Friday, August 19, 1994 

    Gloucester Harbor is very well protected, but it's also very dirty.  The water is full of diesel, dead fish, flotsam, and glop.  It's intended for commercial fishing boats, not recreational boats.  There are no facilities at all for recreational boats, although there are a dozen or so anchored or moored in the center of the harbor.

    We paddled in to the town dock, which is located in the filthiest corner of the harbor.  When we went in, it was high tide, so it wasn't too bad, but when we returned at low tide, yuk!

    We strolled around town.  Found a tourist information center where we were able to get some maps and other info.  Found out there's a trolley-bus that runs on weekends and will take us all over the area for $2, so we'll ride that tomorrow.  There are regular buses, too, that only cost 35 cents, but we didn't succeed in catching one.

    The streets in this town twist and ramble all over the place.  None of them runs straight, so the blocks aren't square or rectangular; they're all sorts of oddball shapes.

    Like most New England towns, Gloucester is very old.  Many of the houses were built in the 1700's.  Also like many New England towns, it is poor, dingy, and dying.

    We wandered around a while and then ate lunch in a little cafe.  Then we wandered some more.  Went to the City Hall, because we had read that visitors could go up to the third floor and get a great view.  Guess what--on Fridays the City Hall closes at noon.  Crossed the street to the library to get a bus schedule.  On Fridays, the library closes at one o'clock.  We got there at one-fifty.  Yup.

    Some more wandering, and we found the train station, a bus stop, a super market, and a McDonald's.  Roy wanted to take a ride on the train, but I didn't like the idea of paying a surcharge for not having tickets in advance.  We waved down a bus, but it was just going around the downtown area, so we didn't get on.  The driver gave me a schedule.  They have buses going all over the place.  We waited a while for one, but it was after three by then, so we decided to buy our groceries, take them back to the boat, and paddle around the harbor.  We spent several hours paddling around, and Roy stopped to talk with a number of fishermen.  Some were unloading big barrels of eels.  We also watched a barge being loaded with rocks.  Found a beach we can land on if we don't want to go back to the town dock.  Saw a sign that said "TOONA BATE".  Oh well, if you know how to fish, I guess you don't need to know how to spell.

    When we were back on the boat, we noticed another sailboat very close to us.  We don't know if it was dragging its anchor or if we were dragging our anchor, but we would have collided if Roy hadn't pushed the other boat away, so we raised the anchor again and moved to a better location.

Saturday, August 20, 1994

    On weekends, they run trolley buses that take you all over Cape Ann.  Senior fare is only $2 all day, and you can get off and on as often as you like.  We wanted to ride the trolley out to Essex, so we could visit the Shipbuilding Museum.  Paddled in to the beach and tied up our Royaks.  We thought we had missed the 11:30 trolley and would have to take the 12:30, so we walked down to the schooner "Adventure" and looked her over.  Had a hard time finding a trolley stop, but eventually one came along and we flagged it down.

    By the time we got to Essex, we were plenty hungry, so we went to a little seafood restaurant before going into the museum.  Most of the prices were considerably more than we wanted to pay.  Roy ate a fish sandwich and four clamcakes.  I ate four clamcakes and drank a glass of pink lemonade.  The clamcakes were very disappointing.  The ones I ate when I was a kid were loaded with clams, but these were mostly batter with just a few tiny pieces of clam.

    After lunch, we strolled over to the Evalina Goulart, an old fishing schooner that nearly sank in Fairhaven Harbor, but was rescued and towed to Essex, where she had been built.  She's now sitting on stands and slowly being rebuilt.

    The museum was small but had some interesting exhibits and a video on rescuing the Goulart.

    When we left the museum, we had some ice cream and waited for the return trolley.  We rode it all the way to the opposite end of the island, at Rockport.  Returned to Gloucester and paddled back to the boat.

    When I read some of the brochures I'd picked up at the Chamber of Commerce, I learned there's an old granite quarry near Rockport that's open to the public.  Roy's been itching to visit a quarry and find out how they worked the stone and moved it, so we decided to go there tomorrow.

Sunday, August 21, 1994

    Paddled to a better part of the beach.  Caught the 11:30 trolley bus to Rockport.  We had to wait half an hour for the trolley that would take us to the quarry, so we wandered around.  We were amazed by the number of people.  Rockport is an artists' colony and popular tourist attraction.  There are lots of galleries and small shops.

