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Next Meeting
Ryan's Buffet Grill & Bakery – April 15th.   2008  

The next meeting will be held at Ryan's Buffet Grill & Bakery -4690 Presidential Parkway,  in Macon.  Dinner will begin about 6:00 and the meeting will follow at or near 7 PM.     

Meeting Minutes  18-Mar-08

Michael Dortch brought the meeting to order at 7:15PM with about 16 people present.  The first order of business was selecting a meeting place for the April Meeting.   There were a couple of suggestions including the New China Buffet on Eisenhower Parkway near 475, with either Golden Corral or Ryan's Steakhouse on Presidential Parkway as backups.  Next up was Bob Horan, to discuss a couple of problems he had concerning some of the e-mail addresses he was using to send out the Juliette Rudder.   Miriam & Anthony Corbin, Jeff Morrow and Pete Ekstrom had not received their March newsletter on time.  A discussion of the Lake Martin Cruise was next but after a show of hands there was only Bob Horan that had plans to go.  Bob suggested he would send out an e-mail to request RSVPs to find out if there were any others that were planning to go.  Next up was some planning for the Powder Puff Race scheduled for the Saturday after Mothers Day on the 17th of May.   Michael volunteered to manage this event, with Linda Horan rounding up prizes for the skippers.  More will follow on the particulars for this race day.  The next couple of events discussed were the Mug Race on the St Johns River in Florida and the 4th of July Cruise on Lake Sinclair.  OSYC has the 4th of July Cruise on their calendar also which should make this event a popular one if you want to be on the lake during this busy time.  With all the approaching events covered, Bob gave his second and final pitch for BoatU.S. and gave the floor back to the Commodore.    Michael asked Jeff & Linda Morrow if they might have a few words about their January BVI trip.  Jeff said he would go back tomorrow if he had the opportunity.  It was a great cruise for them with nearly everything going well.  See the article on their cruise in the March issue of the Juliette Rudder.   Michael closed the meeting at approximately 8:15 and the group turned into friends sharing sailing experiences.  The last group departed the restaurant at 8:50 when it was announced to us that a game was going to be started at 9PM and the screens on the back wall behind our table were going to be used for this event.

Bob Horan

From the Editor,

Since the CommoDortch column this month is more of a long story, I am putting my comments in early.  Thank you Michael for the great story of the trip to pick up D. Wilson's  newest addition to his fleet.  


I am running a little late getting out the newsletter this month but expect to back on track for May. 


I added a membership spreadsheet on the end of this newsletter.  If you are not marked paid for 08, then you need to send a $25 check to me or Pete  Ekstrom pronto!!  Make payable to Lake Juliette Sailing Club.  --     Bob Horan

“CommoDortch” 

A Coastal Odd-ysey


As most of you know, the Wilson’s and the Dortch’s have been sharing a boat for some time now. This arrangement has worked out real well for several years, mainly because we are all such amiable, good natured, accomodating and just all ‘round fine folks. . . and we promised the ladies we wouldn’t talk politics on the boat . . . and we would let them mediate any disputes . . . and we let the girls skipper the boat on a regular basis . . . and try to shut the hell up when they do. This has worked so well due to the fact that neither D nor I enjoy sleeping in the cockpit cuddled up to an empty bottle of wine. Or even after a truly egregious faux pas, a week under the same circumstances on the couch. It’s a powerful thang!


This nautical relationship began a metamorphosis last month when a mutual friend of ours (Phil Martin), who keeps a very nice Hirondell 23 catamaran at Golden Isles Marina down at St Simons, called to see if we knew anyone interested in a Pearson 26 which had been abandoned at the marina. Price negotiable. This information provided an irresistible excuse for a road trip, just to have a little first hand knowledge for a prospective buyer you understand. Unfortunately, I was unable to make the trip due to prior commitments. D made the trip alone and returned with a strange gleam in his eye and fulsome praise for this nautical orphan. He promptly opened negotiations and began some serious plotting and scheming. Lauren voiced a vague suspicion and began muttering about ulterior motives and making derogatory comments about “yet another piece of “nautical yard art”. Lauren’s suspicions were confirmed. After just a little matrimonial waterboarding, D admitted that the negotiations had progressed a good bit past the ‘opening’ stage and had proceeded to the ‘you have three weeks to get your boat out of our marina’ stage. We needed a trailer.


