Thursday, April 8, 1993

    It's sure good to be back on the water again, away from the crowds and traffic and noise and dirt and hurry-scurry.  Out here, it's so quiet and peaceful, and the air smells so good.  Not much wind, though.  Had to use the engine even when the sails were up.

    We're making terrific time.  Tomorrow we reach the notorious Gulf of Tehuantepec.  There are usually gales blowing there, so we might have to hole up in Hualtuco for a few days.

    This is all new territory for us.  We've never been south of Acapulco before.

Friday, April 9, 1993

    Passed Puerto Escondido in the middle of the night.  Passed Puerto Angel right after breakfast.  At one p.m., we dropped anchor in the harbor at Hualtuco.  This is the last place to hole up before entering the Gulf of Tehuantepec.  We expected a tiny fishing village.  Instead, we found the hub of a grandiose resort development that will take 30 years to complete!  Already there are several first-class hotels and an inner harbor that is well-protected by two sturdily constructed breakwaters and has an attractive promenade all around it. There are a number of clean, sandy beaches.  Thousands of Mexicans are here for the Holy Week vacation.  If I were a Mexican, I'd a lot rather spend my vacation in Hualtuco than in that crowded, noisy, expensive Acapulco.

    We ate lunch, and then Roy replaced the impeller, while I stayed out of his hair by going swimming and paddling.  It was a very great sacrifice on my part, but I managed to bear up under it.

    When he was through replacing the impeller, Roy got ready to go paddling, too.  There was a lot of dirt and goop on the hull from Cabo San Lucas, so he went to get a brush to scrub it off with.  I was still in my Royak, so I got out my sponge and began wiping off some of the goosh.  There were a zillion pangas and jet skis and skidoos and whatnot zooming around, churning up the water.  I was leaning over the side of my Royak, wiping Jofian's hull.  A bunch of waves came along and flipped my Royak, which was fine--the water was warm, and I had my swimsuit on.  I righted the Royak, got back in it, and continued washing the hull.  A couple of minutes later, the same thing happened again.  Unfortunately, this time Roy saw it.  He got all excited and started yelling, "Turn your Royak over!  Turn your Royak over!", which made me mad--as if I didn't have brains enough to know I needed to right my Royak.  Anyway, I turned it right side up, got back in it, and paddled after the cushion.  After I retrieved the cushion and bailed the water out of the back compartment, I turned back towards the boat and was delighted to see a Royak that had pulled its line loose and was drifting merrily away on its own.  So I had the last laugh as I paddled after and retrieved Mr. Royak's Royak.  Yuk yuk.

    There were three other U.S. sailboats here, so we paddled over and talked with some of the people.  They gave us a lot of valuable information, especially that we could get weather reports from Salina Cruz Port Control in fluent English.  We could contact them on VHF channel 16 or 6, or on single sideband, 8242.8 transmit, 8792.8 receive.  We haven't been able to get the nets clearly since we left Puerto Vallarta, so it's good to know where we can get weather information.

    Paddled around for a while.  Then ate supper and enjoyed the delightful evening breeze.  Around 8 o'clock, we pulled up the anchor and headed northeast into the Gulf.  As we were leaving, Roy shone the searchlight on the water, and a thousand fish jumped into the air!  Amazing sight!

Saturday, April 10, 1993

    Motored peacefully all night.  In the morning, a perfect sailing breeze came up--45 degrees, 15-20 knots.  So we turned off the engine, raised the sails, and enjoyed the best sail we've had in quite a while.

    The Gulf of Tehuantepec is one of the windiest places in the world.  Northeast winds in the western Gulf of Mexico sweep across the isthmus, gathering momentum on the way.  By the time they reach the Gulf of Tehuantepec, they're usually at gale force, 40 to 50 knots, and are known as "Tehuantepecers".  The safest way to cross the gulf is by staying close to shore, having "one foot on the beach," as they say.  The Tehuantepecers can come up at any time, without warning.  Many boats have been lost trying to cut straight across the gulf instead of going the extra 30 miles along the coast.

    We had been hugging the coast as we should.  There was a freighter behind us, going the same speed we were.  The land fell away to the west, so I was going to turn to port and continue following the coast. Unfortunately, just then the freighter turned to port.  Apparently, he was going to cut in back of us and pass us on our port side.  I didn't want to confuse him by changing course, so I kept going straight ahead, getting farther and farther from land.  The wind is just as strong no matter where you are, but the waves haven't had a chance to build up close to land.  The farther out you are, the bigger the waves, and they're what do the damage.  Suddenly, we got hit by 30-40 knot winds from the northeast.  We waited until the freighter had passed; then we dropped the sails, started the engine, and headed straight towards land, bouncy, bouncy.  We rounded a point and anchored in Bahia Chipehua.  It was so windy, it took me half an hour just to get the anchor ready.  I had to practically crawl out to the bow on my hands and knees.  Waves kept slapping over the bow, giving me a shower.  By the time I was through, my hair looked as if I'd set it with kindergarten paste while standing in front of an electric fan, using an egg-beater for a comb.  But that's ok; the beauty contest isn't until 
next
 week.

    We could see a lot of people and palapas on the beach.  A panga with about eight guys in it came alongside and asked us in English where we were from and where we were going.  We told them, and Roy gave them a bag of candy, which made them happy.

    We ate lunch and rested a while.  Talked with Salina Cruz Port Control on the VHF and got the weather report: 25-35 knot northeast wind, as we knew.  I wanted to stay where we were until the wind died down, but the anchor chain was being jolted violently and frequently, so Roy decided to head north to Bahia Ventosa (Windy Bay) to get out of the wind.  Okay.

