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Next Meeting
New China Buffet – March 21st 

The next meeting will be held at New China Buffet starting at 6:00 PM.  It’s near the 475 - Eisenhower Pkwy interchange at 5012 Harrison Rd, Macon.   

Minutes of March ‘06 Meeting

Sorry I wasn’t able to attend the March meeting.  I’ll try not to let the club down again.  I’d also like to extend a special thanks to Bob for standing in for me.  His comments on the March meeting are as follows:

 

Commodore Michael Dortch opened the meeting with a claim to take no responsibility for the Secretary not being present and I thought I heard that he was volunteering to be keelhauled but after asking for a clarification on that point he indicated he was volunteering to have the Secretary keelhauled and that I was to be taking the minutes for the Secretary, and that there would be no Secretary’s Report.   

Pete Ekstrom provided the Treasurer’s Report indicating that the Cherry blossom cost the Club about $250-$300 and that the balance in the checkbook was close to $1600.  Aditional monies were added with payments being made at the meeting.

Carl Saylor provided only item on the Vice Commodore’s report, and that was to say that he was having e-mails sent out but some of the members were not getting them.  He thought it was because AOL was blocking his e-mails because of their spam blocker.   Some of the members indicated they were not getting his e-mails.  

Cherry Blossom Regatta was the next topic.  Michael reported that we had very good reports from Doug Ellis on the Regatta parking, & launching that day.  The new rule about not anchoring up the lake may be relaxed some in the future.  A dock for use of sailboats may be slated for construction depending on Lake usage by our sailing club.  Permanent Bouys may also be in the works especially if we have more events on the lake.   The proposal for having Doug Ellis invited to our next meeting was brought up but it was suggested the invite go for an executive club meeting instead.   At this point there was a discussion by the members about the new rules for the lake.   

A letter of appreciation was read by the commodore to be sent to the Security Bank for their generous contribution to the Regatta to assist the Club to have the Special Olympic Athletes participate in the regatta.   The members thought the letter was great and that a similar letter be sent to West Marine and to the Macon Telegraph for publishing in the Macon paper.   

Pictures taken at the Regatta were passed around and digital pictures will be made available in the future on the Website and thru other media.   

Commodore Michael read a thank-you card from Tommy Barker thanking the members for their kindness and offers of prayers, and encouragement.   

Bob Horan was called up to cover the results of the survey for the events calendar.   Only 3 surveys had been turned in and some discussion of those events was presented.    A few members asked for resending the survey and the results of the survey and a draft calendar will be published very soon.

The Guest speaker for this meeting turned out to be Bob Horan and the topic was anchoring.  Bob passed out handouts covering various anchoring methods and techniques.  Using a white board he presented his thoughts on successful anchoring based on his many successful and failed attempts and the hard lessons learned from others.

Michael closed the meeting and the group fell into non violent chaos.

Minutes taken by Bob Horan

Commodore’s Corner:

 

Notes from the CommoDortch . . . or

 

Zen and the Art of Regatta

 

It was a week before the first race of the season…the Cherry Blossom Regatta… and I was ready. O.K., maybe ‘ready’ is a poor choice of words. The boat was sitting under a tarp in the yard covered with 3 months of assorted botanical growth, I still hadn’t found the short in the trailer lights, the pop top was sitting on the floor of the shop, the cabin cushions had been pulled out and stored God knows where (of course, I could just throw a sheet over the soft layer of oak leaves that had blown into the cabin), the jib and the genny were in a big plastic tub somewhere in the shop, I think. The boom was hanging from the rafters but I had no idea where I put the ammo can with the hardware. I still had not diagnosed the carburetor problem on the kicker. To add to the picture, this year, I was in charge of putting on the race. O.K. maybe not in charge, I did have some very competent help, but as the duly elected Commodore, I was responsible…and responsibility has never really been my strong suit.

