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By Donald Alexander MacCuish 
She was a bonny boat. The gentle af-
ternoon south Pacific breeze filled the 
cabin with the sweet smell of salt air. 
Vileehi tugged gently at her rode. The 
lazy, up and down motion of the 
ketch was barely perceptible to the 
men's senses. It was a relaxing motion 
that master mariners like Captain Dan 
loved, so subtle that if you were in 
your bunk you were soon fast asleep. 
It was an evening of peace and tran-
quility. 

Four men played a game of bridge 
while Lou Seu prepared dinner for 
them and the guests who were yet to 
arrive. The calm was broken by a 
gruff voice yelling down into the 
cabin, "Lively to boys, here come our 
guests." They had only met the four 
guests a couple of nights previous 
when they were invited to the cozy 
cottage that overlooked Matavai Bay 
in Arue, Tahiti. 

 First to come aboard was Hiram Hor-
ton, owner of the Vileehi and Presi-
dent of Chicago Bridge and Iron who, 
under Captain Dan's tutelage, would 
himself become a master mariner on 
this trip. Hi turned and gave his wife, 
Vie, a hand up the boarding ladder. 
She was followed by their young 
daughter, Lee. Then came Sarah Win-
chester and her friend Pepe Nordhoff, 
next was her husband Charles, and, 
finally, James Norman Hall emerged 
on deck. A quick head check by Cap-
tain Dan assured him everyone was 

accounted for and they were free to 
begin a month-long cruise of the So-
ciety Islands. 

Their chatter was interrupted by Seu 
yelling in his best broken English, 
"Dinner Ready!" With that they all 
went below. 

First to speak after dessert was James 
Norman Hall. "Captain MacCuish, 
Charles and I have been thinking 
about our discussion the other night. 
We brought along our latest manu-
script and would appreciate it if you'd 
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The Schooner Brilliant, built for industrialist Walter Bar-
num and launched by the Nevins yard in City Island New 
York in 1932, is a testament to the superior quality of 
materials used in her construction, the high standards of 
the workmanship by her builder, and the thoughtfulness 
of her designer Olin Stephens.  Walter Barnum wanted a 
strong, able seagoing schooner, and the vessel he con-
ceived with S&S remains a standard in seagoing ability.  
Originally designed with a gaff main with a fitted top-
mast, she carried a square yard on her foremast.  Her gaff 
main sail plan was eventually changed to a jib-headed 
main with upper and middle running backstays on a 
slightly less lofty mast.  She is currently maintained and 
used for sail training at Mystic Seaport. 

The Schooner When and If was built for then US Army 
colonel George S. Patton and launched by the Pendleton 
yard in Wiscasset, Maine in 1938.  George Patten also 
desired a strong and able seagoing schooner, one that 
someday he might sail around the world, when and if his 
career and the uncertain times in Europe allowed.  There-
fore he hired the legendary John G. Alden firm to design 
the yacht and manage her construction.  When and If was 
rigged with a jib-headed main and also carried a square 
yard on her foremast.  Her main has an upper fixed back-
stay on a boomkin, and middle running backstays.  While 
owned by Landmark School for Dyslexic children, she 
broke her mooring and went aground during the “No-
Name Storm” of New England in 1991, but was skillfully 
repaired by Gannon & Benjamin in Vineyard Haven, 
Massachusetts. When and If is currently owned and 
maintained to the high standards she deserves by Paul 
and Candy Ruitenberg. 

But when will we be so lucky again to have these two marvelous vessels berthed side by side as they were this year in 
Newport, Rhode Island.  To sit in Brilliant’s cockpit and gaze along When and If’s beautiful lines, or (if that does not 
suit you), to sit in When and If’s cockpit and ponder Brilliant’s brilliance, is a real treat that only pictures can convey. 
Our thanks to the Ruitenbergs, Mystic Seaport and George Moffet, and WoodenBoat Magazine for collectively bring-
ing these two great schooners together for all our enjoyment.  

When and If 

Brilliant from When and If When and If from Brilliant  

2006 Wooden Boat Show, Newport, Rhode Island — Where Two of the Great Ones Gathered  
Editor 

Brilliant 
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The word is spreading!  A new member 
schooner, Skythia, is home-ported in 
Balchik, Bulgaria, on the Black Sea 
coast.  She's owned by new members 
Miroslav and Milkana Stanev of Sofia, 
Bulgaria, who came to ASA via the 
website.  Mary Anne McQuillan re-
ceived their membership form just prior 
to the WoodenBoat Show in Newport, 
so we could boast of our broadening 
member base.  Skythia is a 55' steel 
George Steers design, built by Nautica, 
Ltd. In 2005. 

Later in the summer, we were contacted 
by Dirk de Rover of Enter, the Nether-
lands, who was in the US with his wife, 
Els, and wanted to meet with ASA.  He 
met Commodore Alex Rhinelander in 
Boston and then with John Eginton, Al 
Roper and Dogwatch on board Mystic 
Whaler in Fells Point just prior to the 
Chesapeake race.  Mr. de Rover is 
building a 57' steel schooner, Cavato 
Solo, in Holland, where he thinks there 
are some 10-20 other schooners and 
more in Belgium.  More important is 
the fact that he would like to form a 
schooner organization in Holland and 
Belgium affiliated with ASA.  The 
Board of Governors is considering how 
best to arrange this affiliation.  But rest 
assured that there will be considerable 
encouragement for his plans. 

