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July 4th Racing
Hot Fun in the Summertime! 
by Scott and Susan Brier 
After a “light and variable” start, a good contingent of sailors 
enjoyed a blustery breeze that turned steady for the July 4th 
Fathom and Distance races. 

As usual, Race Committee did a stellar job with mark repositioning 
to enable a terrific day on the lake. 

Photo above (pre-breeze):  Our boat “Wine O’Clock” makes its 
racing debut. 

Full story by Doug French and more photos, all by David Ruchala, 
starting on page 6.

INSIDE:

•  Safety on the Water
•  John and Bill’s  
    Excellent Adventure
•  Expect the Unexpected! 

Pirate Day  
Registration

Deadline:
Friday, July 24

10:30 am 
See story, beginning on page 3
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Making a Diamond

It is a common belief that diamonds are made from coal. 
Though not completely accurate, it is true that diamonds are 
made from a pure form of carbon and coal is a form of carbon. 
Diamonds are created when temperatures exceed 900 degrees 
Celsius and are under an extremely high pressure of 650,000 
psi to 850,00 psi.

Reflecting upon this past six months, we have all experienced 
extreme pressure and we are feeling the heat. The pandemic 
circumstances along with added stress of work, family, 
socialization and the uncertainty of normal life have created in 
each of us an unease that often can leave us on edge.

In this month’s Waterline, you will read articles where the author 
has reflected on experiences while on vacation, experiences on 
Lake Keowee and experiences at KSC. In each article you will 
find challenges that were overcome, some by perseverance, 
some by kindness and even some by grace beyond oneself.

As you face challenges and obstacles or even difficult people, 
I would like to challenge the best part of you to shine. At KSC 
our greatest strength is our members. People who take the time 
to help one another, to perform an unselfish act when no one is 
looking. Thinking of others before yourself or just a friendly  
wave and smile. Let the pressure and heat bring out the 
diamond in you.

Sail On
Mark Halstead

Corner
Commodore’s
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Pirate Day 2020  

by Liz Keenen

July 26 is Pirate Day!  Cast off from your slip 
or launch from dry storage and join us for a fun-
filled day on the waters of Lake Keowee!  

Don’t miss out on the fun Bag of Loot!   
A peak inside the Bag of Loot has revealed 
lunch, snacks, jewels (!) and treasures for each 
Pirate Ship that registers.  

Pirate Ships will be competing for prizes!   
The top 3 Pirate Ships in the Socially 
Distanced PIRATE DAY & High Tech 
SCAVENGER HUNT will be receiving a really 
fun prize!  

You only need 2 things to join us for the  
in-person Socially Distanced PIRATE DAY & 
High Tech SCAVENGER HUNT —  
1) a boat and 2) a digital camera or cellphone 
with the ability to email or text photos.  

When do all the pirate shenanigans take place? 
Sunday, July 26, 2020

Where & when do you score the ‘Box of Loot’? 
11:00-11:30 am in sail folding circle - please do 
not congregate. Plan to send only one pirate to 
pick up the ‘Box of Loot’ for your Pirate Ship. 

When is the treasure map revealed?  
10:30 am -ish

How long does the hunt on the high seas last? 
11:30 am to 4:00 pm

More details on the next page!
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A FEW RULES ABOUT THE SCAVENGER HUNT: 
Pirates don’t like rules, but our evil nemesis COVID-19 
dictates that some Pirate Code be followed to keep our 
pirates and their prisoners safe to sail another day!

1. All KSC ‘families’ who have already been 
quarantining together are encouraged to launch 
their Pirate Ship! We respectfully request that only 
KSC members participate, to reduce the exposure 
risk for our membership. Pirates of all ages are 
encouraged to participate in the on-water Socially 
Distanced Pirate Day & High Tech Scavenger Hunt.  
(Unfortunately, there will not be any on-land pirate 
adventures for ‘pirates in training’ this year.)  

2. All participants are encouraged to wear face 
masks or buffs when on land. Please also 
practice safe social distancing and limit your 
contact with others so as to reduce the likelihood 
of asymptotic transmission.

3. All Pirate Ships are required to register 
a minimum of 48 hours in advance (no later than 10:30 am, Friday, July 24, 
Registration and all communications with the Pirate Committee regarding on-water activities 
must be via text.

4. Registration must include the name of the Pirate Ship, the names of the pirates and any 
prisoners aboard, as well as the cellphone number dedicated to the Pirate Ship.

5. Each ‘Pirate Ship’ that submits a timely RSVP will receive a ‘Box of Loot’!  (**The ‘Box of 
Loot’ will contain lunch, snacks and some extra treasures for all pirates and prisoners!**)

6. The Pirate Committee has thrown most of the rules into the drink, so Pirate Ships may 
be powered by wind, motor, human strength or whatever method the Pirate 
Captain chooses — so long as the Pirate Ship is away from the dock.  

