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This is the third issue 
of the Clipper for 2014. 
We have updates from 
our Vice Commodore, 
Rear Commodore, 
Membership Chair and 
Entertainment Chair. 

We have a profile on 
our Treasurer, John 
Heath and on Peter 
and Moya Ashby, long 
time members. Ron Mazza shares his and Peter 
Jones recent racing experience with an Ideal 18. 
We have the continuing ocean adventure from 
Nina Nakajima on their trip on Blue Hour to the 
east coast. Our Rear Commodore has written 
another informative safety piece and has included 
information on our Open Regatta in September. I 
have included the History Bites by Tony Araujo 
and myself. Although these were in the recent 
Quick Clippers, I have also included them here as 
I know a number of our members don’t get the 
Quick Clipper.  

There is also a report on our visit to the Marine 
Museum of the Great Lakes at Kingston on their 
new Age of Sail Exhibit. Noel Burke a bartender 
at the Club in 1964 shares his memories of 
QCYC. Anna Prodanou has done an excellent 
article on our Restaurant Bight@QCYC and our 
new caterer Edrick Munson and his staff. On 
page 31 we provide detailed information on bar 
and restaurant hours, tender schedules and 
events. Enjoy and please give me your feedback 
for improving the Clipper. 

We have several ways to communicate with our 
members. Our QCYC Webmaster Mark MacRae 
continues to improve our website. If you haven't 
already registered on the website please do so. 
There is lots of content in the members' only area 
now. The Quick Clipper allows the Board to com-

(Continued on page 4) 
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New Building Progress  
LTS Building 
 
The new Learn to Sail 
building has now 
been in continuous 
use by the sailing 
school for the past 
month and is working 
well. It is a real joy to 
see this space transi-
tion from a construc-

tion site to a functioning building full of instruc-
tors and students as shown in the following pho-
to.  
But there is still, of course, more work to do. We 
need to add a stair on the east side, and install 
patio stones beneath the overhang.  
 
New locker building 
The great news on the new lockers is that the 
City has given permission to occupy them. By 
the time you read this the new occupants should 
have taken possession and moved in. Because 
this new building looks so good and is brand 

Vice Commodore 
   Ron Mazza, vicecommodore@qcyc.ca 

spanking new we felt it was time to solidify the 
rules for lockers use. As a result, the following 
rules were developed for these new lockers to 
comply with building code requirements, insur-
ance requirements, aesthetic and durability 
objectives, and reduced energy usage: 
Do not make any alterations or modifications 
to the electrical service 
Do not modify in any way the exterior clad-
ding or doors 
Do not cut any opening through interior or 
exterior walls 
The drywall placed on the interior walls of the 
lockers are required for fire separations and 
cannot be modified in any way 
No private locking systems are to be installed. 
Use only the door hardware and locks supplied 

Board Updates 
by the club 
No exterior signage is permitted 
No flammable materials such as fuel or pro-
pane are to be stored in the lockers 
Shelving and cupboards may be installed to 
increase storage efficiency 
Only one small energy efficient refrigerator 

is permitted to be installed. No other applianc-
es are permitted 
The lockers are solely for the storage and 

are not to be inhabited 
Store all materials inside the locker. Storage 

of materials outside the locker is not permitted 
Upon vacating the locker  
Return both keys to the office 
Remove all contents 
Return all appliances to the city for disposal 

 
We believe that these requirements are reason-
able and will also be applied, where applicable, 
to our existing lockers going forward.  
The second floor space is not yet completed. 
Final drywall joint work and sanding, painting, 
flooring, and wood trim needs to be done.  
 
Landscaping 
We have started planting grass seed and it is 
starting to take root so walk on it with care. 
The City required tree planting will be orga-
nized for the fall. 
 
Schedule 
These buildings are the largest single construc-
tion project undertaken by the club since the 
construction of the main clubhouse in 1921.  I 
think it’s safe to say that we under estimated 
the work required and overestimated the ca-
pacity of our members to do the work. As a 

(Continued on page 4) 
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Board Updates 
Bobby Norton Plaque - Community service 
through yachting 
Valhalla Trophy - Best cruising log 
Georgina World Cup - Awarded annually to the 
yacht which has entered the greatest number of 
individual ports outside a 25 nautical mile radius 
from the Club. 
QCYC Regatta 1904 Special Class - Best Photo-
graph  
QCYC Regatta 1905 Special Class - Best Photo-
graph Showing QCYC Spirit  
 
Nominations for Senior Club awards must be 
submitted to the office Attn.: Trophy Committee 
by August 31st.  

 
A nomination for the cruising trophies must be 
accompanied by the yacht's logbook.   
 
Either prints or slides must be submitted for the 
photography awards.  
 
PLEASE RETURN ALL TROPHIES TO THE 
OFFICE BY ASAP 

I write this column 
at the crest of the 
many club events 
we have held so 
far this season and 
I am energized by 
what the volun-
teers have contrib-
uted to make these 
days and evenings 
such a special 
time.  

I tried to put to paper all the names of the 
members new and old, that have guided and 
assisted us as volunteers but I may as well send 
you a link to the club roster as the list is so 
large! I paused for a moment during Lobster-
fest and thought how incredible it was that so 
much of that moment was the product of 
friends who shared one common love of wind, 
water and fun! I hope that as you continue to 
enjoy the event schedule this season please 
take a moment to thank the volunteers who 
work so hard on making these parties such a 
success. 

In the coming days we have the Commodore’s 
Ball on August 16. This formal evening promis-
es a delicious dinner menu crafted by our mas-
ter chef and punctuated by the swing sounds of 
the Toronto All Star Big Band. By contrast, the 
“Karaoke legacy” of the Weenie Roast on Au-
gust 29 will bring only sounds of pain! On 
August 30 please join us for the annual tradi-
tion of Pig Roast accented with a little 60’s 
flair. After a day of sailing, dance the pain 
away at the QCYC Regatta Party on Septem-
ber 6. As always, we end the season with the 
QCYC Awards Banquet on September 27. 
Please check the Entertainment Schedule on 
the web site for details and follow our Tweets 
at @QCYCTOG. 

Although the days of summer are numbered, 
we still have many chances to bring great joy 
and fun to our Island club. I encourage all of 
you to make each of these events a special time 
to remember with family and friends. 

result the completion of these buildings has 
taken longer than anticipated and what has 
been done is due to extensive involvement of a 
large number of members and the extraordi-
nary contributions of a smaller group of mem-
bers. I think the extraordinary contributions 
need to be acknowledged. Though there are a 
number of members who contributed hours in 
excess of the minimum required some mem-
bers have contributed skills and time well 
beyond any reasonable expectation. At the risk 
of missing someone, I would like to 
acknowledge the contribution of, David Kent, 
David Hall, Peter Jones, Rick Veenhuizen, Don 
Hinchley, Dana Beeton, Nansi Thomas, and 
Andy Peace. I’m sure I have missed others that 
should be on this extraordinary contribution 
list. For that, I apologize in advance.  
 
Budget 
 
We are below budget.  

Call for Nominations 
for Awards 

 
In addition to the 
awards for racing, 
several awards are 
presented for out-
standing achieve-
ment.  These include: 
Parkinson Trophy - 
Outstanding achieve-
ment in open compe-
tition 
Sportsmanship Trophy - Member exhibiting 
the most sportsmanlike conduct 
QCYC 16-foot Skiff Cup - Most valuable keel-
boat crew 
Mrs. Jimmy Drury Trophy - Most valuable 
female crew 
NYC 16-foot Skiff Cup - Most improved sailor 
Smooth Bottom Trophy – Smoothest (yacht) 
bottom 
Jack Albertson Trophy - Outstanding service to 
the Club 

(Vice Commodore Continued from page 3) 

Entertainment 
Philly Chatterdon, entertainment@qcyc.ca 

Rear Commodore 
   Graham Dougall, rearcommodore@qcyc.ca 

municate timely information to you. If you are 
not subscribed and would like to, register in the 
members’-only section of the website. I would 
like to thank the Moderators Jim Neundorf and 
Victor Granic who continue to do an outstanding 
job on the Quick Clipper.  

Check out the pictures from New Members day, 
Lobsterfest, Ribfest, and Cruises. Thank you to 
the members who provided the great pictures.  

To find our Facebook page or our YouTube 
Channel, just click on the icons at the top of 
every page on our website. We also have three 
twitter accounts: QCYCTOG – Communica-
tions, QCYCTOR – Racing and QCYCsailing – 
Learn to Sail that I would encourage you to join 
depending on your interests. Links are also 
displayed on the right hand side of home page of 
www.qcyc.ca 

I am always looking for contributions. Writing a 
piece for the Clipper or acting as a layout artist 
is a great way to earn hours and if you need 
ideas, I have lots. Just contact me at communica-
tions@qcyc.ca. 

(Editor Continued from page 2) 
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Board Updates 
ents Adam and Dorothy over. 
Mom and Dad loved the Club 
so much they ended up buying 
a boat for all of them to enjoy. 
 
Trevor Briscoe and Ashley 
Kirwin have both been busy 
working as Geologists in the 
Arctic. They are looking for-
ward to some down time on 
their Bayfield 25 this summer 
once their arctic mapping 
chores are done. 
 
Alex-Antoine Fortin joined as a 
Student Member and immedi-
ately hooked himself up with 
Don't Think Twice as a crew on 
race night. 
 
Dwayne, Lisa, Duncan and Zoe 
Fernandez can often be seen 
around the South Shore enjoy-
ing what they call paradise. 
Duncan and Zoe love paddle 
boarding up and down the 
lagoon and love the many op-
tions the QCYC has to offer. 
 
Rick and Erlene Brown moved 
from Associate to Senior mem-
bers and as you all know, when 
the urge to buy a boat hits, that 
seniority number really comes 
in handy. 
 
After enjoying sailing so much 
on her mom and dad's boat 
Nepenthean, Pauline Harney 
and her boyfriend Mawnan 
Livesley signed up for dinghy 
lessons with our excellent 
Learn To Sail program. This 
program comes with a compli-
mentary Associate membership 
for the season and a few extra 
tender passes thrown in. How 
amazing is that? 

