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After a very complete 10 days down to the Pocomoke, it was a nice change to be back in the mid-bay with a low mileage 6 day itinerary.  While low impact was the goal, we nonetheless encountered some weather typical of fall on the Chesapeake.  So, there was some wind, rain, reefing and great sailing to creeks not previously enjoyed.  Our stop in St. Michael’s provided a chance to freshen up and enjoy food and drink ashore.  Participation was good and all lived to sail another day. Here’s how it went….


Returning Cruisers
- Marc “You may need to adjust your wick” Cruder sailing Wanderer: Wittholz 25 (Glass)
- Dave “Why is your dinghy under that dock” Bleil with crew Jim “Would you hand me a shirt for a change” Ohlmacher sailing Gull: Mystic 20.
- Butch “Direct drive” Miller sailing Lark: Americat 22
- Jack “If you don’t mind moving, I might have some clams for you afterward” Smith sailing Winter’s Dream: Marshall 18
- Martin “Would you like to participate in an anchor rode survey” Gardner sailing Planet: Wittholz 25 (Wood)
- Mike “She has needs” Crawford sailing Homer: Wittholz/Hermann 17
- Paul “Jellyfish lips” Cammaroto sailing FRANCES B: Chuck Paine 32
- Phil “Creek Patrol Recon Commander” Livingston sailing Patriot: Marshall 18

Drive-By Cruisers (who joined us for a part of the cruise)
-Craig “Resin reinforced” Ligibel sailing Mystic Wind: Mystic 20
- Roy “I told you I’d make it” Henwood and crew Nancy sailing Liberty: Marshall 18 

Sunday, 9/17 Destination: Shipping Creek off Eastern Bay

I was on my own this year, for the first time in a long time.  My usual crew, John Brown was battling what would be his last round with cancer, so in no condition to join me.  Life issues were still foremost in my schedule, so did not attend any CCBA events again this year and was just able to get Wanderer ready for the cruise.  Down to the dock early so, in addition to final loading, I could jump over the side and clean the prop.  Moving into the fall makes this a little colder, but the water temperature was still tolerable for a quick dip.
With no one in particular to push my schedule, it took me longer than I thought, but finally, with dinghy in tow I was away from the dock at about 1100.  There was little to no wind, so I was under power out of White Marsh Creek. 

Exited the Rhode River and cleared the fish traps off Curtis Point at about 1200.  Set sail as a sun shade and shaped up on a course just south of west for Bloody Point Lighthouse at the southern tip of Kent Island.  Abeam Bloody Point at about 1315, altered course to 070 degrees per magnetic compass (PMC) up Eastern Bay under sail and power.  I was abeam the red #2A on a heading for Tilghman Point at about 1430, then north of green can #3 at the last clam line buoy just south of Tilghman Point at about 1515.  Then tacked around to a course of 330 degrees PMC toward Shipping Creek. 

At 1600, picked up the #2 red daymark, then the #3 green and a duck blind marking the entrance to Shipping Creek.  Sighted Mystic Wind ahead underway and Planet anchored.  Doused sail at 1700. Checked my cell phone to find an unanswered call from Winter’s Dream, so called him back to learn there were more catboats about a ¼ mile up the creek anchored in the “north prong.”  At that revelation, scanned the horizon to find a cluster of buff masts.  “Proceeded to the route” and was rafted alongside Pride, a Marshall 22 new to the group, by 1730.  The first night included nine catboats: Wanderer, Pride, Homer, Patriot, Winter’s Dream, Planet, Mystic Wind, Gull and Lark. Paul Cammaroto changed things up this year, leaving his Marshall 18 at home, but gracing the cruise with Frances B, a beautifully restored Chuck Paine 32, relegated, because of her keel, to deeper water at the mouth of the creek.
Dinghies were used for the raft-up photo op and happy hour commenced.  The 2017 cruise was off to a running and successful start. 
Insert photo 175-1 w/caption:  The Usual suspects at Happy Hour
Monday, 9/18: Destination: DeCoursey Cove off Wye Narrows

