
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
   

 

 

 

  
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
  

            
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
   
 

 
       Eikon and her ace crew, winner of the Three (minus one) Island Race                  L. Malone, 7.2.15 
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HAWKESBURY RIVER YACHT CLUB INC 

 

Office bearers 

 
Commodore 

 

Terry Dorrough 

 

9985 7726 

commodore@hryc.asn.au   

 Vice Commodore Bill Brand  

vicecommodore@hryc.asn.au 

Rear Commodore  Mark Cole 9985 8869 

rearcommodore@hryc.asn.au 

Treasurer Garry Irons 0417 426 096 

treasurer@hryc.asn.au  

 Secretary Libby Braybrooks 4572 8556 

secretary@hryc.asn.au  

   

Committee Russell Bellamy  

 Lee Malone  

 David Wright 

 

 

 

 

Contact details 
Postal address  PO Box 156, Brooklyn NSW 2083 

 Website   www.hryc.asn.au 
 Email     secretary@hryc.asn.au 
 Radio     During club events, Radio VHF Ch 16 (go to Ch 77)  

 

Club merchandise 
Club burgee    $10 
Blue Book     $34 
 

 Next committee meeting 

 April 15 2015 - 19:00 hrs 
6 View Street Cowan 
All members welcome 
 
Editor    Lee Malone  
Web Master   Libby Braybrooks webmaster@hryc.asn.au 
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From the CommodoreΧ or not 
 
Our beloved Commodore is involuntarily incommunicado ς that is, heΩǎ had no Internet 
connection for over a week, so ŎŀƴΩǘ ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘ Ƙƛǎ monthly report. 
 

If he could have got it through thoughΣ LΩƳ ǎǳǊŜ ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŜŦŦŜŎǘ 
of: brilliant events, great boats, world-class sailors, and what great work weΩǾŜ ŀƭƭ ŘƻƴŜ to 
support the clubΧ and please keep it up! 
 

He might also have mentioned how brilliantly the club is doing in the BBIC series, and that 
the first of our Autumn Passage Series Races starts this Saturday (where we get to use our 
old marker buoys).  He may also have let you know that our RC is currently overseas, so 
ǿŀǎƴΩt able to produce his in-ŘŜǇǘƘ ǊŀŎƛƴƎ ǊŜǎǳƭǘǎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘƛǎ ƳƻƴǘƘΩǎ ƴŜǿǎƭŜǘǘŜǊΦ 
 

Lee Malone ς (channelling Terry Dorrough) 
 

 

Three Island Race 
 

February 7 2015 

Three Island Race, or, the two thirds version ς from the skipper of All Our Girls 

Pre-race 

{ƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳΩre fully involved in a race 
ȅƻǳ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ see much of it, and then, the 
race just seems to be over.  My race day 
actually started on Friday evening when I 
looked at the Notice of Race while waiting for 
the last ferry home. 

Brain ς Oh, an early start! 

Reality ς Saturday.  LΩd set the 
alarm for 5am, the same starting 
time as my normal work day. 

Brain ς Why are we awake, oh yes, 
get the girl out of her bag ς wŜΩǊe 
still an hour early can we stay 
asleep?            All Our GirlΩs crew getting ready L. Malone 7.2.15 

Reality ς Down at the jetty.  L ŎŀƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ aŀǊƪΩǎ tinny started (I 
really hate two stroke motors), so I steal the nearest row boat to 
get out to AOG. 

The tide change is the easiest time to get the boat out of the bag, LΩǾŜ Ƨǳǎǘ Ƴissed it, but 
ǎƘŜΩǎ coming out fairly easily - Mark calls, wonderiƴƎ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ƘŀǇǇŜƴƛƴƎΦ  LΩve finished on the 
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boat, so start heading back to the jetty (my not so good ankle has made this a painful 
exercise I could have done without). 

¢ƛƳŜ ǘƻ Ǉǳǘ aŀǊƪΩs tinny somewhere safe; should be a simple job but my body is refusing to 
bend and my ŀƴƪƭŜΩs wobbly, so I sit down making the job longer. 

Mark: άWhat are you up to?έ aŀǊƪΩs standing behind me ς great! 

I express my love for the Boat Scratcher όaŀǊƪΩs tinny); Mark jumps in and gets it started. 

