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Kirin enjoys cruising in good company



From the Tiller
To all our members, competitors, parents, helpers, 
sponsors and committee thank you for your contribution 
to the successful running of Avalon Sailing Club during the 
2005/06 sailing season.  I look forward to the presentation 
of trophies for both the yacht and centreboard divisions 
during May and June.
This is the first Jibsheet to be produced by our new 
editorial staff. Thanks to Claudie Moffatt and Mat 
Butterworth for taking on the role, and a very special 
thanks to Mike Maher for his tireless efforts in producing 
what must be one of the best sailing club newsletters 
in the country over the last 6 years. Mike is continuing 
to maintain our website which is also up there with the 
best. 
The last month of the season saw the last two State 
championship events. The Spirals held their final 4 heats 
at Lake Munmorah with 7 ASC boats enjoying a great 
venue with great conditions and even better breakfasts! 
The Avalon sailors are a close bunch on and off the water 
– series scratch results were Noel Lewis 11th, Simon Hill 
12th, Cameron Edwards 13th, Andrew Mayall 14th and 
Mike Holloway 19th!! Cameron Edwards’ improving 
performance througout was rewarded with 3rd overall 
on handicap, closely followed by Andrew Mayall 4th and 
Mike Holloway 8th. Lauren Crossman only sailed the four 
races at Munmorah and showed great skill and speed, 
particularly as the breeze lightened. Lauren experienced 
the exhilaration of being a part of the leading trio for 
much of two of the heats, and earned the title of handicap 
winner for the Munmorah races. Congratulations to our 
Spiral sailors for a great season finale.
Avalon sailors, present and past, were part of the Mater 
Maria College team who won their second successive 
NSW Secondary Schools Team Racing title hosted by 
RPAYC in Puffin Pacer dinghies. The Mater Maria team 
comprising Andy Kidner, Amy and Sarah Lee, Samuel 
and Carla Doune Sexton, James Dargaville and Craig 
Sanders, outclassed teams from nine other schools, to 
qualify for the best of five final against Knox Grammar.  
Mater Maria ran out winners in an exciting finals series 
3 - 1. For their efforts, the team will represent NSW in 
the Australian Schools Championships to be sailed at the 
Royal Victorian Yacht Club in late June (double wetsuits 
might be in order!!). Congratulations to the Mater Maria 
team and their Sailing Coordinator Peter Kidner.
Just when all the racing divisions are thinking of a 
break from sailing the cruisers are doing the opposite.  
The Easter break provided ideal conditions for them to 

venture south to Jervis Bay with tailwinds down and 
back!! A great effort, particularly because on the day 
they headed off, intrepid leader Jim was still deciding 
whether they would turn left or right when they rounded 
Barrenjoey!!
The final scheduled working bee for the season was 
held last weekend with twenty five members putting 
in a great effort re-swinging the side gates, cleaning 
and tidying, polishing trophies, replacing the outboard 
washing bracket, servicing the flagpoles, checking over 
the Nippas, repairing bilge pumps, and the list goes on.  
A special thanks to John Wilshire, one of our juniors, who 
was first in the door and put in a solid three hours!!
A special working bee will be held during winter to 
repaint the interior of the clubhouse…this will require 
the collective support and efforts of all, so please heed 
the call when the date is announced.
A big thanks goes to Andrew Kendall for arranging the 
replacement of the balcony support structure. Andrew 
has given much of his own time this season to coordinate 
the design, fabrication and installation of the steelwork 
which together with the replacement of the piers and 
strengthening of the upper floor has added significantly 
to the safety and life of our clubhouse.
Whilst the yacht divisions provide a stable core to the 
membership of the club, it is important to recognise the 
importance of the annual revitalising of the centreboard 
fleets and particularly the Blue Division. The statistics for 
the 2005/06 season were strong with:
• Blue Division Registrations: 73
• Red Division Registrations: 16
• Gold Division Registrations: 40
• 9 of the Blue Division sailors participated in their first 
regatta as “Rookies” at the MJ States and were promoted 
to Red Division. It is expected that a further 7 will progress 
to Red early next season.
• 5 of those promoted have already lined up crewing 
positions in Gold for next season.
During autumn and winter, there are many club activities 
available to keep members active and fit for next season.  
The yacht winter series has already started, centreboard 
training days have been planned, social activities ahead 
include the Commodore’s Ball (Hey there hoopla), 
Centreboard Presentation, a wine tasting (date to be 
confirmed) and a Golf Day on 20th August.
I look forward to seeing you on and off the water.
Happy Sailing! Geoff  Fogarty
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Roman and Phil’s Good Luck Dragon

