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Minutes of May 20, 2003 Meeting

The Meding was opened by our “Commander in Grief”,
Steve Dillard (refer to last month’s article “Bimini Trip...
Not!) who treated us to a brief, albeit tortured elaboration on
the aforementioned article. Jan Dillard, the much more
attractive half of the “Dillard Duo”, took command before
things got out of hand and procealed with the Treasurer's
Report. We were informed that although we are still treading

water financially, we actually lost money on the Cherry
Blossom Regatta. This was due in part to the fact that we
didn’'t sall enough of those lovely T-shirts and the fact that
some who adered them did not pick them up. At this point
Mike Nixon offered to purchase onein a valiant attempt to put
us “in the black”. Jan observed that we might want to re-think
the event for next year to seeif we @n a least break even on
the endeavor. At this point Jan relinquished command of the
meding back to Steve.

Steve proceeded to recognize Ashley Saylor and Killian
Dortch for their successat the Mug Race Attaboy’s were also
extended to Bill Shaw and Ron Katz for their
acoompli shmentsin the above-mentioned race

Discusgon turned to the Charleston Cruise with many
helpful contributions from various members. Two possble
launch sites were brought up and verbally dissded. Bob
Horan produced some tide dharts and Calvin Smith introduced
a new route to Charleston into the mix. There was a lot of
goad info imparted during this discusgon, most of which |
missed recrding because | don’t know shorthand.

The meding was geged around to the Panama City
Cruise with Bob Hargrove giving us a sucdnct and
informative report on his investigations for alternative launch
Sites. The dternatives were the City Marina, which is at the
center of the action for the “party hearty” types, and St.
Andrews Marina, a quieter area for the more aestheticdly
inclined. Slip fees at bath marinas are abuck afoa per night.

The BEER Cruise was brought up with Carl Saylor
providing some pre-event logistics and some alternatives to
the pre-arranged itinerary. At this point survivors of the
Bimini Cruise were assailed to regale. Tom Well man gave us
a lovely addendum to his article of last month. A glowing
acoount of a “postcard perfed” adventure given over the
morose mutterings of our lessfortunate FearlessLeader. Steve
was then called upon to elaborate upon his misadventures, a
perversaly humorous diatribe of nautical mayhem. As usual,
the meding degenerated into a chaotic ebb and flow of
amiable social interaction; we all played well together and
went home. -Gimp

Commodore’s Notes

Wéll folks, thisis going to be a very short Commodore's
Note. My blasted computer dedded to do some deddedly un-
nicebehavior...l aimost threw it in the yard!! Needlessto say,
| really behind the aurve for getting things done on this
eledronic marvd.

Everyone who is even vaguely interested in the trip to
Panama City the Fourth of July need to attend this month’'s
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meding. This will be the only chance to get the itinerary set
before the actual trip. We have to dedde on a launching spat
aswell asthe actua amount of sailing that we are going to be
doing. Hope to seeall of you at the meding. - Stephen

Schedule of Events for 2003are as follows:

July 4" Weekend..........ccoeveeeiereeieeeenenans Panama City, FL
June14-15......ccceiiiiiiiieeiieeed Teresa' s Day Regatta, Rodeo
........................................................... And Treasure Hunt
Labor Day Weekend ............ccceeevieeeeeiiiiiennn. Lake Martin, AL
OSYC Open Events

SMmall Boat SENES....uuiiiiieeeeiiiieeii e July 19-20
Aug. 2

Aug. 9

Aug. 23-24

Halloween Regatta............ccovvvvvviiiiiiiinniieeeeeeeeeend Nov. 1-2

“Lettitor” from the Editor

Ah...the best laid pans...,etc., etc. | have, indeel, been
suffering from the “Robert Burns Syndrome’. Due to hedth
concerns and familial obligations, we have been MIA on all
the auises this year (except for Killian's adventures in
Jacksonvill e, thanks to the Saylor family). It hasn't been a
total lossas we have been able to live vicarioudly through the
many well -written articles sibmitted by the intrepid members
willing to go the etra distance to compose the prose. To
paraphrase an old proverb, “a well written article paints a
thousand pctures’. Thank you al for your submissgons and
“endeavor to perseverel” - Gimp

Cruise to Bimini Trip Report
by Jmmy Harrell

There was the Bimini Bunch, the Berry Bunch and the
Did-Not-Make-It Bunch. We were in the Did-Not-Make-It
Bunch. Two ather baats from LJISC did not make the aossng:
Steve and Jan Dillard on Risk Factor, a Catalina 25, and Ron
and Linda Katz on Sea Witch, a San Juan 23. My sister and
bro-in-law, Elaine and Ray Warren and | were on Falcon, a
1982Hunter 37. Falcon experienced mechanicd and weather
delays and did not make it to the rendevous buoy by the time
of the departure. Risk Factor and Sea Witch were at the
rendevous buoy about to start the @ossng when the ked cable
on Risk Factor came loose and the ked swung down causing
hull damage. Sea Witch dedded to accompany Risk Factor
back to port. I'll let them fill in the detail s of their adventures.

