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Jeff  via email address above. 

With the brisk days of Autumn advancing, 
we deserve to take a moment to remember 
the joys of summer.  
  
Our Squadron’s annual Blessing of the Fleet 
was replete with lovely weather, local clergy, 
an honor guard from the Leonard Hawkins 
American Legion, a fireboat from the NYFD, 
and a long parade of vessels lining up to be 
blessed.  The Commander’s thanks to Dennis 
Gormley for the tremendous amount of work 
he put into organizing the blessing.  My 
thanks go out as well to my flag lieutenant, P/
C Jeff Taylor, for his flawless performance 
commanding Principia as the lead picket 
boat.   
 
The Rubin Meadows Raft Up was tremen-
dous fun, with squadron boats Just-a-Toy, 
Destiny, Sol-Y-Mar, and Prospero in atten-
dance; it was a small but lively cohort.   The 
Mandaranos introduced me to a lovely and 
most refreshing summer beverage of their 
own invention, “Giggle Juice.”  It’s a subtle 
combination of citrus and a two-by-four up 
against the head!  The Commander enjoyed 
himself thoroughly and hopes all the post 
Giggle Juice photographs were destroyed… 
 
This summer, the Squadron returned to the 
too long dormant tradition of a raft up at Oys-
ter Bay.  The “Away Mission” included din-
ner at the Coventry Ale House and digestives 
served later by Glen and Alice Vitaglione 
aboard their beautiful yacht Star Dust.  P/C 
Taylor’s yacht Principia as well as my Pros-
pero were also in attendance.  
  
Long Island Sound’s most prestigious regatta, 
The Joe Steiner Cup, was a hard fought con-
test this summer with Bob Dryer’s visiting 
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2011-2012 Educational Department Course Offerings 
 

LT/C Franz C. Alvarez, JN, SEO 
914-715-1161 

franz_alvarez@hotmail.com  
 
Friends, welcome to another year of boating education courses taught by our gifted team of 
instructors.  Below you will find a table listing courses, instructor names, and phone num-
bers. Call the instructor to verify course location, time and availability. 
 
Seminars  

The Educational Department is pleased to present USPS Seminars over the course of this year.  The 
seminars will cover a variety of topics; some include “Using GPS”; Using VHF/DSC Marine Radio; 
Anchoring; and others.  Look for email announcements  
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Dennis Gormley, Cmdr. Troy Sill,  and Bob Fenton 
of Fenton's Marine Services who kindly allows us 
the use of his boatyard each year. 

Jerry Simotas on Pitchie Poi—Safety Boat 

Barbara & Gary Mandarano on Destiny—Safety Boat 
 Also pictured, Shirley & Bill Downs on dock. 

Ed Shimanski on Hot Rods—Safety Boat 
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Jeff Taylor and crew on Principia —Safety 
Boat—Blessing of The Fleet—June 2011 
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Annual Regatta Joe Steiner Cup—Race Around Heart Island—Sept. 2011—Official Results 

  
Yacht 
Name 

Skipper Type PHRF 
Rating 

Seconds Calc x6 miles Start 
Time 
From 
Horn 

Cuba Libre Peter  
Cantillo 

Person 26 220 Scratch   0 12:50 

Principia Jeff  
Taylor 

Ericson 29 207 13 3:19:09 78 (125) 
1’18” 

Truant Fred 
Feeder 

Morgan 27 186 34 2:46:25 204 (125) 
3’24” 

Evelyn Bob  
Dryer 

C&C 29 
Mk II 

186 34 2:50:25 204 (125) 
3’24” 

Manana Paul  
Stein 

Pearson 35 180 40 3:25:00 240 (125) 
4’00” 

Star Dust Glen  
Vitaglione 

Person 34 159 61 2:52:43 366 (125) 
6’06” 

  
This is a pursuit race.  All boats start at their time elapsed from start horn signal, see last column. 
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America's Cup Photos come from Alex Schibli's 
Postcard Collection.  
Famous Captain Charlie Barr making a run on 
"Columbia" to  Sandy Hook Lightship to finish in 
front of the "Shamrock. 
"Columbia" America's Cup winner 1899, broke 
mast during practice run. 
"Reliance" America's Cup winner 1903, Charlie 
Barr at the wheel with a crew of 63 men. 
- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - 

* 
 
* 
 
 
* 
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yacht Evelyn sailing to victory for the second 
year in a row.  In attendance from our Squad-
ron’s flotilla were the venerable yachts: Cuba 
Libre, Principia, Truant, Manana, and Star 
Dust. The Commander’s congratulations to 
Captain Dryer on his victory and to all the 
other regatta participants.   My special thanks 
go to Boating Activities Chairman Lt. Steven 
Kornspun and to the Mandaranos for serving 
aboard Destiny as the committee.          
 