By Friday, through superhuman effort and indomitable willpower, I had managed to clean up the boat, fix the trailer lights, pack the trailer bearings, mount the pop top, locate the cushions, the jib, the genny, the boom hardware, the gin pole, various and sundry hardware, got the kicker running . . .sorta, pick up the t-shirts, get the Turtle Award and the participation plaques from Steve and Jan, put together race packets, finalize with the caterer, pay for the pavilion and put the finishing touches on all the minutiae that go into putting on our biggest event of the season. Feeling ever so proud of myself, I hooked up the Thera-P to the ‘Beast’, filled her up with oil, checked the gas, faced the east and chanted the ‘Starting the Truck’ mantra (“you better !!#&%! Crank, you !@#$%&%)##*!!), fired her up, headed for the lake…and drove right into the State of Confusion.

To say that things got off to a rocky start would be an understatement. For those of you who were there, I don’t need to explain…for those of you who weren’t, well, discretion being the better part of valor, suffice it to say that by the time I was finished rigging and launching the boat, I was ready for about three fingers of good rum…in a number two washtub. Be that as it may, we got things semi-worked out, got most everyone to agree to play nice, smoothed a few ruffled feathers, plucked a few feathers, had a few words…mostly under my breath, and endeavored to persevere. I had reserved a campsite that I had used several times previous to this year and got D. Wilson to motor the boat over and beach it while we took the truck over to set up the tent. We arrived at the campsite after stopping at the gate to endeavor to ‘calm the waters’ with the powers that be after some of the aforementioned misunderstanding, and found the previous sandy shoreline now lined with very large rocks. I proceeded to limp down to waters’ edge and peruse the situation while Wilson motored around in circles with that ‘what the…?’ look on his face and mumbling incoherently along with the 4 stroke hum of the kicker. I spied a sandy space about the width of Charlie’s posterior that they missed with the rocks and proceeded to guide Wilson into it with many gesticulations and cries of  “left a little, a little more, eassyy, eeeaaassy, RIGHT, HARD RIGHT, WHOA…DAMMIT… BACK, BACKUP, aw’right now come back in… right a little ...eeeaasssssy”…you get the picture. Bless Wilson’s nautical heart, he threaded the needle without the sound of fiberglass crunching and flat cheated old Carl Saylor out of the profits from another boat repair. While we were securing the Thera-P, Charlie set up the tent… in the wrong place. More on that, later.

I got a call on the cell phone from Carl about an altercation back at the boat ramp and a request to meet him over there. Hoping to get things straightened out and then head out for a little therapeutic evening sail, we eased the Thera-P from between the boulders and headed for the dock. D’s wife, the lovely, talented and ever so sophisticated Ms. Lauren had called from work and allowed as she would meet us at the dock and participate in the therapy on the Thera-P. They dropped me off at the dock and circled in the cove to forestall any complaints of sailboats tied to the dock. In hopes of a speedy resolution to the situation, I met Carl and together we drew from our vast well of tact, charm and diplomacy (ya’ll stop that laughin’, dammit! It’s possible.) and proceeded to ameliorate the conflict in question.

Ms. Lauren arrived and I began to cultivate those visions of sails in the moonlight when I was informed that I had had a lapse in judgement on tent placement. I was told by the campground manager that I had made the egregious error of setting up my tent on the ground (?!) and I had to remedy this error immediately. After gazing upon my confused countenance for several seconds, the statement was re-phrased into a somewhat more coherent form. 

“You didn’t set your tent up in the designated camping space.” He elaborated. Thinking I was somehow in the wrong campsite, I informed him that the campsite number on the campsite, corresponded with the campsite number on my paperwork. 

“No,” he said, “you are in the right site, but your tent is on the wrong spot”, he elaborated further.

“I’m not sure I follow.”

“The prepared spot is the designated camping spot.”

“And that would be where, exactly?” I queried. 

“On the prepared area where your truck is parked.” He responded.

“Oh, the gravel driveway?”

“Yes, that’s the prepared camping spot.”

“I got it, you want me to move my tent off the dirt and on to the gravel, correct?”

“Yes, that’s the designated camping area.”

“O.K., no problem.”

Communication can be a wonderful thing. So we went back to the campsite, finessed the boat back between the boulders, secured the boat and proceeded to tear down the tent and move everything up onto the gravel driveway. Have you ever tried to drive tent pegs into compacted gravel? I don’t recommend it.

