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General Meeting 
 

Friday, March 2, 2012 
At 7:30 pm 

 Speaker: Discussion Panel led 
by Ron Hughes 

Cruise Weekend 
The Anchoring Cruise will be held March 

17-18th in the Swan Island Lagoon 

 
 
 
Commodore’s Comments 
 
Hi Everyone 
 
This last weekend was the Valentines Day Cruise to 
Coon Island. Cambria, Hokuloa, Hawksbill, Ursa 
Minor and Conch all showed up. The weather was 
pretty nice for Feb with sunny skies on Sat and no 
rain on Sunday for the trip back. We shared the 
dock with about 6 boats from TBYC and had our 
dinner and breakfast potlucks together so there was 
a pretty big crowd of friendly boaters. We were able 
to have the potlucks out on the dock without any 
canopies and could pick out 3 different planets in 
the night sky with the help of Terry's I-phone . It 
was nice to get out for a hike around the Island with 
friends too. Some members might be put off by the 
weather forecasts this time of year but more often 
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than not it turns out fine. These cruises are usually 
close by and easy and relaxing. They are a perfect 
way to get the boat away from the dock once in a 
while and spend some time getting to know your 
fellow SIYC members on a more personal level. I 
can't think of one cruise where I have regretted 
going. 
 
Thanks Garry 
 
SIYC February 2012 General Meeting 
February 3, 2012 
Guests-Eric Sellix-owner of a 38’ multi-hull 
Bob and Robin Halegaard-owners of a 44’ Islander 
Treasurer- reported funds of $3030 -started the 
year with $3400.  Ed is working on a budget for 
2012-13.  It is difficult to predict membership.  This 
year the expenses were $530 over income. 
Future programs include a panel discussion led by 
club member Ron Hughes for the March meeting.  
George and Sue Stonecliffe will also be on the 
panel.  Discussions will include crossing the 
Columbia Bar and how to do other boating things 
safely.  Contact Ron Hughes with suggestions or 
ideas.   
The next cruise will be the Valentine’s cruise with 
the Tomahawk Bay Yacht Club to Coon Island 2/11 
and 12.  The St. Patrick’s cruise on March 17/18 
needs a host and a destination. (Think about 
offering to host) 
CRYA is now in its 83rd year.  Our dues for 
membership will be $99.  The Washington Marine 
Board Committee is working to extend the 60 days 
that non-Washington boats can be in Washington 
waters without penalty to 6 months and want 12 
months.   
The nominations for next year’s board are being 
prepared.  George Stonecliffe has said he would run 
for Commodore and Sue Stonecliffe would run for 
Secretary.  We are still looking for volunteers for 
Vice Commodore and Treasurer.     
The evening’s program was presented by Ed and 
Sarah Daugherty.  They took a month long trip to 
Europe last Fall.  They rented a canal boat in France 
for a week-Ed as the Captain and Sarah with Ed’s 
sisters as crew.  The trip was slow going but the 
weather was perfect.  Good job!  Thanks for 
sharing!   
 
Marianne Mullowney 
SIYC Secretary 
 

Check-out 
Our Website Address: 

www.SIYC.org 
 
 
SIYC Clothing & Accessories 
For 20011/12 
 
Short-sleeved collared sport shirt --------------$20.00 
  Adult - K420     Ladies cut - L420 
Long sleeved--------------------------------------$28.00 
  Adult - K320 
Sweatshirts 
 Pullover, hooded-----------------------------$24.00 
  Adult - PC90H 
 Crew neck ------------------------------------$17.00 
  Adult - PC90 
 Zip front, hooded----------------------------$32.00 
  Adult - -F258 
Fleece Jackets 
 Zip front--------------------------------------$40.00 
  Adult - JP77 
  Ladies cut - LP77   (no green) 
Fleece Vests --------------------------------------$30.00 
  Adult - JP79     Ladies cut - LP79 
Wind Shirt (v-neck nylon) $24.00 
  Adult - JP72 
Zip Front Nylon Jacket$30.00 
  Adult - JP70 
Anorak ¼ zip pullover, hooded----------------$32.00 
 
*** All items come in green and navy except where 
noted. 
***Sizes beyond L will be $1.50 more. 
*** A check made out to ‘SIYC’ needs to 
accompany orders. 
 
Mail checks to:  Sarah Daugherty 
   
 
 
March Club Discussion Program 
 
Ahoy sailors!  The March meeting will be 
concentrating on getting to sea, that is preparing 
yourself, your vessel, your gear and your plans in 
order to safely and uneventfully get from your slip 



out into the Pacific Ocean and back again. Not a 
presentation to watch and ask questions about, but 
an open forum discussion, encouraging all 
participants to add their experience, questions, 
thoughts, knowledge, well, you get the idea…  
Have you crossed the bar yet?  Afraid of it?  
Knowledge can turn fear into good preparation.  
What worked?  What didn’t?  Fuel?  Fuel?  Fuel?  
Sea state?  Tide?  Current?  Jack-lines?  Rig prep?  
Dingy?  Canvas?  Sails up?  Life jackets? What did 
you do?  What will you do?  Why do it?  What path 
will you follow (where to turn)?  Crew?  Mal-de-
mer… what to do?  VHF?  Cell service?  AAA?  
NOT!!  Make a list of your thoughts, opinions, and 
questions; hike up your shorts and come discuss 
with us!!!!  
 