Our new boat, a North Shore 38 sails by the name 
‘Kirin’ which you may recognise as the name of one 
of Japan’s beer brewers. The previous owners of Kirin, 
an Australian couple in their mid thirties, had for 
some time lived in Japan and were pursuing a dream 
to go back by sail from Sydney to Osaka. His dream 
her nightmare, for she was sea sick every day until 
they arrived at Mackay, where the journey abruptly 
ended. Phil spotted the for sale sign on the internet. 
After exchanging many photos and having the boat 
surveyed we bought it sight unseen, taking the chance 
that the boat was just one year old and an established 
design. 

Our first thoughts were for a name change. Sporting 
a beer company’s name did not appeal to us, unless 
sponsorship money was included. The change of name 
issue, however, faded in priority as mid December 
approached and we prepared to go to Mackay to 
see the boat for the first time and accept ownership. 
Thankfully the boat had been well looked after and 
was in as new condition.  

We had in mind initially to spend time cruising around 
Brampton Island, but December is the beginning of 
the cyclone season and it really left no other option 
except sailing south. Our plan was for a glorious 
coastal sailing adventure in three legs: Mackay to 
Roslyn Bay (Rockhamton), Roslyn Bay to Brisbane, 
Brisbane to Pittwater, flying home to Sydney between 
each leg. It all had to fit around work commitments, 
availability of friends as crew, flights, Christmas and 
New Year holidays. Following the Alan Lucas book we 
proposed to stop each night at the many marinas and 
anchorages dotted down Queensland’s Coral Coast. 
Once in Brisbane we would make our way down 
Morton Bay to Southport and then blue water sail a 
few days and nights to Pittwater. 

The plan seemed relatively straight forward to us 
but there were moments when we questioned if our 
experience as weekend sailors around Pittwater and 
Morton Bay was adequate to meet the challenges of 

offshore passage making. Nevertheless on the evening 
of 16 January, Kirin motor sailed into Pittwater in light 
to moderate easterly breezes and was moored off 
the ASC a couple of hours ahead of a nasty southerly 
change. This luck with the weather was typical of the 
whole journey. It was fair weather sailing (mainly 
motor sailing) for a journey of over 1000 nm which 
went almost exactly as we had planned.  

A bad memory is the sleep deprivation experienced 
in the two and a half day sail Southport to Pittwater 
with only Roman and one crew member on board. 
Phil decided not to do the final leg of the journey and 
so we missed not only a vital crew member but also 
our cook.  

A real highlight of the trip was stopping for a swim in 
turquoise waters off Tangalooma in Moreton Bay and 
having a couple of dolphins suddenly appearing from 
nowhere just a few metres away from us – a heart 
stopper. 

As regards to the name Kirin, it worked particularly 
well for our radio calls. We have decided to keep the 
name unless a Japanese beer company commences 
an action for trade mark infringement. Even then we 
would bring to our defense the fact that Kirin is the 
name of a friendly dragon in Japanese mythology. 
We believe we have proof that it is also a good luck 
dragon.

Roman and Phil Zwolenski
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Centreboard News
Spiral State Titles
The final 4 heats of the Spiral Association State titles 
were held at Lake Munmorah Sailing Club, on the 
weekend of 25th to 26th March. (The first 3 heats 
were held in Canberra in November 2005.)

Lake Munmorah is typical of the Central Coast lakes, 
shallow with no tide and delightfully easy access to 
launch the boats, only about 30 metres from the 
camping area near the club house. The breeze from 
the north-east round to south-west is pretty true, with 
very little interference from the land features on these 
sides – although I found some very odd shifts, which 
were not to my advantage?

Lake Munmorah Sailing Club put on a great hot 
breakfast for the sailors on Sunday morning, and 
had a good lunch for us each day.  On Saturday night, 
the Spirals ate well, for exquisitely good value in the 
Doyalson RSL.

