Updates from UtopiaToo


THE LOG OF THE 2006 CRUISE

This is a list of the e-mails that we sent to friends and family
March 16, 2006
Sandy and I are nearly ready.  This e-mail is primarily to check my address book.  Making lists on netzero is difficult so I need to check.  If you don't wish to receive our periodic reports of our trip this year, please let us know.  We intend to leave on Monday or Tuesday (3/20-21).  The trip will be down Florida, through the keys, up the east coast to the Chesapeake for the summer.  We plan to leave the boat on the hard in Baltimore, and continue up to New York and the Great Lakes next year.  All of this is hope. 
March 20, 2006

We finally got all the jobs done and are ready to go. If the weather is right we will leave tomorrow afternoon, (3/21). We will go out to Anclote Key for the night. If we are not too tired after all this work, we will leave on Wednesday morning to go to Port Charlotte which is about 150 miles south. We will sail overnight and should get to the entrance of Boca Grande in the afternoon. We will anchor at Estepa Island. The next day we will go on to Ft. Meyer's Beach for a couple of days. This time of year it is interesting as the spring breakers are there. They are fun to watch. We have a cruising friend there and will try to get in touch with him. Next we will move to Naples to visit with another friend, Jack Lohman, who we met a couple of years ago. The next time we saw him he woke me up in Ft. Lauderdale where he just happened to be parked behind us. Anyway, after that we will visit the ten thousand islands part of the Everglades National Park. Then it is on to the Keys where we may be able to contact you all (too long in the south) again. 

In the meantime, we hope you are all well and we will keep in touch.

Tomorrow I start living again. – Jack

March 28, 2006

We arrived in Ft. Meyer's after a stop at Usepa Island. We caught up with the Sperry's and Ergle's from the Hudson Beach Yacht Club. We did the West Marine crawl and had a couple of afternoons with them. Last night we had dinner with David Bickel and three friends. We met him and his friend Julie in the Exumas last year. I beat David and lost to Julie in Cribbage. 

Walking the beach today and leave for Naples and a visit with cruiser Jack Lohman tomorrow. All is well
INSERT

Apparently, I was unable to get on the net for a long time, so I am filling in about our travels from Ft. Meyers.  We stopped in Little Marco Island to spend a day or so with the Sperrys and Ergles.  Then on to Marco Island to spend a day and have lunch with cruiser friend Jack Lohman.  Then on to the other end of Marco Island to a place I think is called Greenland.  We attended a special event at a local bar-restaurant with a lot of music and dancing.  Had a nice talk with a couple of locals.  The next day we went through a chanel in the Ten Thousand Island part of Southwest Florida to the Little Shark River.  We went up the river to Everglades city that had a direct hit from Hurricane Wilma six months earlier.  It was a category 5 at one time, yet most of the town was all cleaned up.  It has one of the best small town museums we have seen.  The Rod and Gun Club, really a hotel, was beautiful with very old varnished walls inside.  We then moved back to Little Shark Island for the night and started for the Keys in the morning.  The engine had been giving us trouble for the whole trip.  I had changed filters and rerouted lines to fix it, but it still acted like it had air leaks.  By motor sailing at 1000 RPM we managed to reach Big Pine Key where we waited out a couple of days of weather.  We took a walk and saw some key deer and talked to a woman who was feeding them as most of their natural food was destroyed by the hurricane.  Eventually, we limped 15 miles to take a mooring in Boot Key Harbor in Marathon.  We ordered a new aluminum fuel tank from West Marine.  It was much easier to fit in than I thought.  Since that time we have motored over 700 hours without even having to change filters.  So it was a leak or clog in the fuel tank that was the problem.  From there we motored through the Florida Bay to Fort Lauderdale.
May 12, 2006

We are in Ft. Lauderdale Florida. On May 1 Paula Oenning, Sandy's long time friend and former partner in a book store in a Saratoga, has been with us. We have shown her the local area and took her to the Everglades National Park visitor's center on The Tamiami Trail. We had been there twice. They have a tram tour with an interpreter who explains the geology, flora, and fauna. The interpreter this time was excellent so Paula and we learned a lot. We came back to Ft. Lauderdale through Miami Beach. We were very disappointed as the beach is lost behind skyscraper condos. We did not even stop.

We planned to take the boat down to key Biscayne and the Biscayne Bay, but as we anchored in Lake Sylvia for the night the engine would not back up. In my usual way, I, Jack, saw disaster due to the installation fiasco three years ago when they put a right handed prop on a left handed engine having us running the transmission in reverse for a year. In any case, when I disconnected the controls, I could shift the transmission by hand and the problem was in the control cable. This is called a Morse cable. (Those of you who are members of the Hudson Beach Yacht Club will understand why we call it the Bobbie cable.) Then I had to find a replacement (one day's effort) then Sandy and I spent the next day leaning down into the tiny bilge de mounting the old one and mounting the new. By the time that was over, Paula's boat trip was out. So we took her to the Raw Bar by dinghy for happy hour and a visit with good cruising friend Jack Lohman who drove the 125 miles from Naples just for chicken wings and beer. True friendship.