The first night festivities of continuous happy hour lingered on well after dark in Wanderer’s cockpit, as is sometimes the custom.  The group made a good dent in Jack Smith’s Gosling’s 151 and all the other heavy hors d’oeuvres.  Stayed rafted up to Pride, rafted up on Homer’s hook under calm conditions.  No issues.
The late-night conversation started with mechanical striking clocks, since Pride, who also had one showed mine to be 4 minutes fast.  Adjustment followed.  Then we moved to oil lamps, of which I have two in the cabin and then there is the anchor light; again oil.  That made Homer bring out his railroad lantern (used as an anchor light), while Pride brought out a very nice trawler lamp, hung it from his boom, so now we had cockpit light.  That made discussion turn to the optimum flame shape, which of course can only be had by trimming the wick into a semi-circle to produce the desired triangular flame profile.  Way too many details after all that rum…but we were among oil lamp kindred spirits.  Beyond that, it was a cool night and good sleeping...no bugs once all the oil lamps were lit.
Insert photo 175-2 w/caption: Fred Sherriff and the oil lamp on Pride
Up and ready to make corned beef hash and eggs, to find I had forgotten the corned beef hash.  Had to make a quick substitution and layer the frying pan with Spam, followed by 2 eggs.  In 5 minutes, you have a Spam and egg pancake that slides easily onto a plate.  Following breakfast, cleaned up from extended happy hour.  Apparently, pistachios were new in the mix this year. I found them everywhere.

Underway under power at 0900 to visit Frances B for a second cup of coffee on the way out of the creek, but never got there.  Facing a trot liner down the middle of the creek and floats down the edges of both sides of the creek….AND not paying particular attention, I ran Wanderer hard aground with the board up. Homer tried but did not have sufficient muscle to pull me off.  The trot liners came to the rescue (even though they had to ask me how to put the line I passed them around their cleat).  They succeeded in getting me back out in good water. Voyage resumed.  All underway except Planet. 

Set sail exiting Shipping Creek on a course of 130 degrees PMC for the Miles River.  All were ahead except for Winter’s Dream and Planet astern. Frances B on genoa alone to stay in the catboat pack.  Skies were fair but becoming cloudy; winds northeast at about 12 knots.  All moving briskly. Mystic Wind heading south down Eastern Bay and home. 

Abeam flashing red #4 and Tilghman Point at about 1100 with rain beginning and visibility rapidly decreasing.  Made the entrance to the Wye River at Bennett Point about half an hour later with weather clearing.  Hove to under sail, advised Frances B and made a liverwurst and onion sandwich in honor of Mr. Brown.  Called the home front to check in, since I hadn’t the night before because we all were making rather merry.  While I enjoyed my lunch, the rest of the fleet made their way into the Wye River. 

Note: Sailor of the day on this leg was Jack Smith, who reefed Winter’s Dream, started last, stayed upwind and passed the whole fleet on the way to the Wye….well done.
Made sail about 1230 and starting tacking into the Wye under ever-improving conditions.  Catboats were distant but visible tacking ahead of me.  After a great sail to windward as the tide became favorable, found the group anchored in De Coursey Creek.  Pride was testing out a seagull outboard on his dinghy Joy.  Frances B was recovering from some event I did not witness, but had to do with jelly fish.  At about 1500, I was boarded by Winter’s Dream, Lark and Homer with an iPad, so they could show me Planet’s video from Wooden Boat School, where he is an instructor.  Good stuff. 