7. All Pirate Ships will receive a digital list of ‘Scavenger Items’ via text at 10:30 am -ish, 
Sunday, July 26. Pirates will photograph Scavenger Items and submit the photos via text.  
Photographic proof of discovery must be texted to the Pirate Committee no 
later than 4:00 pm, Sunday, July 26, 2020.  

8. The Pirate Committee will also be monitoring Channel 68.

9. The top three Pirate Ships will be announced in the Waterline.  
Prizes will be awarded to the top three Pirate Ships at a later ‘safe date.’

COSTUME CONTEST RULES ON NEXT PAGE
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A FEW RULES ABOUT THE COSTUME CONTEST:

KEY WORD - PRIZES!!!!!   
Remember the prizes mentioned above....well, there are outstanding,  
— and the Pirate Committee means, fabulously outstanding — prizes for  
the Socially Distanced PIRATE COSTUME CONTEST!

Entry in the costume contest is very simple - take a digital photo and email the photo.  

When do you let your inner pirate shine?  
Sunday, July 26, 2020 — anytime before 5:00 p.m.
 

What kind of pirates are eligible for the PRIZES?
1. Best Female Pirate
2. Best Male Pirate
3. Best Pirate Shipmates (group of pirates, e.g., couple, family)
4. Best Female ‘Pirate in Training’ (youth under 17 years)
5. Best Male ‘Pirate in Training’ (youth under 17 years)

And, those pesky rules that pirates disdain.....
1. Photograph pirate(s) in costume.

2. Submit photograph with category designation and name(s) 
of pirate(s) via email anytime before 5:00 pm, Sunday, July 26, 
2020. 

3. A pirate may enter more than one category (e.g, both ‘Best Female Pirate’ & also ‘Best 

Pirate Shipmates’ with her family).

4. Voting will be by the KSC membership at large.  Photographs will be in the Waterline, and 

the membership will vote by email.  Only one vote per category per membership. 

5. The winner in each category will be announced in the Waterline.   

Prizes will be awarded to the top contestant in each category at a later ‘safe date.’
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Even though our annual Independence Day celebration had to be 
canceled this year, we were still able to have a Holiday Distance 
race on July 4th.  

The distance race was conducted back-to-back with Fathom 
series racing the same day, wherein the distance racers sailed 
as a Recreational fleet with its own separate start ahead of the 
series racers. The winds that day were looking pretty light, so 
the course was mercifully set shorter than our typical distance 
courses.  

Roger Benedict did a great job as Principal Race Officer in 
holding off the start until signs of wind starting showing up 
down the lake. Sure enough, the winds arrived, and four 
Rec fleet competitors were able to take off: Jeff Sisi in 
his Ericson 29, Scott and Susan Brier in their Hunter 25, 
Kip and Lincoln Smith in their Mirage 236, and taking 
first place in their J-24, Rob, Betty and Julian Baldwin. 
Welcome BACK to racing, Rob! 

July 4th Racing
Hot Fun in the Summertime!
by Doug French 

(Continued on the next page)
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In the series round-the-buoys race, it was all 
dinghies. In the Open Dinghy fleet, Bill Anderson, 
Rod Andrew and Kyran Dowling sailed MC 
Scows, and Bruce Sampson sailed his Thistle, 
with Kyran taking first place. And in the Flying 
Scot fleet, it was Bob Graves all alone, no other 
Scots attending — hey, a bullet is a bullet, right?

Thanks to Roger and the July 4th race 
committee — John Wohlwend, David Ruchala, 
John Landers III, Jorie Feltus, Wes Legursky 
and Chieko French — for keeping Holiday racing 
alive despite this crazy pandemic. We’re looking 
forward to another Holiday Distance race to 
celebrate Labor Day on September 5th.
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It promised to be a nice day for a leisurely sail at 
KSC. The forecast was for blue skies with clouds and 
occasional areas of overcast, with intermittent light 
rain, and winds light and variable, increasing to  
10-12 mph by mid-to-late afternoon.
Our start was delayed due to driving to buy 
Wasp spray for a nest discovered in the gas tank 
compartment on John’s Catalina 25. We left our slip at 
noon, motor-sailing in a light breeze.
Once on the lake, we settled back for an easy 
afternoon on the water. The first hour was mostly 
floating, chasing intimations of air along the southeast 
shore of the lake, and staying out of the way of the 
club’s small boat race that was then underway. 
After an hour and a half we found ourselves at the 
southwest corner of the lake near the Highway 186 
bridge and South Cove. A fair number of large single-
decker houseboats were docked in the cove, and 
caught our interest. We ventured in for a leisurely look, 
and came back out to the main body of the lake as 
the wind began to freshen.
After an hour of exploring the lake’s northern coast, 
and a slack sail-drifting lunch, we started for home 
and our slip at KSC around 4 PM. The wind was 
blowing 8-10 knots out of the northwest, giving us 
a steady downwind course. We settled back, with 
a slight delay to run aground temporarily sailing too 
near island #4’s shallows. Raising our center-board 
a few inches freed us, but that lack of attention may 

