
Sunny Spray´s Travels, Episode 20

Guana Island- Peter Island

British Virgin Islands, May 28-June 2, 2017  

Dear all,

I sent the last episode of Sunny Spray´s travels on April 10. It is now the end of May, and we have, once again, 
seen and experienced a lot. Unfortunately, it was not always positive. In fact, the last few weeks have been the 
worst ones of our entire trip! Fortunately, this is compensated for by the fact that we are now, in the British 
Virgin Islands (BVIs), also experiencing the best sailing so far.  Things go up and down, and as is usual in boating 
life, the ups are very high, and the downs are equally very low. We hope that our coming trip crossing the 
Atlantic will be ups only!!

A typical BVI picture: very white sandy beach, and charter boats on the moorings. The landscape is not very 
special, a bit monotonous, with similar vegetation everywhere. This picture was taken on Jost van Dyke, a 
popular island named after a Dutch buccaneer, Joost van Dijke. And yes, I have gained some kilos again, but I 
expect that I will lose some during the coming Atlantic crossing (in the old days I used to lose as much as 5 kilos 
per crossing!).

Let me continue where I left off since writing the last episode in Antigua.
We arrived in Antigua on the Southern shore, first entering English Harbour. That is a beautiful, well protected 
bay with a large anchorage and several side-bays, used to harbour the British fleet in the old days. The buildings
from that era have been beautifully restored, and the entire complex is now known as Nelson´s Dockyard.   

Unfortunately, the anchorage was chockfull of boats, so we had to find a spot in the two side-bays, which were 



also very crowded. We managed to drop anchor, but the spot was not very good, nor did the anchor hold well. 
Therefore, next morning, after clearing in, we left for Falmouth Harbour, a huge bay adjacent to English 
Harbour, only separated by a narrow isthmus. From Falmouth Harbour it is only a ten minute walk to Nelson´s 
Dockyard.
 

When entering English Harbour you first encounter “The Pillars of Hercules” (on your right-hand side), followed 
on your left by Nelson´s fort. Below an overview of English Harbour and Falmouth Harbour side by side, as seen 
from a nearby hill. The atmosphere in Nelson´s Dockyard is totally English!



In Falmouth Harbour we shared the anchorage with many mega yachts and tall ships. Most of them were 
gathering in the bay to participate in Antigua Racing Week, which is held annually at the end of April. At night 
they were a special sight: we are used to seeing white anchor lights in the top of the masts, but the mega 
yachts and tall ships also show a bright red light. They are so tall that they have to give warning to airplanes, 
just like tall towers and chimneys!

After a couple of days Jim and Corinna of the Ixion arrived as well; we had not seen them since Isles des Saints 
(Guadeloupe). Together we made a beautiful walk, and visited a nice but rather amateurish museum in St. John,
Antigua´s capital. It turned out to be the last museum we visited during our trip in the Caribbean.  



The museum in St. John exhibited a beautiful Indian gaming board -  I would have loved to buy a replica. It is a 
Warri-board, a kind of predecessor of Backgammon. Playing Warri the goal is the same, conquering your 
adversary´s pieces. The pieces are dried tree seeds.

I raised my eyes when I passed an exhibit of local beer bottles. What was that? The accompanying text made it 
interesting: on most of the Caribbean islands you can buy local beers. These beers are named after the old 
names the Indians gave their island. Thus, you can find Carib beer (sold on all the islands), Waladli beer (for 
Antigua); Kurukera beer (for Guadeloupe); Tukubuli beer (for Dominica); Yuluma beer (St. Vincent); and 
Aburakeira beer (for the Virgin Islands). If someone wants to know all the original indian names for the islands: I
photographed them all, so I can easily produce them for you.

St. John, Antigua´s capital. It reminded us of Grenada, it had the same kind of atmosphere. Even the local bus 
system resembled what we were used to in Grenada. Guadeloupe was the last green rainforest-type of island. 
From Antigua westwards the islands have a much drier vegetation, and the mountains are mere hills, some 300-
400 m maximum height.

