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Quarterly Meeting


The next NPSSA Quarterly Meeting will be 1900 on 12 October 2000 at the Monterey Peninsula Yacht Club.  This meeting will include election of NPSSA Officers for 2001.  We will also have a great guest speaker, and refreshments afterwards.  Mark your calendars and plan to attend.  The view from the Yacht Club is great!

Columbus Day
The folks at MWR have come up with another way for you to get some discount sailing.  In honor of that great sailing explorer, all boat rentals are ½ price on Monday 09 October.  Reserve your boat early - there are sure to be a lot of folks out to enjoy what will be one of the last warm days of this year.

 NPSSA on the WWW


By the time this Jib Sheet hits the mailboxes, the new NPSSSA webmaster, Terry Branstetter, should have provided a great new look for our webpage. More information, and some great pictures (which don’t copy well enough to use in the newsletter.) Check it out at http:// joshua.nps.navy.mil/~npssa.

OctoberFest!!!

NPSSA will conduct a FREE Sailing Clinic, for NPSSA members only, on Saturday 07 October from 1000 – 1500 at the MWR marina.  If you enjoyed Summer Splash, you’ll love OctoberFest!  The objective of this event will be to qualify as many people as possible as crew to sail onboard our boats.  We’ll also take a small group (if space is available) to provide refresher training if you are ready to move up and qualify as a skipper.

This event will be a great way to get ready to cast off lines for those whale watching days this winter.  You must be an NPSSA member to participate.  If you’ve let your membership lapse, or aren’t a member yet, bring your checkbook and we’ll have membership forms available.

Shields Nationals


A team from NPSSA is preparing for the Shields Class National Championship.  Racing Commodore Brian Alexander and crew will be leaving on 19 September to compete among the best Shields racers in the country. We’d like to thank NPS Superintendents RADM Wells and RADM Ellison for helping fund some of the team’s travel expenses.  If you see Brian or his crew, wish them luck. Come to the October meeting and see if they brought home the silver, and listen to their sea stories of exciting racing in Larchmont, NY.

Wanted: Sailing Instructors

The Sailing Instructor Course is filling up FAST. Several of the Basic Sailing Instructors are graduating, and MWR will be coordinating a course to train replacement instructors.  After completing the two weekend course candidates will be certified as U.S. Sailing Small Boat Instructors and will teach the Basic Sailing Course here next year. Enrollment in the Instructor course is very limited.  If you are interested in this chance of a lifetime, contact NPSSA Training Vice-Commodore Randy Mahr at 649-4521 for details.  Applicants must plan to be in the area through at least December 2001 to qualify.

New Officers

The election of NPSSA Officers for the next term (Dec 2000 - Nov 2001) will take place at the October Quarterly Meeting.  Any member or dependent of a regular member who is at least 18 years of age may hold an office.  (A list of officer positions is on the last page of the Jib Sheet.)  In accordance with the NPSSA Constitution, Article V, the outgoing Board of Officers will serve as the Nominating Committee.  A list of nominees will be published in the October Jib Sheet and shall serve as notice for the elections.  Anyone interested in being nominated for a position should contact Rear Commodore Dave Bermingham at 642-9055 or dabermin@nps.navy.mil.  



The Commodore(s Logbook

by Christine Klein

Aloha once again, and welcome to what I can’t believe is already another edition of the Jib Sheet (Randy you slave driver, you!!!!)! Where has the summer gone? My apologies for not contributing to last months newsletter…as Randy said, I had broken a finger racing, and was still racing…but while I can somehow manage to sail Lasers and work foredeck with broken bones and bruises of varying degrees, I have not been able to type! Not to worry…. I am working on this shortcoming. For now, the injuries (badges of honour) are healing nicely, and well, here I am! However, I am headed out the door to yet another regatta, so I will have to keep this short and sweet.

We will soon be looking for nominations for next year’s board of officers. And we need your ideas, thoughts, suggestions, opinions and of course, nominations! If you have the interest, we need you. It is a tremendous opportunity to be part of a long and prestigious line of leaders in Navy Sailing…and in one of the most beautiful places to sail on the west coast! And let me stand as evidence that experience is not nearly as important as is enthusiasm!!! 

