Roatan Week 4

It's Wednesday as | sit on the boat watching the sun go down over the mountains of
Guanga. Ross just cooked up agreat meal of fresh snapper and yellow rice. He cooked
the snapper 3 ways, fried, baked with green peppers and onions and cooked with therice.
We have a 10 knot breeze and we' re watching the rain storms go by. It’s been a great and
different week!

Sunday Ross, Rick, Sean and Matt camein on time. The welder had just finished the
repair on the fore stay and | was getting the boat cleaned up for the trip to Guangjain the
morning. | had the cabbie that took Deb to the airport pick them up. He had asign for
Rossa Webb. They got akick out of that!

Monday morning we were up at the crack of dawn to leave for Guangja. Unplugged the
power, cast off the dock lines and away we go! It was about time. After 6 days at the
dock we need to get away! We motored out of French Harbour and headed east. The trip
was about 30 miles and | hoped to be there by noon. We left in ano wind slick. The boys
got a couple of lines out trolling and we settled in for the trip.

With a couple of hours under our belt a breeze came in from the north on us. We set the
jib to see how the repair the upholstery lady did looked. It actually looked better than
some sail repair work I’ d seen come out of Cape Coral! Thejib is getting old, the leech
was pretty well blown out, and so this didn’'t help! We motor sailed at 7-8 knots for an
hour or so when the dark squall line came in from the north. Thisis an unusual direction
thistime of year.

The wind picked up to 15 just behind the beam and we were just bombing along. All of a
sudden the wind picked up to 25-30. Here we go again!! The jib held up great but the
boat down below didn’t! We hadn’t secured everything down below before we left in the
drifter so now it was all over the boat. Luckily the eggs didn’t hit the floor!

The squall lasted about 20-30 minutes and then settled down to 15 again. We got to the
island and went straight to Audley’ s place. His son Dunston moved a small boat out of
our way so we could dock along side his lobster boat. We were supposed to get fuel from
them but Dunston told me that he didn’t think it was good enough for our boat and that
we can get it across the harbour if we needed it.

We decided to visit the settlement while we were docked there. We all went different
ways to explore this unique town. | went to the internet café to send last week’ s report off
while the boys found the jail. | don’t know if there is any significance in this or not? We
met back in an hour and moved the boat to anchor about a ¥4 of amile from the
settlement. This location put us closer to the canal and the settlement than we were the
week before when we were here.



The end of week 2 we broke the shifter on the 25hp outboard on the dink. | had emailed
Ross the model number to seeif he could bring one down when he came. | carry a spare
outboard. | learned that lesson on the first trip to Belize when the outboard died the
second week out. Deb and | used the spare the third week. For just the 2 of usthe 15
horse was fine. When the boys came | knew we' d need more juice to push the dink. Ross
didn’t bring the part because the dealer told him it would be 4-6 weeks, maybe. Now it
was time for some jury rigging or AE.

Matt took the challenge and started looking at stuff we had on the boat to effect repair.
He came up with an idea but we needed a grinder. | knew we'd be able to find one at
Audley’ s so while we were there he went to work grinding on his part. In the process he
got alittle carried away and ground too much. We then asked Dunston if he knew where
we could get some 5200 and a part that might work for the shifter.

| haven't told you about the 5200.In preparing for the stem fitting repair | knew we'd
need to rebed the deck plate. | had 2 caulk tubes of 5200 and several small tubes that
should be enough. Saturday when we went to use the 5200 both of the big tubes were
dried up and only 1 %2 of the little tubes were good. | called Ross Saturday night to ask
him to bring some 5200 down with him. No problem!!!

When he unpacked his bag Sunday evening we found that all 4 tubes of 5200 AND 2 of
his books had been taken from his bag. He had a nice note from those lovely people at
TSA that said his bag had been gone through. It DID NOT say that they removed
anything or why. Thiswas a checked bag!! Don’t you feel so much safer knowing that

Anyway, we went looking for 5200 and actually found some! What was even more
incredible was we found the part we needed for the outboard!! The problem was they had
it as part of the entire throttle bracket and wanted almost $500 for it!

