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Christmas Party


The annual NPSSA Christmas Party will be held 1830 - 2100 on 07 December 2000 at the Monterey Peninsula Yacht Club.  There will be heavy hors d’oeuvres, refreshments and a cash bar.  We’ll revisit the successes of the year past, and present annual awards including the Clark Trophy and Fleet 7 winners.  We’ll also say thanks to our 2000 Officers, and install the Officers for next year.  Everyone is welcome, dress is very casual.  Bring your family and sailing friends, and yes, children are welcome.  There will be plenty of fun and good times for all.  We’ll see you there!

The Commodore(s Logbook

by Christine Klein

There’s not much left to say.  My reign as Commodore is nearly over.  We’ve made many of our goals, and missed others by not much.  The highlight, of course is that we’ve recaptured the Biswanger Trophy (and will keep it here next year!).

I want to thank all the volunteers who contribute so much to keep this organization functioning, of course my fellow officers, and the Marina staff who have worked to improve the condition of our boats.

I’ll pass the tiara to Dave at the Christmas Party.  In the meantime, I’ll see you on the water!
Fleet Champions!

CONGRATULATIONS to Steve Jackson and the crew of Barbara who finished 3rd in the MPYC Fall Series.  This finish puts them in the top place in NPSSA Shields Fleet 7, as well as in 3rd place overall for the MPYC Fleet Championship (including the Spring, Summer, and Fall series races.)  


For those who wonder if NPSSA racing is back, this culminates a year in which NPSSA crews won the Biswanger Regatta, had a significantly improved showing at Nationals, and now produced a top finisher in our local waters.


2001 Officers

The election of new officers was held at the October meeting of the NPSSA.  The following were elected for the term Jan - Dec 2001 by unanimous vote of all members present and eligible to vote: 

Commodore:


Dave Bermingham

Rear Commodore:

Russ Dorrell

Vice Comm (Racing):
Ray Cooke

Vice Comm (Cruising):
Steve Jackson







Bob Flowers

Vice Comm (Training):
Edie Evans

Vice Comm (Maint):

Peter Newman

Treasurer:



Alex Sumners

In addition, the following were appointed to volunteer positions by the incoming Commodore:

Public Affairs/Jib Sheet
Gisele Bonitz

Webmaster


Terry Branstetter

Constitutional Changes


After a great deal of discussion regarding the original intent of the NPSSA Constitution, and after due consideration by the members present, the proposed changes published in the October Jib Sheet were approved at the Quarterly Meeting and will be incorporated.

Skipper’s Challenge

Here’s a toughie (hopefully unlike your Thanksgiving Turkey!)  You are approaching a lock (like those in the Panama Canal or the Chittendon Locks on Seattle’s Lake Union).  You are skippering Serenade, and are the only boat in the lock.  The Lockmaster tells you that you’ll have to wait until the locks fills up with boats, since it will take less water to lift the boats if the lock is full.  You think for a moment, then tell him that he’s in error, and it takes exactly the same amount of water to lift either a single sailboat or a large cargo-ship.  You explain with a quick sketch on a piece of paper.  The Lockmaster scratches his head, then heads back to the control room.  Is he going to lock you in, or make you wait?

The Commodore(s Logbook

by Dave Bermingham
I would like to start by saying thank you to Chris Klein and the rest of this year’s board for the terrific work they have done over the year, and also to you my fellow NPSSA members for your help and support.  We have had a great year!  Our racing programs showed great improvement with our Biswanger Regatta win and a vastly improved Nationals showing.  Our training efforts were expanded with the addition of B-Skipper training to our Summer Splash and Octoberfest events. We have a lot to be proud of in this past year.

What I really want this article to do, however, is to get you excited about NEXT YEAR. My goals as Commodore are intended to maintain the steady improvement of our Association in terms of organizational health and relevance to you, the membership.  I want to provide a little more bang for your buck, get you more excited about sailing Monterey Bay, and give you the opportunity to expand your seamanship and sailing skills.

To achieve that, I intend to expand the types of training available to members.  In addition to continuing both the formal US Sailing training classes and the less formal Spring, Summer and Fall training days, I hope to organize and institute classes in sailing with Spinnakers, Match Racing, Team Racing.  If you have a desire to learn an aspect of sailing, perhaps how to heave-to in bad weather, I want to know about it and we will try to incorporate training to address your interest.  This training will by necessity depend on volunteers, so think about what sailing experience you could share with your fellow members for the benefit of us all.

