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The Emerald Bay Hors d’oeuvre Cruise started early with some cruisers arriving Thursday to
2005 OFFICERS AND
BOARD OF DIRECTORS

Flag Officers

Commodore
Nick Cecola….
310.650-0997
Vice Commodore
Megan,Andres-Bilson…
818.970-4656
Rear Commodore
Barrie Harnett...
310.430-9339

get a head start on the fun in the sun. A total of 23 boats with 60+ folks invaded the Isthmus (look
for the photos in this issue.) Friday evening, Leon, Patty & Max hosted a shrimp and cocktail gathering aboard Prowler and Saturday morning, we hopped in our dinghies to sample Greg & Megan’s
famous Bloody Mary’s with the imported Hawaiian salt. Time flew by as Nicole and I visited and
sold souvenir T-shirts before everyone got their serious faces on to prepare for the annual hors d’oeuvre contest. Kathy Cordova once again did an excellent job by going from boat to boat offering each
contestant to pick from her deck of cards which was to be placed beneath the chef’s proud concoction
so that the judging would be fair and honest. After the winners were announced (Megan came in
first place), the table of goodies was opened up for the crowd to enjoy and for the first time ever, I
believe, people lined up in an orderly manner awaiting their turn. I didn’t notice any pushing or
shoving. Ted Woolery was spotted though, cutting in line (he was ratted out by Jim Dalby.) But,
hey, he was really busy cooking with Bob & Carol Butte on The Red Devil and didn’t have time to
waste.

Fleet Captain
Irv Osser…
310.574-9972
Port Captain
Larry Koch…
213.503-4064
Jr. Staff Commodore
Bill Cavaness

.…

310.410-0001

Early Sunday, we again stormed the beach for the farewell breakfast of pancakes, bacon, sausage,
eggs, (yes, Leon cracked all of them in the bowl), carne asada, chorizo and fruit salad. A big thank
you to the breakfast crew who set up their own kitchen stations and made it all happen to feed the
hungry crowd. This was a fine example of PMYC do-it-yourself yacht club spirit. Who can beat that
for only $5.00?
Back at The Club…the nominating committee for the Flag Officers has been
announced. I would also like to remind everyone to please help Larry Koch
out by paying your dues on time.

Directors
Sam Edwards……...…...310.578-9065
Peter Breum...………….310.391-7628
Leslie Bond…………….310.305-1323

Don’t forget to sign up to attend the Halloween Party on Oct. 29!

Paul Delaney…………...310.823-2060
Ted Sarandos…………. .310.429-8250
Bob McLaughlin……….310.621-2729
Ted Woolery…………...310 838-5342

See you at The Club

I can’t believe how fast this year flew by.
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Summer is gone and now we are into our next season—Fire Season. It has been a very good year, fun cruises and parties and
great Staff meetings, believe it or not! Our Emerald Bay cruise last weekend was a great one with beautiful weather, good
food, libations and camaraderie. We really do well when it comes to enjoying ourselves.
Soon, November to be exact, ballots will go out for your vote on the 2006 Board. As many of you may know, I have served
on the Board for the last seven years. It has been seven great years. We made some changes to our By-Laws, our Standing
Rules, and the over all business of running the Club, changes which I believe have been for the betterment of our Club. We
saw many new members join and new friendships forged, though some have left to pursue other interests or moved out of the
area. Over all, this is the greatest Club because of you the membership who make it so with being friendly, helpful, caring,
funny, hardworking, hard playing, though boisterous at times and opinionated, all things that make it great.
If all things go as usual, “going up the Chairs” in Club parlance, I will be your 2006 Commodore. However, I have chosen to
step aside. I announced my decision at our last Staff meeting. Many of you know that Gregg and I have been bi-coastal for
the last year. We purchased a house in Wilmington, NC, proceeded to tear it apart and do major remodeling. Needless to say
it will take a lot of time and effort to get it all back together again and livable. Under these circumstances, I do not believe I
will be able to give the Club the amount of time, presence and effort it takes to be a Commodore; therefore the decision to step
aside. Gregg and I will still be full fledged members.
I want to thank all of you who have supported me and even voiced your concern about my decision. I
appreciate it. Thank you. I’ll still be around the Club, though not quite as often. Commodore Nick Cecola together with the Board did an excellent job this year. We are a Club. We are a family. Everything
works for the better and more smoothly with your help and input.

Megan Andres Bilson

October is upon us already,
the days are getting shorter, nights are getting colder, well they were until the fire started. Now may be a good time to
head for Cabo, the Los Cabos Big Game tournament starts on the 10th, then the Bisbee Offshore is held on the 19th. The
daddy of them all, the Bisbees Black and Blue tournament starts on the 25th. So if I am not around the club listening in on
people’s cell phone conversations, finding out all the hot gossip and information that is of no relevance to me or anyone
else within earshot, you will know where to find me.
The Venice Whaler is hosting a fund raiser for the hurricane victims on Tuesday 11th.
Top quality items donated by Jewellery stores, artwork, vacation packages etc will be auctioned,
n’orlins style food will be supplied, on tap hurricane rum drinks et-al.
It is being organized by our local Kansas Chiefs cheerleaders.
Then round out the week with our own version of Octoberfest, Swedish style.
Go have fun, isn’t that why we are here?
Barrie Harnett, Rear Commodore
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Attention All Members.

