






















EASTERN CHAMPIONSHIP 
LITTLE EGG HARBOR Y.C.- AUGUST 5-7 

by Jay Darling 

ED. NOTE: When 1his issue ll'llS assembled 1here were no ph01os 
amilable of Lillie Egg action so we culled shots of ECESA boats 
a.1 seen at Muskegon NCESA. 

Mike Fortenbaugh, after tantalizingly near misses in 1984 and 
1985, finally won his first Eastern Championship on Little Egg 
Harbor August 5-7. Bonus point finishes solve most problems, and 
his 5 (acknowledgment) - I - 4 - I - 2 proved to be too much for 

Scott Callahan and third-place Dick Wight. 
Although Walt Smedley has always maintained "Little Egg is 

where the wind blows." such was not the case on Wednesday after­
noon. when the fleet began the serie in a 6-10 mph breeze. The 
long tarting line was substantially :.quare. and no one end pro­
duced a clear advantage. Dave Magno led at the first mark. fol­
lowed by Russ Lucas and Dick Wight. Magno simply could not 
be caught. and nailed the bullet. In second place was Scott Callahan, 
who, after wallowing (for him) along for most of the race, banged 
the right side of the course on the last leeward leg, passed quite 
a few boats, allowing him to round fourth at the last leeward mark. 
On the final beat, Callahan then hit the left side of the course hard 
and passed both Dick Wight and Mike Fortenbaugh (who drop­
ped to fifth). In fourth place was Erik Johnson, followed by Forten­
baugh, Steve Schmidt (sailing with three). and Corby Day (also 
sailing with three). 

The wind blew on day two. and Walter was credible once again. 
A robust 18-20 mph northeastern welcomed the fleet in the early 
afternoon. the morning having been lost because of the excessive 
breeze. 
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The pin end was way favored. causing general mayhem as 
everyone tried to be there with too little room in a howler. Russ 
Luca had perhaps the start. and he headed left. which paid 
off handsomely. Lucas. Fortenbaugh. Schmidt. and Magno round­
ed the first mark in good shape. The horror story of this race (and 
for the regatta. for that matter) was Dave Magno's, who broke 
down while storming along in no worse than third place on the 
second weather leg. Assuming. arguendo, that he would have held 
on to third (a most safe assumption for those who have seen his 
heavy air speed and handling), lhe Eastern's would have been his. 
and by a relatively comfortable margin. 

Fortenbaugh won thb race. followed by Russ Lucas. and then 
Scott Callahan. Steve Schmidt (most impressive. bearing in mind 
he was sailing three-handed). Corby Day (same comment). and 
Erik Johnson. 

Race three immediately followed race two, which made for one 
of the most arduous afternoons in recent memory, as the breeze 
had abated not a bit. Once again Russ Lucas led the way to the 
first mark. followed by Dave Magno (who. in the interim, had 
repaired his boat and returned to the fray). Dick Wight rounded 
third, only to lose his spinnaker pole overboard. By the time he 
had retrieved it , his poc;ition had wither<>.d to the rnid-40'.; . 

Of historical interest in this race was the entirely usele s second 
leg. an uphill tight reach. which provided no opportunity what-
oever for passing (or dropping) boats. Scon Callahan jumped out 

on the fleer on the third leg and was never seen again. In second 
was Dave Magno. followed by Lucas. Fortenbaugh. and Dick 
Wight, who made an incredible comeback after screaming by 
cluster after cluster of boats on the downwind legs. 
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After the second day of racing, Russ Lucas was in tt rst, with 
Callahan, Wight, and Foncnbaugh within easy striking distance. 
Slightly further back. but till certainly in contention, were Corby 
Day and Cliff Campbell. 

