Two months Cruising Diary (Long) 

You may find this a little long and involved, but it is a diary of what we do at the office each day.  It is intended to give a better picture of what cruising is all about:

8/14/99

Beautiful day; sunny with 20 knot easterly winds.  Went to town in morning for email and meat, then left Port Vila at noon.  Nice sail under just jib 20 miles up to Lelepa island anchorage.  Anchorage is exposed to west, on lee side of Lelepa Island.  Have to enter narrow channel, with coral head in middle.  Anchored in 18 feet, but bottom was thin sand—poor holding.  Finally tucked the anchor under some coral and hoped for the best. Went snorkeling on reef in late afternoon; quite a few reef fish, but coral was dead.   Saw 3-4 locals watching us from perfect white sand beach.

8/15/99
17 33.07S 
168 16.99E

Another sunny day; wind died at night, then came up northeasterly in morning.  Boat projects in morning, then motored over 5 miles to Ensema Bay in Havannah Harbor in afternoon.  This is listed as an ‘all weather’ anchorage, as we are on the east side of the harbor, well protected from north to southeast, and only a mile fetch from the west.  The holding ground was also good mud, and we are anchored about 150 meters from mangroves.  Means good holding, but also good mosquitoes, and they attacked right at sunset.  Went snorkeling on the coral near the point, but was rather disappointing—mostly looked like fire coral, and few fish.  There were 5 or 6 other boats anchored here, and three locals came by in outrigger canoes;  Robshaw?, Jimmy and Kenneth.  Robshaw is from the local village, and Jimmy and Kenneth from around the corner on Moso Island.  Kenneth took a written order for 3 tomatoes, 2 papaya, and 2 water coconuts.  He came back later with the papaya and coconuts, and we gave him a T-shirt.  Katie tried to tell him the shirt was for all the veggies, but Robshaw came by later with the tomatoes and asked for another T-shirt.  We had been out-traded again, and gave him a ballcap and 100 VT ($0.80).  Talked to Ted and Sue on Tyche , an Ericson 41 from San Francisco.  Watched Treasure of the Sierra Madre on video.

8/16/99

Weather turned out better than expected—mostly sunny and light winds.  Cleaned topsides with acid and rinsed.  Changed zinc in small outboard.  Merve from Kiwi boat Meridian Passage dropped over to discuss wind generators.  More locals came by on the way to work their gardens, which are behind the mangroves.  Took the dinghy 3 miles to the narrow pass between the two bays to try to find better coral, but it was pretty dismal up there.  Went up the little stream through the mangroves on the way back, but it was low tide, and hard to find the route through the delta.  Very peaceful up there, with a local throwing a fish net.  Raindrop from Coos Bay anchored nearby, and Mike came over to apologize for anchoring too close.  He’s never been in the Caribbean.  Beautiful sunset, with setting sun highlighting thunderheads to the east.  About 20 locals piled into an aluminum outboard to return to their village on Moso island, laughing and singing with about 3 inches of freeboard.  The long awaited cold front came through about 3:30 am with heavy rain and some southwesterly winds, but they died.  Checked on anchor, and hung buckets from the dodger and bimini to catch rainwater.

8/17/1999

Collected about 20-25 gallons of water—solar shower, blue jug, and boat tanks all about full.  Went up the river with two other dinghies until the overhanging branches full of big spiders stopped us.  It was cool and quiet in the jungle, with birdcalls, and whining mosquitoes.  We felt quite primitive until we noticed a 4wd pickup parked by the banks on our way out.  Also tried another river, but the delta was too shallow, and the tide was going out.  Tom said that this year’s cyclone made the river shallow, as well as ruining the gardens and knocking down houses.  We asked when it happened, and got ‘January, maybe February, December’.  Went for a long swim in the afternoon.

8/18/1999

Got up at 6 and left for Epi at 6:30.  Overcast, with some SSE wind in harbor, then nothing outside.  Gloomy and sloppy motorsailing.  Two or three other boats are coming with us.  Wind filled in at SSE-SE 20 knots after we got out of the lee of Efate.  Of course by then I had shaken a reef.  Cloudy and squally, with poor visibility—couldn’t see much of the islands we were passing.  Rain and wind got worse, but we were making over 8 knots.  Finally dropped main, and still doing 7.5 with full jib.  Got near Revoulieu Bay about 2:30, and it was pouring and blowing 25 with thunder and lightning all around us.    Couldn’t see coast or get on radar at 3 miles.  Furled jib to wait for rain to pass, went below, and found out jib hadn’t furled properly, and was loose and flogging at the top.  Tried to pull jib back out with sheets to furl properly, but it jammed.  Wasn’t too bad running with wind, but when we tried to come back to weather to the anchorage, jib was flogging itself to pieces.  Finally wrapped both spinnaker halyards around the mess and was able to contain most of it.  Still no visibility and more rain coming so decided to try to head 10 miles north to Lamen Bay.  It looked like there was no wind shadow at Revoulieu Bay, and we were going to need calm to fix the jib.  At that point the autopilot quit and refused to stay turned on, so Katie had to hand steer in the downpour while I navigated.  Finally the storm abated a bit, and the seas and wind dropped.  After several false starts the autopilot started working again (Lightning damage??).  Arrived at Lamen Bay in light rain about 4:30, and anchored in 18 feet.  Got the anchor down and it commenced to really pour again, as another thunderstorm hit.  Winds over 30 knots, and I had decided to only let about 70 feet of chain out.  Fortunately, the holding was very good, and we didn’t drag.  Early dinner and bed for me but collected another 15 gallons of rainwater.

8/19/1999 
16 35.8 S
168 09.8E

Had some more wind during night without rain, and checked jib for more damage, but the halyards were holding it quiet.  Woke at 6AM to sound of gong at the boarding high school on shore.  Breakfast bell at 6:30.  Still gray and spitting rain.  Everyone on the radio is wishing for better weather, but it is now sunny in New Caledonia, so things should improve.  Forecast is for fresh to strong SE till Sat, then new front on Monday or Tuesday.  Wind died, so dropped the jib (somehow the jam-up disappeared with daylight and light winds).  Entire leech tape was torn off, as stitching had gotten old in sun (I had to re-stitch the foot in Noumea, but put off the leech until too late.  Got out the sewing machine, and had the jib fixed and back up by 2:30.  Autopilot also seems to work just fine in better weather.  Went snorkeling on the north reef in late afternoon.  Visibility and coral was about 3 to 4 on the Klondike scale.  Went in to Paradise Sunset Bungalows for dinner with 6 other yachties, and Tasso’s wife fixed a nice meal (fish, pig, kumara, rice) for 800VT ($6.50) apiece.  The Meridian Passage people had snorkeled at Lamen Island and raved about the coral and fish, so we agreed to go diving there early the next morning.

8/20/1999

Really started rolling during the night.  Woke to some clouds, and some sun.  Meridian Passage bailed out on the diving, but Midnight Sun was eavesdropping on the radio and went instead.  A mile and a half over to the island, and then a while finding a good dive spot.  The natives said to go out east of the island where all we found was sand, but we went southeast where we had a number 8 dive.  Not much fish, but clear water and nice coral.  Came back to the boat and did laundry while Katie baked a banana cake.  Put out the flopper stopper, but still rolling quite a bit.  Local radio has a strong wind warning, but all we have is the chop rolling around the point—going in circles with no wind.   It got 100% overcast when I hung out the laundry, but it is bright—the solar panels are still putting out 5 amps.  Ran out of gas in the afternoon and took naps.  Had Mike and Debbie from Rainbow and John and Wendy from Midnight Sun over for cocktails at sunset.  

8/21/1999

Local supply boat picked its way through the anchorage in the middle of the night, and was gone by morning.  Woke to beautiful sunshine and 15 knots from east.  John VK9JA from Norfolk says lighter winds today and Sunday, then stronger on Monday.  Talked about moving up to Pentecost to join Skywave, but decided to wait.  Went snorkeling on the south reef (5-6, better visibility, saw spotted ray several trochus, and cowries.)  Swam on anchor, and had not dragged at all.  Looking for Dudley dugong, but no signs.  Rebuilt BBQ and sorted out some schoolbooks for local primary school. Hung out sleeping bags to dry before storing them for the season.  We are sleeping with a sheet or nothing at all depending on the weather. Went ashore in afternoon with a load of schoolbooks and paper for the primary school.  Tasso directed us to the headmaster’s house, but he was in the garden, and his son didn’t speak much English.  Raymond stepped in to translate, and then took us on a tour of the island, first to buy bread, then to the high school.  He is a sweet young man from Tongoa, whose father works at the Mobil station in Port Vila.  He was visiting his Auntie in Lamen Bay.  He likes it better than Tongoa where there is nothing to do.  Raymond is studying French in high school.  At the high school we met Roger, a vet from Oz who is teaching agriculture and math.  He introduced us to Michele, a young Peace Corps volunteer from Atlanta who was brought out to teach math, but is now teaching social studies.  She is here for 2 years, was taught Bislama in Port Vila, misses movies the most.  The school has 146 students who all board, are selected by their exam scores, and who eat mostly rice, with some greens and fruit that they grow.   The school has a generator, which runs for 3 hours in the evening.  Watched a plane take off with tourists who had been up to see the volcano on Ambryn and had stopped at the Paradise Sunset Bungalows for lunch.

