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Commodore’s Comments

Well, we’ve already had some weather this
year that has been suitable for sailing.  Two weeks
ago, my weather paraphernalia indicated 72 degrees
and 12-mph winds.  Ideal.  Of course, a week later I
was looking at 7 degrees and 12-mph winds.
Maybe, though, we can manage to put a bunch of
good sailing days together in a row after the sun
crosses the equator at the Vernal Equinox in March.

In the meantime, CCSC will have activities
that will bring us together to discuss our favorite
subjects: sailboats and sailing.  I am speaking of the
All-Hands Party and a potential educational meeting
along the order of the last two educational meetings:
“Celestial Navigation” and “Boat Electronics.”  If
you have a subject that you know well and about
which you would like to enlighten club members,
please contact The Hornpipe editor, Judy Foland,
via email at FOLAND@aol.com, and she will see to
it that a place and time for the meeting are arranged
and that the meeting is adequately publicized.  I
hope that we get a lot of responses to this request.

In addition to looking forward to seeing you
at the upcoming party, I wish you happy sailing
thoughts and dreams during these winter doldrums.
Steve Foland

All Hands Winter Party
January 31, 2004

The long-awaited winter party for all present
CCSC and potential members has been scheduled

for Saturday, January 31, 2004, at 7:30 p.m.  Jan
and Hank Zerhusen have graciously volunteered to
host this event at their home.  Parking is available
on the street near the Zerhusens.  Their address is
5055 Dry Well Court, Columbia, Maryland.  Phone
number is 410-730-9129, in case you get lost.

Please be sure that you do not block any
of the neighbor’s driveways.   Vehicles will be
ticketed or towed without warning.

All attendees are requested to bring a side
dish, appetizer, or dessert.  The club will provide
the entrees, paper products, eating utensils, and
drinks.

Also, remember to bring your $35 dues for
2004, either in cash or check, to the party as well as
the updated membership form that is attached as a
separate document along with this issue of The
Hornpipe.

If the party has to be postponed because of
inclement weather, we will hold the party at the
Zerhusens on February 7, 2004, which is the
following Saturday.

Please make every effort to come to this
club event. This party is a great time to visit with
fellow club members and catch up on their winter
activities.  Feel free to bring guests, especially
guests who are potential future members of CCSC.
Judy Foland

Why I Sail

How could I not?  Who knows how or why
kids get an idea in their head, but from the earliest
time I can remember I considered myself a sailor.
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I come from a family of proud indoorsmen.
Our family vacations were always spent touring the
great cultural capitals of the world.  A distressingly
large part of our lives was spent living in
landlocked Midwestern or English towns where
none of the lubbers I met understood my obsession.
But by the time I was eight I could tie a bowline
blindfolded.  I salted my conversation with
shipboard terms.  I taught my baby sister how to
walk like a sailor with a rolling gait.  My friends
were amazed as I tacked across the field rather than
power directly into the wind.

How often does real life live up to our
dreams?  Just as I became a teenager, our family
moved back to the east end of Long Island, and my
bemused parents bought me a 14’ one-design
sailboat.  At the time it seemed inevitable, but now I
am surprised to think how naturally I took to it.  It
seemed I could make a sailboat do whatever I
wanted merely by thinking about it.  School, boys,
family, jobs, all seemed interruptions to my real
life, which was sailing, racing, cruising, and
voyaging.

Grownup responsibilities eventually
intruded, and for two decades I followed the
demands of college, love, and career through the
Midwest and around the world, always trying to get
back to the water.  A several-year fling with flying
small airplanes did cause some wavering of my
obsession, but the call came back stronger than
ever.  Finally the opportunity came to move back
east, and here I am.

