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Cover picture: Bill Shellenberger’s Draussen.

I t is late February and this issue is a
bit delayed. Not so much so many
of you faithful readers will have time

to complain, but still so the editor gets
a little stressed.

In fact, it is not easy putting together
four issues a year if you are not getting
paid and, which is more important, do
not have the means to pay those who
contribute to the newsletter. Still there
are some regular contributors to which
we are eternally grateful.

And then there are those who we
did not even know were reading Twin-
Keeler, but suddenly do contribute with
a simply outstanding cruise report. For
years, or so it feels, I have been asking
for cruise reports from the US. Mainly
because I am sorrily aware that, while
we do have lots of readers on the oth-
er side of the pond, most of the mate-
rial is European. This is not my own
choice, but has been due to lack of
contributors. And just when I was be-
coming quite convinced that your lot
finally must have despaired of reading
yet another cruise report from the Bal-
tic, we finally can present one from
over there. Still not from the US, but
from Mexico.

When I first read this log, I was du-
ely impressed of the scenery, the
weather and the fact that this was a
single handed cruise as well. There was
only one problem: there were no pic-
tures. Although the writer did have
some and tried his best to produce
them, several circumstances prevented
them from ever reaching me.

Now, here you have an editor in peril.
In fact, having a very good piece of
story, but with no pictures, is an editor’s

worst nightmare, short of the print shop
burning down or the computer freezing
up with everything ready except for the
back up.

Now, what to do? Are we to pu-
blish the story without any pictures and
let the reader’s imagination fill in the
visual gaps? Well, perhaps that could
have worked. However, when I did a
quick photo search on the web just to
get an impression of how the area looks
like, I quickly realized that in the case
of the Sea of Cortez, the pictures are,
if not essential, then at least very desi-
rable. So I reverted to the cheap way
of finding tourist-office websites of the

area and using public domain shots of
the very places that were visited by our
author. At least these pictures do help
to understand the very special sailing
conditions of this area.

The log starts on page 8. Yes, it is
long, but it is worth it!
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by George Bollenbacher

TTTTT he Big he Big he Big he Big he Big TimeTimeTimeTimeTime

My brush with the big time be
gan when my wife’s sister sold
her business and retired. As

a celebration, she and her husband invi-
ted Betsy and me on a Caribbean crui-
se, and threw in a day of racing on 12-
meter yachts off St. Martin. Naturally,
wild horses couldn’t keep me away from
a chance like that.

The cruise itself was on a motor/sai-
ling ship called the Wind Spirit, built in
Le Havre in 1988. More than 400 feet
long, with four masts that reach up more
than 200 feet above the water, she is a
distinctive and beautiful vessel. She only
accommodates 148 passengers, so the
feeling on board is a far cry from one of
the mammoth cruise ships we passed th-
roughout the Caribbean.

The biggest difference, of course, is
the sails, 20,000 square feet of them, that
unfurl majestically under way to the ac-
companiment of stirring music on the PA
system. According to the Danish First
Officer, Mickey, the sails are much more
than a decoration, they save large amounts
of fuel when up and drawing. He mentio-
ned, with some pride, that he had gotten
the ship up to 16 knots on sails alone,
with what he described as “45 knot
winds, smack on the beam.” That sounds
like 12-meter type performance to me.

Our cabin was on the lowest deck,
putting me about as close to the water as
I am in Greyhound, but it was still a
strange feeling to look out the porthole
and see that my head was above the
waterline while my feet were below. At
night, though, when the ship was under
way, it was soothing to hear the sea slide
by, occasionally sloshing the portlight.
Good for sleeping, although I didn’t need
much encouragement after a day of sun
and food.

But the real business of the cruise, in
my little world at least, was the 12-meter
regatta (www.12metre.com). We were

scheduled to leave the Wind Spirit just
before 11:30, so my morning was taken
up with daydreaming and planning, pro-
bably to very little avail. Our host explai-
ned that the boats we would be racing
on competed in the 1987 Louis Vuitton
Cup and the Americas Cup. In particu-
lar, we would be on either the Canadian
entry, True North, or Dennis Conner’s
cup winner, Stars and Stripes. Most of
the participants had never sailed, although
a few had, so I began to feel like the el-
der statesman, always a dangerous po-
sition for me.

As we headed out to Stars and Stri-
pes, our boat for the day, our host began
assigning duties. Betsy was tailing one
backstay winch (a surprisingly deman-
ding job), her sister Mary was the bar-
tender (which meant water bottles and
sodas during the race and beers after),
Mary’s husband John was a mainsheet
grinder (a good choice since he’s a bear
of a guy) and yours truly was the
mainsheet trimmer (an excellent spot for
a sixty-something with arthritic knees).
Other people were assigned such jobs
as primary grinders, backstay grinders,
and timekeeper.

My first impression when I boarded
Stars and Stripes was that it seemed
smaller than I expected, sort of like mo-
vie stars when you run into them on the
street. The second was that it actually
seemed simpler in design than I expec-
ted. There were the winch pedestals, of
course, and the big Barients they powe-
red, looking like upside-down soup kett-
les in size, but the routing of the lines and
the layout of the deck was less intimida-
ting than I had feared.

The race itself was well designed for
first-time crews. A windward /leeward
course with three upwind legs and two
downwinds; no spinnakers; and a couple
of experienced big boat racers in the ge-
noa trimmers’ wells. But the key to our
success would be the skipper, Captain
Morgan (first name, not last) from Ja-
maica, who combined great racing skills
with great interpersonal skills. He trained
each of us on our jobs, had us go th-

rough a couple of tacks for practice, and
declared us ready to defend our country’s
honor against those Canucks in the oth-
er boat.

We had a 6-minute pre-start, with the
timekeeper counting down the last se-
conds as we approached the line at
speed, albeit forced to give way becau-
se we were on the port tack. After that
we were all business, with Morgan cal-
ling instructions and every crewmember
tuned to his task. The upwind legs
weren’t tacking duels like I had seen on
TV – instead each helmsman was loo-
king for a favorable wind shift. But the
tacks we made were a credit to the team;
crisp, quick, and seamanlike.

True North was no slouch either. They
led at the first mark, but we caught them
on the downwind leg. Then it was a real
seesaw – gybing for clear air downwind
and searching for good air upwind. Fi-
nally, on the last upwind leg, Morgan for-
ced True North outside the lay line on
the right side of the course, kept them
there as we tacked back, and squeezed
over the line with two seconds to spare.
Dennis Conner would have been proud!

I’m sure they could hear our lusty cheer
all the way back on Wind Spirit. As we
headed back to the mooring, Morgan let
those of us who wanted take the helm
for a few minutes. Here again, the boat
wasn’t exactly what I expected. She see-
med to take her time responding to the
helm, while Greyhound is always ready
to alter course before I’ve moved the til-
ler an inch. Maybe I’m not used to a
wheel yet, or maybe I was still thinking
about some trimming tasks I could have
done better, but at the end of the day I
knew it would take me a long time to
really graduate to 12-meters. After all this
training and experience, I’m definitely
ready for the small time.
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During our cruise to Maine in the
summer of 1999 in our 31’
Westerly Berwick, we deci-

ded to proceed the full five miles up
the Saco River to the head of naviga-
tion at the twin towns of Saco and Bid-
deford, a few miles south of Portland,
ME.  There, we were offered a moo-
ring, at no charge, by the very hospi-
table Saco River Yacht Club.