Now, I had a trailer that I bought from Carl Saylor when we needed to pull the Hunter 25 to the house for a bottom job back when they let the lake down. It was originally under a J-24 that Carl bought down in Florida as a parts boat. It didn’t quite make it all the way back from Florida with the J-24 before breaking down, but I figured we could make it work for the Hunter if we didn’t have to go very far or fast, which it did just fine. After a lot of looking, poking, prodding, calculating and contemplation, and some serious engineering discussions involving the chains, chain dogs, duct tape, bungee cords, bailing wire, straps, rope, chewing gum and spit that are presently keeping my old trailer together, we came to the revelation that for 200+ miles at 60 mph toting the Pearson back to Milledgeville, something just might let go. We decided that sitting in the middle of the Golden Isles Parkway surveying a ¾ mile long swath of splintered fiberglass would most certainly be detrimental to our feelings of well being, not to mention our liability insurance premiums. Lucky for us, Bill Shaw, a local sailing buddy, heard of our plight. Bill owns a Hunter 26.5 complete with a substantial trailer. Bill graciously offered D the use of his trailer. THANK YOU, BILL!!! It is really a hell of a trailer. Quite substantial with plenty of adjustment. The Pearson should fit just fine. With the problem of the trailer solved, time to tackle the next obstacle.


We all know the best way to adjust a trailer to a fixed keel boat is to lift the boat from the water with a travel-lift and set the weight on the trailer and adjust the bunks to fit before disengaging the boat from the lift. We didn’t have that option when we pulled the Hunter because there is no lift anywhere on Lake Sinclair. We did it in the water on the boat ramp, which is tedious, dangerous and downright hard as hell! We did not want to do it again. Phil Martin, our prolific purveyor of local knowledge of the St Simons area allowed as how there were two lifts within a few miles of the marina. The closest one was over in Brunswick, but you had to sail through the main shipping channel to get there. The other was several miles further up the ICW then a few miles up the Lower Altamaha to the Hwy 17 bridge. A place called Two Way Boat Yard. Phil allowed that it was usually about a 4-hour cruise. More distance but much less traffic. Since we had no idea how the boat would handle, and the idea of getting run down by a 250 foot container ship was a tad bit beyond our idea of ‘adventure’, D recommended the ‘less traveled’ route. Turned out to be a wise decision. Plans were made for the four of us to take a long weekend to get the boat as shipshape as possible and sail it up to Two Way and prepare to have it hauled. Three days should be plenty of time and would make for a nice little nautical mini-vacation. Preparations got underway. Lists were made and remade, parts, pieces and tools were gathered, sorted, discarded, discussed, displayed, disputed and eventually packed. D’s arrangement for a tow vehicle hit a slight snag and he had to make arrangements to park the Pearson at Two Way for a day or two and we would have to make a return trip to haul it. No problem. We adapt and overcome!


Not knowing the shape the sails were in or anything about how the boat would handle and realizing through years of experience that discretion is the better part of valor, we decided we needed auxiliary power. The boat had an old Johnson Saildrive that was froze up. We decided to take a late model 8-hp Honda motor that I had recently acquired. Now, I bought this motor from a Marina on Lake Alatoona that D’s son Max worked at. It seems that this motor was on a Catalina 25 that got rammed by a pontoon boat and it broke the swivel mount on the motor. The insurance company just up and bought the man a new motor and the marina ended up with the broken one. Max made sure the motor would crank and run and then called us to see if we were interested. I bought the motor and the parts dirt-cheap and we fixed it up and were going to put it on the Hunter. Since it was just sitting in my shop waiting for me to get off my lazy butt, we decided it would be the perfect unit to make sure we got the Pearson up to Two Way. That solved the auxiliary power problem. We were now ready to pack it all up and go forth and do battle.


