Saorsa II ― 2010 Cruise
Part 001
2010-01-30 15:04 EST (20:04 Z)
On board this afternoon. Even out on the hard within a dim and dank building, she is mine and here for
me. Untidy and strewn with the paraphernalia of a yacht out of commission, She is beautiful still.
My feet are perched on the boom which occupies the port side of the saloon and intrudes on the galley.
Cold here, only 14° C, but a welcoming warmth burns inside..
Today, I tidied up the installation of the new chart plotter and the AIS transponder. The latter still must be
connected to its antennae, both BPS and VHF. This will happen when the antenna mast is installed.
Hopefully, both will be useful and contribute to the safety of my sweet Mistress.
Much remains to be done, but enough for today. She will be here for me tomorrow, the next day, and
beyond. So long as I remain faithful to Her, She will be constant and unwavering. So long as I care for and
believe in Her, She will be my close friend and stalwart companion.
This coming year, we will be tested as never before. The anticipation is delicious.
2010-05-16 17:45 EDT (21:45Z)
Oh my, where to begin? The past eight weeks have been quite something. Big changes in my life. This looks
to be a year of change.
It's been a while since I put pencil to paper. Odd really, the past little bit I haven't felt at all like writing.
Now that the cruise has started, the urge is returning slowly.
We are on a beam reach in gentle SW winds steering 135°T and a few miles NW of Scotch Bonnet light.
Sailing earlier today was idyllic. We left Cobourg about 09:00 and soon a lovely onshore breeze filled in; we
were moving along very nicely under all plain sail bound for Brighton and the Murray Canal.
We had the opportunity to prove the new AIS transponder is working when we crossed paths with the
James Norris. She was headed for the cement plant at Ogden Point. The AIS system indicated a collision
course. We hove to for a bit then passed astern of him. During our R/T exchange, the watch keeper said we
were showing up clearly on his AIS display.
We proceeded on our way and arrived at Brighton Bridge to find it firmly closed. Retracing our path, we
left Brighton Bay and headed for the outside route around Prince Edward County. We'll sail another 65
miles before we get to Kingston.
Yesterday, we left Whitby for Cobourg. A decent sail but cold with and overcast sky. After trying to read a
bit while underway, I began to feel queasy. I wasn't sick, but close. Feeling stayed with me for the rest of the
day.
We docked at Cobourg in Brendan's slip and had an animated chat with the marina staff about slip rental
fees and so forth.

2010-05-19 14:20 EDT (18:20Z)
I've been a little remiss in journal entries. For some reason, just haven't felt the urge for an outpouring of
my thoughts. Perhaps I haven't had any.
We left Cobourg without incident and headed for what we thought would be a simple inside passage via
the Bay of Quinte to Kingston. On arriving at Brighton Bridge, we discovered it to be firmly shut and
unmanned. As it happens, we were a week early. The canal and bridges would not be open until May 21.
We turned around and headed out of Brighton Bay. With all plain sail set, Myra went below to rest and I
took the first watch. I was treated to an idyllic evening sail in gentle NW breezes. Sadly, the wind faded as
we rounded Scotch Bonnet light, so I furled sails and started the engine.
As we approached Presqu'ile Point, Myra came on watch. After exchange of duties, I went below and slept
fitfully.
Shortly before mid-night, I dressed and went on deck to stand my watch. I was greeted by a clear cold night
and a confusing array of lights to the NE. The farm of wind turbines on Wolfe Island presents a multitude
of aircraft obstruction lights which mask the lights of the navigational aids. A significant hazard to mariners
has been created.
Standing watch from mid-night to 04:00, i.e., the Middle Watch, was cold and tiring. About 02:30, a little
more than half way through my watch, I was very cold and tired. Air temperature about 7°C, a bit of wind,
tricky pilotage through rocks and shoals, mind clouded with fatigue.
Myra came on watch and I was able to get about a half hour below before we arrived in Kingston. All hands
on deck for entering harbour. I took the wheel and we found our way into Portsmouth Olympic Harbour
in Kingston about an hour before dawn.
Finding a vacant slip and docking my wee ship in the dark was a bit difficult, but we managed fine.
As soon as she was secure, both Myra and I fell into our berths and slept soundly for five hours.

2010-05-20 17:45 EDT (21:45 Z)
We're here at Brockville Yacht Club enjoying a very relaxed stay. The club is full of friendly helpful folk
with a very high proportion of serious sailors amongst them. One boat from the club, also a Niagara 35, has
circumnavigated the globe with the assistance of several club members.
A few of the members have taken their boats south, some have done the same trip which I am just starting.
As odd as it may seem, this now feels like the beginning of the cruise.
Tomorrow, we're up early and head downstream to our first lock on the St. Lawrence. Even now, I feel my
Mistress grow restless after a couple of days at a dock. She wants to be on her way.

2010-05-21 16:40 EDT (20:40 Z)
Today, we made our passage from Brockville to Morrisburg. In transit, we passed through the first of the
Seaway locks we will encounter.
The Iroquois lock is something of a non-event. Because the lock serves only as a control point for river
flow, the drop is very small. On our transit, it was about six inches.

Nonetheless, it was a good warm up for Myra who had never had an opportunity to transit a lock. The next
few will be more significant with drops in the order of forty feet.
The weather has been fine, although not at all useful for sailing. The forecast continues to say “Wind light”
for the next few days. The engine is getting a work out.
On the good side, it has been mostly sunny. Although temperatures on land are comfortably warm, we find
that out on the water we are still quite chilly. We're wearing multiple layers. My warm floater coat has been
very useful.
Last night, at Brockville Yacht Club, they had some type of start of season event. It was very well attended
and we were made to feel very welcome. The club has a preponderance of serious sailors. It was quite
pleasant to be in their company.
We continue to find the AIS useful. Although freighter traffic has been light, the AIS gives us ample
advance warning of their presence as well as range, bearing, course, distance, etc.
Just now, we're docked at Crysler Marina a little east of Morrisburg and close by Upper Canada Village.
Tomorrow, we'll take a run over to the village and see the sights.
Our plan is to depart Sunday morning and transit the two U.S. locks of the Seaway.

Saorsa II ― 2010 Cruise
Part 002
2010-05-26 06:28 EDT (10:28 Z)
Yesterday, we docked in Le Port de plaisance de Longueuil after exiting the St. Lawrence Seaway. We are on
our way to the sea.
Our transit of the Seaway was uneventful although we sometimes found the lock procedures a tad
confusing. Mostly things were done in a standard manner, but each lock seemed to have its own little
idiosyncrasies. That said, our transit of the Seaway became somewhat boring after the first couple of locks
and the novelty had worn off.
We have spent the two previous nights at anchor which was a welcome change from marina docks and fees.
Today, we will fill our water tanks, put the dinghy back in the water, and head downriver toward Sorel.

2010-05-26 12:40 EDT (16:40 Z)
What I fear most on this cruise?
It is not other vessels, nor the sea, nor wind, nor fog. My greatest fear comes from inside. It is that when all
is done, I will not enjoy the cruise. I live with that now.
This morning, we did our chores and headed out of the marina. The latter, Le Port de plaisance de
Longueuil, was an indifferent place to dock for a night. The facilities were certainly nothing special and the
walk from our berth to the showers was long. An expensive dock and very expensive diesel. All of 27 litres
cost us almost $40. Good to be away from the place.
We've motored out of Montreal past a very busy commercial port with several ships loading and
discharging cargo, mostly containers.
We're now away from the city and approaching Contrecoeur. The channel is well marked but narrow. With
a favourable wind, one might sail. But today, there is no wind, so we run the engine and burn some of that
expensive diesel fuel.
We've identified what appears to be a good anchorage just a little way downstream from Sorel. The cruising
guide mentions it as well. We will give it a try and see how we get on.
Although we're both growing weary of the engine's drone, we are making good progress in terms of miles
under the keel. Along with the river current, we are making seven knots, sometimes as much as eight.
What to do?

2010-05-29 11:15 EDT (15:15 Z)
Last night, we stayed at Trois Rivieres Marina. An OK spot to spend the night if you don't mind being
neighbours with a pulp and paper processing plant. The noise and smell were unpleasant and continuous.

We're now in tidal waters. Our departure this morning was timed to allow us to make the best use of the
tidal ebb current on our way down river. We left the dock at exactly eight hours before low tide in Québec
City.
The anchorage we found downstream of Sorel was lovely. The entrance was a bit difficult, narrow and
shallow. The holding was excellent and the anchorage peaceful. Other than a few folk angling from small
boats, we were the only vessel in the anchorage. Most of the time, the loudest sounds were the many
different calls from the abundance of bird life.

Illustration 1: Anchorage, Isle de Grace
Again today, we're running under engine. If all works out, we will make Québec City tonight. If the
currents don't work for us, we'll stop about half way there in a small town called Portneuf.

2010-05-29 17:36 EDT (21:36 Z)
At Portneuf marina. A nice spot really. Starting with the VHF R/T interchange during our approach, the
assistance with docking, the relatively inexpensive fees, the friendly neighbours. The town even has pizza
delivery to the boat from the local pizza place.
Our efforts to reach Québec City today were in vain. In spite of leaving Trois-Rivieres at the time suggested

in the cruising guide, we realised on reaching Portneuf that we would be unable to reach Québec City at
the right state of the tide. The alternative was to dock here at Portneuf which is half way between TroisRiviers and Québec City.
Sitting in the cockpit just now sipping a glass of red from a bottle purchased earlier today at the local
Depanneur. It's a delightfully pleasant evening. A mostly clear sky, bit of wind from the west, a small
gathering on the boat a few slips over.
I so wish I could find peace and contentment. It's an elusive goal that has frustrated me most of my life.
Even now, at the start of a dream cruise, the adventure of a lifetime, I feel something is missing. Why is
that?
The boat, my Mistress, has assumed the air of a serious cruiser. The unmistakable message is one of “here is
a voyaging vessel”. Mud from the last anchorage clings to the anchor on the bow, the sails roughly furled, a
towel hangs drying on the dodger frame. Here is a boat of purposeful effort.

2010-05-30 08:52 EDT (12:52 Z)
A bit of concern and frustration last night. While falling asleep, I heard an unusual sound. The cooling
water pump for the refrigeration system had stopped working the the refrigeration unit was overheating as
it cycled trying to cool the fridge. I shut down the system and had a fitful night's sleep.
This morning, a basic problem determination exercise showed the issue was with the pump motor. The
electrical feed, and solenoid control switch were fine as was the water feed.
After re-assembling the components, one last attempt to energise the system had the pump come back to
life. I immediately set the fridge to its coldest setting and allowed the system to run continuously for about
ninety minutes. At the moment, it has cycled off. We will see if it restarts.
Regardless, I will purchase a replacement pump when we reach Québec City.
We're now waiting in Portneuf for the tide to turn. We plan to leave Portneuf about 11:00 EDT and head
for Québec City. The tidal currents are such that we must pass the Pont de Québec just west of the city at
about 16:30 EDT.
The forecast today has a strong wind warning in it (insert big grin here) and it is a very favourable westerly.
We may be able to sail to Québec City after all.
Aha, the refrigeration system just started an on cycle and the cooling water pump is running. Good news.
The wind is beginning to freshen. I can hear it in the rigging now and my Mistress is tugging at her lines,
eager to be on her way. Soon, my Beauty, but patience for now.

End of Part 002.
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2010-05-31 17:37 EDT (21:37 Z)
Alone on board for the past few hours. The solitude is a welcome break. Feeling a profound sadness.
The small oil leak in the engine will be difficult to remedy. It's at a small cover held in place by two
machine screws with damnable Phillips heads. Attempts to remove the screws simply succeeded in
damaging the heads. Not sure about next steps.
(N.B. My first diagnosis on the source of the leak was incorrect. See below)

2010-05-31 23:03 EDT (2010-06-01 03:03 Z)
Our Sail from Portneuf to Québec City was both interesting and challenging. The strong wind warning in
the forecast proved to be something of an understatement.
After leaving Portneuf under engine, we raised the mainsail with a single reef and shut down the engine.
We quickly gathered way and maintained five to six knots through the water for the entire 32 miles to
Québec City. Frequently, our speed through the water exceeded hull speed and hit hull speed. When
combined with the river and tidal currents, we often managed nine knots over ground.

Illustration 2: Docked at Marina Port de Quebec

2010-06-01 08:02 EDT (12:02 Z)
Thunderstorm overnight and a grey rainy morning. Rather matches my melancholic mood. Steady patter
of rain drops on the dodger canvas, a damp chill coming down the companionway to ache my bones. But
the coffee beans are ground, the kettle boiled, and the fresh pot of coffee is in the press almost ready to
drink.
For me, happiness is such an elusive feeling.
Buzzer of the kitchen timer just rang. Coffee is ready.

2010-06-02 16:44 EDT (20:44 Z)
A rainy afternoon in Québec City. Low overcast clouds blanket the sky and rain falls steadily changing now
and then only in intensity.
My mood is greatly improved, but still not the best. I'm grieving. What, I'm not sure. There are just too
many possibilities. Perhaps it's more than one thing.

A good day today. We started with our usual coffee, hand ground beans in the press.
After coffee, we took advantage of the morning calm and motored to the fuel dock to top up. She took 42
litres at a very reasonable cost of $44. After returning to our assigned slip, we got ourselves ready for a run
ashore.
The first order of business was to locate a boulangerie. We found a lovely small establishment and enjoyed a
very agreeable breakfast of cappuccino and brioche-au-chocolat.
We headed out on our self guided walking tour of the old town of Québec. Narrow cobblestone paved
streets flanked by all manner of small shops selling antiques, T-shirts, jewelry, and excellent food.
Notably attractive was the Place Royale with the Église Notre-Dame-des-Victoires. The latter being the
oldest stone church in North America.
We stopped for a light lunch in a nice restaurant across Place d'Armes from the Chateau Frontenac. We ate
under an awning while enjoying a view of the park and lovely street scape.
We carried on and toured an acheological site recently opened to the public by Parks Canada. It is the
stabilised ruins of the foundation and basement of the original late 17th century Governor's Chateau. Very
interesting.
Rain began and we returned to the boat. On the way back, I made a short side trip to the Canadian Naval
Museum of Québec. A small but interesting display.
After returning aboard and resting briefly, I summoned my resolve and determined to embrace and
commune with the ship's engine. On closer examination, I determined the engine's oil leak was from
around the rim of the oil pan crankcase on the bottom of the engine. The twenty or so machine screws
holding it in place needed to be re-torqued to tighten the seal.
Space in a yacht's engine room is highly constrained and that directly beneath the engine all the more so.
After much contorting of myself into very awkward position, I managed to get a wrench onto each fastener
and tightened each of them slightly. I had to guess at the torque applied as the space was so limited I could
not get my torque wrench beneath the engine.
My crew, Myra, ably assisted in the process including cleaning the hull beneath the engine of old oil. If the
operation is successful it will stay clean.
Now I sit writing, listening to the rain on deck, and wondering what the future holds. In spite of recent setbacks, my journey continues.

End of Part 003.
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2010-06-04 09:18 EDT (13:18 Z)
Underway!
We locked out of the Marina Port de Québec basin at 08:09 this morning and headed out once more into
the St. Lawrence River. Before turning down stream, we headed upstream and passed a flotilla of four
warships moored at the Quay directly in front of the Museum of Civilization. They had arrived in the past
24 hours. German and Danish frigates yesterday morning; Canadian and American frigates late yesterday.
They were rafted off one another two by two, stern to each other. I believe they were visiting for a
celebration of the Canadian Navy's 100th Anniversary.
As we passed them, my Mistress dipped Her ensign in respectful salute.

Illustration 3: NATO Frigates docked in Quebec City. Canadian to the right, American to the left, German and
Danish against the Quay.

We've now turned downstream and are making good time. The route we chose down from Québec follows
the Chenal des Grands Voiliers. With a name like that, how could we not choose to follow it. Isle d'Orléans
is to port as we motor sail down the channel.
We've got a fair and favourable breeze just now, a little light but we're getting some boost from the headsail.
The tidal flow will be against us for a couple of hours more, but the ebb will set in soon after. Then we
should have an easy and fast passage to Cap-à-l'Aigle.
It's still early, but the engine oil leak appears to be fixed. She'll get a work out today, so we should know for
sure soon enough.
A grand start to a beautiful sunny day! My Mistress sails on, once more alive in Her element carrying me on
our journey together.
I read a wee bit of Moitessier last night in my berth. A quote from his book “The Long Way”...
“People who do not know that a sailboat is a living creature will never understand anything
about boats and the sea.”