Ron & Wendy Hughes  
s/v “Best Revenge” 
 
P.S.  Additional Topics of Interest that may be 
covered are SSB Radio, DC/AC Wiring 
Compliance Issues & Safety, Approaching 
Unknown Harbor Entrances, and AIS Systems. 
 



 
2011-2012 CALENDAR 

 

GENERAL MEETINGS BOARD MEETINGS CRUISES 
March 2 Sauvie Island 

School 
March 1 TBD March 17-

18 
Anchoring Cruise (Swan 
Island Lagoon) 

April 6 Sauvie Island 
School 

April 5 TBD April 21-
22 

Navigation Cruise 

May 4 Sauvie Island 
School 

May 3 TBD May 19-20 Race/Drift Cruise 
(at Sand Island) 

 
 

 

SIYC CRUISING BOATS – Locations outside of the Pacific Northwest 
 

Boat Name Owners’ Name Location 

Adagio Jeff & Jane Woodward Sea of Cortez, Mexico 

Ahwahnee Tom & Kathy Edwards Charlotte Harbor, Florida 

Kailani David & Christy Dykkesten Panama 

Lungta 
Dan Finkelstein & Kathy 
Mitchell Puerto Vallarta, Mexico 

Misty Blue Ken and Ruth Frazee San Carlos, Mexico 

Moonshadow 
Richard Sandefur and Anita 
Melbo Trinidad 

Perpetua Pat & Susan Canniff Mazatlan, Mexico 

Rolling Thunder Bruce, Jan & Max Payne San Carlos, Mexico 

Starbound Earl & Donna Davis Hawaii 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Cruising Letters 
Greetings from Port Charlotte, Florida, (from s/v Ahwahnee) 
 
We finally returned to Ahwahnee on January 24 and found her batteries still happy and 
interior dry.  We were told by the yard staff that there was a lot of rain during the summer 
and we know of one boat that had standing water inside when the owners returned this 
week.  Ahwahnee knows rain from the PNW and kept the wet stuff outside. 
 
Cruising has ruined us for serious work.  We've noticed over the past few years that we 
have about four hours of work in us a day – at the most.  We get up at a reasonable hour, 
but over coffee must spend at least an hour reading.  Then there is the morning 
cordialities that take place with neighbors and about 10:00 am action starts on the “plan 
of the day.”  At 12:00 lunch is assembled and an hour break ensues.  Finally, we get back 
to the project and finalize no later than 4:00 pm.  When near a pool the work day stops at 
3:30 pm as a good swim and happy hour is mandatory before returning to the boat around 
6:30 pm for dinner. 
 
Having now disclosed our work day, you'll understand why we haven't made much 
progress.  We did the first day find and rent a 5 x 10 storage unit within a mile from the 
boat and Tom has spent a great deal of time keeping it organized and sorted:  items to 
sell, items to take home and items to return to the boat should we splash next year.  Our 
reasoning for the storage is that when we fix the water tank, finish the floor and refurbish 
the v-drive we won't be working around so much equipment. 
 
Originally, we were driving the motor home to Florida and life would be so civilized 
working on the boat and returning to our little home in the RV park with hot water, a 
shower and flush toilet.  Those luxuries were at a high price and reality is that should we 
be doing these repairs in Central America we would not think twice of staying on the boat 
and “dealing” with it.  So, we brought down our ports-potty and placed it in the shower 
(we are old), dump dish water in a bucket and walk to the showers at the club house.  The 
yard is a “cruiser hangout” and has a large clubhouse, kitchen, laundry, TV, books, West 
Marine catalog and live bands and potlucks. 
 
First cruisers we met are from Spokane, Washington.  They saw our license plate on the 
truck and boogied right over to meet us.  (Note:  A man in the Walmart parking lot came 
over and asked if we really drove all the way from Washington.  Not sure how he thought 
we got the truck here otherwise.) They've been cruising the Eastern Coast and Florida for 
several years and seem pretty normal, other than the parrot that rides on her shoulder and 
yells “help” or takes a shower and sings “Singing in the Rain.”  Our neighbors are from 
Quebec, Uta and Bob, and have been coming down to Florida for six years.  From what 
we have gathered, the Canadians and Northern US folk leave their boats here in the yard, 
come down and work on them a couple of weeks, go cruising to Key West, Bahamas or 
Cancun for two-three months, return to store their boat and go home.  Year after year the 
same folks come to this yard and do the same circuit.  Not unlike what we experienced in 
Mazatlan.  The difference is they don't invest in blue water equipment.  No solar panels, 
water makers or wind generators.   



 
So now you know where we are and what we are suppose to be doing.  However, we 
really can't start a serious job until next Tuesday.  There is Super Bowl on Sunday and 
Monday we are going to St. Petersburg to meet Heather and Chris from Legacy.  Some of 
you may have met them in Mazatlan.  They are returning to the Pacific leaving mid-
February.  And, we understand there are large junkyard type part places in both Sarasota 
and St. Pete for boaters.  Gotta go see what treasurers we can find.   
 
Sail on,  
Tom and Kathy Edwards 
Sv Ahwahnee 
 
Hello everyone, (s/v Moonshadow) 
My crew and I went ashore and bought our last fresh fruits and veggies before weighing 
anchor at 3PM, December 20th after clearing out from Mindelo, Sao Vicente, Cape Verde 
Islands. We began our 2,100 mile passage sailing downwind between the islands , then 
got in the wind shadow so motored for a few hours. The wind filled in early the next 
morning and we were able to broad reach. We left in company with two boats one 
British, an Oyster 48 and a Kiwi boat, a Moody 46. The Kiwi’s went south, maybe 200 
miles in hopes of getting more wind while the Brit’s and Moonshadow sailed the rhumb 
line. The Kiwi’s did get more wind but also very big seas to go with it.  
 