Brain ς Bastard! 

Mark:  άL ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ȅƻǳΩd got the boat out of the bag, why is it still in?έ ς Iǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘΣ ƛǘΩs just 
back on the mooring line ς άIŀǾŜƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ǎŜŜƴ ǘƘŜ bƻǘƛŎŜ ƻŦ wŀŎŜ?έ 

Me:  άYes, I read it on the ferry last night.έ 

Mark:  άNo, I sent then out at 10 last night.έ 

Brain ς Was I awake then?  5ƻƴΩǘ ōŜ ǎǘǳǇƛŘΧ postponed, great! 

Me:  άLΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƘƻƳŜΣ ǎŜŜ ȅƻǳ ŀǘ ммέ. 

The Race 

The ŎǊŜǿΩǎ ŀǎǎŜƳōƭŜŘΣ ƻŦŦ ǿŜ ƎƻΣ ŀ ƴƛŎŜ 
relaxed cruise down to Juno.  Only Mark is 
showing any sign of stress - worrying 
about the wind.  The rest of us are making 
rude comments about some of the power 
boats. 

The fleet is gathering.  Is Star of the Sea 
the starter, or standing in for Lollipop?  
Mark radios the start boat, ƘŜΩs thinking 
about delaying ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀǊǘΦ  ²ŜΩǊŜ ŎƘŀǘǘƛƴƎ 
with other boats as we get the sails up.   Transaction up close and personal with Amoeba, with 

      Cecilia and Eikon ahead of them               L. Malone 7.2.15 

WŜΩre moving in this wind; iǘΩs here ς all over the sound ς ƭŜǘΩs start.  This is the point where 
my consciousness ends. 

Is that thŜ ƎǳƴΚ  LΩƭƭ ǎǘŀȅ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƭƛƴŜΦ  OK children, letΩs tack.  How long, please - ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ 
holding the flag ς Start!!! 

Brain ς Settle the boat down, Mark will get us powered up. 

I can see Cliff heading towards Little Patonga.  Watch the tell-tales, keep it loose. 

Mark has just used the same term twice; someone has asked what does that mean.  Mark 
starts to explain but Chris says ά¢ƘŜȅΩǊŜ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ŎƻŘŜ ŀƎŀƛƴέ.  Mark calls for a tack to counter 
Terry. 

Brain ς LΩƳ ƻƴ ŀ ƭƛŦǘΣ ǿƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ¢ŜǊǊȅΣ ǿƘŀǘ ŀōƻǳǘ /ƭƛŦŦΣ ƘŜΩǎ ǎǘǊƛǇǇŜŘ 
his boat of a lot of weight! 
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Reality ς Okay children, keep tacking.  Keep it gentle, ŘƻƴΩǘ ōŜ ǘƻƻ 
ǉǳƛŎƪΣ ǿƘŜǊŜΩǎ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŀǾŜƭƭŜǊΦ  DƻƻŘΣ ǎŜǘǘƭŜ ŘƻǿƴΣ ōǳƛƭŘ ǳǇ ǎǇŜŜŘΣ ǘƘŜ 
sun is making it hard to see both sides. 

Brain ς Okay ǿŜΩǾŜ ǘŀŎƪŜŘΣ L ǎǘƛƭƭ ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƴ ¢ŜǊǊȅΦ  /ƻƴŎŜƴǘǊŀǘŜ 
on the tell-tales, be gentle. 

Reality ς We did several other tacks, ōǳǘ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŎŀƭƭ anything 
other than tell-tales as we approached Lion Island.  I wanted to 
keep going on port, until we could tack and point to the middle of 
the beach on the island. 

Mark:  ά[ŜǘΩǎ Ǝƻ!έ ς We tack and settle down ς άWhich beach did you mean?έ 

Brain ς Oh shit. 

Me: άThe eastern oneΦέ 

No answer. 

At this point, some Tasmanian terms need to be explained: 

ΨChecking the bricksΩ means ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǘƻƻ Ŏlose to the edge of the river. 

ΨChecking the pointingΩ is looking at the space between the bricks, ƻǊ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ     
really wading. 

