 Tuesday, August 2, 1994 

    Weighed anchor at 8 a.m.  There was a light breeze out of the southwest, so we were able to raise all the sails, but by noon, fog had closed in and the breeze died to nothing, so we had to take in the sails and motor.  Later in the afternoon, the fog lifted, but still no breeze.

    We passed the elbow of Cape Cod and headed north to Portland.  It's about 160 miles, so it will be an overnighter.  I can usually tolerate one night, but more than that and I fold.

Wednesday, August 3, 1994

    By ten this morning, the fog closed in, even thicker than yesterday.  We couldn't see an eighth of a mile, but the radar did our seeing for us.  We reached the Portland racon safely but then got sort of lost.  One problem was they had changed the number on one of the buoys we were heading for from "2C1" to "12".  We kept circling that buoy in dense fog, listening to the foghorns in the distance.  Luckily, a Coast Guard cutter came by, heading into the harbor.  I talked with them on the VHF and asked if we could follow them in.  They said we could, and they slowed down so we could follow.  That was very nice of them.  We'd have probably been sitting out there in the fog all night if they hadn't come along.

    I radioed DiMillo's Marina to arrange for a slip.  The guy said it was perfectly clear in the harbor.  Roy didn't believe him, but sure enough, as soon as we rounded the point, everything was sunny and beautiful.

    The marina looked very crowded and tight, so Roy refused to enter it.  They let us tie for the night at the fuel dock.  They charged $1.25 a foot plus $3 for electricity plus $1 for a shower!  Ridiculous.  We'll find another place tomorrow.

    Phoned around and found a marina that only charges $1 a foot, including electricity.  We were going to walk over there and check it out, but I was too tired from last night, so we went back to the boat and ate supper.  Roy went for a walk, but I went to bed at 8:15.

Thursday, August 4, 1994

    After breakfast, we walked across the Million-Dollar Bridge to South Portland and found Marineast.  They had a good end tie available, so we rented it.  The channel coming in is narrow and shallow, so we can only enter at fairly high tide.  High tide this morning was at 9:45.  Low will be at 3:35.

    On the way back to the boat, Roy stopped at a marine-supply store to look around, and I stopped at the Visitor Information Center to pick up maps and brochures.  It was nearly noon when we got to the boat.  Since we were tied to the fuel dock, it made sense to get diesel before leaving, so we pulled the boat back twenty or thirty feet to where the hose would reach and filled the tank.

    The wind was fairly strong and was blowing us toward the dock, so Roy was worried that we might bump the pilings at the end of the dock on our way out.  We stood around for a while, hoping the wind would die down, but it didn't.  A man came along and offered to help, so we had him push the center of the boat away from the dock, and we took off, no problem.  By then, it was about one o'clock.

    We motored across the harbor and into the channel.  I was on the deck, getting fenders and lines ready.  Roy kept sticking his head out of the cockpit, telling me what to do when we reached the dock.  He should have been watching where he was going.  All of a sudden, BLOOMP, we were stuck fast in the mud.  Roy had overlooked one of the channel markers.  He tried to back up but couldn't, and the tide was going out.  We were only a few hundred feet from the dock, but there was no way we could get there until the tide went completely out and then came back in again.  We figured it would be about seven that evening before we could move.

    After an hour or so, the marina manager and another guy came by in a work boat to see if they could help.  Roy asked them to carry our anchor out to the channel and drop it.  That way, when the tide came in, we wouldn't blow into shallow water.  Also, we'd have a way to pull ourselves into the channel.  They were very nice and set the anchor right where Roy told them to.  They also put out the red ball on the line that's tied to the anchor to facilitate raising the anchor if it gets wedged in.

    A little later, a power boat went by and got the line wrapped around its prop.  They cut the line away, but apparently the ball had been chewed up by the prop; we never saw it again.  Roy tied the other red ball to the line.

    As the tide went out, Jofian tilted farther and farther to port.  At lowest tide, she was over 37 degrees, much to the amusement of passing boaters.  Walking was a major problem, so I sat on the port side and read the brochures I'd picked up yesterday.  Roy dropped his Royak in the water and paddled around.

    The boat began slowly righting herself around five o'clock.  By six, she was upright, and by six-thirty, she was afloat.  We pulled up the anchor and motored to the dock.

