AQUATIC PARK SAILING CLUB: THE MOORING LINE

FROM THE EDITOR:

EXECUTIVE:

The aim of this issue is to help you enter
a brand new season. There is all sorts of
information in this issue on all the little
quirks of Aquatic Park. Help make this a
great season by picking up after
yourselves and pitching in. The more we
all do around the club, the better a club
it will be.

Commodore: Mike Robbins
commodore@aquaticpark.com
Vice-commodore: Malcolm Byard
vice_commodore@aquaticpark.com
Treasurer: David Carroll
treasurer@aquaticpark.com
Safety: Greg Blair
safety@aquaticpark.com
Communications: Keith Hickey
phone@aquaticpark.com
Newsletter: Kate George
newsletter@aquaticpark.com
Social: Stewart Durward and Susan
Baker
social@aquaticpark.com
Members At large: Cathryn
MacFarlane & Paul Scott
members_at_large@aquaticpark.com
House & Grounds: Phil Birkenheier
h_g@aquaticpark.com
Chief Duty Officer: Frank Jurkemik
duty_officer@aquaticpark.com
Race: John Toews
race@aquaticpark.com
Secretary: Barb Renouf
secretary@aquaticpark.com
Membership: Peter Smit
membership@aquaticpark.com
Harbour: Marcus Van Ierssel
harbour@aquaticpark.com

As noted in the article on Sailpast, all
boats must have their masts up by that
date. The APSC board has decided to
allow one boat to be exempt from this
rule this year: Keith Robinson is out in
Seattle working on the America’s Cup
boat until after that date. As soon as he
is done (some time around midsummer), Basket Case’s mast will be up
and it will be back zooming about the
lake.
If you have anything you’d like to
contribute (stories, recipes, tips, jokes
etc.), I’d love to hear from you – and it’s
worth work hours!
Thanks to all our contributors: Andrew
Weeber, Dennison Berwick, Chris Terry,
Chris Windsor, Warren Keillor, Greg
Blair, and to Maia Onno for laying out
this issue.
Thanks,
Kate George
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APSC NEWS
From the Commodore
Hello fellow members.
By the time that many of you read this,
your boats will be in the water, there
will be leaves on the trees and summer
will be just beginning. In short,
another season on the water, and we
realize with a certain amount of
surprise that APSC is over 30 years
old. This is no small feat considering
our humble beginnings, our humble
past, our humble present, and most
likely, our humble future.

Our organization has thrived on its
low-key, small footprint approach to
its relationship with the water. No
blue blazers here! What we have
instead is a unique organization in a
unique setting. Good things don't
come easy though. We can never
become complacent, and we must all,
to some extent, shoulder the burden of
responsibility of maintaining our
club’s presence as the coolest place to
keep a boat in the GTA.
Having said all that, it is realized and
accepted that our membership has a
wide range of ability and willingness
to contribute to the common wealth.
But what must be considered, the
lowest common denominator, the
prime element that all of us ought to
contribute to the club, is a knowledge
of and adherence to the articles that
bind ourselves to the Leslie Spit and to
each other. Our site and mooring
regulations and club bylaws form a
simple and easy to follow list of do's
and don’ts that guide our sometimes
fraught existence out here on the Spit.
So, help yourself by helping others by
taking the time to visit the members
section of our new website at
www.aquaticpark.com and reading
through the documents there.
Mike
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Pencil in these Important Dates
(some to be confirmed)
Thursday, May 15th: 2Q GM
Saturday, June 14th: Sailpast: Blessing
of the Boats 1100, Sailpast 1300, Party
1800
July 12th: Beach Party
Thursday, August 21st: 3Q GM
Saturday, August 16th: Pig Roast
Saturday, September 13th: Force 10 race
and party and,
Sunday, September 9th: Full Keel race
Saturday, October TBA: Haul-out
Sunday, October TBA: Docks –out
breakfast
Saturday, October 18th: Thanksgiving
Dinner
Thursday, November 20th: AGM
Saturday, November 29th: Christmas
Party
Sailpast
The first big event, and arguably the
most important, of the sailing season is
fast approaching. Sailpast is the official
launch of sailing season, and for that
reason alone, it is important. This year,
Sailpast is on Saturday, June 14th. A lot
of fun activities are planned, but the
main purpose and structure of the
event remains the same: the blessing of
our boats, and saluting the
commodore. A little bit of seriousness
followed by a whole lot of fun.

Around 11 a.m. that day, Father Ariel
will arrive and will be piped down to
the end of the dock where he will bless
the fleet. It is a requirement of the club
that all masts are up, but it also a good
date to keep in mind to have boats
spiffed up for the summer season, as
many boats show themselves off by
festoons of burgies and pennants. Get
to the dock early!
Then around 1 p.m. is the traditional
Sailpast, loosely based on the nautical
requirement that when you meet your
superior at sea, you are required to
render the normal “naval salute” by
dipping the Canadian flag and waiting
for the response. In and around yacht
clubs, this can become a nuisance with
so many boats on the lake. It was
decided a long time ago that it would
be better to condense this tradition
into one ceremonial salute at the
beginning of the boating season
instead of saluting at every meeting.
The annual Sailpast was born.
At Aquatic Park, we have taken the
salute to the next level: the object is to
sail past and salute the commodore
with a drenching -- with buckets of
water, water pistols or whatever other
device (within reason) that might do
the trick.
This year’s organizers Shelly Font and
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James Chalmers have a whole bunch
more in store including children’s
activities in the afternoon. A party
follows in the evening. Come out for
some Sailpast fun!
Car Etiquette:
Please keep speed to a maximum of 30
km/h.
Please attach your APSC sticker to
your windshield, and stop at the gate
to allow the attendant to identify you.
If you don’t have a sticker, please stop
at the gate and have your current
membership card ready for the
attendant.
Please drive with your four-way
flashers on while on the spit.
Remember – no car access on
weekends or statutory holidays
between 9 a.m. and 6 p.m. (April to
October) and 9 a.m. and 4:30 p.m.
(November to March). The only car
that should be in APSC parking lot in
the summer during these hours is that
of the duty officer. All others must be
at the gate parking lot.

