Saturday, July 17, 1993

    Today, we tried out the Intracoastal Waterway for the first time.  All the way from Key West to Morehead City, we went "outside" in the ocean, and we were going to continue that way, but we were advised not to try going around Cape Hatteras, the ships' graveyard of the East Coast, so we bought some more charts and headed up the ICW.

    The Intracoastal Waterway is more than 1200 miles long.  It provides a safe, inland waterway from Norfolk, Virginia, to Key West, Florida.  In some places it's less than a quarter mile wide, and in other places it's many miles wide.  The depth is usually 10 or 12 feet, but a lot of silting takes place, so sometimes the depth is 6 feet or less, which is rather nerve-wracking when you draw 5 1/2 feet.

    The ICW is a pleasant change of pace for us.  On the ocean, we saw nothing but water and sky, but here the banks are thick with lovely green trees, and occasionally there are houses or marinas.  And there's a constant stream of boats, coming and going.  Now we know why we never saw any other boats on the ocean; they're all on the ICW.

    The "La Bullit" with the kids on it left Morehead City an hour before we did, but by the time we got to Oriental, we were ahead of them.  They hailed us on the VHF, and we were surprised to see they were directly in back of us.

    We dropped anchor in 6 1/2 feet of water, half a mile from shore.  Then we hopped in our Royaks and went exploring.  My strength (what little there is of it) has fully returned.  I feel great and can paddle for hours without getting tired.

    We went up Whittaker Creek and all its little side channels.  We were amazed how many boats were tied up there--hundreds of them.  It's a very pretty area.  The woods are dense and green, with many expensive homes hidden among the trees.  And, of course, they all had private docks along the creek.

    We went ashore on a tiny little beachlet and strolled around town. This is a lovely, peaceful, quiet, old-fashioned village.  Some of the prices are remarkably low.  We bought a thick, hard-covered anthology of Jack London for a mere $11!  It would have cost at least $35 anyplace else.  We went to a cute little ice cream parlor.  Roy had a delicious sundae for $1.35, and I had a banana split for $1.45!  I haven't seen prices like that for twenty years.  Most places, a banana split is more than $5, and a sundae is $3 or $4.

    We saw the free municipal dock and were very glad we hadn't tried to tie up there.  The entire dock is about 30 feet long.  Our boat is 39 feet long.

    Ran into a couple we had seen in Morehead City--Dale and Herb from the "Solaris".  They greeted us like long-lost friends and talked for nearly an hour.

    We went part way up the bridge to see the harbor and adjacent waters.  Then we went down a side street and were delighted to find a group of old-timers putting on a free musical presentation.  They played and sang good old down-home country music.  They were really good.  We listened for a while, but it was getting late, so we had to leave.

    We had planned on asking the "La Bullit" kids over to watch Roy's new tape of scuba diving around Key West, but by the time we got back to the boat, they had left.  We watched the tape anyway.  There were a lot of really great underwater shots.  I had never realized how thick the fish are down there.

Sunday, July 18, 1993

    While Roy was helping me bring up the anchor, we blew into 3 1/2 of water.  We thought sure we were stuck, but the bottom was soft mud, so Roy finally managed to pull loose.

    I'm beginning to think we'd have been safer going around Cape Hatteras.  Parts of the ICW are too narrow and too shallow.  A little before two, we were in an extremely narrow channel, only a few feet wide, but we were carefully staying inside the channel.  All of a sudden, we went aground in 4 1/2 feet of water.  That's really disgusting when you're in a channel that's supposed to be at least 6 feet deep.  (That was an editorial "we"; I was at the helm.)

    An elderly couple came along in a little sailboat and offered to help us, but their boat was much too small.  They went to get their powerboat, but before they got back, Roy kedged us off.  Fortunately, the water was fairly deep on our starboard side; it was only shallow to port.

    We arrived in Belhaven shortly before dark and anchored behind the wooden breakwater.

    Thank goodness, the weather has cooled off.  It was around 100 degrees most of the time we were in Morehead City, but now it's in the 80's.  Sure a lot more comfortable.

Monday, July 19, 1993

    The wind's blowing about 20 knots out of the south today.  To our surprise, the new anchor dragged about 100 yards.  We didn't think we'd have that problem with a 75-pound anchor.  Fortunately, there weren't any other boats around.  We returned to our original position and re-anchored with more chain.  This time we stayed put.

    The sky was overcast all day, and the wind kept blowing.  There were a few little sprinkles of rain but no thunderstorms.

    Around two, we paddled to shore.  Wanted to see the town and buy a few groceries.  Belhaven is another sleepy, quiet, peaceful village, not as wealthy as Oriental but with a lot of lovely old homes and large, green, shady yards just the same.

    There is a marina not far from the boat with a little ramp just right for Royaks.  They let us pull up there no charge and leave our Royaks on the lawn.  The marina rents golf carts for only $2 to go shopping with.  There is also a magnificent, porticoed old southern mansion with tall white pillars.  Everything is in excellent condition.

    We strolled uptown.  Found an interesting museum.  It housed the things a woman had collected over the decades.  She lived to be 92, so there was a lot of stuff, mostly from the 1800's: clothes, kitchen utensils, farm implements, etc.  There was even an original newspaper from April 15, 1865, headlining Lincoln's assassination.

