
Call of the Sea 

Chapter 7 – At 0615 we got underway headed for an anchorage at Port Orford, Oregon.  Our 

visibility was only about 100 yards as a result of the heavy fog.   In the fog on the sea running lights, 

radar, and a horn are critical for safety.   We proceeded down the coast making over 7 knots blowing the 

horn every minute until about 0730 when the fog cleared 

out to about 200 yards.   

We were making such good time that about 1200 we 

decided to skip the anchorage at Port Orford and head on 

down to Brookings, OR.   We continued to travel about 7 

knots and arrived at Brookings just before dark at 1940.  

As we entered the harbor, the Coast Guard started 

challenging us and wanted to know everything they could 

think of about us and our boat.  After being drilled for 

about 15 minutes, I finally asked if they could please wait 

until we were tied up to the transient dock.    They greed and we finally were tied up in the last stop we 

would make in Oregon. 

After we were tied up, I got back on the radio and answered a lot of questions.  One of the questions 

was “when was the last time you were boarded”.  If you have never been at sea on a vessel, you may 

not be aware that the Coast Guard boards vessels and does a safety inspection to make sure vessels are 

complying with the rules.  When the asked the question it was clear we had visitors arriving.  If you are 

as tenacious about vessel and crew safety as I am, there are no worries for a Coast Guard boarding.  In 

fact it is always great to get the complements at the end of the inspection when they realize you exceed 

almost every basic requirement. 

The next morning we had an opportunity to get to know the next boat on the dock, Iron Maiden.  Iron 

Maiden was a Portland steal sailboat from Portland.  

Iron Maiden is a sailing vessel of about 70 feet long and 

at least two levels.   Wow!  We did not know you could 

put all of that on a sail boat.  A few things like the table 

saw, motor cycle, washer and dryer, etc, etc, etc, clearly 

define the level of luxury aboard Iron maiden.      

While Brookings is a nice place to visit, everything is a 

long walk when you are traveling by boat.  The grocery 

store and small mall area was a brisk walk up a steep 

hill only 2+ miles round trip.   The laundry was located 
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over in the RV area, again a mile away.   Even the 

restrooms were about a ¼ mile away from the 

transient dock.  The good news is there is a great 

beach at the RV park and a place that sells a 

hamburger so big and greasy that even I can’t eat 

one.   Not to speak of the great and greasy fries that 

went with it. 

Visiting the beach was interesting as well.  It was a 

warm day with a cool ocean breeze.  As a result half 

of the folks had on swim wear and the other half 

had long pants sweatshirts and even heavy coats.  

Brookings was the first place we were sang to in the evening by the sea lions.  Unfortunately they also 

liked the tuna head I was using for bate in my crab pot and took the whole crab pot.  If I look back and 

count the fact that we caught 4 small crabs and had 4 small crab cocktails and the cost of the pot and 

fishing license was about $60.  So that means each little 

crab cocktail was about $15 not counting the sauce.  We 

might have been able to find a better deal.  But it was 

fun catching the crabs. 

On my Pat’s birthday we walked into Brookings to buy a 

0.5 micron filter to eliminate any partials getting past the 

charcoal filter we were already using in the system.  

While it may seem to many that a 0.5 micron filter is a 

strange birthday gift, if you happen to be obsessed with 

good water it is a great gift.  The real surprise was when 

Pat picked a Mexican restaurant for her birthday dinner.   Maybe it was the heading to Mexico that 

persuaded her to give it another chance.  The round trip walk that day was a bit over 6 miles.  Wow, 

never thought I would walk 6 miles for the fun of it.   

We had planned to stay in Brookings for a week, but as the time arrived and we were to get underway 

again, the winds and sea kicked up and we stayed a few extra days.   Eventually when the wind subsided 

to small craft warnings (in the 25 mile per hour range) we headed out for our next port.   Crescent City, 

California would be the next stop.  Wahoo headed to the third state on our adventure. 

Remember:  ”Don’t Dream your Life, Live your Dream”1     
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1 Slogan from Latitudes and Attitudes magazine.   
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