    We enjoyed the narrated ride to Halibut State Park, where the quarry is.  There was no admission charge.  We took the self-guided tour around the quarry and watched the videos at the park headquarters.  Saw a lot of old tools and learned a lot, but not enough to satisfy Roy, so we bought a book on quarrying.

    After the tour, we walked down the hill to Folly Cove and ate lunch at a little restaurant that looked a lot like the one we ate in yesterday but had better food and lower prices.  Enjoyed sandwiches and ice cream.

    When the trolley bus arrived, we stayed on it for the other half of the tour, out to Loblolly Cove.  Very pretty scenery and lovely homes.  Got back to Gloucester around 5:30.  Severe thunderstorms were predicted, but the sky didn't look threatening, so we walked to the supermarket and bought chicken and potatoes.  By the time we got back to our Royaks, the wind was blowing pretty strong, the sky was black, and white caps were starting to form in the harbor.  Several people stopped to watch us getting ready and to warn us it was rough out there, but of course we had to get back to the Jofian anyhow.  The wind was in our favor, so it really wasn't at all difficult paddling back.

    The sailboat that had dragged into us a couple of days ago did it again.  The guy wasn't on it, so we pulled up our anchor and moved.  This is about the fifth time we've anchored in this one harbor.

    The rain soon started pouring down, and we were glad to be back on the boat.  Filled the water tank again.

    There are a lot of other things we'd like to see and do while we're in Gloucester, but time is running out, so we decided to leave tomorrow for Provincetown.  A twenty-knot northeast wind is predicted.

Monday, August 22, 1994

    Left Gloucester at seven a.m.  It was calm and clear in the harbor, but as soon as we got outside, we found ourselves in dense fog.  We were sure glad we had the radar.  Saw a couple of small whales and several fishing boats.

    After a couple of hours, the fog lifted, but the sky was overcast and a light rain was falling, so we didn't have a great deal of visibility.  We motorsailed all morning.  By noon, the wind picked up, and we were able to turn off the engine.  The wind kept getting stronger and stronger and the sea rougher and rougher.  There were lots of whitecaps.  Roy had to take in the staysail and reef the headsail.  Even so, we were scooting along at seven knots or better.  We reached the lee of Cape Cod around three o'clock, so the waves calmed down a bit, but the wind kept blowing stronger and stronger.

    When we rounded the point to approach Provincetown, we were going directly into the wind, so we had to start the engine and take in the sails.  The ferry to Boston was going out just as we were going in.  It had the wind in back of it, so it was really moving, but when it got out into the bay, the waves were too much for it and it had to turn back.

    The wind was gusting thirty or thirty-five knots when I crawled out on the bow in my foulies to get the anchor ready.  The rain was pelting my face so hard, it felt like sand.

    There wasn't much protection in Provincetown Harbor.  The land is flat and narrow, so the wind blows right over it.  The breakwater protects from sou'wes'ers, but doesn't do anything against nor'easters.  We entered the harbor at the western end of the breakwater, went past a lot of moored boats and out the eastern end of the breakwater.  There weren't any other boats out there, so Roy gave the order to drop anchor.  The anchor works perfectly 99% of the time, but when there's an emergency, it always seems to hang up for some reason.  I couldn't get it to go down, so Roy had me take the wheel and he wrestled the anchor and finally got it down, but it didn't take hold.  We were dragging towards the breakwater.  Roy tried to raise the anchor so we could move to another location, but he couldn't get it up.  It seemed to be caught on something.  He came back to the cockpit, revved up the engine, told me to head into the wind, and he went back out to struggle with the anchor again.  He struggled with all his strength but couldn't get the anchor up, and the boat kept sliding towards the breakwater.  I was puzzled, because the engine was revved up higher than usual yet we didn't seem to have any propulsion. In fact, I didn't even have steerage.  Something was obviously wrong.  It suddenly occurred to me that maybe the transmission wasn't engaged. I checked, and it wasn't!  So I'm not the only one who goofs.  Quickly, I shifted into neutral, engaged the transmission, and revved it up again.  Immediately, the boat started moving away from the breakwater.  Roy looked back with an expression of immense relief.  In a few minutes, he had the anchor on deck and the boat was back under control.

