
THE GREAT SUMMER CRUISE OF 2006
It got bumped by a baby in 2003.  It got bumped by sum-
mer school in 2004 and by a move in 2005, and we were 

determined it wasn’t going to get bumped again!  The 
summer of  2006 was going to be the summer of  a signifi-

cant cruise or we were going to be very unhappy sailors.
I told my son (David is his name, but since that’s also my name we have always called him 

Davie - even now at age 31) to have the boat ready to cruise by July 1.  He is the boat mainte-
nance guy.  He lives in the same town the boat does, St. Joseph, Michigan, on the southeast 
shore of  Lake Michigan, a whole lot closer than my five hours away.  Besides, he’s a lot handier 

than I am - and he can bend over, something I have been having increasing difficulty with these 
last few years.  I think it has something to do with this bulge around my middle.  Anyway, Davie 
does most of  the boat work, and I pay most of  the bills.

Ariel is our 36 foot Carl Alberg designed Cape Dory cutter.  She is 
27 years old but in much better shape than I am.  Of  course she’s 

spent all of  her life in fresh water and she’s not nearly as old.  

We acquired her in the late fall of  2002 after decades of  
dreaming about owning a boat big enough to take the 

whole family anywhere we wanted to go.  She’s beautiful, 
always the perfect lady (except when going astern under 

power), and has become a member of  the family, but it is 
primarily Davie and I who do the work, spend the time, 

and dream about her all the time.   The rest of  the family 

likes to sail, but they’re not nutty about it.  We are.  Very nutty.  
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Old Man and the Lake
Davie took this in July 2006 
while we were sailing up 
the east shore of Lake 
Michigan - harbor-hopping 
and adjusting to the pace 
of cruising.  The weather 
was generally fine, the 
company excellent, the 
boat flawless, and the ex-
perience re-creational.
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The rest of  the family isn’t fully committed to going sailing with us.  We go too far, stay out too long, talk too much “boat”, and spend 
way too much time on her.  They like the occasional day-sail, warm weather, gentle breeze and sunshine are preferred.  We like any-
thing (except lightning!).  They think of  the boat primarily as a place to sunbathe and swim, or as a vehicle for transporting people to 
restaurants and quaint shops.  So they decided not to go with us.  Jonathan was doing a photography internship in Chicago anyway (he 

got done earlier than expected and could have gone with us, but elected to stay and house-sit).  Chris and Carrie and Jake flew to Flor-
ida to see Grandma Ginny (my mom)  in Stuart and Mickey Mouse at Disney World.

So it would be just Davie and me for this trip, which was okay, really, because the others probably wouldn’t have liked very much 

what we wanted to do.  What we wanted more than anything was a chance to do a real cruise, unrestrained by tight schedules, meeting 
people here or there, fair-weather crew mates who liked the land more than the water, or anything else that might get in the way of  
putting Ariel and ourselves through the paces and spending some significant time afloat.  We were ready!  We could go anywhere we 

wanted and do anything we wanted.  Footloose and fancy-free!  Real cruising at last!
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A Thing of Beauty is a Joy 
Forever!
I can’t help it.  Every time I see 
her I am awed by her beauty.  I 
walk away from the dock look-
ing back over my shoulder for 
one more lingering look.  Davie 
and I stand and gaze at her.  
We think she is the most beauti-
ful boat in the world.  Classic 
sailboats have an enduring 
charm.  They just look right.  
Sitting alongside the dock or 
under sail, they exemplify grace 
and balance and elegant 
beauty.  Modern boats are usu-
ally flat-bottomed, fin-keeled, 
lightweight, designed for speed 
to weather in light air and for 
maximum interior volume.  They 
are wedge-shaped with very 
broad sterns and, in my opinion, 
ugly as sin.  Classic is not only 
beautiful but seaworthy - sea-
kindly, durable, safe, stable - 
the kind of boat that will take 
you anywhere and bring you 
home safely.  And did I mention, 
beautiful?
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Slow Boat to 
Wherever

Sailboats only travel 
about five miles per 
hour.  Some of  the 
flat-out racers will do 

15 or so, but cruisers 
like Ariel average 
around five.  She 

might surf  down a 
wave at nine.  She might do seven in a 
good breeze.  But for day in, day out, mile 

after mile sailing, I just figure five.  It 
seems to work out.

A Big Lake
• Lake Michigan is about 250 miles long
• It is between 40 and 75 miles wide

• A continuous trip from north to south 
would take a sailboat about two to three 
days with good wind from the right di-

rection
• That same trip could easily take a week 

with light winds and/or winds from the 

wrong direction
There’s great variety here and 

enough sailing to keep us 
busy for a long time.

Navigation is as chal-
lenging on the 

lake as on the 
ocean, not 
because it’s 
hard to find 
the land but 
because it’s 

hard not to 
find it when you don’t want 

to.  There’s always a lee shore 
nearby.
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The Great Lakes: The Fresh-Water Sea

There is enough cruising here to last a lifetime.  We have hardly begun 
to explore Lake Michigan and haven’t even started on the other four: 
Huron (which is really the same lake as Michigan but is always consid-
ered separately), Superior, Erie and Ontario.  Maybe when I am done 
with them I’ll think about salt-water cruising again, but in the meantime 
there’s just too much to see and do - and too little time to do it in.

Our track during The 
Great Summer Cruise of  

2006
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Day One: St. Joseph to Holland (July 9)
We got off  later than we wanted: I forgot the cruising 

guides, Davie forgot his hat, and, as always, there were 101 little 
things that still needed doing before we left.

We got away from the slip about 1300 and motored out the 

channel, past the lighthouse, and set sail - main, then staysail 
and then jib.  The autopilot hadn’t been calibrated yet.  Davie 
and I were not in the swing of  it - we were awkward and forget-

ful, prone to make mistakes.  Everything took longer than it 
should.  Amazing what one forgets - or how one simply gets out 
of  the swing of  it - over the winter.

It was late in the day when we spotted the entrance to Hol-
land harbor, the big red lighthouse, the entrance between the 
breakwaters that leads into Lake Macatawa.  We like the an-
chorage just inside the channel, off  the little mooring field just 

outside Eldean Shipyard, just off  the flagpole that graces the 
shoreline.  Anchor down, riding light up, kerosene lamps lit, the 
cabin a cheery glow, dinner on the alcohol stove - soup and 

crackers (since we had snacked on the way up and it was late).  
A good meal, good fellowship (amazing what a good friend and 
pleasant company my son has become!), a little reading and 

pleasant conversation, then to bed.

Day Two: Lay Day in Holland (July 10)
We were so tired out after all our efforts to get away and to 

get the boat prepared, that we just didn’t feel like getting out of  
bed, so, since we were cruising and had no timetable to keep, we 

slept late, ate a sumptuous breakfast, swam, laid around, read, 
talked, did a few boat 
projects, and took it easy.  