On Sunday we pulled the anchor and took Utopia Too up the New River to the river front walk for the monthly jazz brunch... We tied up to the walk and listened to the jazz groups and watched the folks showing off their children, dogs and clothes. It is a great local tradition the first Sunday of every month. In the afternoon we returned to Lake Sylvia and anchored in the same spot. The next day, I repaired the connector for our wash down pump so we could wash the mud off the anchor chain as we pulled it, then we moved a mile or so to the mooring field at Los Olas marina. Then Sandy said the bilge pump was running and there was no water. Eventually, I found that the hose from the deck fitting for filling the water had come apart and I was dumping water into the bilge. That was an easy fix. That afternoon, Monday, we could not move our dinghy as the President that I voted against twice, came across our bridge to a fund raiser for the local congressman. It was held at the home of one of the large car dealers in the state, Maroone. The paper says they collected $800,000. Of course it cost us taxpayers millions to fly him here. The city had to stand the bill for police and other services with overtime. But we did get to see the two limos and twenty or more support vehicles pass over the bridge in front of us. Today, we went to the beach, had lunch, and I am writing this to you.

We have enjoyed Paula's visit very much. It was a bit of a problem for her in the small space, having to use the marine head, and having Poquita the boat kitty sleeping on her feet. Also she learned that cruising is fixing the boat in exotic places. Still I think she enjoyed it and she and Sandy had a great chance to reconnect. We truly love her. 

Now, she is leaving on the morning plane and we are moving north. We have to be in Savannah by June 9 as my son Mark and grandson Garrett are coming to celebrate my 80th birthday. The other son Paul had to cancel due to a work crisis. We have a whole month for 380 miles so we will do a lot of rose smelling.

I guess that is about all from Utopia Too. We are well and happy, if you discount all the bruises on my old body from my climbing around in the tiny bilge.

May 24, 2006

We are in St Augustine Florida. We arrived on Monday finding Fred and Nancy on Forever Young. They are members of the Hudson Beach Yacht Club. I had talked to Fred on the phone and he volunteered to fix my poorly running outboard engine. He cleaned the carburetor and it ran better. It really improved when he connected the loose spark plug wire. It is running great now. Thanks Fred. (Beat you to it Tom) We then had dinner at the local brew pub, and then they left for home in the morning. Then that afternoon Joy Henderson from the club arrived for a visit. She and her daughter Frannie drove over from Hudson just for the day. We all enjoyed the tram tour through the historic city. We have great friends. 

On Saturday the 20th we anchored in New Smyrna Beach accross from the yacht club. They held a race in 14 foot Caprie dinghies that afternoon. They set a mark near us so we had a great seat. We took a lot of pictures and will be sending them to them today. Sailboat racing is seldom a spectator sport, but this was an exception. A fun evening.

June 5, 2006

The last time we wrote to you we were in St. Augustine. We then moved to Fort George River just north of the St. Johns River that leads to Jacksonville. We got caught in a heavy thunderstorm at anchor. Tons of rain and heavy wind. The boat and anchor system did just fine. The next day we motored past Fernandina, the last town in Florida, to the St. Mary's River, then up the river away from the ICW (Intracoastal Waterway) to the town of St. Mary's. We were there for three days. It is a well restored early Georgia town. Many of the houses were built in the 19th century. We attended Sunday church services in the little church that was founded in the early 1800s. 

We left on Monday the 29th of May to motor up to Jekyll sound. It was blowing 15 knots or so, so we had a rough ride through the sound which is open to the Atlantic. We got to Jekyll Island at about 1:00 and tied up at the marina. We usually anchor out to save money and because Poquita the cat will jump ship. (After that rough ride through the sound she was ready to get off this washing machine,) The marina is nice. They had a courtesy van we could use to go to the store and look around. This island was the private reserve of the extremely wealthy in the early 1900s. They built summer "cottages" of 10,000 or more square feet. They deeded it all to the state after WWII and the whole island is a park of sorts with the cottages maintained. We drove around and enjoyed the whole thing. The grounds are full of live oaks with Spanish moss and well mowed grass and are beautiful. 

When we got back to the marina we enjoyed their pool and hot tub. There were interesting people to talk to and we had a ball. After the pool and a great shower we came back to Utopia Too and had our happy hour. Now I am writing to you. I understand they have a wireless connection that I will use to send this to you.

To summarize, we have seen two great places we missed the last time we were through here in 1999. We are well and happy, and having a ball.

We are now in Thunderbolt Marina (used to be Palmer-Johnson) on the edge of Savannah. We will be here for a week or so as Jack's son and grandson are coming to visit on the weekend to celebrate the octogenarian date. In the mean time we will do some boat work and may look around. 

The coast of Georgia is littered with tidal rivers. Our trip has been busy as the rivers meet the Atlantic in large sounds that are open to the ocean. When it is blowing they are uncomfortably rough, at least for us old sailors in old, small boats. When we leave here we will have ten miles to the Savannah River then we will be in South Carolina. 

For you non sailors: The intracoastal waterway is a marked channel that with a break in Florida runs from Norfolk VA to Brownsville TX. It is maintained, more or less, by the Army Corpse of Engineers. Part of it was built by slaves working for a company partially owned by George Washington. The channel is marked with red triangular signs on the side near the Continental US and green square signs on the side nearest the ocean or gulf. Sandy does the navigating and Jack steers most of the time as she can see a lot better. She calls it connecting the dots. We have guides that are published to help sailors. They include the appropriate sections of NOAA charts as well as information about services and anchorages. We also have the big chart book and a couple of books that tell about the area and where to find services. So you can see that it is simple to do at five miles an hour. We usually plan 30 to 40 miles a day as it is tiring and we often have to wait for bridges to open.

