
THIS 
ISSUE

The AGM

*
Fogarties!

“He’s Fallen in
the WA-TA”

*
Centerboards 

V
Yachties

*
Reflections on 
a First Hobart

*
Cruise News

*
Guess Who
Don’t Sue 

www.avalonsailingclub.com.au

Jib Sheet AUGUST 2005

AN AVALON SAILING CLUB PUBLICATION

Outgoing Commodore
Peter Kidner and family
aboard Etchells “Satchmo”

Photo by Celia Craig



From The Tiller

It is with a little sadness that I
write my last Commodores

Report. Two years has certainly
flown by as has this winter!
Opening Day and the new 
season are just around the 
corner.

Sailing may largely stop during
winter but the management of
the club by your committee 
continues regardless. I would

like to take this opportunity to thank each and every
person on the committee for their contribution in making
Avalon the place we all love and enjoy. The manage-
ment of all aspects of the club doesn’t just happen but
comes from the dedication of a number of individuals
for the benefit of all. Four of your committee people are
retiring this year, some after many years on the job.
Cher Knight, Ritchie Venn, Julia Smith and Stuart
Walker are moving on due to other commitments and
we thank them for the time and effort they have put into
our club.
Cher over many years was our social events 
coordinator extraordinaire and more recently with the
help of John took on the challenges of club 
membership. Richie has been on the committee for
many years and was Commodore between 2001 and
2003, we’ll miss his sense of humour and guidance at
meetings. Julia has over a number of years managed
the registration of Blue and Red divisions, a major task
keeping track of the hundreds of children that enjoy our
Sunday learn to sail programs. Stuart’s enthusiasm for
cruising rekindled others within our cruising division and
with his encouragement and coordination of events saw
many yachties meeting for a weekend cruise and raft
up. We will all miss the invaluable contribution of these
members and offer our sincere thanks for their efforts
over the years. However, our club is very lucky to have
others that are able these important positions and I
would like to welcome Nicole Koerner, Toni Fear, Susan
Flaye and Dugald Russell to the committee.

As many would be aware the re-piering of the club
house has been completed. Approximately a week after
commencement the 32nd pier was poured, a mammoth
effort! What can I say but a huge thankyou from all of
us to Andrew Kendall and Geoff Fogarty for coordinat-
ing this major project. Andrew, through his contacts
within the building industry was able to save the club a
substantial amount of money. These savings will allow
us to upgrade the structure supporting the balcony and
thus satisfy the current building code. We are hoping to
have this completed by opening day.

Our rules night hosted by Mark Pryke was well attended
by Avalon Sailing Club and Palm Beach Yacht Club
members, as was our recently conducted radio course.
Thanks must go to Ross Trembath for organizing the
radio course and congratulations to those who passed.
Good luck to those of us who have to try again!

During the recent school holidays Amy and Sarah Lee,
James and Andy Kidner, Samuel and Carla Sexton, Tom
Spithill and Jared Cook represented Mater Maria
College at the Australian Teams Racing Championships
in Perth. Ten schools from all states of Australia com-
peted out of Royal Freshwater Bay Yacht Club on the
Swan River. Mater Maria and Cranbrook represented
NSW and after four days of challenging sailing, Mater
finished in a very commendable 4th place. 
The Tasmanians dominated the event with Hutchins in
1st place, Guildford Young College 3rd and the host
school Christchurch Grammar 2nd . Well done to all.   

Cumberland Yacht Charters have sponsored the Family
Race for next season. They are offering a trophy “The
Cumberland Cup” and $2,000.00 towards a Whitsunday
holiday in one of their charter boats. I expect the start-
ing line will be extra busy next season! The conditions
for entry are pretty simple, you have to be a member of
ASC, enter the race and stay for the BBQ to be eligible
for one ticket, if you win the race you get 3 extra tickets,
2nd place 2 extra tickets and 3rd place 1 extra ticket. At
the end of the season the winning boat will be drawn at
the Commodores Ball. Many thanks to Murray and 
Julie Sheer and Cumberland Yacht Charters for their
generous support.

Lastly and very importantly is the working bee on the
27th and 28th August (write it on the calendar now).
This is the big one prior to the start of the sailing 
season. There is always heaps to do, from antifouling
response boats to jobs around the club house, 
so bring your tool box and enjoy a weekend working 
at your club.,
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The Committee and Members of 

Avalon Sailing Club 

wish Paul Hurley a speedy recovery

Janet and Jack we are thinkg of you
at this very difficult time. 

