Report Dated Saturday, March 1 (Position N24 45 18; W76 50 28; Allan Cays, Exuma, Bahamas)

It's been a long time since our last report, and we apologize to you all.  We are having the time of our lives here in the Bahamas.  We spend our days sailing, fishing, snorkeling, reading, and socializing, which doesn't leave much time for writing, maintenance, or "housework".  We seem barely able to keep up with the EMail.  We used to live a life of "all work and little play", but now we are living the complete opposite--"all play and no work".  As continue our journey south, the fishing is getting better and the water warmer (76 deg. F).

While in Marsh Harbor, Yvon finally got his boat hauled out on the 11th, and Ron helped him redo his bottom coat.  Deb spent a day at the beauty parlor having her hair done, which was a much appreciated treat.  We spent the rest of the time reprovisioning and doing errands and "chores" on the boat.  Had to buy a new propeller for the outboard, and we were very lucky they had the right one.  It had been sitting on the shelf for some time.  The old prop wore out because we were missing a bushing, which the Yamaha dealer had to take off of a used prop he had lying around because they couldn't find a new one for us.

We finally left Marsh Harbor on Feb. 13.  We were past ready to leave "the city".  Ron was getting grumpy because we weren't swimming or fishing. (There were too many boats, and it didn't appear very clean.)

We had a great afternoon of sailing from Marsh Harbor to Tilloo Cay. We only traveled 13 nautical miles, but did all but a half hour of it on sails alone.  We only used the motor because we needed to charge the batteries.  Deb was at the helm the whole way.  Starting out we had gusty winds of 10 to 15 knots close hauled, so she was thankful Ron had put one reef in the main along with our biggest Genoa foresail.  This really made piloting fun for her; as we didn't have excessive weather helm, so she didn't have to strain to keep on course.  Yet we were still attaining a ground speed of between 4 and 5 knots.  But the second leg of the trip was on a broad reach, and the winds died off a bit.  Ron had taken out the reef in the main, but we were still only averaging 3 to 4 knots.  But we weren't in a hurry.  You wouldn't believe how perfect the sailing can be here.  There's almost always wind, the seas are pretty tame, and the water is so clear, with the colors varying from a teal blue to aquamarine.

On the morning of Feb. 15 we motored to Tilloo Pond, anchoring about an hour later.  But we found the anchorage too narrow, so we set off for Sandy Cay, arriving around 11:00.  But we were experiencing the effects of a strong surge and were bobbing around too much.  So around 12:30 we moved over a few hundred feet, and set a second anchor out the stern to keep us pointing into the surge.  That worked well for the rest of the afternoon, and Deb was able to work on the computer.  But around 17:30 the winds changed, making the stern anchor useless.  So again we were rocking and rolling, and Deb started feeling ill.  So Ron had to make supper.  Deb ate a little and went straight to bed.  It was a very uncomfortable night, and neither of us got much sleep.  So we can't recommend Sandy Cay as an anchorage, as it is too close to the cut out to the ocean, so the surge is always a factor.

On Sunday, Feb. 16, we motor sailed the 5 miles to Little Harbor and took a mooring ball for two nights while we waited for the right winds to cross to Eleuthera.  We left at 08:00, as we needed to arrive at Little Harbor in high water.  The entrance to the harbor has a reputation for being only 3.5 feet deep at mean low water.  So we wanted to give ourselves plenty of margin.  We made it through just after 09:00 with not less than 8 feet of depth.  It's a completely enclosed harbor.  You pretty much have to take a mooring ball at $10 a night because there is virtually no suitable place to anchor safely among the mooring balls, which are spaced very close together.  We, Drifter, Allie Cat, and MaxZCat were together waiting for our crossing.  Ron speared two spiny lobsters.  It's a nice anchorage except for the no-seeums.  We didn't sleep well the last night because we were being bitten so mercilessly.

Tuesday, Feb. 18, we motor sailed the 57 nautical miles to Royal Island, Eleuthera, because the winds were lighter than forecasted.  We arrived  safe and sound after a, thankfully, uneventful crossing.  Seas were 4 to 6 feet, which made it a little uncomfortable.  Deb didn't get seasick; in fact, she was at the helm half the time.  Ron threw up once in the morning after he'd been down below for an hour on the HAM radio.  But it passes with him quickly, and he was fine the rest of the day.  But neither of us could stay below for more than the time it takes to use the head and get a snack.  It was a long ten-hour trip, and we were exhausted.  So it was a quick spaghetti for supper and early to bed.