    We like this marina much better than DiMillo's.  It's in a quiet residential area instead of a bustling, noisy commercial area.  We don't have the awful surge here that we had at DiMillo's, and the scenery is prettier.  We can even hear the bugle calls from the Coast Guard base a short distance away.  Really neat.

    It's only a few blocks to a super market, so while Roy cleaned the anchor chain and hooked up the electricity, I walked to the market and bought some groceries.

Friday, August 5, 1994

    You could have knocked me over with a feather.  When I went to the office to pay for another night, the guy said our boat's picture was in the paper.  I thought he was joking, but he handed it to me.  Sure enough, there was the Jofian on her side!  I could scarcely believe my eyes.  The local newspaper had actually printed a picture of the Jofian in her humiliating position!  It was a good picture, but they had the write-up all wrong.  They said she was fifty feet long and from Wilmington, Delaware.  They said the Coast Guard sent out a boat to "rescue" us, but the crew had already been taken ashore by a boat from the marina.  I phoned the paper and gave them the facts.  At no time were we in any danger whatsoever.  No one took us ashore.  Roy went Royaking, and I sat contentedly on the boat reading until the tide came in.  It will be interesting to see if they print a retraction tomorrow.

    We also received a surprise from Mother Nature today.  We knew that people go to Maine in the summer to cool off, but we weren't prepared for the cooling off we got today.  The morning started out sunny and warm, as it had been.  We planned on renting a car and driving out to Highland Lake, where Roy spent four or five summers when he was a little boy.  I phoned Enterprise to have them deliver a car, but they were overwhelmed with business and said they couldn't deliver today, but if we'd go to the Pine Tree Shopping Center, they'd pick us up there.

    Roy and I went to the nearby bus stop and waited.  In due course of time, a South Portland bus came along and took us across the bridge to Portland.  The fare was only fifty cents apiece, and we got free transfers.  A very nice lady in a wheelchair told us where to catch a bus to Pine Tree.  It was a different bus company, but they accepted our transfers.  We also picked up a bus map and schedule.

    While we were waiting for the bus to the shopping center, the sky suddenly got dark, the temperature plummeted, thunder boomed, and rain came down.  We had some protection from the rain, but no jackets or umbrellas, so we were glad to get on the bus.  The rain was still coming down when we got to the Pine Tree Shopping Center, so we scurried to a nearby Burger King and ate lunch.  We decided it wasn't the greatest day to go walking around a lake, so we canceled the car reservation and went bus riding instead.  Rode the bus back to town and took a bus that went out past Back Cove into the suburbs.  When we returned from that ride, we took another bus to the Maine Mall, which turned out to be a huge shopping center.  Wandered around there for a while and bought a few things.

    It was getting late and we were getting cold, so we decided to return to the boat.  Had a hard time finding the bus stop, but after following the periphery of the mall for a while, we finally saw a bus stop sign.  Waited about twenty minutes.  We'd no sooner gotten on the Portland bus than we saw a South Portland bus.  If we'd known the South Portland bus went to the mall, we could have taken it back instead of going all the way to downtown Portland and then catching another bus to South Portland.  We picked up a copy of the South Portland bus map and schedule at the Metro center, so we'll know next time.  Luckily, we didn't have to wait for the South Portland bus; it arrived as soon as we reached the stop.

    It sure felt good to be back on our nice warm boat.  The wind was really howling by then, and rain was still coming down but not very hard.  It was so cold, we actually turned on the heater.  In August!

Saturday, August 6, 1994

    Awoke to blue sky and sunshine.  The day was absolutely glorious!  We couldn't have asked for a more perfect day.

    Enterprise was out of their low-priced cars.  Phoned around and finally got one from Agency Car Rental for $30.  Unfortunately, they weren't able to deliver, so we had to ride the bus to Forest and Warren and then walk a mile or so to the agency.

    The car ran just fine.  Drove out 302 and stopped at a little grocery store/filling station.  Put gas in the tank and bought sandwiches and stuff for lunch.  Highland Lake is surrounded by private property, but there is one public road to the edge of the lake, so we drove down that and ate lunch sitting on a big rock.  The lake was beautiful and looked just the way Roy remembered it.  He and his brother Ken used to come here with their grandmother to stay in a little cottage his Aunt Madeleine owned.  The kids built a raft and poled it down to the lower end of the lake, where they caught bullfrogs.  Sometimes, they were able to borrow a rowboat from a neighbor and row it around.  Once, they found a bunch of money in an abandoned ice house.  They had lots of fun here.