I’m still not sure how we got a longshaft 8 hp outboard, half a shops worth of tools, boat parts, line, suitcases and foul-weather gear for 4 people, provisions (with beer & wine) and four grown people in an old Mercedes 300 sedan, but we did. We rode a little low. It was a nice, un-eventful trip down and we arrived at Golden Isles Marina a little after noon on Friday. We proceeded to the Dock Master’s Office to inform them of our intentions and met Melissa the Dock Master. Melissa was as nice and as helpful as she could be and treated us as if we were the owners of the biggest mega-yacht in the Marina instead of the penniless purveyors of the previously purchased. We also met Brett. Brett needs some explaining. Brett was moored behind the Pearson 26 living aboard his Pearson 23. He appeared to be in his middle 20’s and what he lacked in experience, he made up for in exuberance. A couple months previously, Brett had purchased the used Pearson because “I always thought sailboats were cool.” This was the first sailboat he had ever set foot on. He bought this boat in Miami and proceeded to sailed it to St Simons, using the ICW most of the way. This is more incredible when you find that he did this with no sailing experience or knowledge of navigation, no charts, no electronics of any kind (no, not even nav lights!) and his auxiliary motor was a decrepit 2-stroke 6hp Evinrude with all external controls broken or completely missing. You even had to start it by taking the top off and using a knotted rope and it ran pretty much only when it took a notion. I’m still not sure if he was very lucky, a quick learner or just too damn dumb to know he couldn’t do it! Perhaps all the above. Whatever the reason, I was impressed. Phil Martin had befriended him and he was ecstatic about returning the favor by helping Phil’s friends out any way he could.


Our first look at the boat was a bit of a shock. D had looked it over a week before, but it was getting on toward twilight during the initial inspection. In broad daylight some things were much more apparent. He told us it appeared to have a little bottom growth, but the harsh reality left us dumbstruck . . . for a little while. I turned to D and exclaimed, “A LITTLE GROWTH . . . JESUS H. CHRIST! THE DAMN THING IS FLOATING IN IT’S OWN ZIP CODE!” D replied, “Yeah, it’s a real jungle down there. I think I just saw Rama of the Jungle duck around the stern.” It was pretty bad. I wouldn’t have been surprised to find speculators lined up figuring out where to put condos up. In areas it projected over a foot out from the boat. It was going to take a little more than a long handled brush and a little more time than we planned for. In the meantime, we needed a place to sleep tonight. The girls got busy making the inside habitable and D and I began tinkering with things mechanical.


Using the boom as a davit and the mainsheet as a block and tackle and some help from Brett, we got the old motor off the boat and on to the dock. Brett wanted to know what we were going to do with the old motor. D informed Brett that he could have the motor if he would help clean the bottom. Brett agreed and allowed as how he could get most of it by working from his kayak instead of off the dock. D allowed as how he would help him get the motor broke loose and tell him how to take the carburetor apart and clean the sludge out of it. It sounded like a good deal to me. D remarked that he might regret getting rid of the Saildrive but he had enough projects for a while. We decided to use a new gas tank for the Honda, since the old gas tank had about 3” of sludge in the bottom. By the time we got the ‘fuel delivery system’ set up, the electronics gone through and working, various other mechanical necessities repaired or temporarily rigged, the girls had the below-deck cleaned and habitable. Brett had made a little headway chipping some of the growth from the dock but had decided it was getting too dark and a little too chilly to get in the water and get serious with it. I didn’t blame him. We decided to set the Honda on in the morning ‘cause we were tired, hungry and could really use a drink! We retired below deck for a pre-supper cocktail and to make plans for Saturday. The cabin on the Pearson was pretty impressive. There is plenty of room and some very well thought out storage. The dining table folds down to make a good size berth, (Charlie and I had plenty of room) the v-berth is huge and best of all . . . if I slouched a little I could stand up in the cabin! Even Lauren was beginning to get excited! We made a few preliminary plans and toasted the Wilson’s latest nautical acquisition. After a quick supper and a stop for more “toasting provisions” and other little odds and ends needed for tomorrow, we returned to the boat for more planning and toasting. We ‘toasted’ ourselves to sleep, secure in the knowledge that it was all downhill now! Well, at least we had the direction right.