The next day (Feb. 19) was a tedious and difficult day of sailing.  The first leg of the trip to the Current Cut was sailed on a close haul.  But our destination out of the cut was dead into the wind and waves.  We tried sailing, but we weren't making enough headway.  On one tack under sail, we were losing 2 miles sideways for every mile ahead of us.  We then changed tack, but we began to lose distance, actually going backwards.  But we needed to press on so we could hide out in Hatchet Bay for the upcoming cold front.  So we gave it up for motor sailing into the wind with only the mainsail.  Although our plotted course was 25 n.miles, we did at least 30 n.miles, and it took just under seven hours. We were the last of the group to start up the engines and the last to arrive, roughly one hour later than them.  Needless to say a very discouraging sailing day.  On a positive note, the weather was nice.  Then to top it off, we couldn't set the anchor in Hatchet Bay, so after a half hour of trying to find a suitable spot, we gave up and took a very neglected-looking mooring ball.  Thankfully it held and was free of charge.

We were supposed to stay in Hatchet Bay until after the cold front passed through.  But there was nothing to see or do, and Ron didn't want to sit on the boat and do nothing.  Since the cold front was only due to bring the strong winds Saturday, at 13:00 Thursday (Feb. 20) we motored for just under two hours to Pelican Cay so Ron could do some spear-fishing.  It was a lovely spot, and Ron speared two lobsters for supper.  We pulled up anchor at 17:15 and motored another half hour to join the rest of our "Canadian Fleet" in Alabaster Bay.

Alabaster Bay was a great anchorage.  The water is beautiful, with some really good, warm places to snorkel.  Fishing is much better there too.  Friday (Feb. 21) Ron and another fellow caught four large crab. So that night we had a real gourmet pot luck supper aboard Sirocco, a 52-foot ketch.  Ray and Jeanie are a new couple we've met at this anchorage.  Coincidentally, Ray was a social dance instructor and had his own dance club in California for six years.  So he demonstrated how he teaches men to lead women.  His demonstration was really funny, as were his jokes and anecdotes.  We were 9 for dinner and had tropical rum punch cocktails, then lobster bisque, fresh shelled crab (Deb's contribution thanks to Ron's catching them and helping to crack open the hard shells), Bahamian conch fritters, homemade coleslaw, Indian basmati rice (Deb's contribution), and a sweet vanilla cake for dessert.   Everyone had a blast, with the party breaking up at 10:30.

It was one of our finest meals so far, and sure beat the restaurant food here in the Bahamas.  We haven't been going to restaurants, and probably won't much for a while.  The other couples really got burned the other night at an Italian restaurant at the small hotel on Alabaster Bay.  It was expensive and terrible.  Deb figured it would be a waste of our money, so we declined and were very glad afterward.

When we left Sirocco, Ron and Yvon hadn't had their fill of our rum and the coconut milk Marcel had made himself, nor the philosophical discussions, so we three went aboard Yvon's boat to finish off the evening, only leaving around 12:30.  Deb had a sunburn from snorkeling and beach combing late that morning with Glenn and Cheryl, so she knew she wouldn't be sleeping anyway.

Saturday (Feb. 22) Deb was stuck indoors for the day with her sunburn while Ron tried to catch some type of white fish with his rod and reel.  But he didn't have any luck with it, so he netted some three- to five-inch minnows for supper.  After Ron cut of the heads and gutted them, Deb shook them in a bag with flour, salt and pepper and fried them in olive oil.  They were a tasty, crispy entree.

As for the cold front, well did we get hit with a squall Sunday (Feb 23).  During the night the winds had clocked to the south, and it had begun to rain hard; so we were rocking and rolling in the fetch.  So in the morning we and the others moved over to the southern end of Alabaster Bay, tucking ourselves right near the shore.  We put out a stern anchor so we'd point into the waves.  It made a great improvement.  But less than a half hour later, the winds completely changed direction within 10 minutes and it started to blow 20 knots.  This meant we were now on a lee shore in bad conditions.  Then suddenly the bow anchor let go and we started dragging back towards our stern anchor.  You never saw two people move so fast in the driving rain.  The bow anchor caught again, which gave us enough time to pull up the stern anchor, then bring up the bow anchor and move out to the middle of the bay to give ourselves lots of room in case we dragged again.  Just as we were done, Allie Cat dragged too.  They pulled up and went over to Pelican Cay instead.  But we didn't have any more trouble, and about an hour later the squall had passed.

