
latter type, you won’t get one either, but 
don’t chicken out!!!).  Then, to add insult 
to injury, the giftee can trade a gift for 
another one, and if someone takes that 
one, then he gets to trade again.  This is 
all confusing, and meant to be, but really 
adds to the merriment.   

A real treat on top of everything will be  
Tom Madden’s up-close-and-personal 
embellishment of the story of the 
Foulweather Bluff Race with more 
pictures (see this newsletter).  And you 
can see it all without tipping over! 

On the mundane side, Jim Fielder will 
conduct the elections from the roster he 
has put together, and maybe someone 
will volunteer to fill the Cruise Chair 
position.  We can’t not have cruises 
(hear plea for help) — they’re more than 
half the fun. 

See you Saturday night! 

NOVEMBER MEETING ACTUALLY HAD A 
SPEAKER — AND A FEW MEMBERS, TOO 
Dick Eagle stepped in bravely in the 
absence of both the Commodore and the 
Vice Commodore, and greeted our 
speaker from the Coast Guard Auxiliary 
who came to speak to us about fire on 
board.  A frightening subject, but it was 
gratifying to hear that more than one boat 
had a plan for emergencies. It was a 
small but enjoyable meeting.  Members 
brought their own food and beverage, a 
new member, Richard Lerz (& father) 
came, too.  Of course he was 
immediately told he’d have to be host at 

the cruises because he has a C470!  We 
do know that Jim Fielder still hasn’t filled 
the roster of officers for next year (see 
Commodore’s Corner).  People may not 
realize how little time these offices 
require — or they just don’t want to 
commit.  Somebody has to do it! 

There were enough volunteers to get the 
room ready for the Christmas Party.  
Barb Jenkins is in charge.   

The next meeting is a party!  You 
have no excuse to miss it…. 

SANTA CLAUS IS COMING TO TOWN DECEMBER 8— 
OR AT LEAST TO THE LESCHI FACILITY OF CYC! 

• Elliott Bay Marina 
still the place for 
CAPS to gather on 
New Year’s Eve  

• The Foulweather 
Bluff Race had a 
knock-down, but Tom 
has the trophy to 
prove he popped right 
up again! 
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The annual CAPS Christmas Party is on 
December 8th at the CYC Leschi 
Clubhouse.  The time to gather is 6:30 PM 
on Saturday, the 8th — early this month 
because of schedule conflicts.  CAPS 
buys the ham, you concoct something to 
go with it.  Last year we had a slew of 
potato dishes, another year was desserts.  
The members manage to eat whatever 
shows up, and have a good time doing it.  
We’ll have a banquet permit from the 
state, so bring your choice of alcoholic 
beverage, and be sure to bring a “boat” 
gift, too.  There are two categories: “nice” 
(required), and “nauti” (optional), and 
sometimes the twain do meet.  The nice 
gift has a cost limit of $20. but the “nauti” 
one can be a real white elephant!  There 
will be a drawing for gifting order, then 
someone  has to sit on Santa’s lap to 
qualify for a gift .  Don’t sign your name, 
whatever you do, and if you don’t bring the 
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COMMODORE’S CORNER 

By Jim Fielder 

Wow, a whole year has gone by and we’re 
back to elections and Christmas is looking 
us square in the face one more time. 

So what does CAPS want for Christmas?  
Well, I for one am hoping for a new Cruise 
Chair, and for my stocking I’m hoping for a 
few new members and some folks willing 
to step up and take their turn in a 
leadership position with CAPS. 

In addition, I’d like to say I’m thankful for 
my fellow officers and all our club 
members who make CAPS the great 
organization it truly is.  Without each of 
you CAPS would cease to exist and a 
whole lot of good things would not longer 
be happening.  Let’s take a look at our 
organization a examine some of the little 
things we do and how that adds up to a 
big sum. 

First, let’s look at membership and what it 
gets us.  I’d like to put down boater 
fellowship.  Fellowship is kind of a churchy 
word, however if you look at what it brings 
to a church I think it as well applies here.  
At our monthly gatherings, whether it be 
our monthly meeting or a cruise, the 
chance to be with friends of similar or like 
mind is a benefit of tremendous portion.  
Being a lone boater without friends must 
be a sad existence.  I frequently think of 
many of you and the times and stories we 
have shared.  At times it makes me want 
to sail to a new destination or new port 
that you have shared with me, or better yet 
it encourages me to just get out and go 
sailing to no particular destination, just out 
and about and back to the dock.  The 
opportunities we have to cruise together 
and hit new ports of interest, walk the 
docks together, look at each other’s 
newest additions to our boats, share some 
food and drink at happy hour are all 
examples of boater fellowship.  These 
times build us up as individuals and are a 
great example why CAPS is not only a 
great club but a great group of individuals. 