Saturday morning dawned with a typical ‘east-coast’ fog softened pastel hue that eases you into the morning with that unhurried southern shuffle. A leisurely breakfast, a short nip of the hair of the dog just to ease you through the pains and strains of the previous days exertions and onward into the breach! We muscled the Honda out of its nest in the trunk of the car and wheeled it down the dock in a ‘courtesy cart’. Brett was already at work in his kayak chipping away at the crustacean metropolis. The girls continued cleaning up and getting the fore deck in order. D and I wrestled the Honda onto the transom and commenced hooking up all the things one has to hook up to make it run. “Didn’t we get a fuel filter last night?” “It was on the list wasn’t it?” “Well, it ain’t in the bag.” “We need some bolts for the battery cables anyway.” Back to town with the new revised list. Three stops and an hour and a half later, “Is that it? That all we need?” “I think so, yeah.” Back to the boat. Brett has a problem. “I pretty much got what I could of the hull but I can’t reach the keel, will that be a problem?” “Yeah, with a foot or so of crud around the keel steerage might be a problem.” “Oh yeah, that chipper tool? Well, I kinda dropped it. I thought it would float with that wooden handle.” “That’s OK, we’ll get another one.” It was getting to be one of those days.


We decided to fire up the motor and see just how hard she would be to handle. We finished hooking up the motor and hit the starter. Starter worked great, motor wouldn’t fire. Off comes the shroud, D goes out over the transom and begins fiddling about and muttering, punctuated by several intermittent cries of  “Try it now”, and “hand me the (insert tool here)”. By the time the battery ran down, we had every tool in our repertoire strewn about the cockpit, the motor was in a slight state of deconstruction, D was sitting in the cockpit mumbling expletives and then I heard the most tragic words in the mechanics lexicon . . . “She won’t fire and I don’t know why!” Bummer.


The girls went to town for a fresh set of plugs, a new battery since the one we brought wouldn’t take a charge, a new chipper and some lunch. D wandered off to find Melissa, the Dock Master, to see about getting a diver to scrape the keel. I kicked back and drank a beer. After several phone calls and some bare knuckle negotiations, D convinced a diver to endeavor to evict his aquatic squatters in exchange for a portion of his dwindling supply of ready cash. The girls returned with all the correct provisions. Brett returned to his chipping, after we tied the chipper off to his waist. D returned to do battle with the Honda and I tried to keep track of the nuts, bolts, screws, springs, widgets, and tools that came flying out of the motor well. D finally got frustrated enough to call his son, Max. Max assured him that the motor ran fine with him and they played 20 questions for a while. The divers came and went, claiming they had got what they could. Brett finished up and started tinkering with his new toy. The girls had done about all they could do. D eventually crawled out of the motor well. I handed him a beer and he took a long pull. “She just ain’t gonna fire and I ain’t got the time, tools or the equipment to figure out why.” Bummer.


Brett looked up from tinkering with the froze up Saildrive on the dock and asked, “You think my motor will get you there? You can use it if you want.” D and I shared a long look and a longer pull on our beer. “Whaddaya think?” I asked. “What’s the worst that could happen?” he returned. Well, I could think up some pretty horrific scenarios, however unlikely. “I think it’d do alright.” He continued. I added, “Hell, if the motor quits and she won’t sail, we can always call for a tow. I got a little cash and a credit card, push come to shove.” “Well, let’s get this one off and the other one on.” We got the Honda disconnected and lifted out and set in the courtesy cart. Brett went over to his boat and grabbed his motor and hopped up to the dock. He bypassed our little Rube Goldberg backsaver and stepped down into the Pearson, leaned out and set the motor on the transom. Showoff! You’ll get old one day too, Brett!