Recently, many of the bridges have been replaced by 65 foot high bridges that we can motor under. The others have to be opened by an operator who Sandy calls on the radio asking for an opening. Some open on demand when she calls, and others are on schedules of 15, 20, 30 and occasionally 60 minute intervals. Georgia has been good as most of the bridges are high so we just put-put along. From our last trip in 1999 we know it is not as good in the Carolinas as they have some long intervals. We have run into some bridge tenders there who had "Attitudes". Still most are very nice, particularly in Florida. They want your boat name and lately home port and destination. Lance Tillman checked on a Navy computer during our 99 trip and found exactly where we were. Big brother is watching.

June 12, 2006

We had a great weekend with Mark and Garrett.  They arrived on Friday at about noon.  After happy birthday hugs and a snack they took us in their rented car to West Marine and bought me a GPS chart plotter and a gift certificate.  Then we went to downtown Savannah and the visitor’s center.  After looking that over we went to the waterfront and found an Irish pub for beer and dinner.  Then returned to the boat and the red eye travelers collapsed.  On Saturday we took the trolley tour and then went around to highlights to look at the old houses and monuments.  That evening we went to dinner at Uncle Bubbas oyster house where Mark and Sandy ate that stuff.  The next day they left at noon and Sandy and I did boat chores.  It was a great birthday for me.


Today we left at 6:30 for a sort of short run to Hilton Head.  The marina is a few miles from the golf courses so we will not see much.  The idea was to break up the trip to Beaufort.  Anyway, now Alberto is going to come over us so we are going to stay at the marina until we see how much weather it will give us.  The weather site says that there is a 20% probability we would get 30 knot winds and a slight chance for 50 knots.  So we are tied to the dock.


On the way up I played with my new toy and it does make it easy to follow the ICW as they draw the magenta line on the chart and all I had to do was keep the vessel sign on the line.  Beats hunting for markers all day.  It is a great birthday present from Mark and his brother Paul and the adult grandchildren.  Thanks to them all of course.


Otherwise, we are in good shape and looking forward to the rest of our cruise if the weather lets us.  It is a bit Wimpy to worry about traveling in these probability conditions, but now I am old enough as an octogenarian to be wimpy at last.

June 26, 2006

We arrived in Southport NC on the 22nd.  We could not get into the Southport Marina in downtown so settled for the South Harbor Village Marina which is five or six miles from town.  Our reason for stopping here was to visit Fr Barry and Vonceal Kubler.  Fr Barry was the rector of St. Martins in Hudson.  He was the reason we joined that 
church.  A really nice guy.  Later we found that he had chosen well in his selection of Von.  On Friday Sandy called them and they volunteered to come to the boat for a visit. After they had enjoyed a sort of happy hour on our tiny boat they left for another event.

  
Von volunteered to pick us up for a trip to WalMart next day.  That she did and then that evening they took us to the Provision Company for a dinner on the water – a real funky place that was absolutely jammed. They brought friends whose names I geratrically forgot, but they were nice and took us back to the boat for an inspection.  As usual, she was surprised that we could live and travel in such a small place.


The next morning, Sunday, Von took us to Oak Island for a service on the water that they have every summer Sunday.  Afterward she drove us to the St. Stevens church for another service.  It has been since I lived with my grandmother in the 30s that I went to church twice in one day.  The new church is beautiful at three years old.  There is an older, a couple of hundred years, church next door that they use for the early service.  It is a very impressive place with Fr Barry's usual style that makes it better. 
Afterward we went to their new home, Beautiful, for a brunch. Another couple was there whose names I forget as usual.  They have an Island Packet that I would die for.  You sailors will appreciate that their previous boats were a Halsburg-Wrassey (sp?) and a CVC.  Not all that tacky.  It was a very interesting morning.  Not the least was enjoying the company of Von's mother who lives with them.  She is a sharp, pleasant woman.  

Then they took us back to the boat and said goodbye.  It was a great visit.  We only knew the Kublers a few months in Hudson, but they treated us like long lost relatives.  Such hospitality.

There is weather around, and we will have tidal current problems today so traveling will be iffy.  Right now it is sunny and the tide will be right in an hour so we will probably take off.  Our next destination is Oriental to visit Russ, Diane, Cole, and Tristan whom 
we knew in Mexico in 93, and have visited in Oriental before.  They have a dock for us so we will do it in style.  We are truly fortunate to have so many great friends to visit along the way.


So all is well with us and the cat has been good enough to avoid being thrown overboard

July 1, 2006

It has not been long since our last e-mail, but our visit to Oriental has been so great we want to share it.


We knew Russ and Diane Stewart when we were in Mexico in 93-94.  They had a 7 year old, Cole, who is now 6'3" and 20.  They also now have Tristan who is 8 or so.  They are such great hosts that we have visited them four times before.  This year we hit it on the Oriental Croaker festival.  It is a typical small town festival honoring a fish of all things.  Apparently, the fish makes a croaking sound. 

Anyway, they have a street fair with games, junk, politicians, and food and drink.  Russ says the town only has some 900 residents and the whole county 13,000 still the place is packed.  He also says it is typical to have 6000 or so attend.  Last night they chose the Queen and all her court.  Today, Saturday, they had a parade that was really large.  The local marine base sent their band and two Shriners groups had golf cart teams that did routines.  The pretty girls rode by in convertibles.  Tristan was in the parade.  We could see his feet under the Chinese style dragon.  Every club and lodge had a float or people in cars with funny hats etc.  There must have been ten fire engines.  I hope there were no fires in the county this morning.