have forecast what was to nearly cause disaster for boat and crew a short time later.
It wasn’t long before we were about a quarter mile past island #2 and within sight of the masts at the 
club docks. John mentioned the large but vaguely defined grey storm cloud building behind us in 
the area of the lake we had just left. A few minutes of observation confirmed the cloud’s intention: it 
was obviously headed our way as it traveled with the prevailing wind. I checked my favorite weather 
app on my iPhone, which forecast nothing but intermittent light wind and light showers later that hour 
on the lake. Wisps of light rain underneath the cloud seemed to confirm that prediction. No worries.
We elected to drop and store our jib as we motor-sailed with the main out to port, doing about 4 
knots in preparation for entering our club’s bay. We let out the main to more fully capture the now  
10-12 knot breeze bringing us home.

John and Bill’s Excellent Adventure 
by Bill Blask and John Gale

(Continued on the next page)
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As we approached the club “no-wake” buoys 
at the entrance to our bay, the wind quickly 
increased. We could not lower our main 
sail with the wind behind us, and with our 
increased speed were rapidly running out of 
space to turn and do so. Circumstances were 
quickly changing.
(Two individuals, same boat, yet such are the 
effects on memory during an emergency that 
here are two different memories explaining 
those events.)
As John recalls: “We were traveling along 
the starboard shore line maybe 100 to 200 
feet off shore when we passed the low water 
buoy and turned into the harbor. We were just 
past the boat shed which is off the side of the 
big mansion of a house, and about 20 feet 
toward the club house heading parallel to the 
starboard shore, when the mainsail started 
rattling like it was going to tear itself apart. 
Then the sail filled up and the boat seemed to 
be turning right.
“I thought Bill was running out of rudder, 
because of the torque of the mainsail. I was 
sitting against the cabin on starboard side, 
I think, from my memory of watching the sail 
shake. I told Bill, ‘We’re not going to make it! 
We’re going to run onto shore. We have to turn 
right and go back out. He said we won’t make 
it, we will hit the boat house. But I think he put 
the tiller over because we spun to the right. I 
was watching the boat house, with my eyes 
locked on it. I felt the boat heal over and the 
motor race because the engine came out of the 
water.
“I think that happened as we were going into 
the right turn, so I think the wind hit us [coming 
over our starboard side] and healed us to port 
as we were turning north. We cleared the boat 
house with room to spare because we turned 
like we were rotating on our keel.
“Then the wind came over our port side and 
heeled us over to 45 degrees or more. I looked 

up at our main sail and it was torn in half about 
five feet above the boom. It seemed like we 
were doing four or five knots with less than 
half a sail. I thought I should lower the sail, but 
then Bill said the motor had stopped. It was so 
loud with the rain and wind that I hadn’t heard 
it stop. I went back to start it but the gas line 
plastic fitting at the motor had broken off.”
As Bill recalls: We had to go out again to gain 
control of our main sail. We turned to starboard 
toward the near shore a few hundred yards 
away, then continued turning to starboard to go 
back out to the lake.
Continuing to turn, I heard John say we  
might hit the docks of the house at the point.  
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I tightened our turn to skirt the fast-approaching 
docks. Right then, the storm arrived!
Immediately the rain was torrential. Club, 
docks, the shoreline in front of which we were 
turning, and all else but our boat disappeared. 
Seconds later, as we were turning, we were 
flung violently on our port beam ends and 
spinning like a state fair’s Tilt-A-Whirl ride at its 
most terrifying.
John was, fortunately, (I thought) at the mast. 
At the helm, I had been thrown by centrifugal 
force nearly horizontal against the port side of 
the cockpit, desperately gripping the tiller. I felt 
half-in and half-out of the cockpit. It seemed 
as though we had been spun, though with 
visibility near zero how far and through how 
many degrees I was unable to determine. I 
had lost all rudder control. I felt we were being 
manipulated like a toy in a child’s bathtub.
Judging by the severe angle of my body during 
that moment, at some point in our spin our mast 
and I must have come close to touching the 
water. How I escaped the boom’s whipping 
travel across the cockpit during that spin, and 
how John avoided being flung clear of the 
boat, I don’t know.
When our senses returned moments later, we 
were being driven by the storm at hull speed 
past the point at the mouth of the bay. We were 
going pellmell into the heart of the storm.
The full force of the storm, unimpeded now by 
land, slammed into us. Over we went again, 
now in the opposite direction, to starboard! 
This time the main sail surrendered and literally 
exploded. Slowly we came upright, the nearly 
bare mast still presenting enough of a surface 
to be slowed in its rise as though sliding 
upward through a viscous oil-like fluid.
We heard the sail’s remains flapping noisily 
downwind. Squinting through the rain I saw 
it was in tatters. A small remnant remained 
attached to our boom and mast at its base.
John was seated — I thought miraculously — 
in the cockpit near the companionway. I was 

