
 

 
 

Larry’s typical overly optimistic Tuesday Eve’ Email hinted of Sunny weather and drew out this Mole from under his 

umbrella that hadn’t been dry for neigh on two weeks. Larry did lie and my bright orange Slickys went on in the 

Bowman Bay lot before I rolled out the pier to launch the Pikanto. At the start there was some delay to replace 

some buoy rode and then Rookie Doug set the windward marks way too far out to the West. The marks were moved 

in after a few tangled Boat Rafts appeared. Doug argued he was directed to drop the lead by an unnamed director 

on the dock. The start line was long and heavily port favored and we sailed toward the shore into lighter air. There 

were a few puffs that came through but the accompanying wind chill would drop the temp into the thirties. After a 

time the frustration of the drifting and the added shivering in the puffs made for an ever more repeated question 

through chattering teeth, “Is it three o’clock yet?” We all stuck it out until three to finish a total of eleven races. 

“That was fun”, said Optimist Larry in the lot as he escaped into his RV for a planned road trip south to find the 

sun. “See you later in San Diego. You Softy”, was my failed attempt to razz him. I moved my hand warmers out of 

my transmitter glove and put them in my pockets before cranking up my car heater to thaw out my feet. Njoy JWB 

 
 


