we had to motor into until we were past Pointed Rock. As we turned more north, we were able to sail for a while.


      We dinghied into town, cleared out for Grenada and spent last of our Trinidad dollars. It rained heavily for most of the afternoon, so we were undecided whether to go or not.


      I did my favourite job and serviced the jammed pump for the front toilet. Unfortunately, after replacing all the seals and valves, the toilet still doesn’t work – we must have a blockage in one of the pipes. I didn’t want to get involved with that, so I left it until we get to Grenada.


      There was a lull in the rain at half past four, so we decided to go for it, hauled the dinghy onto the front deck and half an hour later sailed out beneath a grey overcast sky. It was a very dark night and rained a couple of times before midnight, but we at least we had a pleasant 15 knot wind from abaft the beam.


      24 November 2011 Anse Bateau to St David’s Harbour, Grenada (Day 2)


      Just after midnight, I decided that we were going too fast and would arrive at our destination before dawn, so I reefed the main sail and the jib. Half an hour later, a thunderstorm caught us up. Not much lightning, but the wind picked up to 30 knots for a short while – I was glad that I’d reefed earlier.


      After that we rocked and rolled all night with inconsistent winds and choppy seas - we both found it difficult to go to sleep with all the banging and crashing of things in lockers. At four o’clock, we were still going too fast, so I dropped the main and we ran with just a small headsail.


      We arrived off St David’s Harbour an hour after dawn. As we approached the narrow reef-lined entrance, the fishing reel screamed. I leapt to the back while Glenys turned us back out to sea. We could see a big rain shower approaching, so I swiftly hauled in a lovely big 12lb Horse-eye Jack, threw it into a bucket on deck and we motored quickly into the bay. We just managed to drop the anchor before the squall hit us and dropped visibility down to 100 metres – phew!


      We had scrambled egg on toast for breakfast while waiting for the rain to stop. I dropped the dinghy back into the water and we went to clear into customs. Unfortunately the customs are only there occasionally and we had to ring them up to come out especially for us.


      Meanwhile I managed to get hold of Stephan, the marine engineer from the boat yard, who immediately came out to look at engine. After looking around and listening, he said that he is 95% sure that it’s the injector pump. This is not good news because new injector pumps cost several thousand pounds. Stephan says that the best place to get the injector pump fixed or replaced is at the main Volvo dealer in Martinique.


      I took Stephan back ashore and waited for the customs and immigration officers to turn up. I tried to read a book, but mostly spent the time worrying about how to get the injector pump sorted out before Brett and Craig arrive for the their holiday at Christmas. It would be a disaster to have no engine. I had to wait for two hours for the customs guy and, by the end of the process, I was very angry, tired and in the depths of despair.


      I went back to the boat and felt much better after I had a rant at Glenys and something to eat. I had a nap which further improved my outlook on life.


      Later on in the afternoon, I rang Frank, the owner of Inboard Marine in Martinque. He said that it would take seven to ten days to get an injection pump serviced, so we don’t have a lot of time to mess about. He wants Stephan to call him and check a few more things, but I’m guessing that we’ll probably be sailing the 160 miles up to Martinique the day after tomorrow.


      We had a quiet night, ate had a marvellous meal of Horse-eye Jack and drank all of our remaining beer and wine.


      25 November 2011 St David’s Harbour, Grenada


      We slept in until half past eight – we obviously needed the extra rest. I rang Stephan and reminded him to talk to Frank in Martinique.


      We went into St Georges to get some cash and do a bit of shopping. It’s nice to be back in Grenada, using the crazy, but efficient minibus system - just when you think that the bus is full, another cushion magically appears and another punter is squeezed in. The shops in St Georges are in full Christmas mode with Christmas reggae songs blaring away and shop staff wearing Santa hats.


      Back on the boat, I rang Stephan and picked him up from the boat yard. He took off the exhaust elbow to check whether it was blocked – it wasn’t. We stared at the engine, listened to the noise and decided that it was definitely the Injector pump making the clacking noise. I rang Frank and I told him that we’d be sailing up tomorrow and would be with him on Monday morning.


      On the way back to the boat yard, Stephan asked me when I last changed the primary fuel filter. I told him that I fitted a 2 micron filter about four weeks ago. He suggested that I should change it to a coarser 10 or 20 micron filter as it would put less strain on the injector pump. Back on the boat, I dug out a spare 10 micron filter and changed it. To my amazement, the clacking noise went away!


      I rang Frank in Martinique and chatted to him about this revelation, he said that the injector pump is lubricated by the diesel fuel and if the pump is being starved of fuel it could be causing the noise. He suggested that I run the engine under load as a further test. We ran the engine in reverse at 2000 rpm for ten minutes and no clacking noise – it’s a miracle. We’re so relieved.


      We went to happy hour and got drunk. Neils and Ruth invited us back to “Baraka” for dinner.


      26 November 2011 St David’s Harbour, Grenada


      We were feeling a bit delicate this morning, so we decided to stay here for another day and chill out.


      Glenys took the opportunity to clear out her fridge. It’s a top loading fridge, which is two foot wide and nearly three feet deep, so food works its way down to the bottom and could be down there forever without a regular sort out. She found some home-made Gravlax in a container that she made when we were in Trinidad three weeks ago. It’s had plenty of time to cure and tastes delicious.


      Our other fridge is making gurgling noises again and has obviously lost refrigerant. The fridge was last charged at the beginning of October, so it’s only lasting a couple of months before it needs to be done again. It’s very frustrating that we can’t find the leak; hopefully the leak will get worse over time and get to a point where we can detect it. There’s no beer left so I’ve turned it off – I’ll have to get someone to look at it next week.


      I spent the day mooching about – I read a book, played on the laptop, played the clarinet and went snorkelling. The visibility was only about 4 metres and I couldn’t find any lobster although I did come across two lobster carcases, so they are about.


