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From The Tiller

Ican’t believe summer is
over and unfortunately the

end of another season is in
sight.

During
February our
yachties
enjoyed a
cruise/race to

Hallets Beach. A perfect summer
breeze saw 13 boats head off round
"the corner" arriving off Hallets mid
afternoon. Those heading for dinner
at Akuna Bay motored on to the
marina while some of us sailed back
to the Pittwater with the threat of a
severe electrical storm approaching
from the south west. We had won-
derful sail home as far as Stokes Pt where the
wind began to die with the approach of the storm
front. Thanks to Glenn we were towed to our
mooring with time to spare before the storm hit!!
Forty one of us enjoyed a superb meal at the
Akuna Bay restaurant and a big thank you must
go to Helen Cornish-bayer-Bayer for organising
another great club event.

The working bee we held at the end of February
was supported by the usual club stalwarts with a
few new faces from both our dinghy and yacht
divisions. A big thank you to all those that made
the time to help but I must say, it was once again a
disappointing response from members. I know we
all lead busy lives but if we don,t all help maintain
the asset of our club house, boats and equipment
we won’t have them to enjoy on a Sunday.
Working bees are an important part of our culture
and what makes Avalon special so let’s all support
the next one on April 30. 

During March we had a visit from 20 members of
the Manning River Sailing Club and last weekend
8 members of the Tuggerah Lakes Memorial
Sailing Club. Both clubs were interested in how we
run our junior divisions with a view to conducting
similar programs using Nippas, Manly Juniors and
Flying Elevens. Thanks must go to Andrew
Kendall and Dug Russell for coordinating their
visit. We have an open invitation to visit these

clubs ourselves – we might just take them up on
their invite!

Congratulations must go to Nina Curtis, Lisa
Sherman and Amy Lee on their 4th place in the
womens Harken International Womens match 
racing regatta. Some of you may have seen the

great photo of the girls on the back page of the
Sydney Morning Herald. Well done to you all.

The Australia Day Regatta Reception and
Presentation was held recently at the Sydney Town
Hall. Avalon as usual was well represented with
Neil Gregory as handicap winner for yachts, Riane
Gale, Marni Dixon, Amy Lee, Jenna Walters, Matt
Taylor, Brodie Crossman and James and Andy
Kidner, all receiving medallions for success in the
dinghy division. We all enjoyed Clover’s hospitali-
ty and have a great photo of the Avalon group
with Sir James Hardy President of the Australia
Day Regatta Committee.
I would like to thank those members who have
recently contributed to our Dinghy Appeal
through the Australian Sports Foundation. The end
of the financial year will be upon us before we
know it, so if you would like to take advantage of
the Appeals Tax Deductibility application forms
are on the notice board at the club.

Upcoming events are the First Annual Wine
Tasting 19th March - hope to see you there and the
inter club picnic on the 10th April a fun day for all
members.

Happy Easter to you all. 

Peter Kidner
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Getting to Know Your Committee
Glenn Sanders: Boat Master

I was born in Avalon where my dad was
Avalon’s first doctor. My family have
been here since 1946, although I’ve had
stints in Canberra and Melbourne. I
spent my youth in the surf at Avalon,
and on Pittwater. Sometimes I went to
Avalon Primary. I can’t remember the
family not having a boat of some kind,
mostly various fishing dinghies with
Seagull outboards, from which we used

to troll 10m off the rocks from North Avalon to Whale Beach.

We had probably Australia’s first fiberglass dinghy, and later one of
Australia’s first outboard ski boats, an 18 foot dinghy with a massive
25 hp motor! We had to teach ourselves beach starts because it
wouldn’t pull two blokes out of the water.

I dabbled in sailing a bit through my teens, and was an ASC member
in the late 50’s – no rigging deck, no blue division, no sailing camp,
no rescue boats, no canteen! Just jump on a VJ and off you go, spin-
naker, swing plank, racing rules, the works. 

After 18 months terrified out of my wits, during which time dad
crafted me a beautiful VJ, I dropped sailing for the next 20 years, and
went bushwalking instead, all over Victoria, south west Tassie and
Arnhem Land.