Seven Avalon boats took part in a fleet of 34 boats for 
the finals at Lake Munmorah, but only 5 Avalon boats 
competed in the full series of 7 races, in a fleet of 21 
boats that sailed all the races in Canberra and Lake 
Munmorah.

Avalon Spirals were sailed by: Lauren Crossman, 
Cameron Edwards, Simon Hill, Michael Holloway, 
Noel Lewis, Andrew Mayall and Brett Stapleton.

State Titles Scratch Series
In the State Titles Scratch Series, Noel Lewis was the 
best of our bunch, finishing 11th, but we Avalon 
Spirallers are a very close group, Simon Hill came next 
on 12th, Cameron Edwards 13th, Andrew Mayall 14th 
then Mike Holloway on 19th.

State Titles Handicap Series
The State Titles Handicap series was a different 
story, with Cameron Edwards finishing 3rd, showing 
continuously improving performance throughout,  

especially in the lighter breezes.  Andrew Mayall came 
4th, Mike Holloway 8th, Simon Hill 14th and Noel, 
who missed a couple of races, came 19th.

But that isn’t the whole story.  Lauren Crossman only 
sailed in the 4 races at Lake Munmorah, and after 
being overpowered in the heavy breezes on Saturday, 
sailed two brilliant races on Sunday, finishing 10th 
and 12th respectively, and for most of the first half of 
one of these races, Lauren was in the top 3!!!  These 
results earned Lauren the title of Handicap winner for 
the 4 races at Lake Munmorah.

The Spiral Association makes an effort to give 
competition at all levels, so that apart from the Overall 
Scratch and Handicap Results mentioned above, there 
are 6 other Divisions. (There are lots here, I hope they 
are of interest to ASC members?)

Andrew Mayall finished 2nd in the Junior Division.
Cameron Edwards finished 4th in the Senior Division.
Michael Holloway finished 5th in the Senior Division
Noel Lewis finished 5th in the Masters Division.
Simon Hill finished 2nd in the Grand Masters 
Division.

I trust that this is of assistance to the Club.

All the best to you all till next season,

Simon Hill
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Important Notice for
Centreboards Presentation

Centreboards Presentation
now on 4th June 2006



The Commodore’s Ball Ticket Order
Send this form to Celia Craig, 29 Duff Street, Turramurra 2074. Phone 9488 7416

I/we would like to be on a table with____________________________________

Here is my cheque for $_____________ Please reserve ______ places for me.

Name __________________________________________________________________________

Phone __________________________________________________________________________

Avalon Sailing Club Credit Card Authority

Please circle type of card      Mastercard       Bankcard       Visa         Expiry ■ ■ ■ ■

■ ■ ■ ■  ■ ■ ■ ■  ■ ■ ■ ■  ■ ■ ■ ■
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Welcome to the Greatest Show on Pittwater!!
All members are invited to join in the fun at 

the biggest social event of the year...

A Night at the Circus
The Commodore’s Ball

          Sat May 27th 2006 - 7pm at the Club 

Get out your colourful clothes and creative fancy dress!
7pm to Midnight

Champagne on arrival then BYO
Circus entertainment and a superb two course meal

followed by coffee and chocolates
$55 per head

Music for all night dancing and juggling

l Yacht division trophy presentation 
l Lucky seat prize l Best table decoration  

l Best costume l Best act

All adult members - from both Yacht and Centreboard  
divisions  and friends are welcome

Get your tickets as soon as possible. Places are limited and 
this  event is always a sell-out. RSVP May 17th to Celia Craig 



The dreaded mal-d’mer. Some have said it’s all in the 
mind. Unfortunately I cannot go back and verify this 
theory. I’d heard the theory before I encountered the 
disease. For me it exists, although recently, with the 
aid of first the Skop patches behind the ear (now off 
the market) and then Travacalm, yes the medication 
that was withdrawn from the market for a period, I 
have largely been free of the problem.

My first encounters with sea sickness occurred in my 
teens while fishing off Manly with my dad. In those 
casual days he fished from a 10 ft (3m to the Johnny-
come-lately) rowing boat. Safety gear consisted of an 
anchor, (either a reef anchor or a sugar bag full of 
sand) and a large jam tin. It’s an interesting experience 
being several miles off North Head in such a small 
craft. I wouldn’t do it for quids today.