8/22/1999
16 15 S
167 55 E

Another beautiful day, with 15-20 knot easterly.  Sailed over to Craig’s Cove on Ambrym Island—25 miles in 3 hours and 15 minutes, half wing & wing, half broad reach with waves blocked by islands and dry decks.  No fish however.  This was the day of the big GPS end-of-week rollover, so we had all of the GPS’s going at 11 am (midnight GMT).  The all seemed to work for a while, then the Magellan 1000 stopped getting fixes.  Did a complete reset and it is happier now, but time will tell.  Had an earthquake at 11:45 PM, which jolted the boat, and was also felt by the boats 45 miles away at Loltong Bay

8/23/1999
15 33 S
168 09 E

Loltong Bay on Pentecost Island.  Cloudy skies with scattered showers and 25-30 knots of SE in channel between Ambryn and Pentecost.  Left at 7:30 and arrived in Loltong at 1:45, pressing hard to be the first boat as there was supposedly little room to anchor.  With first reef and about 80% of the jib, Klondike was overpowered in the gusts on a beam reach, but was averaging around 8.3 knots.  Nothing broke, and wind and seas settled down when we got in the lee of Pentecost.  Old Magellan GPS is working now, but still no fish.  Skywave and Tegan were already there.  Jay invited us for dinner, then canceled at the last minute due to Barbara’s MS condition.  Swam over to Tegan for a chat.  Loltong is a deep bay with steep green hills—like the Marquesas.

8/24/1999

Cloudy with showers and 25-30 knot winds.  Anchorage is calm, but 30 knot williwas hit all night.  Jay & Barb came over in morning and we went in to the village.   Talked to Phillip, who has the restaurant (and a multi-format TV with generator).  Went looking for chief Luc, to learn more about the grade-taking ceremony scheduled for Friday and Saturday, but he was off at another village dealing with a land-rights dispute.  May go around island in a truck tomorrow, as one of the yachties is having a part flown into the airport.  Poured rain in afternoon, and collected water.  Also surveyed the anchor and anchorage by snorkel in the rain.  Mexican potluck dinner on Blue Moon last night, and stayed up late.  Local ship came in to drop off supplies during our dinner.

8/25/1999

Licking our wounds this morning, and puttering on boat projects.  Other boats made arrangements for dinner and entertainment on shore tonight.  Still cloudy and windy, but not raining yet.  Truck trip is off, as roads are muddy from the rain.  Went into the village at Phillip’s Tiare restaurant for dinner.  Kava, children’s choir, string band, and dinner for 800VT ($6.50) a head.   Very energetic dancing and singing from the kids, especially when the string band played rock and roll, accompanied by loud whistling from outside the hut.

8/26/1999

Wind has died a bit and swung E, with some funny blue patches about.  Had men’s meeting with the chiefs this morning to arrange for the weekend festivities.  Chief Samuel (Samwell??) is doing a grade-taking ceremony Friday and Saturday.  The first step is a kava party and gift giving this afternoon, when we come in and present Samuel with a gift, as well as a small gift to paramount chief Luc (which we were supposed to do by now for permission to anchor, come ashore, etc.)  The tam-tam drums will call us in tomorrow morning for the ceremonies, which are supposed to last all day, and include killing a special pig whose tusks have been allowed to grow in full circles.  Tomorrow night the dancing starts, and is supposed to last all night (we’ll bring lots of mosquito repellant, as this is malaria country).  Then Saturday the survivors cook the pig and prepare a feast.   We gave Samuel a cheap foul weather jacket we had found on the beach at High Peak Island last year.  Still trying to send an email to Willow to tell her to DHL the mail this time, but can’t seem to get a connection on the ham radio.  Some people are still trying to get their GPS’s to work after the rollover, so things could be worse.  Finally got a message through, and went over to Skywave for dinner with Rob & Jo from Bluemoon.  Beautiful sunset and moonrise, as the sky is clearing.

8/27/1999

Woke to clear skies and heavy smoke from fires on the beach.  Now we hear that they will kill 10 pigs.  The tam-tams called us in at about 10 am.  It turned out that there were two people taking grade; Samuel was taking the highest grade, but Gregory was taking a lower grade.  Most of the day was spent with the grade-takers running around in circles going ‘oh, oh, oh’ with their hands out like airplane wings.  What seemed to be happening was that each other person of rank at the ceremony had to come and take a lap to the beat of the drums, then stand at one end of the arena while the grade takers paid their respects by circling them and then touching the back of their leg.  Some of the ranked men would present pigs or other gifts, but it was not clear who was giving what.   Lots of woven mats were changing hands among the women.  When the higher ranked men would come out the women would dance on the sidelines.  At about noon, there was a break while the women’s custom dance troupe performed for about an hour.  They were quite organized and colorfully costumed.  Then it was back to the men, and someone said that the pig killing wouldn’t commence till about 5:30.  I went for a walk up the road to the top of the island.  It was a steep 1200-foot climb and quite warm with lots of sun and no wind.  The top of the island was relatively flat with lots of gardens.  I was passed by three 4WD trucks, and they each stopped and asked where I was going (unescorted).  I told them I was climbing the hill to take a picture, and they all seemed satisfied.  

Came back down the hill at about 4:00 during an intermission.  They staked out a bunch of pigs, and Gregory danced around them for a while with much speech making, then received his new badge of rank (a stalk of tea-plant leaves jammed in the back of his pants).  Lots of arguing about who was supposed to be doing what.   Samuel started off with the pigs, but there was a long pause.  We were told that this was the time when all debts had to be settled, and the negotiations could last past midnight.  At one point Samuel stomped off, and I think his women were crying, so the negotiations weren’t going well.  We had arranged a dinner on shore -- it started out as a potluck, with the yachties supplying dessert, but evolved into 500VT per head with the yachties supplying dessert.  One group told us it was time to break for dinner, but someone else said things were coming to a climax.   The first batch of pig killing took place after dark, so there were lots of flashlights.  Gregory dispatched about 8 pigs by hitting them on the heads with the back of a modern axe.  I tried to get close and take a Polaroid, but the light blinded Gregory, and I think he hit his leg with the axe—anyway he nearly took the axe to me, but apologized later.  We then had our chicken and yam and greens, there was another pig killing by Samuel which I missed.  To add to the confusion, the supply boat came in, with trucks running through the ceremony, and lots of stuff being dumped on the beach.  After dinner things quieted down a bit, and we talked on the beach—Katie with 4 girls who wanted to see our boat, and me with Robyn, who was from the other side of the island, but spoke pretty good English.  We were the last yachties on shore, but surrendered the beach to the mosquitoes about 10:00 and went to the boat, to sleep.  Things then heated up on the shore, with dancing and singing and shouting until 6:00 am.  The supply boat stayed for the party, as well as another one who came in about midnight.

8/28/99

Day was pretty much of a bust, as nothing much happened on shore.  Hot and sunny, and took a swim about noon.  Went ashore about 2:00, and they were opening up the earth ovens in the nakamal, but there was no feast.  Everyone took a package of ham and yam home, and no one offered us any.  Phillipe and Crystal came in from Noumea on a Beneteau 35.  He is a dentist and put a temporary patch on Katie’s molar which had lost part of a filling.  Crystal is a chemist (pharmacist), and they have worked in the French Islands (Martinique, Reunion, and New Caledonia).

8/29/1999
15 23 S
168 08 E

Another clear day—3 in a row makes a record!  Left about 8:30 for 12 mile trip to Asanvari Anchorage on Maewo Island.  Motor on the whole way, but were able to sail about half way.  Wind was easterly 10-12 knots in channel between islands.  Trolled for fish, but no luck, even though we motored through schools of bonito jumping on the surface.  Anchored in about 50 feet of water, dug out scuba compressor and filled tanks.  Went for an exploratory snorkel in the afternoon with Jay—coral wasn’t very good, but nice fish and some lobster.  Rinsed off and shampooed in delightful waterfall—great massage right under the spray.  Having cocktails on Midnight Sun, when a group of dolphins started playing, and we went and joined their fun in the dinghies.  John got some great videos of them jumping in front of his speeding dinghy.

8/30/1999

In the morning, I went into the village to talk to the chief, while Katie did laundry at the waterfall.  Chief Nelson was well spoken and very nice, and seems well liked by natives and yachties.  We went diving on the point south of the anchorage, with a whole crew of yachties.  Loaned scuba gear to Crystal, while I tried out the extra tank and BC.  Just as well, as the extra BC disintegrated and wouldn’t hold air.   Saw some nice fish, including a Napoleon, and explored the crevices in the wall we were diving on.  Had trouble with my ears, as I have finally caught the cruiser’s cold everyone has been complaining about.  It must be from sharing the kava cups.  Went to waterfall to wash off the gear in fresh water.  Returned to boat and filled 6 tanks, then Phillipe and Crystal came over with a bottle of champagne. 

8/31/99

Weather is clouding over, with Norfolk John still predicting a trough.  Went over to Anesthesia in morning to talk about things like sea anchors and computerized chart systems with Mark and Jay.  Jay came over in the afternoon, and we played with the pactor email system.  It continues to be very frustrating.  For example, after waiting for an hour to get on the BBS, I was able to download one message from Willow, which only said “link was lost”.  Her second message, which was entitled “mail sent” died in the middle of transmission, and I was not able to retrieve it again…until I remembered that I could request it by message number.  Then after another hour I finally got the message I needed, the tracking number from the post office.  

At 4:30 in the afternoon, we were supposed to come to shore for our `1100 Vatu feast’.  It was pouring rain, so we were a bit late, but everyone finally made it ashore.  After a welcoming talk in the ‘yacht club’ (bedecked with tattered burgees and flags), we went to the nakamal, then outside to watch the custom dance.  This one was much better than the previous, with about a dozen elaborately costumed young men, a drummer, and a clown.  The dances were mostly foot stomping, with rattles tied around their ankles shaking to the drumbeat.  The chants were mostly simple, but some dances were accompanied by two or three part harmonies, and very beautiful.  We first watched outside, but the rain chased us back in.  Everyone joined in at the end, and we all danced in the rain back to the yacht club.  There we sat around and watched the kava being prepared.  This was completely different than previous kava ceremonies, where pulverized pepper plant root is soaked in water, then filtered.  Here the root was ground with coral stones, to a mash, then squeezed for its juice.  With a minimum of water, this was potent stuff indeed.  We each had one cup, and those who had three were totally out of control—an overdose seems to have a depressing effect, and also upsets the stomach (in other words one of the macho Kiwis was barfing his guts out).  We were served a whole pig and yams for dinner, with papaya slices for dessert—no greens, but we had negotiated the price down from 1500 VT a head.  During dinner, the string band began to play, and went for about 3 hours.  Their repertoire was limited, but they were good, and everyone ended up dancing.  It began to pour again, and after a half-hour of waiting, we all gave up and headed for the boats.  Our ponchos seem to work best, as they hang down further than foul weather coats, and you can also sit on them.