It’s time again!!!! Clean-up Day.
Check out the sign-up sheet at the Club
Or on the web. (cleanupday@pmyc.org)
Things to do for everyone.
This is what a “do-it yourself” Club is all about.

Saturday November 5th
TREASURERS REPORT:
If you have spent any time at the club at all during the last month, you probably have participated in or at least listened to the
ongoing debate about our financial status. As your treasurer, I believe we are in serious trouble and our pricing structure is in
need of review and repair. The bottom line is this…our current income does not cover our minimal expenses. Yes, we do have
savings but they are earmarked for long range plans when we move to a new facility. The current situation will be discussed at
the business meeting where the board needs to address the ongoing problems of level income, escalating expenses, cash flow,
insufficient savings, future needs, goals and plans. All members are reminded that each and every voice is important and valued.
I personally, welcome any and all dialogue, opinions, thoughts, debate and the exchange of ideas of anyone and everyone.
Dues statements are in the mail. Remember, they are due upon receipt. Our bills don’t get paid if our members don’t pay. We
again offer our thanks to all members who help to make the club a financially healthy organization. For those few who don’t get
the message, late fees will continue to be assessed in accordance with the club by-laws and further actions may be taken as
needed.

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. My able assistant Sparky, helps keep up with the flow of the boats when I’m out of town
and his help is most appreciated. I am happy to report that income from guests at our dock are at an all time high and are helping
to pay the bills.
Everyone is reminded again 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. I hate to sound like a broken record, but 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! There are still spaces available on the dinghy rack. Sign up now and have a nice dry spot for your
dinghy, kayak or ??? for the winter. Spaces are only $10.00 per month. What a deal to protect your investment.

