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Troubles at Morgan Down East? 

Slaven fails the Dewey Decimal System test ; 
Hauls down the librarian flag. Search committee 
appointed to seek successor 
When the results  of the Dewey Decimal system 
were received revealing that KYC Librarian-in-
Chief, Bob  Slaven, had failed to achieve the 
level of System familiarity required by his ap-
pointment, Commodore Rich Gurin made the 
difficult decision to find an alternate. The deci-
sion made, and accompanied by Vice Commo-
dore Tom Richardson, both attired in the white 
flannels and blue blazers tradition demands, the 
Club officers set out on the difficult task  of ad-
vising Slaven of the decision. Embarking in Scul-
pin, the KYC launch skippered by the ever dis-
creet Dave Danielson, they located Slaven on 
board  Merlin,  where he was beating the 
Yanmar with a crescent wrench. The official 
delegation regretfully advised him that in compli-
ance with the by-laws, he would have to haul 
down the cherished Librarian flag and surrender 
any copies of  A Cruising Guide to the New 
England Coast he had squirrelled away. 
Slaven complied. In a later prepared statement, 
he acknowledged that the Dewey Decimal Sys-
tem had been “a bigger challenge than expected” 
and suggested that “..the Tsunami in Japan 
should be taken in consideration.” Finally, strik-
ing a positive note, he admitted that losing the 
coveted position of KYC librarian will allow him 
to spend more time with his family. 
Commodore Gurin has announced the formation 
of a search committee, comprised of three former 
flag officers, to seek nominees for the position 
Slaven was forced to vacate. Addressing this 
development, Slaven, displaying commendable 
club spirit despite his disappointment, urged 
KYC members to stay alert for qualified individ-
uals and to call Gurin at any hour of the day or 
night with the names of potential candidates. 
TWL 

SALTY NOTES FROM ALL OVER 

OUR CRUISING SAILORS, NEAR AND FAR: While  
The Club is not hurting for competent offshore 
skippers, as witness the merry adventures of our 
two circumnavigators who returned last year, 
one wonders whether enough attention is given 
to their exploits. Acting on the premise that a 
cruise is a cruise, TWL is publishing two sepa-
rate accounts: The first  is Peter Linder’s write-
up of a KYC Power Squadron  excursion into 
Penobscot Bay, whose mission was to be con-
vivial as well as nautical; the second is an engag-
ingly written narrative by Dan Coit about his trip 
aboard White Wing to the French islands,  St 
Pierre and Miqualon, off the southeast coast of 
Newfoundland.  Better read on a full stomach, 
though, because they had total exposure to the 
best in French cooking. But what about KSEA, 
our Atlantic rock stars? Not to worry. We’ll get 
back to them in another issue.. 
PIANO RÔLE: Ever wonder about the piano, 
whence it came and why? It was made by Mil-
ton, a musical company in New York City and 
in four years (2015) it will celebrate its centenni-
al. It has been a Clubhouse fixture from the time 
the building opened in the summer of 1948. As 
Nancy Hatfield tells it, Sam and Suzanne Taylor 
donated it for the first Club show at the end of 
the summer because they did not like the timbre 
of its predecessor and as Suzanne was a key 
singer in the show….Suzanne was followed by 
Jennie Nevin, who sang “The Last Time I Saw 
Paris” accompanied by her husband Paul on the 
Milton. Her singing brought tears to the eyes of 
the over served and then Paul’s piano finale was 
a parlor trick of the time of playing telephone 
numbers.  Each number represents a note on the 
scale and when the numbers are played together 
they can make for interesting melodies. Those 
were the days of party lines and occasional two 
digit telephone numbers, so the tunes were rela-
tively straightforward. In todays world of  ten 
digit numbers, eleven if the introductory “one” 
is included, and even more if an extension has to 
be punched in, a melody can take on a dissonant 
complexity. Despite appearances, the piano is 
still in good shape because it has lived in a per-
sistently damp, cool environment and an 
“anonymous donor” has generously contributed 
to its annual tuning. 