Our plans were to leave Tierra Verde, an island nea the
mouth of Tampa Bay, on Sunday, April 6, sal under the
bridge & Long Key and an to Ball Buoy to meet the group for
the aossng on Saturday the 12" or Sunday the 13th. We
were going to do the one week cruise to Bimini and after

returning from Bimini sail back to Tampa.

Prior to this trip | had been day sailing on Falcon only
two times and Ray only one time (we purchased the boat in
February). | have been sailing aher boats for many years, but
the biggest boat | have owned is a San Juan 23. Ray and
Elaine had no sailing experience but had owned large power
boats for many years and had made the trip from Tampa and
from the eastern coast of Florida to the Bahamas sveral times.
We had planned to get a lot more eperience with the boat
before the trip, but there was a lot to do to the baat to get it
ready and time ran out.

We arrived at Tierra Verde on Thursday and planned to
depart on Sunday April 6. On Friday before our scheduled
departure, we discovered a leak in a coding pump. By the
time we found a replacement pump, it was too late to pick it
up before the supgier closed for the weekend. We did find a
medhanic who came on Saturday and removed the old pump
and wasthere ealy on Monday and put the new one on.

On Tuesday, we left Tierra Verde and stopped for the
night at Venice after a day of mostly motoring againg a head
wind and 3-5 foot seas. Each of us were sea sick at one time
or ancther.

On Wednesday the forecast was about the same so we
motored the ICW to Sanibel Idand, nea Ft. Meyers. Herethe
ICW turns east and gpes through Lake Okeedobee to the eat
coast of Florida Because of our 54 foot mast (including
antenna) and a low bridge, we couldn’t take this route to the
rendevous. The foreast for Thursday and Friday were for
seas up to 10 fed; we stayed at the marina in Sanibel three
nights.

The total delay was now four days, it was Saturday and it
would be difficult to make it to Ball Buoy for the scheduled
departure on Sunday. We thought the group might be delayed
because of the wind forecast for the Gulf Stream, and we
might gtill be able to make the crossng with the group.

Anyway, we left Sanibel Isand on Saturday, sailed and
motored through the night and arrived at Long Key, about 120
km from Tierra Verde, before noon on Sunday. It was dill
over 50 nm to the rendevous buoy and we were beat and the
weather foreast for the adossng did not look good, so we
anchored. In the afternoon we received a phone all from
Rene Wdiman aboard Valkyria, the fourth boat from LJSC,
telling ws that they were leaving the buoy for Bimini and that
Risk Factor and Sea Witch were heading back. We looked at
the weather forecast and dedded that sincethe wind still had a
northern component and we were tired from the dl night sail,
we would not go an Sunday. If the weather improved, we
planned to go an Monday or Tuesday.

We talked to Risk Factor and leaned that they were on
the inside headed south to Snake Creek where they would
crossto the Atlantic side and from there north to Key Largo
for repairs and that Sea Witch was following. So, on Monday
morning we headed for Key Largo, about 35 nm up the Keys.
We thought about anchoring at Rodriquez Key, but because
the wind was out of the NE, we would be eposed so we
continued on to Marina Del Mar at Port Largo, Key Largo.
Getting into Port Largo was very stresgul, but that’sa story in
itself. We arived about 1600 hours and Risk Factor arrived
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about 2 hours later. Sea Witch arrived the next day at about
1900hours.