Dunston also told us where to look for the outboard part. Y ou go to the canal and turn
right at the sunken boats and go talk to Hatch Cooper. Ross and | went looking for Hatch
and we found him on the airport runway. Don’t know what that about. Hatch is the
island’ s outboard mechanic and had all sorts of motors, just not alot of small motors. If it
was a 200hp, no problem, 25 hp, problem! He didn’t have the part we needed but he gave
us a couple of parts that might be used to make it work until we got home. Thisisall we
really needed.

Got back to the boat with our new parts and Matt went to work. Y es, one of them would
work if we cut it down and found away to have alever on it. He cut the part and then
discovered that a2’ box wrench fit it nicely. Now we can shift but the box wrench has
no way to stay on the shifter shaft. What ever did they do before duct tape??!! We taped
the wrench so that it would stay on and it has worked great for the last 3 days.



We now have more power and we all went for aride to the north coast through the canal.
Went half way up the north coast as far as the End of the World Bar. We stopped there
for some cold ones and watched the humming birds feed from several feeders they have
on the porch. They have the prettiest emerald green humming birds here. This bar is one
of 3 or 4 on the north side of theisland. There are no people, but 3 or 4 bars! | guess they
make enough in the season to stay open al year. | think that our $6.00 was al they made
that day.

The next day Matt, Sean and | |eft early to go to the waterfall. I1t's on the north side of the
island just past the End of the World Bar. We climbed to the main falls and even saw the
road signsthistime.

We stopped at the Bar for some cold ones. The girls there were happy to see us. The
younger one apparently was very pleased to see Matt again. Her friend told us that she
liked Matt. They were giggling in Spanish while Sean and | teased Matt in English!

Stopped several times on the reef to seeif we could find any fish. Didn’t see anything but
small tropicals! Nothing! There are great coral formations but even the coral is dying.
We were real disappointed not to find some fish we could shot for dinner!

Got back to the boat and decided to make the 3-4 mile run to Josh’s Caye. Got up there
and anchored at Graham’s Place. Everyone went ashore for some conch fritters, fishing
and reading books in the hammocks under the coconuts.

Matt caught hisfirst bonefish after giving me a hard time that you can’t catch them. They
were al over and you could see them tailing. It just took too long for ‘mister instant
gratification’ to catch one. Sean and | didn’t get any thistrip.

Ross and Rick hung out in the hammocks after wandering the island.

The next morning we headed over to Savannah Bight. | hadn’t been there yet and Damien
had asked meto say hello to an old friend if | go there. We motored Seaquest across the



bay to the settlement. After anchoring up off the shipyard we motored to the shore in the
dink. We came across a fishing boat |oading their catch and asked if they’ d sell us some
fish. * Sure, no problem. They had mostly red snapper that were small. We agreed to 3
decent sized fish for 100 lempiras, or about $5. The helper started to hand over the 3 fish
when | asked if they had a bag they could put them in. After he found a bag he loaded it
with 6 fish instead of 3. We made out alright!

We took the fish back to the boat to put on ice before going exploring. We motored along
the shore looking at the different way this town built their houses. This settlement is
much smaller then the other and it only took 4-5 minutes to travel the length of town. We
went back to the water taxi dock and got out to walk town. | stopped in asmall grocery to
look around. | asked if they knew Damien’s friend. Y es, they knew Susan. She livesin
Mangrove Bight. Y ou can take ataxi there and then call her and go to her house.

OK, they have cars here! We loaded up in the taxi to go to Mangrove Bight which ison
the North side of theisland. The driver doesn’t speak English and we don’t speak
Spanish. The driver called out to a guy walking down the street and he comes over to
interpret for us. So we have the guy from the grocery store calling out to the interpreter
where to go and he' stelling the taxi driver. “Go to Mangrove Bight to Ernesto’ s house.
Then get Ernesto to take these gringos to Susan’s house.”