Dad retired mid 70’s, and built a 25 foot double ended motor cruiser
to a US Coast Guard design, which he and mum took all up and
down the NSW coast, and eventually to the Barrier Reef. They then
decided that V8 petrol was too expensive and noisy, so made the big
shift into sail. 

A Clansman to learn on was followed by Sanderling, a wonderful
classic Herreschoff 36 steel ketch (like Edge’s Just Magic only bigger).
I did Townsville to Cairns, including several nights out on the outer
Reef – it’s great to have your own boat and not be 
limited by hire boat rules.

June and I got together in 81 (we’d known each other since June was
my kid sister’s best friend at school, it’s just I’m a slow learner), and
June and her sister Ruth (then general manager of Whitworths)
taught themselves windsurfing out of little Lovett bay near Hall’s
wharf where they lived. Ruth also had a Laser, so I spent a lot of time
blasting around Pittwater, not racing but having lots of fun on what
is now a very elderly Windsurfer (I’ve still got it), and the Laser.

Eventually mum and dad found a 36 footer too big to handle them-
selves, so Sanderling was very sorrowfully traded down to a Cavalier
28, which was a lot of fun but eventually proved a bit frisky for them,
so the Cav turned into a nice little Top Hat, with hydraulic furling
main, which kept them on the water nearly into their 80’s.

By now we were back in Avalon, living in Central Road. Evan and
Kristin had arrived on the scene, and when Evan expressed an inter-
est in sailing, ASC was the obvious choice. Given my negative experi-
ence years earlier, I was pleasantly surprised at the friendly welcome
and the well set up training program. 

I did think the rescue boats were a bit band-aid, and some of those
driving a wee bit "intrepid", shall we say, and a couple of years later
was silly enough to say so in the hearing of the Commodore’s wife,
and ended up on the committee (thank you Jan). ASC has become an
important part of my life. Evan and I share Ritchie’s old Spiral and I
sail it whenever I need to show how young I am. 
In between, I crew on Laura with the Hudson Hurley combination –
thanks guys!

Ross Trembath: Past Commodore

I completed the first part of my school-
ing at Killara High and the second half
at Knox and then became an apprentice
draftsman with an engineering firm in
Chatswood. I was 21 when I married
Jan and we moved to a flat we bought
in Jenkins St, Collaroy. We had six fan-
tastic years there – with no kids and no
worries. We bought Nikko a Spencer 23,
which we owned for 4 years until

Simon was born, when the realisation that nappies and sailing do not
mix set in and we had to sell her.

Except for a four-year absence I have been a member of Avalon since I
was seven. My first sailing memory was as a five year old. Our family
would go each year to my grandparents place at Bayview, staying in
their waterfront flat under the main house that looked straight up
Pittwater to Lion Island. Pa was my sailing inspiration, his patience
and interest has resulted in a lifetime of sailing. He followed me
around in his dinghy, propelled by an old two-stroke seagull. I would
sail single handed in a mark 1 MJ Touche (sail number 401) knowing
that if I capsized it was all over for the day – so I tried as hard as I
could to avert disaster. By eight years old I could sail by myself and
wanted to join a club.

We hooked up with the Collins family at Avalon. Their son had a MJ
but did not know how to skipper – and I did. This started a bit of a
trend in driving other people’s boats that continues to this day. I pro-
gressed via VJs and Moths to Flying Fifteen’s sailing with Doug
Helsham for three years or so until I was about 17. Then I bought my
first boat a Mark 2 Moth Quest – I spent as much time polishing, sand-
ing and varnishing it as I did sailing it, I loved that boat.

After Simon was born I set up my own drafting company which ran
successfully for 12 years until computers started to replace the rotring
pen. I embraced the new technology to the point where I put myself
through Uni completing my Degree in 1991. I enjoyed UTS initially as
a part-time teacher which went on to become my second career.

I started serious ocean racing in 1991, joining Julius Charody, in his
Nantucket 34 Shenandoah 111 for the CYC offshore series. In those days
you signed up for Montague Is, Bird Is, Flinders Is, Wollongong, plus
round the cans every Saturday and if you were lucky a ride to Coffs
Harbour would come your way. I was hooked. I sailed my first Coffs
with Matty Pinter and we still sail together on the Sydney 38, Hidden
Agenda in all the harbour regattas including Hobart.

