Monday, August 23, 1993

    Motored all night and all day.  Put the sails up for a short time, but soon had to take them down again.  There was a light breeze in back of us, so we could have sailed with the spinnaker, but it's such a hassle to put up and take down that Roy didn't feel like bothering.  It's well he didn't, because the wind suddenly picked up as we approached Sandy Hook, New Jersey, which is notorious for its wind.  It began blowing 20 knots or better, which would have been devastating if we'd had the spinnaker up.

    We were both thrilled to be approaching New York City, where we'd lived as children.  We couldn't see Manhattan yet, but we could see Brooklyn and Staten Island and the Verrazano Narrows Bridge.  Neither of us was familiar with the waters around New York City, other than the Hudson River, so we were impressed by the vastness of the bay.  We were also surprised that we saw so few large ships; we had expected to see giant freighters and tankers and ocean liners all over the place.

    By the time we reached Sandy Hook, it was late afternoon, the wind was blowing, and the waves were kicking up, so rather than try to press on to Staten Island, looking for a marina, we decided to duck behind the Hook and drop anchor.

    I was at the wheel going up the channel.  We'd nearly reached the buoy where I was going to turn into the harbor when Roy said, "You can turn any time you want to."  I said, "Yes.  I'm going to go around green 17 over there."  Roy said, "That green is red."  I said, "That's green 17."  Roy pointed to the left and said, "There's the green buoy over there.  This one's red."  He kept insisting the buoy was red, and I kept insisting it was green, but the skipper is always right even when he's wrong, so I went to the left of the "red" buoy instead of going around it to the right as I had planned.  When we'd passed it and the sun was no longer shining in his eyes, even Roy had to admit it was green, but we had plenty of water, so it didn't really matter.  However, if we'd gone aground because Roy kept insisting green was red, I'd have been furious.

    We were approaching a little New Jersey town called Atlantic Highlands.  The chart showed a Municipal Yacht Basin fronted by a very long breakwater.  We could see masts behind the breakwater, but we don't like to go blindly into a strange marina, so we dropped anchor just outside the breakwater and paddled in.  We weren't disappointed.  The yacht basin was roomy and had moorings and anchorages as well as a marina and a wide launch ramp.  There was a yacht club that provided a free water taxi.  We found out we could anchor for free, but the moorings cost $25 a day (that's hard to believe; we'll have to verify that).  There was a dinghy dock adjacent to the ramp, so we pulled our Royaks up there and walked to town.  We had been told there was a super market a quarter mile down the road, so we walked there and bought as many groceries as we could carry.  We also found out there's a bus that goes to Manhattan from here.  There's also a ferry to Manhattan that would be fun to ride, but it costs $20 round trip.  The bus is only $8 round trip.

    We've really lucked out finding this place.  We get to anchor for free instead of spending $50 or more a day at a marina, there's a good super market, a laundromat, and lots of other stores, it's an attractive, safe location, and we have easy access to Manhattan.  So we'll probably stay here instead of looking for a marina.

Tuesday, August 24, 1993

    After breakfast, we moved the boat into the yacht basin.  Then we paddled ashore and went to the Dockmaster's office to make sure we could use the dinghy dock.  Found out it costs $12 a day, but that includes use of the showers, so that's ok.  We paid for two days.

    Walked to the Visitor Information Center to see if they had a schedule for the bus to Manhattan.  They usually have them but were out.  However, the man at the desk said the buses ran every hour at the half hour.  It was 11:20 then, so we hurried to the bus stop, getting there right at 11:30.  When no bus arrived, we figured it must have gone by just before we got there.  Later, when we finally got a schedule, we saw that the bus usually ran every hour but not between 10:30 and 12:30.  Fortunately, there was a bench to sit on, so we waited and eventually caught the bus.  The senior fare was only $2.85 each.  The trip took an hour and a half, so it was two o'clock when we reached the Port Authority Bus Terminal in Manhattan.

    The Port Authority Terminal is probably the largest bus terminal in the world.  It covers an entire city block and is several storeys high.  As many as 200 buses can be loaded simultaneously.  
Forty million
 passengers pass through there every year.  The terminal contains stores, restaurants, banks, etc.  We went upstairs and ate a not-too-bad lunch.

    I wanted to look up some phone numbers and addresses.  There were lots of telephones but no directories.  I asked at the information window and was told the directories are in the manager's office in the next building, so we went over there and found a stack of phone books. Looked up the numbers for every Tulchin listed.  I want to try to locate Billie Jean, my ex-sister-in-law, while we're here.

    There were a lot of brochures in the manager's office, so we got some of them.  One was especially interesting, as it told how to ride the buses and subways.  For senior fare, we have to have a Medicare card or a Senior ID card.  Roy has his Medicare card, but I managed to lose mine.  I've applied for a new one, but won't get it for a month, so I phoned the MTA to find out how to apply for a Senior ID card and was given an address to go to.