Other new members include Gary 
Thimsen of Urbanna, VA, who is build-
ing a 26' plywood schooner to be 

named Genny Wren because a genny 
wren took up residence in Gary's boat 
shop.  He also has built a 46 inch radio-
controlled  sharpie schooner with which 
he has great fun.  And Erin Watkins of 
Aberdeen, WA,  has acquired the 69' 
staysail schooner Halcyon, built by 
Emil J. Olsen in 1951.  He sails her out 
of Coos Bay, OR. 

What we did last summer…The high-
light of a summer of many highlights 
was our six days aboard the Isaac H. 
Evans out of Rockland, ME.  When we 
decided we just had to get back sailing 
in Maine, we chose the Evans because 
owner/skipper Brenda Walker is an 
ASA member.  What a great choice.  
Not only did Brenda take us to some 
great spots; the Benjamin River off Eg-
gemoggin Reach, Buckle Island off 
Swans Island, through Merchant's Row 
at night, Duck Harbor on Isle au Haut 
and Fox Island Thoroughfare, but the 
crew was terrific with a gourmet cook, 
Eileen, and a great group of passengers, 
including many who've sailed a number 
of times on the Evans.   Dogwatch was 
moved to compose the "Isaac H. Evans 
Talking Blues" for a songfest the last 
night out. 

A word or two about Captain Brenda.  
She sails the Evans like a dinghy, tak-
ing it places under sail that could give 
one pause, like the narrow passage on 
the northwest corner of Isle au Haut or 
the entrance to Duck Harbor.  But she 
does it with total command of the ves-
sel and no fuss or bother.  Brenda keeps 
calm by blowing large bubbles off the 
taffrail in less confined waters. Her ac-
count of sailing the schooner into the 

Basin on Vinalhaven appears on page 
10.   

The next event was the WoodenBoat 
Show in Newport where the ASA booth 
was When and If and we are most 
grateful to Paul and Candy Ruitenberg 
for making the vessel available.  It was 
schooner row on our pier with When 
and If on one side of the finger slip and 
Mystic Seaport's Brilliant on the other, 
prompting some wag to name them the 

salt and pepper schooners.  And you 
should have seen George Moffett paral-
lel park Brilliant in very tight quarters. 

Traffic was heavy despite some rain 
and among those who visited When 
and If were Samuel S. Crocker the V 
and VI, the latter climbing all over and 
would have gone aloft if he'd gotten his 
way.  And Jim Bregman and family 
have become the proud new owners of 
Alden 309 K which they have renamed 
Splendid (ex-Beatrice B., Araglin, 
Lanakai, Esperance, Marilyn) to replace 
son Nicky's dinghy Firefly as the pri-
mary family vessel. 

We also chatted with a gentleman who 
was trying to buy the Alden schooner 
Dirigo II and bring it back east from 
California.  The SOS committee had a 
jug for donations which got those who 
gave an Ernestina bumper sticker.  
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take a look at it from the perspective 
of a master mariner." 

"Yes, we really would," chimed in 
Charles Nordhoff. "We are really keen 
on your thoughts." 

"Well, gentlemen, I certainly do ap-
preciate your kindness, but I'm a 
sailor, not a writer. Nonetheless, I 
would certainly enjoy reading your 
manuscript. Like all mariners, I've 
heard stories about Captain Bligh, but 
I really don't know much about the 
gentleman. I'd certainly be interested 
in meeting the man and his adven-
ture." With that the two authors 
handed him the papers bound with 
twine and headed up on deck to join 
their wives and the rest of the crew. 
Captain Dan took the manuscript to 
his cabin, then went up on deck him-
self to check about and set the watch 
for the night. 

After making his checks, Captain Dan 
returned to his cabin, untied the twine 
and began to read. He soon found 
himself caught up in the story. His 
reading was disrupted by the toll of 
two bells, signifying 1 o'clock in the 
morning. It was time for him to make 
another check and ensure the anchor 
watchman was vigilant, for even at 
anchor in a safe harbor, bad things can 
happen, especially if someone is care-
less with their responsibilities. He 
doubted that any of the crew would 
ever make that mistake again. 

He had to chuckle at that one. He 
really scared the piddle out of young 
Al Stresen-Reuter, Mr. Horton's 
nephew. He had already done it to 
Frank, Donald and Wilson, his own 
three boys, when they made a mistake 
while on watch. No one was ever safe 
from the rancor of Captain "Angry 
Dan" MacCuish when safety was at 
stake. By using his overly heavy hand 
at the onset he got people's attention. 
The good ones, those willing to learn, 

caught on quickly.  The others, well 
you got them off the boat in a hurry, 
before they did themselves or anyone 
else any harm. Word all along the 
New England waterfront was if 
"Angry Dan" didn't want you, then 
only the foolish captain took you 
aboard. His legacy to date was never 
having lost a man or a boat, and those 
actions spoke louder than anything 
else. 