I have clocked up Ten Hobarts, countless Southports, Mooloolabahs,
four trips north on the Hamilton Island Circuit and eight full seasons
on the CYC blue water track. My best results were (1) second overall in
the Hobart in 2001 on Ninety Seven (2) surviving the 1998 and 1993
storms and (3) convincing three of Avalon’s best – Ritchie Venn, Rob
Curtis and Geoff Sherman to sail with me in the 2004 Hobart. 

As five and seven year olds I took Simon and Martinl to show them
what Avalon was all about. We walked into the club, Celia Craig was
on the canteen and made the boys feel at home – from that moment on
we have been at Avalon pretty much every Sunday. I was apprenticed
on the committee for a few years joining in 1994 before becoming Vice
Commodore and Commodore from 1999 – 2001. The boys are now 21
and 19. Simon is in the third year of his ‘industrial technology’ degree
living in Coffs Harbour and Marty is in the first year of Business at
Newcastle Uni.  Jan and I are part share in the Y88 KTV@sea moored
just off the club and have had 5 wonderful years in her with plenty
more to come.

Our family has thoroughly enjoyed its lifetime association with Avalon,
while the club progresses all the time, the best that is Avalon Sailing
Club does not change and it has been a privilege to be part of the best
club on the planet.



Guess Who...Don‛t Sue
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Who was the Life Member / Club secretary
(Gee,that is giving it away Ian) who decided to

check the waters of Pittwater last family race by
falling off the "Eggshell". Unfortunately who was the
closest boat for the rescue when it was realised
that he would not be able to climb back on board but
the "guess who" boat. Now we know why Young's
have open transoms, you can drag people on board.
As Murray dragged him over the back he was heard
to mutter, I guess that means I am in the
Jibsheet. "Bugger".
We offered to let him finish the race with us, but
Don, who was doing orbits around us, said "Like
**++## hell, give him back".
With a masterful bit of single handed manoeuvring,
Don sailed alongside and Ian did a Dame Margot
Fonteyn leap on to the Etchells deck. Nothing boring
about sailing at Avalon.

Who was one of the co-owners of that boat with
a sunny name that thought he would make the

most of the Australia Day holiday by taking some
friends for a quiet sail only to be corrupted by a
mass of organisers, had $20 extracted from him,
and chucked out to the start line. Neil got his own
back by winning handsomely on handicap, but we may
still get the last laugh as he has to go to the Sydney
Town Hall clutching the Trophy (which is in two
parts, but that is another story for next month) so
that it can be presented back to him by the Lady
Mayor, Clover Moore.

What did the boss of the rack police, also a
heavyweight in the footware business, say 

during a very important meeting with the countries
leading shoe importer. The meeting took place in one
of the many quaint cafes in Avalon. But while doing
business, supping their laite‛s and extolling footware
in general, Geoff was embarrassed to see a local
“barefoot” feral he just happened to know...What did
he say? @#$xx**@#!* I think...but I waved back
anyway.

The Commodores Ball 2005
Come as your Initials

PK...Chew on it

Don‛t Miss It
28th of May

Details to follow

COMPULSORY READING
FOR ALL SAILORS

Racing Rules of Sailing
2005-2008

Available now from ASC
for only $26.00 (rrp $29.95)

Contact
Celia & Ian Craig

94887416 (phone/fax)

Payment by Bankcard 
Mastercard or Visa or cheque 

payable to ASC

If you require it posted 
please add $2.50

Welcome to new Members
Chuck and Marijo Bradley, Andrew Halford,

Wolf Mueller-Fabian, Karl Nielson, Deborah Koch,
Michael and Denise Lieberman, Rachel Harbers
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This Sailing Life
Mucking about in boats

Am I non-typical or does everyone have a catalogue
of the sailing days on which things didn’t go

exactly to plan? I find that the events of these days are
indelibly planted on the mind while the more numer-
ous good days (I think they are more numerous) seem
to leave little impression. They must leave some
impression because we keep coming back. For a laugh
I am going to recall some of the ‘interesting’ days.

