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Introduction

This year’s cruise south was driven by meeting catboaters from the southern Chesapeake Bay and a chance to visit members relocated down the bay.  Our southern friends made the trek, despite several days of foul winds, to meet us for a night on the Potomac.  As is usual, we had some unexpected events, like losing one cruiser to a flooding situation that could not be repaired without hauling and a line squall that came through our last night out to get everyone’s heart pumping a little.  On the up side, we had one of our regular cruisers back after losing his boat to lightning last year and we added a new boat to our fleet by way of a brand new Menger 23.  There were also some “trailer sailors” who coordinated their launch and retrieval to be with us.  We made some new friends, got introduced to southern catboat hospitality and had the season’s first week of sun to enjoy the cruise.  The excessive rain did make for a larger collection of known as well as never seen before winged friends, but we all survived.  Here’s how it went….


Returning Cruisers

- Marc “I’m working the room (raft-up)” Cruder with crew Matt “the Bivalve” Cruder still sailing SYLPH:  Wittholz/Hermann 17 

- Bill “I’m really sinking this time” Hoover sailing GULL:  Mystic 20.
- Dave “We must comply with all Coast Guard regulations” Bleil with crew Jim “I can’t do anything with him when he gets like this” Ohlmacher sailing MELVIL’S MOUSER:  Herreshoff 18.
 - Liz “When I do the cooking, I have more friends than Bill Hoover” Brown with crew John “Excuse me, but I have to take the Captain ashore again” Brown and Danny “I’m a kid again” Brown sailing MUFASA:  AC 24
- Don “Back in the saddle again” Dunn sailing GRANMARY:  AC 21
- Hobie “I want my campaign ribbon” Bauhan sailing SWEET PEA:  Marshall 18
- Jack “I’m ready for the chalk talk, but pass me my wine first” Smith sailing WINTER’S DREAM:  Marshall 18
- Steve and Merri “Our other boat is a Mystic 20” King sailing ALLELUIA:  Bruce Kirby 26 – Sharpie Ketch

New Cruisers 

- Keith “Down-bubble” Johnson sailing MIZ CHIEF:  Herreshoff 18.
- Butler “My new boat is finally here” Smythe sailing CERULEAN:  Menger 23.
- Tom “Sign my Litter Box” Smith sailing TORBY:  Herreshoff 18.
- John “Damned glad to meet you” Callahan sailing CHIEF:  Herreshoff 18.

Support Cruiser for the Norfolk Contingent

- Art “Don’t mess with me, I got the beer” Quarnstorm at the helm of QII:  Mainship 30

Sunday, 6/22:  Day One - Destination:  Parsons Cove, MD

Weather:  Cloudy with North/Northwest winds @ 12 knots, then easing

Most would be happy to get one boat ready with all the rain and other foul weather we had this Spring, if you can say we had a Spring.  I on the other hand, was trying my best to get two together.  I even got a short reprieve when our first race of the season, scheduled for Memorial Day, was cancelled due to weather.  So SYLPH, my Hermann 17 sat dutifully in the driveway on the trailer, but ready to launch and rig.  All my energy was going into finishing up details on the Wittholz 25 I bought last year.  The original plan was for this to be its first long cruise, but as fate would have it, the rebuilt engine installation ran into a little hitch after launching, when the transmission would go into gear, but not come out.  With less than a week from the scheduled start of the cruise, it was clear that 9500 lbs of boat heading for the dock without reliable transmission shifting was just too big a liability.  So we went to plan B.  The day before the cruise, Matthew and I launched, stepped the mast, rigged and sailed SLYPH to her slip in about 6 hours from driveway to “all fast.”  Sunday morning we threw the groceries Debbie had bought while we were rigging, into the cabin and left the dock at about 1020 under power.  

Disappointed, but not defeated we consoled ourselves by bringing the dinghy intended for the 25 along.  Our 9 foot “Fatty Knees” was more than half the length of her mother ship, but nonetheless LIBERTY was at the end of the towline.  Matthew’s task was to break in the dinghy as well as do more boat handling on SYLPH this year.

Fifteen minutes later, Matt had raised the sail in the South River and we were headed for the bay with the wind behind us.  By 1100, we were exiting the South River onto the bay with winds building.  This gave me an opportunity to go on the engine and demonstrate putting a reef in to Matthew using the patented “no yelling” methods discussed on Goat Island at “Catboats for Beginners.”  With the reef set and things calmed down, we set a southerly course of 160 degrees per magnetic compass (PMC).