 

In this edition of 
the Clipper, I 
would like to talk 
about member-
ship, especially 
focussing on a 
few of our latest 
additions to the 
Club. 
 
2014 was a fan-
tastic year for 
new members. Twenty-eight in total com-
bining Senior, Drysail, Associate and Stu-
dent. If you were one of the 120 attendees 
at New Members Night, you had a chance 
to meet them all.  If you couldn't make it 
then I'm sure you've noticed lots of new 
faces around the club and have already 
introduced yourselves. 
 
Once again, the Club's docks and moorings 
are full and we are expecting some cruisers 
to return to their docks next spring. Do I 
hear waiting list? The 2015 new members’ 
list is shaping up nicely and I am already 
looking forward to another successful New 
Members Night next spring. 
 
Here are just some of our latest additions to 
the QCYC. 
 
Tabo Sikaneta and his sons Shamiso and 
Zane have really gotten into the spirit of 
things. They often go out sailing on their 
Tanzer 22 "Easy Go". When they are not 
sailing the boys love riding their bikes or 
paddling up and down the lagoon, rain or 
shine. 
 
Paul Lehal and his two boys Aidan and 
Devon are really enjoying their Boat Ini-
tram and if you get a chance to talk to them 
you will find out they all have amazing 
senses of humour. 
 
Halszka and Marcelina Weiss joined last 
year as Dry Sailors, then invited their par-

Membership 
Nick Abrahams, membership@qcyc.ca 



6 

This edition of the 
Safety Corner con-
cerns two key re-
sources. 
 
The first is the 
Canadian Safety 
Boating Council 
( C S B A ) , 
www.csba.ca. This 
group of organiza-
tions and individu-
als is dedicated to safe boating through educa-
tion and research. CSBA has produced many 
videos on the various aspects of safety while 
boating, and especially on the dangers of cold 
water. Many of these are available on the Inter-
net and well worth your time to review: 
 
Cold Water Boot Camp - http://
www.beyondcoldwaterbootcamp.com/  
Weather to Boa - http://www.smartboater.ca/
weather_to_boat/  
Hooked on Lifejackets - http://www.csbc.ca/
index.php/en/safety-campaigns/hooked-on-
lifejackets/videos  
 
The second resource is Toronto Search and 
R e s c u e  ( T - S A R )  a t  h t t p : / /
www.torontosearchandrescue.com/index.php. 
This is a group of dedicated volunteers working 
to develop a Canadian Coast Guard Auxiliary 
Unit in Toronto area to replace the one that 
folded at Ashbridge’s Bay Yacht Club. Getting 
such a unit operational is a major undertaking 
including: 
 Obtain charitable status (done) 
 Obtain accreditation as CCG Auxiliary 

unit (work in progress) 
 Develop and train search and rescue vol-

unteers (work in progress) 
 Solicit funding to procure and operate the 

necessary vessels (work in progress) 
 Develop education (work in progress) 
 

Board Updates 
2014th another great success by: 
 
 Racing your yacht 
 
 Crewing on another yacht 
 
 Get your friends with sailboats to enter 
 
 Join the on water and on shore Race 

Committee volunteers 
 
 Obtain donations and sponsorship 
 
For more information, contact the Rear Com-
modore, Graham Dougall, rearcommo-
dore@qcyc.ca or Mark MacRae, Regatta Chair, 
mark.macrae@gmail.com QCYC Open Regat-
ta – Saturday, September 6, 2014  
It’s just a month AWAY! 
 
 

On the Water Safety 
Corner 
Graham Dougall,  
rearcommodore@qcyc.ca 

QCYC Open Regatta  
Graham Dougall rearcommodore@qcyc.ca 

Patrick Curtis and Derek Cartier made a 
presentation that was well received at the June 
meeting of the Council of Commodores at 
QCYC. It’s too late to support Toronto Search 
and Rescue when your vessel is sinking and 
they are not available to help you because the 
Toronto boating community didn’t step up 
with support. I would encourage you to go 
their web site, learn about Toronto Search and 
Rescue and if you feel they are worthy of your 
support; please do so.  

QCYC Open Regatta – Saturday, 

September 6, 2014  

It’s just a month AWAY! 

 
The 125th Anniver-
sary QCYC Open Regatta, 
home of the UK Sails 
Toronto Sail Giveaway, 
might just be the best one 
we've ever hosted. Make 
sure you get your crew 
together and register for 
the only one day event on 
t h e 
LORC regatta calendar. 
 
 Race all day and party all 
night on Saturday, Septem-
ber 6th. Queen City keeps 
regatta racing accessible 
for anybody with some of 
the largest PHRF and 
White Sail fleets at 
any regatta on Lake On-
tario. We'll also be hosting 
a big IRC fleet and several 
one design classes.   
 
Come for the late summer 
winds; stay for the last 
best regatta party of the 
season! Register now at: 
www.lorc.org. 
 
Participate and make the 
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Board Updates 

   

By Elizabeth Rose 
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to walk to Artisans du Sable where sculpted 
items (candle holders, book ends, picture 
frames, clocks, etc.) made of sand and glue are 
created and sold. We ate dinner at a funky cafe 
(but didn't try the seal flippers) with a jazz 
band of two guitars and a bass with the accor-
dion-playing waitress joining in for two songs. 

The next morning, after Joni made breakfast 
and after chatting with other sailors from the 
Great Lakes, the morning was spent at the 
magnificent 12km long beach making a castle 
and volcano out of the squeaky sand (photo 
below left). We learned at Artisans du Sable 
yesterday that sand squeaks when the grains 
are mostly dry, equally sized, and round. With 
the light blue water, sunshine, and very light 

sand, it looks like we are in the Caribbean. 
And last night at the cafe it definitely felt like 
we were in Quebec. 

After a late lunch, it was off to town to the 
small Aquarium. Our own personal anglo-
phone guide taught us that some lobsters live 
over 100 years, scallops and quahogs (a type of 
clam) have many dozens of eyes, a starfish has 

Ocean Adventures 

Part 2: The Magdalen Islands 

This unique archipelago is a part of Quebec 
and lies 80nm north of Prince Edward Island. 
One can fly there, take a ferry from Montreal 
(43 hours) or PEI (four hours), or, as we did, set 
out from Chéticamp on Cape Breton to make 
the 50nm journey.  

We waited an extra day in Chéticamp for calm-
er weather. The residual slop from the north 
was still noticeable but it was an easy crossing 
motoring in light wind. Early on, we passed 
through a pod of about 20 whales. They were 
on all sides of us and we identified them as 
pilot whales based on their fin shape and high 
foreheads. 

Les Îles-de-la-Madeleine are a world unto its 
own with its unusual geography, Caribbean 
like beaches, and Québécois atmosphere, but 
we did not realize it upon our foggy arrival. 
From the anchorage at Havre Aubert, Jonas 
drove us in the dinghy to La Grave -- a strip of 
road with old fishing gear sheds converted to 
gift shops and galleries. It is very small but has 
a great boat shaped playground where we 
played a rousing game of tag. It was interesting 

Blue Hour's Cruise to 
the East Coast Part II 
Nina Nakajima 

eyes at the end of each of its points, a starfish 
can extend its stomach out of its mouth to en-
velop nearby food, lobsters lay eggs and keep 
them for 9 months, the female lobster can keep 
sperm stored inside her to time her egg laying 
based on the security of her environment, food 
supply, etc. We could touch crabs, starfish, sea 
urchins, and snails, but the most interesting was 
stroking the friendly and playful skate (a small 
ray) which acted ticklish. 

On our third day in Les Îles we rented a car to 
explore beyond Havre Aubert. We had consid-
ered moving the boat to Cap-aux-Meules but 
the marina there informed us that they didn't 
have room. Besides, we really liked the anchor-
age at Havre Aubert for a few reasons.   

Firstly, it is protected from waves by a sandbar 
but outside of that there is a huge bay, so it 
feels like we are out in the open with lots of 
space around us and the other five or so boats. 
Secondly, it is close to a dinghy dock in town. 
To get there we drove through a marked chan-
nel so the kids practiced driving the dinghy. 
Finally, we looked onto the beautiful beach and 
sand dunes. So it was hard to weigh anchor. We 
opted instead for a car trip to see the rest of Les 
Îles even though I am usually loath to see the 
"Geography of Nowhere" (Walmart along high-
ways, etc.) that driving exposes us to and would 
rather imagine the cute little harbour is not 
surrounded by such things. 

We explored Les Îles for about twelve hours 
and I was delighted that most of what we saw 
was as interesting and picturesque as what we 
had seen so far. First stop was L'Étang-du-
Nord's town centre, specifically a playground, a 
strange artist's tea house, and kite store. We 
bought a stunt kite controlled by two lines and 
then got a lesson on how to use it. Kite flying is 
very popular here because of the almost con-
stant southwest breeze of 20 to 25 knots. 

Next stop: Pied-de-Vent cheese makers. We 
watched the two cheese makers clean the tank, 

(Continued on page 9) 
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pump out the whey, cut the still very soft (tofu-
like) cheese into sections, ladle water out of the 
cheese bins, and measure the temperature or 
pH of the cheese at timed intervals. Inexplica-
bly, Joni was glued to this. Each time the 

cheese maker moved to the next spot, she 
quickly grabbed the foot stool, took it to the 
next window, and continued watching. She 
watched the ladling for a long time before we 
pried her away to taste three cheddars and two 
soft cheeses. The Jeune Coeur was amazing 

(Blue Hour Continued from page 8) 

Ocean Adventures 

and so were the old cheddars so we bought 
some along with a baguette. We spent the next 
few weeks smelling the Jeune Coeur every time 
we opened the fridge, but the melt in your 
mouth unique flavour was worth it. Down the 
street we briefly visited the fish smoke house 
where herring is smoked the old fashioned way 
(hard smoked) so that they last for over a year 
unrefrigerated. 

Next stop: Dune du Sud, a 
great beach. What is neat 
about it is the sand looks 
"ordinary" by Les Îles stand-
ards (light coloured and fine 
grained) but the cliffs that go 
down to the beach are red 
sandstone formed into caves 
and indentations. They pro-
vide shade at the beach for 
those who come early 
enough to get a spot under. 
We enjoyed our cheese, 

smoked salmon, and baguette lunch and 
stayed for a while. 