If you are interested, or think you might like to know more, there will be a quarterly meeting on 12 October at the Monterey Peninsula Yacht Club.  Come talk to us…we’ll give you all the information you could ever want, and then some! Voting will take place in October with the turnover in December.

And now I leave you all for a weekend of sailing Santa Cruz 52’s in the Dolphin Cup!! Here’s hoping for fair winds!!

See you on the water!
--
Chris
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The Log of Matthew Roving


A new series for young sailors in the U.S. Naval Institute’s “Naval History” magazine which follows a modern Navy brat’s nautical adventures when he is transported back in time to the year 1772.  The first installment is in the October 2000 issue.  Check it out with your favorite young sailor.




Skipper’s Challenge


So, you’ve made a few cruises on big gray ships, seen a bit of the world, and have the T-shirt to prove it.  OK, let’s see you use a little worldly knowledge:  


A Nakhoda is:

a.  A high velocity wind coming off the desert

b.  The current running out of a canal (such as the Suez.)
c.  A medium sized trading boat frequently found in the Indian Ocean

d.  The term for the captain of a sambuk

Discovery Day


Thanks to Dave Bermingham and all the volunteers who helped make the NPSSA contribution to Discovery Day a huge success.  For those who weren’t there, Dave conceived and built a 16 foot by 20 foot by 15 inch deep ‘pool’ in front of Spanagel Hall, and arranged to borrow two radio controlled sailboats from MPYC members.  He also made up several great graphics of how a boat moves in the wind, to show all the budding young scientists and engineers.  The display was popular all day long (being next to the tennis ball cannon helped!) and was one of the two exhibits featured in a photo in the next day’s Monterey County Herald.  Good job NPSSA Team!!

Marina Improvements


If you haven’t been down to the boats lately, you’re in for a big surprise.  New sails all around!  That’s right, the boats are all being outfitted with new mains and jibs.  That’s in addition to the new outboards we’ve seen on the sterns this year, new radios, and the marina crew is extremely proud of what they’ve been able to do to their whaler.  Tell the marina team what a good job they’re doing, and let MWR know how much we appreciate the new equipment.  And come out and enjoy a sail!
“…All This and Sailing Too is a creation much like many of [Olin J.] Stephen’s designs: elegant, powerful, and effective without a lot of extraneous flash - like a Shields one-design compared to a Melges 30.”

--Adam Cort reviewing the new autobiography of designer Olin J. Stephens (of Sparkman and Stephens

Knots and Miles


There is a growing practice of making an improper use of the word knot, not only with landsmen, engineers and shipbuilders, but also with those who should know better.  The prevailing idea appears to be that a knot is the same as the geographical, nautical or sea mile, and that the word “knot” is used to avoid possible confusion with the statute land mile.  But this is quite wrong.  The knot is the cosmopolitan unit of speed, employed at sea by sailors of all civilized nations.  One knot is a speed of one nautical mile an hour, the nautical [mile] being the mean sexagesimal minute of latitude on the earth’s surface, so that it is 90 x 60 - 5400 miles from the equator to the pole, and this is the only mile the sailor knows or uses.  A nautical or Admiralty measured mile (we do not say an Admiralty knot) is slightly  more than 6,080 feet so that one knot is a speed of a little more than 100 feet a minute, more nearly 101 to 102 feet a minute; thus, on a log line, with a half minute glass or interval of time, the distance between the knots should be 50 feet or a little over, say 51 feet.  The word knot is derived from the knots on the log line; the number of knots that pass over the ship’s taffrail during the half minute or other interval of time gives the speed of the ship in knots.  The only occasion then in which it is permissible to use the word knot as the equivalent of a length is in tracing the knots on the log line, and then by a familiar tendency in language, the “distance between two knots” is abbreviated in speech to the “length of a knot.”  By a curious perversity and straining after precision, the incorrect expression “knot an hour,” to express the speed of a ship, is creeping into general use, with the effect of displacing the word mile by knot.  No real sailor would say that a rock on the land was half a knot, one knot, etc., away.  It is too often urged that the expression “knots an hour” is so much clearer and more definite: but we might just as well measure pressure in “atmospheres per square inch.”