    Expecting a long, rough trip, I went below to take a nap.  To my surprise, when I woke up two hours later, we were already at Salina Cruz!  I don't know how we got there so fast.

    Salina Cruz is a hot, dry, dusty, ugly industrial port.  There's an oil refinery there and a lot of tanks.  It's the sort of place no one would live in unless he was born there.  A person would have to be totally desperate for a job to deliberately move there.

    We didn't want to go into Salina Cruz, so we went around the point and anchored in Bahia Ventosa, where it was relatively calm and peaceful.  We could see a lot of people on the beach and hear music playing.

    We got an update on the weather from Port Control.  The wind would be dying down that night, so we decided to leave at midnight.  Roy lay down in the main cabin to take a nap.  I updated the log, washed the brine out of my hair, and lay down in the aft cabin to take a nap.

Easter Sunday, April 11, 1993

    When I lay down yesterday, I thought Roy would wake me at ten, so we could eat supper and leave, but he let me sleep, bless his heart.  I didn't wake up until after five this morning.  That was quite a nap.

    We got a favorable weather report from Port Control, so right after breakfast, we left.

    As we were leaving the bay, another U.S. sailboat, the "Ossuna", hailed us on VHF.  They had spent the night in Salina Cruz and were about 2 miles behind us.  They're also going to Costa Rica, so they'll be following us quite a ways.  They don't plan on stopping in Puerto Madero, however.

    Delightful breeze this morning.  Perfect temperature.  Had all four sails up, but also used the engine for extra speed.  Around noon, the wind died down, then shifted to southeast, so we were able to continue motorsailing.

    Heidi on the Ossuna called us on the VHF and chatted for a few minutes.  A very calm, peaceful day.

Monday, April 12, 1993

    We made it!  We crossed the dread Golfo de Tehuantepec!  And it was a piece of cake.  Even the one little Tehuantepecer we ran into was a very mild one of short duration.  Most of the time, there was either no wind at all or a nice sailing breeze.  This afternoon was perfect.  We turned off the engine and zoomed along at 6-7 knots.  Boy, that felt good!  So now all we have to do is dodge the pirates of El Salvador, Honduras, and Nicaragua, the papagallo gales of Costa Rica, the muggers and pickpockets of Colon, and the malarial mosquitoes of Belize.  After that we're home free.

    We arrived at Puerto Madero shortly after sunset.  Unfortunately, a ship was coming out just as we approached the breakwater, so we had to stop and wait for him to get out of the way.  That cost us 10 or 15 precious minutes of daylight.  By the time we got into the harbor, it was too dark to find the yacht basin, so we dropped anchor in the outer harbor.  I had a feeling we weren't supposed to be there, but Roy said we were in 12 feet of water, so there was no danger of big ships coming that way.  I felt sleepy, so I lay down on the foredeck to take a nap, but before I could get to sleep, the sound of a motor roused me.  An unlit panga with three guys in it pulled up next to the Jofian.  It was too dark to see them clearly, so we assumed they were fishermen come to offer us fish.  I asked, "Pescado?"  (Fish?)  That was a mistake.  They turned out to be "Armada de Mexico", Mexican Navy, telling us we couldn't anchor there.  They didn't speak English, but their Spanish was plain enough.  I told them, "No podemos ver" (We can't see), but they didn't care.  They knew one word of English and they used it: "Move!  Move!"  So we pulled up the anchor, and they zoomed off.

    According to our chart, there were two basins off the main harbor, but it was too dark to see the channels that led to them.  A brightly lit dredge happened to come in at that moment, so we decided to follow it, assuming it was on its way to the large ship harbor, but it only went a short way and dropped anchor.  We couldn't see if there was enough room to squeeze by him, so Roy started going around in circles. We were afraid we might have to spend the night circling, but then the Navy panga came zooming back, shouting, "Move!  Move!"  Again I said, "No podemos ver!"  They indicated we should follow them, and they proceeded slowly ahead of us.  Since they had no light, I stood in the bow shining the searchlight on them, so Roy could see where to go.  It was a pitch dark night; we had no idea where we were going.  For a while, I was afraid they were going to take us outside the breakwater and make us anchor in the ocean, but soon we could make out the outlines of other sailboats at anchor.  The Navy guys said, "OK aqui," and zoomed off, so we dropped anchor, still not really knowing where we were.

    We'd no sooner anchored than two boys in an inflatable chugged up and asked if we wanted diesel.  We asked how much, and they told us 1200 a liter, which works out to about $1.60 a gallon, which is pretty high.  We said, "Manana," and they left.

    Fortunately, Roy only wanted a light supper, so we ate some soup and canned peaches.  Then I collapsed into bed and zombied out.

Tuesday, April 13, 1993

    Daylight!  We can finally see where we are.  Apparently, we're in the "yacht basin".  The water is filthy, and the land is flat but green.  There are half a dozen other sailboats here, three of them from Canada and the rest from the U.S.  There are also a lot of rusty old fishing boats.  The naval base is nearby; we can see the guys drilling in their white uniforms.

    The Ossuna arrived early this morning, so we finally know how to spell her name.  She's from Canada, not the U.S.  They hadn't planned on stopping here, but they had a problem with their rudder, so they put in for repairs.

    About 7 a.m., a neatly dressed, middle-aged Mexican man pulled up in a little rowboat and offered to bring us diesel for 1000 old pesos a liter ($1.33 a gallon).  That's a really good service; it saves us both time and money.  Otherwise, we'd have to ferry the jerry cans ashore in our Royaks, hire a taxi to take us to a Pemex station and back, and then ferry the cans back out to the boat in our Royaks.  What a hassle!  This guy does it all for us.  He pays 850 a liter for the diesel, so he only makes about 5 cents a liter, and he certainly earns it.

