
It was 80 degrees when I pulled the door shut on the Uhaul, my house, and my college career in sunny Charleston, South Carolina.  Forget the sun, the ocean, the beaches, the 6 to 1 girl to guy ratio.  I was headed to the only place that I would want to be in the middle of May, Pymatuning Yacht Club.  Three stops for gas and food and 750 miles later I was home in Cleveland.  Friday couldn’t come soon enough.


The hotdog and beer welcoming party at the Spring Classic is almost as important as the racing.  The beer was cold and so was the air but people managed to hang around long enough to welcome half the sailors the night before the regatta.  Stories of surviving the long winter and preparation for a summer, which at that point seemed pretty far away, filled with great sailing were shared by all.  The party continued well into the evening, in  true PYC fashion, and all who attended were satisfied and ready to sail.


We awoke Saturday to a decent breeze from one of our more interesting directions, the West.  Boats gathered at the start and prepared for the first start.  Four starts later the “I” flag flew and we finally got the “all clear”.  We started at the boat end and battled our way up the first leg.  To say it was shifty might have been an understatement, but the left prevailed after some back and forth and we made it around in the top 15.  The race ended after being on the wrong side of the downwind and the right side of the upwind, we took an 11th.  The race was won wire to wire, as near as I could tell, by Dave Werley and his team of Ben Werley and Greg Maras.


Race two was met with a little more Northerly direction and the breeze continued to build.  With a bad start and some quick moves to find clear air we were on our way.  More shifty upwind work and some fun downwind in the breeze and we managed to hang on for a fifth.  The race was won by Skip Dieball and his crew of Derek Gauger and Kristen Medwid.  


The afternoon had two more races in steadily increasing (and decreasing) breeze, which were won by Jamie Allen, Mike Holly, and Jay Deakin and Bill Faude, Tom Stark, and Jared Drake.  Race three was nothing out of the ordinary, for the day, but race four saw a blistering gust downwind that would be the basis of conversation throughout the night.  All my crew had to say was “big puff coming, hold on!”  I looked back in time to see a number of boats moving at a high speeds in all sorts of directions.  The puff hit and we took off, jumping almost immediately from seventh to second on the outside of the fleet.  We rounded the leeward mark inside the leader, cranked the vang and backstay and headed up wind.  For a moment, it looked like we might be able to take this one, however, a pack from the right prevailed as the Northerly continued to build.  Bill Faude, followed by Dave Vierregg and Rob Ruhlman, among others, would round the next mark ahead, never to be seen again until the evening.  Saturday saw Skip Dieball, Bill Faude, Jimmy Allen, Jamie Allen, and PYC’s own Dave Werley holding a commanding lead in the top five.  My team sat in sixth, eight points out of fifth and ten out of fourth, I don’t even know how far it was to the top, but it was a long way.   


A great man once said that the Friday party is almost as important as the racing at the Spring Classic.  However, it is important to remember that these come second, a close second, to the Saturday night dinner and the annual live performance by the Trailer Trash Band.  The catered food was good, the open bar was plentiful (thanks Mom and the other PYC barmaids) and the band began to setup.  The TTB has played this show for five or six years now and every time it gets better.  This year was no exception.  Catering to the masses they played songs for everyone in attendance.  They started with the basics, a couple songs for the kids and some for the early crowd.  After about an hour and a half the crowd began to filter and it seemed that all were left were the “hardcore” fans.  Not to disappoint, they started to play the upbeat songs that we all know and love.  Dancing was done, the crowd attempted to sing, and the traditional banging on the roof commenced.  The band played their final song and began to pack up, however to their disappointment (or joy, depending) they were met with the cheer of “one more song, one more song”.  They played and we cheered until the band announced “we don’t know any more songs!”  Congrats to the band, a good show once again and can’t wait to hear you next year.  To my fellow dancers, good job, lots of fun, but we all need some practice.  


Sunday was supposed to blow near 40 and I heard more than once at the bonfire that “we won’t sail tomorrow”.  Luckily this did not factor into my night and I was well prepared to sail the next day, as were all my fellow bonfire attendees.  As we went out for the race, the wind blew an almost dead West and we talked of plans for the race.  The breeze was good and after one or two general recalls we managed to make it to an “all clear”, unfortunately we were not clear at all.  A couple tacks for clear air and we were on our way on the right side.  However, right was wrong and we made it around the mark just outside the top ten.  Battling back downwind twice and one long upwind, my crew made me look pretty good as we took a fifth.  The start of the sixth and final race was nothing new, we got sandwiched, and a couple of tacks later we had clear air (recurring theme).  Battling the same left and right shifts we managed to stay in phase more than out of phase and we rounded the weather mark right with Jimmy Allen, around the top three.  Finishing that race in fourth we had sailed a pretty good day, however it was not good enough to catch anyone in the top five.  Races 5 & 6 were won by Skip Dieball and Bill Faude.  Sunday’s races didn’t change the results much, the leaders just extended.  The regatta was won by Bill Faude and team while Skip Dieball came in second, due to an unfortunate break down in the last race.  The top five was rounded out by Jimmy Allen, Jamie Allen, and Dave Werley, respectively.  I want to congratulate my team of Nick Turney and Erin Whistler, they sailed a great regatta and after we knocked some rust off we really had the boat going.

The racing at this event was, and is always, tricky.  The competition is always top notch, with the leaders of the regatta being names that are commonly names you can read at the top of any NA’s or World’s results.  I don’t think I need to say anymore about the parties, but just in case; THEY ARE FUN!  If you couldn’t make it this year I hope you do next year.  If you were there this year I hope you had a great time.  As a member of PYC I know how hard the members work to make this one of the best regattas we throw.  Thanks again to Doug and Liz Blackburn, the breakfast and lunch crews, the Jamestown Beer Guy, the Three Amigos and One Amiga, the rescue crews, and the TTB.   