    We drove completely around the lake twice, but could only get close to the water in a couple of places.  Found what might have been the very cottage Roy used to stay in.  It looked a lot like it and was in the right location.  As usual, I forgot my camera.

    Drove farther out in the country.  Stopped at a lovely rest area that was closed, which seems odd.  Pumped some good water from an old pump.  Relaxed and enjoyed.

    Got a little lost returning to the boat, but eventually found it.  Went to a super market at a nearby shopping center and loaded up with groceries.

Sunday, August 7, 1994

    Another beautiful day.  Quite calm, bright sun, pleasant temperature.  We plan on spending a few days cruising among the islands of Casco Bay before heading back to Fairhaven.

    Took the dirty clothes to the laundromat first thing this morning. It was sure easy, using the car.  There's a nice park across the street, so I strolled around it while the clothes washed.

    The generator's having problems again.  Roy's been working on it and has gotten it to run, but it isn't producing electricity.  He thinks the problem is the capacitor, so we drove to Radio Shack to see if they had one, but they didn't.  They suggested an automotive electronics supply store, but it isn't open on Sunday.

    One of the problems I overlooked when I rented the car yesterday is the fact that most of the buses don't run on Sunday, including the one we took going to the rental agency.  Fortunately, another bus, not too far away, runs once an hour on Sunday.  I left Roy at the boat and took the car back.  Walked very fast to the bus stop.  I was hoping to catch the 12:17, so I wouldn't have to wait an hour for the next one.  Turned out, the stop wasn't as far away as I had thought.  Got there in plenty of time.  Had to wait fifteen minutes for the bus.  Rode to downtown Portland and then walked across the bridge to South Portland. None of the South Portland buses run on Sunday.

    It was a few minutes after one when I reached the boat.  Took a quick shower, turned in the key, and took off.  Had no trouble getting away from the dock and through the channel.  Went right by an old Liberty Ship that was built here during World War II and is open to the public today.  A lot of people waved to us and we waved back.

    Such a clear, bright day!  We finally got to see all the scenery we had missed coming in through the fog.  Easy to find our way today.

    As soon as we got out of the harbor, we raised the mainsail and headsail and turned off the engine.  The breeze was light, but we had plenty of time.  Moved along at two to three knots.

    Reached Jewell Island about six o'clock.  A lot of boats were already in the tiny harbor, so we anchored just outside.  This is a small, uninhabited island, one of many off the coast of Maine.  There are hundreds of small islands in Casco Bay alone, and most of them are uninhabited.  It's going to be fun visiting them.

    As soon as we got here, Roy got in his Royak and went exploring.  I put the clean clothes away and then took a nap.  For some reason, I felt very sleepy.  By the time Roy returned, it was getting pretty cold.  A man from a nearby boat rowed over and loaned us a book on the Maine Coast.

Monday, August 8, 1994

    What a lovely place to wake up in!  The sun is shining, the water is calm, we're surrounded by little islands.  Everything is peaceful and quiet.

    Tim and his wife rowed over.  They're leaving this morning, so we had to return the book, even though we'd barely had a chance to look at it.  It's really interesting.  Tells all about these islands.

    We got in our Royaks and paddled completely around Jewell Island.  Then we ate lunch and went ashore to explore.  During World War II, the Army built a lookout post here to protect Portland Harbor.  The two lookout towers are still here.  We climbed to the top of both of them.  One was twice as tall as the other and still in excellent condition.  What a terrific view!  We could look way out over the ocean.  From other sides, we could look at endless islands.

    Found an old, solidly built bunker.  Roy had brought a small flashlight, so we explored it.  The rooms were dark and spooky, and there were a lot of dangerous holes one could fall into.  It's surprising the State of Maine, which now owns the island, hasn't covered them up.

    We followed various paths and saw lots of collapsed buildings that had been barracks, boiler rooms, etc.  Came out on the beach on the other side of the island.  By then, it was five o'clock, so we returned to the Royaks and paddled to neighboring Cliff Island, which is inhabited.  Bought a couple of lobsters, because we couldn't spend all this time in Maine and not eat a lobster.  Roy was sure he knew how to cook them, but I think he overcooked them.  They were mushy and not very tasty.

