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FROM THE
COMMANDER

am pleased to
recap our recent events:

Stanley McKay organized a

special tour of Fort Schuyler in
October. The review and raves of those at-
tending was so positive that he has volun-
teered to arrange another tour in the spring.
Stay tuned.

Joining me in marching in the Vet-
eran’s Day Parade on a balmy Novembé? 14
along East Tremont Avenue, and representing
our squadron werém Duffy, Jeff Taylor,

Troy Sill, Jerry Simotas, Franz Alvarez,
Abe Johnson, Jenie Mihos, Rosemary
Pearce. Leading the pack was the new,
handsome 8’ CISPS banner, promoting the
Squadron, USPS and safe boating.

We had a terrific Holiday Party at
Juliano’s in New Rochelle. Good music, a
fine dinner, dancing, companionship of over
50 good friends. Thanks againStanley
McKay (Organizer and Social Activities
Chair), Barbara Mandarano (Invitations),

Jim Duffy (carol leader) and Troy Sill
(Slim Santa), and the members of the Ex-
ecutive Board (contributions of door
prizes.)

As | write, it is mid-December -- most
of the boats in our fleet are out of the water --
some of you may be running about, buying
holiday gifts — how about a new life jacket
for a growing child or grandchild. Festive.
Family. Friends. Good cheer. (Local point
of interest...If you would like to see holiday
decorations in the extreme, cruise over to Pel-
ham Parkway North near Westervelt Avenue
one evening.)

| am leading the Weather course so |
watch the sky and the news for notable things
to share. They say 2010 had the warmest
summer and fall on record. Certainly seemed
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so — really great weather for all of our out-
door events. However, it is soon to be winter
and | am anticipating the usual array of cold
fronts coming toward NY, but nothing near-
ing the coldest temperature recorded in NYC
of 13 below (February 9, 1934.)

So stay strong and endure the cold
winter months -- it will make the coming of
spring all the sweeter.

In January and February — what better
reason to go out in the crisp air than to join
us at the January 20th General Meeting or the
February 6th Founders' Day Brunch.

Heartfelt thanks to all members for
their contributions to the Squadron this year.
Each of us rowing together gets the job done.
| wish you all the best in 2011.
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Franz Alvarez
Gary Bieniewicz
Christopher Burnett
Cheryll Chun-Burke
James Duffy
HezikeighElliott
Robert Fenton
Dennis Gormley
Amy Hawley
Abraham Johnson
Kevin Keane
Steven Kornspun
Barbara Mandarano
Gary Mandarano
Harrison McKay
Mark McKay
Stanley McKay
Eugenia Mihos
Peggy Morton
Rosemary Pearce
Alex Schibli
Edward Shimansky

Troy Sill
Jerry Simotas
Paul Stein
Jeffrey Taylor
Susanna Taylor
Nancy Ten Eyck
Noelva Vigoya
Glenn Vitaglione
Delius Wilson

The following members were recommend
for merit marks by the district commander:

Vincene Aquilato
Michael Fabrizi
Patricia Fabrizi
Salvator Scotti

Ron Ten Eyck
And

Cdr Patricia Serafinn

recommended the follow-
ing members to the Chief

I Commander to receive

2010 merit marks:
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anta, Daddy wants a new sailbg
Pretty please with sugar on tq
- I've been a good boyonest (In 1
my own way..) Just one sailbo———
is all 'm asking. | know | alread@ . -
have one The problem, Santa, A Prospero

that like most boys, | want orlenger than th e o
one | have. Don’t get me wrong, I'm vegat-
tachedto mine. | would just like a longer one.

My 22’ S2 Prosperois a cozy little boa
and | have put a lot of effort into fixing her up.
New cabin lights, new bulkhead mounted compagg, head room and more specious saloon of a 29er.
new knot speed meter, new cabin cushions, fixed  Also, as this year'doe Steiner Cup Race
the old bilge pump, sink pump, new carpet, “nepfoved, Prosperois no thoroughbred. To be fair,
alcohol stove, new circuit breaker panel, andh®dhe wasn't designed to be, but that doesn't stop a
detriment of my waist line, fixed the built-in icBoy from wanting one! Also, a meal with my wife,
chest. (Ice cold beer waiting for you as soonzagda and myself arounBrospero’scabin table,
you get home from work is a wonderful and dafiretches the envelope when it comes to “cozy.”
gerous thing.) Santa, | have even done most of the leg

| take her out sailing as often as | can, aggrk for you. | have been looking at sailboats by
I've twice taken her on “cruises” to Oyster Bays e fleet onCraig’s Listand on my favorite “porn”
well as on simple over-nighters in Echo Bay. Insige “sailboatlistings.com.” | have even picked out
good breeze she is surprisingly stiff, fast, and f#few Catalina 27s 1 like, all you have to do is fi
to sail. one of them under my tree!

