Wesport Mafia skipper extraordinaire Steve Gruver has filed this play-by-play on the LoGerfo Memorial Regatta at Nyack, N.Y., this past weekend.  Sixteen boats, sunny skies, scudding clouds and lots of wind on a crisp fall day on the Hudson River.  But listen to Steve tell it:

Disclaimer: This regatta review is written from a skipper’s perspective. Most of my time and concentration was spent trying to keep the boat on the wind, moving fast and sails up centerboard down. When I wasn’t busy yelling at the crew, watching the compass and trying not to hit marks or other boats, I did notice some things that may or may not have happened.  This is my recollection.
 
Saturday dawned chilly, breezy and mostly sunny.  While rigging our boats, there was one oft-repeated line. “It really looks windy out there, are we going?”  It was really windy from the NNE but by dock start things didn’t look too unreasonable.  Even though there was some planing on the way to the line.  I think everyone found this refreshing after the predominately light fall series so far.  Ali pointed out that the clouds looked just like on The Simpsons.  Chris and I concurred.  It is uncanny how nature can imitate animation.

My crew (Ali Bisbano and Chris Takacs completed the usual ritual of getting upwind numbers and setting the spinnaker to make sure the stupid skipper tied it on right in the first place and took a look at the starting line and first beat.  We figured the right might be favored with the current but the pin was heavily favored.  We opted for the pin   (the line was very long) and hoped to tack soon.  We got to tack soon but only because of a poor, second-row start.  Soon thereafte,r we were informed by Rob Dexter that the race was abandoned!  Phew!  We sailed back to the line to regroup while a good portion of the fleet continued up the beat unawares.  Too bad the RC couldn’t radio us to call us back and save a ton of time! 

After the fleet was herded back to the start area at the expense of much chase boat gasoline, another sequence was initiated.  Our plan was the same, start at the heavily favored pin and tack ASAP.  This time I was warmed up and we won the pin and were able to tack soon, finding ourselves on the port layline.  We put the pedal down and were able to cross the boats from the right even after the wind shifted their way a bit.  Leading at the first mark over Baker made us a bit nervous, but we seemed to have a slight speed edge to round the bottom a few lengths ahead.  I wasted some concentration yelling at my crew and the gap was closing fast with Baker on the left to the point where we felt we couldn’t cross.  I think I said something about just staying in phase and tacking on Baker when we could.  Sticking with that plan, we ended up tacking on him a lot since he is very good at staying in phase – except for the one time when we didn’t see him tack and let him cross behind, but we caught a great shift and really launched to lead by a bunch at the second weather mark and cruise home to victory from there.  Hooray!  Our first race win of the fall series and in a really tough battle.  I can’t really say what happened in the rest of the fleet except no one was that far out of it.  The racing was really close. 

Races 2 and 3 are a bit of a blur for me.  I know there was a lot of yelling at the crew, mostly about needing to hike more and the constant shifting of gears (it was really puffy) and why couldn’t they look everywhere at once and tell about it all before it happened.  I mean, really!  What were they thinking!  It’s like, this is supposed to be fun or something?  For sure I remember the racing was super, super-tight with lots of lead and place changes and nothing over until it is over.  In race 2 I think we rounded mark 1 in  5th, mark 2 in 7th , mark 3 in 10th , mark 4 in 7th  -- and we finished third!  Race 3 we ended up 5th after another incredibly tough confusing battle and a huge puff on the run that had us all-out planing just as we were about to prepare for our spinnaker drop.  Somehow I managed to keep the boat on her feet and my most excellent crew got us around the mark with the jib up and the spinnaker down, which we have found through extensive testing, works better on the beat.  I should also mention that race 3 was won by Team White Trash (Matt Kreuzkamp’s #216) in the oldest boat in the regatta after a bold foray into (near) the mooring field and a mark hitting undoing that was not quite copasetic, resulting in their withdrawal.  Although not reflected on the scoreboard, everyone agreed that they were the true winners of that heat.