The next morning they raised sail and 
moseyed out of the harbor. Vileehi 
cruised along nicely and Mr. Horton 
beamed with delight when he heard 
his sail master yell out to him, "Good 
job, Mr. Horton, very good job! You'll 
earn your master mariner rating before 
this trip is over." He beamed some 
more and was hoping his guests had 
heard the compliment, which, even if 
he did say so himself, was well de-
served in the tight quarters. Up anchor 
and out the harbor by sail alone, no 
auxiliary and with this breeze and run-
ning tide. His confidence grew daily. 

Things were going along well until 
everyone heard Mrs. Horton yelling 
and laughing on the morning of the 
second day out. Everyone ran to peek 
down into the cabin to see what all the 
commotion was about. Soon everyone 
started to laugh when they saw Mr. 
Seu straddle-legged in the heaving 
galley attempting to steady the stove, 
dodging the swaying pots and pans 
and palpably fearful for his delicacies. 
They had encountered a sharp swell 
and nobody had thought to tell the 
cook that even in the worst of weather 
the stove, which swung on gimbals 
like the compass, would never be in 
danger of tipping over. The pots and 
pans, which hung freely, would stay 
put as well. All Mr. Seu had to do was 
keep his head down. Everyone had a 
good laugh at Mr. Seu's expense, but 
he was a quick study himself.  A cou-
ple of mornings later, Misters Horton, 

Hall and Nordhoff were sitting in the 
salon having some coffee and chatting 
when Captain Dan walked in carrying 
the manuscript all nicely bound with 
the same twine. "You two tell a pretty 

good yarn," Captain Dan began. "I 
learned a lot about the good Captain 
and his adventure, or should I say 
misadventure. It was well written; I 
really enjoyed reading it. Thank you 
very much for letting me read your 
story. I am sure it will be quite suc-
cessful." 

"Well, Captain," replied the two men 
in unison. "You liked it, but from a 
mariner's perspective, how was it?" 

"My comments are few, and to the 
average person they make no differ-
ence, but to a mariner they are quite 
important. Let me show you in the 
manuscript." 

With that the three men gathered 
around the Captain and listened to 
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Papeette (Continued from Page 1) 

On deck for a photo: notice the burgee of the 
San Diego Yacht Club in the lower right. 

Continued  on Page 5 
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what he had to say. Afterward the two 
authors graciously thanked their mari-
ner friend and excitedly rewound and 
then tied the twine around their book. 
During the remainder of the trip Cap-
tain Dan, Charles Nordhoff, James 
Norman Hall and Hiram Horton 
forged a friendship that would last for 
years to come. 

Back in Papeete, they said their good-
byes. The two authors hurried off to 
revise their manuscript one more time 
and then send it off to Little, Brown, 
and Company who published their 
work Mutiny on the Bounty in Octo-
ber 1932. But that is not the end of 
the story and the relationship they 
forged with Captain Dan MacCuish of 
Gloucester, Massachusetts. 

On 7 February 1933, Vileehi sailed 
back into San Diego harbor, thereby 
completing her circumnavigation and 
becoming the first vessel to take the 
burgee of the San Diego Yacht Club 
around the world. Among the greeters 
on the wharf were two distinguished 
authors, their wives, and a neatly 
bound package. Once the gangway 
was lowered, the party hurriedly 
made their way on deck and up to 
Captain Dan. 

"We want to show you our apprecia-
tion and this is the only meaningful 
thing we thought we could do," the 
two men said as they handed over the 
package. Captain Dan smiled and said 
thank you, then gently unwrapped the 
paper. The gift was a beautifully 
bound book. He opened it and read 
the inscription: "To Captain Dan 
MacCuish, a true friend and master 
mariner. Thank you for all you have 
done. We shall not forget." Sincerely 
Charles Bernard Nordhoff, James 
Norman Hall. My grandfather's eyes 
teared-up, then he smiled again and 

said, "This is my prized possession of 
this trip." 

Soon everyone parted ways, or so 
they thought. 

At 6:48 on the morning of 18 July, 
1934, my grandfather received a tele-
gram. 

 

 LC CAPT MCCUISH= 

GLOUCESTERMASS=  

         FIRST BOAT IN= 

           HORTON 

 

Hiram Horton on his beloved Vileehi 
had just won the Trans Pacific Yacht 
Race with the fastest elapsed time for 

a monohull of 13:03:42:26. Hiram 
Horton was a master mariner! 

Less than a year later, my grandfather 
and the two authors were brought to-
gether once again for the second part 
of our story and the filming of Mutiny 
on the Bounty. 

 

 

© by Donald Alexander MacCuish, 
the grandson of Captain Donald A. 
"Angry Dan" MacCuish 

 

 

 

Editor’s Note:  This is the first of a sev-
eral part series. 

Continued  from Page 4 

Papeette (Continued from Page 4) 

Ketch Vileehi under full sail 



6 

 
Wing & Wing -Official Newsletter of the American  Schooner Association 

Israel lies at the eastern extremity of the 
Mediterranean Sea.  There are no islands 
or reefs protecting the fragile coast, rather 
like the country’s relationship to its 
neighbors.  Five hundred kilometers long 
on a north-south axis, the lower half bor-
ders Egypt, the Sinai Peninsula and Jor-
dan; the upper half, Lebanon; and on the 
east, Syria south to Jordan.   

