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Upcoming:

Racing by the Golden Gate
Joe Motil tries his hand at heavy-wind Bay Area racing and survives smiling

October 2009

4 TTL Race & RC Training

4 Full Moon

6 BOD Meeting

10&11 LP Race

12 Columbus Day

13 Membership Meeting

18 TTL Race & RC Training

24&25 LP Race

By Joe Motil, Vice Commodore

Sail Maker James Quimby looking over the challenge  
Joe has presented him. “We’ll do the best we can,” he 
says. Photos: Katherine and Joe Motil

Catching our first view of the Golden Gate Bridge and Transamer-
ica building across the bay, while driving over a hill on highway 
580 near Berkeley California, it really sinks in that you have final-
ly made your destination. Katherine and I were headed to Point 

Richmond so I could participate in the Megabyte North American’s (NA’s) 
Regatta. This regatta was part of the larger Totally Dinghy Regatta which 
is a twice-yearly event sponsored by the Richmond Yacht Club (RYC). This 
one took place September 19th – 20th and, according to registrations, was 
comprised of 105 boats in many different classes. It was said that due to 
the recent economy the regatta was only half to a third as large as it nor-
mally is. Nonetheless, quite an array of different boats was represented 
there (see listing of classes). They had two of five available venues set up 
for use in the regatta. The Potrero Channel course (inside the breakwater) 
and Southampton Olympic course just South of Angel Island.

Like most events of this type, the number of entrants grows quickly the 
day before the races start. With that in mind, Steve Lowery, the Chairman 
of the regatta said, “That’s why we cut off registration the day before the 
races start or we would be receiving boats as they are beginning the first 
start sequence!” I had made prior arrangements with Rich, the harbor 
master, to have my boat stay in their lot for the duration of the event. 

Pulling into the RYC parking lot after having the gate opened for us, 
we dropped off my Megabyte, Waterdog, on Thursday. I had come to the 
regatta with a torn sail but had made arrangements to have it sewn at 
the North Sails Sail Care loft in San Rafael, just a short, $4.00 toll across a 
bridge northwest of Point Richmond. The sail maker, Steve Quimby, said 
he “would do the best he could” to fix the vision window that had to be 
replaced but was not happy about the sail condition. I watched as he 
worked the material into place and finally stitched it all back together 
again. After settling up, I asked, “If you had an afternoon to see some 
local attractions where would you go?”  That resulted in a great side trip 
to the coast. He said “go up to Fourth and C street to see the San Rafael 
mission, then follow 4th street out to San Anselmo and take Sir Francis 
Drake Boulevard through Fairfax, then through a portion of redwoods, 
Samuel P. Taylor Camp and on out to Point Reyes national seashore park 
in Marin county.” 

We ended up at Limantour Beach as a windy and cold sunset was pro-
ceeding. It was amazingly clear, according to the locals we asked, and 
you could see much farther down the beach than normal. Coming back 
through Fairfax, we stopped at Ghiringhelli Pizzeria and had an amazing 
dinner, discovering why this little city was voted “best in Marin County.”



Compass Points 2

Friday was hot and rather windless so everyone there spent the time 
meeting the other racers and talking about their boats. I rigged mine up 
to go test the new sail repair, then worked my way out into the channel 
where it opens up to the bay. There was almost no wind, and that’s when 
I discovered we had an ebbing tide! Watching the end of the jetty go by 
as you slowly feel yourself being pushed out into the bay where the seas 
were even larger with no wind gives you an opportunity to work on your 
explanations like, “I always wanted to visit Alcatraz” or “I heard that St. 
Francis YC has amazing sourdough burgers.” That is also when you get 
very motivated about remembering how to propel a sail boat by rocking 
it. Eventually the wind came up and I could test my sail; it was just okay.