9/1/1999

The rain is making up for lost time—probably 6 inches so far today.  Put 25 gallons of rainwater in the tank between squalls, and waiting to put another batch in.  Slept most of the gray day, trying to kill my cold.  Amaryllis dragged anchor into us in the afternoon when Phillipe and Crystal were ashore.  Got soaked fending them off, and playing with the dinghy, whose motor refused to run during the emergency.  They have danforth type anchor, which tends to foul when the wind & current pull it back and forth.  Watched Betty Davis movie, and tried unsuccessfully to call Kolea during the evening, as it continued to rain.

9/2/1999

Winds got stronger, with alternating NE and SE bullets coming off the hills.  Ended up too close to Amaryllis again and backed away hard to stretch the anchor chain out.  It seemed to work, as we are still all going in circles, but now much further away.  I think that the chain gets caught on rocks, and backing down straightens it out again.  Can’t dive on the anchor because my ears are still plugged from my cold, which is not getting any better.  Rain most of morning, but easing in afternoon, and a little sun peeking through now.  Forecast is for more rain, but I don’t see how the sky could hold any more.

9/3/1999

Showers and decreasing SE winds.  Got up late, went for dinghy ride up to the next village with Skywave, where Columbus the baker showed us his garden.  Great hike up slippery muddy hills, through creeks and heavy jungle, with lots of mosquitoes.  Katie slipped down the hill coming back and damn near went off the cliff.  Went to the local waterfall to wash off.  That was it for the day, as my cold caught up with me.  Katie went snorkeling in the afternoon.  Columbus says he was better off before independence.  He has to pay US$200-400 a year to send his kids to school, and there is no medical care.

9/4/1999

Got up feeling better, forecast is for yet another low, trough, depression or convergence zone, and we may get adverse winds and have to leave this anchorage.  Worked on boat projects; end-for-ended the main halyard whipped ropes, lubed gearshift, tightened up anchor windlass, put away scuba compressor.  All getting ready in case the weather turns bad and we have to leave.  Went to waterfall, watched big rain come in during later afternoon, and had dinner on Skywave, with fish provided by one of the two charter fishing boats who had run around all day.  It got a bit rolly and lumpy during the night, but the wind never came up.

9/5/1999

Day dawned with some sun, but soon clouded over again.  Still watching weather, as the on-again, off-again low-pressure system is somewhere to our south, bringing the potential for westerly winds.  As this (and most) South Pacific anchorages are designed to protect from the prevailing easterly winds, many of the boats headed out today.  The low still looks pretty weak, and our plan is to leave during the night if the wind comes up from the wrong direction.  The next group of boats has organized another local feast for the night, and we will go in for the dancing.  My stomach and others (never Katie’s) are still cramping from something we ate before, so we’ll skip the feast.  Went in for the dancing, and it wasn’t raining for once, so we got good videos.  We about to leave when Chief Nelson asked for help getting his generator going.  I checked it out, and found that there was water in the gasoline—drained the filter and carburetor bowl and it started right up.  Checked the weatherfaxes back at the boat, and the low to the south looks OK, but there was a disturbing tropical low shown up in the Solomons.  It’s early for cyclones, but started looking at places to go if one shows up.  Got up again at 11 to get the latest forecast fax and it showed no development.  

9/6/1999
15 01 S 
168 04 E
Lakarere Bay

The night was calm and starry, and the day dawn bright and windless.  The latest fax doesn’t show the low in the Solomons any more, but it bears watching.  The plan was to have a leisurely day sail up the West Coast of Maewo Island, but we are now having a leisurely motor sail, as the wind is very light.  We are headed toward the Banks Islands, but are concerned about having enough diesel and dinghy fuel, as they are probably not available up there.  It’s a long way to Santo for fuel, so we’ll go for the Banks, and hope that we have good winds.  We anchored at Lakarere Bay, off a dramatic double waterfall and beautiful Naone village.  Got there about 4 PM, and went quickly ashore for a swim.  Chief Wilson met us at the landing, where the women were doing laundry.  He took us on a good road to ford the river and to the village, which has green lawns, neat hedges, and lots of different trees.  We met the schoolteacher, who spoke the best English, and had about half the village clustered around as we talked.   Had to leave soon, as it was getting late, and went for a quick swim in the river, then out to the boat, where we gave them some schoolbooks.  

9/7/99

14 19 S
167 26 E
Lakona Bay

Got up at 5:30 to check the wind.  There was a light SE blowing, so we left for Gaua in the Banks Islands.  Had to motor for an hour to clear the lee of Maewo, and are concerned about getting low on diesel.  Wind filled in about 8 am, and we had a delightful downwind sail, with sunshine, about 10-12 knots and light seas.  Trolled the whole way, but no fish.  Had trouble seeing Gaua in the haze, but picked it up about 2:30.  Our chart turned out to be about 1.7 miles off compared to the GPS, so it is only good for eyeball navigation.  It was based on a British survey done in 1888, and it is surprising that it is off by 1.6 miles in latitude, but only 0.4 in longitude.  The longitude is much harder to get right with a sextant, as it requires an accurate chronometer (4 seconds error is one mile east or west).  Turned the SW corner of the island and came in about 3 miles to Lakona Bay, which is relatively unprotected and a bit rolly.  Fortunately the wind and waves have been light.

9/8/99

Quite warm and sunny in morning, then showers in afternoon.  Winds are light and fluky in the lee of the island.  We go round in circles, so it is hard to keep the solar panels pointed at the sun.  Spent the day doing projects, like re-marking the anchor chain, fixing the dinghy lifting ropes, regluing some trim, etc.  Went for a swim in the afternoon.  We are in 25 feet on sandy bottom.  Swam over to the rocks, saw some fish.  Chief Johnny came out late, and asked for some medicine for his 2-year-old, who has a bad cough.  We had some children’s cold medicine and Tylenol, but no cough syrup.  He had just paddled 9 hours from a meeting in Lusalava, which is the government center on the NE side of the island.  Heard about all the troubles in East Timor on the Australian radio.  We are concerned for all our friends who are in Indonesia this year—they could be targets if the UN decides to send troops.

9/9/99

Same weather as yesterday, but then commenced to rain hard all night, with lightning.  The anchorage got quite rolly at times seems to be associated with the tides.  Went into village in morning to look at Johnny’s child, but word got out that Katie was a nurse, and we had several cases to treat.  William had a high fever and back pain; he thought it might be kidneys, but it was pneumonia.  We gave him some Tylenol for the fever, and came back later with an inhaler and antibiotics for the pneumonia.  Selena, the 2-year-old, had a cold, but was on the mend.  We watched four ladies from the village do the water music on the beach.  It is a highly developed form of splashing and clapping, trapping air in the hands to form deep base notes—hope the video turns out.  We went back to the boat, and Susanne came out in a canoe, she is from sort of the same village, but is the wife of Chief Johnstar, who is (was?) a high custom chief.  There is quite a bit of rivalry between Suzanne and Johnny.  Johnstar has been away in Vila for over a month having his teeth pulled.  We took one of the Red Cross bags we got in Vila and divided it up between Johnny, Suzanne, and held some back for the northern village.  It contained mostly new clothes, some matches and a National Geographic.   

9/10/99

Still rainy, with a lot or swell coming into the anchorage.  Put out second anchor to keep us stern to the swell, and the rolling stopped a lot.  Took naps to make up for poor sleep the night before, and spent the day cooking.  Another yacht showed up daybreak—they said that they had a tough trip from Santo, with lots of rain and sloppy seas, but not too much wind.  No wind and no sun meant that we had to motor for 2 hours to charge batteries.  Another boat came in late in the day with two older Australians and a ni-Vanuatu from Anetieum.

9/11/1999

Much better weather, although Norfolk John says that there is a convergence zone to the north.   Wind swung to the ENE, the swell has dropped, and the sun came out for a good part of the day.  William came out to the boat, and is much better.  We went in to see Suzanne’s water music, which she put on for the other boat.  It was in the river, and was much the same as the other clan’s, but we joined in the fresh water, and she tried to teach us how to make the sounds.  It’s a lot harder than it looks.  Went for a swim, but water was dirty from the rain, back to the village in the afternoon.  Katie cleaned out old George’s ears, but he still can’t hear—old age is more the problem than the wax and dirt.  Also saw a kid with ringworm, so need to give them some more medicine tomorrow.  Two more boats showed up this afternoon, as well as the copra boat.  The copra is ‘finish’, but maybe they have kava to sell for their cash crop.  

9/12/99
14 13 S
167 27 E  Bushman’s Bay

Beautiful clear day, with N winds about 10-12 knots.  Wrong direction for the way we want to go, but we’ve been in this port too long.  It took 2 hours to clean up the double anchors, flopper-stopper etc. so we didn’t get underway until 10:30.  Its 30 miles to the next anchorage, and looking at nice smooth water beat to weather.  Wrong!  The wind died after less than an hour, and we were wallowing around going nowhere.  Didn’t want to motor, so we decided to check out Bushman’s Bay anchorage on Gaua.  It was open to the NW, so we decided to try it for a while.  We expected a canoe to come out, but the people on shore were so poor they didn’t have a canoe, and a man came paddling and swimming a raft made of old bits of Styrofoam and fishing floats.  It turned out to be Willie; the man we had been told lived here.  He came half way out and then started to turn around, and we had to yell and wave him over (very shy). We gave him a bunch of Red Cross clothes, as we might have to leave at any moment.  His ‘village’ has 6 adults and 5 children.  After he left, we went for a long swim, as it was very hot.  The water was still murky from the rain, but it was quite warm, and there was a lot of reef to explore.  After our swim, Willie came out again, and asked Katie to look at his eyes.  He has a cataract or pterygium which covers about half one eye, and the other one looks like it has a spot also.  We gave him a hat and some sunglasses to protect what was left of his eyesight.  Then Chief Richard arrived from around the point with his canoe.  We talked with him until sunset.  He has just been appointed head of about 5 villages in this corner of the island.  His English improved with time, and he asked us to take a look at a baby who had drainage from its ear.  We told him to bring the baby out the next morning.  He also asked our advice about starting a guesthouse and restaurant.  We told him the big problem with the guesthouse is that he is a 3 hour hike from the airport, and the guests will want transport.  Maybe they could hire a launch in Lusolava near the airport (about 8 miles by sea).    Beautiful evening, and the chop died away gradually, so spent a peaceful night, with a little cool breeze coming off the mountains.  