It was a great example of as small town annual festival even if it is named after a funny sounding fish. 

Tomorrow, God willing, we will go to Beaufort (pronounced Bowfort not Bewfort as it is in South Carolina.) for a tall ships affair.  We did see the Brazilian ship in Morehead city.  It is a large three mast’ed ship that had to park in Morehead City as it could not get into the winding entrance to Beaufort.  It should be another great day with great people. Incidentally, the Stewarts are one of you in our friends and family lists.


So when we manage to tear ourselves away from these wonderful people in a few days we will move on to Elizabeth city and then Norfolk for the end of the ICW and the beginning of the Chesapeake.  We will stop there to visit a man who still lives on his boat at 90 and did a circumnavigation when he was 84 or so.  Our circumnavigating Canadian 
friends on Demalza met him in Kenya and now insist we get to know him.  So you will hear again later, probably from Hampton VA.  We will try to get in touch with Jan Terry who worked at SRI with me, Jack.  This trip is just one old friend after another, Ain't that 
great.  


July 9, 2006

We are in Elizabeth City NC.  We left Oriental on July4th for Belhaven.  We had a good send off with the loudest thunderstorm we have ever witnessed.  No problems, but one lightening strike came close.  When the light and sound are simultaneous you know it is close.  Talk about ear splitting.  Belhaven has a nice anchorage and we stayed aboard for the evening fireworks.  That makes two evenings this year with the Oriental celebration on the second.  The next day we walked the town and had breakfast in a nice little restaurant.  We went to the library where we picked up some paperbacks to replace 
those we had finished.  They just give them away without trade-ins. It is a nice town, but the economy must be in poor shape as there are many empty stores.  The next day was a lay day as a weather front passed.  Not much rain or wind although the same front flooded Texas a few days earlier.  On Friday we moved 30 miles to an anchorage at 
the lower end of the Alligator River to stage for the next day's long run.  It was a nice evening until Sandy gin rummied me badly. On Saturday we wanted to sail the 50 miles of open water to Elizabeth City, but as usual there was a Mooney wind dead on our nose.  We motored through the Alligator River for ten miles to the Albermire 
Sound for twenty, then the Pasquotank River for ten more.  Except for the last ten miles it was 10 to 15 knots that is no problem except that it built a rough chop that pounded this little boat.  It was an uncomfortable day for us and a day from Hell in the cat's opinion.

After we arrived at Elizabeth City we docked in the town complimentary docks.  This is the most hospitable town we have ever visited.  We knew as we were here in 1999.  They have a welcoming group called the “rose buddies”.  They give every woman a rose from the rose garden in front of the docks.  If there are more than five visiting boats they have a wine and cheese fest.  The founder of all this is 92 year old Fred Faering.  He and a friend started it all 23 years ago with the support of the entire town.  The whole town is 
very pleasant.  They even have an open internet wireless which I am using right now. We attended church today and again met friendly folks.  We made our trip to the super market.  Then filled our tanks in preparation for leaving in the morning for the Dismal Swamp.  It will take two days to Norfolk which is the end of the ICW and the 
beginning of the Chesapeake Bay.  So a new phase begins. We remain well and are still having a ball.  That does not include the cat.  While I was writing this Sandy decided to comb her as kitty sheds all over the boat.  Of course, the cat screamed bloody murder 
and Sandy bled.  Things never really change.

July 12, 2006

We are finally out of the ICW and in the Chesapeake, Hampton VA. More about that later.  The trip up the undismal Dismal Swamp was good except Sandy had bad reactions to insect bites.  OK now.


Russ Stewart in Oriental finally got me to understand how to attach photos to e-mails.  So from now on you will get some.  Today I will pick some I liked from earlier: a sunset at Little Shark River, a gecko at the Everglades Park, Sandy with 92 year-old Fred Fearing, 
the original rose buddy in Elizabeth City, and the Dismal Swamp.

July 15, 2006

We are going to leave Hampton for further up the Chesapeake. Probably up to Mobjak tomorrow, then cross to the east shore to visit Tanger Island and Smith Island and the general area that we missed in 1999.


Hampton has been great.  Jan and Daryl Terry moved here from Palo Alto in 1999.  Jan and I worked together at SRI for over 16 years that I was there.  They drove us around the great attractions in this area including Yorktown battle field and town, and the grounds and museum of Jamestown which was the first successful English settlement in 
North America.  It was very interesting in the way the two sites were presented. Certainly two of the most important historical sites in the country.  They also took us to their home which is beautiful.  Those of you who know Jan will not be surprised that he has every 
high tech gadget known to man, and they work.  Great people.  This has been the best people cruise we have taken.


I will attach a couple of photos, not of where we visited as I forgot my camera. But a photo of Jan, Daryl and a white haired old man.  The other is of Utopia Too sitting next to an Island Packet.  Ridiculous and sublime.  These photos are not compacted as I haven't mastered that yet.  So if it takes too long just forget it.
July 26, 2006

I wrote a full story and then the dumb computer wiped me out.  So I will try again without trying to add pictures.