-- from the 1918 edition of the Manual for the Guidance of Apprentices on Training Ships by CAPT Eugene E. O’Donnell, Recruiting Service, Sea Training Bureau

[Note: the current standard length for a nautical mile is 6076.1155 feet, for those of you who insist on 21st century accuracy. - Ed.]
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Cruiser’s Corner

VIRGIN ISLANDS

JUST AS NICE, TWICE
by Steve Jackson
This is a continuation of our Cruising Commodore’s adventures in the Virgin Islands.  When we left Steve and crew, they were enjoying the dusk to dawn entertainment at Foxy’s.  Let’s see what happens when they returned to “the mother ship”...) 

What A Drag


Eventually, we bid a farewell to the bright lights and rum and went in search of the pier and our inflatable taxi.  The winds, especially the gusts, had increased dramatically by the time we returned to the boat.  When we approached, I should have noticed from the reduction of the space between us and the boat astern that we were dragging anchor.  However, at that late hour, we weren't interested in accepting the obvious, so we went to bed.  


Our entire anchor rode consisted of chain, so the grinding sound of a dragging anchor resonated through the boat. After 20 minutes of lying there listening, I decided to go topside and attempt action. (Interestingly, the whistling in the rigging from a big gust coincided nicely with this grinding sound…Duh!)


On deck I discovered that Derrell shared my concern and had beaten me to the bow.  One glance astern and we saw that our inflatable was now almost hitting the other boat’s anchor rode.  We decided that simply taking up on the anchor probably wouldn't be a solution and but reasoned that a second anchor put out to starboard would pull us away from our neighbor. Firing up the engine to help us out probably didn't bother anybody since the night life on the beach was still going strong.  Our plan did the trick and we rode steady, without any grinding sounds the rest of the night. 

Hey...I Know That Guy


Day four began to the primal tune of a cock crowing ashore.  Realizing that this crowded harbor probably had more than its fair share of human effluent, we decided on an early exodus to Sandy Cay for our morning swim.  “Raise the anchor!”  Drats!  We blew the windlass circuit breaker.  “Does anyone remember where that circuit breaker is?” I asked. 


Yelling back and forth from the cockpit to the bow at 7 AM in an anchorage full of hung over sailors aroused the interest of the professional skipper from the boat that had arrived just after us the previous evening. While I was trying to remember that the problem breaker was under the port "V" berth, this guy took the trouble to get into his skiff and come over to help us out.  As I glanced towards him, I realized that I recognized him! "Is that Maynard coming to our rescue?" "That be correct" he responded.  Unbelievable!  The guy that I hoped to see when I visited Sunsail Charters the previous afternoon.  Since he gave a couple of hundred skippers’ briefings over the past couple of years, I figured that there was no way he'd remember me, so I didn't attempt to remind him how I knew him.  He didn't ask either.  He told us to look forward for the breaker. I thanked him and he started to motor to his boat.  


With the windlass winding again, we thought we were ‘off the hook’, but when our anchor broke the surface we found that last night’s dragging had snagged the anchor rode from the boat behind us.  Unbelieveably, Maynard came back to help, and managed to untangle us.  Save #2, I like that guy!


With plenty of room, I just let us drift downwind while the guys secured everything up front.  As we approached the channel, which is just before the lee shore, I looked back and saw Maynard looking concerned again.  To prevent him from jumping back into his skiff, I put her into gear and did a wide swing close to his boat, re-thanking and biding him a good day.  For whatever reason, both Marcia and I felt really good that we got to see him again.

Paradise Found


Sandy Cay is the quintessential tropical island: about ½ mile long and covered with coconut palms.  The leeward shore is a gorgeous wind protected, coconut palm fringed, white sandy beach while the windward side is rough, and rocky.  It’s only a couple of eastward miles from our night’s anchorage in Great Harbor, so we motored over and found only two other boats there. After anchoring we had breakfast and got ready to enjoy that wonderful beach.  Looking around, we saw there were now 10 boats.  By the time that we got ashore, the number increased to about 20.  I guess we’re weren’t  the only ones to think of this place.  