I might have started sailing at Cronulla, as crew on a
VJ, some 55 years ago, but my mother, fearful of
sharks, forbade it. Instead the momentous event took
place at Pittwater. I used to spend the odd weekend
with Roy, a friend whose house was opposite where
Lamoore’s brokerage now stands. Another friend had
rigged a mast and sail on his little hard-chine rowing
dinghy. In the light Saturday morning breeze we had a
sail that I cannot remember but we decided if we were
to put a rig on Roy’s father’s clinker rowing boat we
might be able to enhance the experience.

In Roy’s garage we found some long timbers and a roll
of calico and set about building a rig and stitching
together a sail. Several hours later we wedged the
mast into the bottom of the boat and tied rope stays to
the rowlock holders. For steering, an oar was lashed to
the end of a length of 3x2, which was in turn lashed to
the thwarts. Finally we pushed out and hauled our
lateen-rig-like sail to the mast head.

Lacking any form of lee-board we were destined to be
always off the wind and while we must have tacked, I
cannot think how we would have managed it. My
memory is of a starboard tack. The north-easterly had
by now kicked in and we headed off on a beam-ish
reach down into Careel Bay. I recall lying back as we
skipped along. "Here comes a gust" was the cry, and
indeed the wind picked up and we accelerated. Soon
the wind went up another notch and we guffawed
with delight. "Here comes another gust" and again we
gathered speed. By now we were all sitting up and
taking notice, eagerly scanning northwards for the
next gust which would probably be in the 15-20 knot
region. Another cry of "here comes another gust" was
still ringing in my ears when the entire shooting-match
carried away with a mighty bang. I had had my first
sail and first dismasting on the same day.

We were soon in the shallows with rather large waves
coming aboard. Eventually all the gear was back in the
boat and the arduous row back to Palm Beach 
commenced. With the rig taking up most of the seating

we were forced to have one rower in the bows and
another on the centre thwart. I perched out on the end
of the steering 3x2 to attempt to raise the bow. By the
time we were opposite our landing place we were
close to sinking, our free-board down to a couple of
inches, so we pulled in behind a moored yacht and
bailed her out before rowing across the seas.

Roy’s father would have hit the roof if he’d known
about this and some of the other adventures we got up
to in his boat, like the time we converted it to a surf-
boat and rode the swells reflected off West Head on to
the beach north of Sand Point. I think they call it
"mucking around in boats".

Bob Batchelor

"There is nothing half so much worth
doing as mucking about in boats. 

In them or out of them, 
it doesn't much matter"
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Sydney to Hobart 2004
...well Eden anyway

The 2004 Hobart saw, I think what was the strongest
contingent of Avalon sailors to face the starter in the

history of the great race. There were 5 that I know of
and that’s not including our treasurer Neil Gregory who
was actually aboard the start boat!

Father and son, Ross and Marty Trembath: past com-
modore, Geoff Sherman, Rob Curtis and yours truly
were all members of the Sydney 38 Hidden Agenda crew.
Between the Avalon members we boasted 9 previous
Hobart starts which sounds good until you find out
they were all completed by Ross! Nonetheless others on
our crew had over 20 between them and that, I might
add, was a more even spread amongst the remaining
four crew members.

Our preparation had been about a year in the making
and included a Mooloolabah and a Southport and innu-
merable shorter races so we felt we had done enough
and that we knew each other well enough to make the
long journey south.

As the day approached, particularly for the first timers,
the anticipation grew to a point where we just wanted
to get on with it. The scene at the CYC on race day is
really something and if you’ve never been to have a
look its well worth it. All the last minute activity, last
goodbyes, for some last draught beers it’s a truly fantas-
tic experience. 

The buzz continued out to the start and I must say I
thought things would have been mighty hectic for
helmsman before the introduction of the no go corridor
which really helps the crew get focused. Well wishers
aplenty (we even spotted Bob Batchelor waving to us)
we got a pretty good start (about the middle of the line)
and off we went. We were pleased with our first few
hours and as the hype and following fleet dropped

away we settled into stride.

