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Commodore’s Comments

Aloha, all.  I am sorry to have missed the
club dinner at the MacDonalds’ home on October
31, but we were midway through our Hawaii trip
and enroute between Kauai and Maui, where we
now are overlooking the beach below and the
islands of Lanai and Moloka’i and the Pacific
Ocean ahead of us. 

We haven’t spotted any humpback whales,
although we have been told that a couple of rowdy
bachelor males have been seen, probably hitting the
deep spots and doing a little carousing before the
serious business of mating takes place.  This is the
time when the whales’ migration from the arctic
waters ends in these warm waters for breeding and
birthing. 

While we haven’t been on any cruises, I
have been on a number of smaller boats for diving
and snorkeling.  Just today, we went to the south of
Maui to snorkel around the lava outcrops.  But more
of that in a later issue of The Hornpipe.  However, I
do need to share the writing in the sand just below
our unit shortly after we arrived; how appropriate!

 

 My informants have advised me that we do
have a full slate for the 2010 CCSC Board:
Commodore:                               George Alberts

Vice Commodore:                       Patrick McGeehan

Secretary/Membership Chair:  Ilyse Delanoy

Treasurer:                             Ed Sabin

Hornpipe Editors         Judy and Steve Foland

Social Chairs:           Cynthia and Duncan MacDonald

Thank you all for volunteering and, for
many of you, re-upping.  I propose that we hold the
formal election at our annual January/February
membership dinner — the time and place to be
announced next month.

Aloha and mahalo.
Andy Monjan

Puzzle Solved

In the October edition of The Hornpipe, I
contributed a photo and the question:  Where are
we now?

 The answer:  Moonlight Bay Inn and
Marina, Gratitude (Rock Hall); looking west
across Swan Creek toward the mouth of the
Patapsco.

 By the way, the marina is in poor shape
and offers less than six feet of water at the slips. 
The inn (a "luxury" B&B) was so-so, in my
opinion, and a bit overpriced; but we enjoyed Rock
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Hall, and loved our dinner at the Swan Point Inn,
a short walk away.
George Alberts 
 

A Maiden’s Tale
by Griselda

I knew my time would come. Sooner or later
they would expect me to have my maiden
experience. I had tried to put it off for as long as
possible.  But then the date was set for September
24-25, 2009.  Their plan was that our first evening
would be spent close to home so that anything
forgotten or responding poorly could be corrected.
We would have a little cruise around Bodkin Creek,
then anchor near Jubb Cove.

Friday we would head for the Magothy and
spend a second night there.  So, the four of us set
out around four o’clock on that beautiful Thursday
afternoon. We made a few turns around the creek,
then dropped my anchor on the north side of Main
Creek, opposite Cedarwood Cove.  My theretofore
untested windlass worked perfectly.  He tinkered
around a bit, she arranged food stuffs in the galley,
and the Damn Bird (DB) screamed to get out of
prison. I just hung around on my rope and chains.
When their first trip to the head was required, my
plumbing worked perfectly.

The addition of 700 pounds of lead in the
bow dropped the level of my intake for the toilet to
below the waterline! The experiment of seven big
guys standing on top of me proved accurate. The
later sawing of seven bars of lead into more easily
handled portions had taken him a long time; and
100 pounds of lead shot disappeared immediately
when poured into my holes where the chunks of lead
had been placed. But, other than a list to port, I
looked a lot better. My thrusters worked! And
maybe even my turning was improved.

Eventually we all settled down. DB (still in
prison) was put on the railing of my back porch
while they enjoyed sliced apples, Brie, and crackers
and sipped on their drinks.  The evening was lovely,
not too cool, so we remained so for a while before it
was time to begin dinner.  She set out new
unbreakable dishes, along with knives and such
from Ikea. Then she set out new metal cookware
from the crate on my counter, (I have no cupboards

yet.) and placed the steamer, with only three legs, in
one of the pieces of cookware.

Their menu called for chicken suprêmes and
green beans, with rice and that fattening, delicious
sauce that makes chicken suprême.  Then the first
glitch occurred:  My gas flow was restricted. They
could use only one of my burners at a time. A few
explorations of my nozzles and fittings revealed
nothing. Oh, well, one burner at a time it would be.
It was not my problem!

Dinner was not only supreme; they said it
was superb, especially followed by their vegetable
of choice, carrot cake.  Then it was time for her to
wash things up.

“Where’s the hot water?”  He couldn’t
explain, so back to her old ways:  boiling water on
the stove and pouring it over things.  I couldn’t help
it if I couldn’t get things hot enough.