But we were bouncing around terribly.  So as soon as the rain let up a bit, we motored to the other side of the peninsula, ten minutes away.  It rained and rained and rained.  We didn't leave there until around 2:30 Monday (Feb. 24), when we motored the five miles to Governor's Harbor in the rain.  We walked into town in the rain to do three loads of laundry.  On the way, the small jerry can of gasoline Ron was carrying leaked all over the laundry bag and his coat.  When we arrived at the Laundromat, they said they were closed early for clean-up.  But they took pity on us, what with all our clothes and bed linen wet and smelly with gasoline, and they let us do the three loads.  When it was done, they even drove us back to the dinghy ramp so we wouldn't have to walk back in the pouring rain.

Tuesday (Feb. 25) was a very long five-hour motor sail to No-name Harbor.  We were close hauled the whole way, having to tack back and forth.  Ron had to put a reef in the main because we were healing too much.  But to keep up with the others and get to the anchorage with enough light to negotiate the coral reefs and rocks, we had to keep the motor going the whole way.  We sure don't want to make a habit of traveling in that fashion.  It's a lot of work and very tedious.  A real waste of time, energy, and fuel.  But the winds were supposed to be southeast and we were traveling southwest.  But in reality, most of the day saw winds closer to due south, and then towards the end of the day southwest.

Yvon had a real bad day Tuesday:  1) his autopilot stopped working; 2) while underway his dinghy filled with water and he had to empty it while underway so it wouldn't sink; 3) his toilet backed up with sea water and soaked all his carpets while underway; and to top it all off 4) he ran hard aground on the rocks just at the entrance to the harbor having misjudged the entrance channel. He had to be pulled off by MaxZCat.  But he's remarkably resilient and takes it in stride.  Unfortunately, MaxZCat sustained damage to a cleat (it broke clean off) during the towing.

MaxZCat, Sirocco, and Allie Cat left us Wednesday to motor to Allan Cays in Exuma.  But we and Drifter stayed back.  Deb was too tired after Tuesday's sail, and Yvon had to take care of things on his boat.  Besides, Deb didn't think the forecasted light winds were going to materialize, and she feared we'd end up motoring into the seas in the rain.  And it did rain on and off all day, with sunny breaks in between to keep it hot.  Ron caught a really nice-sized fish for supper, which we think was a yellow snapper.  He's really getting better at fishing.  No-name Harbor is a lovely lagoon, but the no-seeums were eating us alive.  Yvon gave us a mosquito coil so we should sleep better at night.

We left No-name Harbor, Cape Eleuthera, for Allan Cays, Exuma, at 08:00 Thursday (Feb. 27).  And it was well worth waiting the extra day.  We traveled the whole 28 nautical miles on a port tack.  We were on sails alone until 10:00, but had to put the motor on in low rpm's for the rest of the trip because the winds had died, and we were only doing three knots ground speed.  Ron had the sails so well balanced, that he was able to lock the wheel and sit back, hands free, for about a half hour while Deb was napping.  We arrived at the anchorage about 14:00.  A great sail!!  We were also thrilled to meet up with Ray and Louise on L'Eau Road at the anchorage, and spent the evening on their boat with Allie Cat catching up on their latest adventures.  You may recall we last saw them in Stuart, Florida.

MaxZCat moved on yesterday morning (Feb. 28); but we, Drifter, Allie Cat, L'Eau Road, and Sirocco are staying a little longer because it is such a beautiful anchorage with many coral reefs to explore.  We and Yvon visited one of the small islands next to us to see the Iguanas.  As we pulled up in our dinghy, over twenty of them scurried over to see what food we would be dishing out.  We only had an apple, which only one Iguana deemed fit to consume.  They must be very well-fed and spoiled by the twice-daily tour boats that bring "gaggles" of squawking tourists.  We waited for slack tide before attempting any snorkeling, as the tidal flow is very significant and creates a very strong current that can be dangerous to weak swimmers.  So we all went snorkeling around 12:30 until 14:30.  We were rewarded with five conch.  It was the first time any of us had cleaned conch, but in time we had them all removed and skinned.  Deb brought them back to our boat, cut them in thin strips, and cooked them in the pressure cooker for 15 minutes.  This made the conch nearly as tender as the "pounding with a mallet" method.  We, Yvon, Ray & Louise went to Allie Cat for a pot luck supper with the star attraction being the conch sautéed in teriaki sauce.  Conch is very similar in taste to scallops.

Today (Saturday, March 1) Ron will do some maintenance and adjustments to the wheel helm and will restitch the leather cover for the wheel.  Then in the afternoon we'll all go fishing and explore another reef.

We'll try to be more regular with our journal reports, but no promises.