Let’s think of the wealth of knowledge we 
as a group hold with our varied 
backgrounds of sailing.  We have racers, 
dedicated cruisers, marvelous cooks, and 
some wonderful amateur mechanics all 
that are willing to share their stories.  I’ve 
had people drag me to their boat and open 
their engine compartment to show me their 
newest alternator.  I have shared recipes 
and anchoring techniques.  And when we 
need the added expertise we bring in 
outside experts to help us grow together.  
A good example of this is our experience 
this past year with our first ever CAPS CPR 
night.  Carol McManus rounded up an 
expert speaker who increased our 
knowledge of basic life support and taught 
us all CPR and then helped us understand 
how we can apply it to our boating lifestyle.  
We all need to say THANK YOU Carol for 
this marvelous job well done.  This coming 
year Dick Eagle has raised his hand and 
will be wearing the hat of safety focal.  We 
can all look forward to Dick’s tidbits on 
boating safety throughout this coming 
year’s meetings.  Let Dick know what you 
would like to hear about in the realm of 
safety. 

Cruises not only allow us our time together, 
they allow us some time away from our 
busy lives and allow us some rest and 
relaxation in addition to the fellowship.  
Time away from our hustle and bustle lives 
is so important for us to help maintain our 
sanity.  I’d like to thank Paul McManus for 
his contribution this past year as our cruise 
chair.  Paul’s planning and persistence has 
made this another great cruising year. 
(BTW – side note we are not currently 
planning to have cruises this year if the 
cruise chair position is not filled!  Are you 
willing to step up to the plate and take your 
turn at the wheel?  You don’t have to make 
every cruise, just be involved in the 
planning process and be a good 
communicator.  (We have plenty of folks 
that have the skills to do this job, just give 
me a call.) 

Can he see into the future?  Hey, 
all Jim wants is a cruise chair! 



The view  is still the same from any 
dock in Elliott Bay. 

BRANWEN WILL HOST NEW YEAR’S CRUISE, 
UNLESS WE CAN GET THE BIGGER BOAT! 

Branwen will once again host the New 
Year’s Eve Cruise in Elliott Bay Marina 
unless (and this has not been 
ascertained as of the writing of this 
newsletter) our new members, Richard 
Lerz and partner Randall Barnes, with an 
even bigger boat at the same marina, can 
be convinced to take up the slack! 
Branwen, is in slip K-10, and the C470 
Sol De Pacifico is currently on A-dock. 
The fireworks are visible from anywhere in 
the Marina as long as it isn’t foggy, and if 
it’s raining or too cold we may not watch 
them anyway, but it is a good excuse to 
have a nominal cruise in the middle of 
winter.  Just bring a potluck hors d’oeuvre 

and something to drink.  We’ll all manage 
to squeeze aboard whichever boat it is, 
and you’ll be notified by googlegroup mail 
as the time draws nearer.  For those of you 
that prefer to drive, give George and Linda 
a call at (206) 713-1609 and they’ll give 
you the code for the gate, or you can just 
buzz for the office to let you in.  Should you 
arrive earlier, you are welcome to come 
down, — they just can’t promise to be on 
board continuously and may be dock (or 
dog)  walking. 

Of course, you’ll need to call the marina if 
you’re bringing your boat (206-285-4817). 

[Thanks again, Linda and George.  Ed.] 
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Let’s look at our monthly meetings and 
the spectrum of quality speakers we’ve 
had over the years.  Especially I’d like to 
thank Norm Wells for the superb job he 
has done in finding our speakers this past 
year.  We are all better captains and first 
mates because of the education we have 
received.  Our meetings can’t all be just 
fellowship and some food and beverage, 
our meetings exist to help us raise our 
level of understanding of the sport of 
sailing and cruising, and our program 
schedule is what we provide to do this 
task.  For this coming year, Dan Clawson 
has stepped up to the plate and will be 
our new vice commodore, so let’s give 
him the support he needs this as he bring 
us another round of speakers to help us 
redefine and shape our craft of being 
sailors. 

