Tuesday, November 23, 1993

    We've actually left New Bedford!  I can't believe it!  We'd been there so long, I was starting to grow barnacles.

    Roy stayed in California an extra week so he could attend his brother's wedding on the 13th.  He also flew to Salt Lake City one weekend to visit his daughter Laura.  Of course, he also visited family and friends in California, but mostly he worked sixty plus hours a week.

    While Roy was knocking himself out working, I was goofing off, having a ball.  My childhood friend Marilyn turned her summer cottage near Newport over to me for almost a week.  She even let me use the car!  I had a lot of fun driving around the Newport area.  Visited two of the Vanderbilt "cottages" (60-room mansions), walked the entire length of the Cliff Walk, viewed the famous Old Stone Mill (no, it was not built by Vikings), walked around a wildlife sanctuary and Brenton Point Park, etc.  One day, I happened to be at a pier near the Newport Bridge when suddenly sirens started screaming and Police, Fire, and Rescue units arrived.  At first I had no idea what was going on, but after five or ten minutes, a motorboat with a bedraggled woman in it pulled up to the pier.  She had jumped off the bridge but was unhurt.  She swam to a piling and clung to it until the guy in the motorboat rescued her.  She was able to walk to the waiting ambulance without using the stretcher.  (Last week, a convicted murderer and his wife supposedly jumped off the same bridge, but their bodies haven't been found, and the Police think it's a hoax to enable them to make a getaway.)

    The Saturday after returning from Newport, I met my friend Irene in Boston.  Irene was born in Japan of Chinese parents and attended an American school, so she speaks three languages fluently.  I first met her at TBS when I was a programmer there.  Irene started as computer operator but soon worked her way up to programmer/analyst and eventually became Head of the Software Department.  She's not only intelligent, she's a very nice person.  She treated me to lunch at an authentic Chinese restaurant.  Instead of menus, the waiters and waitresses wheel around carts with various dishes on them.  You pick out what you want, and the waiter marks it on a card.  After lunch, we walked the Freedom Trail.  Saw Boston Commons, Paul Revere's house, the Old North Church, Faneuill Hall (where the Tea Party originated), and many other interesting places.  It was a beautiful sunny day.

    A few nights later, I nearly fell over when Alison and Shirley suddenly turned up at the boat.  Roy was supposed to have told me they were coming, but he forgot.  They were on a whirlwind tour of New England.  They had already visited Newport and walked the Freedom Trail in Boston.  They spent the night on the boat and left next morning for Martha's Vineyard.  Then they were going to Vermont and New Hampshire to see the autumn leaves.

    I had been thinking of taking the ferry to Martha's Vineyard but hadn't gotten around to it.  The day after Alison and Shirley left, I found my way to the ferry dock and learned that the last boat of the season would be running on Columbus Day, which was the following Monday, so I knew I had to get on the ball if I wanted to go.  Phoned the AYH hostel on the island to find out if they had any openings.  They said they had plenty, so I packed my backpack and got my bike ready.  The next morning, I rode my bike to the ferry dock and bought round-trip tickets for my bike and me.  It was a gorgeous day for the trip.  When I got to Martha's Vineyard, I rode my bike to the hostel and was happy to see outdoor lockers where I could stash my stuff until the hostel opened at five.  There are good bike trails on the island, especially around the State Forest, so I spent three days riding my bike around.  The weather was warm and sunny all the time I was there. Had a really great time.

    As soon as I got back to New Bedford, the weather turned rainy and cool, so I began seriously looking for work.  Wrote two different versions of my resume, one for programming and one for (ugh) clerical work.  My programming skills are obsolete, so I knew I wasn't likely to find anything in that field, and I didn't.  Ended up doing dumb-dumb clerical work at a wage so low, I'd blush to mention it, so I won't.  Even at that, I only found seven days' work.

    We had a few more warm, sunny days, but then the weather turned cold.  Fortunately, it was beautiful the day Marilyn came down for a visit.  We ate lunch at the Huttleston House and then drove to Fort Phoenix, Sconticut Neck, and West Island.  When we were at Fort Phoenix, we walked out on the hurricane barrier, which was built in 1965 and stretches for miles.  Someone had told me people can tour the interior of the barrier where the machinery is that opens and closes the gates, so I phoned to see if we could tour it but was told there has to be a group of at least ten people for a tour, so that let us out.

    In early November, there was a stretch of warm, sunny days, so I was able to do some sanding and varnishing.  The boat really needed it.  The tropical sun had eaten much of the varnish.  What was left was peeling off, and bare wood was exposed.  I didn't have enough good days to get six coats on everywhere, but just getting the old varnish sanded off and one or two coats of varnish on helped tremendously.  The Jofian looks like the Jofian again.

