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RACING RESULTS 

It has been a busy fall season on the racing front. We had three major 
events in the course of 5 weeks. Based on our attendance, people were 
itching to get back on the water and on the race course. The pandemic has 
made us all wanting to get out of the house and return to a normal life. I can 
say that this fall was as close to normal that we have seen in a while.

Our fall started with the Dinghy Championships. We saw 12 boats challenge 
for our annual trophy.  This year showed the emergence of the MC Scow and 
continuing strength from the Flying Scot Fleet. Like so many regattas at KSC 
the wind only cooperated one day. For the Dinghy Championship it was 
Saturday.  Four races were sailed in varying wind strength. But on this day it 
was the MC Scows that dominated the racing.  The MC's occupied the first 
four spots, and Rod Andrew came out on top. So if you see Rod please 
congratulate him. You can see the complete results on the website, but here 
are the first three positions:

Rod Andrew
Kirk Elliott
Rick Harper

With the Dinghy's warmed up, we entered the Turkey Shoot Regatta. This is 
our annual Fall open regatta. We saw 5 boats travel from other clubs to 
participate. Along with our club members there were over 30 boats 
participating with the largest fleet being the Recreation Fleet.

We raced in 6 different fleets:

PHRF A, PHRF B, Recreation
Flying Scot, MC Scow, Open Dinghy

All the keel boats raced the distance courses. The Dinghy's sailed a buoy 
course. With the variable wind, we were able to get a distance course each 
day, and the buoy course was able to complete three races. Below are the 
winners of each fleet. For the complete final results, please see the website.  



RACING RESULTS

PHRF A - John Tyner, CYC (Holder 20)
PHRF B - Phil Cook, KSC (Merit 22)
Recreation - Mark Van Doren, CYC (Holder 20)
Flying Scot - Sandy Eustis - KSC
MC Scow - Kyran Dowling - KSC
Open Dinghy - Jeff Duval, (Laser)

The Keelboat Championships were held the first weekend in November in the 
hopes the wind would be favorable. Saturday started with a fresh breeze that 
dwindled as the day went on. The RC set a long buoy course that had the feel 
of a distance race. However, as the breeze diminished as the afternoon 
progressed each race became shorter. Twelve boats showed to compete, and 
the RC managed 4 races. 

After some good competitive sailing Rob Baldwin edged out Rick Harper for 
the PHRF A title. In the 
PHRF B race, Bill Hurni 
sailed fast and consistent to 
take the title. John 
Wohlwend sailed with the 
PHRF B fleet for the regatta 
but will be crowned the 
Recreation Fleet Champion. 
Please congratulate these 
sailors on their wins.

The real champions for the 
year are the volunteers who 
make this possible. I would 
like to recognize The PROs 
for each regatta.

Dinghy- Terry Keane
Turkey Shoot - Jake Kohl
Keelboats - Glenn Kats

2021 KSC KEELBOAT CHAMPIONSHIP- Bob Graves



RACING RESULTS

I would like to recognize all the RC boat help and the skiff boat staff who 
assisted these leaders.  Thank You!  Thank You!  Thank You!

And the best for last.  The people who supplied the meals. Cheiko French led 
the meal preparation for both Dinghy and Keelboat Championships with help 
from Barbara Smith and others.  Leslee Hiller did a great job organizing the 
Turkey Shoot meals with assistance with Cheiko French and others. These 
people are the real backbone behind our racing program. The food preparation 
is a separator between us and other clubs. So....Thank You!  Thank You!  
Thank You! Thank You!  Thank You!  Thank You!

We are finished with the big events for the year, but we aren't done for the 
year.  The Frostbite series is getting started so keep looking out for racing and 
volunteering opportunities.

-Kirk Elliott (Race Chair)

2021 KSC KEELBOAT CHAMPIONSHIP - Bob Graves



2022 ELECTION RESULTS

The following KSC club members will serve on the Board of 
Stewards for 2022:
 
Commodore: Hank Goodman
 
Vice Commodore: Robyn Strickland
 
Treasurer: Tracy Carr
 
Secretary: Phil Cook
 
Stewards newly elected for two-year terms:
Rodney Fowler
Joe Hiller
Ken Cole
 

Stewards completing two-year terms:     
Rick Harper
Carl Nyberg
Steve Barnes
 
Past Commodore:  Jan Cook
 
Thank you to all who agreed to stand for election.
Congratulations to those elected to next year’s term.
 