After an enjoyable tour of the towns
and an overnight stay there, we deci-
ded to wait for the last hour of ebb
current before heading downriver,
bound for Portsmouth/Kittery, or so
we thought.  The idea was that we
would not have to deal with a strong
current while negotiating our way
downstream.  On the way up, we had
found plenty of water all the way and
were not expecting any problems with
shoals once we cleared the short
stretch of the river near Saco.

The range of tide at the mouth of
the river is nearly 12 feet, which pro-
duces an “interesting” current at the
peak flood and ebb.  At the head of
navigation, the tide range isn’t nearly
as great, only around 6-7 feet (esti-
mated).  Even so, this is still a big range
for those used to the 1-2 foot range of
tide in the Chesapeake.

We released the mooring and casu-
ally headed out.  Within 100 yards, the
depth sounder suddenly began a pre-
cipitous rise.  I had to make a quick
decision.  With the current pushing us,
stopping was not an option.  I had a
50-50 chance of turning the right way
to head back into the channel before
the water got too thin.  Naturally, I
made the wrong choice.  Within se-
conds, we came to an abrupt halt!  The
port keel was hard aground.  An at-
tempt to power off failed and, within
minutes, the starboard keel was also

hard aground.  The tide was dropping
that fast!

There was nothing for it but to wait
for the tide to change and refloat us.
The water was so clear that we could
see that we were actually sitting atop a
pile of wooden planks, almost as if they
had been placed there to protect our

keel from any hard objects on the bot-
tom. I took the anchor out in the dinghy
and dropped it well off to one side in
preparation for our re-launching.  Then
we simply sat back to wait.

It wasn’t long before the tide reach-
ed dead low and our waterline was
more than a foot above the surface of

A little misadA little misadA little misadA little misadA little misad vvvvventurenturenturenturentur eeeee
by Bill Shellenberger

Draussen on a spinnaker run.
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the water.  With our twin keels, we just
sat there, comfortable, safe, and level.
All we had to do was to convince any
passers-by that we had done this on
purpose to permit me to clean the bot-
tom of the algae, which was forming a
skirt around our waterline.  (Yeah, sh-
huuurrre!)

Within a couple of hours, the tide had
turned and was rapidly rising.  Sud-
denly, “Draussen” gave a lurch and the
starboard keel was free.  We swung
around and, within five minutes, the port
keel came off the ground, too.  We
swung out and settled to our anchor
just as if we knew what we were doing.
Having learned our lesson, we waited
another hour, just to make sure that
there was enough water back in the ri-
ver so that we would not play that par-
ticular game again.

Hauling up the anchor, we powered
downstream to the mouth of the river,
bucking the current all the way.  By the
time we were at the entrance, it was
too late to sail the considerable distan-

ce to Portsmouth/Kittery, so we tied
up at the town dock and simply enjoy-
ed the scenery.
When dinnertime arri-
ved, we decided treat
ourselves to another of
the fantastic lobster
dinners offered by a
nearby restaurant.
(How’s that for plan-
ning?)

They say adventu-
res are what you make
them.  It this case, a
little stupidity resulted
in nothing more than a
“so what” affair.  After
all, everything worked
out for the best, didn’t
it?  If it weren’t for our
twin keels, the episo-
de would surely have
been a good bit more
uncomfortable.

Canine crew.

Saling along.
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In the depths of win
ter when it’s dark
and cold, in the

middle of refitting our
old wooden boat, so-
metimes I use to ques-
tion our motives why we
did it. Sure we loved the
boat and the pleasure
we all got as a family sai-
ling her, but was this
work that my wife and I
did, compensated for
enough? One winter, I
met an old hand who
showed me a much bet-
ter way, of fitting out.
 The boat was afloat at
her mooring close to the
Town Quay in Lyming-
ton that winter. I’d spent
most of the day boiling
up pitch on the stove. Then pouring it
between the lands of my clinker planks,
so no fresh water would be trapped in
certain areas, but would run off into the
bilge. This was an area, which I’d iden-
tified where ’Blauwe Slenk’s’ frames
had gone soft before, and wouldn’t
happen again, whilst I was looking af-
ter her (on the principle that you don’t
own an old wooden boat, you just
keep her in trust, for next person!). The
old watering can of pitch took an age
to boil, so I’d also been painting (grey)
in the forepeak, before replacing all the
newly varnished mahogany planks of
her interior lining! Not surprisingly for
a February day in the UK, the colour
of the sky matched the colour of my
paint, it was damp and bleak. So oc-
casionally with the boat well shut up, I
had to go on deck from time to time,
just to breath some cold fresh air. The

combined vapours I’d been breathing
weren’t quite ‘Columbian Gold‘!

 During one of these breaks, David
Gay who had obviously spotted me in
my cockpit rowed across and invited
me for a cup of tea, on his own old
boat. I didn’t know him well, but we
had seen one another, when he was
about to examine some of my YM can-
didates or at the odd RYA YMI mee-
ting.

 “Come over in about half a hour
John”, he said, “when you’ve finished,
the light will be gone soon anyway”!
It gave me fresh incentive, to try and
finish some of my painting, before I
couldn’t see the runs any more. Then I
duly sculled over to visit him on his
boat ’Mutine’, I knocked as I came
aboard, and David greeted me cove-
red in paint (including his hair) with his
overalls on, explaining that he had been
painting his deck head. He didn’t think
it a good idea, to light his stove, but a

by John Simpson

The Ar t of  Enjo ying a Good R ef it

‘Pinkers’ might be just the ticket. Joi-
ning me in the cockpit David produ-
ced a couple of large, paint splattered,
half pint mugs of ‘Pink Gin‘. By the
time he poured the second, the eve-
ning mist looked really good and the
cold had gone. We had moved into
discussing his days, of running ’Royal-
ist’, sailing square-riggers. “Always fi-
nish your days refit feeling good,” he
said, “then you’ll be back for more“!

 Certainly, as our refit wore on th-
rough the winter, occasionally we’d
meet again. He mentioned, that he quite
understood why I thought ’Mount Gay’
rum and fresh lime makes a reasona-
ble drink to end the day, and I became
educated in the importance of Angos-
tura bitters, with gin as ‘The Navy’
drinks it! Both our old yachts ended
up, gleaming like new pins, with
David’s different way of viewing a re-
fit!

Now what to do next?
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Every autumn as I prepare Grey
hound, my Alacrity 19, for her
winter nap, I struggle with the

tarp I cover her with. I have been dra-
ping it over the mast, which sits on top
of the coachhouse roof and serves as
a ridge pole. The problem with that arr-
angement is that it never gets the tarp
high enough, or tight enough, so all win-
ter ice and water collect in the tarp, in
the cockpit, and sometimes in the bil-
ge. That leaves me the messy job of
clearing the ice and water several ti-
mes a winter and pumping out the bil-
ge before I can move the boat in the
spring.