Van Schedule
Time @ Front Gate/Time at APSC
(Dogs are only allowed on vans that go
right into the club.)
0915 (Top of Lane)
0945 (APSC1000)
1015 (Top of Lane 1030)
1045 (APSC 1100)
1115 break
1145 (APSC 1200)
1215 (Top of Lane 12:30)
1245 (APSC 1300)
1315 lunch
1345 (APSC 1400)
1415 (Top of Lane 1430)
1445 (APSC 1500)
1515
1545 break
1615 (Top of Lane 1630)
1645 (APSC 1700)
17:15 (APSC 1730)

All About Being a Duty Officer:
All members are expected to serve as
Duty Officer once a season. It’s worth
four work hours. In addition to being
the face of the club should visiting
boats arrive, there are a few simple
tasks to be completed during the day,
which is from 9 a.m. until 6 p.m.
You should get to the clubhouse by 9
a.m. You may get stopped by the
passenger van, which also starts
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around that time, to check you are
indeed the duty officer. In the
clubhouse you will find a permit
which you should place in the window
of your vehicle. The permit is usually
located in the Duty Officer’s Manual,
which generally sits on a table near the
corner windows.

Officer you are allowed to bring your
boat to the dock at its designated spot
– the first slip in on the right hand side
when you face out from the club house
-- and work on it all day if you like.

You are the only vehicle allowed, so if
there are other vehicles parked in the
clubhouse parking lot you should
investigate, and make a note in your
Duty Officer's Report, in the Duty
Officer's Manual.

Probably the most important thing is
to check for visitors and if there are
any, make them feel welcome and give
them a letter, which you will find in or
near the Duty Officers Manual. The
day ends at 6 p.m., after which cars
will start to arrive again at the
clubhouse. Being duty officer is worth
4 work hours, so make sure to have
your card marked accordingly by the
Chief Duty officer (Frank Jurkemik)
when you see him. It is also required
that you contact the next duty officer
as per item 7 in the Duty Officer
Report.

In fact you should note anything
unusual in that report. For instance,
there should not be any unattended
boats at the dock. If there are, make
note of them in your report. All dogs
should be on a leash. You can pretty
well follow the instructions in the
manual. Mark your page with the
appropriate date. Turn on the radio
which is on the emergency channel.
Don't worry about the various
conversations, unless it concerns
something that happens right in our
bay, which is very unlikely.
Check the work boat, the fire
extinguishers, and clean up the place
as needed. This may involve sweeping
the floor of the clubhouse and tidy up
in and around the clubhouse. As Duty

Boats are only allowed on the face of
the dock for 15 minutes.

Thanks for helping out.
Dog Etiquette for Tommy Thompson
Park and Aquatic Park Sailing Club
Our lease with the TRCA states that
we can bring our dogs to the club area
only, before taking them to our boats.
At no time are the dogs allowed to run
freely in the surrounding area or
under any circumstances are we to
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walk our dogs on the spit. (No dogs
are allowed on the spit, so our being
allowed to bring them in is a real
privilege that we should not abuse.)
Please confine walks to within the
perimeter of the parking lot only. This
means they are not allowed up the
lane to the road, or down any paths
leading off the parking lot. (Make sure
you stoop and scoop, of course.)
We are asked to keep our dogs under
control, pick up after them and please
have them leashed or on our boats,
especially when food is being served at
the club. Keep them quiet, so as not to
disturb other members or wildlife.
There are ground-nesting birds and
other small wildlife that need to be
protected from over-enthusiastic dogs.
As well, not all members are dog
lovers.

2008 Safety
by Greg Blair, Safety Officer
Work Boat
Since 2002, everyone operating a
power driven vessel under 4 m or
13'-1” has required a Pleasure Craft
Operator Certificate. Our work boat is
12'=11”. There are two reasons you
need a PCOC to operate the club work
boat. First, it is the law. Second, our
insurance policy only covers club
members operating the boat who have
a PCOC. If you do not have a PCOC
and do not have it on you, do not
operate the work boat.
Safety Courses
We have five offerings related to safety
in 2008:
●

It is a privilege having our dogs with
us, one that a number of us would like
to continue to enjoy, but this privilege
can be taken away if abused.
Thank you for you cooperation and
happy sailing with your dog.
(With thanks to Wendy Nicolaidis.)

●

June 1, 2008 – Pleasure Craft
Operator Certificate Exams -Take
your PCOC test. Study using the
Transport Canada Safe Boating
Guide.
June 7, 2008, - Radio Course –
Restricted Operator Certificate –
Maritime or ROC(M). This is the
operator certificate that allows you
to operate a VHF-FM or MF/HFSSB ship-to-shore radio. Register,
receive the materials, learn the
phonetic alphabet before the
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●

●

●

course, and then take the course.
June 21, 2008, - Man Overboard –
MOB. This is a half day lecture
followed by a half day of practice
on the water. Can you figure out
how to hoist our 200 pound
dummy out of the water onto your
boat, say if you are a kid weighing
80 pounds? Come on out and find
out how.
Canadian Coast Guard Pleasure
Craft Courtesy Checks. These
courtesy checks are available upon
demand throughout the sailing
season. Find out if your boat meets
the equipment regulations of the
Small Craft regulations in the
Canada Shipping Act. For
example, do you carry the correct
documentation on-board?
LO 300 race safety check. This is a
requirement for all boats entering
the Lake Ontario 300 race. See the
LO300 Notice of Race for more
details.