2010-06-05 11:05 EDT (15:05 Z)
We're here at Cap-à-l'Aigle marina harbour of refuge after a grand day yesterday.
We managed very well in catching the tidal flow just right and covered the 75 miles in ten hours.
The wind was favourable and at times strong enough that we had a grand downwind run under working
headsail alone. With the wind dead aft or a little on the quarter, we bustled along and handily sustained six
knots through the water. When combined with the river and tidal currents, our speed over ground at times
exceeded twelve knots.
The scenery was enchanting.
When we left Québec City, Myra took the first watch and I went below to rest and write (see above). On
returning to the deck for my watch, I was startled and awestruck by the beauty of the scene around me.
Tree covered rolling green hills on the river's north shore contrasted with a brilliant blue sky punctuated by
fluffy billowy clouds. The river stretched before us into the distance as waves rolled up astern, passed
beneath my Mistress, and flowed on down to the sea. White horses and streaks of foam covered the surface.
We are nearing the sea. The water is a little salty. The bow wave and wake now foam in exactly the way
fresh water doesn't.
Deciding there was wind enough to sail, I shut down the engine and let my Mistress feel the elements She
so loves. At once, She revelled in them, moving with ease and comfort in the wind, water, and waves. The
pressure on the helm eased as She became as one with them and I with Her. My eyes closed as we embraced
and danced on the water.
The tidal current of the ebb behaved as predicted and I had calculated. We whisked through the channel
which separates Isle-aux-Coudres from the river's shore.
Shortly after, the wind eased and again we were compelled to start the engine. My Mistress balked at this
necessary intrusion and Her motion became awkward as She forced Her way along. A resigned sadness
overcame Her as the headsal was lowered and furled; She moved ahead under engine power alone. Soon,

my Beauty, your sails will lift to the sky again.
We negotiated the entrance to the Cap-à-l'Aigle harbour of refuge and found a vacant slip. A local fellow
on the dock helped us tie up and we were here, roughly two hours ahead of schedule. Due attention to tidal
currents and the turn of the tide is worthwhile!
Today, we sit and wait. My Mistress tugs at her lines, eager to be underway; I with Her, knowing and living
the truth of Nelson's words, “It is port that rots both ships and men”.
The wind has turned against us and the river. Wind against current brings a nasty wave pattern to the
river's surface. So, we wait, as those who work in harmony with wind and tide must.

End of Part 004.
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2010-06-05 17:27 EDT (21:27 Z)
Haendel! Luscious, rich, beautiful, savoury. Wasser Musick, naturlich. A delicious treat. Strength with
elegant restraint. We should all be so. Even here, on an impecunious cruising yacht, there are CD's and
Haendel. As we once knew him, good old Georg.
Rain patters on deck, steady, insistent, all is damp and chilly. A cold that makes one ache to the bone. Grey
sky, brighter than dull lead, but not much so. Puddles on the hatch overhead catch and grow with each
drop. Patterns of endless random variation contrast with Haendel's mathematical precision and disciplined
rigour. A metaphor for life itself.
An agreeable afternoon passed in conversation enhanced with Pinot Noir. But, Oh! How I long to feel my
Mistress lift to the sea, to watch her frolic unfettered.
A tan has returned to the back of my hands. The hair contrasts blonde against my darkened skin.
The forecast for tomorrow is good. We will cast off the dock lines at mid-day and catch the tide to ride the
ebb current to Tadoussac and the Saguenay River.
For me, a small step in my pilgrimage to the sea. Father, RCNVR, V7381, served aboard HMCS Saguenay
in the '30's when the Canadian navy was in its infancy. That Navy now is 100 years old and I voyage to the
river that gave its name to the ship on which my father sailed. A small gesture to honour all who served and
those who did not return.
“On all the oceans where whitecaps flow,
There are no crosses, row on row;
But those who sleep beneath the sea,
Sleep in peace, for our country is free.”

2010-06-06 12:38 EDT (16:38 Z)
We're motoring our way straight to windward into a cold easterly. Surprising, since the forecast for this
morning was for northerly winds. Environment Canada does it again.
The engine is thrumming away driving my Mistress forward. Soon, we will be in the channel and turn to
head Nor' Nor' East. Then, the main will be hoist. For now, the engine must do the work.
It's cold on deck under a grey low overcast sky. The fireplace in the cabin is lit to warm the off watch crew.
Kettle boils. Tea is made. My turn on watch soon.

2010-06-06 15:25 EDT (19:25 Z)
We continue to drive ahead under engine power alone. The wind shifted as we altered course into the
channel and again it is against us. Now, we have the ebb tide helping us along, but my Mistress shoulders
through the waves with a sense of urgency. We must reach the Saguenay River at slack water or the tidal

current will keep us from entering. We push on.

Illustration 4: Pointe de la Tete au Chien lighthouse on the way to Tadoussac

2010-06-06 19:21 EDT (23:21 Z)
Chi mi na Morbheana!
Cold rain water trickled down the back of my neck and I shivered as I continued to hum the melody to the
familiar Chi mi na Morbheana. The Saguenay was before us. The rolling hills on either side framed the
river mouth. Drenched in rain and drizzle, the tops of the hills vanished in mist as low clouds scudded over.
We had timed it right. The Saguenay was tame and peaceful at slack water.
A bit of anxiety as we sought a good spot for our anchor. The bay shelves rapidly and we did not want to be
aground when low tide came next to Tadoussac Bay at 05:30 tomorrow.
Vessels on moorings appear to have taken the best spots, so we squeezed in between them and set our 33 lb.
Bruce anchor on 15 fathoms of chain in 30 feet of water. Short scope indeed, but little room to swing.
There's as much chain again in the locker if needed, and well we might.
For now, we are comfortable. My Mistress rocks gently to the swell, holding me sweetly. The fireplace glows

and warms the cabin much as my tot warms me.
Rain persists. A cold dreary day, but all is well in the world as my Mistress lies gently to Her anchor and
chain.

Illustration 5: Tadoussac from aboard Saorsa II at anchor.

2010-06-07 14:18 EDT (18:18 Z)
Back from a run ashore in the dinghy. Rain on and off all day... more on than off. Mist, low cloud, obscures
the tops of the surrounding hills. Very little wind, what there is is cold and biting.
A lovely walk about in Tadoussac. It's a pretty town, very picturesque but completely given over to the
tourism industry, primarily “whale watching”. There are high end boutiques, over priced cafés, artisan craft
shops, B&B's, hotels, and all such.
The harbour is given over to a small fleet of largish inflatable boats and cruise vessels all intended for sightseeing and whale watching.
Nonetheless, it was a nice walk in the rain followed by a light lunch and beer at the local pub.
The dinghy and outboard motor continue to work well. I tore the outboard to pieces a few months ago to

deal with a recalcitrant carburetor. Seems to have worked; engine started easily and ran well.
With two people aboard, the dinghy moves along very nicely with the wee 2 hp outboard buzzing away on
the transom.
The rain seems to have settled in for the day, but the forecast assures us it will stop by tomorrow morning.
We'll see.
Tomorrow, we will up anchor and venture up the Saguenay.
Just sitting in the saloon now, near the fireplace, sipping hot whisky. Perfect!

End of Part 005.
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2010-06-08 16:43 EDT (20:43 Z)
This morning's 03:00 forecast called for 25 knots westerly, so we decided to stay another day in Tadoussac.
Following our customary morning coffee and bowls of porridge, we had an impromptu lesson in celestial
navigation, specifically the “Noon Sight”. It was a good think to do, as it forced me to reach into the dusty
corridors of my mind in order to explain the theory to Myra. All good fun and useful.
The rain held off, so we decided on another run ashore. We set up the generator and left it running in order
to recharge the ship's batteries while we were ashore.

Illustration 6: Saorsa II, my Mistress, anchored in Tadoussac Bay (middle right)
After a little poking about in town, purchasing some petrol, and window shopping, we ate a light lunch
“Chez Mathilde”. Myra continues her somewhat quixotic quest for the ultimate Poutine.

After lunch, a visit to the marine mammal interpretation centre and then back in the dinghy and home.
Now, a quiet afternoon aboard. Still, we have occasional rain showers go by and the air is a bit chilly. So, we
sit below quietly reading and writing with the fireplace and whisky warding off the damp and chill air.

2010-06-09 14:30 EDT (18:30 Z)
Earlier today, Myra made a last minute run ashore in the dinghy to purchase the essentials, bread, coffee
cream, and red wine. On her return, I had the breakfast porridge ready. That eaten, the anchor windlass
went to work bringing in the ground tackle that had kept us secure for the past three nights.

Illustration 7: Myra, the crew, returning from a last minute run ashore for supplies before departing Tadoussac
The chain came up and anchor broke free. Again, my Mistress turned Her head away from shore. We
rounded the point under engine and entered the Saguenay River.
Heading upstream, we passed the ferry docks and left Tadoussac behind. Looking astern, to the east, the
river was a carpet of glittering jewels as the morning sun glinted, sparkled, and shone on the water.
There! Ahead, three points off the port bow, a white shape in the water. Then another, another, and
another. A pod of Beluga whales frolic and play near the surface no more than a cable off our port side.

There must have been a dozen of them, each rising in turn to exhale their distinctive misty spout and inhale
before slipping beneath the surface again. Their rounded white forms glistening in the sunlight; moving
with a grace and elegance of indescribable beauty.
The headsail was hoist, the engine shut down, and we sailed quietly up the river. An easy down wind sail,
idyllic and beautiful. In quiet reverence, we took in the majestic scene before us. The walls of the fjord
rising stark and hard from the water's edge; the image softened with the varied green of the splendid trees.
All beneath a brilliant blue sky, the whole bathed in sunshine of welcome warmth.
The river stretched before use in serene grandeur.

Illustration 8: The Saguenay Fjord
Now, we have sailed twenty miles upriver, another ten to go before we reach the park where we plan to rest
tonight in Baie Éternité. My Mistress is sailing well under a working headsail alone. She manages five to six
knots, comfortable, with quiet confidence She moves over the water.
Lunch was bread, cheese, and sliced pear. Simple, nutritious, fulfilling, sensuously tasty.

2010-06-09 21:40 EDT (2010-06-10 01:40 Z)
Magnificent day. A grand down wind sail for almost thirty miles up the Saguenay River. As we neared our
destination in late afternoon and the wind began to fade, we lowered the headsail and started the engine.
The ship's batteries needed a bit of a charge, so we elected to use the engine to cover the last few miles.
We arrived in Baie Éternité located between Cap Éternité and Cap Trinité. After a little searching, we found
the moorings which were here. Then ensued an almost comical routine while we tried to pick up one of the
oddest moorings with which I have ever dealt. We finally got the mooring pendant on board and ultimately
secured to it with our own chain, swivel, shackles, and a Samson Ny-Lite connector.
We rewarded our efforts with a round of “Dark and Stormy”, followed by Steak and Frites for dinner. Then
Chocolate and Cabernet Franc ice wine for dessert. A lovely close to a beautiful day.

2010-06-10 10:00 EDT (14:00 Z)
A late start to the day, I sit in the cockpit with my morning coffee lost in the grandeur surrounding us. We
are dwarfed by the immensity of it all. Sheer rock faces rising hundreds of feet above us and descending to
similar depths below.

Illustration 9: Baie Éternité from our mooring

Here, on a mooring about 100 feet from shore, we have over 70 feet of water beneath our keel.
The morning is grand. Brilliant sun in the clear blue sky with a few clouds to add contrast. As I sit taking
in the sun's warmth, I remove my sweatshirt. One after another, my articles of clothing come off and I
allow the sun to warm me as the gentle breeze delicately caresses and cools my skin. Making vitamin “D”
should always be so pleasant.
The ship's batteries are running a bit low, but I cannot bring myself to disturb this gentle morning with the
clatter of the diesel or the hum of the generator.
My Mistress swings quietly around the mooring, slowly changing the panoramic view of this place. Birds
call, insistently competing with the lapping of small waves on shore and against the dinghy.
Yesterday, I made a mistake. As we were lowering the headsail, I let the halyard slip off the winch and the
line ran swiftly through my clenched hand. A rope burn at the base of my thumb ensued. Very small, really,
and not so painful this morning. A wee lesson and firm admonition from my Mistress, “be careful, my boy,
for a moment's inattention can bring harm”.

2010-06-10 15:06 EDT (19:06 Z)
Sipping Guinness, nibbling a left over lump of cheddar, and a few crackers. The sun is shining on us here at
L'Anse de Saint-Jean marina.
We left Baie Éternité somewhat precipitously about mid-day. I went ashore in the dinghy this morning and
met a Park Ranger. Apparently, we were too early in the season, the moorings had not been checked and
prepared, and we would have to leave. A somewhat disappointing end to a lovely morning.
A couple of hours earlier, I had showered aboard. Always a bit of an extravagance as it uses the two most
precious commodities on board, vizt., fresh water and electricity. But it had been five days since my last
shower and I just felt that such a grand morning warranted the hedonistic revelry of a shower. After
showering, I lay sitting-up in the cockpit to dry in the sun and breeze. Oh, my, what a lovely sensuous
feeling.
Now, after a simple couple of hours running the engine as we motored down river, we are docked at the
Club Nautique de l'Anse de Saint-Jean. It's a beautiful spot. A small bay on the south shore of the
Saguenay. We haven't explored the village yet, but it appears neat and well kept.
So, I sip my Guinness, and enjoy the spectacular scenery.

End of Part 006.

Saorsa II ― 2010 Cruise
Part 007
2010-06-012 19:07 EDT (23:07 Z)
We ran the engine five hours yesterday to run down the Saguenay from l'Anse Saint-Jean to Tadoussac. Saw
the Belugas again. Docked at Tadoussac Marina so that we could more easily attend the music festival in
town. The “Festival de la Chanson de Tadoussac” has been running for several years. This year, it had over
thirty musicians in attendance. Performances were scheduled at several venues throughout town at varying
times. The quality of musicianship is excellent.
Early this afternoon, I passed an agreeable few hours listening to an open air performance by a trio called
“bon dêbarras”. Wonderful stuff. And then sat in a nearby café for a performance by Josianne Paradis.
In the café, as I sat alone at a table in the small crowded room, I invited two charming ladies to join me at
the table. They had just ordered Café au Lait and had nowhere to sit. What followed was an enchanting
conversation in French and English with these two delightful souls. Enchanté!
I sit alone now, but not alone. For I am with my Mistress safe in Her embrace. Like me, She too is feeling
the urge to let go the dock lines and be underway again. Tomorrow, we will sail to Rimouski. There is a
Strong Wind Warning in the forecast (insert broadening smile here), so sail we will.
Oh, my God, but I long to feel the ocean's swell again, feel her heel to the breeze and gather way, be as one
with the wind, wave, and my Mistress... to sail on, forever.

2010-06-17 12:01 EDT (16:01 Z)
It's been a while since I last put pencil to paper. Not sure why that is, but the urge to record my thoughts
just wasn't with me. There is no point in forcing such things.
We've had a good time the past few days. After leaving Tadoussac, we continued down river and crossed to
the south shore. Our destination was Rimouski, but we didn't get that far and instead anchored for the
night in Anse à l'Orignal.
The latter was a splendid anchorage. Deserted, well protected, good holding, and beautiful scenery. Turns
out we had unknowingly anchored in the middle of the conservation zone of Bic National Park, one of the
jewels in the Québec network of National Parks.
The next morning, we departed the anchorage the “right” way. While at anchor, we shortened up the scope
and then hoist the main. With the mainsail set, we brought in the remainder of the cable and broke out the
anchor under sail. Then, as Myra secured the anchor on the bow, I sailed us out of the anchorage under
main alone. As soon as the anchor was stowed securely, we hoist the headsail and set our course for
Rimouski.
The wind vane was engaged and we sailed away on a broad reach. All accomplished without any use of the
engine. A very nice exercise in seamanship and sail handling. I like to think Mike would have approved.
About two or three hours later, we gybed (wear ship) and headed for the entrance channel to Rimouski.

