Tuesday, September 12, 1995

    Went downtown on the eleven-o'clock bus.  Roy bought something at a drugstore while I went to the post office to mail Meghan's present.  I was totally stunned by the amount of postage for a small, light package.  Also checked for General Delivery mail, but as usual, there was nothing.

    Walked to Immigration and got our extension.  They asked why we wanted to stay longer, which surprised us.  Roy said we were waiting out the hurricane season.

    Went to the Tourist Information office to find out where Radio Shack or some other electronics parts store is.  Roy needs to buy a small-point soldering iron to try to repair the handheld VHF radio.  They gave us the address of a place called Microtech.  We knew it would be closed for siesta at that hour, so we ate lunch at McDonald's and then took a bus ride to Santa Catarina just to see what was there. Nothing to shout about.  On the way back, we got off at Promenade Plaza and went to Microtech.  They didn't carry soldering irons, but they told us where we could get one.  The man was very nice.  He was going into town, so he gave us a ride.

    The place he told us about was Jimmy's Electronics in Otrobanda.  Sure enough, they had a suitable soldering iron, so Roy bought it and some solder.  The Super Jumbo Colon Market was next door, so we went there and bought a couple of things.

    Roy had his hair cut in a little local barber shop.  The barber didn't speak English, but he did a good job.  When I first saw Roy after the haircut, I nearly disowned him, because his hair was all slicked down and he had bangs!  Fortunately, the wind quickly dried his hair and blew the bangs back where they belonged.  Then he looked great.  Best haircut he's had since I've known him.

Wednesday, September 13, 1995

    Roy wanted to work on the boat, and he always likes to have me out of the way, so I disappeared.  I'd been wanting to go on another ten-

kilometer walk at Christoffel Park.  Long-distance walking isn't one of Roy's favorite forms of recreation, so I figured this was my ideal opportunity.  My plan was to catch the seven-o'clock bus from Spanish Water, get downtown about 7:15, liberate some cash from an ATM, eat breakfast at McDonald's, and catch the eight-o'clock bus to the park.  That would get me there by quarter to nine, while it was still fairly cool and give me plenty of time to walk around.

    I got up a couple of minutes before six, rushed like crazy, and actually managed to catch the seven-o'clock bus.  It hadn't occurred to me there might be rush-hour traffic on Cura‡ao.  As soon as the bus got on the highway, it was trapped in endless crawling traffic.  By the time I got downtown, it was too late to eat breakfast.  Stopped at an ATM on my way to Otrobanda.  The machine was weird.  It said, "I want to give you 50's, 25's, and 10's.  Would you rather have all 100's?  Yes or No."  If there was anything I didn't want, it was 100's, so I answered, "No."  It gave me two 100's and two 50's.  Oh, well, at least I got a couple of 50's.

    Got to the bus terminal in Otrobanda about ten till eight.  Saw a bus that said "Westpunt", which was the one I needed.  Waited until the driver showed up.  But when I went to get on it, a supervisor told me the next Westpunt bus was at nine o'clock!  I showed him the schedule that listed an eight-o'clock bus, but he said that had changed.  So all my rushing was in vain.  Well, at least now I had time to eat breakfast.

    Got to the bridge just as the bell was ringing.  I thought, "Great. Now I've got to ride the ferry across, and it isn't even at the dock, so it will take forever," but to my surprise, the bridge opened just enough to let a small boat through and then it immediately closed again, so in a few minutes, I was at McDonald's.

    The breakfast was surprisingly good.  Had delicious scrambled eggs, an English muffin, and orange juice.  So I guess it was just as well there was no eight-o'clock bus.

    Finally got to the park.  Thought I'd be able to get in for half price again, but the woman insisted I pay the full 15 guilders.  I wouldn't have gone if I'd known I'd have to pay the full amount.

    Followed the road to Zevenbergen.  Passed an old copper mine, where there was still a hole in the ground.  Went up to the magasina (storehouse) where much of the slave rebellion of 1795 took place.  It's all overgrown now, but the walls still look sturdy.

    By losing that hour, I wasn't able to make the entire circuit.  Got up to where I had a great view and then turned back.  By 3:30, I was draped over the water cooler, slurping eagerly.

    When I got back to Punda, I had an hour's wait for the bus, so I went to McDonald's for a chocolate shake.  Then I pulled a really dumb stunt.  I had run out of anything to read, and I always hate to wait for a bus with nothing to read, so I got the brilliant idea of taking a minibus as far out Caracasbaaiweg as it would go and then walking the rest of the way.  Thought I could beat the big bus.  Ha ha.

    The bus I got on went out Santarosaweg instead of Caracasbaaiweg.  Went through Santa Rosa and Monta¤a.  I wondered if I'd ever get home. Finally I asked the driver if he went anywheres near Caracasbaaiweg.  He said he was going there now, so that made me feel better.  In a few minutes we were on Caracasbaaiweg, and I got out and started walking.  After all it was only 3 kilometers, and the time was about six o'clock.  Nothing to it.  Of course, the big bus went tearing by when I still had a mile to go, and I wasn't at a Bushalte.  By the time I got to my Royak, the sun was setting.  Looked in my drybox for my little light.  It was gone.  I had another little flashlight in there, but it was soaking wet and wouldn't light.  So much for dryboxes.