seated still at the helm, my grip as tight as 
during the frightening moments of the spin.
Reality crept in, sensation by sensation. My 
left cheek felt the rain, now being driven 
horizontally, feeling like crushed ice pellets 
shot from some massive upwind gun. I covered 
that side of my face with my hand to somehow 
limit the pain. Our eyes were literally filled with 
water; blinking furiously, we gained a limited 
amount of vision.
The rain was so intense it appeared almost as 
a liquid being poured over us — boat, crew, 
and all — by some as-yet unseen but all-
powerful natural force.
Nothing mattered to either of us but surviving 
the conditions we now inhabited. We and the 
wind and the rain — “rain” being a comically 
inadequate placeholder for what we were 
experiencing — and the boat were one 
creature, one being, existing as separate but 
totally merged components. Wedded until 
further notice by the force of nature that had 
overtaken us, we survived, existed, moment by 
moment.
John and I were so wet that there was no 
distance between the rain and our skin; our 
clothes were inconsequential, leftovers from 
another life we had inhabited just moments 
before. We were being hurled forward in a river 
of water slicing through more water only slightly 
more dense.
In what may have been the next few minutes 
— time was not a factor for us yet — our 
awareness precipitated into, first, a realization 
that barring any other extenuating and 
unforeseen circumstances, we were likely to 
continue to exist, and next, we were still in 
control of what was left of our boat!
Awareness sharpened further. I took in the 
sight of our main sail. The force of what must 
have been a near-storm force blast had ripped 
the 30-year-old fabric in half. The luff of the 
lower portion was still attached by its slides 
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to our mast. It stood in the howling wind as a 
storm sail, its main sheet tightened by hands 
unknown, miraculously giving us a measure of 
control, however tenuous, as we careened in 
a screaming close reach across the lake. We 
saw only ourselves and our boat. We screamed 
at each other from across the cockpit to be 
heard.
We were concerned that an island across 
the lake from the club likely was in our path, 
and at our current speed would soon become 
a danger. We began, through shouted 
exchanges, to plan our recovery and return to 
the safety of our club.
I asked John to come back to the stern and 
check the outboard motor. It had stopped 
when we had been spun during the storm’s 
arrival. One look and John shook his head. 
Leaning close, he said that the fuel hose had 
been snapped off at the tank and could not be 
reattached without repair. No motor, no sail. 
(At the time we had not thought of our jib safely 
belowdecks.) We needed help.
Just then the assault of the storm weakened. 
The island toward which we were headed 
appeared at a safe distance off our starboard 
bow. Looking behind us we saw a welcome 
sight — one of our club launches was coming 
our way! Patty Kats had sent her husband 
Glenn and former commodore Chris Zander out 
looking after race stragglers when they saw our 
boat disappear into the storm. Thankfully they 
added us to their responsibilities.
Now this had all the signs of a well-
remembered and easily-embellished excellent 
adventure! Sodden and bedraggled, we looked 
at each other and grinned.
An understanding of the sequence of 
events would come later. Some of what 
happened would never be fully understood, 
and speculation would have to suffice. Our 
rescuers saw us racing away from the club and 
disappearing into the storm, but unfortunately 

did not see the events we experienced as the 
storm front arrived.
Another sailboat, with Mark Halstead aboard, 
dropped their sails before the storm arrived 
in their area of the lake. They arrived back at 
their slip after the storm, wet but unharmed, 
their boat thankfully undamaged. Their eyes, 
however, were as big as ours when the four of 
us later shared our experiences.
What we did well:
• We noticed the storm, and its odd 
appearance, as it appeared on the lake
• We got a weather forecast shortly afterward
• We began dropping and securing the sails, 
starting with our jib, before the storm hit
• We stayed with and on the boat during the 
impact of the storm’s arrival
• We coordinated our efforts to successfully 
ride out the worst of the storm as it happened
• We quickly assessed our position, its 
dangers, and resources
• We gladly accepted assistance in returning to 
our slip!
What we could have done better:
• We lost track of the approach of the storm
• We underestimated the force of the storm, its 
speed of approach, its possible wind velocity, 
and the intensity of its rain
• We did not drop all sails and motor 
exclusively when we had time to do so, but 
rather left the mainsail up to use
its propulsion in concert with our motor
• We left ourselves on a downwind course 
toward a constricted mouth of our club’s dock 
area in a freshening wind that restricted our 
maneuverability
• We allowed ourselves to be beam-on to the 
storm while turning to drop the mainsail and 
finish our preparation for docking.

It was a great day on Lake Keowee!  
Fair winds, Friends!



Recently, Lake Keowee 
had a lot of boats out 
on the water. There 
were considerably 
more motor boats 
than sailboats. I was 
surprised to read of 
a bass boat and a 
pontoon boat collision. 
I don’t know the details, 
but it reminded me of 
our committee boat 
getting hit a few years 
ago. 