In local and national news, our Squadron’s 
beloved Alex Schibli acquired a bit of mari-
time history, not to mention New York City 
waterfront, when he recently purchased Rat 
Island!   The isle, long a part of local legend, 
is easily seen from the commanding views 
afforded by the Schibli’s waterside residence 
as well as boaters rounding Heart Island.  No 
news yet on what the island’s new squire has 
in mind for Rat Island.  I humbly suggest that 
Alex offer it as the Atlantic base for the 
Swiss Navy.  In any event, the island is in 
good hands and our caps are off the island’s 
new owners. 
 
The D4 conference was well attended with 
past commanders Fabrizi, Wilson, and Man-
darano in attendance as well as Lt/C Alvarez, 
Pat Fabrizi, my Flag Lieutenant P/C Taylor, 
and myself.  At the conference, Franz was 
awarded third place among the district Chap-
man nominees!      
There is much fun still ahead this watch, our 
Squadron’s classes, meetings, and social 
events are second to none!  
 
I look forward to seeing you at the next Gen-
eral Membership meeting!  Join Us! 
Cdr Troy Sill, P 

************************************  
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Details of CIPS Members boat charter in 
Greece—Summer 2011  ( By Jeff Taylor) 

 Go ahead, hate me.  I spent three weeks in 
August and September on an unforgettable European 
vacation, including a week in Rome, several days in 
Athens, and a week on a forty-six foot Beneteau sloop 
with seven of my best friends, island hopping on the 
Ionian Sea.  Sue and her friend Cheryll and I saw the 
ancient ruins of the Roman forum, the imperial palace, 
the coliseum and the Circus Maximus, loitered beside 
the famous Trevi Fountain, and gazed in awe at the 
Pieta, the Sistine Chapel and all the glorious treasures 
of the Vatican.  We trod the very stones where Socra-
tes walked and taught nearly two thousand years ago 
on the venerable Acropolis in Athens, and visited the 
oracle at Delphi, where the ancient Greeks gathered to 
hear the words of Zeus himself from the mouth of the 
Pythia in her mystic trance.  But of course the best part 
was the sailing. 
 There is no bad weather at this time of year in 
the Ionian Sea, just long, idyllic days under gentle sun 
and clear blue skies.  Every day is a meandering dream 
from some tiny, remote Greek village where friendly 
locals serve moussaka, Mythos beer, baklava and ouzo 
in sleepy outdoor tavernas.  You get up late, take a 
short, leisurely cruise to some isolated natural beach, 
totally inaccessible except by boat, where you pull up 
in the shadow of forgotten ancient ruins, and inspect 
the lie of your anchor from the foredeck looking down 
through thirty feet of breathtakingly transparent sea-
water, exactly the right temperature for a refreshing 
plunge.  Tough life. 
 We made Jerry Simotas our captain by popu-
lar acclaim at a meeting stateside before we flew over 
the pond.  Jerry made all the charter arrangements 
ahead of time, and the fact that he was born and raised 
on the Island of Lefkada, home port for our little boat, 
made all the difference.  He and Jenny Mihos were our 
personal Greeks, our agents, guides, guardians, inter-
preters and Greek teachers, and the trip would never 
have happened without them.  Also indispensable were 
Alex Schibli and Noelva Vigoya.  Their boundless 
good cheer and bottomless thirst for more adventure 
elevated the trip from a mere pleasure cruise to a voy-
age of discovery.  Alex served brilliantly as navigator; 
he did a lot of research and plotting in advance of the 
trip, and he always kept us right on track, even when 
the piloting got a little tricky.  Susanna and two of her 
nursing colleagues from Bellevue Hospital, Cheryll 
Chun-Burke and Shawn Marie Jackson proved essen-
tial members of the crew as well.  I’m starting to think 
that nurses just generally make excellent shipmates; 
they’re stout hearted, disciplined and efficient, and 
they can’t tolerate disorder or dirt or disruptive fool-
ishness.  Any time you go sailing, I strongly recom-

Fellow CIPS member, Alex Schibli, purchased Rat 
Island which is next to City Island, Bronx, NY. 
Cited—New York Times  Oct. 2, 2011 

