Caribbean to Panama.

This page will have some sort of multiple updates as we pass the different islands and get access to the net. Having been here once may not mean there is nothing new.
BARBADOS

Our first island to visit after the Atlantic crossing. This is actually not a Caribbean Island but an Atlantic island but most people consider it the entrance and start of the Caribbean adventure. We arrived just as the sun set and dropped the anchor in the bay together with a lot of other boats. What a mistake this was, we had to take the boat to the custom and immigration office located in the main harbor. Up with the anchor and into the dock together with the real cruise liners that is all over the place. Then it was to climb up 2m of rough dockside, no ladders or anything else. The procedure of checking in took almost 2 hrs, and there were documents to fill out as if we had a crew of 100, 2000 passengers, health documentation, lists of alcohol, tobacco, firearms etc. After words it was to move back to our first location in the darkness. Tired and hungry and not prepared for another dinner of noodles Kristina and I inflated the dingy and sneaked ashore to find some food. The salvage was a nearby lobster restaurant that was actually closed but managed some soup and lobster legs.
There is no other place in Bridgeport to anchor than outside the beach, and the most convenient place to get ashore is to moor the dingy at “The Boatyard”, a beach entertainment center with disco, bar, and restaurant at night and, full beach service daytime. 20 USD a day to tie up the dingy and get rid of garbage, which had to be done before 9 in the morning. Quite noisy all night as the “music” thundered out until 5 in the morning in something like 200 decibel. On top of that I’m sorry to say that the service was friendly, they actually stated clear out that yacht people were a pain in the a**! On top of that we had difficulties every night in getting back to the dingy as Imran Hans was not allowed into the bar which we had to pass through to get to the dingy dock. On top of that we had to pay 20cents a gallon of water which we had to carry quite a bit. Barbados is a beautiful island with friendly people wherever you go, but a taxi driver said it quite friendly: Tourists are welcome as long as they leave after their holiday and do not settle down! The beach where we anchored was one of the best I have been too, clean and white sand, clear water and the day crew at The Boatyard did a very good job. But as a yachter I would say that the service is straight out bad especially at the custom/immigration dock with a total lack of safe mooring. As the check in service was of the slowest, the check out went quite fast with good service.
The people of Barbados are as previously mentioned in general very friendly and service minded, but the service must be of the slowest in the world. Shops, banks etc, set off enough time. There are not much left of traces from the old colonial time. All over here were wrecks of old buildings, but no activity to restore them. The shops are mostly aimed at incoming tourists from the cruise liners. High prices and low quality looked to be general. The “low priced” gold only held 14K. But at least we had the opportunity to enjoy some nice restaurants like Sweet Potato in St. Lawrence with its local Bajan fish dishes and not to forget the Lobster Shack at the beach on Christmas Eve. Have a look at the pictures in the photo section. Is Barbados a place I would revisit? Not likely unless I’m doing the Atlantic crossing again. But we had a nice and enjoyable stay and do not regret the visit. As Harek, Kristinas boyfriend had signaled his arrival at Martinique the 27th we hoisted anchor and arrived at:
MARTINIQUE

After 20 hrs of nice sailing through a night of starts and moon we entered the harbor in Le Marina. Nice marina, hundreds of boats at anchor and the fastest custom clearance so far. One form to fill in, 5 minutes and out again. We got a nice berth at the dock, power and water and the mangrove forest only some 50m away. Not the nice clear water of Barbados, but a real tropical island! A nice dinner at shore we discovered that “tonedos” which we are used to in Norway to be a nice piece of steak here was a very nice “fish burger” in French style! Next dinner will not be ordered by the captain! (On request by the crew!)  So now the main sail is down for repair again together with the spinnaker that sheared in the Atlantic at the local sail shop, and we are waiting for the rig repair man to fix the spinnaker boom and bracket. So far Jeanneau have been silent and the only shop closed at the dock is the one with Jeanneau sticker in the window!!! By the way, the rig repair man has just put the bracket for the pole back on the mast: reason for breakage: WRONG type of rivets used by Jeanneau!!!!!
Finally Haarek arrived. A new smile on Kristinas face appeared. While waiting for the sails to be back, we spent some days at the beach, aprox 0,5 hr out with the dingy. Not as impressive as the Barbados beach, but very nice with some nice shadow from the palm trees for those who preferred that. We rented a car and took a trip to Fort de France so Kristina could by her return ticket. Nice town with a lot of small shops. As we went back through the countryside we discovered that people of this island, except from tourism,  seems to be living of sugar canes and bananas. Friendly people, but too French dominated. It is difficult to find out what is the Martinique culture. This is more like a mini France out in the ocean. Le Marin is a perfect place for cruisers who needs repairs and service on their yachts. Almost whatever is needed of bits and pieces as well as repair shops for rigging and engines are available. Prices of course may be discussed, but at least you get what you need.
I even managed to speak to the local Jeanneau dealer trying to make him contact Jeanneau, but without the big success. Boat is out of warranty!! The only way would be for me to call Jeanneau or send them a “snail mail”. I just gave in trying to explain that I just wanted him to forward my web page address to Jeanneau so they could read my opinion themselves. Hopefully I get the sails back later today so we may set off to 
St. LUCIA:

A former British colony located 30Nm south of Martinique. A nice rather new harbor at the north end, Rodney Bay Marine welcomed us after some 5 hrs of downwind sailing. The port is also the final stop of the ARC races and some of the participants were still here. A quite narrow channel leads to the marina from the bay, with restaurants on one side and the local colorful fishing village on the other.  (We do not recommend the Eagles Inn restaurant unless you have extremely good time and not too hungry!)  This was the first island where we got some of the expected Caribbean feeling and felt the “vibes”. Customs are quite quick as long as the proper papers were presented. There was a bit doubt about the small registration card of the Norwegian Baat registeret, before we left Norway, but so far it has worked out. More important in some ports have been proper documentation of insurance. But we checked inn without any problems. Outside the harbor in the bay there are beautiful beaches on both sides of the inlet, very nice for sunbathing and swimming, not so nice for snorkeling. If you feel for paying 10 carib $ (5US) for a sun bed turn port when going out, or turn stb and enjoy the local beach with no jet skies and other disturbing elements. After a nice day on the beach the restaurants in the harbor area may be recommended. 
We rented a car and went south to the two Pitons close to Soufriere, went up to the crater and had a good sniff of the sulfa smoke from the crater before we took our bath in the hot spring bath! Sounds exotic, but in fact it was one small waterfall that went into a concrete basin some 10 x 5 meters! The area around the bay of Soufriers seems quite popular for divers, but be prepared to anchor and beach life is next to none. However the small fishing village Ansa La Raye a bit further north at least offers a pipe smoker whatever he wants for a quiet “flight” with “Rasta Air”! As was said on the t-shirts sold in the local shops: Why drink and drive when you can smoke and fly! However we went back with our rental car to Rodney Bay.
Next day it was time to check out and take the 5 hrs headwind trip back to Le Marin at Martinique to let off Kristina and Harek. Last night was celebrated at our favorite restaurant for the good bye dinner with “double deserts” and the patrons’ favorite XO rum as a fare well present. The next morning’s breakfast was rather quiet.

Now it is time for Haffie, Imran and me to give the boat a little shine up. This stay lasted for almost a week as the rain kept on pouring down. We were told by the locals that there had only been one nice sunny week since November: The week Haarek came to visit. We finally got tired of the local restaurants and decided to set off North to:
LES SAINTES

A small group of islands just south of Guadaloupe. Haffie got a quiet night watch with stars and no wind as we passed west of Dominica, and I got the squalls and rain! We arrived in the morning in nice sun and anchored in the bay. Custom check in went quite fast, and again we were in a French island! A nice small village with a mix of shops were surrounding the bay, and off course a lot of restaurants. Our favorite one we found just outside the center next to the church yard! One catch however, the restaurant opened at 19.00 and no orders were taken after 20.00. In fact the whole island closed and went dark at around 22.00. The only disturbing element during the first night was a Sunsail catamaran that ran his own disco for quite some time. However he got it back the next day when his anchor went loose and the boat started drifting. With the help of a neighbor and a local small fishing boat we managed too secure it to Haffiman before it went across the bay and onto the rocks. I think he had mixed up feet and meters as he measured out the length of his anchor chain! Not a thank you from the captain and crew as they returned some hours later. Watching them trying to get their anchor loose from another Sunsail boat was almost good old Nesbryggen entertainment. I sent an e-mail to Sunsail about the incident, but no answer received so far. However we really enjoyed our stay at Les Saintes but needed to move on towards:
ANTIGUA.