Brett then proceeded to instruct us on how to crank that decrepit looking excuse for a motor. Since D is the mechanic, I let him deal with learning the quirks of the motor. It looked pretty intimidating from where I sat on the dock. The starting procedure, the best I could tell, involved placing the flywheel in a certain location, Wrapping the knotted rope just so, reach under and hold the choke butterfly just so, (the choke actuator assembly was missing) set the throttle like so, face the east while intoning a Tibetan Mantra and pulling briskly on the knotted rope. Repeat twice. Then follow the same procedure except substitute a Gregorian Chant for the Tibetan Mantra. The motor cranked. It ran erratically for a while until it was tweaked into submission. There might have been a ball peen hammer involved in the tweaking process, at least I thought I heard what sounded like a hammer over the incredible racket. After it fired up I could no longer hear the instructions or see what was going on through the blue smoke that engulfed the cockpit. Well, we now had a running (sort of) motor, the bottom was as good as it was gonna get and everything appeared ready to go. We returned the obnoxious Honda to the trunk of the car and got a shower at the marina. We decided to celebrate with a decent meal, a decent wine and a good nights sleep and prepare to leave out early Sunday morning. We found a nice little restaurant that wasn’t packed with tourists on St Simons called The Fifth of May that served some really decent home cooking and was reasonably priced. (I have no idea what the Fifth of May was all about as it wasn’t a Mexican Restaurant) Had a great meal, picked up a couple bottles of nice wine and some beer for the trip and headed back to the boat. We sat around the spacious cabin toasting our relative success until we got decidedly mellow and called it a night.


Just before sunup we rousted out and trekked to the Dock Master’s Office to scrounge some coffee. We got the boat ready to get underway and consulted our charts. Now our charts were reproductions printed in a book that D had picked up about ten years or so ago. We thought about buying new ones but we would have had to buy three separate charts to get us where we wanted to go. At $29.95 a chart, we did a little surreptitious comparison with our book and decided that they hadn’t changed enough to warrant the expense so we figured we’d just cross our fingers and go for it. I love boating on a budget. D performed the “ritual of infernal combustion” and got the motor running. We took in the lines and headed out. Right off the bat we had a serious control problem until D figured out that he had turned the rudder 180 degrees to facilitate setting the longshaft Honda without damaging the rudder. She got a little better after D turned the rudder around, but she still handled like a pregnant manatee with palsy and a bad spinal injury. We made pretty good time down the east side of Lanier Island into St Simons Sound, as we were on a falling tide. It was when we rounded the shallow water markers at the end of the Island and started back up the other side into Manhead Sound things got slow. (You have to go around to the other side of the Island to get under the bridge). The motor was running, we even had a little bow wake as we waddled through the water, but we weren’t gaining on the markers. We was a-movin’ through the water right nicely but the shoreline was a-keepin’ up with us. Bummer


I took the tiller as D leaned over the transom to try to coax a few more RPM’s from the motor. The motor protested for a while but D eventually whipped it into submission. We began to gain on the markers. It was a slow agonizing process. We inched up the sound toward the bridge with the motor screaming. I asked Charley to get the handheld GPS out of the bag and cut it on. After it talked to enough satellites to figure out where in the world it was, I checked to see what kind of speed we were making. According to the GPS we were doing 0.0 kph. The knot meter on the boat wasn’t working, but all that would tell was how fast the water was going past the hull. The depth meter worked but you could barely read it. There was so much UV damage to the LCD screen that you had to be at just the right angle and just the right distance to make it out. We were worried stiff about how shallow it was reading until D figured out that it was set for meters instead of feet. That eye surgery really paid off. Compass worked great . . . it didn’t move much, though.

