Just before dawn, Friday, July 31st: the Freeman is over, but there's plenty to do
aboard "Mallard" before partaking of the upcoming festivities. -

Commodore’s fadding Comments

Congratulations to each and every member who pitched in when necessary to
make the 1964 L.Y.R.A. at Queen City one of the best-run regattas I have ever at-
tended. I accepted countless praises and thanks on your behalf. The Secretary has
received many letters with compliments and regards for our continued success. The
girls did a magnificent job on the Information Desk. I can't remember the name
of the lady who was chief organizer, but many thanks for a job well done. (Also to
Dave Maxwell's tender Bar Keepers. "WOW", they stirred up a lot of business etc.)

There were no major problems, and the little problems were immediately dis-
persed by our efficient committees. Cne fellow complained about no hot water. I
reminded him that the early bird gets the "warm." The only real problem was be-
yond cur power, and that was the race cancellation on Moanday. All in all, I was
very proud to be Commodore of a Club with such spirit and hospitality, My special
praises to John Beckett, Doug Rutherford, Dave Maxwell, Tom Rice, Bas Headford,
Jim Jones and Vi Rae for untiring effort in their responsibility. Also, thanks to
Vanetta Martin for the appearance of our grounds, and to Al Cox, who is her assist-



ant. Some guys are just lucky to have a green thumb,

Due to the extension of the kitchen and dining room, lovely and all as it is,
Alice and Perc Gilmour feel that they can't handle the additional work that it en-
tails, and have tendered their resignation, as of August 22nd. We have been unable
to find a replacement to date, so the dining room will remain closed until further
notice.

The Canadian Yachting Association needs your support, particularly in this G-
lympic year. The best way our working-class type Club can help is to take out an
ordinary membership at $5.00, which entitles you to a free C.Y.A. Rulebook and a
continual flow of information and up-to-date reports. It's really worthwhile. Get~
your application forms at the bar. If you don't care to join, but would like the Rule
book, leave your name and phone number at the bar, or get me, (Al Rae) at EM.
8-8216. Books cost $1.50, and we have a few left.

One of the most disgusting experiences a Commodore can have is to sit in at
meeting after meeting and listen to your Committee Chairmen tell of what a prob-
lem it is to collect from some of the members. I know it is mostly procrastination
but for God!'s sake, have a heart: don't let him have to chase you week after week
for what you are going to have to pay in the end. He is doing a voluntary job: why
make it hard for him. Onr notification should be sufficient for you; the rest should
be up to you. I can just hear your outcry if your company didn't pay you the same
week! Your Club, like yourself, needs payment to survive, so, for your own sake,
kick in or get off the pot!

However, the Board has decreed that any boat in arrears as of September 1
will not be recognized in the balance of the Club races and will be denied the priv-
ileges of the bar, and posted.

Weather permitting, the C.N.E. Sailing Committee would like to see as many
yachts as possible on hand in the Humber Bay at 7 p.m. Friday, Aug. 28, grouping
at the Western Gap and forming classes as per program available at the Club. The
C.N.E. Committee does a lot for us: let's do this bit for them. Besides, if it's a
nice night, it's a lot of fun, and the real place to see the fireworks from.

("whew!") Your Commodore,

R and f’zom M’IJ. aﬁae:

I would like to be in the position to hand big bouquets of roses to the 36 girls
who took care of the '"Tnformation Desk." I have never worked with a more capable,
happy and willing group. Space won't allow me to name each of you, but you were
noticed by everyone, just as I noticed the man-and-wife team at the O'Keefe tent,
the becomingly-costumed R.C.Y.C. girls upstairs, and so many others.

A few more roses should be added to Barbara Norton's bouquet: she and Joan
Raze worked all day Thursday. I couldn't have managed without them. Marg Pitcher,
Mary Ward and Kay Walker stayed up with me all night, so that when the boats
started coming in 2bout 4 a.m., they were met by a brightly-lit Clubhouse, a very
competent Harbour Master and a feminine committee who served them coffee and
doughnuts. Needless to say, they were overwhelmed at Q.C.Y.C. hospitality.



We had a ball, waiting for the boats to appear. Marg had a haircut and sham-
poo at 3:30, Kay made an immediate appointment, and Mary dealt with the scissors
and comb as though it was 3 o'clock in the afternocon.

May I add: I heard so many compliments from sailors of all ports on our club,
the hospitality and all the extra services that were available to them: I accepted
them unblushingly on behalf of all our members, because I agreed with everything
they had to say.

' VI RAE.