(One of the things that has interested me is how I 
could sit for hours on a surf board in very large, steep 
seas, sometimes afraid of what I was encountering 
but too proud to admit it and go in, shivering with 
cold yet never a sign of the dreaded lurgy. The same 
conditions in a yacht or fishing boat would lead to a 
very different result).

I avoided off-shore boating for more than a decade 
after those early experiences, but finally the lure of 
the sea got the better of me and I started sailing, 
initially in short off-shore races, with a couple of bouts 
of sickness, but also a few good days. Some in-shore 
racing followed and then about a further decade later, 
my friend decided that taking his Nantucket 31 to Pt 
Stevens would be a good way of having a Christmas 
holiday with his family. I got involved in four delivery 
trips, was sick on three and enjoyed one. The ones 
that stick in my mind are the three, particularly the 
last one.

For the benefit of anyone who has not suffered a case 
of mal-d’mer let me digress. You’re thinking positively, 
keeping thoughts of sickness out of your mind, but 
then you start to yawn and start to lose interest in 
what’s taking place. At first you feel a little nauseous 
but soon you’re feeling quite wretched. A little later 
you feel you’re going to die and not long after this 
you wish you would die. It’s at this time that I vow 
to myself that should I manage to live through this 

experience I will never venture off-shore again, better 
still, I’ll sell the boat and take up marbles or some 
other benign occupation.

Back in the early 80’s when we undertook this last 
delivery on the Nantucket 31 wet weather gear was 
somewhat more basic than that available today. 
Never-the-less, it would keep you dry enough, if you 
happened to have an outfit. I owned a waist-length 
jacket. The skipper, Dennis, had a thigh length jacket 
which he used and trousers which he never used. 
The other two crew, Henry and Graeme, had spray 
jackets. We all wore jeans and other cotton clothing. 
Quells were about the only ‘remedy’ available for sea-
sickness and since I had found these to be ineffective 
I took nothing.

Things got off to a bad start. After a fine, somewhat 
hot, day, we left the Nelson Bay marina close on dusk 
with some large storm clouds appearing in the south-
west. The tide was running out and a stiff north-easter 
was kicking up a short sea in the mouth of the port. 
The mainsail was flaked on the boom and held with 
bungee cords with plastic balls on the ends. 

This Sailing Life ...Mal-d’Mer
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I’ll just go down and start unpacking - we 
sail in five minutes
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“Watch out for those balls”, Dennis would always say 
as we set about getting the sail ready for action. This 
time it was he who didn’t watch out and was fortunate 
to be wearing his glasses rather than his contact lenses 
as the ball hit him smack on one of the glass lenses 
leaving some small bits of glass on the eyeball. Amidst 
this drama I was suddenly throwing-up while not yet 
out of the harbour. Great start.

Once outside, the sails were deployed and with a calm 
sea and the wind behind we were on our way. A full 
main and poled out #2 were the go. Down around Point 
Stevens I noticed lightning on the horizon and shortly 
after realized it was rapidly getting high in the sky. 
This says it is heading your way fast. “I’ve experienced 
this before on the Myall Lakes and it means high 
winds and storm conditions”. The words had barely 
passed my lips when the first stirring of a head-wind 
was upon us. We were still dropping the pole when 
the storm hit. We were off. The course was now for 
Lord Howe Island and it was hang on. The sea had 
been totally flattened by the wind, rain and hail and 
lightning was striking all around us. Large anchored 
freighters eerily started to appear when lit up by the 
lightning. The speedo was off-scale at 50+ knots and 
obviously we were carrying far too much sail but 
were managing, with the wind coming over the stern 
quarter. I was sitting down to leeward on the counter 
holding onto the genoa sheet, occasionally delivering 
some berly into the very large stern wave. Eventually 
the skipper decided the wind was not diminishing 
so he donned a harness and inched forward to drop 
the headsail. Dropping the headsail did the trick. The 
wind immediately dropped to nothing. We were now 
a long way offshore and decided to return to the port, 
lick our wounds, get some rest and go for an early 
departure the following day. Bad choice!