    While we were talking to him, a gringo from the U.S. sailboat "Sea Aura" came over in his dinghy and assured us Andres was totally honest, so we gave him 8 cans (all his little boat would hold) and told him we'd have more for him tomorrow.  We paid him $55 U.S., since we didn't have enough pesos.  He said he'd bring the diesel at 4 o'clock.

    The guy from the Sea Aura is single-handing on a shoestring.  He has no navigation instruments other than a compass.  Doesn't even have a sextant.  He's doing it all by dead reckoning and luck.  He has a VHF radio but no shortwave or single-sideband.  So far he seems to be doing just fine.  He's going the same way we are--through the Canal and up the East Coast to Maine.  He's from New England originally, too.  Apparently, humans are impelled to return to their natal place, like salmon and migrating whales.

    He gave us a lot of really valuable information, especially the time and frequency of an excellent weather broadcast from Bermuda.

    According to the chartlet we have of this place, it's 2 or 3 miles from here to the Port Captain's office, so we got our papers and paddled over there in our Royaks.  To our amazement, it was hardly any distance at all.  The channels that looked so long on the chartlet were practically non-existent, and the big basin for large ships was tiny.  It's a good thing we didn't try to go into it in the dark; we'd have run into land.

    There was no good place to land our Royaks in the "ship basin", so we returned to the "yacht basin" and pulled up on a small ramp near the fishing-boat wharf.  We put our clothes on over our swimsuits and took off.

    It was just a short walk to the Port Captain's office.  We got checked in and paid our port fees (7 pesos).  The Port Captain wanted four more copies of our papers, so we told him we'd get them made in Tapachula, which is a city about 18 miles from here.  (There's nothing in Puerto Madero.)

    We started walking towards the bus stop, but fortunately a taxi came along and took us the 4 miles for 3 pesos ($1).  The bus fare to Tapachula was 3 pesos each.

    Tapachula turned out to be quite a large and bustling town.  We had no trouble finding a copy place and getting our copies made.  Then we went to a farmacia (drugstore), a cambio (money exchange), and a larga distancia (long-distance office).  I phoned Nancy and found out she wouldn't be able to get her vacation until June, so she'll meet us on the East Coast instead of in Panama.  I'll phone her again when we get to Florida.

    We walked around, drank some good orange juice, ate some delicious ice cream, and bought some yucky bread and milk.  Then we tried to find the bus back to Puerto Madero but couldn't.  We hadn't paid enough attention to the streets.  It was getting late, so we took a cab.  The fare was only 30 pesos ($10), and he took us right to the ramp.

    Unfortunately, it was a few minutes after four when we got back to the boat, and Andres had already delivered the fuel.  He must have had an awfully hard time lifting those 40-pound cans from his rowboat to the deck.  He's slightly built.

    Our anchor had dragged about 50 or 60 feet on the mucky bottom.  Luckily, we hadn't hit any other boats, but we were quite close to land.  Also, our chain had snagged the stern line of Gypsy Wind, but Roy managed to free it.  We repositioned the boat and dropped two anchors.

    At 6:30, we listened to the weather forecast from Bermuda.  It came in loud and clear for 45 minutes, but then it faded out.  The guy does a terrific job and performs a very valuable service, all for free.  We VHF'd the guy on Sea Aura and told him what we'd learned.

    Incidentally, the guy on Sea Aura tried to leave today, but he didn't get very far; he ran aground in the outer harbor and lost his stern anchor.  He came back to the "yacht basin", found someone to help him, and went back to the outer harbor and retrieved his anchor.  He'll try again tomorrow.

    Two or three other boats have left.

Wednesday, April 14, 1993

    Finally managed to get the Central American Breakfast Club on shortwave.  They gave a very favorable forecast for the next few days for the area we're going to.  I VHF'd Sea Aura again and told him.  He left shortly thereafter.  The Ossuna left, too.  There are only three other sailboats besides us here now.

    Andres came early for our other six cans.  This time he said he'd bring them back at ten.  We wanted to leave early for the Port Captain's office, but we waited until ten.  Unfortunately, he didn't show up.  When he wasn't here by eleven, we decided we couldn't wait any longer, so we left.  No sooner got to the ramp than Andres' son showed up, saying he had the diesel.  Roy was going to go back to the boat and help him lift it onto the deck, but the son had a friend with him and said he didn't need Roy's help.  So we'd waited all that time for nothing.

    When we got to the Port Captain's office, it turned out he hadn't wanted four more copies of our check-in papers; he wanted four copies of our check-out papers.  I'd made seven copies of them, so that was fine.  He typed on them and told us to go to Migracion at the airport and then return to him.  The Sea Aura guy had told us he went to Migracion in Tapachula.  Since we were going in to Tapachula anyway, that would be more convenient for us, so we asked the Port Captain if we could go to Migracion in Tapachula, and he said we could.

    We took a cab to the bus stop and rode the bus to Tapachula.  The taxis here are a wonder.  They look as if they'd been hauled out of a junkyard and patched up with baling wire and chewing gum.  When you open the door, it nearly comes off in your hand.  The upholstery is either missing or in tatters.  There are holes in the floor.  We marvel that the things keep running, but they do.

    This isn't tourist resort Mexico; this is the real McCoy.  The thatched dwellings and palapas, the half-starved cattle with their bones nearly protruding through their hides, the chickens in the bedrooms, the open-air stands selling everything under the sun, the happy brown children swimming in the filthy water, the courteous, friendly, soft-spoken people--yes, this is really Mexico.

