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Church Mouse 2005
33 Marlins Released.
$63,000 + Raised for charity.

Bob Butte gets a
well deserved pie.
Anything for charity.

Release today.
Fish tomorrow.

PMYC’s big winner.
Team Caldonia
Jack Monroe released a marlin.
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PMYC hosted a very successful ASMBYC meeting and I would like to thank Candy Brown & Co. for all of their help. It
is very much appreciated.
On September 11, PMYC is hosting Andersson Marine’s 6th Annual Dinghy Poker Run at 12:00. This day is also Patriot
Day, designated in memory of those who died in the September 11 attacks.
On September 17, South Bay Yacht Racing is sponsoring the Man/Woman Race and PMYC is hosting. September
23,24,25 is the famous Emerald Bay Hors d’oeuvre Cruise. Be sure to check out the many events that are planned on the
sign up sheet/poster board at The Club.
Come check out the new carpet in the back room! Six new patio chairs have also been ordered.
The Commodore appreciation lunch date will be announced soon. Also, if you would like to get involved with The Club
and be a Director, the 2006 nominations for candidates will start at the end of the month.
PMYC would like to enter a boat for the 43rd Annual Marina del Rey Boat Parade.
Volunteers are needed for the design/decorating committee.
See you at The Club.
Nick Cecola, Commodore

Advertise in The Log.
Contact the editor.
Knovens@aol.com or (310) 463-0077

Page 3
As you all know, our very own Bob and Carol Butte put on their fantastic 15th Annual
“Friendly Marlin Invitational Tournament” in Avalon this past week, a tournament that
supports over 40 different youth related organizations and projects in Catalina. Over $400,000 have been raised in the last
14 years; an incredible fete! Congratulations Bob, Carol, Maggie and Kim. You rock! This is the first year that it was
run as a 100% release tournament. I know about 43 marlins that are happy today because of this effort.

I know it will be repeated in this Log, but I must congratulate our friends on “Caldonia”, Jack and Pam Monroe with
Don and Pat Coffelt, with one release, and Bill and Buffy Cavaness on “Never “B” Done” with one hook-up. I never saw a group so
excited. As for “Celebration”, well, we boarded a 42-inch Halibut a day before the tournament. As Sparky said, “…there’s something
definitely wrong when you board a Halibut during a Marlin tournament”. But the question is, what was the fish that the “Group of
Three” were showing off and claiming to have won that side bet???
As beautiful as the weather was in Catalina and the fun everyone had and always has fishing the tournament, I cannot forget the satellite
images continuously flashing across the TV screen of the utter devastation wreaked by Hurricane Katrina in Louisiana, Mississippi and
Alabama. Just horrendous! And it just seems to get worst. I am thankful at least that Pat Coffelt’s family is fine in Mississippi although
they did lose everything. We have other members with families and friends in the region. I pray they are safe. We all need to do what
we can to help these devastated fellow Americans.
Megan Andres Bilson
Vice Commodore

Membership has its Privileges
Pacific Mariners welcomes all our new members, I know a lot of you are making use of the club facilities and rightly so too! The real
value in the club lays in the associated activities. For example, this last weekend was the 15th annual Church Mouse Marlin Tournament,
held out of Avalon. Put on with the unbounded energy of long time PMYC members Bob & Carol Butte, in aid of the children of Catalina.
Club members always support this cause, some with differing criteria, myself for instance, originally it was all about the party with a bit
of fishing thrown in. Luau Larry’s and the Marlin Club got more drag than the reel settings. Being moored out in Desconso Bay with the
boat being tossed around all night was half the fun of it. The Marlin club wasn’t the same this year somehow, Luau Larry’s only got a
casual glance.
Times change and so do we all. This year, Nick Cecola, Kent Andersson and myself were treated to
the true comforts of Catalina, as guests of Staff Commodore Bob Smith and Helene in their magnificent home perched in the sun overlooking the bay.
Conversation with Bob on the history of the Island, a scotch and ice, standing on the porch was
somehow more interesting.
But the Church Mouse is something all new members have to experience, during this coming year
talk to members, cultivate friendships, hitch a ride with the pro’s or dive into it cold next year on
your own boat. No matter what, pencil it in as a must.
Barrie Harnett, Rear Commodore
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Hors D’oeuvre Cruise To
Emerald Bay.
The last
cruise of the summer series is about to happen and don't get left behind. We will be at the Corsair Yacht Club in Emerald
Bay on September 23,24 and 25. The cruise is entitled "Hors d'oeuvre cruise" because of the contest that will be the high
point of the cruise. We will have our own judges do the difficult task of proclaiming the best.
There are several rules to consider:
1. No pre made (commercial) hors d'oeuvres. Heating up pot stickers that were frozen by the
Chinese company does not qualify, even thought they taste great.
2. You have to make the items on the way over, or while you are at Emerald Bay.
a. Pre made tortillas are OK.
3. Plan on at least 35 items for the presentation, so the rest of the people there can have a taste.
The agenda for the weekend consists of a "no host" BBQ Friday evening.
Saturday lunch we may have a raft up, followed at 4:00 PM for the Hors d'oeuvres contest. Saturday evening we will BBQ
again. Bring your own stuff to BBQ, but we will all eat together starting at 6:00 PM.
Sunday morning breakfast will be a feast. Do not leave early. You must have our famous Sunday morning breakfast of
eggs, pancakes etc. Gonzo promises his special chorizo will be a highlight of the morning. I am sure we will have a little
Bloody Mary left over from the weekend to top off the meal and be ready for the return trip to MDR.
NAV CLASS: September 12, 2005, at 7:00 PM is the opening day for the advanced Navigation class at California Yacht
Club sponsored by US Coast Guard Aux. This class has not been taught for several years and probably will not be taught
for several years from now. The final exam will be given November 14, 2005. There is no charge for the class, but there is
a charge for the paper back text book. You may already have the text book if you took the basic course. The course material
starts with chapter 6 and goes on to finish the book. You are invited to attend the class to see if it is something you want to
do and become familiar with. If you have any questions, please call. (310) 854 4488.
REMEMBER safety is everyone job. Your PFD only works when you wear it.
Be safe, IRV Osser, Fleet Captain

