
 

 
 
Folks: 
 The tide was so low. How low was it? 
It was so low you could have walked to the down wind marks and the tide was still on the the ebb. 
The ramp going down to the floating dock was so steep it could have been replaced by a latter. 
But we were tough. 
We had enough beer and chips and dip on hand that we could have foregone the sailing and just partied all afternoon. 
That option was considered but jettisoned as being too much work so we sailed instead. 
Very interesting. 
Do ya know what it’s like when the tide turns and the flood lifts all the JUNK off the beach and it all tries to float away? 
No. What’s it like? 
It’s like sailing in a giant Caesar Salad. 
Complete with Croutons. 
Enough already. 
Boy did that beer taste good. 
I’d do it again in a heart beat. 
 Enjoy 
Larry 
 PS. Isn’t funny how the best still rise to the top. Weeds still got him, once. LS 