By 1135 we were abeam the red/green junction buoy at the entrance to the West and Rhodes rivers and past Bloody Point lighthouse on the eastern shore a half hour later.  Following the buoy line down the bay we were alongside the red # 84A at 1235; the red gong #84 off Poplar Island at 1335, followed by the red #82 at 1425 where, with the wind easing, we shook out our reef.  Ten more minutes showed the wind to be disappearing fast, which forced us on the engine.  With the red #82 on the starboard quarter and Sharp’s Island Light ahead, we adjusted our course left to 170 degrees PMC.  

Making steady progress, we were abeam Sharp’s Island Light at 1520, followed by the #1 green off Hill’s Point at 1600.  At 1705, we were abeam the #3 green off Ragged Point and easing our way into the Little Choptank River.  Kept my comms schedule by calling the southern catboat contingent on the cell phone.  Had to leave a message, but got one back that they were on the Little Wicomico inside Smith Point and on track for our rendezvous on the Coan River in two days.  Also got a message from GULL that Parson’s Cove had been deemed unacceptable earlier in the afternoon, since it was unprotected from the strong north winds discussed earlier.  This meant moving along down into Slaughter Creek and around the corner to Chapel Cove.

Picked up the entrance buoy to Slaughter Creek at about 1720 and about forty minutes later, came around into Chapel Cove to find a six catboat raft-up.  Moored outboard of MIZ CHIEF, forced the requisite raft-up photos by dinghy and then fell into the chow line aboard MUFASA, where Liz was handing food out of the cabin as fast as the hungry catboaters all piled in her cockpit could take it.  As usual, here culinary creativity did not disappoint as we feasted on crab cakes, shrimp, ham, fresh salad and desert….all on a two-burner stove….amazing!  With all fed, Matt and Danny quickly reacquainted themselves and took off exploring as the rest of us lingered until the raft broke up as the evening bugs descended on the resulting calm which befell the cove.

Cruise Notes:  Although Parson’s Cove looked inviting on the chart, it was a churning wash machine when winds from the north hit it.  Maybe next time.  

Matt’s Highlights:  Dinner on MUFASA was excellent…the stuffed shrimp were particularly good this year.”

Monday, 6/23:  Day Two - Destination:  Lakes Cove – Honga River 

Weather:  Fair skies; winds light at first, building to 10-12 kts from the North

Enjoyed a bug-free night behind the patented Debbie bug screen.  Surveyed the anchorage to find GULL holding SWEET PEA and MUFASA’s attention with buckwheat pancakes, while MIZ CHIEF was up early and on the move out of the anchorage.  We laid in a little ourselves as Matthew turned out some corned beef hash and eggs.

Finished breakfast and made the dinghy rounds, except for MELVIL’S MOUSER, who was tucked way up in the cove.  Activity on deck told me they were on schedule.  Got underway under power with one reef in based on the morning weather observations.  Raised sail as we entered Slaughter Creek, followed by the rest of the catboat fleet.  

Cleared Slaughter Creek at about 0900 and cut the engine, setting a course for the gap between James and Taylor’s Island.  Within half an hour, we shook out the reef as we found lighter than predicted conditions.  GRANMARY left us to starboard as we approached the cut.  We were clear at about 1015.  Set a course due south along Taylor’s Island with all catboats in sight astern, except MIZ CHIEF, who was somewhere ahead.  

The wind went flat at about 1035 and we were on the engine.  By 1215, the wind had returned and we were sailing along Taylor’s Island with both AC cats in sight ahead.  

Note:  Because our prep was rushed as we switched back to the little boat, I was unable to charge my portable VHF and so was hesitant to use it except in emergency.  With all cats recently in sight, I did not make the 1200 comms call and had no indication trouble was brewing.  We would not find out about GULL’s dilemma until much later.

At 1300, abeam red gong buoy #76, with our position verified by GPS, I turned the helm over to Matt and told him to wake me up at buoy #74.  This is the first time the crew was experienced enough to give the skipper a break….what a pleasure.  About an hour later, I was notified that buoy #74 was upon us.  Came back on deck to change course left to 110 degrees PMC with a visual on the Hooper’s Island “bridge to nowhere.”  