We were out for our usual race day on a 
Saturday afternoon, headed downwind with 
the spinnaker flying trying to catch Mike Neidig 
on his MC-Scow. As we were going by the 
committee boat something caught my eye and 
I glanced over toward the committee boat. 

Safety on the Water
by Sam Secrest

You know how you look 
quickly and get back to what 
you are doing? The picture 
didn’t compute! I looked 
again and saw there was a 
blue light flashing from a DNR 
boat and something about the 
picture in my mind said look 
again. There was a motor boat 
partly sitting on the bow of the 
committee boat! 

This was a very close 
encounter with serious injury 

or death. Fortunately, Colleen Patterson saw 
the motor boat coming and grabbed her son 
Michael and ran to the back of the boat. Dan 
Eskew, PRO (Principal Race Officer) for the 
day, was the only one hurt and received some 
stitches in the arm and some bruises. 

What happened? The committee boat was 
anchored and a race was ongoing. The motor 
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Photos from summer of 2012



boat was being operated by a teenager.  
It was summer time and lots of motorboats 
were out on the lake. There were lots of what 
we call “confused water” due to the motorboat 
wakes that are coming from multiple 
directions. 

The young man on the motorboat was driving 
standing up. As he was in the vicinity of our 
race course he hit one of the wakes from the 
motorboats and fell down and lost control of 
the boat. It came right to our committee boat 
and did considerable damage.

We learned some lessons that day.
1. Keep watch at all times on the traffic 

around you. 
2. As a committee, keep watch on the 

competitors. We must account for 
everyone before we leave the course.

3. Have a plan with your crew as to what 
do in an emergency like a person 
overboard, a capsize, fire on board or 
running aground. 

4. Don’t set up a race course anywhere 
near motorboat ally. (That place across 
the lake where motor boats move up 
and down the lake going back and forth 
to the marina.) 

5. Have a marine band radio or a cell 
phone on board.

6. At times, Keowee has fog conditions. 
Years ago, there was a couple of boats 
that were out sailing and the fog rolled 
in. They did not know the lake very 
well and ended up spending the night 
on their boat. One of the boats ran 
aground. Their rudder was mounted 
on the stern of their Catalina 22. When 
the rudder hit bottom, the rudder was 
pushed up and out of the connection on 
the stern. Fortunately, they were towed 
in the next morning by the other boat.
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Two hurt after boat collision 
on Lake Keowee 
July 12, 2020
as reported on Fox Carolina
by Matthew Ablon 

OCONEE COUNTY, S.C. (FOX Carolina) 
Two people are in the hospital after 
boats collided on Lake Keowee late 
Saturday night.

FOX Carolina was tipped off to the scene 
around 11:45 p.m. Saturday, saying 
a boating accident unfolded near the 
Fall Creek Landing. A battalion chief 
with Oconee County later relayed us 
information.

According to crews, a bass boat struck 
a pontoon, and the collision injured 
two people. Those two victims were 
transported to a hospital for treatment.

Boat U.S. Foundation 
(https://www.boatus.org/free/)
has online safety courses available 
for free or minimal cost.  
Many of the Women, Wind, and 
Waves group have taken and 
passed the Safety on the  
Water Course. 
It will be worth your time to take the 
course.
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In the March-April issue of The Sentinel, we 
reported on House Bill H 4737. The House read 
the H 4737 bill on the floor and it was referred 
to Committee on Agriculture, Natural Resources 
and Environmental Affairs. On days following 
that reading, four additional sponsors were 
added to the bill and an amendment was added 
before finally voting nearly unanimously in favor 
of the bill.

The amendment specifies the lakes and 
bodies of water where the new 100-foot no 
wake distance will be applied and should 
overcome the objections to the previous bill. 
Representative Huggins stated to FOLKS that 
H 4737 is on the docket to be voted by the 
Committee on Fish, Game, and Forestry in 
September 2020.

With the shut-down due to the pandemic, 
Senators have not met to discuss any bills. 
There is a big risk that this bill will not make it 
out of committee if Senators do not hear from 
their constituents.

House Bill H. 4737: 
No Wake Safety Zone Expansion Law 
Potential Legislation that impacts Lake Keowee.   
Reprinted with permission from Dale Wilde, President, FOLKS 

The complete text for the House Bill H 4737 is:
https://legiscan.com/SC/bill/H4737/2019

Please contact your legislators regarding this 
important bill.

Senator District 1 -  
Thomas C. Alexander, (803) 212-6220 

Senator District 2 -  
Rex F. Rice, (803) 212-6116

Senate District 27 -  
Vincent Sheheen, (803) 212-6032 

Senate District 43 -  
George Campsen, III, (803) 212-6340 

Senate District 3 -  
Richard Cash, (803) 212-6124

Senate District 4 -  
Mike Gambrell, (803) 212-6040 

Dale Wilde, President, FOLKS, 207-604-6539



Bareboat Chartering— Embracing the Unexpected 
by Ed Stoll
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Any bareboat charter 
invariably comes with an 
element of the unknown. 

