It Was More Than a Three Hour Cruise

Ned W. Rhodes

In fact it was a two-week cruise whose seeds were planted at last year’s two week cruise to North Carolina. Sue Thompson said “where are we going next year?” and I suggested Cape May and no one said I was crazy.

In all, six boats, sixteen people and five dogs had a fabulous trip to Cape May, New Jersey via the C & D Canal. The participants were Ned, Arleen and Abby on Impulse; Sue, Steve and Nick on Forever Dreamin’; Rick, Teresa and Corky on Sea Duck Too; rookies Terry, Trish and Alex on Bat Too; Harry, Pat, sister Linda and Dave on Bay Dreamer; and Bob, Jan, Tom, Mary Ann and Ralph on Sanctuary. Each boat had a dog, with the exception of Bay Dreamer, whose new puppy was not quite ready to see action.
The trip started with a cookout and map reading exercise on the Fourth of July at Port Kinsale where ground rules were laid out. Each boat was assigned a night to do happy hour food for the whole group, and cards were passed out for the poker run (pot $110).
We officially started our cruise with a long run with following seas (our worst day on the Bay) from Port Kinsale to St. Michaels. Since Impulse arrived first and because we had all agreed that the first boat in the slip has to make drinks, Arleen and I wisely decided to fuel to avoid the task. What followed was four days of wonderful experiences in St. Michaels from great food at the Town Dock, Bistro and Crab Claw to shopping and trips to the spa for facials and massages. We even took our bikes to the Miles River Yacht Club for lunch as special OYC emissaries.

Boating incident one occurred here when Sanctuary discovered crud in the fuel filters. New filters were procured and in the process of installing them, a slight over-torqueing of the drain plug produced an interesting cracking sound that necessitated the installation of a new Racor Fuel filter. Some biocide and lots or Pri-D later, they were ready to go.

The trip only called for three nights in St. Michaels, but the hurricane blew in the area with lots of rain and high winds, so we decided to stay put an extra day. It was tough duty being stranded in St. Michaels for an extra day, but we made the best of it. Our next stop was Georgetown on the Sassafras River where we only had time for a one night stay. The pool was the coldest one we encountered, but much fun was had. Bay Dreamer is to be congratulated on the trickiest move by ducking into a cove and letting me pass so that I would win the honor of making drinks.

Boating incident two occurred on the Sassafras when Sanctuary could not throttle back one engine. Engineer Rick came to the rescue to get the engine to shut off, but there was still a pesky problem with the port throttle cable as it was jammed from some slight melting that occurred as it lay over the hot turbocharger. A mechanic was called for Monday and Sanctuary decided to skip the transit to Cape May and await repairs.

Our next leg was a big one from the Sassafras River all the way to Cape May. With waypoints set and charts opened, we all set out. This was all new territory for most of us as we headed north on the Bay. The Elk and Bohemia Rivers are quite beautiful as is all of that northern section of the Bay. Our transit through the C & D canal was uneventful with the exception of the few large ships and the 2 knot current going our way.
We then hit the Delaware River and started down it to Delaware Bay and Cape May. There was lots of ship traffic and some of them were moving at a pretty good pace. We hit the Cape May Canal at the middle of rush hour on a Sunday, and I think the entrance to the Occoquan is more orderly. Our destination was South Jersey Marina with nice floating cement piers which is situated on the edge of town for easy access.

Boating incident three happened in Cape May, when Bat Too noticed that their generator did not sound right. Engineer Ned said the impeller was cooked and so we set about making repairs and swapping out the impeller. It seems that Bat Too stopped for an “afternoon delight” on the Sassafras and a cooked impeller was the happy ending.

The next three days were spent shopping, bike riding, eating and did I mention shopping? We rode our bikes to the lighthouse in 100% humidity to find that there is no water there since it generates too much trash. We had lunch at the only place on the beach that serves no liquor and we met the Bird Man of Cape May. The crew of Sanctuary, not to be out done, rented a car and took the ferry from Lewes to Cape May, thereby winning the award for arriving on the biggest boat. Arleen and I had our best meal at the Copper Fish and we also had a great meal at the Lobster House which was right next door to the marina.
Our transit back up Delaware Bay had a foggy start. We waited until 10 to let it burn off, but then decided that we had to leave anyway as we were going to be socked in all day. We all left with radars a running and finally the fog cleared as we entered Delaware Bay. The most exciting thing to happen that day was the 7-foot wake put out by a cargo carrier. There are reports that Sea Duck Too’s bow went straight into the air.

Rock Hall was our last official cruise stop and we spent a wonderful time shopping at West Marine (rain jackets 20% off and shoes 30% off) and the Sailing Emporium. We had ice cream sodas and enjoyed a lovely pool. The last night there we had our famous “clean out the refrigerator” happy hour and all I saw was vegetables.

This was also the night of our reveal for the poker run. We had passed out a card at each happy hour and we had even done a “pass” and “pull” of cards which had the effect of basically screwing up everyone’s hand. Bob’s four 7s looked like a winner, until Jan demurely asked if four Queens was any good. It turns out that it was good enough to take the $110 pot.
The trolley picked us up that evening and we had a great meal at the Osprey Inn. Jan bought the wine for all of us out of her winnings and a good time was had by all. While at Rock Hall, the men challenged the women to a game of 25 words or less and won (just ask Arleen about a Peru Animal). And we also had movie night aboard Sanctuary for the traditional showing of “Young Doctors in Love.” The group scattered the next day with four of us going on to the Float-in at Crisfield and the two others making stops at Herrington Harbour and Solomons.

On the last night of the cruise, special gift presentations were made. Arleen and I were presented with pink flamingo wine glasses and bottle of wine with which to fill them and I made a special award of a ball cap that said “High Maintenance” to Bob for all of his boating incidents. In addition we all voted on various things which I will summarize in a separate article that may or may not appear in this issue of the Daymarker.
There were a lot of firsts on this trip and one of them was the fact that a few of the marinas had WiFi connections for those of us who had brought laptops. A few of us even had laptops with Verizon wireless cards so that wherever we had a Verizon cell signal, we had an internet connection. The most disturbing trend I noticed was that in the past, we used to yell over to the next boat to invite them for cocktails and this trip we sent emails from boat-to-boat instead.
Results From the Voting
My father started this tradition of voting for the best and worst things that happened on a trip and so I keep that tradition alive. Here is the summary of what we all voted on:
Best Destination: St. Michaels

Best Marina: South Jersey and St. Michaels were tied

Best Bathroom: All over the place, no clear winner

Best Meal: Osprey Point in Rock Hall

Best Run: St. Michaels to Georgetown on the Sassafras River

Worst Run: Port Kinsale to St. Michaels

Best Happy Hour: All of them

Thing I Could Not Have Done Without: A/C, Master Waypoint List, Chart Plotter, Books, Direct TV, Spare parts and friends, visor, Teresa (suck up), wine and running shoes

Thing I Should Have Left at Home: dress shoes, ½ the food, long pants, ½ the books, underwear. And one couple on one boat said the Wilcoxs and the other couple said the Coldwells. Try and match that one up.
