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    Newsletter of the  Northern California West Wight Potter Club Oct.-Nov. 2009 

The Potter Yachter 
By Don Person 
photos by Carl Sundholm 

For the second year in a row, a group of Potter Yachters sailed 
out  under the Golden Gate Bridge and into the bumpy Pacific. 
The  conditions were ideal. High tide at the gate around one pm 
with  minimal swing, wind was around 10 knots with moderate 
swell and chop.   

Dave White and Carl Sundholm were first out followed by good 
shepherd Steve Potter. They sailed through the Gate to the vicin-
ity of the Cliff House.  Steve  was there to prevent Dave and Carl 
from giving in to euphoria and  heading for Hawaii. Even having 
to repair a broken  boom gooseneck  didn't slow Carl down.  

The intrepid trio was followed by “Goose” Gossman, Jim Kir-
wan, Dave Camby and Don Person who played around under  the 
bridge.   Deciding to return Goose headed down wind. It was then  
his mast failed and down it came. Being the experienced and 
competent  sailor he is, mast, boom and sails were soon lashed on 
board and he  was motoring homeward. He reports the incident 
upset the usually  unflappable Ginger, the wonder dog. 

The event started Friday when Dan Phy and Jim Kirwan, with 
their Monty's, arrived at Richmond’s Marina Bay Yacht Harbor. 
They had excellent sailing conditions Friday and Saturday. A sus-
picious fog bank kept them away from the Gate so they circum-
navigated Angel Island. They were joined Saturday afternoon by 

Don Person who slipped his P15 near theirs. That eve-
ning they explored "Old Richmond" and enjoyed a 
good  Mexican dinner. 

Dave White with his red truck and red P19 arrived 
around 7:00 A.M. Sunday morning. The skies were 
clear and the sun was warming. There  wasn't a sign 
of a  breeze. He was shortly followed by Bruce Hood. 
Dan  had offered to let him drive the Monty 17, an 
offer he couldn't  refuse. The flags on the Harbor 
Masters building were absolutely  still. Other Potters 
arrived.  P15 skippers Dave Myers, Terry Gotcher,  
Steve Potter, Ed Dove and Dave Camby with Pam 
Griggs were rigging their boats..  Carl Sundholm and 
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yesterday we were planning the sailing events for this year. We sure 
had some great outings, and still have several more this year. By the 
time you read this we will have completed the Moss Landing to Mon-
terey sail hosted by Mike Swartz, I am looking forward to it, and the 
Richmond to the Golden Gate sail of October 25th is behind us as well. 
Still ahead is the last scheduled event of the season, our Clipper Cove 
Picnic sail on November 29th.  

It will not be long till we start planning next years sails, as well as the 
Potter Yachter of the year. When the officers have put together the 
tentative schedule I will put it on the Potter Forum for everybody to 
review. We will finalize the sailing schedule at the annual meeting in 
January. Remember if you have any suggestions, Please get them in 
early.  

Phone numbers and e-mail addresses are listed in the Officer’s Club at 
the bottom of this page 

See you on the water, 

Bud 

It is with great sadness I must announcement Jerry 
Kergan's retirement as our newsletter editor/publisher. 
He has put out great newsletters, and will be missed. I 

am asking someone in the club to step up and take over for Jerry.  

The new editor will should be comfortable with the PC. The software 
provided with the job is a copy of Microsoft Publisher which is compati-
ble with Windows XP, Vista, and the new OS Windows 7. Jerry will also 
include a freeware version of PDF software to convert the Publisher 
files to the PDF format that is used to publish the newsletter to the web. 
Jerry will assist and train the next editor in the how-to of producing the 
Dec/Jan newsletter. 

If you have any question's, feel free to contact either myself or Jerry by 
e-mail or phone. 

* * * * * * *  
Wow, the end of the year is in sight. Where did it go? It seems like 

The Commodore’s Log 

EVENTS ON THE HORIZON: 
Sunday, November 22nd   
               Grand Street, Alameda, to Clipper Cove. Host: Dave Bacon 

 
January (Date to be announced)  
               Potter Yachter Annual Meeting 
               Oakland Yacht Club, Alameda 

SoCal Potter Events  
January 24th. 2010:  
                Dana Point—see the SoCal Potters website for details—http://www.howies.net/socalpotter/  
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Eric Zilbert com-
pleted the P19 
fleet. All told  there 
were eleven boats 
in the  flotilla. 

S t e v e  P o t t e r 
chaired the skip-
pers meeting. He 
explained the tide 
situation and re-
minded us of the 
possible problems 
we could encounter  around the Gate. He also offered extra gas, mixed or 
straight, and dry clothes for anyone who might need them. If in trouble 
wave your  arms above your head. VHF frequency 68 was selected. Terry 
mentioned the fees at 
Ayala Cove had gone 
up, again, so we 
elected to bypass it.  

With still no wind at ten am so off we motored out Potrero strait   
for Raccoon Strait. It was an easy crossing and the rips between 
Angel island and Tiburon were milder than usual.  

By the time  most of the fleet reached the west end of Angel Island 
Dave, Carl and  Steve were almost out of sight and sailing out the 
Gate. However, by  now the wind from the south west had picked 
up and the  sailing became  moderately exciting. Ed Dove, Terry 
Gotcher and Dan Phy, with Bruce Hood driving his Monty 
17,decided to sail around in the slot. The rest of us were  under or 
west of the Gate. By 2:00 P.M. the tide had changed and we 
headed back.  

Carl Sundholm, Dave  White and Steve Potter were now tail end 
Charlies. There was good wind, now more  westerly, both sides of 
Angel Island but it kept dropping the closer we came to Richmond. 
A huge regatta was being held, countless sailboats were more or 
less stalled in the channel between Richmond  and Angel Island. It 
was a good thing a tanker didn't come through. Those in our fleet 
who chose Raccoon Strait had to work there way through the  traf-
fic jam while the others coming around the south and east of  An-
gel Island had clear sailing.  

As usual the wind came up some in Potrero Strait and the sail back to the launch ramp was a very pleasant ride.  