Hopefully any surprises 
are small, but sometimes 
they can be unnerving. Like 
the time we were sailing 
along the south coast of 
Vieques in the Spanish 
Virgins. Coming close into 
shore by a small island 
we decided to anchor for 
a lunch stop. Conning 
from the bow, I brought 
us up into shallow water, 
about even with a single, 
uncharted marker buoy. 
Through the binoculars we 
could see it was white with 
orange stripes. So we set 
the hook and started lunch. 
Later, on a dinghy run to 
investigate the small island 
we passed near the buoy. It read “No Anchor 
– Explosives.” Vieques has a long history as 
a training ground for U.S. Navy and Marines 
in live ammunition exercises. Gingerly we 
retrieved our anchor and were on our way.

I don’t know about you, but my first rule for 
bareboat chartering is to try not to look like a 
fool. But there was the time we had just left 
Bellingham Harbor on the first day of a San 
Juan Islands charter. Our crew, all well above 
the age of 60, were seasoned sailors. The main 
sail was quickly deployed with the benefit of an 
electric primary winch. We had been thoroughly 
briefed on how to use the electric winch, but 
were still a little scared of it. Perhaps we had 

been so focused on it 
during the pre-charter boat 
show that we didn’t notice 
the little things. Already 
on a good heel, we got 
set to roll out the big jenny 
using the manual 2-speed 
winches for the jib sheets. 
Then came the inevitable, 
“Where’s the winch 
handle?” A frantic search 
ensued, rummaging 
through the lazarettes, 
Nav station, and every 
other obvious storage 
place. Already sailing at a 
good clip away from the 
charter base we finally 
called in on the VHF. 
After hearing our query 
the young voice paused 
briefly, probably thinking 
“Is this a trick question?” 
“Yes” they replied, “The 

handles should be in the small drawer next to the 
companionway steps labeled ‘winch handles.’” 
Evidently our well-aged eyes had passed over 
this little drawer many times. In unison, we all 
grabbed the reading glasses that were hanging 
around each of our necks. Sure enough, a tiny 
label appeared in small print that clearly identified 
the object of our search. And now, wearing our 
glasses we could see that every other cabinet and 
drawer was likewise labeled as to its contents. 
Okay, so maybe my rule should be to try not to 
look like an old fool. 

A few years back we were at the end of a bareboat 
charter out of Washington, NC. We knew it would 
be tricky docking the boat at the charter base 

(Continued on the next page)



docks located in a 
narrow section of 
the Pamlico River. 
The river current was 
running strong and 
there was a 15-knot 
breeze blowing at 
right angles to the 
current. Adding to the 
degree of difficulty 
was our need to turn 
the boat downstream 
between rows of 
docks and back into 
a slip consisting of 
pilings with no finger 
piers. The boat was 
a monohull without a 
bow thruster, but prop 
walk was in our favor 
for a “hockey stop” 
pivot into the slip. The 
crew was briefed, lines and fenders set, boat 
hook ready. The tension was peaking as we 
turned into the row of slips. It was then that I 
noticed a television camera set up on the dock 
at the head of our slip. These weren’t tourists 
with a camcorder. Trying to smile, I had to 
remind myself to breathe. The whole maneuver 
worked like a charm. As soon as the lines were 
secured, we were met by a program producer 
from UNC-TV, North Carolina’s public television 
broadcasting company. They were filming a 
segment about charter boat sailing for a weekly 
program about places and events across the 
state. Still a little pumped with adrenalin from 
docking, it was kind of surreal to go immediately 
into doing a taped interview. Instead of focusing 
on the litany of chores associated with the last 
day of charter, we were interviewed in front of 
the camera. No special makeup, just raw sailors 
coming in from a cruise. Suntanned, with the 
wind in our hair, we let loose with sailor talk like 
“starboard” and “hard-alee.” They got what they 
came for. After the film crew left, we all released 

a collective sigh as we 
popped cold beers in 
the cockpit. You’re not 
allowed to drink beer 
on TV, especially PBS.

While chartering in 
the Grenadines, we 
had to clear customs 
between Grenada 
and St. Vincent on 
Union Island. After 
anchoring, the crew 
stays on board and the 
captain goes ashore 
with the passports 
and documents. It’s 
a sizable walk to the 
customs office out at 
the air strip, especially 
in the hot Caribbean 
sun. I waited patiently 

while a young lady in a customs uniform looked 
over my paperwork. She grinned and asked out 
of the blue, “Would you like to make a donation 
to my favorite local soccer team?” I paused 
briefly to silently process the thinly veiled 
request for a bribe. My mind went from angry 
indignation to the reality of “Dis my island, Mon. 
You jus’ visitin’.” I smiled back at her and offered 
“Would twenty ECs be suitable?” That’s about 
seven U.S. dollars. The deal was done. She 
stamped my paperwork and I was out the door.