I know it couldn’t have been over a mile or at most a mile and a half around the tip of the Island back up to the bridge, but it took us right at two hours to get to the bridge. As we inched up toward the bridge, lo and behold there was our buddy Brett on a pier under the bridge sittin' on his bicycle just a-wavin’ and hollerin’. I bet he beat us there by an hour and 50 minutes! Couldn’t hear a damn thing he was hollerin’ over the roar of that god-awful Evinrude. Hope it wasn’t important ‘cause we was finally making some headway and we weren’t about to stop. We just waved back and grinned at him like idiots.


After we made it under the bridge and into the Mackay River, we felt a good breeze come up on our starboard beam. We raised sail to see if we couldn’t give that tired old motor a little assist. By God it worked! By the time we headed up into the mouth of the Frederica River, we were doin’ almost half a knot. We had decided to take the Frederica River because it cut off a good part of the Mackay River portion of the ICW, or it would have if it didn’t wiggle around like a drunken snake. It was actually longer, but it was deeper and a little wider than the ICW Channel, and we figured there'd be less traffic.


There was one thing that had me worried. After I took the tiller I noticed I could feel what felt like the rudder wobble and bump around every so often. When we raised sail and she heeled a little and we started puttin’ on some speed, things got downright squirrelly. It felt like the rudder was fluttering like a broke-back Rebel lure on 5-lb. test under a fast troll on a rough lake. I didn’t mention it. I figured there wasn’t a damn thing we could do if it fell off and the girls probably had enough to be worried about anyway. What the hell, she was still holding course fairly well and we’d either make it or not. So far, so good.


About halfway up the Frederica, our luck gave a little hiccup. We had just rounded a bend in the river, which put us close hauled on a line not quite to the next bend, when the motor decide to take a little nap. While D struggled to get the motor to wake up, I tried to keep the boat moving. As the speed dropped, she kept wanting to fall off. We were in a pretty wide spot in the river and I decided to tack before we lost all steerage and got pushed into the bank. Big mistake. After we got her through the tack she wouldn’t build up enough speed to head up and we began to drift right back to the other bank. D hollered at me to “head up, dammit!” I hollered back “She won’t respond, start the damn motor!” I figured if she wouldn’t come up, I’ll see if I could gybe her around and at least keep her off the bank. I put the tiller over to port and eased the jib sheet hoping the wind would pull the bow around. Nothin’ doin’. She was zeroed in on that muddy bank like a buzzard on road kill and I was beginnin' to wonder if the rudder had fallen off. About 5 seconds before the motor fired up again, we were stuck in the thickest stickiest black goop I’ve ever seen outside a tar pit. We put the motor in reverse and Charley ran forward with the boathook to push us off. Charlie held up the boathook, covered in mud up to the handle and hollered something unintelligible over the roar of the motor. “We can’t hear you!” all three of us screamed in unison. “I said we’re gonna need a longer boathook, dammit!” she screamed brandishing the mud covered six foot long pole. This had been kinda funny up ‘til now. D dove below to find something more appropriate. I reached down and revved up the outboard, which promptly kicked up out of the water over-revving like hell. I managed to reach the back of the motor and push it back down enough to at least get the water inlets back in the water while frantically trying to manipulate the Rube Golberg throttle system into backing off a little and at the same time keeping my fingers from being turned to sausage on the rapidly spinning flywheel. I managed to subdue the outboard without losing any digits or blowing the damn thing up. D returned from below decks with a 12’ to 14’ spinnaker pole and proceeded to the bow to do battle with the “morass from hell”. I had the motor running as hard as I could and still hold it down in the water. I suggested to Lauren that she see if she could rock the boat a little. I should have warned the crew on the foredeck. They both turned and yelled, “What the hell are you doing!” She riposted with “Michael told me to rock the boat, don’t yell at me!” D came back with “Well, warn us next time . . . mumble expletive mumble”. Of course about then the wind shifted and began to blow us dead into the bank. We scrambled to drop sail and returned to manhandling the boat out of the muck. Nothing seemed to work. Finally D decided that a redistribution of weight was in order. I remained at my station holding down the motor and manning the tiller, Charlie and Lauren were holding on to the backstay and leaning out over the transom as far as they could. D crawled out on the end of the boom and Charlie eased the mainsheet out until D was hanging at 90 degrees to the centerline. I tried to get a little rocking motion by waggling the motor back and forth. The boat began to move, but oh, so slowly. After a good ¼ hour of sweating, swearing and screaming with the crew hanging from the boat in such bizarre attitudes, looking ridiculously like ‘The Flying Zambini’s”, we managed to free the beast. The whole time this was going on, two guys in a bass boat were fishing about 50 yards from us, most probably laughing like hell. Lauren gave them a menacing look and muttered “they could’ve at least offered to pull us off!” I replied with a grin “I guess we could’ve asked them, but real sailors don’t ask for help, but they will accept it in an emergency.” Lauren rolled her eyes and gave me that long-suffering look that was about half disgust, “Men!” she said wearily. I replied “At least we gave them a hell of a story to tell at the fish camp tonight!” I reckon they’re still laughing about that one.