We motor sailed from Hampton to Cape Charles on the East side of the Bay.  Then we moved to Onancock VA which was great.  Lovely people and a pretty town.  We even had dinner at an Irish Pub.  In addition to Irish and British draft beers they had Anchor Steam and Sierra Nevada on tap.  We even got a ride from a passing motorist when we were walking two miles to the supermarket.


We then motored too Tangier Island which is isolated.  There were about four founding families in 1690.  The list of servicemen from all wars is dominated by the four. Their business is crabbing.  The houses and yards are well kept and pretty.  Frequently grandpa is buried in the front yard.  After all those years they have a lot of head stones.

We then sailed (I repeat sailed) to Chrisfield which is 15 miles away.  We are here for laundry and to write to you, then it is across the Bay to Solomon's Island.  We are still having a great time 

August 2, 2006

Last note was from Crisfield.  On 7/29 it was a bit windy so we decided to make the five mile trip to Smith Island.  It is like Tangier in that it has a long history of crabbing dating back to the late 17th century.  It is in decline now as Asian crabs are ruining the market. Also, I think the young see TV and don't want to work as hard as their parents did.  Anyway, we walked the island and had a nice lunch at Rukes.  It is funky, but the food was good.   We are tired of crab so had fried chicken - beats Col. Sanders by a lot.  The marina had an air-conditioned lounge with TV so we had a good time chatting with other cruisers.  On the 30th we motored in 5-10 knots to Solomon's Island.  The last two hours we turned the engine off and sailed with the jib as it was cooler out there.


The heat has been bad as you know.  We rode the busses to get to the air conditioned stores and a movie.  Yesterday was good, today it was bad.  I can't even remember the name of today's movie.  Yesterday we saw Cars which is a cartoon and pretty good.   

On Monday we went to West Marine and spent some of my birthday present on an amplified TV antenna.  It did not work as well as we expected so we returned it.  Today we did buy an electric pump for changing oil.  After 12 years of pumping by hand.  Ain't birthdays grand?  On Monday night we went to dinner with Leo and George who were parked next to us.  Nice couple.


Hopefully, the weather will cool tomorrow and we can have a comfortable sail to Cambridge.  This is on the Eastern Shore again.  We plan to do that, Oxford and St Michaels in the next few weeks. Then on up the eastern shore and across to Baltimore and Annapolis. On September 29 we are attending a service for Helen Bourdeau my cousin Cledith's wife.  She was an Army nurse so she is entitled to be buried with him in a national cemetery.  Their children are coming and we will rent a car to join them for the day.


After the Annapolis boat show Oct. 5-9 where we will help John and Libby of Hotwire with their booth,   we are planning to move to Worton Marina to winterize the boat and rent a car to drive home. This is a long letter, but at least you are up to date.  I sent a 
photo of Sandy, Poquita and the swans.  

August 11, 2006

We are in St Michael's MD which is an upscale town on the eastern shore of the Chesapeake.  

We left Solomon’s Island on a very warm day with light winds.  We sailed all day at one to four knots.  We stayed out until evening to avoid the heat.  We anchored in the inner harbor at Cambridge.  The next two days we rode the county bus to sight see and get air 
conditioning.  This area got the hot wave that was so bad for California the week before. We went about 30 miles to Salsbury, which is a larger town.  Like many of the towns there are a lot of empty stores.  Still it was a pretty place.

  
After two days of sight seeing we left for Oxford which was about two hours away.  It is a residential town.  So except for two empty stores it was nice.  They have an active yacht club and had about 50 Optimist dinghies that the young kids sail out on the water.  They 
teach them to race sailboats by the time they are ten.  While there we had the strongest thunderstorm of our cruising years.  It was a protected harbor, but we bounced very hard. We did not try to measure the wind speed, but we heard that up to 70 knots were measured.  The good news is that our anchor held. 

 
On Wednesday the 9th we motored over to St. Michael's.  We were here in 99 with Russ Stewart and Cole as guests.  It is still nice and probably has more boutique shops.  This time we came up Broad Creek to what is called the back side.  The creek is beautiful with 
substantial houses all around.  We have heard that Dick Cheney has a home in the area. We haven't been invited for happy hour yet. The weather is cooler because we have had a few cold fronts come through.  Only one was bad.  We will stay here for a couple of days, then move up to Chestertown.  The cruise is going great, and we are enjoying the eastern shore.


Some of you may know Lance Tillman who is a member of HBYC and occasionally races with me.  He left on the ninth for a year’s appointment as professor of English literature at the American University of Central Asia.  It is located in one of the former USSR republics just east of the Caspian Sea. 
August 16, 2006

We left St Michaels this morning at about 6:00.  The wind was about ten knots and there was some chop, so when we got to Knapp narrows through Tilghman Island we decided to stop at the marina as the wind would be on our nose going north.  Being the wimps we have become, we stopped.  The marina is nice with pool and all.  The wind will not be 
much better tomorrow, but is supposed to be east rather than north.


The last time we wrote we forgot an interesting thing or two.  When we were in Cambridge a tour boat came into the harbor.  It was a paddle wheel replica of the old river boats.  Such things usually have a stern wheel for show and modern screws for propulsion.  This one was for real.  The stern wheel was split and the captain steered 
it by controlling the two halves.   He actually turned it around in one place by reversing the direction of drive of the two halves.  It was fun to watch.