      There was a live band at the bar, so we stayed a little longer than we planned, but Glenys still managed to rustle up a fine fish supper when we staggered back to the boat.


      27 November 2011 St David’s Harbour to Calvigny Harbour, Grenada


      We motored around to Calvigny Harbour. The anchorage is lovely and peaceful, but the entrance is a little scary, going between two unmarked reefs. One reef had breaking seas and we couldn’t see the other one, so we kept close to the one we could see. There are only three other boats in this brilliant anchorage, which is surprising when there are probably 200 yachts packed into the other anchorages only two miles away – some cruisers are so unadventurous.


      After lunch, we did a dive off the breaking reef. As is normal on the south coast of Grenada, the visibility was poor and the reef covered in a fine layer of silt. We went specifically to hunt lobster, but didn’t see any large ones, so we took a couple of small spotted lobster – more like langoustine.


      We chilled out for the rest of the afternoon. No beer left so we need to go shopping tomorrow.


      28 November 2011 Calvigny Harbour to Prickly Bay, Grenada


      We chilled out in the morning, then after lunch motored around to Prickly Bay. I caught another 12lb Jack as we were leaving Calvigny Harbour. As luck would have it, the reel started to scream as we approached the narrow part of the channel, so it was a little stressful for Glenys steering through the reefs at 1 knot while I fought the feisty fish.


      Prickly Bay isn’t as crowded as I thought it would be, but Hog Island looked busy as we motored past. We dropped off our laundry and bought a couple of cases of beer. I still haven’t managed to get the fridge fixed and now that we have beer it’s becoming critical.


      In the evening, we went to happy hour where we bumped into Neil and Josie from “LucyEllen” – they were the first cruisers that we met after we bought Alba, so it was good to catch up with them.


      29 November 2011 Prickly Bay to Mount Hartman Bay, Grenada


      Overnight the wind veered to the south bringing a swell into the bay. We rocked and rolled all night and, in the morning, we were pitching up and down quite violently, so we decided to do some errands and then go around to Mount Hartman Bay where it will be more settled.


      We walked down to Ace Hardware then to Spiceland Mall. While Glenys went to the supermarket, I wandered around the hardware store and discovered that they sell small cans of refrigerant, which I could use to recharge our fridge. Unfortunately, they don’t sell the gauges and fittings to connect the can to the fridge compressor, but one of the shop assistants said that Ace Hardware may sell them. I walked back the mile back to Ace Hardware, but the gauge that they had will only fit on a special connector for car air conditioning – ah well.


      We caught a taxi from the mall back to De Big Fish and called in at Budget Marine to buy some bits and pieces. I bought a fighting belt for holding the fishing rod on my stomach – recently I’ve been catching bigger fish and the end of the rod digs in painfully while reeling them in.


      After lunch, we picked up the laundry, bought some ice to cool our beer because the fridge is still turned off, and motored around to Mount Hartman Bay, which is very calm. We had a quiet night in.


      30 November 2011 Mount Hartman Bay, Grenada


      I rang a local fridge man, but he’s injured his leg and can’t walk properly, so he said I should ring him back in two days’ time. Then Steve from “Celebration” called on the VHF and said that he’d heard that I had a problem with my fridge and has the gauge kit to recharge a fridge. He offered to walk over this afternoon from Prickly Bay and help me sort it out. I gladly agreed. Steve mentioned that he was going into Spiceland Mall to do some shopping, so I asked him to buy me a couple of cans of refrigerant.


      I turned my attention to the blocked front heads. I removed the toilet pump and, by shoving a stiff plastic tube up the waste pipe, decided that the blockage was about 18” up the main waste pipe. Now all I had to do was remove the 2” diameter reinforced pipe. I tried to remove the end under the holding tank, but there is so little room inside the cupboards that I failed abysmally. Switching strategies, I removed the whole holding tank, which is a 35 litre stainless steel tank bolted inside the cupboard. This gave me enough space to remove the pipe. The pipe had over ¼” of hard, encrusted “crud” on the inside, so I took the pipe on deck and beat it with a hammer, breaking the crud up. Loads of it poured out of the tube and it cleared the blockage. An hour later, I had it all assembled and a working toilet again - lovely job.


      Steve turned up in the afternoon and we worked on the fridge. He’s built his own large engine- driven fridge system, but unfortunately, he didn’t know much about small systems, so we were experimenting on my system. He added about ¾ of a can to the system, but it was still gurgling and the pipe returning from the fridge compartment seemed to be too cold. He deduced that he’d put too much refrigerant into the system and explained how to release and monitor the pressures and left me to it.


      My life for the rest of the afternoon was split into 15 minute slots:


      1.Switch off the fridge and wait 15 minutes for the pressures to equalise.


      2.Bleed some refrigerant out (a little at a time) and wait 15 minutes for the pressures to equalise.


      3.Turn on the fridge and wait 15 minutes for the system to cool the evaporator in the fridge compartment.


      4.Look at the pressure gauge connected to the low pressure side and decide if there is the correct amount of refrigerant in the system. I was aiming for it to be 10 psi – at first it was 40 psi.


      5.Repeat from 1.


      We went to the bar in the marina for happy hour. There was supposed to be a jazz group playing but they didn’t turn up until seven o’clock. It wasn’t a very well attended event and certainly wasn’t very “happy”, so we left before the music started.

    

  


  
    
      December 2011


      1 December 2011 Mount Hartman Bay, Grenada


      I continued to bleed refrigerant out of the system. I found a guide on the Internet about how to recharge a small Danfoss fridge – it says that the low side pressure should be 3-7 psi when the fridge is cold. By the end of last night I’d managed to get the pressure down to 30 psi, so I still had a long way to go. It’s a bit tedious because I don’t want to let too much and have to start again, but on the positive side at least I’m learning more about how the system works.


