Beautiful tropics with terrible winds
Part 2. Oh, where I was yesterday - I will not find, even if you kill me ...
So, the night began, swell was not strong, the stomach was pleasantly burdened with everything that was
eaten ... There were more than 25 hours of advance before Cato Reef and the night was just beginning ...
After listening to all the necessary briefings, drinking beer and once again having gone fishing gadgets
almost all went to sleep. The crew also went to sleep, only someone on the bridge was carrying a watch.
Although it was already shaking, I decided to walk along the hushed ship, to see what and where.
At the stern of the main deck all space was occupied by fishing gadgets and video equipment. Behind the
pillar in the air an inflatable boat was hung, which was later used as a "bring, take, fuck off do not interfere".

Directly from the stern a ladder led to the upper deck, where 6 motor boats for fishermen were unfastened,
my cargo, boat radio stations were loaded, wires stretched along the sides for drying washed or simply wet
clothes. Most important for me, it was equipped with a place for smoking with a commonly used model of
ashtrays.

Such ashtrays are widely used in Australia outside, especially near offices. They provide good security and
ease of maintenance.
They are plastic, light enough devices, vandal-resistant and at the same time very inconvenient for
abduction.
But they look, I must say, scary. For the first time it was difficult for me to understand what it is and how to
use them. I saw them only in Australia.
On the stern of the upper deck six motor boats for fishermen were fixed. Each boat was neatly removed and
hoisted to the water in the morning every day to be brought back on board in the evening. Before that each
boat was cleaned and washed from the fish and the consequences of the use at the day. At the stern there
is a powerful winch, with the help of it the crew very quickly performed all operations.

The bridge. Well, there's nothing to say, I was extremely careful not to be like an elephant in a china shop.
There are too many levers, buttons, switches and various gadgets. Behind the seats is the tiny captain’s
cabin, also used for rest by those who are preparing for the watch. During the trip the crew members stood
watch for 4 hours, driving the ship.

And, finally, two cabins with bunks for passengers and crew. They are located at the very bottom of the Big
Cat, in the gondolas, to minimize swell’s impact. Suddenly, in contrast to the open deck, it turned out to be
very cold there - the air conditioner worked at full speed. But to sleep it was very comfortable - that I
understood only on the way back.

back.

The staircase was practically vertical and it played a role in my decision not to use the bunk allocated to me,
but to sit/lie on one of the sofas in the lounge. First, I wanted to be closer to the sea. Second, when walking
along the ladder back and forth to smoke, I would inevitably interfere with the sleeper. Well, third, I began
to observe some relaxation and easy instability in my body. "Apparently, the fishburger I ate at the marina
before departure was not as good as it seemed." This thought grew more and more in my head, displacing
all other thoughts and the joy of the fact that we are going to a new island for me.
The swell intensified, wandering around the ship and dreaming about how I would work on the air, I wanted
less and less. Shrouding everything, a large fishburger was growing around me. My mouth was full of it’s
taste and everything around me smell like it.
Sitting in the cabin did calm everything little a bit, especially if I look at the objects around and do not see
the fast-flying up and down strips between the water and the sky in the porthole.
At this moment on the run (it was close, as the exit from the cabin to the board was next door), I suddenly
realized how right the decision to not to go down was - and then, during next 24 hours, I do not remember
much.
Except for one thing - that I'm a good person and care about fish.
Fish has been fed well and repeatedly. However - I was not the only
one who liked The Nature. Periodically, I had a company of other
fishermen, together watching the darkness overboard.
Seasickness medicine did not help anyone. Waves up to 3 meters in
height - not the easiest test for the overland "chair driver," as IT
stuff at work repeatedly been called by people working in the field.
From April 9th evening to the very early morning of April 11th fell
out completely from my memory. During this time, nothing was
eaten, but a lot of water was drunk.
That's about the way I looked in the afternoon of April 10th, in one
of the enlightenments, when this photo was taken, as well as
couple of video clips showing the bump. "Pale, but well-groomed ..."
At about 3 am on April 11th, I suddenly woke up in good condition - empty from inside and ringing. The ship
was anchored calmly, slightly rocking. The main engine was silent. All around was deserted, light and quiet,
only the auxiliary generator rumbled softly, giving light. The first thought that came to
mind was the memory of the situation with the expedition to Bouvet Island, but it left
immediately. Quickly taking a shower (it’s not a problem on Big Cat, there are 4 shower
cabins for everyone), I started to look around.
It was a dark, cold night, everyone was asleep, and only the GPS at the stern showed
something fascinatingly colored. A look at the screen, a look at the coordinates in the
phone - it became clear that the days passed were not for nothing - we were at the
Cato Reef!