    It was pitch dark when I reached the boat.  Swam for a few minutes and then took a shower.  Roy had fixed supper.  What a sweety pie!

He had also resoldered the wire on the handheld VHF.  Now the micro-

phone works, but it still needs a new speaker.

Thursday, September 14, 1995

    Roy went downtown bright and early to phone his daughter Laura and wish her Happy Birthday.  I went on the ten-o'clock grocery run.  I was the only one on it!  Told the driver I'd be ready to return in half an hour.  I was ready in twenty minutes.  Half an hour went by -- no bus.  Forty minutes went by -- no bus.  Saw Roy zipping by on the big bus.  It was after eleven by the time I finally got a ride back to the marina.

    After lunch, I took the laundry to the marina.  For once, no one was using either washer.  I only had one load.  To my amazement, the water pressure was up!  The water gushed into the washer, instead of dripping in one drop at a time as it usually does.  By the time I'd taken my shower, the clothes were washed and rinsed and nearly ready for the dryer.

    When I got back to the boat, Roy had gone into town again.  He bought a new speaker for the handheld VHF.  Now it works better than ever.  But when he tested the new washdown pump, it quit working after a few minutes!  This is really disgusting.  That was a brand new pump.

Friday, September 15, 1995

    It's dead calm again.  Every time there's a hurricane up north, it slurps up all the wind for hundreds of miles around.  The calm would be ok if it weren't for the mosquitoes.  When the wind's blowing, they can't reach the boat, but as soon as it calms, here come the wretched, abominable, voracious monsters.  We spray, we smear on repellent, we burn smudgepots, but they devour us anyway.  The only thing that seems to really help is to have an electric fan blowing directly on us.  But with no wind to turn the wind generator, the batteries run down.  In addition to the mosquitoes, there are hundreds of teensy weensy, almost invisible flies that seem to bite also.  At best, they're annoying.  We'll sure be glad when the hurricane season's over.  So will a lot of other people, of course, although for different reasons.

    Went down to the post office expecting to get my mail, but to my disappointment, it wasn't here.  We had hoped to leave Tuesday, but we can't leave until the mail gets here.

    I spent the rest of the day riding buses around to see some of the island.  Took a bus to Rooi Santu and Fuik.  Turned out to be in back of Spanish Water.  I got to see the far side of Phosphate Mountain.

    When I got back to Punda, I ate lunch at McDonald's, picked up the newspapers at the Tourist Information Office, and rode a minibus around the "Ring".  That's the set of streets that goes around the inner harbor.  I was amazed by the size of the refinery here.  It's a lot bigger than the one in San Nicolas on Aruba.  It must be as big as the Chevron refinery in Richmond.  It just goes on and on.

    I was hoping to take a bus that went along the coast, but I didn't know which one, so I got on the first bus to leave.  It headed inland, but after a few miles, it turned towards the coast.  When I saw water, I stupidly got off, thinking it was a bay, but it was nothing but a big pond.  I walked down the road for two or three miles, looking for the sea.  I knew it had to be out there someplace, but all I could see were hills and trees and bushes and cactus.  Then I finally got to the top of a hill and saw the sea in front of me.  I expected to find beaches and refreshment stands, but there weren't any.  The coast all around the bay consisted of steep cliffs, so I gave up and returned to the bus stop.  Got there just in time to catch a bus into town.

    Got off at the Super Jumbo Colon Market and bought some chicken.  Since I was very thirsty, I also bought a pint of orange-pineapple juice.  When I got to the bus terminal, I began drinking the juice while waiting for my bus.  To my amazement and disgust, two beggars came up and asked for a drink of my juice!  Being asked for money is bad enough, but to be asked for my juice!  I couldn't believe it.

    The bus took me over the high bridge.  What a terrific view!  Got to Spanish Water before 6:30, so I was able to get home before it was pitch dark.

    Roy had taken the pump back to the store and exchanged it for another new one.  I sure hope this one works.

Saturday, September 16, 1995

    Roy tested the new washdown pump, and it worked perfectly.  It's about time.

    Went on the ten-o'clock grocery run and bought a bunch of stuff.  After we returned the groceries to the boat, we took six diesel jugs and the two water jugs to the fuel dock and filled them.  Ferried them back to the boat in three trips.  Nice calm day for it.

    Ate lunch and relaxed.  I paddled around a while, and Roy installed a new blower to cool the refrigerator.

    A totally unexpected squall hit around 8 p.m.  Gusts to 35, continual lightning flashes, thunder, and drenching rain.  Wouldn't you know, we'd just brought 30 gallons of water from the fuel dock!  We could have easily filled the tank with rainwater.  Roy and I ran around closing portholes and hatches.  Then we even got out the cockpit curtains and put them up after a fashion.  They did a good job of keeping most of the rain out, even though we had them on the wrong sides.  The temperature dropped ten degrees or more.  It was almost cold.  The wind and rain gave us a wonderful respite from mosquitoes, but it only lasted a few hours.  Then we were back to dead calm and the itchies.