We had lost a batten when we took the mainsail down coming into Holland, so we took Ariel 
to the fuel dock, filled up with diesel (a few dollars worth) and found a batten in the Eldean 
Chandlery.  We sewed it and all the battens into their pockets so they couldn’t escape.

	 Back out at anchor, I hosted Davie up the mast so he could seize a ring onto the 
backstay for a flag halyard and we hauled Old Glory aloft to her proper (under sail) position 
three-quarters of  the way up the leech of  the mainsail.
	 All in all it was a glorious day - great weather, great anchorage, great company - 

just what we were hoping for and just what we needed to unwind and begin to get into cruis-
ing mode.

Day Three:  Holland to Muskegon (July 11)
Just north of  Holland is a little inlet called Port Sheldon.  It consists of  a very small lake (not 
much more than a large pond) connected to Lake Michigan by a narrow channel.  The cruis-
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Ariel At Sunrise Just Off  St. Joseph, Michigan

Ariel is a Cape Dory 36, designed by the famous Swedish naval 

architect, Carl Alberg, who designed so many sweet classic coastal 

and blue-water cruisers.  His designs feature deep narrow hulls 

with full keels with cutaway forefoot, low-aspect ratio rigs, mod-

erate displacement and sea-kindly motion.  Cape Dory Yachts 

built 165 of  these beauties before ceasing production in 1985.

Cutter rigged, Perkins 4-108 diesel, 16,000 pounds displace-

ment, traditional interior, comfortable cockpit, Ariel is outfitted 

with radar, GPS, VHF, depth-sounder and basic instruments.

Davie’s view from 3/4 of the way 
up the backstay - while installing a 
flag halyard.
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ing guide suggests caution entering because the channel is shallow and the sandbars shift.  We had never been in there but decided that 
today - with a very light wind out of  the east - would be the ideal time to check it out, so we took down our sails and crept in under 
power, Davie on the bow watching the water.  Once inside, there are some lovely homes, but the ambience is marred by the looming 
bulk of  the coal-fired power station just to the north.  The lake is really a cooling pond for the plant.  Interesting, and a potential har-

bor of  refuge in rare circumstances, but not a place worth returning to.  We crept back out the way we had come and renewed our 
course for Muskegon.

A light rain began to fall and we entered Muskegon channel to the sound of  the fog horn on the lighthouse proclaiming the re-

duced visibility.  We passed the Coast Guard station, the USS Silversides (submarine) and the CG Cutter on permanent display along 
the channel wall, and found our usual anchorage just to the north of  where 
the channel joins Muskegon lake and just off  the state park there.  There 

are submerged pilings and docks left over from the old lumbering days, so 
caution is needed if  one goes very far north of  the beach there, but we like 
the spot because it is natural and quiet.  We got the anchor down, tidied up 
and went below where it was warm and dry, a grateful refuge from the rain 

and wind gusting topside. 

Day Four: Muskegon to White Lake (July 12)
We got underway about 0900, thinking we would visit the chandlery at 

Torreson Marine, but found such barren, ugly and brutal docks there that 
we declined to enter the marina and headed out the channel instead.  As 
soon as we made the turn into the channel we discovered that a large lake 

freighter was headed in.  He was not yet into the stilling basin so we figured 
we had time and room to make it out, but I must confess being somewhat disconcerted by all 
the pleasure boats that turned tail and fled back down the channel toward us.  If  he was mov-
ing faster than I thought and we ran out of  room, I guessed we could duck into the little nook 

where the submarine is tied up and hang out there until he got by us, but I still thought we 
could make it so we poured on the coal and headed out.  There is more room in the channel 
than it seems.  The inbound freighter passed us just as we exited the channel, side by side 

with room to spare.  A rather large woman high above us on the deck waved cheerfully.
White Lake isn’t far from Muskegon.  The White River empties into Lake Michigan 

and, I suppose, was the original entrance.  Now there is a double breakwater, like most of  the 

eastern shore harbors.  Just inside the entrance is one of  the prettiest lighthouses I’ve seen, no 
longer in service, open to tourists, the White River Light Station.

Once inside the channel, the river opens out into quite a large lake.  The town of  
Whitehall is at the far eastern end of  the lake.  It gets shallow down there, so we anchored 

Ariel in a quiet cove just past the narrows where there slumbers an old and abandoned factory 
that looks more like a medieval castle than any factory I have seen.  We inflated the dinghy 
(which we carried uninflated on the cabin top all through this cruise - a much better way than 

towing) and headed for town to buy some ice and groceries.  Davie took an unexpected swim to rescue a Dorade cowl the dinghy 
knocked overboard.  Town wasn’t easy to get to.  There is no public dock or dinghy landing, so we tied up to a dock in the marina (af-
ter pushing through deep weeds to get there) and hiked to the grocery store.  It was hot!  Good thing the store wasn’t more than two 

blocks away.  We pushed a loaded cart back to the dock, unloaded the stuff, and I returned the cart while Davie loaded the goods into 
the dinghy.  Back aboard Ariel we stowed the stuff, got the anchor up and moved to a lovely little cove we had spotted on the way in. 
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White River Light Station

Muskegon Light
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There was a boat anchored there then, but we were pretty sure he would have gone home by 
now and, sure enough, the cove was deserted.  We spent a quiet night there.  In the morning 
a deer came down to the water to drink.  White Lake must be famous for its swans.  They 
were everywhere.  At first we mistook them for mooring buoys.

	 We would have gladly stayed all day in this beautiful spot, but we needed to be in 
Frankfort to meet our friends Bonnie and Bill Blythe from the San Francisco Bay area, so we 
got the anchor up soon after breakfast and headed for the channel.

Day Five: White Lake to Pentwater (July 13)
The first time we traveled up this way, we bypassed White Lake because we were making 
such great time with a following wind and sea that we went straight to Pentwater from Mus-

kegon.  That was the time when we closed on the channel into Pentwater Lake and discov-
ered that the diesel wouldn’t start.  The wild ride up the lake had stirred up 25 years of  sediment in the fuel tank and clogged the fil-
ters.  Since then Davie has completely rebuilt the fuel system, adding a fuel polishing system, and we have had no further troubles.  We 
have fond memories of  Pentwater, however, because it provided refuge to us when we needed it and was Ariel’s home for a week while 

we vacationed with friends the Cobb’s in Traverse City.  So we were looking forward to a return visit to Pentwater.  
It wasn’t nearly as windy and rough this time.  We entered the channel into the lovely little lake and anchored opposite the town in 

about 30 feet of  water.  The experience was somewhat marred by an ignorant sailor who anchored right on top of  us (see the sidebar, 

“A Plea for Better Anchoring”).  After getting settled we took a swim/bath and fixed supper.  Suppers are usually the big meal of  the 
day.  Breakfast is hurried because we want to get going, and lunch is eaten underway so it is usually nothing more fancy that a sand-
wich and a bottle of  water.  For supper I exercise all my culinary skill and do something extraordinary like hot dogs and baked beans 

(from a can), or spaghetti, or soup and crackers.  Maybe later I’ll tell about the fresh salmon I fixed.  After supper we laid on our bunks 
and read and talked until we fell asleep.