    We went to the nearest subway station.  Roy bought ten tokens and showed his Medicare card.  We thought the tokens would be half price, but it turned out they charge full price but give you a slip of paper for a free return trip.  We were wondering how I'd get a free return trip and what we'd do with all the extra tokens.  Anyway, we went down to the MTA, and I applied for a temporary ID card.  The clerk could scarcely speak English and typed with one finger, so it took a while.  Then we made the mistake of asking him about the subway tokens.  He gave us a lengthy and totally unintelligible response.  He ended by saying, "It's perfectly clear, yes?"  Rather than waste any more time, we said it was perfectly clear and left.

    We were just a few blocks from the World Trade Center, so we walked over there and went up to the observation deck on the 107th floor.  What a view!  We could see the Statue of Liberty and Ellis Island and all of Lower Manhattan and even a glimpse of the George Washington Bridge.  We went up on the roof, too.  It was a really thrilling sight.

     There was a subway station in the basement of the World Trade Center, so we went down there.  Roy turned in his return-trip slip at the ticket booth and was admitted free.  I showed the man my Senior ID and was given a return-trip slip, but I had to use a token to get through the turnstile.  We were no sooner on the platform than I realized we were on the downtown side, not the uptown.  Luckily, the man in the ticket booth was very nice.  He had us exit, told us how to get to the uptown platform, and gave us two more slips.  We had to go back out to the concourse and walk quite a ways, but eventually we reached the uptown platform, turned in our slips at the ticket booth, and were admitted without paying another token.

     When we were at the World Trade Center, there was a snack bar on the observation deck that had utterly ludicrous prices.  Needless to say, we didn't buy anything.  I wanted three post cards and had gone into Walgreen's at the Port Authority Terminal to get them, but they were two for a dollar, so I didn't.  At the observation deck, post cards were 75 cents to three dollars each!  Needless to say, I didn't buy those either.  When we got to the Times Square subway station, we found post cards five for a dollar.  Bingo!  Those I bought.

    There was a long underground passageway from the Times Square subway station (Broadway and 42nd Street) to the Port Authority Bus Station (8th Avenue and 41st Street), so we were able to walk to the terminal without going out on the street.  Bought our tickets and got to the gate just in time to catch the 7:30 bus.

    Arrived in Atlantic Highlands at five before nine.  The grocery store was supposed to stay open until nine, but it had already closed, so we couldn't get the things we wanted.  Decided that the following evening, we'd take the seven o'clock bus instead of the 7:30.

Wednesday, August 25, 1993

    A year or two ago, we took Anne Baeck and two of her friends sailing.  One of her friends, Bert Cagir, lives in New York and wanted to go sailing with us when we got here, so Roy phoned him and gave him directions for getting out here.  This morning, it occurred to us that it would be a lot simpler if we took the boat to Manhattan and picked him up there, so I phoned the Visitor Information Center to see if they knew of a public dock where we could tie up for a few minutes.  The woman I talked with was very nice.  She said there was such a dock, but she didn't remember the name of it.  She spent quite a bit of time looking through her records but couldn't find it.  She gave me the number of the Port Authority, and I phoned them, thinking if anyone would know about docks, they would, but they didn't.  They gave me the number of the Coast Guard.  I phoned the Coast Guard, and they gave me the names of two marinas on Manhattan.  By then, it was quarter past twelve, so we walked as fast as we could to the bus stop and got there in time to catch the 12:30 bus.

    At the Port Authority Terminal, we went back to the manager's office and looked up the addresses and phone numbers of the marinas.  We also got the addresses of a couple of marine supply stores and two Sizzlers on Broadway.

    We called one of the marinas, but the dockmaster wasn't there, so we weren't able to get much information other than there was a fuel dock and the water was deep enough.  Then we phoned Bert to let him know where we could meet him tomorrow morning.  In the course of the conversation, we found out he doesn't live in Manhattan after all; he lives in New Rochelle!  That completely changes the whole picture.  Since New Rochelle is on our way to Sag Harbor, our next destination, we'll take the boat over there tomorrow, tie up at a marina, and take Bert and his fiancee sailing on Friday.  This makes the whole thing much simpler for everyone concerned.

     We were hungry, so we walked over to the nearest Sizzler and ate lunch.  It was similar to other Sizzlers, but didn't have chicken, baked potatoes, meatballs, or ice cream.  There were plenty of salads and lots of fruit, however, so we had plenty to eat.  They even gave us a senior discount.

    We had planned on going to a marine supply store on Broadway, but I took another look at the map while we were eating and realized it would be just as close or closer to the larger discount store, so we went over there and were glad we did.  It was only a couple of blocks from the Sizzler, and they had quite a large selection and good prices.  We bought a tide and current tables book that covers the entire East Coast for only $8.  Also bought a pair of needle-nose pliers to replace the ones Roy dropped overboard at Wilmington.