      We went for a dive, on the west side of the entrance into Mount Hartman, but it was far too shallow, murky and mostly sand with a few rocks - nothing much to see. We had a look at the east side of the harbour entrance which looks more promising. A local boat was fishing there and couldn’t get their anchor up, so I snorkelled down to 10 metres and freed it from the rock & coral for them.


      We chilled out in the afternoon, interrupted by my 15 minutes cycles venting refrigerant from the system. I read a book on boat refrigeration, which I borrowed from Ken on “Silver Heels 3”.


      Jeff and Pam from “Foggy Mountain” came for sun-downers.


      2 December 2011 Mount Hartman Bay, Grenada


      I another day venting refrigerant from the damn fridge. I had it down to 25 psi in the morning, but it was still at 18 psi before I went to bed. It’s frustrating, but “Slowly, Slowly Catchee Monkey”.


      I filled our dive tanks and we went for a dive on the east side of the harbour entrance. The wind was quite strong with 2 foot waves as we tied onto a green navigation buoy about 50m upwind of a breaking reef. The dive site was good, but only 12 metres deep – there’s lots of rock and reef formations. We saw quite a few lobster and caught two - 3lb and 1 lb.


      When we arrived back at the surface, the wind and waves had picked up as a squall approached. We climbed into the dinghy and sat in the pouring rain for five minutes until I decided that we might as well slowly head back. I started the engine, jumped into the 2-3 foot waves and untied us from the buoy. When I climbed back on board, I discovered that the outboard had stopped. By this time we were being quickly blown back onto the breaking reef behind us. Don’t panic Mr Mannering!


      Glenys frantically threw the anchor over board while I tried to start the engine. The engine wouldn’t start and the anchor didn’t seem to be holding, so I dived overboard and swam down to jam the anchor beneath a rock. We stopped only ten metres from the breaking reef – phew!


      I fiddled with the outboard and managed to get it going a couple of times, but then it would stall after 20 seconds. We dug out the paddles, but we were not able to row to windward against the 25 knot wind. It was a pretty hopeless position. The weather was miserable, so I was unlikely that any one would be passing within hailing distance for hours. We sat and sulked for 5 minutes.


      I continued fiddling with the engine and then magically it started and continued to run. We dragged up the anchor and bolted back to the boat to recover.


      After lunch, Glenys cooked the lobsters while I looked at the outboard. I couldn’t see anything major wrong, so I guess that we had water on the electrical system – I sprayed the electrics with WD40 and I hope that the engine will be OK.


      The lobster tasted great with a nice, chilled bottle of red wine.


      3 December 2011 Mount Hartman Bay, Grenada


      I carried on venting the fridge. Just before lunch, I decided that it was good enough when the pressure came down to 10 psi rather than 3-7 psi on the basis that I’ve got a leak, so it will self-vent over time. I ordered a set of refrigerant charging gauges from the UK - they will be delivered to Brett who can bring them out with him in a few weeks’ time.


      Glenys made a marvellous Lobster Bisque for lunch. I did a few small jobs in the afternoon including going up the mast to change the anchor light bulb for an LED lamp that uses a tenth of the power. I went for a run in the dinghy and the outboard seems to be behaving itself.


      We had lobster curry and rice for dinner.


      4 December 2011 Mount Hartman Bay to Hog Island, Grenada


      We went to a boat jumble in Secret Harbour Marina. Amazingly, we got rid of a few things and didn’t buy anything else – this is the first time that Glenys hasn’t been tempted to buy more stuff than she sells...


      The outboard kept cutting out on the way back, so I cleaned the fuel filter and hopefully that will sort out the problem. The last thing that we need is an unreliable outboard motor because it’s almost impossible to row the dinghy even in gentle winds.


      After lunch, we motored around to Hog Island and chilled out for the rest of the afternoon. Around four o’clock, we went to the Roger’s Sunday Barbeque on the beach. There were a lot of people there, locals, tourists and yachties. One of the British cruisers was playing blues on an electric guitar, so we had a pleasant time chatting to other cruisers.


      5 December 2011 Hog Island to Prickly Bay, Grenada


      Hog Island is a lovely peaceful anchorage. It is almost completely landlocked and flat calm but still gets a breeze. No wonder that we stayed for months when we were here on Glencora fifteen years ago.


      We went over for a chat with a yacht called “Lily Maid” wondering if it was the same people that we had met in Trinidad back in 1995. Amazingly it was – Mick, Alison with their children have been living on their yacht in the islands for over twenty years. Brett and Craig used to play with their son Ian who is now working on racing yachts in the Caribbean. These are the only people that we have seen from our cruising on Glencora many years ago.


      We motored around to Prickly Bay, primarily to get rid of three big bags of rubbish that have accumulated over the past week. There’s nowhere to dispose of rubbish in Mount Hartman or Hog Island, which is a nuisance.


      It was a very hot afternoon, so we lounged about. We went to happy hour at the bar with “Celebration”, “Mr Mac” and “Blackthorn Lady” and had pizza for dinner. It was great to catch up with them.


      6 December 2011 Prickly Bay to Tyrell Bay, Carriacou


      The weather forecast for today was 10-15 knot SSE winds so we decided to take advantage of the wind direction and go to Carriacou for a bit of a break.


      We had a great sail until we passed St Georges and then went into the wind shadow of the mountains of Grenada, so we motored for a couple of hours. I put out all three fishing lures and the birds. Near to the north end of Grenada, I hooked a big fish making the line scream out. I tried to be more careful, but again I put too much pressure on the reel clutch and the tension broke the 100lb test leader and it got away. It took my best lure which was a pity, but within 15 minutes, I’d hooked two nice 2lb Barracuda.


      Once past the end of Grenada, we were able to sail again and went between the sisters and the Ile de Ronde where I caught another fish, this time a small bonito. The wind dropped off between Ile de Ronde and Tyrell Bay so we had to motor the last hour.


      Tyrell Bay is already fairly crowded and we ended up anchoring quite a way from the beach next to an old ferry which is on a mooring, not the best place to be.


