Beaux Eaux’s Back and there’s gonna be bruises

Sorry to have left you in the lurch, wondering, I’m sure, just how festive Spargelfest was. Quite. Although we started rather late due to a lively, and lengthly ISCA meeting, the food, beverage and music was laudable.

As for racing on Thursday, not so laudable in the weather department. Three lengthy races, the last of which was finished in rising wind, rain and a mist that obscured the home shore for a while. It is quite fortunate that Shark sailors can sniff a free pilsener on an errant wind and home in on its source without unnecessary deviation. Needless to say, all the sheep came home.

As a reward for our valiant, and sodden efforts, a hearty meal was served up at the club (sans spargel), accompanied by a swell jazz band (which nearly made up for the lack of spargel). All that and a raffle of dozens of prizes, two of which were won by moi - a fine jacket and pair of NIKE shorts. Captain Panic, whom I have recently rechristened “Boom Boom”, played Cinderella for a pair of size 12 boat shoes. And Rodney Smith won some motor oil.

FRIDAY

Friday dawned drier and bereft of wind, so we drifted to the race course on the echo of a jazzy tune. One race to complete a series which had been won, decisively, the day before. It was the race for two, three and four. Rocket Rodney, Dancy and The Professor capped a fine regatta showing with a second place finish in the last race and put a lock on fourth place overall. 

“In the Mud” experienced some reverse polarity problems which resulted in a persistent shift to the wrong side of the course.

It was all over too soon. One minute, tacking and gybing, the next, packing and drying. Half the Canadians were heading home, while the others were off on extended vacations as far south as Greece. Meanwhile, many of our European friends had very long journeys home. But that could never stop them from partying.

Another feast (minus spargel), prize giving, speeches, invitations to Canada and World Cup ‘99 and then it was on to the D&D, drinking and dancing. The Canadians, led by Dancy, gave a brave showing, but the Austrians took the prize for most vigorous exertions of a Terpsichorian nature. Regrettably, we were also beat out at the bar, despite some fine leadership by the Rod Man and exceptional barstool warming by The Professor. Disappointing, but there was no contest with the German tag-team of Schlumbel and Flitzi. The evening ended with the Aquarians taking the waters. 

What a time it was. And now it’s over–nothing left to do but watch the bruises fade–but not the memories. Thanks to Heine Schuch, his committee, the Yacht Club Breitenbrunn, all of the competitors, to Bodo Gunther and the loaner owners, to Don and Cathy Ruddy, John Clark, Lynne and Jamie Shadwell, Mary Wilson, Nancy Harvey, Rodney Smith, John Fraser, Greg Cockburn, Paul Currie, Carol Hepburn and Jutta Grote. 

All that fun, and spargel too.