Mark: άLook at Terry way in there, checking out the bricks.έ 

Reality ς LΩƳ ƳƻǊŜ ǿƻǊǊƛŜŘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ Ǉƻƛƴǘ ƛƴ ŦǊƻƴǘ ƻŦ ƳŜ.  L ŎŀƴΩǘ 
actually turn my neck:  L ǘƘƛƴƪ ƛǘΩǎ ŦǳǎŜd from watching the tell-
tales! 

We actually get through the passage quite well.  How far to go?  ¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ ŦƛǎƘƛƴƎ ŘƛƴƎƘȅ 
where I believe a rock is to the north of the island; keep going.  I want to be about 150 
metres north ƻŦ ǘƘŀǘ ŘƛƴƎƘȅΦ  hYΣ ƭŜǘΩǎ ƎƻΦ 

²ŜΩǊŜ ǎŀƛƭƛƴƎ ōŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭƭȅΤ ƛǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ŦŜŜƭǎ ǿƻƴŘŜǊŦǳƭ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƘŜƭƳΦ  aŀǊƪ ƛǎ tuning the mast 
slightly power-down. 

Mark: άL ƘƻǇŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩt expect us to rescue him!έ ς What? ς ά¢ŜǊǊȅ ƛǎ ŎƘŜŎƪƛng out the 
ǇƻƛƴǘƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜǊŜΦέ 

Brain ς I have no idea where you pointed to, ōǳǘ ǿŜΩǊŜ ŘŜŜǇŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ 
him. 

Reality ς We are clear of the island by 200 metres and starting to 
bear away towards Barrenjoey. 

Everyone is getting ready for the spinnaker.  Good, not our best set, ōǳǘ ƛǘΩǎ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ǿŜΩǊŜ ƻƴ 
ŀ ǾŜǊȅ ǘƛƎƘǘ ǊŜŀŎƘΦ   LΩƳ ƴƻǿ ǿŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƳŀǎǘƘŜŀŘ ƛƴŘƛŎŀǘƻǊ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 
spinnaker.  I actually hate Pittwater and here we go ς ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ nothing I like about this place.  
Where is that red pole?  How fast are those multihulls going?  Have you seen that big boat?   
As we get to the red pole, Mark says άlook at that, our fleet all have spinnakersέ.  I did 
actually look, but mistook Cecilia for Waterplay. 
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Next was Scotland Island: The worst part of Pittwater. 

It was not too bad really, only four tacks and a gybe to go - nowhere before the wind came 
in.  We get back into clear water only to find a ΨFleet of OǇǘƛƳƛǎǘǎΩ [Gaggle of flat bottomed, 
Lug/Spirit-style sailing dinghies, shepherded by a rubber duckie ς Ed] Ǉƻǎǎƛōƭȅ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘǎΩ 
worst boat design. 

Vanessa moves onto the bow to act as lookout.  I really hate Pittwater.  The wind is more on 
the nose than we hoped, but it was still one starboard tack the whole way back up 
Pittwater. 

.ŀŎƪ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ǊƛǾŜǊΦ  ¢ƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ǎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ǎǇƛƴƴŀƪŜǊΦ  ¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ƎƻƻŘΣ ƛǘΩǎ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ǇǳƭƭƛƴƎ ǿŜƭƭΦ  
Mark shows me his phone, saying, άTƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ.έ 

Brain ς Dƻ L ǘŜƭƭ ƘƛƳ ǘƘŀǘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ Ƴȅ ǊŜŀŘƛƴƎ ƎƭŀǎǎŜǎ? 

²ŜΩve actually caught a few waves.  Mark hurt his back earlier, ŀƴŘ ƛǘΩǎ ŎŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ ǳǇ ǿƛǘƘ ƘƛƳ 
ƴƻǿΦ  ²ŜΩll need to do a gybe.  Mark is taking Dean and Van through their tasks. 

Brain ς LΩƳ ǎǳǊŜ ǘƘŀǘ LΩƳ ƳŜŀƴǘ ǘƻ Řƻ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ. 

Thank God Mark is starting that again.  Listen; oƘΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǊƛƎƘǘΣ Ŏall the start, square the boat; 
watch the pole; listen for the call; sail the boat through the gybe; watch your head. 