Marcia, John and Rose swam in, while Derrell, Norma and I went in by inflatable, carefully running it up on the beach. We left the transom just touching water, and I took the anchor up high and buried it in the sand.  We were surprised when it only took about 10 to 15 minutes of little wavelets lapping at the transom to wiggle it off the beach, and another lesson for us to see how easily an anchor drags through dry sand.  (Solution: the inflatable must be tied securely to something or dragged completely away from the water.)  Derrell and I had much more success on our second attempt at dragging it up the beach by enlisting the help of 6 foot 4 inch, 250 pounds of John.  Crew of this magnitude help with keeping the skipper tactful.  


We enjoyed the beach and the entire island all morning, but as the lunch hour approached we left in order to have the time to stop back at Sopers Hole to replenish our fresh water (@*!!+*&^!!!!) and still make it to our next port of call before it got too late.

Them Tanks Too Dry


We lazily reached under headsail alone towards the shear cliffs of Thach Cut.  In Sopers hole, unless you’re with Sunsail Charters, water is only available from a local shipyard that has painted their phone number prominently on their roof.  Our cell phone call to them got us on the waiting list, so we picked up a mooring.  Things progressed more quickly than I had expected and soon they were yelling and waving us in.  


Although this was day four of our charter, this was my first approach to a solid cement bulkhead with our expensive navy blue hull. I was a little nervous as I approached the dock, a brisk wind from abeam, and a mega-sailboat taking up at least 150 feet of the 200 foot bulkhead.  This huge vessel was held away from all that evil looking concrete by an anchor line extending abeam well out into the channel.  Just a little something to trip on when leaving, I muttered under my breath.


Trying to squeeze in behind the “yacht”, I approached nearly perpendicular to the dock, with more headway than I otherwise would have felt comfortable with since I needed to maintain steerage. This was the moment when all those approaches in Hanalei were going to pay off. Once I made my final turn into the wind, I would have about 50 feet to bring our boat up against the dock and to a full stop. 


The speed of my closure with the dock seemed to increase the closer I got, even though I’d already throttled back. Suddenly looking at that mass of concrete, alternative plans started entering my mind.  I thought how I still had time to abort into the channel and turn parallel rather than perpendicular to the dock.  “No! I’m in control!  I’ve got this made!”  I finally threw the helm all the way over to port at a moment that seemed way too late, but, sensing my firm hand, all 49 feet of ‘my’ boat responded by spinning on the spot, and I actually had to steer back towards the dock a bit. A helpful factor was that “Mega Yacht” in front of us made an incredibly efficient wind break.  With some judicious reverse throttle, much to my satisfaction, we came to a stop about 10 feet behind the mega transom that probably cost more to fix than I could sell my house for.  I was three feet out from the bulkhead, but it’s easy to toss mooring lines three feet so I counted this as a perfect landing.  (Anyway, It was really only two feet as our fenders were about 12 inches in diameter.)  

They Really Care


Throughout this story, I’ve joked a bit at the expense of Caribbean Yacht Charters.  You remember, the “place mat” chart, dead flashlight batteries and some missing flags.  But in all fairness these were miniscule annoyances.  This was the cleanest, best maintained, most near-perfect vessel that I’ve ever chartered.  The company crew was incredibly pleasant, helpful and caring.  The little things that I’ve written about here were more likely caused by previous charterers not reporting problems, perhaps forgetting, but more probably fearful that they’d be charged.  I can certainly understand this, as I was once charged almost $400 of my deposit by a charter company for a problem that I reported, but didn’t cause.  Upon my return and during my exit interview, the management was sincerely concerned about any problems that we may have experienced so that they could rectify them before the next charter.  They seemed interested not only in their vessel but also in us.  They asked many questions pertaining to how the crew got along and if we really enjoyed ourselves. 


I write about this now because it was while we were moored to this bulkhead in Soper’s Hole, taking on water, that a yard supervisor said, “CYC boats always look great, they really take care of them”.  This was coming from an experienced gentleman employed at a large marine repair facility and popular fuel dock that had probably seen every charter boat in these islands.  He must know most of the charter boats of the area just as we recognize the boats on Monterey Bay.  I say this because our boat didn’t have the standard “CYC 49” painted on it’s quarter and the “CYC” on the mainsail was rolled up in the roller reefing.

