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Over the last  year and a half, Channel Islands Women’s Sailing Association has enjoyed 
many great lectures on a variety of topics.  In early 2010, Dawn Brooks from Leo 
Robbins Sailing Center came by the Channel Islands Yacht Club to teach us about knots 
and had us in stitches as we attempted to tie bowlines around our legs.  At Pacific 
Corinthian Yacht Club, Kevin Dickman explained race tactics for race starts.  2011 began 
with Randy Alcorn, Commodore of Anacapa Yacht Club, sharing his first-hand 
experience with everyone’s worst nightmare, Man Overboard.  In great detail he told us 
how in 2006 he came to be in the middle of the Pacific Ocean during the third race of the 
Harbor to Harbor series, the mistakes he made in his effort to be saved, and how finally, 
and thankfully, he was spotted and rescued via helicopter.  There is nothing more 
powerful than our friend’s personal brush with death to make us take notice of our own 
safety procedures.

At June’s general meeting we enjoyed yet a different sort of presentation, “Boats I Have 
Known and Loved.”  Captain Helene Webb wears many hats; among them are sailing 
instructor, graphic artist, nautical cartographer and web master for the Santa Barbara 
Yacht Club.  She was both funny and warm as she shared with us her lifetime love affair 
with her many different boats.  Whether it  was a Sun Fish, a Cal 31, or a Valiant  40, she 
caressed each boat with the tenderness and affection like that  of a parent with a child 
while she spent many hours rebuilding and finessing her baby into the perfect sailing 
vessel. 

Helene not only expressed her passion for boats (and dogs), but for her love of this area 
and I was reminded how fortunate we are to live and sail the waters around the Channel 
Islands.  I have been known to call it “our own little paradise.”  Or like my husband 
always says, “Why go to the Galapagos Islands; just look around.”  He is so right.

The past month alone there has been an amazing display of sea life in the Channel Islands 
Harbor.  Our boat, Cadenza, sits close to the end tie and as there is no yacht currently tied 
up to the last slip, we have an extraordinary  view.  The sea is alive with a multitude of 
fish.  So much so, the other day we were watching as the fish, being chased by a sea lion, 
literally jumped out of the water.  Some, much to their dismay  I am sure, landed on the 
dock and into the mouth of a seagull or a cormorant’s beak.  The pelicans have been 
putting on quite a show too as they dive-bomb for dinner, sometimes solo, sometimes in 
pairs, creating a splash equaled to that of a human.  

Then there are our newest neighbors, Stevie and Martha, and their crew.  Yes, I have 
named the sea lions.  About three weeks ago we arrived on B-Dock to find Stevie had set 
up his own rookery.  He lies there contentedly while the females fight for his attention 



and the males fight for position.  It has become quite the show as the mating ritual is in 
full performance mode.  So much wildlife - and that is only in the harbor!

Sunday, while sailing to Frenchy’s Cove, we were surrounded by hundreds of dolphins as 
they  playfully danced their way down the coast.  I love to watch as they ride the wake on 
the bow, jumping out as if to say hello.  No whales this day, but more sea lions and 
pelicans galore as we arrive at Anacapa.

Frenchy’s Cove lies on the west islet of Anacapa.  It is approximately thirteen miles from 
our harbor and, depending on the wind and the weather, only takes about two and a half 
hours to sail there.  But once we begin to get close, I feel as I have traveled half way 
around the world and hundreds of years back in time.  

Anacapa comes from the Chumash word, eneepah, which translated means mirage 
island.  And for the first time, I understand why. She rises out of the mist in a majestic 
stance showing off her steep, rocky  cliffs.  It  is a haunting sight and all is quiet except  for 
the gentle roll of the sea and the cries of the birds.  There is no other boat around so we 
are alone until Sunglade approaches a little later.

The weather was moody and it had gone from cool and breezy to warm and sunny to fog 
and rain.  After lunch we were a wee bit  damp  and very much chilled so we decided to 
pull anchor much sooner than anticipated.  With a bit of reluctance I turned the wheel to 
port and said goodbye to Frenchy’s.  It was when we were leaving that I noticed the 
clouds draped over Santa Cruz like a coat of icing.  We marveled at the beauty.  Minutes 
later the sun came out and followed behind as we chased the storm home. 

Ironically, in all the years that I have been sailing the Channel Islands, I have sailed 
around Anacapa but never to Anacapa.  It was CIWSA’s First  Annual Frenchy’s Cove 
Day Sail & Lunch that introduced me to this treasure cove.  Only last year the weather 
cooperated and we spent the afternoon kayaking amongst the boats and along the shore.  
Maybe next year the winds will blow and the sun will shine and we will finally get to 
have that picnic on the beach.  No worries.  No matter what the weather maestro brings, 
eventually we will find our way back to Frenchy’s Cove, just one of the many special 
places in our own little paradise.

See you on the water,

Terri Potts-Chattaway


