


























































































































TEAM BREATHLESS ON SPECIAL ASSIGNMENT

or

COVERING THE BLI{)E CHIP PECADILLOS
Mike For{enbaugh

ABOUT THE AUTHOR: Mike Fortenbaugh is a Princeton senior
whose creativity shines in his entertaining account of the annual
Pewaukee classic told from the perspective of a first timer. One
footnote for those who didn't make it to the prestigious event:
BREATHLESS is the name of Mike's boat — after the Jerry Lee
Lewis tune by the same name.

I'm breathless. Or rather, we're breathless. You see, we're a team.
Some people call us ““Team Breathless’ and others call us *Team
Breathless Inc.”” but don't worry about our name; this isn’t about
us. What this is about is something that happened to Team
Breathless someplace far away. Ever heard of Pewaukee? Neither
had we.

A package arrived by mail a few weeks back. It contained a
cassette tape with Robin Johnson’s voice. She said something like
this, *“Your mission, should you decide to accept it, is to infiltrate
this regatta on Lake Pewaukee and bring back a comprehensive
report for those who didn’t attend.” Courteously, we accepted. Team
Breathless took to the air.

We managed to find Pewaukee in time for the opening festivities
on Friday morning. Armed with pencils and note pads like dutiful
journalists, we crept inconspicuously toward the clubhouse to catch
any juicy gossip before our identities were known. You could im-
agine our shock when they expected us to race! By chance our sails
happened to lie in the trunk of our rent-a-car, but we obviously
hadn’t brought any battens.

What a dilemma! When you politly ask one of those over-
competitive westerners to borrow some battens, they lend you a
penknife, some advice and point to the best tree for whittling. (Only
non-western types read this magazine . . . [ hope) Luckily for us,
we found a large number of friendly easterners, among them, walk-
ing, talking, spare parts provider — Dick Wight.

Soon THE TIME came. Competitors climbed into their machines
and pushed off. Our first reaction was not to sail too close to the
hot teams because they sometimes bite. But we realized that
everyone was here for friendly, laid-back competition. (Wanna buy
the Brooklyn Bridge?) As a matter of fact, after the relaxing first
start, we decided to hang back and view the fleet from the bottom
half. **We could have seen things develop better.” ran our explana-
tion at the bar,

The racing was fun, but “Friday” in Wisconsineese does not
mean sailing. It means fish-fry. The fish-fry contingent, made up
almost exclusively of tourists, agreed to meet at the club and drive
together to dinner. In our typically overzealous style, Team
Breathless arrived early and discovered the yacht club bar was clos-
ed. But, the Pewaukee Yacht Club bar operated under very peculiar
rules. “*‘Closed™ is relative. In Pewaukee, “closed’ describes the
cash register, not the liquor cabinet. Three (or four . . . we forget)
cheers to good hospitality!

Finally, we escaped from the club with most of us still intact.
The only casualties were two rather jolly sailors who exchanged
pre-engagement vows over a bottle of champagne. Their lavish use
of champagne continued throughout the night but our reporting of
this particular incident should stop here.

A fish-fry is something that every American should do once,
but usually only once. If affects some people like a full moon. Willie
deCamp was sipping an infamous Moose River Hummer in public!
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Here's the One, Two Three of it all.




A sad story of Mystery Guest Neilson’s 2nd Race

photos: Jim O Brien

coming up for the second time with a fat Boy oh boy! Really smoking on this “‘horizon ~ BAM! Yoikes!!
lead - - - job"’

— “‘well, better keep on going.’' meanwhile here comes  *‘feels like we have a sea-anchor “well, there goes M-8"'
David Chute. out "’

“hinm . . . here comes the mob"' “'guess we might just as well pack it in."’




Furthermore, when well-seasoned Paul Egee took a gulp of Willie's
drink and instinctivly spit it out, not seeing the lit candle and causing
one of the most remarkable explosions, Willie just smiled, took
another sip, and innocently said, “Gee, this is good. What's in it,
Mike?" Just for the record, alcoholic beverages have no effect on
Willie until one or two days after when he can be seen droop-hiking
off Doug Love’s boat, screaming ‘“Weeeeeeeeeee!”

Fish-fries are great at honing the tactical mind. First, eat quick-
ly — the faster you eat, the more fish you get. Second, eat slowly
— the less you eat, the less you get (if you know what I mean).
Finally, if the whole table is on one check, order filet mignon! Watch
for my soon-to-be-published book, Winning at Fish Fries.

Before returning home, Paul Egee and Joe Federico demonstrated
their latest interest besides sailing. Evidently, they're exploring the
boundaries of break dancing. The requirements: a rent-a-car and
a deft set of hands to straighten indentations. (Our advice: never
buy a used rent-a-car, especially after seeing that Mantoloking skip-
per do a U-turn over a median. The only exception is if you are
a farmer. Rent-a-cars drive very well in corn fields.)