Larry Koch
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Turtle Bay-La Paz
Latest from Maitairoa
Turtle Bay is a small and dusty desert town populated by fishermen and an overabundance of children. As you enter Turtle
Bay you are right away greeted by Ernesto from the Gordos family. He will offer you fuel, panga rides to town or any other
service you might require. A fee is charged of course, as he will very clearly let you know. A few of the locals are trying to
compete with Ernesto with little success.
Because of the huge surf created by passing hurricanes south of Cabo, it was impossible to beach the dinghy. We had to use
the pier and the thin ladder going up 20 feet to be able to go to town. I’ll let you guess which one of us didn’t like this arrangement too much. As you walk down the long pier towards the beach, the teenagers are running and jumping off the pier. The
smaller children play on the beach next to a grounded sailboat.
On the beach is a local mom and pop palapa which sells candies and cold cervezas. This was a daily stop for us after running
our errands in town. It’s amazing how delicious an ice cold beer tastes in the hot sun. You certainly can’t beat the price of $
0.80 for a Corona or Pacifico.
In town, there is one decent market and a few smaller ones. They do have a good Internet Café. There are better places to provision. All of the restaurants were closed for the summer (off-season). The only one open is Los Maruecos. We ate there one
evening. It was very good.
We spent a few days in Turtle Bay enjoying the half way point of our Baja Trip south. One of the tours we took was to the
other end of the bay to watch the local fishermen harvest Oysters. It was an impressive operation. We also walked across the
landmass connecting Turtle Bay to Thurloe Bay. What a beautiful bay! Unfortunately it was open to the south and was being
pounded by the swell. We knew we wouldn’t stop there on the way south. After picking shells on the beach, we noticed a dead
rattle snake. It was time for Sue to head back…. Very quickly!!
Ernesto gave us a big piece of blue fin tuna for a beer. One of Ernesto’s competitors came and sold us half of a huge halibut
for a few bucks and a soda. Because of the bonus soda, we received 2 lobsters as a present the following day. You sure can’t
beat these prices!
August 18th: It was time to lift anchor and go back on the road to continue our southbound cruise. We left Turtle Bay under
Spinnaker and had a wonderful sailing day towards Bahia Asuncion. As usual, we had the ocean to ourselves. Imagine our
surprise when all of a sudden (a few miles south of Isla Roque), we were hailed on the radio by an American voice. There
was no boat in sight. It was Shari, a Canadian ex cruiser married to a local fisherman named Juan. She invited us to stop in
Asuncion for a few homemade fish tacos. We never turn down home made fish tacos. Since we planned to stop in Asuncion,
it was an easy decision to beach the dinghy and go ashore. Thanks to her instructions and contradicting the cruising guides, we
had a very quiet anchorage right down from Punta Asuncion and next to the pangas. The beach landing was uneventful, since
it was a protected beach. As we looked further down the coast towards downtown Asuncion, we could see the rollers coming
in. Now we knew why the fishermen keep their pangas in that cove.
Shari and Juan are a very hospitable couple. Their house is situated above the point with a view from Punta Asuncion to Isla
Roques. The sunsets are breathless!
We had such a wonderful evening with them that we decided to stay another day. Juan was so exited about our decision. He
couldn’t wait to catch fresh fish the next morning to make us homemade ceviche. You have no idea how good this tasted. The
VHF came on relatively early announcing the fresh catch for the ceviche for lunch. Shari came and picked us up at the beach
in her 4x4. A tour around town including the introduction to the mayor and the replenishing of Tecates led to ma great lunch.
We spent the day with them including Sue going horse back riding on their horse. Very entertaining! While the girls went for
a hike, the boys decided to go rabbit hunting! It was a successful mission.
They are great people. Anybody going south should make a point and stop in Asuncion. Besides these wonderful and generous people, the provisioning has a lot more to offer than the cruise books mention. It is a lot better compared to Turtle Bay.
August 20th, off we went again to Bahia San Hipolito. A few miles out of town, the fishing reels started singing. We caught
several Mexican striped bonitos. We radioed Juan to let him know where the schools were.
Shari had given us the names of their relatives in San Hipolito but it was too windy to beach the dinghy. We just stayed overnight and went on the next day to Punta Abreojos.
Again, we had almost perfect conditions with 20-25 knots of wind coming from the STB quarter. It just makes for perfect sailing! As we approached Abreojos (which means “open your eyes” in Spanish) we noticed an increase in swell coming from
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the SW. It was the remains of hurricane Hillary hitting the Baja coast. Instead of staying right in front of town, we opted
for the second anchorage further down the bay and behind a small point. It was somewhat quieter. We stayed there for a
few days to ride out the effect of the hurricane. After the second sleepless night (compared to this, Paradise Cove is
heaven), we decided in the afternoon to take off towards Bahia San Juanico. At dusk we dropped anchor in front of a
small fishing village near Estero San Juan. This must have created a riot in town since nobody ever stops there. All of a
sudden a female voice came on the radio in English inquiring if we needed help or were in trouble. We answered that all
was OK. We were just stopping for the night and planed to leave in the morning. As the night progressed, the swells got
bigger and bigger. Alex had enough of this. He got up, started the good old diesel, lifted the anchor and left dodge. It just
wasn’t fun anymore.
We arrived in San Juanico at dawn, dropped anchor in front of the village and went to sleep. It’s a beautiful and protected
bay. Again, we were the ONLY boat in it. San Juanico and Scorpion Point is widely known as a surfer hot spot. Watching them ride the long waves makes you understand why.
San Juanico is a very Americanized town. It has 3 restaurants run by American expatriates. Most of the residents and
tourists are American. There are a few small stores and that’s it. On our first day the local sheriff drove us around. He
dropped us off at Scorpion Bay so we could check our email, send Kent his Log article and watch our first lightning
show. It was scary seeing our 50 foot mast sticking out in the middle of the bay with nothing else around.
After a few days of lounging around, drinking beers with the locals and tourists (who by the way thought it was cool to
have a sailboat in the anchorage), swimming, having our laundry done and Alex getting a 3 dollar haircut, the weather
window was clear to continue heading south.
On our 94 mile journey to Bahia Santa Maria, we hit a school of Yellow fin Tuna. 3 bit, 2 made it to the boat and one
managed to escape. We regret not continuing to drop the lures back in. We found out later, we had some additional room
in the freezer. These fish were delicious.
Bahia Santa Maria is a huge bay just outside Mag Bay. We stayed for 2 days in relatively quiet waters in front of the fishing village. The next morning we were approached by the local fishermen. For 2 small zip locked bags of candies, 4 AA
batteries and 2 throw away sunglasses, we netted 8 fresh lobsters. Again, you sure can’t beat those prices…
We tried to enter into the lagoon by dinghy but opted not to enter due to the high surf. Even a beach landing didn’t look