Have you checked your calendar(s) re-
cently? Wow. Every day is jam packed 
with great activities and fun, especially at 
the yacht club. KYC and KSEA have 
filled many of our gorgeous summer 
days with sailing lessons, race days, 
cruises and of course fabulous picnics 
and CNO dinners. We need to recognize 
and congratulate all of our volunteers and 
outstanding staff for their efforts on our 
behalf. Dave and Tim and Lizzie have 
managed their way through another com-
plex season with calm professionalism 
and a focus on member enjoyment. You 
people are terrific. 
It is appropriate, as we head into the se-
cond half of August and toward the Clos-
ing Dinner, to acknowledge the incredi-
ble success of the House Committee led 
by Gina Lewis and staffed by just about 
everyone at one time or another. The new 
bench seat cushions and window shades, 
the fireplace mantle and book shelves, 
the refurbished “buoy’s room” are highly 
visible accomplishments. The fact that 
Gina’s Team also figures out how to feed 
and entertain us at CNO’s and dinners 
and so many Teas we can’t count the 
cookies is nothing short of logistical 
magic. We appreciate everything you do! 
Speaking of “appreciate”, just a word of 
thanks to Karen Wyatt who has become 
“the voice” of KYC both on the line and 
“on-line”. Can you believe that Karen 
actually keeps her cool and her sense of 
balance in the face of a gazillion phone 
calls, emails and real people parading 
through her daily life at the manager’s 
office? Dave (and I) would be lost with-
out her steady hand at the wildly active 
helm aboard the KYC/KSEA ship 
ashore. And….she runs the ship’s store 
more effectively than ever dealing with 
inventory, pricing tags, sizing issues and 
of course color selection! We are fortu-
nate indeed to have Karen at KYC every 
day! Be sure and tell her that next time 
you hear her calm voice. RLG 

Dates to Remember 

19 August, 1830h  KSEA Awards 
   Pot Luck 
27 August  Annual 
    Dinner 

COMMODORE’S CORNER 



 At1200 hrs on July 8, Main 
Course left the harbor for Day 1 of the 
Power Fleet cruise appropriately flying the 
Fleet Captain’s burgee and sounding 3 
short blasts on the horn indicating the har-
bor start for the Fleet. But the question is 
posed to all is, if the harbor start is proper-
ly signaled by the Fleet Captain, and not 
one boat responds or falls in line, what can 
someone conclude about Fleet logistics? 
Well, more about this topic later. 
 It was an easy run thru the Reach, 
on a sparkling day, to our first port of call, 
Belfast, where we had reserved moorings 
thru the offices of the very accommodating 
harbormaster. 
 As Main Course came past the no 
wake mark at the harbor entrance, the Cap-
tain was comforted to see that Woody, Sue, 
and Esprit had already arrived, Gran Cru 
made its grand entrance just a few minutes 
later. After some walking up Main Street 
and shopping for nothing in particular, it 
was time for cocktails. Differing from the 
harbor start signal, cocktail time is sig-

naled by the captain of the host vessel fran-
tically flaying his arms in the air, bold 
voice echoing across the mooring field, 
“Lets get with it”. We had an interesting 
array of hors d’oeuvres on our party plat-
form, Grand Cru. 
 At 1900 hrs we departed in din-
ghies for the dockside restaurant, Thai 
Bhurapar. Excellent meal and good ser-
vice. But I have to back up a bit on this 
subject: When the Fleet Captain an-
nounced the schedule for the cruise, one of 
the more fastidious of the Captains pointed 
out that ordering food from a complex 
Thai menu, with a party of 10, would be 
nothing short of chaotic. It was pointed out 

“Why not pre order a variety of meals for 
everyone to share.” I tried this on for size 
in a series of annoying Emails before the 
cruise and quickly surmised that ‘sharing’ 
was not a trait of the Power Fleet. I was 
told that in following the above suggestion, 
I was risking replacing the potential 
‘chaos” of ordering with the certainty of 
the ‘tension’ of not getting what you want-
ed when the food was brought to the table. 
Enough said. 
 Woke up early the next morning 
in Belfast Harbor in a steady rain having to 
face some interesting logistical challenges. 
First, the Captain of Sue had failed to ob-
serve the “wear your croakie rule” result-
ing in his glasses sliding into the deep of 
the harbor during the cocktail party the 
prior evening. Could not continue the trip 
without them, he stated emphatically. The 
first mate on Main Course then announced 
that she had left some medication back 
home. She also misplaced her iphone 
charger, but a spare was instantly provided 
by the Captain of Woody who is fortunate-