    We rode to the end of the bus line and then took a cab to Migracion.  (Incidentally, the taxis here don't have meters, so before you get in, you tell the driver where you're going and ask how much.)  When we got to Migracion, they told us they couldn't process our papers there; we had to go to the airport.  So now we're wondering about the guy on the Sea Aura.  How did he get his papers processed in Tapachula?  Or did he?  He doesn't know any Spanish; maybe they told him the same thing, but he didn't understand.  Maybe he thinks his papers are in order, but they're not.  I hope he doesn't get sent back to Mexico when he reaches Costa Rica; that would be a terrible shame.  But it's too late to do anything about it now; he's well on his way.

    We walked back towards the zocalo, hoping a bus would come along that was going there.  By dumb luck, we came upon the local market.  There were stands on the street and stands in the buildings going back hundreds of feet.  Everything was crowded together in glorious chaos.  We bought the best cauliflower we've seen since we've been in Mexico, a nice, firm head of cabbage, lovely red tomatoes, carrots, etc.  But their eggs were loose, and I hadn't brought our empty egg carton, so we had to go to the super market for eggs.

    We soon found the zocalo (town square).  Ate our usual lunch of orange juice and ice cream.  While we were eating the ice cream, a handsome boy of 13 came up and began talking to us--in perfect English!  He had learned English from the GI's while shining shoes at the U.S. base in Honduras, his native land.  He had run away from home and come to Mexico hoping for better opportunities, but he couldn't get a job because he wasn't a Mexican citizen, so he was living on the streets.  What a pity!  He's very bright, courteous, and pleasant and could go far with a decent education.

    When we were wandering around looking for the zocalo, we saw lots of Puerto Madero buses go by, but now that we wanted one, we couldn't see a one, so we took a taxi to the airport.

    They have an attractive modern terminal but very little activity.  There was no one at the booth labeled "Migracion".  After waiting a while, I asked a uniformed woman when they would be back.  She took us around a corner to the Migracion office, but there was no one there either, so she told us to sit down and wait.  We waited.  And waited.  And waited.  Fortunately, the building was air-conditioned.

    Finally, two uniformed officials came along and took us into the office.  They stamped our papers and passports.  I had heard on the Breakfast Club that Costa Rica requires your passport to be stamped, dated, and signed.  They had stamped and dated them but hadn't signed them.  I asked them to sign, but they refused, saying it wasn't necessary.  Great.

    We walked back to the road, caught a bus to Puerto Madero, got off at the crossroads, and took a dilapidated cab to the Port Captain's office.  Got there a few minutes after four, but everything was closed.  If we hadn't wasted all that time waiting for Andres and Migracion, we'd have made it.  We had planned on leaving this evening, but now we have to wait until morning.

    Returned to the boat.  Our six diesel cans were there, and our anchors hadn't dragged.  All is well.

Thursday, April 15, 1993

    On the Breakfast Club this morning, a woman asked if anyone would be coming to Golfito in the next 2 or 3 weeks.  I got on and said we were on our way to El Coco and were going directly to Golfito from there.  She asked me to bring her 10 pounds of dried catfood, and I said I would.  She can't find it in Golfito, but she knew it was available in El Coco.  Her name is Fairfax, and her boat is Panache.

    When Roy and I were walking to the Port Captain's office, a small truck pulled up, driven by a uniformed middle-aged man.  He introduced himself as Israel and said he was the "official Port Captain".  He offered us a ride to the office, so Roy got into the back of the truck, and I got into the cab.  Israel turned out to be the "famous" Israel of John Rains' book, "Cruising Ports".  He's very proud of that and had Roy autograph his copy of the book, which had a zillion other autographs in it.

    He dropped us off, and we went up the steps to the office.  The guy quickly processed our papers and returned them, but no zarpe.  A zarpe is an international clearance.  According to everything we've read, a zarpe is needed to take a boat from one country to another.  I asked the guy for one, and he said the crew list was the zarpe.  I told him I thought it was a separate document, but he insisted we had everything we needed.  So now I've got to worry all the way to Costa Rica as to whether or not they'll let us in.

    Another sailboat had come in--the Illusion with Mickey and Greg.  I stopped by on my way back to the Jofian and gave them information about Andres, Migracion, etc.

    It was sure nice having the new chain washer when we pulled up the anchors, so we could wash off all the black muck instead of having it go down into the fo'c'sle.

    It was an absolutely perfect day for sailing.  The wind was in exactly the right direction and the right speed, so we zoomed along at 6-7 knots.  Boy, did it feel good!  So cool and refreshing!  If this keeps up, we'll be in Costa Rica in nothing flat.

Friday, April 16, 1993

    But it didn't keep up.  No wind at all today.  Hot and sultry.  Had to motor all day.  Making good time, though.

    This is a new experience for us.  We'll be completely out of sight of land for more than four days.  Everywhere we look, all we see is ocean.  Ocean and sky.

Saturday, April 17, 1993

    Passed the halfway point in the wee small hours.  Two more days and we'll be in Costa Rica!

    When I came on for my 4 a.m. watch, Roy said we were heading into a storm.  Some storm.  We got three tiny drops of rain.  Felt good.  However, on his watch, there was loud thunder, lightning, and a fairly strong wind throwing spray over the bow.  There was a lot of heat lightning last night, too.

    The Breakfast Club came in very clearly this morning.  A man from the U.S. who's lived in El Coco (where we're going) for 28 years sounded as if he were standing next to me.  I talked with him about our lack of a zarpe, and he said he didn't think that would be a problem.  That made me feel a lot better.  His name's Maury.  He gave me his phone number and wants us to phone him when we arrive.

    For a few hours this morning, we were able to sail easily at 3-4 knots, but then the breeze died, and we had to motor.

    What a terrific birthday present--I've got the whole ocean to play with!  Roy served me a delicious lunch of baked beans, fruit cocktail, and a beautiful birthday cake made of slices of Milky Way.  Such a wonderful, wonderful birthday!