Saturday morning was unusual, due to the absence of morning fog, 
and totally unpredictable according to the locals. The weather forecast 
indicated we would have a fairly windy day. They got that right! We had 
switched venues from starting with the Finns on the Southampton course 
to the inside Potrero course and our own start. As boats were set up and 
sailed out to check in with the race committee winds were sustained at 12 
knots gusting to 15. By the first three-minute start sequence winds were 
sustained at 15 gusting to 18 knots. By the time the third race started, 
winds were 21 knots gusting to 30 knots! Capsized boats were becoming 
more common as the race progressed until they decided to stop racing 
because the safety boats were too busy picking up flipped boats. 

I watched four boats during the last race, running for the leeward mark 
ahead of me, flip as each one rounded. I was concerned about running 
into the flipped boats but the strong winds blew them away from the 
mark and I was able to gybe around the mark, easily clearing the boats! 
Gybing in 21+ knot winds will really test your commitment and many 
learned there is no dishonor in the chicken gybe. The RYC folks appar-
ently really understand the needs of sailors by providing open facilities, 
bathrooms and showers, but the greatest expression of their understand-
ing is when the first free beer keg appeared after the race.

Sunday was a very different weather day. The fog was back on the bay 
and the wind was absent. By the time of check-in with the RC, wind was 
steady at 3 knots. By the first start, winds had risen to 4 knots steady but 
were pretty anemic. The second race was better around 8 knots and the 
third was up to 12 knots. This time the free beer keg was smaller as if to 
say “now it’s time to go home.” The Finn sailors got to it first, quickly fol-
lowed by the lightning and snipe sailors, and I don’t need to tell you that 
there was not much left after that.

Alas, I did not do very well in the race finishing 6th of 7 entrants, which 
may not be that surprising. Lots of lessons learned by just going and hav-
ing a great time. If you’re going to a big race you need to give yourself the 
best chance you can. Take your best equipment—and I’ve just received a 
brand-new sail. Almost all of the other Megabyters asked how old my sail 
was as it was apparently obvious it had seen better days. 

Another lesson learned was that sailing will introduce you to many 
wonderful people, all with a common bond in boats and fun, who are 
willing to share their experience. I guess I already knew that from AYC.

So if you want to trailer to San Francisco Bay, I can tell you it is a great 
venue and well worth the trip. I know we want to go back again.

Looking up and down the beaches on an unusually clear day 
gives you the impression you could walk for miles without 
interuption.
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Racing classes represented in the Totally Dinghy Regatta:
El Toro – 11 boats
Snipes - 9 boats
Bytes – 5 boats
Laser – 28 boats
Wylie Wabbit - 7 boats
Day Sailor -7 boats
WETA - 8 boats
Finn - 7 boats
Megabyte - 7 boats
Lightning – 6 boats
Southhampton Course Open Class – 11 boats
Portero Course Open Class - 8 boats
Multihull Open Class – 5 boats
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By Joe Motil

While vacationing this summer up in the Rockies, we stopped in 
Coeur d’ Alene,  Idaho, for lunch, hoping to walk to the lake to 
get a little exercise. 

There just happened to be a boat show that had sprung up with the 
warmer weather. A small, rather stout sailboat with a sort of homemade 
look to it was parked among the standard powerboats, mini hydroplanes 
and runabouts. 

The ballast keels made her one of the most unusual boats I have ever 
seen and what made her noteworthy was that it holds the altitude record 
for sailing and sailboats. The altitude record for sailing! The story of Tris-
tin Jones and his saga of literally crossing South America is captured in 
books like The Incredible Voyage or Sailing Among the Stars. 

The boat’s name is Sea Dart and it had been given to the Idaho State 
Department of Parks and Recreation. Sailing Sea Dart at 12,506 feet 
above sea level on Lake Titicaca in the Andes and eventually taking the 
boat across a pass at 14,800 feet and launching into a river, eventually 
ending up in the Atlantic, is pretty amazing.

