Komoto Masak Dimana Hari Ini

Where is Dragon’s Toy Now?

Tom Kohrs – Captain

Dave Towle – Navigator

Dave Dion – Chronicler

September 14, 1998 to October 23, 1998

Dates:
Location:
DOW
DOG
SOW
SOG

13-Sep-98 to 14-Sep-98
Dion and Towley travel from America to Singapore
N/A
8071 DD  7061 DT
N/A
252kt  294kt

15-Sep-98 to 19-Sep-98
Prepare Dragon’s Toy and Crew for voyage through Indonesia
N/A


N/A
N/A
N/A

19-Sep-98
Shake-down cruise to get diesel fuel
N/A
N/A
N/A
N/A

20-Sep-98
Nat Steel Marina, Singapore, to Nongsa Point Marina, Batam Island, Indonesia
16.3nm
14.2nm
3.0kt
2.6kt

21-Sep-98 to 22-Sep-98
Nongsa Point Marina to Palau Berang Island off Lingga Island, Indonesia




































































3:00am Tuesday, 15-Sep-98:
After puzzling over this time differential thing during the entire flight, I still can’t figure out what day it is…  Tuesday, I think.  Although the flights were without incident, the journey was nevertheless an arduous one.  I think all tolled it was 34 hours from door to door.

Who knows if I thought of everything that I felt I needed to cover in order to get myself to where I lay right now?  Presumably the path construction work that culminated in boarding that plane Sunday morning was both well planned and reasonably executable. 

It’s dark, so surroundings in this Singapore Harbor are difficult to assess.  Tom suggested we are docked in an industrial area of town and it certainly looks it.  The gated entrance was cause for comment, but Tom assured us security is hardly a problem in this port.  There will be other times to worry about that sort of thing once we set sail.

Unfortunately, we were met with the grim news of Tom’s girlfriend’s brother’s death upon arrival.  He spoke of a funeral on Friday so I suspect Saturday will be the target date for departure.

5:30am Wednesday, 16-Sep-98:

It’s not yet light at this hour, but wherever that rooster is, he knows it’s coming soon.  Dragon’s Toy is an incredible boat.  A three year old Island Packet 37 (although it is actually 38.5 feel long).  The accommodations are really quite nice and I feel assured we will be living in luxury’s lap for the next six weeks.

The weather is a balmy 80 to 90 degrees Fahrenheit with about 80% humidity.  I doubt I will have any trouble acclimatizing for the adventure.  Flip-flops and shorts are really all that will be needed for a majority of the time.  Perfect!  I’m continually confused by my relative position here.  I should be looking west right now, but I’m not.  For reasons I don’t fully understand west is actually east and vice versa. No matter, I’ll just make certain to keep a compass with me for a while.

Goods and services are relatively inexpensive in this area.  It does not look like a particularly touristed part of Singapore, which is just as well.  However, I suspect there is more garbage and litter around as a result.  The harbor is certainly not a place to swim.  In addition to the debris I understand boats discharge untreated waste directly into the waters.  While paddling to a nearby yacht club lots of plastic bags and empty beer cans and such floated by.  There also appears to be an oily scum everywhere.  Tom suggests it comes from the diesel fuel.  Kind of a drag, but not much can be done about it.  Just don’t drink the harbor water!  The flora and fauna are pretty fun to observe.  Geckoes scurry up walls and dart across sidewalks.  Lots of cats which I suspect keep the rat population down, and colorful (albeit drab) birds, varieties I don’t recognize.  Bats swooped around us last night, which I always view as a friendly act, particularly when it comes to keeping down the mosquito population.

I am not yet certain if I will succumb to seasickness.  Sleeping does not appear to be a problem, but working in the fore-berth today had its moments.  All in all, however, things look auspicious.  And whoever would have guessed I’d be taking a sailing trip through Indonesia!  Very Cool!

11:30am Monday, 21-Sep-98:

We just left the port of Batam Island having spent the night at Nongsa Point Marina.  It’s hot – 84º and 70% humidity; so much so that my wrists are soaking this page as I write.

Yesterday we finally left Nat Steel Marina and Singapore.  Our first day out began with sun but the heavens let loose just before we set sail.  From a practical standpoint this was good as the boat got a well-needed fresh water wash.  After 30 minutes we had the mainsail up and the rain was gone.  Along the way we saw what looked like some sort of tuna leap 10-12’ in the air; both a surprise and a thrill.

Other than passing across a channel littered with freighters, the nine-mile sail to Batam was without incident.  I am still learning the sailing lingo not to mention the technique.  I am with two exceptionally talented (and tolerant) “Yachties”.  Five weeks from now I will have reached a new level of appreciation for the sport.  

Our week in Singapore was filled with tasks to ready Dragon’s Toy and crew for our adventure.  The time passed quickly.  We were fortunate Siew Pheng was in town as she willingly carted us around town to get provisions.  Her son, Weng Khin, was a joy to have around.  Smart, witty and playful.  He was all great things in a twelve-year-old boy.  Tom and Siewpy have been dating for three years and appeared to enjoy each other’s company very much.

On the night before departure we had a farewell dinner on board.  The lasagna was well received.  Even though Weng Khin (pronounced winkin) almost choked.  I took it as a compliment as he devoured his plateful, twice.

All things considered, Singapore was a nice place to visit but…  Lots of people, traffic, pollution and not a lot of space.  The city is very large and spread-out with many high-rise buildings.  The closest we got to “the country” was Changi Village.  It was a bustling little community centered on a Fanuel Hall styled food court.  Rice is very much a staple and served with most meals.  Curry and peanut sauce frequently dressed spring chicken and mutton or various fish dishes.

A week in Singapore was fine, for doing the things we needed to do.  But I was really excited when we finally set sail for Indonesia.  Now, today, we are under sail though the Rhio Strait.  Tom just pointed out a shipwreck to our starboard side.  We are between Bintan to port and Batam to starboard on our way to the island of Lingga.  The sailing part of the adventure really begins!

1:20pm Wednesday, 23-Sep-98:

We are now on our way after a brief respite near Pulau Berang, a tiny island between Sebanka to the northeast and Lingga to the southwest.  Among our exceptional moments was not one, but three crossings of the equator.  Another highlight included re-fueling across the channel from Palau Senyang, a small fishing village to the south of Sebanka.  Ninety percent of the homes were literally on the channel.  Tom offered a number of reasons including: no snakes, easier to fish, access to ones fishing boat and the most plausible explanation – no need to pipe the septic!

Yesterday found us anchored on the lee side of Pulau Berang.  To the west, Lingga’s mountains rose to over 1,200 meters including Daik, the highest, followed by Sepingan at 1,028 meters and Batugajah, which formed the pinnacle to the south.  Last night’s setting sun cast a pale red to gray glow on the clouds that hung just below the peaks.

Towley made a superb goulash that included remnants of a tasty stew Tom had created while under sail the day prior.  By 7:00pm all were either stargazing or immersed in their respective fiction.  Occasionally, Towley’s headlight caught darting fish as they played tag with the beam across the water.  There were steady 4 to 5 knot winds, which kept the bugs down while soothing our sun-scorched backs.  The evening ended once again with nasal symphony #9 performed without intermission by Towley and I.  How long Tom will endure our violation of such tranquil silence is yet to be determined.