I would like to bring NPSSA closer together. I want to generate events that allow us to enjoy sailing together.  Look for the event of the month to come back.  I hope to invent some creative and fun additions to our familiar whale watching and Moss Landing cruises.  

I also want to build on our strong relationships with MWR, the NPS Foundation, and Monterey Peninsula Yacht Club.  Teaming with these organizations allows us to gain from the knowledge and experience of others, and effect positive change in how Navy Sailing is conducted on Monterey Bay.  Specifically, I want to raise the material condition of our fleet by increasing the cost efficiency of our maintenance and investing our manpower, and if necessary and prudent our financial resources, into the process.  I would like to increase the visibility of the NPS and Navy Sailing through our racing programs with the short term goal of re-establishing the Biswanger Memorial Invitational Regatta as a Navy Sailing Championship.  As a long term goal, I hope to position Shields Fleet 7 to consider co-hosting a National Championship Regatta in the 2002 time frame.

These are ambitious plans.  They are also highly doable if we have the will to follow through.  I hope you are as excited about the future as I am.  I will need your help, enthusiasm and expertise to make it all work.

‘Til next time, I'll see you on the water,

-- Dave
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Beating for the Weather Mark
by Brian Alexander
Well I’m finally back from Nationals, then some thesis travel and then family travel.  (If you haven’t been to Yosemite yet, I strongly recommend that you go before you leave the left coast.)  Nationals were a blast this year, a lot was learned in a short period of time and we did much better than last year, despite a bad case of the “slows” on the final and most important day of racing.  

We arrived in NYC Tuesday evening, got our gear and rental van, and headed for Larchmont, NY.  Sailing within sight of the towering skyscrapers and bridges was beautiful.  After stopping by LYC to get directions to our host family’s home, and a run for the best NY pizza in town, we went to the beautiful estate of Dr. and Mrs. DelGrecio.  Lou and Paula were wonderful hosts and provided a place to stay, wonderful bagel breakfasts, and current information (most places in the world you have to worry about current, we were in real luck here). 

Wednesday was for measurement of sails and a practice race.  At measurement we found that our chute was 6” short on the hoist and about the same in width, fine for Monterey Bay where it blows and rolls, not as great on the flatter and lighter winds of Long Island Sound.  Last year it was too big!  After measuring it was off to find our boat.  Bill Gerity provided the use of In-Time, US142, a beautiful boat with the latest racing setup to include the pole to boom set-up ala J-24.  The traveler and backstay were rigged under the deck to just forward of the driver, with max purchase making for very easy adjustment by the driver or the main trimmer, and no butt-cleat problems.  The outhaul and vang were set for max purchase as well, and worked great.  (The setup for the vang, can be found in the Harding Tuning guide.)  The addition of an automatic chute basket made the boat much easier to sail than we are accustomed to at home.  The race provided us a chance to practice our starts in a large and aggressive fleet (~12 boats on the line for practice and later we saw 16 boats on line for the series.)  We learned a lot very quickly.

That evening we had an enlightening discussion on boat setup with Joe Shultz-Heik, now four time Nationals winner.  He had provided Bill with direction for setting up his boat.  Mr. Shultz-Heik runs his boat like the Soling Olympic campaigns he used to run, to the annoyance of his fleet mates (imagine a Patriot on steroids…)  Jokes of dry-sailing his boat were omnipresent, but I think he was just carefully using the class and local rules provided.  He took his boat out of the water whenever and for as long as he was allowed, and I watched as his crew cleaned the bottom with an unknown liquid.  The incredible condition of the bottom would make even a Monterey J22 dry sailor drool.  

Racing started on Thursday in 25 knots of wind with slightly less wave action than we are used to on the bay (not as much fetch on the Sound).  It was Great!

Unfortunately, by Friday we were racing in no wind, which was an exercise in frustration.  We started a race at the prescribed time only to have it abandoned immediately after the start due to the dying breeze and the fact that 1/3 of the fleet had not made it out, wrongly assuming the start would be postponed  (Of course, this was our best start of the week, on the line with speed…) But we “Stayed Engaged” finishing in no breeze using only the wind across the deck caused by the current pushing us.

Going into Saturday we were in 13th place, looking to move up with 15 knots of breeze forecast…in rain showers.  It was not in the cards, though.  The dawn brought a 5 to 15 knot, shifty and unpredictable breeze. Our first start had us over the line early, and going back in the marginal breeze cost dearly.  In the second race we had a very bad case of the slows finishing and returning in the rain, just like last year.