The unexpected can sometimes involve the local 
wildlife like the series of incidents with a large 
black bear that lived on one of the small islands 
in the North Channel in northern Lake Huron. 
Listening to the cruiser’s net each morning on 
the VHF radio, we began hearing of this bear’s 
exploits. There happened to be a very popular 
cove on his island where boats liked to anchor. 
Already a good swimmer, the bear had refined 
his focus to sailboats with sugar scoop sterns, 
preferably with the swim ladder down. Climbing 
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a lee shore by 
the repetitive 
sound of the 
waves crashing 
on the rocks. 
I remember 
leaning over one 
side of the bow 
trying to pass 
the third bow line 
through the eye 

of the mooring chain to a charter mate leaning 
over on the opposite side. Over the sound of 
waves and hard rain I yelled, “It’s a good thing 
it’s so dark out.” “Okay, so why is that good?”  
he yelled back. “Because,” I said “if we could 
see what’s going on around us, we’d be scared 
to death!”

Sometimes, it is the boat that surprises. We 
were coming into Beaufort Inlet on a North 
Carolina coastal charter after spending a couple 
days at Cape Lookout. Right in the middle of 
the channel, our wheel steering goes out. Turn 
the wheel and nothing happens. After a fast 
rummage of the cockpit lockers we discovered 
an empty bracket where the missing emergency 
tiller should have been stored. We raided the 
tool box searching for plan B. We clamped a 
giant set of vice grips onto the top of the rudder 
post in the cockpit sole. Duct taping a PVC rod 
holder to the vice grips gave us a short tiller. It 
worked well enough to steer us into the Beaufort 
Town Creek marina where we could get repairs.

But the “out of the ball park” craziest and 
unexpected thing that ever happened on a 
charter was up in British Columbia. The first day 
of the charter went great, or so we thought. The 
Strait of Georgia was flat calm as we motored 
for over five hours from Comox, on Vancouver 
Island up to Cortes Island. We tied up at a small 

into the cockpit, 
the three hundred 
pound bear had 
little trouble dealing 
with any manner 
of companionway 
doors to get at the 
good stuff down 
below. Several 
boats were 
boarded by this 
marauder over the period of a week. At first he 
broke into boats when the crew had been away 
in the dinghy. But then he started coming around 
at dinner time and that really made the sparks 
fly. So the word got out and we altered our 
own charter itinerary to skip that bear’s favorite 
cove. The last word was that Environmental 
Canada got involved and now the bear is doing 
the backstroke in the much colder waters in the 
Northwest Territories.

And of course, you can count on the weather 
throwing in a few zingers now and then. Like 
when a strong cold front decides to show up 
eight hours ahead of schedule. Our charter boat 
was moored at Jones Island in the San Juan 
Islands. The horseshoe-shaped cove is perfect 
for all wind directions except north and that 
is precisely where it blew up strong at 2 a.m. 
The standard mooring in these islands consists 
of a floating metal tripod with a center ring 
through which a stout mooring chain passes to 
a concrete block on the seabed. For the next six 
hours the 4-foot waves marched under our hull, 
rocking us fore-and-aft like a hobby horse. From 
inside the V-berth, the sound of that mooring 
chain clanking up and down reminded me of a 
pile driver. Rumble, rumble up. Rumble, rumble, 
down. And did I mention it was pouring down 
rain? In the total darkness of a moonless night, 
we were reminded just how close we were to 
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near the stern of the 
boat since we had 
propulsion the day 
before when we had 
docked. Presumably 
the retaining nut and 
cotter pin had come 
off at sometime and 
the prop backed off 
the shaft when we 
hit reverse during 
docking. About four 
hours later, after trying 
unsuccessfully to find a 
prop locally to fit a 42-ft 
Jeanneau sailboat, the 
charter operator arrived 
by speed boat with 
dive gear, a collection 
of hardware, and tools. 

We quickly recapped the situation and then 
pointed down in the water where we thought the 
prop fell off. It took just ten minutes for the diver 
to find the propeller, the locking nut, and the 
cotter pin, all neatly lying on the bottom. He said 
the water was murky for the first thirty feet, but 
once he hit the really cold and clear water below 
the thermocline, everything was right in front of 
him. The prop was back on the boat in twenty 
minutes. Five minutes later we were backing 
out of the slip and heading to Toba Inlet, back in 
sync with our itinerary.

