
 
 
Folks: 
It was a trick of the light that allowed us to see the wind. The lovely Flamenco dancer would sway and spin, revealing and 
then hiding as she closes and then opens her silver and green fan. Always tempting but never satisfying. Beckoning with 
her siren eyes. 
The silver green fans of wind would spread across the water like a broken string of pearls on the cold hard floor. Veer 
away and you may miss an advantage. Greet it with indecision and you may get knocked flat. Catch it just right and you 
could go “skipping across the ocean like a stone”. 
With the wind nominally coming out of the South it might have been a problem to have an East West coarse. But it worked 
very well. We had lots of room with long off sets and a very usable start finish line. Delicious. 
Enjoy. 
Larry 
 
 
 