Going South
As we wrote to you in our last newsletter, we were invited to a weekend of fun under the sun by Lynn Sisco, President of
Parrotheads Baja California in Puerto Salinas on the last weekend in July.
This marina is a brand new development about 60 miles south of San Diego. It is very close to the La Fonda Restaurant.
This marina does not have a breakwater so the entrance is constantly being dredged. Boats with 4-5 feet draft don’t have
a problem; anything deeper may need a guide to enter. Once inside there is enough depth for any type of boat. The marina is trying to establish itself as a center for Baja fishing tournaments to attract more customers.
Sunday morning, after recuperating from the festivities, we went to La Fonda for brunch. We both did a double take
when we saw Don and Pat Coffelt sitting at the next table. It’s a small world. There are PMYC members roaming around
in the world…
The next day we briefly went to San Diego to provision one last time. You know, those little things you forgot, like stock
to print your boat cards (business cards), some new special hash browns we were introduced to at Silver Gate YC, candies for the little kids underway, etc... Yes, the waterline is history again, but what’s new?
Tuesday, August 02, 2005 it’s time for one last load of laundry, a visit to the port captain to get the crew list valid for all
of Mexico, to load up on ice for the sundowners, to stow everything away and a great dinner at Mexico’s oldest French
restaurant “El Rey Sol”. The next morning we left for Punta Colonett, some 69 miles south of Ensenada. The skies were
grey and foggy at 7:00 AM.
The real adventure begins……...
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Un-chartered waters for us from now on.
When leaving Cruise Port Marina, the route takes you along the old half sunken SS Catalina.
What a sad sight. There is still talk about raising and restoring her to her old beauty. Seeing the
reality makes you question the sanity of this whole project. As we were trying to leave Ensenada Harbor, one of the regular cruise ships was entering the harbor. As the saying goes,
“Tonnage rules”. We made a u-turn and waited for this monster to finish entering the harbor.
Conti, this is what you do when the other boat is way bigger than you. You don’t play chicken
with it.
All the way to Punta Banda the ocean was like a mirror. It remained flat all the way with no wind. I guess Murphy exists
also in Mexico. As soon as we approached the anchorage, the wind picked to 15 knot gusts.
Punta Colonett is easy to recognize; a big mesa looking like a Milky Way bar, caramel in the middle and dark chocolate on
top. Once around the corner, the anchorage is about a mile along the cliff just past the gorge (a big “V” in the wall). We
anchored in about 25 feet of water with a sandy bottom. The anchorage was surprisingly calm, although it had the looks of
Paradise Cove. This was our first night totally away from civilization. A deserted cove, pitch black surroundings and a sky
full of stars.
As the movie title says: “A day without a Mexican”. We may be in Mexico but we miss our favorite one, the one and only
“You”, I mean the one and only “Gonzo”…
All the way down the coast we had regular encounters with red tide. The phenomenon is due to a population explosion of
toxic (not to humans) naturally occurring microscopic plankton. The bloom occurs when the ocean has warm surface temperatures, high nutrient content, low salinity and calm seas. It makes for a great light show at night, when you can see the
fish swimming by your boat. You can see the waves breaking on the beach and if you have salt water flush in your toilets,
you don’t have to turn the light on at night in your head. The light show in the bowl will illuminate the whole room.
After a very quiet and peaceful night, we departed next morning to San Quintin. As we were leaving the anchorage a nice
wind came up. We hoisted the spinnaker and cruised along at 7 knots. It didn’t last long. The wind died and the iron Genny
came back on. It went like this all day, even so we tried a few times to sail.
Underway we decided to have a look at the anchorage in Isla San Martin called Hassler Cove. Most guides describe it as an
anchorage not suitable during N, NE and NW winds. Even so we had a northwesterly, the anchorage was nice and flat. We
opted to stay for a night or two. We had to anchor twice, since our first attempt resulted in scooping up a whole farm of sea
grass from the bottom. On our second attempt the anchor finally bit securely. The boat settled nicely at anchor and it was
cocktail hour with melted brie and mini toasts. A bee decides to come and visit us from the island. It kept circling the boat
without entering it. Somehow it must have figured out that it was persona non grata on the boat, especially given the past
experiences from Carrillo Beach. It just keeps circling.
The next morning we were watching the fishermen bringing in their overnight loot of crabs. At the very end they raised a
net in the cove containing a lot of fish as well as a lobster. After they emptied their loot in their icebox, they came over to
our boat and offered us the lobster in exchange for a couple of beers. A few oatmeal cookies on top of it resulted in an additional half a bucket of crab legs. Not a bad deal. Dinner was secured.
The dinghy went in the water for some explorations. We went around the bend looking for the little lagoon shown on all the
maps. Unfortunately it was hidden behind a big kelp field. We beach landed by the fishing camp and went to explore by
foot. A short walk through some scrub and we got to the bay. It is home to some seals and a whole
Legion of Gooney birds. When they saw us approaching, they all decided to take off at the same time. It felt like a scene
from “The Birds” by Hitchcock. We tried to climb to the top of the island but there was no trail. Plus the Cactus needle
balls stopped us from any progress. We just wandered about the little fishing village houses (or ruins). The beach was littered with a green channel buoy, lobster hooplas, shoes, cans, etc.
We went back to the boat to prepare our seafood festival with some fine wines. A peaceful night was followed by an invasion of flies from the island in the morning. We must have a special attraction for unwanted critters. After a quick breakfast, we lifted anchor and made a beautiful spinnaker run to Cape San Quintin / Bahia Santa Maria. Originally we decided
to anchor right behind the cape, but there were so many shoals. We opted to make a run for Playa Santa Maria across the
bay and anchor in front of some hotels. Another cruising boat was already there. They were on their way north without an
engine. A while later a steel hulled French flagged ketch pulled into the anchorage dropping anchor right next to us, even so
the anchorage is huge and empty.