Noelva Vigoya & 
 Alex Schibli 

CIPS Raft Up Dinner, Oyster Bay, NY—Aug. 2011 

Alex Schibli 
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Troy Sill, Barry Watkins, Glen Vitaglione, Jeff Taylor,  
Aboard Stardust—Raft Up—Oyster Bay—Aug 2011 

*  *  *  *  * 
CIPS Day Raft UP— July 2011 
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mend you take a couple along with you.  Sue and 
Cheryll are old hands when it comes to sailing; ask 
them sometime and they’ll tell you harrowing stories 
of hurricane Wilma and the ketch Andante a few years 
back.  Shawn Marie, who is a certified family nurse 
practitioner, had never been sailing before, but we 
made her our medical officer.  Not only did she take 
expert care of the few minor injuries and ailments of 
the crew, but we loaned her out to outsiders occasion-
ally too, like he English tourist lady, sitting at a table 
at a taverna just down the quay from where we docked 
in the little town of Assos, who had needles from a sea 
urchin embedded in her foot.  Our crew included one 
Jamaican, one Antiguan, one Trinidadian, one Colum-
bian, a Swiss, two Greeks, and yours truly, born in 
California.  But we were all Americans, in fact every 
one of us a New Yorker.   
 We all met up in Lefkas, a five-hour bus trip 
from Athens for me and the three nurses traveling to-
gether.  Lefkas is the biggest town on the island of 
Lefkada, and a major charter boat center.  We stayed 
one night in a small hotel right on the water, waiting 
for the crew to gather.  Soon we discovered Alex and 
Noelva were already in town, and we all immediately 
set off down the seawall, looking at all the hundreds of 
charter boats tied off waiting for people like us to sail 
away in them.   

They dock the boats stern to the dock, Medi-
terranean style.  When you’re bringing the boat to the 
dock, you first have to motor to a carefully chosen spot 
a hundred or a hundred fifty feet off, and drop your 
anchor.  You have to choose the spot with excruciating 
care, because if your anchor rode crosses one from any 
of the other boats, you’re very liable to foul the other 
chain and pull up the other boat’s anchor along with 
your own when you leave, causing all sorts of trouble 
and panic.  The skippers on the dock on both sides will 
scrutinize your every move during the entire maneu-
ver, and probably shout advice and pointed instruc-
tions, all useless of course, in a chorus of different 
languages.  Once the anchor is down, you have to back 
the boat up to the dock and tie it off by the stern.  Any-
body who’s ever backed a sailboat knows that they’re 
generally impossible to control in reverse.  You get no 
helm response at all unless you’ve got her moving 
backwards at a pretty good clip, at least two or three 
knots before the stern will even begin to go in the di-
rection you want.  The trick is to get the anchor down 
in exactly the right spot, then put her in reverse and 
throttle up quite decisively.  It will be a few agonizing 
seconds while she slowly builds up momentum, going 
basically anywhere she pleases, before she finally 
gives the slightest hint she might obey your steering 

Details of CIPS Members boat charter in 
Greece—Summer 2011 (continued) 

August 2011—Oyster Bay, NY 
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  * * * * 
Vito Lasorella has been in the hospital 
lately and we wish him a speedy re-
covery. 
  * * * * 
We are glad to report that that Stepha-
nie and Zelda Sill are recovering very 
nicely.  Zelda’s cast is off and she 
can’t stop dancing . 
  * * * * 
Thanks to Glen Vitaglione who is 
again teaching the sail class.  His in-
struction has been very well received 
and it is good to have him back. 
  * * * * 
FYI—CIPS is on FACEBOOK—City 
Island Power And Sail Squadron 
(Thanks to Zachary) 
  * * * * 

Sean Keane (center) son of Kevin Keane CIPS Treas-
urer, sworn in at the Sept GMM 