Tuesday, August 9, 1994

    Another beautiful day!  We've really been lucky on the weather--

three perfect days in a row.

    We slowly motored six or seven miles to Peaks Island, which is inhabited and close to Portland.  Dropped anchor off the eastern side.

    Roy wanted to write a bunch of postcards, so he stayed on the boat while I paddled ashore and took the ferry to Portland, a fifteen-

minute ride.  Like the Staten Island ferry, they only charge in one direction.  I rode to Portland for free, but to return to the island cost $2.25.  Luckily, as it turned out, I bought my ticket as soon as I got off the ferry.

    My main project, I thought, was to buy a new capacitor for the generator.  (Later, Roy told me he just wanted to have the capacitor tested.  Why didn't he tell me that in the first place?)  I phoned a bunch of likely places from the terminal, but none had it.  Some suggested Grainger on Warren Avenue, so I went there.  Warren Avenue was the street the car-rental agency was on, so I knew how to get there.  Took the #4 bus to Riverside and then walked a mile or so in the blazing sun.  Grainger had the capacitor in their catalog but didn't have any in stock.  They suggested I try Electric Motorworks on Forest, so off I went again for another mile or two of walking in the hot sun.  Stopped at every likely place along the way, but no luck.  When I came to a McDonald's, I went in for a lobster sandwich and a strawberry shake.  The sandwich had big chunks of lobster meat in it.

    Finally got to Electric Motorworks.  They didn't have the identical capacitor, but they had a similar one that they assured me would do the job.  They also said I could return it if it didn't work, so I bought it.

    First mission accomplished, so I started on the second.  When we were getting ready to leave Fairhaven, Roy asked my permission to disassemble my folding bike.  I was busy fixing supper, so I told him okay.  Mistake.  I had taken my bike apart many times with no problem. The one time Roy took it apart, the left pedal bounced into the water. Bye bye.  So I'd looked up a Schwinn dealer in the phone book and had gone there the day I returned the car, but they were closed on Sunday. Today is Tuesday, so I figured they'd be open.  I could easily have taken the bus, but it was only a few blocks--might as well walk.  The bus zoomed by when I was halfway there.  After another mile or two of walking, I finally got to the bicycle shop.  They only sell pedals in pairs, so I bought a pair.  Now I've got a spare right pedal in case Roy drops that one in the water.

    The only other thing I wanted to do in Portland was pick up a few groceries, so I headed for a Shop 'n' Save, which was on the way back to the ferry terminal.  Again, I could have taken a bus, but it was only a few blocks, so I walked.  By the time I reached the store, it was after five o'clock.  I checked the ferry schedule and saw that one left at 5:35.  After that, there wasn't one until 7:15!  I knew that if I took the time to buy groceries, I'd miss the 5:35.  In fact, I'd probably miss it anyway.  I debated whether I should buy groceries and take the 7:15, or let the groceries go and make a mad dash for the ferry.  Decided on the mad dash, since I could always return to the grocery store if I missed the ferry.

    This time, I took the bus.  By luck, one came along just as I reached the stop.  Got off on Congress Street, which was as close as that bus went to the ferry terminal.  I still had eight or ten blocks to go, and it was 5:25.  Zoom, zoom.  Walked as fast as I could.  Fortunately, it was all downhill.  Strolling pedestrians kept getting in my way, and I had a hard time getting across busy streets, but I kept zooming.  Reached the ferry terminal at 5:33, just as a ferry tooted and pulled away from the dock.  I felt sure that was the Peaks Island ferry, but then I saw another ferry still tied to the dock, so I rushed over to it and down the ramp, just as the guys were getting ready to raise the gangplank.  I yelled, "Is this the Peaks Island ferry?"  To my surprise and joy, a man said it was.  I leaped on, they pulled up the gangplank, and the ferry took off.  What a relief to be on my way back to Peaks Island!

    As we approached the dock, I saw Roy paddling in.  Waved to him, but he didn't see me until I'd gotten off the ferry.  By then, he was at a small, floating dock close to the ferry dock.  I went over to where I could talk with him.  He wanted to explore Peaks Island, so he tied his Royak to another small dock.