Another interesting thing was reported by a waterman.  The Chesapeake is full of watermen who mostly collect crabs.  They are really hard working independent operators who go out at 5:00 six days a week.  Anyway, one got caught in a bad thunderstorm and sought shelter in a boat house near St. Michaels.  After he had safely tied up a man 
appeared with a machine gun, and an unfriendly attitude.  The waterman had not broken any trespassing law as the law of the sea allows mariners in danger to seek shelter in private property.  Not if that property belongs to the Vice President.  Fortunately, they 
let him stay until the weather passed.   Another resident we met said that Cheney bought the house five doors from him.  It ruined the neighborhood as traffic is stopped whenever he comes or goes.  


Otherwise, things are going fine.  St Michaels was great.  The anchorage was fabulous, and the town picturesque. 
August 23, 2006

We moved from Knapps Narrows through Kent Narrows to the Chester River and up 18 miles to Chestertown.  It is a great place celebrating its 300th anniversary this year.  As usual many homes and buildings from the 18th century.


We rented a car for the weekend and went looking for a marina to leave the boat on the hard for the winter.  We decided on Worton Creek Marina just seven miles from here on the Chesapeake.  We went to the Baltimore-Washington airport and booked our flight for the return home.  It turns out that with the cost of gas and one-way rental fees, flying home is the best way.  We paid extra for the cat in a special carrier we had to buy.  So, we will return on October 16. The plane leaves at 0630 so we will have to get started around 0300. It will not be fun, but it will be good to get home.


We also dropped by the Baltimore harbor.  They have done a big job of fixing the waterfront as a tourist attraction.  We took the water taxi as a tour to check out possible anchorages, and had lunch.  On the way back to the car we decided that it was too touristy for us so we will not bring the boat up. We really prefer the little places.


We drove around on Sunday and enjoyed seeing the non waterfront part of Maryland.

Incidentally, for you Californians, they have stop for the pedestrians’ laws here.  We stand to wait for cars to pass as we do in Florida, and they stop for us.  Also, the speed limit on state roads is 55 miles an hour.  That includes freeways that aren't interstates.


Time is running out so take care.
August 27, 2006

This is a long one, but bear with me.


It is August 27 and we are anchored in St. Michaels in front of a mega hotel.  Yesterday we watched a wedding on the lawn right in front of us.  Then a sail boat that takes tours out on the river came in to drop off passengers.  I will take some time to describe the 
boat and the skippers handling of it.


It was a skipjack.  They are classic 50-foot sail boats that were built for the oyster harvest in the early 1900s.  Because the oyster supply was being lost due to over fishing, the state ruled that only sailboats could drag for oysters.  So these easy to sail boats were 
built.  They are mostly sloops (single mast and two sails for the lubbers among you).  They have a flat bottom with a swinging center board so they could work shallow waters.  The mast is extremely raked with a large main sail and boom that extends beyond the transom.  The jib is small with a club foot to make for easy handling.  It is hank'ed on a forestay attached to a long bowsprit.  The whole thing is really a beautiful sight under sail.  (I know that this is a bit much of sailor stuff, but bear with me.)  They did not have motors in the original design, but eventually the law allowed so many days of motorized trawling.  To solve the motor-no motor issue they added a push boat.  It is an eight foot skiff with a motor in the center and a large prop.  It is attached to the stern of the skipjack by a swiveling bracket with block and tackle that allowed the helmsman to turn the combination by swiveling the push boat.


The oysters were collected by dragging a trawl shaped like a five foot wide rake with a basket or net behind it to catch the oysters dragged off the bottom.  When the trawl was full it was winched up on deck and dumped.  Crew members pulled oysters larger than three inches out of the mess dragged from the bottom and pushed the little oysters and other stuff back in the water.  The skipjacks would stay out on the bay for days or weeks and collection boats belonging to oyster brokers would meet them to buy the catch so they could continue to work.  The season included the winter months and the crew had to work in freezing weather on the bay.  This was dangerous and miserable work done by immigrants like many of our miserable jobs are done today.  Some are said to have been shanghaied, and that may be why they did not come in to shore.  In any case, whole towns developed along the shore, particularly Crisfield which became a canning center. After the oysters were shucked, the shells were collected and fired to produce lime from the calcium carbonate based shells.


All this is very well explained at the St. Michaels museum where they have a skipjack in a building with a continuous running movie of that boat collecting oysters so one gets as real feel for the work.  They have posters and pictures telling about each of the crew and their lives.  It is really great.  There are a number of skipjacks left that are mostly for tourist attractions, but once a year they gather for a regatta.  The oyster population has been lost to some disease so little oyster harvest remains. 

That is the end of the explanation.  Now for our skipjack.  Last night one sailed into our cove.  The skipper went forward and dropped the sails.  As he turned we could see a push boat.   Many of the remaining skipjacks have added an internal engine, but not this 
traditional skipper.  It was clear that he was single handing this large sail boat.  He then took it onto the dock of the hotel that was not much longer than the skipjack.  He brought the bow in and reversed the push boat to stop the vessel.  Then he went forward and 
put a line around the piling of the dock, and reversed the push boat to bring the stern into the dock as we all do.   He shut the engine down and unloaded his passengers.  

After they had left the skipper got on the boat, and started the push boat engine.  He pulled the control lines to point the push boat away from the dock and backed her out controlling the process with the control lines until he had turned her clear of us and other 
anchored boats.  Then he centered the push boat and put-putted out of our cove and went home.  This morning I saw him out sailing again.


We were very close spectators at this great spectacle of a beautiful classic boat being handled by a real seaman.