    Walked half a block to Avenue of the Americas (formerly 6th Avenue) and caught the #5 bus uptown.  We wanted to see the apartment houses we had lived in when we were children.  We had both lived on the block between Broadway and Riverside Drive, not very far from each other.  The bus went up Riverside Drive, which was really lovely, with all its tall, leafy trees.  At 135th Street, it turned over to Broadway.  Most of the old buildings were still there.  I could see my old apartment house on West 137th Street.  Roy's apartment house on West 168th Street had been replaced by a new one, but the one on West 171st Street was still there.  Brought back a lot of memories.

    We rode the bus to the end of the line, at the George Washington Bridge.  We walked halfway across the bridge and took a lot of pictures.  By then, it was after six, so in order to catch the seven o'clock bus to Atlantic Highlands, we decided to take the subway, which is much, much faster than the bus.

    By luck, there was a subway station right there by the bridge entrance, and the train was express, so we got to the terminal by ten to seven.  The station was right there under the terminal, so all we had to do was ride the escalator up, buy our tickets, and hurry down to the gate.  The bus was still there, but there was standing room only, so we stood.  The bus is non-stop for the first hour.  Fortunately, at the first stop, lots of people got off, so there were seats for all the standees and some left over.

    We reached Atlantic Highlands at 8:30.  The store was still open, so we bought a few groceries and returned to the boat.

Thursday, August 26, 1993

    Another mystery solved!  Roy found my long-lost sandals in the engine compartment.  Apparently, they fell in when he raised the floor to get the big anchor out when he was attaching the Jofian to the wall in Wilmington, but he had too much on his mind to notice.  The sandals are still in good condition; they didn't even get dirty or greasy.  It's sure good to have them back now that it's turned hot again.

    Roy dived and unplugged the paddlewheel for the log (speedometer). Now we'll know how far we've gone again.  Then he paddled ashore, took a shower, and returned the key.

    What a neat trip we had to Long Island Sound!  We went under the Verrazano Narrows Bridge, one of the longest single-span suspension bridges in the world.  We went by the Statue of Liberty and Ellis Island, bringing back lots of memories to Roy, who returned to New York Harbor by troop ship at the end of World War II.  We had a terrific view of lower Manhattan.  Went under the Brooklyn Bridge and several other bridges.  We had carefully timed our passage through Hell Gate so the current would be with us; it can run as high as five knots, so we zoomed along at ten knots through the Gate.

    By the time we went under Throg Point Bridge and entered Long Island Sound, it was nearly five o'clock.  We had planned on going to a marina at Davenport Point, but it was so late, we figured the marina offices would close before we got there, so we decided to go to a marina at nearby City Island.  The first one we called on the VHF wanted $1.50 a foot.  I can't understand why the rates on the East Coast are so much higher than on the West Coast, and most of the marinas aren't nearly as nice.  We went to the next marina, but no one was there.  Roy wanted to tie to a big barge out front, but it looked too much like the wall in Wilmington to me.  We went around to the other side of the island, but two guys in a motorboat warned us there were a lot of submerged rocks, so we turned around and headed back into deep water.  Then we decided to head for the Municipal Marina in Echo Bay, since Municipal Marinas are usually less than private ones.

    I was at the wheel as we headed into Echo Bay, but Roy was checking the chart and buoy numbers, too.  It was a very narrow channel, so I was proceeding slowly and carefully--in the wrong direction.  The problem was, there were two sets of channel markers with the same numbers, so even though the numbers were right, the buoys were wrong.  We rounded a point expecting to see a cove and the Municipal Marina.  Instead we saw a vast body of water.  Nothing we saw with our eyeballs resembled what was on the chart.  The next buoy we came to was number 6; we were expecting 10.  So we stopped the boat and charted our GPS position.  We were a long way from Echo Bay!  It was getting dark, so we dropped anchor where we were, next to Hart Island.  There's a prison on Hart Island, so we couldn't go ashore.  We had wanted to phone Bert, but it will have to wait until morning.

Friday, August 27, 1993

    Took the boat back to the marina where the barge was, but this time we went inside and tied to a dock.  The man in charge was very nice.  We told him we just wanted to use the dock to pick up some friends and drop them off in the evening.  He said that was all right, but we might not be able to use the dock in the evening, because a charter boat usually tied up there.  He also said they could leave their car in the yard.  Roy paid him $10, even though he didn't ask for anything.

    We phoned Bert to tell him where we were.  He and Susan, his fiancee, arrived around noon.  They're a very nice young couple.  He's a physician and she's an RN.  They met when they were working at the same hospital, but then she changed to a different hospital to quell gossip.