    Under the circumstances, we both agreed the smart thing to do was to rent a mooring.  I radioed the Harbor Master, and he told me to contact either Provincetown Moorings or Flyer Moorings on Channel 9.  I called Provincetown Moorings.  They had a mooring available close to the dock, so we went over there.  Roy steered, and I went out on the bow with the boat hook.  For a minute or two, I was afraid the hook wouldn't reach the mooring line, but all of a sudden the line was on the hook and I was pulling it up.  Roy came out to secure the line to a cleat but didn't get it the way he wanted it the first time.  In fact, it took three tries, but finally we were safely secured to the mooring, while the wind continued to rage and howl.  What a relief!

    The mooring cost $35 a night.  Usually, we would scream bloody murder at the mere thought of paying $35 for a mooring, but this time we would have paid almost any amount.  It was certainly cheaper than having the boat smashed on the rocks.  The price included unlimited launch service, so it wasn't too bad.

    We went ashore in the launch and walked around.  There really isn't much here, which is disappointing.  It's another tourist-trap place.  Lots of little shops, full of expensive junk.  Crowds of tourists wandering around.  The main feature of the town is a 257-foot tower honoring the Pilgrims.  The Pilgrims landed here first and signed the Mayflower Compact here, before they went to Plymouth.  After seeing the place, we can understand why they left.

    We walked up to the tower, but the admission was $5 and no senior discount, so we didn't go in.  It was nearly six o'clock by then anyway, so we went to the A & P, bought chicken and potatoes, and returned to the boat.

    Found out the showers cost $1 for three-and-a-half minutes.  After paying $35 for a mooring, we felt that was outrageous, so we decided to stay dirty.

Tuesday, August 23, 1994

    The wind howled all night and blew away the rain clouds.  We awoke to blue sky and bright sun, but the wind was still blowing strong.  The place looked a lot better today.

    After breakfast, we went ashore in the launch and walked back to the tower.  There was excellent visibility today, so it was worthwhile going up.  Yesterday it would have been a waste.  The tower was surprisingly easy to climb.  We had expected hundreds of steps, but there were very few steps.  Instead, there were gradually sloping ramps, so we went up almost effortlessly.  The tower was built in the early 1900's, and is the tallest all-granite structure in the United States.  It's really an architectural marvel.

    The view from the top was spectacular.  We could see for miles in every direction.  To the west, we could see the mainland, in the Boston area, and farther south, the entrance to the Cape Cod Canal, where we're going tomorrow.  Looking south, we could see the entire inner coast of Cape Cod.  We couldn't see Gloucester to the north, but we could see way out over the ocean.  The wind was still blowing like crazy, and there were lots of whitecaps.

    Back on the ground, we visited the adjoining museum, which was small but had many interesting exhibits, especially the one on the pirate ship Whydah, which had sunk in 1717 and just been salvaged in the past few years.  Technicians are still working to retrieve artifacts.  In fact, they're working right there in the museum, so we could watch them.  The museum also has tanks of electrolytic fluid, where artifacts are soaking to loosen the deposits of centuries.

    It was noon when we left the museum, so we walked over to the A & P to buy lunch at their salad bar.  Not only was it less expensive than the ripoff restaurants, it was also more nutritious.  We carried our salads to the beach and enjoyed the view while we ate.  Then we walked across a mile-long breakwater that had remarkably smooth, level stones.  We wanted to explore the old Civil War forts on Long Point.  At the time they were built, the locals dubbed them "Fort Useless" and "Fort Ridiculous".  They were abandoned after the war and soon covered with sand and wild grass and bushes.  Now they're nothing but big lumps.  Ridiculous and useless.  Roy wisely lay down on the sand to take a nap, but I walked the mile or two to the point to see them.  Anyway, I saw the old lighthouse.

    When I got back, Roy was nowhere to be seen.  It turned out a bunch of voracious flies had driven him away, but I didn't find that out until I caught up with him.  I thought surely he'd be waiting for me at the breakwater, but he wasn't, so I walked back across the breakwater with a talkative woman from Connecticut who happened to come along just then.  As I approached the other end of the breakwater, I saw Roy standing by the fence.  We strolled back to town past many lovely homes.  When we got to the "downtown" area, we saw a rather weird store that had an agglomeration of junk, everything from old-time diving suits to used blankets.  We spent some time wandering around in there, but didn't buy anything.