After dropping off Mohammed, our Pilot 
for the second day of our Suez Canal tran-
sit, at Port Said, Egypt, Voyager headed 
out the channel, late afternoon May 17, 
2004.  We set an easterly course for Ash-
kelon, Israel’s southernmost port of entry.  
Winds were light all that night, northwest, 
no moon.  On each of the first two watches 
we counted fifty fishing boats in tight clus-
ters along our path, some with two green 
lights, another with three red and two 
white, the outline of one with all purple 
lights, but none the same.  Many were 

blinking, a little like sailing through a 
disco dance floor.  Continuously we al-
tered course to avoid their nets, more often 
their hulls.  It was an odd contrast just 
having come from a narrow canal against a 
procession of tankers, freighters, container 
ships half a mile apart heading south, six 
yachts hugging the west side motoring 
north.  

By early morning the sea was empty.  I 
tied off the helm and slipped below to 
check the chart.  Neither the approach nor 
my recollection had changed, but we were 
about forty miles north of Gaza.  Our sail-
ing directions instructed that we call the 
Israeli Navy from fifty miles out by VHF, 
a line of sight short range radio, ours capa-
ble of transmitting twenty to thirty miles at 
best.  I did make an attempt at fifty miles, 
then at forty with no answer.  An F16 jet 
passed directly overhead and within sec-
onds a male voice broke the silence asking 
our flag, number of crew, their passports.  
We were told to sail north and west imme-
diately, that is, away from land and our 
intended port.  I believe it was the pilot 
speaking, but soon the Navy piped up, this 

time a female voice, with instructions to 
make for the port of Tel Aviv for clear-
ance.   The winds were dying, our options 
limited, with a night approach to any port 
illegal.  A friend sailing north to Cyprus 
from the Suez Canal later told us there had 
been transmissions to Voyager for more 
than seven hours that morning and after-
noon, many unanswered, as we were either 
on deck trimming sail or out of range.  

Another F16 flew by close on our star-
board, seemingly ten meters above sea 
level; the pilot turned his head towards us 
and raised his left hand.  We were told that 
within minutes a Navy vessel would circle 
us and that we were to answer all ques-
tions.  There was nothing visible on the 
horizon.  I dismissed both warnings, when 
suddenly out of nowhere a patrol boat, 
small, extremely fast, with two manned 
gun mounts, one behind the wheelhouse, 
the other forward, roared by our stern.  As 
the boat sliced through the sea circling us, 
the two guns rotated, the muzzles aimed 
slightly above our rig.  These guys were 
serious.  It was made clear that we were 
too close to Gaza for our own safety, that 
the solo oil rig just off our starboard bow 
must be no closer than five miles, that we 
would be able to make Tel Aviv before 
dark, and that the authorities would wait 
for us.  I felt like going on the fore deck 
and doing an improvisation of the shoot-
out at OK Corral, but thought better of it.  
They were doing their job; there was no 
room for either error or humor. 

In late afternoon we saw land.  Helicopter 
gun ships watched us as they flew in pairs 
both to the north and to the south.  We had 
declared we carried no weapons, that we 
would be visiting family and friends, that 
we were interested in Israel’s many ar-
chaeological sites, particularly Jerusalem.  
By the time we docked we were on a first 
name basis, but had to answer all the same 
questions once again for a youthful group 
of Customs, Health, and Immigration offi-
cials.  All were polite, sensitive to our var-
nish, efficient going through our lockers 

Continued on Page 7 

FROM THE LOG OF VOYAGER 
By Peter Phillipps 

ISRAEL   Summer  2004   Part 1    

Voyager, Suez Canal 
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below, wearing baby-blue paper booties.  
Each one of them smiled.  Not many tour-
ists come by sea, certainly none in a 
wooden gaff-rigged schooner.  The fol-
lowing day we came alongside the fuel 
dock at Herzliyya Marina, an hour’s run 
north from Tel Aviv.  Shortly after we 
tied up, a considerably larger Patrol boat 
docked behind us.   

Voyager had been assigned the end slip of 
“D” Dock.  Sixty-four sailing and power 
vessels, all between thirty and forty feet 
in length stood between us and the plaza 
from which seven long piers spread out 
across the water.  The contrast of so many 
yachts confined within a marina and two 
or three anchored among sand dunes in 
the Red Sea made us realize how special 
those intimate harbors of refuge were.   

Sand beaches stretch for miles to the 
north and south backed by low cliffs of 
sand and rock.  Since Israel’s shoreline is 
bereft of bays or natural harbors, a lee 
shore, one must take refuge in one of five 
marinas formed by muscular jetties of 
stone and four-pronged cement forms, 
rather like children’s jacks, locked to-
gether.  While this barrier is thirty feet 
high, I doubt it would withstand a pound-

ing by forty-foot waves.  Storms are rare 
this time of year, but the cliffs that define 
the coast are soft and there are signs of 
erosion.   

Israel is a desert country, but in the last 
100 years, long before statehood in 1948, 
determined people planted trees in the 
sand, creating forests where little had 
grown for thousands of years.   