Then, somewhat reluctantly, we lowered sail.
The headsail was down and furled first so as to slow us. We sailed on under main alone before starting the
engined and lowering the main.
Shortly thereafter, we entered the yacht basin and tied up at Marina de Rimouski-Est.
Yesterday, we finally (one hopes) dealt with the damnable engine oil leak. As the engine had run about 100
hours since the start of the cruise, we also did a complete lubricating oil and oil filter change.
I owe a great debt of gratitude to Charles and the team at E&C Marine in Toronto. About ten days ago. A
lengthy phone conversation with Charles while he examined two engines of the same make and model, one
assembled, one disassembled, led to the diagnosis. A leaking seal on the camshaft in the timing gear
housing was the culprit.
Accordingly, two new seals (one to be a spare) were ordered and couriered to me here in Rimouski. With
that support, the new parts, and Myra's able assistance as “Instrument Nurse”, I was able to complete the
repair.
Of course, that also entailed sitting in the engine room contorted into a foetal like ball, while delicately
removing fasteners and a cover on the camshaft, extracting the old seal with the aid of a corkscrew (thank
you, Charles, for the suggestion), and slipping the new seal into position. The latter task was accomplished
with a gentle nudge from the rounded end of the spare Spurtle from the galley.
No greater love hath any man for his Mistress than that he sacrifices his Spurtle for Her engine's well being.
All was re-assembled in good order. Later this afternoon, after the cover sealant had had 24 hours to cure,
we will start the engine.
Today has been mostly a down day. Time to sit and think. Myra has gone for a walk ashore and I have some
alone time.

2010-06-17 17:09 EDT (21:09 Z)
Pot of chili simmering on the stove, a Great Big Sea CD playing, and a Dark and Stormy in my glass.
Perfect!
Clear blue sky and gentle SW breeze (3 or 4 on the Beaufort Scale). Tomorrow, we catch the first of the ebb
tide and head down river. High tide is at 07:23 EDT. We will cast off at 08:30.
Earlier today, we bunkered ship and took on 66 litres of diesel fuel to fill our tank. Tonight, we will fill the
water tanks to brimming.
Again, soon, we will be underway.
Even as I sit here writing, the restless urge is rising. My Mistress sits quietly, waiting for Her dock lines to
be cast off so She can again feel free. The freedom of a boundless horizon.
When we ran up Her engine earlier to move to the fuel dock, She purred with satisfaction at the caring
touch of my ministrations. Clean fresh oil in Her sump, Shell Rotella T, only the best; a new oil filter, and a
carefully replaced seal. Fresh fuel passes through three filters before it reaches the engine. Her heart is
strong.

Soon, my Beauty, we will go forth together on the water. Your sails will fill and curve, seductive and
beautiful; the sheets will harden; the water will flow smoothly along your hull, licking along that
curvaceous form. We will be as one on the water. Our fate inseparably intertwined.
Time to stir the chili and refill the glass.

End of Part 007.

Saorsa II ― 2010 Cruise
Part 008
2010-06-18 19:37 EDT (23:37 Z)
Pretty place; peaceful anchorage. We've anchored in Anse du Petit Mitis for tonight, about 25 miles east of
Rimouski. Another yacht is anchored here. He left Rimouski about the same time we did. With his limited
Anglais and my limited French, we learned he has anchored here twice before with no problem.
An uneventful day on the water. We left Rimouski about 09:00 this morning and caught the tide to help
move us along. Not much wind, but we made steady progress.
We passed the bouy which marks the last resting place of the liner “Empress of Ireland”.

Illustration 10: Bouy marking the last resting place of the "Empress of Ireland" and over 1,000 of her passengers
and crew
She sank in May of 1914 after being rammed by another vessel at night in thick fog. One of the great
maritime tragedies, over 1,000 people died within seven miles of Rimouski. An odd feeling to pass quietly,
serenely over the grave of so many souls resting on the bottom only 130 feet beneath our keel. A reminder

that risk abounds on the sea; one does not venture forth with impunity.
As expected, the wind faded in the early afternoon so we resorted to engine power for the last half of the
trip. The engine ran for about four hours today with no sign of an oil leak. Perhaps we can declare success
on that front.
The sun is getting lower in the sky, the bay is bathed in its glow. Long shadows form and we rock gently to
a small but persistent easterly swell.

Illustration 11: The end of another day cruising. Anchored at Anse du Petit Mitis
For now, the anchorage is calm, but there is a Gale Warning in the forecast. It is odd to think this lovely
restful scene will be transformed in the next twelve hours by a rising gale.
Still, such a wind may work to our advantage. With a sou' westerly gale and a destination to the nor' east,
we will make good speed running before the gale.
The next feasible anchorage is fifty miles distant in Les Méchins, so we will need a good wind to cover such
a distance in a single day.

2010-06-19 09:55 EDT (13:55 Z)
Just finished our breakfast of assertive coffee and bowls of porridge topped with cream and maple syrup. At
anchor still in a very light easterly breeze. Not enough wind to ruffle the water let alone sail the boat.
A bit of wind overnight. About mid-night the wind veered southerly and began to pick up. After checking
our heading and position to verify our anchor was holding, I returned to my berth.
About 03:20, a bang on deck woke me to the sound of wind whistling in the rigging and rain pattering on
deck. Up and out of my berth in a moment, a quick verification of position and heading, and then out on
deck.
The loud bang had been a hatch cover lifted by the wind and flipped over. Flashlight in hand, I made a
circuit of the deck, stopping at the bow to check the anchor cable and snubber. The latter was drawn tight
by the pressure of the wind on the boat, but all was secure. Then below again, spattered with rain, to secure
ports and hatches, check GPS position, confirm with compass heading, then a compass sight on the nearby
lighthouse. Not dragging; all's well. Back in my berth at 03:45.
The wind had veered westerly and was about a force 5, perhaps 6. No gale to be sure.
Waking a few hours later, I found very light easterly, high cloud overall, and menacing dark clouds to the
west. A quick check on the forecast still gave a gale warning for later today.
After assessing the options, I decided to stay another day in this anchorage.

Illustration 12: Light at Pointe Mitis, Fl(3) 7 1/2 s 21m, Group flashing 3 every 7.5 seconds on a 21 metre
tower.
I sit here in the cockpit, looking out on a peaceful bay but hearing the drone of traffic on a nearby road.
From time to time, a seal surfaces near the boat, looks over at me while taking a few breaths, and then
disappears silently to her underwater realm. Sweet Selchie, take me with you.

2010-06-20 09:22 EDT (13:22 Z)
Grumpy and out of sorts this morning. Damnable Environment Canada weather forecasts have been way
off the mark the past few days. Don't those guys ever look out a window?
A cool dreary grey morning. It rained most of the night so all is cold and damp below.
There's almost no wind this morning (the forecast was right this time... pffft). We broke out the anchor
about 07:55 and got underway. The engine is thrumming along nicely and charging our partially depleted
batteries as we motor down river. It's good for the engine to have a solid run and good for the batteries to
get back to full charge. I take some consolation in that when we cannot sail.
Our destination today is Les Méchins, a small commercial harbour with a shipyard and dry dock, but no
facilities for a yacht. The charts show an area which might work as an anchorage and there's a public wharf.

We'll see what happens when we get there.
We could stop short and stay at Matane tonight, but that would mean another night in a marina...
expensive.
Thus far, about four or so weeks into our cruise, we're significantly over budget. Two reasons, vizt., marina
fees and fuel costs.
Anchorages in this part of the cruise are very scarce so we have used marinas much more than planned.
We've also run under engine a lot. Sailing the the St. Lawrence Seaway is nearly impossible. And, there are
days like today when there's almost no wind. All part of the journey.

2010-06-20 10:45 EDT (14:45 Z)
We continue under engine, our course roughly parallel to the south shore about three miles out. The shore
is hidden in grey mist even at this close distance. Our world is a grey horizon, unbroken by any mark,
nothing visible but dull grey in all directions. The engine works on in the absence of any wind.
I'm baffled. The tidal current arrows on the chart clearly show a favourable current, yet we have about a
knot of current against us, impeding our progress. An already frustrating day is made even more so.
I'm tired now. Constant wind shifts throughout the night have woken me. At anchor, vigilance is needed
and I sleep lightly. My concern for the safety of my Mistress takes precedence over comfort. Tired, I must
be on my guard against errors of judgement induced by fatigue. But, I am tired.
I tried setting the headsail earlier when a bit of wind appeared. It went away just as quickly, so the sails
again are lowered and furled on deck. I'm getting stronger. Some of my pre-cancer strength returns. I can
now hoist the sails without the aid of a winch; only at the end do I need the winch to fine tune the tension
on the luff. That's better.

2010-06-20 21:14 EDT (2010-06-21 01:14 Z)
It's tomorrow now... in Greenwich.
The summer solstice has arrived, for the next 21 hours, the sun will be at its northernmost latitude. The
longest day is here.
We're anchored at Les Méchins within a few cables of a commercial shipyard and dry dock. An odd
juxtaposition. My little voyaging yacht and a 400 foot freighter in dry dock for a refit.

Illustration 13: Our anchorage at Les Mechins, close by the commercial shipyard and the public wharf.
At sundown, the Ensign was lowered as I quietly hummed “Sunset”; the anchor lamp is lit, hung on the
forestay, and glows softly in the twilight. In my berth as I write, offering a silent prayer for those on the sea.
Tonight, after we anchored, as we sat with our wine eating hummus and crackers, a seal frolicked in the
harbour. Perfect!
I continue to read Moitessier's book, The Long Way. I've read it many times before, but on this reading it
seems to take on a new meaning. A quote resonates:
“I have almost reached a turning point along my way. I know... that I no longer want to go
back.”

2010-06-21 10:35 EDT (14:35 Z)
Engine running smoothly. Sun drying my clothes driving out the damp chill. We motor East nor' east on a
day with not wind.
The Nor' nor' east swell is still with us. It made the anchorage at Les Méchins uncomfortable this morning.
After coffee, we raised anchor in the cold and damp, then motored out of the harbour into the fog. Our
visibility was at most half a cable, usually much less. Cap Les Méchins appeared out of the mist and fog on
our starboard bow and then disappeared as quickly.

Illustration 14: Cap Les Méchins appears out of the fog...

A timely warning to plot our course with care.

Illustration 15: ... Cap Les Méchins disappears abeam in the fog.
The fog has lifted now and we have a crisp clear horizon to the north. But to the south, low haze and some
mist still clings to the land. The water to the north has the rich deep blue of the ocean.

End of Part 008.

Saorsa II ― 2010 Cruise
Part 009
2010-06-22 19:21 EDT (23:21 Z)
We arrived at Sainte-Anne-des-Monts yesterday and tied up to an empty slip in the yacht basin of this
multipurpose harbour. In short, the town is lovely and the small marina very well done. The dockage fee is
a very reasonable $1 per foot of boat per night. The staff are remarkably friendly and helpful.
Within view of our dock is a striking red stone church. I'm not really one for organised religion, but this
building is magnificent, beautifully proportioned, solid, understated, and quite pleasing to the eye. I gave
up on trying to capture its full grandeur and instead tried a photo of architectural detail.

Illustration 16: Architectural detail of the Church in Sainte-Anne-des-Monts
From a cruising sailor's perspective, this spot is near perfect. There are two large grocery stores within a ten
minute walk from the dock. A liquor store (SAQ) is nearby, small but well stocked with a wide variety of
wines. Diesel fuel is dispensed into one's jerry can at the top of the dock.
The town has a number of restaurants within an easy walk of the marina. Although we didn't sample any
(actually, we did later), they all appeared well run with good menu selections.

Illustration 17: Moonrise over Sainte-Anne-des-Monts as viewed from our slip in the marina on our last night at
this harbour.

Today was a small project day. With electricity and water available, we tackled a few items. The new
foghorn / loudhailer horn was wired into the radio system and test mounted. A clothes hook for foul
weather gear was put up in the head. The port hand anchor roller was disassembled and greased. The chain
hook on the anchor cable snubber was touched up with a file so it fit the chain better. A jerry can of diesel
fuel was tipped into the main tank and then replenished from the marina's supply. A brief excursion to the
grocery store yielded a few last minute supplies.
Tomorrow, we sail. The forecast is for southerly and south-east wind in the force 5 range. That would work
well for us.
In the next couple of days, we will sail past the northernmost point of our cruise; somewhere in the vicinity
of 49° 18' north latitude. An interesting milestone on this voyage.

2010-06-24 11:40 EDT (15:40 Z)
Wind. Not much, but enough. We're close hauled on a Starboard tack making ENE about three knots. The
wind vane self-steering is engaged and doing a good job of following this fickle breeze.
Grey clouds overhead and the occasional patter of rain on deck.
A Dutch passenger vessel, about 700 feet overall, the “Maasdam”, passed us up-bound a few minutes ago.
She was well out of the shipping lanes and passed inshore of us. The AIS system continues to be useful.
We left Sainte-Anne-des-Monts this morning...
(narrative interrupted here by a wind shift that kept me busy for a while)

2010-06-24 15:27 EDT (19:27 Z)
The bit of wind we had on leaving Sainte-Anne-des-Monts faded away just after mid-day. We started the
engine and have been motoring along about three hours now through mist and intermittent rain falling
from grey overcast skies.
In about a half hour, we will pass the northernmost point of the Péninsule de la Gaspésie, also the
northernmost point we will reach on our cruise.
We're about four miles offshore and simply watch the striking and rugged scenery of the coast as it slowly
goes by.

Illustration 18: The north shore of the Péninsule de la Gaspésie
A delightful evening last night aboard an American flagged yacht, the sailing vessel “Screech” out of
Islesboro, Maine. Our hosts, Mary Lou and Jay, invited us aboard for a very pleasant evening of
conversation. We took great pleasure in introducing them to the taste sensation of creton on slices of
baguette and were delighted to find they are “Dark and Stormy” aficionados. Like us, they travel in constant
search of ginger beer.
For a few hours, we swapped cruising tales. They regaled us with stories of their adventures on the Intracoastal Waterway while travelling to and from Florida. Sincerely hope our paths will cross again.

2010-06-24 15:56 EDT (19:56 Z)
As I write this sentence, we are abeam the northernmost point of the Pénsule de la Gaspésie, Pointe du
Gros Morne. It is shrouded in mist and fog.

2010-06-25 15:27 EDT (19:27 Z)
At Rivière-la-Madeleine. The last few hours of our passage to here yesterday were rather interesting.
We motored along in wind that was very light and variable in direction. The shore about four miles distant
was shrouded in low cloud, mist, fog, and occasional rain.
Then, steadily, the wind filled in from the east, the very direction we were headed, and rain began to fall
heavily. Soon, we were battling our way through three foot waves, sometimes higher. The engine drove us
on, but we were being hammered by a steep wave train resulting from the wind against current situation.
The pattern which repeated itself consistently for the next few hours was a series of smaller waves that let us
build momentum, then three or four deep and steep troughs. By the time the bow slammed into the third
trough, the boat shuddered nearly to a stop. Then, She would lift Her bow and the engine would drive her
forward again. Constant battering; constant driving rain; cold rain dripping from my hat brim, spattering
my glasses, dripping from my hands, streaming from my foul weather gear, trickling down my neck,
dripping on the chart table when I went below to confirm our position. Cardinal sin, never let a chart to
get wet. Damn.
Not soon enough, Cap-de-la-Madeleine light was visible off the starboard bow. Only another couple of
hours before harbour.
A harbour with an entrance which is not for the faint of heart. A narrow channel flanked by wide rock
shelves. Rock that is just barely hidden at high tide and which shows raw and menacing at low.
A harbour not shown on the charts, only a small bouy offshore to indicate the channel. We located the
bouy which marked the start of the run in. Then, turning beam on to the seas, I shut down the auto-helm
and took the wheel. My Mistress and I would do this as one. My fate in Her hands; Hers in mine. If either
of us faltered now, the wind, waves, and rocks would not allow a second chance.
Rolling steeply, rocking twenty or thirty degrees each way in the space of a second or two, difficult to keep
one's footing. I lined up the range marks and on we went. Waves were breaking and washing over rocks on
both sides less than 100 feet away. The depth sounder reading steadily decreased.
Past the breakwater and a sharp turn 110° to starboard, leaving the range and entering the basin. Staying
fifty feet off the end of the breakwater to avoid the sunken rocks lurking there.
Slowly now, into the comparative calm of the basin, a quick decision, that end dock, port side to, ease my
sweet Mistress gently alongside, astern with engine to check our way, and then onto the dock with a stern
line. Myra with a mid-ships line and a helpful local taking the bow line.
Safely in.