2008 Flotilla Cruise to Quebec City
(and back)
We are assembling a three-week cruise
to Quebec City and back to participate
in the 400th anniversary of the
incorporation of the City of Quebec.
One of our goals is to experience the
restaurants of Quebec and practice our

French. The restaurants are terrific and
my French needs practice. How about
yours?
The distance is 500 miles each way.
Our goal is to spend 7 x 70 mi days
heading down stream, 3 days in
Quebec, 10 x 50 mi days heading
upstream with two lay days for a total
of 22 days.
Our goal is to cruise, that is anchor as
much as practical. This cuts the
distance since you don't have to detour
to stop in at yacht clubs or marinas. At
upwards of $2 per foot to stop at a
marina, anchoring keeps the costs
down. Anchoring is the natural way to
travel for APSC members.
Leaving the Thursday before the July
1st long weekend, June 26 after work,
we will be back Sunday July 20. The 22
days are three weeks holidays plus an
extra day because of the Canada Day
holiday.
Interested in a course or the Flotilla?
For more information:
Greg Blair
APSC Safety Officer
safety@aquaticpark.com
416-691-5619
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OUR NEW WEBSITE
By John Ross
Your boat may not even be in the
water yet, but a new Aquatic Park
website just couldn't wait. If you
haven't been to the website
(http://www.aquaticpark.com)
recently it's time to take another look.
The new website includes all the
features of the old site, plus a few new
surprises. The "About Us" section has
a brief history of the club and the
Leslie Street Spit. Trying to recruit
people to work on your boat? Forward
them the link on how to become a new
member! The features section has a
number of new items including
cartoons, boating links, the bus
schedule, photo gallery, duty officer
schedule, and weather links. You'll
also see that there are now forums
where anyone can post items in the
market place, ask for (and give) help.
There are even forums for all your
sailing stories (we promise not to
check whether or not it actually
happened). In the members’ section,
you'll find past newsletters, mooring
regs, and bylaws. Finally, there is a
racing section that will be updated
with results as they come in.
The first time you access the site, you'll
see a link you can use to register your

account. Once you've registered, (and
been approved) you will be able to
access the "Member Only" section of
the site, post to the forums using your
own name, and post photos to the
gallery.
As with anything boat related, the
work is never finished, so there's still
more tweaking that needs to be done.
Luckily, along with the face lift, we've
overhauled the back-end of the site.
The entire Aquatic Park website now
runs on Drupal (don't worry if that
doesn't mean anything to you, it's a
geek thing). This will allow easy
changes in the future, so feel free to
post any ideas you might have in the
forums.
AN UNOFFICIAL SUGGESTION OF AN
UNOFFICIAL NAME
By Andrew Weeber
Congratulations to Andrew P. Weeber
who won APSC’s first ever Official
Contest for and Unofficial Name
contest. After hours of deliberation,
the contest’s Judge had to concede that
Andrew Weeber’s submission was
worthy of first prize. Ok, the real
scoop is that there were no
submissions to unofficially name
Malcolm’s boat. So here it is, the
winning submission pulled out of the
backside of Andrew Weeber.
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When naming a boat, so many rules
might come to mind to govern how
one will do it. Having recently named
a boat of my own (the award-winning
Edwina the Seaward, recipient of the
2007 Bath Tub Cup award) I struggled
with the very personal process of
naming a boat. Edwina came about
because she is the fifth boat that I have
had a hand in building. (OK, in
Edwina’s case, rebuilding. She was
born the same year I was.) The boats I
have built or rebuilt include Alulah,
Beulah, Camilla, Delilah, then Edwina.
My personal maxim for naming a boat
is that the name ought to be one that a
farmer would name a cow; and the
more antique the name, the better. So
if I were to count my meagre effort in
Malcolm’s boat’s rebuilding, it would
authorize me to choose a cow-like
name starting with the letter F. This
brought me to a baby name website,
www.babyhold.com, which gave me a
few doozies that make me giggle.
How about Felisberta? The meaning of
this German name is “intelligent.” Or
what about Filomena? This Italian
names means “loves mankind, or,
beloved.” Perhaps Findabair is an
appropriate Celtic name meaning
“mythical daughter of Medb.” (OK,
who the heck is Medb?) The Italian
name Fulvia meaning “blonde” or the

Celtic name Fingula, meaning
“mythical daughter of Lyr,” just make
me think of a bad Seinfeld episode.
The Gaelic name Fionnghuala is a
mouthful that means “flower.”
But most people prefer two syllable
names. So what about good ol
fashioned, plain Fanny? Fanny means
“free,” and is a variant of Frances. The
name Freda, a diminutive of Winifred
means “blessed reconciliation” and
might be fitting.
The name Frigg simply makes me
chortle. It actually means “One who
comes from Iceland, of Icelandic
origin.” However, my warped sense of
humour says that it would look great
in fancy lettering on the transom of a
boat dubbed, “the Chevy of the Great
Lakes.”
Perhaps the time has come that I
rethink my rules of naming a boat and
forget about F names altogether.
Perhaps it is time to choose a name
that reflects the community where
Malcolm’s Grampian will live out her
golden years.
We are a club of sailors. We devote
countless time, effort and dollars to
keep a vessel floating that most of the
general public cannot understand. To
the average landlubber, owning a boat
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is akin to carrying around a whole pile
of deadweight. To this Grampian’s
community, all that is required to get
the wind to push a pile of deadweight
through the waves is what provides
personal sanity. Deadweight is the
same word used in the contest’s
introduction describing those devoted
club members who gave of their
precious dock-beer-drinking time to
weight the front of the boat so that the
health of the stern might improve.
Deadweight might describe to the
uninitiated what precious dock
fellowship looks like from afar. The
uninitiated simply don’t comprehend
the joy found in our deadweight.
So apart from my personal favourite of
Filisberta, Malcolm may you take in
good humour APSC’s unofficial
suggestion of an unofficial new name
for your boat: DEADWEIGHT. May all
who sail on DEADWEIGHT
experience fair winds and good
fortunes.
[Congratulations to Andrew for winning
the bottle of rum!]
ENTERTAINING NEPTUNE
By Dennison Berwick
Naming or renaming a boat is never a
task to undertake lightly. We all know
the power of Mother Nature. Her