At this point it was agreed that getting the boat back in between the boulders in the dark would provide proof positive that our reasoning capacity was severely diminished, and further agreement was reached on the benefits of heading to town for a hot meal, cooked and served by someone else, along with the possibility of the chance to procure and imbibe an adult beverage or two. I’d have probably tried to thread the boulders in the dark if it wasn’t for that ‘adult beverage’ thing. The trip to town was thankfully uneventful. The food was good, but I forget what we ate. The beer was cold, the gin was crisp, the scotch was single malt with a nice smokey texture, the wine was a precocious domestic . . . O.K., O.K., I am laying it on a bit thick here. Truth is, we had a decent meal, I had a couple beers and the aggravations and frustrations of the day began to recede into the background. The trip back was awash with that warm and fuzzy feeling imparted by the satiated aftermath of a good meal in the company of good friends. I’m glad Charlie doesn’t drink. It’s nice to have a designated driver that looks so good doing it! We managed to get on the boat without serious mishap. The tent didn’t get used. Imagine that. With a promise from Carl to be the designated alarm clock, I drifted off to sleep to the gentle rocking from the wake of the bass boats trolling slowly in search of the next ‘best spot on the lake’, secure in the knowledge that tomorrow couldn’t possibly be as crazy as today.

I was awakened, bright and early by the ‘Teutonic Timeclock’ (right on time, of course) and managed to brew a pot of coffee and gather up all the ‘Commodore Stuff’ and the ‘Committee Boat Stuff’ and the ‘Captains Meeting Stuff’ and the box of ‘Things I Probably Won’t Need but it Might Be a Good Idea to Have on Hand Just in Case Stuff’, and wandered around in circles for a few minutes trying to think of the ‘Stuff I Forgot to Think of Stuff’. I re-loaded the truck and headed toward the boat ramp. Halfway there I turned around and went back for my thermos of coffee I’d left sitting on the picnic table. Things were going smoothly when I arrived at the boat ramp and began setting up for the Captains Meeting. Doug Ellis, the head honcho at Georgia Power in charge of Lake Juliette, had designated an area on the boat ramp for us to rig. It consisted of the first six parking spaces on the left side of the boat ramp. There were only two boats being rigged when I arrived. So far, so good: There had been some controversy over us using the lake in the past and we had been working with Doug to smooth things out and iron out any kinks. Doug had never observed any of our events on Lake Juliette and was coming down this morning to see things for himself. I was there two minutes when we got a couple of complaints about ‘those sailboaters’ getting special treatment. We tried to explain that we were being restricted to only six spots to rig and we had to park elsewhere, whereas, they could rig and park anywhere they wanted to. One fellow tried to park in front of our area and blocked the boats that were rigging. Luckily, he wasn’t there long when Doug showed up and ‘splained things to him. Things went rather well, all things considered. Doug hung out and observed and talked with several of us. I spoke with Doug several times that morning and was left with the impression that he had a much better take on what we have to deal with in putting on an event like this. From our conversations I felt that he was willing to work with us and hopefully facilitate more events by LJSC on the lake. We had some concern about using the Special Olympic pontoon boat as a Committee Boat due to the horsepower limit. Phil Martin explained to Doug that it was a safety issue especially with the Special Olympic Athletes that were participating. Doug didn’t have a problem with that.

The caterer, Janet Poston, owner of the Casserole Café in Warner Robins, (I know it’s a shameless plug, but hey, she’s my sister) arrived on time with the meals and we got those dispersed. I don’t think anyone went hungry. We managed to get everyone rigged and in the water, signed in, a course set (thanks to D., Calvin and KW) and a Captains Meeting without anyone once accusing me of being an un-organized SOB . . . to my face. I was beginning to feel like the proverbial partial paraplegic involved in a test of dexterity involving the placement of the culmination of ones remaining lower extremity to the posterior of ones opponent. Charlie and Phil got the Committee Boat provisioned and Anita and Cathy got the athletes riding on the Committee Boat squared away. We managed to get all the athletes wanting to crew settled on several members’ boats. We got the Committee boat launched and as I was helping to load up I realized my boat had sailed without me. There they went, KW, D and two athletes, Fred and Chris. Oh well, we had boats on the water ready to race. I jumped on the Committee Boat and we went out to set the line. My nerves were holding up fairly well but I was beginning to regret the alcohol prohibition on Lake Juliette. We set the line and began the countdown.