The rest of our officers will be returning.  
Nancy McKenzie will continue as our 
treasurer.    Sally Hamel will continue to 
wear her two hats and will be our 
Secretary and Newsletter editor.  Ken 
McKenzie remains as our racing guy as 
the club Measurer.  Rod Sparks is our guy 
with all the memories as he continues as 
our Historian.  And one of our new 

modern day heroes, Dave Fend keeps our 
information in the digital world and serves 
us as our Webmaster.  And, if you will have 
me one more year I will continue as your 
Commodore. 

For those of you, who are moving on, 
thank you for your awesome service!  
Some of you have served as an officer for 
the first time and others have worn a 
variety of hats over the years.  We respect 
the time and work you have do for us to 
keep us together and make our lives as 
sailors a better one.  To our new officers, 
thanks for saying yes!  To those of you 
who will serve in the future, thanks for 
being out there watching and knowing you 
will lead some time soon. 

Until we see each other again, I just have 
one more question!  Who wants to be our 
Cruise Chair??????  This vital role can be 
done in tandem, a co-chaired position by a 
couple or by two members; we just need to 
see your hands in the air. 

It is an honor to be your Commodore; you 
are an awesome group to serve! 

[This is from Jim .S.W.F.A.R.C.H. (still 
waiting for a real commodore’s hat).  Ed.] 

We can 

Always go back 

To the same places 

We went before 

On cruises. 

All we 

Need to do 

Is change a few dates! 

You, too, need to be far-thinking.  
Remember, your fellow members 
may keep you boat from sinking!  



FOULWEATHER BLUFF RACE  — OCTOBER 6, 2007 
(And this time it was not a bluff) 

By Tom Madden 

traversing over all the boats. This year was a little lighter in 
the packing, probably due to the less that stellar weather 
forecast. Edmonds is a nice marina, and they usually have 
a “guest packet” of stuff that they give to each boat as they 
register at the marina office. This year it included a map, 
discount card, and a flashlight along with several 
brochures from businesses near the marina. 

Friday afternoon the 5th of October saw mostly sunny 
skies and smooth seas as we left Bellevue on Sea Trek II 
for the 5 hour trip to Edmonds and the last major race of 
the sailing season. Accompanying me was my wonderful 
boat moving and sailing companion Kathy Klingman, who 
met me a little after 11:00AM.  We took off for our usual 
trip across Lake Washington, through the ship canal and 
out through the locks and up to the Edmonds Marina. 

 

The weather forecast was for a nice day on Friday, with a 
transition to an over-running warm front Saturday 
morning and a cold front with heavy rain and wind 
Saturday night. The air on that Friday afternoon was fairly 
cold though, with highs barely getting into the 50s. I 
hoped we would get tomorrow’s race in before the storm 
came in on Saturday evening. Our trip out the ship canal 
and through the bridges was uneventful, and as we left 
the locks and headed north, all was going according to 
plan. As we pulled into the marina at Edmonds, the wind 
was light, and there was an open spot next to Shoot the 
Moon, a Peterson 40. The boat is owned by Don Wills 
who works for WSDOT and I know from many years of 
sailing. As we tied off to his boat, I knew that he had 
already left for the day, as evidenced by the padlock on 
his hatch. We moved our tie aft so we could exit our boat 
off the stern ladder directly to the dock and not have to 
climb over his boat. Starbird, (Mark Pywell’s Catalina 34) 
was already tied up to the dock to the south, and Mark 
was there on his boat. I walked the docks after tying up 
and paying for our moorage, and marveled at how many 
of the boats I recognized. I saw several boats that I had 
raced against in the Milltown regatta, including the group 
of J-30s. I did see another Catalina 36; Duke that I have 
raced against before but he is not a member of CAPS. 
Tied to the dock just south of us was a J-130 named 
Skededel which has a crewmember that works in the 
same office as me. 

 
 

For those of you that have not participated in the 
Foulweather Bluff Regatta, the host yacht club is 
Corinthian Yacht Club of Edmonds, and they pack the 50 
or so boats into the guest area of the marina like 
sardines. Usually by sunset, you can walk from the finger 
pier leading to the gas dock to the marine ways simply by 
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Boat packed in like sardines at Edmonds Marina. 
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been abandoned by his crew again. This left him alone 
on Starbird. (You will have to talk to him to get that story) 

 