The fishing has not gone well at all.  Despite attempts with both a heavy and a light rig, not a strike has been made.  Numerous flying fish have darted across our bow as if to say, “You’ve got to be joking!”  We therefore can not concede that “There are not fish since the 180 million population of Indonesia has plucked the tank dry.”  In fact, the fishnets we see are so fine as to probably negatively impact the fish population from reaching any semblance of maturity prior to its harvesting.  There are no rules and fish houses seem to fill many of the bays.  It is therefore surprising we did not hit any (or at least the homeless) fishnets while tacking our way down the Rhio Strait last Monday night.  While chatting with a cruiser at Nongsa Point Marine we discovered the fishing is a little more difficult in Indonesia than in Australia.  Dave (the cruiser) boasted of “boat loads” of bigeye, yellowfin, and mackerel all along Australia’s coast.  That’s all well and good (albeit a tad bit embellished I suspect) but we are going to be in Indonesian waters for a very long time.  Therefore, I want a fish to get on my line here, and soon!

Today’s we are heading for Billington Island, a mere 240 miles southeast of Lingga.  The sail will take us through the South China Sea and past many small islands, and occasional shipwrecks.  Sea depths are in the 20 to 30 meter range, which is shallow enough to want to keep an eye on things.

The plan is for single watches, three hours apart beginning at 3:00am.  This will allow six hours each for sleeping, reading or postulating as the case may be.  The waters today are calm, as is the air, which is not altogether beneficial to a sailboat.  Therefore, we are under diesel power for the foreseeable future.  Going 240 miles at an average speed of 6 knots should get us to Billington sometime around Christmas!

2:30pm Sunday, 27-Sep-98:

Writing is somewhat of a chore, as many words must be quickly inked between the 4-5 foot swells.  Tom just announced the cleaning brush went overboard which has rather abruptly halted his deck swabbing.  Just three days prior I also learned that deck chores can have dire consequences.  While scrubbing the dingy, “Little Dragon”, I rather violently re-visited the spicy duck soup I had just finished for lunch.  I should really be more discerning as to when certain chores are performed…  Especially when the boats a-bobbin’!  Just about the same time I was “giving back the sea”, Tom noticed a small school of bottle-nosed Dolphin to the port side.  They worked their way to the bow and began a graceful dance that included periodic breaches of he waves as if to say “Hi.”  

But the most exciting part of the day actually came at midnight.  No it wasn’t Tom’s watch and no it wasn’t Towley’s watch.  And, yes, if Tom had not immediately responded to my urgent cry for help, that fishing trawler would have had us for midnight snack.  Lesson learned – just because you think you have passed safely in front of the other boat, does not mean you have passed safely in front of it.  Now I know why compass bearings must constantly be taken of all vessels in ones view.

The next morning found us in a safe harbor in front of the Billington Beach Hotel.  Our books on Indonesia described it as Pulau Belitung’s first 300 room international beachfront resort.  Construction had begun in 1994 and there was no update on when the project was completed.  The bay we sailed into was not very deep so we decided to moor about 100 meters offshore.

The scouting crew consisted of Dave and Dave.  We brought along the walkie-talkie (handheld VHF) in case we happened on any “cling-ons”.  To our amazement we landed on a mostly deserted beach except for a scattering of small fishing boats.  Upon closer inspection we discovered all of the buildings were in various stages of construction and decay.  Most of the building shells were completed but that was all.

There appeared to be a small village adjacent to the resort whereupon Towley met a woman named Iyut.  She spoke just barely enough English so as to instantly become our valued resource and guide.  She arranged for and accompanied us to the city of Tanjung Pandan so we could gather provisions at the market or “pasar”.  Cost for a car, driver and escort was 50,000 Rupiah she stated (all the while indicating concern that she was asking too much for the service).  “Holly Mackerel, Batman!” I retorted with obvious surprise in my voice.  “Too much?” she sheepishly replied.  At roughly the equivalent of five U.S. dollars I assured her it was hardly too much.

The trip to “Pasar” was 27Km down a reasonably well-maintained paved road.  Along the way we saw many small dwellings and neighborhood markets lining the streets, all with people sitting or playing out front.  Children, chickens, dogs lined crowded the streets.  There was constant activity as the driver tooted his horn every few seconds to shew them clear of his path.  It was like he was speaking a second language to everyone and everything.  In fact, that is exactly what he was doing, but in an informative rather than rude way.  His continuous honking would cause people to turn and look with curiosity as the rare Westerners riding shotgun in the back of a Datsun pick-up.  The Dave’s smiled heartily at just about anyone who looked our way.  The responding waves and smiles were heart warming, or maybe, as Towley surmised, “They think we are from National Geographic.”  

If we caught people’s attention on the ride to the city, imagine the scene we caused at the pasar.  Two ruddy-faced, red-necked, cigar smokin’, camera totin’ westerners each with a pocketful wad of Rupiah.  Even though the islanders were all smoking those dreadful clove cigarettes, our cigars were an instant hit.  It was as though they had never seen one before.  The entire scene while relatively sedate, caused enough of a stir that Iyut hurried us along.  We were back on the Datsun inside of an hour.

Once again we found ourselves back at the outdoor nightclub where we first met Iyut and she asked if we wanted a room for the night.  At a whopping 50,000 Rupiah I decide it was worth it for the bath alone.  I just wanted to throw some fresh water on my back.  Besides Iyut suggested there would be music and dancing that night, which would give me, I thought, a chance to mingle with the locals until late into the evening.

In fact, at one point Iyut asked point-blank, “You like girls?”  When I said I did then she asked, “You want girl.”  Sunburnt as I was, a deeper shade of blush most certainly clued her to my response, as I said, “No thank you.”

After a couple of Guinesses we ferried our supplies back to the boat and accepted Iyut’s invitation to return at 7:00pm for the evening’s festivities.  But not before I settled our financial affairs and gave our esteemed guide a generous 100,000 Rupiah tip for her kind services.  However, I think I may have given her too much as she replied, “I am only help for you, nobody else.”  I am still not certain what she meant, but had the impression that she was offering to be my personal escort.  To what degree I could take the offer was left only to my imagination.

After a great tuna casserole, ala Tom (or more appropriately Captain Tom), and a few cold Heinekens, we decided, as Towley put it, “To experience the manifold multicultural menagerie that was certain to unfold this evening.”

Tom rowed me to shore and I was left there while he went back to pick-up Towley.  While on the boat we could hear music coming from the cantina.  It sounded something like Kereoke; therefore, I knew when I walked up the boardwalk that there would be someone besides me.  In fact, there were seven or eight people, er, uh, teenagers actually.  But there was also a man in his early forties behind a reasonably sophisticated keyboard.  When one of the teens (he couldn’t have been more than 17) offered me a beer I kindly accepted.  Then the woman holding a microphone thrust it into my hand and the rest of the group urged me to sing an American love song.  Remember, these people barely know smattering of English words.  With that in mind I launched into Dion’s version of “I did it my way” by Frank Sinatra.  If these people had any idea of the lyrics I was improvising I probably would have been exiled from Indonesia for contributing to the delinquency of minors.  Fortunately, no one in the room had a clue and as the song ended I received a standing ovation... from all six of them.