“Why pay more at a discount

store”

Everything for your boating needs.
(sorry no ice.)

Andersson Marine
Sales & Service
After a long day working on minor boat projects, it was time to sit down for cocktail hour. We barely had our first sip when out of
nowhere a Mexican Military Speedboat showed up and boarded the steel ketch next to us. This must have been a planed and targeted
boarding. When we looked over to the beach, we saw a Mexican Army detail standing guard parallel to the ketch. It lasted almost
two hours. We assumed we were next and got ready for their boarding party. Once they finished
with the ketch, they sped off and never bothered us. Afterwards the captain of the ketch informed us that they went through the
whole boat. They even drilled holes into his water and fuel tanks looking for drugs. Can you imagine the screams if this had happened aboard Maitairoa? While he had been boarded before, it was always with a dog, which he actually preferred.
Punta Baja was our next stop, 28 miles down the road. We left San Quintin under spinnaker, again with the perfect conditions. Unfortunately it lasted only for four hours, the chute came down and the iron Genny came back to life. Entering the
anchorage after rounding the cape, we saw some campers up on the hill. It turns out this is a famous surfers location. We anchored
close to the village for what turned out to be so far, the rolliest anchorage we have been in.
The next morning we lifted the anchor and headed for Bahia San Carlos. Along the way lays Isla San Geronimo and the dangerous
Sacramento reef. We plotted a course to the island and then to Punta San Carlos, inside the reef as suggested by the cruising guides.
What they failed to mention was the giant kelp forest along the coast. Some of the nicest kelp we have seen in a while. This kelp was
so thick that you could walk over it. So much for the short route. We went outside of the island and the reef, being it the safe way to
go. We spent a peaceful night in a sandy anchorage of 25 feet of water nicely tucked in by the village. Our AM departure was set
for 7:00 to Bahia Playa Maria, some 60 miles down the coast.
Several hours running a chute is a sailors dream, but the wind gods like to mess around a bit. The oil industry needs our support
once in a while, so on comes the venerable Perkins.
This was also our first encounter with large schools of dolphins. They stayed and swam with us for several hours, almost until we
entered the anchorage. Finding a good anchorage was difficult because we had some many to choose from. But once we saw the
fishing village, we aimed straight for it and anchored in 15 feet of water over a sandy bottom.
In the morning, we launched the skiff and went ashore to go the village. We hadn’t seen anybody in the village and were somewhat
curious. It turns out it was a deserted fishing village with signs dating back to early 80’s. It was obvious that some sporadic visitors
used this place to party, judging from the recent trash lying around. The village location was absolutely spectacular even so somewhat spooky. Several graves scattered around the village and a little shrine with fresh flowers and candles made the whole place
even more eerie. This village obviously was once a working fishing town, judging by the large
amount of left behind lobster traps and pangas on the beach. All still are in relatively good condition.
Strangely there were also a large amount of partially stripped cars scattered around the village. It
looked like a mechanic had been working there too.
And when we saw the following writing on one of the vans, it was time to leave. It said:
I feel sorry for the fisherman
Four drowned while in their pangas
Emeraldo and Juanito were burned
A manta ray killed the other one
And a heart attack the last one
Eight in one year
Beware of the devil.
We opted to return to the boat and get it ready to leave next morning for Bahia Santa Rosalilita., some 22 miles further south. The
winds coming directly from aft made for a leisurely sail downwind. Since we were in no rush, we unfurled the jib only and went
smoothly at 4-5 knots downwind.
Santa Rosalilita is a small town and will be the Pacific Coast’s harbor for the planned land bridge to the Sea of Cortez. The Mexican
government is planning to haul pleasure boats from this point across the Baja Peninsula to increase boating tourism. This way pleasure boaters will not have to make the long trip around Cabo San Lucas and can still take their boast to the Sea of Cortez. The problem with the whole project is that the government put a halt on it. The recently built small marina needs to be constantly dredged,
since it rapidly fills up with sand. Time will tell.
As we went ashore to explore the village, we were greeted by Luiz, a small boy from the village. He was totally amazed by
Continues on page 8