      7 December 2011 Tyrell Bay, Carriacou


      Glenys wanted to post a parcel to her Mum containing some bits and pieces for Christmas, so we went into Hillsborough. It’s a quaint little town with lots of small shops and supermarkets selling an eclectic mixture of things. We found out that Immigration is open on Christmas Day and New Year’s Day, but customs don’t know if they will be open or not. When Brett and Craig come over for Christmas, we’ll have to clear out and back into Carriacou, so we’ll have to avoid Christmas Day and New Year’s Day.


      We chilled out for the afternoon, reading, clarinet, swimming, etc. Rod and Mary from “Sheer Tenacity” came over for sun-downers and we caught up on the last few months. It sounds like they are planning to go up to the States next summer, so we spent a fair bit of time discussing each other’s plans.


      8 December 2011 Tyrell Bay, Carriacou


      We dropped off our laundry went for a walk up Chapeau Carre. This is a pleasant two hour walk up to the top of the highest hill overlooking the bay. There is a fabulous view from up there. We have some hiking notes in the Caribbean Hikes section of this web site.


      After lunch we went snorkelling on the headland to the south of the bay. There are some impressive sea cliffs which made me wish that I’d brought my rock climbing gear. The snorkelling was good with lots of boulders covered with coral and sponges, but there is a strong current which made it challenging.


      We were invited by Derek to have dinner on “Buzzard”, which was very pleasant.


      9 December 2011 Tyrell Bay to Sandy Island, Carriacou


      It was a lovely morning with blue skies, fluffy clouds and light winds, so we decided to go to Saline Island on the east coast of Carriacou. We motored around the corner and anchored of the deserted island. It’s a lovely spot, but the current rips through the cut between the island and a long reef which is 50 metres away. The sea bed in the small bay shoals rapidly from twelve to two metres, but we managed to anchor in five metres. I wouldn’t feel comfortable spending the night unless it’s very calm.


      We did some snorkelling, which was pleasant – we spotted a large octopus hiding in a small coral outcrop. The current really picked up after lunch, so we forgo any further swimming and decided to go around to Sandy Island for the night.


      We had an enjoyable sail in the light winds and, for once, took the trouble to tack up wind rather than turning on the engine. Normally, we are just trying to get somewhere, but today felt more like a holiday, so we didn’t mind going slowly.


      We picked up a mooring at Sandy Island – yachts aren’t allowed to anchor here anymore. There’s supposed to be an overnight charge for the use of the mooring, but I’ve heard that the Marine Park Authority doesn’t have a boat, so can’t collect the fees. We went snorkelling again – it’s much better to the north east end of the beach. I dived down to look at a coral head and spotted a sea horse, which was very exciting. They’re really hard to see. This one had algae growing on it and was covered in sand. I tried to get a good photograph of it, but it played coy and kept turning away from me.


      Fish for dinner again – tonight it was Moroccan Barracuda Tagine – I’m looking forward to some meat tomorrow.


      10 December 2011 Sandy Island to Petite St Vincent


      We woke to another lovely morning with a 10-15 knot wind from the east, so we sailed to Petite Martinique. It was a cracking sail, tacking upwind in flat water. I took the opportunity to sort out the calibration of our wind gauge to give us consistent wind direction readings. At first, when we were hard on the wind, the gauge was showing 50° on one tack and 35° on the other tack. We found that the best angle for upwind without losing boat speed is just under 45°.


      After lunch, we went ashore looking for cheap booze. Petite Martinique used to be a haven for smuggling with good prices on beer, wine and liquor, but it would seem that the customs and excise people have finally clamped down because the prices were the same as anywhere else in Grenada. We did manage to find a shop selling cheap Myers dark rum, so we bought a couple of bottles for Christmas.


      The anchorage was a little rolly, so we motored over to Petite St Vincent (PSV), which is a small private island with a high-class holiday resort. It has beautiful beach with overhanging palm trees and the resort has an exclusive bar, so lots of charter boats come here.


      This is the first time for months that we’ve encountered charter boats, who tend to be a little blasé about anchoring. They are fascinating to watch. We always carefully look for an open space, then pay our anchor chain out as we drift backwards in the wind making sure that the anchor is well dug in by reversing with the engine. Not charter boats, they roar in, dump their anchor & chain into a huge ball on the sea bed and crack open the beers, often ending up too close to other boats.


      The big catamarans are the worst – these huge vessels arrive with a group of ten or more on board and tend to have loud parties in the evening. I got really annoyed with one catamaran that came and anchored close to the side of us blocking our view of the beach – I must relax more…


      11 December 2011 Petite St Vincent to Tyrell Bay, Carriacou


      We sailed around the windward side of Carriacou. The navigation is a little more complicated than normal, with reefs and shoal patches, but the wind is more consistent. There’s a four mile long reef that stretches along the eastern shoreline forming a very large lagoon. It has two or three entrances, but they look pretty scary in the crashing waves and the lagoon is very shallow, so we gave that a miss.


      We anchored off Saline Island for lunch - again we were the only boat there. It’s a lovely spot, but the current is wicked. We tried to snorkel off the long reef, but the current was sweeping us away – it’s mostly broken coral and wasn’t very good anyway.


      Later in the afternoon, we sailed to Tyrell Bay. Once again we had trouble finding a place to anchor because the anchorage is so crowded. We ended up anchored close to the ferry. In fact, we were too near and as the sun went down, we were veering too close for comfort – I hope that we don’t hit it during the night.


      12 December 2011 Tyrell Bay, Carriacou


      The ferry didn’t hit us during the night, which was a relief, but we moved further in towards the shore when some other yachts left the anchorage.


      I had a very lazy day - reading and mooching about, while Glenys decided to clean out the aft lazarette.