At some point during my decades of exile in
the Midwest, I found this poem by Ruth Lechlitner,
and it reassured me that if I was crazy, at least I
wasn’t alone:

This Kansas boy who never saw the sea
Walks through the young corn rippling at
his knee
As sailors walk; and when the grain grows
higher
Watches the dark waves leap with greener
fire
Than ever oceans hold.  He follows ships
Tasting the bitter spray upon his lips,

For in his blood upstirs the salty ghost
Of one who sailed a storm-bound English
coast.
Across wide fields he hears the sea winds
crying,
Shouts at the crows—and dreams of white
gulls flying.

Nan Shellabarger

How I Got Into Sailing

For every sailor there is probably some
defining experience that stimulated a desire to own
a sailboat.  For me that time was when my friend
Charlie took us sailing on his 24-foot wooden
sailboat, Wood Penguin.  He introduced me to the
pleasure of cruising to many of the creeks and rivers
of the Chesapeake to spend nights in quiet
anchorages.  Like Charlie said: “Having a boat is
like opening the back door to a totally different
universe.”

I later bought a one-half interest in the boat
and moved it to the Whitehall Bay area.  After a
couple of years of sailing together and with each of
our families, we decided it would be nice to have a
boat we could stand up in, so we bought a Tartan 27
together.

After a couple of years cruising the middle
and upper bay area, we decided to expand our
horizons and to circumnavigate the Delmarva
Peninsula.  So in mid-June 1977, Charlie and I set
out for a two-week cruise around the Delmarva.

We left Whitehall Bay on June 18, 1977,
and anchored that night in crowded Fairlee Creek.
That night we experienced our first “bump in the
night” when a large raft of sailboats dragged into us.
Thinking we were the ones dragging anchor, we
moved our boat then watched them drag by.  We
had planned on anchoring in Chesapeake City that
night, but got there at 1:00 p.m. so we kept going to
take advantage of the current and entered the
Delaware River at 3:30.  That night we anchored in
the infamous Cohansey River, on the east side,
where we experienced a 3- to 4-knot current and
huge horseflies.  Lots of  ‘em!
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The third day we sailed to Cape May
through the canal.  There we took a slip on the north
side of the crowded basin.  The next morning we
entered the Atlantic Ocean and sailed past
Rehobeth, Delaware, to Ocean City, Maryland.  Off
Ocean City we had a stiff westerly breeze and sailed
about 300 yards off the beach to the inlet at O.C.
As we sailed down the beach we went in and out of
the wind shadows of the high-rise condos and had
to constantly trim our sails.  We spent two nights in
O.C., relaxing, eating and restocking for our trip
south.

On the fifth day, we had a nice sail to
Chincoteague, Virginia.  Off Assateague Island we
encountered a pod of 50 to 100 porpoises that swam
within 25 feet of the boat.  On shore we saw about
15 to 20 ponies walking the beach.  What a thrilling
sight! At Chincoteague we were lead in through the
tricky channel by a large powerboat and spent the
night tied up to a gas dock, the only docking place
in the harbor.

Before leaving the next morning, we
checked in at the Coast Guard station for
instructions for going into the inlet at
Wachapreague, Virginia—about 30 miles down the
coast.  As we approached the inlet we saw a local
fisherman on a boat and asked him for the best way
into the inlet.  His directions were different than
those given to us by the Coast Guard.  We followed
the fisherman’s advice and had no problem.  The
tricky part was going through the waves breaking at
the sandbar in seven feet of water.

Once again we checked into the Coast
Guard station at Wachapreague to check on the
weather forecast for the next day and to make them
aware of our presence, since we had no radio.  The
next morning we motored out into the ocean at 6:15
and headed south to the Chesapeake Bay entrance
60 miles down the coast.  We motored in light air,
but as we approached the bridge we raised our sails
and sailed under the bridge at 14:08:30 hours, and
then anchored for the night in Kings Creek.