Sunday, September 17, 1995

    We worked on the boat all day.  Roy installed an air intake in the engine compartment, and I put another coat of varnish on the rubrail.

    Roy surprised me by fixing supper.  He made a big bowl of beans and chicken.  Very good.

Monday, September 18, 1995

    Went to the Sugar Garden and bought a bunch of groceries.  Then I went to the post office to get my mail, which I was sure would be here by now.  It wasn't.  We had hoped to leave for Bonaire tomorrow, but we can't leave until the mail arrives.

    When I got back to the boat, I printed 31 pages of the log.  Will take them downtown tomorrow to copy and mail.

Tuesday, September 19, 1995

    What a disappointment!  I was so proud, because I had finally figured out how to get weirdo characters like c sedilla (‡) and n tilde (¤) accepted by the word processor AND how to get the printer to print them correctly.  For the latter, I had to send an escape sequence to the printer.  I stupidly assumed that changed the printer permanently to Character Set 2.  The initial printing of the log, for proofreading purposes, came out perfectly.  Then I turned the printer off to insert a new ribbon.  It never once crossed my mind that I would have to send the escape sequence again after turning the printer back on.  This morning, when I looked at the beautifully printed log, I saw that all the c sedillas were missing.  The printer had automati-

cally returned to Character Set 1.  Cura‡ao came out "Curaao".  I had to go through with a pen and insert the c sedillas.  But the n tildes came out okay.  To increase my sorrow, when I reread the printer manual, I saw that I could have permanently changed the character set by flipping a switch on the bottom of the printer.  I'll do that next time I have the printer out.

    Otherwise, this was my lucky day.  Got my mail from Kathy and also got a letter from Marilyn.  Turned in a change-of-address card.  Took the log to a copy center and had nine copies run off, double-sided.  Stuck them in envelopes and mailed them.  Now all my business is finished, so we can leave for Bonaire as soon as Roy's business is finished.

    Roy wasn't quite so lucky.  He went to Wellman to try to get a pulley for the alternator.  They had one that may or may not work.  Roy's going to have to take off part of the alternator and take it down there to see if the pulley will fit.  He'll do that tomorrow morning.

    Rode the bus over the high bridge again.  Took a good look at Schottegat and realized I was totally out of my tree last month when I said the harbor here was as big as San Francisco Bay.  The whole island is only 38 miles long, so you couldn't possibly fit San Francisco Bay on it.  In fact, if you dropped Schottegat into San Francisco Bay, it would scarcely make a ripple.  I've been away too long; I've forgotten what places look like.

Wednesday, September 20, 1995

    Roy took the alternator part to Wellman early in the morning.  The pulley fit, so he bought it.  Then he went to a machine shop to get something-or-other made.  An old man from Wellman drove him there and back, which was certainly nice.  Roy gave him 20 guilders.

    I went on the grocery run and bought chicken and stuff.  The bus wasn't nearly as crowded as it usually is, thank goodness.  I always feel stupid, sitting there like a dummy while everyone else is yakking away in Dutch and German and French and who knows how many other languages.  A great many people from Holland come here on their boats, since this is part of the Dutch kingdom.

    Our propane stove has sprung a leak, so in the afternoon, Roy took the defective part to the marine-supply store to see if he could get a replacement.  He also wanted to find out how to get back to the machine shop, since he has to go there tomorrow afternoon to pick up the thing he's having made.  He had the silly notion he could get there by walking a mile or so from the marine-supply store.  I kept telling him the Santa Rosa Machine Shop would be on Santarosaweg, and he should take a Santa Rosa bus to get there.  He kept saying that just because the place was called "Santa Rosa Machine Shop", that didn't mean it was in Santa Rosa.  So he took his walk and didn't find it.  Also, the marine-supply store didn't have the part he needed.

Thursday, September 21, 1995

    Since the propane stove is out of commission, and with part of the alternator missing we have to run the engine for two hours to use the microwave for 15 minutes, we decided to take the nine-o'clock bus downtown and eat breakfast at McDonald's.  We needed to go downtown anyway, as I had letters to mail and copies to make, and we wanted to find the way to the Santa Rosa Machine Shop.

    Got to the bus stop in plenty of time.  Mailed my letters and ate delicious scrambled eggs at McDonald's.  This time, Roy listened to me, and we got on a minibus to Santa Rosa.  Sure enough, there was the Santa Rosa Machine Shop, right on Santarosaweg as I figured it would be.  It's very easy to get to; the bus stops right at the door.

    On the way back, I stopped at the copy center, and Roy continued on to Wimco to see if they might have the part for the propane stove.  They didn't, so he crossed the street to Wellman to buy some more Chevron Delo 400 motor oil.  Then he went to Burger King for a cup of coffee.

    In the meantime, I had gotten my copies made and returned to Punda on a minibus.  Just as the minibus was approaching the bus terminal, I saw the Spanish Water trolley-bus pulling out, so I figured Roy was on it.  Having nearly an hour to wait, I walked over to the Tourist Information Office to get a bunch of free newspapers.  Then I took the 11:30 bus back to Spanish Water.