(Golden Gate: continued from page 1) 

P-14/15 
Don Person 
Steve Potter 

Jim “Goose” Gossman & Ginger 
Dave Camby & Pam Griggs 

Dave Myers 
Terry Gotcher 

Ed Dove  

P-18/19 
Dave White 
Eric Zilbert 

Carl Sundholm 

Others 
Jim Kirwan—Montgomery-15 

Dan Phy & Bruce Hood—Montgomery-17 

The Skippers & Vessels 

Don Person, Steve Potter, and Dave White 

(continued page 4: Loch Lo-Ginger the Wonder Dog 
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ANOTHER VIEW ON THE GOLDEN GATE SAIL:   
BEYOND THE GATE AND BABY WHALE. 
On our Potter sails, the boats sometimes split off into different groups.  Here’s my perspective from the “less traveled” 
path Dagmar and I took. 

October 25, 2009 was an optimal day to sail out under the Golden Gate.  The tide charts showed only about a two foot 
difference between high and low tide at the Gate with the ebb tide going out in the morning, slack water at 2:02 pm, and 
the flood tide coming in with the afternoon until the following slack water at 7:09 pm, which should not be a problem 
since it was around the time of sunset.  The tidal conditions could not have been better chosen.   The minimal current at 
the Gate meant that the “potato patch” under the bridge would be calm and that it would be easier to get out into the Pa-
cific Ocean before the slack tide and back into San Francisco Bay afterwards. 

The last time Dagmar and I went out under the Golden Gate was a couple of years ago, when Dave White and I pretty 
much decided that the best sailing strategy was to get outside the 
Golden Gate as quickly as possible to maximize the sailing time out 
on the Pacific Ocean side.  Under the light wind conditions a couple 
of years ago and this year, this same strategy applied and meant 
motor sailing out of Richmond Harbor through Raccoon Strait and 
straight out the Gate.  

The fleet left the ramp a little after 10:00 am.  Initially it was mirror 
calm in the Richmond harbor. 

After motoring out, I turned the motor off a couple of times to see if 

the wind was strong 
enough to make signifi-
cantly quick progress out 
of the Richmond harbor, 
but ended up motor sailing 
most of the way out. 

 Since the tides were optimal with a very small differential between low and high tide changing at the Gate at about 2:00 
pm, there would be little current being forced through the entrance, what there was would be favorable, and the potato 
patch should be calm.  The plan was to get out under the Gate before then, enjoy sailing outside the Gate, exploring to 
the north and south, and then enjoying the sail back. 

With that in mind and with Dave having the better sailing skills, I determined to not let his bright red 
sails out of my sight and did my best to follow his lead closely.  We motor sailed out of the Richmond 
marina and that was the last we saw of most of the Potter fleet for most of the day. 

As we entered Raccoon Strait, a very strange sight came into view.   

It turned out to be a California sea lion (Zalophus californianus) with its head, flipper and its tail sticking 
up out of the water.  

As Dave White and I circled our Potter 19’s around it and taking photos, “Odd behavior” Dave quizzi-

(continued page 5: Golden Gate 
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(Golden Gate: continued from page 4) 

cally remarked.  "Odd behavior" I agreed.  

Usually these seal lions will bolt underwater 
when you are at least 100 feet away, and we 
were about 10 feet away and it wasn’t even 
flinching. But then as Dave sailed away, the 
mystery was revealed. 

A second sea lion head popped up!  Now, I 
have heard of dogs getting stuck together 
while “makin' whoopee,” but sea lions?   So I 
guessed that is why they couldn't swim away.   

At the point that I realized all this, I began to 
feel like I was intruding on their private mo-
ment and said “ooops, you all have a nice 
day” as I motored my way out of there, and 
was back in pursuit of Dave’s red sails. 

We continued out through Raccoon Strait, hit 
a little bit of rough water as we emerged on 
the other side of Angel Island. 

 

The wind got strong enough to do some good sailing straight west from 
the bridge for a while. The farther away we got from the bridge, the 
winds began to shift to westerly, so Dave headed south toward the Cliff 
House and I followed.  The small but increasing swells would splash 
the bow as I sailed across them. 

After about half an hour sailing outside the Gate, the swells got larger, 
reaching 5 feet or so. 

When I hit one of the swells, it jarred the gooseneck of the boom loose 
from the mast, and I turned out of the waves thinking that I would have to head 

Odd Behavior Revealed! 

Have A Nice Day 

(continued page 3: Loch Lomond) On the other side, motors were cut, and the wind 

We made it under the Golden Gate Bridge by 12:00 noon. 

Odd Behavior 

(continued page 6: Golden Gate) 
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(Golden Gate: continued from page 5) 
back.   If you look closely at the above 
photo you can see the boom is separating 
from the sail and the cotter pin is lying 
on the cabin top. 

When I got the boat to a quieter spot, I 
managed to crawl forward to assess the 
situation and found the cotter pin and the 

reefing hook that fell out of the gooseneck were still on deck, so I was able to put it 
all back together and keep sailing.   

At this point, I heard Eric Zilbert over the VHF radio say that he was under the 
bridge and that some Potters were headed south toward the Mile Rock Light and 
the Cliff House, so I sailed south to see what I could see. 

And, sure enough, on my 
way towards the Cliff House, I was happy to see the familiar 
blue and white sails of Steve 
Potter’s P-15, Stars n’ Bars. 

I really admire Steve’s sailing 
skills.  He handled the swells 
expertly and confidently in a 
much smaller boat than.   

We sailed near the Mile Rock 
Light, formerly a lighthouse that was constructed on the rock. Steve said he could feel the 
current pulling toward the rocks.  I felt the same thing.  I have read that there have been 
many shipwrecks on the rocks along this section of coast and, being out there in relatively 
mild conditions, you begin to understand why that is a treacherous area. 

At that point we both turned around and headed northwest towards Dave White’s location.  
After a bit more sailing, I went out and told Steve that I was heading back.  He said that 
was ok but he was going to hang out with Dave and do some more sailing.  I learned later 
that they were out there for quite a while and sailed pretty far north. 