Jonathon was on a phone meeting for the next 
while so I drove and Jonas fell asleep until the 
very end of the highway at the tip of the is-
land. We went to the not particularly interest-
ing Seal Interpretation Centre and Jonathon 
kept the kids away from the graphic and gory 
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Ocean Adventures 
walked enthusiastically up the steep side of the 
hill, dodging the cow patties, and, before we 
knew it, we were at the top where Joni had 
gotten to first, beating Jonathon, and Jonathon 
was on a forgotten about phone meeting. The 

view, needless to say, was spectacular. In fact 
the whole Island is so strange and beautiful. It 
is covered with numerous lumpy hills which 

are grass covered, some with cows roaming on 
them. The green "valleys" between the hills 
look so inviting to run and roll in.  

Our last full day on Les Îles was spent return-
ing to the beach in the morning. Jonas flew his 
shark kite. Jonathon, Joni, and I took turns 
flying the new stunt kite. Jonas calls it skunk 
kite. A sense of regret filled me the entire day 

as I thought of having to 
leave the next day. In 
addition, I regretted not 
taking the camera to this 
empty beach. I bet it 
would have turned out 
to be the winning picture 
of the summer with the 
wide open white sand 
beach stretching out 
seemingly forever, a 
glorious sunny morning, 
and the kids flying kites. 
On the other hand, the 
picture in my memory is 
hard to beat. We left the 

beach too early to make sure we wouldn't be 
late for the Annual Small Boat Building Con-
test at La Grave. 

The contest had the feel of a festival and was a 
site to behold with crowds, music, kites, and 
twelve groups working on the gravel beach, 
many wearing team costumes. (see photo next 
page) Each team could spend up to $200 on 
materials and had three hours to build their 
boat which turned out to be 1) aliens building a 
space ship; 2) King Triton and sharks building 
a mussel shell boat, 3) guys in hula skirts and 
clam shell bikini tops building a raft with an 
air mattress; 4) a little plywood boat with 
pointed bow and outriggers, 5) two headed 
dragon with a turtle like shell which hinges 
forward to act as a sail; 6) sandbox raft; 7) 
styrofoam cooler trimaran; 8) surfboard shaped 

details of seal hunting. 

All along the drive there was spectacular scen-
ery around every missed bend (Joni counted 
nine mistakes by the navigator -- that's me): 
series of odd shaped hills, sand dunes, red 
cliffs, marshes, bays, beaches that stretch on 
both sides of the highway for miles and miles, 
all breathtaking and so unusual looking. 

The last stop was Cap-aux-Meules, the largest 
and most developed settlement. Unfortunately 
the main street is more like a highway and not 
suitable for meandering on. Seeing the town 
and industrial harbour, we were so happy with 
our decision to keep Blue Hour in Havre Au-
bert. 

Visiting Entry Island took up a good part of 
our fourth day in Les Îles. Although it did not 
seem that long, we must have walked on the 
Island for about three hours after the half hour 
long dinghy ride there. We walked along the 
sleepy dirt roads with the occasional house for 
quite a while with grumbling Jonas but finally 
arrived at the base of Big Hill which we had 
planned to climb. PHOTO 5 It is 580 ft high 
and since Jonas was already worn out from 
getting to the hill I was resigned to only go a 
short way up with him and miss the highest 
point on the Magdalens. But once we got onto 
the hill and felt the cool wind on us, Jonas 

(Blue Hour continued from page 9) 
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Ocean Adventures and News 

More information about the New Age of 

Sail Exhibit may be found at the muse-

um's website www.marmuseum.ca. The 

Exhibition will be on until November 

24, 2014. 

foam raft; 9) construction workers building an 
excavator; 10) construction workers building a 
dump truck; 11) ladies' team booth with a 50's 
pink diner theme "building" a pink 50's con-
vertible, and, most hilariously of all, 12) The 
Fatican which was a raft spoof of the Vatican 
being constructed by the Pope, cardinals, and 
nuns. 

Although we could not understand the French 
announcements explaining the different catego-
ries and who the overall winner was, if any, 
there were three races with an upwind pad-
dling leg and a downwind sailing leg. The drag-
on had to be towed back underwater. The raft 
kept dumping. The Fatican, the two construc-
tion vehicles, and the ladies' car were not 
meant to be self-propelled, I gathered, but were 
paraded on the water by wading team mem-
bers. The excavator scooped up buckets of 
water and poured it into the truck which could 
then dump it out. (photo below).  

The wobbly and barely floating Fatican was 
hilarious as the Pope greeted everyone, had a 
wafer stuck to his tongue, had nuns blessing 
him, and did much more that was too silly and 
hilarious to put into words. (photo above right). 

We had an amazing stay in Les Îles. It is the 
one place on this trip that I long to go back to 
and would be utterly sad if I never did. 

(Cruise to the East Coast continued from page 10) 

Mary and I visited the exhibit on May 17 

and found it really interesting. It looked 

at the growth and popularity of recrea-
tional sailing from the late 1950's 

through the 70's, and showed develop-

ments in design, construction and mar-

keting. It was particularly interesting to 

see the transition from wood to fibre-

glass and the profiles of such contribu-

tors to the transition. Contributors to the 

transition included: Bruce Kirkby, de-

signer of the Laser, Canada 1 whose 

section of mast we are using for our 

Time Capsule and whose Laser #0 is on 

display, George Cuthbertson designer 
and President of C&C Yachts, and Rob 

Mazza Co-curator, yacht designer, histo-

rian and twin brother to our Vice Com-

modore Ron Mazza.  

New Age of Sail Exhibit 
at the Marine Museum 
of the Great Lakes  
Kingston 
By Richard Slee 
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Member Profile 

Before coming to Canada, Peter was 

into mountaineering. Finding Toronto 

to be flat, but with a glittering horizon 

at its door, Peter looked for another 

way of enjoying the outdoors, nature 
and (safe) adventures. That is why, on a 

snowy January morning in 1969, Peter 

and Moya clambered up the narrow 

wooden stairs to Karin Larson’s tiny 

office on Front Street and announced: 

“We are looking for a yacht club”. Ka-

rin, the founder and then editor of 

GAM, knew everything about the boat-

ing scene.  She chatted to us for a long 

time, sizing us up. Finally, she said: 

“You would like Queen City Yacht 

Club.” Forty five years later, we still 
do.  

 

Richard has requested a profile. I could 

not think of anything much to say. So I 

dug out some old photos to see what we 

had been up to.   

Yup. That is us in our first boat. The 

tallest building in the city is the black 

TD tower. The boat in the background 

could be a Tumlaren. Maybe ‘Valhalla’. 

Al Rae would know. Four or five Alba-

cores used to race Wednesday nights. 
Colin Vaughn (Architect, Councillor, 

and Adam’s father) raced one of them. I 

don’t remember that we did very well. 

That was the beginning of long learning 

curve. Well, it is not really a curve, 

more a series of steps: each step a new 

skill or understanding. It is the staircase 

that all QCYC sailors climb. 

When our kids Debbie and Mark ar-

rived, we bought a 26 ft. Continental 

folk boat. Now that is a manageable lit-

tle boat: full keel, sails itself. From then 

on, we could do the LORC races (with 

Nansi Thomas (‘Ancient Mariner’) as 

our loyal foredeck crew), and the cross-

the-lake races (another step). The picture 

was taken on the ’Blockhouse Bay’ race 

to Wilson. Crossing the lake was more 

interesting before LORAN and GPS. 

You plotted the course on a paper chart 

with parallel rules. Then you tried to sail 
along the pencil line. When you got to 

the other side, you had to figure out 

which of the identical water towers that 

dot the otherwise featureless NY land-

scape, you were looking at. Of course, 

there were radio direction finding (RDF) 

beacons: one at Port Weller and another 

at Gibraltar point. You spun the antenna 

to find the ’null point’ where the moan-

ing Morse signal was weakest, and that 

was your course. Trouble was, the ‘null 

point’ was an arc of about 90 degrees. 
 

Peter had been crewing with Gordon 

Proctor on ‘Gay Gordon’ and fell in love 

with the Alberg 30.  When Klaus Noack 

moved up from ‘Candy Cane’ we 

snapped it up. That brought many years 

of happy boat- for-boat racing with the 

A30 fleet and with the family and Jan 

Brockhausen, (Son of Mazinaw, in the 

striped jersey) as crew (Jan currently 

runs the BC ferry system). We raced 
(with Gib Speight and Ron Cameron) 

the overnight races (another step) and 

the annual A30 race at Annapolis in the 

tidal (another step) waters of Chesa-

peake Bay. Meantime, our children 

went through the Queen City Learn-To-

Sail-Programme, and went on to teach 

sailing. Later, when they worked in 

other cities, sailing gave them an instant 

circle of supportive friends. They are 

both still racing sailboats. 

The Alberg 30 tracks well and is easy to 

manage alone. Peter joined a bunch of 

about 15 sailors from PCYC and Bronte 

who liked to race single handed. They 

had set up a day race, a couple of cross-

the-lake races and an overnighter. They 

were not really races (Oh, Yeah?): eve-

ryone got a memento just for finishing. 

There is nothing quite as exciting as 
being alone on your boat plunging up-

wind in the dark. It is like riding on the 

back of some large and friendly sea 

(Continued on page 13) 

The 39 steps:  Profile of your average QCYC couple. 
Peter and Moya Ashby 
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Member Profile     
creature cheerfully taking you to your 

destination. At least, solo sailing teach-

es you how to set up the boat so that 

everything is to hand and works 

smoothly (another step). After all, when 
you take visitors out for a sail, you are 

single handing anyway. 

In 1990 PCYC organised the first LO 

300 double handed race sponsored by 

Fuji films. Ron Cameron (‘Rough 

Bounds’) and I entered ‘Candy Cane’. It 

was a downwind start. The little boats 

started first. The photo taken from the 

Fuji helicopter must have shown 

‘Candy Cane’ leading a huge fleet of 
spinnakers. Our finest moment! On the 

third night, the thunderstorm struck at 4 

am as we were heading back to the Ni-

agara mark. It was dark and we did not 

see it coming. We feathered up as the 

squall hit. But suddenly we were struck 

by a violent microburst from the side, a 

spreader collapsed, and the mast folded 

in half like wet straw. Another step. 