    Bert has an interesting background.  He was born in the United States of Turkish parents, but they returned to Turkey when he was only two years old, so he grew up speaking Turkish.  He went to medical school in Turkey and practiced for a few years, but then he decided to come to the United States to learn English.  Since he was born in the United States, he's a U.S. citizen, so he had no problem entering the country.  He went to Berkeley, California, because he has a cousin there.  That's where he met Anne Baeck; she's a volunteer ESL tutor, and she helped him learn English.  When he could speak English adequately, he came to New Rochelle, where he's completing his third year of residency to become a surgeon.

    We motored to Hempstead Harbor and tried to go up Glen Cove Creek, but it was too shallow.  Roy was going very slowly, so when the boat touched bottom, he was able to back off.  She touched bottom again when he was turning around, but again he was able to get her off.

    There were a zillion boats at moorings.  Roy was going to anchor out and see if there was a water taxi to take us ashore, but just then a water taxi from the yacht club came along.  Since we belong to a yacht club, the operator told us we could tie to a mooring free for a few hours and he'd take us ashore and back no charge.  He led us to a mooring and we tied to it.  Then he took us to the yacht club dock.  Everyone was very nice.  The manager told us how to get to the village, so we walked up there.  It's a pleasant little village on a hill overlooking the harbor.  We ate lunch in an ice cream parlor that also serves soup and sandwiches.  We had sandwiches and ice cream.  Delicious!  Bert treated.

    When we got back to the boat, we put the Royaks in the water, and Roy taught Bert to paddle.  Susan didn't want to try it.

    The wind had come up, so we were able to sail back to City Island. Very pleasant.  We were glad Bert and Susan were able to enjoy a sail.

    They're going to be married September 18th, and Anne Baeck is flying out for the wedding.

    As predicted, the charter boat was at the dock, so we tied to that miserable barge.  When Bert and Susan were ashore, Roy and I sailed back to Hempstead Harbor and dropped anchor for the night.

Saturday, August 28, 1993

    A miserably hot, humid, hazy day.  Visibility about two miles.  Severe thunderstorms were predicted for late afternoon and evening.  We had to motor to Port Jefferson, arriving around 2:30.  Tied to the non-floating fuel dock with some difficulty, as it was several feet above our heads.  The fuel dock attendants were teenage kids.  The boy was all right, but the girl was somewhat smart-alecky.  The fuel was expensive, but we had to get it.  Filled the tank and four jerry cans. Also filled the gasoline can for the generator.  The bill came to $81.89.

    The marina was full and undoubtedly expensive, and the mooring buoys cost $25 a night, so we went out past the mooring buoys and dropped anchor next to the mega-yacht "Platinum".  The yacht's at least four times as long as the Jofian.  It's so big, it has two helicopters on the top deck.  I kid you not.

    We were going to paddle ashore to get rid of the trash and buy a few groceries, but when we were nearly to the beach, Roy said, "Look at the sky in back of you."  The storm was getting closer, and the wind was increasing, so we returned to the boat while we still could.

    Roy changed the oil, and I worked on the log.  Roy put the dirty oil in a plastic jug, and it leaked all over the engine room.  What a mess!  But he eventually got it cleaned up.

    The storm didn't amount to much: a little lightning and thunder, some wind, and a few sprinkles of rain.  The Jofian and Platinum swung around each other but didn't collide.

    After supper, it was totally calm, so we paddled in to the launch ramp, got rid of the trash, and walked around.  The village was crowded with people.  I mailed some mail, but we couldn't find a grocery store, so we bought a quart of milk and a pint of orange juice at a deli.  Roy had forgotten his billfold, but he had enough change.

Sunday, August 29, 1993

    Glorious day!  Much cooler than yesterday, and much clearer.  We could see the Connecticut shore on the other side of the sound.  The sun was shining, the sky was blue, the water sparkling.  We even had enough breeze to sail by for a few hours in the morning.  The day would have been perfect if it hadn't been for the flies.  The boat was full of flies.  We killed them by the dozens, and a thousand took their place.  We couldn't figure where they kept coming from.  They bit our legs with sharp, painful bites.  They bit through socks, they bit through jeans.  I put Off! on my legs, and that helped some, but not enough.  All day long we fought flies.  We could hardly get anything else done for the miserable flies.

    We arrived in Sag Harbor around five.  This is one of the places Roy lived when he was a boy.  We wanted to tie to a dock here, but they wanted $1.90 a foot.  That's outrageous!  And it wasn't even a dock--it was a couple of posts.  Then we asked about the moorings, and they wanted $30 a night!  In California, we paid a lot less than that to tie to a first-class floating dock.  But we've figured out why prices are so high here.  The season only lasts a few months, from May to September at the most, so they have to make a year's income in that short a time, and they also have to make extensive repairs in the spring following the winter storms.  In California, of course, the season lasts all year long.

    We went to the other side of the harbor and dropped anchor (for free).  Then we paddled ashore and walked around.  The entire waterfront had changed since Roy was last here, and the house he used to live in was gone, but he recognized some places on Main Street.  The old movie theater is still showing movies, and the old five-and-ten-cent store is still here, but I dare say their prices have probably increased a bit.