After I headed back under the bridge, I looked toward Raccoon Strait and saw it literally 
filled with sails.  From listening to the VHF, I learned that they were part of a large 

Gooseneck Separation 

(continued page 7: Golden Gate) 
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sailboat race.   

At that point, I decided to return around the south side of Angel Island; and it’s lucky 
I did. 

Sailing by the southwest 
side of Angel Island, I 
suddenly heard a really 
loud splash as though 
something really big leapt 
out of the water.  As I was 
fumbling for my camera, I 
saw a large  baby whale 
that looked over 20 feet 
long leap out of the water, and 
go this photo of its tail fluke 
going back into the water. 

Then I was fortunate enough to 
get this photo of it’s face as it surfaced headed towards the Gate, 
and a few others as well 

From doing a little research afterwards, I 
believe that it was a baby fin whale 
(Balaenoptera physalus),, which is a close rela-
tive of the blue whale. 

As if my whale sighting weren’t enough, I also 
got this photo of a pelican diving for fish.  You 
think they are so ungainly and awkward, and then you see them do these jet dives into the water 
and come up with a fish. 

What a fantastic day!  When I finally got back to the boat ramp it was about 4:00 pm and most 
of the guys had already packed up their boats.  I packed up Dagmar and couldn’t wait to get 
home to see if the photos came out.  What a great day on the Bay, and beyond!  

(Golden Gate: continued from page 6) 
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By Bud Kerner 
Photos: Tom Johnson 

Saturday morning our weather in the foothills was partly sunny, how-
ever, to the west the sky looked very ominous. The BoatUS forecast for 
Stockton was partly sunny with a chance of thunder storms late in the 
day.  While driving down the hill to Stockton, Niel Dorf a Monty 15 
sailor called and asked if we were going to  sail. He was on interstate 80 
coming from Roseville and it was raining. At the time he called we still 
had some sunshine, but when we arrived at Buckley Cove the sky was 
very dark and there was thunder in the background. 

Other boats began arriving, in the end we had five Potters 14/15's one 
Potter 19 and the Monty 15. Folks coming from the Bay area said they 
drove through some heavy rain.  

Tom Johnson, the new owner of "Chubby", came over to chat with us. 
For those who 
don't know, 
"Chubby" is 
the P19 that 
sailed to Ha-

waii, and after some serious modifications sailed to Alaska 
and back. He was joining the group for the sail to Windmill 
Cove. "Chubby" is kept in a slip at the Stockton Sailing Club 
which is just opposite the launch ramps at Buckley Cove. Tom 
told me he was going to take his P19 out and sail around the 
Buckley Cove area until the rest of us launched. By now it 
was raining hard enough to make people don jackets and um-
brellas. I even closed the hatch on my boat.  

There was a tremendous bolt of lighting so close it actually 
lite the sky. With just about everyone in the water it began to 

P-14/15 
Keith Hubbard 
Harry Gordon  
Steve Potter 
Dave Kautz  
Katie Taylor  

P-18/19 
Tom Johnson 
Bud Kerner  

Others 
Niel Dorf —Montgomery-15 

The Skippers & Vessels 

Stockton: Buckley Cove to Windmill Cove 

The near legendary P-19 “Chubby”,  veteran of a passage from 
San Francisco to Hawaii, is now skippered by new owner  

(continued page 9: Stockton) 
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look like we would have to cancel the sail. Tom came back over and said 
he was struck by lighting. That bolt that was so close to us happened 
when he was motoring out of his slip. His teeth actually chattered uncon-
trollably and he was left with a funny taste in his mouth. Tom said he 
was canceling his sail. 

The rain let up, the thunder moved on, and at 10:30am we fired up our 
motors and left the launch ramp. 

There was very little wind on the river and at times we motor sailed. Just 
before the river bends and you lose sight of Buckley Cove I saw a sail-
boat come out onto the river. I thought it looked like a P19; it was, Tom 
decided to join us. I only saw lighting twice on the way to Windmill 
Cove, and it was off in the distance. We did have some rain. 

By the time drinks and lunch were ordered the sun began to peek 
through the clouds, and we were able to take advantage of the outside deck at the Cove. While waiting for lunch 
"Chubby" sailed in. 

The weather continued to improve, the clouds disappeared, the breeze picked up and we were set for a good afternoon of 
sailing. Tom and his modified P19 left first. He still had a funny taste in his mouth from the lighting strike and headed 
back to the Stockton Sailing Club. Harry Gordon and Steve Potter decided to sail up the Fourteen Mile Slough. The rest 
of us headed down the San Joaquin. We had a consistent ten knot breeze and plenty of sunshine. The group sailed to 
Ward Cut and then turned around for the run back to Buckley Cove. 

It was a shaky start, but in the end a great day of sailing. My only disappointment was that the Coast Guard Auxiliary 
didn't show up to do safety checks. I guess they thought no one in there right mind would sail on a day like that. They 
don't know us Potters.  

(Stockton: continued from page 8) 

• . . . And From the ever-alert  

Pat Brenan  come this find from 

the Huntington Lake sail: 

Your Photos Are 

Needed For the 

2010 Potter Yachter Calendar 

If you have pictures of Potters taken at one of the Potter 

events of the 2009 season, please send them to Don 

Person (dnjperson@comcast.net) or Jerry Kergan 

(jerrykergan@gmail.com.)  Carl Sundholm, Don and 

Jerry will choose one for each month plus a cover for 

the calendar. We want to include as many photogra-

phers as possible. Please provide your submissions in as 

high resolution as you can. Thank you. 

Don  
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Moss Landing to Monterey! 
By Don Person 

Friday ,October 9, Dan Phy, Dick Herman and Dan and Gretchen Ricker had 
a good sail from Monterey, where they had launched, to Moss Landing. It 
was a pleasant day with moderate wind. The distance is about 12 miles and 
the compass heading due north. Don Hunter with crew David McCullough, 
Dave White, Don Person, Commodore Bud Kerner and Mitch Carnes with 
his new Monty 17 pulled in and launched at Moss Landing.  