The temperature began warming up as we headed West. We enjoyed an uneventful 
Christmas and New Years at sea. A few days from Barbados the mast fitting on the 
spinnaker pole broke. Before we could get the pole down the leach of the Yankee ripped. 
The wind got lighter and we mostly sailed with the full main and no headsail. 
 
We made landfall at Barbados 15 days after leaving the Cape Verdes having averaged 5.4 
knots. In all I thought it was a great passage. We mostly had trade winds of 15 to 20 
knots but, occasionally as high as upper twenties. We did have following seas of 6 to 9 
feet much of the passage. We also had the odd squall and were pooped a couple times. 
We arrived a day and half after the Kiwi 46 foot boat and about 12 hours after the British 
48 foot Oyster and this is with not having a headsail the last three days. 
 
We had a good anchorage at Bridgetown. Not many boats cruising the Caribbean go to 
Barbados as it is the most windward island. It was interesting but after ten days we 
weighed anchor again for the 220 mile passage to Trinidad. A mostly uneventful trip but 
we did have headwinds for a few hours. 
My crew left three days after we got here and Anita arrived a couple weeks later. We are 
living the good life at Crew's Inn Marina in Chaguaramas, Trinidad which is about five 
miles from Port of Spain. In between boat jobs we are relaxing and enjoying the pool. We 
are also going to some of the events leading up to Carnival which is on February 20th and 
21st.  
 
We plan to leave Moonshadow here in a boatyard and both return to Portland for the 
summer. 
 



For a good laugh check out the article by Cap’n Fatty Goodlander who was anchored 
close to Moonshadow at the island of Graciosa, Canary Islands, along with his wife 
Carolyn and was also next to me in Las Palmas;  
Guess who Rick on “Lunar Shade” is. 
http://www.allatsea.net/article/February_2012/The_Brief_ARC_of_Some_Shipboard_Ro
mance . The story is only slightly embellished. The people and events actually happened. 
I know, it’s hard to believe!  
 
It's great having Admiral Anita here again.  
 
Hope to see you all soon, 
Richard and Anita 
 
Hello Everyone,  (Installment 3: s/v Lungta, Tracy Inlet, Alaska) 
 
One of the most remarkable aspects about our trip to Alaska was seeing glaciers and 
icebergs – up close!  Our first iceberg experience was in the Tracy Inlet.  We spent a full 
day visiting both of the forks to its head (cleverly named North Tracy Arm & South 
Tracy Arm). This inlet is roughly 25 miles long and was carved out by the Sawyer 
glacier. It’s very deep, with nowhere shallow enough (or protected enough from floating 
ice) to anchor, so we spent the night before in a large cove at the mouth and got up early 
to spend the entire day motoring up to the glaciers and back. Between the waterfalls, 
icebergs & glaciers, the scenery was so spectacular that we were all exhilarated after our 
day and not at all exhausted like most long days with the engine running. 
 
When we started out, there were a few large icebergs in sight and we were nervous about 
maneuvering near them and getting too close. We kept someone on the bow continuously 
watching for floating ice, and communicating by walkie-talkie with the person at the 
helm which pieces looked most worrisome. As the day progressed, we learned more 
about them and became more confident in our boat and ourselves. The ice ranges in size 
from huge icebergs, many the size of an automobile or even slightly larger, and on down 
to tiny ice-cubes. Those in the know call the small-to-midsize pieces “bergie bits”. The 
smallest pieces melt away more quickly because of the larger amount of surface area, so 
you mostly see only really big bergs once you get several miles away from the actual 
glacier and as you get closer the sizes vary more. Ice is less dense than water, which is 
why it floats, but it’s not a ‘lot’ less, so it floats low in the water. There is a lot more 
under the surface than above, which is scary to anyone navigating a small boat nearby. 
We traveled slowly and soon discovered that the ice traveled even slower. 



   
We were surprised at how much the ice varies in color. Some pieces look white; some 
look clear, some blue and some black. The blue ones apparently are the densest, from low 
down in the glacier where all air bubbles have been squeezed out. The black ones are 
from somewhere along the glacier’s edge, where it was able to accumulate dust or rock 
particles. A few times we were confused by these guys, thinking that there was an 
uncharted rock in our path – only to realize that it was floating along with the rest of the 
ice! The ice melts away forming crazy shapes, with lots of curves and protrusions that 
defy description. Like cloud watching, it’s easy to invent fun names for the characters 
passing by, but they change significantly as your angle of view changes. Sometimes it 
melts unevenly in such a way that the whole berg then becomes imbalanced and it can 
roll without warning. Since you don’t know what it’s shaped like down below, you don’t 
know what’s going to come up! 
 