We look forward to seeing
Paul racing Laura again soon.
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After we settled the boat down John had another attempt
at starting the engine. This time he was successful. We

all breathed a sigh of relief thinking we would now be able to
charge the batteries, thus bringing back to life our radio, navi-
gational instruments, lights and bilge pump. It was not to be.
Peter and Graham spent hours with their heads in the bilge
testing the alternator, regulator and wiring, trying to find the
fault. After four hours of running the motor in neutral we still
had no more than 5 volts charge and the batteries were flat
as a tack' We reluctantly pressed the decompression lever,
stopping the engine. There must have been a current leak or
perhaps the alternator was faulty, we were not sure.

By 1800 that evening the sea started turning nasty. The wind
freshened, in the space of an hour from an uneasy 10 knots
to 25 knots and it was building. We dropped the No.1
Headsail and went straight to the No.4. We put 2 reefs in the
main. I remember feeling very pleased with this sail selection
and the fact that we had managed the change in good time,
with the minimum of fuss, and without putting undue strain on
the rigging.

I don't remember dusk that night. The sky was a dull grey, I
think it was raining and we were powering along at 7 knots in
30 knots of breeze with sheets slightly eased to make the
passage of the boat easier over the waves. I was on watch till
2100 and I remember thinking - "How on earth am I going to
manage to go below and attempt to plot our position?"
Sleeping was really
out of the question let alone eating, as the boat was pitching
and rolling. I opened the hatch and there was Mathew, sound
asleep on the wet sails – and I thought I could sleep any-
where!

It was about 2200 when the weather started to deteriorate. I
remember hearing the cry 
While down below “All hands on deck – NOW”. Graham’s
voice is still ringing in my ears. We were all out of that hatch
and n deck within 30 seconds. We had all agreed that during
the night, with wind as strong as it was, those off watch and
down below would stay in their wet weather gear, gloves and
all, ready to go up on deck. This proved a  prudent decision
on a number of occasions in the days to follow.

As we came out of the hatch Graham said to me “It’s really
gone off! We have to get the main down.” Again it was gratify-
ing to see the way the crew went about doing this very diffi-
cult and dangerous task. It involved dropping the main while it
is still attached to the boom to the leeward deck, lashing it
down and then setting the Trisail. We have practiced this
maneuver a number of times and I had once done it for real
when we broke the boom coming back from Flinders Island
three months earlier. But these conditions were something dif-
ferent. We lowered the sail without ripping it and lashed the
boom to the deck. This left us with the No.4 Headsail. The
boat was immediately more comfortable, riding the waves
with ease, pointing higher with about 15 degrees of heel and
we were still doing 8 knots! While this sail change was taking
place I remember we came close to another yacht caught by
the sudden increase in wind strength. They were slow to get
their main down and were in all sorts of strife. Their main was
flogging and they were clearly overpowered for the condi-

tions. We literally sailed right through them.
With only the No.4 Headsail we left them in our wake. Not
only is it important to shorten sail safely, it is vital that it is
done at the right time. Too early and you lose time, too late
and the boat is knocked down.

Navigating in the traditional sense was impossible. Water
seemed to be everywhere down below. The chart table was
awash, we had no cabin lights, the lead on the end of the
pencil was broken, we had no ships log or navigation instru-
ments. Thank goodness for the GPS. The little hand held unit
I purchased in Sydney 2 months before we left was now
worth its weight in gold. During the rest of the night I was able
to take our Latitude and Longitude and record our position at
hourly intervals.

Tuesday 28th December 1993

The last eight hours had been hell. Looking back, if I had
stopped to think that we were entering Bass Strait in a 10.4
metre yacht in boiling seas I would certainly admit to being a
little scared. But funnily enough I wasn't. AI! I could think
about was getting the boat over the next wave, and the next
one. I remember Julius describing how to sail the boat in a
big sea. "Slow the boat
down as you go up the crest and run along the top and slide
sideways down the face." It worked.  We were handling the
conditions. By this time we had set the storm Jib and Trisail,
and we were generally in good shape. The dawn had seen us
enter Bass Strait, a little too far east for my liking, but making
good time and while life was very uncomfortable, we were
feeling good about our progress. We were taking some water,
and as there were no electric pumps we manned the buckets
about every hour through the early of the morning.

We had no way of knowing just how strongly the wind was
blowing, but it was certainly blowing. The log recalls we esti-
mated it was 50 knots, and according to the race reports that
is probably a fair assessment. The height of the waves was
much harder to judge. I can remember the sawn and the long
time between views of the horizon, as we would disappear
down the trough of a wave. The morning sky had taken on an
eerie green colour.