ly always prepared with “two of everything 
“ .Problem partially solved by calling a 
taxi to go back to Blue Hill for a pair of 
glasses and an attempt, unsuccessfully, to 
return with the missing meds. 
 While the Fleet Captain was pow-
ering the dinghy, soaked in the rain, he was 
hailed by the erudite Captain of Gran Cru 
announcing what was probably the one 
occurrence that can kill the enjoyment of a 
cruise. A sudden, and catastrophic, mal-
function in the high-tech, fail safe, vacuum 
head. Both Main Course and Gran Cru had 
to disengage from the cruise, returning the 
KYC Sat afternoon. 
 The remainder of the Fleet pro-

ceeded to the Day 2 destination, Journeys 
End Marina in Rockland where moorings 
and dockage had been arranged. Esprit and 
Sue proceeded on a rather direct route, 
while Woody headed for an intermediate 
stop for lunch with friends in picturesque 
Islesboro. Esprit and Sue arrived mid-
afternoon smartly at the marina dock, 
Woody was assigned a mooring that was 
nominally in Rockland harbor but certainly 
appeared to be closer to Camden. Forecast-
ed high winds that evening forced Woody 
to cancel plans to come in for dinner. And 
then, surprisingly out of the blue, no pun 
intended, Bluebill showed up at the dock to 
join the fleet. She was immediately pressed 
into service as the cocktail party platform. 
 Back in Blue Hill, Main Course 
was safely at its mooring, with Captain and 
mate lamenting the disconnect with the rest 
of the fleet. And a decision was made, why 
not put the convertible top down on that 
beautiful evening and drive to Rockland to 
join the rest of the party for dinner. I did 
have the foresight to take the Fleet Captain 

burgee off the boat and proudly flew it 
from the car antenna on the drive down 
and arrived just at the marina just in time 
for cocktails. The restaurant, Rustica, was 
a few blocks away and it was decided, I 
think, by the mate on Bluebill or Esprit, to 
put the convertible to good use by ferrying 
a few of the mates in the back seat, waving 
their arms in the air, calling out to 
strangers as the passed by, like teenagers. 
No, I will not give our names. Dinner was 
delightful. 
 All returned to Blue Hill Sunday 
morning without incident. PL 
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THE KOLLEGEWIDGWOK CRUISE IN HOME WATERS 

Ah, the hour of let down at the day’s end! Peter Linder and Kitty Clements  KYC stalwarts enjoying a “cool one” 



DAN COIT’S DISPATCHES FROM THE NORTHEAST 
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Continued on Page  4 

Day 5 has us closing in on St Pierre ahead 
of schedule after 36 hours of broad reach-
ing before a steady blustery 20-25 kt 
sou'wester (our boat's namesake), covering 
nearly 150 miles in 24 hours. In fact we 
are now deliberately slowing our pace just 
a bit, to time our arrival to Wednesday 
morning sunrise.  Sailing today was really 
spectacular:  surfing off ocean swells that 
regularly obscured the horizon behind the 
helmsmen.In the midst of all this we were 
literally surrounded by a huge pod of hun-
dreds of highly energetic ocean porpoises, 
cavorting in our wake and bow wave, leap-
ing vertically up out  of the water, urging 
us to try to keep up.  Each one was show-
ing off some athletic  maneuver more out-
rageous than the one before to get our at-
tention.  Or maybe they were all just trying 
to show us the way to safe harbor. It was 
quite a show, lasting well over an hour, 
before they got bored with our relatively 
modest pace, and moved on to other more 
exciting playmates. 

As mentioned, we are ahead of schedule, 
and should get in to St Pierre tomorrow 
morning.  That should give us plenty of 
time to clear customs, clean up, restock, 
and pick up Dorothy at the airport before 
the town shuts down for the holiday. We 
are already looking forward to baguettes, 
croissants, eclairs, wine and cheese for 
lunch (not to mention an unbroken night's 
sleep).  In the meantime, David is once 
again hard at work in the pitching and roll-
ing galley, putting together another one of 
his signature creations for our final dinner 
at sea. Life is good. 