    When we left the museum, we went to an old-fashioned ice cream parlor, that actually had a soda fountain!  We thought we'd gotten bargains in Oriental; here the sundaes were $1.19!  And they must have had a pint of ice cream, crammed into very deep glass bowls.  Boy, were they good!

    It was another mile to the grocery store, so I talked Roy into going back to the marina and renting a golf cart.  What a fun ride!  We zipped down Main Street at 12 MPH.  Bought a whole bunch of groceries.  What luxury having the cart to take them back in instead of having to carry them!

Tuesday, July 20, 1993

    Well, it happened again, exactly as it did two days ago, except this time Roy was at the wheel instead of me, thank goodness.  We left Belhaven around nine.  Less than two hours later we were aground in 3 1/2 feet of water.  I don't think Roy quite believed me the other day when I insisted we were in the middle of the channel when we went aground, but today he had to believe himself; we were right smack dab in the middle of the channel when we went aground.  While we were sitting there, I wrote a polite letter to NOAA, letting them know what I thought of their ICW.

    Roy made several attempts to kedge us off, but the bottom was mud, not sand, so the anchor didn't hold.  Several boats went by, including a tug, without offering to help.  Some of them kicked up quite a wake, and we hoped the wake would float us off.  The boat moved a little bit but didn't get off the shoal.

    We thought we'd have to sit there until the tide came in, which wouldn't be until five or six o'clock in the evening, but around one a very nice couple came by in a large powerboat named "Vitamin Sea".  They pulled us off in about ten minutes.  After that, it was easy.  We went for miles up a straight canal that was 14 feet deep at mid-channel.  We stayed a couple hundred yards in back of the "Vitamin Sea", going at their speed of 6 1/2 knots.  That's faster than we usually cruise, but we didn't want to lose the "Vitamin Sea".  We figured as long as we were directly in back of them, we couldn't get into trouble; they'd have to go aground before we did.

    A lot of Navy jets kept roaring overhead, probably out of Norfolk, 100 miles from here, a few minutes for those babies, 2 or 3 days for us.

    In the evening, Nancy and Carl on the "Vitamin Sea" called us on the VHF.  They said they were going to spend the night anchored near Bay Point and wondered if we'd like to stay there, too.  They invited us over for a glass of iced tea or whatever.  We thanked them and soon were anchored snugly in very calm water.

    We paddled over to their boat and were dumbfounded by its size.  It's 44 feet long, 18 feet wide, and weighs 44,000 pounds.  The interior is like a house.  The engine compartment alone has more room than our entire boat.  Roy could actually stand up in it!  When he goes into our engine compartment, he has to fold himself up like an accordion.  I always say he looks like a bunny rabbit going into his little bunny hole.

    Everything looked so new and shiny.  There were oak floors, lots of cabinets, a real shower, a large dining area, etc., etc.  But I'll take the Jofian any day.

    Carl lived in Petaluma many years, so he knows right where Richmond is.  Nancy's from Pittsburgh, PA.  Now they live in Florida, where they own a boat-storage business on Lake Okeechobee.

    We invited them over for supper to thank them for pulling us off the shoal.  It was snug, but everything went well.  They're a very pleasant couple.

Wednesday, July 21, 1993

    Today was a good day.  We didn't go aground, even though we threaded a lot of very narrow channels between shallow shoals.  Guess we're starting to figure out how to run this baby.  They say, "If you haven't gone aground, you haven't run the ICW."

    In the morning, we crossed the famous Albemarle Sound.  It was almost like being on the ocean, especially since the day was overcast and rainy with limited visibility.  We couldn't see anything but gray water and gray sky.  The rain came down in buckets for a while, but soon quit.

    We were glad we had the GPS.  Albemarle Sound is 14 miles wide, and the markers are so far apart that you can't see the next one, especially when visibility is poor, but with the aid of the GPS, we found our way across.

    In the North River, we saw a sinister-looking deadhead in the ICW channel.  It was about 12 inches in diameter and perhaps 6 inches protruded from the water.  If a boat ran into it, the results would have been disastrous.  I VHF'd the Coast Guard and told them about it. A little later, we heard them broadcasting a warning of a hazard to navigation in the North River.  So I had done my good deed for the day.

    We were amazed by the number of eagles' nests we saw.  Most of them were built on the tops of channel markers.  There were usually two to four half-grown eagles on each nest.  (Later found out those eagles were ospreys.)

    Around three in the afternoon, we tied to a marina in Coinjock.  I use the term "marina" very loosely; it was a row of pilings along the channel.  There were no restrooms or showers, but there was electricity, and it only cost 50 cents a foot.  The marina across the way, which didn't look appreciably better, charged $1 a foot.

    We walked a couple of blocks, and then went back to the boat for our bicycles.  We rode to a produce stand that was just closing.  They gave us all the peaches we wanted for free.  (The peaches were ready to be thrown out.)  We bought six ears of corn for $1.25 and six cooked crabs for $2.  (He tossed in an extra, so we actually got seven for $2.)  We took the stuff back to the boat and then rode our bikes some more.