Day Six: Pentwater to Manistee (July 14)
We had never been to Manistee.  The cruising guide describes it as a quaint Victorian town with a lovely boardwalk along the 

river.  We thought we would check it out.  We were disappointed.  In fairness, it was grey and drizzly so nothing appeared to advantage 

as we motored up the river, through the town, toward the first drawbridge.  The operator courteously opened for us and offered to no-
tify the next bridge upstream that we were coming.  The river opens into a lake and the chart indicated an anchorage on the north 
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Ariel and Castle?  No.  Ariel and 

Abandoned Factory on White Lake.
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shore that looked like it would work, but on the way there we spotted a little cove that looked more secluded so we went there instead.  
It was pretty secluded, but that didn’t take into account the “metal smith” who clearly worked nights.  All night long, until about 0400, 
he hammered away on some piece of  metal, then started up a diesel engine and drove off.  

The next morning we got the anchor up and headed back down the river.  This time the sun was shining and Manistee looked 

nicer and more inviting.  Maybe we’ll give it another try sometime.

Day Seven: Manistee to Portage Lake (July 15)
Portage Lake was another place we had never visited.  The cruising guide describes its interesting history.  Apparently there was a 

lumber mill on the shore of  the lake and a dam on the creek that led out to Lake Michigan.  The dam supplied the water that powered 
the mill, but it also raised the water level of  the lake so much that the surrounding fields were flooded which angered the farmers who 
owned them and wanted to farm them.  When, finally, the town got its first post office and jubilation spilled over into rashness, one of  

the farmers hitched his oxen to the key log in the dam and pulled it out.  In a rush, the lake level dropped something like 14 feet as the 
lake emptied itself  into Lake Michigan.  It ruined the mill, and the town, but gave the farmers back their fields and the yachting world 
a nice channel into another nice lake.

Day Eight: Portage Lake to Frankfort (July 16)
Frankfort represents the farthest up the east shore of  Lake Michigan we have gotten to date.  We chose Frankfort as a convenient 

place to meet our friends from California, Bonnie and Bill Blythe.  They were traveling on this 
side of  the continent and visiting friends here and there, called us and asked if  we might get to-

gether, and were amenable to a rendezvous that meant a considerable drive for them.  I hadn’t 
seem them since last Christmas when Chris and I attended the Palo Alto church’s Homecoming 
and Davie hadn’t seen them for many more years than that, so we looked forward to this visit.  

Bill and Bonnie had graciously offered us the full use of  their Ranger 26 on San Francisco Bay 
when we sold our Catalina 22 way back in 1979.  I thought we were done with sailing but God 
had other plans for us.  We stepped up to a bigger boat and a wonderful place to sail.  In 1985, I 
took Bonnie and Bill’s son Kelly with me on the trip from Hawaii to SF.  He was 16 and now has 

a Master’s license and sails the Ranger 26.
 We reserved a slip at Jacobsen’s Marina so we could get Bonnie and Bill aboard easily.  By 
VHF the harbormaster assigned us our slip and we discovered that it was directly downwind, that 

the wind was blowing HARD, that the slip was a side-tie directly astern of  a large motor yacht 
and directly ahead of  a large Island Packet, and that the slip was just barely big enough.  The eyes of  the whole marina were on us as 
we approached and - miraculously - slid right in like we were the most professional boat-handlers in the world.  It sure felt good!

	 We walked up to the town after we got secured and looked around a bit and, when we returned to the boat, Bonnie 
and Bill came walking up.  We went to eat, had a good visit, returned to Ariel, sat in the cabin and yarned, and then they left to get a 
bed in the B&B across the street from the marina.

Day Nine: Lay Day in Frankfort (July 17)
Our plan was to leave early this morning to cross the lake (about 40 miles) to Sturgeon Bay Canal, but after a long breakfast with 

Bonnie and Bill, and after hearing the weather report forecasting violent thunderstorms with winds to 65 knots, we decided to declare 
a lay day and paid for another night in the slip.  Bonnie and Bill left to drive to their next destination. and we returned to the boat and 

began to prepare for the coming storm.  First we doubled up Ariel’s dock lines.  Then we closed ports and hatches.  All around us other 
boat owners were doing the same things.  We met the crew of  the Hatteras 50 tied just ahead.  On the transom of  their boat was let-
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Bonnie & Bill Blythe Met Us In 

Frankfort
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tered “10 Kid Boat”.  True enough, aboard were mom and dad and their ten kids.  Two of  the kids, at different times, urged us to stay 
at Centerpoint Marina when we got to Sturgeon Bay; later we found out that their dad owned it and that the kids worked there.  Neat 
family!  We promised we would stay there.

The storm, when it came, was impressive.  Ariel was well protected by the dock on the side from which the storm blew, but even so 

the pressure of  wind on her mast healed her over to the gusts.  Leaves stripped off  trees - even branches - littered the decks.  The Is-
land Packet tied astern of  us bounced around, ripping out her cable connection to the dock.  Hail pelted down.  There was impressive 
thunder and lightning.  We were grateful to be in harbor and not out on the lake.  When it was all over we emerged from the cabin to 

the leaf-littered deck.  It looked like everybody survived, but some of  the boats were pretty bounced around.  A bit later boats began to 
come into the harbor from the lake.  One came in with her bimini in tatters.  They tied up opposite us and we asked them how it was.  
“Scary!” was the only reply.  They began to haul out of  their cabin wet blankets, sleeping bags, carpet, bunk cushions, towels, clothes - 

about everything that could soak up water appeared to have done so.  A catamaran in the anchorage dragged into another anchored 
boat.  A couple of  other boats came in, their crew in foulies, looking a bit stressed.  Again, we were glad we rode it out in harbor.

Day Ten: Across the Lake - Frankfort to Sturgeon 
Bay Canal and Sturgeon Bay (July 18)

We left early the next morning.  The crossing was uneventful - wind 

light, lake calm, sun hot.  Very hot!  I conceived the misbegotten idea of  
polishing and waxing the cabin house and decks.  By noon we were 
dripping with sweat.  I hosed off  on the foredeck with the deck wash 

hose.  We were dying.  About 1500 we got a radar target about 10 miles 
dead ahead.  At 1630 we were passing the red “2” buoy and by 1650 we 
were passing the lighthouse and entering the canal.  As we glided down 

the canal, the scent of  pine and cedar came to us and made us feel that 
we had entered the North Country.  