Day 7 Starting at the end, and working 
backwards, we finally made it to St Pierre 
this morning, tiptoeing into this new har-
bor in thick pea soup fog under the guid-
ance of GPS and radar.  We are incredibly 
fortunate to have that level of detailed 
technology at the helm in the hostile envi-
ronment of the cockpit.  After toasting our 
safe arrival (vide infra), we were off to 
showers and laundry, then lunch (quiche, 
croque monsieur, baguette sandwiches, all 
with a nice red from Montpellier), and 
finally to the pâtisserie shop for indescrib-
able eclairs, croissants, and pain au choco-
lat.  There was not a baguette to be found 
in the entire town this afternoon, so we 
have reserved some at the boulangerie 

Friday morning.  The entire town is won-
derfully Gaelic (go figure), extremely 
friendly, and very tolerant of our efforts to 
meet them halfway with our pigeon 
French. Many multicolored houses built 
around the harbor, their perimeter abruptly 
terminating in rocky fields. 

Getting here is another story unto itself. 
The steady 20 knot SW wind that helped 
us to a personal best day run yesterday 
decided to upgrade to our second gale this 
week - winds to 35 knots, cold tempera-
tures exacerbated by wind chill effect,  
torrential penetrating stinging rain, abso-
lutely NO visible landmarks to help steer-
ing any reasonable course all night through 
a tumultuous lumpy incoherent sea. This 
was one of the most difficult and exhaust-
ing nights at sea that I can remember, at 
least part of which was charted to time our 
arrival to St Pierre at daybreak.  As the 
wet, bedraggled, sleep-deprived crew 
made our way to the Eric Tabbarly quay 
off the yacht club, we were once again all 
quite grateful for the sound ship and relia-
ble shipmates. 

The weather here is a bit gloomy - 60 
straight days of fog in St Pierre, and I sus-
pect that days 61 and 62 are just around 
the corner.  In fact the weather report for 
tomorrow is so bad that the Bastille day 
celebration has been postponed to Sunday. 
Unless the weather precludes our departure 
Friday morning, it looks like that will be 
added to a Sable Island landing as unreal-
ized objectives. Flexible plans are critical 
to successful voyaging. 

Well, we are off to the Gourmand's Atelier 
tonight for dinner to see what else we can 
report on tomorrow.  Until then.. 

Day 8 July 14, 2011, Bastille Day in St 
Pierre, France. Today was a planned lay 
day, in anticipation of the French celebra-
tion of independence.  Unfortunately, the 
entire festival was postponed until Sunday 
due to inclement weather.  There was a 
brief formal ceremony at 9 AM this morn-
ing in the Place Charles DeGaulle, under a 
lowering sky, with bagpipes, officials in 
French kepi hats, pomp and circumstance, 
lots of salutes and flags, after which every-
body scurried home to warmer and drier 

surroundings. 

Despite the postponing of the festival, all 
of the stores in town remained closed for 
the official holiday, so the day was spent 
on a leisurely lunch at the local creperie 
and a leisurely dinner at the Atelier Gour-
mand (again), and a moderate hill walk 
into the interior of the island.  The weather 
continues to deteriorate this evening, with 
winds out of the NE at 20-30 knots and a 
very cold driving rain - it feels like around 
40 degrees with the wind chill.  We moved 
the boat to the leeward side of the dock; 
the howling wind is holding the healing 
hull off with such force that we cannot 
easily bring it closer for disembarkation.  
All docking lines have been doubled and 
tripled for the storm, and they should hold.  
In the meantime, like the French, we are 
warm and dry below with the Espar heater 
more than earning its keep. Tomorrow 
looks like more of the same, so I expect we 
will be holed up here until the weekend, 
when a break in the weather is expected. 

Dave and Richard leave us tomorrow, to 
return to the summer heat of St Louis and 
Maryland respectively. Dorothy has joined 
us for the cruise down the fjord coast of 
Newfoundland to the Bras D'Or lakes. 