Reality: good gybe.  Chris is cheering; sƘŜΩs starting to get cocky.  
²ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ƭƛƴŜΣ ǿŜΩǊŜ ƻƴ ƛǘΣ ƻƪŀȅΣ ƭŜǘΩǎ ƎƻΦ 

TƘŜǊŜΩs a dinghy half way between Star of the Sea and Lollipop!   

The gunΣ ǿŜΩǊŜ ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘΤ ǎpinnaker down.  Where is Cliff?  Where is Terry?  About 2 ½ hours 
have gone and I have just looked outside the boat for the first time.  WŜΩǊŜ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǇƭŜŀǎŜŘ 
with ourselves.  How slowly can we cruise home?  Oh no, we have to take Van back to 
Brooklyn, I really hate coming alongside wharves! 

That ǿŀǎ Ƴȅ Ψǘǿƻ-out-of-threeΩ Three-Island Race. 

Charles Hill ς All Our Girls 

 

 
Cƛƴŀƭ tƭŀŎƛƴƎΩǎ 

Line Honours  First All Our Girls Second Eikon  Third Crossbow 
CBH    First All Our Girls Second Eikon  Third Cecilia 
PHS   First Eikon  Second Cecilia  Third Waterplay 
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The race from the start boat(s) 

OK, I know I carried on about how tough it was 
for [h[Ωǎ crew in the last newsletter (and 
hopefully made you guys feel guilty), so I just 
wanted to add some balance in this one with a 
picture of [h[Ωǎ No. 1 skipper, John, taking an 
inter-race break.    

John was joined for the day by that select, all-
girl starter crew on Star of the Sea, and in 
order to deal with the long periods of 
boredom (waiting for you guys to return from 
your multi-island sojourn), LOL and SotS took 
themselves off to Refuge Bay for lunch.          JƻƘƴ bŜŜŦ άǘƘŜ ǿŀƛǘƛƴƎ ǿŀǎ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ƛƴǘƻƭŜǊŀōƭŜέΧ 
                                                                             L.  Malone 7.2.15 

John is currently on leave from his skippering duties due to an eye issue, but will no doubt be 
ōŀŎƪ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŘǊƛǾŜǊΩs seat after some well-earned R&R. 

 

Brooklyn Bash ς BBIC Race 3 
February 14 2015    
 

The Brooklyn Bash is the end point for the BBIC (Broken Bay Inter Club) Race 3.   For any of 
you whoΩǾŜ ƴƻǘ experienced the day, we set up early in McKell Park, and proceed to provide 
a gourmet sausage sizzle (slight exaggeration).   ²ŜΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŘƻƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ..L/ ..v for some 
time (previously on the clǳōΩǎ ōŀǊƎŜύΣ ŀƴŘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƎǊƻǳǇ who have no club house, it actually 
works quite well. 
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  A group of Broken Bay yachties at McKell Park, Brooklyn L. Braybrooks 14.2.15 
 

That said, it only works because of the hard work and generosity of our members.  First to 
arrive was Libby, who was up with the sparrows, ǘƻ ŎƭŀƛƳ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ /ƻǳƴŎƛƭΩǎ ŎƻǾŜǘŜŘΣ 
covered tables.   Next was Bill Brand, who brought his BBQ, chairs, and everything else that 
Libby cƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜ car.  He was followed by John and Rosalie Neef, who just keep on 
keeping on when it comes to working for the club.  John was our general go-to-guy for the 
day, and LOLΩǎ skipper.  He was assisted by David Wright, and between them they acted as 
ferrymen retrieving visitors from their boats.  The BBQ itself was manned by James 
Donnelly, so our thanks must also go to him for putting his hand up for his first Brooklyn 
Bash.    
 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
     RMYC and HRYC boats at ǘƘŜ Ǉƻƴǘƻƻƴ όƛǘΩs been suggested that when LOL grows up 
      ǎƘŜΩll look like the RMYC committee boat)                      L. Malone 14.2.15 
 
 

BBIC Race 3 
 

This was the third of four races for the BBIC series, which involves the Royal Motor Yacht 
Club, Gosford Yacht Club, Avalon Sailing Club and HRYC.  The clubs are competing for the 
Broken Bay Inter Club Challenge Trophy, and so far HRYC is in the lead.  
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Five of our boats raced today, All Our Girls, Cecilia, Crossbow, Eikon and Transaction, with 
the race starting 01100 off the Palm Beach Pole.  The course was Lion Island, Juno Point, 
Mackerel Beach and then back to Flat Rock 
Point at Brooklyn for the finish.  Once again, 
Cecilia won the day, with Crossbow placed 
fifth, Eikon ninth όŀƭǘƘƻǳƎƘ /ƭƛŦŦΩǎ ƴƻǘ ƘŀǇǇȅ 
with the handicapping), All Our Girls tenth, 
and Transaction seventeenth.  
 