Russ Stewart, who is one of the friends on this list, helped the skipper of a skipjack sail it from the Beaufort tall ship show back to its dock in New Bern NC.  If envy is a sin, what is my penance?


I thank you that were able to slog through all this.  You must be real faithful friends or family.
August 28, 2006

I know that I wrote you yesterday, but today was special.  We spent the whole day getting a $5.35 connector for our TV that Guy Colson suggested.  We started before eight to hunt for the bus to Easton where there is a Radio Shack.  We caught a bus with Charles the driver and one other passenger who was very friendly.  The specific bus route did not go by the radio shack, but Charles took us over there anyway.  He told us what bus to take to get back to the depot for a return to St Michaels.  We got the part and shopped for some other things then walked a mile or so to Ruby Tuesdays for lunch and walked back to wait an hour and a half for a bus.  The driver then made a reservation for us on the 3:30 bus.  

We had an hour to burn so started to walk and Charles stopped his bus to pick us up on the street.  He had been told to take us at 3:30 but asked if we wanted to ride along on his route.  It is a special trip to pick up old folks at the senior center and take them home.  He knew all of them and they were kidding around with him for the whole time.  He knew their addresses and just delivered them home as he has for some time. 

They all were interested in us and what we did and we had a fun hour.  They were great.  Then stopped by a couple of private schools to try to pick up students, but today was a half day and they did not come.  Then back to the transfer point to wait for 3:30 to start the St Michaels run.  We were alone on the bus except for picking up a worker at the mega hotel we are parked behind.  She said the rooms go for $400 a day.  And we are 100 feet away for nothing.


It was one of those days that you cruise for.  We spent the whole day looking for a little part and loving it.  We meet the fun people that way and they are so nice to us.  I am as old as most of those people we picked up, but lucky enough to be able to do what we do instead of spending my days waiting to go to lunch at the senior center.  We sure have to count our blessings.
September 2, 2006

Ernesto is gone, almost.  It is stalled over western Virginia today so we have overcast and slight rain.  Fortunately only a little wind.  We had a busy day yesterday.  We are anchored in a cove in front of St Michaels MD.  We had about 15 hours of 20 to 40 knots 
wind.  At one point our GPS plotter indicated that we had dragged a bit so we decided to move to the center of the cove.  We had parked near the edge to avoid a buoyed channel. We had two anchors out and their lines were twisted a couple of times.  Sandy, bless her 
ever-loving heart, used the engine to take the strain off the anchors as I went forward in 20 knots of wind and rain.  It is tricky to motor over your anchor.  

In Honduras in 1995 we draged and drove over our chain to avoid a reef.  The chain wrapped around the prop and killed the engine damaging the prop.  Knowing this Sandy has worked out a way of doing little moves to take the wind pressure off the anchor lines so I can pull them in.  I only had to signal her couple of times to slow or speed up.  It worked great.  It was still quite a struggle to pull the anchors and separate them, but after they were up she motored to the center and we re-anchored.  That was about 3:00.  The storm got even stronger and we sat watching the GPS to detect drag for the next 12 hours.  

We did anchor watches in turns but it was a long night.  After re-anchoring we did not drag.  Thanks to my family for my birthday gift which is great.  Without it we would have had to get out in the dark and rain to try to see objects that would indicate our position.  Now we can sit inside in the warm dry salon and watch the little diamond move on the screen as we move.  The position accuracy is about 15 feet so it moves a bit, but since we had about 150 feet it was no problem.  One anchored small sailboat did drag to the beach.


Ernesto was down to a tropical depression when it got here.  We sure don't want to be in a hurricane ever.  If one comes, Sandy says she will leave the boat and hope for the best. 

We will stay here for a few days to wash clothes and see if we can find a roller for our anchor holder then move over to Annapolis for about a month.
September 9, 2006 

This is the second time for this message as the dumb computer or ISP has lost it. 


When we re-anchored during Ernesto we ended up at the end of a channel leading to the mega hotel.  On Sunday evening the police boat required us to move.  They were correct, but not nice.  So after I had untangled the two anchors it was dark and we did move to a not very nice place.  The next morning, Labor Day, we decided that we no longer liked St. Michaels due to the attitude of their public employees.  So we picked up the anchor and left for Annapolis.  Being the last day of the holiday there were a lot of boats going our way. The power boats were making a mess of the water.  When we got to Annapolis it was even worse with racers and power boats mixing the water like a mix master.  So we decided to go up the Severn River that runs past the Naval Academy.  We went about five miles up stream to Saltworks Creek which is very protected by forested high 
banks.  There are many beautiful mansions among the trees.  We stayed two nights enjoying the beautiful surroundings and suffering through another rain storm.  The boat as a few new leaks and a lot of our clothes got wet. 


The next day we went five miles further upstream on the Severn past many more mansions.  We anchored in Fork Creek.  We went ashore to a small boat yard to ask if they could haul our boat for the winter. They were not equipped for it, but were very nice.  We asked how we could get to the supermarket and they volunteered to drive us.  It 
was an upscale Safeway.  The prices were a few dollars more than usual.  This is near Washington DC and that area is even more expensive than California.  The young man from the marina had given us his phone number, and when we called, he picked us up.  They did not charge us a dinghy dock fee, and Sandy had to force some money on him [very friendly folks].  We stayed another day among the mega mansions then left for Annapolis.