On April 11 we left for a night trip to St. Barth´s (real name St. Barthélemy), another French island. It was a 
beautiful sailing trip, and we arrived mid-morning in the Bay of Gustavia, the capital. What a shock! The 
anchorage was incredibly full, the inner basin of the Bay was packed with boats, outside the Bay racing yachts 
were busy sailing a regatta, and inside the harbour mega yachts were preparing to leave for Antigua Racing 
Week. In between all this a coming and going of local ferries, and in the evening came some large cruise ships. 
In the afternoon we cleared in, next morning we cleared out again. This was too much!



The crowded anchorage in the Bay of Gustavia. The town has Swedish roots; until the end of the 19 th century
St. Barthélemy  was a Swedish colony, as still witnessed by the “gatan” street signs.

Gustavia is a very modern and chic town. There is one main street with nothing but chic and very expensive 
shops of world class brands, and many, many jewellery shops. There was one bakery, and they followed the chic
trend: the loaf we bought was wrapped in a black paper bag with gold-embossed lettering!  

We left all this chic-ness behind us and moved to a really nice bay North of Gustavia: the Bay du Colombier. The 
bay was pretty and well protected, anchor holding was good, and it was the starting point for some nice 
mountainous walks. Unfortunately, it was Easter weekend, and like in Spain, it was tradition that at Easter 
youngsters go camping in the wild with their friends. The St. Barth youngsters had chosen the beach of the Bay 
du Colombier for their adventurous camping outing, and the entire night we heard them yelling and screaming. 
Really, it was too much, so despite all the beauty around us we upped anchor and left for the uninhabited 
island of Fourchue.



Left the beach at the Bay du Colombier. Right the island of Fourchue, an uninhabited private island. We don´t 
think anyone would want to live there, because it is naked rock only. That is because some earlier colonists 
introduced goats to the island, and those goats literally ate all the vegetation and themselves out of existence. 
The last remaining goats were shot some decades ago. The island is now completely goat-less as well as life-
less. Below water, however, there is plenty of life in the form of many beautifully coloured fish and numerous 
sea turtles. We were at a mooring close to the rock wall, which was a perfect position to go snorkeling directly 
from the boat.

On April 20 we left Fourchue and set course to Sint Maarten, where, after another beautiful sailing trip, we 
dropped anchor in the large Simpson Bay, on the Southwest side of the island.

Sint Maarten makes up the Dutch part of the island; there is also a French part, St. Martin, which is in the North
and East. Sint Maarten is a fully-fledged member of the Kingdom of the Netherlands, but the official language is
English and the currency used is US Dollars (although at most places you can pay with Euros, against an 
unfavourable exchange rate). There also exists its own currency, the Antillean guilder, but although shops price 
their wares in Antillian guilders, no one pays with that currency, the sum total is immediately converted to US 
Dollars.  All this means that when you go shopping you carry at least two, sometimes even three money purses!
In addition, one often has to visit an ATM machine, because in most shops it is impossible to pay with a debit or
credit card.

On Saint-Martin, the French part of the island, one speaks (of course!) French and the Euro is the normal 
currency for payments. However, if you hop on a cross-border bus, you have to pay in US Dollars! The French 
part is slightly larger than the Dutch part, and they invented a nice story explaining this feature: when the island
was to be divided by the Dutch and French in 1649, they chose a Frenchman and a Dutchman to walk around 
the island in opposite directions. Where they met would be the place of the border. The Frenchman was given a
bottle of wine, the Dutchman a bottle of jenever (like gin). Since jenever is a much stronger alcoholic drink than 
wine, the Dutchman was much more inebriated than the Frenchman and did not walk as far as his counterpart. 
Which explains the smaller size of the Dutch part!



The border between the French part (in green) and the Dutch part (in pink) is given as a dotted line through the 
large Simpson Bay laguna in the South-West. The main airport protrudes into the bay from the South. We 
entered Simpson Bay laguna through a drawbridge, and eventually exited at Marigot Bay in the French part 
through the Sandy Ground bridge. Marigot is the capital of the French side. Halfway the laguna´s shores are 
connected by the recently built causeway bridge.  Our anchorage was inside in the laguna, just before the 
causeway bridge and at the end of the airport´s runway. At first the achorage was very crowded, but daily boats
left, so in the end there were only a dozen left.   