By 1445, we were coming up on the bridge under sail.  I opted to navigate the lay of the crab pots instead of honor the #1 green day mark in front of the bridge that had shoal water around it.  If someone could lay crab pots, there had to be water.  That decision was a good one.  We placed the outboard at the ready as Matthew took the helm and sailed through the bridge.  The wind had continued to build and Lakes Cove was fairly unprotected from the prevailing winds, but it was hot and the breeze felt good.  We knew things would eventually calm down again.

At 1545, we found GRANMARY and briefly tied up, but the raft up proved to be a little too much movement for comfort.  Sighted MIZ CHIEF back in the weeds.  His mast blended in with all the tall thin pines, but was the only painted vertical structure without branches.  Made several approaches with SYLPH, but could not find water.  Finally gave up and sent Matt in by dinghy to make sure things were alright.  MIZ CHIEF was leaning a little and I thought he might be on the bottom or have some other problem.  Matt reported he woke the skipper up and all was fine, but that he had come in at high water, so was now close to or on the bottom.

Went in search of a better windbreak, but found none, so each stayed to their own hook as the catboats collected.  Swim call was the order of the day, followed by Happy Hour aboard MUFASA as the only boat big enough for all to be in the cockpit.  At 1700, I checked my cell phone and found various messages, some garbled and some clear, that began to paint a picture that something had happened to GULL.  I chased down SWEET PEA, who’s skipper related GULL’S situation as a flooding problem that could be controlled, but was substantial enough for CAPT Hoover to make the decision to head home instead of continue with the group.  It didn’t seem there was anything that could be done at the time, or now.  Of course, the last time CAPT Hoover put us in that helpless mode, he was headed for the Deal Island bridge, dragging his anchor.  So with his track record of success under duress, we resolved ourselves to wait for word.  CAPT Hoover’s final orders as he shoved SWEET PEA off at the head of Slaughter Creek were: “Don’t ruin the trip for yourself, I can swim…and if I get in trouble, I’ll call the Coast Guard.”  We toasted to his success, then returned each to his own boat for dinner, before the bugs forced retreat to the cabin for the evening.  

The skipper of MELVIL’s MOUSER got dinner out of the way early and so had an after dinner happy hour which continued on in MUFASA’s cockpit until he was poured into one of our “designated driver” dinghies, manned by Danny Brown.  When last seen, Capt Bleil’s oratory of profound commentary was heard across the cove as he was silhouetted against a beautiful “red ball” in the sky sunset.

Cruise Notes:  The fixed “bridge to nowhere” is just that…it continues on a few hundred yards and then just stops in the swamp.  Luckily, it is 35 feet, which was sufficient for all but the AC 24 on a high tide.  Capt Brown took the scenic route around the bottom of Hooper’s Island to join us.

Matt’s Highlight:  “Solo sailing” while Dad took a nap between buoys 76 and 74.

Wednesday 6/24:  Day Three - Destination:  Coan River off the Potomac 

Weather:  Sunny with NW winds at 5-10 mph, becoming North 

As expected, the winds calmed down as everyone settled in for the night.  The insects came out but were kept at bay by netting and Velcro.  It was a quiet night.  We were up early in preparation for this long leg.  Got organized, then underway under power to check the rest and be sure they were up and about, before heading out.  Half the group decided to take the Honga south before heading across.  Having seen the Honga, I opted for an “out the bridge and onto the bay immediately exit,” with the rest.  We were underway under sail outbound for the bridge at about 0730.

We sailed under the “bridge to nowhere” about a half hour later with the outboard at the ready.  Set a course of 210 degrees PMC for Point Lookout, following behind SWEET PEA.  At 0900 we passed Hooper’s Island Light making 6.0 mph per GPS with Matt at the helm and the crew (me) cleaning topsides fore and aft.  Also made several cell phone calls to find that CAPT Hoover and GULL made it safely home.  We would get details later on in the cruise when we would see the Hoovers on St. Leonard’s Creek.

At 0920, we passed the red and white “HS” whistle buoy, followed by Point No Point Lighthouse at 1020.  We had SWEET PEA ahead and MELVIL’s MOUSER astern.  At 1150, we found ourselves at Point Lookout with the wind easing.  Another ten minutes and we were on the engine, sailing a course of 260 degrees PMC, headed for the Coan River.  The outboard provided wind across the deck, while the sail provided some shade.  The red and white “A” buoy passed down our port side at 1225 and by 1525, we were moored with MUFASA at the Lewisetta General Store getting gas and ice.  