Saturday evening was the awards ceremony, complete with an incredible feast put on by LYC. Though a little more formal than under the tent at Beverly Yacht Club it was very enjoyable.  One of the highlights included the MPYC “Take a Bow” trophy going to the Shields Class Officers for blowing off the Class Meeting on Thursday Night.  NPSSA once again captured the Institutional Award, although to be honest, we were the only Institution competing.

Lessons Learned.

Tweak your boat; adjust the headstay before every race for the conditions, adjust the shrouds once a week.  800 lbs on the outers, 200 to 400 on the inners depending on the wind.

Crew work is critical, the more practice the better.  Maura had never sailed with us before the practice race and fit right in, but we could have used more time together in the boat.  We also lost 2 places in the first day of racing, our best race with the most wind, due to an override near the finish, the over ride did not kill us but it took us a minute plus to recover from it.

Don’t try to point in 10 knots of breeze (or less).  We literally had a boat roll us to weather by footing out and taking boat speed over pointing. Very disheartening … not a help to boat speed either.

A clean bottom makes a big difference, reinforced by how well we have done on the bay with clean bottoms this year. 

Start aggressively, with speed.







--BT
Shield Class Meeting.

Though there were no class officers present, two things were beat to death:

There needs to be a study commissioned by the class in to making the Shields less sinkable, i.e. the use of “balloons” in the fore and aft “air-packs” and/or under the seats, or some integrity requirement for the those spaces.

There were only two boats from the Newport Fleet at Nationals.  Newport is the home of Nationals next year, and the strength of their fleet cannot be under stated as they have nearly 50 boats on the line for Wednesday Night Beer Can races.  Some of this was due to friendly animosity among Long Island fleets, and the fact that we were missing the BBQ dinner.

Finally, the class is in favor of having a West Coast Nationals again, and may be willing to pay to ship some of the boats up from Orange County, to ensure there is enough boats for one entry from each fleet, and if anyone wanted to ship their boat across country they would be welcome as well.  This was reemphasized on Saturday with the Class President.

“When I began my five-year voyage in the Mir-El-Lah, my Arab dhow, I hardly knew how to tie a proper knot, nor whether starboard was the right or left side of the boat.  All I knew was that I loved the sea, and I hoped that determination, constant attention, and common sense would get me through the first weeks.  After that, I should have learned enough to reach my destination inshallah (God willing.)”

-- Lorenzo Ricciardi, The Voyage of the Mir-El-Lah
Cruiser’s Corner

VIRGIN ISLANDS

JUST AS NICE, TWICE

by Steve Jackson
This is the final installment of our Cruising Commodore’s tale of his recent adventure in the Virgin Islands.  When we last left Steve and crew they were just leaving Maya Marina.
To the Bitter End

As we cleared the channel, our goal was the famous Baths located at the southwestern end of Virgin Gorda.  “The Baths” is an arrangement of huge boulders, piled upon one another, forming caves and crystal water filled grottos.  This natural arrangement creates incredibly private beaches connected by shallow pools, and illuminated by shafts of sunlight that filter down through this huge rock pile.  Many gorgeous models have been photographed here for advertisements.  If you’re in the Virgins, you need to visit The Baths.

The Baths are just across Sir Francis Drake Channel from Maya Harbor, but that morning they were directly up wind. Since our windward ability was limited to a “close reach”, the rhumb line 7 or 8 miles turned into 12.  As I kept a seaman’s eye on the lay line to tack to the northeast, I realized that if we held course we’d have a single long easy tack 12 miles to Gorda Sound at the northeast end of Virgin Gorda, location of the equally famous Bitter End Yacht Club and Resort.  The wind had been blowing from NNE to ENE, day and night, ever since we arrived and I felt that the chance of it continuing to do so for the duration of our charter was excellent.  The crew agreed that we could go there first and then spend our last few days reaching down wind to The Baths and various other points of interest.

It was a staggeringly beautiful day as we sailed up Drake Channel with Virgin Gorda Island to leeward.  The sky was a brilliant blue with billowing clouds scattered about and a steady 15 to 18 knot breeze.  Sitting on the bow pulpit, watching the stem slicing the azure surface producing a white foamy “bone” was a favorite pastime.  Time passed too quickly and we soon left Mosquito Island astern, indicating that it was time to tack to enter Gorda Sound.

Bitter End is a very popular spot and traffic converges from all directions.  The channel is pretty narrow between Mosquito and Prickly Pear Islands and a coral reef lies just under the surface about 50 feet off the lee side.  Looking at the situation with a reef to our lee, considering the island’s topography, and remembering the effect of winds around Pt Pinos, this looked like the perfect environment for undesirable wind shifts.  I reached over and started the engine and mentioned to the crew to be ready to quickly release the jib sheet if need be.