very inviting. Since we were headed for Mag Bay, we always could walk across the small strip of land separating Bahia
Santa Maria and Mag Bay.
We left Bahia Santa Maria on September 1st for the 30 mile run to Man-O-War Cove. It’s a nice downwind sail to Punta
Entrada, the entrance to the huge Bahia Magdalena, also known as Mag Bay. As you round the point and enter this big
bay, the water flattens out rapidly. It’s about 5 miles to Puerto Magdalena aka Man-O-War Cove, a small fishing village
with a Port Captain. We dropped anchor, put the dinghy in the water and went to take showers in order to properly meet
the local Port Authorities. While showering, there was a knock on the hull. It was the Port Captain (aka Fuel Man) with
his Log Book. Since we weren’t ready, we told him that we were going to visit him in his office within the hour.
We beached the dinghy in front of the flag post designating the Port Captain’s location. We walked up the stairs to his
office/residence and sat in his living room/office to do the check in procedure which consisted of making an entry in his
log book. During this very friendly conversation, Alex questioned why there was a Port captain in Puerto Magdalena, a
small fishing village. Apparently it is historically based, since this used to be the base for big whaling operations. Puerto
San Carlos, the big port up the bay/channel became a Port much, much later. He took our fuel order at the same time and
recommended not to take “Maitairoa” to San Carlos through the channel. He suggested taking the dinghy in the morning
and going straight to San Carlos. He also showed us where the entrance to the Lagoon was and when best to enter it.
After the check in was over, we went to “town”. First we looked at the church. They have a nice building but no priest to
hold masses. We walked the main drag to the local tienda to check on fresh available produce. The results were meager.
???? Who knew that Roma tomatoes can mold from the inside?????? That was a first for us. The decision was made to
make a run for San Carlos within the next few days.
Bright and early the following morning, we left on a mirror like surface for an “E-Ticket” ride to San Carlos. Nothing
beats a flat surface with a 15 horse outboard mounted on a hard bottom dink.
A few miles prior to hitting San Carlos we saw what appeared to be a major flock of birds sitting on the surface of the
water. As we got closer we realized it was Isla Los Patos, a low island in the middle of the bay. It was amazing the numerous amounts of birds. On the way back most of the low lying land was covered by water and no birds to be seen.
Puerto San Carlos is a bigger village with a few fish processing plants, a couple of relatively well stocked markets, hardware stores, Internet café’s, restaurants and bars. Beach landings are easy; however you must be careful about the slippery rocks. We were warned by the local fishermen not to leave the dinghy beached overnight, since it would certainly
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disappear. We provisioned, did our email, had lunch and quickly returned to our boat. The trip back was a touch rougher,
since the wind had picked up a bit and created some small chop on the surface. It was still a fun trip back.
We spend a few days swimming, exploring the lagoon, walking on the beach, playing with dolphins who were riding in the
wake of the dinghy and collecting shells.
On Saturday we went ashore to mingle with the local fishermen. Well, it just happened that Mexico was playing the USA this
day in soccer. The next thing we know, we are all sitting in front of a TV on the beach, drinking beer and discussing soccer.
Even so the US team won, we all had a great time. After many beers and a bottle of rum mixed with diet coke, we stumbled
back to our dinghy for a short ride home. What a way to integrate in the local society!
On Monday our local fuel man brought us our load, we stowed everything and got ready to leave for a short ride to Punta
Belcher anchorage at the entrance to the bay. Punta Belcher is the location of an old whaling company. The remains of the
processing plant can still be seen. Today a few fishermen camp out during the week at this location to ice their catches.
September 7th, departure for Cabo. We left at 3:00 AM for the 150 miles trip to the cape for a scheduled rounding at sunrise.
As the sun came up and the wind started to gain in strength, it was time to sail again. We did sail almost all day. We had encounters with a north bound oil freighter, a turtle and 3 marlin hook ups which all got away after short fights (at 75, 70 and 65
miles north of Cabo with water temps of 84.4 F). We had two gear failures in one day: The snap shackle on furling jib came
loose which was easily fixed. The worst was that the screws for the mast bracket of the boom wang came loose. After taking
the pressure off the unit, it turned out that the folks who recently refurbished the mast forgot to put Lock-Tide on the screws.
All of the screws were loose and on three of them, the threads were actually stripped out of the aluminum mast. We won’t be
using the wang for the next few days.
As we approached Cabo, we actually had to slow the boat down in order to see the cape at sunrise. It was worth it. What a
scene! As we rounded the cape and headed towards Cabo, we noticed the increased number of fishing boats leaving Cabo’s
marina. It was like driving on the 405.
We went by the arches and continued on to Los Frailes, an anchorage another 45 miles north of Cabo. Once we arrived in the
north anchorage, protected from the southern swell, it was time for a cocktail and some sleeeeeeeeeeeep!
While lifting the anchor the next morning, we noticed small shells on the deck. They had grown on the chain while in Mag
Bay and dried out in the chain locker on the way down. As they went by the bow roller, they fell off the chain onto the deck.
They were everywhere. We headed out to Los Muertos, an anchorage 45 miles north of Los Frailes. A great sail with following seas took us quickly there. While we were approaching the anchorage, we were looking at the southern swell rolling in
and decided to go on around the point through the Cerralvo channel to the anchorage at Punta Arena de la Ventana. Boy, are
we glad we did it. Not only was it flat like a billiard table, all of the fishermen from Los Muertos had their pangas beached
there. When in doubt, go where the fishermen leaved their pangas. They know why!
After a peaceful night and the beginning of the Sea of Cortez’s flat waters, we headed towards Canal de San Lorenzo and La
Paz. A beautiful Dorado decided to bite one of the trolling lures and ended up in “Maitairoa’s” fridge. Dinner was secured.
We dropped anchor in Puerto Ballandra, a small cove north of La Paz. The end of this cove is shoal turquoise water. What a
sight. No wonder most guides refer to it as a nice anchorage. Crystal clear waters, no swells and pure heaven. Water was a
nice 86 F! It didn’t take long for us to hit the water over and over again.
The next morning we headed around the corner to Caleta Lobos, another beautiful anchorage situated just birth of La Paz.
On Monday morning, we headed towards La Paz through the well marked channel. Just finding the beginning of it was kind
of tricky. You do want to stay in that channel since it gets very shoal just outside of it in the big La Paz bay. The trip takes you
past Marina Costa Baja, a new marina outside of La Paz, built by Bellport. Next comes Marina Palmira, the virtual Marina in
downtown and finally Marina de La Paz, our first marina since Ensenada. Welcome back to civilization! After docking the
boat, visiting the office for check in and slip fees, we went back to the boat to celebrate the end of our trip down Baja’s coast.
WOW, WE MADE IT. The Hasenclevers
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LAST CRUISE OF THE SEASON:

The Cruise to Emerald Bay at Corsair Yacht Club was the season's best in attendance and best in fun. 25 boats signed up for the
cruise and we had 35 entries in the food contest for bragging rights .There were some really good entries. Kim had our yacht
club flag on each of her rare roast beef sandwiches, great touch. Our very own Vice Commodore Megan won the first place with
her presentation of Hawaiian Poke. Congratulations, to her and especially to all the people that took so much time with their
entries. With so much activity and so much fun, we should think about doing a Club recipe book since we have so many great
cooks. The Sunday morning breakfast was over the top. Without exception, the people that helped put on the breakfast should
have a drink on the house!! Thanks a lot, it was really a blast.

NEXT YEARS PLANS: I hope next year we are in a position to consider a cruise for a week. This year
the San Diego cruise did not materialize. I expect that we will plan much further in advance so that we can
get participation of many of the fleet.
. If you have any questions please give me a call. Irv Osser, (310)854 4488.
Your Personal Flotation Device (PFD) only works if you wear it. Be Safe.

Dinner:
Salad, Bratwurst, Knockwurst, Sauerkraut,
Red cabbage, Potato salad and Rye bread.
Chocolate cake.
Oom-Pa-Pa Music.
Beer Garden.
Stein Holding Contest.
Beer Drinking Contest.
Cow Milking?
Keg Hurling Contest?
Dachshund Races?

Time to take out the lederhosen,
dimdle and start practicing the timeless
chicken dance.

All for $7.00

6 pm

Oktoberfest Sat. 15th
Make sure to sign up.
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Emerald Bay: Hors d’oeuvre Cruise
It was a very, very tough decision with so many delicious Hors d’oeuvre and
the winners were!
First place: Meagan Bielson, Celebration, for Hawaiian Trio
Second place: Kelly Maloney-Maxwell, Sand dollar, for Hog-Tied Tuna
Third place: Tina Smith, Tina Marie, for Pirate Poppers
Fourth place: Kim LeVern, Pacific Pearl, for Beef Crostini
Recipes:
Hawaiian Trio
Poke: ahi tuna, fresh garlic, scallions, fresh ginger, sesame seed oil, soy sauce, Hawaiian salt. Speared grilled
fresh pineapple. “2-finga” poi. Lomi salmon: salt salmon, tomatoes, scallions.
Hog-tied Tuna
1st catch your own fish! Albacore 70#, no less. Microwave ½ slice bacon per tuna chunk, chunks are 1” x 1”.
Do not fully cook bacon (makes more pliable for wrapping chunks of tuna). Wrap your tuna in partially
cooked bacon and skewer tightly with a nautical toothpick. BBQ, basting with teriyaki sauce, soy sauce, fresh
ginger, and fresh garlic. Serve with Wasabi.
Pirate Poppers
Hollow out banana wax peppers, reserving some of the seeds for “skull sauce”. Mix albacore tuna, crab meat,
jalapeño cream cheese, onion, relish, hot sauce, and Tabasco. Stuff peppers. Skull Sauce: horse radish,
ketchup, balsamic vinegar, and Kikkoman teriyaki (pineapple honey).
Beef Crostini
French bread, sliced ½” thick, and drizzled with olive oil; toast in oven. 1.5 lbs. beef tenderloin: salt and pepper, grill rare. Slice thin after putting in freezer for two hours. Blend in a blender 1/3 cup goat cheese and 2/3
cup roasted red pepper. Put goat cheese/red pepper mixture on crostini. Top with a slice of filet mignon and
garnish as desired.
Thank you to our judges: Susan Dolby, Steve Cordova, Bob Butte, and moi.
And a very special thank you to the Butte’s and the red devil, and all of the participates who made this such a wonderful weekend! Cheers! Kathy Cordova