Fellow CIPS members sailing in the Ionian Sea, off 
the coast of Greece—Aug.-Sep. 2011 Tiki Bar—New Rochelle, NY—Hurricane Irene 2011 
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wheel.  At that point you have whatever space is still 
left between you and the solid concrete seawall to get 
the boat lined up properly to fit in the narrow little 
space between the two boats on either side, which, for 
better or for worse, are about to become your close, 
intimate neighbors.  Sometimes it seems like it would-
n’t hurt to take a minute beforehand and spread some 
grease along the sides port and starboard.  You have to 
hold onto the wheel like grim death at this point, be-
cause when you’re in reverse the rudder is going 
through the water backwards, and it has a disastrous 
tendency to tear the helm from your hands and jam up 
against the stop either port or starboard, hard over.  If 
it does that, there’s simply no way to recover.  Once 
you get her lined up, if you haven’t already hit some-
thing, you have to grit your teeth and steer her into her 
berth with perfect accuracy, and all hands standing by 
port and starboard to fend off as well as they can.  
Meantime of course one crew member is paying out 
anchor chain as fast as he can, and the windlass is 
banging and clanking, making the whole foredeck 
jump and shudder.  Then, in the last three or four sec-
onds, you have to throttle down to idle, shift through 
neutral into forward gear, and give her practically all 
she’s got, to bring her to a stop just a couple of feet 
from that immovable concrete wall.  If you give her 
the gas in forward too early, she’ll stop before she’s 
safely between the other two boats, and start drifting 
around helplessly with no steerageway and no control; 
if you wait too late, well, you can just imagine.  The 
concrete is much harder than the fiberglass.  It takes 
nerves of steel.  My heart was in my throat every time 
we did it. 

Once you get the boat secured, you get your 
well-deserved reward.  You put the plank across (a 
twelve-foot wooden plank stowed along the port gun-
wale when not in use, no handrail or anything), come 
ashore, sit down at the nearest table in the nearest tav-
erna, usually less than six feet away, and order a beer 
with your shipmates.  We pulled this maneuver every 
evening in a different place, six days in a row, each 
time a little different, with variations in wind, current, 
depth and such, and got a great education  doing it.  
Docking was the hardest thing we did, and even that 
was a perverse sort of pleasure, considering we never 
actually hit anything.  There was a taverna right there 
every time except once, when the taverna was a short 
row away in the inflatable dink.   

The dock at Lefkas stretched along three 
quarters of a mile, and there were outdoor tables from 
one tavern after another, with hundreds of charter 
boats docked practically in the outdoor dining room.  
Sitting in the cockpit was almost the same as sitting in 

the restaurant.  Lefkas was the busiest port we visited, 
all the others were basically sleepy little villages.  But 
even at Lefkas, people moved slowly.  Nobody was in 
a hurry, nobody pushed, nobody felt the need to make 
a lot of noise.  Every restaurant had far more than 
enough tables, and each one ran into the next.  You 
could sit for hours nursing one cup of coffee and read-
ing your paper, and the people were still happy to have 
you there.  We heard Italian, German, English from 
Australia, England, New Zealand and the USA, Rus-
sian, Japanese, Spanish and other languages we could-
n’t identify.  I never saw anybody yelling at anybody 
(except maybe during some particularly spectacular 
docking drama once in a while, but everyone would be 
smiling again as soon as the dust settled). 

We visited various ports on several different 
islands, including Lefkada, Ithaca, Meganisi and Skor-
pios.  Ithaca was the home of the famous king Odys-
seus, hero of the Trojan War according to Homer’s 
epic poem “The Iliad”, and the central character in its 
sequel, Homer’s other immortal saga, ”The Odyssey”.  
These two great works form the foundation of Western 
culture history and literature, and describe events, part 
history and part myth, that occurred over three thou-
sand years ago.  In a ten-year voyage home returning 
from the Trojan War, Odysseus has to battle the Cy-
clops Polyphemus, the witch-goddess Circe, an en-
chantress named Calypso, and a host of other gods, 
demons, cannibals and monsters.  When he arrives 
home, he’s forced to wage a fierce battle against a 
crowd of arrogant, greedy suitors, clamoring for his 
wife’s hand in marriage on the assumption that Odys-
seus himself, now twenty years absent, must be long 
dead.  With the help of his young son and the goddess 
Athena, he kills all the suitors, reclaims his throne, 
reestablishes his household and rescues his poor, long-
suffering wife.  

Sailing across the same fabled waters as 
Odysseus, all we had to do was drop anchor at any 
little town we came to and dock Mediterranean style, 
and we were unfailingly welcomed with friendly 
smiles and Mythos beer as if we were King Odysseus 
himself. 

Details of CIPS Members boat charter in 
Greece—Summer 2011 (continued) 
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Cmdr. Troy Sill 
 
Jeff Taylor 
 
Barry Watkins 
 
We have put together this 
newsletter with countless 
contributions, input, and 
help from many wonderful 
people. 