As was the ca e five years before, day three produced only 
marginal drifting conditions, with the air being 2-5 mph from the 
east. In the first race. those who went right died. Those who went 
left did well, again among them Russ Lucas, Mike Fortenbaugh. 
Corby Day, and Scott Callahan. At the last leeward mark, it ap­
peared that Lucas had the race in the bag. with a several hundred 
yard lead. With one-third of the leg to go. however, Lucas was 
playing the middle right of the course. following classic textbook 
strategy. Fortenbaugh and Callahan took a flier to the upper left­
hand corner of the course, which had not paid all day. and were 
rewarded with 30 degrees and breeze, allowing them ro finish first 
and third, sandwiching Corby Day between them, all ahead of a 
deservedly embittered Lucas. 

At this point in the regatta, it was a three-boat race, among 
Lucas. Fortenbaugh. and Callahan. Wight had mired his hopes for 
a run for the crown on his trip to the south pole that was the right 
side of the course on the first weather leg and was fortunate to 
have climbed as high as thirteenth at the finish. 

The final race was again a drifter, although the breeze had clock­
ed slightly more to the south. The weather end was well favored. 
although the three lead boats started well down the line so as to 

~ .· -
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go left as they had in the morning race. Stated simply, the right 
paid this time, as Dick Wtght and Russ Cook got a huge jump on 
everyone in the fleet. save for Mike Fortenbaugh. who somehow 
managed to tind a few fortunate rescuing shifts that enabled him 
to fight back from the left and round the top weather mark right 
with Wight and Cook. Fortenbaugh got out on Wight going down­
wind and no one ever mounted a genuine threat to those two boats 
for the balance of the race. Deep at the start was Russ Lucas, ef­
fectively removing himself as an overall threat. Nearly as bad was 
Callahan. who was mired in the early teens much of the race. 
although he kept grinding away. managing to finish fifth. just 
behind Dave Magno. who, in tum, was edged by Cliff Campbell. 
Of note in this last race was the classic tacking duel between Forten­
baugh and Wight within the tina! quarter mile to the finish. To 
quickly summarize at least a dozen tacks, Fortenbaugh was ably 
holding Wight well off until he tired of the game and let Wight 
go just one time, which was all that it rook. Wight went right, 
picked up some breeze. and became a real problem. Fortenbaugh, 
trying to minimize his losses, followed Wight right, but then had 
to dip perhaps the largest pack of seaweed on the course, effec­
tively placing him astern of Wight, and thus costing him his third 
bullet of the series. 

As always. the Little Egg Harbor Yacht Club masterfully or­
chestrated the regatta as the launchings. meals. and parties wem 
off flawlessly. 

Reponer phmo.1 



Rep<mer ph()to\ 

Ersatz ECESA aclivity as lransplamed to the dunes of Lake Michigan. 
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ECESA CHAMPIONSHIP 1987 
Little Egg Harbor Yacht Club 

August 5-7, 1987 

Skipper RACE RESULTS FINAL 

MA-45 Mark Beaton 32 DNF 17 29 35 35 
BH-8 Russell Lucas 10 2 3 4 20 5 

BH- 10 Doug Love 8 12 14 40 23 17 
BH-2 Sam Merrick 18 24 12 II 30 15 

BH- 13 W. Fortenbaugh 11 13 DNS 14 15 18 
BH- 11 John Harkrader 20 DNF 19 19 9 2 1 

BH-7 Corbin Day 7 5 II 2 8 4 
BH-37 Scott Callahan 2 3* I 3 5 2 
BH- 17 Mike Fortenbaugh 5* I 4 I 2 I 

BH-4 Robert Broege 15 8 9* 22 14 12 
CH-5 Richard Turner 19 21 25 35 29 25 

CH- 15 David Delancey 40 35 DNF 25 17 36 
CH- 18 Eric Johnson 4 6 DNS 7 18 10 

CH-6 Rick Turner 17 14 15 16 34 16 
IH-27 Had Brick 9 19 7 30 13 9 
IH- 16 Rick Slack 12 17* 20 26 24 20 
IH-44 Fred Slack 47 18 16 36 27 28 