GOING HOME
Arrived on red-eye flight in Minneapolis at 0:dark:30. Picked up rental car and managed to find my sister’s house. Al set to work on
my sister’s computer problems which were many and varied.
Saturday: we're on the road again, this time North to a U.S. Wilderness Area between Canada and the U.S. called the Boundary Waters to a little town called Ely, population 3,500. Drove by the town that Dennis and Andy Peitso are from. Only one mishap when a
kayak came loose from a car roof. A caravan of about twenty people, intent on spending a week together, come what may.
One thing that really hit you was how beautiful and unspoiled it was. Not a speck of litter anywhere. Just blue skies, humungous
pine trees. After a few wrong turns we're arrived at the cabins. All I can say is WOW! What a gorgeous spot. The cabins were new
and beautiful, but rustic at the same time. The best part? No television and no telephones!
Al had the only cell phone that worked up there and only in a certain area in front of the cabin. That area became known as the
phone booth. There were signs on the trash cans telling you to secure them properly so bears couldn't get in. You are coexisting with
nature up there. It is both invigorating and relaxing. Wild raspberry bushes right outside the door.
Lined up two boats to be delivered to our dock. One for the adults for fishing and cruising and one for the young (and the listless)
for tubing and whatever. Kids liked ours better. Too bad.
Sunday: At dawn, Al and brother Roger headed out for fishing. Fifteen minutes out, Al landed his first Northern Pike. And so it
went that day. More Northern Pike. The elusive Walleye had yet to be seen.
Except for getting together for dinner, everyone went in different directions all day.
Monday: Fishing again. This time with my sister Jan and Al. Other people went to play golf.. Al watched
the fish finder and told us when and where the fish were coming by. Walleye! More Northern Pike, more
Walleye. To feed this crowd, you needed a lot of fish. Finally enough to cook up and eat.
I get up at dawn, Al’s already gone with Roger to catch the morning bite. I adjourn to the deck with my
Cheerios and my book. Bliss. More fish caught!
Laundry is beginning to pile up and absolutely nobody wants to drive to town to act responsibly and get it
done. We're went in for essentials and came right back. It was just too perfect right where we were.
Drives into Ely for groceries, and a knife sharpener for fishing, etc. Found out that Ely was one of Charles
Kuralt’s favorite places In fact, he bought the local radio station.
Finally we had to face up to the fact that it was time to leave this slice of Paradise and drive to Mom’s. On the way we drove into
this cute little town called Effie, population 91. Right then we knew we had to stop and get a t-shirt. What a beautiful drive; mile
after mile of rolling hills, beautiful farms and around every curve, another lake.
An hour after driving through the huge Red Lake Indian Reservation, we arrive at the location called Fourtown. This always kind of
reminds me of the Isthmus, only smaller. It’s a store, RV park and a bar. Stopped in and bought more t-shirts.
By this time, people are starting to stare (discreetly of course) and think they might know me. The
subtle questions begin. Are you from the area? Oh yes, and who is your family? Now I know I'm
home.
Only a few more miles to my little town of Grygla, “The Biggest Little Town of It’s Size,”
population 228. With me and Al there, it is now 230!
And there’s Mom on the porch! Lots of hugs, kisses and laughter.
Next day at the cafe, who comes in but my first grade teacher, Mrs. Nelson. She always remembers
me. I remember when she took away my bubble gum. That evening, I was sitting on the porch, marveling at what a neat, tidy and
prosperous town it was when I looked up and there they were, the Northern Lights! The whole sky was aflame with them.
Al is hard at work on Mom’s repair jobs. Have to leave to take my sister Glenda and her daughter to North Dakota to catch their
flight out. Pass by these beautiful sunflower fields. On the way back, we stopped to take some pictures. I figured since I'm already in
the field, I may as well pick some for Mom. Kept one eye out for the owner of the sunflowers and hacked one off.
So now it’s time to drive back to Minneapolis and head on back to L.A. Road construction. A local gave us a detour which would
save us some time. Five miles on a gravel and dirt road. Not for the timid. Over the hills and through the woods. Back to L.A. we
came. No! Oh, that’s right, they have winter there. Okay, I'll stay here.
Mary Wichser

Going South continues
the dinghy. Apparently he never saw one before with wheels on. Our main mission was to see if we could get some fresh veggies, which we were able to get including some potatoes and apples. One thing we noticed right away was that every house had
solar panels. Even the street lights had some. This village has no electricity, yet satellite dishes were abundant on the roofs. Everywhere we went we were greeted with a friendly smile.
The next morning we left bright and early to across the bay of Vizcaino for Cedros Island. After a great sail across the flat
ocean, we arrived at the north tip of the island where a small fishing village is located. It had a beautiful anchorage tied in with
an orchestra of seals. We opted to continue further south along the island since a night concert of this magnitude was not on our
schedule.
The east side of Cedros in many places reminded us of Catalina Island, just with much higher elevations. The clouds rolled over
the high mountain tops and combined with the setting sun made for a nice panorama. We finally settled in front of Las Palmitas
atop a small shelf in 20 feet of water for the night, just north of Cedros village.
After a nice peaceful night without any barking seals nearby, we lifted anchor for Turtle Bay. Again motoring for the first few
hours waiting for the wind to build, we went by Cedros Village towards Keller Channel. As we went along Isla de Navidad
(Christmas Island) Sue was wondering if Santa had her Xmas present ready for pick up. She tried to raise him on the VHF but
no answer. Guess he must have been out playing with the elves on the beach. Big disappointment on Sue’s side, knowing how
much she likes presents….
Along the mainland coast we went again. The mixture of ocean and desert side by side is fascinating. The colors of the dry desert land meeting with the blue and green waters of the pacific is just mind boggling.
A nice downwind sail finally took us to Turtle Bay where we dropped anchor in front of the pier.
Yippee, we made it, the half way point to Cabo!
The Hasenclevers

Our trip to the Mexican National Lions Club's Convention in Zacatecas, Zacatecas, Mexico, June 1 through 5, 2005.
We rose at 04:00 - UGH - to get to the La Paz airport in time for an 07:20 flight to Guadalara, where we planned to take a bus to
Zacatecas. Well, we got to the airport on time, by taxi. We picked up Basha's good friend, Reyna Majalca, on the way to the airport. Reyna is also a Lion, of course. She and Basha have been friends for a long time, even though Reyna does not speak English
and her rapid-fire Spanish is VERY hard to understand. However, the flight was delayed. Airlines never tell the truth about a delayed flight. The current mode of lying by Aero California is to say that the flight will leave two hours late. They tell the passengers that two hours after the scheduled departure time, when it is an obvious lie.. Well, that went on until the plane finally left about
eight hours late. We could find no alternative to just waiting.
That flight makes a stop in Los Mochis in the state of Sonora. As soon as the plane was parked on the apron, the pilot ran screaming
from the plane. Well, he didn't really scream. But he was the first off the plane and was in the terminal before passengers were told
that the flight would not continue. We would have to spend the night in Los Mochis and take a plane the next morning - the same
scheduled flight as we were on.
Aero California, to its credit, paid for hotel accommodations, meals and taxis for all passengers. When we arrived at the airport the
next morning, we were relieved to see that the plane we were to take had a different registration number from the one we were on
the day before. That flight went smoothly, and we got to Guadalara, albeit a day late.
In Guadalara, we met a member of another La Paz Lions Club, Alejandra, who offered us a ride in her car to Zacatecas - we to pay
the gas and tolls. We accepted and that turned out to be a mistake. The car was a VW Polo. Basha and Reyna sat in the back, and
were crowded - little leg room. There was not much up front for me either. The space was mistake number one. The cost of gas
and tolls was mistake number two. We could have been in a comfortable, air-conditioned bus for less. And we did take such a bus
on our return.