A “Visitor” heard from:

Because I've been a VISITOR at Q.C.Y.C. for about twenty years, I'm taking
the liberty of commenting on one of the big changes around the old place: the room
marked "LADIES." Bouquets before brickbats - so to Vi Rae, Isla Lee and Ann
Campbell, thanks for the finishing touches of white curtains, blue dressing table
skirt and hand lotion. There were many appreciative remarks from visitors during
the L.Y.R.A. Bouquets also to Doug Rutherford and the planning committee for the
major alterations and improvements, Funny thing, though, most of the changes oc-
curred after Doug stopped being a bachelor. Purely coincidence,of course!

For the rest, Girls, this room is something we really can be proud of. It is
not long ago that we had only one sink and one toilet to call our own - and imagine,
if you can, the riot on a busy Saturday night! Unless we use this room as if it
really does belong to each of us, it will not long stay as attractive as it is now.

That slot machine is a headache because it will only work if you feed it a ten
cent piece. The Commodore's wife has made herself personally responsible for it,
because it will not work on nickels, slugs, buttons or anything except dimes. Keep
it happy: pay it properly. Incidentally, after some sleuthing, I finally discovered
that the reason supplies for that machine are kept downstairs is because the MEM-
BERS don't steal them!!!

We have, at long last, a Ladies' Room worthy of the name. Let's all work to-
gether to keep it that way. It is, after all, the only thing about Q.C.Y.C. that we
can call our own!

Barbara Norton.

Adding to Al Rae's comments about overdue accounts, some locker rentals are
past due (the main beef, though, is moorings), and payable to Ian Campbell. The suc-
cess of the monthly-penalty system, as applied to the payment of membership dues
this year, indicates that this method may be adopted for all billing in the future.

QUEEN CITY PRODUCES CYA JUNIOR CHAMPIONSHIP CONTENDERS

In the C.Y.A. Junior Eliminations, August 15 and 16, Geoffrey Lye and Ralph
Phillips placed 4th, and qualified for a trip to Vancouver and competition in the
C.Y.A. Junior National Championships. Warren Gould kindly loaned his Albacore
to the Junior Club, so that our representatives could practise for the Eliminations.
Another generous member, Jim Beattie, likewise put his Flying Dutchman Junior at
the disposal of the Queen City's entrants. The races at Vancouver are sailed in
Flying Jrs. Our thanks to these men: also to Nicky Brodie for preparing numerous
copies of the Sailing Rules for the Junior Club, and to Herb Pitcher for donating
the tickets for the Benefit Dance. !




Al Rae discusses the Freeman with an interested audience, including two members
of his crew, Al Cox and Mal Harris (centre and right, arrows).. Bob Norton was the
fourth crewman. In the foreground is RCYC's Al Mallon, getting the lowdown on the
race for the Toronto Telegram. .

We pulled a couple of pix out of this issue, to make room for this tribute (?)
to Jim Jones, with the accompanying letter. To anyone who attended the regatta (or
was within 4 miles of the Club, for that matter) it will all be self-explaining.

JUNIOR CLUB LOG

RESULTS OF THE JUNIOR CLUE DRAW:
The Snark (1st Prize) was won by Marni Churchill. Consolation Prizes went
_to Bert Barker, Alex Quantock and D. Savan.

All those posters advertising the Junior Club Benefit Dance were the result of
a contest for Junior Clubbers. "Art critics' Bill Stevenson, Bob Middleton and
Donna Seymour selected, as the 'best of the gallery,' in three age-groups, the work
of Ginny Moore, Michael Lye and Pauline Tidbury.

Well, the 1964 L.Y.R.A. is now history: a year from now, all the excitement
will have simmered down to mere statistics - another boat name added to the bot-
tom of each list of "Previous Trophy Winners." But for the participants of the
Freeman Cup Race, it will be a while before the event is recalled with dispassion.
From our post at the Clubhouse, awaiting news of the progress of the race, it was
difficult to visualise the carnage taking place between Sodus Bay and Rochester,
even though the experienced sailors present knew the meaning of that strong north
wind that persisted for two days. But the message got through as the drop-outs
put into Rochester and other havens, 4 or 5 of them with broken spars, until over
half of the starters were out of the running. "Just like the Freeman: dead calm
or gale every time" was a general comment. The excitement really caught on later,

(eontinued on last page)
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Chorus:

Now hear this, now hear this,

1 arn your Harbor Master, Master;
Now hear this, now hear this,

1 am your Harbor Master,

As we sailed into Queen City Yacht Club,
He stood on the dock all alone;

We could tell he was the Harbor Master,
By the sound of his big megaphone.

Chorus (After each verse)

As our boat came into the harbor,

The skipper used caution and care;

Then we all heard the Harbor Master shouting,
"Be careful it's shallow right there,"

No sooner had he said it was shallow,

Then we felt a dull sickening thud;

We yelled back, "There's no need to tell us,
That we've gone aground on the mud."