The launch area is one of the best to be found anywhere. Plenty of room, 
several not too steep ramps, all clean and relatively new.  Anyone interested 
in wildlife would love the area. It abounds with birds and critters.  The Elk-
horn Slough Yacht Club, which treats us as welcome guests, is at the north 
end of the parking area.   

The new arrivals had a fine sail. A sunny day with moderate wind, following 
which all returned to the Elkhorn Yacht Club guest dock.  On the way to 
dinner, which was eventually at "The Whole Enchilada" we spent a while 
enjoying the happy hour with the EYC folks. Early plans had been to eat at 
Phil's Fish House. Pat Brennan and Vin and Barb O'Hara had driven up from 
Monterey, where they had launched, and ate there. Both groups reported sat-
isfying meals. Returning past the EYC which was rocking and rolling  we all 

turned to our boats and bedded down. 

Up early Saturday morning, to heavy overcast, several sailors headed to a nearby cafe for a very good breakfast. Around 
eleven the overcast lifted and there was a slight breeze. One by one we cast off and motor/sailed out the channel and as usual 
spread out. Some elected to stay inshore and others went farther off before heading south. Don Hunter and David sailed with 
us half way then returned to moss Landing.  

The breeze gradually picked up to 4 knots or so and the next few hours were spent leisurely sailing and watching birds, seals, 
dolphins and, for those inshore, trying to avoid the kelp.  The fleet made Monterey after four. The skies were lowering and 
the wind falling off, so all doused sails and motored the last mile or so.  Commodore Kerner towed Don Person whose motor 
wouldn't start.  Dave Kautz with Tilly Lucy was there to greet us.  By the time the boats were slipped, organized and boom 
tents set up, the sun was down and all were hungry. The group gathered at the Pub overlooking the marina. It has expanded 
and there was plenty of room for the fourteen of us. Mike Swartz, the host for the event, and son Russell, joined us. Russell 
was competing in the FJ  regional's and  Mike was helping organize. By nine we were back to our boats and soon asleep. 

The overcast was heavier and there was not a hint of breeze Sunday morning.  Some had breakfast at Lulu's while others 
walked a few blocks to the French Bakery which is really excellent.  Back at the dock, a gang gathered around Don's motor. 
After a while checking spark, gas and air,  Dan Ricker rechecked the kill-switch which turned out to be the problem. Bud 
Kerner left early. He was leaving the next day on a trip to the east coast. The rest of us waited for the overcast to lift and the 
wind to pick up which didn't happen.  Finally about half past eleven we motored out of the marina and raised sails to a one 
knot flukey breeze. Of the three returning to Moss Landing, Dave White and Mitch went off shore and found enough wind to 
sail a couple of hours. In shore Don Person gave up and motored, not unpleasant but certainly not as entertaining as sailing.  
The sun almost came out for the derigging which was nice. Mike Swartz had given us directions how to bypass Highway 
156, the two lane traffic jam from Castroville to Highway 101, which worked splendidly. The rest of the trip up 101 was 
easy. 

P-14/15 
Don Person 

Pan Brennan 
Dave Kautz 

Vincent & Barbara O’Hara 
 

P-18/19 
Bud Kerner 
Dave White 
Mike Swartz 

Don Hunter & David McCullough 

Others 
Dick Herman—Sun-Cat-17 
Dan Phy—Montgomery-17 

Mitch Carnes—Montgomery-17 
Dan & Gretchen Riker—Com-Pac 19 

The Skippers & Vessels 
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By Don Person 
Photos: Don Person 

Rich McDevitt brought the oysters, Keith Hubbard brought the fire 
wood, Tim Derry brought the grill and Dave white brought his kitchen 
and bar in a box. Everyone brought something from two buck Chuck 
to snacks and salads to sausages to cake for desert.  Oh, sorry, thought 
this was a food column. 

Most years, unless a storm blows through, the Tomales Bay sail is  
almost magical. This was one of the good years. Potters started arriv-
ing about eight am Saturday to find the parking area almost full.  A 
wooden boat event had started Friday and their trailers filled most of 
the ramp area. The rest of us parked in the dirt lot on the hill in back of 
the ramp. To add to the crowd there were kayaks everywhere. The 
temp was low 70's, with a clearing haze. The breeze started a little be-
fore eleven from the NNW, picked up to about seven knots where it 
stayed all day. I had driven up from San Rafael on Sir Francis Drake 
Blvd. to Nicasio to Pt. Reyes Station and on up hwy 1 to the launch 
ramp. Tim Derry, Jim Kirwan, Dave White , Ed Dove, “Goose” 
Gossman with Ginger and Steve Potter were launched and waiting for 
some wind. Rob Sampson who brought along Ming Kun, Keith and 
Alex Hubbard, Dave and Francesca Kautz,  Carl Sundholm and I 
launched as the morning progressed. We were joined by John Smith in 
a red hulled P19 he bought from Ray Lozano. He said Ray is having 
health problems. The sailing conditions were ideal and as usual Potters 
took off in every direction. 

A few of us sailed around Hog Island into Elk Cove. There was even more seagrass than usual so we did a lot of center-

Tomales Bay 

(continued page 12: Tomales Bay) 

P-14/15 
Don Person 

Rich McDevitt 
Keith & Alex Hubbard 

Ed Dove 
Robert Sampson & Ming Kun 

Dave & Francesca Kautz 
Steve Potter 

P-18/19 
Tim Derry 

Dave White 
Carl Sundholm 

John Smith 
Eric Zilbert 

Others 
Jim Kirwan—Montgomery-15 
Dan Phy—Montgomery-17 

Steve Chambers—Wooboto (Home Built) 
Dick Herman —Com-Pac Sun-Cat 17 

The Skippers & Vessels 
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board raising.  Sure enough the elk were feeding on the hillside. I  didn't hear any 
bugling so maybe they have settled the pecking order for a while.  Harriers were gliding along the sides of the hills.  
Egrets and great blue herons were stalking along the shore. Brown pelicans were dive bombing the jack smelt and frus-

trating the picture takers trying to get a shot just as they 
hit the water. The water was very clear and Rich and 
Steve saw a three foot shark napping on the bottom. Out 
in the bay seals kept popping up, flocks of cormorants 
cruised by low to the water and,   oh, pardon me, 
thought this was a nature column. 