KU-37 Curtis Wright 31 22 21 17 11 19 
KU-5 lrven Spear 26 DNS DNS 12 26 33 

KU- 18 Art Wilder 33 28 26 28 38 31 
KU- 15 Russ Cook 30 34 DNF 23 7 27 

KU- 1 George Welch 25* 31 DNF 21 22 34 
LE-4 Doug Galloway 27 27 18 41 31 29 
LE-8 Jack Lampman 23 10 10 20 25 14 
LE-5 Walter Lenhard 21 16 23 27 28 23 

LE-54 Walter Le nhard IV 22* 26 24 42 DN F 37 
LE- I Bud Rose 39 33 30 43 43 40 

LE-30 Stevens/Condon 24 DNS DNS 34 33 39 
LE-7 Skip Smedley 43 36 32 39 44 41 
BB-6 Tom Welsch 41 DNS DNS 45 41 45 

H0-42 Dean Lennox 37 25 28 18 37 30 
H0-37 George Drawbaugh 34 30 27 3 1 32 32 
H0 -3 1 Peter Rochelle 28 29 22 24 19 24 
H0-38 E.J. Lill 46 DNF DNS 37 42 44 
H0 - 13 Craig Bradley 36 DNF DNS 32 36 43 
H0-29 Richard Hoff 44 37 3 1 44 39 42 
H0 -40 Charles Johnson II 45 32 29 38 40 38 
LA-99 Dave Magno I DNF 2 5 4 7 

MR- 10 Richard Wight 3 9 5 13 I 3 

MA-3 Bob Armstrong 42 DNS DNS DNS DNS 47 

MA-9 Willie DeCamp 35 15 DNS 6 12 22 
MA-55 Gardner Cox 14 23 13 9 21 11 

MA- l Steve Schmidt 6 4 DNF 15 16 13 
NB-17 Peter Schwartz 38 DNF DNS DNS DNS 46 

T-5 William Campbell 13 11 * 6 10 10 8 
T-8 Daniel Crabbe 29 20 DNF 33 6 26 

T- 17 Cliff Campbell 16 7 8 8 3 6 
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INC. 

HARE RAISING SPEED - ~ 

ZENDA, WI 53195 

Melges Sails would like to congratulate 
its customers on a great season. 

ESCOW 
Nagawicka - lst 
Springfield - lst 
M1chelob Invitational - lst 
ILYA Invllational - 2nd, 3rd 

- 1st 5 out of 6 races 
ILYA Championshjp - 1st, 2nd, 3rd *, 4th* 

- lst 5 out of 6 races 

Nationals - lst, 2nd, 4th*, 5th 
- 1st 3 out of 4 races 

Blue Chip - lst, 2nd 
Western Michigan - 1st, 2nd, 3rd*, 4th, 5th 
Lake Hopatcong Inv1t. - lsl, 3rd* 
Keuka Chautauqua - lst, 2nd, 3rd, 4th, 5th 

Start off the 1988 season ahead of the competition. 
Order your sails now and receive a 15% discount 
until December 31. 

(414) 248-6623 (414) 275-3388 
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NATIONAL REGATTA - 1987 
September 10, 11, 12 

Muskegon Yacht Club 
by Sam Merrick 

For the fourth time in NCESA history. Muskegon was the site 
of the National Regalia, a location where the wind always blows 
in summer, but looses its Lake Michigan driven thermal enthusiasm 
as autumn comes on and the sun gets lower. That unreliability 
showed up on two of the three 1987 days scheduled for racing . 
September 10, II, 12 turned out to be too late for the "sea breezes" 
we hoped for. 