    Roy kept shipping cartons of tools and stuff to me, which I pulled home from the Post Office in the blue wagon.  This meant he didn't have all that weight to carry on the return trip.  His plane landed at JFK around seven a.m. on November 20th, but then it had to sit on the runway until five security guards arrived to remove an unruly passenger.  It stayed there while big buses transported the passengers to the terminal.  The luggage carousel kept breaking down, so there was another delay to retrieve baggage.  By the time Roy was ready to leave the terminal, it was 10:30.  I hadn't driven down to get him, because I would either have had to leave at two a.m. (expecting a seven o'clock arrival) or I'd have had to drive down the previous afternoon and spend the night at a motel, so it was easier and less expensive for Roy to take the bus.  He arrived at the marina at quarter to five, just as I was going to the phone to find out what time the next bus from New York would get in.  What a relief to see him!

    On Sunday, Marilyn came down to meet Roy and have a chat with me before we left.  Her husband was ill and couldn't come.  We ate lunch on the boat.  Marilyn gave us two delicious cakes that she had baked.  We enjoyed a pleasant visit.  The day was sunny and clear but quite cold.

    Roy spent most of Monday putting stuff away and checking the engine, etc.  He wasn't as ready as he wanted to be, but we left today anyway, because there was a favorable break in the weather.  We got up at five and went through the bridge at seven.  Motorsailed without incident to Point Judith, where we followed the narrow channel to Snug Harbor.  Tied to the fuel dock, which was supposedly closed.  We were told we could stay there overnight.

Wednesday, November 24, 1993

    Heavy fog this morning.  Without radar we wouldn't have been able to leave.  As it was, we nearly went aground in soft mud in the middle of the harbor.  Groped our way along the breakwater and out the entrance.  After that it was easy.  Visibility was about half a mile, so we didn't have to worry about a collision.  Nevertheless, we were relieved when the fog lifted around noon.

    It was very calm all morning, so we had to motor.  Gale winds are predicted for tonight and tomorrow morning, so we were very glad to get out of there early.  Motorsailed to the Connecticut River and tied up at the first marina we came to.  There were plenty of empty slips--

only one other boat was there besides us.

    Saybrook Point Hotel and Marina is a ritzy, brand-new place.  In summer, the marina rates are $2 a foot, but now they're only charging $1.25 a foot.  We stayed at the Gear Locker Marina in New Bedford for a week for just a few dollars more than it costs here for one night, but we figure we can splurge once in a while.  We swam in the indoor pool, relaxed in the bubbling jacuzzi, and made reservations for Thanksgiving Dinner in the hotel dining room.

Thanksgiving Day

    The wind howled all night and most of the morning.  Glad we're in a safe harbor.

    I took the dirty clothes up to the laundry room and washed them.  Remembered to gather up all Roy's dirty clothes, but forgot my own!

    Walked around a little.  Old Saybrook is the sort of town you think of when you think of New England: quiet and peaceful, lots of trees, lovely old homes, many dating from the 1800's and 1700's.  There were even a few from the 1600's!  Saybrook was founded in 1635, and a wooden fort was built on the point.  It burned down 12 years later, and another fort was built closer to the end of the point.  It lasted until 1871, when it was demolished to provide room for the new railroad's turntable.  The train made five trips a day to Hartford, but eventually automobiles took over and the old railroad was removed.

    At noon, we ate a delicious turkey dinner in the first-class dining room, looking out at the ocean.  Service was excellent, and we were given a free pumpkin pie to take back to the boat with us.

    After dinner, we walked uptown a couple of miles.  The day was sparkling clear and sunny but freezing cold.  I was sure glad my daughter Carol had sent me my warm winter coat (the one my son Bill gave me a few years ago, just before I moved to Bellevue, Washington). It kept me toasty warm.

    After we returned to the boat, I put the clean clothes away, charted our course to the Housatonic River, and then went up to the hotel for another good hot shower, swim, and jacuzzi.  That warmed me up in a hurry.  It will be a long time before we again enjoy such luxury.

    We were both so stuffed from dinner that we didn't eat supper, but Roy ate a small piece of the pumpkin pie.

Friday, November 26, 1993

    Calm but freezing cold this morning.  The boat and the docks were completely covered with frost.  No problem getting away from the dock, but my fingers about froze putting the fenders and dock lines away, even though I was wearing woolen gloves.

    The day gradually warmed up as we motored west.  Had a little assist from the sails, but not much.  Arrived at Stratford just as the sun was setting.  Close call; another half hour and it would have been dark.

    Filled the nearly empty tank with diesel.  Then we walked over to the nearest super market and bought vegetables, fish, etc.  I was surprised how much traffic there was.  I had thought Stratford would be another sleepy village, like Old Saybrook, but it appears to be a bustling metropolis.

    Stratford is at the mouth of the Housatonic River, near New Haven. It was founded in 1639 and named after Stratford-on-Avon.  Needless to say, there is a Shakespearean theater group here in the summer.