    Roy went to the right, but I turned left because I wanted to see what was at the end of the road.  I knew it was only about a quarter mile.  When I got to the end, I turned around and went after Roy.  Pretty soon I saw his bike parked in front of a store on the other side of the road, so I went over there.  As I suspected, Roy was inside eating ice cream.  I had some, too, and then we rode a few more miles down the highway.

    I kept seeing signs for a "Pig Pickin'" and wondered what on earth a "Pig Pickin'" was.  Finally, I asked someone.  She said they roast a whole pig and then people "pick" at it.  That is, they eat it.

    North Carolina is a beautiful state.  Everything is so green and lush.  The woods are dense, and the crops are thriving.  We saw acre after acre of tall corn.  No hint of drought here.  And there's so much vacant land!  And so much water!

    Roy phoned his son Steve and his friend Al.  Al might fly out and sail with us a while.  That will be fun.

    I phoned the Yacht Registry in Wilmington and asked them to sit on our mail until we get there, instead of forwarding it to Steve.

Thursday, July 22, 1993

    Rode our bikes again this morning.  Went across the bridge so we could see what was on the other side of the canal.  Went down a very pretty tree-lined road.  On the way back, we were threatened by three large dogs.  Roy was a little way ahead of me when I saw a dog with teeth bared charging across a yard towards him.  I yelled, and Roy immediately jumped off his bike and faced the dog.  The dog slowed down, but then two other dogs came dashing out, and all three kept barking their fool heads off.  I expected the owners to emerge from their houses and call off the dogs, but none did.  Apparently, they'd gone off and left their beasts running loose.  We carefully and slowly walked our bikes past the dogs, while yelling, "Stay!"  The dogs followed us a short distance and then returned to their turf, thank goodness.

    By the time we got back to the boat, it was nearly noon, so we took off right away.  Crossed Current Sound, which was breezy and choppy.  Then we headed up North Landing River.  Around two o'clock, we crossed the line from North Carolina to Virginia.  Everything was going great.  Then I really blew it.  We were on a very twisty, turny stretch of river.  Fortunately, the markers were close together.  I was carefully following the markers and watching the chart.  It looked as if I was supposed to go between a red and a green and then bear right, but as soon as I did so, the depth gauge started dropping alarmingly and I was unable to see another marker ahead.  I immediately reduced the speed, which, of course, brought the skipper popping up from the main cabin.  I told him what the problem was, and he told me to stop completely, which I did.  Then he took the wheel, while I climbed the ladder to see if I could see any markers.  Yep, there they were, in a different channel.  By dumb luck, the water was just barely deep enough and wide enough for Roy to swing the boat around and get us back where we belonged.  That was much too close for comfort.  When I studied the chart some more, I saw that I had taken the boat into Blackwater Creek.

    In the evening, we were approaching a bridge and a lock.  There were a couple of sailboats tied to a long dock on one side of the channel.  I asked a man on one of the boats if that was a public or private dock.  He said it was public and it was free.  That sounded like our kind of price, so we immediately tied up.

    This is a really pretty place.  We're right next to a thick woods. To our amazement, when we walked through the woods, we came out on a very busy highway, with all kinds of shops and restaurants.  You'd have never guessed it was there from the waterway.  We walked up the road a little ways and ate supper at a Kentucky Fried Chicken.  They had a lot more variety than most KFC's have.  Really good.  Roy ate five pieces of chicken to my two, plus a slice of lemon pie.  Oink oink.

    After supper, we walked a little farther and found the most beautiful super market I've ever seen.  Everything was spotless and attractively arranged.  Not only was there a bakery, a grocery, and a pharmacy, there was a bank, a bookstore, and a video rental all in this one big store.  It was amazing.  We bought a few groceries and returned to the boat.

    It's remarkable how cool it is here, especially at night and early morning.  I'd have been more comfortable in long pants and long sleeves, instead of the shorts and sleeveless top I was wearing.  Every time we went into an air-conditioned store, I nearly froze.

Friday, July 23, 1993

    When I started out this morning, nothing could have been farther from my mind than spending a thousand dollars, but that's what I ended up doing.

    First, we walked over to the lock to look it over and get an idea of what we'll be doing when we go through it.  It's a very simple lock, vastly different from the ones in the Panama Canal.  The water level only goes up or down about one foot!  The main purpose of the lock is to separate the salt water in the southern part of the channel from the fresh water in the northern part.  Boats go through under their own power at 3 knots.  There's nothing to it; it's a cinch.  There's a pleasant park and playground next to the lock.  There's even a little grandstand where you can sit and watch boats go through the lock.  There was just one cabin cruiser going through, so we watched it.