As we approached, a sailboat was leaving the Sound and a power vessel was overtaking us to port.  As I feared the wind suddenly veered around Prickly Pear Island, dropped in strength and headed us.  With a reef to leeward, we couldn’t fall off.  Our speed quickly dropped to a point that we couldn’t tack around, even if that sailboat and power vessel weren’t dangerously close to us.  We all felt good since we had prepared for this, and all I had to do was push the throttle forward while the crew used the roller furling and power winches to make short work of securing the rig.  We easily motored the rest of the way.

The water at Bitter End is a light turquoise with vast coral reefs located north and east.  We had the rest of the afternoon to enjoy swimming, snorkeling and beach exploring.  Then we spent a fun night ashore drinking and dancing to calypso rhythms under swaying coconut palms.  We couldn’t resist jumping out on the dance floor to “try” those wonderfully exciting Caribbean dances that were being done by the locals.  It’s all in the hips!

After a while Marcia and I took a break from our night of dancing and rum punches and enjoyed a walk along the beach.  Walking only a short way we heard a steel band playing, and followed the sounds of the drums to discover a group of teens on a pier, in the dark, behind a shed, practicing for the next week’s Carnival competitions at Charlotte Amalie.  They really sounded terrific and the deserted dark wharf environment was romantic beyond description.

We eventually wandered back to the Yacht Club around 10:30 PM, but the band had already packed up and left.  We hadn’t paid our bill yet, and although the place was almost deserted the relaxed island mood was still evident - no one approached us with a check.  We actually had to inquire to get our bill.  Don’t worry, be happy - with the tab satisfied we went back to the boat.

Imperial Gallons

Friday morning, after listening to tales of the reef from those who had gone snorkeling the afternoon before, everyone wanted to go.  So, except for me, the group headed off in the dinghy.  I stayed under cover since my skin had absorbed about as much solar radiation as it could take, and we still had a few days of Caribbean sun to go. The crew stayed out on the reef for two and a half hours, and then wanted a shower and breakfast before getting underway.  I was anxious to get going since we still had a rather long ‘want-to-see’ list and only two and a half days left on our charter.  

To ‘top it off’, there must be an adverse conversion factor between USVI and BVI water because even though we filled the tanks to overflowing at Sopers Hole only a day and a half prior, we were almost dry and needed to refill before leaving Bitter End.  400 gallons of USVI water lasted 3 days verses 1.5 days for BVI water.  (hmmm…am I the victim of a rebellious response to my water conservation admonitions?)  Once again I needed to let go of ‘our’ itinerary.  I was starting to wonder, though, if we were going to get out of Gorda Sound early enough to have time to do anything but beeline to our next overnight anchorage.  Looking at essentials, all that I needed to do was allow enough time to clear out of BVI and into USVI Customs and still get back at the CYC docks by noon two days hence.  

By the time we left for the water dock it was past noon, and when we arrived there were two boats in front of us, so we picked up a buoy.  Unable to raise the dock on the radio or cell phone, I took the inflatable to attempt to officially “get in line”.  The attendant was nowhere to be seen and the only response that I got from anyone was that I couldn’t tie my inflatable to the dock.  There was no answer when I explained that I didn’t want to tie to the dock, but to get in line or on a waiting list for water.   Finally a lady from one of the boats spoke up and said, “We’re almost done, we’ll be leaving soon.”  Since that appeared to be the best response I was going to get, I thanked her and headed back to the boat, and told the crew to be ready to cast off. 

Shortly we saw the boat leave, so we quickly dropped our mooring and headed towards the aqua...just in time to watch the second boat already at the pier back up into the freshly vacated spot.  I concluded this dock isn’t equipped to dispense fuel and water at both ends, so I swung around and went back to the mooring we’d just left.  It seemed to take forever for them to fill their tanks, and we kept looking around for any approaching boats that might want to compete with us for that single precious hose.  Finally they cleared and it was our turn, so I ‘bombed’ on in:  “Look out here we come!”  As we approached an attendant materialized to handle lines and pass us the freshwater hose.  He looked about 14 years old, but appeared to be very experienced at mooring boats.  He even tied our bow line a bit long so the strong headwind would hold the boat away from the dock.  