The leader of the series (with 24 boats), so far 
is Cecilia, with Eikon second, All Our Girls 
eighth, Crossbow tenth and Transaction 
eleventh.  The final race is on March 14th, so it 
will be interesting to see how the HRYC boats 
fare for the last race.   

         AOGΩǎ crew, ŦŜǊǊȅƛƴƎ 9ƛƪƻƴΩǎ ŎǊŜǿ ōŀŎƪ to the BBQ 
                                           L. Malone 14.2.15  

 
 

BBIC Race 3 Final tƭŀŎƛƴƎΩǎ 

 

 
 

Accessed 1.3.15 http://www.royalmotor.com.au/sailing/results/14 -15/bbic/03RGrp37.htm 
 
 

 

http://www.royalmotor.com.au/sailing/results/14-15/bbic/03RGrp37.htm
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Seasons Point Score Race 7 
 

February 21 2015 

The race as viewed from Lollipop 

 

Today the good ship Lollipop was skippered by David Wright (better known for his 
underwater exploits), and assisted by the elite, all-girl starter crew, of Libby and Lee.     
 

A 5-10 knot easterly was 
forecast, so the RC chose a NE 
course όǎŜŜ w/Ωǎ dazzling map).  
 

Six boats eventually logged on, 
but only five made the start in 
time - I think AOG was 
experiencing bag-exiting 
problems again.   
 

The start was won by Amoeba, 
followed by Jeanie, Crossbow, 
Cecilia and our old friend Jia, 
with Chris flying solo as a guest 
for the day.   
 

Crossbow and Jeanie headed for the southern side of the Sound, whilst Cecilia, Amoeba and 
Jia chose the northern.   From here on ƛǘΩǎ hard to see 
ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ƘŀǇǇŜƴƛƴƎ from the start boat, so I can only tell 
you the order in which everyone made it back round 
the pin.   
 

The first lap was led by the flying Dane, Crossbow, 
ǿƘƻΩŘ ŘƻƴŜ ǘƘŜ ǘƘǊŜŜ (ish) nautical miles in 32 minutes.  
Four minutes behind was Cecilia, quickly followed by 
Amoeba, and then a few minutes later Jeanie.  All Our 
Girls ǿƘƻΩŘ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ мр ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎ ƭŀǘŜΣ ŎŀƳŜ ƛƴ мн Ƴƛƴutes 
behind the lead boat, with Jia hot on her heals.   
             
                    Amoeba first across the line  
                  L. Braybrooks 21.2.15 

The end of the second lap saw Crossbow coming in 1:02 hours after the start, followed by 
Cecilia, AOG, Jeanie, Amoeba and Jia.  In order to provide some light entertainment for the 
start boat, Cecilia kindly put on a display on Ψhow to retrieve your lost kite sheetΩ.  Their 
technique was duly noted by the start crew, who were thrilled at the diversion (many thanks 
to /ŜŎƛƭƛŀΩǎ crew).  
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         Cecilia getting ready to put on a display of - Ψretrieving your lost kite sheetΩ for [h[Ωǎ crew ς  
         or, as AOGΩǎ saw it - Ψŀ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜ ŦƭŀƎ ǿŀǾƛƴƎ ŎŜǊŜƳƻƴȅΩ                             L. Braybrooks 21.2.15 
 

 
The final lap was led once again by Crossbow who 
completed the course in 1:34 hours.  AOG made up for her 
late start and was four minutes behind Terry.  Cecilia, 
ǿƘƻΩŘ lost time chasing her kite, was 16 minutes behind 
AOG.  Jeanie was right behind Cecilia, and AmoebaΣ ǿƘƻΩŘ 
done well flying her kite in the first lap, was twenty 
minutes behind the latter two.   JiaΣ ǿƛǘƘ /ƘǊƛǎ ǿƘƻΩŘ ŘƻƴŜ 
well on his own, was the designated tail-end Charlie.   
                 