Wednesday morning we dedded to scrub the Bimini
crossng and head back south toward Long Key. Wednesday
evening we anchored at Long Key and on Thursday morning
headed northwest. We dropped anchor Thursday evening in
Little Shark River at the alge of the Everglades, just north of
Cape Sable. After the boat swung with the outgoing tide we
redized that the ked was in soft mud. We started the engine
to move to deeger water. After putting the boet in gea, we
head a digturbing grinding sound accompanied by significant
vibration. We surmised that something had fouled the
propeller. Sincethe tide was going out, we dedded to try to
kedge the boat out of the muck before the outgoing tide left us
firmly aground. There was very little arrent and we were
successful. Now someone needed to dive under the boat and
freethe prop. Since this place was named Little Shark River
not because the sharks were little but because it was nea a
larger river named Shark River, | suggested that my bro-in-
law take the dive. He argued that | was a better swimmer and
that his eyesight was © poor that he would not be able to see
anything since he did not have @rredive lenses in his mask.
(I was beginning to realize that it was a misake when |
demonstrated my superior diving skill s a few days earlier and
retrieved the BBQ grill which had fallen overboard.) After
significant hesitation, | made aquick dive under the boat and
reported that there was nothing tangled in the prop and that the
prop and shaft appeaed to be OK. If it wasn't the prop or
shaft then what was it? An inspedion in and around the
engine revealed threetwo inch long bdlts, threenuts and three
lock washers laying under the engine. Further inspedion
revealed that the wupler between the rea of the transmisson
and the prop shaft had lost threeof four bolts and the last was
barely holding on. In about 30 minutes the @upler was
repaired and tested. We wasted no time grilling seaks and
enjoying the peace and quiet of the Everglades and all was
well. Someone wmmented that a little more than an hour
before, we had been up the river, aground and without fossil
fuel propulsion. Reminds me of another saying.

On Friday, we motored out of Little Shark River and set
sailson a broad reach for Marco Iland. It was a great day for
sailing with no mechanicd problems. At sea, we thedked the
coupler bolts and re-tightened them. We stayed two nights at
a marina on Marco Idand. The second day we rented a car
and drove to Naples for dinner on the cand. Although we
stayed at a marina, there were several good places to anchor.

We left Marco Island Sunday morning planning to go
inside & Sanibel Island and anchor somewhere along the ICW.
As we approached Sanibel, we decided not to go inside and
instead sail al night and arrive back at home port ealy
Monday morning. Nea Sanibel, we picked upabout 10 biting
flies and a few honey bees. It took about two hours to kil | all
of them. Also discovered a minor fuel leak which we were
abletorepair a sea

We arrived back at Tierra Verde Marina a 800 hours on
Monday, April 21 to find a power boat in our dip. [t took
about an hour to get him evicted and in the meaitime we
refueled the boat. We spent the rest of the day cleaning upthe

boat and resting. Got a good nights deep and left for middle
Georgia on Tuesday morning.

Although we did not mee our primary goal of sailing to
Bimini, we did cover over 300 m. We are now somewhat
experienced cruisers and have a lot more @nfidence in our
skill s and abilities. We do not however consider ourselves
experts. Thereis dill alot tolean and | look forward to more
trips.

| enjoyed the auise on the big boat, and pgan to do a lot
more, however it will not take the place of my SJ23 trailer
sailer. The big boat is much more cmplicated. It takes alot
of preparation and maintenancetime axd a lot more money for
the time spent under sail.

The Girls Take Palatka...or,

Poppa’s Got a Brand New Brag!
By Ashley Saylor and Killian Dortch

We arrived in Palatka just before noon on Friday to the
hedic baoat launch area, where there were dready many people
setting up their boats for the race the following day.
Immediately, we pulled the Raider off the top o the van and
started rigging it. Our goal was to get it in the water ealy and
gtart practicing. Killian and | had anly flown the spinnaker 4
or 5 times and we wanted to make sure we had it down. Or at
least proveto aurselves that we could kego it out of the drink.

Ashley had a hard time teaching me how set the
spinnaker, set up the lines fold the sail, stow the lines,
pronource “ Palatka” ...I' m surprised she didn't go completely
insane before the Mug Race But, we finally did make it to
Palatka the day before the race We got a little time to
practice and, as Ashley mentioned above, “to make sure we
hadit (the spinnaker) down.” (Really? | thought we wanted it
up!) | would be happy if we ket it from being a large sea
anchor!