We had heard so much about the beauty of  Door County and what 
a great place it was 

to cruise that we 
were really looking 
forward to experi-

encing it.  But first we had to transit the canal and get through Sturgeon Bay 
itself, a city even though small, and subject to the ugliness of  progress like all 
cities.

We were looking for Centerpoint Marina and found it without any trouble on 
the starboard (north) side of  the canal just before the highway draw bridge.  
Centerpoint is a lovely new marina with all the amenities: excellent docks, boat-
side pump-out, clubhouse with Internet and TV, pool, barbecues.  The owner, 

Peter, and his oldest son Chris and oldest daughter Catherine run the place and 
do a great job.  It’s a bit of  a walk to town but its still a great marina.

Day Eleven: Sturgeon Bay to Egg Harbor  (July 19)
It was well after noon before we got away from the docks.  A pretty good breeze was blowing straight down the fairway between 

the finger piers and Ariel would not back around and bring her head up into it.  Every effort culminated with her broadside to the wind 
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Sturgeon Bay Canal Lighthouse

Sturgeon Bay Canal
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and a little further down the fairway, so I finally just backed her straight up 
the wind and out of  the marina.  Not elegant, but it worked.  By this time we 
had missed the scheduled opening for the highway bridge and had to hang 
out in the channel for most of  an hour until the next one.  How dumb for 

the city of  Sturgeon Bay to only open this bridge on the hour!  It is not a 
good decision for a place that wants to be the yachting capital of  Green Bay.  
After a bit of  circling, we noticed a spot on the seawall next to the Coast 

Guard station and tied up there, just west of  the maritime museum, and 
hung out there until the bridge opened and we entered Sturgeon Bay proper.  

This whole area is thick with shipyards (Centerpoint Marina is built on 

the site of  a former shipyard).  Palmer Johnson is here.  Submarines were 
built here during World War II.  Here we found several of  the distinctive 
lake freighters with their forward bridges.

We sailed up the eastern shore of  Green Bay to Egg Harbor and con-

tacted the harbormaster on VHF to get a slip assignment - having reserved a slip ahead of  time.  There was quite a breeze blowing 
even inside the harbor and the slip was dead downwind.  I told Davie that this was going to be a sort of  crash landing but it actually 
went very well - except that the slip was too short.  The dock attendant acted like we had lied about our overall length.  I assured her 

we had told her the truth.  They decided to assign us to another slip.  I was not looking forward to backing against the wind and ma-
neuvering into another slip, but we had no choice, so out we backed.  Ariel does not 
back under power the same way twice.  Rarely she is docile and does what you 

want her to do, but more often she is perverse and throws her bow one way or the 
other - never predictable - and refuses to obey her rudder.  This time she was very 
perverse.  She kept veering off  course.  The wind didn’t help; it was gusty and 
shifted continually, so backing against it was very unpredictable.  I should have 

gone further out but thought I might be able to make it from closer in, but the 
wind blew her down faster than I could put her into the slip.  We hung up on the 
downwind corner of  the dock with a bow line ashore and the bow inside the slip, 

but the stern hanging out and angling downwind.  I thought we could pivot on the 
corner and spring off  the bow line, and we did, but I didn’t reckon on the unpad-
ded steel corner of  the dock.  We left some gel coat there and I’m still kicking my-

self.  We should have protected the corner with a fender, or even backed out and 
gone around again.  I will always have hard feelings against Egg Harbor and the 

scratch on Ariel’s starboard forward hull makes me physically ill.  This winter we will do a gel coat repair.
Davie and I walked up into town and bought groceries at a well-stocked market.  We bought a LOT of  groceries.  I think we were 

drowning our sorrows in exotic foods.  Other than that market, the town had little to recommend it.  It looked like a better destination 
for a car trip than a boat trip.

During the night a thunderstorm dumped rain and gusty winds on us, launching the drill of  waking from sleep to close ports and 

hatches and dry what had already found its way in.

Day Twelve: Egg Harbor to Fish Creek (July 20)
The next harbor up the coast is Fish Creek and we felt duty-bound to visit it even though our experience at Egg Harbor didn’t live 

up to our Door County expectations, so we left Egg Harbor around noon, there being little warm feeling to hold us, and sailed up 
there in a couple of  hours.  The marina there is named Alibi Marina and it is much nicer than the municipal marina in Egg Harbor - 
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better protected, better docks, better designed.  After getting tied up - without 
incident - we walked up to town.  It was pretty hot so we took our time.  This 
is a much nicer town than Egg Harbor.  More to see and do.  We had read in 
the cruising guide that a fish boil was de rigeur for a visit here so we sought out 

a restaurant (there was only one doing a fish boil that day) and made a reser-
vation for that evening, then we toured the town, winding up at the launching 
ramp where we sat and cooled our feet in the lake and talked.  We decided 

that Door County was not all it was reputed to be and that, if  we ever came 
here again, it would be with our wives and by car.

The fish boil, however, was a resounding success (except for the flies).  

Here’s how it was done:  Potatoes and onions are boiled in a large iron caul-
dron over an outdoor open fire.  Fish (whitefish) are added and the finished 
combination is served with lots of  melted butter and a side of  cole slaw.  It 
was very good and the wood smoke and the smell from the boiling pot lent a 

nice ambiance to the meal.
Since Door County was a bit of  a disap-

pointment, we decided not to waste anymore 

time on it and planned to leave Green Bay by 
the Porte des Mortes (Death’s Door) Passage in 
the morning and cross back to the east side of  

Lake Michigan.  We really wanted to sail to the 
Manitou Islands, but when we calculated a likely 
itinerary we decided that it would mean too 
much rushing to get home on schedule and that 

we were in no mood to rush, so we decided to 
slant back across the lake to Pentwater and take 
our time getting home.

Day Thirteen: Fish Creek, 
Death’s Door Passage & A Night 
Crossing (July 21)

We left Fish Creek about 1000 with the 
wind on the nose (of  course) out of  the north at 
an estimated 10-15 knots (we don’t know exact wind speeds 

because our anemometer departed this world at the end of  last 
season and we haven’t had the money to replace it).  It was grey 
and overcast and chilly.  We had a great sail as the wind built to an estimated 20-25 knots and we reefed down to single-reefed main 
and staysail, but we didn’t make a lot of  progress in the direction we needed to go so around 1400 we started the engine and motor-

sailed.  This got us around Death’s Door Bluff  about 1510, headed for Death’s Door.  The passage, by the way, got it’s name from the 
Indians who found that leaving Green Bay and entering Lake Michigan in their canoes was often a one-way trip.  The passage’s repu-
tation was confirmed by the fate of  LaSalle’s ship Griffin that sailed out Death’s Door never to be seen or heard from again.