cousin Neptune, king of the sea, is no
slouch either.
According to tradition, Neptune (or
Poseidon to the ancient Greeks) keeps
a ledger with the name of every vessel
sailing his vast domain. He is
personally familiar with our boats.
And he has a reputation for being as
watchful and jealous as the Old
Testament God about ensuring that he
is properly respected and addressed.
So when it comes to naming or
changing the name of a sailboat –
especially yours – caution is the
watchword. As in all things nautical.
I have renamed both sailboats I've
owned. It's not that I'm especially
picky. It's just that some names should
never be used. My first sailboat was a
Roberts 36 -- a centre-cockpit sloop
built in Australia. I bought her on the
internet in the winter of 2001 while
staying in a farmhouse in France. The
boat was in Malaysia. She'd been
sailed only 125 miles from Phuket,
Thailand, by an American couple who
were already getting very
acrimoniously divorced. (To shield his
money from the IRS, the husband had
put all the paperwork in his wife's
name. So he was none too pleased that
she was selling the boat and pocketing
all the money.)
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I wanted none of their karma aboard
the vessel, which would be my home.
Besides, she was called “Further.”
There were Sailing Directions for the
South Pacific, so I get the idea. But if a
boat is a lady, then this didn't seem
such a feminine name. To make the
matter more unbearable, the yacht's
tender was called “A Little Further.”
Cute maybe, but only the first time
you read it.
Her name had to be changed. I
researched online what to do to please
Neptune, observe tradition and avoid
the pitfalls.
The thing is NOT to carry on board
anything with the new name. A big
no-no. Nothing with the new name
should be taken aboard until after the
de-naming and naming ceremony. If
this is unavoidable, the new name
must be covered.
The ideal time to change the name is
while the boat is out of the water. To
my mind, a boat out of water is not
really a vessel at all -- more a container
of expensive problems – so I think it
makes sense to commission the change
before your boat regains her true
nature. Then have a naming ceremony
on the water, followed by celebrations
appropriate to the seriousness of the
occasion.

All evidence of the former name must
be removed from Neptune's
(Poseidon's) Register of Vessels – the
forerunner, no doubt, to Lloyds
Register of Shipping. John Vigor,
author of The Seaworthy Offshore
Sailboat, warns, “Be ruthless. Sand
away the old name from the lifebuoys,
transom, topsides, dinghy, and oars.
Yes, sand it away. Painting over is not
good enough. You're dealing with
gods here, you understand, not mere
dumb mortals. If the old name is
carved or etched, try to remove it or, at
the very minimum, fill it with putty
and then paint it over.”
This is not the place to discuss how to
choose a new name, though it may be
useful to consider two points that are
commonsense and a legal nicety.
Firstly, if you may want to register
(rather than license) the vessel – so that
you can enter foreign ports - the name
must be unique in the Canadian
Registry. And not just the spelling of
the name – it should not sound like
another name.
Secondly, it’s probably good
seamanship to pick a name that can be
recognized easily over the radio. The
names of some boats seem
unpronounceable even when you read
the name on the vessel.
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According to Vigor, “How you
conduct the ceremony depends
entirely on you. If you're the theatrical
type, and enjoy appearing in public in
your yacht club blazer and skipper's
cap, you can read it with flair on the
foredeck before a gathering of
distinguished guests. But if you find
this whole business faintly silly and
embarrassing, and only go along with
it because you're scared to death of
what might happen if you don't, you
can skulk down below and mumble it
on your own. That's perfectly OK. The
main thing is that you carry it out. The
words must be spoken.”
I follow Buddhist practice, so in
keeping with that tradition and the
fact that my boat was in Asia, I invited
a Buddhist Thai friend to attend.
Karuna is not such a traditional
nautical name as Mayflower, Wanderer
or Gin Palace II. The word is Pali and
means "compassion" – one of the four
Buddhist virtues.
The appointed day was calm; the sky
deep blue. A mile out from land (and
the all-seeing eyes of other yachties in
the marina), I brought the Buddha
statue onto the foredeck and lit candles
and incense. I'd written out words for
a short ceremony and after reciting the
sentences, my friend and I scattered
rice over the deck and around the boat.

We opened a bottle of wine, poured a
libation on the bow, and settled down
for the rest of the afternoon to finish
the bottle.
Was this exactly the correct form that
Neptune requires? I don't know. John
Vigor has written his own text for a
ceremony, available online [Ed. note:
see last issue of The Mooring Line]. I
sailed Karuna happily for almost three
years, and sold her – for a profit! - just
weeks before the 2004 Indian Ocean
Tsunami. She survived and is still
sailing the Andaman Sea, now owned
by a Japanese couple.

I wondered if Neptune was playing a
joke when I bought my second boat, in
Penetanguishene in 2006. Her name
was Barbarick. Okay – not likely to be
already registered and not too difficult
to catch over the radio. But really,
Barbarick? It's a long way from Isobar or
Endeavour. And the dinghy was called
- Barbie. Someone thought that was
nice – aagh! The name had to go.
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The boat's new name is Kuan Yin –
bodhisattva of compassion. She is one
of the most important figures in
Mahayana Buddhism and revered by
hundreds of millions of people across
Asia, especially sailors, fishermen and
women in labour!

I sailed the first season with the old
name. Choosing a new name can be as
tricky as selecting a newborn's name –
after all she is your baby. And is takes
time to process all the Registry
paperwork. Meanwhile, I removed all
evidence of the old name on board and
happily scraped Barbie off the tender.
With a computer-aided cutting
machine, a kindly gentleman in
Penetanguishene made a six-foot-long
stencil in words and Chinese