After that short respite, we seemed to see catboats coming from all directions and worked our way into the Coan to be rafted up with the group by 1600.  The core group seemed to be rafted around CERULEAN, the new Menger 23, with the southern catboat contingent alongside.  Happy hour ensued with swim call, the necessary raft-up photos of this sizeable group of 9 catboats, 1 cat ketch and one support vessel carrying the beer for the two Herreshoff 18’s from Norfolk.  Our own MUFASA had the urge to get dinner ashore and after suggestions made in the Lewisetta General Store, headed further up the Potomac for dinner on the Yeocomico River, before rejoining the group much later in the evening.

There was a lot to do and say as I did my best to work the room or raft-up as it was.  There was the nickel tour on CERULEAN, fresh from Bill Menger’s Long Island, NY shop and long awaited.  Some interesting features included a compost head and a freshwater shower tucked in the aft side of the coaming so you can freshen up as you come aboard from swimming.  We then reacquainted ourselves with Steve and Merri King aboard their Bruce Kirby Sharpie ALLELUIA.  Steve, who is now the Director of the Watermen’s Museum in Yorktown, VA, got us talking about everything from bugeyes to barcats (the Chesapeake indigenous sailboat closest to a catboat), before formally welcoming and then getting to know our catboaters from Norfolk.  Tom Smith deftly held court under his beach umbrella aboard TORBY, which is equipped with a holder in each corner of the cockpit.  We were regaled with how the boys from the south got the stuffing knocked out of them for three days while we were enjoying fair winds.  That coupled with John Callahan’s resolve to follow TORBY and make this meeting a reality just showed the typical commitment and dedication of catboaters to have a good time no matter what the conditions.  The Mainship 30 support vessel lay quietly outside the raft-up, but we quickly sent one of “designated driver” dinghies over to fetch Art Quarnstrom and integrate him into this social mayhem.  

There was the usual and instant bond of catboaters as I proffered Bermudan Black Rum and Ginger Beer in addition to the traditional Annapolis favorite of Myers and Tonic.  TORBY responded by graciously accepting this libatious offering and countered with carefully prepared seafood hors d’oeuvres in the form of canned oysters bedded in cheese whiz on triscuits crackers.  It just wasn’t getting better than this as we enjoyed the company.  Our night culminated in being asked to sign the lid of TORBY’s litter box, which had many signatures on it before us…a visitor’s log of sorts, punctuated by a painted Maine coon cat from the rear, flaunting its ponderous and plum like tail.

We continued on with the raft-up as people shifted from Happy Hour to serious cooking.  In between, we got further word from GULL that his boat had been hauled to find a failure in the stern tube…which was apparently a two piece affair joined by a coupling in a hard to get to spot that had simply backed its way off its threads.  In any case, repairs were in hand and as we had heard, all were safe.  As our winged friends made themselves known, the northern contingent moved off to separate anchors, as the southern contingent (more one with the mosquitoes than we were, continued to party.)  A great day was had by all, capped off by this historic meeting of north and south.

Cruise Note:  The Coan was a nice spot; lots of room and minimal development.

Matt’s Highlights:  “Meeting the catboaters from the southern bay – they were a fun, easy-going crowd. 

Wednesday, 6/25:   Day Four - Destination:  Lewis Creek – off the Patuxent River

Weather:  Light North/Northwest winds on the bay; West winds in the river. 

The first sound I heard in the morning was that of oar strokes close to the hull.  It was the wayward skipper of MUFASA checking in.  They had opted for a dinner ashore in air conditioning up river, and did not return until after dark.  It was a warm night with lots of bugs.  Of course we were further south than usual, but the bug thing was becoming a pattern, most likely due to the unusually wet Spring we’ve had.  Of course the routine for this group is to get happy hour and dinner out of the way before our winged friends arrive.  We are spoiled by the relatively bug-free environment of the northern bay.  Our southern counterparts were more at peace and one with the mosquito population.  When MUFASA rolled into the creek at about 2300, the southern catboaters were still actively partying into the night, oblivious to the mosquitoes.  My hat is off to them and their ability to fearlessly commune with the local insect population long after we abandoned the prospect.  We discussed the day’s run ahead, and part of MUFASA’s crew intended to stay ashore at Solomon’s Island.  Capt Liz needed her mid-cruise amenity stop, and the catboat would be left to young Dan, who would find the raft-up on Lewis Creek.
Made some coffee and then weighed anchor to patrol the fleet, apologize for our missing “Commodore without portfolio” and wish our friends from the south well on the rest of their cruise.  Headed out of the Coan at about 0730, but not before catching a few shots of CERULEAN with her “Egyptian Cotton” colored sail up and pulling.  