9/13/99

Picture postcard morning.  The breeze died with the sun, and its getting hot again.  Weatherfax map shows that the next trough has slowed, and there is little chance of wind for the next 24 hours.  Richard came sans baby, as its mother was worried the canoe was too small.  We gave him a couple of shirts and he gave us some coconuts.  He also bought a sheet for his wife. Launched the dinghy, and will probably hang out here or close to here today.  Went into the great white hunter mode, snorkeling on the reef with the spear gun.  Saw and shot a large lobster, but missed several fish.  Took the dinghy over to Richard’s village in Matanda Bay, which was at least 1.5 miles away, going inside the reef.  Checked out the baby, which had drainage from its ear, but otherwise seemed OK.  Richard showed us his garden, and cut a large stock of bananas for us, of which we took half.  His ‘brother’ (cousin) killed a wild boar and we were offered some pig, but it still had hair on it and we chickened out.  Quiet night on the boat, and we barbecued the lobster for dinner.

9/14/1999
14 12 S
167 34 E
Lusalava

A shower during at 4:00 am and the southeast breeze finally arrived.  Our plan was to sail to Lusalava, but we first decided to stop in Matanda Bay and give the baby some medicine.  A canoe stopped by on the way from Lakona Bay to Lusalava, which was bringing some food to their children in the school, and we told them we would see them in Lusalava.  By the time we dropped anchor in Matanda Bay the coconut telegraph had told the whole island we were headed for Lusalava, and we ended up taking 14 people with us—7 men, 4 women, and 3 pikininni, plus the food for the children in school.   It was about an hour and a half of motoring to get there, and we kept them entertained with Bob Marley music, cold water, cookies, and the video camera.  Three people, including Willie, were going to see the eye doctor who was supposed to be at the clinic today.  One baby’s eye was quite opaque looking, and didn’t look too promising, especially as there was a spot in the other eye.  We may drop by the clinic tomorrow to check the diagnosis.  We ended up taking a nap for the rest of the afternoon, and saw another postcard sunset.

9/15/1999

Woke up early with sun, and weather was great all day, except for the pre-dawn shower which we slept through, getting a bit of water through the open ports.  Spent the morning fixing the wind generator, which had broken the power cable when it swung around too much.  During lunch, Simian came by in a canoe and asked if we had any clothes to sell.  He finally admitted that there was a store on the island, but they charged too much.  We told him we didn’t want to sell, but wanted to trade, and gave him a list of veggies and fruits we would like.  We also showed him the Red Cross bag (big mistake) and gave him a couple of things from it.  We went ashore later with books for the school and some trade items. His brother Christian took over, because Simian had learned French and Christian had learned English.  Their father is Chief Andrew, who is in charge of about 230 people in their village(s?).  They had assembled quite a few veggies, including cucumbers, corn, and green onions (rarities), and we traded Simian a watch and a tee shirt.  Christian took us to the school, which was up a hill and had nice grounds and a beautiful view.  The head teacher Stanley was happy to get the books, and so were the kids, about half of which board there.  Then we went to the clinic and Katie talked nursing with Nancy.  Back to the village, where Chief Andrew asked if we were going to bring the Red Cross Bag in that night or the next morning.  We said that we weren’t bringing it at all, as we had been asked to take it to the remote villages that didn’t get ships (Lusalava is the main port for the island).  He didn’t look too happy, but we also said that they could have some blue cloth from the Red Cross Bag for one of his girl’s school uniforms.

9/16/1999
13 38 S
167 30 E
Reef Islands

Another nice day dawned, with predicted 10-20 from the SE.  Went in early and picked up the two loaves of bread which we asked for the night before.  They had been baked the night before, and had gathered a fine crop of tiny ants that we had to deal with before storing them away.  Nice bread though.  We waited for John’s weather net, then left about 9:30.  Our plan was to head for Sola, 22 miles away on Vanua Lava Island, but if the weather was good we would push on to the Reef Islands about 35 miles total. The Reef Island anchorage is tucked in behind an uninhabited reef, which is nice, but is also open to the west, and not as protected as Sola.  We started with 12-14 knots of wind on a broad reach, and were making good time, so decided to push on, even though the wind died back to about 10 knots off Sola, and we had to run downwind which is a bit slower.  The wind picked up to 18 knots the last hour, and we made to the anchorage about 3:30, with enough light to see the sand patches among the coral at a depth of 45 feet.  Meridian Passage and Ballyhoo were already there, and said that they had moved from the guidebooks recommended spot because it was too rolly.  So we dropped anchor next to them and went for a short swim to check the anchor.  It was fine, but there was some chop because we were about a mile from the windward side of the reef, and some roll, due to a SW swell.  Out came the flopper stopper and the evening cocktails.  It is still blowing about 15, so the wind generator is happy and we have enough power to watch a movie tonight. 

9/17/1999

Got up with the light, about 5:45, and had another day of nice weather, but lots of humidity in the air and a steady 15-20 knots of SE winds.  The other two boats left in the morning, so we are all alone again.  There is a strong chop which builds up in the mile we are downwind of the reef.  It is too short in wavelength to make the big boat move around, but the dinghy is really bouncy and wet.  Replaced the throttle lever in the big dinghy motor, something I tried to do last year but didn’t have the right wrench. The combination of wind generator and solar panels is putting out an average of 15 amps during the day, so we have power to burn. Defrosted the refrigerator and made over half a tank of water with the 12 volt watermaker, and are recharging every battery on the boat.  Went for a long snorkel on the reef in the afternoon.  It was a bit choppy for great swimming and the only time I had a good shot at dinner the safety catch was on the spear gun.  Could have shot a number of parrot fish, but they are prone to ciguatera poisoning.  Had spaghetti for dinner and watched another movie.

9/18/1999

We are close to the fall equinox, and have about 12 hours of sun, but it comes up and sets at 5:45.  Looked at the Nautical Almanac, and determined that it was partly due to the ‘equation of time’, which means that the days aren’t exactly 24 hours long.  As long as I had the Almanac out, took a sextant sight to practice celestial navigation.  It took two hours and another set of sights before we were within 2 miles of our actual position, so it was good that I practiced.  Did some odds and ends, polished the brass, made cookies, and went off after lunch to explore.  We dinghied over to an uninhabited island and burned the trash on the beach, along with a lot of plastic and rubber which had washed up.  Then we cut our way inland with the machete and collected coconuts and heart of palm for salad.  There were lots of ants and a few birds on the island, but no flies.  This is compared to the inhabited islands, where the flies greet you a mile offshore and really swarms in the villages (pigs and chickens).  We trolled across the lagoon, and hooked a large Ulua (a Jack with fluorescent blue striping), but lost him when he saw the dinghy.  Went spearfishing on the reefs, and shot a couple of small fish, which we fried for dinner.  We enjoy being here alone for a few days—the nearest other yachts and natives are about 10 miles away.

9/19/1999

The weather turned bad after sunset, with 25 knots of SE plus rainsqualls, as the convergence zone, which was to our north decided to move south.  We checked all the weather services in the morning, trying to decide whether to stay put, move to the west side of Vanua Lava (about 14 miles away, but less than 10 miles of open water on a reach, then in the lee of the island), or bash our way to Port Patteson (15 miles to weather, with some uncharted shallows, but good all weather anchorage).  We decided to stay put, and mess around all day, as the anchorage was choppy, but not rolly.  We collected some water, took naps, and worked on the computer.  We didn’t get fish poisoning from the previous night, so had the second half of the fish for dinner.

9/20/1999

Weather gradually improved during the night, and this morning the sun is breaking through and wind is down to about 10 knots ENE.  The boats further south are now complaining, but it’s a nice day up here.  Worked on the outboard, and trying to decide whether to go scuba diving, as I still have a cough and some congestion. Ended up snorkeling on the scuba spot and deciding that it wasn’t good enough to dive on.  While we were in the water a black cloud appeared upwind, and we headed for one of the islands before it arrived.  At the island, we saw the cloud develop a funnel, and a waterspout came across the lagoon between Klondike and us.  We tried to take a picture, and discussed what to do if the thing headed for us (decided to duck under the water, rather than run into the trees).  At that point it hit another island and dissipated, and the black cloud seemed to head off to the other side of Klondike.  We found some small clams in the sand and collected a sackful.  We kept them in a bucket of sea water, which we changed regularly so that they spit out their sand, and had them the next night.  We also caught two jack fish (the small ones are called papio here and in Hawaii) trolling from the dinghy.  One made a delicious fish meal for dinner.

9/21/99
13 49.64 S
167 21.61 E
Waterfall Bay

The weather forecast was for increasing winds and continued rain, so we decided to head off about 14 miles to Waterfall Bay in the lee of Vanua Lava.   First I trolled again with the dinghy and caught another jack.  We left about 10 am towing the dinghy, and of course the wind piped up to 20-25 knots with another ominous black cloud coming down on us.  Fortunately there was more rain than wind in the thunderstorm, and the dinghy was OK.  Within an hour, we were in the lee of the island and things calmed down a lot, but it was still pouring rain.  We couldn’t make the island out, either visually or on radar from only half a mile away.  With time the rain passed, and we came into the calm anchorage with 6 other boats.   We gave the last jack fish to the locals, and had Joe and Janet from Tegan over for beer and clams.  We also ate some lap-lap (a sweet potato paste which is then roasted over a fire, which coconut cream sauce) which we had obtained from the locals for the fish, and Joe cooked up some plantain with coconut sauce.  We gave the locals some flashlight batteries to go lobster hunting, and they returned with three for us about 10pm.