characters from a pdf file created by a
Chinese designer friend in Toronto.
The intention is to paint the name in
gold letters on the dark green hull. Six
foot long on a 32-foot boat is perhaps
over doing it. But the Ships Registry
regulations require that the smallest
letters be at least 4 inches high. If the
name of the home port has to be so
large, the name of the vessel needs to
be huge. (The Register of Ships can't
tell the difference between a sailboat
and a supertanker.)
In the rush of boat projects and to get
launched and through the TrentSevern Waterway in 2007, there was
only time to outline the new name
with a black marker pen. I did light
incense and candles on the small altar
in the cabin. However, technically, the
naming ceremony has yet to be
completed properly.
I'm not taking this lightly. I don't want
to meet the wrath of Neptune or forfeit
the compassion of Kuan Yin. This
winter, in Thailand, I've had a 1.3
metre figurehead of Kuan Yin riding a
dragon carved in teak to be mounted, I
hope, on the mizzen mast. This coming
summer, the boat will be on the hard
as vital refitting takes place. So the
application to Neptune for her name to
be official changed will be postponed.
However, in the end, proper tradition
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will be observed and my sense of
belonging to the boat deepened. Not to
mention the liquid celebrations that
must accompany such a serious
business.
Dennison Berwick is a storyteller and
nomad. Reach him at
dennisonberwick@gmail.com. Website:
www.dennisonberwick.info.
A QUICK WINTER DASH TO THE ABACOS
By Chris Winsor
When opportunity knocks, it pays to
answer the door. So when I learned
that an acquaintance of my father’s
kept a Bavaria 44 in the Bahamas and
was open to “lending” his boat for a
week in return for help with the
expenses, I jumped at the chance. As
luck would have it, I had a meeting in
Miami, and Bryan, the boat’s majority
owner, was going to be onboard for a
four-day men’s cruise right around
that time.
Since we were both going to be in the
‘hood, I convinced him to show me the
boat and its systems in-person, as
preparation for taking it later for a
week.
The night before I was due to leave,
however, Bryan called me in a bit of a
state. “I’ve accepted an offer on the

boat” he said. “A charter operator out
of the Keys needs another boat asap
and this offer is too good to pass up,”
he said. “Sorry mate.”
Damn. And the $400 return flight from
Miami to Treasure Key on Abaco
Island was non-refundable too. “But
we have to move the boat to Green
Turtle Cay to haul out for the survey,
so if you don’t mind helping with that,
you’re still welcome, though you’ll
have to find another rental.”
Out the window of my office it was
grey and sleeting sideways, people
bracing against the cold as they waded
through slush across Bloor Street.
“Hell yes,” I said.
Treasure Cay is a full-service marina
and housing complex and boasts one
of only two airstrips on Great Abaco
Island. Abaco, about 180 miles from Ft.
Lauderdale, is the third most populous
island in the Bahamas. With its
offshore cays, green mangroves, white
sand beaches, it is postcard beautiful.
For the most part, the cays can be
thought of as barrier islands that
separate the Atlantic from the shallow
Sea of Abaco and Abaco island. Unlike
the sandy islands of the eastern US,
they are limestone and are protected
on the ocean side by the third largest

MAY/JUNE 2008 – PAGE 15

AQUATIC PARK SAILING CLUB: THE MOORING LINE
barrier reef in the world. What that
means is great sailing blessed by
consistent winds and flat water (owing
to the reef). It’s 130 square miles of
aquamarine blue, ranging anywhere
from 3 to 25 feet deep. Outside the
reef, it drops quickly to 10,000+ feet.
Arriving in Treasure Cay in an eightseat turboprop, it’s a 10-minute, $20
cab ride to the marina. The Bahamas
may be beautiful, but they ain’t cheap.
Especially in the out islands, as
everything has to be shipped in.
Electricity and even potable water are
at a premium. How about six tiny
hothouse tomatoes for $8 U.S.? A box
of stale breakfast cereal for $6? Thank
god for the rum, both plentiful and a
bargain, relatively speaking.
I make my way to the boat, to meet up
with Bryan, Rob and Greg. Aqua Blu,
the Bavaria 44, is a 2004 model, and
looks mint. In-mast furling, furling
genny, and pretty basic sail controls all
scream cruiser. The twin wheels are a
nice touch, as she is beamy enough
that driving by the lee is necessary to
trim. Down below is sweet, and
unusual, in that Bryan had ordered a
four cabin design when he bought her
new. Two doubles side by side aft
under the cockpit, a double forward,
and two single bunks stacked to
starboard in an enclosed cabin, like a

train compartment. I drew the straw
for the stacked singles, and was
perfectly cosy.

This fourth cabin is what made it so
attractive to the bidding charterer, plus
the rarity of the brand itself. Bavaria
has barely been introduced to the US
market. Bryan and his partners took
delivery in Europe, cruised around the
med on and off for six months, then
shipped the boat here. They paid no
tax or import duty, and even taking
into account the trans-shipping, will
almost break even on the deal having
sailed a cushy new boat for four years.
Nice work if you can get it. The
argument for not crossing her on her
own bottom was both a timing issue
and a desire to minimize wear and
tear.
Sailors are a universal bunch, and over
drinks and dinner we become
shipmates. There was a bunch of
logistics to attend to before we could
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cast off, as this was to be the final trip
for Aqua Blu. Impatient as I was to go
sailing, I didn’t really mind the delay. I
was determined to settle into island
time. And hey, the view was beautiful
and the beer cold.
Eventually we put out into the harbour
cut, and headed for Man o’ War Cay,
just visible on the horizon. The cays
are basically line-of-site sailing, with
the caveat that there are boat-breaking
shoals to be avoided at all costs, and
very few lights or nav aids to speak of.
As a result, very few boats run at
night, unless they are transiting out
into the Atlantic. Besides, the night life
dock-side can be just fine.
Man o’ War Cay once served as a safe
harbour for British loyalists during the
American Revolution. It also became
the centre of the Bahamas' boatbuilding industry for almost 200 years.
We wander until we find the open air
Albury boatworks, and watch some
beautiful motor launch hulls being
laid-up. The boats are still handmade.
It’s a quiet little island with multimillion-dollar views.
We enter around dusk after an
uneventful five-hour beat into a light
drizzle. There are about a dozen 50foot fly-bridge fishing boats, and a
couple of other sailboats. The fish

fighting chairs on these boats are all
custom, and dazzling. Inlaid with
woods and pearl finishes, intricate
designs and paint jobs. One cigar-