A fine morning greeted us and we were soon heading 
south in ideal conditions, but not for long. Cloud 
and mist started coming in from the south and as 
the day progressed the wind steadily built. The sea 
was building too and soon I was experiencing the 
unmistakable signs of the dreaded lurgy. Meanwhile 
the misty rain had blocked out all sight of land and we 
were dependent on dead reckoning. As darkness fell 
the wind had built to 35+ knots and we were carrying 
a reef in the main and a small headsail. Henry had 
already retired to the settee-berth in the saloon, un-
well, and I decided I needed to be in the centre of the 
boat and as low as possible. The cabin sole was the 
only choice. I stretched out in my wet clothes and wet-

weather jacket and tried to sleep. Water was dripping 
from the mast, and, depending on the current tack, 
would drip on either my feet or those of Henry. I slept 
fitfully, flat on my back. Besides the usual thoughts 
such as ‘Oh well, if the ship goes down too bad, I 
can’t do anything about it’, and, ‘never-again’, I was 
thinking of Dennis’ wet-weather pants which I was 
sure he’d not use but thought I should leave for him 
in case he decided to break with tradition.

Having been in a sort of twilight zone for a while I 
became more aware and realized I was lying in about 
2 cm of water. Furthermore I found I was very cold. I’d 
eaten nothing for longer than I could remember and 
decided I needed to do something to ensure I did not 
descend into hypothermia. I had no more dry clothes 
so Dennis was going to lose the option on his trousers 
and I was headed for the quarter berth and sleeping 
bag. As I stood to get into the trousers Graeme saw I 
was awake. “Thank goodness you’re awake”, he said 
“I’m absolutely buggered. I don’t know how Dennis 
keeps going” (I’ll never forget the words). So now I was 
in a pickle. I could hardly say I was going to bed after 
that so I rummaged through the ice-box and found a 
Mars bar and the remains of another. I scoffed these 
down, took out the storm board and climbed into the 
cockpit. Dennis was harnessed to the backstay and 
semi-comatose. I sat alongside him for a while. By now 
we were down to a reefed main and small headsail. 
Presently he said he was going to wake Henry and 
we were to keep steering towards New Zealand as we 
had long-since lost track of our position to a sufficient 
degree that it would be unwise to close the coast.

Now I was harnessed to the backstay. We sailed for a 
while until I decided I needed a rest and handed over 
the harness and wheel to Henry. The cockpit floor 
seemed to be a more secure place to sit than the seat 
and I was soon asleep, sitting up, not even waking 
for the frequent wave that broke over the cockpit. 
Now it was my turn at the wheel again. I must have 
fallen asleep at the wheel and the wind had dropped. 
I became aware of my surroundings. Well, sort of. 
“What side of the boat is the wind supposed to be 
coming from” I asked. Henry was not sure either. 
There was now so little wind that it was more of an 
academic discussion than anything of value. I think 
we eventually decided it was probably meant to be 
coming from starboard but in the light wind and 
confused sea we could do little about it anyway. 

Continued on page 8



In an article some time back I described a boy’s first 
sailing experience in an old clinker rowing boat with 
a home made calico sail rigged on various lengths of 
timber found in a friend’s garage. Yes, it was me. Still 
one of the best sails I ever had.

My next brush with sailing was again on Pittwater, 
this time out in front of BYRA, where the old heavy 
plywood scow moth was stored. This sail took place in 
the late 50’s, heady days in which were shown the first 
films of surfboard riders tackling large Hawaiian waves 
on what were then considered small boards. These 
films also included some footage of one, Hobie Alter, 
sailing his new catamaran in waves. All this made a 
great impression on us young teenagers, and a friend, 
Kevin, and I ordered the first balsa surfboards made 
in Australia as soon as they became available. We also 
wanted to experience as much as possible of some of 
the new elements of water sport that the films had 
covered. Catamarans were not on, but, Kevin had a 
moth, didn’t he?

With a great degree of difficulty, the moth was 
removed from the rack at BYRA and balanced on 
the back of my Holden ute. I cannot remember how 
we coped with keeping it on the ute nor how we 
transported the spars but we eventually drove to the 
edge of the sand on North Curl Curl beach and with 
the help of a bunch of eager kids man-handled the 
craft to the waters edge. The corner of Curly beach is 
protected in a north-easter, so the waves are usually 

relatively small. On this day they were probably about 
0.5-1 metre while the tide was about half in. Getting 
the moth through the waves and into deep enough 
water to drop the fin and rudder was a bit tricky but 
eventually we were off. (This moth was big enough 
for two). We sailed out to about level with the point 
and then ran off towards South Curly, now in fairly 
decent sized seas. I have to say that by this time I was 
feeling quite uneasy about the whole enterprise and 
suggested we might consider turning around and 
head back towards the headland.