Saturday, November 27, 1993

    Wind blowing out of the east at 15 knots this morning.  Even though the wind is favorable, we decided to stay here for the weekend. There are gale warnings for tonight and possible storm warnings for tomorrow, so we'll stay snug and secure here.

    Walked around a little in the morning and bought a few more groceries.  In the afternoon, we took the bus to nearby Bridgeport and visited the Barnum Museum.  P.T. Barnum lived in Bridgeport most of his life.  We were surprised to learn he didn't start his famous circus until he was sixty years old.  He'd already made and lost several fortunes operating museums, promoting Tom Thumb and Jenny Lind, and holding political offices.  There was a really neat model of his circus that had been hand-carved by one man over a sixty-year period.

    When we got back to the boat, Roy attached two lines from the fuel dock to the weather side of the Jofian, so she won't bang the dock during the storm.  Winds of 57 knots are predicted!

Sunday, November 28, 1993

    We're sure glad Roy put those extra lines on.  It was blowing like crazy this morning.  Even though we're several miles up the river, the water was full of waves and whitecaps.  The docks were leaping up and down, and the boats were rocking back and forth.  The non-floating pier had waves washing over it, and the gangplank went up instead of down.  At LaGuardia Airport, the wind was clocked at 55 MPH.  One of our port lines broke completely in two, so we put on several more heavy-duty lines and all the fenders we've got.  Two of the fenders were about to lose their pajamas; we rescued them just in time.

    We'd no sooner secured the boat than the rain started coming down in buckets, but by early afternoon the rain had let up and the wind had died down.  Roy installed the repaired battery charger, and I phoned Linda, Kathy, and Dave Fulford, who helped us save the boat when we were tied to the wall in Wilmington.  He's looking forward to sailing with us for a few days on our way south.  I also walked over to the grocery store and bought eggs and stuff.

    Later, Roy and I strolled around town for an hour or two.  We're hoping we'll be able to get out of here tomorrow.

Monday, November 29, 1993

    What a contrast!  Today was as calm as yesterday was stormy.  We had no problem at all leaving the dock.  On the sound, there was a light headwind, so we had to motor all day.  The temperature warmed considerably, the current was in our favor, and by afternoon the water was completely flat.  We were making such good time, we considered going on to New York Harbor, which was only 18 miles farther, but we decided to go into Manhasset Harbor as originally planned.  Tomorrow morning, we'll reach New York easy.

    There are a lot of marinas and yacht clubs in this harbor.  We weren't sure which one to go to, so we were going to tie to the town dock temporarily.  As we approached the dock, a man who was with the Harbor Patrol showed us a floating dock we could tie to for free.  That was our price, so we went there.  It's a good enough place even though there isn't any electricity.  Roy was glad to have an opportu-

nity to try the new generator.  It worked fine, but really ate up the gas.

    While it was still daylight, we walked a few blocks to a grocery store and bought a few things, including chicken.  Then a man who was fishing from the dock gave us a fresh-caught striped bass, so now we have more perishable stuff than we know what to do with.

Roy's Birthday

    What a neat day!  Even the things that weren't so good turned out ok in the long run.

    The generator wouldn't run, probably because of the cold, so we walked uptown a few blocks to a little restaurant for breakfast.  The food was cooked just right, and the prices were reasonable.

    When we got back to the Jofian, a middle-aged man was admiring her.  He was very knowledgeable, and asked a lot of cogent questions.  It was obvious he really envied us.

    We timed our departure so we'd go through Hell Gate with a favorable tidal current.  It would have been well-nigh impossible to go through there against the current.  With it, we zoomed along at 8 or 9 knots.  There were a lot of eddies and cross-currents, but nothing we couldn't handle.  However, shortly before we reached Hell Gate, we got off course.  It was a very twisty part of the river.  We were carefully watching the buoys, but a large barge pulled out from the shore, so we had to swing way over to the left to dodge it.  That cost us our perspective.  Suddenly, we were in fourteen feet of water instead of fifty.  Roy swung the boat around and carefully went back the way we had come until we were once again in the main channel.  We studied the chart until we were sure we knew where we were, and then continued down the East River, around the Battery, and up the Hudson.  We enjoyed a lovely, scenic trip.  It was starting to get dark, but we wanted to go under the George Washington Bridge, so we pressed on.  The current was against us, so we were only making 2 1/2 knots.  The sun was setting as we went under the bridge, so we immediately turned around and headed back down the river.

    From the other side of the river on our way up, we had seen a marina on the Jersey side that looked as if it might be a good place to spend the night, but when we got there, it looked too small and shallow, so we continued on.  Roy had noticed a sailboat anchored in a little cove, so he thought that would be a good place to anchor for the night, but as we entered the cove, the depth suddenly dropped from 14 feet to 9 feet to 4 feet, and we were aground.  We dropped the anchor and checked the tide tables to see when the tide would start coming in, but the current kept pulling us south, so Roy started the engine again, and I pulled up the anchor.  Soon we were afloat and headed down-river again.