                Crossbow finishing the first leg 
                   L. Braybrooks 21.2.15 

 

 

The race from All Our Girls perspective 
 

I hate being late.  The girls have told me that I shouldn't fold my arms it makes me look 
aggressive.   Mark and Christine say I shouldn't put my hands behind my back - they call it 
doing a Phil the Greek.  So when the cause of our being late was my own impatience, you 
can imagine my mood?  It must have been infectious as Saturday was an exercise in failure 
to communicate. 
 

Finally, we come around Juno.  I could see Terry 
heading to Flint and Steel on port, and the others on 
starboard heading up the middle of the course.  I 
could even see the windward          
ƳŀǊƪ ōǳǘ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŦƛƴŘ Lollipop.     
             
So off we head - main, motor - looking for the start.  
9ǾŜƴǘǳŀƭƭȅ ƛǘΩǎ ǎǇƻǘǘŜŘΦ  
Me: "Come on, up with the headsail".  No let's wait till 
we see the line.  
Me: "That's it there!"   

Jeanie rounding the pin L. Braybrooks 21.2.15 
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Crew: "Where?"  
aŜΥ ϦwƛƎƘǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΗέ 
Shit; get the sail up, turn the motor off, let's get going (a great start at the pin end - just 15 
minutes late).  We head out to Flint and Steel.  This is fast, and the outgoing tide is having a 
real influence.  Let's tack, so out we head on starboard.  Where's the buoy?  We might lay it 
ς OK ς LΩƭƭ Ǝƻ for speed.  Well that was the last time the buoy was mentioned. Terry was 
coming down the course, Russell, Richard and all the others were near the buoy.   
 

On we sail, Mark and Christine start setting up the spinnaker.  Where is the buoy, below us, 
where?  A hand is waved in the direction of Lion Island.  Lower I go - nothing.   
Brenda: "Is that it?" 
Well yes, about 200 metres behind us was the buoy!  
 

Back we head; up go's the spinnaker.  Way in the 
distance we see Russell's spinnaker coming down; 
at least we know where that buoy is.  We catch 
Chris in Jia at the mark - ƘŜΩǎ ōȅ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΦ  ¦Ǉ ǿŜ 
come, in with everything.  Tidy up.  Our second lap 
was fairly uneventful; the spinnaker was packed in 
ǘƛƳŜ ŦƻǊ ƛǘ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ǳǇ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ  ¢Ƙƛǎ ǘƛƳŜ ǿŜΩǊŜ ŎƭƻǎŜ 
enough to see what the others were doing. Terry 
didn't have his kite up for long, and Russell did a 
very strange flag ceremony. 
      
  

 Jia, with Chris flying solo   L. Braybrooks 21.2.15 
 

We repeat everything for the lap three windward leg - but where is the buoy.  Shit, there it 
is.  The buoy was half under the water - oh God, am I going to hit it and end up in a long 
email exchange with Cliff?  
 

Missed!  Up with the spinnaker and off we go.  I can see 
Terry, can we catch him?   We catch a wave ς surfing ς 
too busy to watch Terry.  We do really well; we catch 
several waves with all the crew moving forward and aft 
with every wave.  LOTS OF FUN! 
 

We cross the line a bit more than four minutes behind 
Terry.   It doesn't count though because we were late 
(some impatient idiot put the engine in reverse before he 
was clear of the bag and didn't get to the line on time).   
 

Congratulations to Terry and Russell for well sailed and 
timely races. 
                          AOG, after a good day surfing 

Charles Hill - All Our Girls                  L. Braybrooks 21.2.15
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Cƛƴŀƭ tƭŀŎƛƴƎΩǎ (unverified) 
Line Honours  First Crossbow  Second Cecilia  Third Jeanie 
CBH    First Jeanie  Second Crossbow Third Cecilia 
PHS   First Cecilia  Second Jeanie  Third Crossbow  
 
 

Results Seasons Point Score Race 7 ς February 21 2015 - unverified 
Wind 5-10 Knot E Starter: L. Braybrooks   Driver: David Wright   Hanger-on: L. Malone 
 