We started a jibe, but probably got the sea wrong and 
found ourselves capsizing. Now, my mother had lived 
at Manly during the 30’s when a series of shark attacks 
occurred at that beach. The up-shot of this was she 
instilled in me a fear of sharks which I retain to this 
day. While Kevin’s instinct was to jump clear of the 
sail as the boat overturned, mine was to run over the 
hull and onto the fin, not even getting my feet wet. 
I stood there until he swam over and we righted the 
craft. I again ran over the hull without touching the 
water. I’d had enough by this time and convinced him 
to return to the beach. We didn’t try to catch a wave.

Kevin was besieged by eager youngsters eager for a 
ride, found one with a good degree less sensitivity 
than me and proceeded to sail perhaps a mile out. 
I must say I’d had enough of off-shore sailing for the 
present.

Bob Batchelor
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This Sailing Life ... Moth Surfing

Mal d’Mer - Continued from page 7

Wakened by the change of conditions the other two 
came up, realized we were somewhat dazed and set 
about raising more sail.

The remainder of the voyage was sailed without 
myself and Henry. We were tied up in Middle Harbour 
in time for breakfast.

What did I learn aside from saying no to off-shore 
sailing offers? - You should always be properly 
equipped when you go sailing ensuring you can 

cope with whatever conditions might show up. Get 
a seasickness remedy that works. (It is interesting 
that the best remedies I’ve found, Skop and the old 
Travacalm were both taken off the market because 
they caused some people to hallucinate, I wouldn’t 
say they made me feel great but they did keep the 
lurgy at bay. I think the new Travacalm tablets are not 
as effective for me). I always make sure there are Mars 
bars on board when I am on long off-shore passages, 
they cured me once and they taste so good.

Bob Batchelor
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Your committee works long and hard to run the Club. 

All members of the committee are dedicated, hard 
working and conscious of their responsibilities but 
none more so than our Hon Treasurer. 

Diligent in his quest for ways to maximize the Club’s 
funds (such as they are) Neil Gregory has been 
searching for imaginative investment opportunities. 
We can now announce he has re-invented the “bottom 
of the harbour” scheme, but here on our very own 
Pittwater.

Typical of this modest man, he has tried to keep a 
low profile in these good works but the truth is out. 
With his team of financial experts in tow our treasurer 
was, on Sunday 2nd of April plumbing the depths of 
Pittwater (not far from the club jetty actually). Fully 
clothed he and his crew were seen diving deep to the 
bottom of our harbour in the pecuniary interest of 
the Club.

We are told that this latest “bottom of the harbour” 
scheme has been checked out with Peter Costello 
and found to be inside the tax guidelines. Our Club 
Treasurer would not comment but I hear from reliable 
sources he is willing to accept investments from 
members and can guarantee solid if damp returns.

Mike Maher

A Watershed in ASC Investment Policy

Portuguese Beach Interclub Picnic

Geoff  Sherman dispenses 
his famous ‘Shooters’

The picnic tradition continued when the annual interclub picnic was 
held at Portuguese Beach on 8 April with a huge crowd from ASC, BYRA 
and RPAYC descending on this beautiful beach. It took the combined 
efforts of RPA and BYRA, and a bit of skulduggery (tree as anchorman) to 
defeat a valiant ASC team in the tug-o-war (sob). As has become tradition, 
Geoff Sherman served the bestest Oyster Shooters, and in the egg tossing 
challenge four dozen eggs were tossed back and forth until only one was 
left – not sure who ended up as the last pair, but I do know that there 
were many other teams who wore rather than caught their eggs – what a 
fantastic way to celebrate the end of the season.  Thanks to all who made 
this a memorable day.

Geoff  Fogarty



Why did our trusty commodore need TWO start 
boats for the first of the winter series yacht races?

We were puzzled as well but then the reason became 
apparent ... the second boat was to go back to the 
Clubhouse to pick up the start flags and mast  which 
had been forgotten.

Our leader was under considerable stress, being both 
OOD and yacht starter.

Our new editorial staff were seen at the Working Bee 
trying hard to find club members to photograph...

not an easy task in recent times as many members are 
increasingly conspicuous by their absence. Not least 
of those non attending members was your past Jib 
Sheet editor who had chosen that particular weekend 
to go away on the beloved Trina, (mia culpa). 