Pre-happy hour about 1600, Frances B came aboard to tell his tale of sucking his dinghy painter into his prop and to inquire about the floats on my dinghy painter.  I of course only had the floats on there because I had a similar experience some years ago. Apparently, I got the engine in neutral sooner.  That said, Chief Cammaroto had another issue….he had lost one of his composite oarlocks during this harrowing event AND needed some first aid. I mustered up a spare bronze oar lock to make the dinghy functional and some aloe ladened cream for his jelly fish stings.  All retired to their boats to rest for the pending happy hour. Moved Wanderer’s anchor by the stern, when I overheard Pride say he had 80 feet of rode out by the bow in 10 feet of water. I was too close to him.  That resulted in a discussion of preferred anchoring and what to do if everyone is not anchored the same.  Those anchored on the bow will sail, and sail substantially, so sufficient sea room needs to be considered at every catboat anchorage.
By 1730 Wanderer had a full cockpit again.  We continued with left over goodies from the night before along with some new additions including Papa Cammaroto’s “salseech.”  Made tentative plans for recon of Woodland Creek in lieu of the scheduled Hunting Creek. Assigned Major Livingston as back-up to Butch Marine – Report to Follow.  At 1900, all were dismissed. Homer stayed aboard for white chili with chicken.  By 2100 anchor lights were on and all other lights out.

Tuesday, 9/19: Destination: St. Michaels, MD

At 0800, the creek patrol of Patriot and Lark departed the anchorage.  It was another good night, with no big winds as expected, just a nice temperature drop.  Had Granola and fresh milk for breakfast, followed by general housekeeping and reorganization/re-icing of the cooler.  Organized the empty passenger bunk, refueled and put in a single reef.  Pulled the anchor, drifted off, raising the sail.  Only Planet in the anchorage.
Departed together about 1000 sailing downwind and outbound on the Wye.  By 1100, we were abeam Bennett Point and the #2 red daymark.  Wind picked up to the predicted 10-15 knots with 1-2 ft seas.  Under these conditions, it was short two-hour sail as I entered St. Michael’s harbor, dropped sail with the engine in neutral and completed furling.  About the same time Selina, a large cat rigged yacht of the 1920’s and now 6-pack charter boat under the direction of Capt Iris, was hailing me down as she pointed out a catboat to her paying passengers.  I was a little busy at the time to properly respond. 
Rafted up to Frances B and was thrown a hot dog in tin foil….just like at Camden Yard!  Lark joined for lunch by dinghy; Pride came up with museum “comp” memberships and the combination to the rest room ashore.  We were all set. 

Found my anchor, picked a spot, then went ashore.  Enjoyed the new exhibit of Robert DeGast photos with audio commentary; took a shower; got ice, then headed back to Wanderer for pre-happy hour.  Plans ashore were loose with many choices, so no firm reservations made.  The group found their way to the Lighthouse Restaurant just up from Town Dock.  The barmaid, Corina, managed to effectively and efficiently herd all the cats.  Decided to eat at the bar, which had an elevated position with open garage doors facing the harbor.  It had the feel of a bridge deck with a nice breeze coming through.  The Nanticoke Nector RAR (Real Ale Revival Brewing Co. Cambridge, MD) did not detract from the ambiance.  Had a nice salmon sandwich and enjoyed catboat company.  As far as I could tell, all survived and were accounted for.
Wednesday, 9/20: Destination: Hunting Creek off the Miles River

Up at 0600 making coffee.  It was a windy night but all boats were in place.  At 0700, sighted Major Livingston on patrol ashore.  Picked up Homer by dinghy and proceeded ashore.  By 0745, we were outside the Carpenter Street Saloon for breakfast with all catboaters.  How can you pass up a good plate of S.O.S.? I t was wonderful, as was the service.

Insert photo 175- w/3 caption: Cruisers at Carpenter St. Saloon
At about 0900 we were back at the museum chatting with Capt Ed Farley on the skipjack H.M. Krentz.  Then waited for the bugeye EDNA LOCKWOOD to be lifted onto her new log bottom.  The process got delayed waiting for the local press, so we contented ourselves with the progress report from Richard Schofield, the museum’s Assistant Curator of Watercraft.

By 0930, I was back aboard Wanderer and preparing to get underway.  At 1000, powered out of the inner anchorage then set sail on a course of 140 degrees PMC down the Miles River.  Off the #7 green daymark at the end of Long Point at about 1100.  Checked my position by GPS.  Found the entrance to Hunting Creek with one green and red plastic pair of buoys just inside the entrance.  Began tacking up Hunting Creek.

