
Commodore's Comments

The CCSC 2003 sailing season now
is officially over, with the annual Fall
Meeting and election completed.  We now
have a new CCSC Board, under the capable
direction of Steve Foland as our new
Commodore, to take over the tiller of the
club in 2004.  As one of my remaining
official duties, I have the pleasure of inviting
both the outgoing and incoming boards to
my home for the Commodore's Dinner on
Saturday, December 6, following the last
board meeting of 2003. 

My only regret for my year at the
helm is the awful constellation of weather
that we had -- beautiful weekdays and rainy
and threatening weekends, including the
remains of a hurricane that blew out not only
several cruises, but that also literally
inundated out of existence our September
picnic and regatta at Hammock Island.  I
certainly hope that Steve will have more
control over the weather than did I. 

The weather, however, was perfect
for our "Halloween Cruise" that Jeanne
Montgomery  organized for ten of us at
Victor's Café, a waterfront restaurant along
Baltimore's waterfront. 

We do need you to pass along to
your sailing friends the stories of our good
times, and even not so good, and encourage
them to join our merry group.  As always,
we also need your seafaring adventures for
The Hornpipe, especially to keep us mindful

of the joys of sailing the Bay during the
upcoming long winter nights.
Andy Monjan

Welcome New Members

 Welcome to Dawn and Wayne
Roher, and their children, Kelsey and Eric,
who have joined CCSC.

The name of our boat is Matangi
(named after a Fijian Island).  She is a 30 ft.
Canadian Sailcraft  (CS 30).  She is sloop
rigged.  We became interested in sailing
after moving to Maryland from upstate New
York 16 years ago; and we began by
windsurfing.  We kept our boat at White
Rocks for the past 1-1/2 years.  We are very
happy to now be at Hammock Island (our
first choice in marinas).
Dawn & Wayne Roher

Halloween Cruise
November 1, 2003

Five boats’ crews (10 people) made
it to Victor’s Café at Baltimore’s Inner
Harbor for the Halloween Cruise on
November 1st in balmy, shirtsleeve weather..

Four of the crews chose to cruise in
their land yachts, but Pat and Ed Shippey
made a two-day leisurely sail to the
restaurant from their slip on the West River,
anchoring for the night on Bodkin Creek.
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E d  said the first leg of their sail was
impressive, with Evening Light cruising
easily at between seven and eight knots on a
broad reach.  That had some other folks who
were present reconsidering their options for
next year’s Halloween Cruise to Baltimore.

Attending the Halloween Cruise and
being served fine meals by Victor’s were:

Pat and Ed Shippey
Usha and Andy Monjan
Jeanne and Ken Montgomery
Ilyse and Jesse Delanoy
Judy and Steve Foland

Fall Meeting
November 17, 2003

The meeting started with a social
hour that was filled with great food and even
better company.  The table was laden with a
bountiful and tasty spread of goodies.

After an hour or so of socializing,
Commodore Andy Monjan treated us to an
informative and interesting slide show of his
recent combination sailing/diving trip to
Bimini.  Andy’s underwater photos were
very well done, and he seemed to actually
know the names of the assorted exotica that
were the subjects of his artistic skills.  If you
missed this one, you missed a good one.

Elected to serve as the 2004 CCSC
Board of Directors are:

Commodore Steve Foland
Vice-Commodore Nan Shellabarger
Secretary Cynthia MacDonald
Treasurer Jutta Alberts
Membership Chair Jeanne Montgomery
Social Chair Don May
Hornpipe Editor Judy Foland

The business meeting was followed
by more socializing and good sailing talk.

Present at the Fall Meeting were:

Usha and Andy Monjan

Jan and Hank Zerhusen
Carol and Bill Durr
Pat and Ed Shippey
Dawn, Wayne, Kelsey and Eric Roher
Jacki and Ted Edens
Barbara and Dick Callis
Gail and Don May
Judy and Steve Hilnbrand
Nan Shellabarger
Duncan MacDonald
Jutta Alberts
Janet and Ron Benrey
Judy and Steve Foland

Don’t Look Back

As a boy growing up in the Ozark
Mountains on the Arkansas-Missouri border
– a place that Andy Monjan would call a
busy hub of maritime activity -- I was
instructed that when I was chasing baying
hounds up and down steep ridges during
late-night coon hunts, one thing I should
never, ever, do was turn and look back to
see what was happening behind me.  Even if
I was certain that an angry momma bear or a
mountain ghost – a haint  in the local
vernacular – was pacing me step-for-step
two feet behind me, I should keep my eyes
forward and plod on.  The reason for this
sound advice was that if I once looked back,
the world behind me would suddenly
become the most important thing in
existence for me, and I would end up
spinning in place until the dawn light
relieved the world of its miseries.  Aside
from losing track of some valuable hounds, I
was told, that would be a poor way to spend
a cold, dark night.