    We walked around a little.  Saw a restaurant that had lobster dinners for $12.95!  Also saw a notice of a slide show that evening on the history of Peaks Island, so we decided to go to that before dinner.  After inquiring of passersby, we finally found the place where the slide show was to be held.  It was the headquarters of the Fifth Maine Civil War Regiment.  The building had been built in 1888 and housed a lot of old photographs and memorabilia.  The slide show was presented by a woman who had lived all her life on Peaks Island.  She really knew its history.  Didn't even use notes.

    By the time the show was over, it was eight o'clock and getting dark and cold.  Roy still wanted a lobster dinner, but I wanted to get back to the boat.  I wasn't really hungry anyway, so it would have been a waste.  We bought a couple of frozen dinners at the IGA and returned to our respective Royaks.

    It was pretty dark, and my little light no longer worked.  I paddled over to a well-lighted dock, so people could see me.  To my horror, a cabin cruiser at the dock suddenly started backing up towards me!  I yelled, and the woman on the stern yelled.  Then the helmsman saw me, but he continued backing up.  He seemed to be aiming for me--when I turned, he turned in the same direction.  I paddled backwards as fast as I could.  Finally, he turned and went forward.  What a relief!  I hugged the shore until I was opposite the Jofian, which was the only boat in the area with a masthead light lit, and then made a dash for it.  While I was pulling my Royak up, Roy arrived.  He had seen a boat coming at him and had hidden behind a buoy until it went by.  We were both relieved to be back on the boat.

Wednesday, August 10, 1994

    For some reason, we both overslept this morning.  I didn't get up until 8:30, which is a couple of hours later than I usually get up.  It was nearly ten o'clock by the time Roy got up!  He couldn't believe it.  Neither could I.

    After breakfast, Roy installed the new capacitor in the generator, but it still didn't generate, so he removed it.

    We just barely made the 12:45 ferry.  We had planned on touring the Liberty Ship, Jeremiah O'Brien, today, but when we got there, it turned out they're not having regular tours today.  Instead, they're having a three-hour cruise at fifty dollars a head!  We said goodbye to that one in a hurry.

    Took the capacitor back and got a refund.  Went to various places looking for a head gasket.  Every place we went, Roy recited the entire tale of woe regarding the generator, until I was ready to run off screaming.

    We wanted to try a lobster dinner at a good restaurant to find out what lobster should taste like and how it should be prepared.  We had a brochure for a seafood restaurant in South Portland that sounded really good, so we went there.  Were we ever disappointed!  They used paper plates and plastic knives and forks, the melted butter tasted like lard, and the lobsters didn't even taste as good as the ones we'd had on the boat.  I don't know what's happened to lobsters.  When I was a kid, they were delicious, and the one Daddy treated me to in San Jose twenty odd years ago was scrumptious, but nowadays they don't seem to have any flavor at all.

    We missed the 5:35 ferry, so we had to take the 7:15, which turned out to be a much smaller one.  When we got to Peaks Island, we enjoyed some delicious ice cream at the little store on the corner.  Paddled back to the boat just before dark.

Thursday, August 11, 1994

    This morning, we paddled over to Fort Gorges, which was built in 1858 on a tiny island in the middle of Portland Harbor.  At high tide, the island disappears, so the fort seems to rise out of the water, but at low tide, there's a little fringe of sand and rock around it.  We got there at low tide, so there was room for our Royaks.  We'd been afraid the place would be all boarded up, but it wasn't.  People are allowed in at their own risk.

    We were greatly impressed by its construction.  It was built to last forever.  It was made of huge blocks of granite and reinforced brick.  A caretaker lived there until 1916, and the Army stored ammunition there during World War II.  Today, it's abandoned but still in remarkably good shape.

    We climbed three flights of stone steps and explored the entire building.  The third level is covered with dirt, trees, and bushes.  We found a huge old cannon up there.

    Twice, I had to return to my Royak to pull it up out of the rapidly advancing water.  On one of my trips, Roy explored a dungeon on his own and got lost!  He was really scared, but finally he found his way out.

    The tide was coming in so fast that we had to hurry up and leave.  We paddled over to House Island, which also has some fortifications on it, but they are less accessible.  Most of the island is privately owned and is posted, but Roy went ashore at a place that didn't have any "No Trespassing" signs and explored the fortresses, which are mostly underground.  I stayed in my Royak.  Roy said these were even larger and more elaborate than Fort Gorges, though they look small from the outside.

