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Commodore’s Comments

OK, we have Easter behind us, and it is time

for Judy and me to begin work on the Kayo Jane.

Right?

Wrong.  We have to allow time for a multi-

day deluge first.

Andy Monjan told me that I was 100%

responsible for any and all weather this season, and

I assured Andy that that sounded completely

reasonable to me.  So this is what I’m doing: I’m

getting the lousy weather out of the way early in the

season.  That way, we can enjoy the weather that I

have backordered for May through October.

If my supplier delivers according to his

usual high standards, I can almost guarantee you

that you will enjoy this sailing season immensely.

During January, when we were planning

such things, Judy and I were certain that the KJ

would be in tip-top shape and ready for cruising by

15 April.  That optimism seems to be typical among

sailors, and somehow we allow it to carry us

through minor setbacks and delays.  Thus, at the

risk of sounding like a salty Pollyanna, I am looking

forward to some magnificent cruises this summer.  I

sincerely hope to see each and every one of you at

sometime on one of the cruises—and a good place

and time to begin getting together is this year’s

Spring Picnic and Meeting.

Hope to see you there!

Steve Foland

Spring Picnic and Meeting

Carol and Bill Durr have once again

graciously allowed us to have our Spring Picnic and

Meeting at their wonderful home and marina.

Date: Saturday, April 24

Time: 2:00 PM

Place: Hammock Island Marina

Our social chairs, Gail and Don May, will

see to it that we have plenty of hamburgers,

hotdogs, and beverages to eat and drink, and we ask
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you to please bring a salad, side dish, or dessert to

share with the club.

As you know, it will be during the Spring

Picnic and Meeting that our vice commodore, Nan

Shellabarger, will let us know about the final cruise

schedule and will determine which of us will

captain which cruise this season.  The board thought

that it would be a good idea to publish a not-quite-

final version of this year’s cruise schedule in this

issue of The Hornpipe, in order to allow you to get

an idea of which cruise(s) you would like to

volunteer to captain.

Steve Foland

2004 CCSC Cruise Schedule

The following is a rough approximation of

this year’s cruise schedule.  Nan will do a much

better job of this than I am going to do, and after

you see her schedule, which will be handed out at

the Spring picnic, you will know if such-and-such

cruise is the New Members Cruise, Best Cheap

Wine Cruise, and so forth.  I will just give you dates

and locations, when known, of the cruises.  Please

review this list and pick a cruise you would like to

captain and let us know at the picnic.

May 8-9* Eagles Cove on the Magothy

May 29-31 Wye River or Miles River

June 5-6 Aberdeen Cr. or Harness Cr.

June 19-20* Rhode River

July 3-10 ?

July 24-25 Corsica on the Chester

Aug. 3-5* ?

Aug. 14-15* ?

Aug 28-29 ?

Sept. 4-6 Worton Cr.

Sept. 11-12 Regatta

Sept. 25-26 Inner Harbor

Oct. 9-10 Swan Cr.

Oct. Land cruise

Nov. Fall Meeting

*Captains not needed.

I know, I know.  It’s a poor job, if I’ve ever

seen one; but it should give you some idea of how

the season is shaping up for us.  Some of the

question marks above may wind up becoming

captain’s-choice cruises.  Please notice that the

Aug. 3-5 cruise is a mid-week cruise—an

experiment.

Steve Foland

Sailing on the Nile in A Felucca

The felucca is not your trim, sleek sloop, but

rather an ancient and charming wide-beam boat.

The ones we sailed on were quite large, holding our

group of 33 plus several crew, all garbed in

galadeyas (long robes) with bare feet.  These sizable

boats have only one huge, lateen-rigged sail that

appears, when fully raised, to be almost a marconi

rig.  The rudder is huge, and the tiller looks like a

log, fully eight or more inches in diameter.  The

helmsman steers with his legs.
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It was a lovely, warm afternoon with a nice

breeze on the river at Aswan near Lake Nasser.  We

sailed up the river and around several rocky islands.

We were approached by several small children in

homemade plywood (?) boats propelled with

paddles attached to their hands.  They sang songs in

English and, of course, were rewarded with tips.

The Nile here is fairly narrow, perhaps no

more than a quarter mile wide.  It is one of the few

large rivers in the world that flows north, and is also

the longest at 4,187 miles.  Before the Aswan high

dam was built in 1971, the river flooded regularly in

the spring, bringing new fertility to the Nile Valley

but also destruction.  Lake Nasser is 312 miles long

and contains much of the silt that used to regenerate

the Egyptian farmland.  Progress has its pluses and

minuses!