We choose to anchor on the Dutch side of the Simpson Bay laguna because the place was littered with ship 
chandlers, specialised mechanic shops, electronic businesses and everything else you might need for big 
maintenance of a boat. In addition, nearly every shop could be reached over the water, and most even had 
their own dinghy docks or landings. Thus, the laguna offered easy over-the-water access to many resources, 
without having to cue on the congested roads (there were many car cues daily, not the least because of the 
frequent opening of the three bridges). In fact, your dinghy served as your car, and again we were very happy 
with our Yamaha outboard engine.

The anchorage in Simpson bay laguna, just in front of the causeway bridge. Sunny Spray is on the right-hand 
side, in the front.

The causeway bridge was artistically lighted at night. Every few seconds it changed colour, in a non-predictable 
pattern. Sometimes it was multi-coloured, in every combination possible.



We were quite optimistic about our stay on Sint-Maarten and thought it should be possible to achieve long-
term solutions for our engine and electronics problems. We reasoned, among that many mechanics, surely 
someone would be able to help us getting rid of a nasty tic-tic-tic we heard coming from the water pump, and 
solving the V-belt problems (already, the new one that Ineke had sent from Holland was showing signs of 
damage). Our search was unsuccessful at first. Sure, there were plenty of mechanics, but they were all busy 
maintaining or repairing the dozens of mega yachts that were ready for leaving.

In the end, we found an old mechanic with bad knees, who was unable to come to the boat because of the 
knees, but if Bob brought everything to his shed, maybe he could then do something. Thus Bob took apart the 
water pump and pully and brought them to his workplace, together with pictures of how the actual situation 
was. We also decided to use a long steel ruler to actually measure any misalignment between the three fixed 
pullies and the water pump-pully. All mechanics (in total 5) who had been on board since Surinam and who had
tried to solve the problem with the excessive wear and tear of the V-belts had controlled the alignment (using 
eyes only), but no one had actually measured the actual situation.

Left: the V-belt is once again showing signs of damage after less than a month service (see the beginning of a 
tear in the middle of the belt). You can also see that it is touching the rim on the left. To the right a picture of the
gap between the steel ruler and the water pump pully. The steel ruler perfectly touches the three fixed pullies, 
but leaves a clear gap between its edge and the water pump pully´s rim.

To our dismay we found a gap of 7 mm between the alignment of the three fixed pullies and the water pump 
pully. So, the old mechanic fiddled around with a set type screw, and once everything was mounted again on 
the boat we found that the 7 mm gap had been reduced to a less than 1 mm gap. We were very pleased with 
this result, the more since the annoying tic-tic when running the engine had disappeared. Later, after carneval, 
mechanic Nick would reduce the last 1 mm misalignment to zero.

Emboldened by this result Bob decided to tackle another annoying fault, water leakage from a type of vent in a 
U-shaped curve in the saltwater inlet.  He reasoned it must be some king of ventilation nipple, but could not 
figure out what it would be for, because he could de-vent using the primary filter in the water cooling system. 
After two days of thinking and hesitating he decided to put some silicone kit on the vent to stop the leakage.

Next day, when we wanted to turn the engine to top up the batteries, the engine had difficulty starting.
The day after that, the engine had even bigger problems to start.
The third day the engine remained dead, no starting at all.



  
To find out where the problem was, with the start battery, with the start motor or with the engine, he de-
coupled the 12 Volts start battery and connected our spare 12-Volt battery. Again, the engine failed to start. 
This was strange, two different batteries, both empty at the same time? Something strange was going on.

So, he decided to disconnect our spare battery and reconnect the start battery. And made a crucial mistake: he 
mistakingly connnected plus to minus and minus to plus. WHAMMMM!

Smoke was coming out of the converter that made 12 Volt from the 24 Volt provided by the alternator on the 
main engine. We went ashore, bought a new starter battery and dialled around to find an electronics expert: 
who arrived Friday afternoon.