On the third day of the Convention, we joined others in a buffet lunch - called 'Comida' in Spanish and the mid-day meal is
the major meal of the day, as it was for my Barnhill grandparents. As an aside, the meals were, to them, breakfast, dinner
and supper.
After lunch/dinner/comida, we all met for a parade through the city. The parade was for more than a mile. Right in traffic.
We just took one lane. We had a military band in the parade to liven things up. The spectators - people of the street and
area - loved us. They applauded us. and when Basha said "Venimos de La Paz, Baja California Sur (We came from La Paz,
BCS" They responded "Bienvinidos -Welcome", and Basha said "Que bonita es Zacatecas - Zacatecas is beautiful." or with
"Que viva Zacatecas - Long live Zacatecas". This was a far different reception from that we received in Chiapas in 1993
when we marched with the Junior Chamber International at the Convention there in the streets of San Cristobal de Las
Casas. The spectators did not smile or wave to us. Such sullen looks. No one responded to my waves. Shortly after the
Convention left Chiapas there was an armed insurrection that attacked police stations, killing and burning.
In Zacatecas I did not feel it necessary to watch the rooftops for snipers!
After the parade we rested a bit before going to an event characteristic of Zacatecas, a 'callejoneada' - 'calle' is street,
'callejon' is alley, but really means narrow street, and boy, are there narrow and steep streets in Zacatecas! - and the 'eada'
suffix means something happening in the street. It seems that such street parties are held all over the city of Zacatecas on
both Friday and Saturday nights. They go on until 2:00 AM or so. We had tacos filled with mole, frijoles refritos, chicharones (chitlins), beef steak and potatoes.Ours had fireworks! A tower of fireworks was erected right in the street where we
had the 'Callejoneada'. Of course precautions were taken for safety. (Hah!!!) Yellow ribbons kept the people at least 25
feet from the tower, but the sparks still reach to the crowd. And a line was attached to the top of the fireworks tower and to
a power pole. Just one line. So, the tower could not fall THAT way. We left early - about midnight in the midst of the fireworks - to catch up on our rest.The next day we had breakfast in our hotel and rested until the evening formal dinner. The
International President, Mr. J. Frank Moore presided. We had met him at the Convention in Guadalara last year - he
picked us out of a crowd there to say hello to us. He is an American who speaks little Spanish, but who is much admired
and respected.
That dinner was fun. The National Queen of the Mexican Lions was selected from among the Queens of the clubs who
came. (We did not have one.) The selection was by lottery, with each Queen depositing her name in a bowl as she came
on stage. Then last year's National Queen began the lottery by picking a name from the bowl that Queen was to be eliminated - we all cried out "Ooooh'. Then the eliminated Queen picked a name, and all cried out 'Oooh' again. That went on
until only one was left, and she became the new National Queen. By luck, she was one of the prettier Queens in the contest.
At our table we had the grandmother and parents of one of the Queens. I spoke with the young woman, who did not win,
later. She spoke English, which she had learned while at Oxford! The father of the Queen, who was at our table as I mentioned, is a civil engineer who is Governor of his home District of Lions Clubs this year. He was at Basha's left. At Bill's
right for most of the evening was a retired communications engineer. We also had a man, the former Governor, who was
older than Bill by several years, not something we find often.
The Howard Johnson Hotel has a swimming pool and Basha got in two sessions of therapy - swimming - to help heal her
right shoulder muscles.
That party ended the Convention.
The next day we slept late and then took a bus back to Guadalara, where, as planned, we spent the night in the Hotel Fenix.
Basha and I had stayed there before when we attended the 2004 convention. We checked out at 1:00 PM the next day
(Monday) and waited all afternoon in the lobby until time for our flight home to La Paz. That flight also stopped in Los
Mochis, but this time the pilot did not run away. We got to La Paz about 9:00 PM and were met by Reyna's son, Rogelio.
The trip was fun, but we are glad, glad, glad to be home!
P.S. The hotel's name, Howard Johnson Hotel is correct, and does not use the possesive form.
Bill and Barbara Steagall
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Travels with Larry………continued:
Since everyone has been teasing me about how “long winded” I’ve been lately, I’ll try to be brief this month. The cruise to Two
Harbors was a blast. Weather could have been a little warmer but oh well. I’m still waiting to get in the water. I’m not as tough
as Eric Uhe who spent the better part of the weekend wet. Eric wasn’t the only one to get wet. Jim Conti spent a few anxious
moments trying to climb back into his dinghy after way too many cocktails on Bob Mc Laughlin’s boat. If the ocean water didn’t kill his cell phone, then surely the WD-40 bath that our Commodore Nic gave it afterwards, did the job. Fred Whitman organized, judged, participated in and actually won the horseshoe competition. Imagine that! I’m sure everything was on the up
and up. The best part of the weekend turned out to be the great sail back to MDR that is so rare for us
sailboats.
We returned to MDR, did the laundry and Sparky took Darlene & I to the airport very early on August
10th, for a week long visit at the Cordova’s hideaway on Lake Coeur d’ Alene in Idaho.
I can’t begin to tell you what a beautiful place that was. The weather was fantastic and the water in the
lake was an unbelievable 77 degrees warm. We frolicked in the lake on inflatable rafts. We boated up the
Coeur d’ Alene river to other lakes and hidden places that reminded us of the Jungle ride at Disneyland.
No alligrators or crockapiles though, and erased the one photo of yours truly that could have been mistaken for a hippopotamus floating in the water.
We found a new boat for Sparky.
We had an Al Berry sighting, caught him hard at work.

We went on a tour of an old abandoned silver mine.
Steve’s ears were ringing days later from the noise.
We found another “batwing” project boat for Bob Butte, now that the
CHURCH MOUSE is done for another year.

We visited the Panhandle Yacht club.
The place was locked up tight and no
one was there.