2009-06-26 11:24 EDT (15:24 Z)
All plain sail set on a port tack broad reach. Rolling and pitching a little in the quartering swell. Wind nor'
west force 3.
Awoke this morning to grey overcast, steady rain, and light sou' west wind. Dismal mood as I made coffee
looking out at a dreary morning.
The forecast at 03:00 was for good sou' west winds veering nor' west; rain and a possibility of
thunderstorms.
The morning rain stopped about 09:00 and I was assured by a local sitting in front of the “Cantina La
Marina” that it was “finit”. We left harbour at 09:20, low tide.
Now we sail east and will begin to turn south on our way to Rivière-au-Renard. The large outer basin there
is reputed to be a good (and free!) anchorage.
Galvaude Poutine yesterday at the Cantina. Here in the heart of Gaspésie, where Galvaude was invented.
Yummy!
An amazing end to the day yesterday. A loud “Allo” came from a fellow on the dock who introduced himself
as “JP”, the self-appointed President of the local welcoming committee.
“Did we need anything at the grocery store?”
“Would we like to see the world's longest fish ladder?”
What followed was a delightful tour of the area in the knowledgeable company of Jean-Paul.
The Rivière-la-Madeleine is an important local Salmon river and a fish ladder was built some years ago to
assist the fish up past the falls and rapids. We were given a tour of the facility by the local fellow, a
Conservation Officer type, who works the ladder and counts the fish. An important part of his job is to
keep trout from running up the ladder; they eat salmon eggs.
It was a delightful diversion that allowed us to see the landward portion of this beautiful area.
But now, we sail. The wind vane is engaged keeping us on course as I write. The sails fill and draw. The
dinghy burbles with joy as he follows dutifully along on the end of his painter.

Illustration 19: View of the valley of Rivière-la-Madeleine looking downstream towards the sea.

Illustration 20: The waterfall and rapids of Rivière-la-Madeleine.

Illustration 21: Conservation Officer lifting a salmon over the first step of the ladder. This allows them to be
counted. From here on, they are on their own to climb the ladder

2010-06-27 15:47 EDT (19:47 Z)
The mains'l is furled and secure; the working stays'l is filled with wind. Even with only that small sail, we
are over-canvassed and moving far too fast. We surf forward up the back of five and six foot waves as the
gust exceed 35 knots. We are running before a gale and our destination is still ten miles distant.
That is what we were doing 24 hours ago. Now, we sit in peace and calm anchored in the outer basin of
Rivière-au-Renard.
As we “rounded the corner” of the Gaspé Peninsula yesterday, we encountered the nor' west 15 knot winds
that had been forecast. We sailed along comfortably with the wind vane engaged and steering us steadily on
our way.
The wind began to freshen and it became prudent to lower the mains'l. We were rounding up a little too
much in the gusts and the wind vane was having difficulty keeping us on course. I took the helm and knew
the main had to come down.
After the main was safely lowered, furled, and the boom sheeted mid-ships, we were again under control.
The helm was easy in my hands. I closed my eyes and let the wind, waves, and my Mistress speak to me.
We sailed on with power and grace as She harnessed the wind and flexed Her muscles. “This is why we are
here”, She whispered to me.
My attention wandered as I accepted a mug of tea handed up my Myra. In a moment, a wave pushed us
aside and the heads'l backed with a bang. Immediately, back on course and the sail filled with a wallop that
shook the rig. A timely and stern rebuke from my Mistress, “Pay attention, boy, for I have need of you”.
It was as though She knew what lay ahead.
At first, three foot waves with an occasional four feet; then, four and five footers; then solid six foot waves
rolled down on us from astern. The wind continued to build to a solid force 7 gusting 8.
We were sailing too fast; we surfed forward on the waves and overtook them with tumbling white water
frothing on either side. The sea in all directions was covered in white caps which had not been present two
hours earlier. I watched the back of the waves as we rode up and over them. The gusts of wind blew the
spume clear off the crest.
Still, the wind increased. I heard our radio come to life as the Coast Guard issued a revised forecast. A grim
joke at this point.
We were over-canvassed. The best thing would be a heads'l change. Pull down the working sail and hoist
the small number 3. Which held the most risk? A heads'l change on a bow that was bucking and awash in
green water or carrying on like this with less than ten miles to our destination.
I knew my Mistress and I could sustain this pace for another hour, perhaps two. The helm was difficult but
manageable. She still responded well to my touch; I could feel Her reassuring motion.
We carried on.
In the last hour of the passage, we covered 8.6 nautical miles. That, in a boat with a hull speed of 6.4 knots.
As we approached Rivière-au-Renard, Myra gamely pulled down the heads'l and lashed it securely. We
continued to sail making 4.5 knots under bare poles.
Engine started and I altered for the harbour entrance. An easy harbour to enter, but made difficult with

waves now on the quarter, foam boiling and surging around us with each wave that passed.
Then, transformed, relative calm as we pass the breakwater.
Now, to anchor. Head to windward, Myra readies the ground tackle and windlass. The wind is so strong I
must open the throttle to move us to windward and a good spot for the anchor. Then the signal, “let go”.
Difficulty with the windlass. Move to the foredeck and free the windlass. Pay out chain. Five fathoms, then
ten, and finally fifteen fathoms of chain run out as the wind pushes our bow off.
Snub it.
Did it set? Are we dragging?
Find a mark ashore. Stationary. Take reference bearings. Update the ship's log. Mark position on the chart.
Verify position.
Safely in.
Then, we may rest.

End of Part 009.

Saorsa II ― 2010 Cruise
Part 010
2010-07-01 15:37 EDT (19:37 Z)
Where does one begin? What variety of experience we have; what richness of life's joys and challenges. We
proceed on our Journey. Oft times with humbled awe at the beauty and power of our natural world.
In sailing terms, a rather dull passage from our snug anchorage at Rivière-au-Renard to l'Anse à Beaufils.
Practically no wind at all, so we motored the entire distance.
In other aspects, quite wonderful. We saw a few (at least three, probably four individuals) pilot whales,
some dolphins, many sea birds especially gannets, and we passed between Rocher Percé and Île
Bonaventure.

Illustration 22: Rocher Percé appears on the horizon ...
The photos one views of this place (including mine) simply cannot do it justice. As we headed south past
Cap des Rosiers the unmistakable form of Percé appeared out of the mist, still low enough on the horizon

that the hole was not visible. As we got closer, the form sharpened, the hole became visible, and then the
entire grand apparition was before us. On the most basic level, just one seriously (delete expletive here) big
chunk of rock. But, when seen as we saw it, stunningly beautiful in its grandeur.

Illustration 23: ... and passes astern.
Then a short run around the corner and we docked in the pretty little basin at l'Anse à Beaufils. Other than
dodging a few bouys marking the location of lobster pots and a little anxiety over the depth of the basin, it
was an easy approach and a rather smooth and graceful docking manoeuvre (insert shy blush here).
Again, we were fortunate in our timing. That very evening there was a live performance in a small venue
not five minutes walk from the dock. The blues ensemble “Monkey Junk” put on a steamy concert of very
hot blues. In true and the finest impecunious cruiser fashion, I sat within earshot in a nearby lounge
listening for free!
We stayed in Beaufils two days. Our time was spent partly on plotting our tactics for the next stage of the
cruise.
From where we were on the north shore of Chaleur Bay, we needed to head south towards the
Northumberland Strait. A logical intermediate stop lay at Shippegan, but the lift bridge there is too low to
pass under. So we are faced with a non-stop passage of about 120 miles with no safe shelter in between.

We decided to sail to Chandler on the north shore of Chaleur Bay to bunker diesel, take on victuals, water
ship, and position ourselves for that long next step. Based on the forecast, the move around to Chandler
should have been an easy fifteen mile day sail around Cap d'Espoir and into Chandler. We even thought we
would need to motor the last half as the forecast was for diminishing wind (honestly, that's what the
forecast said).
After leaving Beaufils, we set all plain sail and started on a very pleasant sail, full-and-by on a starboard tack
romping along at five or six knots over a long slow easterly swell.
As we approached Cap d'Espoir, the wind freshened and in the space of less than fifteen minutes we were
down to a double-reefed main and clawing down the heads'l as the boat coped with confusion caused by
the nasty short waves thrown up by the 25 knot winds crossing the existing easterly swell.
For the first time, I watched in amazement and horror as wind and wave combined to put my Mistress on
Her beam ends and submerge Her side deck. Never before, in the eleven years I have sailed with Her, has
such an event come to pass. Never, have I put Her in harm's way and failed Her in such a manner. In that
moment, She held and kept me safe, I will remember, always.
Myra, in her laconic way, commented, “At least the mast didn't go in the water”.
We carried on, motor sailing to windward under a double-reefed main the remaining distance to Chandler.

2010-07-02 13:30 EDT (17:30 Z)
Indescribable grace and elegance. The most beautiful of mankind's creations. A sailing vessel driving
through the water with the power and strength She draws from the wind itself. A constant cascading
rumble form the bow wave; the water licks along Her delicious curves; the wake vanishes astern in an
unending series of eddies.
We left Chandler this morning after a quick stop at the fuel dock. We bunkered 65 litres of diesel and then
set out sou'east to cross the mouth of Chaleur Bay and on to the Northumberland Strait.
Just now, we're about six miles east of Miscou Island making a course of West-by-South sailing close hauled
under all plain sail in a west sou'west Force 3.
The forecast for today was good, but the nor'west wind has not come. (again, our thanks to Environment
Canada for an inaccurate forecast). We could use a nor'westerly now, as we need to head up a point or two.
This passage will be about 120 miles, about 24 to 30 hours. We cross Chaleur Bay (just done) and then
west sou'west down the coast of New Brunswick past Tracadie Bay, Miramichi, and on to Shediac.
To the north, the far shore of Chaleur Bay is fading in the haze and dropping lower on the horizon. A small
bump to the west is all that is visible of Miscou. The rest of the horizon is crisp and unbroken.
A little wind shift has arrived and the wind vane is dutifully following. We're now making south sou'west
about three-and-a-half knots.
I made a large pot of my 3-alarm chili last night. Very good (insert lowered gaze and shy blush here).
Saved enough for another three meals. We'll boil a handful of pasta and then fling in the leftover chili for a
quick one-pot meal. Good passage making fare.
Shot a noon sight with the sextant today, but I was a little late getting on deck. My noon latitude was off by

five miles. I can and have done better.
Another hour left in my watch. Time to plot our position and update the log.

2010-07-06 15:12 ADT (18:12 Z)
All plain sail set full-and-by on a port tack making three-and-a-half knots in a light sou'easterly breeze,
course of east by south-east. Sailing over the Grande Digue Bank about two miles east of Cap de Cocagne
on our way from Bouctouche to Shediac.
It's been an interesting few days since I last put pencil to paper.
We completed our passage from Chandler to Bouctouche without incident in about 28 hours, a distant of
about 120 miles. The sailing was very good for about the first twelve hours and we covered the fifty or so
miles to Shippegan under sail alone.
As dusk approached, the wind faded and headed us, so we started the engine and ended up motor sailing
under double-reefed main and engine for the next 16 hours. A bit of drudgery punctuated by an
uncomfortable sou'westerly swell that bounced one up and and down on the berth while off watch trying
to sleep.
I really can't write much about the passage other than standing three hour on-off watches was very tiring.
During the 28 hour passage, I managed to get about two or three hours sleep.
A vivid recollection of standing at the chart table at 02:00 (yes, I had the middle watch, again) updating
the ship's log and plotting our position. I was using the Faber-Castell pen that N. had given me as a parting
gift while munching dark chocolate from a Ritter Sport bar she had also included. Fond memories and a
strong reminder of great kindness from friends.
At dawn, the nor'west tip of Prince Edward Island was visible as were a few lobster boats clearing their pots.
We were entering the Northumberland Strait.
As we motor sailed in a southerly direction, we decided to turn in at Buctouche Baie and find a dock up
river at the marina in Bouctouche. As it turned out, a very happy decision; for Bouctouche is a charming
town with a vibrant Acadian culture, friendly people, and some delightful public spaces. We found the
marina, its surroundings, the town, and the people so pleasant we decided to stay for three days.
We visited “Le Pays de la Sagouine”, an Acadian cultural centre, historic site, and music venue.
Damn, wind shift... back soon.

2010-07-06 20:50 ADT (23:50 Z)
Anchored now in Shediac Harbour near Pointe-du-Chene.
We had a pleasant but brief sail on the way here from Bouctouche. Very settled conditions. We had no
difficulty setting the anchor in eleven feet of water at half-tide on ten fathoms of chain.
Very pleasant just now as the sun approaches the horizon. Very light sou'easterly breeze with gently rocking
of the boat.
Meat loaf and Cabernet Sauvignon for dinner. The pan is hung over the side to soak so it can be washed
easily in the morning. I've done the rest of the dishes and sit now at the aft end of the cockpit quietly
contemplating.
The anchor lamp is topped up with oil and is ready to be lit and hung on the fore stay.
The centre at Le Pays de la Sagouine was a wonderful experience. We experienced a blend of cultural
education, delightful music, and interesting lessons in history. Music, food, dancing, all provided an
enchanting and charming glimpse of Acadian culture. Such vibrant passion. More... please!
Yesterday, we took a walk about in a beautiful park setting given to the town of Bouctouche by the Irving
family. The grounds were encircled by a dry stone wall (Scots and Welsh stone masons strike again) that
accented a breathtaking stone chapel, all set within a magnificent arboretum and formal garden.
The chapel, a memorial to the late K.C. Irving, was a stunning example of impeccable craftsmanship. Stone
walls, slate roof, cherry wood interior, oak floors, fir beams, brass chandeliers, and beautiful stained glass
windows.

Illustration 24: Irving Memorial Chapel in Bouctouche, New Brunswick

The grounds contained a wide variety of trees and a gazebo set within an Elizabethan rose garden. The
whole setting was simply lovely and provided hours of delightful walking.

Illustration 25: Gazebo set in an Elizabethan Rose Garden in Bouctouche, New Brunswick
(interrupted here by the yacht “Chiquita” with Jamie and Carolyn on board) They are local yotties and were
just swinging by to say hello and find out about this strange boat anchored off their town. They shared
some local knowledge and pointed us to the best place in town for lobster.

End of Part 010.

Saorsa II ― 2010 Cruise
Part 011
2010-07-08 20:16 ADT (23:16 Z)
Anchored in Shediac, watching the sun get lower in the sky, wondering what tomorrow will bring. This
town has been something of a disappointment. Even the Lobster Festival, which drew us here, is more of a
Carnival in Town event than a cultural celebration. No matter, all part of the ups and downs of being “out
there”.
Very warm here today, so I dropped over the side for a swim to cool off. Followed with a quick rinse from
the shower bag and then a nice crisp Gin&Tonic. All rather pleasant, really.
The wind is a bit gusty here tonight. A solid Force 5 with gusts of 6 or 7. One can see them coming as lines
of ruffled water advancing across the basin. Then, the boat heels a little more and sheers about tugging at
the cable. Our anchor is holding well. Good ground tackle is a great comfort.
Tomorrow, we'll sail out across the Northumberland Strait and visit the town of Summerside in Prince
Edward Island. A few of the local folk with whom we have talked say it's a nice place.
I've been feeling a bit odd all day. Woke up a little out of sorts for no readily apparent reason. After
morning coffee, the Crew took the dinghy ashore and went for a walk. I stayed on board and tidied a few
things. I put some whippings on a new mooring warp and even that didn't go particularly well. It all
worked out fine, but only after I had a stern chat with the needle and twine.
Anyhow, enough for now.