From Elk Cove we cruised south. Steve Potter 
"pottered" along the shore. He has lines to his tiller so he 
can sit on the foredeck and steer while checking out the 
bottom.  Rich followed him a little farther out.  There 
was a band  of kelp which began about 30 feet from 
shore and continued out 50' or so which meant sailing 
inside or outside. About one pm we reached Tomales 
Cove where we planned to spend the night.  There were 

already several kayaks and  small tents set up but as happened last year they were at the ends of the beach leaving space 
for us in the middle. We pulled in, took a break, and had lunch. 

The conditions were just too good to quit sailing, so out we went. Heading south on a broad reach for an hour we arrived 
at Marshall Beach where the wooden boat group had set up camp. There must have been thirty of them.  A grand sight 
for small sailboat fans.  Steve Chambers with Wooboto was present and gave us a big "hello". He had sailed up earlier to 
greet us at the launch ramp.  It looked like the wooden 
boaters were all tent camping.  Only one or two of them 
were sailing, the rest were probably talking boat build-
ing.  

After our small flotilla did an in line sail by, the Admiral 
Herman maneuver, which drew appreciative comments 
from the wooden boaters, we turned north close hauled 
and began the sail back to "our" beach. The scenery, the 
weather and the sailing were all as good as it gets. 

We beached about four. South of us there was a kayak-
ing boy scout troop with about thirty kayaks. Their  
small tents were already set up. They were surprisingly 
quiet and well behaved for a bunch of young teenagers.  
At the north end of the beach were six couples. They appeared to be in their sixties and were also very quiet.  Steve, Jim, 
Tim, and Goose had inflatable dinghies and anchored out.  The rest of  us beached our Potters.. The chairs, tables, 
stoves, food, drink, etc. were unloaded and we settled down to serious relaxation. About this time Eric Zilbert arrived to 
a warm welcome and beached at the north end of the line. The tide was high which caused him a little problem when he 
tried to launch at a lower tide in the morning. Soon Keith and Dave White had a campfire going and Rich was barbecu-
ing fresh oysters he had picked up early in the day. They were scrumptious. After filling up we sat and talked around the 
campfire which was big, bright and warm thanks to Keith's wood. We gabbed until about ten when we started heading 
for the boats. 

The night was very quiet. The only interruption was  reported by Goose who had to give Ginger a ride to the beach in the 

(Tomales: continued from page 11) 
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middle of it. The night was cool and every uncovered surface was very damp by 
sunup. Dave White and Rich had the fire blazing again by seven o'clock . Coffee, with "authority" added if preferred, 
was ready soon after. One by one the sailors showed up and breakfasted on doughnuts, muffins, cake not eaten at supper 
and whatever each one had on hand. 

Those needing to get home started leaving and motored back toward the ramp. The rest of us prepared to leave when the 
wind filled in which it did about eleven.  Eric needed nine "pushers" to get Rip Tide off the hard as he had beached on a 
small sand bar.  Once 
more the conditions 
were excellent for 
close hauled tacking in 
eight knot wind back 
to the ramp. Pulling 
out and saying good-
bye is always a little 
sad but the conversa-
tion was about the 
grand time had by all 
and the upcoming 
Moss Landing to Monterey sail. Most of us plan to be there.  

All who couldn't make it this year, do plan on attending in 2010. You will 
be glad if you do.. 

 

Tamales Bay 2009 
by Rich McDevitt  
Photos: Carl Sundholm 

The weather in Dublin 
was forecast to be 100 so I 
was happy to head out at 6 
AM Saturday for Tomales 
Bay.  The drive up was 

uneventful and you could smell the fresh air and the redwoods as I passed 
through Samuel P Taylor Park.  It’s a curvy rough in spots road, but you 
can’t beat the scenery.  I arrived south of Marshall at the Tomales Bay 
Oyster Company just before they opened at 8:00 AM.  Bought a couple 
dozen large and a bag of ice then pulled back on the road for Miller park.  

I pulled in just behind Ed 
Dove and Dave White was 
already rigging Wee Boat.  
Seems like I had to take an 
amazing amount of crap along for one guy and one night but I guess I 
was following Stanley Smith’s advice, load a lot of gear forward. 

It was a beautiful crystal clear day without a puff of wind when I 
launched.  After drifting a bit I fired up the motor and headed past Hog 
Island where I found about 5 knots 

(continued page 14: Tomales Bay) 
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of wind.  The water was very 

clear and quite flat mak-
ing the visibility of sea 
life along with the colors 
and textures of the bottom 
quite a site.  While drift-
ing around White Gulch 
looking for tule elk I 
thought saw a shark swim 
by, under the Minnow.  A 
few minutes later, Steve 
Potter got a much better 

view of the now confirmed shark sighting as it circled under his boat for a 
minute or two. 

After I pulled into the beach, Don Person and Steve Potter joined me and 
we talked to a caretaker of the National Seashore while I ate a salad for 
lunch.  He sails an Etchells out of Alameda on Wednesdays and was very 
familiar with our Potters.  As the wind continued to build a bit the sailing 

improved and we were all 
treated to a fantastic day 
with temps around 70.  
Sailing down the bay gave 
me an opportunity to make 
a sail by and check out all 
the wooden boats.  Many 
of them are truly works of 
art but all that varnishing 
would seriously cut into 
my sailing time.  I turned 
back into the bay thinking 
the praises of fiberglass to 
myself. 