As we entered the narrows, a lake freighter joined us, passing us well off  to our port and transiting the passage ahead of  us.  As we 
left the passage behind us the wind slowly died away over the next hours until, by sundown, we were sick of  the sails slatting in the left 
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over slop and took them down and powered.  The night was clear and starry and cool.  I made us some soup for a midnight snack then 
turned in and left Davie on watch.  He woke me about 0400 and went to bed himself.  

Night passages are remarkably similar, whether on the lake or at sea.  The cool uniqueness of  it is watching the stars wheel across 
the sky - surprisingly fast!  The engine drums.  The autopilot steers.  The waves hiss and slap.  You fight sleep, forcing yourself  to get 

up every fifteen minutes to look around the horizon.  Lake freighters move fast, large power cruisers move even faster, and you don’t 
want to get in the way of  either one of  them without being aware of  it in plenty of  time.  Eventually you become aware that the black 
has become grey and that there is a barely perceptible lightening in the east.  It’s about then that you realize how tired you are and that 

old college “all nighter” feeling washes over you, but soon the sun throws a red rim above the horizon, heaves itself  up into the sky, and 
it is dawn.  No land in sight.  

Day Fourteen: Arrival in Pentwater (July 22)
It isn’t until noon that we get to the Pentwater channel entrance.  By 1315 we are anchored and napping.  That evening another 

yacht anchors near us - too near us - and we watch her anxiously.  About midnight the wind shifts and we drift quite close to one an-
other.  About 0100 I’m sick of  it and get into the dinghy to motor over and wake him up and suggest he move.  I’ve about had it with 
ignorant sailors who don’t know how to anchor properly.  I bang on his hull and wait till he comes topside then explain my concern.  

He is unconcerned, believes that there is enough room for both boats to swing and suggests that I quite worrying and get some sleep.  I 
decide that I’ll take his advice and let him worry about it.  We pass a peaceful night and when I awake in the morning he is gone.

Day Fifteen: Lay Day in Pentwater (July 23)
Nothing much to say about this day.  Davie fished from the dinghy.  I read and napped and journaled.  We talked and ate.  We did 

go ashore and found the public library and checked our email.  Then we visited a few stores and looked around town.  Altogether a 
nice boring day.  Just the way we like them.

Day Sixteen:  Lay Day in Pentwater (July 24)
Ditto.  The weather has turned slightly ugly.  There are frequent thunderstorms but most troublesome is the wind direction which 

is consistently from the south - the direction we want to go, of  course - and we are both perfectly willing to wait for it to come from a 
more favorable direction before heading for home.

Day Seventeen: Lay Day in Pentwater (July 25)
Another ditto.  Did some boat work, otherwise just read and wrote and talked and swam and went to town and ...

Day Eighteen:  Lay Day in Pentwater (July 26)
Ditto.  Amazing how interesting and fulfilling it can be to simply laze around on an 

anchored boat!

Day Nineteen:  Pentwater to Muskegon (July 27)
Underway at last!  Davie unanchored us and headed out of  the channel about 0700 

while I slept.  Wind light.  Sea (lake) calm.  Slight fog, the fog horn on Pentwater light is 

blowing as it disappears into the haze behind us.  After noon the wind fell away entirely and 
we motored into Muskegon just about 1830.  We returned to our favorite anchorage - actu-
ally the only anchorage we have ever used in Muskegon Lake - off  the state park and spent 
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a quiet night.

Day Twenty: Muskegon to Holland (July 28)
We had a glorious sail from Muskegon almost to Holland.  We weren’t quite able to lay our course line so it took us a little longer 

than we wanted.  About 2000 we started the engine so we could motorsail and make better time, but the engine soon started surging, a 

sure sign of  clogged filters, so Davie switched over to the alternate filters - and the engine died.  He soon realized that he had failed to 
open one crucial valve.  This resulted in the engine sucking air so now we had to bleed the injectors in order to get the engine to start 
again.  Bleeding a hot engine is not one of  the joys of  sailing!  My hat’s off  to Davie.  It’s sure nice to have an engineer aboard.

It was about 2200 (10 pm) when we got anchored in our favorite place in Lake Macatawa.

Day Twenty-One: Sabbath in Holland (July 29)
In the wee hours of  the morning, Davie got up to look around and found a small sailboat 

anchored close off  our stern.  What are we?  The Mother Ship?  All these other boats want 
to tuck up against us?  He was way too close for us not to collide if  the wind should so de-
cree.  There was no sign of  life aboard the little yacht until about noon when a couple of  
little kids (one about five and the other about two or three) emerged and began moving 

about the deck.  For a while, neither one of  them had a pfd, but apparently someone still in 
the cabin noticed and made them put them on.  Eventually that someone was revealed to 
be a dad.  No sign of  anyone else.  I considered asking him to move further away but by 

this time other boats were beginning to arrive and anchor around us and the options were 
fast disappearing.  Besides, 
this guy moved so slowly 

and deliberately that I 
thought it might be hours 
before he could accom-

plish a re-anchoring, and he 

had his hands full with the kids.  I decided not to say anything.  When 
he loaded the kids and the beach toys into the dinghy, I began to wish 
I had said something, but by then it was too late.  He headed off  to the 

beach for the day and we kept an eye on his boat for him.
Carrie and Jake and Jonathan arrived by car and Davie went 

ashore to ferry them out to Ariel.  We spent a great Sabbath day to-

gether, swimming and visiting.  It was a bit of  a zoo because of  all the 
other boats anchored all around us.  One guy in a runabout dropped 
his anchor just off  our bow.  I told him that we had an anchor right 
down there (you would think the nylon rope running from the bow into the water in that direction would have alerted him to that) so 

he pulled it back up and moved a few yards away where he dropped it again, then proceeded to drag it right back toward us on short 
scope.  He pulled it up again and moved further away and finally stayed there.  A large power cruiser moved in and anchored directly 
ahead of  us, his transom swim ladder loaded with kids just a few yards off  our bow.  No problem.  We have learned to roll with the 

anchoring punches on this cruise.  We added him to our list of  boats to keep an eye on.
For supper I fixed good old mac and cheese and we all gathered around the table.  Only Chris was missing.  She was back home in 

Kettering taking care of  business.  She would have loved to be there.  It was her kind of  day.
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All too soon, Carrie and Jake left for home.  Jono decided to 
stay the night with us and sail back to St. Jo.

Day Twenty-Two: Holland to St. Joseph (July 
30)

0620.  We got underway for the final leg home.  The wind was 

(of  course) out of  the south which meant that we couldn’t lay our 
course line.  We took a long tack offshore.  About 1030 the sky be-
gan to darken in the northwest and NOAA was forecasting severe 

thunderstorms.  We continued sailing but on an inshore tack de-
signed to take us away from the approaching storm.  A little before 
noon it became obvious that a squall line was approaching so we 

hauled down all sails and started the engine so Ariel could maintain 
course under autopilot.  This would allow everyone to shelter below 
or tend to other things.  The sky was fantastic - low dark scudding clouds, flashes of  lightning (fortunately quite distant).  The wind 
blast was probably 25-30, heavy rain, a little hail.  The seas built quickly.  I worried about waterspouts because the sky looked so much 

like a tornado-generating sky.  I put on foul weather gear so I could be in the cockpit and help the autopilot keep Ariel on course.  By 
1400 it was over.  The sky was clearing and the wind filled back in - from the south and right on the nose again!