The next day we hoped to make it to
Crisfield, but with a foul current we opted to go into
Onancock, Virginia, instead.  Up the long and
winding creek we were followed in by a large

Trimaran that tied up behind us at the bulkhead.
We found out that the owner was a local, and
inquired about where we could eat.  He said there
was only one restaurant, and it was just up the hill.
Upon finding the restaurant was closed on Sundays,
we stood curbside and pondered our next option.
Dinty Moore stew aboard?  Just then the Trimaran
owner stopped his car, got out and said to take his
car up a couple of miles where there was a
restaurant on route 13, and when you come back
drop off my car 3 houses up the street.  So off we
went.  I guess it was a low risk exchange because if
we stole his car, he would have our boat.  Anyway,
it was a very kind act on his part.

On our way to Crisfield the next day we
decided to take a side trip up the Pocomoke River to
Pocomoke City, Maryland.  From Pocomoke
Sound, we threaded our way through a narrow
channel and an overland canal to Pocomoke City.
The Pocomoke is a beautiful, pristine river with
southern cypress trees and wildflowers growing at
the river’s edge.  As we approached Pocomoke
City, we blew our horn to open the bridge, but we
were stopped at the 35’ high bridge about 200 yards
upstream.  We tied up to a bulkhead and found a
grocery store, laundromat, and gas station within
easy walking distance.  Nine trips with a one-gallon
gas can replenished our fuel supply. That evening
we motored about 3 miles back downstream and
anchored in a bight just out of the channel.  During
the night, I was awakened by a chuga-chuga-chuga
sound, and as I tore off the companionway screen, I
was greeted by a brilliant spotlight.  It was a tugboat
towing a barge of gravel from a nearby quarry.

The next day we motored down the
Pocomoke into the sound, then through Broad
Creek, “the backdoor,” to Crisfield and Sommers
Cove.  We took a slip (25 cents/foot), and that night
enjoyed some crab soup and crabcakes.  The next
morning we sailed out on a southerly breeze and
decided to sail through Smith Island.  At the harbor
entrance of “the big thoroughfare,” we ran aground
but motored off, raised sail, and continued on.  The
harbor was busy with crabbing boats making their
way to the “buy boat,” so we sailed on without
stopping.
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As we sailed from Smith Island, the wind
piped up, and with a jib and fully reefed main we
were moving at 5-1/2 knots, heading for the
Potomac River.  We could see the storm clouds
approaching from the west, so we doused the sails
and headed to Smith Creek.  The storm hit with
gusts of 40-50 knots and stinging rain.  We could
barely make way at full throttle.  It was both a
frightening and beautiful experience, with the sky
and the sea changing to spectacular and ominous
hues.  We lead a string of sailboats in similar plight
up Smith Creek, and as we neared the harbor, the
storm subsided.  The marina was closed, but we
trekked about _ miles, now in the bright sunlight, to
a seafood restaurant for a delicious fried fish dinner
with all the other drenched sailors.  In spite of the
storm (or maybe because of it), this was by far the
best (and most exciting) day of sailing so far!  The
comment for the day in my logbook states: “This is
what sailing is all about.”

The next day we had a good sail from Point
Lookout to Solomons Island.  We took a slip at
Shepards Marina, and while walking past a teak
Chinese junk, we saw that it was guarded by 3 small
dogs and a chimpanzee swinging in the rigging.  A
true “deck ape.”

From Solomon’s, we motored to Oxford,
Maryland, arriving about 2:00 p.m., and tied up to
the ferry dock.  Later we sailed around to the Pier
Street Marina Restaurant.  After steamed crabs and
beer, we returned to the boat only 25 feet away and
sat down to enjoy another beer while pondering
where to anchor for the night.  As we sat there, we
saw a bright full moon come over the horizon, so
we decided to do some night sailing and head back
to Whitehall Bay.  The wind was right for us to sail
away from the dock, and we pulled away perfectly
under full sail with a restaurant full of people
looking on.  As we approached Knapp Narrows, we
dropped the main and kept sailing on genoa alone;
and when we saw the bridge, we gave 3 blasts on
the horn and found the bridge open just in time for
us to sail through.  Just as we sailed through, we
dropped the genoa and tied up at the Bridge
restaurant for coffee and dessert.  Again we sailed
away perfectly from the restaurant, went about 200

yards and ran aground.  We had forgotten that the
buoys switch at the bridge, and we were on the
wrong side of the marker.  After motoring through
the channel, we raised only the genoa and, with a
southerly breeze and following sea, had a sleigh
ride back to Whitehall Bay and homeport, arriving
at about 2:00 a.m. on July 1.

