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 Dinner begins around 6 and the meeting to follow.
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 or bored by the contents is cordially invited to submit their own material. Other info is available at www.ljsc.net.

MEETING MINUTES


The Commodore called the meeting to order because most everyone had finished eating and didn’t have anything better to do. First on the agenda was the Officers’ Reports. Our esteemed Vice Commodore, being the only other Officer present (everyone else being off having lots more fun), gave his usual succinct contribution. The meeting then careened into ‘New Business’, which started a discussion over whether the ‘Schedule of Events’ was ‘new business’ or ‘old business’. It was pretty unanimously decided that we basically didn’t really care about the category and we was gonna talk about it anyway, so there. At any rate, it was decided to change the date of the Island Cookout from July 19-20 to July 26-27 due to some scheduling conflicts. We will still have the Moonlight Sail on the 19-20 for those that can make it since it’s nice to have a full moon for this event.


We did manage to toss around some ideas for the month of August, since we don’t have anything scheduled. We didn’t get anything chipped into stone and decided to cogitate on it a while and discuss it later, when we had a FEW MORE MEMBERS PRESENT! Hint, hint! (How’s that for subtle?) Charlie and Linda had a little sidebar discussion on Treasure Hunt prizes. Any ideas out there will be appreciated I’m sure.


At this point the meeting began to degenerate into the ‘Swilling of the Grog and Telling of Ye Tall Tales’ phase. Anecdotes of the BEER Cruise, both humorous and tragic, were among the ones I remember. We all played well with others and went home.

Gimp
_______________________________

“CommoDortch” Notes

I have been sitting at the keyboard since 7 a.m. this morning. It is now 2:30 p.m. and all I have accomplished is the Meeting Minutes. Not even a few beers have been able to act as a mental laxative for this horrendous case of ‘Writer’s Block’. I got a call a few minutes ago from my daughter and she suggested I reprint one of my favorite articles. I found one that was written in the fall of 2004 that is still fairly pertinent, especially to my sailing situation. So, with your indulgence and a heartfelt ‘mea culpa’, please excuse the reprint.

“Moondance”

Yeah, she was mad. I could tell from the long intense silence on the way to the boat. I wracked my brain, scrolling through my memories of the last several hours trying to figure out where I had crossed that fine line between being the sarcastically irritating SOB, my usual default setting, into the realm of ‘Supreme Sphincter’. Was it something I said? Stupid question. “Of course it is, moron”, I answered myself. I just had to figure out where I had made that fatal mistake. I knew from experience that playing ‘20 questions’ was a futile waste of words. Besides, I usually just dig myself in even deeper. I tried a little small talk.


“Anything special you want from the store when we stop for ice? A cold drink or something?”


“No!”


“Is that too much air on you, dear?”


“Hmph!”


I was totally outmaneuvered on the conversational front. She was solidly entrenched behind a barbican of silence. It was a cold wind blowing from the passenger side of the truck. It was colder than a gut-shot bitch wolf dog with nine suckin’ pups pullin’ a #4 trap up a hill in the middle of winter in a blinding snowstorm with a mouth full of porcupine quills. O.K., I stole that last line from a Tom Waits song…but it paints a picture, don’t it?


We stopped for ice and I brought her a cold drink and some chocolate. She sipped the coke in silence and stuffed the chocolate in her bag while fishing for her cigarettes.


“Would you light one for me?” She growled as she tossed the pack in my general direction. It was a great two banker . .. . once off my forehead, once off the window post and right in the lap. Nice shot.


We got to the dock and stowed supplies and readied the boat in silence. We cast off and motored out of the slip. I asked her to take the tiller while I crawled up on the foredeck and set the sails. After I shut off the motor and got it stored in its up-right ‘sailing’ position, I sat down and trimmed the sails for the beam reach that would carry us up the lake. She made a move to turn the tiller over to me. “Go ahead,” I said, “I’m gonna get a beer. You want anything?” I interpreted the curt motion of her head in the negative and went below for a cold one.


I returned to the cockpit in time to watch the last rays of the sun paint the edges of the sparse clouds with those un-nameable colors. Rather pretty. I went below and hit the nav lights. I came back up as what little breeze we had dropped off to a whisper. We drifted in silence into the deepening gloom. I played with the sails to no avail, she let go of the tiller and leaned back on a cushion against the stern rail. We drifted…in silence. I got another beer.


It was close on to a couple beers later when I noticed a golden glow beginning behind the pines of the far side of the lake. We were a day or two away from a full moon, but it was close enough. That big lopsided yellow disk cleared the treetops and paved a golden highway across the lake. We sat and watched the moonlight paint pictures on the water, basking in the glow of the lunar light show. She lit a cigarette and passed it to me. She reached back and got her cushion and positioned it next to me against the port rail. “I can see better from here”, she said as she leaned against me. I tentatively put my arm around her shoulders as she snuggled up next to me and put her hand on my knee.