    A few weeks ago, the VHF speaker in the main cabin went out, so we wanted to buy a new one.  We found out there was a Radio Shack "about a mile" down the road.  We know from long experience that when we're told how far something is, the distance is given in terms of driving.  A mile driving is at least two miles walking and five miles carrying a heavy load.  Anyway, we set out walking and eventually came to Radio Shack.  While Roy looked for a speaker, I browsed around.  Suddenly I stopped in astonishment.  There was a really good notebook computer with a full keyboard and 20 meg hard disk for only $700!  I'd been wishing I had a notebook computer to take on the boat, but all the ones I'd seen advertised were around $2500, and a lot of them had dinky little keyboards.  This one was regularly $1000, but they had it on sale this month for $699.  It weighs less than 6 1/2 pounds and is about 2 inches thick, yet it has a hard drive and a full-size keyboard.  I couldn't believe my eyes.  When hard drives first came out, they were huge.  This price also included a bunch of software, such as word-processing and spreadsheet.  It's PC compatible and runs under MS-DOS.  How could I resist a bargain like that?  I couldn't.  They also had a tiny printer for $200, so I bought them both.  I figure I'll soon save the cost by not having to go to copy centers to run off the log;  I'll enter it all with the computer and print it out.

    Roy found his speaker, so we left the store with our precious boxes.  We wanted to take the bus back but couldn't find the stop.  Roy finally asked a man who not only knew where the stop was but what time it ran.  It's lucky he did; the stop was around on a side street where we never would have found it.  The bus ran on schedule, and soon we were back on the boat.

    Roy installed the new speaker, we ate lunch, and then we took the dirty clothes to a laundromat.  In the evening, we ate supper at KFC again.  Then I set up my new toy and played with it.  It worked perfectly.

Saturday, July 24, 1993

    Rode the bus into Norfolk.  Took nearly an hour.  We got off at Waterside.  Ate some really good sandwiches for lunch.  Then we went on the bus tour of the world's largest naval base.  It covers 8000 acres, more than 10 square miles.  Over 300,000 people work there, including civilians.  We saw submarines, aircraft, ships of all sizes, etc.  The base has 3 McDonald's, a pizza parlor, a bowling alley, a ten-screen movie theater--everything under the sun.

    It was an interesting tour.  Unfortunately, there were two little kids on the bus who made total nuisances of themselves.  One was five and the other was 22 months.  Neither was still for a moment.  They ran all over the bus, talking and yelling.  The younger one was the worst.  Also, the air conditioning was turned up way too high.  We nearly froze.  We asked the driver to turn it down, but he said it wasn't adjustable; it was either on or off.

    We were going to go out to Sears and do some shopping, but we were afraid we'd miss the last bus back to Great Bridge, so we just went back.  Minutes before we reached our destination, a thunderstorm hit.  The rain came down in a deluge.  Fortunately, we had had the foresight to take our ponchos with us.  Without them, we'd have been drenched to the skin as soon as we got off the bus, but with them on, we stayed nice and dry.

    As usual, the rain didn't last long.  Roy got our blue wagon out.  We ate supper at KFC again and then bought a wagonload of groceries at that beautiful market.

    Tried to phone Kathy again, but as usual she wasn't home.  Roy phoned Al.  Unfortunately, Al isn't going to be able to come out at this time; he's too busy.

Sunday, July 25, 1993

    Walked over to the marine supply store on the opposite bank.  It was closed, but the dockmaster let us in.  We bought a really good chart book that will take us all the way to New York City.  Also bought a Facilities Guide that tells the rates at various marinas.  Unfortunately, it doesn't list all of them, and it doesn't show the free ones at all.  It's more like one big ad.

    When we got back to the boat, another thunderstorm hit.  Rain came down in buckets and the lightning flashed right overhead.  As usual, it didn't last very long, but we got our water tank filled with good fresh rainwater.

    After the storm, we took the boat across to the fuel dock and filled with diesel.  We had planned on leaving today, but by then it was so late that we decided to stay until tomorrow morning.

    Surprise, surprise--we didn't eat supper at KFC.  We ate at Wendy's, but it wasn't nearly as good.  We rode our bikes there and just barely made it back before dark.

Monday, July 26, 1993

    Really did leave this morning.  Got up at 5:30, started the engine, untied the lines, and were all ready for the six o'clock  opening of the bridge.  Great Bridge opens once an hour from 6 a.m. to 7 p.m.  The lock is supposed to be coordinated with the opening of the bridge, but the good ol' boy who was tending the lock took his sweet time.  He was a nice guy and very talkative, but he wasn't about to wear himself out hurrying over to the switch or button or whatever it was he had to push.  But we finally got through the lock and took off up the channel.  We really lucked out.  There were a lot of bridges to go through, most of which opened only every half hour.  We just happened to arrive at the right time for all of them, so we didn't have to wait.

    Went by Waterside in Norfolk, where we were the other day.  Saw the naval base from the water.  Even more impressive than from the land.  Saw aircraft carriers, destroyers, submarines, every kind of ship imaginable.

    Went through a very narrow channel to Willoughby Harbor and tied up at the marina.  We went there, because the facilities guide said the rate was 75 cents a foot, but it turned out they had just raised it to $1 a foot.  If we'd known that we'd have gone to the Waterside Marina, which is much easier to get in and out of and much closer to the center of town.

    Ate brunch on the boat and then held the annual stockholders meeting of Jofian, Inc.  Two people were present--Roy and me.  Not surprisingly, we were both elected to the board for another year.

    Found our way over to the street the bus runs on.  Had four minutes to get there, so we had to zoom.  Fortunately, the bus was late.  I rushed up to the bus stop and looked around to see if a bus was coming, even though I was fairly certain it must have gone by and there wouldn't be another for an hour.  Saw a little blue van coming, but of course that couldn't be the bus.  To my surprise, it pulled up and stopped, so we got on.  Apparently, so few people ride the bus on this route that they just use the little mini-bus instead of a full-sized one.