9/22/1999

Another rainy day but turned to drizzle and finally stopped.  One of the locals is trying to put a hydroelectric plant by the waterfall, so spent some time on the computer creating a spreadsheet with design calculations.  We went in the dinghy with Chief Patrick to a cave down the island with ancient carvings on the walls, and a piece of a human skull and a jawbone (certified as human by Mark the dentist).  We trolled all the way down and back in the dinghy, but were unsuccessful.  Went over to Anesthesia for a long chat; Mark is fed up with fixing his boat, just like me.  Went for a snorkel and saw 7 huge Napoleon fish on the reef—they probably weight over 100 lbs. apiece.  The reef is actually a lava flow with lots of cracks and crevices.  Went to the waterfall for a rinse, and back to the boat for lobster dinner, then over to Blue Moon for a yachtie jam session, with guitars, ukulele, and my keyboard.

9/23/99

Day dawned sunny, but turned to showers in the afternoon after we hung the laundry.  Spent the morning rebuilding the aft head (ugh!), then went to the waterfall and washed the clothes.  Late afternoon had a number of showers with sunlight coming in from the west—some rainbows against the cliffs.  Tried to nap, but coughed myself awake; this bronchitis keeps hanging on.  After dark we got a radio call about a medical emergency in the next village down the coast.  A young man had been bitten behind the knee by a barracuda, and was hemorrhaging badly and in shock.  The locals had called for help to the clinic on Motu Lava (about 20 miles away), and had also come out to Meridian Passage, who was anchored there.  Fortunately Jeannie on Meridian Passage was a nurse-midwife, and had drugs and equipment on board.  The nurse practitioner came from Motu Lava on an outboard skiff, and they controlled the bleeding with a tourniquet and pressure bandages, got an IV started and gave pain medication.  The young man was then transported to Motu Lava by the skiff, and was supposed to be flown out to a hospital the next morning, if he survived.  Katie and Robyn, a doctor on Alchemist, gave advice by radio.  We eventually heard that he was in the hospital in Santo.  We also heard that he never saw the fish, which bit him, but the other men who helped him from the water saw a barracuda eating a large chunk of meat.  We heard that he died a month later—he never recovered from the loss of blood.
9/24/1999
13 52.5 S
167 33.2 E 
Sola, Vanua Lava Island

A sunny day with light winds, but the forecasts are for strange happenings.  Trouble with the OZ weather faxes, and the NZ faxes show a potential tropical depression over Vanuatu.  We decided to head for Sola, which has an all-weather anchorage, and are motoring there slowly with 3-knot headwinds.  We need to charge the batteries anyway, and hope to sail when we get around the southern point of Vanua Lava.  I spent an hour with Hendry, who is trying to build a hydroelectric power plant at the waterfall.  He showed me his book, which was a book of electrical experiments, plus the spare alternator, which Tegan had given him.  I sketched out how he might run a hose or pipe from the top of the falls through a nozzle to drive a turbine and run the alternator.  He is a long way from finishing the project, but hopefully other yachties will get involved and donate some more materials.  We gave him some wire, a 12-volt fluorescent light, screwdriver and some pliers.  He has a primary education, but seems quite intelligent and interested in science.  Tried to sail for a couple of hours in a 3-5 knot southerly, then gave up and motored the last few miles into Sola. Vola also arrived from Ureparapara, and together we explored the town.  We found the store had ice cream, and dinghy fuel (for about USW$5 per gallon). We also were found by Father Luke Dini, who invited us in for coffee and a chat.  Father Luke is an ex-Anglican priest, ex-nurse, ex secretary to the President, who now is running a string of guesthouses here and in Port Vila.  The first educated ni-Vanuatu we have talked to, he has been to school in PNG and Australia.  He still is bustling about at age 59, full of visions and plans for the Banks and Torres Islands and for himself and his family.  We chatted till 8 pm, then returned to the boat for a moonlit dinner.  The day had become very humid, and we expected major storms and rain during the night but, apart from a little nearby lightning, it was a beautiful evening.

9/25/1999

Sunny day with light southeasterly winds, which died in the afternoon with a heavy shower.  Forecast is for strong winds in 3-4 days, so we may try to head south to Santo tomorrow.  We need enough wind to sail, as diesel is also $5/gallon here.  Messed around with the radio and the dinghy in the morning, finding, oiling, and fitting the folding wheels that will allow us to pull it up on the sand.  Talked to Max and Sandy from Vola a while before they departed for Lusalava.  I went in and gave Father Luke the remaining Red Cross clothes to distribute to the needy, and had another long talk with him about Vanuatu.  He very much wants to help his people improve their lot in life, and is a tireless promoter of the Banks and Torres, who get the short end of the stick from the people far away in Port Vila.  These people need help to improve their agriculture, fisheries, and tourism industries; they need both training and capital.  We talked about the difficulties involved, such as government support, corruption, land title problems, and pitfalls.  Most people currently are in the subsistence agriculture mode, living without electricity or outboards, sleeping on mats in grass huts.  Their cash needs are currently low, mostly for school fees.  The land and sea are beautiful and unspoiled.  The real moral dilemma is whether they would be happier with more modern conveniences, if it means that they are now slaves to them.  

9/26/99

Another beautiful day with light breezes and lots of sun.  We went to the Anglican Church services (Diocese of Melanesia) with Father Luke.  It was a long communion service, half in English and half in Bislama (pigeon English).  The sermon was rather long, and devoted to unity and working together in the church, and the announcement section included a lot on the economic development of the Banks & Torres province.   Turned out the sermon was for the benefit of the visiting bishop, and the economic development announcements were made by the priest who also happens to head the provincial government.  After church we took Father Luke and 11 others in his extended family on an excursion to Ravenga Island.  The island is about 6 miles away, and is uninhabited, but owned by his wife’s family.  There was just enough wind to sail down, to emphasize my point to Father Luke that the wind is free, and the people should go back to sailing canoes.  Only one of the kids threw up, but about half the islanders were seasick, which is typical.  We anchored in the lee of the island off a white sandy beach, and I took most of them ashore, then took two people over to a mainland village about a mile away to borrow the fishing net.  The net was in use, so it came with another islander, and some fish.  We returned to the island where the women had prepared a picnic on the beach after foraging for fish, crabs, and other food that they had brought along.  We returned at sunset, and caught a barracuda on the way back, which I gave to Luke’s family. A nice day, but a chop worked its way into the anchorage that night, and we rolled a lot.

9/27/1999
13 49.57 S
167 33.16 E
Port Patteson

After breakfast and a trip into the beach to return the Snake Dance Video Father Luke had loaned us, we sailed the 3 miles over to Port Patteson, which is in the northern half of the bay.  The water was much calmer here, and we will spend the night.  Went into the vocational school to find the two American Peace Corps workers, Jason and Amy, and invited them out for pizza and beer.  They are young, went to the U of Michigan, and are teaching carpentry and English/homemaking.  Jason had some construction experience, so he is able to provide some useful skills, but Amy finds that she is learning primitive homemaking from the girls, rather than vice-versa.  They live in a grass hut without power and refrigeration, but have upgraded to a propane stove.  The ship with their food came the afternoon we arrived, 4 weeks late, so they much appreciated the dinner aboard.  

9/28/99

The wind has filled in from the SE, and its getting cloudier, so we will stay put, as its supposed to blow hard for 3-4 days.  There is a 1040-Mb high coming across, which is about as strong as it gets, and they are predicting winds of 25 knots with higher gusts.  Made a new leather sheath for the machete in the morning, then went in to the school at noon and gave Jason a few extra tools. Went for a walk along the beach, and did took a quick dip out at the boat; there are a couple of large crocodiles around, and we didn’t want to be dinner.  We invited Jason & Amy out for a movie, but they decided they were too tired, as they usually go to bed by 9.  It was just as well, as the weather deteriorated by sunset, and a thunder squall with gusts over 40 knots hit about 6 pm.  We are anchored behind steep Ashwell Bluff, and the wind alternated between calm and stinging gusts, which throw the boat around and make sleeping difficult.  These were the classic Williwa, and in the daylight you can see them picking up spray from the water.  After dinner we got a call on the radio that one of the boats out at the reef islands had dragged anchor off into the night.  The problem was that its people were having dinner on another boat.  It was about 9 miles down to the next island, and they had to race after it in another boat before it drifted onto the rocks.  A tense hour and a half out in the dark and stormy night among the reefs, but they were able to recover the boat and get back safely.

9/29/1999

The weather has lived up to its forecast, with a depression to the north of us augmenting the strong high to the south, and the strong gusts and rainsqualls continue.  Tried to pass a message via ham radio to the parents of the Peace Corps workers, but ran into the US bureaucracy.  

We could communicate well with hams in Dallas and Phoenix, but there is no agreement between Vanuatu and the US to pass on any messages to non-hams.  It will have to wait till we are “out at sea”, where it is legal.  The rain continued, and I took a long nap.  In the afternoon Ronald came out to the boat to ask if we could look at a student’s ears, which were draining fluid.  We brought him out to the boat, and Katie found that he had a bad cold that had given him a middle ear infection.  Katie flushed the ears, put some ointment in, and started him on antibiotics and Tylenol.  I went in to visit Jason and Amy and give them the medicines for the boy, and found them laid up with the flu.  It was a gray and dreary day.  Barbecued steaks for dinner between rain and wind squalls, and worked on the computers in the evening.

