
September 26, 2011 Commodore:  Neil Dickey  

Commodore’s Message 

As of this writing there are only 3 sailing weekends left in the year, short of moving the club to Miami….. 

Saturday the 18th saw the possible beginnings of a new club service, as we hosted a sailing demo for the Cana-

dian Paraplegic Association. The association had previously scoped out the club as a good venue. They came 

equipped with four modified boats, consisting of two Martins and two Access’s. These boats allow for one dis-

abled and one able-bodied sailor, and had heavily weighted centre boards to prevent tipping (even in the day’s 

strong winds). We provided the able-bodies 

sailors in the form of Peter, Stephen, Heidi, 

Bruce, John Henderson and myself. Additional 

help was provided by Stacey, Jordyce, and 

everyone else on site this weekend with trans-

ferring boats from Wabamun, loading people 

in and out of boats, and meeting and greeting 

of the mayor, councillors and the media. The 

participants, from Calgary, Grand Prairie, and 

Edmonton, many of whom had never sailed 

before, had a great time. A positive day was 

had for all concerned. 

The next event to wrap up the sailing year is 

the Rum Barrel Regatta on October the 8th.  

Snow shovels are optional. Non-rum-drinkers 

will be given special permission to participate 

….  A chilli lunch will be served. 

The last “official” day at the lake will be Octo-

ber 9th. As is traditional, this is the annual fall 

clean-up and put away. We will once again be 

bringing in all of our toys off the lake. This is 

also a prime time to clean up the trailer area of 

old ropes, tarps, bikes, bits of wood and mis-

cellaneous debris. 

And then, on the afternoon of the 9th is our 

family Thanksgiving dinner.  Please bring the 

whole family. 

See you at the lake. 

Neil Dickey 

September sailing. Above: new member Hannah and friend Abbey 

Below: Bernie Riegger’s Hobie 



 WSC OD Schedule for October 

WSC Social Schedule for October 
   

Oct-08 Rum Barrel Regatta Leaders: E. Stroemich, M. Tichkowsky 
Clean Up: R. Barham, A. Ceccherini-nelli, K. Russell 

Oct-09 Thanksgiving Dinner Leaders: Jerzy and Regina Szczypien 
Prep/Serve/Clean: R. Barham, A. Ceccherini-nelli, 
K. Russell, M. and S. Christopherson 

Oct-01 Sat. Series 
Lead: R. Krause 

 Students: R. Barham, S. Sheen 

Oct-02 Sun. Series 
Lead: R. Krause 

 Students: H. Rempel, S. Sheen 

Oct-08 Rum Barrel Regatta 
Lead: N. Dickey 

Students: L, Davies, G. Hurly, B. Rogers 

Oct-09 Thanksgiving Regatta 
Lead: N. Dickey 

Students: L, Davies, G. Hurly, B. Rogers 

Nov 12 
Commodore’s  Awards Night 
and Dance 

 

      

    
 
  

  

 
 

 

  

 

 

Junior Sailing 

wraps up for the 

season! 

A gang of unlikely pirates 

rounded off a great season of 

sailing by our Junior Fleet!  In 

all, we had 10 fantastic Satur-

days of no wind, a little wind 

and a whole lot of wind.  The 

fleet took it all in stride and 

got to try their hand at the 

helm in each.  4 of our sailors 

went to Calgary to take part in 

the Provincials and leveraged 

some very fluky winds to 

come back with some smiles and a great experi-

ence.  Congratulations to Rachel for placing 2nd 

at the event! 

Many thanks the Stephanie Schneider and Alex 

Pocock who shared the coaching responsibilities 

and did a great job of it! 

Hope to see everyone again next year! 

Russel. 



Disabled Sailing at WSC 
On Saturday, Sept 17, WSC and the Canadian Paraplegic Asso-

ciation (Alberta) hosted an outreach camp to people with dis-

abilities the opportunity to go sailing.  Two Martin 16's and 2 

Access Liberty Dinghies were provided by the Alberta Dis-

abled Sailing Association.  The event was sponsored by 

TransAlta Utilities. 

We started early and helped the Calgary folks rig and launch 

the Martins in the chilly morning air at the Wabamun pier.  It 

was decided to leave one in town where the hoist was easier 

and safer to operate and we set off to tow the other one to 

WSC.  Stacey and I drove the whaler and Peter sat in the Mar-

tin.  By the time we were close to the club, the wind had come 

up so Peter dropped his tow line and sailed in. 

