Captain’s Log July 22, 2010
We departed Saipan Island this morning under an early morning blue sky dotted with several slow-moving towering cumulus cloud squalls moving across the island; each one with a dark grey under-belly depositing whitish rain columns under them. With the azure water of the harbor contrasting against the dark blue Pacific waters beyond the reef, the rain with the sun rising in the east behind us painted the end of a beautiful full-spectrum rainbow directly between the buoys of the channel through the reef. It was surreal, and one felt the touch of divinity as it appeared to be guiding our way to sea. It might sound like I’m making this up, yet there it was. Really…you can ask the Mate, he was standing right next to me.  So, keeping the TSGB between the buoys (which is usually a good thing), we navigated our way through the reef channel and turned the old gal northwest towards southern Japan.
We arrived at Saipan 3 days ago and docked the ship under grey skies and in a drenching rain. By the afternoon of the first day though, the skies had mostly cleared revealing the vivid green of the lush jungles of Saipan and her neighboring island of Tinian.  With the jungle undergrowth as thick as it is, along with the craggy and sharp volcanic rock outcrops and high humidity heat, it is hard to image how men could engage in brutal combat under these conditions.  Wow.

The cadets and crew had a good time here and there is much to see and experience. Saipan is an unincorporated territory of the U.S. and all of her citizens are U.S. citizens and they were very gracious hosts to our crew. There is a terrific American WWII memorial downtown attesting the savage and bitter battle fought here in 1944.  There are also memorials at “Suicide” and “Banzi” cliffs at the extreme northern end of the island where more than 10,000 civilians (including children) who, after being propagandized by Japanese soldiers, threw themselves off of these high volcanic escarpments to their deaths hundreds of feet below rather than be captured by U.S. troops. 

Today, Saipan is a popular tourist spot for many Japanese vacationers and we are here during the popular summer season when children are out of school. There was much for our crew to do and see. We also ran our outboard whaler ferrying interested crew from where we were docked to a small island out in the lagoon about a mile away. It’s a small little island were you can go snorkeling (water temperature is about 82° F) or just walk along the wide and white sand surrounding it and look at old long-ago rusted-out WWII parts and pieces of gutted who knows what along the shoreline (although there are still actual coastal guns preserved as displays).
On Wednesday evening, our crew was hosted by a local restaurateur and the local Chamber of Commerce. The owner still sails for Matson Navigation Company and ships out of Guam. He extended to our crew significant discounts on drinks and food. For his kindness, we presented him and his partner with an official ship’s “life-ring”, duly stenciled with the ship’s name and signed by myself and other officers in attendance. His restaurant was a popular stop for the cadets and he and his staff were very good about looking out for them and shooing them back to the ship before liberty expiration so they didn’t get into trouble. Even though we had been at sea for sixteen days before this port, the cadets exhibited remarkable restraint and good judgment in not experiencing this port too, er, ahh…excessively. 

As we cleared the outer reef, we turned northward and made our way through the 8 ft. northeast seas with Saipan slowly disappearing over the horizon astern. The entire crew began to settle down, once again, into the normal at-sea routine: albeit with more than a few moving somewhat slowly with thick heads and weak innards. A good slider (with cheese) for lunch will make that sweating at daywork this afternoon be a little less painful.
Next stop, mainland Japan and arrival Osaka Wan (bay)

Captain Paul Leyda