    To my astonishment, Roy's Royak was still on the beach!  He hadn't been on the 10:30 bus after all.  The two Royaks were chained to the fence, and Roy had the key.  So there I was, with no way to get back to the boat until Roy arrived.  I thought of swimming, but I didn't want to get my papers wet, so I wandered up the road as far as the gate to the petroleum tank farm.  Then I walked back to the bus stop and sat on a bench, wondering what I should do if Roy weren't on the one-o'clock bus.  There's no two-o'clock bus, so I'd have a two-hour wait if he weren't on that one.  Fortunately, he was, so he unlocked the Royaks and we returned to the boat.

    After lunch, Roy caught the three-o'clock bus back downtown so he could go to the machine shop and get the part he had had made.

Friday, September 22, 1995

    Did another load of laundry at the marina.  As usual, it took four hours and cost sixteen guilders.  Everybody and his brother were trying to wash their clothes, but I managed to squeeze in.  Started the washer and took a shower, figuring the clothes would be ready for the dryer by the time I was through, but they hadn't even started to get damp.  Turned out the hot-water button no longer works; you have to use the warm-water button, so I lost half an hour, but eventually they got done.  I'm very glad this is my last load of wash at this place.

    October first, the marina is raising the weekly rate from four guilders to thirty guilders.  Glad we'll be gone by then.

    Roy went downtown and bought a larger alternator, but when he got back to the boat, he couldn't remove the pulley, so now he has to take it back and try to get a refund, or try to find someone who can show him how to take it apart.

Saturday, September 23, 1995

    Roy found a shop that removed the pulley, and he found a lot of people who told him how to hook it up.  Trouble is, each one told him something different.  He tried installing it, but it didn't work, so Monday, he has to start all over again.

    I tried four times to get money from an ATM, but each time it said there were communication problems.  Also tried to find Radio Shack, but didn't succeed in that, either.  No one answered the phone when I called to ask them where they were.

    Flagged a Santa Rosa minibus to go to the Marchena Hardware Store on Santarosaweg.  The driver asked me where I wanted to go.  When I told her Marchena Hardware, she said, "Oh, yes.  That's in Santa Rosa."  I said, "Yes, that's why I took a Santa Rosa bus."  I laughed a little to take some of the edge off the sarcasm, but I think the message got through.

    The store didn't have the brushes I wanted, but I bought a sponge. Then I walked a couple of blocks to Centrum Supermarket and bought some good vegetables.  When I got back to Punda, there sat Roy at the bus terminal, so we returned to the boat together.

Sunday, September 24, 1995

    Roy needed a day off from working on the boat, so we rode the bus to Santa Cruz.  (Yes, there's a Santa Cruz in Cura‡ao.)  In fact, we went past Santa Cruz to Playa Lagun, because it's closer to the beach. We were really out in the country on this trip.  Everything was very green.  There were even some REAL TREES.  First we've seen growing wild in a long time.  They were so big they overhung the road and made a lovely shade.

    We were going to eat lunch at a place that had a sign out front that said "Restaurant", but the restaurant was closed, so we walked up the road a short distance to a little snack bar.  The menu was in Papiamento, so we played it safe and ordered ice cream.  Unfortunate-

ly, they only had one cup of ice cream left, so Roy gave it to me.  He ate a small can of peanuts and drank a Pepsi.  After eating, we walked back to the beach.

    Playa Lagun is a rock-rimmed cove with a small, sandy beach, about a hundred feet long.  The water is clear blue.  Even out at the entrance, where it must be fifteen or twenty feet deep, the water's so clear you can count the rocks on the bottom.  We thoroughly enjoyed our little swim.

    The return bus was due at 4:06, but the drivers on this island seem to leave whenever they feel like it, so Roy said we should be at the stop by quarter to four.  It's a good thing he did, because the bus arrived at ten till.  I was so engrossed in the novel I was reading, I didn't pay any attention when Roy said the bus was coming.  He had to tell me two or three times before I looked up and was astonished to see the bus bearing down on us.  It's a good thing we caught it; there wouldn't have been another bus for two hours, and we'd have gotten back to the boat in the pitch dark.  Instead, we got there at six o'clock.  Very pleasant day.

Monday, September 25, 1995

    We've learned to take the eight or nine o'clock bus.  There's no ten o'clock, and if we wait for the eleven, we don't have much time to shop before all the stores close for siesta.  So Roy rushed this morning and caught the eight o'clock.  I took my time and caught the nine.  Roy carried the twenty-five pound alternator from one shop to another, trying to get it tested and to find out how to hook it up. He didn't have much success, but he got a few clues.

    I mailed a bunch of letters, and then tried to phone Radio Shack.  This time, someone answered.  She said Radio Shack had closed.  She'd sold all the printer ribbons and didn't have any relays.  She told me I could get a relay at Jimmy's Electronics.

    I went to an ATM, confident that by now the communications problem would have been taken care of.  It wasn't.  I was down to my last fifteen guilders, so I went in a bank to see if I could get a cash advance on my Mastercard.  Unfortunately, I hadn't thought to bring any ID with me, so I couldn't get it.