chomping, Hemmingway look-a-like
proudly boasted that his chair alone
cost more than $50,000. I was more
than happy to return to the cockpit of
the Bavaria, and tuck into the steaks
we had just barbequed.
From Man o’ War to Hopetown, on
Elbow Cay, is a dog-leg route that
skirts some very shallow water but
offers us up a gentle close reach.
Unfortunately, it’s all too short, as the
wind fades uncharacteristically, and
we fire up the Volvo in order to make
the entrance before the tide ebbs. Aqua
Blu draws six feet, and the tidal range
can be upwards of three. Bryan has
had problems getting in and out of
Hopetown in the past. Moreover, it’s a
very popular anchorage – a 360 degree
hidey hole not unlike Aquatic Park,
though larger – and we need to arrive
in time to pick up a mooring ball. The
convention here is that if a ball has
another float tied to it ( like a javex
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bottle) then it’s taken. If it’s red, it’s a
local’s and permanent. We pick up a
mooring mid-field, after a little tour of
the harbour. There are a lot of
Canadian flagged boats: a couple of
Tayana 37s, a Gozzard, CS, and a
stunning Passport 47 with a deep blue
hull out of Montreal. That’s a keeper.
We dinghy into shore and climb the
famous red-striped Hopetown
lighthouse, one of the very few in the
Bahamas. It is still manned, and still
kerosene powered. Later we swim and
stroll the beach on the Atlantic side,
doing a little reef diving and then
making our way to the Hopetown
Lodge to knock back a “Goombay
Smash” or two. The Goombay Smash
is legend and aptly named: It includes
mysterious amounts of coconut rum,
"dirty" rum, apricot brandy, and
pineapple juice.
Cell phone coverage on the islands is
generally excellent, and wi-fi is
everywhere, though problematic. The
original houses are neat and colourful;
the new-builds are monstrous and
hideously expensive. Tourism is the
number one industry, it would appear.
We’re certainly happy for all the little
bars that line the shore.
The next day provides the best sailing
– a blast reach in about 20 knots of

breeze. It takes a couple of reefing
turns to balance Aqua Blu. The rudder
stalls early and too easily, it feels to
me. The traveller isn’t worth a damn
either, and is not even led properly
through the canvas of the dodger. So
we roll up some of the main, and then
some of the genny, and soon it’s fast
two-finger sailing under a brilliant
sun. Last night we heard that a major
ice storm had paralyzed the North
East US. They have our sympathies.
En route Guana Cay is a reef popular
with divers, graced with a few
permanent mooring balls used mainly
by diveboat charters. Anchoring does
tremendous damage to the corals, so
the moorings minimize the impact.
They aren’t really designed to hold a
boat as big as Aqua Blu. We head for
them nonetheless.
Threading our way through the
towering Elkhorn coral requires
patience and good ole fashioned eyeball navigation. Leaning against the
forestay, I can make out the dark
ragged looking columns ahead and
give arm signals indicating the
direction of good water to the helm. Of
course, it’s the track of the keel that
matters, not the orientation of the bow,
as I keep reminding myself as the
pointy end slips perilously close to the
coral tops.
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To any onlooker, our course would
seem a drunken one, though Bryan has
confidence in the overall pattern
having swum the route in previous
trips prior to actually bringing the boat
in. It’s worth the effort, as we pick up a
ball, and grab the snorkelling gear.
Diving the mooring indicates it’s rock
solid, but we leave one man on the
boat at all times, as it is still piping out
and the tide is falling.
We wear wetsuits, not because it’s
particularly cold, but because you can
stay out longer. There are plenty of
fish, though mostly yellow jacks,
known unkindly as the “seagull of the
seas.” After exploring for a while I
return to the boat to give Bryan a
chance. I’m ten feet off the scoop stern
platform when all of sudden the water
goes wild and I’m in the middle of
frenzy of darting fish flesh. Holy sh#t!
Shark???
I break the surface and see Bryan,
laughing his head off. He’s chumming
the yellow jacks by throwing
breadcrumbs right in front of my
mask. Nice party trick. I’ll have to try
that myself.
Getting out of an ill-fitting wetsuit is
no easy task, and my efforts leave me
buck-naked from the calves up and
basically immobilized on the stern

platform. Suddenly Greg surfaces
directly below me, looking straight up
at a view only a proctologist could
love. “That’s one image I definitely did
not need this trip” he quips.
The way out of the reef is even more
challenging, not only because the tide
has dropped, but because the angle of
the sun has changed and now the
surface is mercury-coloured and much
harder to see down through ahead. We
make the cut and gallop toward Guana
Cay, arriving again at dusk.
Guana is a barely inhabited island
with an ambitious new marina/resort
home complex and at least one very
famous bar, called Nippers. It
overlooks the beach, and is home to
annual pilgrimage of “Barefoot Man”
fans, loyal to the shaggy white
Bahamian songster whose oh-so-witty
ditties include tunes like “Who put the
pepper in the Vaseline?”
At the other end of the island is a small
10-cabin lodge and beachfront bar,
with an equally spectacular view. We
settle into to four identical canvas
beach chairs and raise identical
Goombay Smashes. Tomorrow I will
catch an early ferry, then a taxi to a
plane. It’s been a whirlwind winter
sailing adventure, and one I’d be
happy to do again.
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FINDING A BOAT
By Chris Terry
It’s that old affliction rearing its head –
“three-footitis”! I made a decision a
few weeks ago to sell my 24-footer and
move up! So here I am a week before
the launch of my Mirage 24, Terre
Away, which I think I have sold,
waiting to finalize an offer on a 30-foot
C&C. 19 years ago, when I purchased
my Mirage 24, things were a little bit
different. Until then, I windsurfed my
way around Georgian Bay and Lake
Ontario. It was great fun, driving to
Killbear Park, Wasaga Beach,
Sandbanks and points in between, not
to mention stealing away evenings to
Cherry Beach where I was a member.
I‘d also sailed with several friends on
their keelboats and sailed a dinghy a
few times. I started to get the itch to
‘move up’. My friends Mike Tawton
and John Coull both owned boats at
the time. Mike especially was a great
mentor in helping me learn the
nuances of sailing aboard his Sonic 23.
John had rescued a 20-foot custom
centre-board racer, and as we circled
the island while dogging off from
work, I was hooked. I was infected
with a major case of “fourteenfootitis”. I made ready to jump up
from my 10 foot Alpha sailboard into
the world of a small sleep-aboards.