We enjoyed a beautiful cruise up the inlet, seeing waterfalls and dramatic cliffs. The 
floating ice thickens over the last few miles until you’re so focused on charting a course 
that you’re no longer noticing the land. :-) At the end of each arm is a section of the 
glacier, coming right down to the water in both cases. Although it varies over time, we 
couldn’t get any closer to the South Arm than a few miles, and the North Arm was clear 
enough that we could work our way as close to the face of the glacier as one would dare 
(in our case it was about a quarter of a mile). We turned off the motor and just floated for 
about 45 minutes. There were 4 or 5 other boats in the inlet on the same day as us. One of 
the tour boats launched a dinghy with 3 or 4 people, who went up quite close to the face 
of the glacier. The face of the glacier must have been 250 feet, a quarter mile wide, and 
we have no idea how long it was coming down the valley! We felt like tiny specks 
floating in front of it. After a couple of the other boats left, and we were thinking about 
getting moving again, we started to notice a few bits of ice falling into the water. We 
were enjoying hearing the cracks and splashes, when a huge chunk calved. It looked like 
the whole cliff wall was falling, although it was in fact a pretty small part of the total 
face. It created a giant wave, which rocked everyone in the bay. We were all a little 
worried that we were going to go for a real ride, but by the time it got out to us it was 
only a couple of feet tall (because the inlet gets very deep very quickly). We left shortly 
afterwards, carrying with us the awestruck sense of having witnessed Mother Nature at 
work. This glacier is retreating, and it was curious to note that our GPS showed us being 
in the middle of the glacier on our navigation chart. 



   
In Glacier Bay, we also saw many glaciers, but Tracy Inlet was the most spectacular 
iceberg experience we had.  The water around the glaciers is an amazing color, kind of a 
bright turquoise (Kathy’s word) or aquamarine (Dan’s word) and it’s often milky from 
the glacial silt that washes down.  Imagine drifting through pistachio-colored milk. 
 
The glaciers are a jumble of alarmingly blue and white facets, often with waterfalls 
pouring from them.  Some of them have spires that are fun to look through.  Glacier 
Bay’s Lamplugh glacier has a huge cave at the bottom, which we yelled into and heard 
our echo return (although at half a mile, it wasn’t a loud echo).  We saw lots of floating 
ice, and scooped some of the small chunks up for later use in drinks.  There’s something 
whimsical about drinking water that hasn’t been in circulation for centuries. 
 
>> Kathy & Dan, Lungta 
 
Hi Everyone,  (Installment 4:  s/v Lungta, Glacier Bay, AK) 
 
On our way north we stopped briefly in Juneau, mostly to get reservations to visit Glacier 
Bay National Park.  Glacier Bay is truly a gift of nature that was fortunately set aside as a 
national treasure.  The National Park Service works hard to balance the needs of many 
constituents, and they’ve generated a (long) list of regulations for visitors to comply with, 
from limited permits to speed limits in whale waters to areas with quiet hours to non-
motorized areas.  We had heard that these rules were burdensome and invasive and that 
they made the park just about not worth the trouble.  They only allow 25 recreational 
boats in on any given day, and while a few reservations can be obtained months in 
advance, most must be requested 48 hours before entry.  Since the ranger station isn’t in 
cell-phone territory, this causes some logistics challenges.  However, the park staff is 
very friendly and makes things as easy as possible within those parameters.  Before 
getting through to them from Juneau, we actually considered not visiting the park but 
“making do” with many of the other spectacular places nearby.  While these other places 
are certainly also beautiful, we are thrilled that we included Glacier Bay in our itinerary.  
We did not find the rules to be all that burdensome, although keeping track of which rules 
applied to which locations was sometimes a little tricky as the boundaries are always in 
flux.  We actually extended our visit by two days, by radioing the ranger station just 
before our permit expired, because we just weren’t ready to say goodbye to the whales.  
 
During the orientation session, the ranger told a story about a whale carcass that had 
washed up on a beach last summer and provided a long-lasting feast for black bears, 



grizzly bears and wolves.  Several scientists studied their feeding behaviors and the 
interactions among them and between them and human observers.  Late in the year the 
carcass washed away, but oddly it reappeared this summer.  There’s not nearly as much 
of it left this year as last, but we thought it would be interesting to see nonetheless.  On 
our second day in the park, we passed by the location she’d mentioned but couldn’t find 
it.  However, we did spot a wolf walking along the edge of the shore, which was quite 
exciting.  As we were coming back out of the park at the end of our week, we passed by 
the same area and were able to identify the spot – when we saw a number of (large!) rib 
bones and vertebra.  No carnivores this time for us, though. 
 
We did spot a pair of grizzly bears on the beach one evening while we were anchored in 
front of Reid Glacier, and we watched them on and off for more than an hour.  We 
decided that one was an adolescent cub still with his mother.  We wondered where they 
spent the night, because the terrain was very steep and it just wasn’t clear where they 
could tuck away comfortably.  The next morning when we went for a hike nearby we 
were all a bit more nervous than usual.  Even though we knew the possibility of a bear 
encounter could happen anywhere, actually seeing one in the area makes you feel like it’s 
imminent.  We did however spot a paw-print in some sand that was probably from the 
night before.  We had a few black bear sightings, one of which we watched from kayaks 
for more than 30 minutes. 
 
We were overwhelmed by the numbers of whales that we saw in the Glacier Bay area, 
many of which were outside the park entrance.  Most of the time when you see a whale, 
by the time you get the camera out or even snap the shutter most of what you saw is over.  
You can sometimes predict that a given animal will come back up for another breath, 
until he shows his tail heading down to the deep, but the timing is uncertain enough that 
getting a nice photo is tough.  We all tried, and got a few nice shots, but nothing that 
really conveys the grace and majesty of seeing these magnificent animals moving fluidly 
through the water. 