      We went to “Sheer Tenacity” for sun downers with Jeremy and Yvonne from “Jervon”. They are all from South Africa and we had some good discussions on the best way to sail around Cape Good Hope and Madagascar. Neither of them are looking forward to crossing the Indian Ocean because of the pirates who are operating 2000 miles out of Somalia. We don’t expect to be there for another five years, so hopefully the piracy situation will have improved by then.


      13 December 2011 Tyrell Bay to St David’s Harbour, Grenada


      Glenys had a Skype conversation with Craig first thing in the morning, while I got the boat ready to sail down to Grenada. It’s amazing to be able to talk to our sons in the UK for free over the Internet.


      We sailed down the windward side of Grenada – it’s the first time that we’ve done this and it’s well worth the small additional effort. The scenery passing the rocky islands between Carriacou and Grenada is spectacular, the wind is consistent and the fishing is great – I caught three tuna and one barracuda on the trip. I lost one fish when two of my three lures were hit at the same time. I had to make a decision which one to pull in – nice to have the choice. One of the smaller tuna that we caught had been attacked by another bigger fish by the time that I landed it. The tail was completely missing and there were large, six inch diameter teeth marks in the middle of its body – I wish that fish had been hooked…


      The wind stayed with us until the last five miles, when reluctantly we had to turn on the engine and motor for an hour into St David’s Harbour.


      We had a few beers in the bar and invited Neils and Ruth from “Baracca” for a fish dinner on board Alba.


      14 December 2011 St David’s to Prickly Bay, Grenada


      Our crate from the UK should arrive by banana boat at the end of this week, so I spent the morning printing out documentation and invoices for the items being shipped. Tomorrow, I’m going into St Georges to try to arrange a customs clearance agent and some transport back to the boat. I’m expecting that we’ll spend Monday getting the crate and sorting out the customs formalities.


      When my administration was complete, we motored downwind to Prickly Bay and chilled out for the afternoon. Just as we thought that it was safe, a French boat came in and anchored directly in front of us. I realise that the French are gregarious (and thick skinned), but there’s acres and acres of empty water in this bay and the stupid idiots have to come and drop their anchor on top of ours – God give me strength.


      We tried to ignore the French boat and had a quiet night in. Only seven more sleeps until our sons and their girlfriends arrive for Christmas.


      15 December 2011 Prickly Bay to Calvigny Island, Grenada


      We went into St Georges and talked to Hubbards, the shipping agents - the ship will be unloading on Sunday, so we’ll pick up the crate on Monday or Tuesday. There’s some confusion about whether Geest-line will release the crate because they haven’t sent me an invoice yet and I haven’t paid.


      I went to see a customs clearance agent called Leslie Associates. It was a struggle getting information out of them, but eventually they said that it would cost about 50-100EC for the clearance and 75-100 EC for the transport which is a lot less than I paid last time. I’ll use them.


      We did some shopping while in town – a couple of new fishing lures, small presents for Christmas and a Christmas Reggae CD. On the way back, we called in Spiceland Mall and did a big food shop.


      Back on boat, I sent an email to Geest-line – asking for invoice and confirmation that they would release my shipment.


      The bloody French boat anchored in front of us were very close when we came back and there was no sign of them moving, so we decided to move. Our anchor was in front of their boat, so they had to motor forwards to allow us to pull it up. The nasty streak in me was very pleased that the wife had to go and wake up the husband who was having an afternoon nap…


      We started to motor around to Mount Hartman Bay for a bit of peace and quiet, but on the way changed our mind and went on to Clarkes Court Bay – what a life of whimsy we lead. We anchored off Calvigny Island. There were only four other boats the nearest one was 100 metres away, no French in sight – bliss.


      16 December 2011 Calvigny Island, Grenada


      This is a really nice anchorage, but I’m not able to get an Internet connection, so I went over to Coral Cove marina to use their wireless internet and buy a crate of beer. I’ve not had a reply from Geest-line, so I’ve paid £95 into their bank account and sent them another email asking them to clear my shipment.


      We went for a dive off Adam Island. It wasn’t a very good dive site being mostly sand with spread out rocky outcrops. The visibility was rubbish, but we caught two 3lb lobster. The outboard stalled on us again, but again I managed to get it going after checking the fuel filter. I think that it’s dirt in the fuel.


      We had a quiet afternoon. Glenys froze the lobster tails for Brett & Craig and then boiled up the rest of the carcases to make stock for lobster bisque.


      17 December 2011 Calvigny Island to Mount Hartman Bay, Grenada


      I felt dodgy this morning, with an upset stomach and flu symptoms, so I took some Immodium and a couple of Paracetemol tablets. We motored around to Mount Hartman Bay and chilled out for the rest of the morning.


      At two o’clock, I was still feeling a little dodgy, but we caught a group taxi to go to the Christmas Hash. (A Hash is an organised group hike/run through the country side following a paper trail. It is said that Hashers are drinkers with a running problem.)


      I intended to walk around the Hash course, but after I saw Glenys start to jog, I just had to give it a go. The route went up a very steep hill for ten minutes, which was slow plodding and then down the other side which was jogging. After 25 minutes, I had a red mist in front of my eyes, so we stopped in a clearing for a drink of water. I decided to walk back to the start and Glenys carried on without me.


      After walking down a few false trails under the dense trees, it was obvious that I was lost, so I continued along the Hash route. I soon caught up with Glenys because she was standing with another hundred people drinking beer at a refreshment station! Unfortunately, I was feeling so rough that I couldn’t partake.


      We staggered to the finish and chilled out – everyone else drinking copious amounts of alcohol while I sipped a Coke… I wanted to leave so that I could die quietly, but I had to wait for the group taxi to take us back. As it was the last Hash of the year there were interminable speeches and prize giving and carol singing – bah, humbug.


      18 December 2011 Mount Hartman Bay to Prickly Bay, Grenada


      I had a very quiet day, recovering and resting – I still feel a little dodgy, but managed to force down two bowls of Gleny’s marvellous Lobster Bisque.