Searching for a boat back then was
fairly straightforward. There were the
usual brokers, ads in GAM and the
daily newspapers. And if you were
lucky, you might find something by
word of mouth. The choices were
endless – Tanzer, CS, Edel, Shark,
Nordic Hullman and many more. As a
freelancer between jobs at the time, I
spent several weeks looking, one day
out in Newcastle, the next poking
through boats in Port Credit. But how
to pick one? Mike pointed out that
“the right boat will always find you.”
An ad came out in the Saturday Star
one weekend and Mike
enthusiastically pointed it out to me –
a Mirage 24. I didn’t know much about
the Mirage, but is was C&C-designed,
which my buddy John highly
regarded, so I had a look it. Larry
Redford, owner of the Mirage and a
mortgage broker (he still is) had
renamed the boat “Power of $ale.” He
was very proud of a watercolour
illustration of her that graced the cover
of GAM magazine the previous
summer. He called her a “cocktail and
pâté cruiser”. She was a sleek, fast boat
and had an owner that maintained and
upgraded her continuously. This was
it. I made an offer and purchased her
the very next day. We renamed her
Terre Away (we couldn’t stomach the
gigantic lettering with the $ in it). Thus
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began a wonderful 19-year ownership.
Hard to believe really.
Over the years I’ve contemplated
“moving up” many times but could
never really afford it. Mike moved up
to a Douglas 32 a few years back, John
to a C&C 41. Neither of them could
afford it either. But they did it. Dennis,
another friend of mine from work, also
purchased a big boat this past year.
Over the past year, I shared my dream
with him of “moving up.” In recent
weeks Dennis was diagnosed with
inoperable lung cancer. A month ago, I
put Terre Away up for sale and started
looking.
Purchasing a boat these days is a very
different experience. I have much
more boat knowledge, for one thing. I
started looking during the Boat Show
in January, but didn’t really take the
plunge until Terre Away was listed for
sale. Buying and selling a boat now
starts with the Internet. I listed the
Mirage on Craigslist and Kijiji, both
free classified listings. Then I paid $15
for a Boat For Sale, listing. I also listed
with a broker. Over the years, 1970s
Mirage prices have gradually
dwindled, reflecting the age of the
boats. Mirages sell for between $5k
and 7K. Sold through a broker you
might receive $4k after the sale.

Simultaneously while selling, I started
looking to buy. I checked out prices
on-line and came to the conclusion
that I might be able to swing a 29- or
30-footer. More strategically, I wanted
a cabin with standing headroom for
my 6’ 1” noggin. There are countless
affordable boats in this range, Alberg,
Bayfield, C&C, Catalina, Grampian,
Northern, Ontario, Hughes, the list
goes on.
Talking to Pat Sturgeon at Sturgeon
Yachts, the idea of a possible trade
came up, with me trading my Mirage
plus a wad of cash to another owner.
Initially, I had a look at a Catalina 30,
whose owner was more than willing to
consider a trade. But the Catalina
didn’t feel right and the effective value
of my boat was too diminished in the
trade. Another trade came up through
Sturgeon with a C&C 29 Mark 1
owner. It was a lovely boat. Not C&C’s
most successful design, but a
beautifully kept and upgraded boat. I
considered making an offer. Mike
reminded me to “let the boat come to
you”. I looked at many other boats – a
Hughes Columbia, C&C 29 Mark II,
and then a C&C 30. All my research
on-line and with talking to people
(plus my long ownership of a C&C)
pointed to this design as the right one.
Listings for C&C 30s range up to about
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$35k. There was no way I could afford
that. But some of the mid $20k listings
were in my range. I saw a very nice
C&C out at Mimico Yacht Club for
$26k. Every detail of these boats are
on-line (either at the broker site or at
any of the yacht specialty sites – see
below) so you can really check them
out – plus you can do all the back-end
research – check out user groups,
forums and anything related to the
boat you are interested in. Both the 29
and the 30 were good boats. I flew
potential offers past the brokers but
nothing stuck. I kept looking. This
means constant rotations through all
the broker sites in our region and even
some out of it. I checked into a listing
for a very nicely appointed C&C up in
the Lake Champlain area for $24k. Jean
and Liette, the owners, had created a
website for their boat with many
pictures and videos. They even sent
me last year’s full survey (in French).
But a drive up there was seven hours,
so I decided to keep looking down
here for a while longer. For some
reason I kept returning to the C&C 29
Mark I that I had seen earlier. Despite
its performance shortcomings it was a
C&C and a deluxe boat. All lines led
aft to a beautifully designed cockpit.
The interior was the nicest I had seen
of all the boats I had looked at. It was
listed for $29.9K. The owner was
willing to consider taking my boat

plus $22k. Effectively, I would be
paying around $28k. I hesitated.
I drove up to Midland to look at a
C&C 30 listed for $20k (this I could
afford). It was sad. The boat had been
poorly looked after. The decks and
hull had been hastily refinished. The
bottom was not great. The interior was
okay but sadly neglected.
Disappointed, I returned to Toronto
and keep considering either of the
C&C 29 or 30 that I already liked. In
the meantime, calls started coming in
on the Mirage. On Wednesday of last
week, I accepted an offer on my
Mirage and once more logged on to
the various For Sale sites on the net.
Two recent C&C 30 listings caught my
eye, one at each end of the Welland
Canal. Both were listed around $20k, I
couldn’t believe it. This past Friday
afternoon, I drove down to Port
Colborne, on Lake Erie. The owner of
24 Carat had recently purchased a
C&C 41. He had dropped the price on
24 Carat from $26k to $20k two days
earlier. Like all owners of two boats,
one had to go. It didn’t take me long to
figure out that this was the one that
had come to me. It reminded me of the
Mirage purchase, 19 years ago – a
sleek, well-cared-for boat. A
beautifully clean hull, professionally
repainted topsides, extra heavy-duty
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deck hardware configuration, a great
inventory of sails, a good Atomic 4
with a heat exchanger and a deluxe
cabin interior. I made an offer on the
spot. The deal was signed back
yesterday. The deal is, of course,
dependent on a survey. So, barring
some unforeseen deficiency on it, on
April 23rd, I will take possession of 24
Carat.
More to come next newsletter…
Buying or selling a boat?
Check out these URLs
www.boatforsale.net
http://toronto.kijiji.ca
http://toronto.en.craigslist.ca/
www.patsturgeonyachts.com
www.angusyachts.com/
www.niagarayachtsales.com/
www.swansyachtsales.com/
www.yachtworld.com/
http://pages.videotron.com/liette/
THE EARLY YEARS AT AQUATIC PARK, PART
TWO
By Warren Keillor
As soon as blades of grass emerged
among the concrete rubble, we had
competition for our bleak little
paradise of screaming terns, diesel
trucks and bulldozers. A loose knit
group calling themselves “The Friends
of the Spit” would cut holes in the