     
There are also lots of otters, which we loved to see floating on the surface.  Once we saw 
a mother with her cub sitting on her belly!  Occasionally we saw a seal sitting on a 
floating iceberg, or a group of sea lions lounging on some rocks.  We saw lots of seals 
and sea lions just pop their head out of the water, take a peek and then go back down 
again. The porpoises do much the same, although they typically come up a few times 
before moving on to other territory.  We got to where we could recognize the sound of a 
porpoise coming up for a breath, if we were moving around on the deck while at anchor, 
and we could call the others out for a look.  A couple of times we spotted a porpoise 
moving underwater right near the boat – whoosh, like a torpedo!  Lastly, there were so 



many birds around, and of so many varieties, that we couldn’t even begin to enumerate 
them.   
 
In addition to the wildlife, we were amazed by the scenery.  There are majestic, white-
capped mountains all around, most covered in blankets of tall trees below the snowfields.  
There are cottonwoods in addition to all of the evergreens, so fall must be quite pretty 
(but short).  The days were very long; sunset began around 9:30 and the sky was still 
quite light at midnight.  By 4am it was full on morning, so our rhythms got a little out of 
whack!  We got lucky with the weather; although it was chilly by more southern 
standards, it was generally clear and mild. 
 
>> Kathy & Dan, s/v Lungta 

   
 
 
Hello Everyone,  (Installment 5: s/v Lungta, Chichagof Island, AK to Portland) 
 
Since the prevailing winds were mostly from the north as we were headed north, we were 
enthusiastic about sailing south, but as Murphy would have it, they switched to southerly 
winds for most of the way.  So we mostly motored back as well.   
 
Our first stop was Tenakee Springs, a cute little town located near the end of one of the 
inlets that were now familiar to us, at the north of Chichagof Island.  This tiny little town 
has about 60 year-round residents and swells to about 100 in the summer.  It has a single 
(dirt) road running down the coast and all the houses are built along this road.  Up the 
ridge there’s a second row of construction started, with lots of pedestrians and bicycles. 
The most notable structure there is the school.  The state requires 10 children before they 
will provide teachers, etc, and this town struggles to keep a constant attendance of 10.  
The winters here are (apparently) long, dreary and very dark, although you wouldn’t 
know it from the way things looked the day we arrived!  I think this was the first day of 
real summer weather they had had this year, because everyone was grinning and making 
excuses to be outside. 
 
The community seems to be a bit of a retirement destination, largely for aging hippies, 
full of people of young retirement age (that isn’t an oxymoron, is it?).  They are largely 



of an earthy mentality, loving their gardens and homes.  As is typical in small towns, 
each house is designed and built completely differently from all of its neighbors.  Some 
were built from notched logs, some from aluminum sheeting.  Some were tiny bungalows 
and others had multiple stories with lots of south-facing windows.  Many had decks with 
southern exposure, both for the sunshine and the water views. 
 
It turns out that there’s one more “draw” to the town – it’s situated at a natural hot 
springs, which have been housed in and turned into a community bath.  They’ve got it 
quite well organized, with hours for men only and hours for women only – no coed times.  
There are several rules, which are clearly posted on the walls of the changing room, and 
they include washing before getting in and wearing no clothing in the tub.  I’m sure 
they’ve had issues over the years of something getting in the tub and it being difficult or 
inconvenient to clean things. The tub is built at a slight angle, so one corner is lower than 
the others, and there’s a constant stream of 106-degree water flowing over the edge and 
out a drainpipe in the back corner of the room.  There are buckets made from detergent 
jugs or plastic water bottles that one uses to wash up beforehand.  Not surprisingly, this is 
the town hub for gossip and making of plans.  Almost everyone visits daily, and many 
homes don’t even have a bath or shower, simplifying the plumbing required for building. 
 
We returned along the Inside Passage following almost the same route that we took on 
the way up.  We did have a bit of an adventure when we passed through Seymour 
Narrows.  For those who don’t know Seymour Narrows, it’s one of a number of stretches 
where huge currents are generated with each change of the tide.  First the tide comes in 
and the current races in one direction, and then the tide goes out and the current races in 
the other direction.  Depending on the height of the tide, the current can get up to 7, 10, 
or even 15 knots!  We were about half an hour later than we should have been, but it 
looked like it was still slack so we decided to give it a try.  The whole stretch was less 
than 2 miles long, with the worst section being only about half a mile.  By the time we 
got halfway, we were thinking "it's gonna be tight, but I think we'll be fine".  The current 
picked up some more, and by the time we were 2/3 of the way, we were thinking 
"hmmm, it's really not clear whether we'll get through in time".  The current continued to 
increase, and by the time we were 4/5 of the way, we were thinking, "uh oh, we just 
might not make it after all".  We pushed up the throttle to try to go just a bit faster.  The 
current was really racing, creating giant swirls of turbulence all around us.  The force of 
our propeller was combining with these rapids to produce huge "holes" in the water just 
behind us and to either side.  Eventually the speed of the current matched the speed of our 
motor, and we were essentially stationary.  Our navigation software showed that the only 
movement we were making was to the side - so it showed us pointed directly towards the 
rocks on one side of the channel and then the other.  We were about 9/10 of the way, but 
it was time to admit defeat.  Our engine was overheating and we were starting to move 
backwards.  We nervously turned the boat around and zoomed back through the narrows 
in record time.  There was a nice little bay just on the other side which we tucked into and 
waited out the tide.  The second time through was a piece of cake.  
 