Boats began pulling into our beach campsite around 3 PM and by sunset 
we had 15 boats present.  I think that’s a record for us.  We were joined 
by a couple small groups of kayakers and then a Boy Scout Troop of kay-
akers.  The population on that beach was probably over 60 people and 
everyone got along great.  We feasted on cheese, crackers, salads, sau-

sage, nuts, cake, BBQ’ed  oysters, cookies, fine wines and popcorn along with Wee Boat’s mobile bar, thanks Dave.  
With plenty of firewood we donated some to the scouts.  Their cow pie campfire was not going well.  Dave and Fran-
cesca Kautz served as campfire smoke magnets so the rest of us seemed to stay smoke free. 

Nightfall brought us a beautiful moon and starlit sky accented by the howls of the coyotes in the hills.  Sunrise was pre-
ceded by the large splashing sounds.  I thought someone was kedging off but when I poked my head out the companion-
way, I saw it was pelicans diving for their breakfast.  Slowly everyone rose and ate breakfast as we enjoyed the sunrise 
and a second day of beautiful weather.  I had to make an early departure and there was no wind so after a pleasant motor 
back to the ramp I got the Minnow ready for the road and headed out.  It was 91 in Dublin when I got home.  Tomales 
was a fantastic get away from the heat this year.    

(Tomales: continued from page 13) 
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Yes We Have No Tamales: 
Is it Tomales Bay or Tamales Bay? 
By Carl Sundholm 

Ever since Tomales Bay was discovered in 1603 by explorer Sebastian Viz-
caino’s expedition, there has been confusion about what to name this 15 
mile long 1 mile wide linear inlet overlaying the San Andreas Fault. 

When Vizcaino first discovered the Bay, he mistakenly believed it to be a 
river and named it “Rio Grande de San Sebastian.”  It was later known to 
navigators and cartographers by a variety of names. 

The first written mention of Tomales or Tamales as a place name was on 
September 26, 1819 by Padre Amaros of Mission San Rafael where he re-
ports he baptised a hundred natives of the area.   He spelled it “Tamales.” 

The place name is again written various ways in early land grants in the 
area:  “”Punta de los Reyes or Cañada de Tamales” (1836 and 1839), 
“Tomales y Baulenes (1836),” and “Bolsa de Tomales” (1846). 

Later, the “Tomales” spelling became the accepted form.  The town settled by Alexander Noble and John Keyes in 
1850 was spelled “Tomales” as was its post office founded in 1854, and the point formed by the bay was named 
“Tomales Point” on an 1854 map.  Thereafter, maps consistently referred to the bay as “Tomales Bay.” 

As to the origin of the name “Tomales” or “Tamales,” there are several theories.   

The most accepted view, and that taken by noted anthropologist Alfred Kroeber in his book on California Indians 
published by the Smithsonian Institution, was that geographic features, including Mount Tamalpias, were named 
after the native americans of the Marin Countay area, some of whom were known as the Tamal Indians.  The first 
reference to this name for these people appears in the 1801 baptismal records of Mission Dolores (Arch Mis I, 80 ff).  
According to anthropologists S. A. Barrett (Pomo p 308), C. Hart Merriam (Mewan Stockk p 355), and Alfred Kroe-
ber (California Indians, p. 897), the name was derived from the Coast Miwok word “tamal” which meant “bay.” 

A second theory does involve “tamales” and is that the word derives from the Spanish term “tamales.”  Father   Cre-
spi reported the Portola expedition found indians of the San Francisco bay made tamales of  black seeds and Father 

Junipero Serra in 1775 also reported the heathens made 
savory tamales of the seeds of grasses..  Its possible that 
this led to the natives being referred to as tamaleños and 
that term was later limited to the indians of west Marin.   

So whether it is “Tomales” or “Tamales” depends upon 
who you believe, but the commonly accepted spellling is 
“Tomales.” 

(Source:  Erwin G. Gudde, California Place Names, 
Univedrsity of California Press:  Berkeley, 1949:  pages 
364-5). 
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by Dick Herman 
Photos: Jim Ferguson 

            Okay, let’s be objec-
tive and admit right up front 
that it is not rational to trailer 
a Potter, or a similar micro/
mini/pocket cruiser, nine 
hundred miles one way to 
spend ten days sailing or 
motor sailing a hundred or 
so miles. To add to the irra-

tionality, count on getting rained on a couple of times.  Then there’s the 
constant, “What cute little boats,” that becomes a mantra echoing over 
the San Juan Islands to bedevil one’s sensibilities. 

            But that is what eleven Suspects did this September. Not only 
that, it was the seventh time these dedicated souls went on what is eu-
phemistically called “The Great Potter Yachter Northwest Escape and 
Messabout.” Of course, the Suspects have a mission. How else can they 
justify it all?   

            This year, the mis-
sion statement read, “Our 
mission, remains as al-
ways, to again trailer our 
intrepid sailing vessels to 
the wilds of the Pacific 
Northwest to advance the 
cause of Potterdom and 
demonstrate to the yacht-
ing world that Potter 
Yachters spend their time on the water and not at the dock.” This has 
evolved over the years, 
but Don Person in Sarah 
Ann insists that it must 
always contain the word 
“intrepid.” 

            To that end, the intrepid sailors started to congregate at Squali-
cum Harbor in Bellingham, Washington, on Tuesday, September 8, when 
John Wheeler in Dauntless, a Dorset 17 power cruiser, motored in from 
the Islands, and Dan Phy and Jim Kirwan pulling Dan’s Montgomery 17, 
arrived from Fort Bragg. You may rightly ask what a power boat was 
doing among the microcruisers? John has owned four Potters, including 

IT’S NOT ABOUT THE BOAT 

P-14/15 
Don Person 

Jim Ferguson 

P-18/19 
Tim Derry & Mary Metcalf 

Dan White 
Don Hunter and Rob Pettit 

Tom Luque 

Others 
Dick Herman —Com-Pac Sun-Cat 17 

Dan Phy & Jim Kirwan—Montgomery 17 
Mike Truman—Montgomery 15 
Dennis McDowell—Com-Pac 16 

John Wheeler—Dorset 17 (power cruiser) 

The Skippers & Vessels 

(continued page 17: Messabout) 
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“Old Number Two,” and is a veteran extending back to the first 
Messabout. Over the years he has opted for the dark side of creature 
comforts but is still the loyal scout for the Messabout. Besides, it’s com-
forting to have a mother ship that can run around at twenty-five knots in 
case someone gets in trouble or needs a tow.  As for Dan, he also sails 
“Ol’ Geezer,” a Potter 15, and it is always a crapshoot as to which he 
will bring. As always, Dan provided the hats he passes out every year 
that labels the group ATUS, All The Usual Suspects, and proclaim this 
was Messabout VII. Thanks Dan.  