More tomorrow, though we expect a very 
quiet day. 

Day 9 July 15, 2001 at St. Pierre The day 
dawned with the now typical chilling and 
penetrating horizontal rain, driven by the 
20 knot northeasterly that seems to be the 
prevailing wind in these latitudes.  We 
turned out early and headed for the local 
boulangerie at 6:30AM - not hard to find, 
as the aroma of freshly baked bread and 
croissants lured us to the destination as 
certainly as the long line of locals forming 
outside the door, a clear indicator that this 
was the place to start the day.  We were 
not disappointed, as the croissants were at 
once buttery and light, absolutely French, 
perfect with Maine made honey.  Shortly 
after breakfast, Dave and Rich headed off 
to the airport where we understand that 
they took off for Halifax in spite of the 
weather. I expect they have both complet-
ed their transitions back to the mainland by 
now 
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We spent the day resupplying, acquiring a 
sufficient quantity of French wines, repair-
ing and cleaning the bimini.  Lunch was 
onboard: baguettes, Gruyere cheese, pate, 
ham and a credible Cotes du Rhone.  The 
afternoon brought a hint of sunshine.   A 
large fishing boat, the Marcel Angie II, 
had docked on our pier around 1:30 this 
morning.  The crew turned out this after-
noon in anticipation of heading out later 
today on their final snow crab run, before 
changing gear over for scallop dragging.  
finishing up with cod fishing in a few 
weeks.  They exclusively fish the French 
waters, a very narrow strip of ocean ex-
tending due south of St Pierre, taking great 
care to avoid the adjoining Canadian wa-
ters on either side.  They say that the fish-
ing, even for cod, is great, and that they 
are doing very well. Unfortunately, the St 
Pierre fish processing plant closed a few 
months ago, and it is unknown whether it 
will reopen; they have to take all of their 
catch to Newfoundland for processing.  
Frankie, the cook, was kind enough to give 
us two bags of snow crab legs, and a bag 
of frozen scallops.  These will definitely 
be on the table tomorrow night. 

Although the break here in St Pierre has 
been good, we are all now fully rested and 
ready to go.  The weather reports, which 
forecast little more than 12 hours ahead, 
suggest that the NE winds may be blowing 
themselves out, and that we may have 
southerlies for a while.  We will try to get 
to Miquelon tomorrow if conditions per-
mit; with a bit of luck, we will see a new 
harbor soon. 

Day 10  

We awoke this morning to a densely foggy 
"can't see the bow of the boat" type morn-
ing, thankfully one without rain.  With no 
clear escape from this complex harbor 
possible, we busied ourselves with the 
mundane maintenance tasks of even more 
rebuilding of the bimini, securing anti-
freeze for the diesel, laundry, ice, water, 
and getting ourselves ready for sea should 
the opportunity present.  We are told by 
someone who went out in an ocean zodiac 
this morning that the sea state is very 
rough and chaotic with two major wave 
systems colliding and no  

wind to settle them.  With that observa-

tion, and unrelenting poor visibility  
until late afternoon, we are here on the 
dock for yet another night.  The winds  
are now going south,and  the longterm 
forecasts are for cloudy skies with at  
least a 60% chance of rain every day next 
week; there is very little risk of any  
significant actinic skin damage in these 
latitudes, at least for this season. 
 
After the ship maintenance tasks, the next 
thing to describe is the gastronomy.  
We are definitely going native in that re-
gard.   Hot croissants with cafe au  
lait are the morning staple. French onion 
soup with sweet bubbly cider and  
freshly baked eclairs get us through the 
mid day. Tonight we are having fresh  
picked (by Dorothy and Blake) snow crab 
in a white wine sauce with pasta. 
 
We met a Bernard Decreon  this morning, 
a skiing buddy of Eric Tabbarly, who has  
been doing research over the last four 
years on the two lost French pilots of  
"L'Oiseau Blanc", who attempted to com-
plete a transatlantic flight just 11 days  
before Lindbergh, only to crash in the wa-
ters off St Pierre, and perish at sea.   
They are interviewing a 90 year old friend 
of the fisherman who heard them crash  
and attempted an unsuccessful rescue, all 
at night and in the fog. He directed  
us to his blog at http://loiseaublanc.over-
blog.com for more information. 
 