1830.  We are back in our slip at Waterfront all safe and sound, three weeks after we left, the Great Cruise of  2006 is over.

Carl Alberg’s Cape Dory 36
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A Plea for Better Anchoring
The Great Summer Cruise was 

marred by poor anchoring techniques - 
not ours, but poor anchoring techniques 
displayed by other sailors who anchored 

near us - way too near us!
At Pentwater, we anchored off  the 

town in about 30 feet of  

water on 150 feet of  
rode.  We dug the anchor 
in by backing down hard 

on it with the diesel and 
looked forward to a quiet 
night, but no sooner had 
we cleaned up the boat 

than another yacht 
dropped anchor about 
200 feet upwind of  us 

then, with no perceptible 
scope on his rode, began 
to drag his anchor over the bottom - not 

letting out any more rode - until he was 
sitting about 75 feet from us.  I hailed him 
and told him we had out 150 feet of  rode 
but he only shrugged and said, “Okay.”  I 

decided we would move and up-anchored 
and re-anchored in the spot he had origi-

nally anchored in.
At Holland, we awakened in the early 

morning to find a small sloop anchored 
close up to our stern.  He took his small 

children to the beach all day and we 
fended him off  our topsides all day.  We 
would have re-anchored but there were too 

many other boats in the an-
chorage by now and no 
places left.

     I wish sailors would re-
member that anchors need 
to be attached to the boat by 
a rode at least five times the 

depth of  the water, creating 
a potential circle 10 times 
the water depth through 

which their boat will swing 
with changes in the wind.  
Anything inside this circle is 

a potential collision.  Sure, if  
all goes well, all the boats in the harbor will 
swing the same way at the same time, but I 
can assure you that our full-keel cruiser 

doesn’t swing like a flat-bottom fin-keel 
racer!

Here’s a table of  rode length to depth:
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ANCHORING RECOMMENDATIONS

Depth of Water + Height of An-
chor Roller Above Water Surface

15’ 20’ 30’ 40’

Lunch Stop - Fair Weather (3:1) 45’ of rode 60’ of rode 90’ of rode 120’ of rode

Overnight - Fair Weather (5:1) 65’ 100’ 150’ 200’

Overnight - Sleep Well (7:1) 105’ 140’ 210’ 280’

Stormy Weather (9:1) 135’ 180’ 270’ 360’

Diameter of Swinging Circle for 
36’ Boat at 7:1

282’ 352’ 492’ 632’

Davie (and son Jake)
Davie started sailing “in utero” 
but didn’t get fully bitten by the 
sailing bug until we bought Ariel.  
Now he is a hopeless addict.
As you can see, he is introducing 
his son, Jakob, now three years 
old, to the sport.  Davie and his 
wife, Carrie, are expecting an-
other son/sailor in December.
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Excerpts From 
Davie’s Journal

Mauris convallis est, 
quis mattis lacus lig-
ula eu augue. Sed 
facilisis. Morbi lorem 

mi, tristique vitae, 
sodales eget, hendre-
rit sed, erat. Vestibu-

lum eget purus vitae 
eros ornare adipiscing. Vivamus nec 
quam. Integer vestibulum malesuada lib-

ero. Sed vehicula fermentum leo. In con-
dimentum. Nullam wisi arcu:

Adiam condimentum purus
• An consectetuer. 
• Proin in sapien. 

• Fusce urna magna,neque eget lacus. 
• Maecenas felis nun.
• Aliquam ac, consequat vitae.

• Feugiat at, blandit vitae.
• Maecenas vitae ante et lacus.

Vestibulum imperdiet nonummy sem. 

Vivamus sit amet erat nec turpis tempus 
consequat. Praesent male-

suada. Donec vitae dolor. 
Donec at lacus ac mi ve-

hicula bibendum. Donec 
feugiat tempor libero. 
Nam uut, massa nulla. 

Maecenas non 
quam. Ali-
quam pede. 
vulputate 
eu, estmorbi 

tristique se-
nectus vet netus et male 

nunc quam.
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Holland & Lake Macatawa

Holland, Michigan has always been 
one of our favorite destinations.  
The first year we owned Ariel, the 
first real cruise was to Holland.  
Since then, we have frequently used 
the special anchorage just inside 
the entrance channel and just off 
Eldean Shipyard (above).  From 
here it is a short dinghy ride to the 
chandlery at Eldean’s, and we have 
the peace and quiet of a good an-
chorage.  The one exception is 
when all the boats in Holland come 
to anchor here on a beautiful sum-
mer day.  Then it can be crowded, 
noisy and crazy.
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Night Passages
Sailing at night is a great experience, 

but it is so radically different than sailing 
during the day that it calls for a whole new 
set of  skills.  

Navigation at night is much more dif-
ficult than daytime navigation.  Obviously, 
you can’t see where you are going so the 

possibility of  hitting something is greatly 
increased.  You need to lay out a course 
line that will take you well clear of  dangers, 

allowing adequate room for the uncertain-
ties of  leeway, helmsmen’s inaccuracy (or 
autopilot errors), currents, and things like 
that.  If  you like shaving points and shal-

lows in the daytime, don’t try it at night.  
Lay out your course line on your chart, 
make sure it is clear, steer the course, plot 

dead reckoning, fix your position at least 
every hour - all the things we should do 
during the day and often don’t.  By all 

means, use your GPS, but don’t let it be 
your sole source of  navigational informa-
tion.  If  you have radar, use it, but be cer-
tain that you have made yourself  familiar 

with its use during daylight hours.  Don’t 
think that you can learn Radar 101 in the 
dark (or the fog).

Sail handling and other deck work 
becomes more difficult and more danger-
ous at night.  It’s all too easy to hook up the 

wrong halyard, or twist it around the head-
stay, or ...  The possibility of  going over-
board is more likely and more deadly at 
night.  You absolutely MUST stay on the 

boat! 
Recognizing lights and shapes, while a 

part of  navigation, are so much more diffi-

cult at night that I put them into a category 
all by themselves.  You will have a very 
hard time knowing if  that light you see is 

dim but very close, or bright but far away, 
or coming or going, or on shore or afloat, 
or a plane landing or Venus.  Never, never, 

never try to enter a harbor at night unless 
you know it very, very well, and the condi-
tions are perfect.  Even a familiar harbor 
entrance can become confusing at night 

when the traffic lights ashore look like 
lights on the end of  the breakwater, and 
the lights of  houses and businesses mask or 

overpower navigational lights.  The lights 
on other vessels can also be very confusing.  
Davie and I well remember the time we 

looked up to see the red and green side-
lights of  a huge freighter bearing down on 
us, and radically altered course, expecting 
to be run down any second - and then dis-

covered that what we were actually sailing 
were the tri-color masthead lights of  two 
different sailboats, one showing us her 

starboard side and the other showing her 
port side.