We have taken a mooring just above the Spa Creek Bridge.  They charge $25 a day or $375 a month.  Since we are here until the boat show in October, we took the latter.  We did our laundry of clothes that got damp in the bad weather.  It took six loads.  Afterward, we went across the street to an Irish pub to have a Guinness to celebrate my son's birthday. Fifty six years ago I changed from a starving graduate student to an even more starving parent.  One of the best things that ever happened to me as you who know Mark and Paul know.


So we spent today on the boat except for a dinghy ride to the head of Spa Creek.  We met a cruising couple who spend winters in the Bahamas and summers in the north east.  We will spend the month on boat chores and visiting the area.  We will go to Washington DC on September 29 for the interment of my Cousin Cledith Bourdeau's wife Helen at Arlington Cemetery.  She was an Army nurse so she can be buried with him.  He died about four years ago and his decorations entitled him to burial at the prime cemetery. Cledith and his twin Pat were more like older brothers because they lived next door to my grand parents when I lived with them.  Anyway, that will be the end of the whole lot as Pat and his wife are also gone. 


So much for personal stuff.  All is well with us except for Sandy is busy preparing to freeze.  You know that she puts on her long johns at 72 degrees.  It is nice now, but it was cold the last week or so. 

September 22, 2006

We are still in Annapolis doing the usual of wandering around and spending the whole day getting the groceries or to West Marine.  The other day Sandy said she thought the foredeck was getting soft.  So I got out a wrench and tapped away.  There was a few sq ft of delamination.  So it was off to West Marine to get some Git-rot.  We drilled some 140 holes on two inch centers.  We injected the Git-rot in hopes that it would penetrate the separation and secure it.  We will know tomorrow after it cures.


This is another example of the old saying that cruising is mostly fixing the boat in exotic places.
September 29, 2006

We are still in Annapolis.  Today we rented a car go to Washington DC for the interment of my cousin's wife.  She was a nurse in WWII so was in entitled to a full officers funeral, with honor guard, band, 21 gun salute, and a six horse carriage carrying a casket.  She had been cremated in Coalinga, CA so they put the box with the ashes in a drawer in a flag covered casket.  Then they marched a few blocks with the band playing and carried the box to her husbands burial place, he died in 2001.  They held a flag over the box on a table as the priest, an army chaplain, said the service.  Then the guns and taps followed 
by the band playing America the Beautiful.  It was very impressive.



She was a good friend and a great gal.  I calculated today that I met her 19957 days ago today.  That is a long time. 


Three of her five children, their spouses and about 20 friends came from California for her services.  It was quite a send-off.
October 9, 2006

We are working for our friends John and Libby in their booth at the Annapolis boat show.  We thought it was a free way to get to see the show.  We have been so busy we have looked around for an hour or so in four days.  We are pooped from standing on our feet all day talking to people about the produces.  Hotwire, their company, sells 
wind and solar generators and low energy light sources, particularly LED devices.  It rained Friday and Saturday.  The tent they are in leaks some and water runs on the floor. We had to lift everything up and cover with blue plastic tarps.  Consequently the nice looking display got all mixed up.  Still, they are doing OK and we feel we have helped a couple of nice people.


Tomorrow is the last day and we will help them pack up and load their truck and trailer. Then on Tuesday we will sail (you know we will motor) over to Warton Creek on the eastern shore of the Chesapeake to store the boat.  We will have them lift it out of the water.  We will then have to remove all the water from the engine, tanks and head and 
replace it with antifreeze.  (not the water tanks)  Then we will try to take the mast down to store it for our next year or two when we will have to get under low bridges.  We had planned to take it down in Albany NY and put it on deck to take it with us.  This is easier, 
except we will have to figure out a way to get it home in a couple of years.  All of this has to be done before next Sunday when we will take the plane home.  

So that is it, unless something interesting comes up.  It has been a great six months, but we are looking forward to returning to the lubber life for awhile.

October 17, 2006 – Final Post

We arrived home on Monday.  We found the house in great shape thanks to Bob and Bob. 


After we had the boat on the hard in Worton creek on Friday afternoon we stayed in a motel near Chestertown for the night.  The next morning Sandy suggested we return to the boat to check on how we had left it.  I, Jack, said I did not want to put up with decisions as to whether to do this or that.  I will solve those problems next year.  Saturday we drove to near the Baltimore-Washington Airport to find a motel for our early departure on Monday.  It turns out that we could not get a reasonable flight until then. 

Anyway, after a pleasant day relaxing, we decided to spend Sunday in Washington.  We had am early breakfast then drove to the nearest metro station to leave the rental 
car.  We rode to the Mall and visited the WWII memorial, the National Aquarium (a waste of time as most civic aquariums are better), the museum of natural science to see the Hope diamond and the gem collection.  The museum of American history and that of industry an art were closed for repair.  We did visit the museum of the American 
Indian.  It was impressive.  Then we were tired and returned to the car and our motel.  

We got up at 3:30 to catch the 6:30 plane.  We had to carry Poquita the cat in a carrier and pay a $50 fee for her as excess baggage.  Actually, she handled the trip very well.  

Bob Morse and Mary met us at Tampa and we arrive at home at about 1:30.  That was the end of a fabulous cruise of over seven months.  We have had a great time.  Our welcome by Bob and Mary, Sandy's sister Roe and Marty, and Tom and Jane Sperry tonight have been great.  We know where home is.


That is the end
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