  



A REMINDER FROM THE 
DOCK MASTER
 

If you have not submitted a new rental agreement AND a copy of your 
insurance declarations page in 2021, then we still need you to do so, even if 
you have sent one in the previous years.

If you are not certain if this applies to you, feel free to email me with any 
questions: kscslips@yahoo.com

In March 2021,  the Operating Policy was updated to include a fine of $100 
per month for anyone who does not submit a copy of their insurance 
declarations starting January 1, 2022.   Every renter, in the water or on the 
land must, show proof of insurance ( $300,000 Combined Single Limit 
Liability )  You do not have to carry full coverage on your boats, that part is up 
to you. A year’s insurance should run you roughly around $200.00.  
The requirement of insurance is not a new policy at KSC and has been in the 
Operating Policy for a number of years. 

Letters will also be mailed out in late November with a final reminder in the 
December Waterline Issue.
The full rental package is also available online in the KSC Member’s Section.   
You may drop these off in the mail slot of the KSC Clubhouse Office,  email 
them to me directly at kscslips@yahoo.com, or mail them to the Clubhouse at 
Keowee Sailing Club,  ATTN: Dock Master, PO Box 353, Seneca, SC  29679.

A Reminder from Safety Chair
Update on Personal Craft Labeling Policy
The Board of Stewards (BOS) approved a change to the club’s Operating 
Policy adding a new expectation for labeling of Paddle Craft stored on Club 
property. The new requirement became effective November 1, 2021. As of 
November 1st, 18 of the 50+ personal craft currently stored on KSC property 
were still lacking the required identification information. The 18 have been 
tagged as abandoned requiring action within 90 days. At the end of the 90 
days (January 29, 2022) the club will take action to dispose of the craft still 
unlabelled.  

mailto:kscslips@yahoo.com


A REMINDER FROM THE 
DOCK MASTER

CRAFT TAGGED AS ABANDONED  
Type Make/Model Color Location

Kayak Pungo Classic Yellow On ground by Kayak Rack

Kayak Dagger Halifax Red/Green Kayak Rack Lakeside

Kayak Perception Prodigy 
10

Red Kayak Rack Lakeside

Sail 
Board

Cabrinha Red/White Under Main Deck North 
side

Sail 
Board

Mistral White Under Main Deck North 
side

Sail 
Board

Power Glide 280 Red/White/Blue Under Main Deck North 
side

Sail 
Board

Hobie Alpha 215 White Under Main Deck North 
side

Sail 
Board

Mistral Red/White/Blue Under Main Deck North 
side

Sail 
Board

Indeterminant White Under Main Deck North 
side

SUP SUPUSA White Under Main Deck North 
side

Sail 
Board

Indeterminant White w/ red 
trim

Under Main Deck North 
side

SUP Big Surf Yellow Under Main Deck North 
side

SUP Big Surf Yellow Under Main Deck North 
side

Sail 
Board

Indeterminant White Under Main Deck North 
side

Kayak Wave Lime Green Under Main Deck lake side

Kayak Coast 100 Orange/White Under Main Deck lake side

SUP Free Flow 
(inflatable)

Black/White/
Grey

Under Main Deck lake side

SUP Indeterminant White/Yellow Under Main Deck lake side



COMMODORE’S CORNER

The Spirit of KSC Future 

By the time you read this Waterline, the last Board of Stewards meeting for 
2021 will be over. The election results for the 2022 Board will be known. It is 
tempting to believe that 2021 at Keowee Sailing Club has wrapped up for the 
year. That would be a mistaken impression!

As soon as the 20 November BOS meeting adjourned our dedicated racers 
were rigging and prepping for the first races in the Frostbite Series. If the 
doldrums and heat of summer sailing have not tempted you, notice how the 
winds have picked up! While some sailors look forward to races, many other 
members spend afternoons taking in the beautiful weather and brisk breezes. 
We comment so often about our “million dollar view” —- now is an ideal time to 
enjoy it to its fullest.