    By then, it was pitch dark, and Roy was steering by radar.  We knew there were more marinas along the Jersey shore, but we didn't know exactly where.  Finally, we saw some lights and masts ahead of us.  Roy headed into the marina, while I shone the searchlight on the breakwater.  We pulled up to the first dock we came to and sighed with relief.

     The office was closed, so we couldn't get the card for going through the gate.  I wanted to eat supper on the boat and relax, but Roy wanted to go to Manhattan for supper.  It was his birthday, so I agreed, but I was worried about getting back in.  The gate was low enough for him to climb over, but I hated to think what might happen if a security guard saw him climbing over the gate.

    There was a ferry dock right next to the marina, so we took the ferry across to Manhattan.  To our surprise, there were a bunch of free shuttle buses waiting to take ferry passengers to midtown Manhattan.  We rode one to Fifth Avenue and 34th Street, where the Empire State Building is.  We walked a couple of blocks up Fifth Avenue to a salad bar and ate supper there.  Then we returned to the Empire State Building and went up to the viewing deck on the 86th floor.  What a spectacular view!  Visibility was excellent; we could see 25 miles in every direction.  There were lights everywhere.  It was also freezing cold.  I was very glad I was wearing my winter coat. We walked around the outside deck and then went inside and walked around again.  The view was really fabulous!

    After we left the Empire State Building, we walked over to Times Square and watched the news going around the corner building in lights.  Then we walked back to 34th Street and walked around in Macy's for a while.

    Got back to the boat around 10:30.  I surprised Roy with a carrot cake and some presents.  He really enjoyed his birthday.

Wednesday, December 1, 1993

    Another great day!

    Went up to the Port Imperial Marina office and paid for last night.  The dockmaster was so pleased with our honesty that he charged us for only thirty feet.  Since the rate here is an outrageous $2 a foot, that helped considerably.

    We wanted to take the bus to Rochelle Park, where Roy had lived as a boy, from 1927 to 1932.  We asked half a dozen people and got half a dozen different directions, but finally we got on the right bus.  It took us from Weehawken to Union City, where we transferred to a Hackensack bus.  In Hackensack, we took a bus to Rochelle Park.

    Roy was delighted to find his grandmother's old house, which was in very good condition, and the hill at the end of the street, where he had curled up inside an old tire and rolled down.  There was a nearby shopping center that had been built when he was living in Rochelle Park.  The school he had attended was still in excellent condition and still being used as a school.  We walked past the store that had been his grandfather's butcher shop, and is now a video store.  We also walked to the First Reformed Church, where his grand-

father had been an elder, and Roy had attended Sunday School.  The church has been rebuilt, but it's still in the same place.  The current minister happened to come along as we were looking at the outside of the church and invited us in to see the inside.  Roy remem-

bered the stained-glass windows that had been in the old church when he was a boy and are now in the new church.  Roy was thrilled to find so many things in Rochelle Park that haven't changed appreciably since his childhood.

    We returned to the marina by way of Edgewater.  Rode the bus to the end of the line and walked the remaining two or three miles.

Thursday, December 2, 1993

    We considered moving to Liberty Harbor Marina for tonight, but the weather forecast for the next two days is favorable, so we decided to head for Delaware Bay.  Left right after lunch.  The tide was going out, so we zoomed out with it.  Motored all afternoon and night.  There was a lovely moon shining, but usually it was behind clouds.

    When Roy opened the dish closet to get two cups out, a couple of salad plates flew out and broke.  Of course, that was my fault, because I hadn't stacked the dishes correctly.  Shortly afterward, when he was taking the pan of soup down to the galley, a swell rocked the boat and some of the soup spilled.  That was my fault also, because I was steering towards the south instead of the east.  Later, Roy lost his glasses, but fortunately, that wasn't my fault.  In fact, I found them for him.

Friday, December 3, 1993

    Very foggy this morning.  Could only see a few feet, but we had the radar.

    I had thought we were going directly to Delaware Bay and would only stop at Atlantic City if the weather turned bad, but Roy wanted to stop at Atlantic City anyway, so he groped his way in through the fog.  Fortunately, the fog lifted as soon as we entered the harbor.  Very calm in here and considerably warmer.

    Stopped at the fuel dock and filled the tank.  Then we tied up in the state marina by Trump's Castle.  They only charged us $1 a foot, which was a pleasant change from Port Imperial.

    We went over to the hotel and ate an all-you-can-eat buffet breakfast for $4 apiece.  It was really good, and doubled as lunch.

    The decor of the hotel is awe-inspiring.  The lobby is six storeys high, with a rounded glass ceiling.  Zillions of sparkling lights hang down the walls, and there are a lot of suits of armor standing around.