During our practice sesson Killian went under a bridge
for the first time. Remarking, “Never seen it from this angle,
think | prefer the other side” She also soon discovered what
all those buoys (crab pots) were in the midd e of the river and
leaned it would be her job to watch for them and make sure |
didn’t hit one, sincel was at the helm. However, our practice
turned into a photo shoat as Mr. John Drawe decided he
wanted pictures of us flying the spinnaker for the Raider web
ste. Neaing the end of the photo shoat, Mr. John (ak.a
Fashion Coordinator) dedded the pictures would come out
horrible since 1 was wearing aange shorts and a purple
lifgjacket. | tried to reason that they were both Hawaiian
flower print, but that didn’t seam to change his mind. Or the
fact that we were sailing and keegping owr mind on the
approaching race not exactly worrying if we matched or not.
Oh, wel, he dedded Killian’'s color coordinating was
acceptable and she passed inspedion.

Ashley decided it would be best if | went ahead and go
over the shock of going urder a bridge for the first time
BEFORE the race. It was weird, | mean comnon sense always
told me to goover a bride, nat under it. After a few minutes,
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thoudh, | got used to it. We then headed over to the docks to
let Mr. Johntake pictures of us flying the spinnaker. Poor Mr.
John, all of his beautiful pictures ruined by Ashley’ s tackiness!
I’'m only joking with Ashley. | actually thought that her
lifegjacket and her shorts looked good together. I must have
inherited my dad staste in clothes!

After we had pu the boats away and goneto the skipper’s
meding, we went to Jacksonvill e to stage the boatg/trail ers. By
this time, everyone was darved, so we stopped by the locd
Chinese restaurant, which had very good food. However, they
also have wonderful, fed-good fortunes concealed in the ever-
famous fortune @okies. Such as, “If the shoe fits, it's
probably your size” Really???1 never would have thougtt...
Exhausted, we cashed as ©on as we got back to Palatka.
However, there would be no such thing as arestful deeg as a
freak storm blew up with gusts over 25 mph. It easly rocked
the van Killian (who was 9und asdleep) and | were sleeping in.
| lied awake praying and pleading, “Oh, God, when | asked for
wind tomorrow, | didn't mean this! Please, please, make the
wind go away!” So while my crew was sound aseep, | was
subjeded to endlesstorture by visions of what the race would
be like the next day. My muscles already started to ache with
thoughts of the horrendous hiking out that we were sure to
have to dothroughout the race Neallessto say, | didn’t dee
well that night. However, the dawn of the next morning (and |
do mean dawn, we got up to seeit after only a few hours of
deq) quickly brushed away al my fears. Thewind died down
to asmall breeze, and | found myself praying again, thistime
that it would pick up. We hurriedly choked down power bars
(Killian’s emphasis) and put a few inches of sunscreen on. We
left the dock at 7:30to begin theraceat exactly 8:11.

| dorit really remember much about that night because
from the time Ashley and | put up the raiders, to the time | fell
adeep my mind kept wandering to the passble outcome of the
next day. But one thing | do remember is having to be scraped
up from the floor when | glanced at the meal ticket from the
Chinese restaurant we ate at. | was relieved to find aut that
the meal was better thanthe price. With afull belly, | dept like
a log, and was awakened the next morning while it was gill
dark. “T hey have to be kdding me, this early?” was my only
thoudht until | tasted the power bars. They were made by a
drink company, Enough said.

After the reverse start, we discovered we would be on a
reach. At this, we were very happy, since we knew that this
was our strongest point. The practice from the previous day
obvioudy paid off, as Killian and | pulled off a flawless
spinnaker set and drew away from the aowd. We quickly left
the other two raiders behind sailed by Paul and our coach (my
dad). As we passd hoats like they were sitting till, everyone
was asking about the boat. As my Dad started yelling, “Hey
girls you're not supposed to beat your Dad/Coach!” those
around us just laughed as we continued to sneak ahead. We
soon passd so many boats that we could only count five in
front of us. So far so good, maybe this wouldn’t be so bad
after all.

A beautiful start, perfect wind speed and aspinnaker.
Being aninexperienced sailor, | was already doing my victory
darce. | shoud have known right then andthere that this was

going to be one \ery difficult race.

By this point we had gone from a reach to a run.
Continuing on this tack for only a short period o time, the
wind promptly died. What happens when you're going
downwind, you're in the front and the wind des? Well,
Killian and | can attest to the fact that everyone behind you
soon catches you. Paul and my Dad were able to keep far
enough ahead to keep out of the bad air of the larger boats that
were up to 30 fed long, with sails towering far above those of
the Raiders; however, we got stuck in the aowd and could not
find clean air anywhere.

When the wind ded Ashleyand | learned a rew meaning
for the word dinky. That is when al the boats we were
laughing & in the back of the line up suddenly “ sprang up”
beside us, saying “ swed, swed revenge.”

