
 

 
 

Folks: 
 When is a regatta not a regatta? It’s like when you get stood up by your date at a nice restaurant. Forget her. Order yourself a first 
class drink and a fine steak and enjoy. It’s not the first time and it won’t be the last. 
We had four sailors show up ready for some fun but our dates went to the power room and never can back. Oh well. We had fun 
anyway, just not very much of it. 
 Now Sunday was a different gig altogether. A fairly constant wind of about 4 MPH topping out a maybe 8 MPH coming out of the 
WNW called for a straight forward course with all STBD roundings. Challenging but with the windward mark and the start finish line 
close to the bank it was eminently doable. Weeds were an issue for some but we cleared those out eventually. In fact it was a blast, 
and sort of a reward for the guys who endured Wednesday’s ordeal. 
 Enjoy. 
Larry Stiles 
 PS. Maggie is still beating me up for selling the Pikanto to Rich. Whatever. I’d rather race against it that watch it gather dust in the 
shop. She’s in good hands. LS. 