For months we had sailed from one desert 
harbor to  another.  The desert pulls me in 
the same manner as the sea, an ever-
changing open space.  It is difficult for 
man to place architecture on either, but I 
longed to see  a tree after so many 
months.  In Oman, Yemen, Sudan,        
Eritrea, and Egypt, there was sand, no 
vegetation in sight.  We’d had favorable 
winds for a week heading up the Red Sea 
when one late afternoon the wind shifted 
to the north at forty knots.  We could 
make no headway through the steep chop, 
so fell off towards a bay having a narrow 
entrance and dunes on the north side be-
hind which we anchored.  Sharm Luli was 
a desert abstraction, sand stretching some 
ten miles to the west where the horizontal 
plane became vertical, a mountain range 
made entirely of sand, with only patches 

of stone.  To the south sand beaches un-
dulated behind low-lying reefs, while to 
the north there were two camels and two 
tents at the foot of high dunes.  We could 
see no trees or shrubs anywhere for these 
two camels to sustain themselves.   Both 
stood hove-to with their legs locked to 
weather, their heads lowered to reduce 
windage.  I believe they stood rather than 
lay for fear of becoming buried in sand, 
now airborne.  The forward sides of our 
masts were caked, as was our running 
rigging.  Blocks, only recently disassem-
bled and bearings oiled were blasted with 
desert sand. 

The Nile River offered some reprieve for 
a few miles either side, but beyond that, 
more rock and sand.   The Egyptians had 
devised methods for irrigation along the 
Nile by 4,000 BC, playing a significant 
role in the formation of a powerful culture 
that was to shape man’s future.  There has 
been almost no further transformation of 
desert countries since.  

Note: This log of Voyager has been excerpted by 
the Editor and is the first two pages of fifteen in a 
two part series spanning visits to Israel, Jordan 
and Turkey. 

Voyager (Continued from Page 6) 

Nile River Felucca 
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People without cars were told to put it 
on a power boat.  Bill Pinkney, former 
and now, we hear, present skipper of 
Amistad, came by and recorded an in-
terview for his radio show, which airs 
somewhere in Connecticut, with Paul 
Ruitenberg.  When we commented that 
Paul had not mentioned ASA, Bill in-
terviewed yours truly and Alex Rhine-
lander, and we mentioned ASA quite 
frequently.  Never did hear if the inter-
views aired.  Another visitor who had 
once sailed on Pagan Moon as a child 
informed us that Bob and Roberta 
Pulsch had taken art classes at the 
WoodenBoat School in Brooklin.  He 
added that Roberta was the hit of the 
show for her magnum opus of upside-
down laundry.  Who says schooner 
folks are a bit different? 

A week later it was back to Massachu-
setts for the Gloucester Schooner Festi-
val which got off to a great start with 
Alex Rhinelander, arriving just in time, 
presenting the ASA Award to Mayor 
John Bell.  During the reception, we 
were privileged to meet Lorraine Hynes 
Louianis, the daughter of Frank Hynes, 
who was the skipper of the Gertrude 
Thebaud.  This woman has more 
schooner history in her head than all of 
us combined.  She was there because of 
the presence of Bluenose II, for obvi-
ous reasons.   

There followed two solid days of rain, 
during the first of which we drug out 
the Ernestina jug and, with the help of 
Amanda Madeira, managed to solicit 
another nice pile of bills even though 
we ran out of bumper stickers.  We also 

became aware of a very young man in 
schooner attire who seemed to be able 
to get aboard and even below on any 
vessel he chose.  This turned out to be 
Nate, the 10-year-old grandson of Al 
Bezanson, who had spent a large part of 
his summer with his grandpa on Green 
Dragon.  Al received from the skipper 
of Bluenose II a copy of the recently-
published A Race for Real Sailors by 
Keith McLaren, Douglas & McIntyre 
Ltd, Vancouver, 2006.  Subtitled "The 
Bluenose and the International Fisher-
men's Cup, 1920-1938, it momentarily 
resides chez nous and we plan a review 
for a future Wing & Wing. 

Labor Day finally brought an end to the 
rain and a beautiful race day.  The com-
mittee set an inspired course, reaches 
back and forth between two buoys just 
a mile and a half apart, four laps.  This 
kept all the boats in sight of each other 
and made for some close encounters 
that helped us appreciate how carefully 
owner/skippers, who depend on their 
vessels for their livelihoods, sail their 
vessels.  Bluenose II didn't race but 
sailed parallel to the course the whole 
race.  We sailed with the Ellises on the 
Thomas E. Lannon and were glad to 
learn that a family-crewed vessel can be 
sailed without at least several loud ar-
guments.  We were also delighted to 
see When and If, skippered by Ian 
Thomas and with the commodore and 
family aboard, literally sail away from 
the entire fleet, including perennial big 
boat winner American Eagle, to be 
first to finish overall.  Green Dragon 
won the small schooner class for the 
Betty Ramsey Trophy.  And it turns 

out, perhaps because of the presence of 
the Canadian champion, that both 
When and If and Green Dragon car-
ried crews that were almost half Nova 
Scotian, even if one was a tad young.  
After the skipper of Bluenose II men-
tioned at the awards ceremony that he 
had some doubts as to whether they 
would have won had they raced, Mike 
Costello, exec of the Cape Ann CofC 
and the emcee, assured him that his 

secret doubt was safe as there were no 
members of the press in attendance. 
Dogwatch, in introducing the ASA 
Rendezvous Award presentation, re-
minded him that he was very much pre-
sent and that no secret is safe when 
such is the case.  The award, presented 
by past Commodore Bob Pulsch, went 
to Ian Thomas of When and If for out-
standing performance. 