We have all seen the charter brochures with a 
handsome couple drinking wine in a spacious 
cockpit looking relaxed and fit. That’s all fine, 
but I prefer E.B. White’s view of sailing, that it is 
“seductive and full of strange promise and the 
hint of trouble.” Scuffed knees, mussed hair, and 
bruised egos inhabit the real world of chartering. 
It is precisely that promise of trouble that draws 
us to the edge of adventure. You learn to 
embrace the unexpected.

marina in lovely Gorge 
Harbor. The next 
morning after a big 
breakfast we prepared 
to venture up into the 
far reaches of Toba 
Inlet, the beginning of 
an aggressive itinerary 
of the Discovery 
Islands. We warmed 
up the engine, cast 
off the lines and put 
the engine in reverse 
to back out from 
the dock. Nothing 
happened. We had 
normal RPMs reading 
on the tachometer, but 
the boat didn’t budge. 
Quickly we reattached 
the lines to the dock cleats. We emptied the 
aft cabin and pulled up the cushions to get at 
the back of the engine. The engine is running, 
check. The transmission is in gear and the shaft 
is turning, check. Increase the throttle, the shaft 
turns faster, check. Scramble out to the stern 
where instead of prop wash the water is as calm 
as Lake Keowee on a summer morning. The 
boat is sitting in forty feet of icy cold Canadian 
water, but we don’t need to dive in to confirm the 
worst. With eyes as big as saucers, we realize 
we don’t have a propeller! So here we are on 
the morning of the second day of a twelve day 
charter. It’s Saturday of the Labor Day holiday 
weekend. To contact the charter company we 
needed to use a trick told to us during the chart 
briefing. While standing on up on the deck of the 
boat with cell phone in one hand you hug the 
mast with the other arm. This usually gives you 
one more bar of signal strength. We had just 
enough bars to get through and report what we 
had discovered. We added that we thought the 
propeller could be on the bottom somewhere 



Membership Minute
By Tracy Carr

The weather for our July 4th weekend was idyllic and I had the opportunity of speaking to several 
members that I have not seen in a while. While Friday, July 3rd was fairly busy at the club, Saturday 
and Sunday had a nice flow of members coming and going, and enabling everyone to adhere to 
social distancing and keeping everyone safe.

I found the beach to be a wonderful spot to catch up with several long time members as well as 
spend time with new members. One member, who has been with us for just about three years, 
asked if the member who I was speaking to was a new to the club. I happened to know this member 
so long that his son, who was young when he joined, is now married! The newer member had never 
seen him and had commented that there were quite a few members around the club this summer 
who he was not familiar with. Members, who he had gotten to know during his first two years of 
membership, did not seem to be around much lately. I have found this to not be unusual since all of 
our lives are very busy and there are times that we step back from the club only to return to an active 
involvement within in a few years. Having been a member for close to 18 years, I would say that I 
know most members but not all. Even fellow members, who are at the club almost every weekend, 
do not know everyone. 

There are times that I find a need to determine if someone is a member, and it is always a tricky 
conversation. I never want to make someone feel unwelcomed or uncomfortable since all of our 
members are my family. I mention this since we have had several members this year approached 
in a way that was unfriendly and not in the Keowee Sailing Club way. Several of those approached 
were member children and they were intimidated by their encounters. I don’t believe that this was 
the intention, especially since we are all just a tad bit stressed and just trying to deal with all the 
changes that have become necessary in our current health crisis.

One idea is to use a technique that I have found to be effective but not offensive. I start the 
conversation by introducing myself and letting them know that I have not had the pleasure of 
meeting them before. “Hi, I am Tracy Carr.  I don’t think that we have met before.” It always elicits a 
response with their names and, if non-members, which member they are a guest of.

It is very seldom that an unfamiliar face is not a member. In those rare instances, it is typically just a 
prospective member wanting to see what we are all about. Even though for some of us it was a long 
time ago, we were all once just interested in knowing who owned all those sailboats and learning 
what was happening at the bottom of that driveway.

About once a summer, we have temporary uninvited guests who pull up to the main dock to run into 
the clubhouse to use the rest rooms. Typically they have young children with them and have what 
my Grandmother used to refer to as “a hurry call”. We have never turned these fellow water lovers 
away. Would you want to be refused if you were in that situation? I wouldn’t.

We have always managed to be a club where friendliness, courtesy, respect for one another and a 
sense of family have been the standard. It is one of the things that we treasure here at KSC. Please 
keep that in mind the next time that you see a “stranger”. It is probably a long lost “cousin” that you 
have not had the chance to meet yet.

Thanks for taking a moment with me!!!



     
WHAT’S COMING UP:

Waterline Team:
Phil Cook, writer/editor (remingtoncook53@gmail.com)
Susan Brier, design/production (susan@writedesign.com)

July  24 4:30 Open Adult Sail
 25 1:00 Fathom Series #5 
 26 11:00 Pirate Day

Aug  1 12:00 Sunfish Saturday #2
  8  1:00  Fathom Series Race #6
  9 1:30 Open Adult Sail
 14 4:30 Open Adult Sail
 15 10:00 KSC BOS Meeting
 23 1:30 Open Adult Sail
 30 1:30 Open Adult Sail

... from July 4th Race 