    We ate supper in town and had some high-priced ice cream.  By then it was dark, so we returned to the boat.  Tomorrow, we'll see if his old school is still there.

Monday, August 30, 1993

    Hurricane Emily is threatening Cape Hatteras and could come north to Long Island and New England, so we're looking for a hurricane hole. Roy studied the charts this morning and found what appeared to be a good one just a short distance away at West Neck Harbor, but according to the Waterway Guide, it's too shallow for our boat.  After further study, Roy decided the best place was to stay right where we are, but when we went into town and talked with some knowledgeable people, they all said, "Don't stay here!"  They told us that the breakwater is completely submerged during a hurricane, the downtown streets are flooded, and boats smash up by the dozens.  They advised us to take the boat to West Neck Harbor, the very place Roy had thought of earlier.  They said we could easily get the boat in and out at high tide.  The yacht club dockmaster also suggested the Connecticut River as a good possibility.  After considering for several hours, Roy decided on the Connecticut River, and I agreed wholeheartedly.  On the river, we'll be much farther inland, there will be high hills protecting us from the wind, and there'll be plenty of room, so we're less likely to be slammed into by another boat.  Small places like West Neck Harbor will be packed.  A boat's greatest danger in a hurricane isn't from wind or waves but from other boats that have broken loose.  So first thing tomorrow, we'll take Jofian to the Connecticut River.

    This morning, we took a sack of dirty clothes to the laundromat.  We didn't take everything, just what we needed most, especially underwear and socks.  It was a very busy, crowded, hectic laundromat.  While I washed the clothes, Roy went for a walk.  He met an old-timer who remembered Ken Grabenauer and Sue Peters, Roy's girlfriend!  He didn't remember Roy, however, even though they'd gone to the same junior-senior high school.  Roy got a big kick out of talking with him.

    We took the clean clothes back to the boat, ate lunch, and then returned to town.  Roy phoned his son Steve, and then we walked to Roy's old school.  On the way, we passed three old codgers who were sitting on a bench.  Roy struck up a conversation with them.  The youngest one was born the year Roy left Sag Harbor, but he'd had the same high school principal and he remembered a lot of other people Roy had known, such as the man at the dump who gave the kids free candy.  The oldest codger remembered Sue Peters; in fact, he said he'd dated her.  The guy in the middle didn't say anything; he just kept grinning with his oversized false teeth.

    Roy went right to Pierson High School as if he were still in eighth grade.  Except for a new addition, it looked almost exactly the way it did 57 years ago, but the dump across the street has been filled in and is overgrown with bushes and trees.  It was a real thrill for Roy to see his old school again.

    We bought a few groceries and took them back to the Royaks.  Roy tried to phone Ken but just got his answering machine.  I tried to phone Aunt Kitty (I don't know if she's dead or alive) but just got a "no longer in service" message.  She'd be 97 years old if she were still alive, so she's probably either dead or in a nursing home.

Tuesday, August 31, 1993

    Pleasant morning.  Somewhat cooler than it's been.  No more flies, thank goodness.

    We enjoyed the motorsail across the Sound and up the Connecticut River.  Unfortunately, our charts only went as far as Brockway Island, so we had to drop anchor there, but we're thirty miles from the ocean, so we should be safe.

    I paddled up the river a mile or so.  Found a small yacht club that had a ramp and a public phone, so I went back to the boat, got my address book, and returned to the yacht club to use the phone.  Talked with Kathy's and Linda's answering machines.  Let them know we're in no danger from Emily.  Asked Kathy to send my mail to Providence.

    I wanted to phone Virginia Arnold Siener, one of my former classmates.  She had organized the 50th reunion that I missed, and she had written me suggesting a mini-reunion when I reached Rhode Island.  When I looked in my address book, I saw I had her address but no phone number, and of course I had nothing to write with, so I had to memorize her number when I called Directory Assistance.  Fortunately, it was a very easy number to remember.  Ginny wasn't in, but I talked with her daughter Liz and asked her to tell her mother we were holed up in the Connecticut River until the hurricane passed and the water calmed down.

    It's so calm and peaceful here, it's difficult to believe there's a hurricane raging a few hundred miles to the south.  I feel so sorry for the people in North Carolina.  We were quite close to Nag's Head and Kill Devil Hills when we were at Belhaven.  The people were so nice and the countryside so lovely.  I hope there isn't much damage.

    There's the most beautiful full moon tonight.  It's a blue moon.  The tide is supposed to be especially high tonight.

Wednesday, September 1, 1993

    Hooray, hooray!  Emily is veering out to sea, and she only did minimal damage on Cape Hatteras.  However, now Nantucket's in her path.