At least this was our intention as we set sail early in the morning. Weather Online had promised us a nice 9 – 15 mph wind from the east, what we got was 15 – 20 m/sek from NW. This fun did not last long, again as the quality manager of Jeanneau again proved his lack of knowledge about quality demands on certain important parts! Just as we turned the SW corner of

GOUADALOUPE

A big bang and the main sail sheet was no longer attached to the traverse. The aluminum anchor block holding the main sheet to the traverse broke! Down with the main, and luckily we had a marina quite close. Studying the broken part it was quite clear that some of it had cracked quite some time ago and the strong wind was too much for the rest. Through Peter Heitmann in Norway I managed to get in contact with Jeanneau in France and gave them a clear option: Fix this immediately or take the boat back! We do have quite strong consumer’s rights in Norway which goes far beyond the so called warranty of Jeanneau. Obviously this time they got my message and new part were delivered next day through a local ship chandler who happened to be a dealer of that kind of equipment. This was actually a part he always kept in stock – I wonder why! At least the new part seem to be of a different alloy. Where we had ended up was a small marina called Riviere Sens. A friendly harbormaster helped us nicely into the formally closed pier. A huge “danger” sign was at the entrance and the whole pier was falling apart. No shore power, but at least we got our water tank filled up and some laundry done at the dock. As we had checked out of Gouadaloupe custom area as we left Les Saintes I was a bit anxious to get that sorted out, but two friendly custom officers passing by fixed it all with a small signature on my clearance form and wished us good luck in the future.
 Of course we had to test the local restaurants and were recommended the karaoke bar at the marina being the best one in the area. The food was nice, Haffie resisted to test her singing  and the dinner took quite some hours as the chef had to finish a couple of bottles of champagne with his friends before he could start cooking! We actually got our new part the next day and I managed to get it in place without loosing any of the 42 loose balls that had to be put back one by one. We then tried the local beach with black sand before we decided to have dinner onboard and get ready for another shot at:
ANTIGUA.
This time everything went as planned and as usual in the darkness we sneaked into Falmouth harbor and dropped the anchor in the bay “where the rich and famous plays” according to our Caribbean guide. Next morning we discovered what we thought was huge radio masts with red air warning lights the night before was the mega cruisers of the rich and famous. Nothing was speared in efforts of being bigger and better than the neighbor. Underwater floodlights, helicopter on deck.  Our check in we did in the English Harbor at the Nelson Dock. This is claimed to be the only restored remaining constructions from the old slave trade times in the area. A beautiful place, impressing background with all the super yachts and a scaring contrast to the local colored people selling fruits at the roadside stalls and driving around in their 1980 Mitshubisis at night. But at least we managed to get Haffie a nice birthday dinner, but the desert we had to take in the dockside coffee and ice-cream shop, the restaurant was out if ice cream!! As I had the feeling this was not the right place for my Master Card to stay long, we went back onboard and prepared for an early start towards :
ST MARTIN.

Leaving the windward island and again heading west I hoped for a nice sailing with winds from behind in the promised 7 -10 knots of wind. Something has really turned the weather of this region upside down. As we passed the erupting volcano, in safe distance, of Monteserat, the wind turned even too the west for a moment until it stabled itself somewhat north. It was quite impressing watching the black smoke and white clouds rising to the sky and see how it spread out several miles even windward. It almost went all the way to Antigua. But we reached at least without further incident a safe anchoring in Simpson Bay, St Martin 02.30 in the morning. The island is split in two between Holland and France, the common language is English, and the currency is US Dollars! On the Dutch side they have three official flags: Dutch, St Martin island, and one covering all islands belonging too St Martin. It was not easy to choose which courtesy flag to use, but we went for the St Martin flag. Our guide again tells us that if we stay long enough in Simpson Bay we will meet every sailor in the Caribbean. From the bay there is access to a huge lagoon through a lifting bridge. Inside there are an unknown number of mega yacht marinas and some hundreds of our size anchored around. I decided to stay on the outside where the water was almost clean and we were able to take a dip whenever we wanted. The smell when passing the narrow point at the bridge in the evening is not coming from the fashion houses of Paris!
 As mentioned this is s two nations island and we decided to do a little sight seeing. I stopped a local mini bus and we set off towards Philipsburg, the Dutch capital. Haffie almost got tears in her eyes as 80% of the shops were gold and diamonds, but she managed to resist the temptations. But the city center was nice and clean, people friendly and atmosphere was very nice. I finally managed to get my “rasta” cap and sitting down for a photo session with my pipe. I immediately got friendly offer of alternative, top quality local tobacco! Having seen the Dutch capital we captured another minibus (1 US$ each) and went to the French side: Marigot. Not much to see except a lot of small fashion shops, just another piece  of mini France. Back at Haffiman again Haffie finally managed to serve a long missed home made Malay dinner with chicken, rice and vegetables. Tomorrow there will be a shopping for supply day again before we set course for:
The British VIRGIN ISLANDS.