      Glenys got on with small jobs preparing for our visitors arriving in a few days’ time.


      19 December 2011 Prickly Bay, Grenada


      I felt much better this morning and ready for a day of running about. At half past eight, I rang the shipping agent, but disappointingly, the ship was only unloaded late yesterday and we won’t be able to pick up the crate today - bummer. I sent another email to Geest-line and finally received a reply back at lunchtime that my shipment has now been released.


      We went out for a walk to the hardware store and I bought some spares for the outboard. Glenys carried on to Spiceland Mall to do some Christmas shopping, while I went back to the customs in Prickly Bay to get a “Permit for Ships Stores”. This document proves that I’m on a “Yacht in Transit” and will reduce the duty down from over 30% to 2.5%, which is well worth having.


      20 December 2011 Prickly Bay, Grenada


      We went into St Georges to pick up our crate. The mini bus that we picked up was a nightmare because he took us all over the place trying to fill up his bus before going into St Georges. Normally, I wouldn’t have minded but I was keen to get the crate.


      After our 45 minute journey, we went to Hubbards Shipping and obtained the first set of paperwork without any problem. We then walked to Leslie Associates who told us to meet a guy called Hudson at the port gates, who was to help us through the process.


      Hudson wasn’t at the gate to meet us, so we paid $2EC to gain entry to the port at a kiosk window and then queued for 15 minutes to go through the security check. Hudson met us inside the gate, took us to the warehouse and soon found the crate. We opened it up with the tools that I’d brought and a customs officer came over to value the shipment. I gave him a detailed manifest and invoices totalling £1540, but for some strange reason he gave us the customs form with a valuation of £1650 – bastard.


      Hudson took us back to Leslies because we had to fill in a special “Customs Declaration” form because of the reduced duty with my “Permit for Ships Stores”. Clutching our growing number of forms, we then went to the Customs office to get them to approve the “Customs Declaration” form. They were really rude and made us wait for 30 minutes while they messed about. We paid our 2.5% duty which was £45.


      We went back to the Port to pay the port fees and get the crate, but Hudson had managed to lose the “Bill of Lading” form. Glenys and I then had to walk all the way back to Hubbards Shipping to get an authenticated copy. Just after noon, we returned to the Port and bought a sandwich and a coke before going into the Port to continue battle. We found Hudson, who in the meantime had found the missing “Bill of Lading” tucked away in some other papers – Ye Gods!


      We had to hang around for 20 minutes waiting for Hudson to get us put onto the Port computer and then I had to walk back to the gate and pay $7EC port fees, while Glenys stood in a queue for 30 minutes, before we finally had the paperwork to leave the port with our shipment. Hudson arranged a pickup truck for $60EC and we paid him $70EC. We managed to escape from the port at half past one after 4½ hours of dealing with the crazy bureaucracy.


      We managed to fit everything into the dinghy for a single trip, dumped it all in the cockpit and collapsed with another sandwich and a coke.


      It was like an early Christmas with all of the stuff – Series Storm Drogue and chain plates, various tools, dc to dc converters, hubs, gizmos for the computer and an underwater camera strobe (my Christmas present which I wasn’t allowed to look at). It only took us an hour to stash it all away after which we collapsed and had a nice cold beer.


      We had a nice quiet evening in – the boys and girls arrive tomorrow, so this will be our last chance to chill out for a couple of weeks…


      21 December 2011 Prickly Bay, Grenada


      It was windy last night with a couple of very strong gusts. The forecast is for over twenty knot winds on Friday which is when we plan to sail up to Carriacou, so it will be a bouncy trip six hour trip. This made me think about man overboard drills, so I dashed out after breakfast and bought a “Life Sling”. This consists of a U shaped floating sling with a long floating rope which is attached to the boat. The idea is that if someone falls overboard, we will throw the sling to them, circle around the victim allowing them to grab the floating rope. Once they get inside the sling, they have some buoyancy and are attached to the boat. We can then pull them alongside and use a halyard to winch them on board if the seas are rough. I feel happier now.


      We picked up our sons and their girlfriends in the afternoon and had a cold rum punch waiting for them after their long flight from the UK. We went to the bar for happy hour and had a pizza.


      It’s fairly cramped having an extra four people on board. We’ve put Brett & Tash in our cabin, Craig & Kristen in the front cabin, so Glenys and I are sleeping on the floor and the berth in saloon.


      The plan is to stay in Prickly Bay for another day and then sail up to Carriacou the following day.


      22 December 2011 Prickly Bay to Mount Hartman, Grenada


      It blew a hooley last night. The forecast is for strong 20-25 knot winds tomorrow with 9-12 ft seas. This means that the passage between Grenada and Carriacou will be a very hard 4 or 5 hours of slogging into head winds and big waves. We’ve decided to delay the sail up to the Grenadines for a few days and go to Hog Island for Christmas Day.


      We all went into St Georges. I had to do two trips in the dinghy to get everyone ashore and it was so windy that I was soaked by the end of it. We walked to the fort above the town and then wandered around the market while Glenys bought some vegetables. Everyone really liked drinking coconut water directly from a coconut hacked open with a machete.


      Our plan was to go to the Nutmeg restaurant for lunch, but they had no fish, no chicken, no beef and could only make shrimp rotis – they were waiting for a delivery of food. Why on earth they didn’t pop down to the supermarket next door is beyond me. We didn’t stay.


      Plan B was to go to Grand Anse where we bought lunch from a local food stall who do excellent pork and rice and ate it in the park by the beach. Craig, Tash, Kristen and I went for a walk along Grand Anse beach while Glenys and Brett went to Spice Island Mall to do some food shopping.


