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minutes; then the weather gave us
a break hefore a second squall
came rolling through with the same
ferocity, lasting nearly an hour.

The Ceilidh handled the storm
well, easing my worries about driv-
ing her in those conditions, and at 8
p-m. we turned the boat over to the

—Hext-wateh, Callander and Seott:——

And for the first time since we’'d
left Norfolk about 27 hours earlier, I
was able to sleep in the tossing
boat.

We all figured it would take an-
other seven or eight hours to reach

the canal linking the Delaware to
the Chesapeake. But about six
hours later, Callander poked his
head into the cabin and shouted at
Hodges, a civilian engineer for the
Navy and our navigator for the trip:
“We're already here. Give me a
crash course in navigating the
canal!” 3

The winds and the current had
hurried us along at about 8 knots all
the way up the Delaware, putting us
way ahead of schedule.

Hodges had planned to bone up
on the canal passage a bit later and
quickly flipped through the cruising
guide for tips.

We had been navigating by dead
reckoning ever since we left
Wednesday evening, because our
Loran electronic navigational sys-
tem had gone on the blink. We had
followed the ocean markers up the
Eastern Shore under a full moon on
a glorious first night out, and they’d
helped us as we cruised up the Del-
aware, too. But at the entrance to
the canal were dozens of lights.

Fortunately, we chose the right
one, and into the canal we motored,
with Hodges and Lucking taking the
watch. The squalls were long gone,
and a full moon helped light the
way, along with easy-to-follow yel-
low lights on both sides of the eanal.

The. rest.-of -the - trip -posed-no
problems. There are no locks in the
canal, and all the bridges are high
enough to let big sailboats pass un-
derneath. We reached the end of
the canal about two hours after en-
tering it, replaced the broken hal-
yard, hauled up the main and the
Jib, and set sail for home.

We sailed down Chesapeake Bay,

dodging crab pot markers, fishing
boats and freighters and passing
Baltimore at dawn Friday and’ An-
napolis at midmorning. By then, in
pleasant southwest winds, we were
sailing easily, and Callander rigged
a trolling rod.

The first blue hit just south of An-
napolis, and before the day was out
two more two-pounders had been
taken. <

~—Lucking-filleted-themn for dinner,
but they were never needed. I had
been overly generous about stock-
ing our larder, the trip didn’t take
as long as we had expected and
during the stormy weather it had
been too rough to roast the Cornish
game hens that were on the menu
for the night.

Scott, a Chesapeake teacher,

cooked and provided us with pan-
cakes, sausage and crab omelets for
breakfast, sandwiches and soup for
lunch, and fried chicken and baked
salmon for the only two evening
meals we ate. The highlight of the
meals was fresh bread, baked in the
boat’s oven from Scoit’s beer recipe.

On south we rolled, passing the
Patuxent River about dark and
reaching Tangier Island just before
dawn Saturday, after getting a bit
confused during the cloudy night
when the Bay markers didn’t match
the numbers shown on our charts.

“Im not turning the boat over to
the next watch until we know where
we are,” I told Hodges, and about
that time we spotted Smith Point
Light off the Potomac River and
were in familiar waters.

Soon we came in sight of Wolf
Trap Light southeast of Deltaville,
but head winds forced us to sail
east to the city of Cape Charles,
where we turned for home.

Shortly before noon, we spotted |

Thimble Shoals Light just east of
the entrance to Hampton Roads,
but the winds died and we floated
around without making any
headway.
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Bored and tired after a couple of
windless hours, we decided to turn
on the engine and end our journey
before dark, finishing the trip, as
T.S. Eliot would say, “not with a
bang but a whimper.”

We motored past Fort Wool and
turned toward Willoughby. Hodges
darted below and came up with a
bottle of a fiery concoction known
as Brass Monkey, a mixture that
got our blessing last year after we
survived a tornado scare on anether
trip.
I‘;/e toasted the completion of our
circumnavigation at 4:30 p.m. Satur-
day, just under three days since
we’d departed, an average of 6
knots for the trip and about a day
less than what we thought it might

take.
Lucking, an ODU professor who'’s

still on probation as a club member
because he owns a power boat, said
as he reviewed the joys of the trip
that he was thinking of buying a
sailboat of his own.