We found out that, “short boats get short air,” as Killian
aptly explained our dilemma. We didn't go anywhere as those
boats with downwind spinnakers flown high in the air gat
wind whil e our reaching spinnaker set low to the water would
not even fill. At this point, | got extremely upset with a
combination of some boats in our way and the bad air, that |
started throwing our supdy of power bars around. Killian
soon started cdling them, “the power bars that defy gravity”.
As de ducked and dived to keeg from being hit, the
chocolately, unidentifiable substance in the somewhat edible
(?) protein bars turned aut to be very sticky and stuck straight
out from the side of the boat wherever it happened to land.

As we rounded a rner just in sight of the first bridge
(halfway mark), thewind picked upand we started our upwind
hike that would last another approx. 20 mi. Killian described it
thisway, “This ared Ashley's snity (‘Was | going insane?
‘Yes.") and my overheated, burning sensitive, red hide, while
setting a cod breeze about the boat.” At this point the other
Raiders were far aheal and almost out of sight. We were |eft
behind, dodging huge boats and catamarans also fighting the
grea tacking battle to get to the bridge. Wre&ing panic,
dismay and disorder and dodging boats aptly named
“Wreaking havoc”, we quickly threw around in our heals
“Who has right away and who's on starboard?’ This, we
found out, was not the greatest time to brush up on our
knowledge of the grea (however confusing) racing rules of
sailing. We finally got to the bridge and redized getting
through it was to be the red fiasco. The wind was coming
straight through it and we had to do about 3 mini tacks while
going through. Twice we came within about a foot or two
from fiberglass snashing into concrete- demolition derby
anyone?But no, this was a sail boat race and we were halfway
through with only about twenty more miles left to go.
However, it was discouraging as we looked ahead and all we
could see was a huge upwind battle. Our smal weight was
already struggling to keep the baat flat; and our muscles were
screaming at us, as though we could not fed them already. At
this point my Dad had come back to make sure we crossed the
line and to give us sme moral support.

Our trip to the bridge wasn’t as heroic as Ashley made it
sound The upmind batle resembled more of an upaind
debate, with people shouting “ starboard!” whether they were
on adarboard or port tack. It resembled a game of nautical
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chicken. | kept waiting to hear the aunch of fiberglass |
didn't have to wait long a a cruiser tested its grength against
a bridge. The auiser lost. Then it was our turn to dip through
the bridge. After a few close alls | volunteered to svim the
boa past the bridge. When we finally passd the bridge the
boa decided to play teder-totter. Gee, what fun. Then Ashley
said” only twenty more milesto ga” | hadto ask her if that
was s1ppased to be comforting a terrorizing.

Right past the bridge we met up with Ron Katz on Sea
Witch ydling, things to the dfed of “You go girls! Only
about 20 mi. left! You're doing awesomel” A little later Bill,
Ronnie, and Ronnie cught up to us on a Harmony and also
shouted encouragement and “Is that one of those things they
call Raiders?” All of which helped alot and really encouraged
us. Thanks guys! It’'s niceto know in these kinds of races that
not everyoneisagains you.

Farther up theriver, as Killian puts it, architeds refused to
make two structures on the water that are dose together look
different. As we were to find out, we were fooled into
believing a smple dock was a huge bridge-the end of the race
How could we make this mistake? Wereally don’t know, but
it seams as if we make it every year as | then remembered it
fooled us last year too. Well, the end was nea, or so we
thought.

Just as we turned the last corner, we came within sight of
the real bridge. Our aching bodies were happy that we would
finaly be on areach again with alot of air. We wouldn’t have
any more hiking and could fly the spinnaker to the finish!
Killian and | soon found out there would be no such thing as
instantly the wind ded to absolutely nothing. Imagine water
that looked like glassjust as the end was in Sght. To me, that
was the worst part of the whole race It was dawning on 7 pm
and our sails wouldn’t even fill. How in the world would we
make the ait off time, which was 8:15? At this point more
power bars were “defying gravity.” | still don't know exactly
how we made it to round the mark shaped like abea mug. But
we did. Catching little puffs here and there, we slowly inched
to the mark. After what seamed like an eternity, we rounded
the tipped over beer mug. This was no small feat, as we also
had to round the baats that had drifted into the mark and gat
caught in the anchor line (these boats were up around 30fed!)
We thankfully got around them without getting ourselves
tangled upin the messand started inching our way towardsthe
finish line. By now, there was just enough wind to set the
spinnaker. Our spirits were high (at least as high as they could
be after the exhausting race) as we were just about to crossthe
line when we drifted into the finish buoy. Somehow, we til|
made it and in my mind | couldn’'t seehow we culd ve bea
the dock; but we did with 10 minutes to spare. Killian and |
crossd the line & 8 pm after being on the water over 12 frs.
At the end of therace | wasin asort of daze, so I'll I et Killian
describe what happened afterward:

We got a tow to the Rudder Club, and wrapped up the
Raiders for the night after just a few mishaps and splish-
splashes (Ashley couldn't walk). Afterward, half-asleg Ashley
almost collapsed into her spagtetti and | kept thinking hawv
the bread rolls looked like @nmfortable little pillows. We
hopped in the shower, making sure that someone would check

on s periodically to make sure we wouldn't fall asdeep and
drown. We then crashed into bed and fel adeg
imnediately.”

Killian and | then woke up at a reasonable time the next
morning (is there any such thing after 12 hours on the water?)
and went to get breakfast and go to the awards ceremony.
Keguing up with tradition | won one of the few door prizes
(Why can't | ever get the reelly GOOD ones when it counts
like the GPSthey gave away?) Killian and | then went up to
receve our Fred Austin memorial trophy, which goes to the
first skipper and crew to finish al under the age of 19. So we
didn't walk away empty-handed. When the ceemony was
over, we packed up and left with a sense of accompli shment.
However, Killian and | just looked at each other with a weary
expresson when asked, “Well, girls, how about next year?”

Classified Ads

Tanzer 22: Sal # 476 center board model, 8hp Johnson
custom trailer built for Tanzer, goad tires with spare, single
handed mast stepping jack, full sail inventory incl. A new 2”
whisker pole, sail cover for main, 2 rudders-new and original,
extra tiller hande, new 4” cockpit cushions, port-a-potty,
compass lines, life jackets, anchor, fenders and more. This
boat isajoy to sail and a proven winner, it |oves weather! The
boat is located in Ocala, FL. Asking $6,000.00. Call Mike
Sherlock, Hm-(352) 489-4617, Wk- 1-800-476-6624.

American Daysailer: 14.5 ft with 3.5hp Seas motor, -1995.
Galvanized trailer, roller-furling jib, single red main, UK
flyer. $350.

Contact Al Pfeifer; 4784740911

Hobie Holder 17: Trail er, 4hp Johnson, $2400
Contact Carl Saylor; 478-320-7130

Starwind 19: Harding trailer, Nissan Shp (I think) motor.
Attractive price
Contact David Block; 478454-1071

Sailboats Wanted: Donate your Hobie 16's for the Spedal
Olympics Program at Lake Tobasofkee and get atax write-off.
Will aso accept other boats, which will be sold, and the
proceels used to support the program.
Contact Phil Martin; 478751-7363

Bay Hen 21: Spedfications: LOA 21'0"; LWL 18 3"; Draft
(Boards up) 9”; (boards down) 3'6”; Weight: 900 lbs; Sail
area 1759 ft; Capacity: 6 adults. Standard Bay Hen includes:
Hand laid fiberglass red hull and white dedk w 4 bronze
portholes, PVC foam core axd position flotation, Aluminum
spar and mast tabernacle, boom and mast gallows, tanbark
(Dacron) gaff rigged sail w 2 points and jiffy reefing system,
forward hatch, interior berth cushions, galley flat w sink, built
in motor well.

Contact Bob Hargrove; Hm. 478743-8172 — Wk. 478-301-
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2762—e-mail; hargrove ri@mercer.edu.
See http://osyc.net/tradingpost.html  for more details and
pictures.

Spring is Coming...Time to get that boat in shape! For all
types of boat repair contact Saylor Specialties;, 478-320-7130
or email to carl@saylorspedalties.com

The Wrench Ranch: A lifetime of mechanicd experience
European cas a spedalty. Odd pojeds most welcome.

Contact D. Wilson; 770-3584684

Round Oak Recording, inc.; State of the at digital multi-
track recording studio. In-house production and publishing
capabil ities from advertising jingles to massmarketable CD’s.
Contact Tim Brodks or Michael Dortch; 478-986-1215

Autowizard; Auto, Truck and Trailer accesries.
Contact Ron Katz; 478-742-7426