Cleared the Coan River by 0800 underway under sail on a course of 080 degrees PMC for Point Lookout.  Again the sail was a wonderful shade from the hot and rising sun ahead of us.  An hour later, the wind from the west was fading and we added the engine.  By 1000 we were abeam the Point Lookout entrance buoy, with a renewed wind that allowed us to kill the engine and adjust our course north to 020 degrees PMC.  A half hour of good sailing and the wind gave out again, putting us on the engine, but keeping our shady sail up in the vicinity of the “fish observation area’ marked on the chart.  At 1130, near Point No Point, some wind came up, so we fell off on a course to pace awhile with MELVIL’s MOUSER…and got beat.  The wind continued to be finicky and things went flat calm about 1330, so we were on engine again.  Despite all the engine work, it’s amazing how much relief the sail provided by allowing us to sit in the shade, which  kept us from overheating all day.

By  1530, we rounded Cedar Point at the mouth of the Patuxent.  The abandoned lighthouse structure that was recognizable the last time we came through in 1996, was reduced to a single flagpole and stack of rocks.  For the more adventurous, there is water between the ruins and the point.  We watched local power boats transit where we feared to tread.  By 1630, we were rounding the little beachhead at the entrance to Lewis Creek, guarded by three local attack ducks, who gave us the evil eye as we navigated in.  

The last time we were in this little creek, the weather was rainy and the sounds of the Patuxent Naval Air Station were plentiful.  This time, although the sights and sounds of the air station and its numerous experimental craft (in the air and on the water) were interesting to say the least, things were decidedly more serene, but marked by continued development landside.  The raft-up was increased by one as WINTER’s DREAM joined us.  She was trailered from Delaware and put in on the Honga to make the cruise.  The group wasted no time having swim call, followed by the requisite happy hour, where we were also graced with a quick preliminary visit by Steve Flesner in a sweet little runabout.  He brought a neighbor and some cold beer, so we welcomed him aboard, despite his power-only conveyance.  Steve made quick work of his cruise reconnaissance, no doubt to report back to Lois for final preparations for the following night’s shoreside blow-out.  As the light faded, the group broke up to anchor.

Cruise Notes:  We had no trouble with bugs in this creek as Don Dunn introduced us to his own patented method of bug repellant, otherwise known as “Death by Smudge Pot.”  It kept the bugs away, but almost killed the rest of us….the result of a stray, but normally unauthorized liquid making its way into his Origo alcohol stove.

Matt’s Highlights:  Seeing the top secret, unmarked, stealth patrol boat whiz past us and then disappear into the Patuxent Naval Air Station docks. 

Thursday, 6/26:  Day Five – St. Leonard’s Creek – Steve and Lois Flesner’s

Weather:  Sunny and broiling with 5-10 kts in the river, but quite light in the creek.

It was a fairly bugless night, but with little air movement because we stayed rafted up and anchored by the bow between MUFASA and MIZ CHIEF.  Made the morning rounds at about 0730, then departed with MUFASA (solo operated by Danny Brown) to make a stop at Solomon’s Island.  Danny needed to find his parents at the local bed & breakfast, while I had to see a man about a used engine that had a working transmission for the 25.  

Arrived at Spring Cove Marina at about 0830, docked, got gas and supplies, then found my engine/transmission contact.  Looked at his new installation and inspected the old.  Negotiations left open.  Of interest in the yard was a Hermann 17 in just the right condition to be saved.  It was marconi rigged, originally had an inboard, but was rigged for an outboard.  It didn’t look like it had moved in some time and is owned by the yard.  So for those looking, it was minus engine and sail, but otherwise all there.  Pictures available on request.  If you call the yard, the boat’s name is CREST RIDER.

