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Report dated August 24 (Position N44 13 595, W76 28 821; Kingston, Ontario)

Having lost a day in Port Hope, we needed to pick up the pace so that we could be back in Kingston to visit with Deb's parents before the weekend, take in the dinghy for repair, and bring Ron's deck shoes back to the store where we purchased them two weeks earlier.

Just our luck, we awoke Monday (Aug. 19) to a cloudy cool day with light N-NE winds.  We'd been looking forward to  an easy trip back on a run or broad reach since the winds are usually W or SW, but this was not to be.  The winds were forecasted as light for the next two days, so we decided to go back to Kingston on the same Bay of Quinte route used two weeks before.  Since we had to do at least 40 miles that day, we had to motor sail the whole day.  But we didn't use much fuel, keeping the motor running most of the day at low RPMs while maintaining a ground speed of at least six knots.  Deb enjoyed the easy time of it.  We quit early at 16:30, tying up on the east entrance wall to the Murray Canal.  We had just enough time to put up our new cockpit enclosure before it began to rain.

Tuesday was a beautiful cool day, but unfortunately the winds were 6 knots or less coming from the NE.  So we motored all but the last two hours when we motor-sailed to our anchorage in Kerr Bay, Amherst Island.

We pulled up the anchor Wednesday morning at 07:00 since we wanted to get to Kingston before lunch.    A disagreement ensued between the skipper and the mate when the skipper wanted to leave the anchorage under sail (no motor).  The mate took a reading with the windometer--results less than 1 knot.  Although the skipper was content to "let nature take its course", after ten minutes and only a few feet of movement, and the glares from the mate, the skipper relented and we started motoring to Kingston Confederation Bay in the fog, which cleared about an hour later.  We arrived at 10:40.  Ron says, "he gets no sense of accomplishment at the end of a day from motoring".  Deb is still living by the clock, but after Kingston will try not to impose any schedules.

We got a lot done Wednesday afternoon.  We hauled out the dinghy, washed it down, and towed it  to the store in a courtesy pull cart loaned by the marina staff.  It is supposed to be ready for Tuesday.  We took Ron's new shoes back to the store so they could either replace or repair them (the stitching along one side of a shoe had become undone).  We then went for quite a haul of groceries, and brought them back in the pull cart.  We were very pleased with the prices at the discount grocery store (across from the LCBO just up from Ontario Street).  The same amount of groceries in Toronto had cost us around $80; whereas this load cost only $55.  Having no time to stop and cook, Deb found some great take-out Thai food.  We had Phad-Thai, and she said it was as good as any she'd had in Bangkok.  After a few more errands and two loads of washing, we were beat.

We've now isolated the source of the water we were finding in the cabin storage lockers.  Thankfully it has nothing to do with the deck to hull joints.  The stern tube is leaking too much.  Ron has tightened it once already, but we still are removing about two pints of water from the engine compartment after a day of heavy engine use.  Ron will try again to tighten it, but otherwise we'll just have to live with it until the next time we haul the boat out of the water (which we pray won't be necessary until Summer 2003).  Ron put putty in the holes at the bottom of the storage lockers so that this water will not flow in from under the floor boards.  So the lockers, so far, remain dry despite this stern tube leaking problem.

Deb's parents arrived in the early afternoon Thursday (Aug. 22).  It was pouring with rain, so we didn't go sailing.  Instead we had lunch, found them a hotel, and visited a few shops/boutiques when the rain stopped.  We had supper on board then went to one of the clubs to hear some Blues.  Kingston is having a Blues festival until Aug. 31.  Although not sailing was disappointing, it gave us a chance to catch up.

Well Friday was just the best it could have been to take Deb's parents out for a sail.  Sunny, around 20 degrees, and winds of 6 to 10 knots.  We left around 10:30 and sailed all the way on a broad reach to Stella Bay, arriving 13:35.  We went to the Back Kitchen Restaurant for the world's best pie, as some of you may recall Deb's ravings last year.  She doesn't care much for pie normally, but has been "dreaming" of going back for more pie in Stella.  We visited the craft shop which sells crafts produced by Amherst Island's artists.  Dad said it was light stepping back in time.  Stella reminded him of bygone days in some small town in Quebec (can't recall which town he mentioned), with the construction of the sidewalks, walking down the middle of the street with no traffic no noise, the style of the houses, the small farms here and there.  We left Stella around 15:00 and sailed all but the last hour back to Confederation Basin.  It was a little gusty in the afternoon, so every now and then the boat would heal to 20 degrees.  Mom didn't care much for that, but she was a great sport and didn't complain.  She had brought a treat from Montreal:  portabello mushroom sauce from Pastamore.  We had it on spaghetti with our homemade wine they brought to us.  (We've been "dry" for the last week or so because we finished the container of our wine we started out with.  We'll try "to ration" this last container, as it had better last us until we can start buying wine in the States at supposedly cheaper prices.)  All in all it was a great day, and we really appreciated their having made the trip.

Ron spent Saturday (Aug. 24) resting his still sore foot.  It's flared up again from all the walking he's done these last few days.  It rained most of the day, so Deb spent the afternoon in the library.  Later, she watched a free concert in the park by a really great blues band.  If it's nice Sunday, we may go out for a sail and practice maneuvers.
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