Many years later, while reading
Patrick O’Brian’s adventures of Lucky Jack
Aubrey, I learned that on the smaller square-
riggers -- where the helm was exposed, say,
on the quarterdeck, and the helmsman was
free to see aft during a rough-weather run --
a screen was rigged behind the helmsman so
that he could not glance over his shoulder to
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view the monster seas bearing down on the
vessel, thereby becoming incapacitated by
and fleeing before the horror of impending
death and destruction.  Apparently, a few
helmsmen had actually deserted their posts
before the screen idea was implemented.

Well, I got to see the wisdom of the
coon-hunt advice and the helmsman’s screen
live-and-in-color for myself.  It was my trick
at the helm on a very broad, foul-weather
reach in high seas, and I glanced up at my
crewmate sitting on the lee bench to see if
everything was going well.  My glance
revealed wide eyes transfixed astern.  I
asked if a tanker was bearing down on us,
and I was told to look back.  My training
and reading should have come through for
me, and I did halfheartedly resist the urge to
look aft, but I wound up giving a half turn of
my head, just to give my crewmate
assurance that I was aware of the gravity of
the problem.  That half turn was enough to
take in the full horror of the scene, and it
resulted in a full turn of my head and a
gaping stare.

To say that it was difficult for me to
return my vision and concentration to the
bow of the boat wouldn’t be telling the full
story.  Getting the poop-threatening breakers
out of my system turned out to be a real
chore.  For some reason, watching a bow
climb a steep, high wave seems to be a very
natural thing to do.   Watching a steep, high
wave bearing down from astern, though,
seems to defy logic and to be an extremely
threatening thing.  I can easily understand
why a helmsman would run for his very life
upon seeing such a thing, and I probably
would have run myself if there had been
anyplace to run to aboard the Kayo Jane.
Such behavior, however, is not deemed to be
very good seamanship, especially when one
is already fighting a moaning, groaning
vessel that is trying its level best to broach
and jibe on the slope of every breaking
swell.

That day I was, after having had
some firm words with myself, able to put

my infatuation with the world astern out of
my mind enough to get on with the chore of
driving the boat until my trick was done.  By
that time, though, we had taken up a beam
reach in much calmer seas; so I would not
have felt so threatened anyway.

I do know, now that my hunting and
reading lessons have been reinforced by
hard experience, and that the next time I am
running before high seas, I am definitely not
going to look astern for any reason until my
trick at the helm is a thing of the past.  Not
looking astern in that situation, after all,
can’t be any more difficult than not looking
behind myself while passing alone through a
long-forgotten cemetery at midnight on a
moonless night.  Can it?
Steve Foland

Late and Short

In addition to being a few days late,
in order for us to be able to include the
report of the fall meeting, this issue is
lacking the excellent input of club members.
Being a loquacious sort when it comes to
putting my own drivel down on paper, I can
always seem to come up with yarns to fill
the space in issues.  But such fillers by the
same person time after time are not truly
what any of us are interested in reading.
Judy and I would really appreciate it if each
of you would resolve to put at least one of
your memorable sailing experiences on
paper for the enjoyment of the club.  Any
format is acceptable – electronic, pen and
ink, etc. -- and the experiences do not have
to be recent.  We are all interested in reading
about your sailing adventures and
misadventures, and we are especially
interested in reading about them during
these forthcoming winter months when we
will be forced into non-sail mode for the
duration.

Don’t  worry about  s tyle ,
punctuation, etc.  I’m a fair-to-middling
editor, and I can dot the I’s and cross the T’s
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for you.  Remember, when Mark Twain
would submit a manuscript, the last page
would consist of nothing but punctuation
marks with instructions to the editor to put
them where they belonged.

We thank you in advance for the
submissions that we are sure are going to

begin rolling in to us.  We would also like to
thank those of you who have contributed the
excellent articles that went into making up
The Hornpipe during this year.
Steve Foland