Travels with Larry………continued:
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So this friend of mine from the Point San Pablo Yacht Club in San Francisco finally sold a 44” Sea Ray that he had owned and
had been trying to sell for about 5 years. He sold it to a guy who lives in Long Beach. After all the papers were signed and the
money was in Bob’s bank, they brought the boat to Marina Del Rey and tied up on our guest dock. Why here you might ask.
Well, the boat needed a few repairs after the trip. They had stopped in Monterey and topped off the tanks with what they thought
later was some bad fuel. Wrong. Good fuel…..blown turbo charger port engine. They had the Caterpillar people change the
turbo, test run engine, and $6,000 later, they head out for Long Beach. Wrong. Port engine real bad noises about ten miles out.
Back they go for diagnosis. Yup, Blown turbo again. Thank you very much. So they limp into Marina del Rey on one engine.
They arrive at PMYC three days later. Now Bob had made a reservation with us for a spot on our guest dock for the 37’ Wellcraft that he had taken as a trade from the guy in Long Beach, and Bob and I were going to take it north after they had swapped
contents. Well, as the 44’ Sea Ray was now tied up at PMYC , in the spot the 37’ Wellcraft was supposed to be, waiting for the
negotiations with CAT over the new engine that it now needed (thanks to the second blown turbo), and since the 37’ Wellcraft
was still being used as a house in Long Beach (if you know what I mean), and since Bob had no boat for us to take north, so
what does Bob do, you might ask? With all that money just burning a big ole hole in his pocket, he did what any truly demented
boat lover does who just sold a boat after five years? He runs out and buys another boat. He buys a 46’ Egg Harbor. Now this
boat was located in Huntington Harbor but had some history in MDR. Some of you know the boat. It had some problems…engine problems, dry rot problems, them little wood eating bug problems, you get the picture….but Bob was convinced
he had bought it “right”. I hope so since I’ve agreed to help him deliver it to San Francisco. But first, Bob and I need to get it to
MDR. Starboard engine is running warm. Better get it looked at. Bob hires Fred Whitman, who spends a week working on both
engines. Not to worry…Bob bought it “right” and had a few bucks left over with which to pay Fred.
So we load up the cooler with beer, scotch, ice of course, and fixings for numerous meals on the high seas, breakfasts and
lunches that is, since we planned to stop every night, we head north to the City by the Bay. Day one is pretty uneventful. 80
miles of beautiful flat seas, warm air and sunshine and we are pulling into Santa Barbara. No slips at the Yacht Club but we get
into the local marina. Boat ran great, no problems with engines, or anything else on the boat that Bob bought “right”. We had
cocktails and dinner at the Santa Barbara Yacht Club. Lucky for us, it’s Friday and they are serving their world famous lobster
special for dinner. Only $32.00 but they serve it on their “embroidered” plates. We all have steak. Day two finds us heading
north through morning fog and flat seas…for about two hours that is. As the fog lifts, the seas get lumpy. We slow down from 16
knots to a more comfortable 12 and are all up on the fly bridge enjoying the ride. The auto pilot is handling the seas quite well
and the windows in the isinglass are all down making it comfortable enough to enjoy a cold one…or two…or three for that matter. So finally, I have to make a pit stop. Down the ladder I go, through the salon and three steps down to the galley towards the
head and squish squish….this ain’t right. But I really got to go, so go I did. Now that the emergency is over, I go in search of the
cause of the squishing sound under my feet. Just as I enter the V-berth, look left and get hit in the face by a wave coming through
the port side port hole. I reach up to close it only to discover it is half missing. Torn right in half. No left side of the window.
Upstairs I run….”Oh Bob, we have a problem”. Bob crawls up on the upper bunk and asks for a big towel. He rolls it up and
stuffs it in the hole. That lasted about ten seconds. Gone “Get me a pillow”, he says. His was the closest I could find. The ocean
sucked it right out through the hole. “How about the cushion fill in piece for the v- berth”? I ask. “I’ll try anything”. Then we
back it up with a piece of plywood and actually find enough moldings to strut the whole mess in place. We have now successfully sealed off 90% of the inflows and the bilge pumps are handling the rest. By time we accomplish all this, we are both soaked
head to toe, everything in the v-berth is soaked, mattresses, bedding, sleeping bags, sea bags full of clothes, floor, everything is
soaked. I’m sure glad Bob bought the boat “right”. He is going to have to fix a few things when we get to S.F. The rest of the day
goes by quickly, but boy is that boat leaking. Windows, deck hatches, joints, but we keep chugging along. Finally we arrive in
Morro Bay and tie up at the Morro Bay Yacht Club. Fortunately, they have laundry facilities and we were able to wash and dry a
few things before heading out the next morning.
The rest of the trip was pretty much uneventful. We stopped at Monterey the next night and then headed into San Francisco bay
the following day. One thing I would have done differently, schedule wise, would be to enter the bay very early in the day or
after nightfall due to the wind and extreme seas outside the Golden Gate. We had four hours of 15 to 20 foot seas that I could
have easily lived without. Auto pilot would never have held and I had to drive the boat to take the swells at the correct angle. I
was one tired puppy when we went under the bridge and entered the bay. But we made it and so did the boat. Didn’t hurt any one
and the boat problems can all be fixed with money. Remember what they say “B O A T” stands for……Break Out Another
Thousand. Bob will need many thousands but he “bought it right”………….RIGHT!
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A Personal Account of Life & Events @ Ft. Robinson, Dakota Territory
During the Summer of 1876, as related by Trooper Waters, Co. C, 4th U.S. Cavalry.