That is about all there is to report from this 
cool damp grey eastern outpost.    
With luck, we will check in from different 
coordinates tomorrow. 
 
Day 12 

Today was a great day in the Maritimes.  
We were up early for breakfast of ham/
cheese omelet, cafe, and baguettes.  We 
then set off to explore the islands of Mi-
quelon and (connected by a thin sand isth-
mus) Langlade, chauffeured around by the 
loquacious and French-only speaking Ger-
ald Boissel. I think I got about a third of 
what he said as he drove us around for 3 
hours, proudly showing off his island.  
Both of his parents and all four grandpar-
ents (and probably great-grandparents as 
well) were born and bred on this remote 
French outpost, a town of 600, which dou-
bles in size over the summer months; the 
population is shrinking, as three of his four 

children are working off island.  The tour 
included shipwrecks, amazing flowers, 
wild horses, and a stop to pick some of the 
sweetest small wild strawberries ever tast-
ed.  Miquelon could not have a better am-
bassador than Gerald! 

We were back on the boat by noon, casting 
off at 12:30 from another lee dock, head-
ing off to Fortune, Newfoundland, to clear 
customs back into Canada. We had a gen-
erally rollicking reach at 6-8 knots in 12-
20 knots of SW breeze, entering this re-
markably busy fishing harbor around 4:30. 
This will be our easternmost port of call; 
we are officially headed home tomorrow.  
Upon arrival, we called Canada Border 
Services, but we must have sounded hon-
est, as they cleared us back into the coun-
try by phone, without a personal visit. This 
was followed by the mandatory walkabout 
the waterfront for pictures, then by a fabu-
lous dinner of scallops, mashed potatoes, 
and broccoli, all accompanied by a nice 
New Zealand sauvignon blanc. 

We will turn in early tonight (even allow-
ing for the 1/2 hour time difference be-
tween the French and Canadian Maritimes 
- go figure), setting off for a long sail north 
to Bay D'Espoir and the beginning of the 
fjord coast. The weather calls for brisk SW 
winds, so we should make good time.  The 
biggest challenge of the next 10 days will 
be to secure a full tank of diesel before 
crossing the Cabot Strait, not an easy task, 
as the laws regarding fuel here very much 
favor the fishing fleet, and specifically 
exclude the cruising fleet.  We will cross 
that bridge when we come to it. 

(My apologies to all for dwelling exces-
sively on food and weather - these two 
subjects are inordinately important when 
living outdoors. Please bear with us) 

That's all there is to report tonight from 
47.04N, 55.50 W.  More tomorrow. 
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Day 13 
Today dawned ominously, as Blake 
thought he had sprained his ankle last 
night getting from the dock to the boat.  
His foot was quite uncomfortable this  
morning, with extensive ecchymoses and 
point tenderness laterally, all consistent 
with a fifth metatarsal fracture.  After ic-
ing, wrapping, and elevating the foot, and 
after considering all options, we elected to 
press onwards, recognizing that he would 
be able to contribute nothing on deck, at  
least for the foreseeable future.  We will 
reevaluate this decision daily,  
especially if the weather blows up. 
 
Despite a forecast predicting 15-20 knots 
out of the southwest, the entire day  
was oily calm, with variable fog limiting 
visibility to between 100 yards and 2  
miles.  At times we were entombed in a 
world of gray, gray water merging into  
gray sky with no discernible transition 
between the two.  We were forced to  
motor the 40 miles from Fortune to the 
very small fishing village of McCallum at  
the entry to Bay d'Espoir (ironically pro-
nounced Bay Despair by the locals),  
coming in to the harbor by GPS alone with 
few if any visual clues and no  
navigational aids - again we are quite im-
pressed with this extraordinary  
technology. 
 