    By the time we got back to the boat, the wind had died completely. The water was perfectly flat.  Hard to believe it was the same place.  We'd already paid for tonight, and it was too late to go anywhere anyway, so we ate supper and plotted our course for tomorrow.

Wednesday, August 24, 1994

    Another clear, sunny, beautiful day, but with no wind.  We cast off at eight o'clock and motorsailed leisurely across Cape Cod Bay.  The canal was very easy to go through and surprisingly attractive.  The banks had green grass, trees, bicycle paths, and a few nice homes.

    As soon as we emerged in Buzzards Bay, we were back in August.  We hadn't realized what a temperature barrier Cape Cod is.  North of the Cape, the weather was very cool, almost cold.  South of the Cape, it's hot.

    The light breeze had shifted to the southwest, so we had to motor. It was four o'clock by the time we were in sight of the hurricane barrier at New Bedford.  The Fairhaven Bridge only opens at quarter past the hour in the afternoon.  We couldn't possibly make the 4:15 opening, so I called the bridge and requested the 5:15 opening.  Since we had quite a bit of time to kill, Roy turned off the engine, raised the headsail, and just sort of drifted around.  I made several attempts to contact the marina, but there was no response.  Got the fenders and lines ready.

    When it got to be 4:30, I began worrying that we wouldn't make the bridge in time.  At 4:40, I said, "Don't wait too long."  Roy said, "I won't. Just a few more minutes."  He didn't realize how far we were from the gate.  At 4:45, he finally started the engine and began motoring towards the gate.  Then the awful truth dawned on him.  We were still nearly three miles from the hurricane barrier.  It would take us the better part of half an hour just to reach the gate, and the bridge was another ten minutes from there.  I radioed the bridge to let them know we wouldn't make the 5:15.  Roy had the engine cranked way up, so we were making more than seven knots.  Fortunately, there was no wind or current against us.  Even so, it was 5:10 by the time we got through the gate.  By dumb luck, a tugboat was waiting to come out, so the bridge had to open anyway.  The bridge tender must have seen us coming, because he delayed the opening a minute or two.  By the time the tug got through, we were in position to go through.  Whew!  That was a race, but we made it.  Saw an empty slip at the marina and went into it.  How nice to be tied to a dock again and to have free electricity and free showers!  We both took showers before supper.

Thursday, August 25, 1994

    Busy day.  Right after breakfast, Roy took the generator back to the place where he bought it.  That thing has never worked right.  They should give him a new one, but they'll probably just patch it up again and say it's repaired, and we'll go on having the same problems.

    I put my bike together, pumped up the tires, and rode to the post office.  Hooray, my mail was there!  Then I went to the grocery store for chicken, and stopped at a drugstore to leave my film for developing.  When I got back to the boat, I spent a couple of hours going through the two-month accumulation of mail.  Radio Shack still hasn't got my account straightened out.  They sent me a copy of what was supposed to be the unpaid amount, but it was the wrong amount and had been credited back in March.  I phoned them at their 800 number, but of course the person I needed to talk with was on vacation.  Gave the info to another person, who said if I didn't hear from Ms Couch by September 1st to call back.  This thing has been dragging on for months.  I'd like to get it out of my hair.

    Roy secured the boat and put on the sail covers.  Then he treated me to a delicious buffet lunch at the Chinese restaurant.

    After lunch, I went back to the post office to mail a letter and to a bank with an ATM.  The ATM was being serviced, so I had to hang around ten or fifteen minutes before it was available.

    When I got back to the boat, I bagged up a ton of dirty clothes and hauled them to the laundromat in the blue wagon.  By the time I got back from the laundry, it was seven o'clock.  Kathy had written that Linda wanted me to phone her, so I did.  Was happy to hear she has a good new job.  This one's full-time, with benefits.  She'll have a paid vacation for the first time in seven years.  The company will even reimburse her for college tuition.  She'll be working as an administrative assistant, with good opportunity to advance.

    While I was talking with Linda, a big fishing boat crashed into the bridge.  Roy said it made a terrific crash, and the whole bridge shook.  There didn't seem to be much damage, however.  The boat continued on its way, and the bridge closed okay.