     Even the porpoises put on a terrific show for the occasion.  Some of them leaped completely out of the water, as much as four feet above the surface!

    Shortly after 4 p.m., we saw a sailboat on the horizon directly in front of us.  The sails were down and she was just drifting, so we soon caught up with her.  It was Sea Aura!  What an amazing coincidence, on all this vast expanse of water, that we'd have happened to take the exact same route!  Roy slowed the engine, and we slowly circled the Sea Aura, chatting with the guy (whose name we can't remember, unfortunately).  He hadn't used his engine at all, so he was often becalmed.  Asked him about Migracion.  Apparently, he did get his papers processed in Tapachula.  Don't know why we couldn't.  Maybe the necessary official wasn't there when we arrived.

    After chatting for 20 minutes or so, we took off, watching Sea Aura disappear in the distance behind us.

    The Bermuda weather man came in exceptionally clearly.  While I was listening to him, the Sea Aura guy called on VHF and asked if I had gotten any weather forecasts.  (He doesn't have shortwave.)  I told him I was listening right then and would call him back as soon as I got the report.  Unfortunately, the weather man was busy talking with boats in the Caribbean.  It was 45 minutes before I could get on, and by then the Sea Aura was out of VHF range.  The forecast was continued light variable winds until we reached the Gulf of Papagallo. Then there would be "moderate" winds of 20-25 knots.

Sunday, April 18, 1993

    When I got up for my 4 a.m. watch, a freighter was 2 miles away and heading right towards us.  At least it looked as if he was heading towards us.  Apparently, he saw us.  He passed 1 3/4 miles away.

    When my watch was over at 6, I went back to bed but got up at 7 for the Breakfast Club, forgetting that this is Sunday and the club isn't on.  When I couldn't get anything on the radio, I went back to bed.

    When I got up for my 8 o'clock watch, the wind was starting to blow.  Within minutes, it was howling.  Roy estimated its speed at 40-45 knots.  Fortunately, it was in the right direction.  We were scooting along with just the headsail out.  Lightning was flashing, thunder booming directly overhead, and rain was coming down in torrents.  We scrambled around closing portholes and hatches, but plenty of water had already come in.  The man in Costa Rica had told me the rainy season had started early this year.  He wasn't just awhistlin' Dixie.  It sure felt good to be in our snug doghouse.

    Fifteen minutes later, the wind had died to nothing and the rain had changed from a torrent to a mere downpour.  We had to roll up the headsail and start the engine.

    Roy hooked up the rain-catcher and filled the tank with good fresh rainwater.

    When he tried to start the propane stove for breakfast, the lighter wouldn't work.  Never at a loss, he got his blowtorch (okay, brazing torch) and lit the stove with that.  By noon, however, the lighter was working again.

    The rain quit in the afternoon, but the sky remained overcast.

    Roy's been trolling every day.  Sometimes he gets a bite, but when he reels it in, there's nothing there.  Twice, even the hook and lure were gone.

Monday, April 19, 1993

    Quite a bit of headwind in the morning and we thought we'd be fighting it all day, but the wind soon died down and we motorsailed easily the rest of the day.

    The Breakfast Club came in loud and clear.  Talked with Maury again about entry procedures.

    A miracle!  Roy caught a fish!  It's just a little bitty tuna, but it will make a couple of meals.  And boy, is it delicious!

    Arrived at Bahia del Coco at 5 p.m., so we were able to anchor in daylight.  Wow, we're in Costa Rica!  Ossuna got here yesterday.

    No sooner were we anchored than a young French woman named Emmanuelle pulled up in her dinghy, wanting to know if we wanted a haircut.  She and her husband came down a few days ago from San Diego on their 26-foot boat, "Runaway".  They want to go to the Virgin Islands, but they're running out of money, so they're going to try to sell the boat and fly there.  She's also trying to make a little money cutting hair.

    After she left, Roy and I went paddling.  He went over to the Ossuna and chatted with them.  I went in the opposite direction to check out the pier and the reef.  There's an ugly reef that runs hundreds of feet out from the beach.  To my surprise, a fishing boat had run aground on it.  You'd think a local boat would know better.

    Had a weird experience on my way back to the Jofian.  Something hopped into my Royak and began flopping around next to me!  I don't know if it was a flying fish or what.  I was so startled that I let out a yelp and jumped into the water, turning my Royak over in the process, so whatever was in it fell out, and I never got to see it.

    El Coco is an attractive, prosperous-looking community.  There are white picket fences and well-built two-storey houses.  And the Port Captain, Immigration, and Customs are all in one place!

    It's very quiet and peaceful here.  We're really enjoying it.

Tuesday, April 20, 1993

    Went in to del Coco to check in, but the Port Captain and Migracion weren't there.  Customs told us to come back tomorrow at ten.

    Wandered around town looking for propane, but couldn't find it.  This town (village) is larger than I thought.  It's spread all over the map.  The streets are unpaved, except for the highway to the city of Liberia.  Most of the people are quite poor.  The fancy houses we noted yesterday belong to gringos.

    There are several tiny grocery stores here.  Went to the largest, but they didn't have dried catfood.

    Phoned Maury, and he immediately invited us out to his house.  He's a very nice old man.  He'll be 88 in a couple of months, but he's in excellent health and quite spry.  His mind is still mighty sharp.  He remembers names and call-signs of people he knew 30 and more years ago.  He's been a ham since he was a little kid.  His wife of 60 years died 5 years ago, so he lives alone in a little house in back of his son's vacation house.  His son, Jim, is an earth scientist and quite wealthy.