We had a spectacular sunset on the Georgia Strait, viewed from our lawn chairs on top of 
the pilothouse.  The Strait can be rough when the wind picks up, because it's a very large 
body of water, but this night it was as glassy as you've ever seen. 
 
We decided to stop in Port Townsend, to get some advice from the well-known rigger, 
Brion Toss, author of The Rigger’s Apprentice.  We’ve heard some mixed stories about 
his demeanor, but we had a wonderful experience and would heartily recommend him to 
anyone that wants to know more about their rigging.  He wandered all over the boat, 
asking questions about how she performs and what we expect of her.  Then he went to 
work tightening some cables and loosening others.  When he was done, we knew more 
about our boat than we had before and we had the confidence that the rigging was back in 
tune (since we'd replaced each of the stays one by one over this last winter, we weren’t 
100% certain that we’d tightened them all properly).  He also made numerous 
suggestions, ranging from winches to roller furling.  
 
As we got to the end of the Strait of Juan de Fuca and were fueling up in Neah Bay, we 
had one last hiccup.  Our engine wouldn't start up.  It just stared back at us with those 
innocent eyes that heavy machinery can make.  We'd actually had this happen once 
before, but it started again when it cooled down.  So we asked if we could stay an hour 
and see what happened.  We did, but nothing changed.  The folks at the fuel dock 
suggested (after we rejected their first idea of just setting us adrift and calling the Coast 
Guard for help) that we call a local guy named Roy who was a whiz with engines.  He 
was covered with grease from head to toe, and asked if he should shower before coming 
over.  We declined. <grin>  He got us going in short order, and we made it back to 
Portland with little more to report. 
 
>> Kathy & Dan, s/v Lungta 
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Frank Downey wrote this account of the whale rescue 

On December 31, 2011 the sailing vessel Wendaway was motoring southwest from Isle 
Isabella toward the village of San Blas on the Pacific Coast of Mexico. We were hoping 
to see some whales. There were three of us aboard, The owner of the vessel, Mark 
Schneider, Mary Campbell; a licensed captain and myself. I was at the helm. We spotted 
some spouting and splashing about a mile North of our position. We were pretty sure we 
were seeing a whale, but as we watched, we noticed that there was a bright yellow 
colored object visible in the vicinity of the splashing and spouting. Curious, we decided 
to alter our course toward the activity. As we approached we were sickened by what we 
saw. 

A mother humpback whale and her calf were ensnared in a huge drift net. The yellow 
object we had seen in the distance was actually a plastic 10-liter fuel can that had been 
tied to the drift net as a marker and a float. The whales were bound tightly together and 
were festooned with yellow rope, red floats and an aqua colored net. They were 
swimming northward at about 5 knots. We motored along next to them on a parallel 
course stationed about 50 meters away. 

While we were on station we discussed whether we thought there was anything we could 
do to help them get free from the net. We could see even from a distance that they were 
in serious trouble. The net covered them tightly from their snouts to behind their dorsal 
fins. It was apparent to us that if the nets were not removed they would eventually die. 
They could not swim freely nor could they open their mouths to feed. 

Mark got on the radio and called Securite’ stating the problem to all who could hear us 
and asked for advice. One boat suggested that we put our dinghy in the water and that we 
approach the whales to get a better look. Another boat had a marine mammal specialist 
aboard who suggested we put a strong swimmer in the water and try to cut them free. 
This specialist had some experience with freeing porpoises from nets but not humpback 
whales. The specialist also suggested that we speak soothing words to the whales as we 
drew near letting them know that we meant them no harm and that we were there to help 
them. 



We had a brief crew meeting to discuss the possibility of attempting a rescue and to 
decide whether we should attempt a rescue. We discussed the method we would use and 
the dangers associated with making the attempt. We agreed unanimously that these 
magnificent animals were in mortal distress and that we could not, nor would we leave 
without attempting to free them. 

We quickly developed a plan. Mark would stay on the boat and keep the boat in position 
near the whales. He would maintain communication with the cruising fleet and with us in 
the dinghy. Mark, as skipper of the vessel, maintained his right to call off the attempt if, 
in his sole opinion, it seemed too dangerous for the rescue attempt to go forward. Mary 
volunteered to be responsible for handling the dinghy and I had the job of cutting the net. 
We donned our PFD’s and loaded the dinghy with the ditch bag, the hand held VHF and 
three folding knives. 

We lowered the dinghy into the water and prepared to shove off. Before we moved off, 
Mark told us that he thought we should approach the whales from the mother’s side just 
in case she panicked and charged us in an attempt to protect the baby. We agreed with 
this plan and started slowly toward the whales. I was extremely nervous. My mind was 
filled with concerns about being charged by the whales, having the dinghy capsize, 
getting caught in the net, or accidentally being struck by an enormous tail or pectoral fin. 
We estimated that the mother’s pectoral fin was about 10 feet long. Her pectoral fin was 
literally as large as our dinghy. 

With Mary and me in the dinghy and Mark on Wendaway, we got Mark on the VHF and 
discussed what we saw. We described to Mark the extent of the whale’s entanglement. 
He asked us to estimate our probability of success. Mary and I agreed that we felt we had 
about a 70% chance of success. Based upon this, it was agreed that we would attempt the 
rescue. 

