==, Abaco Islands Trip Part 4

‘| ‘
.

et

i3
-
o

)

!
:

/
I
¢

_ Chapter 6: Big Blow

Welcome back, after anchoring and making sure that the anchor
is well set we got back to the cruising anchoring routines like,
stowing the charts, putting the cabin back to anchoring order,
and of course, you guessed it, getting the rum punch out and
tasting it to see if it improved during the day. As the wind
started to increase into the 20 knot range we felt the
temperature starting to drop and Rich suggested that we drop
the side curtains in the cockpit. Now I can really understand why
an enclosed cockpit is important, it extends the cabin into the
cockpit and makes a great place

for entertaining or just hanging

out and watching the day go by.

As we were motoring into the

harbor we passed TIsis. Isis is a

42 foot 1983 Kadey Krogen

trawler and is owned by Dennis

and Loraine out of Manset

Maine, Dennis is the person that I mentioned earlier that had an
emergency email through the cruisers net. Dennis and Loraine are
considered newbie's, meaning that this is their first trip so Rich
and Judy have tried o lead them down the straight and narrow
path with a few diversions thrown in to make it interesting like
dancing under the limbo bar, how o make rum punch’s, and finding
the best places to get necessary supplies. That evening Dennis
and Loraine dinked over for cocktails and to meet us. In talking to
Dennis I found-out that he has completely refinished the interior
woodwork and added many new features like an electric dink
hoist, new navigation instruments, and a host of other projects.



If you're not acquainted Krogen trawlers perhaps you should
checkout www.yachtworld.com and under builders and click on
Krogen. They are very nicely appointed yachts with every nock
and corner used to its fullest. Oh yes, for those of us that have
sailboats with 20 to 30 gallon fuel tanks this one has a 700 gallon
capacity with a cruising range of about 1450 miles. Later during
our trip we were invited to visit with Dennis and Loraine on their
vessel and it was great to see how they live on a trawler vs. living
on a sailboat.

Later that evening after our guests left to go to another party
we decided to have some supper, discuss the reasons for cruising
the Abaco and what our hosts did to accomplish their adventure.
After another bottle of wine and a lot of discussions we fturned in
as the wind continued to build which you could hear it blowing
through the rigging. It is true that the wind always appears to
not blow as hard during the night then during the day but this
night, I can attest that it was blowing harder. After a night at
anchor with pitching and rocking we awoke to an overcast sky,
winds in the mid 20 knot range, and even more vessels at anchor.
Marsh Harbor has a very good holding bottom which consists of a
fine and heavy sand that is almost like cement after it dries on
the anchor. There are several holes where the depth reaches
down to 10 feet but, in general you will see 6 to 7 feet at low
tide. After another spectacular breakfast, in case you haven't
picked up on it its Rich's favorite meal to prepare, the Capt. made
a call to the marina and alerted them that we were ready to come
in and get the other vessel out of the slip. Shortly there after we
noticed an Island Packet leaving the marina kind of weaving
through the anchorage saying; is it morning? In any case, with
Rich on the bow directing the extracting on the anchor with his
toes, power winch, and T behind the wheel we succeeded in
getting the anchor up and powered through the anchorage



towards the waiting slip and relief against the winds. That day
the winds continued to clock around towards the northwest and
also continued to build. After the docking and making sure that
everything was in place for the expected winds it was shower and
cleanup time, after-all we were out 2 days and the girls decided
that was enough of that stuff. Later during the day Rich and I
took a walk over to the next marina where The Moorings has their
fleet. We were really looking for Chazz on Spice Girl to insure
that he was mastering the winds. We found that Chazz was just
fine and had just woke up, at least that what he said. Say, did you
ever walk out on a wood pier when the winds were in excess of 30
knots? Well, I can attest to the fact that it isn't easy, as the
winds buffet you and try's to push you off the pier. We did meet
a liveaboard that was adjusting his lines who liked to talk and one
of our questions was, how long are you going to be here? In this
case we found out that the husband was leaving in the AM for
flight to the states for a consulting meeting and the wife is
staying with their vessel which in this case is their home. As to
how long the reply was a month or two or untill spring comes in
the states. As the day progressed so did the increase in the wind
speeds. Luckily Rich's slip was on the south side of the pier and on
the northern side of the pier which was getting all the wind it was
dominated by large power vessels which shielded us from most of
the wind. It was also reassuring to see the marina's dock hands
and the owner walking dock and checking on each vessel and
adjusting the mooring lines if necessary. As you would look out in
the harbor there were a few vessels resetting their anchors
while bouncing around like ping pong balls. As a day went on, it was
suggested that perhaps we should visit other boats and see how
they were making out. Our first lucky recipient was a couple a few
slips further out on the pier that owns a 50 foot power boat.
Don't ask me what kind since it was a power boat, and when we
went info the engine room your could stand up and dance around



the two very large Caterpillar diesel engines that had a hose for
the engine raw water intake that must have been 3 inches in
diameter. I believe that they were somewhere in excess of 350
hp each. Also, sitting there was an 18kw genset for when they
wanted to be out on anchor. I guess I should have sensed that
this was a big boat, and entering the galley it was confirmed.
There facing you was an 18 cubic foot Amana side by side
refrigerator complete with the ice and cold water dispenser on
the door. The rest of the vessel was just as impressive with the
spiral staircase leading to the master suit and another spiral
staircase which led to the guest suit. In case you got lost there
were phones in each room that you call anywhere one the vessel,
to, let us say, to order breakfast in bed perhaps?