      As I was transporting Glenys and Tash and the shopping back to Alba, the outboard quit on me again. Neil from “Lucy Ellen” came and rescued us and then kindly went and picked up the others from the shore. I eventually managed to get the outboard started, but don’t know why it is cutting out – it only seems to be when we’re in bouncy waves, so I’m back to a fuel problem - I think. I tried to get the local Mariner Agent (Anro) to look at it but they’re really busy and can’t do anything for a week. I ran the small 2.5hp outboard for a few minutes and it seems OK, so as long as we don’t have to go very far, we’ll be able to cope if the 15hp engine packs in completely.


      There was a very big swell coming into the anchorage and the wind was gusting 25+ knots making Alba rock & roll. Tash was feeling seasick, so we decided to motor around to Mount Hartman Bay. It was a very bouncy ½ hour ride around the headland in big 9 foot seas, but they seemed to enjoy this short, sharp introduction to sailing. Mount Hartman is a wonderful anchorage – almost flat calm.


      After dinner, Brett decided that he wanted to do some fishing and, after he caught a small snapper, Tash wanted to join in. Between them they caught four reasonable fish – one’s a nice 3lb horse eye jack.


      They enjoyed the whole day having seen the colourful market, been crammed onto the noisy local buses, eaten local food, done a little bit of sailing and caught some fish – not bad for a first day.


      23 December 2011 Mount Hartman to Hog Island, Grenada


      Brett was up before the rest of us, chilling out and watching a turtle bob its head up every ten minutes. I gave him a quick lesson in filleting fish and he had our lunch cleaned before breakfast was served.


      We had mango and cereal for breakfast and then motored around to Hog Island. I thought that the anchorage would be very crowded because of Christmas and the strong winds that we’ve been having, but there was plenty of room.


      After our fish sandwich lunch, Brett and Tash went for a walk on Hog Island while I took Craig and Kristen to do a bit of snorkelling – it was rubbish. There were big breaking waves on the reefs, so we ended up on the edge of the anchorage in very, very murky conditions. The damn outboard stalled again and then, to make matters worse, the starter cord jammed, so I spent a few hours messing about with it. I managed to get it going again, but I’m not very confident that it will keep going.


      Everyone chilled out for the rest of the afternoon reading and napping. We went to Roger’s bar for sundowners. There was a Christmas party for one of the local guys and most people were pretty drunk by the time we got there. Brett and Craig were pinned into a corner by one of the local guys for half an hour of incoherent babble.


      We had to paddle back because the outboard stalled, but I noticed that the electrical wiring leading to the stop switch on the throttle arm is sparking in the dark – could that be the problem?


      We had dinner on board.


      24 December 2011 Hog Island, Grenada


      It was Christmas Eve today, but no rest for the wicked. After breakfast, I managed to fix the outboard. The wire from the stop switch was worn though exposing bare wires and when they touched, the outboard was cut off. I was really pleased to find this intermittent fault.


      Brett had nearly run out of cigarettes and had a panicky quiver in his voice when he found out that we wouldn’t be near a shop for four days, so we zipped over to Whisper Cove Marina where we bought the healthy combination of beer and fags. They had no bread left, so we went to Hoburn and found a small grocery store open where I bought bread and on a whim, two coconuts.


      Everyone chilled out for the rest of the day, swimming to the beach and reading. In the evening, I made a Pina Colada from the coconuts – what a lot of effort.


      25 December 2011 Hog Island, Grenada


      Christmas Day. Glenys prepared a fine breakfast of blinis and gravlax with scrambled eggs, all swilled down with a glass of buck’s fizz.


      After opening our presents, Brett, Craig and I went snorkelling on the reef where we had a good time even though the visibility was poor. When we arrived back, we found that Glenys had started to prepare the Christmas dinner, but the damn oven was cutting out again. This is a repetitive problem which I don’t seem to be able to fix – all I have to do is bend the gas cut-out sensor so that it’s in a slightly different position over the burner, but it keeps moving when it gets hot. It’s very annoying because it’s a $1000US oven and only six months old.


      After our big roast pork Christmas lunch and a few bottles of wine, we all went for a pleasant walk around Hog Island and then called in at Rogers Bar for a sun downer.


      We had a buffet dinner and into bed exhausted – nice Christmas Day.


      26 December 2011 Hog Island to Tyrell Bay, Carriacou


      I dragged everyone out of bed at seven o’clock and we left the anchorage half an hour later. There wasn’t much wind, so we motor-sailed along the south coast of Grenada and up the leeward side. It was fairly calm, but the motion made Tash feel queasy, so she slept most of the way.


      The wind picked up as we past the north end of Grenada, but it was straight on the nose, so I decided to continue to motor in order to get to Ile de Ronde as quickly as possible, because Tash was still suffering.


      We anchored in Ile de Ronde, but we were rolling more than at sea because the swell was hooking around the corner. The youngsters all jumped overboard and went snorkelling for half an hour, while Glenys and I sorted out lunch and tidied up – six people make a lot of mess. They came back raving how clear the water was and that they had seen lots of fish. We had a quick lunch and then set sail for Tyrell Bay.


      I attempted to sail for a hour, but we were being pushed east by the current and the motion was worse for Tash, so I put the engine back on and motored for the anchorage.


      I’d put out my normal three fishing lines and everyone had drawn lots to “own” one of the lines. Brett had the rod, Craig had the hand line and Tash had the birds. The only bite that we had was a few miles out of Carriacou when a big Wahoo took Tash’s lure. She hauled it in and I managed to drag the four foot thrashing fish onto the back deck, but before I could whack it with the billy, it did a huge flail, bit through the steel trace and squirmed over board – I was gutted. Craig managed to get it all on video (see video section) and they all though that my rage was funny.


      Tyrell Bay wasn’t too crowded and the water was calm, so Tash soon recovered. We went out for a meal. Most of the restaurants were closed, but we managed to get a meal in the Lambi Queen. They’d already shut, but a Scandinavian group also wanted a meal so they reopened. A young girl came and took our order from a limited choice of chicken or fish with rice or chips. I ordered fish with rice and the everyone else ordered chicken and chips. Theirs arrived an hour later and then the chef came over and said that they had no fish and no rice, so I had chicken and chips - typical Caribbean efficiency.