It was now 1100 and the water situation was getting worse. It
was while I was down below bailing that I noticed water run-
ning down the inside skin of the port gunwale down the back
of the galley cupboards. This was frightening! Was the hull
deteriorating? We needed to tack the boat to check the star-
board side. I called up to Graham to tack onto port and sure
enough water was now pouring through the instrument panel
and into the navigation table! Where was it coming from?
Greg Ngawhika our mast man, hung over the windward rail
and could not report any damage to the deck or the hull, yet
water was coming from everywhere. I called to Graham to
hand over the helm to Peter and come below. "Mathew thinks
we should pull the pin," I said to
Graham as he lowered himself down the hatch - "Where the
hell is this water coming from?"

Continued on page 8

Reflections on a First Hobart continued from May issue
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Time for confession: Have you ever noticed that movie cow-
boys never lose their hats, no matter how  hard they ride or

even if they are in a bar room brawl. The same rule applies to
yacht brokers, no matter the conditions their hat always stays
glued to the head when yours
blows overboard. Another well
know fact is that yacht brokers
NEVER fall overboard...oh yeah!

This is how it happened.
It was a beautiful mid-week sum-
mers day and I had left the work
boat streaming off the jetty.
Normally I would ask the cus-
tomer to walk down to the pon-
toon and I would drive the boat
round and pick him up. This day the sun was out, the water
was flat and calm and the customer was young and fit...so I
asked if he would mind climbing down the ladder...”be careful”,
I said as he decended. When he was safely aboard (which he
did with ease), I untied the painter and went down the ladder
myself. To this day I don’t know how  I slipped but slip I did,
luckily still hanging on to the 
stainless bar around the windshield. It all happened so quickly,
one minute I was dry the next up to my armpits in water,
mobile phone ruined forever. It was my embarrassed reaction
as I speedily climbed back on board that was interesting
because I tried to pretend that nothing
had happened. I shrugged off my aston-
ished customers concern as if I did this all
the time and one of the first thing I did
was to check out the jetty where ship-
wrights and engineers, well known to me,
were working. To my considerable relief
not one of them had seen my fall from
grace. I smartly gunned the boat away
from the jetty and headed for Scotland
island as if nothing had had happened. 
By the time we got back I was perfectly fry
and able to kid myself it had all been a
bad dream. (MM)

......

With Geoff now well and truly installed
as Commodore, all us closet

Fogarters can come clean with some new
accounts.  I think I could get away with
never having to declare this one, but in
the interests of developing the cult, I shall
confess.

Imagine a perfect summer’s day with a
light NE breeze, perfect conditions for a
yacht called Soleil.  The extended family
had enjoyed a beautiful days sailing and
lunch in Coasters retreat and the bulk of
passengers had been disembarked at
Mitchell's Marina (now Holmes Marine).
With my father as crew, we set off for the
trip back to the ASC mooring.  We
motored away from Mitchell’s on the west-
ern side of Scotland Island.  As we came

to the northern tip, I thought we could enjoy a pleasant reach
across to the mooring under headsail.  My father, who had only
limited sailing experience, was on the wheel and I set about
unfurling the headsail.  At this point I noticed that we had left a

fender tied onto the safety rail and flipped over
onto the deck, which was now fouling the head-
sail sheet and preventing the sail from filling.
Very simple to fix……however, as someone
once said "life is what happens while you are
busy making other plans", or "just when you
think everything is perfect you get bitten in the
bum". As I stepped onto the outboard side of
the headsail (which in hindsight was not the
right place to be) and released the sheet from
the fender, the beautiful nor’easter just filled the
sail and sent me backwards in a full Fogarty

(with pike) clean over the rails.  Luckily, as I went overboard I
managed to grab the lazy sheet and next thing I know I am
gliding, complete with glasses and sailing shoes still in place,
past my father at the helm shouting to "put  her into the wind" -
which didn't seem to mean much to a very stunned helmsman!
After what seemed an inordinately long time the boat slowed
and I pulled myself hand over hand to the stern and clambered
on to the marlin board hoping no one from ASC had had seen
my impromptu swim. (NG)

The Continuing Saga of Fogarties

It took one man named Fogarty 
to do an Eccles (now a Fogarty) and 

pretty soon confessions come flying in
from all areas. If you are brave enough to
send your wet experience to Jibsheet we

will share your embarassment with the
membership.This issue presents two

instances of getting wet ...enjoy

I feel so deliciously
naughty in these
skimpy bathers
WHOO, BABY

Min, Min,
you wanton
hussy you

Do 
not panic my

captain. I shall
toss you a 

LIFE SAVER
(Gropes in

pockets, pulls
out half
sucked

sweets, picks
off lint)

He’s fallen
in the

WAT-TA



Centreboarders Beat Yachties...Again?