And now we are just waiting for the dawn, because to land on the island, after going through the reefs in
darkness, only the madman would try. This is confirmed by the remains of several ships around the reef. As I
already knew earlier from the info on the Internet, it was possible to get to the island only by two winding
passes, and only with an average or high tide.
High tide was expected in 5 hours, so there was nothing to hurry.
However, the ship's calm woke not only me. A couple of the most impatient anglers decided to try their
luck. I cannot say that the first cast and hard work with a fishing rod gave excellent results - the first catch
turned out to be a piece of coral. But the next cast in 1-2 minutes confirmed - the fish is there.

Next the cook came in, preparing everything for an early breakfast - several kinds of flakes, different bread
for toasts, butter, marmalade, honey and, of course, Wedgemate. You're in Australia, son.
Tea, coffee, milk, each one poured to himself. Simultaneously, a large dish with cut fruit cubes appeared on
the table - melon, watermelon, pineapple.
But the main breakfast waited for us later - somewhere in an hour. As usual, it was a Great Ozzi brecky, the
main purpose of which is to give a balanced enough food for an adult man, which should be enough for hard
work for the whole day. And it's enough. Actual dish was bigger than the photo.

Surprisingly, the early breakfast, like the late one, was greeted by the body with a bang, and after it only
thing I could do – to wait. My landing was planned after all the motor boats were on the water and the
fishermen would leave the ship.
It was hard to wait,
impatience grew. Little by
little it was brighter outside
and the island was already
visible – in the beginning it
was weak and smeared, but
then everything was clearer
and clearer.
It was cold, windy and rainy.
But it was necessary to wait. It
was both difficult and, at the
same time, easy. My condition
was normal, we were near the
island.

There was customs visit in the form of a seagull, crouched to rest on the Big Cat. The rain almost stopped
and a rainbow appeared. I thought it was a good sign, but I was wrong. It was just a rainbow. I call Larysa by
satphone, to rejoice her that we came without issues and she can finally go to bed. Surprisingly, the phone
works well, unlike the previous expedition to the OC-267, when only SMS passed through. Although for a
stable connection it is necessary that the antenna look strictly to the north, where a satellite hangs over
Singapore.

So, all the fishermen are already at sea, boat number 7 is launched for me. We drag from the top deck to
the boat all cargo, marine VHF radio station for communication with Big Cat, three cans of gasoline.
Long drive along the island, looming behind the reefs, as the ship moored at a spot with sufficient depth,
which is quite far from the passage. Almost from the first seconds, I thanked myself for packing the camera
before boarding the motorboat. Waves rinse us from head to foot. By landing on the shore, I'm already wet
through. Therefore there are no photos of disembarkation.
Visually finding the most suitable place for disembarkation on a long beach, one of the crew members
jumps into the water. Up to the waist in the very salt water of the Coral Sea, we begin to transfer all goods
to the sand. The main difficulty is not to lower the generator and suitcases into water, but this is not easy,
with the weight of each box about 20 kilograms or more. For equipment and antennas I didn’t worried Pelican suitcases are tight, and they have a considerable buoyancy. But bathing the generator will almost

certainly be fatal - it's in a box of thick cardboard. Unfortunately, it was not possible to find a lightweight
and durable plastic box for it before the trip.
I recall Larysa’s opinion with appreciation. She discouraged me from using the beautiful, large hermetic exArmy box that I had in my hands, into which I planned to place a generator, a tent and a lot of junk. It was
planned to move it with help of attached removable wheels. At a weight of 40 kg I would be buried at Cato
trying to move it. Such weight can neither be dragged nor rolled on very loose coral sand, alas. The sand
very easily passes a foot through with any pressure.
All boatmen waved me and the boat left. I was left alone. The weather was not very cheerful. Alas, the
photo does not show strong wind. The time was approximately 11-11.30 am at that moment.