At McCallum, we were delighted to find a 
floating dock rather than the customary  
fish pier to tie up to, a dock that had been 
installed only three months ago  
according to the harbormaster, Terry Mac-
Donald.  Terry is 51,recently lost his wife 
to ALS, and has lived his entire adult life 
in McCallum, a shrinking ''out-port" vil-
lage of 77 residents, most over the age of 
65, with a K through 12 school for 9 kids.  
He still fishes for cod with his 78 year old 
father, but says that despite variable  
sized fish being caught, the fisheries have 
not recovered and probably never  
will.  He is fairly convinced that the Cana-
dian government will be trying to  
withdraw its support of this community, 
where the cemetery dates back to the  
1800's, and relocate the township to a 
more urban location in the not too  
distant future. 
 
We have a calm, cool, drizzling fogbound 
night ahead of us, with many new coves to  
explore and pictures to take tomorrow. The 
forecast is for sunny skies and moderate 
SW breezes, but we know better. More 

then. 
 
Day 14: Hard to believe that we have been 
aboard for a full two weeks so far. 
 
This morning dawned without the forecast 
sunny skies and moderate southwest  
breeze.  Instead we got more dense fog and 
no wind.  After breakfast an a photo  
session in McCallum (National Geograph-
ic would have a field day here), we set  
off to explore the fjords and passages of 
Bay d'Espoir. It was so foggy that the  
GPS could not see enough satellites to 
provide an accurate position, so we used  
radar signals reflected off the very bold 
pink granite shorelines to get us  
safely out into open water.  Once clear of 
immediate hazard, we proceeded  
through the very narrow rock-strewn Buf-
fett Tickle (for all you fruitcakes out  
there), then north past Birchy Cove and 
Goblin head up into North Bay, a 5 mile  
very deep water (>1000 foot) fjord sur-
rounded by towering granite mountains,  
past the Devil's Dancing Table, Little Dot-
ing Cove and Woody Bight.  We exited  
south back into the bay, then headed east 
past Grandy Rocks, through the 12 mile  
Lampidoes Passage, another spectacular 
passage framed by ancient glacial granite  
mountains. We elected to go on by Roti 
Cove, and down Dawson's Passage be-
tween Bois and Riches Islands, forgoing 
Jack Damp and Flobber's Coves and Kim-
ball Harbor, ultimately anchoring in 20 
feet of water in a safe little indentation on  
Long Island, Day Cove.  Tomorrow we 
will head down Little Passage, then east  
towards Burgio (read: fuel, water, showers 
and laundry). 
 
We had absolutely no useful wind today, 5
-10 knots either on the nose, or on the  
transom.  It takes a lot more than that to 
keep us moving in any meaningful way.   
So we have been proceeding under power 
for the last two days, again good for the  
batteries and the refrigeration, not so for 
limited diesel reserves.  There are  
no true marinas with diesel on the dock in 
Newfoundland, and as our needs are  
not sufficient to warrant a truck delivery to 
the dock, we will have to find a  
nearby gas station selling diesel, and fill 
our tanks using jerry cans. Absolutely doa-
ble. 
 
Wildlife sightings today:  dozens of majes-
tic bald eagles soaring in the hills  
and diving for fish, and a few loons. 

We are well fed:  B&M baked beans and 
the last of the croissants for breakfast,  
minestrone laced with Madeira wine and 
garnished with melted cheese for lunch,  
and Julia Child's own boeuf bourguignon 
with a very passable Chateau Miquelon  
bordeaux for dinner. 
 
Blake is hobbling around a bit more on his 
injured foot, taking a turn at the helm this 
afternoon.  Our small crew remains in ex-
cellent spirits.  

Day 15  We awoke this morning to the 
drumming of rain on the deck, a 
powerwash sent from the heavens.  The 
rain settled quickly, and we set off down 
Little Passage, a narrow cut between Long 
Island and "the mainland", punctuated by 
spectacular waterfalls, and innumerable 
coves (Deer Cove, Muddy Hole, Grip 
Cove, Seal Cove,  the Matchems) all filled 
with elaborate aquaculture infrastructure 
which would  have totally precluded any 
as an anchorage. 