    The bus took us to K-Mart.  We looked at all their toaster ovens, but couldn't find one small enough.  Ever since we bought the new microwave oven, which is slightly wider than the old one, we haven't been able to put the toaster oven in frontward between the microwave and the dish closet, so we're trying to find one no more than a foot wide.

    Bought a new Dust Buster and a tape recorder.  Also, some stuff from the drugstore section.  Then we went to an ATM and liberated some cash.  Crossed the street and looked for a toaster oven in some other stores.  The one at Woolworth's was almost small enough but not quite. Had a hassle getting them to show it to us.  There was none on display, and the clerk refused to take one out of the box.  We talked to the manager, and she told the clerk to take it out of the box, which she then did.

    Gave up on the microwave.  Crossed the street again and ate some ice cream.  Barely had time to finish it when the bus arrived to take us back to Willoughby.

    Ate supper and enjoyed some really nice showers.  Watched an interesting PBS program on wildlife in Australia.

Tuesday, July 27, 1993

    Yesterday afternoon, Roy went to a little canvas shop near the marina to see about getting the cover for the anchor winch modified.  He had added a large cleat to the top of the winch several weeks ago, so the cover no longer fit.  The woman came to the boat at 9 this morning to get the measurements.  The cover came out wrong on the first try, but on the second try she got it right.  Didn't take long to do the job, and the charge was only $22.50.  Glad to get that done.

    The wind was blowing 15 or 20 knots out of the east.  We wanted to leave, but the wind was blowing us towards the dock.  It would have been difficult for us to get away without hitting another boat or the dock, so Roy went up to the marina office to see if someone with a small boat could give us a little pull.  Apparently, many boats have this problem at this marina; they have a small powerboat for just this purpose.  He came right out and pulled us away from the dock.  Then we were on our way.

    The channel in and out of the marina is very narrow.  There is a red marker at the entrance, but all the other markers are green.  I had read that one should stay at least 100 feet away from the markers, so that's what I did when I brought the boat in yesterday and had no problem.  Going out this morning, Roy was at the wheel.  I kept telling him to stay 100 feet to the left of the markers, and he said he was, but when we went by #3, even as poor a judge of distance as I am, I knew we weren't any 100 feet away--more like 20.  Seconds later, there was the too familiar thump.  We were aground between markers 3 and 1.  Another 100 yards and we'd have been home free in deep water.

    I radioed the Coast Guard and found out the tide had just turned and was coming in, so I figured we'd float free in a couple of hours, but Roy said the wind would just blow us farther up on the shoal, so he prepared to kedge.  He dropped the kedging anchor, with 100 feet of line on it, over the port side of the boat and got his Royak ready.  He was going to carry the anchor as far as he could and drop it.  Then he'd come back to the boat and use the windlass to pull us off the shoal.  However, while he was getting ready, the powerful tidal current pushed us off the shoal.  Roy immediately grabbed the wheel, throttled up, and headed towards the channel entrance, totally forgetting he'd dropped an anchor.  Bingo bango, the 100 feet of line played out and wrapped itself around the prop.  Roy stopped immediately, turned off the engine, put on his face mask, and went into the water to assess the situation.  He came back to report that the line was wrapped so tightly it couldn't be pulled off; he'd have to cut it.

    Picture our situation: the wind was still blowing about 20 knots; we couldn't start the engine until the line was off the prop; there was nothing but the kedging anchor keeping us from blowing on to the rocks about half a mile away, and Roy was getting ready to cut the line to the kedging anchor.  I recommended that we drop the bow anchor prior to cutting the line.  Roy said, "I was thinking of that, too," so we dropped the bow anchor.

    Roy tied the yellow floating line to the anchor line so he'd be able to find the anchor.  Then he cut the line near the prop, put on his face mask again, and dived with a sharp knife to cut the line off the prop.  He was able to get almost all of it off.  The little that was left wouldn't hurt.

    Next he turned his attention to retrieving the kedging anchor.  He pulled up the floating line until he could grab the anchor line.  He couldn't pull up the anchor by hand, so he wrapped the line around the winch on the mizzen mast and began cranking it in.  All of a sudden, CRAAAACK!  The strain was too much for the mizzen mast.  The mast split.  This was not one of our better days.

    Roy decided we should get the boat to safe water and then figure out how to retrieve the anchor, so he attached the white rubber float to the anchor rode and tossed it in the water.  We started the engine, raised the bow anchor, and headed out the channel entrance into relatively deep water (20 feet).  While I steered the boat around in circles, Roy got in his Royak and paddled back to the white float.  He was unable to raise the anchor by hand from his Royak, so he attached his red floating cushion to the line to make it more visible (the white float was hard to see among all the whitecaps).  He returned to the boat, pulled his Royak aboard, and we took the boat back to the red cushion and dropped anchor.  Roy wrapped the line that was attached to the kedging anchor around the port windlass and cranked it in.  Soon the anchor was back on the boat and we were heading out the channel entrance.  Our little misadventure was over.  The rest of the day was pleasant and uneventful.

