Hello All:  Well many weeks have gone by since our last communication, we have been busy with visitors and logging many miles!  This email will give you a new and fresh perspective on our travels, as our friend Tom has agreed to "pen" his own version of his week aboard Dragonfly.  Enjoy!   I'll follow with our latest 

 

Hi Everyone:

Cindy has asked me to be "guest commentator" aboard Dragonfly this week. If you
are like me, you look forward to Cindy and Rick's emails documenting their exploits in the tropics as a way to distract you from the drudgery of winter in New England. I doubt I can match Cindy's prosaic style, but at least I can offer a different perspective on the goings on of the last week. 

The trip started for me in Guadeloupe. After R&C met me at the airport, we proceeded directly to the Musee du Rhum, a funky little museum of not only rum making, (and tasting, of course) but also someone's collection of insects and model boats. The eclectic mix of boats, weird critters and ever-present smell of rum set the tone for the whole trip. 

Once on the boat, in the little port town of Daihais, R&C fell into their domestic routine. The first thing that struck me was how much this life on the sea has become normal day-to-day life for these guys; sort of like Ozzie and Harriett with flare guns and global positioning. The boat is very comfortable and lacks nothing a well appointed home has, and even has a few extras, like an escape hatch in the floor in case your home flips over. 

After cocktails (25 year old Rhum purchased at the museum) we had a nice dinner at a dinghy-up French restaurant complete with snooty French waiter. Later I settled into the spacious stateroom that would be home for 9 days. Next morning, after croissant, we headed off to Les Saints, a little island chain south of Guadeloupe. Kind of a French West Indies version of Nantucket. We hiked around in the hills and found an amazing little beach and what would have been a beautiful romantic moment for R&C, had yours truly not been around to get in the way. We rewarded ourselves with gelato that was so good Cindy has been searching for a substitute ever since. 

Next was our big passage: Guadeloupe to the Grenadines. As guest navigator Rick asked me to look up how far it was to our destination. I picked up the large scale chart for a look. One and a half horizontal lines due south. 1.5 degrees latitude, 90 miles. Hmmm, I thought it was longer, oh well. Long story short, we finally figured out the lines on the chart were TWO degrees apart after we were underway. The trip we thought was going to take 12 hours took exactly 24. The weather seemed rough to me, the fair weather sailor from the northeast, 20 to 35 kt wind, 6 ft seas, but R&C made it clear this was a cake-walk compared to the trip from Virginia, and again Ozzie and Harriett fell into an easy routine. Cindy stood her watches and curled up in the fetal position on the settee on her time off. On my off-watch I tried to sleep in my bunk, which was like sleeping in as cement mixer. To the best of my knowledge, Rick never left the bridge. Rick's comfort with the motion of the boat was tested when he had to crawl into the tiny, hot engine compartment to change a clogged filter with the boat lurching and gyrating along at 9 knots. I'm happy to report Rick was unfazed  by the ordeal that would have had me convulsing over the lee rail. A full day after we left we pulled into a magical little cove in St. Vincent with steep walls on 3 sides covered with lush tropical vegetation. A hot tropical rain shower after we settled into the dry boat made for great atmosphere. 

From St. Vincent it was off to the Grenadines. First stop: Bequia (Beck-we). A little island, fun town and (yes!) English speaking. We hiked, sampled good ice cream (unfortunately not up to Cindy's new high standards) had dinner with folks R&C met on the 1500 and generally had a great time in the sun. Rick and I went on a fantastic scuba dive on our second day. We didn't want to leave, but alas, they had to get me to the airport in Grenada and it was time to move on. 

Our next stop was Tobago Cays. This is one of those places where the water is so blue and the sand so white you cry "Photoshop" when you see it in a travel brochure. The multitude of white rental boats is evidence that the Moorings has a charter operation in nearby Canouan or Union Island. (Definitely worth a trip if you are chartering soon.) This is one of the most beautiful places I have ever seen, and, like all these locals in paradise, it's right in Ozzie and Harriett's back yard. Local guys in colorful home made plywood boats with names like "Rasta One-Love" or "African Pride" zip through the anchorage offering goods and services like bread delivery and tee shirts. We bought 2 huge lobsters from a boat guy named Pete and, after a bloody horror show trying to split them in half, grilled them for dinner. 

Marching ever forward toward Grenada, we next proceeded Carriacou, a peaceful 2 hour down-wind sail away. Carriacou is still in the Grenadines, but the first that is part of Grenada. (The others are part of St. Vincent.) This change in country means Rick once again has to fill our a dozen forms in triplicate for a series of bored third world bureaucrats in a 1 hour process that could be replaced by a swipe of your "World Cruisers Card" if such a useful thing existed. After lunch and check-in in the hot and, for some reason not very friendly town of Hillsborough. Later, on the flight home, I think I discovered why the people of Carriacou were less friendly than other islands. There, on the front page of the American Eagle in-flight magazine was an article on Carriacou's fabulous new Trump resort with golf course, spa, pristine private beaches and casino. I'm guessing the guy who has a whole TV show ( The Apprentice) devoted to his mistreatment of underlings has set a new low for white-guy land grabbing and exploitation. That afternoon we pulled a little ways off shore to a little sandy island called Sandy Island (duh!) for some great snorkeling. The enterprising and ever present boat guys (Tiger and Squash) came by with a 100 lb dorado (fish) and chopped off 3 steaks which we again grilled for dinner, some of the tastiest fish I've ever had. 

The next day we were off to Grenada proper. After first stopping for a snorkel at Ronde Island (Ronde is in an "exclusion zone" when nearby undersea volcano "Kick'em Jenny" is active. Fortunately we were able to avoid any complications involving lava.) we proceeded around the windward side of Grenada. The day started dark and stormy, but by afternoon we were flying along at 10 knots in the sun with the spinnaker flying. After jibing at what may be the lowest latitude of their voyage (11:58:00 N) we rounded the point into Prickley Bay and it was clear we were back in civilization with marinas, high-rise apartment buildings and a busy Marblehead style harbor. I reluctantly departed for the airport at oh-dark-thirty the next morning, sun burnt and relaxed from a week of great adventure and hospitality, only to get snowed out of Boston for 2 days and stuck in Puerto Rico, but that's another story. 

A couple of quick observations for anyone considering a Dragonfly visit: Travel flexibility is key. Make R/T reservations to Puerto Rico way in advance and buy your individual island-hopping flights a day before you fly. Sailing is weather and circumstance dependent, and the boat can't always be where it's expected. Another observation: It is impossible to under-pack. Besides your passport, bring a bathing suit, tee-shirt, sturdy sandals shades and a credit card. Everything else takes care of itself. 