    The generator has conked out again, so Roy worked on it while I paddled to Essex to get a few groceries.  Essex is a lovely old New England town.  I walked past a brick building that had a sign carved in stone saying, "Pratt's Village Smithy 1678".  Then I passed Lt. William Pratt's house, 1732, and David Williams house, 1766.  There was also a small preserve that was open to the public, so I strolled around it.  Finally got to the grocery store, bought all the groceries I could carry, and lugged them back to my Royak.  No sooner got there than Roy showed up.  He was as surprised to see me as I was to see him.  So he explored the town while I took the groceries back to the boat and put them in the refrigerator.

    Roy passed a travel agency that had a sign out front advertising 25% discounted air fares until September 15th, so he went inside to inquire about fares to San Francisco and return.  The woman was very nice.  She spent a lot of time checking the various airlines and finally came up with a roundtrip fare of only $318.  She had to go some place, so Roy came back to the boat and discussed it with me.  I agreed it sounded like a good deal, so we paddled around a little and then returned to the travel agency in Essex.  Roy got a ticket from JFK to SFO for September 17th, returning November 13th.  So now we have a deadline and we have to think seriously about finding a place to leave the boat.

    We paddled to the well-known hurricane hole of Hamburg Cove and talked with someone who was moored there.  He said the moorings were free, to just help ourselves.  Roy was considering leaving the boat there while he's gone, but I vetoed that in a hurry.  The boat has to be tied to a dock in a marina, so there'll be dockside electricity to run the electric heaters; it's going to be getting cool during the next two months.  I also need easy access to a grocery store, a laundromat, and buses so I can go wherever I want to.  It would be nice if the area also had good radio stations, but that's a secondary consideration.  Of course, the place also has to be reasonably priced. One possibility might be Norton's Marina in East Greenwich, where we're planning on staying when we're in Rhode Island.  Their daily rate is 75 cents a foot, and their monthly rate should be a lot less.

Thursday, September 2, 1993

    Emily has veered out to sea, but there are still small-craft advisories for rough seas, so we'll wait until tomorrow to leave.  We're planning on stopping in Groton on the way to Narragansett Bay.  The nuclear submarine Nautilus is on display there and is open for public tours.  Groton is directly across the Thames River from New London, so I looked up both Groton and New London in the Waterway Guide.  Came across a New London marina that provides excellent protection from hurricanes.  It also has a grocery store, a laundromat, and is close to downtown New London.  We'll check it out while we're there.

    The Jofian is close to a small island that has an old abandoned house on it.  We paddled over there to look at it.  The place has been thoroughly trashed, but there's still a small airplane, a rowing scull, a lot of tools and books, and all kinds of other stuff.  We looked around for a while, wondering about the history of the place, and then continued paddling up the river.

    We had read in the Guide about an interesting place called "Gillette Castle" just a few miles up the river, so we went there.  The castle itself is high on a hill, but we found a small ramp next to the ferry dock, so we pulled our Royaks up there and walked up the hill.

    It was well worth the effort.  The "castle" was built for a million dollars from 1914 to 1919 by the world-famous actor William Gillette (so famous I'd never heard of him).  He was especially known for playing Sherlock Holmes.  This was his dream home, and it is certainly unique.  The exterior is stone, and the interior is hand-carved white oak.  Roy greatly admired the craftsmanship and the quality of the wood.  The house has 24 rooms, but only 12 are open to the public.  The view of the river from the windows and the terrace is truly beautiful.

    We ate lunch at a little sandwich place on the grounds.  Then we strolled along some of the paths.  Gillette's hobby had been a small train that he enjoyed taking guests for rides on.  The train no longer exists, but the old trackbed is used as walking trails.

    It was well past four when we returned to the Royaks and began paddling back to the Jofian.  The wind was pretty strong against us.  I had read in the Guide about Selden Creek, which sounded as if it might be a shortcut and at least would keep us out of the wind.  I had noticed the southern end of the creek on the way up, but I wasn't sure where the northern end was.  We turned into the first creek we came to.  It kept twisting around and branching.  After a while, Roy decided to go back to the river and return to the boat, but I kept exploring.  Went down every branch there was, but on the last one, I ran out of water and had to turn back.

    When I got back to the river, I checked the chart that I'd brought with me and saw there was another creek just a short way down the river, near a green buoy, so I paddled down there.  By then, it was 6:30, only an hour of daylight left.  I had to make a quick decision. If I went down the creek and it wasn't Selden Creek, I would have wasted a lot of time and wouldn't have a chance of getting back to the boat before dark.  If I stayed on the river, fighting the wind and dodging power boats, I might just barely make it back in time.  I ventured a short distance into the creek and saw a sign on the bank that said "Selden Neck State Park".  That was encouraging.  Next, I saw a sign on the bank that said, "MAX SPEED 6 MPH", so I knew I was on a navigable waterway.  Then I rounded a point and saw boats at anchor or tied to docks.  I was 95% certain I'd found Selden Creek, so I kept going, and I'm very glad I did.  The creek was calm and quite straight, so I really made tracks.  When I emerged at the other end, I was almost to Brockway Island, and it was only five to seven.  I quickly crossed the channel to the west side of the river.  Could see the Jofian about a mile away.  Recognized her by her mizzen sail.  The wind was blowing fairly hard, but I paddled as hard as I could and reached the boat by quarter past seven, with fifteen minutes of daylight to spare.  I had definitely saved time by taking Selden Creek.  Roy was overjoyed to see me.