Like so many others, we had long term 

plans for the Caribbean. Peter did a 

couple of ocean delivery trips as crew 

(another step), did a whole bunch of 

homework on boats, and got lots of 

good advice from experienced QCYC 

sailors. In the end, he knew all kinds of 

stuff about righting angles, power-to-

weight ratios, and keel shapes. He fig-

ured that the ideal boat was the Pacific 
Seacraft 34, an easily handled boat, 

designed by Bill Crealock, “….for an 

elderly skipper and his occasionally 

mutinous crew...”.   

 

We got our Ham radio licences 

(another step). This turned out to be 

wonderfully useful later on.   Peter 

learned celestial navigation (another 

step). The best place to practise sun 

sights is from the land fill at Ashbridg-

es Bay where there is plenty of horizon. 
Peter was pleased with his first at-

tempts which put Ashbridges Bay in 

the correct hemisphere but, with prac-

tice, he improved even further and 

could place the water’s edge as close as 

Yonge and Lawrence. 

 

We cruised ‘Golden eye’ (named after 

a stubby, double ended, duck that win-

ters down south) around the lake and 

up to Georgian Bay to practise cruising 
to try anchoring (another step).  And 

we raced the boat to get to know it. It 

turned out to be wonderfully sea kindly 

and comfortable.  As a trial run, we 

took off with Steve Hills and Ron Cam-

eron for a quick dash to Bermuda and 

back (another step). 

Finally, in 2002, we were ready for the 

big trip. We Left Beaufort North Caro-

lina for Bermuda and Antigua with 

Laurence Concannon as our invaluable 

crew. There was a full gale on the way 

to Bermuda. The seas got pretty high. 

We have memories of the little boat, 

driven by just a tiny storm jib, crawling 

like a bug up and down these enormous 
furrows. 

 

South of Bermuda, you finally get into 

the Trade Winds. This is beam reach 

sailing under blue skies with fluffy 

white clouds. By now we are hundreds 

of miles from the nearest land. That is 

Laurence hanging out the washing. You 

have no idea how delicious Moya’s 

fresh baked bread smelled.  

 

From Antigua, we cruised down the 

island chain to Grenada; the first of four 
wonderful winters sailing in the Carib-

bean. This is a very exciting and healthy 

life style: one of the best times of our 

(Continued on page 19) 
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New Members Gun In and Night 

Photos by Don Hinchley, and Genia Vanderkruk 
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Lobsterfest 

Photos by Don Hinchley, and Heather Jackson  
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Cruising and Work 

Photos by Genia Vanderkruk and Heather Jackson 
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Ribfest 

Photos by  Don Hinchley 
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Board Member Profile  

When asked how he became interested in sail-
ing he spoke of his first on water experiences 
as a kid in Timmins. Their family cottage was 
on Star Lake, five big bays with an island at 
the centre of all was their cottage. His parents 
took pictures of him age four out on his own on 
the lake in a 12 foot cedar-strip with a 1 1/2 
HP Evenrude motor.  

He remembers his first sailing experience at 15 
occurred when working for his uncle’s friend 
refitting a 38 foot steel hull barge houseboat 
that had sunk in Barrie's Marina. They would 
drive up to Barrie every day for weeks on end. 
One day he said rather than going to Barrie, 
John was to meet him at his office on Harbour 
St. Very specific instructions followed, John 
was to wear blue blazer, white shirt with appro-

Board Member Profile — John Heath 
Richard Slee, communications@qcyc.ca 

top of it all John was making $1.25 an hour!) 

John’s first boat was a Sirocco 15 that was wet 
moored at Whitby. This was before he had kids 
so the boat, along with   a cart he used to race 
at Goodwood and an Enduro cart he raced at 
Mosport, went away for a while after the kids 
arrived.. 

John was invited in 2004 with his wife Kim to 
come to a dinner and party on the front lawn 
at QCYC by Gary and Shelly Hoeg. After a 
nice cruise around the islands they went for a 
walk around the club and moorings. He told 
Kim of the boat he had and must have talked 
too much. She said if you want a boat why not 
just go and buy one. Four weeks later, 
Rivendell was theirs! Mooring was at Swan's 
for the balance of the season and since QCYC 
made such a great impression, John says rather 
emphatically “here Rivendell stays”. 

(Continued on page 19) 

priate tie and grey flannels clean and pressed. 
Shoes were to be spit shined and he was to 
bring a comfortable change of clothes. At $1.25 
an hour in 1965 I was there! We boarded the 
Kwasind and off we went. 

Once John realized where they were headed, 
questions came to mind but were quickly an-
swered by the instruction of "get changed 
when we land and follow me to the boat”. We 
pulled out from the dock with the following 
instructions "now when the race starts…" 
Since John had never been on a sailboat (a 
Shark) the start was a little confusing and the 
line squall made it even more exciting. Since 
their first move was a jibe followed by a jib 
sheet breaking it was a great night. (And on 
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Grounds Chair which was his introduction to 
the board, and for the last two years he has 
been Treasurer. He has also helped with the 
LTS and locker block. Part of his involvement 
with that project was securing financing. He 
has been involved to some degree with many 
projects based on the finance aspects of a num-
ber of activities of the Club’s Board. The Man-
agement Committee on which he also serves 
has given him a view of many of the day to day 
needs of the club. 

When asked about his work background he 
said that when he was in High School he had a 
part time job in the back room of a butcher 
shop. His first full time job was after his first 
year in Engineering at Western. He worked at 
a leather goods manufacturing plant. That 
summer turned into 20 years and the company 
he worked for turned into the biggest leather 
goods manufacturer in Canada. Daily output 
was 6,000 men’s belts, 1500 ladies belts, 2000 
wallets and yes, 1500 pairs of suspenders. After 
20 years he felt it was time for a change and 
joined his brother-in-law in a mortgage broker-
age business for about 12 years. He then left 
that business to join BMO and has been in the 
same field for the last 12 years. 

John was born in Timmins, Ontario and after 
his Dad passed away, he, his mom, and sister 
moved to Richmond Hill. They moved around 
a lot. He attended five high schools in four 
years ending up in Agincourt. John and Kim 
have three children; Jason, Jennifer and Justin. 
All are successfully “launched” and they have 
two grandsons Jayden and Joel. He says that 
the "J's" where all coincidences. When not 
sailing, he curls in three leagues at Unionville 
Curling Club and makes wood chips which he 
says “keeps him busy”. 

When asked where he saw the Club headed in 
the future, he answered that he sees the Club 
focusing on continuous improvements. “Each 
year we tend to do one main project while 
making sure to do the ongoing maintenance. 
Our Club is celebrating its 125th anniversary 
and we owe it to all current and future mem-
bers to make sure we leave this place better 
than we found it!”  

Board Member Profile 

John says that he has had the good fortune to 
race with Paul Horne and Al Rae at the helm 
of One More Time. Now he has the pleasure to 
race with my dock-mate Trevor Spurr on Don't 
Think Twice. He and Kim have cruised in the 
western end of the lake but have not made it to 
far east as of yet. They had one trip that ended 
with a crossing from Wilson that turned into 
an adventure. They did not see another boat on 
the lake the whole trip and the tip of the CN 
Tower kept disappearing behind some pretty 
high waves. 

When asked what changes have you seen over 
the years at the Club? His first thought was of 
his first launch (he had sailed and motored in 
from Frenchman's Bay). He thought what a 
beautiful place this was and he promised him-
self that he wanted to be part of this place and 
to be sure to leave it as nice or nicer than he 
found it. There has been constant “upgrades” at 
QCYC since 2004 when they joined.  The LTS 
building and new lockers are the most recent 
but the City View docks, the Club docks and 
the new Yellow dock are all great improve-
ments for all members. There are many other 
improvements: the AQII was just before he 
joined; the new mast crane; and the ongoing 
replacement of LTS boats. The pontoon boat 
has given us some relief for the Harold Rob-
bins. He believes the Club has many great 
members that bring many talents and it is a 
great pool of resources.  

John in his decade with the Club has been 

(John Heath  Continued from page 18) 

lives. Knowledgeable, confident, and 

competent, with all our QCYC training, 

were we finally at the top of the stair-

case? Well, not yet. 

 

Yup. That is us back where we started. 

The Tumlarens have gone. You can 

hardly see the Black TD tower. After 

years of auto helm steering and sloppy 

cruiser-type sail trimming, we are learn-

ing how to sail a Shark. We are getting 

lots of help from the other Sharkies 

(Paul Olsen, Peter Broecker, Joanna 

Kidd, Paul Horne, and the others). Right 

now, the staircase ahead looks pretty 

long and rather vertical. But, most of all, 

we are just happy to be on the Toronto 
Island, that wonderful oasis of nature 

which we enjoy in all of its seasons. 

Oh. By the way, Karin, thanks. 

(Peter Ashby Continued from page 13) 
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26. The Club was also going to hold its annual 
Halloween Masquerade for which we also have 
a video of one such event was also shown on 
Saturday June 14, 2014. 
 
June 24, 2014 Tony Araujo   
 
On December 25, 1942, in The Toronto Star 
Christmas Edition, a head line read "550 Har-
dy Islanders Plan Jolly Christmas". Canada 
had been at war for over 3 years and the story 
of Christmas on the Islands must have been a 
heartening reminder of what makes this season 
so special. 
 
Mr. and Mrs. A. J. Rae (Al Rae senior was the 
Commodore of Queen City then) were spend-
ing their second winter on the Island in their 
house at 372 Lakeshore, much to the dismay of 
their City friends. Mrs. Rae explained that her 
friends "...thought we would be very cold, but 
we found it no colder than Port Credit or 
Mimico - and much easier to get into town than 
either of those places..." She continued "We 
have a butcher, barber, grocer and a hotel not 
far away..." (today's Islanders must be even 
hardier, without any of these luxuries!). 
 
Usually only 50 families would winter on the 
Island, but the wartime shortage of housing 
had boosted that to 150 families. The previous 
Sunday 110 Island children attended the 
Christmas party in the Hotel Manitou on Cen-
tre Island's main "street". After the Christmas 
feed they were entertained with comedy and 
cartoon movies and a film of the Toronto Santa 
Claus parade. Of course the required Santa 
Claus showed up to distribute gifts (which were 
probably much simpler than today’s 
Playstations and iPhones!). 
 