Keeping watch at night is a learning 

experience.  Unless the night passage is less 
than four hours, it is a really good idea for 
off-duty crew to sleep so they will be fresh 
and able to relieve the on-duty watch.  The 

temptation will be for everyone to stay up 
and enjoy the night sky and the night time 
camaraderie, but this disintegrates in the 

wee hours of  the morning, leaving a very 
sleepy crew during the trying hours just 
before dawn.  Sleep may not come easily to 

sailors who aren’t used to night passages (or 
to those who are, until they get used to it all 
over again), but even just lying down will 
help when the time comes to go on watch.

For me, the most magical time of  all is 
the moment the dawn begins to break.  
The lake turns from inky black to leaden 

grey to molten red as the sun heaves itself  
over the horizon and announces the start 
of  a new day with welcome warmth and 

light.  Night passages are a wonderful part 
of  sailing, but they do require some new 
skills.

Thunderstorms On the Lake
 I hate thunderstorms.  It isn’t the 

wind or the rain I hate.  It’s the lightning.  I  
dread getting struck by lightning.  I know 
that sailors are usually not killed or injured 

by a lightning strike.  I dread the possibility 
of  damage to my boat.  I can’t afford to 
replace my electronics.  I hate to think 

what lightning might do to my boat.  It’s 
capricious, sometimes politely exiting over 
the side without damaging anything, but 

sometimes punching holes in the hull, or 
melting rigging, or blowing apart electron-
ics.  You never know.  That’s what I hate.

Unfortunately, thunderstorms are in-

escapable on the lake.  The usual NOAA 
forecast is, “Chance of  showers and thun-
derstorms,” all through the summer 

months.  Stay in port to avoid them, and 
you will never go anywhere more than a 
daysail away.  Take off  cruising, and sooner 

or later you will get clobbered.  You can’t 
avoid them.  They travel 40+ knots.  They 
can form in moments on a hot summer 
day.  They are going to get you.  Your only 

other choice is to not sail the Great Lakes.
You can prepare.  Make sure all your 

electronics are properly grounded to a 

large underwater grounding plate, and that 
the boats grounding system is properly 
done and in good repair.  Keep an eye on 

the horizon all around.  Remember that 
thunderstorms frequently work up against 
the prevailing wind.  When you see dark 
clouds gathering, watch for the vertical 

development that characterizes the thun-
derstorm.  If  you have PLENTY of  time, 
you can head for harbor, but if  you are in 

doubt about your ability to make it in, it is 
better to stay outside and ride it out.  You 
don’t want to get caught in a narrow chan-

nel entrance when the wind suddenly 
changes direction 180 degrees and gusts up 
to 60 knots.  Get your sails down, or at 
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least reduce sail to the point where you 
have little more than a handkerchief  up.  
Some thunderstorms on the lake have gen-
erated gusts of  80+ mph.  That’s enough 

to heel a sailboat to the rail with nothing 
but a bare mast.  Awnings and biminis 
should come down.  Loose gear should be 

secured.  If  you are towing an inflatable, it 
will probably flip - maybe become air-
borne.  (For sure you will want the out-

board off  it - which you should never have 
on while towing anyway.)  The seas are 
going to kick up to exciting proportions in 
the few minutes the storm is doing its 

thing, so do whatever you have to do on 
deck now, before the bow starts plunging.  
Make sure anchors are well secured, sails 

are well lashed, that the decks are clear, 
ports are closed, hatches are dogged down.

It is unbelievable how radically the 

conditions can change just before, during 
and after a thunderstorm.  A beautiful 
blue-sky day quickly becomes a black howl-
ing malestrom, and just as quickly reverts 

to a freshly washed and dripping blue-sky 
day again.

During the storm, everyone should 

stay away from mast, rigging, and large 
metal objects (lightning hazard).  Crew that 
are not essential for handling the boat 

should stay in the cabin.  Be prepared to 
alter the boat’s heading to keep her headed 
into the waves generated by the storm - 
slowly, just enough way to keep her respon-

sive to her rudder, not enough to pound 
badly.  It’s going to get very cold and very 
wet. You may have been in your Speedo all 

day, but you will welcome full foul weather 
gear during the storm.  The rain will fall so 
hard and fast that you will not be able to 

see from one end of  the boat to another.  
Get a good bearing on any hazards in the 
vicinity while you can.  Soon you will be all 
alone in a circle of  gray.  The shore, other 

boats, navigational aids, will all disappear 
in a blink.

Waves during a thunderstorm can be 
very short and steep.  Boats prone to pitch-

ing or hobby-horsing may plunge their 
bows under and throw their propeller out 
of  the water.  The bow of  your boat may 

blow downwind so fast that it will take lots 
of  engine power to force her up into the 
wind and waves.  Be prepared for hail - 

wear a hat under the hood of  your water-
proof  jacket.  It’s a blessing if  you are so 
sure that there is nothing around you that 
you can set the autopilot and take shelter in 

the cabin, sticking your head out to see 
what’s within your small circle of  visibility 
every few minutes.  But be advised that a 

lot of  water is going to find its way into the 
cabin every time you do.

It is possible, with an approaching 

thunderstorm, to simply take down all your 
sails, secure everything well, and simply lie 
ahull (without your engine running).  The 
boat will go through some wild gyrations, 

but will almost certainly come through fine, 
and you will be far more comfortable in the 
cabin than in the cockpit.  There is, of  

course, the hazard of  being run down by 
another vessel while you lay motionless and 
“not under command”, so this is not such a 

good tactic in a traffic lane, but on the 
other hand, neither you nor the vessels 
around you are going to see much of  each 
other anyway, nor are they going to be 

under much control, so it isn’t that much 
worse than staying in the cockpit trying to 
drive the boat through the storm.

If  you do get struck by lightning, check 
your crew to make sure everyone is okay 
(they probably will be fine), then check 

your bilges.  Lightning can punch major 
holes in a hull, or it can drill a hundred 
tiny hulls; in any event, you want to know 
right away if  your boat has just been 

turned into a sieve.  If  water is coming into 
the boat, you will probably be on your own 
to deal with it; your radio will almost cer-
tainly have been fried.  Have someone try 

it, but don’t waste a lot of  time trying to 
raise the Coast Guard.  Start pumping!  
Your mission is to keep your boat afloat 

until the storm is past and the sun comes 
out again and you can figure out what to 
do.  After the storm, you might be able to 

attract help by constant signaling on your 
horn, or by setting off  a flare, or standing 
on deck waving your arms.  During the 
storm, you may as well save your strength 

for pumping.  (This is when you want that 
manual bilge pump that moves a lot of  
water!  Your electrical circuits may all be 

fried from the lightning strike and so all 
those electric bilge pumps will be utterly 
useless.  We have a large capacity manual 

pump that can be worked from the cockpit,  
and another one just like it mounted on a 
board that can be moved to where it is 
needed most.)