            By Wednesday, eight more Suspects had arrived. There were 
three P-19s, Tim Derry and Mary Metcalf, in Morning Dove, Don 
Hunter and Rob Pettit in NV US, and Dave White in Wee Boat. There 

were two P-15s, the aforementioned Don Person and Jim Ferguson in 
Esmeralda from Vancouver, WA. Mike Truman was there with Midget, 
his pristine Montgomery 15, along with Dennis McDowell in Siren, a 
ComPac 16, and Dick Herman in Muddy Duck, a ComPac 17 Sun Cat.  

            To say this was an eclectic group of boats is an understatement, 
but then Pottering is a frame of mind best characterized by the intrepid 
P15. Or as Dan’l (one of Dan’s  nicknames) is fond of saying, “The 
smaller the boat, the bigger the adventure.”   

            Unfortunately, a 
family emergency 
called Don Person home 
before the Suspects launched on Thursday morning, but he was with 
them in spirit. After listening to the weather forecast, referencing the 
Current Atlas, and consulting the appropriate oracles, the three P19s and 
Dauntless headed for Sucia Island north of Orcas Island, while the other 
five skippers made for Blakely Island Marina south of Orcas. Halfway 
across Bellingham Bay, Tom Luque from Camas, WA, in his P19 Jo 
Joma, caught up with the southern group.  

            As it turned out, the southern crew experienced winds gusting up 
to eighteen knots. Most of the boats reefed when conditions reached the “sporting” stage, while the northern crew mo-
tored. Both destinations are magnificent but Blakely has all the conveniences of home, including freshly baked donuts 
and strudel in the morning.  

            Friday morning dawned bright and clear and both groups, with 
the exception of Morning Dove, set out for Deer Harbor on Orcas Is-
land. Again, the Sucia Island crowd had to motor while the Blakely con-
tingent sailed into East Sound to call in at Olga for lunch. Olga is a pic-
turesque little village on the southeast tip of Orcas Island with a charm-
ing little store and cafe. From there, the Suspects sailed, and then mo-
tored up Harney Channel and through Pole Pass into Deer Harbor where 
Wee Boat, NV US, and Dauntless were waiting. Morning Dove had 
sought out the quiet of Reid Harbor on Stuart Island.  

(continued page 8: Messabout) 
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            After the appropriate happy hour on the dock, and meeting a 
most interesting inhabitant from Waldon Island in search of liquid provi-
sioning, a bunch of tired and happy Suspects bedded down for the night.  
The weather again cooperated on Saturday and the Potters departed for 
Jones Island to check it out. The winds cooperated at first but soon died. 
Unfortunately, or fortunately, depending on one’s point of view, the 
sunny weather had brought out the citizenry in mass and the bay on 
Jones Island was packed with boats. Not to be discouraged, the intrepid 
Suspects motored on to Reid Harbor where Tim and Mary were an-
chored. The harbor was full but there was room at the dock for most.  
Dennis and Tom anchored out while the others squeezed around the 
dock, consorting with inflatable dinghies. Stuart Island has great hiking 

trails and most made for the schoolhouse where T-shirts are for sale (on the honor system), while the more robust hiked 
to the lighthouse.  

            The weather prophets delivered on the sunshine Sunday morning 
but failed to produce the required winds. Again, the Suspects motored, 
bucking the currents in Spieden Channel and entering Roche Harbor. 
Now Roche is arguably the second most posh marina in the San Juans, 
and it was packed with pleasure craft. Fortunately, many were departing 
for the Monday morning commute to work. Don Hunter was determined 
to do some crabbing of the crustacean variety, not the verbal, and had 
gone ahead to Garrison bay, just south of Roche, where the Potter Pod 
rendezvoused. Garrison Bay is a pretty place, the site of the Pig Wars in 

the 19th Century, so 
most anchored there for the night while four skippers motored back to 
partake of the Roche’s sybaritic delights. It was about this time that Don 
Hunter picked up his new call sign, Mother Hen. But that’s another 
story.  

            The four Suspects who docked at Roche were thinking of dinner 
at McMillin’s, a very tony restaurant, until they saw the menu.  Deter-
mined to stay solvent, they ate downstairs at the Madrona Grill on the 
deck and watched the retreat ceremony that played out against a magnifi-
cent sunset. The next morning, Tom taught Dave, Jim, and Dick how to 
play Bocce Ball, while the Garrison Bay band manfully made for Friday 
Harbor. Morning Dove 

peeled off and headed for Deer Harbor and then Desolation Sound. 
Sturdy folks, Tim and Mary. Again, the weather was sunny with little 
wind. Currents were a problem until the intrepid skippers rounded 
Limestone Point. Then it was an easy motor down San Juan Channel to 
Friday Harbor.  

            The folks at Friday Harbor seemed glad to see the small fleet 
and parked them right next to the main dock, the harbormaster’s office, 
the showers, and most importantly, the restrooms. The Suspects rapidly 
disappeared into town, seeking out stores, taverns, and cafes as their 
needs dictated. Even though it was Monday, Friday seemed the appro-

(continued page 19: Messabout) 
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priate place to spend Tuesday, so it was decided to stay an extra day.  