When we saw the hose it was obvious why it took so long to tank up.  This mighty ½ inch hose, with numerous duct tape repairs, was cracked and leaking its entire length.  I wondered if we would get even 80% of what the meter clicked off.  When we handled it, we found that it had been stored in a pit that was a drain for spilled or leaked diesel fuel.  The attendant said that he didn’t have a rag so we retrieved some paper towels and wiped the end of the hose before inserting it into our fill pipes.  Well, we filled and we filled and lost track of the attendant.  After starting the crew on our the third and final tank, I decided to investigate and see if there was anything tricky about shutting the water off.  There wasn’t, and when we were finally topped off and while the crew slipped away to visit the local gift shop, I had to shut the water off and then walk around here and there until I finally found the water attendant. 

Perhaps feeling that this lack of attention would adversely affect the fat tip that he wanted, our attendant looked up from his cash box and said that he seemed to be a bit shy of change.  Naively, although I was to be exposed to this little trick three or four more times after our charter, I said, “Ok. Just give me all that you have.”  From the look on his face, all he had would have been a windfall for me.  Unsure whether I was being innocent, or tactically stupid, he became somewhat fidgety and finally reached into his box and pulled out my exact change.  Another “Don’t worry, be happy” lesson learned.

Bath Time
Finally clearing the water dock a little after 2 PM, we got our sailing day started.  It was sunny and hot, but the 18-knot wind over our starboard quarter cooled us as it pushed us on our way.  We blasted straight out of Gorda Sound, past Mosquito Island and eventually jibed over to the opposite broad reach once again headed toward The Baths.  Enjoying the short trip, it was only 3:30 PM when we picked up a day use buoy.  

When we were here two years ago we swamped the dinghy going ashore, so I was relieved to see that there was no surf running.  In that instance, four middle aged adults couldn’t get out of the boat and get it pulled up on the beach before the following wave caught up.  Ever try to dump a ten foot hard dingy full of water so you can get it up on the beach before the next ‘next wave’?  Heavy!  This time we had a nice and buoyant inflatable, but we also needed enough time to get 6 instead of 4 middle aged adults out of it. Thankfully, the lack of any surf made a totally uneventful landing.  We enjoyed a few leisurely hours walking through the caves, and taking private dips in the bathing pools. As I said earlier, if you’re in the neighborhood, you need to go to The Baths.  All too soon it was after 5 PM and we needed to return to the boat.   

Our decision where to anchor for the night was simplified by our need to go grocery shopping again.  It wasn’t that we didn’t have food, the larder was still stocked.  We simply had six people who didn’t all like the same menu.  Maybe our close proximity to 24-hour grocery stores in our daily lives at home made it hard for us to plan ahead.  Regardless, with groceries in mind, Spanish Town, Virgin Gorda, was only a two mile backtrack from The Baths, so we motored over and anchored close to the marina entrance channel to keep the inflatable commute as short as possible.  I was amazed to see that there were only two other boats anchored here.  Two years ago there were twenty yachts and two small cruise ships packed in.  What a difference being a week later than official high season makes!

John, Rose, Norma and Marcia spent almost two hours ashore, returning just after another fabulous sunset had left the irregular volcanic peaks of Tortola silhouetted on the horizon.  John, a.k.a. Mr. Shore Leave, reported that he had checked into marina opportunities and for only $1 per foot ($49) per night, we could give up our quiet and privacy to gain hookups and, of course, easy shore access.  For me marinas are high rent tenements with noisy people jammed side by side in thin walled enclosures that lack soundproofing.  This time, though, I wasn’t caught off guard.  Recalling the lesson learned from our experience at Maya Harbor just two evenings before, my answer was quick and final:  “The sun has set so it’s too late to move.”

The Last Three Things
The next morning was the start of our last full day on this beautiful yacht.  Could it really be over already?  Facing the inevitable, I set three goals for this day.  (Yes, I was making goals again.  Heck, that is the skipper’s job!  There are certain restrictions that even the ultimate pleasure cruise must be sailed under.  I was the guy who signed the contract, that made me the guy who had to be concerned that we stayed within those limits.  Earlier I stated that I’d recommend Maynard to anyone interested in a crewed charter, perhaps I should hire and let him set the goals next time.  He would be paid for feeling responsible to ensure everyone was having a good time.  Oh yes, my goals for the day…)  First, as long as we were at a BVI customs station anyway, I decided to go into Spanish Town to clear before getting underway.  Second, I wanted to do some snorkeling at the marine caves at the west end of Norman Island, BVI.  (I wondered if one could legally make one more visit to a country that one had already cleared from?)  My third goal was to clear into US customs.  Clearing customs can be either a quick and simple or a long and frustrating experience, as we had already found out.  If I waited until our last half-day to clear and then wound up with the ‘run around’ version, turning the boat in on time might become a stressful experience, and a lousy way to end a great trip.  So, off to Spanish Town I went.