frost fence and trespass on to the
construction site, to hike out to the
light house on weekends, after the
trucks went home. They soon became
remarkably organized, even more so
than our infant club. A U of T
university prof had all his students
recruited to become a pressure group
to take over the wild and expanding
Leslie Street Spit. Our little sailing club
was considered the enemy of the
people, and certainly the thin edge of
the development wedge, simply by
our pre- existence on land they
thought they had “discovered.”
One year, the developers discovered
the Leslie Street Spit. We were under
attack! Plans were afoot to build
condominiums out to the lighthouse,
and have dock-a-minions around our
bay like in Florida…Ahgh!…without
our unsightly little boats, of course,
blocking their view. The Harbour
Commission was all set, to sell off the
fruits of their discovery of land under
the water, (for a tidy little situation,)
and giving us our notice to leave. Our
only appeal was a political one to the
City. With looming eviction, we
became a cohesive group of sailors.
This was something almost unheard of
among our anarchists, and Hippies,
who formed the Club.
We adorned ourselves in bright yellow
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foul weather slickers and perched
ourselves on bleachers at City Hall in a
block at council meetings. Each and
every one of us had put forward an
individual motion to speak to the
Council. Council; meetings could, and
did, grind to a halt, while impassioned
sailors poured out their hearts with
tales of an East End community selfhelp organization being ground under
the heels of forces of oppression. We
spoke long and articulately, from the
heart. There wasn’t a dry eye in the
meeting. Much to our surprise, we
found a strange ally in a little old lady
from the Friends of the Spit, who
would come up to the podium with a
huge bundle of foolscap, only to spill it
while settling herself in place behind
her cane with an arthritic limp.
Several councillors would rush
forward to help her pick up the
papers. After several repeats of this,
over the course of several community
Spit future planning meetings, I ended
up sitting across from this clever old
bird, giving an impassioned tale of
home built boat building, and the joy
of using just the wind, to cross the
water. We discussed how the Club was
taking the Sea Cadets, who spent all
year learning knots, and flags, out
sailing in our club boats, because they
would otherwise, never experience
being on a boat. I told her about the

beaver family that was living with us
in our bay, and about the muskrat that
had made a home inside the dinghy
dock. We talked about our common
problem of the developers and RCYC,
eyeing the Spit, and our bay, as an
expansion place for their junior club.
At the end of that meeting of
adversaries, we came out with a new
mutual familiarity, and humanity.
Life on the Spit settled into gentle
enjoyment of sailing and great parties.
One really foggy Summer Solstice
evening, there was a commotion
coming out of the gloom near the
beach beyond our parking lot. A
member ventured off to check out
what was happening. Much to her
surprise, there were at least twenty
people sitting naked in a circle,
smearing blood from immature sea
gulls over themselves. This was even
too kinky by the standards of Aquatic
Park Sailing Club, at that time. The
police were called, and a large booty of
clothes captured. Naked people were
seen furtively emerging from the Spit
over the next day or so. Our Club
emerged as a great protector, and
custodian of the Spit, as a result of the
story in the Toronto Sun.
Over the winter, a nice, new to us,
double wide prefab was now our club
house. The dinghy racks were moved
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from where the flag mast is now
located, North, to the compound
where they now are. A Spit cleanup
was initiated in the spring, where we
would walk the whole length along
the road and off towards the shores,
picking up garbage and trash left by
the trespassing hikers, bicyclists, and
workweek truckers. This is where we
discovered that young garter snakes
love to sleep in discarded Pepsi cans in
the spring, and ants love to tunnel in
Styrofoam debris.

As the trees grew up, so did the traffic
out to the lighthouse, every weekend,
increase among cyclists, and hikers.
Soon there was a mini bus, and
discussions about an interpretation
centre, and public washrooms, with
flush toilets, to accommodate the
crowds. We just kept right on sailing,
and passing through those two big sets
of gates to get out to the club, and our
boats, away from the crazy city.

Even during the earliest years of the
Club, we had a racing program every
Wednesday evening where
mismatched boats would chase, and
drift around the markers, rewarded by
the sound of a real shotgun, firing
blanks at the finish line. There would
be barbeques after, with beer and
camaraderie every race night, where
lies and protests, would be met with
laughs and toasts.

This may be of interest: The Port Hope
Lazarette Sale is taking place on
Saturday, May 31st (rain date: Sunday,
June 1st). 9 a.m. start.

MISC.

For Sale: Boatex fibreglass dingy $300
or best offer. Charcoal boat BBQ $50.
Two-burner alcohol stove $50. Susan
Baker (416) 465-1944

With thanks to Ernie Martin
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Aquatic Park Sail Past
Saturday, June 14th
\

Saturday, June 14th
Not just another Sail Past this year!
A Day NOT to be missed
11:00 am

Blessing of the boats

1:00 pm

Sail Past honouring Commodore Mike Robbins

2:00 – 5:00pm

Children’s Carnival
BBQ, games, activities, scavenger hunt, goodies, treats
FUN FOR THE WHOLE FAMILY and FRIENDS!

6:00 pm

PARTY
Meal provided with choice of:
Chicken or steak and hotdogs and hamburgers for the kids

8:00 pm

Band

Tickets:

$10 advanced
$15 at the gate (meat preference NOT guaranteed)
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Contact Shelly or James for tickets at 647-225-1250 / 905-467-4293 or
shellyfont@gmail.com / james@thesourceinc.com
~ Family and Friends welcome and encouraged to attend a FUN-filled day! ~