Of course the natural beauty of the Islands is 
still one of their most endearing features. Bill 
Jones, the Manitou Road butcher is quoted, 
"We've had ice on the lagoon for a month. It's 
about eight or nine inches thick now."  The 
reporter comments on the "winter wonder-
land" character of the place where children go 
sleighing and "grownups skate on the lagoons 
amid a hush like that of the north woods". It's 
still a special place all year round. 
 
July 3, 2014 Tony Araujo  
 

Articles   
 

I have been writing Quick Clipper History 
Bites every two weeks since the beginning of 
the year to celebrate our 125th anniversary. 
Tony Araujo has joined me in contributing 
some historical nuggets. As many older mem-
bers do not have email and some do not re-
ceive the Quick Clipper I decided I would pub-
lish them in the Clipper. Some of you might 
have missed them or enjoy reading them again. 

June 12, 2014 Richard Slee  
 
The last issue of the Clipper for the year 1958 
(the first time we are aware of the use of name 
Clipper for the Club newsletter) had an inter-
esting summary of the year’s events. 
 
In 1958 Queen City once again had won the 
Babson Cup for Tumlarens. Al Rae Sr. the 
“Old Fox” definitely helped Canada win the 
Cup. In 1939 the Cup had also been won by 
Canada and a contingent had gone from 
QCYC. We have a video clip of the win which 
was shown on Saturday at 7pm in the Great 
Hall. QCYC sailors Laurie Reid and Alf Dut-
ton placed second in the battle for the Gorman 
Cup for Lightenings. Two members including 
Alf were building their own boats. The Junior 
Club was really active with support from 22 
companies and individuals. Lots of trophies 
were awarded and members were encouraged 
to take on the junior members as racing crew. 
The Editor of the Clipper waxed eloquent of 
the contributions by Al and Vi Rae to the Jun-
ior and Senior Clubs over the years. The Open 
Regatta held that year was an overwhelming 
success with 200 boats and 600 guests. The 
Awards Banquet was to be held on October 18 
and water taxis were to be available (the Ten-
der at the time could maybe hold 12 people). 
 
In 1958 a bar had been installed and members 
were reminded of the liquor rules: no one un-
der the age of 21 could be in the Great Hall or 
on the balcony when liquor was being served, 
and guests could not be served. What was 
really interesting was the Haul-out was done 
on Thanksgiving weekend (three days on Octo-
ber 11, 12 and 13) and then two weeks later a 
second Haul-out was held on October 25 and 

History Bites 
Richard Slee and Tony Araujo 

In the Spring of 1921 when the club moved to 
Sunfish Island (as it was known back then) it 
was a pretty desolate place. Photographs from 
the period show few trees and lots of sand. 
Other than a YMCA summer camp, there was 
very little other activity on the island. Back 
then there wasn't even a bridge - everyone had 
to come by boat. 
 
In the late 30's the city Parks Commission 
offered owners of cottages near Hanlan's Point 
an opportunity to move their buildings to new 
lots that were being planned for the  
"Algonquin Development". The move hap-
pened in the Spring of 1938. 
 
Before the houses could be accommodated, 
services such as water and light had to be 
provided and a bridge 
 ( http://picasaweb.google.com/d2dxbx/
AlgonquinStories#5387675411282112370 ) 
had to be built to connect it to Ward's Island. 
As with many public endeavors, this project 
was not without its controversy. The papers of 
the time, describe aldermen complaining of: 
- Favoritism for Hanlan's owners (they were 
given first crack at the best lots) 
- Too many electric sidewalk lights (66 lights 
for 44 residents) 
- Not enough electricity customers (only 10 
residents wanted electricity) 
... and finally, on a tour of the completed de-
velopment, Mayor Day, complained that the 
sidewalks were too wide! Apparently the 12 
foot wide concrete sidewalks were an extrava-
gance when 6 foot wide walks would have 
sufficed. Even the editorial page of The Star 
chimed in on the "controversy". 
 
Next time you pass through the South Gate, 
look down and note the date stamp "1938 
CITY" and thank the Parks Commissioner for 
our "extravagant" sidewalk! An unsung piece 
of Queen City history. 
 
July 15, 2014 Tony Araujo  
 
Anyone who's ever sat around reminiscing 
after a race has probably heard about the old 
days when so many boats showed up for a 
QCYC Regatta party that you could walk 
across the lagoon on the rafted-up boats. To-
day's History Bite describes one of those regat-
tas from 51 years ago. 
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Articles  

 
On Monday, September 16, 1963, the Toronto 
Star headline read: "Turning Mark Mystery 
Foils Yacht Skippers". Apparently the season's 
"wind up open regatta" turned out to be only 
half a regatta. When the Division 1 boats ap-
proached the location of the turning marks, the 
marks were nowhere in sight! Their races had 
to be rescheduled for the following weekend. 
The number of competitors that showed up for 
the QC event was truly astounding. Just the 
centreboard fleet had 144 competitors! 
 
A certain QC member called Peter Jones took 
top honors in the 30 strong 14-ft dinghy class 
edging out RCYC's Jack Barber and QC's 
Dave Bell. 
 
Maybe we'd get more Wednesday night racers 
competing in the weekend LORC series if we 
all had more practice flying our spinnakers. 
Wednesday night might be a poor choice of 
venues to get in some kite time, but why not 
Champion of Champions? Maybe this year? 
 
July 31, 2014 Tony Araujo   
 
The year is 1905. The queen that gave her 
name to the Victorian Era had passed away 
only 4 years previously but the goings on at the 
still very young Queen City Yacht Club were 
anything but prudish.  The papers of the day 
reported that in addition to the regular men's 
only "smokers", dances were held almost every 
Friday! Over a century later we still have rac-
ing in the Bay every Wednesday. What hap-
pened to parties every Friday? 
 
August 5, 2014 Tony Araujo  
 
For more than three decades Queen City has 
run a Woman's Skippers Race to showcase the 
sailing prowess of our female members. Until 
recently I thought that this enlightened behav-
ior on the part of the men was a recent phe-
nomenon. However, as is usual with the rest of 
Queen City history, we've done this before as 
well. 
Over 102 years ago, in the Saturday morning 
edition on June 15, 1912 of the Toronto World 
a little snippet of information hint's at what 
may be the earliest recorded "Ladies Race" at 
Queen City. In the "Sports Today Program, 

(History Bites Continued from page 20) 
there is an announcement of the "Queen City 
Yacht Club 14 foot dinghy class race and spe-
cial class for ladies". 
 
There were no results reported for the race in 
subsequent editions, so it's hard to say how 
well attended the event was. I wonder if there 
are still any t-shirts still around from that race? 

operation, he has had previous experi-

ence as a chef at the Mustard Grill in 

Mississauga and as sous-chef at the No-

votel, Crown Plaza and the Marriot ho-

tels. 
 

Edrick Munson’s native land is the Phil-

ippines. His name is a combination of 

his two grandfathers’. He is married 

with a three and half year old daughter. 

His origins account for his love of spic-

es, sauces and marinades, which charac-

terize his cuisine. “For my Signature 

dish I make my own marinade, throw the 

shrimps and scallops on a scorching hot 

frying pan to sear them, add chili lime 

sauce, and then throw them in the oven 
for a minute. I serve them with coconut 

basmati rice.” The dish is a favourite, as 

are the crab cakes and the spring rolls, 

both of which he makes from scratch. 

“These are very popular with diners as 

well as the stir fry and the Buffalo 

wrap,” says Daniel a seven year veteran 

of the QCYC serving staff. Elliot Hill 

(Continued on page 24) 

When Ed Munson, the new operator of 

the QCYC restaurant, Bight, speaks 

about food his face lights up and his 

pace quickens. His training and back-
ground as a chef shows in everything he 

says about the establishment. “Having 

worked in the QCYC kitchen for some 

seven years, for me it was an easy tran-

sition. But I wanted to expand the menu 

and add some Asian 

flare. Also much of 

what we serve now is 

made from scratch. 

We also make our 

own sauces and mar-

inades.”   
 

“Finding a suitable 

candidate for a sea-

sonal operation such 

as ours on an island 

is not easy”, says 

Vice Commodore 

Ron Mazza. Judging 

by a very informal 

poll of Bight restau-

rant patrons, a match 
has been found in 

Ed. “They know 

what I bring to the 

table”, says Ed with-

out any emphasis on 

the pun. “I had the 

best seat in the house 

to see how things 

were done and it was 

my turn to step up.” 

Although Ed has 

never run his own 

BIGHT’S KITCHEN 
CONFIDENTIAL  
By Anna Prodanou 
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As an enduring presence on Toronto’s water-
front (125 years and counting), as part of the 
island community and as a responsible promot-
er of learning to sail, race and cruise on our 
local waters, Queen City is in a unique position 
to examine the storm of controversy that erupt-
ed last April. Robert Deluce, CEO of Porter 
Airlines, requested that Toronto Council waive 
the ban on jets and expansion at Billy Bishop 
Toronto City Airport (BBTCA), in order to 
accommodate growth of the Porter fleet by at 
least 12 jets, on conditional order, with another 
18 in the pipeline. 
 
So what’s the problem? At first glance many 
pro-business types thought it a logical step in 
growing a popular and convenient airline busi-
ness. However, they did not look beyond the 
interests of one private company, one which 
could not afford any of the required modifica-
tions to the airport, the runways, city-side in-
frastructure and transit, among many other 
considerations. So how was such a project to be 
funded? Well, the Toronto Port Authority 
(TPA), a federal government business, not a 
service, is the airline’s landlord so would fund 
expansion up to a point. The taxpayers of the 
city are expected to fund all the construction, 
transit and other infrastructure on the main-
land and deal with the safety hazards of dense 
traffic, fuel trucks and proximity to thousands 
of residents. Now the proposal was looking less 
like a popular project and more like a welfare 
case. 
 