We went across the island on the only road they have. The road is pretty bad but it's less
then ayear old. They’ve cut it out of the mountain and they even have ¥»1/2 of amile
paved. The rest is washed out already. | don’t think the taxi got out of 1% gear most of the
trip. It was slow going!

Thetaxi took usto Ernesto’s house. Now we didn’t have a clue who Ernesto was, that
was just the instructions the taxi driver got. Once we were there we found out Ernesto
wasn't home, but his wife who spoke English was. We told her we wanted to go to
Susan’s. She said no problem, “I’ll get my brother to take you in hisboat”. | asked if we
could walk. Yes she said, it’s just much quicker to take the boat. Buy 2 gallons of gas and
he'll take you. OK, you got adeal.

Stephen, the taxi boat driver picks us up a couple of docks away. We stop by the gas
station for the 2 gallons of gas. This place is over the water and the owner opens his door
and hands out 2 one gallon jugs of premixed gas. It cost us 170 lempiras, or about $8.00.

While we were getting the gas we saw some fishermen cleaning his catch and went over
to see what they had. They had several large coolers full of small blackfin tuna. We asked
if they would sell us some but then decided that it would be better if we waited until we
returned from Susan’s. While they cleaned the fish they threw the gutsin the water and
the tarpon were having afield day!

Shades of thefort, let’s go get the rods!!!



We left the fisherman and made the 5 minute trip to

Susan’s. As we came to the property | noticed that it was the same place Kenny, Al and |
had come to 2 weeks before. We stopped at the dock to take alook. The house was on the
hillside 200" above the beach with abeautiful view of the reef and theisland! The dock
had 2 boat houses one with a garage door to it! When we got to the dock we saw asign
that warned of dogs and to see the caretaker before going any further. That was asfar as
we went that day.

Dogs are the preferred method to keep people away from your property in these parts.
Everyone has at least 1 dog and some have packs! Aswe motored along the houses you' d
see the dogs on the lower level under the house. Most of these dogs are BIG and they
make a LOT of noise. | don’t doubt that most of the dogs are probably friendly, just
noisy, but you never know!

| told the troops about the sign and that | would seeif | could find the caretaker. |
carefully walked to the house | saw not far from the dock. | finally found someone, they
just didn’t speak English. | asked to see Susan. They got someone else. | asked to see
Susan, they got someone else. The third person had aradio and called the house above.
The voice wanted to know who wanted to see Susan. | finally got the message through
and we got the OK to go to the house. The 5 of us start walking up the paved path to the
house. The property was covered with orchids, hibiscus, bromeliads and other tropical
flowers and trees. We got 100" from the house and the first of the dogs showed up. A
BIG dog. Then we saw 4, no 5, no 6 or more dogs eyeing us from the porch. A man came
to the porch to let us know we can walk up, he just didn’t speak English. We got to the
porch and awoman greeted us, it just wasn’'t Susan. She'll be with usin just afew
minutes. We waited on the porch taking in the fabulas view of the reef and island.

Susan arrived and welcomed us to her home. We commented on the beauty and view.
She made the comment that she didn’t get many visitors out there. She had left Key West
for that reason. The dogs came to greet us aswell. There were all kinds of dogs in various



states of care. It seems she gets all the strays and injured dogs around and cares for them.
We chatted for 15 or 20 minutes and then left to get back the boat.

Our boat driver Steven was stlll with us. He knew Su&an because he had worked for her
several years ago. We loaded up in the boat and back to Mangrove Bight we went. Upon
returning the Ernesto’ s we asked hiswife to call the taxi and we started walking back.
We got about 2/3 of the way back when a pickup truck came by and asked if we wanted a
ride. Sure. Aswe loaded up in the pickup the taxi came into view! We waved to him as
he made his way to Mangrove Bight.