At this point, Cap’n Tom and Towley arrived and the beers began aflowin’.  Much to my amazement a total of maybe forty people, both adult and teenaged, were dancing and courting as various personalities (all with equally lousy voices) took their turn at the mike.

As the evening wore on Iyut apprised us we should leave by midnight.  I think it was partly concern for our safety (as the locals were getting drunk and restless) and partly the fact that she wanted to go home and felt responsible for us.

In the end it turned out to be a really fun (if not at least funny) night.

The following morning we brought the boat to dock during high tide and readied for our departure.  Iyut and others wanted to see Dragon’s Toy up close so we invited them aboard and snapped the obligatory photos.  As we were about to shove off Iyut implored, “I want doll,” referring to a cuddly panda toy Tom had on board.  Cap’n Tom couldn’t refuse her puppy-dog eyes and as he came on deck with the stuffed animal, the seventeen-year-old bartender cried out, “I want hat.”  I felt embarrassed at having to deny this request due to my potential for cerebral searing in these parts.  However, before I could say anything Cap’n Tom was back on deck with four baseball caps.  With that we said our good-byes and set sail once again.

Our departure was from the cove Tanjung Kelayan and we had set an aggressive three hundred-mile sail to the islands of Krimon Java.  However, we were now without our trusty compass that glowed blood red as if to give the vessel and crew its life-blood and helping us steer our course.  In actuality, the compass was not critical due to the on-board Autohelm and GPS systems.  Apparently, it sprung a leak and kerosene was dripping from it.  Tom dismantled it and stowed it away till it could be repaired in a future port.

10:45am Monday, 28-Sep-98:

The first leg of our journey to Krimon Java Island took us through an area known as the flying fish reef.  The name was apropos.  Suddenly we could see tiny birds rise out of and fly mere inches above the water.  What we were seeing was no illusion.  It was an amazing sight.  Tom relayed stories of yachties waking up at times to see the fish lying on their decks.  Whoever would have guessed a fish could fly?

From there we entered the Carinata Strait and after tacking through a tight channel called Cirencester Shoal set our course to the southeast.

Long about 1:00am I noticed we were surrounded by ugly storm clouds, the kind that hang low and black beneath a charcoal gray sky.  Then the winds died to 5 knots and all three sails began to luff.

Suddenly, and with no warning a strong gust of wind came and grew to crescendo of 20 knots.  We went from a speed of 1.8 knots to over 6 knots in less than 30 seconds and the sails seemed to lie down parallel to the water.  At the same time the heavens let loose and I was instantly drenched.

Since Towley had already been knocked from his bed by now, he hopped up on deck in an instant to let out the mainsail.  He checked to insure we were reefed as much as possible (2 reefs in the main, no Genoa flying, just the staysail up front) and said we’d have to ride-out the squall.  In short order it passed over us and Tom calmly offered, “If that ever happens just turn into the wind and let out the main.  There’s nothing to worry about.  It can’t flip us.”  Easy for him to say.

By now it was becoming daily fodder that if it is night and Davo’s on watch something interesting is bound to happen.  And the following night was no disappointment.  I had the 6-9pm watch, which went without incident.  However, I also had the 3-6am watch.  When I got into the cockpit I noticed it was an amazingly clear and starry night.  That was the good news.

The bad news was we were surrounded by no fewer than 18 boats.  It was very difficult to tell which way they were going at night.  O.K. I thought.  Tom’s an accomplished instructor and groomed me well (even if it’s only been two weeks of training!).  Red light = port, Green light = starboard, check compass points of each craft continuously while in sight, narrow it down to the ones on course to hit us, take evasive action.  Now I just have to do this eighteen times while travelling 6.2 knots in 15-knot winds under full sails!  And, oh, did I mention those charcoal gray clouds with the ugly black storm clouds beneath that began to converge on the horizon of our rhumline?!

Needless to say, I refuse to receive Towley from his watch and in fact implored him to sleep in the cockpit else I was going to immediately abandon ship.

“That does it.”  I resolved to myself as I stood there darting from one vessel bearing to the next, tomorrow morning at first light I’m going to call Tom and Towley into the cockpit and demand a sailing lesson!  I was evidently unaware I had just finished lesson #9 and on the morrow would literally fall into lesson #10.  But not before going below to check our bearings at one point only to plot our present position directly over a shipwreck!  Fortunately, Towley checked my work and assures me I was off by 1º in my calculations.  His reassurance failed to explain why he then reached for the Autohelm and changed our course by 10º.

At this point it probably goes without saying that each time my night watch replacement arrives in the cockpit I am even more deliriously relieved than from my previous night’s watch.  Such was certainly the case when Tom appeared at 5:50am this morning.  As I recounted my fishing boat square dance Tom remarked that he vaguely remembered hearing Towley say something about a parking lot in the wee hours of the morning.  Oh, he remembered correctly.  Towley had quipped, “It looks like an LA freeway out here.”

And now about that lesson #10…  At about 9:00am I was in the cockpit with Tom at the helm.  Those black storm clouds were in view but did not look particularly threatening.  Tom was thinking we might want to reef the main sail and take the genoa in again in case we are suddenly in the middle of a squall like the ones we were looking at all around us.  In an instant a gust of wind rose, the boat rolled on its side and I went from port to starboard before I even had a chance to look up to see what was happening.  Those squalls come up that fast!

The featured squall did not arrive until a few hours later.  This time we were prepared.  5 to 7 foot waves, winds up to 37 knots and hard driving rain.  We closed up the cabin so Tom could check below for leaks, and Towley and I did the only appropriate thing we could think of during what the Beaufort scale refers to as a force 9 gale.  We broke out the soap and proceeded to take showers!  The balance of the day continued without event and just prior to dusk Tom announced, “Land Ho!”

Finally, terra firma.  The sweet smell of…  Wait a minute.  What am I talking about?  It’ll be at least three hours more sailing before we begin to search for a place to anchor.  The greatest, though.  We are sailing through Indonesia exposing ourselves to all (at least from a nautical standpoint) she has to offer.  Oops, gotta go.  Cap’n just spotted a school of Dorado.  Gotta catch some dinner.

5:00am Friday, 2-Oct-98:

After two much-needed days on land in Karimunjawa we find ourselves once again on the road, or more appropriately, water.  We are motor sailing northeast at 5.5 knots with our nose at about 20º off a 9.5 knot wind.  It’s now just light enough to see the horizon in all directions with a warm fuschia glow growing in the east.  This is, for me, the finest part of each day.  The seas are calm, the anxiety of sailing in darkness has subsided, all’s quiet on deck and the prospect of an adventurous day ahead awaits.  Like clockwork, the scattered lights that give so much anxiety by darkness slowly disappear by dawn, giving way to a vast expanse of sea.  No doubt they are all still out there.  It’s just that if you can’t see them, there’s much less time to worry about them converging on us.  