Mary raised the outboard out of the water to keep it from being entangled in the net. With 
the motor raised we began to row toward the mother whale. Mary rowed slowly and 
began to speak comforting words to the whales. At first I felt uncomfortable trying the 
talk to the whales, but after a time, I joined in as well. Upon reflection, I realize the effect 
that Mary’s soothing voice had in calming my own fears. I also believe that the whales 
heard our voices and, while not being able to understand our words, they may have 
sensed our intentions. 

As Mary rowed us toward the whales, we agreed that we would avoid positioning the 
dinghy on top of their bodies lest they come out of the water and capsize the dinghy. We 
also decided to start cutting just forward of the dorsal fin where the nets were the tightest. 
Mary rowed forward and we bumped the bow of the dinghy against the body of one of 
the largest animals on Earth. I leaned over the bow, grabbed a hand full of net and started 
cutting. 

Drift nets are made from monofilament line. These nets are huge. They are sometimes 
miles long. They are held on the surface of the water by ropes suspended by floats. The 



nets are held vertically in the water by weights. The average drift net is up to a mile long 
and may extend 70ft or 80ft down in the water. They are set by fishermen and left to drift 
in the ocean unattended by fishermen for days at a time. This net appeared to have been 
in the water for some time before the hapless whales ran into it. Ensnared along with the 
whales were numerous dead and dying fish. These fish were bound tightly to the back 
and sides of the mother whale. It was a sad and gruesome sight that I may never forget. 

As I cut the net, I began pulling on the net and working our way forward toward the snout 
of the mother. We had to be really careful. The mother was swimming along on the 
surface and seemed to be cooperating with our efforts. Mary and I were awed by the 
sound of their breathing. When they exhaled, their breath coming out of their blow holes 
made a loud whistling roaring sound that reminded us of the enormous size and power of 
these animals. It took me some time to get used to the sound. The mother’s blowhole was 
located about 6 feet in front of the dorsal fin. The blowhole was about 8 inches in 
diameter and was separated into two “nostrils”. There was a large flap of muscle and skin 
that closes off the blowhole when the whale submerges. We were so close to the mother 
that we were drenched with spray whenever she exhaled. Her breath smelled a little fishy 
but not all that unpleasant. 

We work along in this fashion; with Mary keeping the bow of the dinghy against the 
whale and me pulling and cutting net as fast as possible. The mother seemed to be 
cooperating with us and stayed on the surface most of the time. Occasionally, she would 
submerge to a depth of about 6 feet. When we sensed she was going down we had to 
make sure we weren’t tangled up in the net and Mary would row away as fast as possible. 
We had a few close calls. The oars or the tow ring on the front would become tangled 
with the netting and we would have to take quick action to free the dinghy so we could 
move away. Occasionally, my hands or fingers would become ensnarled and I would be 
briefly in danger of losing a digit or being pulled out of the boat. I was very afraid. 

As this cycle of surface swimming, interrupted with short shallow dives continued, it 
seemed to Mary and me that the whales were becoming more comfortable with us. I 
believe the whales began to help us with their own rescue. The mother would make her 
shallow dive, but when she surfaced, most of the time she surfaced near enough to the 
dinghy so we could quickly row back to her and continue cutting the net. 

After about 45 minutes of hard work we had worked our way forward of the blowhole to 
the bumps on the mother’s snout. Most of her skin that we had seen and touched so far 
had been smooth. As we approached her snout, we could see close up, these large conical 
bumps about two inches high and two inches in diameter at the base. These bumps were 
terribly ensnarled with the net and were bleeding where the monofilament line cut into 
the whale’s flesh. It looked really painful. I carefully reached down and lifted the net 
away from the bumps, in order to cut the line without causing further damage to the 
whale’s skin. I had read about whales and I knew that they were warm blooded animals, 
but touching the warm, smooth skin of that magnificent creature somehow seemed to 
calm my fear and possibly made the whale feel more comfortable with our presence. 



About this time a small Mexican fishing boat called a Panga arrived on the scene. There 
were two fishermen aboard and they began to help almost immediately. They scared us a 
little because they ran their boat up right on top of the back of the mother. Surprisingly, 
while she made a loud roaring sound when the panga made contact, she seemed to 
tolerate the boat on her back. One of the fishermen went to the bow of the panga and 
started cutting along side me. After another twenty minutes or so, we noticed that the 
mother and her calf were able to swim slightly apart. We had reached a major milestone 
in the rescue. The mother whale began to dive and we had to back away really quickly. 
The fishermen backed off with us and we watched to see if the whales would reappear 
near us once again. 

They did reappear! This time the mother and her calf were able to swim separately but 
they still stayed close together. The fishermen decided to leave at this point. We thanked 
them for their help and got ready to get back to work. Before we got back to work, we 
conferred with Mark about the status of the rescue. While we were really encouraged that 
we had managed to separate the mother from the calf, both whales were still heavily 
ensnarled by the net and they still could not open their mouths. It was apparent that we 
still had a lot of work to do. Mark asked us for an updated estimate of our probability of 
successfully completing our rescue attempt. Mary and I conferred and decided to tell 
Mark that we were more than 70% sure we could do it. In fact, by this time both Mary 
and I were getting tired, I had cut my finger and neither of us felt anything like 70% 
confident. We knew however that if we gave Mark a lower probability he might order us 
to abort our mission. Neither of us was ready to throw in the towel so we decided to 
overstate our optimism. 