    Walked over to the public library.  I thought the sign said it opened at ten.  It was 9:55, so I waited five minutes.  The door opened, and I started to go in, but a security guard stopped me and said the library didn't open until two.  I took another look at the sign.  Sure enough, on Mondays it opens at two.  Every other day, it opens at ten.

    Rode a bus out to where I'd been told I could get the polyfoam brushes I wanted.  To my surprise, I saw a building with a sign that said "Radio Shack".  I thought, "Wow!  I've found it!"  The ground floor of the building was an appliance store.  I walked completely around the building, looking for the entrance to Radio Shack, but the only entrance was to the appliance store.  The cashier told me Radio Shack was through the store and around the corner, but when I got there, the clerk said Radio Shack was no more.  They didn't have printer ribbons.  They had relays, but not the kind Roy wanted, so I left without getting anything.

    Crossed the street to an ATM and tried again.  Still communications problems.  Hard to believe.

    Walked three or four blocks up the street to the paint and hardware store that was supposed to have polyfoam brushes.  To my amazement, they actually had them!  I was almost completely out of money, so I only bought four.

    Returned to the ATM.  Still nothing.  Frustrating.  Drank a chocolate shake at the brand new McDonald's and tried again.  Zilch.

    Took a minibus to Otrobanda and tried the ATM there.  Same results.  Strolled up to the Super Jumbo Colon Market and bought a package of chicken with the little money I had left.  Jimmy's Electronics was closed for siesta, so it didn't matter that I didn't have the money for a relay anyway.

    Kept trying ATM after ATM.  Nada.  This is really disgusting.

    At two, I went to the library.  The latest issue of the New York Times that they had was dated September 11th.

    Roy was waiting on the 2:15 bus when I got there, so we returned together.  Roy tried out the new alternator again.  As usual, it didn't work.  He went over to the marina to try to find out the location of an alternator repair shop.  He ended up talking with an electronic engineer (the same one who refused to work on the VHF.)  The engineer agreed to look at the alternator at 7:30 tomorrow morning.

Tuesday, September 26, 1995

    Roy leaped out of bed at 6:30, removed the alternator, and paddled over to meet the engineer.  The engineer didn't know anything about the alternator, but he has a friend who repairs the things, so he's going to drive Roy over there at three this afternoon.

    I had to get some moolah today.  I was down to my last two guilders, and Roy was in about the same shape.  When I got to the ATM, the communication lines were still out of service!  The teller I talked with didn't know what the problem was or when it would be fixed.  I got an 800-guilder advance on my Mastercard.

    Walked to Jimmy's Electronics and bought the relay Roy wants.  Bought a dozen eggs at the Super Jumbo.  Grabbed a minivan to the Otrobanda bus terminal and then walked quickly to the Punda bus terminal.  Caught the 11:30 bus back to Spanish Water.

    When the engineer's friend tested the alternator,  he said it was no good, so now Roy has to return it.  He's not going to fool with another one; we want to get out of here.  We're already a week or more later that we wanted to leave.

Wednesday, September 27, 1995

    Caught the 8-o'clock bus.  Ate breakfast at McDonald's.  Then we went out to Napa Auto Parts and returned the alternator.  They wouldn't refund Roy's money, but they gave him another alternator.  Hope this one works.

    Had no problem getting cleared out, but we were told we needed the Harbor Master's permission to stop at Klein Cura‡ao, so we went up to his office.  Had to wait about half an hour.  When he finally came out, he apologized for keeping us waiting.  Said we didn't need formal permission to go to Klein Cura‡ao.  He said he'd phone the Harbor Police and let them know we're coming.

    Zoomed back to the bus terminal.  Roy caught the bus by a cat's whisker.  I went out to Centrum to get some vegetables and stuff.  As usual, I bought too much and could hardly walk.  Waited ten minutes for a bus, but they kept passing me by, so I decided I'd better walk a couple of blocks to a bus stop.  As I was crossing the street, I saw a minibus stopped at a light, so I hopped on it without thinking.  Took it for granted he was headed downtown, but he went in the other direction.  But that was okay.  It was too late for the 12:30 bus, so I had an hour-and-a-half wait for the next one anyway.  It was pleasant sitting on a comfortable seat, taking a last look at the countryside here.  Sure beat lugging fifty pounds of groceries in the blazing sun.

    When I got back downtown, I went to an ATM, thinking it would surely be working by now, but it wasn't!  This is at least the fifth day.  The people in the U.S. are probably saying it's Cura‡ao's problem, and the people in Cura‡ao are saying it's the responsibility of the U.S., so no one's doing anything.

    Picked up the papers at the Tourist Information Office, ate lunch at McDonald's, and caught the 2:30 bus back.

    Roy had already removed the awning, untied the stern line to the tree, picked up the port bow anchor, and cleaned the chains.  I scraped the rest of the mud off the anchor.  Then we paddled over to Sarifundy's and filled the water jugs.  When we got back to the boat, Roy dived on the hull and cleaned the growth out of the through-hulls. He also tightened the perry nut.  The he went back to Sarifundy's and bought ten meters of chain.