Thank goodness there’s racing to keep sailors out of trouble.
Saturday's races came and went so fast that everyone was high and
dry before most people had woken up. But what a day it had been
with crashes here and bashes there and to top it all off, everything
was on video tape! Do you ever want to see who actually does the
most pushing off or the most barging at the leeward mark? The
juries crowded eagerly around the television and booed and hissed
as the infracting skipper was forced to pay “indemnity” drinks.
However, some skippers still fought the tape. “But guys.” explain-
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ed Dave Chute. “'It wasn't like that . . . . . Nevermind Dave, we'll
wait until next year for our drinks; just remember the interest they'll
accumulate over the winter.

Well, the afternoon was a long one and by the time the steak
dinner was being prepared, a thick haze had settled over the lake.
Through the dense fog. one idea rose. From a corner table of
pseudo-philosophers came the new thought and motto for several
teams: We're Better Than We Are. We believe it has potential as
a boat name.

The steak dinner needed no support, it was scrumde-licious!
Afterwards, the hosts showed a movie about the America's Cup
from the Australian perspective. We found out how bad and devious
the New York Yacht Club actually is (from a down under view).
Our local trivia buff shed some light on the film. Evidently,
Pewaukee is home of a lot of pro-Aussie sentiment since John
Betrand lived in town for one or two years,

With a full moon shining, the civilized sailors went to bed and
those known for their questionable behavior at night took to their
cars and followed Pewaukee’s famed hoodlum-sailor through the
bars and beers and corn fields and all sorts of other things which
no reporter will admit to remembering.

With several sighs of relief, Team Breathless woke the next mor-
ning to the beautiful still of a glass lake. In a few hours, the aban-
donment would sound and the easterners would depart in various
ways, passing each other on the highways and miraculously cat-
ching flights. A job is done. mission complete. and Team Breathless
may sleep and recover.

photirs: Jim O'Brien
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Good humor prevails on ti.at Gloomy Sunday

Willie, Doug and Brian re-hashing.

1-10 packing up. This is the way it was all morning One of the many O'Malleys?

Gordy Bowers lugging a big fish he Chris Gary Charlie Meier, Joe Boland
caught in the 4th race. Reporicr Photos




““We’re Better Than We Are”’

By Erik Johnson
RACE #1 WINDS E-SE 8-12 mph / Course OW

As people left the dock Friday morning for Race #1, most were
surprised to find the velocity of the wind to be as strong as it was
at the leeward end of the lake. Most entrants would concede that
to do well at Pewaukee a good start helps, but being able to play
the shifts and to change gears are equally as important. The first
weather leg saw Bill Allen, Bob Allen and Dick Wight all getting
out early and looking good on the middle to right side of the course.
Brian Porter, the new national champion, started at the leeward end
and appeared to cross all 18 sterns after the start. Thank you, Brian,
for the handicap! After two aggressive reach legs, the fleet was still
bunched closely, with Bill Allen leading; Gordy Bowers and Bob
Allen were fighting for second and third. Things remained basically
the same until the last weather leg. Bowers made a charge for first
and ended up two boat lengths short while Bill Allen took the gun.
Meanwhile, the third through sixth place finishers had become very
close, and boats were only seconds apart as they crossed the line.
Bob Allen hung on to finish third, Dick Wight fourth, Erik Johnson
fifth and Dave Chute of Minnetonka sixth.

*SPECIAL NOTES ON RACE #1

Brian Porter, whose worst race at the National Champion-
ship was eighth, finished thirteenth.

Tom Klaban, the MESA Champion, joined the swim team
at the leeward mark.

RACE #2 Winds E-SE 8-12 mph / Course W34

The afternoon race started in almost the same breeze as the mor-
ning race, but the right side of the course didn't seem to be quite
as heavily favored as the earlier race. At the weather mark, our
mystery guest, Terry Neilson, was showing us all why he won a
bronze medal in L.A. After a 17th in the first race, one can only
infer that Terry had an incredible lunch or learned what all those
funny lines go to . . .

On the second beat, Terry was pulling what many refer to as
an “‘horizon job™ on the “cream of the crop,” when his mast unex-
pectedly broke at the hounds. Dave Chute, in second at the time,
was glad to take over the lead and hold it for the gun. Meanwhile,
Jeff Baker, after a disappointing morning race, appeared to be back
in the “groove™ and sailed his way through the fleet to finish se-
cond. Bowers posted a third to lead the regatta after two races. Jay
Ecklund sailed well to beat fellow Minnetonkan Bill Allen for
fourth.