We got to the boat, picked up the hook and headed back to Graham’s Place. On the way
back we noticed that the aternator wasn’t putting out enough voltage. After we got to our
mooring | took the alternator off and put on the spare. That one didn’t work either!
Without an alternator to charge the batteries on the boat you don’'t have refrigerator,
lights, fans, GPS or autopilot. | took the spare off and decided to run it into the settlement
to seeif | could get it fixed.

Auldley told meto takeit to Ned' s alternator shop. At Neds the guy worked on it for
several hoursto no avail. He said to leave it and Ned would look at it later that day. | told
him we' d be by in the morning on our way back to Roatan. We prepared to spend the
night with a minimum of power to save the batteries.

Matt and Sean spent the evening with the crew from another boat. They started on the
island and then went to the boat. This crew was a guy from Florida and 3 girls crewing
for him. One was from England, one from Finland and one from Germany. This
international crew was working their way to Panama to keep the boat during hurricane
season. The skipper had kept the boat on the Rio Dulce but wanted to see some new
territory.

The next morning we left our mooring and went back to the settlement to seeif the
alternator was fixed. It wasn’t. Ned didn’t get a chance to look at it. We charged the
batteries for an hour at Audley’ s and left to return to Roatan to pick up my brother-in-law
John.

Leaving the settlement we had squalls al around us. It was just a matter of time before
we got hit. Just to the port we saw alarge waterspout. It sat there for 10 minutes. We all
got pictures of it, then the boys decided they wanted to check it out closer. They hopped



into the dink and went after it! Just asthey got close it finaly died and disappeared.
While that was going on we spotted another spout to starboard. This one wasn’t aslarge
and was moving away from us. Shortly after that we got hit by the rain. Wetried sailing
but the wind was on the nose so motor away we did.

While we dodged the rain it dawned on me that for the last four years of doing thistrip,
Belize, Guatemal a, the Bahamas and now Roatan all have a common thread. When it
rained, Matt was on the boat. His new nicknameis ‘ Rainman’.

After that it was an uneventful trip, except when Sean was driving. Because we were
conserving power the autopilot was off and we were driving by hand. Sean’ s snake wake
was driving me crazy! | told him I’ ve seen first class opti beginners steer better. We must
have sailed twice the distance to get home!

We got back to the dock and hooked up to the shore power. It was good to have all of the
fans and the reefer again!

It was time for my brother-in-law to show up. John’s flight was late but he finally found
hisway to the YC. We got his gear put away and went down for the night. The boys
watched amovie and the old guys died. Well, let me correct that. Matt watched the
movie. Sean died about half way through.

Early Friday morning Matt and | went to Sherman’sto see if he had an alternator guy. He
said sure, get in the truck and I’ll take you there. Asit turned out the guy was just around
the corner from the Y C. When we got there the place was still closed. So off we went to
get some coffee. He took us to the New Y ork Bakery and Deli!

This place was opened a year ago by a couple from New Y ork who had been coming to
theisland to dive for years and couldn’t find a decent bagel while they were here. We met
acouple of Sherman’slocal buddies and had something to drink while we waited for the
alternator shop to open. On the way back to check we stopped at boat yard that another



one of Sherman’s brothers owns. He showed us a boat on the ways and talked of hauling
the various boats of theisland.

We finally found the aternator shop open. Sherman explained the problem in Spanish to
the owner. We were told to come back at 2:00 and it’ |l be ready. Off we went back to
Sherman’ s place. He showed us different stuff on the way back and told us how it used to
be. Kind of like the way it wasin Ft Myers 30 years ago!

When we returned to the boat, Matt, John and | rigged up scuba gear to check the reef
out. Sean elected to snorkel while we dove. We dropped down in 20’ of water at the edge
of the reef and then it just dropped away. Matt and | ended up at 80’ before we knew it.
The coral formations were incredible! Walls of coral and rock 50 tall. The one thing we
both noticed was the lack of fish. There were plenty of small tropicals, but we didn’t see
agrouper at al and just one or two small snappers! We also did not see any lobster. From
the looks of things the locals have pretty well fished out the area.