Departed Spring Cove Marina by 1000, fully provisioned, including a few tourist items for the rest of the family at home.  Matt was at the helm.  There was a nice fresh 10 knot breeze coming down the river as we left Solomon’s and so set sail at about 1030, tacking up river.  MIZ CHIEF and MELVIL’s MOUSER were in sight ahead.  Matt cleared the route 2 bridge under sail alone at about 1100, while I just played passenger.  Two more nice long tacks from the red #8 off Point Patience found us at the mouth of St. Leonard’s Creek by 1230.  Another half hour up the creek and we were loosing wind to the high, wooded banks, so we went on the outboard for the last leg.  By 1330, we were along side the Flesner’s dock.  Man was it hot!  More than once, Steve walked up to sweating crowd and asked what had died.  We took the hint and availed ourselves of showers ashore.  Lois and I took SCOTTY, their Marshall 15, out for a little bit, but then succumbed to the heat.  The afternoon was spent hydrating or libating, and the  pre-party quickly moved inside to the air conditioning.  
It was a pleasant afternoon as we were joined by our shoreside support.  Bill and Carolyn Hoover, Shelia Bauham, Jean and Bob Griffin as well as Butler and Maria Smythe.  Aside from great food, the social and business itinerary was full.  We needed the painful details of CAPT Hoover’s near brush with death….(after two years of telling him his boat was sinking while his bilge pump cycled, apparently it almost did)….but we were assured repairs were in hand, and Bill looked like he had “lived to sail another day,” so we weren’t the least worried.  Amidst all the social pleasantries, we did have some dissention in the ranks, when SWEAT PEA’s skipper announced he might end the cruise a day early.  He was immediately verbally assaulted with threats that he would not get his cruise campaign ribbon, to which he vehemently protested.  The retired military in the group quickly assembled a Board of Inquiry and sat the accused at the end of a suitable picnic table to determine his worthiness.  It was a necessary action to maintain discipline among the remaining cruisers and avoid total mutiny.  The verdict is still under consideration by the highest self-appointed authorities.  On a lighter note, next year’s cruise itinerary was discussed, with a quorum, unanimous in it approval for a cruise in and around the Patapsco River with Baltimore harbor as an ultimate stop shoreside.  

Cruise notes:  The sail up the river was one of our best legs.  The creek was picturesque in its own natural beauty, but simply too hot for anyone to get motivated to explore or even visit Vera’s where we left a CCBA burgee the last time we were there.

Matt’s highlights:  Handling the 17 on my own as we tacked under the bridge and up the Patuxent River.

Friday, 6/27/03:  Day Six - Destination:  Slaughter Creek – Little Choptank

Weather:  Hot, sunny with haze.  Winds North/Northwest @ 5 kts.

Up at 0630 as others were just starting to stir.  Some were up before that making sure they got the right shot of the sunrise to show all of us who slept in.  Thank you MIZ CHIEF.  The Flesner’s provided a nice breakfast ashore.  The event of the morning was waiting for the coffee pot light to come on and guarding it from those willing to take a cup of premature brew….now what was that about “a watched pot….”  It’s true.

The light did finally signal that the coffee was ready and the caffeine motivated the cruisers to start preparing their departure.  By 0800, we were outbound ourselves, under power because there was no wind in the creek.  A half hour later, we cleared St. Leonard’s Creek and raised sail in addition to our engine.  We decided to make a stop for ice at Solomon’s Island, but were underway again outbound under power by 1000.

By 1020, we were passing Drum Point, so we raised sail and changed course to 040 degrees PMC.  We were power-sailing at about 4.5 MPH according to the GPS.  At 1110, we passed Little Cove Point and were lined up with the flashing green #77, where we came left to 020 degrees PMC.  Again the sail provided shade and partial propulsion.  By 1145 we were abeam Cove Point and came left some more to 010 degrees PMC.  

Noon had me on the cell phone contacting the catboats ahead of me.  All were in the vicinity of James Island, which we did not even have a visual on yet.  WINTER’S DREAM was continuing north beyond the Little Choptank, so he could get in position to haul out on his trailer.  Within half an hour, we had that visual on James Island marking the entrance to the south side of the Little Choptank River.

At 1330 we entered the James/Taylors Island cut.  The course change took us out of the shade of the sail and we were getting hot fast for the first time in the day.  Matthew had been patiently trailing a line as he sat in the dinghy towing astern, hoping he would catch something with a rod he had borrowed from SWEET PEA.  Patience was rewarded when, at about 1345, Matt hooked something he couldn’t pull in because the reel wouldn’t hold.  Giving him a hand, it turned out to be a little rockfish…exactly 1 ft, 2 inches Matthew told me with his calibrated and happy eyes.  At 13, there’s just nothing better than hooking a fish.  However, sport was the only purpose, so we took a few pictures and released the little guy back into the bay.  It was nonetheless the event of the day.