We were placed in amongst the Sydney 38 fleet which
was our aim and were making about 14 knots with the
kite up when we had our first setback. It was about
11pm and as we went down the face of a wave we
overtook the kite and it wrapped really quickly around
the forestay. We tried all the usual manoeuvres to free
it but the bugger hung on like I’ve never seen before
and hopefully will never see again. We had the crew
(well the younger ones that is) take it in turns being
hoisted aloft trying desperately to pull the thing free
but it didn’t want  to know. The decision was made to
cut it off which was a really hard call despite the
owner being asleep! It was during this exercise (about
two hours in all) that one of our most experienced
crew Felix Croucher was swung very hard into the
mast and damaged his shoulder. After getting him
below we  eventually got things back to normal but
had lost ground on the 38 fleet and had also not
enjoyed any rest.

Day break saw the wind change to the south and grad-
ually build to 40+ knots over the course of the day . We
were making pretty good progress until Felix appeared
on deck just after midday looking very much the worse
for wear. He had lost all feeling in his shoulder and
was having difficulty breathing which, that far from
help, in that kind of weather, was a pretty scary scene.
The owner Graham Gibson had also re-aggravated a
back problem and it was spasming periodically which
was giving him some considerable discomfort. It was
no time at all until the decision was made to get help
and we beat a hasty retreat for Eden which took about
5 hours sailing after the call was made. 

Go to page 7
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Sydney to Hobart 2004
continued

On arriving in Eden we were met by a doctor who wasted
no time in calling an ambulance and the two patients were
bundled off as soon as we hit the dock. The rest of us were
left to contemplate what might have been whilst stuffing
our faces with snakes and mars bars which was the first
food we had had since the day before. Great fun this you
know!

Our stay in Eden for the
next couple of days was
most memorable
indeed. Within 10 min-
utes of tying up a lady
called out to us from
the dock that when we
were ready for a shower
and a hot meal just to
call her and she’d
mobilise what was best
described as force
d’Eden. The people of
the town are really
quite fantastic when it
comes to accommodat-
ing those that come to
their shores. Nothing
was a problem to them in making us feel welcome. After
we’d squared the boat away all seven of us were driven to a
lovely little house in the bellbird filled hills behind the
town and treated like we were long lost relloes. Our hosts
Jenny and Michael, who really were our Mum and Dad for
the next few days, put up with all the antics under the sun
but never stopped smiling. For them Hobart is one of the
highlights in the year as they really enjoy having what
Jenny described as an adopted family for the period
involved. For our term we thank them dearly. (I know 
exactly what you mean...see Running By the Lee ED.)

Lastly I should mention we received the trophy awarded by

the Twofold Bay Yacht club to the Hobart entry boat that is
first into Eden! Oh well not the prize you boast about, but
a prize nonetheless and something we can claim for
Avalon I reckon based on the crew numbers in the photo
which appeared in the local rag!

Too much of a good thing can spoil you and with the
weather forecast deteriorating daily we thought it best to

make for Sydney before
the next predicted front
came through. With Felix
having been moved to
Royal North Shore, as he
needed to have water
drained from his lung,
and Graham tucked up
in Pambula hospital until
he stabilised we set off
again for Sydney this
time 7 up.

The trip home was really
quite heavy going for
most of the way. We had
strong southerlies the
whole way and at times

even with two reefs in the main and a number 4 headsail
we were making 20 knots which was pretty exciting! 

We reached home in time for new years eve which was
well received by those waiting at home who, except for
Mia who was starting to enjoy her snoring free environ-
ment, were glad to see us safe and well. What’s this about
snoring you say’, ah that’s another story for another day!

Will we go again you ask……..we sure hope to!