2010-07-09 18:12 ADT (21:12 Z)
Here, still, in Shediac Harbour. Awoke this morning to a completely overcast sky, strong wind, and a
benign forecast. The latter was updated mid-morning to include a Strong Wind Warning. I guess someone
at Environment Canada finally looked out the window.
I decided to stay in Shediac another day. As it turns out, the Force 5 gusting 6 we had this morning quickly
became a 6 gusting 7. A good decision.
If this moderates a bit, we'll head for Summerside tomorrow. There's no question of us and the boat
handling it. Just a question of how much discomfort one wants to endure.
The Crew is on a run ashore just now in the dinghy. The solitude is nice.
Last night, the gusts of wind blew out the anchor lamp. First time in the 25 years I've used the lamp that it
couldn't stand the wind. More than a few firsts on this trip already; more to follow, I'm certain.
Kind of sad that we won't be in Summerside tomorrow morning. There's a Farmers' Market every Saturday
during the summer. My guess is they sell potatoes.
I grow impatient with waiting. It would be foolish to head out into a half-Gale, but after a day or two in
port… enough. Boats are safe, secure, and comfortable in harbour. But, that's not why they exist and not
what they are meant for.

It's warm again today, so I went for a mid-afternoon swim. Wore my reef slippers to protect my feet on the
ladder, and a pair of knickers to maintain a modicum of modesty and decorum. Would rather swim naked.
I tried a few snaps with the new waterproof digital camera. Some of them look OK in spite of the nasty
short two foot chop that continuously splooshed over my head. The camera took a couple of bumps on the
boarding ladder, but seems intact. I guess it is waterproof.

Illustration 26: Swimmer's view of Saorsa II at anchor in Shediac Harbour
From here, I can see the Crew launching the dinghy and getting ready to row back. It's upwind; she'll be
wet with the spray.
Just about time to open the wine.

2010-07-10 21:03 ADT (2010-07-11 00:03 Z)
Earlier today, we sailed across the Northumberland Strait from Shediac, NB to Summerside, PEI. From a
pilotage perspective, quiet a simple passage of about 35 miles on a course of North by East. But today, we
had a wee bit of wind to make the day interesting.
The forecast included a Strong Wind Warning and even mentioned gusts up to 30 knots (Force 7, Near

Gale). We had at least that and I think probably went into Force 8 at times.
We started the day well, raising anchor and motoring out of Shediac Harbour. It took a bit of effort to
break out the anchor, as it was well dug in from the past couple of days blustery winds. We used the old
trick of everyone stand on the bow, harden the cable vertical, and then move everyone to the stern. Simple,
effective, easy.
Too tired. I'll write more tomorrow.

2010-07-11 14:45 ADT (17:45 Z)
Loneliness. It came to visit yesterday. Profoundly deep.
Alone on watch in the cockpit while crossing the Northumberland Strait in half a Gale, it came to visit and
is with me still. Deeper this time than I have felt in many years. It had been dancing about the periphery
the past few days, but now it's here. Like the Gale, there is nothing to do but ride it out. Until it moderates
and the skies clear, it is a living Hell on earth. Like the Gale, it sings an awful song.
A challenging sail yesterday. My sweet Mistress held me safe. When I choose the sail plan with care and
helm Her well, She rewards me as no other can. With purposeful power She drove through the water. This
was no frivolous day outing; even half a Gale in the shallow waters of the Strait moves quickly from
uncomfortable to dangerous.
The No. 3 jib was set for the entire passage. For about an hour in the middle, the wind moderated to Force
6 and we hoist a double-reefed main as well. She charged forward, easily reaching hull speed and sometimes
more as the waves rolled us from side to side.
Then, the struggle to get the main down as the wind rose to a solid 7 and touched at 8. On the cabin top,
wrestling with sail cloth turned demented demon by the wind. Hold Fast! For losing one's grip here means
overboard and death.
Secured.
Back to the cockpit. Marvel that my Mistress drives on still at hull speed with only the No. 3 hoist. The
smallest sail on board and we are on the brink of being over canvassed. I have no idea what will follow if the
wind continues to increase. Down to bare poles will be the only choice left.
Note to Self: Contact Andy sailmaker extraordinaire and order Storm Jib.
The mechanical marvel that is the wind vane continues to steer well, holding our heading, correcting as
wind and wave force us aside. An awesome mixture of levers, vanes, blocks, and lines, Peter's contrivance is
a delight always.
Another hour passes. Plot the position. Update the log. Check the course made good. Carry on.
The wind in the rigging makes a frightful sound, the hull rolls deeply to port but never past vertical to
starboard. I have made good choices; the lee rail stays above water. My Mistress and I are again in harmony.
The rain comes in fits and starts, and then settles in to solid and steady. It falls almost horizontally, stinging
as it hits bare skin. Wet before with salt spray, I am drenched with fresh rain water. A nice rinse, I suppose.
Again, check the position. We are off course a little too far south, but only four miles to the fairway bouy.
Alter and scan the horizon hopefully. Almost there.

The Confederation Bridge is in sight to the east. A tiny thin line almost lost in rain and mist. In a few days,
we will pass beneath it.
One last struggle, bring down the heads'l. Engine starts, halyard let go, and Myra wrestles it down. My
Crew is beginning to own the foredeck. She is good.
Pick up the range lights, find the bouys, enter harbour, then the marina. Tie up at the Visitor Dock.
Safely in.
Then, rest, and live with the loneliness.

End of Part 011.

Saorsa II ― 2010 Cruise
Part 012
2010-07-13 10:38 ADT (13:38 Z)
Anchored off Malagash Point near Tatamagouche Bay. With such place names, how could one not stop and
drop the hook in such a beautiful spot.
Last night, I fell asleep to the sonorous sounds of the seals. One need only hear it to understand the old
myths and beliefs that the Selchies embody the spirits of sailors lost at sea.
We sailed and mostly motored here yesterday in very little wind. After leaving Summerside, we managed to
sail almost to the Confederation Bridge, but then the wind faded and we ended up motoring beneath the
bridge and on.

Illustration 27: Confederation Bridge stretches out towards Prince Edward Island
The bridge is quite a sight and very difficult to capture with a photo. As grand an achievement as it is, for
me it had no effect like the shivers that came from the natural grandeur of Rocher Percé.

Summerside is a lovely wee town and has a good marina. From a cruising sailor's perspective, it is very good
indeed. Good diesel available at the dock, a propane tank filling station only a five minute walk away,
liquor store, grocery store, and Tim Horton's also within a five minute walk of the dock. As well, the local
yotties were remarkably skilled and very helpful.
Monday night (the night before we left Summerside), we attended “Ceilidh at the College”. An even hosted
by “The College of Piping and Celtic Performing Arts of Canada”. The Ceilidh is held weekly during the
summer and gives students an opportunity to showcase their considerable talents.
The College is about a 15 minute walk from the marina docks.
It was the first performance for the season and proved to be a charming evening. Performances by Pipers,
Drummers, Highland Dancers, Step Dancers, A Fiddler, and a Singer were all delightful. The younger
students were particularly engaging as they flew through their performances with an obvious joy.
One of the Pipers, an instructor at the College, brought forth stirring runes that quickened the pulse of all
present and were enough to strike fear into the Sassenach heart.
We are now in Nova Scotia and Summerside is a pleasant memory. It was our only stop in Canada's
smallest province, but thoroughly charming. I would happily return.

Illustration 28: Piper at the Ceilidh

2010-07-16 20:19 ADT (23:19 Z)
At the Hector Quay Marina in Pictou, Nova Scotia. We arrived early afternoon yesterday after a pleasant
sail around Caribou Point from where we had anchored in Caribou Harbour.
Caribou Harbour proved to be an awkward anchorage with very limited depth and some odd currents to
play us about. After our initial anchoring, we were forced to raise anchor and re-set a couple of hours later.
As well, our anchor alarm sounded a little after mid-night as we swung to the current. All in, not very
pleasant.
Pictou has proven to be a lovely little town. Last night, we had a sumptuous dinner ashore at Mrs.
MacGregor's Tea Room. My prime rib was excellent and greatly enhanced by a musical duo playing some
sweet jazz.
After dinner, we walked a short distance to a free outdoor concert by one of the local pipe bands. A
thoroughly nice evening.
Tomorrow, we're up early to catch the tide and sail to Ballantyne's Cove on St. George's Bay. That will
position us for Canso Strait and then on to the Bras d'Or Lakes.

2010-07-17 08:46 ADT (11:46 Z)
Underway steering East Nor'east with a sou'west force 4 pushing us along. Working headsail is set and
wind vane is engaged. Pictou has vanished in the light grey haze astern. We're rolling gently as a light
sou'westerly swell comes down on our starboard quarter.
We got a somewhat early start today so as to catch some of the ebb on our way to Ballantyne's Cove. We've
been sailing along making good speed for the past hour, but the wind is starting to fade. Just wait and see
what happens.
Been in an odd frame of mind these past few days and feeling confused. I stare blankly at the wheel as it
moves dutifully in response to the wind vane. Right now, there is nothing inside to write. Why bother?

2010-07-17 10:51 ADT (13:51 Z)
Motoring. Again.
Burning diesel fuel and accumulating hours on the engine.
The forecast called for sou'west 10 to 15 knots of wind (a light Force 4). A perfect wind for our heading so
we set out. And now we are in a flat calm.
Motoring. Again.

2010-07-17 20:22 ADT (23:22 Z)
Ballantyne's Cove, Cape George, Nova Scotia.
A delicious evening. Calm, clear, half moon just risen, reflections undisturbed in the harbour, hushed voices
carry across the water, sun just below the hill still casting a glow overall.
I sit alone. Content. At peace.

The air grows cooler after the last of the afternoon. The Gin&Tonic helps.
We've just been invited to linger another day. A concert tomorrow evening. Will we stay? But, of course.
Odd, how priorities change. We are a day away from Canso Strait and Port Hawkesbury. Our schedule
originally was to be there a few days ago. Now, it matters not at all.
In an existential moment, I glance at the end of a mooring warp beside me. It is whipped with three
whippings, all done by my hands. My gaze lifts and I raise my eyes to my Mistress. Every line, knot,
whipping, splice, I have done with my hands. Every fastener, nut, bolt, screw, piece of hardware, I have
fastened. And for all that, I am Hers as much as She is mine. I do not own Her so much as She owns me.
For Her, I have wept, spent my coin, laboured mightily, and spilled my blood. We are truly one; our fates
linked. Were She to founder, it would be meet that I clip my tether to Her so that we may make the last
voyage together; so that we may be coupled in death as in life. I could not bear the humiliation of returning
to shore, alone, without my vessel.
Half moon tonight, neap tides.
Why three whippings? On every line?
If one is a pragmatist, it is done so that the line will be preserved should one of the whippings be lost
through chafe or other damage.
A Christian will say it is to remember and respect the Holy Trinity.
A Naval Historian will reflect on Nelson's three great victories, Copenhagen, Nile, Trafalgar.
A good manager will always have three reasons for everything they do and so answer, “All of the above”.
Whither Venus? The moon has risen. His companion Venus is not there. Sad moon. I know his feelings.
Another day past. Sunset, Sir! Make it so. And the Ensign is lowered.
Tonight, I write for me. Much of late has been for others. Time to channel me through these words.
I know the end is near and is closer with each day. How near? I wish I knew. Perhaps not.
Enough, for now.

2010-07-18 21:56 ADT (2010-07-19 00:56 Z)
Memories. Delicious memories. From evenings such as this they are created.
After a too hot day, an open air concert in the cool of the evening on the front porch of the Ballantyne's
Cove Bluefin Tuna Interpretive Centre. A fund raising concert in support of this charming community, its
local walking trails, its harbour, and other facilities. The 10th annual concert was attended by at least three
generations (I suspect four) from the community.
Fiddler, step dancers, guitar ensemble, vocalists, all young and old local talent gave marvellous
performances. Of note, fourteen year old Seamus McLeod accompanied himself with his guitar while he
sang with a truly gifted voice. My God, that lad can sing. I have no doubt we will hear of young Seamus in
future.

Illustration 29: View across the harbour of the Fund Raising concert at Ballantyne's Cove
An altogether delightful event.

2010-07-19 09:44 ADT (12:44 Z)
The sun shines down from a clear sky and transforms the sea before us to a carpet of sparkling jewels. We
steer East sou'east across St. George's Bay toward Canso Strait after leaving Ballantyne's Cove about an
hour ago. Under working heads'l on a broad reach starboard tack we're making a little over four knots with
the wind vane at the helm. Warm sun and a cooling westerly Force 3, perhaps a light 4.
To port, as I look out, is the shore of Cape Breton; to starboard is mainland Nova Scotia.
My mood improves markedly when we leave harbour, and even more so when we have wind to sail. Today,
the sea, sky, and wind are gentle with us. My Mistress and I bask in it, thankful for this.
I wear my Grohmann yachtsman's knife now whenever on deck. I purchased it almost twenty years ago by
mail order in response to a fund raising drive in support of the Bluenose II. Other than honing its edge and
dressing the leather of its sheath, it has remained boxed waiting until last week for a special occasion. Now,
I have sailed into the harbour at Pictou where the knife was made; now, I may wear it, respectfully.

The frustrations of yesterday slip away astern as my Mistress moves gracefully across the sea. All is in
harmony and I feel content once more.

End of Part 012.

Saorsa II ― 2010 Cruise
Part 013
2010-07-24 10:17 ADT (13:17 Z)
Warmed by the morning sun even as the gentle south-east breeze cools, I sit in my spot on the aft port side
of the cockpit and look around. Even now, at mid-morning, all is quiet and peaceful.
We're in our first Bras d'Or anchorage, a small cove east of Marble Mountain. Getting here yesterday was a
bit of a challenge even though the distance was short.
So far today, I've made coffee and savoured it in the cockpit. The anchor lamp has been taken down and
put away; the ensign has been hoist. Porridge followed coffee, and then a morning row in the dinghy let me
try a photo of my Mistress content in Her anchorage.

Illustration 30: The peaceful anchorage of Clarke Cove, near Marble Mountain
On returning from the rowing exercise, I find the crew has gone back to bed and is asleep. That irritates
me; I'm not sure why.

My internal journey continues even as the cruise unfolds. I was and still am quite unprepared for the life
changes of the past few months.
I thought the transition from busy department Director to cruising yottie would be simple and easy. Far
from it! The emotional anguish has been difficult in the extreme. It manifests itself mostly as loneliness
with a dash of depression infused with deep longing for something. But, there is much more going on than
that. These are only external signs; the real turmoil is internal.
Outwardly, the cruise continues to progress remarkably well. As one might expect, there have been a few
surprises along the way.
From a sailing perspective, the most notable is the wind strength. My Mistress needs two new sails for this
part of the world. One, a smaller mainsail; the other a smaller headsail. More than a few times we have
been sailing with our canvas reduced to the minimum and still been over-canvassed.
Another surprise, although I suppose I should have anticipated it, is the amount we have used the engine.
So far, 200 hours of engine time on the trip. That translates to about 500 litres of diesel fuel and 1,000
nautical miles of distance.
Looking up, my gaze takes in the surroundings. This is truly a beautiful spot.

2010-07-24 16:19 ADT (19:19 Z)
My goodness, but I do enjoy swimming naked in the sea! It's a delicious blend of sensuality, hedonism,
eroticism, and a return to the womb. Yes, amniotic fluid is essentially identical to seawater in composition.
What an idyllic day this is. The sun shines down warm, hot even, from a sky with a few fluffy clouds.
Twice today, I have gone swimming and probably will again.
This morning, I put the outboard on the dinghy (yes, crew still asleep) and went over to the nearby marble
beach at Marble Mountain. Went for a swim off the dinghy. Positively delicious.
Then, this afternoon, I went for another swim and checked the log impeller, propeller, rudder, and general
condition of the hull underwater. All looked fine.