He promises to do something about that in the 
future.

Elsewhere in this edition you will read the true story 
of our underwater treasurer, but in the interest of 

balance we have decided to allow NG to peddle his 
own version of events, albeit  heavily edited.

“The Gregory’s and their guests had a beautiful day 
sailing...in the Two Island race....UNTIL, it was time 
to come home!  After packing up the boat and having 
the few (?) regular drinks I motored ashore with two 
of the other guys while Elle and Fran finished off 
cleaning up on the boat.  DISASTER struck when some 
wash from one of the club rescue boats (or other boat 
moving around the wharf) first came over the bow 
and then with the subsequent movement and panic 
more water and then….into the water with the lot!!!   
Dinghy motor and all!!” 

(Ex editors note): I know the skipper of  Soleil to be a 
highly competent sailor and I am confident he would 
not lay blame at the door of  a poor young rescue 
boat driver, or suggest his own lack of  seamanship 
in failing to anticipate the wash of  other boats, or 
impugn the character of  his crew by suggesting that 
they would panic. No, his explanation is an attempt to 
draw attention away from his brilliant Bottom of  the 
Harbour scheme and is driven by this mans well known 
modesty.

Norm Field
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Guess Who, Don’t Sue

April Working Bee - Thank you to all who helped out!

They were: Michael Smith, John Wilshire, Ralph Albritt, 
Peter, Elizabeth and Andy Kidner, Toni Fear, Paul Sinclair, 
Jim Flaye, Bob Birchall, Geoff Fogarty, Neil Gregory, Claudie 
Moffatt, Peter Hudson, Claus Bayer, Rob Wall, Glenn Sanders, 
Dug Russel, Andy and Harry Bate, Julian Golding, David 
Hyde, Michael Eaton, Mat Butterworth, Richard Alstom
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The 21st edition of the Gold Coast Race this year, started 
in a fresh to frightening sou-wester that promised 
spectators and crews some first class Saturday 
excitement as the ‘come of age’ fleet charged down 
the harbour for their left hand turn northwards.

Among the 42 starters were many superb examples of 
current ocean racing technology from 98 feet down to 
30 feet all carrying world class crew complements.

Our focus in this story centres on an almost brand new 
carbon fibre sled with fully retractable and canting 
everything and which, in pre-build tanks tests, had 
forecast extraordinary heavy weather speed potential. 
With the construction and campaign budgets for 
such state of the art boats in the stratosphere, like 
many today the ownership of this rocket ship was 
shared. Although one of the proud owners was an 
internationally recognized flat water one design 
champion, his ocean racing CV was pretty thin and 
he had decided that this years ‘Southport’ race was a 
good opportunity to see what this offshore stuff  was 
all about.

Other than our newbie ocean racing owner the crew 
was comprised of globe girdling ocean racing veterans, 
Olympic one design notables and a brace of past skiff 
champions. 

At the gun our helmsman crafted a clever clear air 
position that saw the boat charge off the line and 
within minutes she had surfed up among the much 
larger boats at the sharp end of the fleet. The only 
course change to a very quick straight line reach to 
North Head being a crash gybe to avoid a 50 footer 
pinned flat after a squirrelly mid harbour backwind 
caught them unawares.

The combination of a left over SE swell a racing tide 
and the 30 knot sou-wester produced the infamous 
washing machine effect at the Port Jackson entry 
but in the exit from the harbour our helmsman had 
marched this super slippery 40 footer right up among 
the big boys. On the signal from the helm and a 
simultaneous adjustment in the cant of the keel the 
foredeck men hoisted their supercharging masthead 
asymmetric providing an instantaneous acceleration 
to 25 knots. 

On these new high tech composite structures major 
speed increases produce a unique ‘carbon cacophony’ 
but on our boat the symphony of speed included the 
additional roar of the vacuum induced air rushing 
through the bomb doors on the keel head and a similar 
tornado like blast being drawn through the foldaway 
sail leg box.  The aggregate  noise from all sources was 
akin to a couple of GM ungoverned diesels and had 
our  ‘newbie’ owner ocean racer asking if someone 
had inadvertently started the auxiliary at max revs 
with prop spinning in thin air.