In the mean time, Mark was busy handling communications and keeping the boat at a 
safe distance. We were not aware of it at the time because we were so focused on the 
rescue, but all during the time we had the dinghy in contact with the whales, we were 
being towed along by them as the swam north at about 5 knots. Mark had been in touch 
with other boats and someone had called the Mexican Navy to come to our assistance. 

As we talked to Mark on the VHF and got ready to resume our efforts, several amazing 
changes began to occur in the whales behavior. At one point we looked over and the calf 
seemed to be showing us its snout. The calf’s snout was heavily wrapped with net, as was 
the mother’s. We decided to resume work on the mother because she was almost net free 
by this time and we felt if we could finish getting the net off her snout she had a good 
chance to survive. Mary rowed the dinghy right up to the front of the mother and I 
reached down and began to cut the net and rope away from her lips. There was a lot of 
the yellow poly pro line wrapped around her mouth so I began to concentrate on that. I 
pulled as much of it as I could to the surface and cut it into 3 feet to 4 feet pieces. I 
continued in this fashion and eventually was able to clear her snout. As the snout was 
cleared, the net began to slide back on her body and to disappear behind her. At this point 
the mother dove and stayed submerged for some time. When she returned she was 
completely free of the net! We were all so excited that we shouted and cheered! We were 
pretty confident that she was going to survive. 



We conferred with Mark on the VHF again about our progress and told him that we 
would really like to stay and try to finish up with the baby. By this time the wind was 
picking up and there were a lot of pieces of net and rope in the water. This floating net 
and rope can easily get fouled in a boat’s propeller causing the boat to be disabled. Not 
wanting to endanger the boat Mark had decided to monitor our activities from a greater 
distance than he had at the beginning of the rescue. This distance, coupled with the rising 
winds and wave size was making it increasingly difficult for Mark to keep us in sight. 
Losing sight of us in the waves could have had dire consequences. After some discussion, 
we agreed that we would stay and work on the calf but that we would abort our efforts 
immediately if Mark began to feel that conditions were becoming too dangerous. 

Mary began to row us back toward the whales. We tried to approach them on the 
mother’s side as we had before. Our thinking was now that she was free she might really 
become protective of her calf. As we got closer an amazing thing happened. Instead of 
protecting her calf, the mother maneuvered herself so that the calf was on the same side 
as the dinghy. She was actually helping us to free her calf! We looked down and could 
see the mother submerged below the calf with her body at right angles to the calf. She 
was holding up her baby so we could have better access. With the mother in this position, 
the only way Mary and I could more easily reach the baby was to position the dinghy 
directly over the mother’s back. If she had decided to surface she could easily have 
capsized us. The mother’s behavior did not seem threatening in any way, so we moved in, 
floating right on top of the mother and began to work in earnest on the calf. By this time 
we had gained enough experience cutting the net and were becoming confident enough 
that the whales meant us no harm, I went right to work on the calf’s snout. 

The calf’s situation was still pretty serious. The net still enshrouded most of its body and 
was wrapped tightly around its mouth. Grabbing the net, I pulled us along the body of the 
calf so that I was positioned to work on its mouth. There was a lot of polypropylene rope 
and netting wrapped around its mouth. Unless we could cut it free, the calf would not be 
able to eat and would eventually starve. I started cutting the rope and net and tried to pull 
the rope out of the calf’s mouth. The mouth was really tightly closed and, at first, I 
couldn’t make any progress. As I cut the ropes closer and closer to the whale’s lips, it 
seemed to relax a little and I was able to begin working some rope out of its mouth. 
Similar to working on the mother, occasionally the calf seemed to become irritated and 
would try to submerge. Because the mother was directly under the calf, it couldn’t 
submerge without thrashing around a little. The calf would seem to struggle for a few 
moments, the mother would go deeper and the calf would sink. We would row away a 
little and wait to see what would happen. Every time, the calf would reappear at the 
surface with the mother supporting it. When the calf was back in position we would row 
back and would get back to work. One of the times the calf started to struggle, it flailed 
its huge pectoral fins around and one of them struck the hard bottom of our rigid 
bottomed inflatable dinghy. The sound of that fin hitting the bottom of the dinghy was 
terrifying. 

Between dives I was able to make really good progress on the net. Eventually the snout 
came free and I started working my way towards the tail. As I cut net back toward the 



dorsal fin, the entire net loosened and began to slide back along the calf’s body. When the 
net was clear of the dorsal fin, the calf sensed that it was almost free and both the mother 
and the calf dove. They were gone for about five minutes and we thought we might have 
seen the last of them. When they returned to the surface, they appeared to be completely 
net free. We were ecstatic about our apparent progress but were not entirely certain that 
there was not netting on parts of the whales that we could not see or reach. 

By this time we had been in the water about three hours and Mark called us on the radio. 
He said that the wind was picking up and the waves were getting large enough that he 
was afraid of loosing sight of us. We had agreed at the start of the rescue effort that Mark 
could make the final call about aborting the effort. So, we agreed to return to the boat. 

We dropped the outboard started the motor and headed back to the boat. We climbed 
aboard, tired but optimistic that we had succeeded. The boat was about 70 meters from 
the whales and as we watched them, they made a vertical dive, their tails came out of the 
water and we were able to see for the first time that they were completely net free. 

Mark 
SV Wendaway 

 
 
 


