Report Dated Friday, January 31 (Position N26 49 35; W77 22 06; Manjack Cay, Bahamas)

You've probably noticed, we've really slowed down since arriving in the Bahamas.  Perhaps we're a little travel weary, but mostly we've been very comfortable and content at our anchorages.

Last Thursday, shortly after completing our last report, the winds really picked up to near gale force.  Needless to say, we didn't go exploring in the dinghy.  So instead, we pulled out everything stored on the aft port settee and hauled out the cushion to dry in the cockpit.  Not having learned the first time, it got soaked again from one of the 5-gallon plastic water containers.  The taps on these containers have a nasty habit of opening BY THEMSELVES, imagine!  Since then we've put plastic wrap over the openings before screwing on the caps.

But around 3 p.m. Deb got one of her "feelings" that we would drag at anchor  even though we'd been holding fast for 24 hours.  So she insisted we immediately put away everything and clean up the cockpit in case we had to jump out there in a hurry.  Just as we finished, Yvon hailed us on the radio that we were dragging and moving fast.  How's that for precognition!!!  We handled the situation quickly and efficiently, starting up the engine and putting out a second anchor.  The second anchor grabbed instantly and both held fast.  We patted ourselves on the back for handling the situation so adeptly.  But we weren't too cocky, and we took shifts at anchor watch all through the night as winds were 25 knots with gusts to 30 knots.  Deb took the first shift from 21:00 to 01:00, reading a good crime novel while Ron slept; then Ron took the watch from 01:00 till 05:30.

The remainder of our stay at Great Sale Cay was, thankfully, uneventful.  Friday was still too windy, so we only left for Spanish Cay Saturday morning (Jan. 25) in NE winds of 10 knots or so.  We motor-sailed the whole way.  Although Spanish Cay was only about 43 nautical miles away, we actually did 50 miles if you include the tacking back and forth to keep the wind in the sails.  We were close-hauled the whole day, arriving just at sunset.

The next morning (Jan. 26) we rode into Spanish Cay Marina to fuel up and to clear customs and immigration.  It was a beautiful, warm day.  The customs official was kind enough to come down to the fuel dock to complete the paperwork.  We paid our US$100 for the cruising/fishing permit for 90 days, which can be extended later to 180 days at no extra charge.  We were very excited about our "official" arrival to the Bahamas; if it hadn't been so early in the day, we'd have celebrated with a drink or two.  We did stand on ceremony as Ron brought down his "Q" flag and raised his Bahamian courtesy flag.  Ron had been so obsessed with taking care of the customs formalities that he was getting very uptight when we had to sit in Great Sale Cay Thursday & Friday waiting for the winds to die down.  He's calmed down now, and is no longer in a hurry to move on.  

We picked our current anchorage at Manjack Cay because we knew we'd be getting high Northerlies for a couple of days; and having been here before, Yvon knew this bay offers decent protection from all directions except West through South.  Green Turtle five miles away has better protected anchorages and the "trappings of civilization", but there are too many boats there for Deb's liking.  She'd rather take her chances out here with tons of room than to be in a crowded anchorage and risk dragging into another boat or having some other boat drag down on us.  We've put out two anchors, just in case, because the holding seems a little soft.  So far no problems, and it's been pretty calm at night for sleeping.

Monday morning (Jan. 27) we went to shore, and a very nice couple, Bill and Leslie, invited us to tie up on their dock and go for a walk through the trails they've cut through the woods to the Atlantic seashore on the other side of the island.  Deb really appreciated the opportunity to go for a walk.  It had been a week since she'd been off the boat.  We walked along the beach for awhile, but it made her sad to see all the garbage washed up on shore from passing boats.  The whole beach is littered with mostly plastic and glass containers and some wood and other odds and ends.

When we returned to the house, we sat with Bill & Leslie on their porch for a while chit-chatting.  They routinely feed the birds, which are so trusting they come within inches of you and hop up on the tables while you eat.  With some bird seed, Deb was able to entice the birds to sit on her hand.  At one point she had up to seven finch-type birds perched on her hand and arm and some on her head.  Bill then invited us to come with him to get his boat from a creek at the back of his property and bring it into the bay.  This provided a nice opportunity to view the winding creek through the mangroves.  When it was time to go, they gave us fresh lemons and limes off their citrus trees and some Lemon Grass.  Leslie suggested Deb chop up the thick part of the stalk of the Lemon Grass for use in cooking up fish and the grassy strands for a tea.   The lemons are as big as oranges; and the limes, two times bigger than the ones you get at home in the grocery store.  When Deb got back to the boat, she juiced just one of the limes for a Margarita.  FANTASTIC!!  She'd never tasted before a lemon or lime picked right off a tree.  All in all it was a great day of unexpected pleasures.

Tuesday morning Ron and Yvon went off fishing in the dinghy. Up until 11 am they had only seen one fish and narrowly missed it with the casting net.  But things started looking up.  They found some snail-like mollusk and baited their hooks with it, which the fish at least began sniffing at.  They tried casting for a while.  Unfortunately they returned around 13:00 empty handed. The problem is "a catch 22" if you'll pardon the pun.  You first have to catch fish for bait before you can catch fish big enough to fillet.  But we didn't yet have fresh meat nor fish with which to bait the hooks.  Leslie and Bill told us where they dive for lobsters here in the bay.  Ron and Yvon went back out and found the spot, but at low tide they couldn't get close enough to their hiding places.  But they did find a dead lobster which Ron used to bait his crab trap and his hook for another try at fishing all day Wednesday.  Deb went out with Ron for about and hour or so to row the dinghy slowly next to the rocks while Ron trawled.  But fishing really isn't her thing.  She'd rather watch paint dry.  We had a few nibbles; but they didn't take the hook, they just kept stealing the bait.  Lobster is really too soft and doesn't stay on the hook very well.  And the casting net isn't working either.  The water is so clear, they see the net coming and swim away.  Supposedly Ron has to find conch and bait his hook with that for better results.  So Thursday afternoon he put on his wet suit and swam around near shore looking for conch, but didn't find any.

But there really aren't many fish in this bay, and Ron heard some people on the HAM and VHF radios complaining that they hadn't had much luck fishing either.  Maybe it's the weather or the season, the wrong side of the island, or something else.

Yesterday (Jan. 30), while Ron went fishing again with Yvon, it had finally warmed up enough for warm water in the solar shower, so Deb put up the enclosure and had a nice shower in the cockpit, which made her day.  I think it reached mid-seventies F., and the winds were much lighter than over the past few days.  Today it is supposed to reach 80 deg. F.

We'll stay here at Manjack Cay another day or so.  We've met more nice people living on and around the island, so we're hanging out, fishing, and maybe Ron will go with a local fellow to learn how to spear lobsters.