Friday, September 3, 1993

    Motored back down the Connecticut River and along the Connecticut coast to New London, then up the Thames River.  Passed large drydocks, the Coast Guard Academy, and the U.S. Navy Submarine Base.  Saw the Nautilus at her dock and a lot of other submarines, but we didn't see a good place to tie up or to land our Royaks;  most of the banks were rock.  Finally we saw a very small patch of beach next to the Harvard boat house.  (The Yale-Harvard boat races are held on the Thames every year.)  There was a "Positively No Trespassing" sign on the boathouse, so I didn't like the idea of going there, but it was the only place we'd seen where we could take our Royaks in, so we dropped anchor close to the beach and paddled ashore.

    There were three guys on the dock.  Roy talked with them.  One said he was the caretaker and it would be okay to leave our Royaks there, so we left them on the dock and headed for the road.  Somewhere in the back of my mind was a suspicious little doubt that this guy really was the caretaker, but Roy took him at face value, so I went along with it.  We didn't see any bus stop signs, but luckily we met a boy who was knowledgeable about the buses.  He was waiting for a bus, too.  He told us what time the next bus would come by and where to catch it.  Sure enough, the bus showed up when and where it should.  It was too late to go to the Nautilus that afternoon, so we decided to go to a store instead.

    Got off the bus near some stores.  We were hot and thirsty, so we went to a McDonald's for shakes.  Very good.  Then we headed for the super market.  Unfortunately, Roy's right foot slipped off the curb, and he went flying.  He fell on his left knee and his hands.  He managed to get up but could scarcely walk, so he sat and rested, while I bought a few groceries.  Roy felt some better by then, so we walked over to the street where the bus ran.  We sat on a wall and waited.  We didn't have a schedule, but the boy had said the last bus ran at 6:55.  We waited about half an hour, and then saw a bus going in the opposite direction.  We figured we'd have to wait until the bus reached the end of the line, turned around and came back.  It seemed to me we hadn't come very far and could easily walk back if Roy's knee felt okay.  The bus could be flagged down any place, so we started walking.  Roy was able to walk all right, although with some discomfort.  Sure enough, we weren't far from the road leading to our Royaks.  No bus came along, so we were glad we'd walked.

    To get to the boathouse, we had to go to the end of a deadend street, cross a railroad track, and go down a dirt road.  When the dock came into sight, we didn't see the Royaks, but we figured they were around the corner.  Ironically, I had just said something about leaving the Royaks in a safe place.  As we got closer, I said, "I don't see them."  Suddenly Roy gasped and exclaimed, "They're gone!"  What a sinking feeling to look at a totally empty dock where our Royaks had been!  Roy had chained them together, so it didn't seem likely someone had stolen them, and the water couldn't reach them on the dock.  Nevertheless, I looked under the dock and up the beach.  Roy said, "Let's go up to that house and ask."  It didn't seem likely to me that anyone in the house would know anything about the Royaks, but we went there anyway.  A very nice old man answered the door.  It turned out he knew the caretaker well.  When I described the man who had claimed to be the caretaker, that wasn't the one!  Fortunately, just then he drove up.  The real caretaker had come by when he wasn't there and had locked the Royaks in the boathouse, not knowing that this guy had given us permission to leave them there.  A few minutes later, the real caretaker arrived on his motorcycle.  He unlocked the boathouse and returned our Royaks.  What a relief!

Saturday, September 4, 1993

    We didn't want to have anything more to do with the Harvard boat house, so we went back down the river.  I talked with the Coast Guard on the VHF and found out the City of New London has a public dock near the ferry dock, so we tied up there.  We couldn't find the dockmaster, and when I phoned the number on the sign, all I got was an answering machine.  Other sailors said they didn't think there'd be any problem if we stayed there a few hours.  The docks certainly weren't anything to brag about.  In fact, some of them looked ready to fall apart.

    I phoned the marina in Shaw's Cove to find out their monthly rates.  For our boat, it would be $390 a month plus tax, about $413 altogether.  Then I tried to phone the local bus company to find out how to get to the Nautilus by bus.  There was no directory at the public phone, so I called Directory Assistance and got the world's dumbest information operator.  She didn't seem to understand what I meant by "city buses" or "local buses" and kept trying to give me the number for Greyhound or other long-distance bus companies.  Finally, she gave me a number that she assured me would give me information for the local buses, but when I tried to phone it, it wasn't even in that area code!