So, why am | asking for a bigger one? Jeff has told me with all the heavy moral
Well Santa, simply put, Jeff Taylor's lengerthan authority of a past commander, that if | go out and
mine, and I'm jealous as hell! I've been lucky a new sailboat without selling the old onetfirs
enough to have had more than a few sails on Jef'svould kick my butt. I'm sure you remember the
yare beauty of a sloofPrincipia. She’s long,two long years when he had the headache two sail-
lovely, and loves to swim. Below decks, sBgats at the same time! It's kind of him to try to
boasts wood paneled room galore. keep me off the same lee shore. Even if it means a

PoorProspero’scozy cabin is no match fogore transom!

So Santa, if you can remove the one |
have painlessly in the night, and replace it with
one five feet longer, | promise to be a good boy,
right up until the time | want an even longer one!

-Troy Sill
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I ity Island Sail and Power Squadron

its congratula-

_wishes to extend
tions toP/C Sal Scottion becom-

Dress to protect

Layer on cold-weather protection

immersion can mean trouble, even in
moderate water temperatures.

If you plan to be on the water this winter
guard yourself against hypothermia by dressing
layers that will protect your core body temperature

_ing a Senior Navigator! Sal has

passed his sight folder and has al-

ready successfully taken all the courses the
United States Power Squadrons have to offer.
ven in Florida, hypothermia is a se>al offers the following the following words of

rous concern during the winter sea€ncouragement to members who are considering

“Look to move up from pilot and advanced

pilot. The classes are fun and not as difficult as
people think. Jeff does a such a great job, mem-
bers from other squadrons are even taking his
Hasses!”

Wear a base layer of thermal underwear, which Will|sg in the news:

wick moisture away from your skin, keeping you
warm.

Next, wear a layer of neoprene, such as a
wet or dry suit, to keep your body insulated.

Available in a range of thicknesses, wet suits &ap

thin layer of water against the body to keep it
warm. Look for suits constructed of breathable ma-
terial like Gore-tex; they will keep you more com-:

fortable than nonbreathable suits. If you wear & we
suit, you'll need a windproof top layer, such as a
jacket.

Much more expensive than wet suits, wind-
and waterproof dry suits are closed at the neck, an
kles and wrists by latex gaskets. Learn more about
cold-water safety by taking the Paddle Smart semi-
nar. Find asseminamear you

S |7
TIPOWER SQUADR |

h INCORPFPORATED U

5

Congratulations tdroy Sill who has passed
his Piloting examination.

CIPS Newsletter is delighted to hear that
Barb’s knee is making a full recovery!

Good Luck toFranz Alvarez, Alex Schibli
Jerry SimotasandCdr Pat Serafinnwho
are taking their Navigation test.

Fair winds and following seas deff Taylor
who is making a four day sail to Trinidad and
Tortola aboard the 52-foot Erwan cath-
dante