    Tomorrow we head to Klein Cura‡ao!

Thursday, September 28, 1995

    Hooray, hooray!  We're in Klein Cura‡ao!  Got up at five a.m., ate breakfast, pulled up the remaining anchor, cleaned the chain, and took off.  Got to the little island of Klein Cura‡ao at ten a.m. and dropped anchor in twenty feet of beautiful, clear blue water.

    This island is a little over a mile long and about half a mile wide.  It is totally flat and barren.  Three men live here in small, crude houses, without electricity, running water, or other luxuries.  There is a fairly decent dock.  Directly in front of the Jofian is an old, abandoned palapa.  There are picnic tables and a large barbecue pit.  In the center of the island stands an old lighthouse that is still in quite good condition.  It is no longer manned, but the light is powered by a solar generator.  Surprisingly, the buildings aren't boarded up.  We were able to go in and look around.  Climbed the spiral staircase and the ladders to the very top of the lighthouse.  Could see the entire island and the water beyond.  Could see Bonaire to the east and Cura‡ao five miles to the west.  An old tanker was wrecked years ago on the windward side.  The remains of its rusted hulk are still sitting there.  The three men who live here were walking along the shore, gathering snails.  We spoke to them briefly, but they knew about as much English as we do Papiamento.

    While we were walking around, a high-speed, thirty-foot powerboat, with four 225 HP motors, tied to the mooring buoy not far from Jofian. There were six scruffy looking men on it.  One was transferring fuel from a large tank to the outboards.  Roy said he saw one of them cleaning a rifle.  He figured they had some sort of contraband on the boat.  While we were eating lunch on Jofian, a helicopter flew over and began circling around.  It came closer and closer, hovering right over the powerboat.  Apparently, the people in the helicopter ordered the guys on the boat to go in to the shore.  They took their boat up to the beach and waited.  The helicopter landed a short distance away, and four policemen armed with automatic rifles jumped out.  They rounded up the six men from the powerboat and searched them.  Had them pull down their pants and lift up their shirts.  Then they had them all sit on the beach.  One officer went on the boat and searched.  Apparently, he found something.  The helicopter flew back to Cura‡ao and soon returned with four more police officers.  Shortly afterwards, we saw a police boat approaching ninety-to-nothing.  The six men made no move to resist.  After about an hour, the officers moved them to the shade of the palapa.  The police boat tied to the dock, and several more officers got off it.  They searched some of the buildings, including the lighthouse.  One officer carried a white package to the helicopter, and the helicopter took off.  Two men and three officers got on the powerboat, and the other men pushed it off.  Then the four on the beach were taken to the police boat, shackled together at their wrists.  The police boat and the powerboat took off for Cura‡ao.  We had a grandstand seat for the entire show.  It was better than watching television.  Roy took a bunch of pictures, which he hopes to sell to a newspaper.

    We napped for an hour or so and then went snorkeling and swimming. Saw thousands of fish.  The water here is a little cooler than at Spanish Water.  The air is delightful.  And there aren't any mosquitoes!  What a relief!  They devoured us last night.

Friday, September 29, 1995

    Bonaire!  We got up at five again, ate breakfast, raised the anchor, and took off.  We didn't have to scrub the chain this time, because the bottom is clean sand.  It was another beautiful day.  We were able to motorsail nearly the entire way, and for an hour or so, we were able to turn off the engine and sail peacefully.  Lovely!

    Reached Bonaire around noon and went to the Harbor Village Marina. We were lucky to get a slip, because there's a regatta coming up in a week or so, so the place is crowded.  We have to leave the morning of the seventh, but in the meantime, it's good to be tied to a dock.  We can go ashore any time we want to without climbing over big pipes.  We have dockside electricity.  It's only 15 amps, but it beats having to run the engine to cook.

    Unfortunately, Roy has discovered that the battery charger doesn't work, and the main bilge pump doesn't pump.  So now he has two more projects.  Just what he needed.

    When we were at the marina office, we forgot to ask about the restrooms and showers, and they forgot to tell us.  The office is about the distance of two city blocks from the boat.  Around three o'clock, I walked over there to find out where the restrooms and showers are.  They told me, so I walked back to them, only to discover that the door to the women's room was locked.  Back to the office.  Oh yes, they'd forgotten to tell me.  There was a $20 deposit required for the key.  Back to the boat to get some money.  Only had a 50-guilder note.  Took that to the office.  They said they didn't have any change, so they kept the whole thing.  Anyway, I got the keys.  And when I saw the restroom and showers, they were worth all the walking back and forth.  Best we've had in years!  Beautiful, large, tiled rooms, spotlessly clean, with three roomy shower stalls, plenty of pegs to hang our clothes on, and a nice big bench to sit on.