RACE #3 WINDS S 8-12 mph / Couse W34
The word on Saturday morning was more wind and possibly a
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storm front coming into the area. The race committee advised
everyone to expect back-to-back races. With a change in wind direc-
tion for Race #3, we also had a change in leaders. Bob Allen hit
the right side hard at the weather pin and led a tight pack of Blue
Chippers downhill. Bill Allen, Dick Wight and Erik Johnson got
away from the rest of the fleet to form a convenient foursome, which
sailed together to the finish.

At the first leeward mark the spectators got their money’s worth
as thirteen boats converged at once, and all claimed to have certain
rights, some of which were undeserved. Bill Freytag, sailing **Small
Frey” with its new Ghost Buster’s chute, wore several of the scars
when he came out of the tangle, but he also escaped the pack. The
last weather leg proved to be the decider as Bob Allen regained
the lead to win; Bill Allen finished second and Wight nipped
Johnson for third. All four competitors finished within thirty
seconds of each other.

RACE #4 Winds Wst 8-20 mph / X Course W 3%

Race #4 was sailed back-to-back with Race #3 as the expected
weather front moved in, and the wind shifted from the South to
the West. With the shift came a dramatic increase in velocity bet-
ween races with winds blowing from 10 to 25 mph. Many of
the skippers scurried to their fourths as Pewaukee has become well
known for its late season blow-outs. By the time the Race Com-
mittee had changed the course and set a starting line, the wind had
settled to approximately 20 mph out of the west. Dick Wight led
the fleet around the weather mark with Eric Wilson, Porter and
Johnson in hot persuit down the right side of the course. Somewhere
back around 14th place, Bill Allen staggered, around the top mark
and jibed at the offset looking for clean air. With his jibe came
a shot of air which he rode all the way to the head of the class.
Bill Freytag joined the party and rounded the leeward pin with Allen
and Porter all tightly bunched together. The second weather leg
saw Allen and Freytag turn on their after-burners and leave the fleet
behind for good. Porter, in third, led the second group and even-
tually finished in that position. Wight held on to fourth ahead of
White Bear’s Jules Hannaford.

Sunday morning dawned without a whisper of wind. Newspapers
and philosophy seemed to fill the void. While we all waited for
the fofth and final race which wasn’t to be, Paul Egee, member
of the famed Team Breathless, made the provocative comment,
“We're better than we are.” The implications of that statement are
almost unlimited, but most who travel to Pewaukee every fall for
a weekend with the best know where he’s coming from. And so,
with our cups in hand, we set sail for home with a long winter
thead. See you in South Carolina!




“Mystery Guest”

Terry Neilson, our Mystery Guest for 1984, is from Toronto
Canada. Terry recently finished competing in the 1984 Sum-
mer Olympic Games in Los Angeles, where he won the
Bronze medal in the Finn Class competition, sailing on the
Canadian team. Among his other noteworthy accomplishments
are a Gold metal in the Pan American Games, two time cham-
pion of the U.S. Finn Championship, four time winner in the
Canadian Championship and a 2nd in the 1984 Finn World
Gold Cup competition.

Terry has been the World Champion in the Laser Worlds, a
three time winner of the Canadian Laser Championship as
well as a champion in European Laser competition. He also
competes in Solings and 505's.

Terry and his family reside on Toronto, Canada, where he
works in his family’s insurance business.

PAST E-BLUE CHIP CHAMPIONS
Held at Pewaukee Yacht Club

1966 - Gordy Bowers, M 1985 - Harry Allen, M
1967 - Jane and Bob Pegel 1 1976 - Bill Allen, I
1968 - Nat Robbins, M 1977 - Dennis Conner
(Mystery Guest)

1969 - Gordon Lindemann

(Mystery Guest) 1978 - John Gluek, 1
1970 - Stu Wells, W 1979 - John Gluek, I
1971 - Bill Allen, M 1980 - Willie deCamp, MA
1972 - Bill Allen, M 1981 - John Gluek, I photo: Jim O'Brien
1973 - Bill Allen, M 1982 - Bill Allen, M close up of ‘‘troubleat the hounds"’
1974 - Bud Melges, 1 1983 - Gordy Bowers, M