 
Yacht Elapsed time PHF time PHF place CBH time CBH place 

AOG 1:23:18 1:53:27 3 1:07:28 1 
Jeanie 1:55:05 1:55:50 2 1:10:47 2 
Crossbow 1:34:30 2:04:16 4 1:19:23 3 
Cecilia 1:54:55 1:49:40 1 1:19:53 4 
Amoeba 2:15:16 2:13:47 5 1:44:09 5 
Jia *  2:28:00 2:16:10 - 1:48:02 - 
* Guest  
 
 

 
        RǳƳƻǳǊ Iŀǎ Lǘ Χ 

 

Zeehaen crossed the ditch 
 

Well now that my brain is less fuzzy, I shall begin. Where did it begin? 
 

For this story it was probably as we motored in circles next to the Gladesville Bridge off 
[ǳƪŜΩǎ .ŀȅ ǿŀǾƛƴƎ ǘƻ !ƴƴŜ ŀƴŘ ¢ƻƴȅ ƻƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǾŜǊŀƴŘŀΦ ²ŜΩd enjoyed a wonderful meal with 
them and other family members the evening before, as Zeehaen had lain at anchor just 
beside the moored boats off shore. 
 

It was a Monday morning and ǿŜ ƘŀŘ ŀ ф ƻΩŎƭƻŎƪ ŀǇǇƻƛƴǘƳŜƴǘ with Customs at Neutral Bay.  
After motoring all the way against a light easterly we were only a few minutes late.  ¢ƘŜȅΩŘ 
driven over from near Mascot, and although they were all dressed up like cops with boots 
and guns and handcuffs, they were all easy going.   
 

They didn't want to come on board, just took us into their shed (under renovation).  They 
looked at our Australian Ship Registration and gave us a departure certificate for the boat, 
while we filled out departure cards (same as at the airport).  They then stamped our 
passports ς only beŎŀǳǎŜ ǿŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƻΗ άIŀǾŜ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ǘǊƛǇΗέ !ǇǇŀǊŜƴǘƭȅ ǘƘŜ last yacht 
they cleared out of Sydney was six months ago! 
 

Departing boaties are required not tie up or go ashore and leave before 24 hrs, or they have 
to get re-cleared.  We turned off the motor opposite the Zoo, and unfurled the Yankee in an 
increasing south easterly.  Just inside the Heads we hoisted the mainsail and immediately 
tied down the first reef, then set up the staysail and headed east [next stop New Zealand].  

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/File:ICS_Hotel.svg
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/File:ICS_Romeo.svg
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/File:ICS_Yankee.svg
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/File:ICS_Charlie.svg
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Before long as Z turned more to the 
south, the apparent wind was gusting 
25-30 knots. In went the second reef. 
 

The next day the wind abated to 
something more manageable ς 15- 
25 kts, still from the south though.  
We were heading slightly north of 
the Rhumb line, so Lou tried a tack 
which only sent us back towards  
Sydney!  We were in the grip of some 
weird eddy of the East Australian 
Current.  When heading east again 
the GPS said we were only making 

¢ƘŜȅΩǊŜ ƻŦŦΦ  wƻō ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƘŜƭƳ ŀǎ Zeehaen leaves Sydney        4 - 5 knots over the ground - much 
http://www.sailblogs.com/member/zeehaen/         slower than the water racing past, 
and previous experience suggested we should have been moving.  Interestingly, the GPS also 
showed us travelling more to the north every time the wind decreased. 
 

On Wednesday we had our first dolphin visitation for the trip, with a huge pod of around 50 
swimming towards our bow and leaping out of the water. They were quite small, darker than 
the Aussie ones, and didn't stay too long as we were doing less than 6 knots, so weren't 
providing enough excitement for them!  Later in the trip we were to see pilot whales, a 
turtle and more dolphins. 
 