That afternoon | have made arrangements for Sherman to take us for a 3 hour tour of the
island in his dory. We left around 2:30 and didn’t get back until almost 6:30. He took us
along the entire south coast to the east end of the island. At the end of the mainisland is
the idland of Barbaretta. Sherman’ s brother runs the supply boat for the Barbaretta. The
entire 200 acreisland is owned by a Texan. We docked to go for alittle walk around the
island. At the south end of theisland a group of workers were building a new guest
house. Sherman talked to the workers and got them to bring us some drinks. They
returned with 3, 2 liter bottles of soda and a couple of chunks of ice, just no glasses. We
searched the boat for something to use and decided we'd just have to pass the bottles
around when Ross came up with 4 cups he found on the beach. Sherman crushed the ice
and we had our little party on the dock.




On the way back we ran into some serious rain. Everyone huddled in the bow to stay dry.
Sherman was behind the console and | found a clear piece of plastic, like a shower

curtain, that he had used to keep the console dry at the dock. | put that over Sherman and
| and we had a great rain shield! The rain lasted for about 20-30 minutes.

Aswe got close to home, French Harbor, the rain let up enough to drop the curtain. The
sun came out and then we realized that maybe all of the hatches and portholes on the boat
may not have been closed. It was looking like a soggy mattress may be in store for the
night! Sure enough, several were open but the damage was minimal.

We got back to the boat and Ross had seen an advertisement for alocal buffet and an
island dance show. We got into dry clothes and headed out to find ataxi to take usto the
resort. It was dark now and we found 2 cabs and haggled over the cost to take usto the
resort. Here on the island there are 2 prices for the taxis, the local rate and the gringo rate.
To go to Coxen Hole, about 4-5 miles from the Y C it costs the local about $1.50. The
same trip for the gringo will run you $5.00-$10.00, whatever they think they can get out
of you.

We turned off the main road onto a dirt road that went up a hill side. Then down the hill,
then back up and then a hairpin turn to the left, then back up, then back down. | didn’t
have a clue where this place was but it was an interesting trip to get there. We didn’t see
another car, truck or person along the way. | started to think we were going to the wrong
place. After 10-12 minutes, which seemed to take alot longer, we came to the entrance to
the resort. The placeis called Palmetto Bay and is alovely resort. We got there just in
time for the dancing so as we eat the local Garifuna dancers jumped all around us.



This area of the Caribbean has a group of people known as the Garifuna. In the early
slave days a dlave ship was wrecked on Roatan and the slaves escaped and took off to the
hills. They lived with some of the local Carib Indians and a new culture was born. There
isstill avillage of just Garifuna on the island. This dance troop comes from the village on
Fridays to dance at the resort.

The cabbies decided to stay at the resort for the return fare back so when we finished we
had our taxis waiting for us. Back up and down the hills we went.

When we got back to the boat | put the repaired aternator on the engine. The problem
was, it still didn’t work! We tried several different things to no avail.

Got up early the next morning to visit Sherman again. | told him of the problem with the
alternator and we agreed to meet at the shop around 8:30. When we got there the owner
was opening up. Sherman explained the problem and we were told to come back at 2:00.
| guess everything isready at 2:00 around here??!!

We decided to seeif we could find away to get someone to drive us and give us atour of
theisland. | had been working with alocal driver to do pick-ups at the airport since I’ve
been here. We couldn’t reach him so the girls at the Y C tried another guy. He wanted $20
a head to drive us around for 2 hours. We said no, we' d just go to Coxen Hole on our
own and walk around. We got outside the Y C and the first taxi that came by stopped for
us. We asked how much to drive us around. He gave us a high ball number which we said
no thinks to, then he said OK, 250 lemps, or about $12.50. We said you' re on and off we
went!

We went to Coxen Holefirst and then drove to the West End. Coxen Hole is the local
town; West End is the gringo town. Here are some pictures of each, you seeif you can
tell the difference.