It was a beautiful, overcast day with a slight nip in the air. It would have been cold if we had a little more wind. I’m sure I wasn’t the only one who was wishing for a bit more wind chill. We managed to get a line set and the first race off in spite of my missing the one-minute horn. All in all, we had a pretty good round of racing. After the first race, I managed to get the Thera-P to raft up to the committee boat and changed places with Wilson and managed to participate in the last two races. All things considered, we had a pretty great day of racing (even if we didn’t win!) The athletes had a great time and got a chance to broaden their skills. The athletes on my boat did a great job with the sheets and even took a turn on the tiller. The results of the racing are posted elsewhere in the newsletter and should be posted on the website. There are a lot of people that deserve a pat on the back and a steak dinner for their efforts, patience and perseverance in pulling off the 15th Annual Cherry Blossom Regatta. I would like to specifically thank my darling bride, without whose oversight and attention to detail would have left me sitting in the woods somewhere babbling incoherently in an inebriated stupor. I hope my first big event, as Commodore didn’t leave the rest of the membership clamoring for a recall. I learned a lot about what it takes to put on an event and have a newfound appreciation for the concept of responsibility. Thank you all for the help and support you have bestowed and I look forward to future events.

 

Gimp

 

Sailing Quotes:

Well, then—our course is chosen—spread the sail—

  Heave oft the lead, and mark the soundings well—

    Look to the helm, good master—many a shoal

      Marks this stern coast, and rocks, where sits the Siren

        Who, like ambition, lures men to their ruin.

 

Sir Walter Scott, Kenilworth

 

 

Ye who dwell at home,

  Ye do not know the terrors of the main.

 

Robert Southey, Madoc in Wales

 

 

On deck beneath the awning,

  I dozing lay and yawning;

    It was the gray of dawning,

      Ere yet the Sun arose;

        And above the funnel’s roaring,

          And the fitful wind’s deploring,

            I heard the cabin snoring

              With universal noise.

 

William Makepeace Thackeray, The white Squall

 

 

Ye waves

  That o’er th’ interminable ocean wreathe

    Your crisped smiles.

 

Aeschylus, Prometheus Chained

 

 

If I take the wings of the morning, and dwell in the uttermost

Parts of the sea:

Even there shall thy hand lead me, and thy right hand shall hold me.

 

Bible, Psalms

 

Articles from the Web

This article was originally published on SailNet in October, 2000.

Whether you race once a year or you make your living as a racing sailor, it’s important to be familiar with the rules that govern conduct on the racecourse. Just as automotive traffic laws keep activity on the roads from dissolving into chaos, the racing rules provide a framework for competition. It may be easy to dismiss the rules because you think you already know them or you feel that they’re just too complex to bother with (and both situations happen regularly), but spending just a little time and energy to better familiarize yourself with those rules that come into play regularly—and to stay up to speed with the occasional rule changes—will pay off in spades on the racecourse. So here’s a brief introduction to the racing rules, their structure, and where you can find out more information.
For sailboat racers worldwide, the initial authority on all matters pertaining to rules is the international governing body of the sport—the International Sailing Federation (ISAF), which is based in the UK. ISAF committees establish the Racing Rules of Sailing and review them every four years to amend and update them as necessary. In turn, ISAF member nations—represented by the national governing bodies for the sport (like US
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Even if the racing is informal, as in this charterboat situation, it makes sense to be familiar enough with the rules to know what others are likely to do when boats come in close proximity of each other.