A year after our Delmarva trip, Charlie got
interested in flying model sailplanes and was ready
to give up sailing, so I bought his half interest in the
boat.  He continued to sail with us on the Tartan and
the Ericson and often helped me with
commissioning and decommissioning and
maintenance on both boats.  On May 1, 2003,
Charlie helped me move my boat from Oxford to
my new slip at Magothy Marina.  In June he found
out he had pancreatic cancer that had spread to the
spine and several other organs.  After major surgery
and some chemotherapy, he stopped all treatments
in September and resigned himself to his inevitable
fate.  I visited him several times at the home where
he died on Christmas Eve.

I shall be forever grateful to Charlie for
introducing me to the pleasure and experiences of
sailing.  He will always be with me in the cockpit.
Dick Callis

Keeping In Contact

A marine VHF radio is an important piece of
shipboard equipment that most of us have, if not
use.  When the winds die down and we drift along,
it provides entertainment as we listen to all of the
chatter (that of course we are sailing to get away
from), and lets us contact the boats in our cruise to
hold on to the food and drinks at the raft up because
we are on our way.

I have had my radio for a number of years,
and I just received a letter from the FCC telling me
that my license was about to expire, and it was time
to renew.  So like a good citizen, I followed the
instructions for an on-line registration and renewal.
That led me to the CORES homepage and then to
the start process that first got me an FCC
Registration Number (FRN) that links my call sign
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to my application.  Okay, now I am getting into this
stuff, and I fill out my required Coast Guard contact
information.

Now I submit, and WHAM, I find that I
have to pay a $200 registration fee.  No way!!  It
was time to read the instructions.

For those of you who have kept up with the
news, the Telecommunications Act of 1996 brought
about fundamental changes in the licensing of ship
radio stations.  The types of recreational vessels that
we sail are known as “voluntary ships” because
“They are not required by treaty or statute to carry a
radio but voluntarily fit some of the same
equipment used by compulsory ships” (FCC 96-
421), unless you travel to a foreign port or transmit
to foreign stations, although you may sail in
international waters.  Now, that can save you $200.
These rules also extend to any type of EPIRB,
radar, GPS or Loran receivers, depth finders, CB
radio, or amateur radio.  Also, you do not need a
license if you have a marine radio with digital
selective calling (DSC) capability, although you
must obtain a nine-digit maritime mobile service
identity (MMSI) by contacting either BoatUS, Sea
Tow Service International, or MariTel. 

Without a ship station license, you no longer
have a call sign.  Thus, identification of your ship

station over the air most likely will be the name of
your boat; although you also can use your MMSI or
state registration or documentation number of your
vessel.  Now, when was the last time that you heard
those latter ID’s used?

Those of you using MF/HF single-side-band
radio or satellite communications or telegraphy
must continue to be licensed by the FCC.

OK, your assignment for the winter is to
read up on all of the maritime regulations that you
ignored over the years.
Andy Monjan

THANKS TO ALL OF YOU WHO HAVE
CONTRIBUTED TO THIS AND PAST ISSUES
OF THE HORNPIPE.  WE HAVE FOUND
THESE “HOW I GOT INTO SAILING”
STORIES MOST ENTERTAINING.  WITHOUT
YOUR STORIES AND INFORMATIVE
ARTICLES, HOWEVER, WE WILL HAVE
VERY LITTLE TO REPORT IN OUR
UPCOMING NEWSLETTERS. SO PLEASE
KEEP SENDING IN YOUR ARTICLES.
Judy Foland


