Scuttlebutt and Spindrift

By Salty Sam the Sea Dog

Ahoy there!    The Openings are winding up and it is high cruising season.   Whether you sail, power, fish, or paddle, it is time to get out there and enjoy the beautiful Chesapeake Bay!

Last month, I asked about the CLOCK OF THE BAY.  I have not heard where it is but the Wharf Rats told me that Key YC started the tradition and P/C Dan Carroll has the story.

Congrats to V/C Steve Keefe of Bodkin YC for being named “King of the Cans” by Immediate Past Can Deb Noon at the Bush River YC Opening.  Deb mentioned the competition was close among Bodkin, Belvedere, and Baltimore.  Deb related that Steve did his best to be annoying at the Baltimore Opening basically daring her to make him King.  Steve must have forgot about the 3 D’s;  Don’t Dare Deb!  Steve is the second Can Man from Bodkin, following in the footsteps of the legendary P/C Mike Riccobene.  You might wonder how the “B” clubs dominate this activity until you realize they sit in the guest chairs the longest at opening ceremonies.  From now on until his successor is named at the 2007 Bodkin Opening, empty beverage containers are to be deposited under Steve’s chair.

Congrats also to Queen of the Chesapeake Lacie Bunting of Red Eye YC proving you can still be a Queen even if your dad is a pirate!  

Speaking of royalty, a Salty Salute to Princess Heather Darchicourt of Key YC whose quick actions helped save a lady who had fallen in to the water.  Salty understands that Heather was first to get to the woman and was able to keep her up and calm her down until more help arrived.   

Princess Heather was also involved recently in another act of distinction.  Many of you may be unaware that Heather owns and operates a 22’ sailboat.  According to the Wharf Rats, Captain Heather in the finest of yachting traditions was on her way to Eastern YC by boat when that dingus called a keel decided to test the depth of the water and found it lacking.   Captain Heather’s nautical education suddenly became better grounded as she learned sailboat keels, like many Past Commodores I know, simply cannot pass a bar with stopping.   Unfortunately, time ran out on Salty and the Wharf Rats before Salty could hear the rest of the story.  Hopefully, by next month we will know how Heather finally escaped the bar.  

Every Commodore loves to bring as many officers as possible to Opening Ceremonies and, as an officer, it is fun attend and socialize with friends from around the Bay.   On a recent Saturday in May, the Belvedere officers were having a fine time in beautiful weather at the Otter Point Opening when one of them remarked that is was too bad Belvedere R/C Gary Amoth wasn’t there because he really would have enjoyed it.  It turns that R/C Gary, was at that moment in uniform and not believing his luck at finding a great parking space.  As he proceeded toward the club yardarm in anticipation of a ceremony soon to start, he ran into Belvedere 1st Lady Nancy Bargar who asked Gary what he was doing there.  Gary, feeling mighty shipshape and squared away in his whites, announced. “I am here to attend the Baltimore Opening!”  Nancy then gave Gary the good news and the bad news.  The good news was that Gary was at indeed at Baltimore Yacht Club.  The bad news was that Gary was there on the wrong day!   So for his demonstration of Einstein’s Theory that time is relative, a Skunk Flag Honorable Mention is hereby bestowed upon Belvedere R/C Gary “Got No Time” Amoth!

There was another fellow at Baltimore YC that was feeling mighty shipshape and squared away in his whites.  In fact, the Wharf Rats tell Salty that this guy is a stickler for doing things right and over the years has vigorously protected the honor of Baltimore YC officers by pointing out the uniform errors of their ways.   Baltimore P/C Connie Ragone recalls the first time he wore a yacht club uniform and how he spent considerable effort to get it just right only to have his spirit crushed by this prickly protector of protocol.   Well, it just so happens that Captain Protocol himself was at Baltimore YC Saturday night when what to his wondering eyes did appear but two stars on a left collar, defying Right Rank most dear.  Being a guest, Captain Protocol quietly passed this to P/C Ragone, who, announced, “I’ve been waiting years for this!” and with great joy and enthusiasm, informed V/C Frank Wojciechowski he was out of uniform!   So, upon consult with King Neptune and Captain Protocol, Salty hereby bestows the title of “Seaman Apprentice of Protocol” upon Baltimore V/C Frank “Left Rank” Wojciechowski!

Please keep Salty posted on your news from around the clubs (send to TBear5@Prodigy.net).  If you can’t find Salty, P/C Joe Hellner of Belvedere YC knows where Salty hangs out and is always happy to pass on your information. Wharf Rats and Bilge Rats are especially encouraged to send gossip and news of nautical misadventures.  

Till next port o’ call, this is Salty Sam the Sea Dog wishin’ ya fair winds and following seas.