    I gave up with the phone and walked towards town, hoping to find a bus stop sign that had a phone number on it.  Fortunately, at that moment a bus pulled up nearby, so I asked the driver which bus to take.  He told me to take #2, and he showed me where the bus stop was. He also said the bus was due at 12 o'clock.  It was five to twelve then, so I zoomed back to the boat to get Roy, and we made a mad dash for the bus.  The bus was a few minutes late, so we had no problem catching it.

    The bus crossed the bridge to Groton and took us right to the Nautilus museum and memorial.  Believe it or not, admission was free!

Both the museum and the Nautilus itself were very interesting, and we were glad we'd taken the time to go there.

    When we got back to the marina, the assistant dockmaster was there.  He was very friendly and pleasant.  He didn't charge us anything for that afternoon, and he said if we wanted to stay overnight, he'd only charge us $20, even though the posted rate was $1.50 a foot (about $60 for our boat).  He said they were very flexible.  Roy asked about monthly rates (I wanted to hit him over the head).  The assistant dockmaster said we'd have to discuss that with the dockmaster, but he was sure something could be worked out.  Just then, the dockmaster drove up.  I went back to the boat, while Roy discussed monthly rates with the dockmaster.  There's no denying the price was right--$200 from the middle of September to the end of November, including electricity.  But as I later told Roy, I wouldn't stay there even if it were free.  There are no restrooms or showers, no laundromat, and the nearest grocery store is a mile away.  Furthermore, there's no protection whatsoever from hurricanes, so we'd be defeating our own purpose.

    We still had a couple of hours of daylight, so we motored to Fisher's Island, six miles away, and dropped anchor in a quiet, peaceful, attractive harbor.

Sunday, September 5, 1993

    What a lovely day!  Sunny, clear, and relatively cool.  There wasn't much breeze, so we had to motor most of the way, although we sometimes got a little assist from the sails.

    Narragansett Bay!  Rhode Island!  This is where I spent most of my childhood.  There were a zillion small sailboats out sailing around in the bay, but the wind was in the wrong direction for us.  We motored to East Greenwich, wanting to go to Norton's Marina, which had received a very favorable report in the Facilities Guide and was only 75 cents a foot.  I radioed the dockmaster when we were about twenty minutes away, and he said he'd meet us at the fuel dock, but when we got there, no one was anywhere around.  We tied up anyway, figuring someone would show up later that evening or tomorrow morning.  We wanted to get fuel anyway.

    I was greatly disappointed by this marina.  The Facilities Guide had made it sound first class, but in my opinion it's third class.  The restrooms and showers are tiny and dirty, and so far I haven't seen any sign of a laundromat.  The nearest grocery store is nearly a mile from here.  There's very little hurricane protection.  I'd been considering staying here while Roy's in California, but now I want to look elsewhere, probably in Northern Massachusetts or Maine.  There are rarely any hurricanes up there.

Monday, September 6, 1993

    Labor Day.  We always seem to arrive places on weekends or holidays, when everything's closed.  But at least I was able to contact my classmate Virginia Arnold and my childhood friend Marilyn Blake on the phone.  Virginia's going to contact some of the others from our class and arrange a get-together for lunch tomorrow.  She wants me to call her back around five.

    Marilyn was very glad to hear from me.  I told her what our plans are and that I'd have plenty of time to visit her when Roy's in California.  She wants to meet Roy, too, so I told her I'd be sure she got to meet him when he returns.

    Roy and I planned on taking the bus into Providence today to see the places I used to live and my old school and the Dorr Mansion where Aunty Margarethe lived.  We walked up to Main Street, looking for a bus stop.  Didn't see one, but some people told us it stopped in front of the hotel, but they didn't know if it ran today.  We waited in front of the hotel, and I tried to phone for information but kept getting busy signals.  Finally, we decided to walk to the super market.  Someone had told me the bus stops there.  When we were almost to the market, a couple of women showed us where the bus stop was, but they didn't think it ran on holidays.  We sat at the stop for an hour, but no bus came, so I tried phoning again.  This time I got through and found out the bus from East Greenwich doesn't run today.

    We ate lunch at a busy ice cream parlor/luncheonette.  Then we bought a few groceries and returned to the boat.  I took a shower and washed my hair.  Then Roy took a shower, and I worked on the log.

    At five, I phoned Virginia.  She lives in Greene, which isn't far from here, and she knows where this marina is.  She'll pick me up tomorrow at 11:30, and we'll go some place for lunch.  Connie Allen will be with us, too, and Ginny will try to get someone else.  She said to bring my swimsuit, so it sounds as if I'll be busy most of the afternoon.  Roy's going to ride his bike while I'm gone.  He's looking forward to that.  His knee has stopped hurting and seems to be fine, thank goodness.

    There's a leak somewhere on the boat that's been getting worse.  It only leaks when we're moving, not when we're tied to a dock.  Roy adjusted the packing gland, and that seemed to help some but not enough.  He'll keep looking until he finds the source.