    Maury loved to sail.  He had a 55-foot wooden ketch that he and his family spent years cruising in.  Now his son owns the boat, "Doubloon".

    He had to go into town to pay some bills, so he took us with him.  He just got his driver's license renewed, so now, he says, he has to live another four years.

    He also took us across the street to meet his old friend, Bill.  Bill is 83, but a wreck.  He's overweight, has two artificial knees, and had a stroke a year or so ago, so now he's confined to a wheelchair, but he still smokes.  His wife died last fall.

    We were with Maury most of the afternoon and then went back in the evening to watch his slides.  He showed us lots of interesting slides from his sailing days and told many tales to go along with them.

Wednesday, April 21, 1993

    Went to Migracion at ten, but it was closed.  Found out the Migracion officer was in the customs office, so we went over there.  Half a dozen other gringos were there, too, trying to get their papers processed.  Fortunately, there was a Frenchman there who spoke fluent Spanish and English, so he interpreted for us.  Neither the Migracion officer nor the customs officer spoke English.  The Port Captain was still off sick.  The other two did what they could, but they didn't seem to know what they were doing.  Took an hour and a half to do what should have taken 5 or 10 minutes.

    When we finally got out of there, we zoomed over to Maury's.  He had told me on the Breakfast Club that Bill's housekeeper's son had been in an accident, so she had taken the day off.  Maury didn't want Bill to be alone, so he asked us to stay with him a while, and I had said we would, but by the time we got there, it was noon, and we had to leave at one to catch the two o'clock bus into Liberia.

    The bus was large, clean, comfortable.  We enjoyed seeing the countryside.  Liberia is a fairly large city with nicely paved streets but almost no traffic.  There were more bicycles than cars.

    Went to an attractive, modern, air-conditioned bank.  I had forgotten to bring my passport, so I was afraid they wouldn't cash my Travelers' Check, but they accepted my driver's license as ID.

    The Costa Rican monetary unit is the colone, which is worth less than a penny.  A hundred colones are equivalent to approximately 75 cents.

    We ate some ice cream and walked around looking for propane.  Didn't find any as usual.  Went to a large super market and bought a bunch of groceries, but they didn't have dried catfood.  They sell eggs by weight in paper bags.  Got some anyway.

    Prices here are ridiculously low.  Our 37-kilometer bus ride cost 250 colones for both of us.  We got huge glasses of delicious fresh-

squeezed orange juice for 75 colones each.  Our basketful of groceries cost less than 2000 colones.

    We wanted to catch the 4:30 bus back to Playas del Coco.  By the time we got out of the super market, it was 4:15.  We thought we knew the way back to the bus stop, but we soon realized we were hopelessly lost.  Nothing looked the least bit familiar.  Saw a couple of people who appeared to be waiting for a bus, so I asked them if that was the stop for the Playas del Coco bus.  The man gestured broadly, indicating we should go that way and that way and that way and that way, so we went that way and that way and that way and that way, but still nothing looked familiar.  Then all of a sudden we saw a bus terminal two blocks ahead of us, and there sat a bus that looked like the one we had come in on.  We zoomed over there and to our joy saw "Playas del Coco" painted on the windshield.  We got on, paid our fare, and sat down (not next to each other; the bus was crowded and we were lucky to get seats at all).  Two seconds later, the bus started.  That was too close for comfort.

    Got back to the boat at six.  Ate supper and relaxed.

    I am completely covered with mosquito bites.  Spent half the night scratching.

Thursday, April 22, 1993

    This wasn't one of our better days.  But it wasn't one of the worst, either.

    When we paddled to town, the wind was blowing, and the surf was fairly heavy.  I wiped out going through the surf.  One would think, since I knew there was a good chance I'd dump, that I'd have taken off my glasses and put on my goggles.  Unfortunately, I had flipped several times previously without losing my glasses, so I had become over-confident.  This time, however, I found myself pinned under my Royak.  I felt my glasses coming off and could have caught them, but at the moment I was more interested in saving my head than my glasses, so I let them go.  Later, Roy and I spent ten minutes feeling around for them, but to no avail.  Some nearsighted flounder is wearing them now.

    The Frenchman told us the Migracion official had made a mistake on our papers and wanted us to go back so she could correct them.  This morning, she was in the Migracion office, so we went over there.  She had stamped our papers for exiting the country instead of entering.  Didn't take her long to correct them.

    The Port Captain was in this morning.  He was very pleasant and spoke some English.  He processed our papers quickly and gave us a national zarpe.  At last we're free to leave.

    Went to a little variety store.  Purchased a bunch of postcards for 25 colones apiece and some really nice sandals for an incredible 1200 colones a pair.  At REI, they're $60.

    We had put out two anchors so we wouldn't drag, but when I raised the anchor, the second anchor was missing and the main anchor was hanging upside down with the chain twisted around it.  Weird.  Roy managed to get the main anchor righted, but we never found the second anchor.  So this was a day of expensive losses.

    Forgot to take Dramamine before we left.  By the time I remembered it, I wasn't feeling too hot.  Spent the next two hours wondering if I was going to get sick, but then I suddenly felt fine.

    We wanted to go to Bahia Flamingo to get fuel, but the chart and the GPS didn't jibe.  Our GPS position on the chart indicated we were on dry land.  But eventually Roy found the way.

    There's a very nice hotel at Bahia Flamingo, and they're in the process of building a good marina.  They have a long way to go, but at least there's a fuel dock.

    Never had such an easy time getting fuel.  The two attendants took our throw lines and secured us to the dock.  They filled all our jerry cans for us; in the U.S., you have to do it yourself.  They even lifted the full cans onto the boat and hosed off the deck.  What service!  We tipped them 100 colones each, which isn't much in U.S. money but might be an hour's pay down here.