Three nights ago Dragon’s Toy had its first clash with the sea (I guess technically it was land).  We were navigating our way through a narrow channel (under cover of complete darkness, naturally).  I was snoozing in the cabin, which has become a popular pass-time while not on watch.  Towley and Cap’n Tom were engaged in their typical nautical chatter.  Suddenly, we came off a wave and, as usual, my reaction from our bottoming out in the trough was that we must have connected with something other than water.  Many times in my life I have felt the marriage of water to land in vessels: canoes, rubber rafts, skiffs, sunfishes and speedboats.  At first you can’t tell whether or not the jolt is simply the bow meeting the bottom of the wave’s trough.  Your other senses, however, your eyes, ears and intuition can usually reconcile whether or not it’s boat to water or boat to land.  In the instant I heard a crunch, I thought my intuition was just crying wolf again.  But that instant was followed by a series of scratching sounds like fingernails on a chalkboard.  And that instant was followed by a lurch forward, and then a curiously funny feeling we had come to an abrupt halt.

In fact, we had stopped abruptly as confirmed by Tom’s refrain, “We’re on the hard.”  I had only heard the expression a couple of times in my life – all of those times it was from Tom.  He had always used the expression when referring to boats out of the water and on land.  But, all the other times, he was referring to boats in a shipyard on land – because they were supposed to be on land.

Fortunately, just as quickly as we came to a halt, Dragon’s Toy wiggled herself free and we were afloat once again.

Both Tom and Towley were curiously calm about the whole affair, trying to determine whether or not the error was judgement, calculation or chart related. I, on the other hand, could not have cared less as to why.  The reality was we hit something hard and the only likely effect is we were going to sink, and probably in the next 30 seconds or next minute at most.

I was thinking get the damn boat as close to land as possible, it’s the only conceivable course of action at this point.  Towley and Tom must work in earnest toward that end.  Meanwhile, I will check all the floor board compartments in an attempt to slow the gushing water just long enough to get to the life raft; get it off the boat and inflated; and, in those immortal words which characterize the climax of any compelling sailing novel, “Abandon Ship!”

Why then, to my utter amazement was Tom asking Towley to plot another waypoint out at sea so we could once again navigate our way back into the channel?  I put on my most composed stage face possible and passively opined, “shall I check for leaks?”  Tom offered in return, “You might want to check the compartments under the floor, but if there there’s a leak the bilge pump will kick on.”  That was all he had to say.  So, I guess I over-reacted a little.  In fact, when we docked in Karimunjawa I couldn’t resist the temptation to have a look.  To my surprise there was little more than a bunch of scrapes in the underside of the keel’s paint.  That was it?  From a potentially life threatening grounding at sea to a little touch-up paint.  And all that panic for naught…  

However, the worst was not passed as far as I was concerned.  When we arrived somewhere near the entrance to the harbor it was well after dark.  More importantly, the charts were not very specific and we could not see any channel markers.  “Since we are in 40 meters of water we’ll have to “hove-to” for the night.”  Towley promptly agreed.  I don’t care what we do, I thought nervously, as long as we don’t have to spend the night drifting around in a boat that may have a gaping hole in it!  Long about 12:30am I came to realize that is exactly what we were about to do!  Turn the genoa to the right, turn the mainsail to the left, turn the rudder all the way to the right, make sure the wind and tide don’t take you toward land, and without dropping an anchor, “hove-to”.  After observing the casual attitude these guys took toward such a life threatening incident just hours ago, I determined that someone with a little more conservatism was going to have to get involved.

Accordingly, I offered to stand watch and alert the crew when we were in danger.  So, now it’s 12:50am, it’s dark and it won’t be light until 5:00am.  What am I going to do for the next 4 hours?  A perfect opportunity to test my newly acquired navigation skills of course!  And so, I spent the next 4 hours checking Longitude and Latitude, plotting the points on the chart, calculating the distances from our location to various objects (most notably land forms), and determining how much closer we were getting to any of the objects since the last time I performed this exercise.  Happily we only had to change our direction once and by sunrise we were well away from any surrounding islands.

As soon as dawn revealed our actual location and the threat of disaster waned (of course, Tom and Towley knew through their collective experience there was no real danger to begin with) it was time to do some fishin’.  And the timing could not have been better as a school of small tuna had just started to forage on a large school of bait fish all around the boat.  To my dismay I was not able to hook into a single one!  Little Bastards!

After the rest of the team awoke and feasted on a hardy breakfast of bacon and pancakes we decided to look for a resort that was under construction.  Activity was taking place on what looked like a pretty nice beach and a pretty inviting island.  However, there was no way to get ashore!  In fact, the only channel we could find had a laborer banging some kind of post in its middle.  And he was only in the water up to his waist!  Since there appeared no way to safely anchor the boat to dory ashore, we gave up on the idea and decided to head for the main island of Karimunjawa.

11:45am Sunday, Oct 4 (maybe?):

We just finished a hardy breakfast of eggs, bacon and hash browns while motor-sailing south across the Bali Sea toward the north coast of Bali.  Our two days in Karimunjawa are now sweet memory and I am personally trying to overcome the anxieties that come with being under sail for going on four days.  By the time we touch land in Denpasar we will have sailed for about 500 miles, which at an average of 4.9 knots makes for too long at sea for this sailor.  If the seas had been as calm as they are right now the trip would have been downright exceptional (notwithstanding our very limited ability to bathe with anything more than a sponge-full of water every 2-3 days).  The seas of yesterday and two days prior were in the five to ten foot ranges.  That makes for extraordinarily uncomfortable sailing to say the very least.  Combine that with a blistering sun, high humidity, salt spray everywhere, no shower and the best place to find shade was in the cabin, which was pitched 30º and hot as the inside of a cardboard box in a forest fire!  Was I miserable?  Yes.  Did I want to get off the boat?  Yes.  Did I have any choices?  No.  Ah, sailing, not for the faint of heart!

Karimunjawa proved to be a fun port for many reasons, not the least of which was our own private dock, complete with teak table and chairs on which to take in our meals.  We were met by Noor, the 26 year-old Harbor Master, who offered the dock free of charge courtesy of his friend (who happened to be nowhere in sight the whole time we were there).

Noor showed us around town, helped us get provisions, offered free showers and on the night before our departure grilled a baker’s dozen of tuna over a coconut shell barbecue.  He also brought along his concoction of crushed peanuts, garlic, chili peppers and, believe it or not, ketchup!  It was a superb accompaniment to the tuna and a recipe I assured him would reap a fortune in the United States.  We were therefore certain to take his name and address into the ship’s guest log in order that we may forward dividends as they accumulate.

Other excitement in Karimunjawa included taking an afternoon motorcycle ride along the western coast of the island.  It’s inhabitants were so friendly, with smiling faces and boisterous waving, as to be beyond compare.  My only regret is I could not stop enough to snap shots of some of these most warm and hospitable folk.

