We have departed the Leeward Islands and arrived in the Windward Islands.  As I have mentioned previously, our plan is to explore as far down island as Grenada, then make a U turn and investigate from there at a more leisurely pace.   We have just completed our longest passage since arriving in the Caribbean, and I for one am happy to have it behind us.  So where have we been? 
 
Before leaving Guadeloupe we rented a car and drove across the western island, Basse Terre, skirting the rainforest.   We had time for a pleasant, albeit muddy walk in the National Park, and we made a quick visit to the south coast of the eastern island "Grande Terre" before heading to the airport to pick-up our first visitor, Tom Eagan.   After all our planning and strategizing re: how to collect Tom, the pickup went off without a hitch.  Not knowing the area or the weather in advance, a great deal of research and emailing went on before Tom's arrival – we had a plan A, B, and C.   Plan C was the "do it yourself plan" where Tom would find his way to the dingy dock in Deshais and having brought his own portable VHF radio, contact us on the boat.   After settling Tom into his stateroom, we dingy'd over to a restaurant with a commanding view of the Deshais harbor.  Now the simple act of tying up the dingy required 15 minutes of strategizing on how best to tie the dingy so it won't be crushed under the dock by the noticeably strong swell. Anyway, we had a fun dinner that included a French-only menu, a French waiter who didn't try too hard & a French cabaret singer who spoke to us in French but seemed to prefer singing in English (except for the requisite "La Vie en Rose"). 
 
Saturday was our intended departure and we had a busy morning planned including a visit to the internet café, to the bakery for croissants and to the rental car agency.   Rick and Tom set off to return the rental car and since we had ¾ tank of gas left in the car they brought along a hose and a jug (we are always in need of gas for our dingy travels).   Unfortunately, the brass valve on the siphoning hose quickly stuck in the gas tank intake and couldn't be removed, they were left with only the hose.   A very funny scene ensued with Tom and Rick, who speak only English, attempting to communicate the problem to the car rental agent who spoke only French.  The agent, comprehending only that they couldn't get the gas out of the tank, offered to compensate w/ 10 Euro.   Tom continued to try to explain that the bigger problem was the brass valve stuck in the fill, but the agent interpreted his enthusiasm as negotiation, upping his offer to 20 Euro.    At this point the boys gave up and went next door w/ their booty to buy gasoline, where they found that the attendant spoke fluent English – back they went to the rental agent where the problem was made clear.   Back in town a few minutes later, the rental agent found them and returned the valve, how he got it out of the car is still the subject of discussion.   Now that's entertainment!
 
So, content w/ our gas and our croissants, we weighed anchor and headed down the coast.  We made a quick snorkeling stop at the Jacques Cousteau underwater park, where we had our first filefish sighting.   We then continued to "Les Saintes", arriving at the main harbor, Bourg Des Saintes, in plenty of time to anchor before sunset.  We always try to arrive in a new spot before dark to avoid any mishaps.   Our time in The Saintes was brief yet lovely.  The highlight was a 3-hour walk that took us up to Fort Napoleon and to a trail through the hills overlooking the Baie de Marigot and a climb down to a secluded beach.   We even spotted a few iguanas' who are prevalent on the island.  Oh and the best gelato since Florence was found here as well! As usual there was a bit of boat maintenance to complete before heading out for the night passage; Rick and Tom made short work of running new electrical wire to the running lights. 
 
It was difficult to leave The Saintes so quickly but we stuck to our plan of getting the passage to the Grenadines behind us.   We had 180 miles to cover -- through the night and the next day we sailed past Dominica, Martinique, St. Lucia and part of St. Vincent.  The winds were down in the lee of each island and up between them, with a pretty decent chop resulting in a bit of a rough ride.   We had a few small issues during the passage: (1) the starboard engine quit in the afternoon but Rick was able to get it going again after a good deal of   time down in the engine compartment, and (2) we were buzzed twice by a small plane at mast height, a bit unnerving and still a mystery.  
 
Once we realized we wouldn't make Bequia before sunset, we ducked into Petit Byahaut, a delightful little cove on the SW coast of St. Vincent.   We are pretty fast at anchoring Dragonfly in normal conditions and in this case I think we broke our record time thanks to a rainstorm that arrived the moment we pulled into the bay.   The next morning dawned sunny and clear, we jumped into the water with our snorkeling gear and were pleasantly surprised by all the fish and coral in this tiny bay.   The beauty of St. Vincent, very "jungle like", struck us all and we have it on our list as another place to explore in more detail.  We then sailed in a beautiful breeze, averaging 8.5 kn all the way to Bequia (10 miles). 
 
It feels great to have reached The Grenadines.  Bequia is lovely and quite friendly; it is odd to be saying "hello" instead of "bonjour" to folks on the street! A Bequia specialty is the building of model boats and they are really artfully built and colorfully painted. We caught up w/ another C1500 couple on "Dream Ketch'r" with whom we had spent some time earlier in the year and they have given us many tips on the area.     Today the boys are diving and we'll soon move along towards Grenada making a few stops on the way.   We'll be sorry to see Tom depart, but look forward to the arrival of Rick's sister's family.   I think we'll be in this general area for awhile, hopping around these splendid islands, enjoying their beauty and charm.
 

There is just so much to see, who would believe that there isn't enough time!