   Walked uptown looking for an ATM.  It was depressing to see that away from the luxury casinos, Atlantic City is just as poverty stricken and slummy as most other East Coast cities.  The millions that flow through the casinos fail to "trickle down" to the general population.

    Incidentally, this is the city the Monopoly streets were named after.  We were on Atlantic Avenue, Ventnor, Baltic, North Carolina, etc.

    Donald Trump must own 80% of Atlantic City.  His name is all over the place.  There is Trump Plaza, Trump's Plaza Hotel, Trump's Castle, Trump's Taj Mahal, etc.

    Finally found a bank.  Roy liberated some money from his account, and I bought a roll of quarters to use in the washers and dryers.  It irks me that laundromats at marinas don't have change machines, but I'm used to it by now.

    We took a shuttle bus back to the boat.  Roy began installing the new inverter, and I took the dirty clothes to the laundry room.  This time, I remembered to take my clothes as well as Roy's.

    Most marinas have a dozen or more dock carts for the use of their customers.  We had to hunt around to find one here.  I used it to take the clothes to the laundry room, and left it just outside while I washed and dried the clothes.  The light clothes were finished, and the heavy clothes were going around for the second time, when a young man showed up and said he had to take the cart back and lock it up for the night.  Since I needed the cart to take the clothes back to the boat, I protested.  Even told him I'd return the cart myself to wherever he wanted me to, but he said it had to be locked up by five o'clock, when he got off work.  It was quarter to five then.  He finally agreed to let me take the clothes that were ready back to the boat and then turn the cart over to him.  That way, I only had two bags of clothes to carry back in my arms.  This is the first marina we've ever stopped at that wouldn't let boat-owners use the dock carts any hour of the day or night.  And this is supposed to be a super luxurious, first-class marina!

    Poor Roy spent hours wiring, soldering, and whatever to install the new inverter.  Then as soon as he plugged it in, it went into overload and burned up.  What a shame!

    As consolation, we went back to the Castle for a $6 all-you-can-

eat prime-rib-chicken-turkey-vegetables-deserts-et cetera dinner.  We were stuffed!

    Roy had bought the inverter at West Marine in Oakland.  West Marine guarantees everything it sells, so he phoned their 800 number to find out where the nearest West Marine store is out here.  Found out it's in Annapolis, so he decided to go there on the bus tomorrow, instead of waiting until we arrive there by boat.  We've gotten along just fine for years without the inverter, but all of a sudden, we need it immediately.

Saturday, December 4, 1993

    This turned out to be an unusual, interesting, and rather exciting day.

    After another humungous $4 all-you-can-eat breakfast buffet, Roy had the foresight to phone West Marine in Annapolis before going there.  Found out they didn't have an inverter in stock.  They suggested he try the store in Syosset, Long Island.  Neither of us had ever heard of Syosset, but we phoned the store.  They had two of the ProWatt 800 inverters, so we decided to go there immediately.  They told us to take the Huntington Branch of the Long Island Railroad.

    We went over to the Marina Office and got a bus schedule from Atlantic City to Manhattan and also one from the marina to the bus terminal.  The next bus to the terminal left in five minutes, so we hurried back to the boat and got the old inverter.  Made the bus by about 30 seconds.  Unfortunately, I hadn't checked the schedule to New York.  Turned out we had nearly an hour's wait for that bus.  Checked at Greyhound and Amtrak, but their fares were too high, so we went as planned on New Jersey Transit.  Cost $9.60 each one-way.

    If the bus had arrived at the Port Authority Terminal on time, we wouldn't have had a problem, but it was five or ten minutes late.  For that matter, if we had gone right down to the subway, we'd have been at Penn Station in plenty of time, but I'd forgotten to bring my subway map and had only a vague recollection of where Penn Station was (turned out my recollection was right on), so we thought the safest way to get there in a hurry was by taxi.  West Marine closed at six, so we had to catch the 3:59 train to get there on time.  Unfortunate-

ly, it was raining, so people were waiting in line for taxis.  We had to wait ten or fifteen minutes, and then, of course, traffic was heavy and every light was red.  We reached Penn Station about 3:54.  Didn't know which way to go to get to the tracks.  Penn Station is in the basement of Madison Square Garden and doesn't look like a train station at all.  Luckily, we saw a sign pointing down the stairs to Penn Station, so we dashed down there and through an opening that said "Long Island Railroad".  Saw another sign that said the Huntington train ran on Track 20.  Fortunately, the tracks were clearly labeled.  We were near Track 17.  I asked a guard if we could pay on the train.  He said we could, but it would cost an extra $2.  We would have paid it to catch the train on time, but just then I saw a ticket machine.  After playing with the buttons for a few seconds, I read the directions and managed to get two tickets out of it.  Then we ran for the Track 20 sign, but couldn't see a track.  I asked another guard, and he said to go down the stairs.  We saw the train sitting there with its doors open as we ran down the stairs.  We both expected to see the doors close just as we got there, but they didn't!  We got on the train, found seats, and sat down.  Then the train started.  Whew!