His look it was one of frustration;
He heaved a sad sigh and a cough;
He said, "Just a minute there sailor,
I'l have my boys come pull you off, "

The boys they came out in the tender,

All wearing expressions of glee;

They enjoyed pulling boats off the sandbars,
This made number seventy-three,

THE HARBOR MASTER SONG

Dedicated to Jim Jones, Harbor Master

Queen City Yacht Club
by
the "Mallard" Crew
L.Y.R.A,, 1964

{Sung to the tune of "My Bonnie Lies Over the Ocean'')

The tender started pulling and tugging;

The Harbor Master saw what was wrong;
He yelled to the boys in the tender,

"Pull them off the same way they went on.'

""Oh, now that you're off please be careful;
A little bit closer this way;

I've got other boats coming in here,

And you've got to get out of the way."

"You boats coming into the harbor;
I'm sorry this wall is filled up;
Because there are so many boats here,
You'll just have to double up."

"I'm sorry, that slip's for the tender,
And he has to get in and out;

You'll have to tie up along that wall,
With bow in and stern anchored out,"

"Now hear this oh you in that blue boat, "
Qur dear Harbor Master did shout;

""Oh please have your stern anchor ready,
Y our bumpers up and your fenders out."

And now that the ordeal is over,

And we're opening one or two beers,

We first toast Jim Jones, Harbor Master,
And extend him a hearty three cheers!



*

as the scant news (we got more news from our friends at Rochester than from any
other source) was of more and more drop-outs all through the evening of Thursday,
July 30. We all pounced on any shred of information about our own boats, and it
was passed around like wildfire. After feeding the scant available facts to C.K.E.Y.
we went down to visit aboard Don Wood's Committee Boat, tied up in Finish-line
position at the Eastern Gap. (Excuse the digression: the thanks of the QC Publicity
Committee go to Don for his help in getting very fine coverage over Station CKEY,
and for teaming up with us in a determined, if futile, attempt to stir up some in-
terest at the CBC.)

By 1a.m. Les Girls (Mmes Rae, Ward, Pitcher and Walker) had the situation
at the Clubhouse pretty well in hand. Our brief (too brief!) snooze in the locker
was terminated by the first gunshot, signalling the arrival of the winning boat. A
short tiﬂe later, the first boats were putting into Queen City. At daybreak, boats
were arriving thick and fast, although the last one didn't make it in until late Fri-
day afternoon. Commodore Al Rae, who probably knows as much about the capacity
of men and boats to weather Lake Ontario, was one of those whose advice was
sought prior to the postponement of the start from Wednesday to the morning of the
following day. The decision to defer the start wasn't popular among the larger
craft, being, as they are, more able to cope with the high seas and a 40-mile wind.
Even so, when the weather moderated enough to finally get the race under way, Al's
“Valhalla" lay at anchor for three and a half hours before setting out across the
Lake, heeled over so that her cabin side was half under water much of the time.

We relate all this here for the record, because little idea of conditions in the
race was in evidence as we watched the boats coming out of a brilliant dawn and
gliding effortlessly over a gently-heaving lake in the lee of the north shore. It look-
ed anticlimactic to us at the finish, but it was a race that will be relived for some
time: at least until the next one.

Of course, the Freeman Cup wasn't the whole show. Saturday and Sunday saw
the course-racing carried out in a desultory breeze which came to life with a
vengeance on Monday, blowing out the third and last day of competition. And if Rube
Silver, Bill Stevenson, Gord Cross, Dennis Young and others put Queen City well up
on the winners' lists, then Jack Beckett, Doug Rutherford, Herb Pitcher, Dave M.ax-
well and others involved in the business of hosting such a large affair have just as
surely put our Club on the map for hospitality. The catering, the improvements to
our facilities, Jimmy "Leather-Lung" Jones and his mooring arrangements, a score
of details, all important to the conduct of a successful regatta, brought satisfying
comments from our visiotrs. And the ladies? Since Al could hardly give his own
wife the praise she deserves in these pages, it becomes our pleasurable duty to:do
50, on behalf of the entire Club, for organizing the functions of the Ladies' Commit-
tee so well. Vi: many thanks te you and your helpers, from all of us.

While not wishing to overdo this pat-on-the-back business, on.the theory that
our members volunteer to do the work for their own pleasure, we would be remiss
not to mention, with thanks, those whose efforts in soliciting financial help, in the
form of LYRA Program advertising, removed one of the great burdens in the prep-
aration of the Program. Among them, Al Rae somehow found the time to sell much
of the space, and Doug Rutherford contributed layouts for the front cover and many
of the ads, artwork, and a deluge of ads that put the project financially over the
top. Mac Murdoch drew those excellent cartoons special for the book. We just
squeaked under the deadline for delivery (club publications are always like that) but
it was great working with the LYRA Publications Committee, chaired by Ian Campbell.