Congratulations t®r. Chris McStay on be-
ing appointed assistant director of the emer-
gency dept at Bellevue Hospital.
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in nice weather, and not racing, but in harshedgon
tions, these little things become more crucial e Bbat
was doing just about everything she could do, twas
more exhilarating than frightening, so | decidedtay
s Thanksgiving approached this year, Imy course, heading in the general direction of the
became increasingly anxious to go sailThroggs Neck Bridge. | figured | would tack initilé
ing every chance | could get, knowing itvhile, when | got in position to sail around Bigrffi@n
wouldn’t be long before John Barron the port tack.
would haul my boat for the winter. The wind just seemed to get stronger. There
The Saturday after Thanksgiving, | padwere big gusts. | had to be right on top of tleeshg,
dled out, fairly determined to go for a sail, evieonly looking for each gust in advance as it tore actioss
a short one, almost regardless of the weather. waves ahead of me, so | could anticipate it and luga
The weather that day was pretty boisterous. to keep the boat from getting rolled over on herbe
The wind was blowing thirty knots steady, with gust ends and rounded up. It's exciting sailing thisywa
thirty five or more, from the southwest of all tgs) and you're right on the razor’s edge, and | definiteljjoyed
surprisingly cold. A low pressure center must have it. But the wind kept rising, arfrincipia’s headway
passed just north of us to cook up such a strong wi  kept flagging, ‘til | began to wonder if | would tadble
from that direction. The water had that shorthjyus  to get her bow through the wind when it came time t
chop you sometimes get on the western end of Long tack over. | glanced, a little nervously, at thenbuck-
Island Sound on a blustery day. The les and shrouds, the corners and
wind whistled and moaned as it ¢ | seams of the sails, and the turning
off the tops of the waves and carve block of the jib sheet, looking for
those little high-velocity grooves any telltale signs of imminent fail-
across the surface of the water. | ure. Everything seemed okay. |
tucked the reef in the main, droppép stayed on the same course for some
the mooring, and let out a little of time longer, to make sure | would be
the roller-reefed jib. In a few sec- able to clear Big Tom easily on the
onds, the boat was sailing off new tack. Finally, when it seemed
smartly, still in the shelter of City quite certain | would have plenty of
Island. | hauled the sheets in, hea leeway to get around the hazard, |
ing up close hauled on the starbod uncleated the port jib sheet and put
tack to round Belden Point as clos} the helm hard over, ready to let go
as | could. | planned to just sail -| and haul.
Eastchester Bay and back, where |f's The boat didn’t respond to the helm
fairly sheltered, and have a look af in the least, except perhaps by going

the last boats still on their moorings a little slower, and making more
on that side of the island, then fly back to my mogp  leeway. | couldn't get her to tack. Now the siiola
and call it a day. was a little more than just exhilarating. | hadigmre

| pounded to windward ten or fifteen minutes @it options. If the engine had been running, llid¢ou
Belden Point on the starboard tack, meeting a eoofpl have just powered her bow through the wind; but as
hard gusts that threatened to bowl me over. Then | happened, the engine was in the middle stagesttifigie
rounded the point. That's when the wind hit harthad a new cylinder head, and, though it was doing atgre
to sail by the battens just to keep Principia uprigihe job as ballast, it was actually no use for propulsi
leeches were taut as drumheads, but the luffseofails whatsoever. | could fall off on the current taskich
were fluttering, so the boat was sailing at lessmitmaxi- would have stabilized the boat, taken a lot ofiistodf
mum efficiency. The luffing caused a lot of dragla  the rigging, and given me much better control. The
less drive, so even though | was pointing high,dide problem was that the new course would send me right
n't have much headway on. The boat was stable  toward Hart Island, and there would be no gettiagkb
enough, and under control, with no undue straithen to my mooring without either jibing, or tacking afad-
helm, but she was definitely slogging, making aofot  ling off on the port tack. The wind only looked nse in
leeway. It would be easier in such conditionshifitl a that direction, toward the main channel of the $hso
second reef in the mainsail, a good boom vangttarbe there was no reason to believe | would have bkttdr
traveler for the mainsheet, and better yet, a retwofs  tacking over there than where | was. Jibing is #ind
sails, not so old and blown out. Imperfectiongomr  of wind might well break some really essential udrt
rig don’t make that much difference if you're dajlimg the rig, or even conceivably bring the mast dovo-al
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gether. | considered dowsing the main sail too thet nue and got to the boatyard around eleven. That lo
would have been a bit of a project by myself onftre- pressure center from yesterday must have worked its
deck with no one on the helm, and once | got itmlow way far off to the east, because there was onlyatime-

there'd be no more prospect of making any way tadwi
ward under jib alone.

| decided to try tacking again where | was.
tried heading off as much as possible to fill taissand
increase headway, meanwhile looking for any luthie
wind or break in the choppy waves whémncipia’s
nose might slip a little easier through the eyéhef
wind. When | thought it was a propitious momergut
the helm hard over again. The bow started upweénd;
rything stalled, sails flapping and cracking. %bst
headway ‘til she was practically dead in the watezn
slowly swung back again to her original heading and
beyond. As she fell off further to port, not resgimg to
the helm, the wind caught at the tight sails, poglthe
boat over more and more, ‘til | had to ease thenstaget
to keep from rounding up. The wind was howling.
Maybe | should have considered a little more cdigefu
before | dropped the mooring that day.

est zephyr blowing, this time from the north. kg

was achingly clear, not a cloud from horizon toizam,
the water as smooth and bright as a mirror. Ofsmu
had to paddle the kayak out to the mooring, thén sa

Principia back to the dock to pick up Troy and the sand-

wiches. There was just enough breeze to manage it.
We had time for leisurely conversation, me in theke
pit, Troy standing on the end of the dock, while bHoat
and | made agonizingly slow progress under full sai
toward him. | steered close, Troy grabbed a shemel
stepped aboard, and the breeze picked up justea lit
We tacked very gently and sedately toward the Rlauz
in the direction of New Rochelle, for half an haur
more, hardly getting anywhere. Then the wind died
down to almost nothing.