    Diesel is one thing that isn't cheap.  It costs 48 colones a liter, which works out to about $1.50 a gallon.

    After fueling, we went outside the breakwater and dropped anchor for the night.

Friday, April 23, 1993

    On the Breakfast Club this morning, Fairfax was still asking for ten pounds of dried catfood.  I signed on and tried to tell her we had gone to every store in del Coco and the super market in Liberia without finding dry catfood, but she didn't hear me.  Bill chimed in with, "Feed that cat fish heads."

    Had a great sailing wind this morning.  15-30 knots out of the east.  Zoomed along at 6-7 knots with just the headsail, but in the afternoon we had to motorsail.

    Roy caught two beautiful tuna!  Yummy!

    Lightning at night, but no thunder.

Saturday, April 24, 1993

    A very hot, lazy day.  No wind, no waves.  Motored all day with Charlie doing the steering, so Roy and I had nothing to do but count the drops of sweat dripping off the ends of our noses.  And we still have hundreds of miles to go farther south!

    In the middle of the afternoon, we turned off the engine and let the boat drift while we swam in the beautiful clear blue water.  The water is the clearest and bluest you can possibly imagine.  And oh! so refreshing.

    Roy got up the energy to work on the generator.  He found a blocked jet and cleaned it.  The generator now runs beautifully--as long as there's no load on it.  The instant you put the slightest load on it, the generator dies.  But Roy has some ideas as to how to fix it.

    More lightning at night without thunder.

Sunday, April 25, 1993

    What an interesting day this turned out to be!

    We were just outside Golfo Dulce at 3 a.m. but decided to wait until daylight to enter, since it's rather narrow and has some shoals. At 5, it was light enough, so we entered the gulf.  Roy slept, Charlie steered, and I kept a sharp lookout.

    This is a very pretty place.  The land is covered with dense green jungle.

    We arrived at Golfito shortly before 9 a.m. and anchored near one of the yacht clubs.  Ate breakfast and then paddled to the yacht club dock.  The people here are very friendly and pleasant.  They had no objections whatsoever to our tying to their dock.

    Since it's Sunday, we can't check in, so we walked around.  As usual in this part of the world, there are a great many buses and taxis but relatively few private cars.

    We had read about the "Free Trade Zone" here, where you can buy U.S. products duty free, so we walked over there to see what they had. What an amazing place!  It looked like a combination K-Mart, Price Club, and flea market.  There were hundreds and hundreds of people there, spending tens of thousands of colones buying all kinds of appliances.  We saw one pickup after another driving down the road with a refrigerator or washer or stove.  Even more remarkable were the "excursion buses" that brought scores of people in from outlying areas and then drove them and their purchases back.  They were having lots of fun trying to squish air-conditioning units, vacuum cleaners, TV's, etc., into the luggage compartments.

    Costa Rica looks like a poor country, but apparently some people have money.  I kept wondering how many years the average person had to save in order to buy a refrigerator.

    In order for us to buy anything there, we would have to show our passports, get a "tarjeta" (card), and then wait 24 hours before we could actually purchase anything.  The place where you get the tarjetas is closed on Sunday, so we'll have to get the tarjeta tomorrow and shop on Tuesday.  We're mainly interested in scarce grocery products, such as instant oatmeal.

    We were allowed to wander around and look.  To our surprise, there was a bank that was open on Sunday, so we went in and cashed a Travelers' Check.  (Most of the money from the one we had cashed in Liberia went for fuel at Bahia Flamingo.)

    There were a zillion shops selling appliances, and a few selling clothes or perfume, but nothing much in the way of groceries except some good old U.S. candy bars, so we'll buy some of those Tuesday.

    They certainly had a lot of familiar brand names: Westinghouse, Kelvinator, GE, Black & Decker, Oster, etc.

    The day was hot, sunny, sultry.  We were starting to droop, so after we left the Trade Zone, we caught a local bus to the other end of town.  The fare is only 25 colones (less than 20 cents).

    We went to the other yacht club, Las Gaviotas.  They have a nice open-air restaurant overlooking the water, so we decided to eat lunch there.  Had chicken salad, fruit juice, and milk shakes.  Good and satisfying.  They also have a clean, attractive swimming pool there.

    While we were eating, a few drops of rain began to fall, which cooled things off considerably.  After lunch, I tried to phone Kathy but got a recording, saying her number had been changed and was unlisted.  Nuts.

    We began walking back to the boat.  It was still sprinkling, which felt good.  Cool and refreshing.  Then the lightning started streaking across the sky, the thunder crashed directly overhead, the wind blew harder, and the rain came down heavier and heavier.  By the time we were halfway to the boat, we were drenched and cool.  The rain was so thick, we could scarcely see.  Finally found our way to the dock.  The kind, considerate people on a sailboat tied to the dock had lifted our Royaks onto the dock.  We had rather stupidly left our Royaks in the water on the windward side of the dock in the calm of morning, never thinking the weather might change.  They'd have been banged to pieces if they hadn't been put on the dock, so we're very grateful.

    We didn't bother to take our clothes off (had our swimsuits on underneath), since they were already totally soaked.  Launched our Royaks on the lee side of the dock.  Hopped in fast and blew back to the boat.  Fortunately, the wind was blowing towards the Jofian, so we were there in nothing flat.  I grabbed the anchor chain to slow me down and then tried to grab the side of the boat, but the ladder was up, so there was nothing to get a hold on, and I blew right past the boat.  Fortunately, I was able to turn around and paddle like crazy back to the boat.  Roy thought he was going to have to rescue me, but I fooled him.  I pulled the ladder down, scrambled aboard, and pulled my Royak onto the deck in a twinkling.  Then Roy came aboard.  He immediately started filling the water tank with rain water.  The rain was coming down so hard, in almost no time the tank and both sun-

shower bags were full.  Then Roy drained the emergency tank and filled it.  In the meantime, I went out on deck in my swimsuit and washed the salt out of my hair.  The wind was blowing like crazy, and the rain was pelting me like hail, but it did a great job of shampooing my hair.  So now we're all nice and clean and have plenty of fresh water.