And for us Denver Bronco fans, we saw John Elway’s “little” lake retreat. He wasn’t there either.
At 3:30 A.M. on August 20th, we headed to the airport for the quick trip back to L.A.
Getting the baggage and finding the dog took about as long as the flight.
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Race Committee Report: Star North American Championship August 2005
On Monday August 14 I was at Cal YC doing some race committee promotion when I noticed the big tent for the Star North
American / King of Spain Championship Races. Light bulb! What an opportunity to get a ride/learn about race committee management for the ultimate one design / Olympic Class / America’s Cup trainer/ huge fleet / need I say more?!
Star boats were designed in 1911 and although the spars and rig have since been changed dramatically, the hull is essentially the
same: a chine hull (it has ‘corners’; it’s not round when viewed from the bow or stern) and narrow beam; huge main and tiny handkerchief jib. The original rig was a ‘sliding gunther’ rig with a huge vertical gaff and boom that hung out over the transom. The
rudder, skeg, and keel are unchanged since 1914. The boats are about 22 feet long and have lots of sail controls; most notably the
mast can be raked far forward for downwind speed. They go to weather like a witch and are fast down hill.
The two-man boats require incredible agility and athleticism as they are weight sensitive and when the crew is hiking outside the
hull it indicates go-fast conditions.
Some world renowned hotshot competitors have established reputations in Stars: Dennis Connor, Paul Cayard, Torbin Grael and
Lowell North among others, have won championships.
I spoke to CYC S/C Alex Benson and he said ‘love to have you. We need people to help out on the water.’ I volunteered for Friday, August 19th and it turned out to be a beautiful day. I was assigned to the weather stake boat. The committee consisted of the
race committee boat, several race judges and officials’ boats, and press boats as well as a weather mark boat. Visitors had come up
from San Diego and from as far away as Argentina to root for their heroes.
The Stars don’t use the Olympic Circle as there is a possibility that they can round the wrong mark (which yellow spar was that
again?). The committee sets inflatable marks and sets them about a mile NW of the Circle, setting a start line and a weather mark
(in this case about 2.1 miles from the start line) exactly square to the wind. The mark boat also set an offset mark slightly to leeward to facilitate rounding the weather mark; boats had to round this mark first to avoid the two boat length rule/ protests / giving
room at the mark, etc. The weather boat was in constant communication with race committee relaying the wind direction and
speed. These people were obsessed with setting a square race course with no side favored.
The mark was reset between the first and second weather legs; one boat had dragged it in the ensuing traffic jam. The committee
boat then proceeded out near the turning mark and re-anchored as part of the finish line. Our function was to inform boats that
were over early (OCS); since there were none (all clear), we spectated and displayed the on-station shape high up in the rigging so
the racers could see approximately where the mark was from a distance.
Random boats are selected for crew weight after the races. I don’t know if this is a sign to order another Philly cheese steak but it
probably wouldn’t hurt the judging. Most crews were on the hefty side.
There were forty boats out and it was match racing at its finest. There were perfect conditions, chop was minimal, the lads displayed amazing skill, and it was close between the leaders. On this occasion, Erik Lidecis of Newport Harbor Fleet won the race;
Lidecis won the King of Spain Trophy in this event in 2003.
It was a pleasure to work this event (the weather cooperated again) and I hope that I’ll be able to use the knowledge gained for our
race committee.
Andy Kopetzky, Race Chair

Dear PMYC members.
I want to thank you again for all your help and support for this
years challenge. PMYC is such a unique club and great bunch
of guys not to mention outstanding anglers. Was a pleasure!
Can’t wait till next year.
Until then happy hunting.
All the best, Drew Butler.
California Yacht Club
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Saturday August 6th was the running of the annual McNish Classic race.
The race took place off Channel Islands Harbor and entries are restricted to wooden hulled boats designed before 1965.
Rogues’ March, an entry from Marina del Rey, met the design requirement date tho she was built in the 80’s. ‘March’ is an L.
Francis Herreshoff cutter that is 34 ft overall.
The event is well attended by the likes of such vessels as ‘Orient’, a 72 ft 1938 S&S Yawl and sister ship to Baruna (see August Lat 38 article on Derek Baylis); Samarang, Captain Ernie Minney’s Bristol 1934 schooner built in Newport Beach; Alsumar, a fine 70 foot yawl from San Diego and others too numerous to mention. Some even made the journey down from San
Francisco. The docks around Pacific Corinthian Y.C. were full of classic woodies of all shapes and sizes rafted together. It
sort of reminded me of the dinghy dock at the Isthmus on 4th of July weekend. The owners allowed free passage back and
forth so it was quite an opportunity to admire and drool over some fine craftsmanship. There
were wooden rowing dories aboard some these ships that had been varnished like mirrors.
This year saw the added bonus of eight tall ships in the harbor. The ships were open to the
public and had people crawling all over them. There were dozens of photo boats, and a surprise awaiting us.
I brought some people up from the land of no wind
and had everyone placed on a race boat: had a couple placed on one boat; my intrepid
nephew/photographer Ben got onto ‘March’ and I
was ‘shanghai’d’ onto PMYC member Dennis
Peitso’s Bluenose. The event was delayed an hour
(1300) so the wind could come up; our start was
1320 and we taxied and gybed around in the light
stuff until we nailed the start on the South end of the
line. The course takes the boats from the start adjacent to the breakwater, around platform Gina (to starboard) then around the bell buoy near Ventura Marina and back to
the start. Unless there is fog, it’s pretty hard to round the wrong first mark.
As the wind barely filled in, it was apparent that the shift was North. We saw boats in front of us ‘falling down’ to leeward
and getting knocked. We took a port tack hike although the rhumb line was a one tack to
‘Gina’, and full keel schooners are not all that happy when tacking. The wind filled in as
anticipated, we flopped over, and ‘Nose’ was the first boat around the weather mark.
We managed to keep up with the other boats during the drag race to the buoy, and didn’t
have a bad time until the spinnaker set. As usual when s**t happens it’s during the spinnaker portion of the race. We soon extricated said chute and managed to get to the finish
line.