Our start was at 10:10 AM, and on our way out, we got 
the sails set up, ran the lines for the spinnaker, and 
chatted a little about crew assignments. I would stay on 
the wheel, Monique, Cynthia, and Jared would be on the 
foredeck, and Doug, Kathy and Brian would be in the 
cockpit to trim the headsails and sheets. (Brian had 
brought his camera, and said he would take pictures and 
even a few movie clips as time allowed.) On the way 
back after the downwind run, we planned to use the 
foredeck crew as “live ballast” as needed for the wind 
conditions. We started with the 150% genoa, since the 
wind was fairly light, and I knew we could always make a 
headsail change part way through the downwind run 
while the spinnaker was flying. (Little did I know at the 
time that this may not have been my best choice.) We 
arrived at the starting area with ample time, and we 
sailed around getting our starting timers set and planning 
our starting strategy. The race committee set a fairly long 
start-finish line, so there would really be no issue finding 
a spot with reasonably clear air at the gun. We stayed 
clear while the non-flying sails boats (including Starbird) 
and the boats with ratings over 180 with spinnakers 
started – both groups heading for the first mark on the 
shorter course. 

 

Next up was our division, and we got a decent start near 
the pin end of the line. As soon as we were across the 
line and sure we would not have to make any sudden 
maneuvers due to other boats, we set the chute, furled 
the genoa, and headed across Puget Sound towards 
Point No Point. The wind kept gradually building, and as 
we headed across the traffic lanes, it was up to 12 knots 
with a few gusts to 16. The rain had pretty much stopped, 
although it was still pretty cold. The tide was coming in 

from the north all morning, so our strategy was to head 
pretty much straight across and get in the back current 
behind Point No Point. 

The Foulweather Bluff Race itself is about 25 miles long. 
The Start Finish line is set about 0.4 miles north of the 
Edmonds Ferry terminal, then up to the first mark (buoy) at 
Foulweather Bluff, back down to Scatchett Head Buoy, 
then back to the Start-Finish line. All marks are taken to 
starboard, so with a south wind, the first leg is a spinnaker 
run across the shipping lanes up to Point No Point and on 
up to the Foulweather Bluff Buoy, which is just east of the 
entrance to Hood Canal. From experience in past races, I 
knew one needs to be very aware of the currents, which 
run upwards of 3 knots over parts of the course, in 
particular around the buoys. 

 

For boats with a PHRF handicap rating of 180 and above, 
there is a shorter course, which only goes across Puget 
Sound to Pilot Point, Scatchett Head and back. This is the 
course that Mark Pywell and Starbird would sail. 

 

After a nice dinner at Anthony’s Home Port restaurant 
(with Mark Pywell and Kathy) we settled in for the evening. 
The only sounds we heard were coming from the local 
seagulls and the restaurant just above the guest dock. I 
guess I should have known this was the calm before the 
storm. I was awakened at about 4:00AM to the sound of 
light rain on the deck, and a little breeze making the yacht 
club flags flap and flail, and the singing of the rigging on 
Sea Trek II. After a few minutes that wind and rain 
stopped, and I went back to sleep, only to be awakened 
again after an hour or so to another little squall traipsing 
through. 

 

Soon it was 7:00AM, time to get up and get the coffee 
going and walk up to the mandatory skipper’s meeting. By 
now the weather had changed to a light mist/rain with fog, 
and a light breeze from the south at about 5 knots. It was 
still very cold though, in the low 40s. I went up to the 
skipper’s meeting, and got a copy of the competitor’s list 
and division breakdown. After the skippers meeting and a 
cup of Java and some quick chats with other skippers, it 
was back to the boat to get ready to depart for the Start -
Finish line. There were about 70 boats entered into the 
race, and about 20 of them (Including Mark Pywell on 
Starbird) were sailing the short course. There were two 
divisions sailing the short course, and 6 divisions sailing 
the long course. (not counting the multi-hulls which started 
last) We were in the third division, which was the slowest 
of the boats to sail the 25 mile “long” course. I had a 
chance to talk to Mark, a little, and it would seem he had 
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Heading across Puget Sound with Edmonds and the rest of 
the fleet in the background. 
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Foulweather Bluff Race from P. 5 

 

As we went across, I had to keep heading more and 
more north and down wind as the wind kept building and 
building. About 45 minutes after the start, the wind was 
blowing a fairly steady 20 knots with gusts up to around 
25. At that point we were making about 8 knots through 
the water, and heading nearly down wind, which meant 
we would not have to jibe to go around the Point No 
Point. 