Monday, April 26, 1993

    There was practically nothing on the boat to eat for breakfast, and we're nearly out of propane, so we ate some bread and jam and then paddled ashore and ate breakfast at the yacht club restaurant.  Had scrambled eggs, toast and jam, orange juice, and big plates of fruit.  Delicioso!

    We'd forgotten our heavy-duty shopping bags, so Roy went back to the boat to get them, while I went to a copy service to have copies of our papers made for the Port Captain.  Roy stopped to chat with a guy on a boat whose name turned out to be Steve and his father's name was Roy.  Quite a coincidence!

    For once, we had no problem finding the Port Captain's office, but the Port Captain wasn't there.  We went down the hall to Migracion, and they said the Port Captain would be in at 7 tomorrow morning.

    We wanted to go to the "big city" of Neily, 37 kilometers away.  Waited at the bus top for over an hour.  When the bus finally came, it was a fairly nice bus, and we managed to get seats.  The fare was only 80 colones each!

    It was an interesting trip.  The road went way up into the mountains.  The mountains were covered with dense green jungle.  We passed many small farms.  The meadows were lush green, with fat, contented cattle.  Saw a lot of bananas growing.  (Bananas do not grow on trees; they grow on thick stalks, like corn.)  Lots of palm trees, too.

    The bus made lots of stops.  We came to a major intersection where a lot of people got off and others got on.  A peddler got on the bus selling some sort of frozen concoction.  Brave Roy was so thirsty he bought one!  It cost 25 colones and turned out to be frozen sugar water with some sort of green coloring.  He survived.

    It took an hour and a half to reach Neily.  When we got there, I didn't believe we were really there.  I was expecting a city like Liberia, but Neily was nothing but an overgrown village.  The streets rambled all over the place.  There were a lot of little stores, but no plaza, no parks, nothing at all attractive.

    We wandered around looking for propane, and as usual didn't find it (in quart bottles, that is; it's readily available in large tanks.) A German who spoke fluent Spanish and some English told us the propane bottles aren't available anywhere in Costa Rica but are in Panama, so that's encouraging.

    Found a grocery store that had a few things we needed.  Got a nice firm head of cabbage, a loaf of whole wheat bread, orange juice, and milk.  (Fresh milk is just about impossible to find in this country.  They have unrefrigerated cartons of milk similar to canned milk.)  I also got a small package of Quaker oatmeal; it will be interesting to see if it resembles the oatmeal we get in the U.S.

    Got some Robitussin at a drugstore but wasn't able to find clip-on sunglasses.  Roy bought some mangoes and a wind-up alarm clock.

    When we had gotten off the bus in Neily, I had asked the driver what time he returned to Golfito, and I had understood him to say at 3, 5:30, and 7:30.  It was getting close to 3, so we returned to the bus terminal.  The Golfito bus wasn't there yet, so we ate a couple of ice cream bars.  Then I noticed a schedule on the wall that said the bus to Golfito left at 2:30 and 4:30.  Terrific.  We had just missed the 2:30 and now had to wait an hour and a half for the next one.

    But we were very glad we were in the terminal, because rain suddenly began coming down in torrents.  I've never seen such heavy rain.  It was solid sheets.  Half expected to see Noah's ark go floating by.

    After waiting half an hour, we began wondering how much a cab would cost.  The 4:30 bus would get us to Golfito at six.  By then it's dark.  There were cabs pulling in and out every few minutes, so I asked a driver, and he said he'd take us to Golfito for 2000 colones.  That's about $15, but we'd be in Golfito before the bus even left Neily and we'd have some daylight left to do things in, so we took it.

    The cabs here aren't the least bit like the ones in Puerto Madero. They're nearly new and all in good condition.  You don't have to worry about the door coming off in your hand.

    Had a fun trip back.  Got to the yacht club at 4:15.  It had rained there off and on, but not heavy.

    When we got back to the boat, Roy finished repairing the generator.  How wonderful to be able to use the microwave oven again!  We can only run one thing at a time, but that's all I need.

    After supper, Roy turned on the TV.  To my amazement, several channels came in sharp and clear.  They must be relayed from San Jose (the capital); I'm sure there aren't any stations in Golfito.

    We watched the Channel 7 news.  It was in Spanish, but from the pictures and a few words, we gathered that some judges had been kidnapped at gunpoint by armed men!  We hope this isn't the start of a revolution or something.  Costa Rica is a lovely country with a democratic government and nice, kind, pleasant, helpful people.  It would be a terrible shame to have it torn apart.

    In 1869, free primary education was made mandatory for both girls and boys.  The death penalty was abolished in 1882, and the armed forces in 1949.  Perpetual neutrality was declared in 1983.  The people here really go out of their way to be helpful.  They're always smiling, happy, friendly, even though most live in terrible poverty.  Unemployment is high, and the standard wage is equivalent to 65 cents an hour.  Some of the houses are fairly nice, but many are wretched little hovels you wouldn't kennel a dog in.  Yet the people are always dressed in clean clothes (hand washed, of course).  Most of the people are far slimmer than most of the people in Mexico.  In fact, most are quite trim and athletic-looking.  They must have a far healthier diet than the people of Mexico.

    We never did go back to the Free Trade Zone for our tarjetas, but that's ok; there isn't much of anything there we're interested in anyway.