Friday, August 26, 1994

    Much lazier day today.  The only exercise I got was to trundle the blue cart to Shaw's, fill it with groceries, and pull it back to the boat.  While I was doing that, Roy changed the oil in the engine.

    Later, Roy went for a bike ride.  I reconciled my bank statements and found the bank had cheated itself out of sixty cents.  I also went through the various medical bills and tried to make sense of them.

    My computer seems to have repaired itself.  A couple of weeks ago, it was having intermittent read problems with the hard drive, and I thought I'd have to take it to Radio Shack for adjustment, but now it's working perfectly, I'm happy to report.

    I had intended to mail out the log before we left Fairhaven a month ago but didn't have time.  Now it's so close to Roy's departure for California that I figure I might as well wrap it up then and send it all at the same time.

Saturday, August 27, 1994

    Roy went over to the generator place to check on the generator.  They're waiting for word from the factory, but haven't heard from them yet.

    I spent a couple of hours organizing the medical bills for my broken arm and making out the claim form for Kaiser.  Then I tried to stuff everything into the little return envelope they had sent me.  It was a struggle, but I finally got it all in.  Took it over to the New Bedford Post Office.  Got there at ten past twelve.  The Post Office closed at twelve.  Figures.  But at least they had a scale in the lobby, so I was able to weigh the envelope.  I had guesstimated three ounces, and that's exactly what it weighed, so I put three stamps on it and drop it down the slot.  That's done for now.  In a few weeks, I'll receive another form letter from Kaiser telling me to send them this, that, and the other.  Perhaps in a hundred years my heirs will receive a check.

    Went to the bus station and picked up a schedule to Boston.  We're going to go there Monday or Tuesday to figure out the best way to get to the airport from the bus terminal.  I think the subway goes there, but we want to be sure, so Roy won't have to waste time Thursday morning.  While we're in Boston, we'll also do some sightseeing.

Sunday, August 28, 1994

    Finally reached Clarence Lovelace on the telephone!  And he turned out to be very nice.  I had been afraid he'd be an old grump who wouldn't talk to me at all, but he was just as nice as could be.  He even remembered me!  As soon as I told him my name, he remembered the

little kid who used to stay in the green houses in front of his mother's house.  You could have knocked me over with a feather!  He said he's a little older than I am, so he must have been a teenager when I was a little kid, but I don't remember him at all.

    He told me the houses were torn down, because they were beyond repair.  A lot of the wood had rotted.  The lumber that was salvageable was purchased by a young couple, who used it to build a house near the airport.  It's good to know that part of Aunty Margarethe's houses have been recycled.  The garage wasn't torn down but was moved to the old Prentice place and is still there!  If Roy and I had walked a little farther down the driveway, we'd have seen it, but I was afraid of the "No Trespassing" signs.  Mr. Lovelace said it was hard to see from the road, because it's covered with vines and bushes.

    When Mrs. Elphinstone bought the property, she let her son Clarence and his family move into the old Prentice place.  She also gave them the furniture from Aunty Margarethe's houses, and it's still there.

    They found several brand new canoes in the barn.  They were still in their original packing crates.  Clarence's brother took them to his place in Essex, Connecticut.

    I asked if they had found any personal papers or photographs, but they hadn't.  However, they found a packet of twenty or more old dollar bills--the extra large ones that were in circulation a century ago.  Clarence was on his way to Philadelphia, so he wrote down the serial numbers of the bills so he could check with a numismatist as to their value.  He advised his mother to put the bills in her savings deposit box.  Unfortunately, she misunderstood him and simply exchanged the bills for current dollar bills at face value.  The numismatist said they were worth $50 each!

    Mr. Lovelace even invited me to his house.  The next time we're in Nantucket, we'll accept.  It will be a thrill to see the old furniture that I remember so well and the garage where I used to play.

    I feel a lot better after talking with him.

Monday, August 29, 1994

    Pouring rain this morning.  Luckily, we had postponed our Boston trip until Tuesday, because Roy wanted to finish boxing and shipping his tools that he'll need in California.  This would not have been a good day for sightseeing, but it was a great day for indoor activities.

