
 

 
 
Folks: 
  
Oh how wrong I was. When I arrived early at the sight I was greeted with wall to wall floating debris, the result of the storm 
that marched through the night before. That and the fact that there was not a breath of wind to be had for love nor money 
made our prospects look dim indeed. 
But hark. Out of the west there came a wind, just as was foretold by the minions at Windfinder. Oh yee of little faith. 
It was a little wind but it was enough to help the tides clear out most of the junk and supply us with the makings for a 
splendid day of sailing. It actually attained enough strength to provide us with a couple real face plants too. 
Our down wind gate became our windward mark and you needed to be mindful of where the wind was and to get yourself 
there, other wise you sat and watched. 
We got in 9 two lap races, each with long and challenging windward workout. Fun Fun Fun. 
  
Enjoy. 
Larry 
 