Looking over our BVI documentation, I noticed that our checkout date was already filled in and initialed.  I’d heard that sometimes they’ll give you an automatic check out when you check in.  In that case, I had until midnight to get across the line, but I decided to check in at BVI customs just to be on the safe side.  I must have looked pre-cleared because one of the agents opened a locked side door and took me ahead of about 8 people waiting in line.  He was very pleasant and polite, verifying that we were indeed cleared to leave.  Wow!  They must be happy to see the tourists go by season’s end.  I was afraid that they might want to hit us with a little exit fee like at their airport.  First goal accomplished, I buzzed back out in the inflatable, looking forward to pleasurably tackling the second.  

We got underway with headsail alone in a wind that was around 18 knots and freshening.  We covered the distance to Norman Island in much too short a time to truly enjoy the sailing  The sun seemed extra bright on all that multihued water, motivating me to shoot up two more rolls of film at any and everything.  (By the end of this trip, Marcia and I had exposed 17 rolls of film.  A fair description of our pictures could be: REDUNDANT!)  Our goal was a cove on the west end of Norman Island known as “The Bight”.  My plan was to moor inside and then take the inflatable back around Treasure Point to The Caves.  

The Bight was packed, there were at least 50 boats moored in the small bay.  After picking up our can, I noticed the water surface was agitated even in this protected cove. The anemometer showed sustained winds of 22 knots peppered with gusts to 28.  The idea of overloading our 10 foot inflatable with 6 adults for a half mile run downwind and outside the cove, in these conditions with only a 15 horsepower outboard and one paddle, concerned me.  If that little motor died there’d be no getting back to the boat.  Have you ever tried to paddle an inflatable? We’d be blown out to open sea, away from any and all islands.  These sobering thoughts inspired me to drop the mooring and to take the “mother ship” around the headland, and I was immediately glad that I did.  The near vertical cliffs almost completely blocked the wind and there were about ten day use mooring buoys available!

As we approached, the buoys seemed less than 50 feet out from the cliff, since the height of the cliffs fooled the eye’s perspective and it seemed to me that our boat would hit if it swung around.  (Actually they were probably 80 to 100 feet, and the cliffs continued straight down into the water for about 20 feet.  But I didn’t know that yet.) So we tied off so short that the buoy was suspended three feet out of the water.  Perception is reality, mine being faulty until I took a spin in the inflatable and saw the boat in relation to its surroundings.  Finally, I was able to relax and go snorkeling.

What an amazing show! The place abounds with sea life.  There is so much that it looks like a well stocked aquarium tank.  Some of the fish looked fluorescent, as if they were being illuminated by black light. It was while I was snorkeling that I discovered how deep the water really was, right up to the cliff face.  Unfortunately this wonderful show needed to end so that our third goal of the day could be realized.  If we didn’t arrive at Cruz Bay, St. John, in time to clear US customs, it would be a burden for us to do it on our short last day. And worse, I thought, none of us could legally go ashore that night.

Caneel Bay
We headed west across Drake Channel, then between St. John and Tortola.  It became obvious that we weren’t going to make Cruz Bay until at least 6 PM, certainly not in time to get in and get the customs job done before the agents quit at 4:30 sharp.  I thought I’d read that sometimes a US registered vessel with only U.S. citizens aboard could clear in with just a phone call.  We broke out John’s cell phone again and started the process of calling around the corner via California.  After 5 or 6 separate calls John reached the ultimate U.S. Civil Servant who responded to our request with a terse, “Show up in person in 45 minutes, or come in tomorrow morning.”  She then hung up right in the middle of John’s, “But, but…”

There was nothing to do but enjoy our sail along the fabulously beautiful St. John shore.  It just kept getting better and better as the sun sunk towards the horizon ahead and we got closer to the narrows between Great Thach, Tortola and St. John.  The islands were bathed in alpine glow as we passed Leinster Bay and through The Narrows, accentuating the silhouettes of ancient sugar cane kilns on the ridges.  (I’m not sure if they call them kilns, maybe they’re sugar cane mill chimneys, but they remind me of old lime kilns.)  We started falling further off the wind as we rounded St. John’s Mary Point and Whistling Cay, which form the NE side of Francis Bay.  It was so beautiful that I resolved to take at least one more trip to the Virgin Islands in a few years, but next time I want to spend an entire week just exploring the bays and coves of St. John.  St. John is two-thirds a National Park, and has the most natural and unspoiled look of all the islands.  And much of the shoreline areas that aren’t within the National Park are low profile resorts developed on and reflecting a romanticized look of eighteenth century sugar plantations.  It is a stark contrast to the monster high rise hotels that dominate St. Thomas’s shoreline.  