What started out as a friendly social game of golf
on a recent lovely winter Sunday morning, turned

into a serious grudge match between one pair claiming
to represent the centreboarder fraternity and another,
the yachties.  The inaugural ASC Annual Golf Teams
Challenge was thus conceived on the championship
course at Riverside Oaks Golf Club.  

The Centreboarders’ team (represented by Andrew
Kendall and Dug Russell) won the day quite convinc-
ingly over the dubious Yachties partnership of Geoff
Fogarty and Trevor Martin.  Whilst there were ample
quantities of goodwill and good cheer during the event,
the Yachties certainly vowed to put up a better showing
at next year’s tournament.

Not wanting to inflict further embarrassment on their
Yachting cousins, the Centreboard team agreed not to
rub salt into their wounded pride by constantly referring
to the result – much.

True to form, the Yachties team captain provided a
classic moment – a “Golfogarty”.  Having lost his 5 iron
somewhere on a previous hole, Geoff panics and
sends the course Marshall to search for his lost club.
As soon as the Marshall heads off into the distance for
an exhaustive hour-long search of the previous 12
holes, Geoff notices that his 5 iron is actually in his bag
after all.   “Ooops – sorry about that”.
Unfortunately for the Centreboarders, the miss-
ing 5 iron meant that Geoff chose the correct
club (4 iron) and put his shot next to the flag for
nearest the pin and and a birdie!!!

Official Results:
Centreboarders defeated Yachties “3 and 2” –
three up with two holes to play.

G Fogarty: Longest Drive and two Nearest the
Pins.

G Fogarty won individual trophy – 38 points.
[He also has another appointment with the
Official Handicapper – prior to his next outing].

A Kendall came second in the Individual trophy
with 29 points. [He has many appointments with
a golf coach prior to his next outing].

MEMORABLE MOMENTS:

• Geoff Fogarty (his Golfogarty)

• Andrew Kendall – his desperate chasing of the
beer cart on the tenth – at 9.30 in the morning.

He made it!! (And hardly won another point after that).
Andrew Kendall – holed an 8-iron approach shot on
the 5th for a birdie.

• The general moaning from the Yachties team after
realising they can’t win – reminiscent of the “general
moaning” from the yachties down at the club each
weekend.

A good day was had by all and we look forward to
stiffer opposition next year.

Thanks goes to all those who gave up their time to
participate in this difficult, but important event. 
This was deemed a trial event to see how this may be
included into our activities calendar each year.
Expressions of interest and ideas for next winter’s
event to Dug Russell.

[Editors note: have you ever noticed what the closest
word your spellcheck gives when it does not recognise
the word: fogerty???   Forgery.  Maybe that is the origi-
nal family name from centuries ago and it has been
changed to become more politically correct.  Just a
thought.  [We hear it also applies to his self awarded
golf handicap!!]
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Cruize Newz

The grand globe of a honey coloured full moon rose ethe-
really over the arch of the harbour bridge as Jim, Sue,

Bev and Paul sat sipping sparkling red, snacking on fresh
prawns, while the early evening breeze meandered across
still warm skin. Just magic! (Definitely the name of our next
boat if Edge and Evelyn hadn’t already snared it!)  This was
the setting for our final night on Sydney harbour during last
Easter’s cruise.  The trip did not started particularly auspi-
ciously but ended superbly.

On Good Friday Jim and Sue Flaye on Kate Kelly and Paul
and Bev Sinclair on
Hagar II set out for
the Harbour. The
forecast had not
been looking partic-
ularly favourable
with 25 Knots pre-
dicted, but things
were looking pretty
good until about a
1/2 mile off
Barrenjoey the wind
started to rise.  It
was time for Hagar
to reef the genoa.
At that point the
continuous loop
genoa furling line
parted leaving no
way to furl in what was rapidly turning into unpleasant weath-
er.  We decided that prudence dictate that we head back into
the shelter of Barrenjoey to assess options.  Once there, we
were able to get the sail in but we needed repairs before con-
tinuing on our trip.  On contacting Kate Kelly, they too decid-
ed that bouncing into a 25 knot southerly down to the harbour
was not a good use of their day and so we agreed to head
back to Refuge Bay for the night.

On arriving at the Avalon mooring we were warmly 
welcomed by the Trembaths and Curtis family.  We spent a
quiet evening together, chatting and dealing with a very
friendly boat pooch.  An interesting discussion item was the
revelation that the Kidners and the Maher’s had gone over to
the dark side by buying an original timber Halvorsen.  This, I
know, is no longer news to those who have seen Peter work-
ing long hours on the beast moored off the jetty.