At second glance, the Porter proposal contra-
vened so many regulations, long defined plans 
for the waterfront and even common sense that 
it was obvious that the push for expansion 
must have some deep pockets behind it. As 
many QCYC members will remember, is-
landers and some waterfront residents had 
been through the grinder before when Porter 
applied as a commercial operation that did not 
conform to the use of the airport lands. Despite 
vocal opposition, and warnings that it was the 
first step down a slippery slope, Porter won the 
day. Part of the approval depended on Porter 
abiding by the 30 year old Tripartite Agree-
ment which banned any extension to the site 
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and the use of any jet aircraft. However, 12 years 
later, that agreement is an inconvenient obstacle 
to Porter’s aggressive push for growth, however 
irresponsible that might be. The deep pockets 
became obvious when, prior to the April Council 
meeting, Porter spent millions on advertising. 
Newspapers, transit shelters, subway stations 
and billboards around Toronto lauded the expan-
sion as what passengers wanted. The TPA, sup-
posedly a non-partisan federal agency (check 
Wikipedia for the board members’ connections), 
suddenly found lots of money for similar adver-
tisements promoting BBTCA. The proposal was 
flatly turned down at council for further study 
and to provide suitable time for consideration. It 
will come back to council in 2015. 
 
Most important for QCYC members: How would 
the proposed expansion affect the club and activi-
ties? Noise is only one issue, both at the club and 
sailing/racing in the harbour. Several serious 
studies have demonstrated that pollution from 
jets is detrimental to human health, as is safety 
around waterfront buildings. Moreover, the ex-
tension of the runway 200 metres at either end 
and adjusting the required keep-out zones would 
seriously restrict access to a large part of the 
inner harbour and could effectively close the 
western gap.  The diagram of the harbour indi-
cates the present and future exclusion zones. The 
flight paths of the proposed jets would also use a 
lower trajectory over the area, affecting all recre-

ational users. 
 
Beyond QCYC: Unfortunately, many boat-
ers still do not appreciate the serious im-
pact an expansion would have on the great-

er lakeshore and are not taking action. 
Obviously QCYC, NYC, RCYC and the 
marinas closest to BBTCA will receive the 
brunt of the traffic, pollution and noise. 
NYC members I met last winter were ap-
plying to CBYC and Mimico to escape the 
threat to the immediate Toronto waterfront.  
However, there will be no such reprieve. 
The diagram of the extended waterfront 
demonstrates that QCYC members visiting 
other clubs will be contending with jets 
from Mimico to the Bluffs where members 
of those clubs will suddenly find themselves 
under the flight paths. 
 
How did the proposal even get this far? The 
request to reopen the Tripartite Agreement 
went directly to the Mayor’s executive com-
mittee and is supported by his allies on 
council. As well, Mr. Deluce has often used 
questionable tactics and misinformation. He 
was recorded as saying that the same few 
islanders who opposed Porter’s approval 
pre 2006 now want the airport shut down, 
totally ignoring over 14,000 signatures from 
all over the city presented at the April 
meeting by NoJetsTO, a citizen’s group, and 
the hundreds of opposition endorsements 
from prominent individuals and organiza-
tions. More signatures have been added 
and not just those “pesky islanders” and 

(Continued on page 23) 
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condo tower toffs. 
  
What can you do? Talk it up! The final deci-
sion will be in the hands of Toronto City 
Council, possibly early next year. Those of 
us who live at the lake shore should contact 
their Councillors, which involves only 10 of 
44, some of whom are pro expansion. Ex-
plain the background to friends, family, 
neighbours all over the city. Alert boaters 
you know at other yacht clubs and marinas. 
The expansion BBTCA is a throwback that 
contravenes decades of planning and billions 
of dollars of their tax money spent resurrect-
ing the waterfront from its dismal industrial 
past and expanding a vibrant recreational 
and mixed use area for everyone. The need 
for more flights and longer runways is also 
questionable given Westjet and Air Canada’s 
incursion into the same market from Pear-
son, and the Union to Pearson train ready 
for next year. Three airlines have expressed 
an intention to run jets from the island if 
Porter does. And, above all, there is no proof 
that Porter Airlines will even survive given 
its past losses and lack of accountability as a 
private company.  

 

Both incumbent councillors and new candi-
dates must be contacted by everyone you 
know and informed that voting for them 
October 27 depends on their opposition to 
BBTCA expansion and jets. The same ap-
plies to the Mayors’ campaign. Although 
Rob Ford supports Porter Air and Olivia 
Chow opposes expansion, most others are 
not so clear. Karen Stintz waffled and John 
Tory Sr. is “waiting for more information”, 
while his son, John Jr., who runs a charter 
air service out of the airport, had nothing but 
praise for its growth. 
 
If you need more background or information 
about contacting your councillor check the 
NoJetsTO.ca website where the drop-down 
menus are very useful. One thing is certain 
above all else: if BBTCA expansion is ap-
proved the quality of waterfront venues to be 
enjoyed by all will be a thing of the past and 
QCYC’s splendid view will resemble air 
traffic control. 

(Airport Continued from page 22) 
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one of the tender captains says he could 

eat the Buffalo chicken tender wraps 

every day. 

 
There are also new beers from micro-

breweries on tap with exotic names like 

Flying Monkeys, Hoptical Illusion and 

Gems of Suburbia. Bartender Daniel 

says that Ed will introduce new things 

when people ask him. Twelve year vet-

eran of the serving staff, Eon is also en-

thusiastic. “He can make most items on 

the menu into a veggie option, and the 

menu is bigger this year. Last year it had 

a front and back cover and two pages 

inside with menu options. Now, all four 
pages have food selections.” He says the 

feedback has been good. He’s even had 

people from other clubs compliment the 

food. 

 

Associate club member, Catherine Ol-

sen, who is foodie, definitely sees an 

improvement this year. “The food is 

better and fresher, but I would like to see 

more fresh salads. I think the competi-

tion for Bight is the Island Cafe which 
has great salads, such as the kale salad.” 

She’s pleased about the corkage, which 

Ed confirms to be at $15.00. Dawn 

Brennan echoes the sentiments about the 

salads. “A nice salad and fish grilled on 

a BBQ would be my ideal, but I know a 

lot of people prefer a meatier fare.” They 

might both soon get their salad wish 

since Ed has ordered an additional 

“salad fridge” to expand his fresh veggie 

options. Dawn also cites the crab cakes 

and spring rolls as tasty additions. She 
and Pam Mazza both agree that the 

Wednesday post-race offering at $10 

was a successful change, at a good price 

point, and brings more people to the 

dining room. 

 

Ed sources his food in a greater variety 

of places than in the past. He still uses 

Sysco with their truck deliveries to the 

Club for frozen foods staples such as 

chicken fingers, burgers and bacon, but 
he also occasionally goes out of his way 

to get things like sausages at Kensington 

Market and meat from specialty butchers 

on the Danforth. He buys his fish from a 

(Bight’s Kitchen Continued from page 21) 

large seafood sup-

plier, Seacore on 

Weston Rd and 
the 407. He also 

goes almost every 

day to Cash and 

Carry, a large 

wholesaler on 

Weston Rd. and 

Finch where he 

gets produce, ol-

ive oil, spices and 

paper products.  

“It’s hard to sup-

ply the island, if I 
run out of some-

thing and I can’t 

pick it up quickly 

at Sobeys, I’m out 

of luck,” he says.  

He credits the boat 

captains for their 

willingness to help 

load and unload 

supplies. “Laura, 

the boat captains, 
and the mainte-

nance staff have 

been unbelievably 

helpful,” says Ed.  

(Continued on page 25) 
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training two new guys Jeffery and Ar-

nold. They are committed and they want 

to come back next year.”   

 

As for Ed he is also eager to return next 
season. He says he loves it on the island 

and he would never open a restaurant in 

Toronto. The rents are too high and too 

many good restaurants never make it. 

“You have to be a trend that catches on 
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“And Phil, the Entertainment Chair has 

brought me a lot of functions. Ed would 

like to increase corporate functions to 

one per week from the two per month 
that he hosts now.  

But the island location has not been 

without its problems. Ed has had more 

than his share of equipment breakdowns 

this year and repair services are not 

within a short drive away. There are 

also security problems with the island 

location. Only a few days before this 

interview, when the Club was closed, 

someone helped themselves to the Bight 

fridge and left with 12 ten ounce steaks, 

two sides of salmon and two sides of 

Chilean bass. “But other than that it’s 
been a fantastic season so far,” he says.  

 

Who does he report to? “Everyone,” 

says Ed. “I’m an open guy, I talk and 

listen to everyone.” He says House 

Chair, Tom King and Gary Baker, who 

oversee the restaurant always offer good 

suggestions. Does he receive any com-

plaints? Some people say he should get 

out more into the dining room and chat 

people up. “Some have said that the 
food needs to be more consistent, but I 

can’t be everywhere and I can’t cook 

everything myself. I have an experi-

enced chef in Dave Hunt, but I’m also 

(Bight ‘s Kitchen Continued from page 24) 

to attract people. Things go in and out of 

style.” If the QCYC contract becomes 

extended Ed dreams of spending his 

winters in his native Philippines. “I 

would love to open a restaurant near a 
beach there along with a dive shop.” He 

is a keen diver and many of his family 

back home are dive masters. But he is 

surrounded by water. Any scuba enthu-

siasts for diving in Lake Ontario? 
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After that final pay day I went to 
the usual party on the Saturday 
night. There was always a party 
somewhere. I didn’t enjoy it. 

While everyone else was drinking, dancing, 
laughing, singing and doing other things, I sat 
sipping slowly on my beer and thinking “All of 
these people are happy, they all have jobs to go 
to and on Monday they will be earning money. 
I am unemployed. Any money I spend will not 
be replaced. What am I going to do?” 
 
By July most of the usual summer jobs had 
already been taken up by university students. I 
could only hope to get a low paying casual job 
like washing dishes in a restaurant, or being a 
part time cleaner somewhere or other. During 
the party I asked various people if they knew 
where I may pick up a job but they all nodded 
sadly and gave me a look that said, “Why did-
n’t you get yourself organised in May and 
arrange to get a job as a Summer Camp Coun-
sellor where the pay is good and all board and 
food is supplied?” It was a good question. 
 