2010-07-31 10:45 ADT (13:45 Z)
This morning, my Mistress lifts Her bow to a true North Atlantic swell for the first time. Small, only about
three feet and about forty feet between crests, but the definite slow pronounced evidence of the ocean's
deep breathing is unmistakable.
We left St. Peter's this morning and said good-bye to the Bras d'Or. Now we head sou'west towards the
great port of Halifax.
Bras d'Or, or “The Lake” as it is known locally, was a delightful experience in many ways. The scenery, the
people, their music, the wildlife (even had a bald eagle fly over the boat), all were lovely. A true gem and a
part of the cruise to be cherished.
We are motoring as it is a fine day but with very little wind. Two days ago, a sou-westerly gale blew through
here. That would not have been a pleasant time to be at sea.

My inner journey continues. In many ways, more tempestuous and challenging than the outer journey.

2010-08-01 17:18 ADT (20:18 Z)
Anchored in Tangier Harbour after a 110 mile passage from St. Peter's.
Yesterday, July 31, at about 11:00 ADT (14:00 Z) we reached the easternmost point of the cruise as we
rounded Cape Canso at the green bouy “CV1”, approximately 060° 50.8' West longitude. Cape Canso is
the easternmost point of land on continental North America.
The passage to here was done entirely under engine power and was largely uneventful. We did see our first
shark of the cruise, a Great White, as he hung about the east end of Chedabucto Bay.
The part of the coast is very well marked and pilotage was reasonably easy as we hopped from one sea bouy
to the next. Even so, care was needed as rocks, shoals, and ledges dot this coast in abundance. They wait,
ready to claim another victim.
We had clear weather throughout which made light characteristic identification easier as we moved along
under the light of a half-moon.
Owing to our rapid progress, due in part to a favourable current, we arrived off Tangier Harbour before
dawn. This forced us to heave-to off shore until sunrise as I'm reluctant to enter an unfamiliar harbour in
the dark.
This proved to be a prudent decision as, even in daylight, following the safe channel around half
submerged rocks was not simple.
We dropped anchor north of Hog Island about 22 hours after leaving St. Peter's.

2010-08-03 19:27 ADT (22:27 Z)
The sun is getting lower in the sky over our anchorage here at Tangier. We arrived here just after sunrise
and the crew slept all morning and most of the afternoon. So, I had the day mostly to myself.
I finished reading Farley Mowat's book, “The Boat Who wouldn't Float”. What a delightful yarn he spins.
Sort of makes me wish I had found the time to visit Miquelon. I knew when I started this cruise that there
would be more places to visit than time to do so. I suppose there's no point in second-guessing choices, but
I can't help but wonder what might have happened had I followed Jean and Françoise out of l'Anse-aBeaufils to Miquelon. Ah, well, that's how it is.
Time to hoist the anchor lamp; tomorrow, on to Halifax.

2010-08-02 11:07 ADT (14:07 Z)
Slowly. Cautiously. Gently entering the channel which connects Tangier Harbour with the top end of Shoal
Bay. A clear channel on the chart with good depth. But, also, a chart spattered and pock-marked with the
peculiar wee cross symbol that indicates a hidden rock.
Heart rate a little elevated; breath just a bit too quick and shallow. Calm. Inner calm through force of will.
Then allow that inner calm to exude and pervade. Calm is needed here. Calm, clear judgement at the helm.

Rocks. Visible a boat length away.
Rocks. Hidden beneath the water just outside the channel.
Waiting. Lurking.
Rocks which have been here longer than man. They wait for the unwary, the imprudent. Rocks which can
smash open the hull of the stoutest vessel.
So, we proceed, with calm caution.

2010-08-02 12:51 ADT (15:51 Z)
Just south of Egg Island light off Nova Scotia's eastern shore. A little bit of a breeze. Just enough to sail on a
broad reach with the working headsail. Making a little over 3 knots steering west sou'west.
An odd hazy day. The barometer has been rising steadily the past 36 hours and is now at bit high at 1022.
Yet, we have rather ominous looking cloud overhead and a bit of haze.
A long low swell rolls my Mistress just enough to be annoying.

End of Part 013.

Saorsa II ― 2010 Cruise
Part 014
2010-08-06 13:32 ADT (16:32 Z)
My goodness. So much to write about the past few days.
At the moment, we're anchored in a tiny wee cove shown on the chart and known locally as “Rogue's
Roost”. The cruising guide goes so far as to suggest it is the prettiest anchorage in Nova Scotia. I'm not
qualified to comment on that claim, but it is one beautiful scenic spot as well as a superb anchorage.
The past few days we were in Halifax. We were able to sail a bit on the way there, but mostly ran the
engine. Another uneventful passage but very emotional for me. I was taking my wee boat, my Mistress, my
ship into Halifax harbour. Arguably, the finest natural deep water harbour in the world.
Sixty-five to seventy years ago, this place was well known to my father and uncles. They all shipped out of
Halifax on convoys that kept Britain alive in her darkest hour. As well, they played their part in and went
on to win the longest battle of World War II, the Battle of the Atlantic.
And now, I come to this place arriving in the manner that best befits it and those memories. Sadly, as it
turns out, this place like most of Canada has lost touch with its history. It is just another industrial port
with a small naval presence at HMC dockyard.
We docked at Armdale Yacht Club up in the northwest arm of the harbour. A nice enough spot, but not
good value for the dockage charge.
We took a day off and played tourist in this still interesting town.
I visited the Citadel and the waterfront. After purchasing a fine pair of crystal whisky glasses at Nova Scotia
Crystal, I spent the afternoon in the Marine Museum of the Atlantic. Splendid place which includes
Canada's last surviving corvette, HMCS Sackville.
Alone on Sackville's mess deck, silent tears rolled down my cheeks for the young sailors as I quietly thanked
them for their profound sense of duty.
We left Halifax yesterday for the short run to this anchorage. As we passed the outer bouy of the harbour,
we sailed into a bank of fog and felt the air temperature drop rapidly. Soon, we were alone in a light grey
world about 100 yards in diameter. A cold silent world with only the moaning of the wind in the rigging
and the rumble of the bow wave to remind us of what we were about. The sun vanished. All became wet
with the cold penetrating fog. Droplets falling from lines, rails, and even my beard. Every two minutes our
fog horn blared out its warning to others, one five second blast follow by a pair of one second blasts. A
sailing vessel underway limited in her ability to manoeuvre.
Then, the mournful wail of the whistle bouy I sought came to my ears. The moaning sound distinctive and
piercing through the fog. Where from? Starboard bow? Yes, perhaps. Eyes straining with hand on the helm.
Where is it? Suddenly, fifty yards off, the apparition. A red and white fairway bouy as expected. Identity
“HS” confirmed. The mark, our compass, and our GPS all consistent corroborate one another.
Then, it is gone. Vanished in the fog astern as quickly as it appeared. Course to the next bouy set and we

carry on.
The wind fades, we lower sails and start the engine. We motor sail now under our full main. The fog horn
pattern changes to a five second blast every two minutes, a power vessel underway.
We never see the next bouy, a red sea bouy the size of a small car. But, we hear its bell through the fog as it
passes down our starboard side. We carry on.
With some trepidation, I turn the boat to approach the coast. Granite. Hard, and unforgiving.
We should see a small red spar bouy. Yes, there, to starboard. And to port the rocks of Betty Island at less
than half a cable distance.
Carefully, we thread our way between fog shrouded islands and rocks. I con the boat from the chart, the
plotter, and direct the crew at the helm from the companionway. A little to port, now starboard. Is the bouy
visible?
Several tense minutes and we emerge into a small basin, long and narrow in shape. Ohmigawd! There are
two other yachts here already. No matter. I take the helm and crew drops the anchor in response to my “let
go”.
Again, safely in.

Illustration 31: The foggy anchorage at Rogue's Roost

2010-08-07 20:15 ADT (23:15 Z)
After a grand sail today, we picked up a vacant mooring in Chester, Mahone Bay, Nova Scotia. I would
prefer to anchor, but this harbour is filled with moorings leaving no room at all to anchor.
Right now, there isn't a cloud in the sky, the air is clean, and the sun is just approaching the horizon. We're
in quite a nice spot although very heavily populated with boats of all types and much traffic to and fro. A
change from the remote anchorage of last night.
We motored out of rogue's Roost this morning easily avoiding the rocks which were shrouded in fog when
we entered. A rather sobering sight to see the waves breaking against and over rocks we passed unseen.
The forecast was good and this time were were not disappointed. The barometer rose all day as the skies
cleared and the westerly wind freshened. My Mistress beat to windward in fine style and again She was soon
down to Her minimum sail plan of double reefed main and No. 3 jib. Throughout the day, the wind vane
steered the boat through wind and wave. Peter's wonderful gadget is a marvel.
With carefully plotted tacks, we beat our way past Tancook Island and into Mahone Bay. Then, a final tack
and were were sailing north up the bay to Chester.
After much searching for a spot to anchor, I decided to grab a vacant mooring.
Again, safely in, after a grand sail on a beautiful day.

2010-08-08 19:47 ADT (22:47 Z)
Anchored in Mahone Harbour after motoring here earlier today from Chester. A blustery southerly blowing
a solid Force 6 turned what should have been an easy motor 'round the corner into a bit of a slog. No
matter, I saw some lovely scenery and grew to appreciate the beauty of Mahone Bay even more. Dotted
with islands, lovely beaches, and delightful sailing it's truly a mariner's playground.
After anchoring in the outer edge of the mooring field, I took a run ashore in the dinghy. Nice little town
offering all that a sailor seeks. Well, perhaps not “all”, but most everything. I highly recommend a pint of
Propeller Bitter and Fish&Chips at “The Mug and Anchor”.
Again, the sun gets lower in the sky as my salt stained Mistress lies peacefully to Her cable. She is
comfortable here; at home in this place of rocks, sky, and sea. It feels easy to be here with Her.
Over the next week or so, I will guide Her sou'west to Shelburne Harbour. Then comes the challenge of
rounding Cape Sable and thence across Fundy to Southwest Harbour in Maine. I read and re-read the
Sailing Directions. Again, again, and again I read them. On every reading, I lose count of the number of
times the phrase “extreme caution” appears.
Rocks, tidal currents, whirlpools, tide rips, fog, and changeable weather all combine to make that next step
a hazardous one. I am reminded of the quote,
“A sailor is never without fear, he simply learns to live with it”.
It seems almost everyone here knows the language of the sea. I wandered into a pottery and candle shop in
Chester earlier today. In chatting with the elderly lady proprietor I mentioned arriving by sail boat.
Immediately, she demonstrated an understanding of rig, sail plan, and pilotage that would befit an

accomplished sailor. Her conversation was both unassuming and unpretentious. Of course, everyone knows
such things. She then gave me some guidance on local wind and weather patterns which has already proven
to be very accurate.
Again, here in Mahone Harbour, the lovely grey haired woman who served me in the bakery mentioned she
had circumnavigated the globe some years earlier on a sailboat whilst visiting 41 countries on the way. But,
of course.

2010-08-11 18:44 ADT (21:44 Z)
After a couple of very nice days in Lunenburg, I'm now anchored in a simply beautiful spot. A hundred
yards away is a gorgeous white sand beach. To seaward are a handful of tree covered islands. Tonight there is
a gently sou'easterly breeze and the remnants of the ocean swell are lapping gently onto the beach.
This is but one of a multitude of magnificent anchorages here. The entire coast is dotted with them.
My visit to Lunenburg was nice, but all too brief. It's a lovely town with many things to do and see. The
fisheries museum alone would take an entire day to explore properly. I really think I would like to pay a
return visit to this town,
The sailing here has been great. A little challenging, but enormous fun and very rewarding. It's a rock
studded coast with a multitude of little channels, passages, islands, coves, and bays. All just perfect for
exploring in a sailboat. I wish I could stay.
Last night in Lunenburg Harbour there was something of a dinghy race. A rather eclectic collection of
small craft participated. Everything from a “Fireball” class dinghy to a grand banks dory. All present
appeared to be having great fun.
Today was a grand sail from Lunenburg Harbour to here, the anchorage outside Port Mouton. Only a little
over forty miles, but lovely.
The nor'east wind filled in as forecast then faded about mid-day. After motoring about an hour, a lovely
southerly breeze came up and with all plain sail set, my sweet Mistress frolicked along through the Atlantic
swells. We sailed almost to the anchorage, then motored the last few miles before dropping anchor off an
idyllic picture postcard beach.
The forecast for tomorrow is for “Light wind”. So, probably a run on the engine along the coast to
Shelburne. I'm told it's a good port to take on victuals, water, fuel, and so forth before the next passage.

2010-08-13 08:57 ADT (11:57 Z)
Gorgeous morning. Simple gorgeous. Not a cloud in the sky. A little cool before dawn, but the sun is up
and is bright and warm on my shoulders and face. There's not a breath of wind though. So today the
engine will get a bit of a work out.
Last night, after making dinner, eating, and washing up, I quickly hung the anchor lamp, (burned my
finger on the lamp's chimney, one shouldn't rush these things) and then rowed in the dinghy the short
distance to the beach. A pristine beach of fine white sand with some grass making a barrier just above the
tide line and a forest beyond that. A gently pensive walk in the soft sand, the sun going down, a bit of a
hush over the landscape. All that was missing was the cheap rum in a Tiki Bar <insert wicked evil grin

here>.
I would be happy to stay here another day, but tomorrow is Saturday and the boat needs provisions. For
today, a dull chug the 45 miles to Shelburne.

Illustration 32: Just me and my shadow on the beach at Port Mouton

2010-08-13 11:25 ADT (14:25 Z)
Motoring now a few miles off the southwest shore of Nova Scotia. Other then the lack of wind for sailing,
it's a supremely lovely day. There's a little bit of a southerly swell rolling in on us, the engine is running
smoothly with a healthy exhaust note and a clear colourless exhaust. My Mistress moves placidly through
the calm Atlantic waters. On a day such as this the ocean seems benign, almost friendly, and it's a little
difficult to imagine the outrageous destructive forces it can wield to take ships to the bottom and sailors to
a watery grave.
But, today, the ocean is calm, and I am thankful to be here on so lovely a day.
In Lunenburg, I purchased a short length of rope from which to make a new painter for the dinghy. It's a
synthetic line known by the Danish maker's name, Roblon. The material has the feel and appearance of
natural hemp cordage but is low stretch, very strong, chafe resistant, does not rot, and even floats. Good

rope! It is used extensively on board Bluenose II.
Anyhow, one end is whipped (yes, three whippings) and a soft eye spliced in the other. I put it into service
this morning as the dinghy painter. So far, all looks good. A nice gentle day of towing like this should settle
it in nicely.
I sit here and examine the old painter, running my hands over the line, the splice, the whippings. I've
retired it, but it is still serviceable with lots of useful life remaining. I understand.
The eye splice I fashioned those several years ago is still secure and strong. On this trip alone, it has towed
the dinghy over 2,000 miles and many hundreds more in previous years. The three whippings on the end
still fine and tight. The line shows a bit of wear in spots and is getting a bit long-jawed. Old, but still
sound.
East Cardinal bouy, “UEF”, on the starboard bow, and now abeam. Time to alter course for Shelburne.

End of Part 014.

Saorsa II ― 2010 Cruise
Part 015
2010-08-15 11:26 ADT (14:26 Z)
Awake at 05:00, coffee in the predawn gloom, then clear lower decks and hands to stations for leaving
harbour. Away from the dock at 06:00 and moving fast as we race the tide to Cape Sable.
We should have departed a couple of hours earlier, but we needed daylight in order to leave the harbour
and clear the approaches safely. Today, sunrise was at 06:05, so an earlier departure wasn't possible.
I've been pushing the engine hard and we've now rounded Cape Sable, its light flashing every five seconds
to warn us from this dangerous place. We passed through the tide rips safely and are now headed nor'west
to pass between Seal and Mud islands. The channel between the two is named “The Hospital” on the chart.
Mariner's humour? Or, Cartographers???

Illustration 33: The SV Acorn rounding Cape Sable

The tide tables show we will be dealing with a four knot favourable current as we transit the channel. Then,
on to Maine.
This place called Cape Sable is creepy. The tide rips swirl even though we are passing at nearly slack water.
They jostle my Mistress in a most unseemly manner. Fog comes and goes without warning. To starboard,
waves break over half submerged rocks and shoals. It will be a good place to have left behind.