At one point along the ride I stopped by the side of the road and proceeded to climb close to 500 (yes, I counted) stairs up into the mountains to the east.  At its summit was a raised tiled tomb of a great monarch from some years ago (it my have been 200 or so).  Just beyond the tomb was a ravine with a running stream.  And not a long hike up the stream was its source bubbling out of boulders of granite.

Here I took a cooling bath in what must have been some of the more pristine water on the island.  Soon after I was back to the boat to discuss the next morning’s departure, which would immediately follow “pasar” at 6:00am.  I was certain this time to arrive promptly at 6:00, as the previous morning found empty stalls by 7:30am.

The Bali Sea is being very good to us with bright sunshine and calm blue rolling waters.  My watch last night was not without incident, however.  I was on from 12:00 to 3:00am and upon relieving Tom from the helm was told to watch two vessels which had been suspiciously running parallel to our port side for the previous 6 hours.  Given that we were travelling along the Madura coast, which is most noted for stories of pirates boarding pleasure craft at night; my senses became acutely aware of all that was around me.  Now there were no other boats around, save us three.  The landscape, which up until now was scattered with many lights, had little to no lights on it.  Madura Island moved to stern of starboard giving way to Selat Sapudi or the Sapudi Strait.  Our decision earlier in the evening was to bypass Sapudi in favor or Raaz or Kamudi Straits as these latter channels were farther afield of the now renowned Pirates of Madura.  We had heard recently of a sailboat anchored in Selat Surabaya on the western shore of Madura.  Its Captain work with a gun to his head while pirates helped themselves to his possessions.  I was determined nothing of that sort would happen to us.  However, things were looking ominous as the bow of Dragon’s Toy pointed only to darkness while we passed the eastern edge of this devil’s island.

Suddenly the light of another vessel appeared far of the stern, but approaching fast.  The timing was too much of a coincidence.  We were surely being flanked on the port by two pirate vessels (as scouts keeping us between themselves and the land to our starboard).  Nothing but darkness ahead and what must be Captain Hook fast approaching the stern.  I couldn’t help but recall some of the pirate chases I had just read in Captain Joshua Slocum’s book, Sailing Alone Around the World.  But he had two distinct advantages that I did not: 1) tacks to scatter on the deck, which would surely dissuade any marauder if not alert me by the screams of pain from piercing underfoot and 2), a gun!  And I gotta tell you; a gun at my side right then would have done a great deal for my disposition.  Thinking frantically I reached into the lazerette by the helm and pulled out a bucket marked “flares” as well as the fishnet bag filled with masks snorkels and fins.  My plan of attack was as follows: listen intently to the VHF for any conversations encoded for otherwise, constantly monitor the three boat’s positions, keep track of the direction and speed of the current and the memorize the last seen point of land.  If any boat got too close I would first use the flares both as weapons and as alerts to others of our predicament.  A Lexan hook with extendable pole will fend off any pirate trying to board, but that would only be used after making every effort to use the boats motor for both easier maneuverability to prevent the bastards from jumping on board, and if needed as a last resort weapon of destruction by smashing into the enemy craft.  Finally, if all else failed, I would have mask, snorkel and fins at the ready to abandon ship, head into the darkest part of the sea, and use the current to help propel me to the nearest point of land.

My plan was a good one and seemed to offer the best chance of survival.  And so I felt reassured I was best prepared for the third vessel, which continued to fast approach from astern.  However, as the vessel got closer, the single pale light became a series of lights and very quickly a sea of lights – so much so that it reminded me of the parking lot of a used car dealership.  In fact, as the vessel loomed larger and larger, there were rows upon rows upon rows of lights and I soon realized the Dragon’s Toy was about to be overtaken by Bali’s own version of “The Love Boat”.

Was I embarrassed?  Not hardly.  Surprised?  Definitely.  Relieved?  Unquestionably!  As the “Bali Princess” steamed by with much reveling about her decks, its light cast a shimmering glow across the bows of the two fishing boats that had been moving so steadily along on my port side for almost 9 hours.  Now everything made complete sense to me.  Only fishing boats!  Shortly after the affair Cap’n Tom ambled up on deck to see how things were going.  “Find,” I said rather matter-of-factly.  And then I pointed out “The Love Boat” which was by now a speck of light off the bow’s horizon.

“In that case, I think I’ll get some sleep,” he remarked with a yawn.

“Get some well deserved rest,” I quipped back, and soon all was peaceful once again on Dragon’s Toy.

7:30am Friday, 9-Oct-98:

With the mountains of Bali disappearing astern we find ourselves on a peaceful morning motor-sail toward the islands of Nusa Tengeara.  We are now well into the journey and as a result discussions frequently turn to the date of our arrival in Australia.  It is becoming more readily apparent that Gove is not a realistic port if Towley and I are to make our return flights as scheduled.  In fact, with close to 1,200 miles of travel to go, we will have to push hard if we are to reach Darwin in time.

A pro forma itinerary was prepared while in Bali and after some discussions it was determined that all should complete the trip together.  Insurance on the boat was a significant issue, but certainly respect for the hardship placed on the rest of the crew figured prominently.  Then the attention turned to reasonableness relative to Dragon’s Toy’s ability to handle the push for Darwin.  All agreed she is holding her own magnificently and so it is really just a matter of time.

After little deliberation, and much libation, it was determined we will “press on” as best we can and try not to make the balance of our journey simply a “delivery”.  If we get to Darwin on 23-Oct-98, the trip will complete on schedule.  If we don’t, appropriate arrangements will simply have to be made, and should not have to cause any life threatening situations.

And, so, the balance of our sail to Bali from Madura Island went reasonably well, save some hassles encountered while beating about the wildly changing currents of Lombok Strait.  At times we were barely able to keep ahead of the strong currents which were mischievous in their quest to drive us north back to the Bali Sea.  But in the end we prevailed and by mid-afternoon on 5-Oct-98 found ourselves enjoying a Bintang in the open-air lounge at Bali International Marina.

Later that evening, Towley and Tom would take an unplanned swim in the less than pristine waters (and I am only assuming what they were in is mostly comprised of water!) of Benoa Bay.  One of the many unfortunate consequences of the plunge was the untimely demise of Tom’s cell phone.

The following day was dominated by boat chores including washing the desks and cabin and to our collective relief the head (bathroom).  We also loaded up on provisions at a Costco-styled store called Makrou.  That evening Towley and I set out on an adventure to Ubud.  This little village is about one hour’s drive north from the marina in Benoa Bay.  We were amazed at all the traffic and people in the streets along the way.  Almost everyone was carrying some sort of red banner as a way of showing support for the ruling political party.  Congress was due to convene in two days in Denpasar, so there was much celebration in anticipation of its arrival.  Ironically, the Balinese do not have a lot to celebrate as they are experiencing high unemployment, inflation, and a weak Rupiah.  However, Tom said it best when he compared the Bali Congress to a college football team.  No matter what the team’s record of achievement is everyone comes out to cheer them on.