Sailing is the reason for a sailing club on Lake Keowee as well as “promoting 
fellowship and goodwill through sailing, enhancing the sailing proficiency of all 
members by sharing experiences, and engaging in organized competition.” 
(It’s in our Bylaws!) Enjoying the amenities we have built for ourselves 
certainly adds to our enjoyment. Newer members may not be fully aware of 
the history and development of the club we have now. It is worth spending 
time with our seasoned “salts” to learn about our location, how the clubhouse 
was built (and added to!), and what it took to provide slip storage for member 
boats. I’ll give you a hint - there is member skill and hard work in all of those 
projects. Don’t let my “spoiler” keep you from getting the full stories. That 
history is vital to the growth of KSC.

Now, I said we have not reached the end of 2021 at the Club. In addition to 
year-round sailing at KSC there is also added opportunity for repairs and 
improvements. Many projects benefit from a period of lighter club usage as 
perfect opportunity for getting things done.



COMMODORE’S CORNER

The BOS has given approval for an update for the Pavilion. To extend and 
improve use of this area, a task force will lead the installation of gas heaters 
and acoustical panels. We have an excellent Lead Person for the work (thank 
you Joe Hiller). What is needed to achieve the goal is member “sweat equity” 
and lots of it! Don’t assume there are “people who do that” or “lots of people 
will offer so I don’t need to” or “others are more qualified and will help.” When 
a team leader sends a club-wide email asking for help, offer to give a hand!

Keowee Sailing Club was built on a “pitch in and make it happen” philosophy. 
Let’s all do our part to keep that spirit alive. Everyone benefits when everyone 
helps!

TAKE A NEW TACK FOR THE NEW YEAR! 

Keowee Sailing Club fancy dock ornament! - Phil Cook



UPCOMING EVENTS

November 27- Last Day for drop off of KSC Toys for KIDS

December 4 -  Frostbite Series Race #2 @ 1:00PM

     -  Holiday Light Parade @ 6:00PM

December 18 - Frostbite Series Race #3 @ 1:00PM

January 22 - Board of Stewards Meeting @ 10:00AM 






Thanksgiving, like many holidays, can evoke special memories of past years.  
It was the Wednesday ahead of the long Thanksgiving holiday weekend, thirty-
five years ago in Prickly Bay, on the south coast of Grenada that our 26-ft 
sailboat was hauled out for a long overdue bottom job.  With space at a 
premium and as a last-minute task, the yard crew chocked the keel and 
braced the hull with jack stands, wedged into a tight spot next to the kitchen 
door of the marina restaurant.  Begrudgingly the yard allowed us to do our 
own work, but we needed to be ready to go back in the water first thing on the 
following Monday.  We had four days of hard work ahead of us.

Grenada hadn’t been our first choice of places to haul out, a matter of 
economy.  For the past three months we had dodged the hurricane season by 
cruising the northern coast of Venezuela, focusing mostly on Isla Margarita 
and the coastal cities of Cumaná and Puerto La Cruz.  In Cumaná, we walked 

A Caribbean 
Thanksgiving 

By Ed Stoll



along the boulevard from the 
waterfront into the city as 
dump trucks full of bacalao, 
dried salt fish, rolled by us on 
their way to inland markets.  
In the city we found a marine 
hardware where we had 
purchased bottom paint for 
pennies on the dollar, or more 
precisely, centavos on the 
Bolívar.  The fact that the only 
color available was green and 
our bottom was historically 
blue was only a mild 
disappointment.  “Beggars 
can’t be choosers”, and our 
meager cruising budget put us squarely in the former category.

Our initial plan had been to haul out at Playa Chacachacare, a remote fishing 
village on the isthmus connecting the two mountainous islands that together 
form Isla Margarita.  We happened upon that particular boat yard when we 
anchored nearby at La Restinga, a nature reserve consisting of mangroves 
with a winding saltwater passage from one side of the island to the other.  
Wading off the beach in chest deep water on the north shore of the reserve we 
had collected several dozen half-dollar size mussels using our toes to feel 
along the sandy bottom.  Delicious when steamed and dipped in butter, it was 
another free meal harvested from the cornucopia of the sea. 