    We reached the town of Cape Charles in the early evening but anchored out instead of going to a marina.  It was bouncy but otherwise peaceful.

Wednesday, July 28, 1993

    Peaceful, lazy, uneventful day.  Hot and calm.  Motored almost due north to Tangier Island.  Anchored off the island in the early evening.

    One interesting coincidence occurred.  While we were eating breakfast, we saw a sailboat headed south.  Her name was Solaris, which sounded familiar.  We were sure we'd seen her before, but couldn't remember where.  An hour or two later, when we were headed north, we passed the Solaris, also headed north.  They called us on the VHF.  Turned out they were the couple, Dale and Herb, who had talked with us for nearly an hour in Oriental.  They're fairly new to sailing and were unsure of where they were.  Dale was trying to calculate their position using the TD's on the Loran.  When Loran first came out, two or three decades ago, you had to use special charts and go through complicated calculations to figure out where you were, but nowadays the Loran does it for you, so why bother.  I advised Dale to use the latitude and longitude given by the Loran.

    They were also headed for Tangier Island and asked if they could follow us.  We had no objection to that but knew they wouldn't be able to keep up with us, as they make only about five knots, so I gave them the course to follow.  They arrived at Tangier Island not long after we did and anchored nearby.

    Roy and I paddled to the "town".  This is an amazing place.  There is almost no land; most of the buildings are on stilts in the water.  People go around in motorboats instead of cars.  We were glad we'd gotten to see it.  Even saw a "U.S. Mail Boat".  It carries the mail back and forth between the mainland and the island.  First time either of us had ever seen a mail boat.

Thursday, July 29, 1993

    About nine o'clock this morning, we prepared to leave.  Roy started the engine, and I began cranking up the anchor.  I asked Roy if we should bring in the blue trip line first, but he said to just go ahead and raise the anchor; the trip line would come up with it.  So I cranked away.  In due course, the anchor came out of the water.  Almost simultaneously the engine died.  The blue trip line had wrapped itself around the propeller.  Roy had been watching the white float carry the line towards the stern, but he had decided the line wouldn't get caught in the propeller.  He had no sooner reached that conclusion than the line wrapped itself around the prop.

    Since the water was teeming with jellyfish, we hoped to be able to unwind the line without going in the water.  I could see the white float next to the hull, so I got the pole and hooked the end of the float.  I pulled as hard as I could but couldn't budge it.  Roy restarted the engine.  The idea was he'd shift into reverse while I pulled on the float, and the line would come unwound.  But the instant he shifted into reverse, the float jerked so violently I nearly went into the water.  I thought the pole would be pulled right out of my hands, but Roy immediately shifted into neutral and the hook released the float.  So much for that great idea.

    Roy went into the water with his knife to cut the line, but luckily he was able to pull the line off the prop without cutting it.  And he didn't get stung by a jellyfish.

    At last we were on our way due north.  It was a very calm, hot day, so we had to motor.  No breeze at all.  We had planned on going to Herring Bay, but as the day went on, we realized it would be dark long before we got there, so we decided to anchor in the Patuxent River instead.

    Dale and Herb had told us they were going to go to Smith Creek, but it was such a nice day they decided to continue on to the Patuxent River, where they ended up anchored next to us.

    The day was miserably hot.  Worst of all were the flies.  They were all over the boat, and their bites were painful.  Later, the bites itched like crazy.  We went through Central America without a bug problem, and now we get zapped back here in the United States.

     Sometime during the afternoon, we saw an old ship in the distance and decided to go over and investigate.  It had gone aground long, long ago, and the navy had been using it for target practice, so it was full of shell holes as well as rusty.  There were two other small boats next to it.  Someone was diving off one of the boats, and the other was full of kids fishing.

    Around two o'clock, I was typing away at my new computer when I heard the marine operator calling the Jofian on the VHF.  I rushed to the transmitter as fast as I could, but I had to crawl under the computer cord, so that slowed me down a little.  Nevertheless, I don't think it took me more than half a minute to get over there.  To my dismay, the operator was already gone.  I kept calling her, but got no response.  Finally, Roy told me he thought she had said to answer on channel 26, so I tried calling her there, but she didn't answer.  I tried 24, 25, 26, 27, 28, 84, and 85, as well as 16, but couldn't rouse any marine operator, which seems strange.  I hoped she'd call us again, but she didn't, so I decided to try calling the marine operator from a public phone as soon as we got to land.

    We anchored in the Patuxent River shortly after seven and immediately hopped in our Royaks and paddled to a marina.  Put in at a ramp and carried our Royaks up to the grass.  Asked a woman where we could find a grocery store and a public phone.  She said there was a phone across the street at the laundromat, but it was a long walk to a 7-11.  We wanted to get a bottle of milk, so we set off down the road looking for the 7-11.  Asked several other people along the way.  The last one said we'd see it as soon as we went around the curve up ahead.  It was half a mile to the curve, and no sign of a 7-11 when we rounded it, but after another quarter mile or so, we finally found it. Bought the milk and then went to a Roy Rogers fast food restaurant for supper.  The chicken was delicious.