When we got to Ubud around 10:30pm, the streets were remarkably quiet.  In fact, we awoke the innkeeper when we checked in.  It was a dirty place with filthy bed linens.  However, the rate was only 5,000 Rupiah each.  Even still I couldn’t stay there so we found another place, The Ubud Village Hotel.  It was a wonderfully clean villa with A/C, a private courtyard and an outdoor bathroom – with shower.  There was also a stocked refrigerator, so later in the evening we took a beer to the pool. 

Unfortunately, we arrived too late to see what the nightlife was really like.  But we did stop into a couple of outdoor lounges for a beer or two.  

The next morning we went to the Museum Puri Lukisan, which was rather unremarkable.  The grounds were really neat and lush as we walked a long formal path past cement reflecting lily ponds with statues and such.  There were also a couple of small temples.  It was funny to notice that most of the plants growing wild around here were the same plants we were used to seeing in our homes in America.  Pothos, Dumb Cane and lost of Wisteria. 

We met Tom at Casa Luna, where we enjoyed great fresh baked goods and an iced cappuccino.  Then we immersed ourselves in all the small craft shops that line the two main streets.  Most of the salespeople were rather pushy, but I did come across one pretty young woman who I enjoyed immensely.  She conceded early on during our negotiation over a coconut palm salad spoon and fork set that, “I am no good negotiator.”  By the time I left I had acquired a number of crafts I otherwise would never have purchased anywhere else.

At one point I asked if she had a boyfriend.  She said, “Not any more, he a butterfly, not good husband to be.”  It was really very endearing.  At the conclusion of our business she wished me good luck, but I can’t remember how she taught me to say it in Indonesian.

Later in the day we took a Bemi (taxi) to Denpasar so Tom could buy another telephone.  On the way we stopped in Mas at an artisan’s gallery, at Sowettos “White House” where we viewed artwork for sale and at a woodcarving factory with for a tour.

The next morning we finished provisioning the boat and by 3:00pm had set sail once again.

6:30am Monday, 12-Oct-98:

The sun rose bright and full this morning in a clear blue sky.  The once amazing sight of flying fish skipping across the early morning waters of the South China Sea is now another common occurrence in the Flores Sea.  So too is the occasional dorsal fin of a dolphin or two, sometimes many more.

Even at this early hour, sunglasses and a shirt and a ball cap are highly recommended.  My skin has by now reached the consistency of bread that has been left out too long.  Nevertheless, I will continue to smear SPF 50 on my face and neck while only needing SPF 15 for the rest.

The trip from Bali to Komoto was reasonably uneventful, at least until we arrived.  As we approached the strait to get to Komoto Island, Tom and Towley became concerned about the accuracy and detail of the charts we were using.  That can be a problem in a sea of coral reefs and numerous small (and some completely uncharted) rocks and shallow spots.

Naturally, as nightfall encased us in darkness and as my anxiety grew, given the situation, it was now time for my watch.  This was really starting to get to me.  Every time something unusual happens or is about to happen it was always my watch.

This time the decision was to slow the boat to a modified hove-to.  We would move along at 1-2 knots, take our time getting to the entrance to the strait and simply wait until dawn before proceeding any further.  I was taking a sponge bath when the matter came up for discussion.  The sun had just set, so it was too dangerous to approach any island to anchor.  We really want to see the Komodo Dragons, so we can’t just bypass the island and continue eastward.  In a matter of minutes, the obvious became apparent, adjustments were made to the sails, and Tom and Towley disappeared below deck to rest up for the long night ahead.  Wait a minute.  I felt my blood pressure rising as I now realized what was happening.  We won’t be anchoring on Komoto Island tonight as I had planned for the past 250 miles?  I will be pulling yet another watch before I touch dry land?  It’s dark.  We’ve practically stopped?  The charts are wrong?  Basically, I’m stuck.  This is a nightmare I can not wake up from.  This is the worst possible choice we could make and I’m boiling mad as those two just left me on this miserable deck to steer this miserable boat clear of all those miserable reefs that I can’t even see because its too damn dark out!  That does it, I thought defiantly.  I’m going to commit the supremely mutinous and I could care less about the consequences.  With that thought firmly planted in my resolve, I marched down the stairs into the galley, jerked open the ice box, reached down past the water, the iced tea, the Cokes, the Sprites, 7-ups and fruit juices and yanked out a Bintang beer.

Now that may not seem like much at first pass, but consider the situation.  As far as sailing goes I am still very much in the neophyte league.  The setting is hardly akin to a calm Sunday jaunt on a Sunfish at Goose Pond.  Furthermore, I made a pact with myself before this trip began that there would be no booze while under way.  It’s risky and not necessary and just plain stupid.  The absolutely last thing you want in situations like these are dulled senses.

Well, caution to the wind as the devil won the argument hands down.  And with that I marched back up into the cockpit, popped the can top and took a mighty defiant gulp.  No sooner had the fizz passed my gullet when the wind picked up to 6 knots from dead ahead, then 7, then 8, then 9, 10, 11, 12.  The mainsail was now arched full of air and kinetic energy was rapidly taking over.  Then 13, 14, 15 knots and we were listing to port, which meant I was about to hear the all too familiar crashing sounds of loose stuff flying off the shelves below deck.  My sensory receptors were short-circuiting all over the deck.  Only moments ago we were happily cruising toward Komoto, watching a beautiful sunset.  Next thing we are powering along through waters with unreliable charts.  And, just to make the whole situation a little more lively (only because it was my watch, of course), bolts of lightening started streaking out of the sky from the west.  Of course, my next reaction was to do what any other superstitious deity fearing Homo Sapien would do.  I sacrificed the rest of that can of beer to the Flores Sea gods!

The rest of the night was filled with many of those same elements (save more beer sacrifices) with changing winds, islands appearing out of nowhere, bolts of lightening now all around us, hoving-to, drifting, turning around and of course the occasional fishing boat dodge.

By morning we were all pretty exhausted, but happy to be able to see all of the demons from the prior evening disappear with the darkness.

With light upon us, the Cap’n and Towley deftly sliced us through the narrow channel and swiftly changing currents that would get us to the mythical island of the famous Komodo Dragons.  In short order we anchored (after three tries and almost hitting a coral reef), dingy'd to shore and met our guide, Hanas.  He introduced us to much of Komoto’s flora and fauna.  Its highlight was naturally the giant monitor lizards, which were rather lethargic in the mid-morning heat.  

Afterward, we bought our guide a beer and he introduced us to another park ranger who we graciously offered to ferry through the islands to Labun Han Badjo.

We arrived in the bort of Badjo my mid-afternoon and decided to re-fuel there.  Unfortunately, there was no dock so we brought the Gerry Cans (a World War II term for plastic jugs to hold diesel fuel) ashore via dinghy.