 

 

 

Any thoughts about getting in the back eddy behind the 
point were now abandoned, but the idea of jibing in that 
much wind was not at all appealing. It also meant we 
were out in the adverse current, but with that much wind, 
I wanted to err on the side of safety, and to not having to 

jibe the spinnaker in 20 knots of wind sounded like the 
safe play. As we got closer and closer to Point No Point, 
the wind continued to build, with the wind speed now a 
steady 24 knots and gusts up to about 30. With the wind 
and the current going opposite directions, the waves off 
the point were looking big and steep. We 
were now making over 10 knots through 
the water on a regular basis, and I began 
thinking about how to drop the spinnaker 
and run with just the main and headsail. 
The problem was that we had the 150% 
genoa furled up on the forestay, and I 
really wanted the 120% for this strength of 
wind. I also knew that before we got to the 
downwind mark, we would have to reef 
the main. My thought was to carry the 
spinnaker around the point and get in behind the land 
mass near Hansville to change the headsail and drop the 
chute. 

 

 

As we got to within about ½ mile of Point No Point, the 
waves began to build even more, and the wind was 
maintaining its 25 knot speed. Boats around us were and 
having all sorts of trouble, being knocked down and 
rounding up, and I was just about to drop the chute when 
a wave came along and shoved our stern around to 
starboard. At this point there was not enough rudder in the 
water to overcome the forces, and we turned to port, 
maneuvering into a classic broach and knock-down. I 
yelled for everyone to hang on, and as the wind blew hard 

Foulweather Bluff Race Cont. on Page 5 

Mordacious, a 
Moore 24, 
surfing on the 
downwind run 
(left) and 
Monique flying 
our chute  as we 
approached 
Point No Point 
(right). 



from the port side, over we went. Once the boat was 
over on its side, the wind was no longer in the sails, so 
the boat began to come back up. At this point I didn’t 
want the boat to get knocked back down again, so I let 
the spinnaker guy run. I was able to get the boat back 
on its feet by heading pretty much directly down wind 
with the spinnaker flying out front like a flag. Nobody 
was injured or overboard, but as I looked around the 
boat, I saw lots of “deer in the headlights” looks. 

 

After I was sure everyone was still on board and OK, 
we dropped the spinnaker, and started getting things 
back in order. Somehow the snap shackle on the 
spinnaker guy released, (that was the corner of the 
spinnaker that was flailing way out at the end) and 
when we brought the corner of the chute on board, the 
guy and shackle were gone – yet another tribute to 
Davy Jones. When we finally got the chute on board, 
we were still making over 7 knots on just the main 
alone. We unfurled the genoa after we got around the 
point and into “relative calm” of the 20 knot wind. 
When all was prepared and cleaned up, we dropped 
the headsail and drug it down below and ran the 120 
up the foil on the headstay. This was the second time 
we went without any sail up on the front of the boat, 
be even then our speed stayed in the 6 knot range. 
We finally got the 120 up and flying on the bow, so I 
handed the wheel over to Doug, and went down below 
to assess the situation. Everything below was at least 
somewhat wet, either from the wet sails being drug 
down below, or the small amount of water that was in 
the bilge deciding that it didn’t want to stay there when 
the boat was over on its side. The cushions were wet, 
everything had fallen out of the side slider locker, and 
there were caps, lights, the GPS, pencils – you name 
it all over the deck. The next half hour was spent 
putting things back where they belonged, folding the 
genoa and spinnaker, and generally getting our wits 
back amongst ourselves.   We still had a long ways to 
go, and when I finally came back out on deck, I could 
see that many of the big boats were going to get to the 
Foulweather Bluff buoy about the same time as we 
would. 

 

As we approached the Foulweather Bluff Buoy (and 
the leeward mark), I marveled at the time we had 
made. It was only about 11:30, and we have traversed 
nearly 12 nautical miles. That is averaging well over 8 

knots! But now it was time to get the main reefed and set up to 
slog our way back to Edmonds via the mark at Scatchet Head. 
A little scrounging around the line locker found the ¼” reefing 
lines, and in short order we had shortened sail to the first reef.  
Now that the main was reefed, I sized up where the other 
boats around us would be, and made sure we abided by the 
rules; giving room at the mark, and also being aware of the 
large current flowing to the south that would tend to carry us 
into the buoy as we rounded. As we approached the buoy, I 
could see that Shoot the Moon and Moose Unknown would be 
inside us, and the other boats around us would not be an 
immediate issue. As we passed the buoy, each boat peeled off 
in succession, jibing onto starboard tack, as they rounded and 
headed into the wind. Even though we had sailed a good 100 
yards or so past the buoy, we still did not have a lot of extra 

room as the current carried us to the south towards the 
floating red (STEEL!!!!) object. 