Picked up the channel at Slaughter Creek at about 1430.  Parsons Cove looked more inviting, but there were no catboats in there, so we continued up Slaughter Creek, anchoring off the Slaughter Creek marina by the stern, rigged the awning and had swim call to cool down from the last hour in the sun.  Just as we were relaxing in our own shade, things started happening.  

It was about 1630 and I was just settling in to some reading, when the wind came up and something just didn’t feel right.  I told Matt to get out of the water.  It was like Dorothy about to get caught in the “twister” at the beginning of the Wizard of OZ.  Then the wind shifted of 180 degrees.  I turned around to see a black sky behind me where there had only been sunshine.  We quickly stowed the awning to reduce sail area as the extreme wind set the anchor a little deeper, and closer to the rock jetty in front of us.  I got the engine running while Matt secured the extra sail flapping with a rope belt he had been wearing the whole trip.  We backed down and picked up the anchor, headed for more shelter in Chapel Cove.  As I came around the corner, using all 6hp, conditions seemed worse instead of better.  Young Danny Brown was alone, struggling with MUFASA, the big AC 24, while his parents were in the general store.  GRANMARY and MELVIL’s MOUSER were rafted up with an awning still flapping wildly.  We weaved our way up into the wind and through the middle of this as I threw the grappling hook off the bow.  It set hard in mud and we were secure in the clear as the wind showed some signs of relenting.  John and Liz made is back to MUFASA and got an anchor down.  The rafted pair just rode it out and watched the show in front of them.

With the excitement behind us, Matt and I rowed ashore for an order of crab balls as a group appetizer, while we left the rest of Debbie’s homemade chili aboard GRANMARY and MELVIL’s MOUSER to be heated up.  Came back and enjoyed the Taylor’s Island crab balls, while the chili fed the little group with a some left over.  Danny and Matt went sailing in Danny’s dinghy after dinner and supplied taxi service as we moved around the boats and compared notes.  Clearly that was enough excitement for one day.

Cruise Note:  A check with the National Weather Service after the fact indicated a marine advisory thru 1730, as a result of a front moving through with reported 35 to 50 knot winds….I think we saw a piece of that.

 Matt’s Highlight:  Catching a rockfish off James Island…allegedly 1 foot, 2 inches.

Saturday 6/28:  Day Seven - Destination:  Homeward Bound

Weather:  Cloudy with light rain; winds north at 5-10 kts easing to calm

It was a cool night with the post-line squall breeze from the north.  GRANMARY was away first in the morning, followed by MELVIL’s MOUSER.  MUFASA was making the morning run to the Taylor’s Island general store for one last breakfast.  We were underway under power at about 0815.

By 0900 we had cleared Slaughter Creek and because of the weather forecast had one reef in as we headed due north under sail and power to keep our heading.  We continued in this configuration as we made our way north following the buoy line from the #1 green off Hills Point, past Sharp’s Island Lighthouse making about 3.5 kts per GPS with the reef shook out by now.  MELVIL’S MOUSER was insight to windward with MUFASA to lee as we passed the Red nun #80A southwest of Tilghman Island, then the red #82, followed by the green #83 to the red #85A off Horseshoe Point at the entrance to the Rhode and West rivers at about 1530.  Things were so level, Matthew cooked hotdogs.  

We were abeam the red/green junction buoy off Saunders Point at 1605 and past the #5 green off Turkey Point in the South River, ten minutes later.  By 1700, we were tied up at our slip on Pocahontas Creek and cleaning up the boat.  Another cruise of historic proportions behind us.

Epilogue 

This cruise was a little longer and a little hotter than expected, but it was the first week without rain in some time, so we were thankful.  It’s also safe to say we did more powering and powersailing to keep our schedule, using over 15 gallons of gas all total.  The meeting with the Southern Catboaters was worth the extra mileage in the interest of promoting the sport as well as enjoying some new friendships.  Our stop on St. Leonard’s, although hot, was mitigated by good friends, plenty of food and drink, not to mention air-conditioning and showers.  We caught a fish, GRANMARY and CERULEAN were properly welcomed to the raft-ups and we only lost one cruiser, who got home safe.  The mosquitoes were always there, but we saw no jelly fish and probably held more swim calls than we’ve had in awhile.  With the general direction for the next cruise determined, we hope to see you next year somewhere in and around Baltimore.  I vow to have the big cat ready no matter what!

mcc (SYLPH)
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