    Arrived in Syosset around five.  It was pitch dark and raining.  Took a cab to West Marine.  It was a nice new store.  The man we'd talked with on the phone knew right away who we were and what we wanted.  Without a moment's hesitation, he gave us a brand-new inverter in exchange for the no-good one.  Really excellent service.

    If we could have gotten a cab back to the train station right away, we could have caught the 5:46 and been back in Manhattan in time to catch the seven-o'clock bus back to Atlantic City, but the cab didn't come for about half an hour, so we had to wait for the 6:41 train.  We were nearly out of money by then, so we crossed the street to an ATM and reloaded our wallets.  Then we went to a nearby restaurant for supper.  The meal was overwhelming.  For openers, Roy had a huge salad, and I had a bowl of chicken-rice soup.  We also had hot Italian bread and butter.  By then, I was satisfied and didn't need anything more, but we'd already ordered chicken dinners.  The waiter brought enough food for an army.  We each had half a roast chicken, mountains of delicious dressing, huge baked potatoes, bowls of gravy, bowls of vegetables, and cups of applesauce.  I had to ask for a doggie bag for half my chicken, and Roy left half his potato.  What a feast!

    We had missed the 6:41, so we had to take the 7:03.  The station was closed and there was no outside ticket machine, so we couldn't buy our tickets in advance, but it turned out the railroad doesn't penalize customers under those circumstances, so we were able to buy our tickets on the train at the regular price.

    Got to Penn Station around eight, too late to catch the eight-

o'clock bus to Atlantic City.  Took the subway to the Port Authority Terminal and found our way to Gate 319.  Relaxed and waited for the nine-o'clock bus.  Unfortunately, it was fifteen minutes late arriving in Atlantic City, so we missed the bus back to the marina.  Took a cab.  Reached the boat around midnight.  Mission accomplished.

    It had cost us nearly $100 to replace the inverter, which had cost $700 originally.  Sure hope this one works.

Sunday, December 5, 1993

    Strong wind and pouring rain all day.  Gales on the ocean and Delaware Bay.  We're glad to be tied to a dock in a well-protected harbor.

    Roy connected the new inverter and tested it.  It works perfectly, thank goodness.  Now we can use the microwave oven, the heater, the toaster oven, the electric blanket, etc., when we're under way.  They'll run off the boat batteries.

    Most of the day we lazed around the boat, watching videotapes.  However, we did blow over to the Castle for another enormous $4 breakfast and an even more enormous $6 supper.  It's a good thing the weather is supposed to calm down tomorrow so we can get out of here.  If we stayed here much longer, we'd be too fat to get on and off the boat.

Monday, December 6, 1993

    Calm, sunny, clear, and cold.  We're only going a short distance today, so we didn't need to leave until noon.  Ate another huge break-

fast at the Royal Buffet, and then went up to the fifth floor to play the free game of miniature golf that we'd been promised.  When we got there, we found out they'd dismantled the miniature golf course for the winter.  So much for a free game.  But we had a great view from the roof.

    Had no problem leaving the dock and the harbor.  This is a very easy harbor to get in and out of.  No fog this morning, so we had a great view of Atlantic City.

    Sailed southwest about seven miles, and then tried to find the entrance to Great Egg Harbor, where Ocean City is.  Found the entrance buoy easily enough, but couldn't see any more buoys.  According to the chart, we should have been on a 300 degree course, so that's what I took, but we couldn't see any inlet ahead of us, so I entered the waypoint into the GPS, plugged it into a route, and saw we should be on a course of 35 degrees!  We turned to that and eventually found the inlet, but it was a struggle.  Fortunately, Roy had found an ad for a marina in Longport, which is right across the harbor from Ocean City, so I contacted the marina on the VHF, and the dockmaster guided us in. We had to cross a shoal that was only six feet deep, and we had to zig-zag from one side of the harbor to the other and back, but we finally got into the marina and got tied up.  It's a good marina, and the rate is only $1 a foot, but the water has been turned off in the showers as well as on the docks.

    Longport is a resort community.  The nearest grocery store is in the neighboring town of Margate, so we walked over there.  I asked directions from a woman, who told us to go down Atlantic Avenue until we came to "Lucy, the elephant" and then turn left.  I had no idea what she meant by "Lucy, the elephant", but I assumed it would be a store with a picture of an elephant on a sign out front.  To our amazement, we found a huge model elephant, about 35 feet high and 80 feet long!  It had been built way back in 1881!  For a while, it was used as a hotel, but now it's a tourist attraction.  Of course, like everything else in this part of the world, it's closed for the winter, so we couldn't go in it, but we had a good look at the outside.  Then we walked over to the grocery store, bought milk and orange juice, and returned to the boat.