As the evening wore on they closed my
ports and hatches, along with my back side (where
she had recently tattooed a mermaid on my glass).
Now DB could come out of prison, sit around inside
my main cabin, and enjoy the evening, too.

Before long it was time for her to make up
my V-berth. She was looking forward to having
room for more than three feet there. King sized
sheets were forced into crevasses. She thought I
looked pretty good in the V-berth, especially with
all my colorful stuff arranged around the edges.
She made note to buy a cargo hammock. I need
more accommodations for soft things. They do have
a lot of pillows.

When our bedtime arrived, DB went back to
prison, and he and she climbed into my V-berth
where, by golly, they did have room for all four
feet!  He slept fitfully, however, for he kept
listening to my squeaks and groans.  Then he
thought he felt moisture on his head. Yep, it was
raining. He closed my hatch and tried to get a little
sleep before daylight.

Morning came and the rain continued. The
weather radio gave us more bad news: rain
continuing and winds increasing. They discussed
our trip to Holland Point on the Magothy, then
canceled it. When breakfast was over and things
were washed and put back into their crates, we
weighed my anchor and returned to my slip, which
for some reason was impossible for me to slip into.
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We went back around to our pompous (a
spell-check suggestion) pump-out pier to tie up and
think. He walked over to my slip, jiggled a few
things then returned saying, “Problem solved.”
Still, it was most mysterious.

Shortly, I was properly back in my slip, and
we were all safely back home; and nothing critical
was lost.  So concludes The Maiden’s Tale, the
story of my one-night stand.

Addendum:  Upon our return, he carefully checked
my propane tank and tried to determine our
problem. A second tank had been purchased for me
at the same time, and it was hauled off to be filled.
It did fill more readily AND was purged this time.
But my second tank produced the same flow.  He
then discovered that my hose had been crimped in
the locker.  How embarrassing!

The following week we repeated our voyage
with their son and five-year-old granddaughter,
Toni. Toni really wanted to see my rope tricks and
my anchor dropped, but from the door in the V-
berth where my chains and ropes are stored.   For
months Toni had been intrigued by that little door
for my anchor at the end of my V-berth. She was
most disappointed when she was told she could only
LISTEN to what was happening behind that door.

The next morning when they pulled my
anchor, Toni happily watched from my bow,
unimpressed.  And right now I’m still not making
things hot enough for them.
Carol Durr

Cruising to Portugal

Friends of ours are just beginning a cruising
adventure that may have them ending up in Portugal
during the summer of 2010.  Bill joined the getaway
to Norfolk, where Barbara and Dave Barrett were
reunited for their continued trip down the
Intracoastal Waterway.  They plan to stay in Florida
until after Christmas, then continue on to Marsh
Harbor, Bahamas, afterwards.

During late spring they will return to Middle
River, where they will seriously provision their
boat; and in June, Dave and a crew of three others
will sail down the bay to their next destination, the
Azores.

If anyone would like to follow their
p rogress ,  they  have  a  b log  a t :
 http://www.sailblogs.com/member/somewhere/.   

Bill has shared other adventures with Dave,
and we spent nearly a week on board with Barbara
and Dave in Maine several years ago.
Carol Durr

The Beach in the Desert
We recently spent ten days in Las Cruces,

New Mexico, at Leasburg Dam State Park. That
lovely spot is in the middle of the desert and is quite
beautiful.

  Yes, the desert can be more beautiful than
you ever imagined. To further prove this point to
ourselves, we took a day trip to the White Sands
National Monument. Right in the middle of the
White Sands Missile Range and very near Trinity
Site, where the first atomic bomb was detonated, is
a site that’s hard to believe.

It’s just like going to the Outer Banks.
There are large sand dunes, only they are snow
white. For as far as the eye can see, there is white
sand rising and falling, and huge dunes that are
constantly shifting. We hiked for almost five miles
and could have walked for hours and never left the
dunes.  The only thing missing is the ocean. And
because the sand is so white, it never gets too hot to
walk on, even in bare feet.  Adrian tried it.

There is vegetation here too; soap tree
yucca, varieties of cacti, and desert flowers. There
is nothing to provide shade, but lots of stuff
growing.

Sunset at White Sands National Monument
We had a great time at White Sands and

can’t wait to go back. 
Adrian Flynn
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News from Octavia
November 10, 2009

Friends and family, here is an update on our
travels.

We left Hammock Island Marina on October
10.

On November 9, we arrived at Fernandina
Harbor Marina, Florida, to wait out the wind and
rain from Hurricane Ida.  Our slip, to our surprise,
was only one dollar a foot per night  —  not bad.