    We had asked about Customs when we first arrived.  The woman in the office said she'd phone them and they'd come out to the boat, so we waited.  And waited.  I checked with her, and she said she hadn't phoned yet, but she'd do so right away.  We waited.  And waited.  It was four o'clock, and they still hadn't phoned, so I walked downtown.  Both Customs and Immigration were closed, so all our efforts to get here on a weekday were in vain.  It wasn't a wasted trip, though, because I was able to get some much-needed cash from an ATM.  The communications lines are now functioning, at least between Bonaire and the U.S.  I also found an excellent supermarket.  Best since Aruba.  They have everything, including Parkay margarine, which we couldn't get at all in Cura‡ao, and our favorite oatmeal.  The town itself is delightful.  Small and clean, like a seaside resort town in the U.S.  I bought a few groceries and headed back to the boat.  In the meantime, Roy had put his bicycle together and was heading towards town, so we met en route.

    As soon as I got back, I enjoyed a long, blissful shower and shampoo in the nice, big shower room.

    I had suspected that we had been overcharged by a day, and when I checked the calendar, I knew we'd been overcharged, so now I have to get that straightened out.

Saturday, September 30, 1995

    Talk about serendipity!  Two or three months ago, when Roy was in California and I was in Aruba, I tuned in the Breakfast Club on short-

wave just to see if it would come in.  To my amazement, it came in loud and clear.  Of course, it was freak reception; I haven't been able to get it since.  I talked with people in San Blas and Belize.  A man named Bill on the Mad Hatter asked me to say "Hi!" to Don on the Maruba.  Bill thought the Maruba was in Aruba, but I didn't see it.  Yesterday evening, I just happened to notice her, tied to a slip not far from ours!  This morning, I saw the skipper getting off her, so I walked over to him and said, "Hi, Maruba!"  He looked a little puzzled until I explained the situation.  He remembered Bill and the Mad Hatter and was glad to hear from him.  Don has lived on his boat here in Bonaire for two years, so he really knows the area and was able to give us a lot of really valuable information.  He told us that Customs is open 24 hours a day, 7 days a week, but they've moved to a new building.  I had gone to the old building, which of course was closed. He also told us that when Immigration is closed, we can clear in at the Police station.  So now we'll be able to get cleared in today instead of having to wait until Monday morning.

    Roy talked with Don about his pictures of the supposed drug bust we witnessed on Klein Cura‡ao.  Roy still hopes to sell them to a newspaper or magazine.  Don advised Roy to contact George of Oscarina on VHF channel 77.  George publishes and distributes a free weekly newspaper called "Port Call", so he might have contacts that would be interested.

    Roy and I put my bicycle together.  It's been months and months since we've been able to use them.  Roy hadn't been able to unzip his bag and had had to cut it open, but mine unzipped right away.  This island is going to be a great place to ride our bikes.  There's very little traffic, the land is flat, and the drivers don't zoom around like maniacs, the way they did in Cura‡ao and Aruba.  I was scared to cross the street in those places.

    We went over to the office and convinced them they had overcharged us by one day.  Just as they were about to refund our $22, Roy piped up and said we could stay another day if space is available.  They want us to check back Tuesday or Wednesday, when they'll have a better idea what the regatta situation is.  They might be able to let us stay one more day.  If not, they'll refund our money.  I hope they don't have a place for us; I want to get out of here before the regatta starts.  We'd have to spend half that extra day moving to another  slip anyway, so why bother?  Roy and his big mouth!

    We rode downtown, and Roy left a roll of film at a one-hour developing place.  Then we rode out to the new Customs building.  It was all locked up, but as I was peering through the glass door, a Customs officer opened it.  He was as courteous and nice as could be.  Took us upstairs and cleared us in.  There's a law here that you have to leave your spearguns with Customs all the time you're in Bonaire, but he never even asked if we had any spearguns, and of course we didn't bring it up.

    Next, we went to the Police station and cleared in there, so now we're all legal and can go wherever we want to.  The Police officer was very pleasant and courteous, also.  Wished us a pleasant stay.

    Got another $300 from the ATM.  Then we returned to the photo place to get Roy's pictures.  The shots of the drug bust came out good, so now he wants to finish the other roll and get it developed.  He's hoping he can sell the pictures to a newspaper or TV station.

    There's no McDonald's or Burger King here, but there is a Kentucky Fried, so that's where we ate lunch.  Then we returned to the boat, so Roy could get his camera and finish the roll.  I took down the quarantine flag and raised the Bonaire courtesy flag.  Roy took a couple of snaps of my doing that.  He also took some pictures of the boat and the bicycles.  Then we rode out in the country a little ways, and he took a few more pictures.  He'll finish the roll downtown.  We saw an ice cream shop, so we had desert.

    Roy went downtown to get his film developed, and I returned to the boat.  Had a few bad moments when I thought the refrigerator had quit. It wasn't running, and was up to 70 degrees.  Roy had turned on both the AC and DC circuit breakers for the refrigerator, because the AC had blown twice yesterday afternoon, and he wanted to be sure the DC would take over if the AC went off again.  Neither the DC nor the AC ammeter showed any juice being used.  I turned up the temperature control, but nothing happened.  Then, as an experiment, I turned off the AC circuit breaker.  Immediately, the refrigerator came on!  What a relief!  When Roy got back, he figured out that the refrigerator wouldn't run on AC, because it was plugged into the timer, and the electricity here is 50 Hertz instead of 60, so the timer is messed up like the electric clocks.  He plugged it in without the timer and got it to work on either AC or DC.