Although the Mayor's Cup race in New 
York was cancelled --we've heard sev-
eral reasons why -- five schooners 
sailed including Adirondack, Lettie G. 
Howard, Pioneer, Shearwater and 
Rosemary Ruth.  As this was an infor-
mal race, and the two South Street Sea-
port schooners dropped out, there was 
no official winner but word is that 
Rosemary Ruth finished second.  A 
week later, we had a nice motor down 
the Hudson River from Garrison, NY, 
on When & If prior to leaving for the 
Chesapeake.  It was on the nose all the 
way but Ian Thomas managed to catch 
every favorable tide and the trip from 

Continued on Page 9 

Dogwatch  (Continued from Page 3) 

Brenda Casts Bubbles off the Taff Rail 

Friends of Ernestina by Al Bezanson 

 Victory Chimes from the Evans 
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New York Harbor to Fells Point took 
less than 36 hours, thoroughly trounc-
ing Liberty Clipper which left at the 
same time. 

And what a race.  No wind at the start, 
the front coming through a few hours 
later with winds up to 30, then roll and 
go the whole length of the Bay.  While 
the smaller schooners seemed to be 
doing well and Norfolk Rebel sporting 
a brand new suit of tanbark sails, the 
real race was between Pride of Balti-
more II and Virginia, with the Pride 
winning by a mere 17 minutes.  When 
and If was the only wood schooner in 
Class A and didn't repeat its Gloucester 
victory but put in a very respectable 
time and was maybe the fifth schooner 
to tie up in Portsmouth.  The organizers 
did their usual terrific job and the pig 
roast and other parties were great fun.  
Dogwatch presented the ASA Rendez-

vous Award to Richard Hudson and 
Rosemary Ruth for "perseverance" 
and the award was accepted by Maggie 
Flanagan of South Street Seaport as 
Richard was on one of his customary 
tours of local hardware stores.  We 
were very much indebted to several 
people who helped us with the 
Ernestina jug (and we had a new sup-
ply of bumper stickers).  Special thanks 
to Leslie of Pride, who wore the sticker 
fore and aft, and Josie of Virginia and 
Rob of Liberty Clipper who also 
sported the sticker and enabled us to 
take in another nice little chunk for 
Ernie.  Kudos, also, to the folks from 
Cobb's Marina of Norfolk who have 
been providing oysters for the GCBSR 
for 16 years at a rate of 4,000 per year.  
Originally Cobb's Oysters, now they 
just cook them for the pig roast.  And 
we finally signed up Vince Archetto 

from Townsend Inlet, NJ, who sails 
Antonina and whom we've been after 
to join for a year. 

Odds and ends….Word has it that Pub-
lic Broadcasting has been shooting a 
documentary on rumrunners during the 
late '20s, making use of Alabama, 
Malabar II and When and If as well 
as the Gannon & Benjamin powerboat 
Ilona.  Must track that down…Are 
Commodore Alex and wife Catherine 
the only ASA members who've been 
aloft on a square rigger?  Let us 
know…Next year's Tall Ships event in 
Halifax will end with the start of race 
week for the Nova Scotia Schooner 
Assn.  Sounds like a good time in Hali-
fax July 12 -21….Eric McDonald of 
Pensacola, FL, writes about how his 
schooner Ti Kabana survived hurri-
canes Ivan and Katrina and has been 
encouraged to put it on the website or 
write it up for Wing & Wing…And Dan 
Moreland of Picton Castle is going to 
start building small schooners at the 
Dory Shop on Lunenburg Harbor.  
Check their website at 
www.doryshop.com…Past Commodore 
Jim Cassidy has formed the Formosa 
Yacht Club in Mystic, CT.  The name 
has nothing to do with the Chinese is-
land.  Rather, it's "for mossa my 
friends."  We've heard that the admis-
sion process is quite tough; really…
Finally, how is it that Macy's, the 
world's largest department store, is 
building spars for schooners?  It's not?  
Then why are all those red stars on the 
ends of booms and gaffs?  Huh?...Lets 
get those cards and letters coming 
again, folks…Yar-be-dar!  
      

   Dogwatch 

Dogwatch (Continued from Page 8) 

Bluenose II at Gloucester,   Photo by Robert Foggio 

Announcements: The 2007 ASA Annual Meeting will be held the first Saturday in February which falls on the 3rd.  
A meeting announcement which describes location, guest speaker and a planned gathering the evening prior is forth-
coming.  The notice will contain a notice of Annual Dues, and proposed changes to the ASA bylaws which will re-
quire a vote at the meeting for ratification, including proxy votes.  The next Wing & Wing should be out prior to the 
meeting.  Please send any additional submissions to editor@amschooner.org.  See you there! 
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If you're not familiar with Vinalhaven 
this probably won't seem like anything 
big to you but on September 22, 2006, I 
sailed (yes, SAILED!) the Evans into 
The Basin. The Basin is a deep-water 
hurricane hole surrounded by the island 
of Vinalhaven. There is a very narrow 
entrance with a huge rock right in the 
middle and when the tide rushes in or 
out it is like white water rapids. I have 
always heard that decades ago schoo-
ners used to sail in there to load lumber. 
I've explored the area several times in 
my kayak and my yawl boat and always 
had it in the back of my mind as a place 
I wanted to take the schooner. This 
summer my 1st Mate, Shawn, and I 
went in with our kayaks to seriously 
explore the possibilities. We used our 
kayaks to measure the distance at the 
entrance and located obstacles (many 
rocks!) immediately after the entrance. 
We were confident that it could be done 
under the right conditions and we fi-
nally experienced them this past Friday. 