The wind/ weather condition dominated the regatta headlines as 
did the performance of Harry Melges (the youngest of that name). 
from Lake Geneva which, to expose a secret, is near the metropoli 
of Zenda in Wisconsin. Melges repeated his 1986 Championship 
victory scored on Lake Minnetonka . But in 1987 he did so in a 
manner that destroyed the competition with three bullets and a se­
cond in tbe four completed races. That kind of record might have 
been his daddy's, but even the great Buddy needed six contests 
in 1983 before he won three. Harry seemed to get faster each race. 
In the last race, he followed Denny Malone around the first mark, 
but not for long. He was ahead at the boltom tum and able tO sail 
his own starboard tack for the coal pile for the three subsequent 
beats. While the rest of the fleet fought for the crumbs. 

"Crumbs" are one way to describe the next few regatta po i-

Rl'pOrtt'r photo 
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tions with the top spot so thoroughly locked up. Three ex-national 
champions had worked themselves comfortably ahead of the pack 
going into Race 4 - Gordie Bowers, BiU Campbell and Brian 
Porter. With Porter finishing fifth compared to fourteenth and fif­
teenth for the other two , he more than picked up the six points 
he needed to get himself into second place. That position was 
precarious because a possible drop was in the offing, with Races 
5 and 6 still ahead. But Sarurday·s weather was to decide other­
wise. and those leave everyone where the music stopped on Friday. 

The forecast was a strong possibility for thunderstorms and 
westerly air. The gunboat operated on schedule, but a badly tilted 
line for the start produced two general recalls. Before a third start 
was able to get underway, the predicted weather commotion ar­
rived and compelled a hasty return to the harbor. After that, we 
waited - the storm did its thing, but it had departed with every 
breath of air in tow. So the regatta settled down to touch football 
and talk for four hours before three guns at 3 P.M. sent us home. 
As if by careful plan, sunlight and a nice sailing breeze returned 
- but too late to supplement the four races completed the day 
before. 
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The breeze did come up - at last. phmo.v: Jim McColl 
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Despite these MENACING INTRUD 

Ooh boy! Here size come.~! 

Her stem quarters could probably house the entire Regatta. 

Here comes that white cement hom smack through the course. 
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our Sailors' RIGHT OF WAY prevailed! 

The closer you [<et the bigger she seems. photos: Jim McColl 

tacking that bow. Whe1v! One down, one to go. Reporter plrows 

' . .. . 
.. • ... It .. 

· '/ (lin a bow to ram you. '' Our fearless boat #2 SIIIII81Y watches her slink into her slip. Reporter photos 
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The wind was a problem for the first as well as the last day. 
A light easterly was marginally enough for the start of Race I 
scheduled for Thursday. It soon developed bad holes and lost direc­
tional certainty, stringing the fleet out and keeping the RC on the 
run . The time limit terminated proceedings with two long legs to 
go. It wasn't until 3:45 that the second effort for Race I got under­
way in a nice westerly. 

Fortunately Friday came on with nice air, so that three races 
were sailed during a long day on the water that found many of 
us still afloat at 6 PM. Since we had caught up to the schedule, 
hopes were high for a final two on Saturday with its prospect of 
a throwout. Too bad about that- no throw outs allowed until five 
are completed, and you can't complete races without wind- it's 

Skippers meeting has been summoned -

one of sailing's weak points. 
On the social side, the visit to Muskegon was as good as any 

National we've been to . Paul Wickland, elected by acclamation 
to be the successor Commoddre to Chip Ulrich , worked hard as 
chief organizer. The lunches were superb and ample - the fisb 
fry on Thursday evening was a gourmet spectacular and worth the 
leisurely cooking process. 

Mike Meyer, the enthusiast from Pewaukee, was the boss of 
the Race Committee. Apart from having a hankering for a black 
flag rule, he did hjs usual able job of course selection and fine 
judgements supported by Dede, Walter, George, Chuck and Gor­
don - all the experts we have come to know and respect - and 
depend on. 

Reporter photos 

Sailors and Committee .m·aggle in -

Bom #2 's Walter has a question for 
R. C. Chairman Mike. 

Sam Merrick (f'ar left) provides ansiVer to Walter 's uncertain ear. 