    I went to a public phone to call the marine operator.  The first one I talked with was in Baltimore.  He said there was no record of a call for the Jofian.  Then I tried to phone the one in Norfolk.  You'd think the regular operator could connect you with the marine operator, but no; she said I'd have to get the number from Directory Assistance and call her myself.  The Directory Assistance operator was unreal.  She didn't have the vaguest idea what a marine operator was.  She was looking under government offices.  When she told me that, I informed her that the marine operator worked for the same telephone company she did.  Then she finally found the number.

     The Norfolk marine operator was very nice, but she didn't know anything about a call to the Jofian.  She said they didn't keep records of their calls.  I told her exactly what had happened and asked why the operator hadn't tried calling us again.  She said they didn't do that; they called once and then went to another channel to wait for a response.  She made the surprising statement that once they went to another channel, they couldn't return to channel 16!  I asked her why not, and she said, "I don't know."  On the West Coast, the marine operators call over and over again until the get you, but I guess every phone company is different.  Anyway, now I'm going bananas trying to figure out who called us.

     When we got back to the Royaks, the tide had come in.  We thought we had left them plenty high on the grass, but the water was lapping at their sterns!

    It couldn't have been a lovelier night to go paddling.  The moon was bright, the water totally calm, and the temperature ideal.  We stopped by the Solaris for a brief conversation with Herb and Dale, and then returned to the Jofian.

Friday, July 30, 1993

    What a delightful day!  Especially after yesterday.  No groundings, no wrapped lines, no sweat running down our noses.  The temperature must have been at least ten degrees lower than yesterday, plus there was a nice breeze blowing.  We were able to sail all the way from the Patuxent River to Annapolis.  Had all four sails up.  Moved along at 5 to 6 knots.  Best sail we've had in a long time.

    Solaris followed close behind us.  Their jib sheet got away from them, and the sail was flopping around.  The roller-furling wouldn't work, but they finally managed to furl it by hand.

    When we got close to Annapolis, we decided not to go into the main harbor but to anchor in nearby Whitehall Bay.  I called the Solaris on the VHF and told them our plans, so they wouldn't follow us and overshoot Annapolis.  They want to visit Dale's mother in Annapolis.

    Whitehall Bay turned out to be an ideal place to anchor.  Quiet and peaceful with lots of trees on the shore and multi-million dollar homes.  After we anchored, a dozen other boats came in and anchored, but there was plenty of room.

    Unfortunately, we were invaded by flies.  We'd swat one and a dozen more would take its place.  Roy took down the plastic and canvas wall around the doghouse and put up the screen.  First time we've ever used it.  We went to all those Central American countries without being bothered by insects; then we come to the United States and get chewed up.  Once the screen was in place, we were able to zap nearly all the flies on the boat without acquiring more.  What a relief!

Saturday, July 31, 1993

    Finally got to Baltimore!  We were able to sail most of the way.  What a delightfully cool day!  Roy actually put on long pants and a windbreaker.

    This is a very busy harbor.  We had our hands full dodging freighters and sailboats.  The little sailboats were the worst; they would cut perpendicularly across the channel.  We were under power by that time, so we had to get out of their way.

    There was a sailboat regatta going on, but it was out of the way.

    We went right by Fort McHenry and a red, white, and blue buoy that marked the location of the boat Francis Scott Key was on when he wrote the "Star Spangled Banner".

    We heard "Jofian" being hailed on the VHF by a boat named "Seagull", but when we responded, there was no answer.  Now we're baffled; we have no recollection of a boat by that name and have no idea who might have been calling us or why.

    We didn't think we'd be able to find a berth in the Inner Harbor, but we headed in that direction anyway to check it out.  To our surprise, we found a marina with plenty of room and low rates.  It's called Lighthouse Point Marina, because there's a tall blue and white lighthouse next to it.  We're only paying $75 a week, including electricity, which is less than we'd pay for two days at the Inner Harbor Marina or the Harbor View Marina.  It's a nice place, too, with floating docks, plenty of big cleats, and good showers.  However, the dockside electrical outlets are all 50 amps.  Our plug is 30 amps, so Roy had to go get an adapter.  There's an inexpensive water taxi, called the Harbor Shuttle, that comes by here and takes you anywhere in the harbor you want to go, so Roy rode it.

Sunday, August 1, 1993

    Linda and Gina arrived around ten o'clock.  It was so good to see them again.  Gina is seven and a half and will be in third grade this fall.  She's so sweet and well-behaved.  Linda has to walk with a cane and is in a great deal of pain, but she was able to climb on to the boat, and she never complains.

    We motored slowly around the inner harbor and saw it from another perspective.  Then we went out by Fort McHenry and under the Francis Scott Key Bridge.  Dropped anchor and ate lunch.  A little breeze came up, so we sailed around for a couple of hours and then returned to the marina.

    Linda is going to take off work Thursday and Friday.  We'll spend four days sailing down to the Potomac and visiting Washington, D.C., and Mount Vernon.  Will return Sunday.

    Linda drove us over to her apartment in Ellicott City.  It's a very nice place in a brand new development.  We sat on the back porch and talked for a while.  Then we went to a Sizzler for supper.  It was the best Sizzler we've ever been to.  They even have a special food bar just for children.