As it happened one of the people at the party 
was a journalist friend of mine named Brian 
Hogan. Brian was one of the many Australian 
journalists working in Toronto at that time. On 
the following Monday night, an excited Brian 
telephoned me to say that he had found me a 
job. Brian lived on Toronto Island, about a 12 
minute ferry ride from the downtown docks. 
He said he was a Member of the Queen City 
Yacht Club on the island and they needed a 
bartender as the current bartender had proved 
unsuitable due to his penchant for imbibing the 
fluids he was supposed to be serving. This had 
led to a serious disagreement with the Bar 
Manager.  He had been dismissed on the Sun-
day and the club was desperate to find a re-
placement. 
 
I thanked Brian but told him I couldn’t take the 
job because I knew nothing about mixing 
drinks. Brian said there was nothing to it. 
“Most of the members will drink bottled beer 
straight from the fridge and the ladies will 
drink gin and tonic. Occasionally one of the 
men will want a scotch and soda. Nothing to it 
really. You could do it in your sleep.” 
 
Well I desperately needed the job and Brian’s 
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Blog ::: http://noelswriting.blogspot.com.au ::: 

Photo of the author in 1964 
 
After I finished my two year teaching stint in 
Toronto of Friday, June 26, 1964, I had a real 
problem. That Friday was my last payday. I 
had booked and paid for my voyage back to 
Fremantle aboard the SS Iberia, but the ship 
wasn’t due to leave Vancouver until Septem-
ber 22. 
 
I faced three months without a pay cheque 
until the boat sailed, even then, I would not 
get a job back in Australia until sometime 
after I arrived home on November 7. Teachers 
in Canada were very well paid and I had 
saved quite a bit. I had also arranged for a 
refund of my compulsory superannuation, so I 
had a nice bank balance at the time. However 
being unemployed was a worry. I had been 
unemployed before, but this time I was really 
concerned about using up most of my money 
even before I got on the boat, let alone waiting 
eight months until I could get a job teaching 
with the Western Australian Education De-
partment in February of the following year. 
 

enthusiastic confidence in my non-ability con-
vinced me to travel to the island the next after-
noon for an interview with the Bar Manager 
who was not very happy to be acting as bar-
tender until a replacement was hired. The Bar 
Manager was an ordinary club member whose 
volunteer role was to see that the bar ran effi-
ciently and profitably. He did not oversee the 
running of the bar on a daily basis but popped 
in for a drink after work and was generally 
around the place on weekends. 
 
The interview was interesting because I lied 
blatantly about my vast experience working 
behind the bar in my father’s hotel in Kalgoor-
lie (absolutely not true) and of my intention to 
remain as a bartender at the yacht club until I 
was old enough to retire on the old age pen-
sion, despite having my boat booking for Sep-
tember 22 in my pocket. Circumstances can 
make liars of the most honest of men. 
 
I don’t think I fooled the Bar Manager. He was 
shrewd enough to know that a 25 year old 
Australian was going to move on well before 
he reached 65 years of age. But there were no 
other applicants and he was desperate, so he 
said the job was mine. I was to serve all of the 
customers and to keep him informed whenever 
stock of any sort was in need of reordering. 
This included beer, spirits, mixes, soft drink, 
cigarettes, peanuts, crisps, pretzels, assorted 
confectionery, cheese sticks and even assorted 
cheeses, pickled sausages and pickled onions 
which provided the members and their guests 
with some light snacks. 
 
He told me that I would be paid $65 a week, 
which was not bad money in those days. My 
teacher’s pay was about $90 per week. In fact 
the Bar Manager told me my pay was above 
the normal rate for a bartender because club 
policy was to pay more than the usual rate as, 
unlike hotels, club members did not usually 
give tips as they felt their membership fees 
were sufficient. I was to work from 4:00pm till 
11:00pm each day except Monday and was 
entitled to one three course meal from the 
Club dining room each working day.  
 
And so it was, that one hot day in early July, I 
caught the ferry to the Queen City Yacht Club 
to commence my career as a bartender. I had 
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cheeses, peanuts and pretzels. I took a deep 
breath and right on four o’clock I lifted the 
shutters on the bar. I was ready. 
 
The ferry arrived and my first customer was a 
very attractive lady in her mid to late thirties, 
with a Doris Day haircut and smile to match. 
She was very well dressed in a tailored suit and 
obviously held an important job in downtown 
Toronto. 
 
She looked at me with some surprise, presuma-
bly because I was not the normal bartender or 
his Bar Manager substitute, then she gave me a 
beautiful smile and said, “I’ll have a martini, 
thank you.” I looked at her and through my 
mind ran Martinis, Manhattans, Gibsons, Ver-
mouth, pearl onions, bitters, olives, Tom Col-
lins, Brandy Crusters and a whole host of 
words and phrases that I had so recently read 
in my little bartender booklet. 
 
What I said was, “I am sorry, but we do not 
have any oranges.” My beautiful lady looked at 
me in puzzlement, then turned and quickly 
disappeared around the corner from where she 
had first appeared. I immediately dived into 
my little bartender’s book and hastily read that 
a martini was three parts gin and one part 
vermouth, stirred or shaken with ice, poured 
into a martini glass and served with an olive. 
Some people like a little less vermouth. 
 
By this time my beautiful lady had returned. 
She was smiling. She looked me straight in the 
eye and said, “You’re new to this, aren’t you?” 
“My very first day,” I replied, “but please don’t 
tell the Bar Manager.” 
 
“And you’re Australian, aren’t you?” I con-
fessed. As I was making her martini, despite 
the lack of oranges, I quickly told of how I had 
come to be the Club’s bartender. By this time 
other members were fronting the bar. Thank-
fully they mainly wanted beers, which I ob-
tained from the three large glass fronted refrig-
erators behind me, and then they wandered off 
to sit in the Club’s very extensive function 
area. Large glass walls gave them all a very 
clear view across the water to the city skyline. 
They relaxed, drank their drinks and felt sorry 
for all those mainlanders who could not enjoy 
island life in the comfortable and spacious 
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moved out of the apartment I had when I was 
teaching and had arranged to live with a mate 
and his girlfriend in some fairly basic accom-
modation in their basement. The main attrac-
tion was that they were charging me a very 
low rent and their apartment was about three 
kilometres from the ferry docks. 
 
On the ferry, I nervously scanned through a 
booklet I had purchased earlier that day. It 
was entitled “How to be a Good Mixer” and 
gave details of a bartender’s duties and how to 
mix all manner of drinks, including a huge 
number of cocktails. Foolishly, I tried to mem-
orise them all; Martinis, Tom  Collins, Man-
hattans, Gibsons, Singapore Slings, Black 
Russians and so on and so on. As I alighted 
from the ferry my mind was awhirl with the 
names of exotic drinks and the various ingre-
dients they required. But I was reassuring 
myself that Brian Hogan had said the men 
will drink bottled beer and the ladies gin and 
tonics. Nothing too fancy. The Canadians 
drank beer from small bottles that Australians 
some years later would call “stubbies”. In 
Canada they just called it a beer. 
 
I arrived at the Yacht Club at about 3:30pm 
and took some time to familiarise myself once 
again with the area which the Bar Manager 
had given me a quick look over on the night of 
my interview. In fact he had spent most of that 
time in the wash area behind the bar. He in-
sisted that I remove lipstick traces from every 
glass, that I washed them in very hot, steri-
lised water, rinsed them thoroughly and then 
wiped them dry to a sparkling finish. Whenev-
er the Bar Manager came to the bar he would 
very carefully examine the glasses, which were 
stacked on racks on the bar for easy access by 
members. After checking the glasses he would 
give me a look, not to indicate that he was 
pleased, but to let me know that I had to keep 
them spotless. 
 
The Club's bar hours were from 4:00pm till 
11:00pm and by five minutes to four I had 
everything ready for my very first customers 
who would begin arriving from their mainland 
jobs when the 4:00pm ferry docked. I had 
plenty of ice in three big buckets, lots of sliced 
lemons and several plates filled with diced 
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Meanwhile, the beautiful lady stayed at the bar 
and within an hour she had heard most of my 
story. She was a lawyer and lived with her 
family on the island. Over the next three 
months she became a good friend and often 
popped into the bar at around 4:15pm to en-
quire, “Do you have enough oranges to make a 
martini today?” or "I'd like a martini, please, 
but hold off on the oranges," or some other 
orange/martini related comment. 
 
I enjoyed my time as a bartender, but initially 
experienced problems getting back to the main-
land. The ferries ran on a regular schedule 
throughout the day. I closed the bar at 
11:00pm and caught the last ferry back to the 
mainland. This was scheduled for 11:15pm, but 
sometimes it ran late and I would miss the last 
bus, which generally left the city docks at 
about 11:45pm. This meant I had to walk the 
three kilometres home to my basement bed. 
 
I asked the Club if I could set up a camp 
stretcher in the change rooms. The answer was 
no. After I had been bartending for about a 
week a fellow came in whom I had spoken 
with on many occasions. He said he had heard 
I was having some transport problems. “I am 
going to the Bahamas for eight weeks. I have a 
four berth cabin cruiser in the canal. If you 
want to, you can stay on board while I am 
away.” “How much will it cost me?” I asked. 
“Won’t cost you a cent. I’ll be happy for some-
body to be on my boat while I’m away.” 
 
I very quickly took up residence on this very 
well appointed craft. It had four sleeping 
berths below decks plus a galley, a refrigerator 
and rather roomy table. The stove ran on bot-
tled gas and the boat was plugged into a power 
socket on the side of the canal landing for 
power and light. Of course the rear deck was 
an ideal place for entertaining, which I often 
did on my Monday off or after work, mainly 
on Fridays, Saturdays and Sundays when some 
of the fun loving islanders liked to kick on. 
 
Toronto Island is actually a number of islands 
that reaches out into Lake Ontario offshore 
from the downtown through which run canals 
whose banks are covered with lush foliage. It 
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Labatts, Molsons or Carling beer. Every so 
often I would get a call from the neighbouring 
yacht club that the Carling’s man was coming, 
or the Molson’s man. I was always ready for 
them and the rewards were always substantial. 
 