    Tomorrow, we want to leave early for Cape May, about 30 miles southwest of here.  In order to get over the shoal, we have to leave when the tide is fairly high, so we set the alarm for 5 a.m.

Tuesday, December 7, 1993

    Got up at five only to hear on the radio that the tide was going out and would be dead low at 7:30.  So we won't be able to leave until at least ten.  Wasted an early rising.

    Left the dock at 10:20.  Went aground at 10:25.  Boomp boomp.  We were so far aground that the boat was tilted way over to port.  The bottom was soft mud, so after 18 minutes of gunning the engine in reverse and forward, we finally floated free.  Carefully picked our way down the channel and out of the harbor.  We were greatly relieved to reach the open sea.

    Sunny and clear today, with a good breeze out of the west in the morning.  We were able to sail for awhile, but then the wind died down and we had to start the engine.

    At noon, Roy heated soup in the microwave using the new inverter.  What a convenience!  Worked perfectly.

    Arrived at Cape May just as the sun was setting.  Fortunately, the channel was well-marked, and there was still enough light to find our way to a dock and tie up for the night.

    After supper, Roy changed the oil without spilling any for once.  Then we walked a mile or so to a grocery store and bought some fresh vegetables and fruit.

Wednesday, December 8, 1993

    Clear, calm, sunny, cold day.  Roy did some wiring, and I walked to a nearby fish market and bought some cod.  Then we both strolled a few blocks.  Found a grocery store right around the corner, but it was just a little one, so it's just as well we walked to the super market last night.

    No problem getting away from the dock.  Carefully entered the Cape May Canal.  On the way north last summer, we had gone around the outside of the cape, because several people had told us the canal was too shallow for our boat, but the chart shows a minimum depth of 6.4 feet, and the dockmaster at the marina assured us we'd have no problem, so we decided to try it.  He was right; we went through easy as pie, with depth to spare.  The canal is only three miles long, so it saved us a great deal of time and distance.

    Crossed to the Delaware side of the bay and motored north.  Got about 3/4 of the way to the C and D Canal.  Dropped anchor just as dark was descending.

    Later, we were in the main cabin with the hatch closed.  A wave rocked the boat, and some books that were on the hatch cover slid down behind it, making it impossible for us to slide back the hatch cover and open the doors.  Trapped like rats in a rat trap!  Well, not quite.  Roy climbed up through the fo'c'sle hatch, walked around to the cockpit, removed the books, and opened the main hatch.  Which just goes to prove that people are smarter than rats.

Thursday, December 9, 1993

    Got off to a late start.  Another dead calm day.  Had the current against us all day, so we only made three or four knots.  It was three o'clock in the afternoon when we finally reached the Chesapeake and Delaware Canal.  We knew it would be dark by the time we reached the other end, but after some discussion, we decided to go for it.  The canal is well maintained.  It's more than forty feet deep throughout and about a thousand feet wide.  At night, there are lights every hundred yards or so on both banks, and there are also range lights and bridge lights, so it's easy to find your way.

    We arrived at Welch Point, the western end of the canal, at 6:30.  Dropped anchor in the dark.  Used the inverter to cook supper, and ran the engine for warmth.  The electric heater in the main cabin requires 1500 watts, and the maximum for the inverter is 800.  The microwave oven uses 750, so it works fine with the inverter.

Friday, December 10, 1993

    We thought we'd make Baltimore today, but Mother Nature had other plans.  Even though we got up at 5:30 and left at the first crack of dawn, we didn't get very far until the predicted winds hit.  If they'd been in back of us or at an angle, we could have made it, but as usual they were dead against us and getting stronger, so we ducked into Worton Cove.  We were lucky to be close to a well-protected cove that was deep enough (barely) for us to get into.

    There are three marinas in here, but only one responded when I tried calling them on the VHF.  Unfortunately, it was the one farthest in.  We had to plow through soft mud to get to it.  If the bottom had been sand or rock, we wouldn't have made it.

    Tied securely to an end dock (non-floating) and paid for two nights, as the storm is predicted to last all weekend.  We're way out in the boonies here, about thirty miles from Baltimore, on the opposite side of the bay.  There aren't any buses, and the nearest town is Chestertown, about 12 miles away.  The grocery store here at the marina is closed for the winter, but there's a little grocery store a mile and a half from here.  We were told to go out to the stop sign, turn right, and go straight down the road until we came to the store.  Couldn't miss it.  So we turned right at the stop sign, went about a block, and the road ended.  We decided to turn left, since right would have taken us back to the water.  The road twisted and turned and had lots of little roads going off to the side.  We asked a woman if we were going in the right direction to get to the grocery store, but she said she didn't know.  We passed a couple of big dogs that had apparently brought down a small deer.  At least, they were devouring a deer carcass on their front lawn.  One of the dogs came over to us wagging his tail, so we patted him, but the other dog was too busy chomping to pay any attention to us.