Now we had the opposite problem from the day

before. If the wind died altogether (and us withem-
gine), we could be left drifting in the current imte

As the boat gained a little headway, | broughtsimply hit the first shallow rock or mud bank werea

her up close to the wind again, and trimmed thenmai
sheet back in for one more try. | shifted the hglrick
but easy, and this time the bow just barely crosised
eye of the wind. She started falling off fast ba port
tack, with practically no headway, ready to beaoll
over on her beam ends again, only on the oppasite t
| eased sheets in a hurry, and my sweet Rtlacipia
pitched and rolled a couple of times, tossed atsifee
salt spray at the sky, and thundered off like a-tho
oughbred. Before | knew it, we were on a comfdetab
close reach, headed well clear of Big Tom, andaff
ward the relatively sheltered west side of Citytsl.

Once off the wind a bit, she just flew. We
rounded Big Tom easily, fell off even more, andresh
back toward Belden Point leaving a big, proud wake.
The same port tack took us all the way back tartber-
ing, which we caught on the first attempt. | dregphe
sails, lashed the wheel, secured everything, astcspt
around in the cockpit for awhile, savoring the aftew.
We'd only been out a couple of hours, but whatik $a
paddled my little kayak ashore a happy man.

The next morning, Sunday, | woke up and
thought about sailing. Before | could do anythatmput
it, Troy Sill called, wanting to borrow my sanderuse

to. | had almost ended up on the beach of Hahtsh
couple of times before this way, and | could sesh#p-
ing up that way again. We were towing the kayak th
time, which gave me a couple of extra options wecaf
emergency. If there were no wind at all, and dyfai
slack current , | could probably ta®rincipia a short
distance paddling the little thing; or, if we adtyaian
aground, | could always put the Danforth and thehan
line in the kayak, paddle away to the end of the,li
drop the anchor over, then go backPrincipia and try
to kedge off using a jib winch. Of course | didwant
to have to resort to any of that.

“We better get back to the mooring.” | said,
and Troy didn’t argue, recognizing the same pattern
was seeing.

Fortunately, the current was carrying us in
more or less the right direction, because the wiad
barely enough for minimum steerage way. In a way,
this kind of sailing takes almost more focus antl sk
than a full gale. If you just point the boat atiyaesti-
nation, you may very well find yourself making adej
uncontrolled arc under the influence of the currant
eventually sliding right past the mooring sidewdgs,
out of reach, with not nearly enough wind to camoy

on the teak companionway hatch boards from his. bibodiack up against the stream to correct your mistdice.
said of course, and a little later he showed upet those who have taken the Piloting test, it's a enaif
house. Somehow, he had me in the back yard at oneadjusting your heading to compensate for set affidimr
point “demonstrating” how to sand teak. That ldste order to maintain your intended track. Howevewn yo
about two minutes. don’t necessarily have to make any current diagams
“You know my boat is still in the water, right?talculations, or plot anything on the chart. Ifiyadesti-
| said. “Oh, well, | can do this sanding thing dmg,”  nation is in sight, there’s a simple way to staytrack.
he said.“Let’s go,” | said, no need to specify wher  Just look at the mooring, and observe the scerery b
We got some sandwiches on City Island Aveyond it. If the mooring appears to be driftingesichys
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to the left against the far shore, then you muestrsio
port to compensate. If the buoy seems to drithéo
right, steer to starboard. When the mooring sestes
tionary against the far shore, you're on the rigatk to
reach it, regardless of which way the boat is pogt If
the current is strong, and your headway very simw,
may have to point the boat considerably left ohtrigf
your intended destination in order to say on agttita
track. When you're scarcely moving through theawa}|
at all, you have to start steering properly, withwate
regard for the current, far in advance. Troy amcie
nearly half a mile from the mooring on this occasio
and there were several times when | wasn't suneeif
were going to catch the mooring or drift right piastAs
it was, we were nearly broadside to the curremtes
finally drifted down to the buoy.