(Ed. note: the following race synopses were complied with the 
assistance of Peter Fonenbaugh , Harry Melges, Bill Campbell and 
Dave Chute, all of whom were in positions to know) 
FIRST RACE: Windy westerly 6-8: course OW. The first beat 
saw Peter Fortenbaugh on a long starboard, forcing those behind 
to tack, but with Melges to leeward. Half way toward the south 
shore, these two started working the shifts and so were able to 
space themselves well ahead of the pack. Melges rounded the first 
mark several lengths behind Fortenbaugh, but passed him by go­
ing high on the tirst reach. After the two leaders at that first mark , 
it was Had Brick. Brian Porter and Bill Campbell. Campbell 
worked his way past both on the second beat and got close to 
Fortenbaugh. It took two more legs for him to pass Fortenbaugh 
on the last run. Melges won comfortably. Bowers finished in 
fourth , having come from 13th at the first mark. He got by Porter 
on the last beat , as did Brick. Those who went right died in 
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oblivion. 
SECOND RACE: Winds southeasterly. shifting right and building 
6 to 14; Course WO. Memories drew most of the fleet toward the 
coal pile requiring a long early starboard tack. Those going right, 
however, benefited from a major right shift . Ted Jewett and Jim 
McGinley led big from the right side at the first mark. followed 
by Bowers, Cliff Campbell, Porter and Brick. Those who jibed 
right away and went high as the run became increasingly a close 
reach made out; Mike Fortenbaugh, Bill Campbell as well as 
Melges (up from 16th) made big gains by so doing. By the second 
windward mark. Jewett, McGinley and Bowers were still ahead 
with Porter and Melges next in line. The reaches made no change 
in this order, but on the next beat, Bowers passed McGinley and 
Melges took Porter. The final beat was a tight contest with Bowers 
first getting by Jewett. as did McGinley , Melges and then Porter. 
Melges cruised by McGinley into second not more than a foot 
behind Bowers. Great close racing! 



THIRD RACE: Wind southwest at 12; Course WO. The wind 
had settled in from the direction which made going left toward the 
coal pile imperative. This boat speed contest off the leeward end 
of the starting line was won by Melges followed by Bill Camp­
bell, Porter, Merrick and Chute. Some of this group stayed together 
for the second beat - Porter having passed Campbell with Melges 
still in command. These three, joined by Eric Johnson (up from 
12th at the first mark) rounded enough ahead of the fleer to get 
a private shot off the shore. So they planed away from the fleet 
and had their own separate contest. Campbell caught Porter on 
the fmal beat. Bowers who had assumed the fifth position at the 
end of the second beat maintained it for the duration. 

FOURTH RACE: Wind southwest, 10-18; course W-L 3~. Wind 
conditions like Race 3, only more. Consequently. it was another 
race to the coal pile, with Denny Malone beating out Melges by 
a small margin , but losing soon after on the run. After that Melges 
ran away from the fleet. Peter Fortenbaugh, McGinley , and Cliff 
Campbell filled out the top five at the first mark. Despite the steady 
conditions, lots of positions changed hands, Chute jumped from 
II th to fourth on the second beat, and then to second on the third . 
Mike Fonenbaugh used the final run and beat to finish third (from 
9th) and thus manage to maintain family priorities over his younger 
brother, Pete r, by less than a point spread for the series that was 
to end in the absence of wind the following day . 

Reporrer pharos 

Those birds are gonna wear out that one 'Iii ole wind streak. 
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A STARTING SEQUENCE AS SEEN FROM BOAT #3 

With the bird dancing done with, the line storrs forming in 
eameM. 

1-1 pinching up as CH-18 and BH-17 sray down. 

Look at Sam sneaking I-f's vacated spot with about 2 
seconds to go. 
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Harry Ill starting to edf!.e up to the mark. 

Porter begins to bear off as /-1 srays up. 

They're off! 1-1, 1-49 (et al) are heeled with jibs full - Sam, 
are you tacking? 




