We watched that golden moon turn to silver as it ambled across the night sky. We drifted and snuggled in a state of contentment for some time. I felt a little nibble at my earlobe and heard her say softly “Why don’t we drop the motor and find us a nice secluded cove?”


Sometimes drifters can be fun.

Gimp

Capt. Bob’s Michigan Summer

The following is from a letter I received from Bob Horan, alas, too late to get it in last month’s Rudder.

Gimp


With ‘Big D’ cranking out the torque, we left Warner Robins on Thursday, 15th of May. Friday night I met up with an old friend, M/Sgt Kevin Harris. Then I cranked up the next morning and made the short trip to Sturgis, MI to visit my sister Dolores and her husband Ed. The following Monday, I arrived in Muskeegon, MI. I spent a day working on the boat adding a couple of cleats, a battery switch and some new tail-lights for the trailer.


I launched at Grand Trunk Launch Ramp in Muskeegon with just enough water, and docks about 20 feet shorter than I wanted. With a slip at Torrensen Marina for the night, I was ready for sailing the next day. That evening I met Bob George, who 30 years ago sailed a Morgan 24 from the Muskeegon area to Venezuela. He had some interesting adventures. The following two days were filled with sailing on Muskeegon Lake and hiking in the North Muskeegon State Park while I had ‘Linda Jean’ anchored near the shore.


On Saturday, the 24th of May I pulled up the anchor and sailed out of the channel heading south toward Grand Haven. Starting out on the cautious side, I had up a reefed main and my heavy 110. The wind died out so I shook out the main and drifted. Sometimes in circles! An hour later the wind filled in and I was racing along at 5.5 knots. At noon I realized that I had mis-read the landmarks and was nearly at Grand Haven. It really was a short sail with a near perfect wind and only 1-ft. seas. I arrived at the waterfront at 1 p.m. but was soon offered a slip for free for the four days I expected to be there. Grand Haven has a very nice and very busy waterfront, especially on Memorial Weekend.


The storm hit at 2 a.m. on Monday, May 26th. I was hammered by 40-50 mph winds, rain and lightening. I was glad I had found the slip instead of being tied to the seawall on the waterfront. Monday was filled with a Memorial Day Parade and visiting Aunts, Uncles, Cousins, Nieces and Nephews. Tuesday had a forecast of 15 – 25 mph wind, so I rode my bike around town and visited with friends in the evening. Wednesday the 28th was ‘Laundry and Grocery Store Morning’. After recruiting 2 guys (father and son) to help crew, I headed out at 5:45 p.m. to attend the ‘Blessing of the Fleet’ and the first Wednesday Night Race of the season. The wind was blowing 15 – 18 and seas were about 2 ft. After only sailing away from the channel a little I decided the 120 jib and a reefed main would work good. The other Morgan 24 was running a full main and a 150 jib. ‘Linda Jean’ was loaded for cruising and the other Morgan 24 (Peggy Dash II) was mostly empty inside and a crew of four. We were lining up for the start and had about 4 minutes to go when we heard “All Clear”. We winched in our sails and ‘started’, although the line was still 2-3 minutes ahead of us. The Committee Boat had gotten confused in the sequence and we were now about 3 minutes behind ‘Peggy Dash II’. It was a fun race with 
us trailing our main competitor by about 2-3 minutes for the whole race. I hope to join them again in their 8+8 (out and back) race on June 21st.


Thursday the 29th looked like a great day to sail south but the wind did not come in as predicted. I averaged about 2 knots and was 3 miles away from Port Sheldon after sailing for almost 5 ½ hours. I cranked up the motor when I noticed clouds forming about 30-40 miles to the west of me. I was anchored with my biggest anchors down by 4:30 p.m. as the predicted storm approached Port Sheldon. Pigeon Lake is about 3/8 of a mile wide and maybe ½ mile long. A nice safe harbor in a storm. The rain started about 8 p.m. and lasted through the night. It was still raining through my late breakfast. High winds are predicted for today and tomorrow so it may be a few days before I sail south again. That’s all for now

Bob

_______________________________
Events Calendar ‘08:

July 4-6 ----------Fun Sail to somewhere on L. Sinclair

July 19-20 -------------Moonlight Cruise on L. Sinclair July 26-27 ------Airport Island Cookout on L. Sinclair
Aug. -------------------------------------------------------TBA

Sept. 27-------------------------Treasure Hunt, L.Sinclair

Oct. 11-13 ------------Columbus Day Weekend Cruise, Destination to be determined. Poss. Clarkshill L.

Oct. 25-26--------Haloween Regatta, OSYC L. Sinclair

Nov.--------------------------------------------------------TBA

Dec.---------------------------Christmas Party, Dest. TBA

_______________________________
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