    Went back to Peaks Island and mailed the post cards Roy had written.  Ate lunch at a tiny restaurant that had remarkably low prices and good food.  We kept wondering how they stayed in business.

    Took the 2:45 ferry to Portland.  This time, we went on the $3 tour of the Jeremiah O'Brien.  It was very interesting.  We were even allowed down into the engine room.

    Took a bus to Shop 'n' Save, bought a few groceries, and caught a bus back.  Got to see parts of Portland we hadn't seen before.

    Returned to Peaks Island on the 7:15 ferry and paddled back to the boat before dark.

Friday, August 12, 1994

    Sunny and calm again this morning.  Paddled to House Island, so I could see the fortifications Roy explored yesterday.  I wasn't disappointed.  They were remarkable.  Large vaulted chambers connected by long, dark passageways.  Pitch dark dungeons where munitions had been stored.  Beautiful arches everywhere you looked.  Even a spiral stone staircase.  The construction was amazing--huge granite blocks and tens of thousands of bricks.  It had been built to last forever.  We'd like to know more about its history.

    At noon, we returned to the boat and weighed anchor.  We're on our way back south.  Motorsailed to Kennebunk.  When we were almost there, Roy asked me to lower the mainsail.  After doing so and putting on the gaskets and taking in the lazyjacks, I returned to the cockpit and was astonished to discovered that, for some unfathomable reason, Roy had changed course and zoomed over to Cape Porpoise, which is fine if you want to go to Cape Porpoise but not so fine if your intention is to go to Kennebunk, several miles away.  Anyway, when he was satisfied as to our position, he turned around and headed for Kennebunk.  We dropped anchor off the beach shortly before dark.  The tide was going out, and we had put out too much chain.  When we got down to 6.2 feet, Roy went out and pulled up forty feet of chain.

Saturday, August 13, 1994

    Awoke to fog and light rain.  The weather forecast said strong southwest winds tomorrow.  We had no protection whatsoever from the southwest, so we decided to move down to Portsmouth, about twenty miles farther south, where there's a large, well-protected harbor.

    We motored all the way against a light headwind.  Had to use the radar most of the day to see where we were going, but by the time we approached Portsmouth Harbor, most of the fog had lifted, and we had two or three miles of visibility.  The GPS and the autopilot did a good job of getting us there.

    We dropped anchor in Pepperrell Cove around three o'clock.  A few minutes later, a small motorboat with a middle-aged man and a teenaged girl in it pulled up a few feet away.  I was in the cockpit, and I heard the man saying something about "Roy's Royaks", so I looked out and said something in reply.  Roy came up from the main cabin and poked his head out, too.  Turned out the man was Randall Gibson, who had known Roy many years ago, in the early days of Royaks.  The girl was his daughter, Natasha.  Randall had purchased ten Royaks, four of which he used on the research boat, Heraclitus, that he had built.

    Of course, we invited them aboard, showed them the Jofian, and chatted a while.  Then Randall offered us a tour of the harbor in his motorboat.  We eagerly accepted, little knowing what we were getting into.  This is quite a large harbor, and Randall took us from one end of it to the other, pointing out places of interest.  There's a large Navy base here, and a huge Naval prison that is no longer in use and looks like a grand hotel.

    The rain had pretty much stopped, but the air was cool and the water cold, so Roy and I wore jackets, which turned out to be wise.  Most of the time, Randall drove at a moderate speed, but every once in a while, he cranked it up and went ninety-to-nothing.  We were hanging on for dear life and blamming up and down on the hard wooden seats.  Once, he went through another powerboat's wake at a right angle, and a wall of water came over the bow and soaked us to the skin.  Roy and I were afraid the boat would fill with water and sink, but it didn't.  Randall dropped his half-frozen daughter off at their dock and then took us back to the Jofian.  We were very glad to get inside, dry off, and change clothes.  What an introduction to Portsmouth!

    We had planned on going to a grocery store, but we no sooner were back on the boat than the rain started coming down again.  We had had enough wet for one day, so we decided to stay on the boat and eat sardines for supper.