At about 1230, dropped sail and anchored opposite Long Point Cut.  Made another liverwurst and onion sandwich.  During lunch, Homer came by reporting a leak and water in the bilges, while Lark passed by with a torn sail.  Got back underway about 1315 under sail as Gull was approaching.  Comfortably sailed the rest of the creek to find our anchorage.  All secure by 1400. Read, napped and washed up.

Happy hour ensued aboard Wanderer about 1730.  The group received the “creek exploration report” from the Protocol Officer.  We tried to call Mr. Brown to tell him we were thinking of him.  We left a message.  Tried a second time a little later; no joy.

All eventually made their way back to their boats. Homer and Lark lingered for deep and thoughtful discussion.  Even got a chance to talk to Kitty (Homer’s Ex).  No dinner cooked again. Lights out.
Thursday, 9/21: Pickering Creek on the “Front Wye” River

It was a quiet night with no weather, lights or houses on the creek.  The head of Hunting Creek, which we have been to before, is always a nice spot. 
Insert photo 175-4 w/caption: Gull in Pickering Creek 

Awakened about 0530 by the sound of a deadrise and the shine of a spotlight.  During this waterman’s second pass, he asked Winter’s Dream to move so he could set a trot line “on the edge” of that shore. Winter’s Dream complied and I went about making Spam and eggs. Wind was only expected to be about 5 knots from the north. 

Departed the anchorage at about 1000 with Planet, leaving Lark anchored with no signs of life.  We were able to sail in the light air, because it was on our stern.  By 1045 we were in the vicinity of Long Point Cut.  After multiple reports of Marshall 18’s making it thru and considering the +1.5 to 2.0 ft higher tide due to Hurricane Jose, I sailed Wanderer thru the cut favoring the south side (more likely to be eroding) versus the north side (more likely to be silting in).  Transit successful.

Stayed on a course of about 300 degrees PMC across the Miles River up until the outer anchorage in front of Chesapeake Bay Maritime Museum.  Tacked around about 1100 onto a course of 030 degrees PMC and intercepted Salina out with a party again.  Exchanged pleasantries this time as I was in a position provide my full attention.

At 1130 Planet, who did not sail thru the cut, but down around Long Point, caught up to and passed me while I was having lunch and Wanderer was self steering a course of about 020 degrees PMC.  Planet crossed my bow to confirm the self steering evolution.  Meanwhile Lark was sighted coming up from around Long Point .

Insert photo 175-5 w/caption: Self steering Wanderer
Entered the Wye River at Bennett Point about 1330.  Continued to navigate under sail and found the catboat fleet anchored in Pickering Creek about 1530.
Friday, 9/22 Warehouse Creek off Eastern Bay

As I had a commitment ashore, my plans were to leave the cruise early.  The same was true for Pride and Lark.  I was underway under power outbound from Pickering Creek at 0800 in company with Patriot and Homer.  Cleared Bennett Point at 0930 and set sail with wind from the north.  Parted company with Patriot and Homer as I rounded Tilghman Point at 1000 setting a course down Eastern Bay.
From here I will use notes provided by the Protocol Officer sailing Patriot, who made it to the last designated anchorage…or close to it, to complete the cruise…
“We were back in Eastern Bay with wind out of the North at 8 knots.  Needless to say, it didn't take long for us to set sail and turn off the "iron genoa."  Sail set, there was only the sound of the wind and bow wave, which added to the peacefulness of being with your boat.  We were able to stay on a starboard tack for over two hours all the way to Cox Creek which would take us into Warehouse Creek. 