Since leaving home, we have traveled 778
nautical miles, we’re at statute mile marker 716.8
on the Intracoastal Waterway (ICW), and have put
144.9 hours on the engine. We have stayed in
marinas seven nights and have had free dockage for
four nights.

While in the bay, we anchored at the Rhode
River; Solomons Island; Reedville, Virginia, (The
Menhadden factory was going full tilt and we could
barely breathe.); and Jackson Creek at Deltaville,
where we stayed seven nights at anchor due to high
winds and seas on the bay, cold (48 degrees in the
cabin one morning), and  rain.

At Deltaville, Toby’s Restaurant will pick
you up at and return you to the public dock; also the
same with the grocery store. We love the library
there as a place to hang out and buy used books.

Three boats, including Octavia, were
anchored at Deltaville for the duration of our stay
there. We became friendly with a couple on a 30-
foot C&C Redwing from Ontario; they had left
home on July 21!! The other couple stayed hidden
in their catamaran for six days. When she finally
emerged on the seventh day, she said that she baked
cookies, but didn’t offer us any.

Next it was on to the Portsmouth, Virginia,
Tidewater Marina for two nights, then down the
ICW.

We had planned to take the Virginia Cut, but
found the timing was off for the bridges due to a
railroad bridge that was closed but wasn’t used. So
we took the Dismal Swamp route. It was just
beautiful. Sort of like driving down a scenic
highway. Upon reaching the visitors center at the
end of a day, all boat traffic stops, and the boats raft
off the bulkhead. We had 12 boats:  three on the
wall, and the rest rafted off them.

The next day we went on to Elizabeth City,
North Carolina, for a free tie-up in a slip.  They
have water, but no electricity. After we got in, Hank
noticed the slip was 13 feet wide; but we fit with
two inches to spare on each side. The grocery store
there also provided a ride. We’ll never go hungry
there. We stayed at Elizabeth City (EC) for three
nights, due to bad weather.

From EC we moved on to cross Albemarle
Sound in windy, rough conditions.

Entering the Alligator River, we had heard
of shallow water, but never saw less than 12 feet.
The charts are wrong; the marks have been
relocated.

We spent a night at anchor at the mouth of
the Alligator River and then moved on to Belhaven,
where we met up with a couple we had met in
Deltaville. They were traveling on a home-built, 34-
foot, full-keel, wooden boat (constructed in their
yard in New Hampshire over a period of eight
years). The boat has very traditional lines, a gaff-
rigged schooner.  The first time I saw her, I thought
she was a restored boat from the 30s.

Anchorages for the next several stops were
the South River near Oriental, Beaufort, North
Carolina; Mile Hammock Bay at Camp Lejune; and
Wrightsville Beach, North Carolina. At Southport,
North Carolina, we talked to owners of a Hunter
375.  Local retirees, they do day charters for three-
to four-hour sails for $60 per person. They were
fueling and asked us to ride down to their marina on
their boat (They would bring us back by car.) so we
could compare notes on our boats. They took us to
lunch, stopped for a few groceries, and returned us
to our marina in good order. Interesting day!

Along the ICW at Myrtle Beach there are no
anchorages; again, a marina. We like the Myrtle
Beach Yacht Club. We discovered Umberto’s, a
very nice Italian restaurant, next to that marina.

Next came the Waccamaw River — just
beautiful.  The water goes right up to the trees — no
beach or bank.  It is very wide and deep. We
anchored with five other boats behind a large island.

From there it was a short trip to
Georgetown, South Carolina. We like the town, but
anchoring can be dicey because the bottom is very
soft, and, in a blow, anchors drag. We took a slip,
went for walks, bought fresh shrimp two blocks
from the waterfront, and relaxed.
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The next day we headed offshore through
the inlet at Winyah Bay and overnighted to St.
Simons Sound, Georgia.  We had been waiting for a
weather window to go offshore ever since Beaufort,
North Carolina. The wind turned out to be light and
fluky, so we motored the whole 196 miles, for 30
hours.

The moon was a big help when it came up at
10:00 p.m. Fortunately for us, the wind didn’t pick
up until dawn. The wind was behind us with
confusing seas, so we had a very rough ride.

We had a close encounter with a container
ship crossing our southwest course on his way into
Savannah at about 8:00 p.m. We talked, and agreed
that I would change course to approach him and
pass behind his stern.

So here we are at Fernandina Beach, Amelia
Island, in Florida.  It is a very nice southern town to
be visiting for a few days while we wait for Ida to
blow through.
Jan Zerhusen