    Roy got out his Royak album and found a letter Randall had written to him in 1976.  This brought back a lot of memories, and Roy began remembering Randall a lot more clearly.

Sunday, August 14, 1994

    We started paddling to downtown Portsmouth, which is about three miles from the anchorage and on the opposite side of the harbor.  The wind was blowing about twenty knots against us, but we could have dealt with that.  What we couldn't deal with was the powerful outgoing tide.  We fought it about halfway to Portsmouth and then gave up and turned back.

    Roy turned back first.  He went across to Seavey Island, so he'd be on the north side of the harbor and wouldn't get swept out to sea when he crossed the harbor entrance.  I tried to keep going, but as soon as I passed the next point, I got caught by tidal currents that were twice as strong as the ones we'd been in.  No matter how hard I paddled, I kept going backwards.  After five or ten minutes of paddling with all my strength, I gave up and let the wind carry me across to Seavey Island.

    Going back was a cinch.  All I had to do was steer.  I went around the east end of Seavey and then crossed the channel to Kittery Point.  I thought Roy would already be on the Jofian, but I didn't see his Royak, so I paddled to the dinghy dock to see if he was there.  No sign of his Royak, so I continued following the shore into the next cove.  When I didn't see him there, I turned back to the dinghy dock.  I was going to go to the grocery store, but a man on the dock told me he had seen another yellow kayak out among the boats, so I paddled back to the Jofian.  This time, Roy was there.  It turned out Roy had paddled halfway around Seavey Island, expecting to meet me coming the other way, which was what I had originally intended to do.  He spent half an hour or so waiting for me over there, so he was actually in back of me instead of ahead of me.  Anyway, we finally found each other.

    After lunch and a rest, we set out again.  By then, the tide was coming in and the wind wasn't quite as strong.  Instead of going to Portsmouth, we went to the ramp at Kittery Point, which was very easy to get to.  When we got to the grocery store, it was closed, so we crossed the street and made a couple of phone calls.  I talked with my daughter Kathy, and Roy left a message on his son Steve's answering machine.

    Then we walked a short distance to Fort McClary, which is right on the point, with a commanding view of both the harbor and the river.  There have been fortifications there since 1720, but none of the original buildings are still standing.  There are a few structures that were built in the 1800's, including a blockhouse, which was already obsolete at the time they built it.  It was interesting and had a great view, but couldn't compare with the fortifications we had seen near Portland.

    When we got back to the boat, we found a note from Randall, saying he would pick us up at seven for dinner at his place.  He's been renting a house on the point for a couple of weeks.  We got dressed and were waiting for him when he arrived.  This time, he drove his boat at a more moderate pace.

    We were introduced to his wife, Bonnie, and a Russian guest, Igor. Natasha showed us around the house, which was built in 1740!  It was lovely.  Most of the original house has been preserved, but it has modern plumbing, heating, electricity, etc.  The Gibsons have two parrots, Banjo and Boomerang, and a cute little dog.  Supper was delicious and conversation lively.  By the time we were ready to leave, it was ten o'clock and the wind was blowing like crazy.  Randall hesitated to take us back in the motorboat, since it was pitch dark and he was afraid of running into lobster-pot lines, so he drove us to the yacht club to see if we could get a ride out to the boat in the club launch.  On Sundays, the launch stops running at nine, but there was a couple there who were about to return to their boat and said they'd drop us off.  We assumed they had a motorboat, but it turned out they just had a little rubber dinghy with oars.  Fortunately, the wind was no longer blowing very hard, but it was still quite a long ways to row.  The man didn't seem to have a problem, however.  He rowed us out to the Jofian in fifteen or twenty minutes.  It was certainly nice of him.  We were very glad our masthead light had come on automatically.  It was the only lighted masthead light in the cove, so that made finding the Jofian easy.

Monday, August 15, 1994

    Strong wind this morning but bright sunshine and clear air.  We blew over to the town dock and pulled our Royaks up on a float.

    Checked out the local grocery store, but it didn't have much to offer, so we walked the three miles in to Portsmouth.  It was a lovely walk.  We passed many old, old houses with large yards and tall green trees.  It was New England at its best.