I had a group of guests on board that 
have sailed with us many, many times. I 
always try to find at least one new place 
to take them so it's not the same for 
them every year. We also had two new 
guests who quickly became part of the 
team. We departed Winter Harbor early 
on Friday morning to make sure we 
made it to the entrance of The Basin by 
the noon slack tide. After short tacking 
through the Fox Island Thorofare we 
made our approach and dropped off two 
people in a row boat so they could row 
in to The Basin and document (both 
with still photos and with video) our 
entry.  

My friend Bob took my handheld VHF 
with him and kept me apprised of the 
amount of current still flooding in. He 
advised me that the current was about 5 
knots when he arrived and suggested 
that we delay our entry a little to wait 
for the tide to slow. We tacked around 

in Hurricane Sound for almost an hour 
before getting the word from inside The 
Basin that the tide was slacking. 

The wind was perfect for a downwind 
approach and as we got close to the 
narrow entrance it became evident that 
we were committed as there was little 
room to change my mind at that point. 
Our speed increased from just over 3 
knots to just over 6 knots and we 
sluiced through the entrance just as 
planned. I had to make a hard right turn 
immediately after passing the rock at 
the entrance and she was slow to re-
spond because I didn't dare have my 
centerboard down for the maneuver. 
She came around and we flew by the 
island where our photographers hooted 
and hollered at our accomplishment and 
continued to film out entry. 

The plan was to spend the afternoon in 
The Basin and to come out on the next 
high tide (just after mid-night) but after 
sailing in I felt that was not something I 
wanted to do in the dark. We anchored 
in The Basin for about an hour...it is an 
absolutely unspoiled sanctuary with 
beauty that rivals any place I've ever 
sailed. We saw porpoises and seals, 

kingfishers and herons. An eagle es-
corted us out... 

A small power boat came in while we 
were there and took pictures as we ex-
ited. Shawn yelled to them, "This isn't 
something you see every day, is it?" 
And we got a big thumbs up. 

My heart was pounding like it never has 
before and my ear to ear grin turned to 
tears of joy (and some relief!) as my 
guests and crew congratulated me with 
cheers and hugs. 

That day and that accomplishment will 
always be one of the highlights of my 
career. And I wonder....was it a once-
in-a-lifetime thing or will the conditions 
support it again someday? We'll 
see......... 

 

Fair Winds, 

 
Capt. Brenda 
Schooner Isaac H. Evans 
PO Box 791 
Rockland, ME 04841 

Schooner Isaac H. Evans   

The Basin 
Capt. Brenda G. Walker 
Schooner Isaac H. Evans 
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Tuesday, September 13, 2006     

Sandy Hook, NJ—Overcast.  We have waited 
for two days for the seas from Hurricane Flor-
ence to subside.  Unfortunately, the wind has 
subsided along with the seas, and it is flat 
calm this morning.  We set sail at anchor, not 
because we expect the sails to help us much, 
but knowing that if we lose the engine at any 
point along the coast, it may be too rough to 
safely set them in time. The sails will be our 
escape from the beach while we try to sort out 
whatever problems we may encounter.  The 
forecast is for light southerly winds, and east-
erly seas of 4-7 feet. 

9 am-Off Sandy Hook.  Seas are 4 feet from 
the East;  no wind. The sails are slatting and 
popping with each roll.  It is not a pleasant 
ride, but we are making our transit speed of 
six knots, and we see no reason not to con-
tinue.  Two miles to our west, the beach is 
shrouded in a thick white spume from the 
crashing surf.  At this speed, we should make 
Cape May in 20 hours.  We do not expect the 
ride to be pleasant, but it is time to go.  Yes-
terday, Kristy (our office manager) and I made 
the decision to cancel this weekend’s 3-day 
trip, in order to take the pressure off the 
schooner to be in Baltimore in time to board 
passengers on Friday night.  Unfortunately 
Kristy was not able to reach any of the passen-
gers, some of whom are traveling a great dis-
tance and may have already left home.  It 
would not do if we were the only ones who 
knew that our weekend trip was canceled, and 
so we’ll try to get there. 

Noon-  off Shark River Inlet.  No change in 
conditions.  Scott’s watch comes on. 

1 pm-  Off Manasquan Inlet.  No change. 

6 pm-  Cleared Barnegat at 5 pm.  Conditions 
have deteriorated.  A breeze has developed, 
but not one that we can use to our advantage.  
It is blowing from the South at 12 knots.  We 
are rolling with the easterly swell, while 
punching into a short chop.  Our speed is 
down to 4.8 knots; it’s like jogging through 
slush.  50 miles behind us; 65 to go to the 
mouth of the Delaware Bay. 