Sunday, October 1, 1995

    Roy had a lot of work to do on the boat, including changing the oil, so I rode my bike downtown.  Everything was closed, of course, but I located a laundromat that looked good through the windows.  It's about a mile-and-a-half from the boat.  I can either walk there pulling the blue wagon or I can put the laundry in my Royak, paddle to within two blocks of it, and walk the rest of the way.  I checked the shoreline and found a small spot between the rocks where I can pull up my Royak.  There's even an ancient bollard to tie to.

    When I returned to the boat, Roy was still in the engine compart-

ment but hadn't gotten much done, because Don had come by and talked with him some more.  Don is very enthusiastic about the pictures.  He and Roy contacted George on the VHF.  George said he would come to the boat around noon.

    George showed up as scheduled.  He's very pleasant and knowledge-

able.  He was an engineer for IBM for twenty years, part of which time he worked in San Jose!  After leaving IBM, he worked in Washington, DC, as an independent consultant.  Then he chucked it all to go sailing.  He and his wife Laura settled in Bonaire a couple of years ago and have been chartering their boat.  After living on their boat for ten years, they have just moved to a new house (he calls it a bungalow) on land.  They are SSCA commodores, but will now have to become rear commodores.  (Commodores have to live on their boat.)

    George was very much interested in the pictures and the story.  He knows a newspaperman named Linkels who has contacts in Cura‡ao and might be able to get the rest of the story from the police.  That's what we really need to know; otherwise, it's nothing but speculation.  George asked me to write up the story as we know it and bring the diskette to his house this afternoon.  He also picked out two of the best pictures and took them with him to reproduce.

    After lunch, I wrote the story in newspaper style and copied it to diskette.  Then Roy and I got on our bikes and rode about four miles to George and Laura's house.  It is a beautiful, modern, tile-floored "bungalow" with a panaromic view of the water, the western shore of Bonaire, and Klein Bonaire.  They have a long-haired dachshund puppy named Trixie and a small parrot named Oscar.  Oscar loves to be played with and petted.

    We sat on their patio overlooking the sea and talked for quite a while.  Then George took us into his computer room.  He has all this terrific new equipment, of course, including a gigabyte hard-disk, CD ROMs, and WINDOWS 95.  I drooled with envy.  WINDOWS 95 was able to reproduce the photographs and manipulate them in various ways to make them even more outstanding.  It's astonishing.  George is going to use two of Roy's pictures and my story in the next issue of Port Call.  He made several unsuccessful attempts to phone Mr. Linkels.  He'll continue trying.

    Laura told us that the teensy weensy flies that keep biting us are no-see-ums.  We should have known.  No wonder they drive us crazy.

    When we left, Trixie got loose and followed Roy about a mile down the road.  I was afraid the little doggie wouldn't be able to find her way home, so I kept whistling and calling.  Eventually, she turned around and followed me back to the house.  George and Laura were over-

joyed to see her.  They had been looking for her and were about to launch an exhaustive search.  They thanked me profusely.

Monday, October 2, 1995

    Went to the Venezuelan Consulate to try to get our visas.  Had no problem finding the place, but the door was locked.  I knocked and knocked.  Someone inside said something in Spanish that I couldn't understand. After I'd knocked for about five minutes, he finally opened the door.  Another man took my application.  He needed the original of our boat registration renewal.  I had a copy but didn't seem to have the original.  (Actually, I did have it but didn't recognize it.)  The visas are $30 each.  He gave me a form to take to the bank and deposit the money.  He told me to bring back the receipt and the original of the registration renewal.

    Went to the bank and deposited the $60.  Then I mailed a letter at the Post Office and went to the super market for vegetables and chicken.  Returned to the boat and put the groceries away.  Our flag halyard had broken yesterday, so Roy replaced it with a new one.  Looks much better.

    Something told me to turn on the VHF in case someone was trying to call us.  I'd no sooner turned it on, than I heard, "Jofian.  Maruba." It was Don, calling to give us the name and phone number of a reporter in Cura‡ao who was very much interested in the pictures.  Roy and I walked over to the hotel and phoned him.  He knew of the case.  Told me they hadn't been smuggling drugs but had an illegal load of whiskey and cigarettes.  Two were still in jail, but the other four had been set free.  The reporter, whose name was Norman, was still interested in the pictures.  He gave us the name and phone number of his associate in Bonaire, but when I tried to phone the associate, all I got was a fax machine.  I called Norman back, and he said he'd keep trying to contact Bill and have him come out to the boat this evening or tomorrow morning.

    After lunch, Roy and I went back down to the Venezuelan Consulate, but this time no one answered the door.  We stopped at Bonaire Tours and made reservations for a half-day tour of Washington-Slagbaai Park this Friday.  Then we went to the super market and bought a few more things.  Roy returned to the boat, and I went to the Tourist Informa-

tion Office to try to get a bus schedule.  Found out the only buses on this island are private minibuses, and they don't run on anything resembling a schedule.  You just wait at a bushalte until one comes along.  Maybe we'll try to go for a ride while we're here.