2010-08-15 12:54 ADT (15:54 Z)
We've rounded Cape Sable and are just north of Seal Island. Course altered and we're on our way to
Southwest Harbour, Mount Desert Island, Maine.
So far today, we've put fifty miles under the keel, about 100 more to go.
We're still on the edge of the tide rips here. They jostle and swirl. The fog appears and disappears
sometimes in the space of a few minutes. Right now, I sit in bright sunshine; a few minutes ago, all was
shrouded in thick fog. One can watch patches of fog materialise and then vanish. This truly is a scary place
for mariners.

2010-08-15 18:47 EDT (22:47 Z)
Leaving Canadian shore astern and entering the Gulf of Maine.
We've covered more than 100 nautical miles now and have about sixty more ahead of us. I timed the tides
right and my Mistress rode the tidal current and headed for U.S. waters like a projectile from a slingshot.
For the first six hours, our speed over ground averaged eight knots.
Now, we deal with the adverse current of the ebb. But, away from the rocks, shoals, and narrow passages of
the coast, it has a small effect and slows our progress only a knot or so.
Our American companions, whom we met a couple of days ago, are keeping pace with us about three miles
off our starboard beam. This is a return home for them and their yacht “Acorn”, which is moored in
Southwest Harbour. She's a beauty. A Hinckley Bermuda 40 yawl in pristine condition. As immaculate as
the proverbial conception.
Her owner and skipper, Rob B. seems a good fellow and fine yachtsman. He's been very helpful in pointing
out a few good anchorages in Maine. I sense something of a kindred spirit.
We're making good progress motor sailing under a full main. A little breeze has filled in out of the sou'west
and I have been able to reduce engine revs with almost no slowing of the boat. Should reduce the fuel
consumption a wee bit.
The sun is getting lower in the sky as this day draws to a close. I'm off watch at 20:30 and back on at
midnight for three hours until 03:00. God, I hate the middle watch.
Looking up, I scan the horizon. Empty, save for Acorn's masts a few miles away. Nothing else in sight in all
directions. The sun is getting lower and the air is cooler now. Tonight will be chilly under a cloudless sky.

2010-08-18 09:50 EDT (13:50 Z)
After arriving at Southwest Harbour on the morning of the 16th, we docked at the Hinckley service dock
and were cleared by U.S. Customs and Border Protection. Their representative, Officer S. out of Bangor,
was a model of courtesy and service while discharging his duties. He explained to me the difference
between the cruising decal I had purchased, and the cruising permit / licence which I didn't have. A few
hours after he left and I had lowered “Q”, he came along down the dock with a freshly issued cruising
licence for the boat.
The passage here from Shelburne was quite uneventful with the exception that we made remarkably good
time. So much so that we slowed down as we approached the Maine coast to ensure we had daylight to
enter harbour. This was a good thing; as Rob had predicted we encountered a plethora, multitude, and over
abundance of lobster pot bouys. I've never seen so many bouys in one place in my life. Even the harbour
channel was littered with them.
We followed Acorn into harbour while weaving between lobster pots and docked at Hinckley's. This is
Rob's home port and he kindly arranged for us to use the Hinckley dock while we waited for clearance
from U.S. Customs and Boarder Protection. After clearing customs, we took up a Hinckley mooring just
off their dock.
This is a delightful town full of Down East Maine kindness, generosity, and hospitality.
For those interested in boats and the sea, this is close to paradise. Everything is here from hard working
lobster boats to very well kept cruising yachts. Clearly, Southwest Harbour is a centre of down east
yachting.
Later today, we will catch the tide and head up Somes Sound. This is a small but genuine fjord that almost
cuts Mount Dester Island in half. In the next week or so, we'll head west and south from anchorage to
anchorage to explore the coast of this beautiful place.

2010-08-18 17:44 EDT (21:44 Z)
A very short sail today north from Southwest Harbour up Somes Sound to Somes Harbour. Only about six
or seven miles, but we sailed gently along with a working headsail before a southerly wind that funnelled up
the sound.
After anchoring (15 feet of water on 10 fathoms of chain), we had a quick run ashore to visit the book store
that was mentioned in all three cruising guides on board. On arrival, we found the building dark, empty,
firmly closed, and a “For Rent” sign in the window. Heavy sigh as I turned around and trudged back along
the road.
This is a pretty spot but a rather crowded anchorage. As I look up just now, two more boats are arriving
and looking for a spot. Add to that the harbour is crowded with moorings and all together a bit much.
There must be 40 or 50 boats here! A far cry from Rogue's Roost where we thought two other boats was a
crowd or Tangier where we were the only boat in the anchorage.
Tomorrow, we'll catch the ebb tide out of here and sail south to Frenchboro. It's claimed to be a pretty spot
with a really good down east home cooking type restaurant.

For now, the anchorage is very peaceful. Time soon to hoist the anchor lamp.
I'm conscious of being nearer to the end of the cruise. In some ways, I'm delighted with that as I do miss
home. But there's also a poignancy that grows from that awareness. So far, it's been an incredible journey.
I'm ready for the next chapter.

2010-08-19 07:23 EDT (11:23 Z)
Morning. Flat calm in the anchorage. Scarcely a ripple to be seen on the water. The morning sun warming
my face as I scribble. Not a cloud in the sky.
The anchorage. Crowded with boats. Their number now doubled by the near perfect reflection of their
form on the water.
A brigantine off to port. A solid looking motor sailer astern. Modern sloops interspersed with elegant power
yachts. Each beautiful in their own way.
The basin ringed with trees punctuated by half hidden cottages and homes, mostly white clapboard. As
genuine a“Down East Maine” setting as one might find.
Throughout this journey I've been amazed and rewarded by each of the regions I've touched. All of them
different, one from another, and all with an alluring appeal uniquely their own. But, all similar in the
friendliness of the people.
Wonderful world.

2010-08-20 17:41 EDT (21:41 Z)
Anchored now, but we sailed today. Oh, how we sailed. My Mistress drove through the water like a train
going down grade. All plain sail set as we beat to windward amongst the islands, rocks, and shoals of down
east Maine.
I awoke this morning to a fog (no, not in my head) that blanketed Lunt Harbour. As I sat in the cockpit
with my morning coffee, Rebekah and Tim on the boat on the next mooring came over to join me. I had
met them ashore the day previous. Such a delightfully charming young couple with a pair of lovely
children. I immediately sensed a strong set of shared values and had invited them aboard. They live near
Rockland. With luck, we will visit with them there a few days hence.
The fog lifted in response to a warming sun and the north wind. We dropped the mooring and got
underway. We cleared the harbour approach bouy and hoist sail. Soon, my Mistress, was romping along at
five or six knots. She revelled in this day, driving through the water; harnessing the power of the wind with
the sails Andy had created. Trimmed to perfection, telltales streaming perfectly in response to the smooth
uninterrupted laminar flow of air across the surface of the foil. What simple unadulterated joy for Her to be
let loose this way under a clear cloudless sky.
What a perfect symmetry of challenge and pleasure. Precision pilotage amongst rocks and shoals combined
with sensual pleasure of wind, wave, and sailing vessel underway.
Halyards so taught they sound a “G” below middle “C” when flicked with a finger. Sheets so taught that a
Lewmar 3-speed 44 winch makes them creak with the strain. A tension measured in thousands of pounds.
All working in a perfect harmony of perpetual motion. The delicious motion of the sea.

Then, finally, reluctantly, the sails are lowered and we motor to a good spot in the anchorage.
An anchorage defined by two islands. McGlathery Island to the east and Round Island to the west. A lovely
spot preserved in a wild state for future generations.
Now, my Mistress rests. She is comfortable here lying to Her cable. The wind moans in Her rigging, but
Her ground tackle is secure and She, too, is secure.
She rests now following a rollicking good sail in beautiful surroundings.

2010-08-21 16:04 EDT (20:04 Z)
A grand sail today, Brief, but sweet and delicious. Under all plain sail we tracked through the water close
hauled to a steady sou-west force 5. The water raced down the lee side as my Mistress surged through the
water, cleaving it clean and smooth.
We motored out of our anchorage last night at McGlathery, through Merchant Row on our way to Isle au
Haut Bay. As we approached the bay, some down east Windjammers appeared beating their way westward.
What a glorious sight, a gaff schooner under full press.

Illustration 34: The Down East Main Windjammer "Heritage" beats to windward

After watching the schooners pass, we raised sail and had our brief but luscious sail across the bay. On
approaching Vinalhaven Island, we hove to and let one of the schooners pass before us. Then we dropped
the headsail and sailed to Vinalhaven under our main before starting the engine and motoring into Seal
Bay. A half hour of threading between rocks and we were anchored in yet another beautiful Main
anchorage.
Islands covered in spruce trees and fringed with rocky outcrops. Simple timeless beauty.

2010-08-22 18:22 EDT (22:22 Z)
I've calmed down a bit now, but this morning I was thoroughly pissed off and grumpy. The really new
water pump I had installed at Ville de Québec was leaking and spewing sea water into the locker. This is
the pump that circulates raw cooling water to the refrigerator's compressor unit and thence overboard. The
original pump installed some years ago failed and I purchased this replacement in Québec.
The pump's failure forced a change of plans for today. Those who know me will appreciate how well I
respond to a forced change of plan with cool equanimity (listen for guffaws of laughter). Anyhow, rather
than going to remote and picturesque Pulpit Harbour, we have come directly to Rockland with its superb
chandlery and hardware stores.
As it turned out, I was able to cannibalise parts from the old pump and get everything working again
without further problems or purchases. But, I'm still rather annoyed at an expensive pump that would fail
after less than three months service.
Cruising! Fixing your boat in exotic locations!
Anyhow, we're anchored here in Rockland Harbour, Maine. Nice place. A bit industrial but a quick run
ashore earlier evidenced a number of good looking shops and restaurants as well as an exceptionally well
stocked chandlery, Hamilton Marine.
We will be here a day or two as the forecast for the next few days is not good. Heavy winds and rain. Best
to sit tight in a good harbour for now.

End of Part 015.

Saorsa II ― 2010 Cruise
Part 016
2010-08-28 11:33 ADT (14:33 Z)
Sailing close hauled on a starboard tack making about four knots on a course of south. A nice sou'westerly
force 3 to 4 moving us along. Tonight we'll anchor at Richmond Island off Cape Elizabeth, Maine.
Last night, we anchored in the tiny harbour in Damariscove Island. Yes, another beautiful Maine
anchorage. This one had a very Hebridean feel to it. No trees and just low bushes clinging to the rock above
the high tide line. In modern times, the place had a Life Saving station, but that is now a private residence
and most of the island is a nature preserve. The place is only about six miles south of Boothbay Harbour,
but has a delightfully remote and rustic air about it.

Illustration 35: Former U.S. Life Saving Station viewed from the Damariscove anchorage
We left Rockland Harbour yesterday morning after a rather pleasant few days there. For the cruising yottie,
it is an excellent place to stop, rest, take on victuals, effect repairs, and so forth.

We were blessed in having met Rebekah and Tim W. Earlier. They hosted us to a lovely evening in their
home with dinner, wine, great conversation, and an opportunity to do laundry. Before dinner, Tim picked
us up in Rockland and took us on a driving tour of the area. The high point (insert punny chuckle) was
Mount Battie. From the summit, one has a magnificent view of Penobscot Bay. Simply breathtaking.
Rebekah and Tim exemplify the kindness and generosity we have experienced throughout our visit to
Maine. It has been a warming and moving experience for me.
Just now, we're fortunate to have a good weather window for our sail across Bigelow Bight on our way to
the Cape Cod Canal. This stretch of coast is treacherous. A high pressure system has moved in from the
west and should be here for another three or four days. We've got clear skies, gentle breezes, flat water, and
lovely evenings. Beautiful cruising. With luck, we'll transit the Cape Cod Canal before the weather turns
nasty again.

2010-08-29 16:16 ADT (20:16 Z)
I decided to stay anchored here in Seal Cove another day. The forecast had a Small Craft Advisory for
hazardous seas. I'm not sure why, but my guess is that the sou'easterly swell from hurricane Danielle
combined with a nor'west wind could set up some nasty conditions.
So, a bit of a boat chore day. I put a little extra tension on the aft lower shrouds. They seemed a bit slack
the last couple of times we were hard on the wind. As well, I installed some of the engine room sound
proofing I bought in Rockland. Always a little difficult to know for certain, but the engine noise seem
markedly reduced.
Then, I furled sails and put on sail covers. They were a bit untidy after the rather hasty stow they received
yesterday.
Finally, I rewarded myself with a cold Murphy's stout from the fridge followed by a cooling swim in the
18°C water. Then, a quick fresh water rinse in the shower and I felt great!
Now, I sit 'neath a cloudless sky in the warm sunshine while a very gentle breeze caresses my skin. Such a
lovely way to spend a Sunday afternoon.
Tomorrow, on the move again. We must transit the Cape Cod Canal this coming Friday or Saturday in
order to catch the tide at a reasonable time. Next stop is Portsmouth, New Hampshire1, and then Salem,
Massachusetts. I plan to spend at least a day in Salem exploring the town.
Yesterday was a fine day of sailing. After leaving Damariscove, we motored about an hour or so untill we
were south of Seguin Island. Then, sensing a bit of wind, I shut down the engine and hoist all plain sail. We
were hard on the wind and sailing well making better than four knots. Our destination was to windward to
the sou'west and the best course we could manage was south. After a couple of hours or so, we tacked the
boat and headed for Cape Elizabeth about twenty miles distant. The wind freshened and soon my sweet
Mistress was romping along at hull speed, the wind vane self-steering keeping Her hard on the wind.
After a bit, the wind freshened and a reef was needed, followed soon after by a second reef. With Her full
working headsail and double reefed main She drove to windward flinging up spray as Her bow burst
1 As it turned out, I didn't go into Portsmouth. Instead, I put in to York Harbour and spent the night on a town mooring. It
was a good spot. Well sheltered and with good facilities nearby. The only difficult part was the rather narrow entrance and
strong current in the entrance.

through the building waves.
What a glorious feeling! The double reefed main taught and flat balancing the headsail as it drove us ahead.
The helm balanced perfectly with just a touch of weather helm. The wind vane correcting silently and
smoothly for the wind and wave yielding a wake as straight as an arrow. Balance and harmony. Beautiful!
After a bit, I disengaged the self-steering just so I could commune with Her. Closing my eyes, I listened
attentively as She spoke with me. Together as one amidst the Atlantic's wind and water.
The helm gentle in my hand, needing but the slightest adjustment. Oh, but my Mistress sings a delicious
song of the sea.

2010-08-31 10:53 EDT (14:53 Z)
What an odd feeling. To be here well offshore looking over an empty expanse of ocean and then to notice a
wee face looking back at me. A pair of alluring limpid eyes filled with curiosity gazing up at me from the
water close alongside. My sweet Selchie, if only.
Close hauled on a starboard tack in a gentle west sou'west force 3 making south by west. Sailing along
gently and gracefully across a smooth ocean rising to the long easterly swell rolling in from offshore. The
wind vane steers us silently and efficiently.
Sailing south across Bigelow Bight towards Cape Ann. This afternoon, I'll round the Cape and then head
west to Salem's harbour.

2010-09-03 13:57 EDT (17:57 Z)
Silence hangs over the mooring field now with a heaviness that feels ominous. Looking about, I can see not
a single soul. The vessels lie quietly to their moorings. Some prepared for the worst with sails, dodgers, and
all extra windage removed. Others sit unchanged and unattended.
The wind has gone sou'east and freshened. It's now a steady 3 with gusts of force 4. A couple of minutes
ago, a light patter of rain began. Just a sprinkle for now. The sky is blanketed with cloud. Still thinly in
spots with a bit of sun peeking through. The rest thick, heavy, and low.
Halyards rattle against masts as the wind tugs at them. The barometer has begun its descent. It's down six
millibar from this time yesterday.