Back at the dock. Boy!  I am happy, tired, happy, cold, thirsty and happy.  What a great day of Thistlin’.  I tell my trusty crew that the sun is already down so no need to cover the boat.  I can’t find a hose, (didn’t look), so no washing the boat.  Let’s just roll the jib and get changed.  Cancel that, lets just get changed and then roll the jib!  After a couple beers and some nice veggie/cheese platters the club put out, we check the scores to find good news.  Baker leading with 8, we’re tied with Lawton at 9 and Hansen in fourth with 13.  I apologize to Jared Ridder for not remembering his score [it was 15],but I had limited brain capacity at this point and could only focus on a couple of things at a time.  Those two things were food and beer.  Dinner was called and we were greeted by an amazing spread of charred animal flesh prepared by barbeque master Judd Brown.  The ribs were to die for, and the baked beans were unparalleled.  Add on the traditional Nyack corn bread and that is quite a feast.  I think I had 4 platefuls.  

Sometime not long after dinner, the discussion became less focused.  One table was discussing “The Hill of Booze.”  Another table was on “Pub Crawl,” and yet another had a debate on what the difference is.  I will have to leave that narration to someone who attended, as I went straight back to chez Lawton (Kitchin north) and crawled into my tent for a good night’s sleep.


Sunday dawned even colder than Saturday and seemingly equally windy. At first there were no sun or Simpson clouds.  I’m pretty sure that when we launched our boat it was about 38 degrees and 20 knots, and I remember hearing, “What are we doing?” repeated over and over, mostly by myself.  Strangely enough at the ungodly early scheduled start hour of 09:30, only the top four boats in the standings and a few others were out on the river.  However, the rest soon followed and things got underway.  We didn’t spend any time getting numbers because we figured they would be the same as yesterday and since we never untied the spinnaker, we figured that was ok too.  Today the line and the course were much shorte, so we decided to start nearer the boat to maintain some starboard advantage on the short beat.  We headed left with Hansen and Baker on our hip, Lawton nowhere to be found.  After tacking, we put on the afterburners and trailed only Dave Foster at the first mark.  Dave was proving the “If you want to win the first race on Sunday you must conquer the hill of booze” theory.  With our sights focused on Bake,r we continued in that order until the final beat at which point I told my crew, “Baker is the only boat out here for us, I don’t want to hear about anyone else.” Strangely, they followed my instruction and a fierce tacking duel ensued resulting in a large pack from the right, including Lawton, getting past us at the finish and we didn’t even beat Baker, and on top of it all, Hansen beat us too!  So much for match racing in a fleet.  If you want to know how I felt at this moment, ask my crew.  I prefer not to talk about it. 

After a little attitude adjustment, we got ready for race five.  Now we were looking back and not forward, trying to hang on to third for the regatta instead of trying to win.  It’s ok, that’s the natural progression of a regatta.  You always start aiming to win and adjust your goals as things progress.  I don’t really remember much about the first half of race five, but going up the second beat we were in fourth behind Hansen (fully launched), Baker and Lawton.  If we finished in that order, the final result would be Lawton, Bake, and Hansen with us in 4th.  Unacceptable!  I yelled at the crew some more, we got in phase and found a puff to round the second weather mark about 3 feet in front of Lawton.  Surprisingly, we extended a few lengths on the run and held on for a third in the race and the regatta.  In we sailed.


Arriving at the dock, my tired bones were satisfied.  I had just had the two best consecutive days of Thistlin’ of the year.  The weather was perfect, the competition was intense, the camaraderie riotous, the food scrumptious, the scenery fantastic.  These are all the reasons I love sailing and Thistle-sailing in particular.  I go to regatta after regatta just with the hope that I will experience one like this.  I will keep going until I have another – or one even better! 

In case any of my dear readers care about the results, it ended up with Baker winning a ti- break over Lawton based on the results of the last race.  As Joy said at tre prizegiving, “We had the exact same scores. We really both won.”  After that fantastic weekend, it’s my belief we all won!

Steve Gruver, October 23, 2008