This past year I read an article in
Good Old Boat about building a fra-
me out of PVC pipe, and it looked like
that might be my answer. The frame in
the article was designed to cover an
entire boat, and one that was about
double the size of Greyhound, so I un-
dertook to downsize the whole pro-
ject, and came up with a collapsible
frame for the cockpit at a cost of about
$30.00.

I used 1-inch PVC pipe, because it
was cheap and strong enough to carry
the weight. I got two 12-foot lengths
at my local Home Depot for about
$15.00. I also bought 4-45o elbows,
2-90o elbows with side outlets (these
may be hard to find locally, but they
are available on the internet at http://
pvcfittings.com/), and 4 T-fittings, all
for about $15.00. I cut the pipe to fit
on a slide miter saw with fine teeth, but
a tubing cutter will also work.

I measured the length and width of
the cockpit, and figured out how high I
wanted the legs to be so that they clea-
red the cockpit coaming. Then I figu-
red out how long to make the diagonal
braces by referring to our old high
school geometry friend Pythagoras.

You square the
width, divide
the number by
two, and take
the square
root. Voila!
Just make sure
when cutting
the diagonals
to leave room
for the T-fit-
tings.

An evening
of cutting and
fitting together
was all it took.
I screwed the
p e r m a n e n t
joints together
to give the fra-
me more rigid-
ity.

You can see
the T-fittings
and the 90o el-
bows that are
ready to recei-
ve the sup-
ports, which are lying alongside.

: It is tall enough the keep the tarp
off the mast, reducing strain on it, and
allowing water and snow to run off.

Building a Building a Building a Building a Building a TTTTTararararar p Fp Fp Fp Fp F rrrrr ame fame fame fame fame f or an or an or an or an or an AlacrityAlacrityAlacrityAlacrityAlacrity

by  George Bollenbacher

Assembled and standing in the cockpit

With the tarp installed.

Disassembled.

Plenty of protection at a reasona-
ble price!



8

I  had the great fortune to spend a
few years with a Westerly Nomad
and the last year of that period on

a single-handed cruise to Mexico. This
part of the log centers on the month of
January 2002 and, although only a few
weeks, is perhaps that time and place
I seem to most often return. It covers
some 200 miles on the Sea of Cortez
which comprises only about a tenth of
the total Baja coastline. The one signi-
ficant resupply point along this northern
part of the coast is the relatively re-
mote village of Bahia de Los Angeles
while most of this shoreline yet remains
a spectacular de facto wilderness. As
a number of developements orientated
toward the mariner are planned for this
section of the coast change seems ine-
vitable. For now, in many parts of this
area, one could go weeks without even
sighting the ubiquitous pangero.

Someone once asked me why we
moved so slowly in this portion of the
cruise. I find this hard to answer as,
even though we did slow to a crawl in
these weeks, my only regret was let-
ting myself become too hurried.

 We begin near Laguna Santa Ma-
ria and roughly 20 nm south of San
Felipe, Mexico.

Dec. 27, 2001
Made little progress during night.
About 6 miles net due to strong tidal
current.  I stayed in cockpit all night,
leaning back against the cabin enjoy-
ing ghosting under a magnificent moon.
Other than an occasional look ahead
or a nudge of the tiller with a toe I was
free to contemplate the stark Baja
mountains in moonlight.The coast was
dark except for a single kerosene lamp
I guessed 1-1 ½  miles off. At about
the time I noticed the light I felt somet-
hing like a very slight tug  but let it pass

until, later,
ano ther
‘tug’ en-
couraged
me to toss
off the
b lanke t
and look
over the
side. The-
re, fully il-
luminated
under the
light of a
near full
moon, I
stared at
the ripp-
led surface of a huge sand bar over
which we skimmed. First thought an
unmarked shoal but then remembered
we were near a large lagoon and in this
light the visible shore might be over a
mile distant. The light could then be a
fish camp I’d marked on the chart.We
were on a course some 20 degrees
seaward and I put bow straight out to
sea.

 Sometime later, still leaning back on
the cabin, I had apparantly dozed off
to suddenly  awake and find my head
turned sharply to starboard due to...
bright flash?... explosion? As my brain
slowly focused I first thought someone
had launched a 4th of July rocket but
soon realized the bright blue green with
white sparks shooting outward in all
directions had to be a meteor and the
center of the white lines the point of
explosion..

 On a small boat on a desert sea the
evening eye opens to the heavens and
one is launched into space.

Dec. 28

Large sea lion burst 6 ft into the air just
a couple feet from the cockpit and slam-
med the water hard. Not happy, did I
wake him from a nap? I’ve often
thought the underwater profile of the
Nomad resembles the killer whale, ne-
mesis of seals. But later a group of sea
lions swim alongside, coming in almost
nose to boat. It appeared they wanted
to determine what sort of creature this
is with a tailfin moving so slow, and a
head without mouth or eyes. Rare the
motorless vessel perhaps. We are doing
about 3 kt and they examine her from
bow to stern several times. Finally a
smaller one comes up a few feet from
the cockpit and stares me straight in
the eye while its nose is working hard.
Perhaps I should paint eyes and smi-
ley face on bow.

Wind 7-10kt from south so made
long, lazy tacks all this AM doing about
3-4kt over water. Feels good to be
sailing at least. Wind dies before lunch
and I just furl sails and read. After the
gale (previous week) this slow progress

Nomad on a Nomad on a Nomad on a Nomad on a Nomad on a WWWWWild Shorild Shorild Shorild Shorild Shor eeeee

Westerly Nomad

by Don Olson
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seems just fine. Drift 5-6 miles each
night.

A shrimp boat passed within 1/4 mile
and as they pulled in the net the frantic
cries of a seal came from the stern of
the boat. Couldn’t determine its fate.

Dec. 29
Drifted 5 miles north during night. De-
cent wind to about 10am when again
went very light. Islas Encantadas visible
to SW. Puertocitos is somewhere on
that barren, rocky coast and I work

every puff to get closer. I finally make
coast about a mile N. of the protected
anchorage and, of course, only then the
wind comes up. A fun 10 kt N builds
fast to 15. Very low, near full moon,
tide. I rocket past an entrance that se-
ems too cluttered with rocks to enter
with this wind/tide and continue on to
try the caleta just south of the point.
The wind is gaining strength and clock-
ing N to NE, leaving little protection at
this tide. A single boat is anchored mid
bay and I make 3 passes only to dec-

ide if the wind conti-
nues to clock an
strengthen we’d find
ourselves with a
rocky lee shore an no
protection. Disap-
pointed I head out to
sea, raise the storm
jib and switch on the
masthead tri. The
seas have grown to
over 6ft, jumbled,
steep. I don’t bother
to sit at the helm and
see how she’ll do.
Just tied off tiller,
dropped into bunk
and fell asleep in-
stantly despite sharp
thuds and slaps.