      27 December 2011 Tyrell Bay to Tobago Cays


      We had another early start, aiming to get to the Tobago Cays and just as we were leaving Tyrell Bay, Tash caught a nice small Jack. We motored around to Hillsborough, where I checked out us out of Grenada. The anchorage was incredibly rolly and it was a real mission getting everyone on shore. The town was closed for a holiday, but Glenys and the others managed to find an open supermarket to get essentials - soft drinks and bread.


      We motor-sailed upwind towards Union Island. The wind was gusting 25 knots and had kicked up very nasty steep waves, so it was a real bash. Tash was now under the influence of Sturgeron and slept most of the way, waking every so often to ask us to kill her. However, half way across to Union, she managed to pull in a nice little barracuda and just outside Clifton harbour, Craig hauled in a nice 3lb barracuda. Brett is still waiting.


      We anchored off the man-made bar and, while the others went snorkelling, I zipped off to clear into St Vincent and the Grenadines. They charged me $275EC (£70) at the customs and then the immigration wanted $50 EC for overtime – I only had $280EC in my wallet. I was told that the only cash machine on the island was out of money, so I had to go back to the boat for some cash and then walk out to the airport again to pick up our passports. Just to make it all perfect, I got drenched in a rain squall.


      We had lunch and set off for the Tobago Cays, actually managing to sail for an hour across to Mayreau. Then it was engine on again to motor upwind into the Cays. It wasn’t too crowded and we managed to get a nice spot in three metres of water, close to the roped off area for the turtles.


      Everyone was excited when a turtle popped its head up and we all quickly jumped into the water to go snorkelling, except Glenys who stayed on board to run the water maker and tidy up. We saw Green Turtles and Southern Sting Rays and Brett even saw a Spotted Eagle Ray.


      We had barracuda for dinner.


      28 December 2011 Tobago Cays


      It was very windy night last night and the anchorage was bouncy in the morning, but everyone seemed to cope alright and ate a hearty breakfast.


      We went snorkelling on the reef for an hour and a half. The water was very clear and everyone saw lots of fish – Craig and Kristen saw a nurse shark which was exciting for them.


      The rest of the day was spent chilling out, reading and snorkelling in this idyllic place.


      29 December 2011 Tobago Cays to Saline Bay, Mayreau


      After breakfast, we sailed downwind to Saline Bay, which is a lovely anchorage with a beach fringed with coconut pam trees – very Caribbean.


      I persuaded everyone to go for a walk. We walked to the windward side of the island where there is a lovely beach and great views of the reefs stretching out to the Tobago Cays. It was very pleasant strolling along the beach, but then we had to walk through trees following a faint path around the island. At times the path was overgrown and we had to push our way through thorny bushes. Everyone picked up a few scratches from the nasty spikes.


      Eventually, we came out to the beach at Salt Whistle Bay and then had to grind up the steep road to the top of the hill where there is a pretty little church and a great view of the Tobago Cays. From there it was a quick walk down the hill and into a small restaurant overlooking Saline Bay. I thought that it was a pleasant little walk, but the others were exhausted. The cold drinks and lobster sandwiches went down well.


      Everyone chilled out in the afternoon.


      30 December 2011 Saline Bay to Chatham Bay, Union Island


      It was very rolly in the morning, so we left after breakfast. We sailed to Clifton and anchored off the outer reef by the bar. The wind was blowing 25 knots from the east, so we all got soaked going into town. We picked up some more cash out from the hole in the wall and did some shopping – fresh vegetables and essentials from the supermarket – beer & bread of course.


      Back on the boat, we dried off and sailed downwind to Chatham Bay. It took us three attempts to anchor. The first place that we tried - under the cliffs at the east of the beach, seemed to be broken coral because the anchor just dragged. We then tried again in the middle of the bay, but the boats were swirling around so much in the huge gusts, that we ended up too close to another yacht. Third time was better.


      After lunch, I took Brett on a scuba dive. It was his first dive for 12 years and he did very well. He was extremely confident and had good buoyancy control. We had a good dive and spotted some nice fish and a good sized lobster - unfortunately I’d left my lobster snare behind.


      I filled the scuba tanks and read a book while the others played Uno, hiding down below away from the shrieking gusts of wind that plague this anchorage. When Glenys went shopping in Clifton, the only meat that she found was frozen “chicken backs”. Unfortunately, these turned out to be chopped up carcases with no meat and only suitable for making soup stock, so we had chunky vegetable soup for dinner with a mountain of bread. Glenys has become very adept at producing a meal from dubious ingredients so it was tasty and filling.


      31 December 2011 Chatham Bay, Union Island


      We decided to re-anchor closer to the shore, so that everyone could more easily go snorkelling. It took us three attempts again –the anchor dragged in broken coral and rocks the first time and the second time we trapped the anchor under a huge rock, but the third time we managed to hit a lovely big patch of sand.


      Today was a diving day. I took Craig, Kristen and Tash to the beach and gave them a short lesson in scuba diving before their first dive. I then took them out to the headland and did a 30 minute dive with each of them, inter-spaced with filling the tanks. They all really enjoyed the experience. This is the first time that I’ve done three dives in a day for years and I was knackered by the end of it.


      We went to a New Year’s Eve party at a small beach bar, where we had goat stew and barbequed chicken with plantains and breadfruit salad – very nice. The rum punches that we were drinking seemed to get stronger as the night went on and we all became very “happy”. The people running the bar kept the party going with conga, limbo dancing and other games. We managed to pour ourselves into the dinghy and miraculously made it back to the boat without drowning anyone before midnight.


      We celebrated the New Year on Alba and, in a drunken haze, I decided to set off an emergency parachute flare which was very impressive, if highly illegal.
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