	


SAILING in the US) adopt these rules for racing competition in their own countries. If you live in the US and want a copy of these rules, you can join US SAILING and receive a copy by virtue of your membership. Or you can purchase a copy in SailNet's on line Store. Also, a complete text of the Racing Rules of Sailing is available on the Internet at the ISAF website—www.sailing.org/rrs2001.

The racing rules are organized into two main sections. The first, Parts One through Seven, contains rules that affect all competitors. The second section contains appendices that provide details of rules, rules that apply to particular kinds of racing (like match racing and team racing), as well as rules that pertain only to a small number of competitors or officials. Chances are, when it comes to working with the rules, most of your energy will be spent understanding and using Parts Two and Three of the Racing Rules—"When Boats Meet," and "Conduct of a Race." However, the Fundamental Rules as outlined in Part One discuss some essential concepts for all racing sailors, including "Helping Those in Danger," "Fair Sailing," and "Acceptance of the Rules," so these should be absorbed and understood as well. 

Once you begin delving into the Racing Rules, you’ll find that the entire book is very dependent upon specific terminology, and the words and phrases that are used to convey a specific meaning are defined in the back pages of the book. When these terms are used in the sense stated in the Definitions, they are printed in italics or bold italics (racing). It’s a good idea to be familiar with these basic definitions because they often come into play in
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It's when you find yourself in close quarters that knowing the rules can really pay off in spades.

	


discussing the application of a particular rule. After you gain a basic familiarity with the Racing Rules of Sailing—and you equip yourself with a rule book and access to a book of the appeals—you’ll have a lot more confidence on the racecourse because you’ll be able to answer 99 percent of the questions you’ll encounter regarding the rules. As continue to race, you'll no doubt encounter situations that will test your knowledge of the specific application of particular rules, and that's when you'll really learn them.

So quick, who has the right of way when a boat on starboard heading downwind meets a boat on port headed upwind? That's simple. Rule 10 (Opposite Tacks), which can be found under "Section A Right of Way," tells us that when boats on opposite tacks meet,
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The less time you spend in the protest room, or waiting for the outcome of a protest as these sailors are doing, the more time you have to enjoy yourself and the company of your fellow sailors after racing.

	


the starboard-tack boat maintains the right of way and the port-tack boat is obliged to keep clear.
OK, in that same scenario, which boat has the right of way if both boats are on the same tack? Again, it's pretty simple. Rule 11 (found within the same section) tells us that the windward boat has the obligation to keep clear of the leeward boat. 
The rules for racing sailboats are really not as complex as their reputation might suggest. So don't be intimidated, just get a rulebook and start looking things up whenever you find yourself confused. See you on the racecourse.
Please contact me if you would like to place an ad in the Rudder and or the LJSC website. – Jeff Morrow

The RUDDER is the official publication of the Lake Juliette Sailing Club.  Statements and opinions appearing herein are those of the authors and do not necessarily represent (and probably don’t) the group position of the Lake Juliette Sailing Club.  The Editor reserves the right to plagiarize and edit all material for publication and to publish only that material which is felt to be in the best interest of the LJSC. So, there! Any sniveling twit who is offended by the contents is cordially invited to submit their own material. Other info is available at www.ljsc.net.

	LJSC Calendar of Events for 2006 – The results are in, below is our schedule for the year.  For more info see the LJSC website. 

	March 18
	Annual Cherry Blossom Regatta – OPEN

	May 27 – 28
	Spring Race – Memorial Weekend – OPEN 

	Jun 2 – 5
	B.E.E.R. Cruise, Pensacola FL.; http://bellsouthpwp2.net/b/s/bs_allen/index.htm

	June 17 –18
	Teresa’s Race & Raft-up – Fathers Day Weekend - OPEN

	Aug 12 – 13
	Summer Race – OPEN

	Sept 2 – 4
	Lake Martin – Labor Day Weekend

	Sept 9 – 10 
	Moonlight Sail & Race – OPEN 

	Sept 16 – 17 
	Treasure Hunt

	Sept 30 – Oct 1
	Special Olympics State Sailing Regatta – Lake Tobesofkee

	Oct 7 – 8
	Clarkshill Lake – Columbus Day Weekend
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