The first thing is to revise what I have with me.
Radio stuff - a suitcase with Elecraft KX3, amplifier, wires and a laptop; a suitcase with an old Icom IC-7200;
a suitcase with a power supply for the IC-7200, an ATU and wires for it; a suitcase with 10 m and 12 m
masts, antennas and coaxial cables 50 meters each. Antennas - 3 el VDA for 20 m from RZ3FW, 40 m wire
GP with counterpoises and a multiband dipole from Spiderbeam, taken just in case; Honda 2 KVA generator
with spare spark plug, oil and tools; 3 jerry cans of petrol, 60 liters. Plus a tent, 2 boxes of bottled water - 21
litres, clothes (including a warm winter jacket, taken solely to calm Larysa. As it turned out later, not for
nothing).

In addition, a bag with food - 3 large dark chocolate bars, energy bars, 1 kg of dried meat. At first I was going
to buy only Beef Jerky, but then I was told and half of it was Biltong. It’s homeland is South Africa. The same
dried meat, but made with spices. The delight of my soul on Cato ...
Then, as planned, I started to put up the tent. It's a simple thing, I used the same tent on OC-267 last year,
and at home I put it a couple of times in the back yard for training.
As in an anecdote - "It would seem ...". With a constant wind of 30 knots with stronger gusts, this task
turned out to be a very difficult one. When I tried to raise one side - the other immediately ruined
everything done, inflated with a bubble. Just dragging all the heavy boxes inside the tent helped. In addition
- taken good pegs were useful here no more than toothpicks. At a length of about 30 cm they went into
seeming hard soil from pressing with one finger - and popped out just as easily with any effort. Coral sand,
only slightly caked. Somehow, using a 50 cm peg, supposed to install antenna poles, I did it finally. It took
about 4 hours ...

By this time, clouds became bit easier and the sun came out. But the wind remained the same. Apparently,
one of the stakes was fixed badly, and soon a gust of wind broke it completely. It was a quality "steel" tube
made from shit. I had to use the spare parts of the masts, taken with me "just in case". The construction
turned out crooked, ugly, but more or less reliable. The top cover, designed to cover the mesh in the dome
from the rain, could not be installed. It has to be installed when the tent is flat on the ground but I didn’t
take a risk redo everything from scratch. Only couple of days later, a decision came out of my had that
allowed me not to watch birds that mucked "on the head" and not turn off every time with rain and hail,
covering the table with the equipment with a separate coverlet.

The time was already around 4 pm and I took a short rest, 20 minutes later continuing with the installation
of the first 10 m pole. It was supposed to be 40 m GP.
The places for pegs selected, pegs fixed in the “ground” with great difficulty, but I don’t trust them.
The pole had been pulled out, wire attached, and I began to put it up. Let me remind you - a strong wind. It
was very difficult. I tried to put it up in both directions – to the wind and opposite the wind. The result was
nil. At the same time, the lowest and thickest segment cracked. With the help of a spare segment and black
insulation tape it was repaired. But there was no way out, to raise the mast alone this time, unlike all the
previous ones, I couldn’t. What to do was unclear.
Spitting on pride, I turned on the VHF station. After contacting Big Cat, I did ask guys if there were long
stakes on the ship. Yes, they do have them. Then I asked if there would be an opportunity and someone will
fish near me, delivering them to me today or tomorrow and help. I explained why.
In less than an hour, the motorboat appeared. There was Captain James with Corey, the youngest member
of the crew, as well as 3 pegs 1 m each, 100 meters of thin sea rope, boat anchor and sledge hammer.
My braces of 2 mm fishing line were not even discussed. 10 m mast was stretched to 3 sides in 3 tiers
(usually 1 tier was enough) and resembled a Christmas tree. I considered absolutely suicidal to undertake
installation of second pole with 3 el VDA at such wind today. Saying goodbye, James and Corey went back to
the ship, and I began to arrange the equipment on the table in the tent. The generator worked behind the
tent’s wall, SWR was 1.3. The tent was shaking, but under the weight of all the boxes inside and my weight I
was sure that it would not fly away.

I ran across the band and began to wait for a propagation of 40 m. It was about 7 pm and everything
seemed to be ready...