Dec. 30
Awoke to steely grey
8 ft seas rolling in
from the east. The
wind is down to 7-8
kt ENE and the seas
mellowed leaving a
more comfortable
motion. Contempla-
ting the cold, dark
vista to the horizon I
feel an unusual lone-
liness, exposed to a
raw unfriendly world
and search the hori-
zon until I find the
warm, toasted brown
coast on the opposi-
te horizon. Start wa-
ter heating and raise

sail. Over coffee an raw oats I find
we’ve drifted more then 6 miles north
while asleep and ‘sailed’ about 5 miles
out to sea.

Light steady wind all day. The seas
run away and we skim across a lightly
ruffled blue that becomes streaked with
bands of tan pumice. Most the rocks
very small but find one 2" piece that
seems to have good abrasive qualities
and put in kit. Round Isla Pomo early
pm. The guide book tells me it is hol-
low and we could sail into the tiny vol-

The Sea of Cortez
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cano and anchor but I press on for Isla
San Luis and a more sure anchorage
in normal winds.

The sound of a large diesel is echoing
about and eventually I spot a tiny speck
some 3 plus miles to NE. They seem
the only larger vessel in this part of the
sea. I can easily imagine times when all
hands are aft at the business end and
the wheel locked on course but I feel
little apprehension of being run down
unlike I did in the Pacific.

 The SE side of San Luis appears to
be a large volcanic crater almost open
to the seaward side. As I approached
I see a huge column consisting of  many
thousands of large seabirds spiraling
clockwise and upwards from crater rim
to rim. Perhaps on warm updraft they
rise thousands of feet like a biological
eruption .

 At this time, while fiddling with the
PV cord and  standing on lazarete,  out
of the corner of my eye I see somet-
hing big coming at me fast-quite a start!
A crazed pelican is circling the boat,
round and round, and cutting in very

close until crossing the bow and, per-
haps, not seeing the bobstay, wham!,
instant 30 to zero mph. I’m sure it must
be badly injured but as I sail by it is
shaking its head and paddling along.

These islands would make a good
set for a Jules Verne movie and a
pterodactyl wouldn’t look out of pla-
ce. I feel a bit like Darwin in the Gala-
pagos and ponder how they shared the
same name in the early period of
exploration.(Encantado; haunted,
enchanted, charmed) I suppose half the
connection is merely linguistic habits of
that time.

 As we approach the anchorage off
the cliffs on south side of Isla San Luis
it is the eerie, echoing din of myriad
birds that dominates my senses.

No sooner is the anchor down then
a pelican paddles over, walks up the
sculling oar and onto the rudder. Must
be the same crazy pelican. We listen
to BBC and have a holiday dinner. She
doesn’t like my cooking. Some pang-
eros friend I guess. Later I come out
an find her and a boyfriend on the

boom waiting for sardines. For the first
time I see the huge claws on the end of
those webbed feet and chase them off
before they damage the cloth. Pelicans
have some very prehistoric qualities
that reminds one of the evolutionary
proximity.

Pangero scoots across the sea to
east and toward Bahia Gonzaga. Only
craft besides shrimpers I’ve seen on
the water since San Felipe.

Again I’m startled by something from
the edge of my vision. It’s just the moon
peeking from around the cliff but what
a moon! I’ve never seen a moon mag-
nified like this and never imagined it
could be. One would never see a face
here, but seas, mountains, and craters
with streaks running outward. Every
detail seems plainly visible despite my
failing sight. There must be sketches
showing this before Galieo and the de-
velopment of the telescope tho I don’t
recall this being the case.. Must look
this up.(Still don’t know but can say

Isla Pomo
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I’m unable to see the same detail with
7x binoculars).

Net less then 30nm/day for the last
4 days. At least I won’t drift north this
night.

Jan 1, 2002
Light steady wind to noon. Only a
quick peek into Willard then pressed
on to Pta. Final with much regret.
Could spend weeks in this area easily.
Must admit that conversation with the
old fisherman and (at a later date) the
shrimper have left me a little paranoid.
I’ve decided to follow their advice and
run the slot with all speed during this
good weather. Next stop BLA.! (Ba-
hia de los Angeles) Good view of Min-
ke (whale) as he came out far enuf to
eyeball me in passing. As I approached
Punta Final the wind began to clock
and increase until our run becames a

reach then on the nose 12-14 kt. As it
gets dark sparks fly from the bow
wave. It seems a slight variation on the
phosphorescent show. They appear to
be short strands.

Jan 2
Canal de Ballenas. 7 AM , Lat.29deg.,
38.35 min., calm,  62 deg, F.,

 Finally I’m feeling warm. Glass
coast and can’t see any sign of the hand
of man yet the last fish camp on this
part of Baja should be close.

 Though I look hard the small bushy
blow of these Minkes is totally invisa-
ble and it seems the cliffs are breathing.

Waves come without wind. Then a
little wind passes and is gone leaving
yet more of a jumble to work the rud-
der, lines and the boom however well
vanged jerks sharply port-strbrd-port.
Must try to rig bungi to absorb shock.

Even 3-4 ft waves are irritating. Rat-
her like paying the price but not getting
the product.

 I’m impatient, everyone advises get-
ting thru this section fast and we’ve
gone from slow to stop.

 9 AM, finally the sails fill and a pe-
lican hops onto bow pulpit to hitch a
ride. I hardly dare breathe, move or
even hurrah lest I upset the balance.
The wind gradually builds to NW 10-
12 and we fly across now smooth seas
wing on wing.

Seas  3-4 ft building, all whitecaps
and we get a boost as they pass under,
must be blowing good.

1:40 PM wind light, net 1 1/2kt over
btm.

2:47 PM, Current reverses to south
flow, light N. wind, I sit back and watch
the wilderness shore glide by. Put the
binoculars on each beach, follow the

Las Islas Encantadas
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gullies inland, plan routes to occasio-
nal pockets of palms, fantastic rock
formations…very frustrating, no place
to safely stop and get ashore.

Estimate current now 3-3 ½ kt and
it has something of the look of a white
water river. Huge boils, river type wa-
ves, standing, breaking, all on an im-
mense scale as large part of the sea is
squeezed into this roughly 10 mile wide
corridor (‘the slot’, the canal between
Isla Angel del Guarda the and Baja
peninsula.)

Something lazily moves on surface
some distance off and I think at first
dolphin but seems to be in slow mo-
tion and gradually I realize much
larger.Whale shark? Not close enuf to
be sure but that huge grey fin, what else
could it be?

Full darkness, I’m sailing E-W, back
an forth, just holding position, waiting
for moon to rise over Isla Angel about
8:30pm. What to do? Very near Re-
medio (narrowest point in channel) and

I don’t want to try in dark as tide will
max against whatever wind. May as
well get some sleep so head into bro-
ad bay on Baja side. Eerie, no bush or
tree to give a sense of scale. The high
candlepower search light is swallowed
by darkness as I’m still too far off. Pro-
bably scull ½ mile, slowly feeling our
way in. Beach turns out to be boul-
ders, cliffs immense. When the light il-
luminates a cobbly bottom at 21 ft I
drop the bow anchor. I then hear the
sound of moving water and can dimly
see a ‘reef’ to south over which a 10
kt current flows (This speed, in retro-
spect, seems unlikely and tho I dimly
recall timing a chip it must be suspect )
Feeling insecure with just the bow
Danforth on this bottom. If drag could
damage the rudder so drop a second
anchor from the ckpt. Then go below
to calculate the tide times, set the alarm
and fall instantly into deep sleep.