Saturday morning, with repairs complete and a still not a par-
ticularly impressive forecast, Hagar and Kate again set off for
the Harbour. The wind was initially quite light but quickly
gained in strength to around the 20K mark and in came the
rain squalls.  These were sometimes impressive in the
strength of rainfall, with the sea around being completely flat-
tened.  On another occasion, the squall came in like a
cyclone, whipping in and then leaving us completely
becalmed before coming in from the opposite direction and
slowly swinging back to the south.  It was a cold and very wet
trip.  Arriving through the heads as the sun broke through and
the wind dropped was very gladdening.  All was not quite OK,
as now Jim and Sue had trouble dropping sails on Kate.  We

anchored in Quarantine Bay late afternoon in time for whisky
and hot soup and yes, in that order.  We gathered on Kate for
a short while to relive the day.  Jim and Sue introduced us to
a wonderful winter warmer which I can highly recommend to
all; a cup of good strong lapsang souchong with a 
generous dollop of Bundaberg.  

Sunday March 27 came up beautiful, sunny and 
windless. (With no light showers as was the case when Bev
and Paul married 30 years earlier!)  After a 
relatively late start, the flotilla of two headed down the har-

bour under motor, passed
under the bridge and into
Black Wattle Bay.  We
dropped anchor and took a
dinghy over to the fish market.
Doyle’s fish and chips on a
sunny afternoon is one of
Sydney’s great pleasures. As
evidenced by the very large
crowds present!  We picked
up fresh prawns for later as
well.  

By this time the day had
become very warm so we
headed off for a tour down the
Harbour, around Cockatoo
Island (where there was a
music festival 
taking place) and then back

round to Mort Bay for the night.  With the ambience of the
setting and the sufficiency of succulent prawns and other food
on board (and a good dollop of laziness) we beat off the 
temptation to sample the Balmain village pubs.  The reward
for that is where this article started.

Monday dawned fine but definitely a bit grey with predictions
of stronger winds for the afternoon.  An early start had been
scheduled so as to get back to Pittwater before the worst
arrived.  By the time we arrived off Taronga Zoo wharf to pick
up a friend for the return journey the drizzle had set in and
the trip back was starting to look ominous.  By the time we
had made it to the Heads though, the weather was starting to
look up.  The day turned into an almost perfect sail, wind
from the south west at 10-15K, blue sky and increasing tem-
perature.  Around Narrabeen we could see a water spout off
to the north east but fortunately heading away from us. It last-
ed for about 15 minutes.  A little later we were able to
impress our guest Ian with a pod of sporty dolphins roaming
past the boat.   A last hiccup as we swung into the lee of
Barrenjoey and zero breeze, before emerging into a delightful
run down to The Basin.  The weather was so beautiful that
we all agreed that a stop there for a latish lunch would be
ideal.  We whiled away the last couple of hours of freedom
basking in the sun before the final eventual return to land.

Paul Sinclair 

SV Kate Kelly
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South West Western Australia

Four days glued to binoculars watching Teams
Racing and ending up emotional wrecks we thought

we deserved a holiday! Having spent some time touring
around Perth, Fremantle, Cottesloe where we were
staying and Rottnest Island we thought a tour of the
south west would fill in the last four days of the trip. We
hired a motor home, not just any motor home but a six
berth seven metre long three metre high beast of a
motor home which had everything including hot shower,
toilet, microwave, air conditioning etc etc. I got used to
driving the beast as we headed to Albany 400 km away
and our first stop for the night. Albany is a busy port city
situated on King George Sound an enormous body of
water. We spent the night at Middleton Beach and the
following morning drove to Whale World at the Cheynes

Beach Whaling Station, the last whaling station in
Australia. A fascinating place to visit, with all parts of
the station preserved including the whale oil tanks as
IMAX style theatres! A real eye opener and superbly
demonstrates the reasons why we should preserve
these magnificent mammals for all to enjoy.

Through Denmark a picturesque coastal town and onto
the Valley of the Giants and the Tree Top Walk in the
Walpole-Nornalup National Park. An amazing structure
suspended from pylons which rises gradually to 40
metres into the canopy of the ancient Tingle forest. On
to Pemberton in the Karri forests where we climbed to
the top of the Gloucester Tree a 61 metre Karri tree fire
lookout. Steel rods driven into the trunk provide a spiral

ladder up through the branches to a
lookout platform at the top. What a
climb and view from the top! Coming
down is something else!