Running Late


It was now going on 4 p.m. and we were at the west end of Tortola.  I had set my mind on a spot close to the east end to spend the night.  Time to go. Leading the stern line forward and letting go the bow line, we allowed the wind to pivot us out for an easy and clean get away.  The usual strong easterly was blowing, and since I had taken the opportunity to dip our tanks at this stop, and found them nearly full despite all our engine use, we motored into the wind until around 6:30 p.m..


We arrived at the small, shallow bay tucked behind Buck Island and set the anchor.  I was intent on reaching this spot, since I knew it was a wonderful anchorage that created fabulous memories for us two years ago.  Unfortunately the magic was gone - the area was in the middle of a major resort development.  The wildly overgrown and deserted homestead complete with rusted out WWII vintage jeep and machinery that we had explored during our last visit was eradicated.  In its place stood yet another, brand new, tropical looking outdoor bar and barbecue area.


We also had a small, persistent swell rolling through which prompted the crew to plead for mercy (or were they threatening mutiny) to put into Maya Marina, which was within sight of our anchorage. 


It was 7:15 by then and the sun had set 20 or 30 minutes ago.  I was perhaps a bit overly concerned with seeing that everyone was happy. In hindsight, I was perhaps more concerned with morale than their safety. 


I looked at my new $26.50 waterproof chart to see if we could fit in the channel, but it only showed that there is a marina. So as I looked towards channel in the last light of day and saw masts that appeared to be from vessels of at least our size, I decided that there was probably sufficient depth for us. Undersized buoys marked the entrance, barely visible in the wind chop and dark.  I attempted to raise a harbormaster on the VHF, but not until my fourth attempt did someone with a heavy British accent on a boat inside answer my calls.  He assured me that there was room and depth, so I told the crew that if we were going, they had better get the anchor up NOW!


The wind was 18 with gusts over 20.  I charged between dark half-sunken “buoys” on both sides with the wind on the starboard quarter.  Rose was reading out depth sounder: “6.6! 5.9! 5.2! 4.6!”  I was cringing, remembering that ‘3.9’ is on-the-hard as I made a 90-degree turn to stay in the dog legged channel. The harbor was about 100 feet away - no where to stop and maneuver here.  Our only choice was to go for it. “4.4! 4.1!” “Brace for impact!” “5.2! 5.8! 6.4! 7.8!”  What unbelievable and fabulous relief!  We cleared by 0.2 of a foot - about 3 inches.  If there was grass down there, we had mowed it!  Next time I’m bringing my charts!

We’re In…But Where To Go


It wasn’t celebration time yet. Now that we were here, we could see that this was one tight marina.  The buoys seemed to be on top of each other and the place was full of boats. In the ever increasing darkness I saw one empty mooring straight ahead.  Some of the boats around it seemed to be in the 40+ range, so it looked good to me, but I still had to turn around.

There was no turning basin, but there were some empty slips that I appropriated to back and fill.  Swinging in close to the pier pilings I turned hard with a good amount of way on, in the direction of the moorings.  As I slammed the throttle full astern, the engine died!  It started right back up, though, and fortunately the bow kept swinging to port against the 18 knots of wind.  It was time to slam it full ahead… @*#! died! Again an immediate restart and the bow's inertia was still stronger than the wind.  I started charging straight for the buoy, reminding the crew, as if they needed reminding, that they had one chance to pick it up.  Derrell and John snagged the mooring line like pros, ran our own line through its eye and had us fast in a matter of seconds.  For the first time since we entered the channel I felt I could slow down, and look around.

20/20 Hindsight


We succeeded, and it was exciting, even fun, but it was also dangerous.  Looking back at the last few minutes, I became concerned at how easily I had allowed myself to go against my better judgment. Property damage (albeit very expensive property) was really the only risk as conditions weren't bad enough to have endangered the lives or safety of the individuals aboard.  If it hadn't worked out as well, then total accountability, responsibility and liability would have been mine, all mine and mine alone.  It was my signature on the bottom line, but even more it was my reputation.  It was me who was committed to skipper for them and was therefore responsible for all.  Another afterthought was that since my contract forbade operating the vessel at night, all of this might have been done without the benefit of insurance coverage.  I thence came to the realization that a happy crew isn’t necessarily the most important consideration.