Badjo was an isolated fishing village tucked under a peninsula of land on the western end of Flores.  While on shore we began to hear the prayer chants come over the loudspeakers, which were perched atop a radio tower by the mosque in the village center.  An Iman or Islamic priest will chant for up to an hour at the end of each day in these, predominantly Muslim, villages such as this one.  The sound is haltingly beautiful.  It unavoidably permeates you with jarring, drawn-out, almost sorrowful tones.  Suddenly you realize the chanting has become an integrally woven part of everything you are doing at the moment.  This time I was ferrying diesel back to the boat.  The sun was setting between two small islands, the waters were calming and the lights were flickering to life along the arid hillside landscape.  My oar strokes, while disruptive to the pillow-soft bay, offered a melodious harmony to the rise and fall of the Iman’s chant.  I began to whimper softly for all the hardships mankind endures…

O.K., so I made up the last part.  But, it was a pretty neat moment nevertheless.

Upon returning to Dragon’s Toy, I hoisted the first of the five 30 liter jugs to Towley who waited on deck.  As I got the jug to shoulder height, it became immediately apparent I was starting a fulcrum action that was going to terminate at the bottom of the bay. I listed to starboard; the dinghy followed close behind.  The other four jugs reacted instinctively by moving in the same direction along the floor of the dinghy.  In that instant I contemplated future events, which most assuredly would involve my being in the murky, litter filled Bay of Badjo.  No way!  I don’t know what happened next, but both Towley and I stared at each other, first breathless, then in a burst of laughter, at the event’s most unlikely ultimate conclusion.  I was still in the dinghy with all the jugs aboard.

“That was way too close for comfort,” I barked out.  But then again, a lot of things on this voyage have been way too close for comfort.  And I am quite confident that when the last pages of this journal are filled, I will conclude without question, that I would not want to have had it happen any other way.

10:50pm Thursday, 15-Oct-98:

Now this present place in time represents something ethereal to me.  And probably to most Americans as well.  I will start with the facts; at least I will try to be objective.  And then I will offer conjecture.

So, let’s see…the facts.  We are on board Dragon’s Toy, anchored in Dilhi Harbor, the principal city of East Timor, and they’ve got us under house arrest!!!  O.K., so maybe I gravitated to conjecture a little too quickly.  It’s like this.  We come into port.  While preparing to go ashore we noticed a couple of official types gathering on shore.  By the time our “Little Dragon” was launched off deck there were I think seven of them on board a small patrol boat.  They came straight toward us and tied on.  Among the seven I noticed two plain clothed types, then four different uniforms among the other five.  So I guess it was Army, Navy, Marines, Customs and/or Immigration.  Oh, yeah, and one of them was Coast Guard.  Some combination of the above, anyway.

We heard a little bit about East Timor on the sail from Larantuka.  It is tenuous, politically sensitive, etc.  Enough so to state the section of the islands “has been open to tourists since 1989”.  But I could have sworn I read something in The States in early September about rioting in some city in East Timor.  By the way, Dilhi is really the only thing we could remotely refer to as a city anywhere on this end of Timor.  Anyway, Dilhi is probably as good a place as any to use as an example of what Indonesian history has been like.  First, a bunch of dinosaurs then a bunch of apes, then a bunch of humans who lived on over 13,000 islands isolated from one another.  Then some jerk decided the island next to his looked better.  Next there are lots of tribal wars, then get more sophisticated by introducing tribes from far away places like Holland and Portugal and Japan.  Then get the United States involved right about the time Vietnam was a hit?  It gets more complicated, but today it’s something like this.

East Timor is recognized as a part of the rest of Indonesia because the Pope (John Paul II) held a mass there in 1989.  And because the U.S. did not want to see it become a Communist country, Kissinger reportedly encouraged the Indonesian government to take over.  In reality, it’s far from a democracy.  In fact, it looks to me, from where I’m sitting, after visiting with various branches of the military and subsequently being told we can’t come ashore in a place that was supposed to be “opened to tourism in 1989.”  It looks to me like nothing less than a military dictatorship.  But, I can’t really say for sure, because we were not allowed to get off our boat long enough to ask anybody.

6:35am Friday, 16-Oct-98:

I still haven’t calmed down with the knowledge that the Indonesian military has our passports.  The men who we spoke to yesterday were all very polite, but the fact remains we were not welcome.  The reason (arguably a plausible one) is we do not have Dilhi listed on our Cruising Permit.  Additionally, we checked out of Indonesia in Bali on 8-Oct-98.  As far as Indonesia is concerned we have left the country.  We did not know we needed special permission to enter East Timor.  Additionally, we did not think East Timor had an office in Dilhi in which to check out of Indonesia.  And finally, we did not anticipate stopping in Dilhi.  Even still I am surprised an area trying to grow tourism would turn away Americans who obviously have money.  In any event I will not think of either Dilhi or East Timor fondly. 

I still need to recount our journey from Badjo to Larantuka, as well as our journey from Larantuka to Dilhi.  

The Badjo to Larantuka run included a typical Dave-o watch.  At 6:00pm I relieved Tom who suggested, “It’s gonna be a boring watch for you tonight.”  I was not betting on it.  And I was not disappointed. 

Within minutes following Tom’s departure a small white light appeared in the distance beyond the starboard bow.  Like a rabbit in season the lights began to multiply.  Within the next 15 minutes there were ten.  When I looked through the binoculars it was up to fifteen.  By the time I was upon the fishing fleet there were twenty-five different boat’s lights.  Every time I think it just can’t get any more challenging for me, it does.  Later, when I would relive the experience with Towley, he replied, “I would have just kept the same course and let them move around you.”  But I had tried that in the South China Sea and a trawler almost hit us, and had never even flinched in its course.

Anyway, I got around and/or through the fleet without too much fanfare because the winds were light and we were motor-sailing.  Additionally, some of the lights were from on land along a peninsula that jutted into our path.  Thanks Towley for setting the course so close to land, which we would pass by at night during my watch.

I am now convinced Towley and Tom are secretly conspiring to create these events so as to test my ability to handle various nautical situations.  In the end I will be a better sailor for their efforts so I must be certain to thank them.  Hmm, maybe a paintball would be appropriate!

Otherwise, the short tip to Larantuka was very pleasant.  The channel to Larantuka was rather narrow and I found myself at the helm as we entered.  I enjoyed feeling our way past very shallow shoals with swift currents.  Again, we were motor-sailing with the genoa unfurled.  Even with the mainsail out it steers very much like boats I have driven over the past twenty years.  The significant difference relates almost entirely to the genoa and its effect on the boat due to various wind speeds.  Lots more challenging to navigate the vessel, but I now appreciate more fully the satisfaction that can be derived from maximizing speed with sails.

Finding suitable anchorage posed its greatest challenge of the trip.  It took two hours to complete the task.  Then it was off to explore the picturesque village of Larantuka.  The main street was bustling with activity at 10:00am.  Fresh vegetables lined both sides at a multitude of general store styled shops.  There were also many restaurants and a few hotels.  I was determined to sleep in a real bed with fresh linens.  I wanted A/C and a nice long shower.  Alas it was not to be had.  Every room I looked at was filthy.  Larantuka is not the clean traveler.

The people, however, were delightfully friendly and offered repeated hand waves and that, now all too familiar, “Hello Mista.”  Remind me never to run for mayor.  I now know what if feels like to have to spend every waking moment smiling and waving.