We emerged from Little Passage into a 
slowly building SW wind, 5-15 knots,  
finally enough for us to roll out the sails 
and turn off the engine, proof that  
we are not a powerboat.  We beat out of 
Hermitage Bay and back into the open  
ocean, but not before a few hours of dense 
fog set in to supplement the perpetually 
gray skies. As we were sailing we saw a 
number of fishing boats, several of which 
were two man dories apparently out jig-
ging for cod.  It was strange to see these 
small boats emerge from and then disap-
pear back into the fog.  Probably not half 
so strange as their reaction to us sailing by. 
Our final port tack approach to the coast 
took us along some of the most spectacular 
1000 foot high granite cliff shores I have 
ever seen, waves crashing against the im-
movable coast as they have for millennia, 
waterfalls tumbling to the sea.  Five miles 
along this stretch of cruiser-unfriendly 
coastline a large fjord opened up, Hare 
Bay.  We motorsailed five miles up to the 
head of this fjord, overshadowed on both 
sides by sheer granite walls, extending as 
far skyward as the water was deep; we 
were suspended on the surface of the bay, 
1000 feet up from the sea bottom, and 
1000 feet down from the mountaintops. At 
the head of the bay, we saw the waterfall 
at Morgan's Arm, better known for the 
hike alongside it that takes one to the top 
of the mountain to see the entire fjord.   
Unfortunately we do not have time for that 
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on this trip; we will plan on doing  
it on our return.  
 
After Morgan's Arm, we headed off to 
what we thought would be a secluded an-
chorage behind Sandy Point in the North-
west Arm of the bay.  Coming around the 
point, we were surprised to see no fewer 
than eight cruising boats, both sail and 
power, at anchor in this placid little spot.  
Two lessons:  word about great  
anchorages travels fast, and we are not the 
only folks out exploring this remote  
area of the world. 
 
Once securely anchored, we emptied our 
jerry cans of diesel into the tanks,  
anticipating refueling in Burgio in a day or 
two. Then we retreated down below  
for dinner of pork cutlets with applesauce, 
rice pilaf, green beans, and  
chocolate pudding with whipped cream for 
dessert.  We will need this nutrition  
and the sleep it will inevitably engender, as 
we have another long upwind day  
planned for tomorrow. 
The rain is once again drumming on our 
decks, a perfect serenade to the end of  

another day in the Canadian Maritimes.  
 
Day 16: The day started at midnight, when 
we were awoken by the sound of 25 knots 
from the SW in the rigging, with the boat 
sailing around the anchor chain.  The an-
chor check revealed all to be well, with no 
sign of dragging.  There is simply no sub-
stitute for superb ground tackle. 

We all awoke to a new sign in the sky: a 
postage stamp sized patch of blue sky that 
steadily grew to stretch from one horizon 
to the next.  Our first view of the sun in 
nearly two weeks! We started early with 
the anchor up by 7 AM, motoring out of 
Hare Bay.  At the mouth of the bay the 
large SW swell funneled into the mouth of 
the fjord, creating a HUGE steep sea, regu-
larly burying the bow as we powered 
through it into open water. There is simply 
no substitute for a reliable Westerbeke. We 
then began what amounted to a 35 mile 
beat to windward in confused steep seas, 
combining a large 10-12 foot SW swell, 
the reflected waves from the coast (which 
extended out about 3 miles), and the sur-
face waves from the prevailing winds.  The 

winds were generally from the west, the 
direction we were headed, varying in di-
rection from NW to W to SW, and in in-
tensity from 3-23 knots.  The wind cycles 
varied from 20 minutes to 2 hours, with no 
particular pattern.  Continuous sail trim 
changes, reefing and unreefing, pounding 
through the water.  All in all, completely 
exhausting.  By the end of the day, we 
made it to Ramea Island, about 5 miles 
offshore, another small fishing community, 
at once very friendly and very curious 
about the new arrival on the dock. In need 
of fuel for the final leg home, we were 
directed to Brian, the "harbormaster" and 
local oil delivery guy; he very willingly 
met us at the ferry dock at 7:30 PM Friday 
evening, and replenished our tanks and 
jerry cans with 136 liters of Canada's finest 
undyed diesel. He collected a $5 docking 
fee, and proffered consideration for his 
willingness to help us out with the refuel-
ing. We dined late on leftover boeuf bour-
guignon (it gets better with each reheat-
ing), garlic bread, and salad, with a nice 
inexpensive cabernet. 
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