
 

HUPS Monthly Meeting is 

November 9,  

7-9 pm  

at Bayland Community Center 

and on Zoom 

 

Link to the Zoom broadcast 

Meeting ID: 822 2562 5836 

Password: 079944 

 

https://zoom.us/join


 

 

 

 

 

 



 



 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 



 



Do you remember that famous line from Hotel California: “This 
could be heaven or this could be hell.” I had the occasion to recall 
this twice in the last few weeks. Fortunately, the first was the hell 
scenario and the last was not quite heaven, but it was a long way 

from the first. 

Three other worthy HUPS members and I were off on a unique 
adventure. Dennis, David, Betsy and I were joining a group in Jakarta 
for an unusual “Forgotten Islands” trip in Eastern Indonesia slated to 
cruise from Ambon though parts of the Banda Sea and the Forgotten 

Islands, finishing up in Alor. Everything started well as some of us 
went a day early for a tour of the old town of Jakarta that included 

the most unbelievable private collection of Asian art including 
primitive wood carving, various mythical and religious pieces. We 
were glowing from the night before when we arrived at the Jakarta 

airport for our flight to Ambon. I had some trepidation when I 
learned that the previous day’s flight was still listed but they 

checked us in and I figured that there must have been a mechanical 
problem.  Time went by as we chatted waiting to depart, but the 

departure time passed and nothing happened. It’s time now for the 
hell part to start. After sitting around for 3-4 hours, there was a 

murmur around the gate and somehow, we learned that we were not 
going and we had to go pick up our luggage and stay overnight. 

 



Fortunately, Betsy and I had just checked out of a great hotel near 
the airport, and our group leader knew it, so we all managed to find 

rooms there and check in. The rooms were great, the restaurant was 
OK, it had a spa and pools – where’s the hell in that? I’ll leave out the 

grisly details, but here’s the outline: 

The flight the next day was either full or didn’t go – not sure which. 

It wasn’t going the day after either. We learned that the problem was 
major fires all over Indonesia and many airports were shut down 

because of the smoke. So, we booked a flight to Alor instead while 
the boat relocated from Ambon to meet us.   

The flight had a connection in Kupang and that is where the true hell 
began.  

We got to Kupang but then our short connecting flight to Alor didn’t 
go, again because of the smoke. 

There we sat in baggage claim trying to get hotel rooms for 17 people 
in a small city just north of Timor, exhausted from our 3:00 AM wake 
up call, long flight, jetlag, no real food and hours of waiting around 

for another flight that didn’t go. 

Luckily, (really?) Betsy and I had been stuck there before, so I knew 
the best hotel in town. No rooms – there was a special Olympics 
going on. I found one room in the 2nd best place; the rest of the 
group stayed wherever they could find – some were in a $14 per 

night room, or something like that. They moved upscale the next day 
to a $28/night room which was much better. That’s good because 

there were no flights that day either.  



We learned very early the next morning that no flights were going 
that day, so we gave up on airplanes, rushed to the port and took an 

8 hour ferry ride to Alor and found the boat waiting out in the 
channel under power – couldn't drop anchor. It was a little rough, 

but we made it! 

I’m sure you will hear the gory details from all of us too many times 
over a beverage or on a dive expedition but that’s enough for now. 

This was a disaster for everyone in so many ways. We were 
exhausted by it, it frazzled our group leader, we lost 4 days on the 
boat,  It cost us money and has put us in the hell of trying to get a 

refund from Lion Air and the part of the cruise we missed was what 
some of us had mainly gone to see.  And I’m sure it cost the boat 

owners to move the boat around to get us. But everyone did the best 
they could, and we did manage to whoop it up at a few dinners with 

lots of gallows humor.  

So, what was heaven? Well, once we got on the boat, the diving was 
pristine and magnificent. But the main reference to the Eagles song 

comes from our last night when the crew gets to let down their hair a 
little. They had a guitar and other instruments, and they began to 

play Hotel California. Let’s just say that some of us couldn’t help but 
sing and dance with them. It was joyful until the evening was over, 
we paid the bill and then began to wonder “What is the trip home 
going to bring”. I’ll let everyone tell their own stories there, but for 

Betsy and me it was smooth although it involved 5 flights, an 
overnight stay in the Singapore airport transit hotel. And it took more 

than 50 hours to get home. Back to hell. 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 



 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Aaron Crumbley – Novice 3rd 

Kurt Bollman  – Novice 3rd 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

Cathy Strahan – Novice 1st 

Kurt Bollman – Novice 2nd 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Alex Kendig – Intermediate 3rd 

Alex Kendig – Intermediate 2nd 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Alex Kendig – Intermediate 1st 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Scott Singleton – Advanced 3rd 
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John Van Atta – Advanced 2nd 



 

John Van Atta – Advanced 1st 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