I came upon a pretty young woman who was sitting in front of a 10’x10’ tin sided grocery mart.  She was very friendly, smiling and gesturing, and when I sat with her I discovered she knew a little English.  Her name was Memeng and she gave me some warm banana wrapped in a palm frond.  It was a little bit chewy, but otherwise reasonably flavorful.  She was very helpful with information and also interested in what my story was.  After a while other family members and friends stopped by with peaked curiosity.  Although communication was difficult, we all managed to laugh a great deal; especially when one of us would try many different ways to say the same thing and then ultimately make the message understood.  I left after a while with a promise to return so I could show Memang Dragon’s Toy.

Then I took a Bemo to the transportation center, which also was very large with maybe 100 or more kiosks.  I was clearly the object of everyone’s interest and must have answered, “Hello,” to many dozens of, “Hello Mista.”

I bought crackers and things purely for the sake of engaging in conversation with most of these people who did not understand a word of English.  It was all very entertaining.

After a while I stopped at a restaurant to order Nasi Goreng and a Bintang Beer.  I was very hot and sweaty so I asked for ice in my glass.  I had planned to simply use the ice to cool the glass, but could not resist the temptation to lower the beer’s temperature below room temp which, in this restaurant, was well into the 90’s.  Fortunately, I did not pay for the ice later on with digestive problems.

Then I made contact with Dragon’s Toy by VHF handheld and suggested Towley and Tom look for me along the main street.  Well, about 45 minutes later they had no problem finding me.

It started innocuously enough when I walked past five boys playing in their yard.  I was walking along eating a bag of popcorn and was rather ebullient in waving to these boys.  They waved and laughed and two of them scampered up to the embankment to greet me on the sidewalk.  I gave them high-fives and questioned, “Hey dudes, what’s up?”  They replied the same while laughing and this I found most enjoyable.  I replaced my casual saunter with a more springy hip-hop, which they mimicked, then I started to swing my arms in an exaggerated walking motion and they followed suit.  It must have looked rather comical to see these five eight to ten year olds following a white man down Main Street in Larantuka, acting like a scene from The Sound of Music.  

Anyway, before long there were about 10 to 12 kids and then maybe 15.  By now I had to stop as we were starting to cause a scene.  I sat down and started asking each of the children their names and telling them mine.  Most were very shy, but the smiles, laughter and accordingly number of children kept growing.  I took out my camera to take a photo and the kids went wild.  They were jumping around, laughing and falling all over themselves as they scrunched together to get in the picture.

Then I sat down and opened my backpack again.  They all wanted to see what was inside.  When I pulled out a box of crackers they again went wild.  I think they were all thrilled they saw something recognizable in the possession of this white man from far away.

I shared the crackers with some while others shied away.  Then I pulled out the Indonesia Handbook and they all went wild again.  By now there had to have been over twenty children and many adults were looking on with smiles.  I started to get very nervous as the kids were now overflowing into the street.  Cars, Bemos and motorcycles were whizzing by and I was afraid someone would get hit.

Suddenly an older woman came from nowhere and was swinging a 4 foot long stick wildly at the children while yelling something in Indonesian.  I didn’t have to guess what she meant so I walked up a few steps to a courtyard in front of a mosque.  The children all followed and a boy started to dribble a soccer ball.

Sometime before the woman came, I can’t remember when, Towley and Tom showed up.  It must have looked rather interesting to them as I was totally surrounded by children.  It turns out it wasn’t as much of a shock as one might think since something similar happened to them when they came ashore just moments earlier.

After a short time in the courtyard an elderly man arrived yelling and waving wildly.  It looked obvious he wanted to break-up the disturbance, so we bade our farewells to the children and moved on.  Upon reflection it was great fun to see so many young smiling faces who were obviously very easily amused.

We walked for a while toward the center of town and I noticed that the once bustling streets and ships were practically void of activity.  I suspect the lunch hour lasts from 12:00 until 4:00, which is not altogether uncommon in Indonesia.  Suddenly the heavens let loose and we found ourselves ordering beer and food at a restaurant we ducked into.  To our surprise they actually served cold beer and chilled glasses.  

We also exchanged stories with a young man from Holland, who was travelling through Indonesia by the seat of his pants – picking the next town when he got sick of the current one, using whatever transportation might be available.  He even asked us if we would take him to our next stop, wherever that may be.

Then around 4:00pm the squall moved on so we found Memeng, and a male friend of hers who she wanted to bring along, and returned to Dragon’s Toy.  Once there we showed Memeng and her friend our pad (I think she was very impressed) and had a beer.

We watched five locals (maybe 16 to 18 year-olds) paddle by in a shallow dugout wooden canoe.  One paddle, one bailed with a small cup and the others provided ballast, I guess.  As they went passed Dragon’s Toy, I offered them a beer and tossed it toward them.  They were so surprised as to all stand up immediately to catch the can and two boys leapt out of the canoe after it.  Their vessel was swamped in no time.  Half embarrassed for them, but more likely laughing hysterically I reached for their bowling so we could get the canoe to Dragon’s Toy and more easily bail her out.  Then I invited the boys to come aboard where they were given beer and cigarettes and we all enjoyed a laugh together.

Shortly afterward we sent them on their way and brought Memeng and her friend to shore with the promise to take them to dinner that evening.  Oh, yeah, and we picked-up the Cap’n who was returning from a visit to the Harbormaster.

After an extraordinarily spicy chicken dinner Towley and Tom made telephone calls at a booth upstairs from the restaurant while I walked Memeng and her friend back to her little shop.

Her sister, three nieces and some friends were waiting and so we sat and chatted in broken English for a while.  I stole glances around her ship while we talked and noticed a great many shadows both large and small darting about the merchandise on the ground and on shelves.  The others seemed oblivious to the cockroaches and rats, which seemed to be everywhere at night.

Finally, Tom and Towley showed up and we bid our adieus.  That was fine with me as the standard of living on this island leaves a whole lot to be desired.  Fortunately for the Larantukans, they appear perfectly content with their sleepy, slow and seemingly uncomplicated lives.  And, in many respects Larantukans are representative of all Indonesians, especially in disposition – smiling, waving, happy children playing and laughing.  There’s a whole lot less of the material in this country of Indonesia and none of its inhabitants appear to be any worse for the wear.  That doesn’t mean they don’t desire the material though.

9:45am Saturday, 17-Oct-98:

We finally left port from Dilhi yesterday around 10:00am.  That was just fine with me.  I wished we had left the moment we were told we were not going to be allowed on shore.  The notion of someone, anyone, walking away with my passport is not something I am at all comfortable with.  When the seven officials left Dragon’s Toy with our documents I should have objected.  That passport is my property and I will not surrender it under any circumstances.  If I’m not welcome I will leave.  It’s that simple.  ‘Nuff of that.

We left, set sail to the east, and started toward the last leg of our journey.  Indonesia will soon become a series of short visual bytes weaving their way in and out of our future streams of consciousness.  And an entirely new and radically different world commonly referred to as “down under” will shortly emerge.