Upon entering Cox Creek, the wind died, so, I pulled on the "iron genoa" (all 6hp) and motored the last couple of miles.  Since Patriot was first to arrive I decided to do some exploring.  I found Warehouse Creek was flat marsh grass and open to any wind that might come up; the same type of anchorage as last year on the Honga River.  Further up, you come to a split.  The choice is right or left. I chose right.  The water was still deep 5-6ft but not as wide.  A much better anchorage, or so I thought, until I rounded the next bend and saw a fleet of crab boats which only meant one thing…rocking and rolling from all the wakes, large spot lights lighting up your cabin and maybe even a gentle knock on your cabin roof, asking if you would please move your boat, because, it is in the crab boat’s trout line path.  This usually happens around 4-5am!  So, not a good option, but there was good water all the way to a dot of an island, which by the way, is on the chart, with a 4ft mark right next to it. 
Insert photo 175-6 w/caption: Recon Commander at rest
I then worked my way back to the left spit and found a very nice anchorage.  It had 4-5ft of water and could accommodate ten catboats easy; all surrounded by eighty foot trees.  The best part was the great bald eagles that were flying in the area and perched up high on the tallest of trees, looking and watching me as I circled back around. 

I left the eagles nest and started back down Warehouse Creek.  Coming around the bend I saw Homer at anchor.  I found he was dead in the water, no engine.  His battery was dead.  Here on the CCBA Long Cruise you have only one real option…"Butch Marine"…The call was made.  He was willing to help and would meet Homer at the launch ramp in Pickering Creek at 3pm, site of our first night.  It was already 1pm, and zero wind.  The only option, a tow.  I came alongside, gave Homer my dinghy and towed him the 4.5nm to the ramp.
Reaching the mouth of Cox Creek, I saw three other catboats.  In the morning there were only going to be four of us for the last night, Homer, Patriot, Planet and Gull.  The other catboat turned out to be Liberty with Roy Henwood and his lovely wife, Nancy.  I told them we had a change in plans and would be spending the last night in Pickering Creek, just like the first night.  With all three catboats in close proximity, all were informed of the new plan, but left to make their own choice.  As we motored away, all three came about and followed us.  I dropped Homer off at the ramp and found the others in the same spot as the first night.  I made sure everyone knew that the "staff meeting" would be at 5pm on Patriot. A n hour or so later, a strong sounding Homer came motoring around the corner and joined us.  Yes, it was the battery.
Insert photo 175-7 w/caption:  Last raft up - Shipping Creek 
That last night we decided it had been an excellent cruise.  A toast was raised to Butch Miller for stopping his day and coming to help a fellow catboater.  What a guy.” 
Saturday, 9/23: Destination: Homeward Bound
At 0630, I idled out of Pickering Creek in the predawn light and headed for home.  For me, the week had gone by much too fast, with too few pictures and not enough time with catboat people.”
Epilogue


This year’s cruise of only 40 miles over 6 days exclusive of round trips to and from the cruise, which then might make the total break 100 miles; was mostly under sail with minimum engine use.  While the ashore stops were not many or lush, the creeks chosen provided plenty of solitude and time for relaxation.  The weather cooperated for the most part and even got exciting a few times.  We were happy to have Pride along for the first time as well as Frances B, which despite not being a catboat, deserved a good shakedown.  I would like to thank the Patriot for taking over on both recon and completion of the cruise as well as coordinating the Butch Marine bail out of Homer.  I’d be remiss if I did not include for the good of the order, Patriot’s suggestions or lessons learned for good cruising: 
- Be able to carry/get more ice, especially if stops and facilities are not regular
- Put everyone's phone number in your cell phone…you never know when you might need someone or something
- Know what weather and wind are expected and adjust your boat’s sail plan accordingly both at the start of each day and underway if necessary.
- Know where you are and where you’re going with or without a GPS
- Know how many boats are in the group and if you are going off itinerary, tell someone; and
- For God’s sake, put floats on your dinghy painter unless you plan to never back down!

Consensus for next year’s cruise was not discussed to conclusion on the last night as is our custom, but was hinted at all week.  Pride was new to the cruise but planned to make it again.  He is from the Chester River area, so to seal the deal, we will take to the Chester next year.  We haven’t been there since 2002.  We’ll take any consult from Pride to assist in our planning, but this time, we’re going above the Route 213 bridge.  Look for 2018 cruise details as they develop at www.chesapeakecatboats.org.  Maybe some of our catboat friends up north would like to join us…ya’ll come down, ya hear…we guarantee a good time!!
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