    The guy from the generator repair place came by to say that the fuel tank was all rusty and the valves were shellacked, or something like that.  He said they could fix it, but it wouldn't be covered by the warranty.  Roy gave them the go-ahead.

    By the way, Roy found out why the boat crashed into the bridge the other night.  The power failed as the bridge was opening, so momentum kept the bridge swinging past its normal position.  The bridge is 100 years old.  They're planning on building a new one sometime in the near future.  The old one is having lots of problems.  One time today, it stuck half open and half closed.  Angry motorists were beeping their horns, and many turned around and headed for the other bridge.  It took about half an hour to get the bridge operational again.

Tuesday, August 30, 1994

    We couldn't have picked a better day to go to Boston.  Clear blue sky, bright sunshine, pleasant temperature.  We were very glad we didn't go yesterday.

    We made a mad dash for the nine-o'clock bus and got there with minutes to spare.  The bus left very punctually, so we were glad we were there.

    Got to Boston around 10:30.  Made a dry run to the airport, so Roy will know exactly how to get there Thursday morning.  The subway station is in the same block as the bus terminal, so that was easy.  The Boston subways are color-coded, and there are lots of signs, so we had no problem changing trains.  Took the Red Line one stop to the Orange Line, the Orange Line one stop to the Blue Line, and the Blue Line three stops to the airport, where a free shuttle bus transported us to the Continental terminal.  The entire trip cost 85 cents each and took about twenty minutes.

    When we got back to downtown Boston, we strolled a couple of blocks to the Tea Party Museum.  They have a replica of the Beaver, one of the three boats that had tea dumped off it December 16, 1773.  A highly enthusiastic young woman gave us a talk about the Tea Party and then led us to the boat, where a young man continued the tale and dumped a box of make-believe tea overboard.  Afterwards, we were all allowed to dump a box overboard and then retrieve it.  We also walked around on the boat and visited the museum.

    We were very hungry when we left there.  Walked along the waterfront, enjoying the view of Boston Harbor and looking for a place to eat, but all the waterfront places were too expensive, so we went farther inland.  Finally found an all-you-can-eat buffet for $5.99, so we ate there.  It wasn't the greatest, but it was fairly good.

    Went over to Faneuil Hall and Quincy Market.  Watched a juggler for a while and then wandered around.  It's sort of like Pier 9 in San Francisco or Harborside in Baltimore: lots of tourists and lots of high-priced little shops.  We went into Faneuil Hall and had the good fortune of being treated to a National Park Service Ranger talk.  The Ranger and a small group arrived just a couple of minutes after we did.  When they left, we joined the group and followed the Ranger to the Paul Revere House, where he gave another talk, and then to the Old North Church, where the two lanterns were hung.  This was the end of the Ranger-led tour, so after his talk, Roy and I went inside the church and heard another brief talk.

    By then, it was after five and all the historic buildings were closing.  We walked back to the Faneuil Hall area and stopped at a McDonald's for a couple of strawberry shakes.  Then we zoomed over to the bus terminal and caught the 6:15 back to New Bedford.  We decided to stay on the bus all the way to Fairhaven, even though it would be a longer walk to the boat.  It was a lovely, balmy evening for a walk, and it's much pleasanter walking in Fairhaven than in New Bedford.

Wednesday, August 31, 1994

    Did the laundry in the morning, while Roy completed his prepara-

tions for his trip.  In the afternoon, we took the bus to Dartmouth Mall and ate lupper at the Country Buffet.  We had never been there before, and we were pleasantly surprised.  It was almost as good as Stacey's in Norfolk.  All kinds of yummy stuff to eat in pleasant surroundings, and only $5.49!  We wish we'd discovered that place a long time ago.  Anyway, we know where it is now.

Thursday, September 1, 1994

    Poor Roy!  He got up at five to catch the six-o'clock bus to Boston.  At 5:30, just as he was ready to leave, the rain started coming down in buckets.  Of all mornings!  He had to make a dash to the public phone and call a cab.  Fortunately, there's an overhang there, so he was protected from the rain while he waited.  By the time he gets to Boston, the rain might have quit, but if it hasn't, he only has half a block to go from the bus terminal to the subway station.  After that, he'll be out of the rain all the way.

    Roy will be back the end of October, so until then the log will be put on the shelf as it was last year.  See you later!