The specialist, Oran, connected the new starter battery, measured here, measured there, tried to start the 
engine, which did not work, looked miserable, and phoned a colleague. His reasoning was depressing: he 
thought the engine refused to start because it was full of seawater!! The culprit was the siliconed ventilation 
nipple, which appeared to have had a major function: if working properly, it caused air to flow into the sea 
water hoses, thereby preventing that seawater could siphon into the engine. In short: it was not a ventilation 
nipple, it had been an anti-siphon nipple!

Within the hour Nick appeared, a very knowledgeable mechanic who explained what had happened and what 
should happen to get rid of the seawater and to save the engine: change oil, change oil, change oil until the oil 
did no longer look like a greyish gooey mass, but came out clear and running. The clearer the oil would be, the 
more successful would be our attempts to start the engine.  Actually, the fact that the engine failed to start had 
been the signal that it was full of seawater!  In addition, we had to go scout for a complete new set of oil and air
filters, since all filters would be contaminated with seawater as well.
Our new start battery was drained empty in attempts to get the engine started, but finally it worked and the 
first oil-change took place.

So we went ashore and managed to find 6 gallon canisters of oil, and a truck-shop where they helped us to find 
all the necessary filters for our Mercedes engine (which in the Caribbean is difficult, they are completely US 
oriented and do not serve European engines).  In the days that followed we managed to change all oil 5 times. 
We could not do that sequentially, because after every start our start battery would be empty and lacking the 
24 to 12 Volt converter (remember, it blew up), we had to go ashore and find a place to recharge the battery 
overnight before we could make another attempt to start the engine.

The 24 to 12 Volt Mastervolt converter we needed was not in stock on Sint-Maarten, nor anywhere in close by 
islands. It needed to be ordered in the USA, but the order could only be placed as of the next Wednesday, 
because the island would shut down for three days because of the carnival. And after Wednesday it would take 
another 3-4 days before it could arrive.

We learned of this Saturday morning, and once Oran had left I phoned our regular ship chandler in The 
Netherlands, Kniest in Almere. They told me they did not have one in stock, but they would contact the supplier
and it would surely be at their place on Tuesday, ready to be shipped off by DHL Express the same day.  In the 
end, the new correct converter arrived the following Friday afternoon. Costs: including the DHL courier, 50% of 
what an order in the USA would have cost.

Relieved and very happy that the Dutch detour had worked out that well, we asked Oran to come to install the 
converter, which he did on Saturday morning. He installed it, changed some blown fuses, and everything 
worked fine, the converter made 12 Volt and the engine by now was starting properly. Strangely, he was unable 
to measure whether the converter actually charged the start battery, and he also could not measure whether 



the start motor was OK. Later that would create new problems.

We sailed to the French side in Marigot Bay, and when we eventually left there the new start battery was 
empty, it had not been charged by the converter. Cause: another blown fuse, overlooked by Oran and Bob. 
Some days later, when we had already arrived in the BVIs, the start motor did not work. It turned out to be a 
defect solenoid switch. Bob managed to get the start motor to work by short circuiting the solenoid using a 
screwdriver (a trick he had learned during our time in Ireland, that was the way he started his tractor!), so we 
managed to sail to Road Town and once again started to look for a mechanic. We found Frankie who located a 
solenoid, but it was only to be sold together with an expensive start motor (which we did not need). Damage: 
770 dollars, but what were we to do? We paid. All in all it had been a very depressing and expensive month!

In the meantime, when still in Sint Maarten, we had to provision the boat not only for the coming Atlantic 
crossing (three to four weeks), but also for our stay in the BVIs (three weeks at least). The latter because there 
is not much to be had in the BVIs, and if it can be had, it sells for ridiculous prices.

Fortunately, provisioning on Sint-Maarten is very easy: one sails with the dinghy to a dinghy dock as close as 
possible to a supermarket, and either the supermarket people drive you and your shopping to the dinghy dock, 
or you buy from a shop located next to a dinghy dock, or you shop and take a taxi to where you left your dinghy.
Needless to say that when the dinghy was fully loaded with ten crates of beer, 4 crates of coca cola, 10 cartons 
of water, 24 packs of milk etc etc,  I could not fit in, and had to walk or bus back to where Bob could pick me up 
later.  It was fun.