Taking Sailing to New Heights:
The Story of Sea Dart
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By Rick Johnson

Ah, a member with a boat in California. Mike Grijalva is an active 
racer there and I joined him for the Long Beach Race Week (a 
three-day week) this summer on his Newport 41.

A few years ago they started letting sailors pick a random 
leg course instead of joining a fleet around the buoys. We had 
ten registered in our fleet, nine raced, including the Andrews 
50, It’s OK, that rates -48. He was the fast boat, and Mike’s, at 
102, was the chaser. Each day when we raced, the fleet sailed 
away from us after about the first tack, but Mike said “if we 
can still see them, we’ll have time on them.” 

Friday we sailed a 21-mile course, around a buoy inside, out 
the Queen’s Gate, then up to Pt. Fermin buoy, then all the way 
down outside the seawall, back in though Alamedas gate, back 
up to the inside mark, and then finish. We’d started in about 8 
knots inside with a 150% up front and soon felt overpowered 
when we went out the gate. A couple of tacks later, we caught 
the sail on an upper spreader on a tack and tore a panel out 
of the leach. The result was a bald-headed sail change to Mike’s 130 and 
earned us the back of the pack—cost us a good regatta score and Mike 
$170. 

After we had experience overpowered sailing so early, and the fact 
that Mike has lengthened his boom and flies a larger mainsail, I started 
to believe his 130% was the right size for anything over 10 knots, and we 
later learned, left us overpowered after 20 knots. We saw the wind over 
20 all weekend, so the 130% was the right sail most of the time and a 
100% set-up for a peel would have been nice.

For the parties, they brought a shore boat over from Avalon for the 
ride to Alamedas Yacht Club, which wasn’t the speediest way to travel 
with its numerous pick-ups, and the food was gone when we arrived. We 
stayed only a little while and took the shore boat home and walked to the 
Crab Pot for dinner. This local landmark on Alamedas bay serves bowls of 
seafood, including crab, that they tip-over onto the table and give every-
one a wooden hammer to crack the shells. 

Saturday they sent us 26 miles out around the oil platforms. We start-
ed with the 130, which tacked well. Later we didn’t jibe the chute once on 
the reach to the platforms. Our Newport 41 does dip-pole jibes and two 
guys can work the foredeck (but three is better), and the cockpit crew/
driver timing is important. The boat’s 18,000 lbs. with a full-displacement 
hull, and carries a lot of power, so the sails load up. 

At the end, we could see many of our competitors finish ahead and we 
all knew we’d sailed well. 

Above: Keeping an eye on the chute; 
Below: Mike Grijalva at the helm of his 
Newport 41. Photos: Rick Johnson

Adventures with Rick:

Mike Grijalva and AYC Mob Compete  
in Long Beach Race Week
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(From left) Rick Johnson, Mike and Jo Grijalva on steadier barstool perches at Catalina. Rick tagged along with 
Mike’s Shockwave crew for the Long Beach races. Photo: Joe Motil

After slipping in for showers we headed to the Long Beach Yacht Club 
party and after just a few minutes there, Mike came up beaming, “We 
took a third and were a mere minute and a half off first on corrected.” 
O.K. we did sail well. 

Sunday was the typical shorter course, but we again sailed out around 
the platforms, and the winds were consistently in the mid-20s. The chute 
was up soon enough and away we went to the platforms with the fleet 
still in view. The sea was up and Shockwave surfed some great rollers with 
one or two near wipeouts, rocking along as we watched our competitor’s 
chutes, ahead but still in sight, blast between the anchored ships. 

Again, we reached to the Alamedas gate, but this time in 26 knots 
and four- foot rollers. Bret Blanche stayed on the sail trim in the cockpit 
while Mike Champlain, Craig Quist, Ricky and I hung our legs over the rail, 
everyone with foulies but me. Every now and then a rogue wave would 
roll though and fire-hose drench the boat, so I got good and wet on this 
normally dry boat. Mike’s wife Jo sailed Sunday and was with us Friday 
as well. She is fun to have on board, and was excited by the conditions 
Sunday. 