We drank to that, and a couple of

other toasts to the trip. .

And even Callander, who will sail
miles out of his way to find a chal-
lenge, said the passage was a pretty
fair test of us and the boat.

“I think the Ceilidh showed she
can take us to Spain,” he said. “We
made it around the peninsula, and
nothing much broke.” 5

And we all got along, despite be-
ing tumbled asleep from bunks at
times during heavy winds, being
wet a good deal of the way and still
getting used to the boat. Five men
accustomed to running their own
boats can sometimes find a passage
full of frustrations, but on this trip
nary a harsh word was exchanged.
The Ceilidh is living up to her name,
which means a ‘“gathering of
friends.” i i

‘And P'm beginning to believe we
really will make it to Spain in ’92.
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the open sea to the Delaware Bay
and up that body of water to the
‘canal linking it to the Chesapeake
‘Bay, then down the Bay back
home.

We decided on the 434-mile cir-
cumnavigation to test ourselves and
the Ceilidh for our dream voyage: to
‘sail to Spain in the summer of 92
and join hundreds of other boats in
the America 500 in the fall, retrac-
ing Columbus’ route in his discov-
ery of America in 1492. We plan an-
other test, to Bermuda, in June.

We'd been doing fine, running far
ahead of schedule, when the hal-
yard snapped.

Jim Hodges, Bob Scott and Bob
Lucking seemed a bit white-knuck-
led, too, as we hauled down the
main and lashed it around the
boom. But the skipper, John Cal-
lander, grinned as he took the
wheel of the 36-foot, 20-year-old fi-
berglass sloop and, with the diesel
purring, headed up the bay.

“We wanted a test, and we’re get-
ting it,” shouted Callander, who
bought the boat last spring, “Hang
on.”

Personally, I would just as soon
have worked up to the test more
slowly, but Callander, director of the
Old Dominion University-Norfolk
State University graduate center in
Virginia Beach, doesn’t believe in
halfmeasures.

He shouted with joy as the crest
of each wave curled and crashed
down against the stern and the boat
rolled and plunged. We motored
along with the wind, gave way to a
couple of freighters and dodged the
man-made rock reef that can be
used for shelter in a northeaster in
the mouth of the Delaware.

Finally, about 4 o’clock in the af-
ternoon, we were far enough into
the bay to get away from the high
seas.

The watch system we used put
me and Hodges in charge for the
next four hours, and we were ready
for an easy evening. Then the radio
blared out warnings of a fast-mov-
ing squall with hail and dangerous
winds.

The rest of the crew went below
and closed the hatch when the
squall hit, the rain pounding in
winds that our wind meter said
were gusting up to 55 knots. It was
almost impossible to see, so we
carefully followed the channel
markers, letting freighters pass
while we hammered our way into
the winds.
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The Lively Point Sailing Club’s route around the Delmarva Peninsula.
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We decided on the 434-mile circumnavigation to test

ourselves and the Ceilidh for our dream voyage: io sail to

Spain in the summer of 92. . .
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_ behind us under 35-knot winds and the radio
~warning that we were out in a gale, we
oused the jib. Still, the Ceilidh (pronounced
lee) ran with the wind. pi 411
~ And as we swung west into the entrance
to the Delaware Bay, the wind meter indi-
cated gusts of up to 42 knots, and 12-foot to
15-foot seas swirled behind us. But the Cei-
lidh stayed just in front of the trailing seas,
_ surfing down the watery slopes.
~ Then a particularly strong gust and a re-
nmarkably big sea hammered the boat, and
the mainsail whipped from starboard side to
port. The Ceilidh’s long, heavy boom, always

a crucial sailing test, a toast

a threat, cracked across the cockpit with ter-
rific force, missing our heads but slamming

‘against a wire backstay with such a bang

that the halyard holding up the main
snapped, and the sail dropped about halfway
down the mast.

Nervous is the kindest way to deseribe
how I felt. It had been my idea for the mem-
bers of the Lively Point Sailing Club to cir-
cumnavigate the Delmarva Peninsula.

The proposal called for us to cruise from
Norfolk out into the Atlantic, sail through
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