The rest of the trip up the Frederica was pretty uneventful. Nice scenery, make a good trip one of these days. I wouldn’t mind doing it just for fun. I’d rather have a swing keel boat with a good depth finder and a dependable auxiliary motor. There is such a thing as too much excitement.


When we reached the other end of the Frederica where it rejoins the Mackay River and the ICW, the wind began to pick up. We were also reaping the benefits of a rising tide. According to our charts, we had pretty much a straight shot up the channel on a broad reach from the starboard quarter. We began to really move. I checked the GPS and we were a little over 2 ½ knots! YEE-HA! D checked the fuel situation and decided to kill the motor to save fuel. It was getting a little low. Our speed didn’t change much, if anything we gained a tenth of a knot. To say that the motor was a drag would be redundant . . . so I won’t say it. The wind held steady and we screamed up the ICW toward the Lower Altamaha at a blistering rate of just under 3 knots. D was handling the sheets and helping Lauren decipher the chart and calling off the numbers of the channel markers. Eagle eye Charlie was on the binoculars reading off the numbers on the markers and making sure I was holding course. Things were going swimmingly, and we were only six hours into our four-hour cruise. That’s when we had ‘the argument’.


It all started when D decided it was lunchtime. He told Lauren to go below and fix some sandwiches and maybe even a drink or two. Lauren promptly told D to plant a big wet one on a certain prominent portion of her anatomy. A spirited back and forth discussion ensued during which I kept my mouth shut and opened another beer, trying to be as inconspicuous as possible. Charlie finally had enough and jumped down from her perch on the side-deck and shoved the binoculars at D and offered to do battle in the galley, but D had to read off the markers. D peered through the binoculars, then lowered them and stared at them for a minute, made some adjustments, brought them back up and peered, muttered, adjusted, muttered, adjusted again, held them out and decried “I can’t see a damn thing through these! What kind are they?” I replied “I dunno, first time they’ve been used. I got ‘em free for a $25 order from a mail order sporting goods outfit.” “Charlie, can you actually see through these?” he asked. Charlie replied “Yeah, but you have to hold them just right and adjust the eye pieces just right.” D handed them back and mumbled something about third world technology that I didn’t quite catch. The argument was finally settled with Lauren playing chef and D playing bartender. Things got right peaceful after lunch and a good stiff drink. We got so enthralled observing the flora and fauna of the coastal Georgia marshlands, we almost missed our turn into the Lower Altamaha River.