Because of all the repairs and the preparations for leaving we hardly managed to see something of the 
surroundings. We managed only once to go on a longer walk, over the hills from the Dutch to the French side, 
and unintentionally hit the spot where the island was divided among the two states in 1649.

We visited Philipsburg, the capital of the Dutch side, once and were not impressed: to us it was a lifeless town, 
completely geared to the cruise ship tourist. The French capital Marigot was much nicer, a town with real 
inhabitants, some lively terraces, a colourful market and a fantastic French bakery, where we bought and ate 
the best loaf we had eaten in a long time. Unfortunately the anchorage was overly crowded, but we wanted to 
be there because we needed to clean the underwater ship, something we could not do in the polluted laguna 
water.



The cathedral of Philipsburg, Sint Maarten´s capital. Most of the other historic buildings have been turned into 
jewellers’ shops. It is a lifeless town: to the right the crowd (ourselves included four persons) on the boulevard 
bordering the beach on a Sunday afternoon around lunchtime.

Marigot, the capital of the French side, was lively with terraces and a colourful market on the waterfront.

Friday May 12 we left Saint Martin and set course for North Sound on Virgin Gorda, the most easterly of the 
British Virgin Islands. We sailed very well; in fact, a bit too well, so during the night we had to put in some reefs 
to reduce speed, so that we would not arrive near the islands in the dark! Our waypoint was Necker Island, in 
its entirity owned by Sir Richard Branson. Later we learned that one could rent this island per night for 69,000 
US dollars, but you could come with 39 persons if you so wished!  



The British Virgin Islands lie, together with the US Virgin Islands, East of Puerto Rico. It is a beautiful 
archipelago, oriented more or less from Northeast to Southwest. The channel formed by the Easterly and 
Westerly islands is called the “Sir Francis Drake Passage” and is approximately 4 miles wide. Because of this, all 
destinations are very close together. This makes it possible to spend the night in, say, Beef island, visit The Baths
on Virgin Gorda in the morning and do your shopping in the afternoon on Tortola!

Sunday morning the 14th we cleared in at Gun Creek in the North Sound, after which we moved to a quiet 
anchorage West of Prickley Pear island. From there it was easy to dinghy across the bay and visit various places, 
such as Saba-rock (with a chic resort) and Bitter End Yacht Club (also for the well-to-do tourist). It all looked 
very tasteful and beautifully maintained.

North Sound, made up of the North side of Virgin Gorda and some smaller islands, is very well protected and 
easy to enter from the Northeast. To the right and below some impressions from Bitter End Yacht Club, an 
upmarket resort.



In the weeks that followed we visited the various islands. The entire archipelago is made up of dozens of 
islands, with four larger ones: Virgin Gorda, the “Channel Islands” (Peter Island, Norman Island, Cooper island 
and some smaller ones), Tortola (the main island), and Jost van Dyke. There is also Anegada, further to the 
North, which is seldom visited. The entire archipelago is rightly called the sailing capital of the world, because 
distances are short and the waters protected, without an ocean swell.  The only places where it can be a bit 
choppy is in the “Drake Passage”, and in some of the narrower passages between the islands.

With respect to landscape the islands are not very attractive (but not ugly either!). We missed the luxurious 
tropical vegetation we had become used to, it is all a bit drier and more monotonous. Neither are there any 
spectacular mountains, the hills are 300-400 m high. Occasionally we would find a walking path, but there are 
no walking trails.  

What we missed above water is compensated for by the underwater seascape. Various islands harbour 
beautiful snorkeling or diving sites, and the government is very active protecting this heritage. Many sites are 
National Park sites, where it is forbidden to anchor, one must pick up a mooring. Even dinghies are not allowed 
to anchor, so they have laid special tiny blue mooring buoys where one may tie up the dinghy.  For us highlights 
were visits to Peter Island (possibilities to walk and good snorkeling), Guana Island (beautiful anchorage with a 
white sandy beach, and the best snorkeling ever at Monkey Point), and THE tourist attraction of the BVIs, The 
Baths. Jost van Dyke was another nice island, but the anchorage was way too crowded.