9/30/99

A fairly sleepless night, as the gusts off the bluff were really rattling and shaking the boat.  A long swell was also starting to penetrate the anchorage.  The nylon snubber line on the anchor chain chafed through and broke at 5 am, and we lost the chain hook on the other end of the snubber.  I had to get the book of knots out and figure out how to tie a rolling hitch on the chain with the broken end of the line.  It worked well, but I had to cut the knot off when we pulled up the anchor.  The wind was stronger than the day before, but we talked to another boat in Waterfall Bay in the lee of the island and figured out that conditions were better there.  There were some breaks in the clouds and rainsqualls, so we decided to sail around to Waterfall Bay.  We had to motor about half a mile to weather to clear the bluff, then rolled a bit of jib out and headed north around the island.  Conditions were actually better outside the anchorage, with winds about 20-35 knots and a 10-foot swell.  We sailed inside the little island of Ravenga where we were on Sunday to avoid the shoals outside, and saw a minimum of 55 feet of water.  Rounding the northern tip of the island in a 30-knot squall, were doing about 8 knots when we caught a 4-foot barracuda.  This is by far the biggest fish I have ever landed—I played it for about 15 minutes to tire him out before I got him close to the boat, and was able to bring it over the transom without a gaff.  I measured it at 48 inches from head to tail, and estimate that it weighed between 30 and 40 pounds.  The fish had some impressive teeth, and we could see how it could have taken a large bite out of a man’s leg.  Big barracuda are potential ciguatera carriers, and we wish we had the new test kits they have developed in Hawaii.  We gave most of the fish to the other yachts and the locals, and are waiting to see if anyone else shows symptoms.  In the evening, Katie went to play cards on Anesthesia while I crashed.  Maybe it was the lack of sleep, but I am still fighting some virus of sorts. 

10/1/99

The wind is still to high to sail south, but the high-pressure area is finally moving east.  It has dropped from 1040 Mb to 1037 and is forecast to weaken further.  Still lots of light rain.  Talked to Chief Patrick for a while, swam around the boat, changed the engine oil, and were generally bored all day.  We barbecued some of the barracuda for lunch, and had no symptoms of ciguatera, so had more for dinner, cooked in the oven with onions and tomatoes.  It was quite delicious, and we have been eating it ever since.  

10/2/99

The high has diminished and moved somewhat further eastward, and we were antsy to go somewhere, so we sailed the 27 miles back over to Lakona Bay.  The winds were ESE about 20-25 knots, and the seas were rough, but the rainsqualls were scattered, and we were able to fetch the next anchorage without tacking.  We left after 11, and got in about 4 pm after an hour of slow motoring to conserve fuel in the lee of Gaua island.  The wind picked up again as we pulled into Lakona Bay, and seems to funnel through a valley right into the anchorage.  The wind generator had to put up with 25-30 knots of apparent wind during the sail, and the gusts in the evening were up over 25 knots.  All this power meant the batteries were in danger of overcharging, so I shut the generator down about 11 pm.  Was up again at 12:30 and 1:30 to get a weatherfax, just to check that the wind was a local effect and the general weather trend was still diminishing winds.

10/3/99
15 02.0 S
167 05.0 E
Port Olry, Espiritu Santo

Got up at 0500 to clear skies and the remains of the moon, Venus, and another planet.  Left at 0600, but chief Johnnie had already been out with a squash and to say goodbye.  We were about half an hour behind Anesthesia, but passed them by 9 am.  We heard that there was good fishing in the area, so we set out the lure as soon as we left.  Within five minutes we had hooked a fish, but it was another barracuda, and I managed to shake if off the hook before I landed it.  Re-launched the fishing line and within 10 minutes had another strike, this time a big yellow-fin tuna, who dived deep and fought a long time.  I got this one in the boat, and estimate its weight at 20 pounds.  The next hour was occupied with cleaning and cutting it up so it would fit in the refrigerator.  The winds were southeasterly about 15 knots, and we had to go just west of south, so it was a close reach, and a delightful sail.  The winds dropped to about 10 knots by the time we got clear of the island acceleration effect, so shook out all the reefs and powered up the boat.  It took about 7 hours to sail the 50 miles over to Port Olry, which is on the NE corner of Espiritu Santo.  The anchorage is quite protected, and the water is a beautiful turquoise color.  Had Anesthesia over for dinner—tuna sashimi and BBQ’d tuna.  My cold really turned my nose stuffy, and my sinuses are all swollen. 

10/4/99

This was a lost day, as I slept most of it.  I think what happened is that the nasal spray bottle was full of bacteria from a previous cold, because it smelled funny when I used it.  Anyway, my sinuses remained plugged, and I went on antibiotics.  Katie went off exploring with Anesthesia.

10/5/99

Cloudy with showers, with light winds in the anchorage, but reports of 15-20 knot SE from other boats.  Felt a bit better, but still only about 50%.  Went ashore on  Thion island and washed clothes and swam in a freshwater lake.  In the afternoon we took the dinghy over to the town, and bought 10 gallons of diesel.  The price went up from 110 VT per liter quoted the day before to the 120 VT per liter we paid.  The shopkeeper said that prices had just risen in Luganville, but I think that he was a crook—he also tried to give me 32 liters instead of the 38 I paid for.  Port Olry is a French speaking town, and the kids seem to be a bit bratty—a lot of rock throwing, hitting, and hair pulling going on.   Maybe it was because it was a bigger town, but it seemed that the Vanuatu kids in other places had more parental love and attention, and were quite well behaved.  We had dinner on Anesthesia, and swapped boat stories, like the time they got arrested and fined $600 for cutting the shell off a dead turtle that had washed ashore in Australia.

10/6/1999
15 22.8 S
167 11.7 E
Oyster Island

The day started out clear, with SSE winds of about 12 knots, and we started the 25 mile beat down to the next anchorage.  The wind was supposed to turn more easterly during the day, but instead gradually died off, and we had to motor the last 12 miles.  It was still a nice day, until toward evening when it clouded over and we had a little thunderstorm to the west of us over the main island.  We had to weave our way among the reefs to an isolated anchorage, rather than taking the main anchorage of the Oyster Island resort, which it says is only accessible to boats drawing 6 feet or less.  That’s one of the disadvantages of a deep keel.

10/7/1999

The day dawned hot and windless, and it was time for a dip in the ocean by 9 am.  I played around with the ham radio, and was able to make contact with someone in Huntington Beach, but he had trouble hearing me.  I put the big engine on the dinghy, as there are some interesting side trips here.  Burned the plastic and paper garbage on the beach, and polished some marks off the side of the boat, and that about killed the morning.  We went into the resort and talked with three girls who worked there—their second language was French, but two were trying to practice English.  As many of the Bislama words are English-based, most people here can understand you if you stick to simple words, like ‘got’ and ‘like’.  We then took the dinghy about 2 miles up a nearby river to a ‘blue hole’ where we went swimming and did some laundry.  Several rivers on the east coast of Espiritu Santo originate in blue holes, which are limestone springs.  The water was deep, very clear, and had a blue tint.  It was quite cool and refreshing, with little freshwater fish swimming around.  In the last two years, the river has been infested with water hyacinth, and it is so choked in some places we had to force the dinghy through.  We also collected watercress, which was growing in some of the hyacinth.  The thunder and lightning were playing around the mountains most of the day, and it rained hard while we were at the blue hole.  Came back and sounded the entrance to the inner lagoon with a pole at high tide, and figured out a route which allow us a minimum of 9.5 feet, enough for Klondike’s 8 foot draft.  Maybe we’ll try it tomorrow afternoon at high tide, if the weather cooperates.  The night turned much cooler after the thunderstorm, and we slept without fans.

10/8/1999

Another warm and windless day, but this time there was no trace of wind, and the solar panels put out most of the day.  Katie went into Luganville for shopping and email, while I stayed with the boat.  Puttered with the ham radio, swam and cleaned the boat bottom, and read a book.  When the tide was near high at 3:30, moved Klondike through the pass into the inner lagoon, with Mark from Anesthesia guiding the way in his dinghy.  That went well, as the least depth we saw was 9 feet, and lately we’ve been hitting bottom at about 7.2 feet on the depth sounder.  Went to anchor off the resort, and the bottom was hard coral.  I couldn’t get the anchor to set, so went to raise it and found it had caught on a mooring line which was on the bottom.  Pulled the line off with the old boat hook, and bent the hook during the process.  Re-anchored further away from the resort, but miscalculated the current, and ended up too close to another boat.  Not my day.  Katie got back late and exhausted from her trip to Luganville, but she returned triumphantly with both mail and email.  

10/9/99

Took another trip up the nearby river to the blue hole for swimming and laundry.  It was too hot to do much else.  That night we celebrated Mark’s 60th birthday, with cocktails and ors’dvores on Anesthesia, then went to the resort for dinner.  The resort chef Gaeton has been French trained.  Dinner was elaborate and excellent, with fresh oysters, coconut crab, sea crab, clams, fish, rice, and island cabbage.  The resort provided the first dessert, then AB (Mark’s wife) serving birthday cake and pumpkin pie.  Needless to say we had more than enough to eat.  

10/10/99

A little cloudier and with more wind and more showers.  Messed around on the boat in the morning, then went in the dinghy to explore the other river and blue hole at the south end of the lagoon.  It wasn’t choked with water hyacinth, and the water was cleaner, so it was a nice swim.  Later we heard that the locals were charging for admission, but we blew by their village in the dinghy so fast they didn’t get a chance to say anything.  