Ritchie Venn
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Our First Fogarty
and it wasn‛t Geoff...see Guess Who
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Recipe of the Month

ZUPPA DI VERDURA
A meal in a saucepan by Paul; Hurle)

Ingredients:
3 rashers of diced bacon, 1 large leek, sliced finely
3 tablespoons of lentils (red or grey),2 diced carrots
2 diced parsnips, 1 diced, peeled potato
1 litre of good chicken or vegetable stock
2 tablespoons of Worcester sauce
Thyme and 3 bay leave,s, 3 cloves garlic
2 courgettes (diced),
1 bunch of shredded spinach 
Medium sized cabbage (shredded)
3 sticks finely sliced celery
2 tablespoons grated Parmesan
Salt & pepper

Method:
Before leaving home (but could also be done on the yacht):
Saute‛ the leeks, bacon and sliced garlic in olive oil on a moderate
heat.  When brown, add the litre of chicken stock (and white wine
if some left over), and the carrots, parsnips, potato, and lentils.
Add Worchester sauce, salt, pepper thyme and bay leaves.  Simmer
for 30-40 min, then put in a container for transporting to Yacht.

On the Yacht:
Bring the soup to simmering point, and then add courgettes.  After
4 minutes, add spinach, cabbage, celery 1 or 2 cloves of squeezed
garlic, and 2 tablespoons of fresh grated Parmesan.  Stir into soup,
bring back to simmering point, wait 2 minutes and serve.

Send your favourite recipe to Elizabeth Kidner 
or place your contribution in the box provided 

at the Clubhouse (on the sign on table)

Prizes to be won for the best recipes

Thanks for your assistance
Email <pkbuild@tpg.com.au>

In Memory

We note with regret the passing 
of Jack Venn, father of Ritchie 

and regular visitor to 
Avalon Sailing Club. 

Jack was 92

The Club extends their sympathy 
to Lindal, Jack and Harry Richards 

on the recent death of their 
beloved Father and Grandfather

Radio Watch Keeping

A notice from the Waterways Authority
has brought to our attention some 

changes in requirements. In short. certain
large commercial vessels and those fitted
with DSC (Digital Selective Calling) will no
longer be required to maintain a listening

watch on VHF Channel 16.

This means that yachts cannot speak to
these vessels for emergency purposes or

any other reason as they may not be 
listening. You can gain more detailed 

information by going to

www.aca.gov.au
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The Great Halletts Beach Cruise/Race
Don‛t you just hate those folks with digital cameras?

The winners (above)
and the grinners 

at the Halletts Beach Dinner
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Memories of a First Hobart

Today is the 8th January 1994. It is also my 38th
birthday, and what a day it has been. Bush fires ring
Sydney from Gosford to the Royal National Park,

west to the Blue Mountains and as I write this, a horrible
firestorm is ripping into the idyllic Lovett Bay on
Sydney's Pittwater.

We are settling down to a night of uncertainty, with ash
falling all around, the phone ringing constantly and a
thick haze covering the setting sun.

This is all a far cry from battling 20 metre waves and 50-
knot winds in the middle of Bass Strait. Yet, two weeks
ago tonight I, was one of a crew of eight battling our way
to Hobart in a 10.6m sloop. This is the story of that voy-
age, told with hindsight and two weeks to dull the memo-
ry of the pounding seas.

As my first Sydney to Hobart and clearly this trip was a
real 'baptism of fire.' Shenandoah 111 is a Peter Cole
design, a sturdy
boat with a tele-
graph pole for a
mast. I have been
with the boat two
years prior to this
Hobart and in that
time we have sailed
up and down the
NSW coast competing and performing well in many short
ocean races. The crew has been together for most of that
time and we felt quietly confident leading up to the race.
We knew we had done all the work, that the boat was
well prepared and that we were working well as a team.

As the Christmas week approached the boat owner Julius
Charody was told by his doctor that he would be unwise
to sail to Hobart. This was a bitter blow for Julius, 3 times
nominated veteran ocean skipper of the year, a man with
over 40 years racing experience and 11 Hobart races
under his belt.

Julius was adamant that the boat should still sail; he
made it clear at a crew meeting arranged to discuss our
options that he had confidence in us, felt we were well
prepared and that we should take the boat to Hobart.
Julius suggested Joe Goddard as his replacement, a sea-
soned veteran with 18 Hobart races and one time skipper
of the well-known yacht ‘Inch by Winch’. With the drama
of the week behind us we settled down to final prepara-
tions with Graham and I attending the CYC Skippers and
Navigators’ Briefing’ at 0900 on Friday 24th December.