Our next indulgency was to visit Jim and Stephanie on board
Enterprise which is a Hunter 466 that was purchased, would you
believe, from Tidewater in Havre DeGrace MD, small world isn't
it? Enterprise is Jim and Stephanie’'s home and it was very
interesting to see how they equipped it to meet their
requirements. For one thing they had a bow thruster installed to
assist with docking. Another feature was a 19" plasma TV that
was mounted on a swivel bracket so that it could be adjusted for
viewing in the master bedroom. We were further amazed in the
quality of the picture when Jim explained that he has a satellite
dish antenna mounted on a camera tripod on the front deck and
can receive TV reception whenever they are in a slip. When asked
how you align the dish Jim pulled out a small box that had a signal
strength meter built in, and all that is required is to adjust the
antenna to the max signal strength, kewl. I+ was also very
interesting to see how they have modified the second head to
become a clothes closet and their methods of storing stuff.



What a great way to spend an afternoon; with people that have
taken the step from vacationing on their boats to people that
have made them their homes. In every case there was a sense of
friendship and hospitality that made you feel that any questions
that you asked would be answered in a truthful and gracious
manor-.

So as the afternoon turned into evening and we all set down to
another great dinner with our hosts and invited guests, George
and Judy from Sea Bonds we were amazed again at the Varity of
great food. Tonight it was a Bahamian chicken and pasta dish
complete with salad and special garlic bread that somehow came
together with a flourish. That along with the rising wind, great
stories of ocean racing, cruising, crossing the Gulf Stream, and
perhaps taking a short cut when returning back to Chesapeake
Bay and it was an evening that everyone enjoyed.

The next morning brought out the sun and everyone was on the
pier obtaining the results of the wind pool. When all the accounts
were tallied and examined for accuracy the results were
announced. The peak sustained wind recorded was 50 knots from
a liveaboard vessel tied at the end of the gas dock.

This day was to be a Nippers day and since it was a Sunday and
their specialty for the Sunday's is a wild pig roast which starts
about 12:00 to 1:00 and continues untill everyone goes home.
Well, considering the windy conditions we all felt that we could
forgo Nippers for the day and enjoy the delights and abundance
of the marina.




As you see the picture on the right shows yet another
remembrance of the hurricane that struck the island last year.
From last reports from the Puddle Pirates the reconstruction of
that marina is well on its way to being ready for the next stormy
season, ..
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Af‘reréd{c'\di) g the dock schedule it was learned that today was
conch shell™day in which you can pick a shell and get instructions
on how to make a conch horn and more importantly how to blow
the call of the islands. The secret of making a great conch horn is
to cut the tip of the shell off that has the spiral wrapping about
3 rings from the tip. For cutting you can use a Dremel tool or
even a hacksaw. Once the tip is cut off properly you have to
remove the small section of shell that remains in the hole. All
that is left then is to seal the hole in the side of the shell that
was made to remove the conch meat with a piece of plastic wrap
and a lot of 3M 5200 sealant. Now comes the interesting part,
making the call of the islands and communication with the outer
reaches of nature while not sounding like a wounded elk. As we all
tried and said that our own calls were the best of the islands
little did we know the Capt Richard was practicing for the big
event that was scheduled for latter in March. We have just
received notification from The Abaconian, the local paper, that
Rich has achieved notoriety and is now a living legion of the
WD40 Seminar. Just to prove it I have attached the write-up
from The Abaconian in case anyone would like to frame it that is
other then Rich. It should be interesting this summer when the



islands sounds come north and once again at sundown you can hear
the calls of the islands.

So as the day proceeded along toward the evening hours it was
once again time to check the rum punch just on the off chance
that somehow it had changed into fruit punch. Also, there were
other important things fo discuss, like what's for supper. Afterall
we did have an island schedule to stick to which in these islands is
normally, have fun, have more fun, find something to eat and
always check on the rum punch for any signs of premature ageing.




So as the sun set in the west and the winds calmed down for

another island night we made the

ultimate decision to go out for CHE S ol BEEEE R @ M urbor A boco Tsland 00
something to eat and o enjoy the '
local music. Our first choice was
Snappas which is right next store
and is part of the marina. Oh yes, I
almost forgot, we now have a FMYC
burgee flying in Snappas, and also at
Nippers so when your in the area
check them out. Getting back to the / - =
story, after ordering a drink, after-all it was a long walk from ‘rhe
boat, we were informed that ordering something to eat would

take about 45 min since the cook was working alone that evening.
Not wanting to wait that long, Rich suggested
we walk across the street to Sapodilly's
Island Bar and Lookout. As soon as walked in
it felt like home again since the staff were
well acquainted with Rich and Judy from, let's
just say a few other nights of fun and
enjoyment. Not to belabor the point but even
the local entertainers walked over fo say hi
and welcome back. Tonight we decided on the

GulP

local specials which were Conch Fritters, S
- - iV

Grouper Bits, and homemade French fries ol

which were great. The entertainment for that E'ﬂi‘}?{gﬁ

night consisted of a singer, a drummer with a

syntheses and a great morocco player who main job was fo get
everyone involved and "be happy mon". Not surprisingly, the girls
got caught up in the music and T thought that we, Rich and T,
would have to restrain them from dancing on the table. Ah, T
should have brought the camera. Afterall, some fimes you never
know what can happen. It was a great evening and after a few rum



and cokes and perhaps a few more we said good night to
Sapodilly’s and followed the conga line that someone painted
across the road and onto the marina dock looking forward to
Monday, our last full day and our trip to Pete's Pub and Gallery.