If  you are seriously sinking, consider 
heading for the nearest beach - a soft sandy 
one.  Run the boat aground.  At least you 

will save something.  If  there’s no beach to 
be reached, taking to the dinghy is the next 
best option.  You will lose your boat, but 

you should do okay in the dinghy.  Thun-
derstorm generated waves seldom get big 
enough to be dangerous, and the storm is 
soon past.  Be aware that transferring to 

the dinghy will be a very hazardous ma-
neuver and should not be attempted until 
your boat is literally on her way down.

Not many boats sink after a lightning 
strike.  Most are not badly damaged.  It’s 
just that you never know with lightning, so 

it’s best to think through all the possibili-
ties.  That’s why I hate thunderstorms!
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Cruising Considerations
 Day-sailing and cruising are two 

completely different animals, but they are 
related.  Take all the skills of  day-sailing: 
docking/undocking, maneuvering under 

power, sail handling, maneuvering under 
sail, sailing courses, tacking/jibing, 
reefing/unreefing, and the like.  Add to 

them the skills common to cruising: 
anchoring/unanchoring, steering a course, 
night sailing, navigation, cooking, eating, 

sleeping aboard, dealing with bad weather, 
fixing what breaks (yourself, usually with-
out a full set of  tools and other resources), 
and you are ready to have a great time 

because, for my money, day-sailing doesn’t 
hold a candle to cruising.  I mean, day-
sailing is fun, but cruising is sublime.  

There is no pleasure in all the world like 
the pleasure of  finding your way to a new 
place, choosing a good anchorage, getting 

the hook securely set, then kicking back to 
enjoy the sunset, or waking to the first sliv-
ers of  dawn, the sound of  wavelets slap-
ping the hull, and snuggling into your 

blankets for a little more sleep; or taking 
the dinghy ashore to visit a new town, 
maybe try a new restaurant, shop in some 

new stores, then looking out at the harbor 
and seeing your yacht riding to her anchor 
and feeling pride - pride in your boat, pride 

that you brought her there, and pride in 
yourself  for sailing in the wake of  the great 
voyagers in your own small ship.

Most sailboats are just about ready to 

cruise.  Add some food, some bedding, the 
necessary navigational items (charts, plot-
ter, dividers), ground tackle (see the an-

choring article above), be sure your lights 
are working, take your dock lines and fend-
ers with you, and go!  Everything for there 

on is refinement.  Spare parts are a good 
idea, but only take the real necessities: 
spare fuel filters, spare hoses for the cooling 

system - the things you might need to limp 
into harbor.  You can get other spare parts 
ashore if  you need them.  (Unlike the 
ocean voyagers.)  Make sure you have the 

tools to do essential things like bleed the 
diesel.  And go!

I consider a dinghy an essential be-

cause I like to anchor out rather than use 
the marinas.  We use a small, simple, cheap 
inflatable which lives deflated on the cabin 

top (in its pouch to protect it from the sun-
light).  When we want it, it is a matter of  a 
few minutes to inflate it (on the cabin top) 
and hoist it over the side into the water 

(using the main halyard).  We do not tow it.  
We have tried that and won’t do it again.  
Towed dinghys flip; they go airborne; they 

rip out their towing eyes; their painters foul 
props; they fill with rainwater/spray.  And 
nothing is gained by towing but the few 

minutes of  labor it takes to inflate/deflate a 
dinghy.  Sure we would like to have a beau-
tiful rigid dinghy, but the convenience the 
present cheap inflatable affords is worth a 

lot.
Cruising on Lake Michigan is a won-

derful thing.  There’s a good harbor every 

25 miles or so.  There’s lots of  interesting 
things to see and do.  Almost every harbor 
has a little town (sometimes more than 

one), offering restaurants, shops and other 
amenities.  You can have party life or natu-
ral quiet from one harbor to the next.  
Freshwater swimming is a joy.  The smaller 

inland lakes connected to The Lake pro-
vide interesting variations to big lake sail-
ing and opportunities for smooth water 

activities like water skiing and canoeing 
and dinghy sailing.  The east shore, espe-
cially, is picturesque and varied.  Love 

lighthouses?  We got ‘em.  Dunes?  
Beaches?  They’re all here.

The most interesting part of  cruising is 
arriving.  The passage itself  is often pretty 

boring.  Cruising on the lake offers great 
one-day hops, with a different harbor every 
night.  If  the weather turns ugly and you 
want to stay in a harbor for a few days, you 

won’t be bored.
Keeping things cold is often a hassle.  

Ice in an icebox is wonderfully simple, but 

a pain in the neck to acquire, transport and 
load into the box.  Mechanical or electrical 
refrigeration is wonderfully convenient, but 

complex, expensive to install, consumes 
precious space aboard, and requires fre-
quent running of  the engine.  We’ve stayed 
with ice because we favor the simple over 

the complex and we like to anchor out so 
don’t often connect to shore power and 
don’t like running the engine.  

Bugs on the lake can be a problem.  
Biting flies are common on hot summer 
days when the winds are light.  They look 

like house flies, but they bite like horse flies.   
We cruise with a brace of  fly-swatters in 
the cockpit and another in the cabin.  By 
the end of  the day the cockpit and deck are 

covered with fly corpses.  It does provide 
some entertainment but on the whole it is 
one of  the very worst features of  Lake 

Michigan summer sailing.  Mosquitos will 
bug you in the evenings.  We often burn a 
mosquito coil.  It’s the fragrance of  cruis-

ing.
Marinas are plentiful but reservations 

are recommended for weekends and holi-
days.  Prices run around $1.25 per foot of  

overall length.
A good cruising guide can make cruis-

ing more fun and less worry.  Lakeland 

Boating publishes a good one.  We joined 
the Great Lakes Cruising Club.  The ex-
tensive cruising guides are worth the price 

of  membership; they cover all the Great 
Lakes.  Good cruising guides give you help-
ful photos of  harbor entrances and good 
anchorages.
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The Great Cruise of 2006
Davie and I put this together to tell you about our cruise last 

summer.  We had so many pictures to share and so many stories to 
tell that we wanted to find a format that would be accessible to the 
most people.  Some have Internet access and some don’t, but all 

can access paper, so we decided to do a newsletter.  We hope you   
enjoy it - and we would love to hear from you.

St. Joseph, Michigan lighthouse during an October storm (that resem-

bled a November storm).
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