10 pm-  We get a break.  At 7 pm the wind 
shifts from south to southeast, just as we make 
a course change from south to SSW.  The seas 
subside to three feet.  The engine is off, and 
we are enjoying a peaceful sail, close-hauled 
on the port tack, making 5 knots.  We are four 
miles off the beach.  My entire watch is mes-
merized by the Atlantic City hotel that keeps 

changing colors. 

Thursday, September 15, 2006 

2 am-  Fun’s over.  The rain started at 12:30 
when the wind shifted back to the south and 
increased, and the seas built back to four feet.  
Scott’s watch struck the jib, and we are motor 
sailing. 

When we left Sandy Hook, we set an ETA at 
the mouth of the Delaware Bay to coincide 
with slack current, when the seas would be at 
their calmest.  Since we have been losing time 
much of the way down the coast, our ETA has 
been pushed back three hours and now coin-
cides with the maximum ebb current.  The ebb 
will be flowing south, directly against a south-
erly wind, and will cause the seas to become 
quite steep at the relatively shallow mouth of 
the Bay.  We keep reassuring ourselves that 
the adverse conditions we now face will work 
in our favor once we “round the corner” and 
head north up the Delaware Bay.  However, 
“rounding the corner” requires crossing almost 
the entire 12 mile mouth of the mouth of the 
Bay, since the channel is on the western side, 
over by Lewes, Delaware.  For that entire 
crossing we will be traversing a conflict be-
tween wind, tidal current, seas, and Florence 
swells.   It might be prudent to slow down 
now, and wait for the next slack water.  How-
ever, the forecast for the coming day calls for 
winds from the south at 15, gusting to 20.  
We’ve got 15 already, and we really don’t 
want to be right where we are right now when 
the 20s arrive.  So, we’ll push on. 

3 am-   Miles ahead, the Delaware Bay En-
trance buoy reports 7 foot seas at 13 second 
intervals, and it is now slack current.  We try 
to reassure ourselves that thirteen seconds is a 
long time. 

4 am-  The ebb has started, and the Delaware 
Bay Entrance buoy reports 7 foot seas at 10 
second intervals.  We try to reassure ourselves 
that ten seconds is a long time.  We decide not 
to light the stove.  It will be granola bars for 
breakfast, for those who have an interest. 

10 am-  When approaching the Delaware Bay 
entrance, we usually lay a direct course that 
takes us right over both Five Fathom Bank 
and McCrie Shoals (24 feet deep) off Cape 
May.  This morning, however, we steered a 
course to seaward of both, in case the seas 
were breaking over those shallow areas. 

At 4:15 we clear the “3FB” buoy at Five 
Fathom Bank, change course to west-
southwest, and shut down the engine, as we 
are now sailing faster than we could motor. 
An hour later we pass a mile south of the 
“2MS” buoy at McCrie Shoals, trim to a beam 

reach, and steer due west to cross the bay en-
trance.  When sailing (not motoring) at speeds 
of more than seven knots, the Mystic Whaler 
does not seem to care much about the sea 
state.  We might have had seven feet; I was 
too busy to study.  But, it was within a minute 
or two of our clearing the “2MS” buoy that the 
wind increased to twenty knots just as we 
were turning away from it.   

We sailed across the mouth of the Bay making 
nine knots against the ebb.  The seas were 
confused, and there was a great deal of spray.  
It should have seemed more exciting, and 
maybe it was, but it seemed to be over really 
quickly.  The schooner had a mission, and 
would not be distracted by seas.  At 5:45 we 
rounded the “2” buoy, turned north, and en-
tered the Delaware Bay. 

Scott’s watch relieved mine at 6.  I slept 
soundly for an hour, but, after two accidental 
flying jibes left me unsure of which end of the 
bed my pillow belonged on, I got up to go join 
in the fun on deck.  We have just cleared 
Brandywine Shoal, sailing wing-and-wing at 
eight knots.  The tide is turning fair. 

10 pm- We cleared the Elbow of Cross Ledge 
at noon, and Ship John Shoal at 1:30.   Our 
bottom speed kept increasing as the flood tide 
filled in, and the wind stayed steady at 20 
knots from astern.  We were half sailing, and 
half surfing.  During the day, we passed the 
Kalmar Nickel, and the schooners Virginia 
and Alliance, all punching their way south 
with no sail set, heading to Lewes for the 
375th anniversary of the landing of Dutch 
settlers in Delaware.  The timing of the tidal 
currents was perfect.  A fair tide in the Dela-
ware Bay is simultaneously a foul tide in the 
Chesapeake and Delaware canal.  We arrived 
at the entrance to the C&D canal at 4 pm with 
the last of the flood, then rode the ebb through 
the canal. 

We are now anchored in one of my favorite 
spots, the Bohemia River, which is the first 
tenable anchorage inside the Chesapeake after 
the canal.  It is a sheltered and serene spot, and 
anchoring here for a good night’s sleep is a 
well-deserved reward after the aggressive 
push of the transit.  Unfortunately, it is pour-
ing buckets of rain, but we’ll sleep all the 
better for it. 

 

Fair Winds, 

John Eginton 

 

mysticwhaler@sbcglobal.net  

Transit Journal -- Mystic Whaler 
Captain John Eginton 
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