            Fog was drifting up San Juan Channel on Tuesday morning and 
the Suspects did what intrepid skippers do in such conditions, i.e. noth-
ing, and enjoyed the sunshine. About eleven o’clock, the fog lifted so 
five boats headed for Lopez Island Resort at Fisherman Bay. It was a 
pleasant two-hour motor and the lunch on the resort’s deck was excel-
lent. The wind gods took pity on the skippers and they sailed back, mak-
ing for a perfect afternoon. Unfortunately, the weatherman was deter-
mined to spoil it and reported rain was on the way. Some long range 
planning was called for, not the Suspects’ long suit. 

            On Wednesday 
morning, John Wheeler decided to make for Anacortes where his car and 
trailer were parked. The rest donned their rain gear and motored smartly 
out, calling in at Parks Bay on Shaw Island, and then heading up Upright 
Channel for Uptight Point; destination, West Sound on Orcas Island. It 
was a slog at first, fighting the current. Fortunately, the rain was more of 
a nuisance, just enough to make things uncomfortable. About half way to 
West Sound, the rain fizzled out and the skies cleared. A few skippers 
caught a favorable wind and sailed part of the way.  

            West Sound is a 
working marina with 
many interesting boats, which made dock walking a unique experience. 
Most of the Suspects indulged in a happy hour/dinner on the dock while 
Dan, Jim, and Dick walked a half-mile to the West Sound Cafe, an ex-
cellent restaurant frequented by the locals. But the weather prophet was 
predicting heavy rain on Saturday. Given the way the barometer was 
dropping, more long range planning was called for.  Originally, the Sus-
pects had planned on sailing back to Bellingham and pulling out on Sat-
urday, not the best activity to conduct in rain. After due deliberation, it 
was decided to head back and pull out a day early. 

            The San Juan’s had a nifty little surprise waiting Thursday morn-
ing – fog. We’re talking about the pea soup variety. Fortunately, caution prevailed over get-home-itis, and the intrepid 
sailors waited it out, finally launching at eleven o’clock. Destination: 
Blakely Island Marina. The winds sort of cooperated and most sailed for 
the first two or three miles. Then it was start the iron jenny time. The 
store at Blakely with its freshly baked donuts was closed but the marina 
was open, so the Suspects settled in for a lovely afternoon and cele-
brated with the last happy hour on the dock. It was a clear and dry eve-
ning and a few skippers were overheard plotting the next year’s 
Messabout. 

            Currents were going to be a problem on Friday getting through 
Peavine Pass just outside the marina, and across Rosario Strait.  As it 
was sunny and mild, it was decided that Jim Ferguson in his trusty Es-

(continued page 20: Messabout) 
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meralda was expendable and he was launched to test the feasibility of transiting 
Peavine Pass. He made it and the rest of the Pod quickly launched, heading for Squalicum Harbor. The weather was per-

fect – for motoring – and the water smooth as glass. The eight intrepid 
craft punched through the adverse currents, rounded Carter Point on the 
south end of Lummi Island, and motored into Bellingham Bay. A few 
even managed to sail for an hour or so.  

            All arrived in good order, which means no one got lost, and all but 
Dave in Wee Boat pulled out. Finally, the Suspects were ready to head for 
points south. They gathered around and chorused as one, “Cheated death 
again!”  Another Messabout had come to a close. 

            So what is the lure that draws the Suspects back year after year? 
The winds do not always cooperate and when they do, it is often reef 
time. Is it the comradeship and the shared challenge? Rain is always a 
factor and they have been chased off the water into safe harbor numerous 
times. But the 
scenery is out-
standing and the 
locals friendly 
beyond compare. 
Without ques-
tion, the Sus-
pects love their 
intrepid little 
craft, but it is 
more than that. 
Perhaps it is the 
not knowing 
that draws 
them back.   

It’s a CONTEST! 
(Cruiser Challenge XI)  

Ever wonder when your fifteen minutes of fame will come? Well, it may be just over the horizon. Cruiser Challenge XI is forming up and for the first time you may have the chance to take a creative part. Our famous logo designer Wes, is seeking inspiration from the un-washed masses for the design on the CC XI’s   tee shirts and mugs. So pull out those napkins and start doodling. It doesn’t have to be pretty or even that com-plete. Heck, jot down a couple of thoughts on the palm of your hand and scan it if that’s all you have when in-spiration strikes. The point is to light the inspirational fires for Wes, then let him loose and see what develops  

Whatever form you come up with, email it to; mailto: GretchenRicker@SBCGlobal.net 
or snail-mail it to: 
Gretchen Ricker 
4100 San Anselmo Road 
Atascadero, Ca  93422 
The deadline for entries is December 15th, 2009. 
There will be a prize, we just haven’t figures out what it is yet! 

The winner will be announced at the Annual Meeting in January.  Entrants need not be present to win. 

(Messabout: continued from page 19) 
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The Potter Yachter is a forum for exchange of ideas and in-
formation among West Wight Potter (and other mini-yacht) 
sailors.  But we Potter Yachters are mostly a bunch of ama-
teurs finding our way by trial and error and luck.   

You will probably find some very helpful tips or ideas in the 
Potter Yachter that will enhance your sailing experience, but 
you may also find some ill-advised suggestions or ideas that 
just don’t work for your particular boat, your sailing environ-
ment, your level of sailing experience, or your boat-working 
skills.  So please understand that any sailing tutorials, suggested 
boat modifications, recommended cruises, etc., are the opinion of 
the author, based presumably on his or her personal experience 
and judgment at the time the article or letter was written. 

If a Potter Yachter believes s/he has a good idea and submits it to 
the newsletter for publication, we will usually pass it on to the rest 
of you in the newsletter, but take it “with a grain of salt” and a large 
portion of your own good judgment, and perhaps get a second opin-
ion before undertaking a modification or cruise or sailing technique 
you read about in the Potter Yachter (or any other publication)  
- The Editor 

With a Grain of  Salt 

 

Patrick Brennan 
1305 Webster St., C205 
Alameda, CA 94501 

A Potter’s Creed 

We are Potter Yachters.  

We are each  

the captain of our vessel, 

We respect independence  

and responsibility.  

  We sail for the joy  

of being on the water, 

We sail alone  

yet in the company of others. 

We are a family of friends  

on the water and beyond. 