Jan 3

I’m aware I’m dreaming, just silly, trite
memories but I’m loving it. Soaking it
up like sunshine on a cold day. Someo-
ne is telling me it’s time to get up an go.
He’s persistent, an ancient vagabundo,
so slowly, layer by layer I come up
from the deep. Switch on the light, 1:00
AM, 3 hours before the calculated time
to go! Irritably I pop my head out, all
quiet, the current gone. I pull out my
calculations and reconfirm the num-
bers. No, the numbers are right and
the ‘voice’ is silenced. I turn off the light
and my semiconscious brain.

Sometime later I know something is
not right. I get on deck faster this time.
The current is back and in the same
direction as earlier! Easy to see it will
be hard to up anchor before being
swept into the rocks. I ready the scull
and up the bow anchor letting the bow
swing seaward. Then I grab the line to
the stern anchor thinking I’ll just hand
over hand a fathom or so, cleat and
jump to the oar, but no, it’s stuck so-

Bahia Los Angeles
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lid, and the light reveals it is wedged
into small boulders. I put the line on
the winch until we heel. No use. I grab
the serrated knife and in an instant I’ve
parted the line and dig the sweep in. It
seems we clear the rocks with just a
couple of feet to spare and quickly
head south. The same light wind is run-
ning with the tide and the dark coast is
passing quickly. We make Remedio
just at first light. The entire width of the
canal here is packed with steep, dark
waves that fan out just south of this
narrowest section (little under 8 miles
wide). I feel we’re a tiny speck of flot-
sam at the mercy of enormous forces.
It’s obvious this area would be one
nasty spot with a strong tide slamming
into a norther.

Blowing a pleasant 10ktN and the
waves are softening so I set a course
to SW toward the north end of Isla
C o r o n a d o ,
crossing the seas
at a now plea-
sant angle.

When well
into the canal
between Coro-
nado and the
mainland I was
dropping the
main in preparation to enter the ancho-
rage on west side of the Isla when I
noticed a few white caps. By the time
I’m back into the cockpit the wind has
freshened and it’s all whitecaps. Then,
within a few minutes more, all has chan-
ged to 3 ft. plunging breakers giving
the illusion one is running fast onto a
beach. It’s a strong flood an the wind
seems more intimately connected to the
process then I’ve ever experienced. It
has jumped to 20-25 kt directly against
the tide  While there was no danger
from these conditions the rapidity lea-
ves me a bit uneasy. For no good rea-
son I’d assumed we had left the main
currents behind. We sail right past the
intended anchorage and into the lee of
Pta Gringa where there is no evidence
of current.

 People on beach camping. It is the
first sign of civilization since a panga

ten foretell fierce winds that rush down
on BLA and, some say, many miles out
to sea).

There is something alluring, almost
magical, as one looks seaward from
these desert hills. Rocky clarity embra-
ces a cluster of fanciful islands floating
in a misty pastel.… an there, just past
the solidity of the lighthouse... a pilgrim
to the mysterious might well find a rou-
te.

 I’ve read of more small boaters fin-
ding their end here then any other pla-
ce in Mexico. Of course its proximity
to the border may have something to
do with that. But  easy to imagine par-
ched travelers, seduced by the color,
drawn just beyond the safe toward the
unknown and on into the infinite.

Jan 10
Up anchor and head for Pto San Juan

fairly early
on land
breeze. It
dies when
we’re only
a mile bey-
ond light-
house so I
go below
and fix

breakfast. After my first cup of coffee
I hear a distant roar an see a dark line
flecked with white on horizon to north
near Pta. Gringa. That is over 4 miles
off so not small. I have a second cup
and the rough seas are now less then a
mile to north. Strangely the water here
is glassy calm. As the rough seas ap-
proach I drop the geni and raise the
100. When the waves are a hundred
yards off I can see they’re about 5-6 ft
with abundant white caps yet we’re still
becalmed in an oily sea! In seconds we
are in it and the wind hits at the same
time. Once again wind and sea move
as one. What other surprises might this
sea provide? Just enuf unknowns to
keep one awake.

We’re off an running and in short
time I see a small motor boat that hails
us mid bay. They are dead in the water
an each wave threatens to board.  Ha-

off Gonzaga some 74 miles to
north.Wind 25 plus kt now and seems
Gringa offers little relief despite good
looking bottom so visit isles in bay and,
finally swing the lead over the muddy
sand inside Pta Arena and about a mile
off the town. (Bahia Los Angeles, BLA)

Glug-saglug-splaglug, sometime in
the night waves gently slap our
belly...thought we anchored in 10 ft?…
tide 6.2 ft…??..must straighten out tide
calculations...drift off again to sound of
dolphins.

Jan 4-9
Over next few days I find my tide pre-
dictions are accurate so that portion of
Canal Ballenas appears an anomaly.
Over exhaustion seems critical element.

The standard wind pattern here se-
ems to be calm or light land breeze to
10:30 then a NW comes up fast to 10-

20 kt which gradually clocks a bit to
die between 4:30 an 6:00pm. Looks
like a bit out to sea the wind may come
sooner and blow stronger.

After 3 days anchored in bay run her
ashore to pick up supplies.

Try to be careful with the packaging
brought aboard but on a boat this size
there’s no room for self deception.
Have a bulging plastic bag and glad to
find barrel ashore. Try not to think
where the contents go.

Couple days later a resident of BLA
tells me the clouds suggest possible
Elephante winds so I hurry out to boat
to put storm anchor on deck and bring
dink aboard. Becomes gusty, rigging
sings, on deck seems to top out at
about 20 kt tho so, this time, no
problem.(Elephantes so named for cy-
lindrical shaped clouds that snake
over the mountains to the west and of-

“...they remain frozen in place as I“...they remain frozen in place as I“...they remain frozen in place as I“...they remain frozen in place as I“...they remain frozen in place as I
pass near an toss a rpass near an toss a rpass near an toss a rpass near an toss a rpass near an toss a r ocococococ kkkkk et fet fet fet fet f larlarlarlarlar eeeee

into the captains lap.”into the captains lap.”into the captains lap.”into the captains lap.”into the captains lap.”
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22-24 kt and the entrance to Don Juan
has steep 7 ft waves charge straight into
outer part but as soon as one turns to
reach west into the entrance canal one
enters flat water an maybe 10 kts with
a few odd gusts. Narrow dogleg opens
to shallow bay. Just a short hop from
BLA to a beautiful, semi-wild, com-
pletely protected harbor with good
holding.

(Spend next three days hiking an
beachcombing.) Found a marked trail
running a few miles south to a group of
seaside huts. Must be a gringo as not
hard to find a better route and how
could one go astray with mountains to
west and sea to east? These must be
the huts for the gringo divers I’d heard
about. Looks like they’ve gone unu-
sed for awhile.