Today was also to be the first day of taking water samples for our Citizen Scientist 
contribution.  After hearing a talk on ABC radio, we volunteered for a pilot program where 
cruising yachties take seawater samples and record the latitude and longitude, temperature 
and salinity etc.  Two litres of water has to be forced through a few small filters with a 
syringe.  In the end the whole process took about two hours each time, with the boat being 
'hove to' while a bucket of water is collected, then Lou undertaking the filtering as we sailed 
on.  The samples have to be frozen and sent (in our case), to The University of Singapore.  
The idea is to build up a body of knowledge about what is happening in the oceans with 
microbes that produce the bulk of the worldΩǎ O2.  Apparently it can cost anything up to 
$80,000 a day to run a research vessel, which severely limits the amount of samples taken - 
hence the enlistment of yachties.  As it turned out, we are the pioneers and there will be a 
lot of issues to simplify to make the process more user-friendly.  For example, the scientists 
are working on a machine to automate the sampling process.   If you're interested have a 
look online at http://indigovexpeditions.com/ . 
 

The early hours of the next morning were the first of three occasions when we were 
becalmed.  Because of the continuing swell rolling us from side to side, the sails were 
slapping and crashing a lot.  This was very noisy, as well as causing huge amounts of wear on 
the sails, so, down they came.  This stopped the slapping but increased the rolling, so sleep 
was still difficult. 
 

By Thursday morning we were doing 7 knots against a 15 ς 25 knot southerly, so we must 

http://www.sailblogs.com/member/zeehaen/
http://indigovexpeditions.com/
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have finally escaped that current. 
 

On Friday we saw our first albatross - good sign?  Lots of shearwaters had been flying around 
and landing on the water since we lost sight of land on the first day.  They seemed to like 
getting ahead of Zeehaen, landing on the water, then watching as we sailed by.  I recorded in 
our log book that we were feeling sleep deprived, especially as the constant sudden 
movement sailing to windward made tasks - plus sleeping - more difficult.  
 

άbƻƻŘƭŜǎ ŦƻǊ ŘƛƴƴŜr tonight - ǾŜǊȅ ǎŀǘƛǎŦȅƛƴƎέ ŀƴŘ they were! 
 

On Saturday we were nearly halfway across the Tasman and what appeared on deck... a 
flying fish and a plastic bag!  Yep, that's where the stray plastic goes folks. 
 

The next night, as I was gazing into the glassy water waiting for the wind to pick up, I could 
see thousands of luminous dots deep down.  Some were individual and some joined in 
strings; some kind of small jellyfish perhaps? 
 

That day was to be about the only day of downwind sailing, with a light breeze from the 
north prompting us to pole out the Yankee to get full advantage. 
 

On Monday, as we were experiencing warm sunshine and gentle wind, we took advantage of 
the conditions to get some varnishing done around the cockpit!   The varnish had 
deteriorated dramatically with all the sea water that had sprayed over, with our beating into 
it.   The serene conditions changed dramatically by late afternoon when a gale came 
through, requiring ǳǎ ǘƻ ǊŜŜŦ Řƻǿƴ ŀƴŘ Ψbatten the hatchesΩΦ   [ǳŎƪƛƭȅ ǘƘŜ ǾŀǊƴƛǎƘ ǿŀǎ Χ 
almost dry. 
 

By the Wednesday we were having a discussion about heading to Opua on the North Island, 
instead of Nelson, as the gale had pushed us so far north the distances were comparable. 
Fortunately, we had a more favourable wind forecast and the wind turned more easterly 
allowing us to turn south for Nelson. 
 

The rest of the day included lots of excitement.   Firstly, we had a fish on the line that got off 
as I was too slow pulling it in; the fish was massive though - I'm sure.  Then as I was standing 
at the back of the boat gazing out, mourning my loss I suppose, I noticed bolts missing in the 
self-steering gear which had been trailing in the water but not engaged. The missing bolts 
were allowing water to come into the lazarette.   So ΨAlƭ ƘŀƴŘǎ ƻƴ ŘŜŎƪΩΦ  Firstly Lou hove to, 
that is stopped the boat, then I put on a harness and hung over the stern to remove the self-
steering rudders and replace the bolts.  The wind wasn't too strong but there was still a lot 
of swell, so a good dunking was in order.  I now know what a teabag feels like! 
 

Not long after we got sailing again we were rewarded with a huge tuna landing successfully, 
which was to provide five big meals for both of us! 
 

Around this time a computer cable and its associated software failed, which prevented the 
laptop talking to the modem and HF radio.  This meant no more emails and no more 
weather reports for us!  Technology is great when it works! 
 