On Saturday July the 16th of 1876 we traveled by rail and wagon train from the Colorado territory to Fort Robinson in the Dakota territory. The weather was hot and dry which would prove to be consistent throughout our tour of duty with temperatures
over 105 degrees Fahrenheit every day. Colonel Terry Crowder arrived on Sunday from Washington, D.C., sent by General
Sheridan, to negotiate & secure a peace treaty with the Lakota Sioux & Cheyenne tribes.
Monday, July the 18th of 1876. We went on patrol in morning and encountered some Indians hunting buffalo about 4 miles up
river. We left them to themselves without incident. Sean’s horse stepped into quicksand, as the river valley is wet, loose sand.
Fortunately, the horse was able to extricate himself after a tense & exciting moment. We found a destroyed homestead, no
doubt the work of the very same renegade Indians we were searching for, on the south side of the river.
Sgt. Jackaroo got bucked off his horse yesterday, and went to the surgeon today. He broke 5 ribs & received a collapsed lung. I
got into an argument with the Kid, over federal dominance & individual liberty. It almost went to knives and guns, but the first
sergeant stopped us and Moon suggested we settle this man to man with fisticuffs, under Marquis of Queensbury Rules.
On Tuesday about 2:00 o’clock pm, an Indian delegation came into the Ft., preceded
by some braves, women & children. The advance party walked around the Ft., trying
to barter and steal things. The delegation parlezed for about 1 hour at Major Bonner’s
quarters. We noted Cavalry tack on the Indian horses with a stencil from the 7th US
Cavalry. I mentioned this to Maj. Bonner and the First Sergeant, and they agreed that
these Indians may have been part of the war party that wiped out Col. Custer’s Regiment last month on the Little Bighorn River.
The negotiations broke down and a skirmish started just East of the Fort. Maj. Bonner
told everyone to stop shooting, but it escalated quickly and we lost 2 women and 1
trooper. An uneasy truce followed, where Capt. Haggis tried to negotiate with the
Indians, but they shot him. We sent out a company of cavalry in force and we drove them out the South Road, past the Buffalo
Hunters Camp. In a parting shot, one of the Braves killed the Sergeant in charge of the Company. We vowed to stop these savages once and for all.
We had Buffalo steaks for dinner (gift from a friendly Indian Brave the day before) an excellent repast. This brought up a peculiarity about the Indians that is difficult to understand. Many tribes. like the Crow, get along quite amicably with white men,
but others, like the Sioux, are incorrigibly hostile, and often it is difficult to distinguish between the two.
This eve I spotted 2 Buffalo Hunters attempting to leave the post with a horse. I wouldn’t have given it a second thought, but I
saw the US brand him. It turns out, he also bought a Carbine from Trooper Lippy. Maj. Howlett made them give the horse and
the carbine back and Lippy had to return the money. The Buffalo Hunter said we owed him more money, as he bought the
horse, fair & square. We ran them out of the camp. During the night we heard Indian drums outside the fort. There
was much concern and the guard was doubled, but no attack. I think they were just trying to unnerve us.
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On Wednesday afternoon it was very hot, windy and dusty, with tumbleweeds rolling through the fort. We went for a swim in
the river and found it most refreshing.
We went on a night expedition to locate the renegade Indians. Company E encountered some warriors moving out of their camp
about 11:00 PM, no doubt, up to no good. There was a skirmish, then Co. E moved on to harass the village before returning to
the fort with 5 casualties. When we heard the shooting, we rode out and engaged the warriors, keeping them busy until they retreated to their village. We returned to our Bivouac site & nursed our casualties. It was quiet for the rest of the night.
Thursday, July the 21st, 1876. Trooper Lippy and Cpl. Matt Crowder were thrown
into the stockade for stealing and selling US Govt. property, but they were released
to do camp duties. A photographer made an Ambrotype of the Regiment.
Two Indians came into camp in the afternoon for a peace negotiation. Trooper
Lippy was holding their horses & drinking Scotch (Glenlivet). When the first sergeant found out, he had Lippy arrested and thrown back in the stockade.
Then, Gabe had had enough of Scully making ungentlemanly remarks about Gabe’s
wife, Maureen. A scuffle ensued in which Scully shot and wounded Gabe for which
he was thrown in the stockade.
I decided that Army Life just wasn't worth $13.00 a month, bad food and always being at the beck & call of the Brass Buttons. I
saddled up Woody & Blue, stormed the stockade and broke the 2 jailbirds out. I had to shoot the lock off the cell, during which,
Sergeant Pazcuzi winged me with his saber, but it was only a flesh wound. Lippy and I skeedadled up onto the ridge on the East
side of the Fort and no one gave chase. When we got to the Buffalo Hunters camp, I discovered that Lippy was right friendly
with the buffalo hunters, as he sold a half dozen Government mounts to them. Lippy proved himself to be a horse thief of the
highest caliber.
The Regiment came through the Buffalo Hunter Camp about 7:00 PM on the way to a punative expedition against the Indian
Village. We were offered amnesty if we would fall into the column. That seemed like a better idea than a firing squad for desertion, so we accepted. We attacked the Indian Village shortly before dark, making several charges for which we killed many a
Brave and pony, after which we returned to the fort to nurse our wounded. This effectively put an end to hostilities.
We returned at 6:00 o’clock PM the next day in dress uniform, to secure a peace accord. Chief Badhand & 2 Dogs, met with
Major’s Bonner and Howlett in the Chief’s Lodge. Maj. Bonner gave each warrior a Texas Star to honor their bravery and likewise the chief gave eagle feathers to a number of our troopers. The Indian Women provided fruit and cool drinks to everyone,
creating an amicable atmosphere in which many gifts were exchanged and many new friends were made.
On Saturday, July the 23rd 1876 having negotiated a peace treaty with the Indians,
we returned to the Colorado territory and some much deserved leave.