Augusta and Cape Leeuwin were
next stop where the Southern and
Indian Oceans meet, an awesome
wind blown place. The boys were
keen to surf Margaret River but the
surf was blown out and besides we
had to stop at the Vasse Felix Winery
for a suitable bottle of red for our last
night inYallingup. In an attempt to find
a suitable surf break we headed to
Cape Naturaliste on the north west-
ern corner of this region. Just inside
Geographe Bay off Rocky Point the
perfect left hander was found at last!

We now started the homeward leg
back to Perth stopping in Busselton
which boasts the longest wooden
jetty in the southern hemisphere.
Unfortunately we weren’t able to walk
its 1.8 km length due to pouring rain,
the only rain we had since arriving in
WA. Bunbury and Mandurah were bi
passed as we raced back to Perth for
our flight home. 

For those who haven’t been to WA
we can highly recommend it. We only
experienced a very small part of what
is Australia’s largest State and look
forward to a much longer visit next
time. 

The Kidners
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Iestimated our position as 55 miles into Bass Strait. We
could not continue pounding into the seas, we had to get

the gunwales out of the water. Graham and I looked at
each other and knew we had to turn around and head for
Eden, It was simply not safe to continue, The rest of the
crew agreed so we set a new course for Eden carrying
only the Storm Jib. At our current speed
of 6 knots the trip would take 10 hours. The water had
now stopped and so long as we took it easy and kept the
gunwales out of the water we felt we would be okay.

By 1600, after four or five hours of sailing, it was clear we
were being carried too far to the east. We would need to
carry more sail if we were to make Eden so we re-set the
Trisail and were able to point higher. In hindsight this was
a mistake, as it only drove the bow further underwater.

It was Graham who first noticed that the anchor hatch
cover was missing. During the night in Bass Strait the
cover must have worked loose and been ripped off by the
seas. It is a flange mounted cover right up in the fore peak
The hatch has a flush mounted fitting and the lid is hinged
to allow for a place to stow an anchor. Of course in a rac-
ing yacht it is empty, a useless little compartment we used
to keep a hose in for filling up the water bags while in
dock. Now the hatch cover was gone and the anchor well
was full of water. The two drain holes in the bottom of the
well unable to cope with the volume of water as we
pounded through the seas.

The anchor well is separated from the forward sail locker
by a plywood bulkhead designed as a partition, with no
real structural integrity, I could see water leaking in around
the starboard side of this bulkhead. Our first plan was to
stuff something into the locker to try to displace the water.
As Graham was the lightest he went forward with the
hatch awning cover, lashing it to the lifelines as best he
could. This stemmed the main flow of the water.

By this time the scene down below was not so good. The
drain holes in the forward sail locker, holes about the size
of a ten-cent coin were blocked, and the bulkhead
between the sail locker and the head was trapping water.
There must have been a couple of tons of water. I remem-
ber it was up to Graham’s knees.

As it turned out the anchor locker was the cause of all our
problems. Water had been running between the sandwich
construction of the deck and headboard lining, pouring out
the port and starboard gunwale and running down into the
bilge.

Our immediate task was to get on top of the water and
again it was Graham who went forward, up to his knees in
water and cleared out the stowage space under the front
sail locker so we could see the extent of the problem. The
lockers were full, and I mean full of water. There is no
quicker way of getting rid of water than to give a fright-
ened man a bucket! We had 3 sturdy buckets and no
shortage of men.

I estimated our position as 35 miles south east of Eden.
The weather was showing no signs of improving and we
were making no significant headway with the water weigh-
ing down the bow. 15 minutes later and still the water was
coming in faster than we could get rid of it. We needed to
report in, let another vessel in the area know of our
dileh1m~ and hopefully get some assistance. Graham
sent out a PAN at 1750 over the VHF short-range radio
and fired a distress flare. We still had some juice in the
battery, not much but just enough. Our PAN was heard by
Anitra V, a 10 metre sloop that had retired and was also
heading for Eden. They were able to relay our position to
race control and confirm that we too would also be head-
ing for Eden.

Anitra V indicated they were about 3 hours from us and
were prepared to offer assistance. We set a course that
would intercept Anitra V about 20 miles fro\m Eden. We
then set about trying to get rid of the water. We set up a
bucket brigade, taking it in turns tipping the water from the
front sail locker into the head, then from the head into the
main cabin and from the main cabin up and
out into the cockpit.