This was the beginning of a very successful day.  The boats are 

set up for two people - one disabled and one able bodied per-

son.  Several club members were on hand to ride with our 

guests and explain the sport we love.  I did not speak to all of 

our members who sailed, but I think they all found it to be a 

very rewarding experience.  Judging by the big smiles on the 

faces of the disabled participants they had a great time. 

About 20 disabled persons and their families or companions 

travelled from as far as Grand Prairie for the day.  The weather 

cooperated with plenty of wind and a bit of sun to warm us up mid day.  There were media people taking pic-

tures and doing interviews.  The Mayor and a councillor from Parkland County attended and enjoyed a sail.  

Peter was pleased to report that he got the Mayor quite wet. 

I lost count of the number of times people thanked me for all that we did for them.  My reply was usually to 

express our pleasure.  I think everyone who participated in the activities of the day would say they enjoyed 

themselves immensely and found the experience to very gratifying. 

Our Vice Commodore, Stacey Gibb, was the primary organizer of this event for WSC.  Here is what she has to 

say about the day.  'I have to say that the event was one of the most rewarding experiences for me, over the 

last year or years.  To see and hear of so many individuals who were provided an opportunity to open another 

window in their life was very gratifiying.  The smiles, hugs and spirited conversation were heart filling!  I am 

definitely very keen to host an-

other event, such as this, in the up-

coming 2012 sailing season.' 

Thanks for all your work to make 

this day happen Stacey! 

Many pictures can be found here: 

http://www.jpvm.ca/Photos/

sailing/2011/Disabled%20Sailing/ 

Below is an email that was sent to 

the membership chairman.  

Mackenzie did not know that she 

was sending the message to the 

"guy she was sailing with". 

Jordyce van Muyden 

http://www.jpvm.ca/Photos/sailing/2011/Disabled%20Sailing/
http://www.jpvm.ca/Photos/sailing/2011/Disabled%20Sailing/


Long Distance Pursuit ðSaturday September 10  

What a fantastic day. The temperature was approaching 30 deg C with 6 knot breezes. Thirteen 
boats started the 2011 Long Distance Race although Heidi dropped out part way. Each of the 
four start groups was represented with the Lasers having the strongest attendance.  Many of 
the sailors opted to hold starboard tack for quite awhile after their start but the two Fireballs 
decided to stay closer to the northern shore. 

The winds eased as the fleet was approaching the western end of the race course. The race 
committee decided that it would be prudent to offer a slightly shorter course than planned. But 
then the wind came back with a 30 degree shift and everyone was able to sail back to the club 
with the leaders making it to the finish line at the pier in under the scheduled time. Line hon-
ors for being first to finish went to Allan and Patricia Bell in their Fireball. Stephen Hill was 
less than a minute behind them.  The Brownôs, the Pocockôs and the Hadleyôs finished within 
31 seconds of each other after over 2 hours of sailing and having started at three different 
times. It seems like the pursuit format made for some good finishes. Bob Hastieôs Tornado 
made the fastest trip but his placing was hurt by being on the wrong side of the wind shift. 

After crunching the handicap numbers the Bellôs came out on top managing to stay in front of 

the Hill Super Megabyte. The final finisher and winner of the Monkey Butt Award was Chris 

Saturday', September 10th's sedate three hour race was more than well made up for on the morning of September 11th, 

2011.  Yes the winds are definitely changin' and never was that more apparent than when Doug and I embarked upon 

what was supposed to be a nice little race at the WSC.  

It  brisk and breezy, the wind blowing right through my turtle-neck sweater.  “Ah, gee, I don't know about this.” I 

moaned.  “Just get your sailing gear on and you'll be fine.” said Doug.  Of course he was right.  Armed with as many 

layers as possible, including my splash jacket, wet suit AND long sailing booties, I was toasty warm.  And just to be 

sure, I wore my ear plugs and goofy looking fleece-lined hat with the ear flaps.  I get earaches, you see.   Dorky look-

ing, be damed!  I hate the earaches  

A race course had been set on the other side of the lake. “Why so far out?” I wondered out loud?  “The winds will be 

The Winds.  They Are a Changin'  -  submitted by Barbara Flowers 



 smoother out there” said Doug.  I figured he's read every 

book he's been able to get his hands on, regarding nautical 

terms, sailing our Tasar, the Basics of Sailing and a Christ-

mas gift book entitled A Sailor's Word Book which includes 

a gagillion terms, none of which have helped Doug or I with 

all matters sailing. 

So, we were half way across the 

lake and the wind started to 

build.  Not only that but it started 

to change direction, from a 

mostly westerly wind to a west, 

northerly.....especially NORTH-

ERLY wind.  Once near the 

barge, Doug asked if it was a 

leeward/windward course.  “It's a 

triangle sausage.” said someone.  