The next leg’s long slog was not good to us, robbing boat speed, the 
main luffing power all the way, so we did only a sixth.

We scooted the boat back through Long Beach harbor watching the 
kite-boarders. Looks like the new rage. There were maybe 20-30 blasting 
along the bay’s windy shores. I wondered how often they wrapped lines, 
their parachute kites dancing aloft, boarders crashing into each other. I’m 
sure their heads pop up and they smile and say “right on!” 

Wow, a boat in California!
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By Joe Motil

This is just beautiful!” you say to yourself as you sip your coffee 
and watch the morning sun rise above the mountains and il-
luminate the glimmering waters of Flathead lake in Montana. 
This lake is the largest natural lake in the western United States. 

It is situated at the foot of Glacier National Park in the Rocky Mountains 
and feed by two large rivers, the Flathead and Swan. 

A nice thing about the lake is that it normally does not freeze over 
completely in winter, due to its volume and the prevailing winds that 
keep the surface water moving. There is room to run on this water! The 
lake is about 28 miles long, 15 miles wide, and has a maximum depth at 
370 feet. The lake boasts one of the best water qualities; residents run 
untreated water through an intake pipe straight from the lake to their 
house water supply. 

There are two main sailing groups on the lake, North Flathead Yacht 
Club in Somers and South Flathead Sailing Association in Dayton. They 
are part of US Sailing’s Northern Rockies Sailing Association and both 
extend a warm welcome to visitors. There are several fleets of boats 
that can be found, including Catalina 22, J/24’s, San Juan 21’s as well as 
PHRF spin and non-spin, which contend for the annual Montana Cup in 
August.

Katherine and I were fortunate enough to be visiting relatives living 
on the western arm of Flathead Lake near the sleepy town of Dayton in 
August. Tucked in behind Cromwell Island and Wild Horse Island is our 
destination. We pull up to a house situated on the side of a bay which 
eventually reaches out to the main body of Flathead Lake. 

Our hostess, Lori Stone, had tried to set up an opportunity for me on 
some J/24’s racing out of the South Flathead Sailing Association, but I 
couldn’t get there in time to crew for the beer can races. 

“I guess you’ll just have to contend with our boats,” she says as she 
pointed to a few Lasers among all the other boats to choose from. Bruce 
Barrett, Tara Barrett and I started rigging boats as we pull matching parts 
together from inside the house basement, which conveniently opens up 
onto the yard facing the water. Eventually we got them rigged but the 
wind started fading. 

The winds are a lot like those experienced at Lake Pleasant, with 
good morning winds followed by an afternoon lull, followed by increas-
ing winds through the evening. Tara, an accomplished sailor in her own 
right and the daughter of Olympic medalist Peter Barrett, challenged 
me to race in Lasers. I’m about 70 pounds over the ideal weight so I 
said, “Sure!” 

We raced up to the north tip of Wild Horse Island and then around 
Cromwell Island and back. The wind measured up to 14 mph apparent 
and when we finished, Tara laughed and said, “As long as I was winning 
we were racing, but when I was losing, we were just messing around!” 

I am fine with messing around anytime on Flathead Lake!

Summer Sailing on Western Montana Rockies
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By Joe Motil

It’s pretty exciting to think about going to the British Virgin Islands, 
but to go to the Bitter End Yacht Club to participate in the ProAm 
Regatta and sail with some of the ”rock stars” of sailing is even more 
exciting. 

At last November’s Pro Am event I met Zach Railey and approached 
him about coming to Phoenix. I’d been following his rise as a Finn sailor 
for some time so felt pretty comfortable asking him to visit us. “Arizona 
Yacht Club!?” he said, to which I replied, “Yeah, I get that a lot.” 

He asked what dates, and after I provided him options, he said “let’s 
lock in March!” (to prospective Rear Commodores, it’s just that easy, 
well, maybe not). We talked a little about what I was hoping to do and 
he said, “That all sounds great, I look forward to it, we can talk details as 
we get closer.”