We had a very companionable lunch and s
the breeze, or would have, if there had been apgzar
to shoot. The sun made it tolerably warm and comnf

i
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Blue Monday—A phrase we now use to megn
a dreary day, comes from the sea. Mondays
being the traditional day many punishments
were meted out.

Brace of Shakes-A very short time.Brace
meaning two of something andhakerefer-
ring to the movement of the ship’s sails.

Thus, faster that it takes a sail to vibrate tw(ce.

Lopsided-Unbalanced, derived from “Lap-
Sided” vessels. A ship launched inherently {in-
balanced so that one side is always healing|to

able, and the company was congenial, so a couple ¢fone side.

hours passed without much notice. | was begintong
consider how | might plan to get us both ashoreesi
had only one kayak, which could carry only one per
and one twenty-nine foot sailboat totally incapatfle
stirring from the spot. Troy must have been thigki

In the Offing- Near at hand, close by, soon

Rummage sale-The dockside sale of dam-

something similar, because his head came up just agaged cargo.

faint little breeze began to tickle my face.
“Well, | guess I'd better be going,” he said.

Sea Change-On land or sea, a major shift fpr

We both jumped up and got her under full s 'ihe better

in about half a minute, dropped the mooring, angbbe|

what looked like maybe a three week voyage from thje ) )
mooring to the dock, about seventy-five yards away|| Skylark—frolic. A Skysail was the upper-

The breeze freshened a bit, and suddenly the &ipaufl most sail of a ship, only set on a day with light

down to about ten minutes, still dead slow.

| got back to the mooring just fine; secured
sails, helm and hatches, etc.; and lounged arqutitki
cockpit for awhile, just to admire the beauty ddttidyl-
lic place. A cormorant swam nearby, and dove ifir. f
He floated low in the water, most of his slick {dmdy
submerged, his head and neck protruding aboveutig
face almost like a sea serpent. He would disapipear
minute or two at a time beneath the surface, aap-re
pear fifty yards away. Across the water on Haerid,
a large flock of geese flapped and honked noisilthe
sun arced lower. The leaves on the trees wefaait
ing red and gold and brown. A couple of white ssvar
glided placidly along the shore of City Island.

Finally | climbed down into my kayak and

started paddling easily back toward the dock. lake
of the sun was a blinding copper fire splashedszctioe
deep blue silence of the glassy water. | stopmed a
floated, in total, magical peace and silence foriaute,
and had one last long look at the prettiest bo#ten
harbor.

winds. Ship’s boys would make a lark of
Elimbing the rigging and racing down from the
heights along the back stays.

Skyscraper-or moonraker. Alternative names
Jor ship’s highest sails. Now generally use( to
mean anything tall.

-Troy Sill
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hose lucky enough to [sailing past

Riker’s Island, and ndiving there,

will find they come across a floating

and forgotten fraternity of New York,

North Brother and South Brother Is-
lands.

Of the two, North Brother offers the most
interesting glimpse of the secret side of New
York’s past. Uninhabited until 1885, North
Brother was selected to be the site of Riverside
Hospital. Riverside was founded in the 1850s as
the City's smallpox hospital. Like Rikers, the is-
land’s seclusion was ideal for removing those who
needed to be isolated from the general population
of New York. The hospital’'s mission eventually
expanded to other quarantine-able diseases.

During the island’s tenure as a quarantine
hospital, North Brother was the site of the wretk o
the General Slocunma steamship which burned on
June 15, 1904. Over 1,000 people died either from
the fire on board the ship or from drowning before
the ship was beached on the island's shores.

New York’s infamous, Typhoid Mary was
confined to the island for over twenty years until
she died there in 1938. Around this time the hospi-
tal closed, After which, the island housed World
War Il, veterans, and their families, who were stu-
dents at local colleges. Later, the island wasnaga
abandoned, only to be re-opened in the 1950s, as a
center to treat adolescent drug addicts. Like Ty-
phoid Mary, heroin addicts were confined to the
island against their will (as some long-forgotten
graffiti will attest).

The island was abandoned for good in the
1960s. The derelict buildings of the hospital are
now forgotten shells, reclaimed by nature and on
the verge of collapse. The island is off-limitghe
public. A dense forest hides the ruined hospital
buildings and once supported one of the area'’s larg
est nesting colonies of black-crowned night herons.
However, recently even the herons have moved on.

North Brother was featured recently on the
History Channel'd.ife After People fit epitaph to
this forgotten island.

-Troy Sill
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