I don't know how long it took, I guess about half an hour,
before finally Graham said the water level was dropping
below his knees. Slowly the bow lifted out of the water and
we knew we were on top of it. I guess it took another two
hours of bailing to get all the water out or the boat. We
were now under Trisail only, having ditched the storm Jib
to stop the bow from digging
into the waves. At this rate we were going to take forever
to reach Eden and though we had tried to start the motor
once before and failed, we felt we should give it another
go. The motorcycle battery was giving up the ghost, we
were only receiving a very weak signal, and we need to
restore radio contact ASAP. We had put out a PAN and we
knew that out position was being monitored. We needed
the motor to restore power to our long range HF radio.
Perhaps more importantly, Eden was now directly upwind
and we wanted to motor to help ease the bow through the
seas. 

Again we removed the engine cover and called on the
ironman. As john took the crank handle we k new he was
going to start that motor. He had that look in his eye. He
started turning the motor over, slowly at first and gradually
building up speed till finally that delightful sound as she
kicked into life. We put her in to gear and set off for Eden
with cheers all around. It was now 2100 and I estimated
we were 25 miles SE of Eden. It would take about eight
hours running time assuming we could maintain our cur-
rent speed of three knots per hour to reach Twofold Bay.

Wednesday 29th December 1993
Unfortunately we were unable to contact Anitra V, who
was still on course to intercept our position. We were now
on a slightly different course and had increased our speed.
We estimated it would take 3 or 4 hours to charge the bat-
teries before we could contact them.

Continued on page 9

First Hobart continued
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First Hobart continued

There was nothing we could do about this. At one stage
we noticed a light and shone our torches onto our rig-

ging and hoped that they had seen us, but the light soon
faded. We found out later that it was indeed Anitra V's lights,
that they were in fact making slower progress towards Eden
than us and actually docked 2 hours after us. As soon as
the batteries were charged enough to send a radio message
we contacted Eden Coastguard, who in turn were able to
get in touch with Anitra V and inform them we were
approaching, Eden.

At 0600 on the morning of the 29th we turned the corner
into Twofold Bay and could not believe our eyes. The bay
was full of Hobart boats! As we had no radio, no means of
hearing about the 2 boats that had sunk, the countless dis-
masting, the extraordinary high retiring rate and of course
John Quinn's amazing man overboard rescue. We were
stunned to see the company we were in. We tied up along-
side Maxi Ragamuffin and spent the day drying out, hearing
all the stories of broken masts, crews being plucked from
life rafts, and generally coming to terms with the fact we had
ended up in Eden rather than Hobart.

Looking back now I am pleased with our achievement. Prior
to retiring we were first on our division and seventeenth
overall. None of us had ever been in a Hobart before and
we brought Julius's boat back in one piece. We made it half
way across Bass Strait, we were forced to turn back due to
a minor problem. It was such a preventable thing. In all the
lead up races we never had any problems with the anchor
hatch cover. It was certainly a baptism of fire!
Will I go again?.....You bet,

Ross Trembath

SAILING MASTER
WANTED

Are you interested in putting your racing 
experience to good use and enjoying sunny

Sundayson Pittwater at the same time?  We're 
a keen and relatively novice team of three 

regulars on a Bonbridge 27. 
We're looking for a person with 
racing skills - possibly a retired 

skipper to join us to:

1.  have fun
2.  help build our skills 

particularly spinnaker work

We're intending to all or most races this
season.  If interested, please contact Toni

on 0416 006 088 or
tonifear@optusnet.com.au

RPAYC
Ice Breaker Regatta 

Sat/Sun 20-21/8

A group of 12 boats represented Avalon
Sailing Club at the RPAYC Ice Breaker

Regatta on August 20-21.

3 Flying 11's, 3 Spirals and 6 Manly Juniors
There were mixed weather conditions with
Saturday definitely 'ice breaker' weather 

while Sunday was sunny but the last race
was cancelled due to no wind.

Overall results were

Spiral division: 1st Will Sherman, 
2nd Cameron Edwards, 

3rd Mike Holloway

Manly Juniors:  1st Aaron Bradley

Individual heats also had a scatter of 
2nd and 3rd places in all classes.

A great weekend was had 
by all involved

Working B
We Need You

Saturday 27th August
Lunch provided
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Guess Who, Don’t Sue

We all know the terrific job our social organ-
iser did for the commodore's ball, and with

the initials H.C.B. I guess you would have to come
as "hot cross boobs" -woops, I mean "buns".
While our esteemed social page photographers
were catching various people, male and female,
praying at Helen's chest, the one they missed out
on was that Jim bloke with the Froggy sounding
last name actually sampling the left one. Pity
Helen forgot to tell him that she had stabilised
them with Araldite to stop  them crumbling.Never
seen such a look of culinary disgust on a blokes
face like that before.

Who is the new member of the mermaid
brigade who did a "Fogarty" while climbing

into her dinghy from the back of the Riviera 30
last Sunday. I thought it was bloody cold,but she
said the water temp.was not too bad.I guess that
's what you get for being Canadian, Pat.