Continues on next page
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Club News
Are you ready for some football?

PMYC Swag.
New shirts & hats
and other stuff .

Monday Night Games.
9/12 Philadelphia @ Atlanta
9/19 Washington @ Dallas
9/26 Kansas City @ Denver

Congratulation
Sue & Peter King

Don’t forget Friday night dinners.

Upon entering the Harbor, many of the tall ships were departing amidst cannon fire. They were firing at each other, and
there were Civil War shore batteries complete with Union and Confederate flags. Did Sherman hang a left on his march
to the sea and fight the battle of Oxnard? The guns were unmuffled and very loud. There had to have been a ban on car
alarms as none went off that we could hear. The tall ships had lads up in the yards, some had crew dressed as pirates and
yelling ‘arrgghh’ at everybody, the sun was out and it was a great spectacle.
We set about the business of parking without scuffing the varnish and hosting club
PCYC held a trophy presentation and bar-b-q.
When the cannon smoke had cleared, we got a second place in schooner class. The winning boat was Minney’s redoubtable Samarang; there was the overall winning skipper’s
weight in champagne awarded and trophies for all other classes.
This event is highly recommended as a spectacle or an opportunity to crew on a classic
wooden sailing ship. It’s not too far from MDR (about an hour up 101) and visitors can
get on a race boat if they get to the skippers’ meeting by 0830.Many boats have small
delivery crews and are seeking additional personnel for the race. It’s worth it just to see
the tall ships.
Andy Kopetzky, Race Chair

S e p t e m b e r

Why not use the club house for your next
party. Talk to the house manager.

2 0 0 5
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September 2005
SUN

MON

TUE

WED

THU

FRI

SAT

1Single 2 FND
Mariners

3

8

10

4

5

6

11 Poker
Run

12 MN
Football

13 General 14

18

19 MN
Football

20

21

22

23 Emer- 24 E B
ald Bay Cruise

25 E B
Cruise

26 MN
Football

27 Board

28

29

30 FND

Going South

7

Meeting

9 FND

15 Single 16 FND
Mariners

17 M/W
Race

Meeting

October 2005
SUN

MON

TUE

WED

THU

FRI

SAT
1

2 Kids slip

3 MN

4

5

6

7 FND

8

10 MN

11 General

12

13

14 FND

15

Football

Meeting

17 MN

18

19

20

21 FND

22

24 MN

25 Board

26

27

28 FND

29 Hallow-

Football

Meeting

fishing

9
16

Football

23
30

31 MN
Football

een party

Officer of the Day Duties
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Sign in on the OD sheet located on top of the counter nearest to the door at the end of the bar.
EARLY SHIFT: Raise the flag to the top of the gaff, than raise the PMYC burgee to the top of the flag pole.
Raise the flags of the Flag Officers present in Clubhouse.
LATE SHIFT: At sunset, take down all flags, the US ensign last.
Maintain the Clubhouse in a neat and orderly fashion. Provide assistance and information to visitors to the Club.
Vacuum the carpet, wipe down the tables , wash all glassware and clean the galley.

Securing the Clubhouse at closing
Check all windows and doors, turn off all lights except those noted on the switches.
Turn off the patio heaters, if on, and lower and secure the umbrellas on the patios.

PMYC today remains one of very few remaining yacht clubs that is still a “do-it-yourself” club.
Our club is still run completely by the members themselves with no paid staff.
Anyone that not fulfilling his or her OD duty will be assessed $50.00 (Ask someone to do it for you)

September 2005

October 2005

EARLY SHIFT
1100-1500 HRS
2 Friday

EARLY SHIFT
1100-1500 HRS

LATE SHIFT
1500-1900 HRS

1 Saturday

David Ringwald

Bob Ponce

Franca Paganucci

Kim La Vern

LATE SHIFT
1500-1900 HRS

Janet Flemmons

3 Saturday

Curt Ayers

Joseph Couto

2 Sunday

4 Sunday

John South

Jim Silvers

7 Friday

10 Friday

Kathy Warren

8 Saturday
9 Sunday

11 Saturday

Richard Toohey

L.P. Brown
14 Friday

12 Sunday
16 Friday

Peter King

Dave M,. Smith

Colette Modesti

17 Saturday

Fred Whitman

Eric Uhe

18 Sunday

James Maines

Rick Hensley

23 Friday
24 Saturday
25 Sunday
30 Friday

Betty Wyman
Ron Oren

John Deeb

Bruce Kelton

John Modesti

Doug Smith

15 Saturday
16 Sunday
21 Friday
22 Saturday
23 Sunday
28 Friday
29 Saturday
30 Sunday

Randy Goslee
Doug Kelley

Jim Barden

Liz fox

Alfred Lee

Kelly Maxwell
Art Thompson

Glen Boyd

Peter Sternberger

Kenneth Price

Patti Garcia
Bob Mc Laughlin

Peter Leffe

Phyllis Winograd

Mark O’Shea

Velia Millet
Kent Newhall

Cris Chesley

Linda Thoresen

Steve Bindman

If you have a preference to Sat/Sun, early/late shift e-mail Marianne Lawson at Maribudlawson@cs.com

S e p t e m b e r

2 0 0 5

Hello There,

Staff Commodores Corner
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This summer has been wonderful so far, as I have been able to use our boat and make great trips to Catalina, Anacapa, and Santa
Cruz Island. In July three PMYC members on their boats went up to Santa Cruz Island for eight days. The weather was fine, as was
the wine and dining experiences. My compliments to a wonderful cook (chef I should say) Ted Woolery who can cook up a storm.
He actually told me that cooking relaxes him. Funny, cooking just makes me hungry, and then I have to clean up the big mess I
make after I’m totally full.
I was happy that Ted likes to do the cooking.
The end of July brought nice weather to So. California, but as in years past, my family and I
flew up to North Idaho where my wife Kathy’s family have a summer home on Lake Coeur d’
Alene. For the past eighteen years we have spent every summer on the lake in late July and part
of August and it is just as beautiful as ever. I call it the house with a “Ten Million Dollar View.”
If you ever get the chance to visit North Idaho, especially the Lakes and Rivers, you will understand why so many people are moving there. Summers are beautiful with warm sunny days and
occasional huge thunder storms that provide nature’s most exciting show.
I hope you are all having a great summer.
Steve Cordova
Staff Commodore 2000