10/11/99
15 29.55 S
167 11.7 E
Luganville

Got up at 0515 to leave Oyster Island lagoon at high tide.  We got under way at 0545, and saw 8.2 feet minimum depth going out the tricky part, so it was just as well we left when we did.  Motored straight into 15-18 knots about 10 miles down to the southeastern tip of Espiritu Santo, then turned and ran up the Segund Channel under the jib.  No fish, but got to the Luganville anchorage at 0900.  The options in Luganville are anchoring off a resort near the river mouth, or taking a mooring at Aori Island resort across from the town.  The advantages of Aori are calmer water (its in the lee of Aori Island), cleaner water, and a swimming pool.  The advantages of the river mouth anchorage are that it free and is closer to town (the resort is a mile away, a $2 ferry boat ride each way to town) , but it has rougher and dirty water.  We chose the river mouth because we needed diesel, and the cleanest diesel in town is available by taking jerry cans in the dinghy up the river to the gas station.  So I spent most of the day taking empty jerry cans into the gas station and taking full ones out to the boat and to fill the tank in the boat.  Fortunately, it was windy and cool, or I would have had to contend with heat exhaustion.  I ended up buying 46 gallons of diesel and 5 gallons of gas, which cost a total of 21000 Vatu, or about US$ 180.  Pretty expensive, but that’s life in the islands.  Met Katie in town after the diesel trips, and had an ice cream cone.  We came back to the boat about 5 pm and collapsed for the night.

10/12/1999

A few showers in the night, and the wind died away, leaving it cloudy and calm at dawn.  We rounded up one set of scuba gear and hopped in a truck with 4 other yachties to dive at million-dollar point.  At the end of  WWII,  when the Americans pulled out, they offered their war surplus equipment to the French for ten cents on the dollar.  The French refused to pay, believing that the Yanks would leave the stuff.  The Americans dumped all of the equipment into the sea, rather than give it to the French for nothing.  Thus several acres of water around the point are cluttered with the remains of  trucks, cranes, Quonset huts, jeeps, trailers, bulldozers, etc.  Its quite a nice dive or snorkel, with lots of big fish because it’s a marine reserve.  Unfortunately, my sinuses were still too congested to dive, and I couldn’t get down below 15 feet.  I’m going to have to miss the deep dives on the SS President Coolidge, which Katie is going to start tomorrow.  Anesthesia left today for Australia; they ran into a big storm (50-60 knots for 2 days) near New Caledonia earlier this year, which really scared AB, and they want to make sure that they don’t hit an early cyclone on the way back to OZ.

10/12/1999

A few showers in the night, and the wind died away, leaving it cloudy and calm at dawn.  We rounded up one set of scuba gear and hopped in a truck with 4 other yachties to dive at million-dollar point.  At the end of WWII, when the Americans pulled out, they offered their war surplus equipment to the French for ten cents on the dollar.  The French refused to pay, believing that the yanks would leave the stuff.  The Americans dumped all of the equipment into the sea, rather than give it to the French for nothing.  Thus several acres of water around the point are cluttered with the remains of trucks, cranes, Quonset huts, jeeps, trailers, bulldozers, etc.  Its quite a nice dive or snorkel, with lots of big fish because it’s a marine reserve.  Unfortunately, my sinuses were still too congested to dive, and I couldn’t get down below 15 feet.  I’m going to have to miss the deep dives on the SS President Coolidge, which Katie is going to start tomorrow.  Anesthesia left today for Australia; they ran into a big storm (50-60 knots for 2 days) near New Caledonia earlier this year, which really scared AB, and they want to make sure that they don’t hit an early cyclone on the way back to OZ.

10/13/99

Katie dove on the Coolidge, while I did email and went to customs to surrender my cruising permit. They have copied the Australia system wherein you must specify in advance which harbors and islands you are going to visit, and to notify customs when you reach any customs ports.  It’s really a stupid system, but its the only one they have.

I brought Katie’s dive stuff back to the boat, and she spent the afternoon in town. Went into the Beachfront Resort for a beer and a chat with some of the other boats that are anchored off the resort

10/14/99

Stayed on the boat all day.  We had cocktails and snacks on Tegan with Brent and Robyn from Alchemist.  Still unable to clear my sinuses, and am now taking anti-allergy medicines.  The weather has been quite comfortable, cool yet not too windy, which is good as we are anchored on a lee shore.  However, a hazy overcast has persisted for several days.  I asked if it was smoke from a fire and was told that it was from the volcanoes on Ambryn.  Maybe I’m having a reaction to whatever dust and chemicals are in the air.

10/15/99
Aori Resort
Santo

We spent the morning in town at customs for a new cruising permit, shopping, email, and lunch, then went to the vegetable market after lunch.  When we got back to the boat, we motored across the Segund Channel to the Aori Resort and took a mooring.  The main reason for going to the resort was to get water, as they have a dock with a hose.  Unfortunately, it wasn’t deep enough to bring Klondike along side, so I had to make 4 trips with jugs and buckets in the dinghy to fill the main tanks.  We went in for dinner at the resort, in spite of the fact that they were advertising for a chef in the local paper.  It wasn’t as good as Oyster Island, but it was passable, and saved Katie some galley time.

10/16/99
15 54.07 S
167 18.16 E
Vao Island, Malekula

Left Aori Resort at 1100 after a leisurely breakfast, and motored out the Segund channel and set sail for Malekula.  The wind started out at 15 knots, but died to less than 10 as the day went on.  Fortunately, it also shifted more easterly, so we were able to lay our course without tacking.  It was a slow but pleasant sail of about 25 miles to Vao Island.  We caught another good-sized barracuda off Malo Kili-Kili Island, and presented it to the first canoe that came by after we anchored.  They were quite happy to get it and weren’t in the least worried about ciguatera poisoning.  I have been ordered not to fish for us, as Katie has bought enough meat in Santo to last until Australia, where any remaining will be confiscated by quarantine.  That was the first canoe of many, as tiny Vao reportedly has 1000 people living on it; twice as many as some very large islands in the Banks.  We had people trading vegetables, carvings, coming by just to talk, and some pestering us for gifts from 3:30 when we anchored until after dark.  They also invited us into the kava bar on the beach, as it was Saturday night, but we declined.  The whooping and hollering went on till about midnight, but the rest of the night was peaceful.  

10/17/99
16 09 S
167 32 E
Crab Bay, Malekula

Kept a low profile in the morning, as we didn’t want to get the locals back into the visiting and trading mode.  Went to lift the anchor at 0930 and found that the chain was wrapped around a rock.   We had been going round in circles at anchor yesterday when the wind was against the tide.  Managed to work it loose with the engine, and headed for Crab Bay, which was 21 miles away but dead upwind.  The wind and waves had come up during the night, so we had a choppy 15-20 knots of SE to work with.  Had some adverse current too, as the tides around the north end of Malekula can run up to 3-4 knots.  Anyway, it took until 3:30 to get to the entrance of Crab Bay, where we had to feel our way in slowly, as the reef didn’t look at all like the chart in the guide.  After two attempts to anchor, we finally snagged something more like a rock than the white sand the guide had described.  Unfortunately the visibility was less than 20 feet, so we can’t see what the bottom looked like.  Hopefully we won’t go wandering off in the night, and will try to re-anchor tomorrow after reconnoitering in the dinghy.  The air remains hazy with visibility less than 5 miles, as we are still in the plume of the volcano.

10/18/99

We may not have wandered in the night, but we did the early next morning when the wind came up again.  The reef behind us got closer and closer, so we had to pull the anchor up and try again.  This time I dropped the anchor on the windward side of a little rise, so the anchor was on an uphill slope, and put out 165 feet of chain for only 20 feet of water, and we had no more problems.  We took the dinghy and snorkeled on some nearby reefs, then landed on a sandy point near the boat and burned the garbage and dug for clams in the sand.  The water was cooler than it had been up north, and with the wind we didn’t stay in long.  We explored the beach for a while and when we warmed up we went further out on the reef to look for lobster.  We saw three, but they were either too small, or too far back in the rocks, or I missed.  Anyway, we came back with only the clams.

10/19/99

Blue Moon came in early in the morning; they had given up trying to get there the day before because of the strong winds.  Took them out snorkeling for lobster, and saw a few, but again did not get them in the pot.  The sky got black and it started to rain, so we raced back to the boats to close the hatches, but the shower never hit the boats 400 yards away.  The rainsquall did switch the wind around to NE and it then died away, but it was too cloudy to do much more swimming.  Blue Moon tried leaving some coconut out and coming back at night for coconut crabs, but they were unsuccessful.    

10/20/99

Sunny day with light winds.  Got out the scuba compressor, which is getting quite involved; have to take off solar panels on top of the bimini, fold the bimini back and lift the compressor out with a halyard.  Then have to move the life raft and set the compressor up on the foredeck in its place.  Went diving on the outside of the reef, but it was still rather murky and the coral wasn’t very good.  We did see a couple of turtles, some big fish and remoras.  Tried again for lobster, but didn’t catch any.  Went back and filled the tanks with the compressor, then put it all away again—about 4 hours work for one dive.  We had cocktails and dinner on Blue Moon, to celebrate Rob’s 53rd birthday.

10/21/99
16 35.7 S
168 09.9 E
Lamen Bay

Left at 0800 to go South, as the winds were supposed to be lighter and more easterly.  Motored for about 3 hours into increasing waves, so there was wind somewhere.  The wind finally filled in at 20 knots ESE, so we were hard on the wind and the boat got washed clean by the waves which were smashing into the bow.  We looked at several alternatives, including pressing on overnight to Port Vila, and decided to head for Lamen Bay on Epi Island.  It was straight upwind from where we were at the time, but we worked over in the lee of Epi Island and tacked our way up in the slightly smoother water.  Got in about 5 pm, with flat water, but gusty winds in the anchorage.  Dropped anchor too far north, and hit some coral instead of the sand we expected, but stayed put.  Moon is waxing, and was quite bright in the evening.