    Eventually, we came to a highway, and the road we were on ended, so we turned to the right.  Lo and behold, after all those turns, there was the little store about an eighth of a mile ahead of us!  We bought some eggs and orange juice and potatoes.  Then we started back.

    As we were walking along Buck Neck Road, a man in a small truck pulled up and asked if we'd lost a mitten.  Roy checked his pockets, and sure enough, one of his mittens was missing.  The man had found it and hung it on the stop sign at Foreston Road.  That was certainly nice of him.  Roy was very glad to get his mitten back.

    That was about the last good thing that happened to Roy today.  On the boat, he plugged a drill into the new inverter, and the inverter immediately burned up.  After some deliberation and rereading the manual, we decided that we should never use the inverter when we're connected to shore power.

    Then Roy dug out a lot of spare parts and tools, and discovered that water had gotten to them and corroded them.  He also found that a lot of the fluid had leaked out of the spare auto-pilot control that has never been used and cost $400.  So this was not a very good day for Roy.  But at least we're tied safe and sound to a dock while the wind rages about us.

Saturday, December 11, 1993

    The wind keeps howling more and more.  It's right out of the north, bringing arctic cold and possible snow flurries.  The tide's gone out so far that Jofian's keel is two feet deep in the mud, and we have to climb UP to get to the dock.  Worse, the marina owner told Roy that the tide will never come back in as long as the wind is blowing from the north; the wind is blowing the water right out of the bay.  So here we sit until the wind shifts to the south.  This isn't exactly where we planned on spending the winter, but it could be worse.  At least we're protected from big waves, we have electricity to keep us warm and cook our meals, there's a laundry here at the marina, and there's a grocery store within walking distance.

    For some time, we've been aware of a leak, but we didn't know where it was.  We noticed the bilge pump coming on more and more frequently, especially when we were under way with the engine running. Now that Roy has time to work on the boat, he's found the leak.  There's a small hole in one of the pipes of the wet exhaust system.  When the engine's running, salt water is pumped in to cool the fresh water that cools the engine.  Then the salt water is expelled through the wet exhaust system, but it was squirting through the hole into the boat.  That's how the parts and stuff got wet.  Of course, the salt water eventually flowed down into the bilge and was pumped out by the bilge pump.  Roy had to take all the crates and what-not out of the compartment on the port side of the cockpit in order to get at the pipe.  The marine supply store here at the marina was closed for the weekend, but luckily the owner came by and sold Roy the pieces of pipe he needed to make the repair.  It was an all-day job, but now we don't have to worry about the leak any more.

    While Roy was working on that, I put on my warm winter coat and walked back to the grocery store.  Found out why we'd had a problem with the directions yesterday; we'd taken the little road over the hill instead of the road along the creek, which wound around and eventually came to the highway.  If we'd gone that way, the first stop sign we would have come to would have been at the highway, and then we'd have turned right and seen the store ahead of us, as we'd been told.  That's the way I went today, except when I got to the highway, I turned to the left to go to Hanesville, thinking there might be a larger store there.  The first store I came to turned out to be a taxidermy shop, so I went in and asked if there was a grocery store nearby.  They told me there was one WAY down the road, so I decided to go back to the little store in Melitota.  It had enough stuff to get us by, even though it didn't have everything we needed.

    Two friendly doggies had followed me all the way from the marina.  I kept telling them to go home, but they ignored me.  I was afraid one of them might get hit by a car on the highway, and then I'd feel responsible.  Also, one of the doggies was lame, and I was afraid he'd get too tired hobbling along to make it back home.  When I came out of the grocery store, they had disappeared.  I hoped they had gone home, but as I was walking down Buck Neck Road, the black doggie came running out of the woods.  There was no sign of Lamey, so then I was really worried.  Had he collapsed in the woods and was unable to go farther?

    The wind was blowing so hard, even the geese were grounded.  I passed a field where at least a thousand geese were standing around, waiting for the wind to die down.  As I passed, the geese suddenly flew up into the sky, honking and squawking.  I wondered why they would be so afraid of me, but then I saw Lamey and another dog out in the middle of the field, and I knew what had scared the geese.  As soon as Lamey saw me, he came hobbling over.  I was very glad to see him.  He was tired, but managed to make it home.  Blacky, too.

    Took the dirty clothes up to the laundry room and started them washing.  Went back to the boat and ate lunch.  After lunch, I went up and put the clothes in the dryer.  This is the handiest laundry we've had in a long time.

    The wind keeps blowing harder and harder, and the water keeps getting lower and lower.  It's so strange to look UP at the dock.  The wind is supposed to start calming down tomorrow, but there's no telling how long it will take for the tide to come back in.