Beautiful snorkeling at Monkey Point.



Jost van Dyke is a “party” island. It is famous for its beach bar “Corsaire”, and Foxy´s, a bar-restaurant-shop 
with a guitar playing owner (Foxy himself). Foxy´s is known for its spectacular New Year´s Eve party, and its 
simple but highly decorated interior. The decoration consists of thousands of business cards, tacked against the 
ceilings and walls (see all white spots above Bob´s head), and car licence plates, mostly of American origin. The 
business cards and licence plates are brought along and left behind by its regular customers, of whom there are 
many. It is colourful and a bit crazy, and it has superfast wifi!

After many emails we finally succeeded in meeting up with Rasa and Egoi of the “Grain de Sable” (picture 
below). We had not seen them since mid-January on Martinique. We kept missing each other sometimes with 
just days to spare. They had already spent two months in the BVIs, and knew all the best spots. Egoi made a 
“must visit” list, and together we visited The Baths on Virgin Gorda.  



“The Baths” can be found on the Southern end of Virgin Gorda, and consists of a strip of coastline formed by 
three sandy cays, littered with enormous boulders. A walking/wading trail has been laid out, including 
sometimes some ladders, steps or a rope to help one over and around the boulders or through shallow pools. 
Between the boulders you can swim in turquoise blue pools with white sand and rather warm water, which 
gives the place the name “The Baths”.  It is THE tourist attraction of the BVIs, and hence it was very crowded. 
Nevertheless, it was extremely fun and challenging to follow the trail.



Our last days in the BVIs we have spent on achorages bordering the “Drake Passage”, also because that gives us 
easy access to Soper´s Hole, a place where we can clear out and do the last provisioning with fresh fruits, 
vegetables and meats. While writing this we were at anchor on Peter Island, waiting for the correct 
combination of Southeasterly winds (to bring us North) and wave direction (which we prefer to be from the 
East and not from the North, as it is now). The combination of wind and waves looks favourable for the  
weekend of June 3-4.

And next, crossing the Atlantic ocean. It is quite a stretch: 2,400 miles to the Azores, and from there another 
800 miles plus to the South of Spain. Since we are making on average 100-120 nautical miles a day, you can 
calculate that we will take 3-4 weeks until the Azores, and another 8-10 days to Portugal or Southern Spain. In 
case the wind is favourable to make a stop in the Azores, we will land there and I will give a sign of life 
immediately. At sea, we have no means of contact, no email, no internet, no telephone.

Animal of the month: the sea turtle

It is evident that this month´s “animal of the month” would be the sea turtle, since it is the national symbol of 
the BVIs and since Tortola, the main island, is named after a sea turtle. When the early colonists first landed on 
Tortola, they found the beaches littered with big rounded stones – they thought! In fact, it was masses and 
masses of sea turtles, giving the island its name. Unfortunately, they were heavily hunted in the years to follow.
 



For years, sea turtles were an important fishery resource, hunted for their meat, eggs and (occasionally) oil. 
Their carapaces were used to make ornaments or jewellery. They were nearly extinct, when some twenty years 
ago protective measures were taken.

In the BVIs, there are 4 species of sea turtles: the Hawksbill, the Loggerhead, the Green sea turtle and the 
Leatherback. The BVI has a special “Turtle Encounter” programme (see www.bviark.org).

When snorkeling, the best chance to encounter sea turtles is on sandy bottom with a lot of sea grass (their 
food). Since that is exactly the type of bottom in which we normally anchor, it is common to see them coming up
for air quite near the boat. Nevertheless, they are quite difficult to photograph; by the time you have got your 
camera, they are gone again.
We saw the largest sea turtles at the anchorage near Prickly Pear Island in North Sound. Those turtles were 
nearly one meter square! The tamest ones we saw in the Tobago Cays: there they would swim half a meter in 
front of or under you.

Until next time!     ¡Hasta la próxima!

With love and greetings,
Helma and Bob
o/b Sunny Spray
You can (still) follow us on www.marinetraffic.com, boat name Sunny Spray, MMSI: 244780434

http://www.bviark.org/
http://www.marinnetraffic.com/