With a little tweaking of the asymmetric trim and a 
nudge or two on the keel cant button so the moveable 

ballast was almost breaking the surface, our boat was 
hitting 30’s with the crew crowded aft to keep her bow 
lifted.

By the time we had Harbord’s southern headland 
abeam our speed had put us within reach of a well 
known 60 foot flyer and while the tactician was 
figuring his best overtaking tactic the whole boat was 
violently shaken by a bone jarring explosion.

A chorus of ‘What the @*#!% was that’, produced a 
laconic response from the weather quarter: 

“I don’t know but it looks like the keel’s un-canted 
itself”. This gem from our newbie owner who had 
established a white knuckle lock, on the stainless 
hardware aft.

A quick check below revealed that the primary keel 
canting ram shaft had sheared and vertical stability 
was no longer under any form of human or mechanical 
control.

The helmsman was now forced to try and keep the 
boat over the top of the wildly swinging foil and bulb 
while the foredeck crew undertook the challenge of 
getting the asymmetric down while the boat careered 
all over the ocean. With the bow of the boat mostly 
submerged beneath a racing torrent of water the 
process was slowed and inevitably the radical helm 
swinging survival tactics ultimately produced an 
uncontrolled Chinese gybe. The effect of the still 
drawing asymmetric and the canting keel swung to its 
maximum leeward arc held the boat in a masthead to 
surface position.

Slowly the foredeck crew inched their way forward and 
released the kite halyard and sheet to de-power the 
effect of the chute and with that done the masthead 
came out of the water a little. With the release of the 
main halyard the process of getting the main off began 
and after an exhausting effort the boat righted itself 
sufficiently to allow crew to get below to try and arrest 
the still swinging keel foil and ballast. With a series 
of ingenious jury rigged ‘hand billys’ and ‘spanish 
windlasses’ the errant keel was finally centered and 
the boat once more assumed a generally vertical 
posture. Ten minutes of tidying up to keep pennants 
out of the prop the auxiliary was ignited and the slow 
powered return to the harbour began.

On the return home, the crew discussion in the cockpit 
inevitably covered every element of every yard of 
their much abbreviated Ocean Race to the Gold Coast 
and the encyclopedic experience of the complement 
collectively advanced some informed contributions to 
the future of high tech ocean racing.

Our ‘Newbie’ ocean racing owner only asked one 
question:

“Is It Always Like This???”

C.D. Butterworth

Is It Always Like This???
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Coming Events
I‘m really happy to announce that we have a new 
editorial team for the Jib Sheet and I might say a very 
proficient one. 

Please welcome Matt Butterworth and Claudie 
Moffatt.

In the past few week I have been handing over to the 
new team and this will be my last “Running by the 
Lee” 

I must say I have enjoyed the task over the last six 
or so years. The effort involved in putting together 
this newsletter hasn’t only come from me, there have 
been a lot of others behind the scenes without whom 
its’ production would not be possible.

I’m not going to list all those who have supported me, 
you know who you are, lets just say that I am and have 
always been very grateful for all your help and I hope 
you will all continue to support the new editors. 

For my part I will now be able to pay more attention to 
the Club website and perhaps present the occasional 
story for the NEW Jib Sheet editors consideration.  
I wish Matt and Claudie well and look forward to 
seeing them take our journal in new and exciting 
directions.

Mike Maher

Running by the Lee

For the fostering, encouragement, promotion, teaching and above all  
enjoyment of  sailing on the waters of  Pittwater”
Affiliated with the Yachting Association of NSW. Patron Iain Murray 

PO Box 59 Avalon NSW 2107. Clubhouse: Old Wharf Reserve, Hudson Parade. Phone (02) 9918 3637 
Editor Matt Butterworth – Mat.Butterworth@optus.com.au 

Assistant Editor and Artwork Claudie Moffatt – cmof5582@bigpond.net.au

27th May
Commodore’s Ball

4th June - 4pm
Centreboard Presentation

BYO BBQ afterwards

6th August
Annual General Meeting

20th August
 2nd Annual Golf Challenge

Tee times to be confirmed but will be early

Riverside Oaks Golf Course

Entries and enquiries to Dug Russell by  
31 May 2005

dug.russell@messagestick.com.au 
or 0416 273 920

For more information contact 
Ross Trembath  

ross.trembath@uts.edu.au


