Happy New Year!

We are still in St. Martin, anticipating the work being done on the boat the week of 1/9. Until then we have attempted to explore as much of the area as the weather has allowed. At the recommendation of some friends we spent a day on the island of Saba, which is 25 miles from St. Martin and part of the Netherlands. Saba is a startling island - rocky cliffs rising from the ocean circling lush mountains covered with rainforest. We enjoyed a taxi tour with Vincent, who was the second taxi driver on the island, and learned about the (1) the local engineer who led the project to build the road when others said it couldn't be done (2) the shortest commercial airport runway in the world (3) the breadfruit vs. breadnut and as well as other local flora and fauna. After the tour we climbed a beautiful trail to the top of Mt. Scenery which brought us through the rainforest to the highest spot in the Netherlands! Saba definitely merits further exploration, we were told the snorkeling and diving are great and there are many more hikes to enjoy. 

Life in the lagoon had gotten sort of stale -- eating, eating, eating! We missed swimming off the boat so when the wind "laid down" some we weighed anchor, headed through the French cut (thanks to our 3.5" draft) and motored north to the anchorage in Baie Grande Case. Although we had seen Grand Case during our bus tour of St. Martin, experiencing it by water was altogether different; from our back porch we viewed sailboats bobbing at anchor in beautiful turquoise water against the backdrop of little shops and restaurants fronting the beach with green hills rising behind. Here we enjoyed snorkeling Rocher Creole, huge rocks standing guard off the point of the bay and we hiked a fantastic trail from Anse Marcel which took us along the ridge for about 3 miles to a glorious beach. 

"You can't get there from here" -- Although we have tourist literature which mentions many beaches and hiking trails on St. Martin, it is generally not easy to find our destinations. We persevered and eventually we were able to locate some but not all of the places in which we were interested, which meant asking many people for directions and making lots of u-turns. We have also been using our dingy to reach some of these areas, which has been an education in itself; did we remember the VHF radio, do we have enough gas, is it too rough to safely continue, should we try to land the dingy or is it too rough? At one point we miscalculated the distance we needed to travel and asked a passing boat for a tow into the harbor to ensure we would not run out of gas and find ourselves adrift toward Anguilla. We were rescued by "Sucre d'Orge". Claude, the skipper, did not speak any English but his friend Arlette's English was pretty good and we conversed a bit about her home in Paris, St. Martin and about Boston before jumping back in the dingy and heading back to Dragonfly. 

New Years was a blast. We spent New Years eve in the cockpit with a group of friends watching seven fireworks shows light up the island. These were accompanied by the celebratory horns of the mega yachts tied up around the harbors. On New Years day we were greeted by a sea turtle swimming next to the boat (a thrill for Cindy) and Rick joyously rigged his windsurfer and zipped across the anchorage (a thrill for Rick). 

In the "all is not perfect" column, we continue to experience strong wind gusts some nights that often interrupt our sleep due to concerns about our anchor dragging (and the boat clipping some other boat). Rick had a mystery rash on part of his thighs that seems to have been the work of some sea creature that found a temporary home in his bathing suit one morning while he was cleaning the bottom of the boat (it is now under control). 

 

Well, that is a pretty long travelogue.  We'll talk to you soon!

 

Cindy & Rick