One day I follow the tracks of a four
footed beachcomber. They lead to a
mystery half hidden in the coarse sand.
A bone puzzle to a creature so unlikely
I cannot guess, cannot envision its form.
My fellow beachcomber follows my
tracks back to boat. The tide is out, he
walks near to where we sit on beach

and continues on to the oyster bed.
(After a visit to museum I come to see
the bones belong to a very large torti-
se shell broken apart).

Shellfish, shellfish the beach here is
half shellfish by weight. Took hand line
to a nearby cove to get fish dinner.

Jan 14
Planned on leaving this am so despite
light easterly headed out. Group of
kayakers camped near entrance. High
shear cliffs form the shore leading out
of Pta Don Juan but there is just enuf
breeze to ghost out and get past the
point.

The sea is covered in thick fog tho I
can see some of the shore to south and
some isles to north. Expect the wind
to shift and the fog to dissipate so I
hang around until the fog closes in from
north an south and only Pta Don Juan
is visible. Three strikes, that’s it, I head
back just ahead of fog.

I’ve noticed the tide level in this bay
seems to fluctuate rapidly and indepen-
dently of the overall tide on the outsi-
de. Today I measure an 8” drop in 20

ving already discovered the danger of
any movement they remain frozen in
place as I pass near an toss a rocket
flare into the captains lap. They want a
tow an I tell them I’ve no engine so I
shadow them awhile. In these seas I
can see no easy way to get a line to
their bow eye without their help.

 Try to reef but shocked to find
some work I did while at anchor ma-
kes it impossible so must jury rig a tem-
porary set up. Fortunately plenty of sea
room this time but good reminder of
how a little carelessness could put one
on the rocks.

  Meanwhile the skipper of the mo-
torboat gets her running and moves
very slowly to the protection of Pta.
Arena. I follow but wait until late PM
and lower winds to sort out the pro-
blem with main.

Jan 11
Repeat of the 10th, same calm, same

progression of windsea creature.  With
only the 100 (jib) cover the 7 miles to
Pto Don Juan in no time. When on east
side of Isla Cabeza the wind jumps to

Baja Coastline
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min.while the general tide outside
should be on rise.

Late night I climb into cockpit. The
sky has cleared an the stars pull one
into deep space.  I notice the scrub
bucket and toss the water into the
sea…hmmmm..good way to signal pla-
nes? (bioluminescent) I wash dishes in
this stuff. Just how much can one eat
without repercussions? The 5-6” surf
is a bright line of surreal green and the
undisturbed water sparkles as tho an
electric reflection of the starry sky.
Stark rock cliffs and spires surround
the cove and it looks like the cover of
a scifi novel in
this light.
Sometimes it
seems this
craft is my in-
terplanetary
explorer and
we’ve landed
in some far
off part of the universe. All plump with
round ports, a rather quaint, plucky litt-
le spaceship she is.

Jan 15-20
7:40am Up anchor once again in a light
westerly and ghost out. A short distan-
ce from coast I spot something grey,
maybe 3x3 ft, floating just 30 yds or
so to port. The light is such I can see
nothing below the surface and I consi-
der altering course to check it out but
just then a whale surfaces just opposi-
te the grey mass an gives me the xtra
large evil eye. Just as well I didn’t go
over an poke the grey lump with my
oar! And if I’d been busy, tiller lock-
ed, and ran over it?

 Wind builds slowly to 15 NNW by
which time we reach Alacron Pt. and
before noon have anchor down and fix-
ing lunch. Here is a fine crescent be-
ach that merges into rocks near the se-
award point that should be good for
spear fishing.

 Abandoned mine tailings in the foot-
hills to SW intriguing. Some 19th cen-
tury (?) artifacts scattered about. The
kayakers arrive and camp on beach a
few hundred yards distant. With all this

wilderness I don’t mind. They are soon
gone to be replaced by another group
who just overnight. This section of
coast from BLA to Sanfrancisquito
seems to get fair number of visitors
tho, I’d guess, a mile inland is truly wil-
derness. How long can it last? Seems
huge, too rugged, too little potable
water, too few tourists to fill every bay.
But a panga could run from BLA to
this or other bays in a very short time.

Sometimes I envy the ability of the
kayakers to escape the sea almost any-
where. No changeing winds or drag-
ging anchors to worry over. I look out

as I sip a beer and take another book
off the shelf. The afternoon wind is
sandblasting the desert scrub. No, not
ready to trade.

 Later I see the first group of kaya-
kers walk up from the south and
check out their old campsite. Shortly
they walk back as close as they can
and hail. Seems they left their wet suit
and by coincidence the second group
camped in same spot an had rescued
their lost gear. I tell them they left that
AM headed south, likely toward their
camp with one flying a kite sail.

Shortwave predicts gale force sant-
anas next few days so put out second
anchor and a little more chain.

Late night awoke to loud kaplunk
sound. Looking out I see bright
phosphorescent rings arching across
the bay like a necklace. I hear
dolphins, they’re herding fish straight
for us and when they close I see a 4 ft
long pale green form slide under the
keels. Not on their menu, just avoi-
ding the rukus.

Jan 20
Wind and pressure have dropped a bit
and consider leaving but before I up

anchor wind quickly climbs to over 20
kt so stay put again. Estimate 112 mi-
les to resupply so must start to ration
some supplies.

Woke to moon on wrong side of
boat. The wind has reversed to south!
I finally drag myself out on deck to drop
another anchor in case the wind comes
up. Only 7-8 ft water under keels.

Jan 21
Next morning the wind has shifted to
light N and I upped anchor. Radio calls
for another 5 day norther coming but
I’m ready to explore a new area.

Perfect 10-
13kt N in am.
When off Pun-
ta Animus I
think the tide
should be mild
but the dark 7-
8 ft. seas are
near vertical

and packed tight. As I look up at each
wave it seems poised to jump into the
ckpt but every time the stern rises wit-
hout shipping a drop. If this is a very
light flood I wouldn’t want to run in
adverse conditions. In the early pm the
wind lightens and it becomes obvious
we’re not going to make it to SF (Ba-
hia Sanfrancisquito) in daylight. One
author suggest the light can guide one
into the harbor. We’ll see.

By dark the light is visible but so-
mething is wrong. I’m seeing it from the
wrong angle and too soon. Then a se-
cond light appears only to confuse things
so I head bit out to sea to NE an put up
the anchor light. This is a very low amp
bulb that I hang from the backstay. It
seems a floodlight to me this night an
gives me an uneasy feeling so I stand in
companionway thinking. I can recall the
same feeling from a time prospecting
the far north in grizzly country. Seems
to elicit some primitive feeling of dan-
ger. As if announcing to all nearby pre-
dators here I am, I can’t see you but
you can see me.  Predators?

Jan 22-25

“Looking out I see bright“Looking out I see bright“Looking out I see bright“Looking out I see bright“Looking out I see bright
phosphorescent rings archingphosphorescent rings archingphosphorescent rings archingphosphorescent rings archingphosphorescent rings arching
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Great early10kt from N and we reach
quickly across Canal de Salsipuedes
and into the large outer bay of SFito
only to find strong south wind coming
out of the calatito. I’m unsure of the
exact width of the narrow entry chan-
nel as rough rocks protrude along the
margin so decide to wait. Drop anchor
onto a sandy bottom covered in skates
and spend some hours fishing.