With lessons learned, I went up on the bow to watch the boat swing.  As I looked around, I saw that we were 10 feet longer than the next largest boat in the area, and 15 to 20 feet longer than most.  The boats our size were tied stern to the dock and between pilings.  Fearing that the moorings in this area were not capable of holding us if the winds kicked up I decided to set our anchor.  Moving was out of the question - I definitely wasn’t getting underway until morning. All was well with and on the boat after that; we had a crew's meeting to discuss all of our concerns, and then settled in for a friendly, leisurely and comfortable evening.

Breakfast Ashore And The Store Once More


Day 5 started with the usual aroma of coffee brewing, thanks again to Marcia.  John and I took the inflatable over to the dock to do a little recon.   We were looking for a harbormaster, garbage depository, (and of course a grocery store) and someplace to have breakfast.  We found them all. We also discovered that this harbor was a base for Sun Charters.  Their boats were the ones moored stern to the dock. Their staff told us that the buoys are owned by ‘some guy’ who lives on the other side of Tortola. They said he may show up to collect $20 from us and then again, he might not.  "Don't worry!  Be happy!" 


By 10:00 we were fed and ready to move on again. The wind had remained relatively constant, day and night, since we arrived.  I started the engine and it fired right up on the first kick just as it always had.   The engine stalls of the previous night never happened again.  I thought that maybe it had something to do with rapid changes between forward and reverse, but while discussing it with the staff during my after cruise debriefing, they didn't think so.  It was a matter that they were going to check into. 

Bedwetting


Derrell and John went to the bow to handle lines.  They were still busy preparing things when I decided that we had swung to the proper angle to the wind to cast off.   Not yet ready, they couldn’t comply with my request, which gave time for the stern to swing and expose the port bow to the wind just as they cut us loose.  I failed to tell them that as long as they weren't ready when I thought that the boat was, to wait until I thought it was ready again. How elusive good communications can be.  I throttled full forward, but that bow was doing its own thing, falling off right back into the pack of moored boats. After some judicious and tense maneuvers, including a gutsy (for me) run at the dock to avoid a collision, and picking our way out through the tightly packed moored fleet, we motored towards the harbor channel and freedom.  The tide was up so our circuitous passage through the channel was less tense than the night before and we cleared uneventfully.  Uneventful, that is, until we were outside in the chop and Norma discovered that we failed to secure the hatches and ports for sea. "OUR BED IS SOAKED!" she announced…"Don't worry!  Be happy!"

 … to be continued  (next month, the saga concludes)
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Skipper’s Challenge Answer

The correct answer is (d): The term for the captain of a sambuk.  A ‘sambuk’ is one of many types of boats which are generally referred to as ‘dhows’ ( a word the Arab seaman would never use.)  The captain of these fine ocean going trading vessels is known as the Nakhoda.  For more information on the heritage of the Arab sailors (before your next trip over to the Gulf) we recommend “The Sinbad Voyage” by Tim Severin, “Sons of Sinbad” by Alan Villiers, or “The Voyage of the Mir-El-Lah” by Lorenzo Ricciardi, all out of print, but available from libraries.






NPSSA Calendar




Sep-00


4
Labor Day

7
NPSSA Crew Party at Trident Room

9
NPS Discovery Day

9 - 10
Dolphin Regatta

10
Grandparent's Day at Marina

13
Sunset Series

16 -17
MWR Basic Sailing Class

17
Fall PHRF

24
Jack & Jill

20 - 23
Shields National Championships, NY

27
Sunset Series




Oct-00


7
Octoberfest Training Day

7
Quarterly Maintenance Day

9
1/2 Price for Columbus Day at Marina

12
NPSSA Quarterly Meeting (Elections)

29
Fiasco Race





Nov-00

19 Nov
Crew's Revenge Race




Other Upcoming Events


7 Dec
NPSSA Christmas Party 

10 Dec
MPYC Lighted Boat Parade


Notes
1.  There will be a small increase in the hourly rental rate going in to effect 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.




“From my first race on Nantucket Sound many years ago to my most recent outing as a weekend sailor, sailing has given me some of the most pleasant and exciting memories of my life.  It has also taught me something of the courage, resourcefulness and strength required of men who sail the sea in ships.”

-- President John F. Kennedy
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