    After supper, Linda drove us back to the marina.  It's about a half hour drive, so it was pretty late by the time she and Gina got home.

Monday, August 2, 1993

    Got up early and took the bus to the Post Office while Roy was still asleep.  Had no problem finding the Post Office and getting my mail from General Delivery.  Found out I could have gotten it Saturday afternoon; the Main Post Office stays open until five p.m. on Saturday.

    Went to the Social Security office to get a replacement for my lost Medicare card.  Had to sit and wait for an hour or two, but I had a book with me, so that was okay.  Got a temporary authorization, and a new card will be mailed to me in thirty days.

    Next, I went on a fruitless search for a bus map.  A brochure we had been given said they were available at the Inner Harbor Dockmaster's office, so I walked over there, but they were out.  Stopped at the Visitors' Information booth, but they didn't have any either.  The woman said I'd have to go to the MTA office to get one.  I thought she said the office was at Lexington and Market, so I went looking for that intersection.  When I couldn't find it, I asked a police officer.  She told me how to get to the MTA office.  When I got there, I saw a building called "Lexington Market".  Oh.  The MTA office was across the street, but after all that, they've discontinued printing bus maps, so I ended up with nothing but a few schedules.

    Returned to the boat and ate lunch.  Roy had a lot of work to do on the boat, so I walked over to a nearby super market.  As usual, I bought about ten times more than I could carry.  And to add to my general joy, it started raining while I was checking out.  I kept hoping Roy would come to the store with an umbrella and help me carry the groceries.  While I was putting the cold stuff into the insulated bag, I heard a tapping on the window, but I figured it was some kid being a pest, so I ignored it.  The tapping continued and grew louder, so finally I looked up.  Imagine my joy when I saw Roy!  And my joy doubled when I saw Linda and Gina and Linda's car!

    We loaded the groceries into the car and returned to the marina.  By then, the rain had stopped, but it was too late to go sailing, so we taught Gina and Linda how to paddle Royaks.  They caught on really fast and had a lot of fun.

    After showering, we ate supper on the boat and discussed our planned trip.  We all agreed the Potomac was too far to go, because it would take us two days to get there and two to get back, which wouldn't leave us any time for sightseeing.  After some discussion, we decided to go to St. Michaels instead.  It's a very pretty place and will only take one day to get there, so we'll have two days to play and sightsee before returning.

Tuesday, August 3, 1993

    Before leaving Richmond, I had spent weeks sanding and varnishing all the exterior woodwork on the Jofian, but the tropical sun had totally destroyed the varnish, so this morning I began sanding the doghouse, thinking I could do the whole thing in a few hours.  Ha ha.

    Phoned Linda at her office around 11:30.  She was exhausted from two late nights in a row, so she was going to stay home and rest this afternoon instead of coming to the boat.  (She usually just works in the morning, but yesterday she had to work half the afternoon.)  She also told me she's going to have to work this Saturday, so instead of going to St. Michaels Thursday and returning Sunday, we'll leave Sunday and return Wednesday.

    Continued sanding while Roy repaired the door to his head.  At one o'clock, he took me to lunch.  First we walked next door to the Bay Cafe, but the cheapest item on their menu was a turkey sandwich for $6.95, so we left without ordering and went to the deli at Anchorage Marina.  They had delicious turkey sandwiches for $3.25, which was a lot more to our liking.  In addition to the sandwiches, we had pink lemonade and ice cream bars, and the whole thing came to less than we would have paid for just the sandwiches at the Bay Cafe.

    Continued sanding with Roy's help, but didn't get finished.  Will finish in the morning.

    Roy paddled to a marine supply store to order a new speedometer cable for the Sumlog, and I typed the log.  Roy found out the Sumlog is no longer being manufactured, but there are some cables still available--for around $75.  Roy's going to do some more checking before ordering.

Wednesday, August 4, 1993

    Finished sanding and varnishing the doghouse.  First coat, that is.  Only five more coats to go.  But the first one's the hardest, because so much of the old varnish has to be removed.  In some places, you have to sand right down to the wood.

    Roy ran a lot of errands on his bicycle.  Bought some more groceries (including ice cream).  And he worked on the boat.

    Linda has to work late again today, so she won't be coming to the boat.

    In the afternoon, I took my film to a drugstore to get it developed.  Then I was going to take the bus to another grocery store to check it out.  The bus was supposed to run every half hour, but I sat on a bench for an hour and didn't see a bus.  Then all of a sudden three in a row went by in the other direction.  Since I was close to the end of the line, I figured one would come back in my direction in a few minutes.  When ten minutes went by with no bus, I took a closer look at the map on the schedule.  Guess what.  I was all turned around as usual.  I should have caught the bus on the other side of the street.

    Not wanting to waste another hour, I bought a few groceries at Super Fresh and returned to the marina.  Good thing I did, because a terrific thunderstorm started just as I got there.  The wind was blowing 35 knots, the waves were crashing over the docks, the rain was coming down in torrents.  It was great!  I've always loved feeling the wind and rain in my face.  Most refreshed I'd felt all day.  I stayed out on the dock enjoying it, while Roy stood in the doghouse calling me a nut.  So what else is new?