Oh, well, okay we'd done those 

before.  We turned to the north 

and no sooner had we done so, it 

seemed as if nature had taken 

over our little vessel. 

It was all we could do to keep from tipping her over.  I had 

never hiked out so much in my life. I may never sail in such 

extreme wind again, but one, never really knows, does one. 

It is like trying to guess what colour the sky will be at dawn.  

Which brings to mind, a thought I had whilst hiking.  I was 

parallel to the bottom of the boat and we were taking on a 

LOT of water. I saw the eastern sky and it was kind of pink.  

Then I thought about that old sod “red sky at night, sailors' 

delight; red sky at morning, sailors' warning.”  Sailors' 

warning?  We were being warned.  Why didn't we pay at-

tention to the colour of the sky that morning?  Pink was 

kind of red, right? 

But the really strange thing is that I was not afraid and there 

was no way I was going to let us tip over. I thought of Wa-

bamun people on shore, watching everyone on the water 

and I felt safe. I looked out towards the shore and at  the big 

waves around us and the ugly grey sky looming above, feel-

ing the wind against my face and still I felt safe.  I knew we 

were being watched and cared for by wise and seasoned 

club people. 

We didn't do a triangle and a sausage.  We didn't even do a 

half of a sausage, not even a little measly weiner.  Our main 

concern was to get back to the club which wasn't really that 

far off.  But that wind was really really hard....19 or 20 

knots, Doug had said. 

Doug was firing orders and I couldn't hear well on account 

of all my ear padding and said wild wind.  “Let the jib out.”  

“What?”  “Let the jib out!”  “WHAT?” “LET THE JIB 

OUT!!!!” “Oh, okay.”  “Give me more vang!”  “What?”  

“GIVE ME MORE VANG!!”  “OKAY!!” Unbelievably, he 

didn't swear.  “Open the bailer!”  “What?” etc, etc, etc.  Any 

ya know what?  That bailer really works in fast water like 

this! The water drained out! 

This “dialogue” went on for several minutes.  The wind 

was swirly, crazy and mostly northerly as I said.  Doug 

wanted to get us to shore, but we kept being pushed far-

ther and farther to the east.  At that point we didn't 

really care, as long as we were getting near to shore, 

which we were, but at a cost because the wind 

was even more shifty than further out. 

I heard a bang, which wasn't an unfamiliar sound 

in our little boat.  The boom hit Doug in the head.  

He didn't say anything, so I thought it was just the 

usual bang on the head.  Again, no swearing.  I 

know I would've said one or two of those big bad 

mother of all four letter words, had it been me. 

Somehow we managed to get the jib in and dag-

ger board up and blow into the club.  A big sigh 

and then I looked at the skipper, my husband.  

“Doug!  You're bleeding!” And he really 

was...blood trickled down his forehead and left 

side of his face.   

Back in front of the clubhouse, were people 

around, old stalwarts like the ever vigilant Fred 

staring out on the lake with his big binoculars; not the 

skimpy swiss army knife kind either, but the big impres-

sive one.  Judy looked at the top of Doug's head and 

thought he might need a stitch or two.  Then Frank had a 

look and said he wouldn't.  Judy took a picture.  It gave 

me a sense of belonging, a real sense of safety and being 

cared for...all those Wabamun people around. 

We learned later that three boats had tipped over and 

two people had to be rescued. 

Wow!  Were we lucky?  Were we reckless?  Were we 

feckless?  I say no because if we had it to do over again, 

we probably would.  It was the one last gasp of summer, 

turning into the winds of winter.  Jim helped us to bring 

our boat into shore.  “You've had your first taste of 

northerly winds.”  Is that what that was, I asked myself?   

Were those the wind and waters my Dad used to talk 

about when he sailed in Holland?  Was it my father's, 

my ancestors blood  that live in me and cause my lack 

of fear?  I don't know what it was but it felt so exhilarat-

ing, so very alive! 

Back at our motorhome, Nurse Barbara told Doug to 

shower and wash off the blood. There was only a small 

wound on top and a scrape towards the front of his 

scalp.  He took an Advil as he had a bit of a headache.  

He's fine. 

I said to Doug as I was making supper at home that 

night.  “Doesn't our normal everyday life seem boring 

after a morning like the one we had today?”  “He 

laughed.”  I sighed wistfully as I steamed our beans and 

stirred our rice.  Hard to top a morning like that. 

Already looking forward to 2012 adventures at Waba-

mun Lake. 