2010-09-03 18:56 EDT (22:56 Z)
Thick fog now. The air is cold and damp. Most of the harbour is hidden by the wet shroud. Visibility is less
than half a cable.
It rained off and on the past few hours. Just light showers, nothing more. Stopped for now, so I sit in the
cockpit munching some cheddar and crackers. Just in time for another shower to force me below again into
the dim saloon.
The crew is asleep on the starboard settee. We've become quite distant and never converse. I suspect we are
both eager for the day she will step ashore.
I've just taken a look at the forecast issued a couple of hours ago. Seems Salem will be spared the worst and

we will receive only tropical storm conditions. My remarkably good luck has kept us safe this time.
For all that, I feel quite calm in the face of the coming storm. There is no worry or nervousness in me about
it. Simple a steady resolve to do whatever is needed. My Mistress is secure and well moored. I have
contingency plans in my head for everything I can imagine. Her systems and equipment are well
maintained and in good order. Yes, we could be overwhelmed by events. If so, we will face them together, as
we have before, whatever the outcome.
The marina launch just came by to let me know they are are lifting the launch out of the water for the
night. There will be no ride ashore for the rest of the night. He wanted to make sure were were secure.
Excellent service!
If one believes the forecast, soon, the storm.2

Illustration 36: The full rigged ship "Friendship" dwarfs yachts in the mooring field as she leaves Salem Harbour

2 The arrival of Hurricane Earl at Salem proved to be a non-event. That evening we experienced a bit of wind and a spattering
of rain, but nothing like the tropical storm conditions that had been forecast.

2010-09-06 09:24 EDT (13:24 Z)
Sailing south by east with Boston abeam. Starboard tack on a close reach in a nice sou-westerly force 3
making a little over three knots.
A good morning, so far. Up at 06:00 and made coffee, removed sail covers, started engine, dropped
mooring, and motoring out of Salem Harbour by 06:40. After motoring past Marblehead and getting some
sea room, hoist the main and No. 3 jib, then shut down the engine. Everything squared away and then
made of pot of porridge for breakfast.
Crew still in her berth seems to have little interest in sailing or the cruise. Quite sad. She hasn't gotten out
of her berth for the past 36 hours save to use the head or make coffee for herself.
Anyhow, this is a simply grand day. A clear sky with a (mostly) steady breeze. The boat is sailing very
comfortably with the wind vane keeping course. We're crossing Massachusetts Bay on the way to the Cape
Cod Canal.
My rather protracted stay in Salem was made all the more delightful by Don and Mimi G. who played host
yesterday and took me on a driving tour of the towns of Cape Ann. We visited Manchester and Gloucester
to name but two.

Illustration 37: Typical scene in Cape Ann area.

We had a very pleasant lunch at a nice spot overlooking Gloucester Harbour. A lovely surprise, the menu
included “Dark and Stormy”.

Illustration 38: Your Captain about to enjoy a Dark&Stormy
This is a lovely part of the world and I'm pleased that I had an opportunity to see it and visit by boat. I
remain convinced that the best way to see this area is by boat. The culture and all aspects of life are so
aligned with the sea that one simply must be on a boat to be part of it.

I'm conscious of the advancing season. The evenings and mornings are a bit cooler, the day light hours
grow short as the equinox approaches. I won't be home in time for apple picking. Very sad about that.

2010-09-06 15:18 EDT (19:18 Z)
A lovely sunny afternoon on the water, but a bit tedious just now. The wind faded just before noon so I
started the engine. As forecast, the wind has come up again, but now from the south and not very strong.
I'm motoring straight to windward at about five knots, but even so I won't be at the Cape Cod Canal until
just before sunset. Makes for a long day.

2010-09-07 13:47 EDT (17:47 Z)
We finished the passage to Sandwich at the entrance to the Cape Cod Canal without a problem, but it was
a long day. Elapsed time was a few minutes more than twelve hours.
Just as I shut down the autopilot, took the helm, and lined up to enter the canal, the Coast Guard issued a
call for assistance for a disabled small vessel in Cape Cod Bay. After checking the chart, I found we were
over ten miles away from the disable craft and unable to assist.
Earlier today, I was up early again and did a few chores before we got underway. After coffee, a quick walk
to the shower, then a longer walk to the grocery store. After storing victuals, I watered ship and we motored
to the fuel dock where I bunkered 60 litres of diesel. Then off and into the canal to catch the westward
flowing ebb.
The tidal current in the canal is not to be taken lightly. It was about five knots for most of the passage. The
sou-westerly wind was funnelling up the canal against us blowing a solid force 5 gusting 6. This made for a
rather unpleasant chop with the wind against current situation.
I decided to anchor in Onset Harbour today rather than proceed into Buzzard's Bay. The forecast for the
next 36 hours is a bit nasty, so we will ride it out here in a free anchorage.
Now, I sit in the cockpit, shaded by the dodger, with the wind gusting beneath an almost cloudless sky.
When going shopping, I splurged on some limes. I think a Dark&Stormy would be good.

2010-09-07 14:48 EDT (18:48 Z)
Decisions!?!?
On close examination, the first lime of the three purchased this morning proved to be excellent. Rolled
under my palm on the galley counter, the scent was delicious. Wielding the sharp knife, sectioning, the
wonderful, anti-scorbutic juices flowed freely.
What to do?
Will this be the start of a Dark&Stormy... or... a Gin&Tonic. Oh, the weighty burden of decision.
On the other hand, why choose?
Gin&Tonic now, Dark&Stormy later.
Delicious!

2010-09-08 15:01 EDT (19:01 Z)
A lazy day at anchor in Onset Harbour. I awoke this morning about 07:00 and, as usual, made coffee,
checked the forecast. After a bit of deliberation, I elected to sample the delights of Onset Village.
Undeterred by a forecast of showers and thunderstorms, I readied the dinghy for a run ashore. Outboard
motor off the stern rail and on the dinghy's transom, oars in their place, extra fuel, rucksack, life jacket, and
away.
The cruising guide was right, the “Pier View Diner” does a good unhealthy breakfast. Corned beef hash,
eggs, fried potatoes, toast, and coffee. Yum!
A walk through the village, visit the small grocery store, discover 1 litre bottles of Gosling's Ginger Beer.
Then back to my little floating home.
Run the generator a little to charge the batteries: do a little work on the computer, make lunch (SPAM
sandwich and Dark&Stormy), read a little, think a lot, wait for the rain and thunderstorms to pass. Check
the charts and cruising guide, plan out the next few days of sailing. Sit in the sun and scribble these few
words. Watch the gulls and terns dive for food. Just another lazy day at anchor.

2010-09-10 17:47 EDT (21:47 Z)
My, what a day. Not at all like I had planned, but that's cruising in a small boat.
Last night, the cooling water circulating pump for the refrigeration system stopped running. (yes, again)
So, a few phone calls to some folk in New Bedford and a replacement was located. Up anchor and motor
the short distance to the harbour. A couple of miles from the harbour entrance, I hear the Coast Guard
announce that the gates to the hurricane barrier are closed until 11:00. Turn around and make sail for Point
Judith, Rhode Island, as originally planned. Then, give the old pump a good smack and hear it return to
life.
Anyhow... last night we anchored in a nice little spot called Padanaram. On the maps, it's called South
Dartmouth. Nice, but like a lot of spots here, the harbour is filled with moorings leaving almost no room
for visitors to anchor.
Today, we sailed to Point Judith. This Harbour of Refuge is just a stop over on the way to Mystic. Looks
OK, with a nice sand beach. It's immediately north of Block Island. I've now sailed the length of Buzzard's
Bay and into Rhode Island Sound. Kind of wish there had been more time to explore, but the season grows
short.
Today's sail felt very much like an “early Autumn” sail back home. The air had a bit of the autmn edge to it
and the wind a bit of substance. The sky was filled with big fluffy clouds. Not the soft gentle summery
kind. Instead, the winter is coming sort.
Nonetheless, had a grand sail today. Hard on the wind, No. 3 jjb and double reef main making between
five and six knots for the entire thirty miles. I turned off the auto-pilot and took the helm in my hand so I
could be as one with my Mistress as She drove through the water. Waves burst asunder and spray flying
high as Her bow hammered forward. Wonderful delicious feeling of unbridled joy as She frolicked with the
wind and waves. I never tire of it.

2020-09-10 18:16 EDT (22:16 Z)
A yacht sailed by yesterday, big sort, maybe 60 feet or so. I thought her ensign looked a bit odd. Quick look
through the binoculars.
“Ohmigawd”, says I, “she's wearing a White Ensign”.
As she overtook us, my Mistress dipped Her ensign in respectful salute.

End of Part 016.

Saorsa II ― 2010 Cruise
Part 017
2010-09-24 14:40 ADT (18:40 Z)
As I write, I'm starting a new book, literally. The last notebook is filled to the last page and now a fresh,
empty book is before me. A coincidental metaphor? Perhaps not.
I feel a significant change in the cruise and me. The journey of the past few months is now in my wake and
the next stage lies ahead, empty but ready to be written upon.
It's been two weeks since I last wrote in my journal and much has happened.
I have sailed the length of Massachusetts Bay stopping at Padanaram and Point Judith. I have visited the
wonderful museum that is Mystic Seaport. Continued on into Long Island Sound stopping at Clinton,
Port Jefferson, and Port Washington. On a mooring at Port Washington, I experienced a thunder squall
accompanied by 100 mph winds. And, I have transited the East River, through Hell Gate, past Manhattan,
viewed the Statue of Liberty, and entered New York Harbour. My, how time flies when one is having fun.

Illustration 39: View of Mystic Seaport from Saorsa II's visitor dock

I look back over the ship's deck log as an aide memoire to my writing.
A nondescript passage to Point Judith.
A very pleasant thirty mile passage to Mystic.
My horror as the crew almost steered us onto rocks at the entrance to Mystic River. Had I not intervened,
another minute would have put us aground.
The frustration of missing the once-per-hour opening of the highway bridge in Mystic and idling about the
river for 45 minutes waiting for the next opening.
The joy of visiting Mystic Seaport by boat. The latter included a ride on a steam powered passenger vessel
and a rowing outing in a Chamberlain Dory Skiff. The Seaport is a must visit for anyone with an interest in
boats and the sea.
A good sail from Mystic to Clinton; then meeting Susan and George followed by a nice evening of food,
wind, and conversation aboard their sailing vessel Precocious.
Searching for a good spot to anchor in Port Jefferson and finding that the best spot was amongst disused
moorings in Mount Misery Cove around the corner from the main harbour.
A good sail from Port Jefferson into Manhasset Bay and Port Washington harbour. A little anxiety as the
forecast was ominous. It was accurate and we endured 100 mph winds for ten or fifteen minutes as a
thunder squall flash-banged its way through the harbour.
Negotiating the East River and Hell Gate as we motored to New York Harbour. The first glimpse of the
Statue of Liberty as we approached The Battery.
Realising that this was the southernmost point on the cruise as we rounded the south end of Manhattan
Island at The Battery, a latitude of 40° 41.8' N.
Putting the crew ashore with an almost wordless good-bye and feeling the lightness as a cloud lifted.
A bunch of thoughts as I sit here alone with my Mistress and reflect on recent events here in New York
City. The wonder of a chance meeting while cruising. The delight of spending time with Ingrid, Dayton,
and Steve here in the “Big Apple”.
When I think back over the past few months and recall those chance meetings so characteristic of cruising,
I smile.

Illustration 40: View of Manhattan from inside Central Park

2010-10-01 15:51 EDT (19:51 Z)
I had anticipated that the cruise up the Hudson River from New York City and then back to Lake Ontario
via the Erie Canal would be a simple matter. A graceful dénouement to the cruise, if you will.
It seems that is not to be the case.
After spending a few nice days in New York City sampling the o'erwhelming cacophony that is Manhattan,
I dropped the mooring at the 79th Street Boat Basin and motored to Newport Marina on the Jersey shore of
the Hudson.
About an hour after docking, my friend Brendan F. Walked down the dock and tossed his bags aboard.
Following a suitable “Hail Fellow, well met” greeting, we got things organised, went for a grocery shop, had
a shower, and then dinner at the restaurant overlooking the marina.
A passable Cabernet Sauvignon to accompany an excellent Filet Mignon. Say what you will about our
American cousins, they do serve a good steak!

A not particularly early start the next day (September 26) let us catch the first of the flood up the river and
make excellent time. The Hudson River valley at this point is quite beautiful as it passes through a portion
of the Appalachian Mountain range. As we rounded a bend in the river, the impressive edifice that is the
U.S. Military Academy at West Point came into view. It is a stunning piece of architecture when viewed
from the river.

Illustration 41: U.S. Military Academy at West Point
Shortly after passing West Point, we docked at Riverview Marina in Newburgh. On approaching the dock,
we recognised the trawler power yacht Elizabeth Ann owned by Liz and Dean M. from Cobourg. They are
heading south on their way to Florida. In a delightful small world event, we convened on their boat for
dinner and conversation. A most agreeable evening with charming company.
The next day, after breakfast at a local diner in Newburgh, we continued up river to Catskill, New York. A
dreary rain drenched passage ended at Riverview Marine Services where we planned to unstep the mast in
preparation for entering the Erie Canal.
The first task was to unbend sails and de-rig. The mainsail was folded and stowed; the boom removed and
put below; halyards and control lines coiled and tied off; all in readiness for the crane to lift the mast.
The second order of business was a raid on the scrap wood pile and subsequent construction of wooden

frames to support the spar horizontally on deck. The mast is about 55 feet long and weighs something
around 300 pounds, so it's important that it be well supported and secure during the remainder of the
cruise.
This was all accomplished between and during rain showers.
After checking the forecast, I decided to wait until the next day to unstep the mast.

2010-10-02
I left off writing yesterday at the point of unstepping the mast and stowing it on deck. We did this with the
crane and staff at Riverview Marine Services in Catskill. Except for a few cosmetic scratches on the mast,
the event went without incident.

Illustration 42: At Catskill, mast unstepped and stowed on deck ready for Erie Canal transit
The next day, September 30, we left Catskill and headed up the Hudson towards Troy and the first lock.
The rain that had been forecast arrived and we spent the entire day motoring upriver in everything from
light drizzle to heavy rain.
The Federal Lock at Troy proved to be a challenge. When the sluice gates were opened to fill the lock, the

boat was buffeted by the turbulent water and the heel of the mast banged against the lock wall. Using the
engine and rudder to counter the current and with Brendan holding lines securing us to the lock's cables,
we emerged shaken but unscathed. It was a very difficult experience.
We continued up river and made the turn into the Erie Canal. When I went to the Waterford Visitor
Centre, I was instructed to move up past the first two locks of the canal, vizt., E2 and E3. It seems that
flooding was expected as a result of the large amount of rain over the past few days and we would be safer
above the lock in the controlled and guarded basin.
They were right! As I sit here, the Mohawk River is ten feet higher than normal, flood water was level with
the ground floor of the Visitor Centre, and the Erie Canal is closed until further notice due to flooding.
We're trapped!
At least the rain has stopped and today we enjoyed a lovely day of early Autumn sunshine.
I'm tired, very tired. Unstepping the mast and travelling with a 300 pound spar on deck has been a strain.
I'm anxious about the remainder of the trip, especially the crossing of Lake Ontario. I must be very careful
to select a good weather window for the crossing.
At this point, I just want to be home.

2010-10-03 18:07 EDT (22:07 Z)
Still moored on a wall above Lock E3 on the Erie Canal. The canal is still closed until further notice due to
the flooding.
At least the dock is free. However, it has no water or electrical service. Every day, I run the generator to
recharge the ship's batteries. Also, today, I added some water to the ship's supply. That involved a few trips
to and fro carrying a five gallon jerry can from the water faucet at the Lock Station to the boat, a distance
of about 250 yards. Tiring work.
Last night, Brendan and I spent a delightful evening with the family on the next boat, also trapped here.
Madeleine, her husband, and their son Jean-Christophe are from Montréal and headed south on a grand
adventure. Even though we struggled at times with language, the common bond that unites cruising yotties
allowed us to pass a very agreeable evening together.
I'm tired now. As the end of the cruise draws near, I feel myself wishing I could just be done with it and
return home. I fear the best part of the trip is behind me and this transit of the Erie Canal will be so much
drudgery. Certainly, it has been rather inauspicious so far.
Perhaps I should have continued south to Chesapeake?

End of Part 017.