10/22/1999

Looked for dugong in the morning, but no luck.  Went to shore and invited the Peace Corps teachers out to dinner.  Needless to say, they accepted; Michele from Atlanta, and Joshua and Chris from Maine/Maryland.  We also talked to the principal of the secondary school, a very intelligent woman who was educated in science in Suva and PNG.  Went for a short snorkel in the afternoon, and then Katie made dinner while I took a nap.  It was a beautiful sunny day, and the combination of wind and sun had the batteries topped up.  The winds died down near sunset, but some swell crept into the anchorage, so Michele got seasick at anchor, and had to be taken back to shore with some takeaway dinner.  Joshua and Chris (married couple) had stronger stomachs, and enjoyed some beef stroganoff with cole slaw.  We had a long talk about life in the islands, and they mentioned some of the downsides; a lot of wife beating and a reluctance of the police to get involved in anything.  Justice still seems to be dispensed by the chiefs, which works well in the villages, but doesn’t work in the cities. They also said that corruption was rife, with no accountability.  The other major issue is the education system, whose graduates can’t find jobs, and most end up tending their gardens.  The Lopevi Volcano was erupting about 10 miles away, and we heard regular rumblings like thunder.  They said that from the other side of Lamen Island you can see the eruptions at night, and sometimes it throws rocks clear across the channel.  Noel and his wife Marie came out with hot fresh bread about 8 pm; the ship came in that day and brought flour.  

10/23/99



Revolieu Bay, Epi Island

Another mostly sunny day, with a bit stronger wind filling in the morning.  Hard to tell which direction the wind is blowing in the lee of the island, but the weather fax says it should be east.  Got a late start, and decided to make a short 8 mile hop down to Revolieu Bay, which reportedly doesn’t roll as much.  Had a slow sail down, with most of the jib unrolled and towing the dinghy in flat water.  Had a bit of a hard time finding the place, as we didn’t have GPS coordinates, and the charts are pretty far off.  Finally found the ‘conspicuous black rock’ and tucked up behind a reef which blocks the swell quite well.  A canoe came by with Baron, his son, and probably his brother.  We talked for a while, and he invited us to come in and see his village and drink some kava.  We went in about 5 pm and had about a bowl and a half of strong kava.  That was about all we could walk with, and we staggered back out to the boat about 7.  Baron is THE chief of the village, or perhaps A chief, and went through primary school, but not secondary.  His biggest wish was for some more tanks to catch rainwater; the village runs out of drinking water in the dry season.  

10/24/99



Havanah Harbor, Efate Island

Got up early and left at 0545 for the 50 mile passage to Havanah Harbor.  After motoring for an hour, wind filled in from the East, and we had a beautiful close reach most of the way, with the wind freeing up further as it bent around the north end of Efate.  Cruising along at  8 knots, with the seas relatively flat.  I was busy readying my book, and heard a whistle on the VHF radio that sounded close.  I looked around to see that we were overtaking one of the inter-island cargo boats.   Turned the corner into Havanah Harbor about 1 pm, and caught a small dog-toothed tuna going through the pass.  Then we had a nice 6 mile beat in flat water up to the anchorage with about 18 knots of wind.  Anchored, cleaned the fish, and invited Sally & Foster from Fellowship over for dinner.  The wind died at sunset, but there was a beautiful moon out, so we braved the mosquitoes and ate outside.

10/25/99



Port Vila

The plan was to explore Havanah Harbor, which is a large landlocked harbor which the US Navy used to assemble its fleets in WWII, and do a scuba dive on Paul’s Rock, which was supposed to have good coral.  We meandered down the harbor with just the jib up in about 10 knots of wind, and looked for an anchorage we could put Klondike in while we took the dinghy over to the rock.  All was going according to plan until we got within about a mile of the place we planned to anchor, and were hit with a thunder squall with driving rain and over 30 knots of wind.  The place we had contemplated anchoring turned into a lee shore, so we decided to proceed on into Port Vila.  It was just as well, because I got sick that afternoon, barfing and running a fever.  No one else got sick, so it must just be my tender stomach

10/26/99

Still under the weather with my stomach, so just hung around the boat while Katie did the town.

10/27/99

Feeling better, but still not 100%.  Went out to dinner with Skywave before they took off for Australia.

10/28/99

Did a few boat projects.

10/29/99

Went for a dive on the Star of Russia, an old sailing ship which lies in about 100 feet of water in Vila Harbor, just off the cruise ship dock.  The visibility was pretty poor, and I had trouble clearing my left ear.  I pushed it a bit too hard, and probably damaged it a bit.   Katie looked at it with the otoscope and said that the eardrum looked like classic barotrauma; red with some broken blood vessels.  I’ll have to remember not to dive if I can’t clear my ear, even if it doesn’t hurt.  Went to a halloween costume party at the yachtie bar, and won second prize (gift certificate good for 5 beers) in our Trinidad Carnival costumes. 

10/30/99

Another nice day and I spent the morning getting the boat ready, taking on more water, lashing things down, etc. to prepare for our passage.  It is about 1100 miles to Oz, but only 300 to Huon Reef where we will stop, weather permitting.   Katie went to town and I joined her at 11:30 for one last ice cream cone.  We finally dropped the mooring at 12:30 and got the sails up by 1:00.  The wind was blowing about 20 knots from the SE, but the seas were quite large, due to higher winds to the east of us.  The wind gradually dropped during the passage, but the seas stayed lumpy, so there was more rocking and rolling than warranted by the wind.  Katie stayed pretty chipper till evening, then lost her battle with seasickness.  

10/31/99

Winds stayed generally 15 knots E to ESE, just on the edge of needing to pole out the jib.  When I poled it out, it occasionally went aback, and when I didn’t pole it out, it occasionally collapsed and banged behind the mainsail.  The skies were mostly clear, and we made good progress—about 165 miles for the day, even though the current went against us for a while.  Katie was still seasick, but toughed it out and watched for a while when I slept.  Can’t seem to sleep for more than 2 hours at a stretch the first couple of days.

11/1/99
18 02 S
162 52 E
Huon Reef

About 20 miles from our approach waypoint at 0800, and it took us till 1 pm to get to the anchorage, as the winds started at 10 knots and got progressively lighter during the day.  Once we got round the northern tip of the reef, we had a beautiful sail south in protected waters.  Put out the fishing gear as we slid by the edge of the reef and soon hooked a small mackerel-tuna.  Put it out again and hooked something very large.  Let it tire a bit while I concentrated on sailing, and when I looked back again the 120 lb test wire leader had broken and we had lost the lure and the fish.  Oh well, doesn’t pay to be too greedy.  We dropped the anchor behind the sand cay next to Skywave, Evie, Quarterdeck and an Ozzie boat.  I took a nap, and then we went in for a BBQ on the beach.  There was enough driftwood to have a fire, where we cooked the fish.  The sand was full of nesting birds; boobies and terns, with an occasional tropic bird.  As the sun went down, the birds were displaced by dozens of green turtles, which came out of the water to dig holes in the sand and lay their eggs.  It is a very laborious process that can take several hours, and we ran out of gas before we saw any eggs being laid.

11/2/1999

Slept hard, and woke to an early morning shower.  The wind shifted around to the west for a while, putting us on a lee shore, but was very light and soon switched back to the SE.  Went snorkeling on some of the nearby coral heads, and saw little live coral, but lots of fish, turtles, and two manta rays.  The visibility had to be better than 100 feet.  Truly an amazing place.

11/3/99

The winds were very light SW, but we were bored and we and 3 other boats decided to head on to Chesterfield Reef, about 250 miles away.  We had to motor from 11 am until midnight, but the seas were very calm, with clear blue skies.  We averaged about 5.5 knots, and seemed to have current against us at times.  There are tidal currents even out in the middle of the ocean, as they discovered when they were studying El Nino.

11/4/99

At midnight the wind shifted into the SE and remained less than 6 knots, but we were tired of the motor, and shut it down.  We got a few rainsqualls, with more wind in each squall, and light sloppy conditions afterwards.  It was also very shifty, requiring lots of course and sail adjustments.  The wind gradually filled in and increased to 12-15 knots, and we were flying along at better than 7.5 knots with a reef in the main by dawn.  It remained in the 8-12 knot range all day, and we made better progress, with 90 miles to go at sunset.  After not seeing a ship for a month, we saw four small ones between 1 and 3 am.  They may have been long-liners fishing for tuna, as they were headed in different directions.  

11/5/99
19 53.27 S
158 28.01 E
Chesterfield Reef

Relatively pleasant night, with winds SE 10-14 most of the night, and about 50% cloud cover.  Averaged about 6 knots with full jib and double reefed main, as we were holding back to avoid arriving too early.  The chart shows a large shallow area the last 30 miles, but we never saw anything on the depth sounder, which is good for at least 300 feet.  After dawn, we shook the (sail) reefs out and headed into the (coral) reef area, following some GPS waypoints I had received over the radio from other yachts.  I could see some low islands in about the right spot, and everything was going well, till I looked over the side and saw the bottom.  While our chart said the depth was 120 feet, we were in less than 40 feet of water.  When it got less than 30 feet, I panicked, did a crash tack and headed back the way we came in.  We took the sails down and tried again about a mile north of where the other yachts had told us to go.  It was still less than 40 feet deep, but the visibility was good and there were no obvious hazards, so we pressed on and the water eventually got to the advertised 120 feet.  It turns out that we were using the British chart, and the   French chart shows shallows to 25 feet, but no rocks, so we could have come in on our original course.  We headed into the ‘lee’ of some sand islands, and dropped the anchor about a quarter mile offshore in 25 feet of water.   The wind stayed SE to SSE and came up to about 15-18 knots, and the anchorage got quite choppy as the reef runs SSE, creating a lot of fetch in these conditions.  Skywave and Quarterdeck came in later in the day, and we all had dinner on Skywave, with a wet dinghy ride home in the dark.

11/6/99

Winds shifted around to the east around midnight, and the anchorage is much quieter.  Went up the mast in the morning and replaced the anchor light, then put the big motor on the dinghy.  Went snorkeling on a coral head in deep water, with much nicer coral, and lots of colorful fish, but few of shooting size.  Just as well, as there were a number of small grey sharks circling around.  Also saw some sea snakes, and there were lots of little jellyfish, some of which stung me through my light lycra suit.  Katie made a cake in the afternoon, and we had 11 people over for a potluck birthday dinner, with 4 kinds of fish and 3 deserts.

.