This was my first Hobart briefing and I did not know
what to expect. The mood was electric, with of course, the

main topic of conversation the weather – the bottom line
in any Hobart race. The Hobart can be divided up into 5
stages, the race for the heads, the sail down the NSW
coast, Bass Strait, the East cost of Tasmania and the
Derwent River. Every map I saw that day had a low pres-
sure of ugly proportions plastered smack bang in the
middle of Bass Strait. You could hear a pin drop as again
and again the point was made, "Be prepared for 3 or 4
days of big seas and strong winds." I dutifully wrote all
this down, made notes as best I could and likely favored
side of the rhumb line, the straight line between Sydney
and Hobart. Graham and I left the briefing room, feeling
a little unnerved, on a perfect Sydney day with a 15 knot
north easterly breeze piping down the harbour.

Christmas Day 25th December 1993

This was my day with the family; all the provisioning
had been done the week before. I had borrowed a
Cambell's Card and filled a palette with boxes of freeze
dried just add water type meals, muesli bars, barley sug-

ars, boxes of bottled water and lots of dried
nuts and fruit. Experience has shown us that
we should stay away from cooking on
Shenandoah as anything more than boiling the
kettle was just too difficult.

I was relaxing at my parent’s place, just about
to tuck into the Christmas turkey when Julius

rang. "Ross I am not a happy man."  Julius is a man I few
words, and he was clearly upset. Joe Goddard his nomi-
nated replacement was sick and could not make it. "Ross,
what do you want to do?" At this point I could see the
plans of the last six months going up in smoke. We
managed to contact our backup crewmember late on
Christmas night after many phone calls. Kevin was
packed and on the dock ready to go at 8am on Boxing
day. So finally we had the crew sorted out. Julius was not
going, Joe Goddard was sick and that left us, the crew,
taking the boat to Hobart. This was not as daunting as it
appeared, as Julius had trusted us with his boat on many
occasions when business commitments kept him on land.

The fact still remained that none of us had made it all the
way to Hobart before. Mathew Pinter, the Sailing Master
had been as far as Eden. Graham Hams, the skipper and
I have both about the same experience, all on the NSW
coast and the rest of the crew have been campaigning in
the 'overnighters' and short haul races. As we discovered,
Bass Strait is very different to anything any of us had
experienced before.

Ross Trembath
To be continued

Ten Hobarts on, Past Commodore 
Ross Trembath  remembers the first time
he crossed the Bass Strait...we will continue

his story in the next edition of Jibsheet
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The First Annual 
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Coming Soon
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28/5/05
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Ireally enjoyed Ritchie Venn‛s story, “Sydney to Hobart 2004...well Eden Anyway”. I too have been astound-
ed by the generosity of the people of Eden. We were one of 50 yachts to end up in Eden that year.

Common sense overtook bravery when the skipper broke his ribs (another story) and we lost all our wind
instruments in over 70knots. We had no engine as a line had wrapped the prop so we sailed under bare poles
all night, turning in the morning to run under headsail and mizzen to Eden. Steve Pinn, (then a member of ASC)
and I had been hot bunking and the hatch over our berth had leaked badly...by the time we reached Eden the
last thing we wanted to do was sleep another night on the boat as everything was saturated. So, we dragged
our sorry sore tails (salt water does that) into every motel in town but it was no room at the Inn time.
Everywhere was booked out. Just when we were ready to give up we saw one more motel...so in we went. Once
again we were told they had no vacancies but we must have looked so sad and desperate that the owner took
pity. “We do have a spare room” he said, “it‛s not part of the motel, so I can‛t charge you for it, come and
have a look”. The “spare room” was in fact a small flat with bathroom, two bedrooms and a lounge...we couldn‛t
believe our luck.To my shame I can‛t remember the name of the Motel, kept their business card for ages but
it finally got lost). The names of our hosts were Dawn and George and they refused to accept 
payment...Dawn even cooked us a hearty bacon and eggs breakfast before we left the next day. We had to be
content to present them with a big box of chocolates and a bottle of good whisky. Small reward for such 
wonderful hospitality.

Your Jibsheet will now be slipping into winter mode so expect the next issue in May.

Mike Maher