Peter Czarnowski
“Why pay more at a discount store”
Everything for your boating needs.
(sorry no ice.)

Andersson Marine
Sales & Service
Try it, you’ll like it.

(310) 823-1105

Page 13

2005 Dinghy Poker Run
Raised $4,915.00 For The Local
Fire Station and the Hurricane Victims.
Best Hand; Gary Laff, (Full House) 8’8 Achilles inflatable.
2nd Hand; Barrie Harnett, (Flush) Custom fishing rod.

Thanks to all participants and all volunteers for a fun and charitable day.
See you next year.
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Club News
Are you ready for some

PMYC Swag.
New shirts & hats
and other stuff .

Monday Night

10/3
10/10
10/17
10/24
10/31

Football?

Packers @ Panters
Steelers @ Chargers
Rams @ Colts
Jets
@ Falcons
Rams @ Steelers

Don’t forget
Friday night dinners.

2005 Hors d’oeuvre Cruise Contest Winners.
1. Megen Bilson

Poke-Ahi Tuna

(Overall Winner For the Trophy)

2. Kelly Maloney-Maxwell
Hog Tied Tuna
3. Tina Marie Smith
Pirate Peppers (Hot)
4. Kim Levern

Beef Crostini

O c t o b e r

SUN

2 0 0 5

October 2005

MON

TUE

WED

THU

FRI

SAT

1
2 Kids Slip 3 MNF

4

5

Fishing

6 Single
Mariners

7 FND

8

14

15 Oktoberfest

9

10 MNF

11General 12
Meeting

13

16

17 MNF

18

19

20 Single 21 FND
Mariners

22

23

24 MNF

25 Board
Meeting

26

27

29 Halloween

30

31 MNF

28 FND

November 2005
SUN

MON

TUE

1

WED

2

THU

FRI

SAT

3 Single
Mariners

4 FND

55Cleanup Day

6

7 MNF

8 General 9
Meeting

10

11 FND

12

13

14 MNF

15

16

17 Single 18 FND
Mariners

19

20

21 MNF

22 Board
Meeting

23

24 Thanks- 25 FND

26

29

30

27

28 MNF

giving

October

2005
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Officer Of The Day
October

EARLY SHIFT
1100-1500 HRS

LATE SHIFT
1500-1900 HRS

1 Saturday

David Ringwald

Bob Ponce

Franca Paganucci

Kim La Vern

2 Sunday
7 Friday
8 Saturday
9 Sunday
14 Friday
15 Saturday
16 Sunday
21 Friday

Randy Goslee
Doug Kelley

Jim Barden

Liz Fox

Alfred Lee

Kelly Maxwell
Art Thompson

Glen Boyd

Peter Sternberger

Kenneth Price

Bob Mc Laughlin

Peter Leffe

23 Sunday

Phyllis Winograd

Mark O’Shea

29 Saturday
30 Sunday

Cell phones:
Please have respect for other members and have your
phone conversation outside.
Valet parking:
Starting October 1st members using the Club for
special events will have to make parking arrangement
with the valet company. It will be a charge.
Guest Parking:
Remember to give your guest a parking pass and a
name tag while they are visiting the Club.

Bob Leger & Laddie
House Manager

Patti Garcia

22 Saturday

28 Friday

Donations to the Club:
If you would like to donate items to the Club
please check with the house manager first.
While we appreciate your good intentions we do not
have the space to store items we do not need.

Velia Millet
Kent Newhall

Cris Chesley

Linda Thoresen

Steve Bindman

Officer Of The Day
November
4 Friday
5 Saturday
6 Sunday
11 Friday

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
(Make sure to call the Club if you can’t make it)

12 Saturday
13 Sunday
18 Friday
19 Saturday
20 Sunday
25 Friday

EARLY SHIFT
1100-1500 HRS

LATE SHIFT
1500-1900 HRS

Randy Goslee
Sal DiLapi

Rif Hintermeyer

Karl Lindblom

Jim Garrison

Janet Flemmons
Curt Ayers

Jacgueline Smith

Andy Kopetzky

Gary Laff

Kelly Maxwell
Ed Jurkiewicz

Walter Prue

Philece Sampler

Don Wetmore

Donna Boyd

26 Saturday

Ben Masters

Cris Medinger

27 Sunday

Ted Woolery

Gary Panas

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

O c t o b e r

2 0 0 5

Welcome New Members
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Philece Sampler

Ed Jurkiewicz

Jim Garrison
43’ Californian

Ben Masters
44’ Hunter
ELAN

Chris Medinger
40’ Marine Trader

October

2005

Al Berry's Big Five O
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Wireless Internet Installation Complete
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, e-mail, 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

1/4 partnership offered
for $12K

to share my Islander 36 berthed
in D basin near the club.
$100 per month for
the slip and diver.

You will have full use of this

boat for one week each month.
Please contact Jim Barden

October

2005
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Advertise in The Log.
The wrapper of the month.
100 ton Captain, Scott Roseland.

Contact the editor.
Knovens@aol.com or (310) 463-0077
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i c i a l
l i c a t i o n o f t h e
i f i c M a r i n e r s
h t C l u b

13915 Panay Way
Marina Del Rey, CA 90292

Phone: 310-823-9717
Fax: 310-823-4011
Email: PMYC@PMYC.org

PMYC
T h e
t h i s
b e

O b j e c t
C l u b

t o
t h e

o f

s h a l l

e n c o u r a g e
S p o r t

o f

Y a c h t i n g

Check out our
Web Page

http://www.pmyc.org

Halloween Party!
October 29th

Only $25.00

6 pm Cocktails
7 pm Dinner

Sign- up sheet

Let your imagination flow
and show up

for the party of the year.

Great Prizes for
the best costumes.
Live Music.

