22-24/01/2012

St Barthelemy
Distance: ~45nm


”17:54N 62:51W”
Coming to St Barth and spending a day just lazing around with shopping for exercise was my birthday present.  I got into holiday mood and stretching on my bunk I was waking up very slowly. Like a spoilt cat opened one eye at a time.  The sun was shining and the rocks that looked so scary the previous night sparkled above the azure blue sea creating a fairy tale scenery. The anchorage was surrounded by red-roofed houses and dramatic green hills, looking gorgeous. Obviously someone decided to decorate the seaside with a chain of corral!  I could not ask for a better start for my B’day. Even the rain appeared to cooperate and gave up on disrupting our day with short but very wet showers. I brew one of my famous coffees and had a quiet breakfast enjoying our surroundings and marveling on the skills of the airplane pilots who managed to land their craft just missing the top of the light house and disappearing from our view. 
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We picked up the anchor around 9.00 and full of optimism motored into the inner harbour of  Port Gustavia. It was jam-packed. No surprise there. The innovative harbour staff came up with a two buoy solution, packing yachts like sardines, tied to buoys both at the bow and the stern. 

We could not believe to our eyes when we spotted a free set of buoys designated  for 65-70 foot sailing boats. Carefully we maneuvered through between two 60-70 foot antique yachts proudly displaying their bright work in the morning sun. Steve slowly approached the front buoy. The bow of  Fenix is at least 2-2.5 meter above sea level thus picking up a buoy is not a simple matter. Buoys in the Caribbean do not have long ropes with floaties attached but they defiantly welcome you with a sturdy loop on the top of the buoy. I am not strong enough to pull it up or to hang on to it. So Steve came up with an ingenious solution. A weight (like a big shackle) is attached to the end of the mooring line. As we approach the buoy I slightly wave the line so that the weight falls through the loop. Then with quick handling of the boathook I pick up the line, now on the other side of the loop, pull it through quickly and fasten it. I have been contemplating applying to Cirque du Soleil; with these acrobatic skills I could become an act there! I have to add that to be able to execute these actions the boat has to be kept steady, not putting any tension onto the mooring line before it gets fastened. Steve did a wonderful job at the helm and we executed the mooring beautifully. Might as well as not only the morning crowd sipping their coffee latte but the crews of the antique sailing yachts were watching us.
But there was no time for relaxing as the stern buoy had to be picked up and the stern line made fast quickly, which needed lowering the dinghy and taking out a long line. Finally we were tied up. Nice!!! We were very pleased and happy, looking forward to a couple of nice days. 

But I had to do the check-in first. I was just getting ready to leave when Steve decided to tighten a bit the main furler rod which buckled a little at the junction. 
I was just about to step into the dinghy when the well known hydraulic furler motor sound started up, as Steve was letting the sail out. But apparently the top of the sail failed to unfurl, as the boom angle was incorrect (later we found out the during the previous night’s Genoa exercise the boom vang got released). So eventually the top of the main  got caught and Baaaaaaaaaang! The furling rod snapped.

I stepped back onto the boat and we stared at the half furled main contemplating the next step. At the moment there was no wind and the sail was hanging helplessly.  But if the wind picked up we would have a very unpleasant time in the crowded anchorage! But eventually Steve managed to unfurl the rest of the sail out and we dropped the main. At this point there was no need for me to stay so I left for the Harbour Office.
Fenix has the world’s supposedly best in-mast furling system, made by the German company Reckman. I am not sure what to say about this. During the 8 years we owned Fenix the rod broke at least 4 times. Once we spent 10 days in Riposto (Sicily) making bets whether the red hot lava from the Etna would reach the marina before the new rods arrived from Germany.
At the office I was informed that our mooring was not available. It was booked months ahead. Talking about an uneventful, pleasant B’day! By the way, the mooring was empty in the evening. 
At this point I sort of expected my better half announcing that “We are leaving this shithole immediately” so I decided to take a stroll on the quaint streets of St Barth. Visited the local boulangerie where I had a coffee and “pan au chocolat”, bought some decent bread and also purchased some supplies at the local super! supermarket. I returned to Fenix ready for “Judgment day”

When I communicated the news that we have to move Steve said something indescribable even in a blog and continued his repair work on the furler. After some cutting with an angle grinder he replaced the broken section and in an hour or so it was ready. We hoisted the main and with a brilliant astern maneuver between two, Million- dollar antique yachts we left paradise. We motored out into the anchorage and to my biggest surprise the captain calmly dropped anchor and we stayed. I went for a swim, we had a nap. In St Barth they practice the civilized but unproductive art of the siesta in between 12-3pm. Around 4, we dressed and took the dinghy into the town of Gustavia to discover what St Barth had to offer. [image: image3.jpg]


First we went to the local watering hole for some refreshments and tuna tartar then we wondered around the streets and enjoyed the rather elegant boutiques. Considering that it was my B’day I was really modest and bought only two gorgeous tops. Then it started to rain and we escaped to a restaurant overlooking the town. The dinner was fabulous. 
Next morning we went into town for breakfast. I have to say that we looked positively overweight in this town, so it was not surprising that in this part of the world breakfast meant an espresso or maximum a machiato. Croissant or “pan au chocolat” were sinful objects of desire in this town. Defiantly, we ordered two cafe au lait-s but under peer pressure no croissants. St Barth is famous for its celebrity visitors so I assume that all those around us were celebrities. If only I knew any of them now I could show off that “I sipped coffee next to so and so”. Perhaps unusually for a posh place like this I asked the barista if I could plug in my computer and iPhone to charge. Obviously the place was used to strange requests as without hesitation she took them and plugged them in next to the long line of liquor bottles. It was a nice touch from St Barth.  
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After concluding the business of sending a fax confirming a contract for Fenix’s delivery we walked around and bought some T shirts and the iconic St Barth backpack. 

At 14.00 we weighed anchor and started our passage to Tortola, British Virgin Islands. 