The outer light on Pta Gabrial is not
on my chart which was cause of confu-
sion. I ask a fisherman who indicates it
has been there for a long time.

In pm waddled inside with scull. The
steep sides of bay give way to an ex-
pansive area of flat sand at its head. We
continued until right up on beach. As I
stood on the bow bagging the jib a
young man came out an invited me to a
fish dinner but I was feeling too tired
and declined. Mistake.

 There are a couple of cabins mid
and west parts of beach and then on
east corner a cluster of driftwood/black
plastic huts with 6-7 pangas below on
beach next to us. Seems little has chan-

ged since Steinbeck visited over half
century earlier.

During the night I awake to sound
of fierce wind and gusts from W. Feel
thankful I’m not drifting about on open
sea. Patience, planning, weather re-
ports, careful observations all good but
some luck really helps.

Next morning I awake to see a sign
just above us on the beach that asks
we not dump our garbage here. Se-
ems a thoughtless sailor passed thru in
recent past.

(Norther begins next day and I spent
my time wandering the nearby hills).
Pta Gabrial is a tombolo with interes-
ting recent (geologically speaking) ex-
trusions on the slopes while the low,
sandy connecting area is dominated by
a landing strip that primarily serves a
fishing resort on south side of point. The
resort seems deserted and the owners
a bit glum.

The wind seems to hardly slow down
in crossing into our anchorage from
north or the south and it is beginning to
seem reversal is the only option! Blow
hard from north 8 hr then immediately

from south until it reverse’s again. As
one might expect one can find protec-
tion from the ceaseless wind with a short
walk into the hills. I was surprised, ho-
wever, to climb an exposed hill of some
400 ft and look down on a frothy sea
while experiencing only the gentlest,
warm zephyrs. On this day the norther
appears to be a cold river of air rushi-
ng south only 400 ft thick!

While touching up paint a young man
volunteered to sand and clean ahead
of my brush. I open a pkg of chocola-
te cookies and he eats almost all while
working. He tells me they catch wha-
les here and it takes me a minute to
understand he’s using whale as an ad-
jective. At supper he returns and asks
if I have tortillas. I don’t but have just
cooked rice and fill a plastic bag with
some still warm which he seems to find
an acceptable substitute.

When the wind is strong gulls line
beach with beak to wind. They have a
game to practice their survival skills and
I have a great beach blind from which
to watch. One will pick up a pebble
and hang, soaring in place, some 20-
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25 ft above his amigos on the beach.
He then drops rock, dives and catches
mid air and returns to soaring position.
Usually this encourages another to join
in, soaring alongside, both diving to see
who can get rock first or steal it from
the other. Gradually several more may
join in. Never saw the rock hit the gro-
und until they quit.

Jan 27
1016mb falling, 72 deg, SSE 5kt, a
quiet, warm afternoon and the locals
are on the rocks at this very low tide
to harvest oysters.

Jan 28
High tide pulled seaward anchor out
and the 1 ½ ft breakers swung us beam
to sea in
night. No
good patch
of sand
near shore.
I got up in
middle of
night to
manhandle
back so
stern seaward before tide dropped and
in doing this managed to pull my back
out. When light returned waded out in
great pain to find a spot to hook an-
chor. Almost tried a mass of fire sponge
(Tedonia sp.) but recognized just in
time.

Can’t move (my body, moving an-
chor finished me off) but at least wind
down and I’ll save on food an propa-
ne as can’t cook.

Jan 29-Feb 3
Despite fragile back managed to move
a few hundred yards off beach to drop
anchor in small patch of clean sand that
looks thick enuf to hold.

The NW end of outer bay likely a
better anchorage in most winds but I’m
not up to that move. Here the N winds
can march right in and today they start
up very early creating steep waves that
slap the bow with an irritating thud. I
set up bridle to take some of shock
load and get drenched in spray. Easier

to enjoy the maelstrom thru the port,
which the beautiful, ripple covered
waves occasionally wash. Looks like
a Japanese print of a stormy sea with
waves showing all forms at the same
moment.

Feb 5
Back injury seems largely repaired so
up anchor 5:30am and head into a light
north wind. Thru entrance by first light.

Wind builds to 10-12kt N and, at
first, we make good speed S. running
with our standard wing on wing rig.

In afternoon just enuf wind to ghost
along at about 1 kt and for some rea-
son I begin to hear things normally un-
noticed. The kaplugada-kaplugada of
an old tractor drifts across from the rat-

her distant shore and I get out the bi-
noculars. As I study the ragged, rocky
coast I wonder how a tractor could get
to this most remote area and why
would ….then I recall where I’ve
heard the sound before, deep in a cave.
Just my heartbeat.

 When a squadron of pelicans ap-
proach I know before I look what it is
and for the first time hear also a sque-
ak like a rusty hinge from one (inju-
ry?).

 Stay in the cockpit to late pm and
we pass over a curious sight just befo-
re dropping sail. Appears to be green-
ish, blue and white glowing globes
about 2-5” in diameter and covering
some hundred acres perhaps. But it’s
the 3-dimensional aspect that grabs me.
The globes seem to be visible far down
into the sea giving me an odd, rather

acrophobic feeling as we glide over.
Mark jellyfish shoal on other chart.

And so it is, bit by bit, you come to
understand this sea is enveloped in
magic.

Feb 6-7
AM weather warns of approaching
norther. I immediately swing bow to
SW, toward an anchorage I’d thought
of visiting before waylaid in SFito.  On
closer examination of cruising guides I
turn back to SSE. Just too little pro-
tection. Better to be at sea. Even a litt-
le clocking east would put us on lee
shore. The next anchorage to south is
beyond reach even at hull speed so
there’s no place to hide.

Head NE into the storm and furthur
from res-
upply or
continue
south?

It’ s a
day of light
winds and
I spend
my time
watching

huge whales breaching, diving with tail
high in air. I call them geyser whales as
the spout is high an the first thing you
see. Three or four short dives then a
long (deep?) dive. I wish they’d come
in close but stay too far off to determi-
ne species tho one can make good
guess.

Heading south for Sta. Rosalia and
with each small gust I look back north
for coming trouble but as the light fa-
des we have the same light winds. With
the last light I now look ahead with ap-
prehension. There is a thin, solid layer
of clouds, no stars, and it’s the dark of
moon. The coast disappears and I
quickly lose all sense of direction. Eve-
ry few minutes I check compass an
adjusts course. Even the small red light
destroys my vision.

 Wind light an variable, sea a direc-
tionless light chop of shadowy black
on black. This feeling our way blindly
along as tho in a cave is tedious. Final-
ly something other then blackness ap-

”T”T”T”T”T he nehe nehe nehe nehe ne xt ancxt ancxt ancxt ancxt anc horhorhorhorhor aaaaaggggge to south ise to south ise to south ise to south ise to south is
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pears to SW, a smudge of grey? I gra-
dually decide it’s a flood light off a ca-
bin, but on the wild, rockiness of Pta
Virgenes? It’s too high to be a naviga-
tion light unless….I head a bit more out
to sea and then see another glow off to
ENE. Only one thing it could be, Guy-
mas, some 75 miles to east. Now I un-
derstand the glow to S., it can only be
Sta. Rosalias’ lights illuminating the low
clouds altho largely blocked by the
mass of the Tres Virgenes mountains
that lie between us.