I thought I would start a new article for the Log for Past Commodores who would like to write small
articles about what the club was like during our years as Commodores or just keep us updated on what you doing. I thought it would
provide new members with a look at our history and a little information on who we were. If you have any thoughts that would be of
interest to our members about the history of the club, please feel free to send your articles to our Log Editor, Kent Andersen at the
following addresses: knovens@aol.com
Your article should get to the Log Editor no later then the last week of the month.
Also, it would be nice to see how all of you are doing. For those Commodores who have past away, perhaps another Commodore
who knew them well and would like to pass on some information regarding their year as Commodore and time at the club. I look
forward to hearing from all of our past Commodores who are still active in the Club on “Continuing Past Commodore Status.” For
those who are not still active, we would still like to hear from them regarding their experience during that time. Please pass on this
information.

September

2005

Peter Sternberger and Patty Garcia
28’ Seasport, Lucky Dog

Sal Dilapi and Christine Laine
1931 40’ Nunes Brothers, Pleiades

New Members
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Phyllis Winograd

Gary Panas and Deborah Pitt
27’ Hunter, Wind Dancer

Andersson Marine’s
6th Annual
Dinghy Poker Run.
Hosted By PMYC on Patriots Day

September 11, 12 noon

BBQ, Raffles, Outstanding Prizes

Look for more info at the club or call 310 823-1105

Wireless Internet Installation Complete
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After some false starts, the PMYC upstairs wireless Internet is working well, and all Members and Guests are invited to take advantage.
There are two wireless connect points (hot spots) upstairs, which any 802.11(G) type connectors should be able to access from your
laptops. In the back room (with books, videos and billiards), please utilize the connection named ROAMERPMYC. In the lounge
room and on the balconies, use ROAMERPMYC2. Your PC should indicate these are the strongest signals in any case.
Both these connections are unsecured at this time, but will be secured in the future, and passwords will be made available when appropriate. So all you have to do is bring in your laptop, and away you go!
This is a free service to PMYC Members and Guests, inside the club only, made available through Roamer Maritime Communications. Roamer also provides wireless Internet access on most Marina del Rey boat slips. If you can 'see' their service from your boat
using wireless technology, you are a potential customer. If you do go to their sign-on page, be certain to ask for the PMYC membership discount, which reduces monthly fee from $30 to $25. [ROAMER is the name of their wireless connection point for subscribers you would 'see' at your slip.]
This is also a good time to remind anyone who in the future requires Single Side Band HF communication services, that PMYC
Members qualify for even larger discounts at the ShipCom Maritime Communications service providing worldwide telephone, email, FAX, TELEX, etc. to maritime customers.
Please contact me for any additional information about any of the above at pmyc@pmyc.org.
Oh, I'm also constantly seeking criticisms, suggestions, and new content for the club web site, www.pmyc.org, so please send your
ideas and complaints to the above e-mail address as well.
Roger Daugherty
Webmaster

TREASURERS REPORT:
Dues continue to roll in and we are paying our bills on time. Our efforts to eliminate the non payers, the slow payers and the problem payers are showing great results. We offer our thanks to everyone who is helping to make the club a financially healthy organization. Remember, your quarterly dues are now $195.00 and they are late if not paid by the end of July. Late charges will be assessed in accordance with the by-laws on Sept. 1st. The house manager tells me that the bar continues to make modest gains. We
replaced the carpeting in the back room to help spruce the place up some.
PORT CAPTAIN REPORT:
The Guest dock has been one busy place this month. We have had numerous visitors from San Diego to Ventura. Cruisers headed
north and cruisers headed south. Fishermen who share their catch with club members and boats getting outfitted to
cruise someday. Even some new/used boats headed to their homes in San Francisco. Hardly a day goes by that we
don’t tow someone out of our limited parking spots. We will continue our present course of actions. Everyone is
reminded that the Valet service is available to club members at no charge. Everyone is cautioned about parking on
the street. There are no signs close by but some cars have been ticketed. And don’t forget, we are not a storage lot.
The 12 spaces are for yacht club members to use while they are at the club. No exceptions!
Larry Koch

September

2005

Page 19

THE WORLD ACCORDING TO SPARKY
OK, I'm back from the Right Coast and still don't have a boat.
The high point in Maine was when Miff and I found a large TUG that had been
made into a Bar-Rest.
When I got home I got a message that said "Be in Lake Tahoe for the Cruzers Raft Up".
So, being a good cruzer, I called Jim Conti and we were headed north - by way of
Santa Barbara and Pismo Beach.
Traveling with The Full Conti is a reel treat. For 500 miles all he said was
"my ass hurts" and all he heard from me was "shut up and make me another drink".
In Tahoe we met up with some Cruzers with a great house in the woods complete with BIG
Bears.
Conti would go for his morning walk and come home running from the Bears.
After a few fun days we were headed South and (you
guessed it) for 500 miles all I heard was "my ass hurts".
I'm home again, but I have a lead on a boat in San
Diego and Seattle.

The PMYC pilgrims at
Plymouth rock.
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13915 Panay Way
Marina Del Rey, CA 90292

Phone: 310-823-9717
Fax: 310-823-4011
Email: PMYC@PMYC.org
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Check out our
Web Page

http://www.pmyc.org

Kids Slip Fishing.
Sunday Oct 2nd
7 am - 3 pm
Fishing, games, Food
Kids under 12