BLUE CHIP REGATTA

1. M-44 Bill Allen 1 5 2 1 g Eﬂin{x[.
2. MA-10 Dick Wight 4 6 3 4 33.4 poin ~
3. M4 Bob Allen 3 8 1 10 35.7 pu!nlsf
4. M-11 Gordy Bowers 2 3 5 14 38.7 pn!nlsf
5. M-8 Dave Chute 6 1 11 8 42.7 ;‘mlrlat.s
6. CH-18 Erik Johnson 5 ¥ 4 6* 451§ !;mnt_h i
7. M-1 Jay Ecklund 12 4 6 9 = PO"-“:}IE
8. I-10 Jeff Baker 11 2 11 ll 51 po!nl§ S
8. I-18 Bill Freytag 1]1* 10 7 2 = ?poml‘,sl
10. 1-49 Brian Porter 13 15 3 3 (-,{)b ]po‘m s
1. BH-17 Mike Fortenbaugh 8 12 9 : o pc !nt:
12. W-1 Jules Hannaford 7 9 18 2 ?; poin 8
13. V-69 Eric Wilson 9 14 14 12 2 po!m§
14. MA-31 Doug Love 10 16 10* 13 ?:;"’ pognﬁ
15. 1-10 Jim Smith 16 11 16 16 82 pnfm§
16. SL-3 Happy Fox 15 13 15 DNS 83 points
17. Mystery Guest Terry Nielson 17 DNF 13 . DNS [33 pofnlsf
18. ID-11 Tom Klaban DNF 17 g DNF points
* 30%
** 60%

¥ average points
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Jackie Baker and Kathy Smith hot-rodding about the course. Dede Meyer still faithfully scoring the Blue Chip
Regatta.

ED. NOTE: This space was reserved for one of our former advertisers (and friends) but they chose not to run. So see page
51 of this issue.

HERE COMES THE SOUND OF A WINNER.

It isn’'t hard to spot a seri- edge was out of the economic
ous small boat sailor. Just lis- /  reach of the below average
ten for the defiant scream of 3 sailor. But the Hearken
his ratcheting tackle as he A » & Oppressor has changed
puts his high tech racing ¥ 3 that. It is an inexpensive
machine through its 2, % . nautical noisemaker
moves. The click and » &1 which creates the
whine of quality rigging Y S illusion of quality
components strikes fear _ < £.» +,  hardware for little
in the hearts of low 1 ' " " more than the cost
budget racers, and wins e of a New Year'’s Eve
the instant admiration of ———— noisemaker. Give your
dockside passers by. ' vessel the high-tech

Up until now, this , boat sound and break
powerful psychological \ the sound barrier.

HEARKEN

When you want to sound high tech

A Parods, YAATTING / 1954




Action at the South Carolina EASTER Regatta

Ain't it wonderful what a tiny, little puff can do?

Nice, easy going . . . Erik, were vou talking to that weather hoat?




Skip en the inside track genting to the chow line. Looks like he made it with time o spare.

- and that'’s all folks.

REMEMBER YOUR CRE w
AT CHRISTMAS...

MONOGRAMMED "E * SHiRTS
COTTON BLEND - WHITE

w- sS.mM, L xz.f ( RUNS smArie)
M~ S, M. L XLy

3 /5 95 (#2- PosTASE)

MONOGRAMMED "E” =
SWEATERS BY PREGO a“-‘
CREW NECK WOOL BLENO
WH ITE OR A/GHT BLUVE
w- 3, M, L

M- S, M, L Xig

#2900 ( #2- PosTAGE) .

PRICE INCLODES RED, WHITEE | SEND CHECK TO:

BLUE “E” AND BOAT # — RoBY Bibonin féfsfm
—_ 157 INW00O .
BOAT NAME ADDIT 1oNAL #Y DPPER AONTECLAIR,

-THIS AD /S NCESA SANCT/ONED - NT. 07043
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1984 IBYC Invitational Regatta

Jeff Baker working on a healthy lead.

Some of the chutes are getting away.

oops! it was puffy!

ED. NOTE: For those who haven't ssen the parody
publication YAACHTING and would en-

Jjoy a good laugh at 185 pages of spoof-

ing YACHTING's complete format we

recommend contacting YAACHTING at:

~ | aahting

* A visit with Muddy Bilges, Wisconsin hog DREADNAUGHT Company Inc.
farmer and Olympic aspirant. Post Office Box 255
Auburndale, MA 02166

* The Flying Squat Nationals.
e Tom Blackballer looks ahead.
» Cruising the Persian Gulf.

* and many ads such as we have
reproduced on page 48 in this issue.
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TRIVIA QUIZ:

WHICH MANUFACTURER’S “E” SCOW
WON THE 1984 INLAND CHAMPIONSHIP
AND ALSO THE 1984 BLUE CHIP REGATTA?

(SEE ANSWER AT BOTTOM OF PAGE)

LezL-62v (219)
OLLSS NIN ‘IXVT HV3E JLIHM - "IAVY 3NV S6b

SHHOM 1vOd NOSNHOr
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NATIONAL B i o

= CLASS E SCOW S .-
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