 

As we went around the buoy, I realized that the other two 
boats had headed up to close hauled, and now there was 
almost no room between the buoy and the stern of Moose 
Unknown, boat next to me. I headed nearly head to wind, and 
waited for the other boats to fall off a bit and get going. There 
were mere inches between our bow and Moose Unknown’s 
stern quarter, but we managed to stay clear, and we headed 
off to the south pounding our way back into the waves. As we 
headed back out, the waves continued to build, and were in 
the 5 or 6 foot range as we got back out from behind Point No 
Point and the land mass. We were taking blue water over the 
bow about every 10th wave, and we had to try to pick our way 
through the breakers to keep our speed up. As I looked up to 
windward, there was Duke, a Catalina 36 that was in our 

Foulweather Bluff Race from Page 6 
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Shoot the Moon passing us just before we arrived at the Foul-
weather Bluff Buoy. 



division. He was crashing along just like us, and I knew 
we would be close to correcting out over him if he 
crossed the finish line with the lead he currently had. 
There was still a lot of race to go, so we just concentrated 
on making good time to Scatchet Head. This is another 
buoy that has a huge current around it on incoming tides, 
and I wanted to be sure we were easily clear as we 
approached. The course took us on a close reach, which 
was fine considering the amount of wind and wave 
action. There was not a lot of lead changing going on; 
everyone trying to avoid the really big waves and make it 
around the buoy then head on down to Edmonds. As we 
went around the mark, we were about 5 minutes behind 
Duke, and I chatted with the crew about whether to tack 
and go out into the current and big waves, or to continue 
on towards the mainland and smoother water and a little 
less wind. I figured the only way to gain on our 
competition was to tack and go back out, so off we went, 
letting the majority of the rest of the fleet head on in. We 
crashed our way back out until we were nearly to the 
shipping lanes again, then we tacked back towards the 
mainland and the finish line. By this time we had totally 
lost track of all the other boats in our division, so we just 
kept going towards the line, with just one last set of tacks 
before we crossed the line and started the engine to head 
back to the Edmonds guest dock. As is usually the case, 
we really did not know how we had done until later, but 
Duke came into the marina a few minutes later, and Mei 
Lei came in a few minutes after Duke. There was no way 
to know how much time they had spent outside the 
marina, but we all felt like we had given it our best. 

 

After dropping off the crew, we headed off under motor 
for Shilshole, the Ballard Locks, Lake Washington and 
home to Bellevue. Kathy and I were the only ones on 
board, and she was not only tired and cold, but had a 
bum wing due to an injury not related to sailing. We were 
nearly back to Richmond Beach when the engine started 

to slow down and lose power. I recognized the signs as 
that of plugged filters, and immediately turned back 
towards Edmonds. A few minutes later the engine died, 
and I gave the helm over to Kathy and told her to steer 
towards Whidbey Island while I tried to figure out which 
filter was plugged and try to get the cast iron spinnaker 
going again. I briefly thought about sailing into the marina, 
but with the wind still blowing in the mid 20s, the number 
of boats moving into and out of the marina, and Kathy tired 
and not at 100%, I decided to just take the easy way out 
and called the committee boat and asked if they could give 
us a tow into the marina. They replied that they could help, 
and after the last boat finished, (about an hour later) they 
came by and towed us in. As it turned out, that was a good 
thing, because even after another hour, the docks were 

still full, and the 
boats had to move 
to give us a spot at 

the fuel dock. Safely at the dock, I was able to rig a 
temporary fuel tank using a 5 gallon diesel can and a hose 
to get us back through the locks and home. I’ll save the 
story of the plugged fuel line for a future story. What a day! 

 

 

[OK, folks, a big hand for the captain of Star Trek II, and I don’t 
meant Bill Shattner!  Tom Madden, who belies his safe and sane 
appearance, is obviously a dedicated racer, as well as one 
helluva writer!  This is as close as yours truly is ever getting to 
that sport, but it can truly be experienced through his eyes.  If 
he’ll keep writing about his sport, maybe I’ll keep on being the 
CAPS Editor!  Ed.] 

Foulweather Bluff Race from Page 7 

Page 8 CAPS 

We still brought home the glass!! 

In the end, we 
did bring home 
the glass! 