We decided to make Caneel Bay our final destination, since besides being absolutely gorgeous, it was also right around the corner from the customs station at Cruz Bay and only 5 or 6 miles from our penultimate destination, the charter docks.  Getting through customs and turning this boat in by noon tomorrow were now my only priorities.

No sooner had we secured to a mooring buoy and I verbalized my doubt that any of us could legally go ashore, than the crew was off in the inflatable heading for a night cap. As darkness fell, Marcia and I wondered if they had eaten ashore and started to discuss what we should do about our own meal.  Should we prepare enough for all or just the two of us? I also began thinking wild thoughts of what could be the legal ramifications for a skipper and a vessel who’s crew got arrested for illegal entry. Should we bring them some food in the Customs House jail cell?  My wild imaginings were cut short by their return and excited tales of an outlandishly plush and paradisiacal resort. They were so overwhelmed by the beauty of the place that they spent a couple of hours exploring about as well as having a drink.  For the extra efforts involved with organizing and skippering, they invited Marcia and I to be their guests at breakfast there the next morning.  After their legally unimpeded adventure and all the tales of grandeur, I cast aside my obsessive customs concerns and accepted their invitation.  (As you’ll see shortly, those concerns turned out to be a waste of my time and energies anyway.)

Caneel Bay Resort’s grounds and the meal turned out to be as spectacular as the crew’s accounts.  If one had $9000 a week (high season/best rooms) to spend on such things, it would probably seem worth it.  

Alas, the time to leave was at hand.  It was 10 AM and I still thought we needed to clear U.S. Customs and make good another 6 miles to turn the boat in by noon.  I looked around to say “Let’s go” only to see that the crew had dispersed in different directions.  My stress level began to soar…why now?!?…everyone knew what we needed to do in the next two hours!  Well, actually, they were all close at hand killing time in the shops waiting for Marcia and I to see the sights that they saw the night before.  All aboard and underway!

Cruz Bay for Customs

Cruz Bay, where customs is located, offers absolutely no guest mooring or anchorage space, so the crew circled outside while I scooted in using the inflatable carrying our crew list and passports.  As Murphy's luck would have it, I was “serviced” by as severely officious a customs agent as it has ever been my displeasure to deal with.  I had to fill out forms about the boat, about our citizenship and make declarations about what everyone purchased.  Then I was instructed to go back out to my vessel and send in the rest of the crew to check through individually. Dutifully, stress level bending the needle at the top of the scale, out to the boat went I and back in to shore went the crew.  It was my turn to putt-putt around in circles.  

Ashore, even though less than 15 minutes had elapsed, the agent seemed to forget that I had filled out the paperwork, and ordered everyone to start filling out forms. About that time a second agent started yelling, “you people don’t need to fill out those forms, you just need to have your passports stamped.”  The crew liked the second agent better than the first, so they beat feet over to him, got their passports stamped and left to the tune of two arguing agents yelling at each other.  The second agent renewed our faith in civil servants (being some, and having many among our friends here in Monterey) and we know that the first was an exception to the rule.  It was just too bad that John didn’t talk to the second agent the day before on the cell phone.  He probably would have cleared us right there and then.

As the crew was rushing in and back out, I wondered how late we could turn in our boat before the charter company charged us another $600 for the day.  And I still wondered what happened to the deal I know I’d heard and read about where Americans on an American vessel could simply clear by phone.  The customs folks I dealt with seemed to know nothing about it. [In fact, my memory was justified about an hour later at my ‘end of cruise’ debriefing, when CYC asked for my documents to fax into Customs.  They said that a U.S. registered vessel with the original crew of all U.S. citizens that were aboard when the vessel left U.S. waters needed only to fax their papers to Customs & Immigration within a certain time after their return, and that CYC would do this for us as part of their service.  How did I forget this one?!!!  (Before you decide to try this on your own, check it out, since this may be a practice peculiar to USVI/BVI waters only.)]