    We stopped at a little marine electronics store, run by an old man.  We wanted to replace the switch cover for the radar.  He didn't have one, but said he could probably order it.  Roy also asked him about a part he needs for the Sumlog.  The old man phoned around and located it in Florida.  He'll have it shipped here overnight.  We'll phone him Wednesday morning to see if it arrived and to arrange to get it.  The man said he could bring it to us at noon.

    By the time we reached Portsmouth, we were famished, so we found a restaurant called "The Stock Pot" and ate delicious turkey sandwiches, made with real turkey, not turkey lunchmeat.  Roy had pecan pie for desert, and I had the best gingerbread I've had in years.

    Took a bus to a shopping center where there was a large, very nice super market with excellent produce.  Bought about three times as much as we had intended.  Somehow, Roy managed to combine it all into four bags.  I put one in my backpack, and we carried the rest.  The bus back to Portsmouth was late, and when it finally arrived, we didn't even recognize it as a bus.  It was painted black and looked like a truck.  But other people got on it, so we did too.

    We had more groceries than we cared to carry, so we took a cab from Portsmouth to Kittery Point.  The wind had died quite a bit, so we had no problem returning to the Jofian.

    We had invited the Gibsons to go sailing with us tomorrow, so while I put the groceries away, Roy paddled over there to make the final arrangements.  They'll take the launch out to the boat and get here about ten o'clock.  We're going to go out to the Isles of Shoals.

Tuesday, August 16, 1994

    What a perfect day!  Bright sunshine, blue sky, clear air, light wind.  We couldn't have picked a better day if we'd tried.

    The Gibsons arrived about 10:30.  We were able to sail gently almost all the way to the Isles of Shoals.  Dropped anchor, relaxed, ate lunch, enjoyed the scenery.  The Isles of Shoals consists of several small islands.  The largest is Appledore, which has a Marine Biology Lab of the University of Maine and also a church convention center.  The next largest is Star, which has a large, verandahed hotel from the 1890's.  A handful of people live on the islands yearround.

    After lunch, we sailed back.  The Gibsons really enjoyed the day and so did we.

Wednesday, August 17, 1994

    Remarkably calm this morning.  First day since we've been here that it didn't blow like crazy.

    Paddled to the village dock.  Roy went to the phone and called the guy at the electronics place.  The Sumlog part had arrived, and he expected the switch cover around noon, so he asked Roy to call him back at 12:30.

    Roy and I paddled around the nearby coves, enjoying the scenery.  At noon, Roy returned to the dock to phone the electronics guy.  I paddled a little more and then went in, too.  The switch cover had arrived, and the man drove over with the parts.  Roy was very pleased. At long last, he can repair the Sumlog.

    Roy wanted to get his hair cut, so we walked to a barber shop in Kittery.  A young woman cut his hair very quickly.  Did a good job.

    We continued walking to Portsmouth.  Saw them raising and lowering the bridge, just after we'd crossed it.  Went to the bus stop in town and boarded a bus half a minute before it took off.  Went way out in the country.  Came to a shopping center where there were several restaurants and fast-food places, so we got off.  Four or five ambulances went tearing by with sirens screaming, so we figured there had been a major accident on the highway.

    We went to a Friendly's Restaurant and ate delicious turkey sandwiches.  I wanted a hot fudge sundae for dessert, but we thought there wasn't enough time.  The bus back was due in ten minutes.  If we missed that one, it would be a two-hour wait for the next, so we hurried over to the bus stop.  As it turned out, I would have had time to eat a dozen sundaes;  the bus was delayed by the accident and got there half an hour late.

    Reached Portsmouth around six.  Walked back to Kittery Point and got to the boat by 7:30, so it was still daylight.  Ate a light supper of corn on the cob and chicken.

Thursday, August 18, 1994

    Wind and rain this morning, the tail end of tropical storm Beryl.  The wind has lost most of its power, but the rain is still fairly heavy.  We filled our water tank and had plenty of rain left over.

    Weighed anchor for Gloucester about ten o'clock.  We were able to motorsail most of the way, but then the wind changed and we had to motor.

    Going by the Dry Salvages, we saw a fishing boat high and dry on the rocks.  Apparently, the crew had already been taken off; we didn't see anyone waving for help, so we continued on.

    Gloucester has a very well protected harbor.  We arrived about six o'clock.  Dropped anchor twice.  The first time, we were in a channel, so we had to pull up the anchor and move a few hundred yards.