When you are not sailing I presume the next
best thing is skiing.Your scribe was recently

down at Perisher Valley working on a ski lodge.
Having just been given a new watch by his wife
for his birthday (not as big as John Taylors)and
not wanting to wet same while under the shower,
he placed it carefully on the ledge of the fibre-
glass shower recess. Bugger, there was no ledge!!
Discreetly trying to arrange assistance from our
Roger award originator was a bit unsuccessful."
Hey,Wendy, Norm has just lost the new watch
you gave him." at about 100 decibels.
God moves in mysterious ways. As we were
preparing to leave the next morning (c'mon
Helen,let's get going) "the originator" reversed
his car at about the same speed Ron Parker used
to reverse up from the Club, straight over log
which levered both rear wheels off the ground.
They say that if you have a lever long enough and
a fulcrum  you can move anything, even a Holden,
after an hour that is,and in 2 degrees celsius.
Sorry Rog. but we were a bit shy of guess who's ?
Powerboat Drivers Urgently Wanted

Norm Field

BOAT PERSON
WANTED

We need a couple of level-headed, 
enthusiastic boat drivers for the coming
season. Age 14 or above, boys or girls.

NSW Junior or Senior Powerboat license
an advantage, but experience and 

enthusiasm count for as much or more.
Driver and marine radio training provided 

to the right applicants.

Duties include boat driving, laying marks,
helping run race starts. 8.30 to 5 
(sometimes later) each Sunday in 
season. Pay varies with age and 
experience, free lunch included.

This is a great opportunity for someone to do a
responsible job, learn skills which will be useful 
life-long, have fun, help a lot of kids (and a few

oldies) learn how to sail, and not least of all, learn 
to operate responsibly and often independently.

There aren't many jobs offering that to 14 year olds,
and "Rescue boat driver" certainly looks good on 

anyone's c.v.

If you know anyone who might be 
interested, please call Glenn on 

9918 7300 or 0407 187 333
at any time, or send an email to

sanders@ozemail.com.au
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This AGM saw outgoing Commodore (team)
Peter and Elizabeth Kidner handing over

the reigns to Geoff and Jennie Fogarty. Below
you can see Geoff presenting the departing
pair with a beautiful photograph of their
Etchells Satchmo. This great picture was cap-
tured by Celia Craig and reproduced on a can-
vas material. The result is great and I can
report that it is pride of place in the Kidner’s
home.

Other presentations went to those leaving the

committee after many years of hard work and
the new committee members were welcomed.
You will be able to read about our new 
committee members as we publish their sailing
biographies in the Jibsheet throughout 2005/6.

The good news was that we have broken the
back of the Clubs refurbishing work...some-
thing that has exercised our minds for some
years now.

The Club is all set for a great season of sailing.

The AGM



PO Box 59, Avalon, NSW 2107
Clubhouse: Old Wharf Reserve
Hudson Parade, Clareville, NSW 2107
Phone: (02) 9918 3637

Editor: Mike Maher
(02) 9918 9271

michael@smile.com.au
webmaster@avalonsailingclub.com.au

Assistant Editor: Stuart Walker
stuartwalker@optusnet.com.au

www.avalonsailingclub.com.au
“For the fostering, encouragement, 
promotion, teaching and above all 

enjoyment of sailing on the 
waters of Pittwater”

Affiliated with
the Yachting Association of NSW

Patron: Iain Murray

COMING EVENTS

Working B
27/8/05

(Lunch provided)

Yacht Safety Check
27/8/05 and 4/9/05

Opening Day
4/9/05

Centreboard 
Opening Day

11/9/05

RUNNING BY THE LEE

www.avalonsailingclub.com.au

There was movement at the station....or, how about, the’re changing guard at Buck House? Well musical
boats has been a hot topic for some in the cool months that are our winter season. In a nut shell...Mike

left Soleil. John left KTV@sea and a new player, Trina appeared on the scene.

The roll up is that John and Cher Kinght are now part owners of Soleil and Mike and Robyn Maher are part
owners with Peter and Elizabeth of that beautiful little Halvorsen you may have seen close in to the Club.
Now, I notice that a certain “cruising member” has referred to the Trina aquisition as going over to the “dark
side”. (Until now I had always saved that phrase for those who left the ranks of Apple Mac computers for
Windoze) Personal hurt aside you may well see little Trina nudging along side on one of your cruising week-
ends...please be kind to us.

Peter will of course still be racing Satchmo and your editor will also be looking for the odd crew spot aboard a
yacht

Mike Maher