Zach wanted to have more time here, so he found a redeye flight that 
got him from Clearwater, Florida to Phoenix a little after 9 am. Driving 
east away from Sky Harbor, I asked Zach what he wanted to do. Knowing 
that he is a very, very busy person, I wanted to offer him the option to 
simply relax. He doesn’t get to do that much. He said he was totally open, 
so I laid out the plan for the day. I took him down to Tempe Town Lake, 
showed him the boat yard and the venue from the grassy hill. 
He thought it was great and was surprised at how much AYC/
ASF has organized.

We were hosting him at our house and headed there after 
TTL. Once there he began to relax. It is exhausting to be on an 
Olympic campaign. Answering e-mails and working on the Pow-
erPoint he was giving to the AYC membership meeting later in 
the evening, we just hung out. 

He went to his backpack, unzipped a pocket, pulled out a zi-
plock bag and asked,” Do you want to see the medal?” Of course 
I did! It is a very impressive medal. 

Zach had an interest in learning more about the desert so 
went to the Desert Botanical Gardens where the Dale Chihuly 
glass show was playing. We didn’t go in, but walked around the 
periphery with me as resident naturalist. Cholla impressed Zach. 
We found a clump of the Teddy Bear variety and he was pretty 
amazed how easily it pierced his tennis shoe and hung on. We 
hiked up to Hole in the Rock in Papago park and took in the view 
of the Valley of the Sun from there.

We had reserved a table at VinciTorio’s Ristorante in south 
Tempe and enjoyed a very nice dinner with several AYC mem-
bers and guests. The owners were pretty funny when they real-
ized who Zach was and they insisted on pictures. 

The March AYC meeting was amazing, with over 100 mem-
bers and guests. Zach spoke about what it’s like to be an Olym-
pic athlete, the kind of schedule in a campaign, Quingdao 2008, 
and the new direction US Sailing is taking to develop youth sail-
ing programs. And, of course, he showed us his silver medal.

Zach Railey gives Joe’s Megabyte a workout on 
Tempe Town Lake. Photo: Joe Motil

Zach
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The following morning we had to get up and get started because an 
event had been planned for Zach at Phoenix Children’s Hospital to inter-
act with the kids. A huge “Thank you!” to Dennis Martinelli, George Tin-
gom and Larry Green who volunteered to help and set up a static display 
of rigged sailboats in front of the hospital. 

Zach was able to meet many of the kids in the hospital. Zach really 
enjoyed it and the hospital staff reported that he was one of the nicest 
celebrities they’ve ever had visit.

From there, off to Four Peaks Brewery for lunch and then over to TTL 
for Zach to host a sailing clinic. A cluster of sailors ringed Zach on the 
grassy knoll as he rambled on for a couple hours, then jumped on Water-
dog, my Megabyte, since it’s the closest thing to a Finn we have in AYC’s 
fleet. 

Zach spent just a few moments getting adjusted to her, pulling her con-
trols. Reed Deardorf launched his laser and they both sailed in light air. 
We stood by watching as Zach showed why he was an Olympic level sailor. 
(I had to listen to comments like, “Wow, look at her go!” and “Waterdog’s 
really fast when finally trimmed right!” How quickly friends turn.)

Just before he docked, Zach showed everyone how to complete a 720 
in less than 8 seconds! It was amazing to behold. He seemingly danced 
her through the turns. That was the first time Zach had been in a Mega-
byte and he was favorably impressed. He wants to introduce me to the 
Finn, saying “you’d tear us up in 20 mph winds.” Somehow, I think he was 
thinking Master’s Division.

We raced off to the airport and as quickly as he arrived, he departed. 
He had a great time and we will keep in touch over the plans we hatched 
at the Four Peaks lunch for his return with friends in 2010. 

You can track what Zach’s doing at http://zach2012.com/
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