The day before our scheduled haulout we anchored off the beach in front of 
the fishing village.  Our earlier contact with the yard chefe had been hindered 
by the language barrier but the agreed upon price was very cheap.  And that 
included the labor for the paint job!  Nodding with a toothy grin full of gold 
fillings, the manager’s response to each of my questions was an unreserved 
“Si, Capitán!”  Fortunately, we had arrived early enough to witness the haulout 
of another vessel.  A wide-beamed, 60-ft long wooden boat pulled up just off 
the beach.  Its markings identified it as a local commercial fishing boat.   A 
horde of workers shouting in Spanish began carrying several large debarked 
logs to the water’s edge as a wire cable was waded out to the waiting vessel.  



A gas engine belched 
black smoke and the 
barrel of a large winch 
began winding in the wire 
that had been attached to 
the samson post on the 
bow of the fishing boat.  
Gradually the wooden 
hull inched its way over 
the top of the logs, 
slathered with grease 

applied with a mop.  Once out of the water, the army of trabajadores 
surrounded the boat and began driving wooden wedges with heavy mallets to 
brace the hull.  Wondering how the yard would manage our more delicate 
fiberglass sloop with a fin keel, we inquired an explanation.  We were shown a 
dilapidated wooden cradle and through the aid of hand jesters it was explained 
that the cradle would be sunk off the beach and then winched up over logs on 
shore with our boat balanced on top.  It was hard to disguise our horror.   So, 
with a “No gracias, lo siento” apology we hauled anchor and sailed to Grenada 
instead.

In the boatyard of Spice Island Marine, sounds of the traditional Thanksgiving 
football game between the Packers and the Lions were broadcast from the TV 
behind the restaurant bar.  The frozen tundra of Green Bay’s Lambeau Field 
mingled with the palm trees and Caribbean sunshine as we scraped and 
sanded the hull.   Amazing smells began to waft out from the kitchen exhaust 
telling of the delicious American Thanksgiving feast being prepared.  Tourism 
had returned to Grenada in full force just three years after Operation Urgent 
Fury brought American paratroopers and marines to expel the Cuban military 
presence from the island.  The fuselage of a crashed helicopter half-buried in 
beach sand was the only remaining physical evidence of that invasion.  Now 
sunburned American tourists in colorful Hawaiian shirts were gathering at the 
restaurant bar.

We had been cruising for over a year and a half.  Our provisions and funds 
were running low.  In the next month we would sail north to the U.S. Virgins to 
find work on St. Croix.  Splurging on a restaurant meal didn’t fit into our budget 
right now.  Covered in sanding dust and sweat we applied epoxy to fare nicks 



in the keel, reminders of past adventures with reef anchorages.  Our shrinking 
stomachs ached with each delicious smell coming out of the kitchen.  It stirred 
memories of previous stateside Thanksgivings, waiting for the big meal.  This 
year it would be different.  Our special meal would be what we euphemistically 
referred to as an imported “Spiced Ham”; a tin of 
Spam that we had purchased long ago in St. 
Martin.  And there was plenty of rice on board to 
make a grand two-course meal. 

Everything seemed to be working out well, we 
were keeping to our haulout timeline.  In our 
haste to clean up after a day’s work, one of our 
two gallons of bottom paint was accidentally 
knocked from the deck.  It landed in the sand at 
the base of the wooden ladder, popping its lid 
and spilling a green puddle of paint.  Our reaction was immediate, just as we 
had done numerous times confronting challenging moments of terror, whether 
dragging anchor or running aground.  Hurriedly we spooned the mixture of 
paint and sand back into the can, managing to collect about half of it.  What a 
pitiful sight we made, desperately screening the slurry through old dish cloths 
to remove as much sand as possible.  The straining process left green paint all 
over our hands and arms.  Catching our breath, we made eye contact; 
smudges of paint on our faces portrayed a comic desperation.   We both burst 
out laughing so hard that people came running out from the bar thinking the 
party had moved outside.   At least we had one good gallon left.  We later 
decided to mix it all together, creating a uniform bright green “non-skid” 
bottom.  

That evening, after a cold marina shower, we dined in our elevated cockpit.  
Spam al fresco under a starry Caribbean sky.  The floral scented tradewinds 
carried the rhythms of an island calypso band playing “Yellow Bird” in the 
restaurant.  In time with the music, bare feet shuffled across the sandy 
concrete floor.  At the end of a challenging day, we were thankful that our 
efforts were at least a modest success.  Maybe not what we originally intended 
but good enough to keep us cruising.  After all, an occasional count of our 
blessings is what keeps us all going, wherever life’s voyage takes us.