As the sun set jan21, we lifted anchor and set course for the first of the islands, Virgin Gorda. Early next morning we anchored in one of the northern bays at Bitter End Yacht Club. This looks like the Caribbean as we had heard about it. Reefs, beaches, sun, palm trees. Only one thing was missing, no custom and immigration at the site. Our small dinghy brought us across the bay to Gun Creek where we were lucky to find one of the local taxis which took us for a ride over the mountains to The Spanish Town. The road had an inclination more like the skiing hill in Aurdal, and the only light on the driver’s instrument panel that seemed to work was the one indicating worn out brakes! The customs was not too happy for us going directly to Bitter End, but everything sorted itself out nicely. Our kamikaze taxi driver was waiting for us and gave us another unforgettable drive back. Safe back it was time to enjoy and again our small dinghy brought us out to an abandoned white beach for a real cool off and swim. One sad thing about the white beaches, there is not much than sand to see under the water and it gets terrible hot out of the water. As usual we had to try the local restaurant: The Saba Rock is built on a small island only accessible by boat. Here we enjoyed a real nice buffet with most of what could be wanted. Three days we stayed, and this is a place I can really recommend for a nice relaxing holiday if you like swimming, snorkeling, dingy sailing or whatever but NO JETSKIES, just a really nice and quiet place. Our guide then recommended us to go to Cane Garden bay at the west coast of Virgin Gorda. Sheltered behind reefs this was promised to be another heaven on earth. We managed to get in and catch one of the mooring buoys. This proved to be the only safe thing in the bay. The swell was so bad that the landing dock could not be used and we went straight on the beach instead. The swell was breaking all over the beach and the only ones that really enjoyed this was a bunch of surfers that kept on going to after sunset. On our way back to the boat both Haffie and Imran were thrown out of the dingy, but with good help from some Americans at the beach we managed to get back to Haffiman wet but in one piece. That night the boat was swinging and tilting more than it has ever done, so early next morning we went to Road Town where we was lucky to get a place at The Foot Loose marina, one of the many rental companies taken over by Moorings who occupied the next docks with aprox 250 rental boats! With another repair to be done, the treads of the genoa has obvious passed the last date of consumption, we had to stay 3 days to get it back from Doyle. Haffie enjoyed some small shopping and a Laundromat, I managed to change oil and filter on the engine and do some polishing of the hull. In between we enjoyed the activity on the rental docks and of course tested the local food. Check out at customs and immigration went easy, we had to pay 75cents in fee. From the beginning we never had the intention of going into US waters. The original plan was to get down to Aruba for a lift out before proceeding to Panama. However I was told there was no lift out possibilities at Aruba so we decided to take the northern route which lead us straight into the hands of to days real Pirates of the Caribbean!
Only four hours away from Tortola we went into:

ST JOHN, Cruz Bay!

Having no visas for the US I expected some minor discussion, but being robbed for 750US$ was a bit more than expected. Somehow I have to admire the female officer who did her best and managed to get us temporary visas for passing through. The procedure took three hours including fingerprinting and photos, phone calls and waiting for answers from superiors. Being a Norwegian was not the problem, but Malaysia was not on the list of countries this was allowed for. It did not help much that the whole office was filled with Dell Computers probably made in Penang! At least we are now probably registered in most of the official databases of US and better behave. I felt the ghosts of Edgar J Hoover and McCarthy hovering around the office. Everyone officers and clerks, were armed with guns. Tourists and locals passing the office while we were waiting had their handbags searched, not to forget NO SUNGLASSES! I do not blame the officers; they just follow the system and rules in a society I hope I will never live in. In one of the most peace full tropical island it was like everyone was considered guilty of something until proven innocent. We finally got out and back to Haffiman just to discover that we were stuck on a sand bank which took us 1,5 hours to get off, and of course the sun went down. We managed to sneak out and around to Great Cruz Bay where we managed to borrow a mooring buoy for the night. Most of St John has been made a National Park area and anchoring are rather limited. Next morning we went to another bay at the NE coast where official mooring buoys had been laid out. Nice and neat but one problem occurred as we were not allowed to put the dinghy at the dock or beach as these were reserved for customers at the nearby resort only! I am beginning to understand why we hardly see anything else than American yachts around here. The yachts we meet are friendly and waves, but do not try to set foot on land. We finally gave up and went to St Thomas and the capital Charlotte Amalie where we at the moment are at anchor outside the US Coast Guard site waiting for new paradoxes to appear tomorrow.
For those of you who have not heard from us lately, our Telenor cell phone do not want to talk to the local system. 