After returning from jib change and
putting the tiller hard over I hear a aqu-
eous commotion off bow and, for no
conscious reason, joke to myself not
to run over too many sleeping whales.

Another sound gets my attention
very fast. It is of light surf on a beach.
An unmarked shoal? I recheck the
charts, and the GPS to make sure I
havn’t closed with the mainland. Should
be nothing out there but I continue to

hear it..now off the port bow...now to
port.

More sounds a bit like a sail luffing
or maybe a hank moving on forestay
or....I finally decide it’s the light brea-
thing of very near whales and the surf
a sound made by their gently surfacing
and, or submerging.

A short time later I hear something
like the sound of a bottle held under
water to fill. I peer into the inky black
but see nothing so move to strbrd side
and look down to see the enormous
body of a green, glowing whale slowly
passing under the keels. I quickly move
to the center of boat and grab the com-
panionway until probably long after it
has passed to the port side.

7:30pm 27deg 40.9min lat, 112deg
27.45min long. ~20nm N of Sta. Ro-
salia.

The wind has died and we come to
a stop. The whales come in close, al-
most at the surface, body glowing a

bright green except the tail fin which is
dark, invisible.

Duck eating green sea monsters oh
no!

Must be Minkes, about 30-34 ft
long so, maybe 6 or7 times our weight.
By the light of their glow I can see lar-
ge boils when they move about. They
come ever closer until one comes right
alongside, head to stern, tail to bow,
perhaps 1-2 ft from the hull and 2-3 ft
under the surface. The glow illumina-
tes the keel , hull and side of boat. It
just hangs their motionless as if nap-
ping. I clip my harness to an eyebolt
and lean out an down until my face is
nearly at the water. I can’t make out
any details. Just a ghostly, amorphous
green glow.

I wished all day they would come in
close but now they are here I’m in no
mood. With a gale due any time from
the north, a max, dark of the moon
south flood due in a few hours and the

Santa Rosalia
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“Cape Horn of Cortez” just to my south
I have other things on my mind. All the
books seem to agree this is not the pla-
ce to be in adverse tide or wind.

The wind finally comes up and we
leave the whales. But soon after we
started moving, maybe doing 2 kt., a
15-16 ft something swims up along the
starboard side of cockpit then seemed
to abruptly bend 90 deg down and dis-
appeare under a 4 ft wide boil. Baby
whale? If so it didn’t take a breath aro-
und that time.

The wind increases and she throws
sparks off the bow. Still can’t seem to
round the point and put the lights of
town into full view. Perhaps the tide is
slowing our progress. Worry over
chart accuracy vs GPS.

 3am; Finally the lights are in view,
we’ve rounded the point and the wind
is howling. I’m exhausted and decide
to heave to and get
some rest but she isn’t
happy with that and the
motion uncomfortable
so I turn south again.
That stiff bit of canvas
I’d planned to tie to
backstay might have
come in handy.(A small
riding sail). Seas feel lar-
ge enuf and steep enuf
to roll us if caught in
break.

The sea is still  invi-
sible but the crashing
sound about us is dea-
fening so I check and
find it’s near max flood.
Despite the strong flow
north we are rocketing
toward Santa Rosalia
and appears will arrive
before daylight so I reef
again, Good I didn’t
crawl into bunk.

Yet even with storm
jib alone we may arrive
in the dark. So put the
storm jib hard amid-
ships thinking it will
keep us heading down-

wind if we shear off yet not provide
sail area to push us along.

Still charging along at 2kt over gro-
und despite flood. She seems totally at
home, on a solid track running dead
downwind essentially under bare po-
les. Perhaps just luck but yet to expe-
rience full pooping. I hear great cras-
hing all about but many waves must not
be plunging type. My confidence in her
only grows.

Keep toe near tiller even tho there
seems no tendency to fall off to port or
strbrd. With thousands of tons of wa-
ter crashing about and the boat mo-
ving at this speed I just don’t feel I
should leave her alone. Spend my time
thinking of how to rig twins (twin fo-
restays on which to hank on 2 equal

size jibs) and now especially a storm
jib set.

The wind does drop so by first light,
tho we’re left with a nasty 8-9 ft chop,
there is yet a ways to go and we’ll ar-
rive with full visibility.

I raise the 100 and soon make the
harbor entrance just as the wind fres-
hens to 15kt N. No easy scull home
here. We tack across the narrow en-
trance with what seems mere inches
above mole rocks and into the empty
ferry slip. Then in two more tacks find
the marina at the north end of this tiny,
crowded harbor and sail straight into a
convenient slip. (Once again the most
common phrase in logbook).

 I fall into my bunk and an instant
deep sleep.

Warm tortillas, cold beer, noisy, co-
lorful, smelly, wonderful under leaves
in  cool, shady flutter.
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LetterLetterLetterLetterLetter s tos tos tos tos to
the Editorthe Editorthe Editorthe Editorthe Editor

Dear Sir,  I have a problem with my
boat and I was hoping you could help
me. I am  located in France and sail on
the Lac du Bourget or  Aix les Bains
lake in Savoie in the French Alps. I am
the happy owner of a Vivacity 20 (or
Alacrity 19 depending  of the year).
Being quite old, this twin keeler is in
need of some  work that I intend to do
this winter that it is out of the water and
in my back yard.

One of the issue I have that troubles
me are the windows. The original ones
are completely cracked and let some
water in so I planned to changed them.
I have had 2 nice piece of sun proof
perspex being cut to fit all along the  side
board measuring roughtly 1.50meters
long by 25cm large. The three pictures
are, for the first one what the windows
look like at the moment, the second is
what I could do (ok it is not very nice
on this home made drawing) and the
third one is what another guy did on his
Alacrity to change his windows....

 I am afraid that if I put the big sheet
of perspex  all along the sides, I  may
weaken the roof as the original win-
dows  participate to the structure of  the
whole thing.  Now my question is... do
I need to put the pieces of perspex like
in the picture named alacrity 7 modify
or like the boat on the picture named
Alacrity Lge? Your advice will be real-
ly appreciated! Best regards!

 Philippe Bitz

 Hello Philippe,
The original coachroof windows do not
form an essential part of the boat’s
structure. In fact, they are not considered
very seaworthy, being only held by the
rubber like a car window they could
easily be ”popped” in by a crushing
wave. If you want to replace the windows,
you should make sure that the new
perspex is sitting on the outside and held
in place by bolts through the fiberglass.
This is how it seems to be done on the
picture with the boat in the water. If you

Portlight refitting

want to saw the perspex into the right size to cover each window individually or just
put it over the whole of the side like in your photoshopped picture is only a matter
of taste and does not weaken the boat.
/Ed.

The current portlights

Above: the proper
refit. Right: Philippes
home made drawing.
No problem to do it
that way either.

PS: Philippe, if the
boat on the picture is
yours, it is a Vivacity,
not an Alacrity.
/ed.