Things got a little tricky on the Lower Altamaha. There were no channel markers and the navigable section is quite narrow for the most part and meanders a lot. All we had to go by were the depth markings on the chart and dead reckoning. We had good luck staying to the outside bends of that winding little stretch. It soon became too narrow to try to make it on sail alone so D managed to coax that tired old motor back to life and we managed to keep from running aground again. About 10 ½ hours after leaving Golden Isles Marina, we finally rounded the final bend and caught sight of Two Way Boat Yard. What a beautiful sight!


D has a cousin ‘Barney’ who was vacationing at St Simons and had offered to ferry us back to Golden Isles Marina after we got to Two Way. ‘Cousin Barney’ needs some explaining. ‘Cousin Barney’ is a hell of a nice guy, extremely smart but a little odd. The first time I met ‘Cousin Barney’, he was standing in D’s auto shop wearing a pair of hot pink shorts, a lime green golf shirt, dark argyle socks and sandals. ‘Cousin Barney’ marches to his own percussion section. Hell of a nice guy and he can afford to be eccentric. As Walt Kelly once said, “To each his dagnab blue-eyed own!” I will forever miss reading Pogo. At any rate, ‘Cousin Barney’ showed up in his little two-seater Miata, and could only take one of us back to retrieve the old Mercedes. D was more familiar with the area so he went with ‘Cousin Barney’ while the rest of us packed up and got the boat battened down and secured. We still had to go back to Golden Isles when D got back and return Brett’s evil Evinrude. I shouldn’t talk bad about it, the cantankerous old SOB got us here!


We ended up getting on the road headed for home around 10:30 p.m., flat wore out but with a great sense of accomplishment. All things considered, not a bad trip. I wouldn’t mind doing it again someday . . . only different.

P.S. D and Max came down the other day with a full set of manuals for the Honda 8-horse outboard with intentions of finding the problem. I had made a stand for it and we set it over into a 55 gal. barrel of water. We hooked up the battery and the gas tank. Max gave the fuel bulb a little tweak and hit the starter button . . . she fired right up and purred like a kitten.

Gimp

Gimp

_________________________________________________

Please contact me if you would like to place an ad in the Rudder and or the LJSC website. – Bob Horan


For Sale:  1972 Ford F250 4X4 3/4 ton Pickup Truck - 30K miles on rebuilt 360cid motor, 113k miles on truck.  4 speed manual transmission, great tires, runs great, no power steering, no A/C, gets 9-10MPG pulling big boat, 10-12MPG empty.  $3000 or Best Offer - Contact: Bob@Horan.net  (478) 929-1377

____________________________________________

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.

 
Events Calendar 
	LJSC Calendar of Events for 2008 

	Date
	Description
	Location
	Possible Destinations

	Feb
	16-18th
	Winter Cruise-Presidents Day
	Lake Sinclair
	Temple Bay, Jimmy's & Beyond

	Mar
	8-9
	Point to Point Race/Rally
	Lake Sinclair
	 

	 
	15
	OSYC Spring Meeting
	OSYC
	 

	April
	5-6
	Lake Martin Cruise
	Lake Martin
	Dixie Sailing Club

	May
	3-4 
	Mug Race
	Jacksonville, FL.
	 

	May
	17 - 18 
	Powder Puff Race & Moonlite Sail
	Lake Sinclair
	 

	Jun
	6-10
	B.E.E.R. Cruise
	Pensacola, FL.
	 

	July
	4-6
	Cruise to Oconee Springs Park
	Lake Sinclair
	I 16 Bridge

	 
	19-20
	Island Cookout & Moonlite Sail
	Lake Sinclair
	Anchor up the lake

	Aug
	 
	 
	 
	 

	Sep
	27
	Treasure Hunt
	TBA
	 

	Oct
	11-13
	Columbus Day Weekend Cruise
	Clarkshill Lake
	Apalachicola Panama City

	 
	25-26
	Halloween Regatta – OSYC Open
	Lake Sinclair
	 

	Nov
	 
	OSYC Fall Meeting
	OSYC 
	 

	Dec
	 
	Christmas Party
	TBA
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