Charlotte Amalie is mostly like a huge gold and diamond store mainly aimed at the tourists that are brought in by several large cruise ships daily. For those who do not want to take the taxi to the city center there is a huge shopping center just at the cruise liners dock. Too much gold and diamonds for my cards so we moved down to the next bay: Crown Bay Marina. This was where I managed to send my last update from.  Nothing much here either, we managed to fill diesel but our cooking gas tanks of European standard was impossible to get refilled. No beach, no nothing, we set course for:
PUERTO RICO.

Another night of sailing and again the weatherman and the wind obviously could not agree. Straight ahead and some real squalls with 30 – knots of wind. Having flipped over a couple of times even our dinghy got enough and said good bye. Left was the towing rope with two empty rings. However we managed to reach San Juan and found our way into the only marina. The custom check in here was so far the easiest; just a phone call to the customs and that was all. With 99% deep sea fishing boats and only a couple of sailing boats we understood this was not the place for a long stay. We needed a new dinghy and that we got at the local West Marine shop. One day spent at sightseeing to the old city of San Juan. They had really made a nice and good job of restoring and keeping this old Spanish fortress and the city. This is the place to go for restaurants and local shopping. Haffie however had a day at the huge Sears shopping mall named Plaza las Americas. Not seen a nice beach or had a nice swim for quite some time we decided to make another try further south before leaving Puerto Rico and our next stop was Boqueron Bay at the south west corner. Nice weather with NE wind was promised, we got almost no wind and mainly from the NW until the final hours when we had to navigate through some reeves etc, we got the usual 20knots! The estimated trip of 15 hours took us 26. The only thing disturbing this trip was of course the Big Brother of the US government. Early in the morning, still dark, a boat started circling around us and finally put on a blue flashing light. I called them on the VHF, had a small problem as they asked me to change channel: My Simrad VHF with automatic distress sending refuses to change channel without getting position update by NMEA from my GPS. After sorting that problem out I was interrogated for almost 30 minutes giving exact the same information as filling out the form at the immigrations. What annoyed me a bit was I got the feeling that the other end was watching a screen checking that the info I gave was the same he had on his screen. He finally was happy and left with his black diesel smoke in the direction of San Juan. But we managed to get to Bahia Boqueron and drop the anchor before the sun went down, no room in the marina that seems to be reserved for the 3 stories (main deck – fly bridge – tuna tower) deep sea fishing fleet! This is a rather quiet out of the way spots, but with its nice beach and small village a nice place to spend a couple of days, but probably not in the middle of high season: April to June. As we have discovered, the further away from the big cities, the more service minded the locals. Here we finally managed to refill our cooking gas tanks, thanks to a local shop that had saved the “old” filling adapters. Custom and immigration was ½ hour by taxi up north to Mayaguez. It took less than 5 minutes to be cleared out of the US territory! Anchor up and good bye Puerto Rico, course was set for:

JAMAICA!
We went well off the coast of Haiti. It started with a nice 15-20 knots breeze from behind, continued with 24 hours of engine, and as the wind started to pick up again the quality manager of Jeanneau qualified himself to another free ticket to the next guillotine test! The main sheet block at the foot of the mast came apart. (photo in the haffiman file at yahoo photos). Anyone putting such a design with an unsecured nut at such a place deserves nothing else than the above mentioned “prize”. May he/she rest in peace, and I hope that Jeanneau now takes their responsibility and gives our rigging a full check in Panama. Another thing that has annoyed me from day 1 is that the engine room is producing salt! Almost 2 tablespoons on the trip from Puerto Rico and even on a place in the engine room where there is no salt water in the engine (Port side). We managed to get the block replaced before it ripped away most of the other lines running from the mast to the cockpit and continued towards one of the former jewels of the British Empire; Kingston Town and The Royal Jamaican Yacht Club! We had quite some expectations and I almost expected blue blazers and pink haired ladies strolling around. Into the mangroves we found a small sheltered harbor, some 10 sailing boats and the rest all the typical fishing cruisers we have been used too. However perhaps the most friendly and service minded people from the fuel dock captain to the manager of the club. We even managed to borrow one of the bartenders, Vincent, to give us a tour of Kingston. He did his best, but I am sorry to say that Jamaica so far has not lived up to expectations. It seems that most of the town is no-no area, especially after dark and with the wrong skin color! Time did not allow us to really tour the island, and the club itself is quite remote located from the city. However public service was impressing as both immigration and custom came to the marina to clear us in. A little disappointed we are, but after all a nice stay that we will end tomorrow as we set out for the last Caribbean stage: Towards Panama.
PLEASE STAY TUNED, NEXT UPDATE WILL HOPEFULLY BE FROM COLON OR PANAMA CITY AT THE END OF FEBRUARY.