Terminus
The crew returned and told me about the arguments while I quickly set course for “the stables”.  With both sails drawing and the engine pushing we somehow made it into Jersey Bay and called the company for piloting assistance through the shoaled channel to the marina with only minutes to spare.  Instead of just leading us in as they had lead us out, they put a man onboard.  Suddenly I realized our charter was over, that I wasn’t going to take it all the way back to the dock.  I disappointedly acknowledged the obvious and said, “I guess that you’re here to take the helm.”  With that, and an empty feeling in the pit of my stomach, I stepped away from the wheel of the most opulent and glorious yacht that I ever had command of, and ‘took off’ the Skipper’s cap.  For one whole week, at least, it had been mine.  I felt demoted and deflated.  It was over!  Just then, the crew, apparently sensing my feelings, afforded me a hardy and prolonged round of appreciative applause which elicited a tearful urge that took all my might to suppress.  

Epilogue

The reminiscence while typing this has re-elicited those feelings.  I’ve found myself astonished at how much this exercise has driven home to me lessons that would have otherwise been lost.  Many of the individual events that occurred during this charter happened quickly and often in rapid series.  Sometimes we were required to make snap decisions and circumstances didn’t afford us the time to reflectively analyze and benefit from the subtle trials encountered. 

In an attempt to make this more than just  a chronological ‘we did this and that’, I was surprised at how much I was benefiting from this exercise.  For me, it became a necessary completion of ‘the adventure’.  Had I not relived these events in such completeness, many valuable lessons would have been forgotten and lost.  What a sad waste that would have been.  

My original intention was to write a short one or two page article to submit to the MPYC monthly newsletter.  When the scale of the project grew beyond what MPYC could accept, the Jib Sheet provided a good forum to spin my yarn, and encourage you all to take this same adventure on your own.  I know I’d do it again.  (I’d still like to know about those space aliens, though.)



World’s Largest ‘True’ Sailing Ship
Star Clippers shipping line has put into service the largest sailing ship launched since 1902. Royal Clipper entered service this summer under the Danish Flag. At 439 feet LOD, with a beam of 54 feet, Royal Clipper eclipses the Russian tall ship Sedov by approximately 36 feet. Royal Clipper is a five-masted ship intended for the cruise trade, capable of carrying 228 passengers, with a crew of 106.  She sets 54,000 square feet among her 42 sails, with her tallest mast at 197 feet, and is expected to exceed 17 knots with a fair breeze.  Royal Clipper joins her smaller sisters Star Clipper and Star Flyer as the largest commercial sailing ships in use today. Accommodations on Royal Clipper include luxury cabins, ample deck space, and three swimming pools.




NPSSA Calendar





Nov-00

19 Nov
Crew's Revenge Race




                                                 Dec - 00


7 Dec
NPSSA Christmas Party 

10 Dec
MPYC Lighted Boat Parade

New Boating Laws in CA

Governor Gray Davis signed legislation in September which affects boaters in the state.  The new legislation requires children under the age of 12 to wear a life jacket at all times in a boat (the previous age limit was 7).  He also signed a bill requiring anyone convicted of a moving violation while operating a boat to complete a boating safety class.  He vetoed a bill requiring mandatory education for all boaters passed by the legislature last year.  The new laws will take effect on 01 January 2001.

The Road Less Traveled

As we all approach the end of another year, we should look back and see whether we have progressed toward our goals.  Have we accomplished anything on that ‘list’ we all keep, of things to be accomplished in this life?  As I reach the end of my stay in Monterey, I want to thank my fellow officers, and all our NPSSA members and supporters, for the work we have accomplished together.  I leave you with a quote from Hal and Margaret Roth, two San Franciscans who, with little besides desire, bought a boat and learned to sail.  Their adventures took them around the world, but their philosophy is just as applicable to those who find our adventures on the lakes and bays of the United States, or on a charter boat in the Caribbean.  “If you want to go, don’t wait until everything is perfect or you’ll never get away.  Most adventuring is done on a shoestring.”

Notes
1.  There was a small increase in the hourly rental rate on 01 Oct 2000.  Check with the marina for new rates for all boats.

2.  Marina personnel have asked us to remind everyone that the ‘rental clock’ stops when you make your ‘inbound’ call at the tip of the breakwater.  You don’t need to rush through the channel to get the boat back in, and you can take a little extra time if you need to make a couple of passes at the dock due to traffic or weather.

Skipper’s Challenge Answer

He should lock you in.  It takes exactly the same amount of water to raise a dinghy or the QE2.  See the sketch below.  (Ed.’s note: Thanks to the discussion going on in the Latitude 38 Letter pages over the last few months for this puzzler!)
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