We spent about a week on our cruise ship,

moving from city to city and viewing the

remarkable antiquities (temples and tombs).  Our

ship was new and, like all the Nile cruise ships,

looked like a floating four-story apartment building.

It was very comfortable with large cabins, but not

really much of a “sailing” experience.

We visi ted Alexandria on the

Mediterranean—a beautiful city.  There were many

lovely sailboats in the harbor, but the breeze and

cool temperature made the thought of sailing less

than tempting.

When you have the chance, we highly

recommend visiting this land full of wonderful,

amazing antiquities.

Cynthia and Duncan MacDonald

Hampton Roads Misadventure

This is the story of how we towed our

20,000-lb Morgan 382 to anchor with our 60-lb, 5-

hp inflatable dinghy—if you've heard it before,

please bear with us. In the fall of 1999, we spent

several  g lor ious  weeks sa i l ing the

bay—crisscrossing about seven times as we made

our way south. On Saturday, October 16, we arrived

in the Hampton River and anchored in the small

anchorage near R20, across from the Hampton

Public Docks.  Sunday was spent getting ready for
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Hurricane Irene.  All the marinas were full, so we

set out two anchors and “battened down the

hatches.”  It rained and rained, but no wind to speak

of.

On Monday, Hampton Marina had a slip

available for one night.  All the others were

reserved for the gathering West-1500 boats and

their crews for seminars and inspections. Spending

a night in the marina gave us time to dry out, do

laundry, food shop, and fill the water tanks.  As we

entered the slip, the mate thought the shifter seemed

to move funny. After tying up, the captain checked

and said he couldn't find anything wrong. (He

thought it was the mate's imagination).

Tuesday morning the mate very slowly

backed out of the slip and into a strong ebb current.

We immediately discovered that we had no reverse

or forward.  So there we were, just drifting down

the river—away (fortunately) from the fixed

bridge!!! However, the dock crew was still nearby,

so we hollered for help, and they came after us in a

big 15-hp dinghy!  We were towed back to our still-

empty slip. The 61-foot Oyster in the next slip had

ignored us completely until we tried to reenter with

no power or steering. They then became VERY

interested.  But we got back in without a mishap.

It appeared that the gearshift arm had failed

inside the transmission. After much discussion, the

captain decided we could tow the boat to anchor,

find the problem, fix it or order parts, and wait for

them. We had to vacate the slip.

The first thing we tried was to tie the dinghy

fore and aft alongside, at the dock. We immediately

spun towards, and nearly hit, the fixed bridge. So

we started slowly drifting down river, too

embarrassed to call the dockhands again. The

captain quickly climbed aboard, and re-rigged for

towing from the bow.  As soon as the dinghy caused

forward motion, Compass Rose started moving in

the direction of the pull.  But then the dinghy

captain realized that it is impossible to steer a

20,000-pound boat by trying to pull it to one side or

the other with a 60-pound, 5-hp dinghy. The only

way to change direction was by steering from

Compass Rose's helm. This resulted in Compass

Rose  overrunning the towline and towing the

dinghy backwards as the dinghy captain lustily

shouted steering directions to the mate—all the

while trying to keep from being maimed for life by

the jerking towline.

Once we were out in the river, we tried

again to tow from alongside. This time there was

enough maneuvering room to allow the boat to start

spinning, to get up some speed, so the rudder would

work.  The captain drove the dinghy, again shouting

steering directions at the mate. And so we played

around out in the river for what seemed like two to

three hours, but was only about 30 minutes. Luckily

by then it was slack tide and no wind or traffic. The

anchorage was about empty so we aimed for our

original location and let her drift forward while the

captain scrambled aboard to drop the hook. There

we were back where we started three days before.

 The setscrews on the shifting arm had come

loose. An hour later all was fixed.

The next day it rained again, so we dinghyed

into the marina, and rode the trolley into town for

shopping and lunch. Thursday we moved to

Hospital Point in the Elizabeth River, preparing to

head down the ICW on Saturday.  And we did.

Hank and Jan Zerhusen

THANKS TO ALL OF YOU WHO HAVE

CONTRIBUTED TO THIS AND PAST ISSUES

OF THE HORNPIPE.  WE HAVE FOUND

THESE 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