In fact I was raking money in. Despite the Bar 
Manager’s warning that club members do not 
generally tip, I was making more money in tips 
than I was from my weekly pay. Maybe the 
members felt sorry for this young Aussie boy 
so far from home, for they regularly tipped me. 
Sometimes when I served someone they would 
say, “And have one for yourself.” I would reply 
that I did not drink while I was working. They 
would say, “No, but you can take the cost of a 
drink out of my change.” 
 
Almost every weekend during the summer, The 
Queen City Yacht Club would hold a big sail-
ing day on the Saturday. Often they would 
hold regattas over the entire weekend involv-
ing yachts from all over the US/Canadian 
coastline of Lake Ontario. One particular regat-
ta was huge, in fact several of the committee 
pointed out to me that it was the largest fresh-
water sailing regatta in the world. They may 
have been right. The Club used to employ a 
real bartender to come over to the island for 
the Saturday night festivities in the clubrooms 
or for the whole weekend when a big regatta 
was on.  He was a young Greek. His real name 
was Mike Tnoumenopolous, or something like 
that. He was known as Mike Jones. I called 
him Mike. 
 
Mike was a cocktail maker par excellence. On 
the big regatta days Mike would serve all the 
exotic mixed drinks and I would just serve 
beers, soft drinks, straight forward rum and 
cokes, vodka and tonic, etc. One day after I had 
given someone their change Mike took me to 
one side and said, “You just put that man’s 
change in his hand. Why would you do that?” 
“Well it was his change,” I said innocently. 
“Never, ever do that.” said, Mike. “If you put 
the money in his hand he will walk away with 
it. Put the money on the bar. Let him decide if 
he will walk away with it or leave some of it, or 
all of it, for you." After that my tip takings rose 
quite substantially. Of course, as an Australian, 
I was not really used to tipping. 
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reminded me of the everglades in Florida. 
Queen City Yacht Club was on Algonquin 
Island, at the eastern end. There were path-
ways alongside the canals or lagoon, plus 
many residential dwellings. Brian Hogan and 
his wife, Margaret and their two small daugh-
ters, Caitlin and Erin, lived in one such house. 
The entire island was government parkland 
and the residents rented their houses. 
 
The Ward’s Island community used the Yacht 
Club as their local hotel and the islanders, like 
islanders everywhere, had that strong sense of 
being a special community remote from the 
hustle and bustle of the mainland. The entire 
Toronto Island actually had three yacht clubs. 
One day I was happily wiping and polishing 
glasses when I had a phone call from a fellow 
who said he was the bartender at the Royal 
Canadian Yacht Club and that the Labatts’ 
man was on his way to my yacht club. “Oh, 
yes,” I said, “So what does that mean?” “It 
means you make sure you have one of your 
fridges packed with Labatts’ beer and that 
whenever anyone asks for a beer you automat-
ically go for the Labatts. These salesmen will 
sit at the bar and buy drinks for customers. 
They put large bills on the bar and you get to 
keep the change.” I hung up and quickly start-
ed replacing my Molsons’ fridge with Labatts’ 
beer.  
 
A little while later this young chap came in, 
introduced himself as the Labatts’ sales repre-
sentative and asked how Labatts’ beer sales 
were going. “Oh, Labatts’ is very popular,’ I 
said. We fell into an easy conversation until a 
few members came in and the sales rep of-
fered to buy them each a Labatt’s beer. He put 
twenty dollars on the bar. I served the drinks 
and put the change on the bar. “You keep it,” 
said the sales rep. Well, “stubbies” cost less 
than a dollar, so I pocketed about $15 or $16. 
 
This scenario was repeated several times over 
the next hour until the Labatts’ sales repre-
sentative left, but not before he had asked me 
to undertake to push Labatt’s beer as much as 
possible. I said I certainly would. It had been a 
very profitable day for me. 
 
In those days Canadians mainly drank 

(Being a Good Mixer Continued from page 27) One problem that Mike and I had was the 
inability of our American customers to read a 
large sign in the bar that said “IN THIS BAR 
ONE US DOLLAR IS EQUAL TO ONE CA-
NADIAN DOLLAR”. In actual fact, at that 
time, a Canadian dollars was about 90 cents to 
the US dollar. In our bar, however they were 
always equal. We often had US yachtsmen 
coming in from Rochester, Buffalo and other 
places on the United States’ shores of Lake 
Ontario. Not only did some Americans have 
trouble with the Club's exchange rate they had 
trouble with the coloured Canadian money 
which they referred to as monopoly money.  
 
Quite often they had particular drinking re-
quirements. Often they would ask for a really 
dry Martini. One day I asked Mike about these 
really dry martinis. "Well, Noel, Americans 
are crazy and they follow fads. Somebody 
ordered a dry martini in a movie once and now 
that’s what they all want.” “Yes, but what ex-
actly is it?” “Well you just ease up on the ver-
mouth. What they really want to drink is gin. 
I’ll show you.” He pulled out a martini glass, 
filled it with gin, put an olive in and then 
raised the drink to his mouth and softly 
breathed, “Vermouth.” He then held the glass 
aloft, laughed and said, “Now that really is a 
dry martini.” I found out that The Churchill 
was an English martini. You fill the glass with 
gin and then pour in some vermouth from an 
unopened bottle. 
 
One Saturday night I noticed Mike was becom-
ing very agitated with one particular American 
customer who was insisting that his change 
was wrong because one US dollar was worth 
10 cents more than one Canadian dollar. He 
said that his American ten dollar bill was equal 
to eleven Canadian dollars, so he should have 
received an extra dollar in his change. Mike 
pointed to the sign but the Yank kept insisting 
on his rights and was holding up the bar trade. 
Eventually, Mike gave the man his additional 
change. The American accepted his amended 
change and then pushed 50 cents across the 
bar as a tip to Mike. Well Mike just about 
exploded. “You have just wasted five minutes 
arguing with me over a measly dollar and now 
you want to give me a 50 cents tip. Are you 
crazy? Keep your money. Go away!” He angri-
ly pushed the coin back across the bar.  
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land. I also learned to deal with the few is-
landers who tended to drink more than they 
should. 
 
One old fellow used to binge on rum and coke. 
His wife told me that after four drinks I should 
give him coke with a big dash of ginger ale. By 
that stage he didn't seem to notice. At the end 
of the night I would refund her the difference 
in price between rum and coke and coke and 
ginger ale. It was our little secret. 
 
There was a very sophisticated European lady 
who used to load up on vodka and tonic. She 
may have been German or Polish or Russian 
and was probably in her late forties. The prob-
lem was that after several drinks she would 
sometimes get very amorous, not necessarily 
with her husband. One Sunday evening there 
was a commotion in the downstairs beer gar-
den. I looked out of the window and the Rus-
sian lady’s husband was chasing another man 
around the tables in the gardens with a star 
picket. Fortunately, somebody stopped him 
before any harm was done. The next day I was 
told that the lady and her husband had been 
banned for a week. When she returned she 
smiled and said, “My usual please.” She sound-
ed like Marlene Dietrich. 
 
One very big regatta weekend the Hogan's had 
house guests. His name was Ian. He was Eng-
lish and he was a very high flyer with the Brit-
ish car company, Winterbottom Motors. He 
had with him a very attractive girlfriend named 
Sandra. Ian had official duties to perform on 
the Sunday. Winterbottoms was sponsoring the 
Regatta. Ian was also an alcoholic. I could see 
that Sandra was not entirely happy with Ian's 
behaviour on the Saturday night as his drink-
ing intake rose. That night after the Club 
closed we all went back to the Hogan's where a 
party was organised for Ian and Sandra to 
meet the locals. I slept at the Hogan's that 
night.  
 
At breakfast the next morning we were all a bit 
seedy, except for Ian, who was bright eyed and 
raring to go. He stunned us all by having a 
straight shot of vodka before downing his or-
ange juice and eating his cereal. 
 
During the breakfast I said that I was going to 
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For the rest of the night the usually happy and 
friendly Mike was cursing under his breath 
about the stupid Americans. Of course most of 
the Americans were not stupid. They were 
charming, very well mannered… and very big 
tippers! 
 
Once I had settled comfortably into my cabin 
cruiser lodgings, living on the island was a bit 
like living on Rottnest Island. I had the entire 
day to myself. Sometimes I would go to the 
mainland. Sometimes I did a bit of babysitting 
for Hogan's so that Margaret could travel to 
the mainland. Later on I did some babysitting 
for some of the other islanders. In return they 
would often give me breakfast. 
 
Basically, I would call around for breakfast 
and then later on take the children to the 
beach for a few hours while their mother was 
shopping or lunching on the mainland. The 
southern shore of Toronto Island was a wide 
sandy beach. The only problem was the water 
was quite cold. I spent most of the day sun-
bathing with my island friends and then dash-
ing into the water for a quick, very quick, dip 
to cool off. Unfortunately, there was no surf. 
 
I was living rent free on the cabin cruiser and 
enjoying one free meal every night at the club 
with breakfasts often provided by my islander 
friends. Sometimes I had breakfast on "my" 
boat. I was salting my money away and build-
ing a substantial bank balance. Of course, I 
spent money to put food and drink on the 
cabin cruiser and I also occasionally bought 
cereal or bacon and eggs for the Hogan’s and 
my other breakfast providing island friends. 
Although I was the hired help bartender at 
their club, a lot of the members invited me 
into their homes. Being summer, there were 
also quite a few university students staying 
with their parents, so I did not lack for the 
company of young people. Socially and finan-
cially, life was wonderful. 
 
With Mike’s expert tuition I picked up the 
hang of bartending and actually enjoyed it. I 
met interesting people, many of whom seemed 
keen to tell me very personal details about 
themselves or other people living on the is-

(Being a Good Mixer Continued from page 28) go to the mainland later in the morning to see 
a friend who was leaving town, but I would be 
back in time to start work at 4:00pm, unless I 
had problems with the Sunday bus timetable. 
Ian then looked over at me and said, "Why 
don't you take my car. It is parked at the dock. 
It will save you a lot of time." 
 
I am not a real car man and I may have the 
models wrong, but Ian explained that it was 
the latest sports model and that it had been 
driven by Stirling Moss, the great British rac-
ing driver. It may have been an M.G., a Tri-
umph or an Austin Healy. As I said, I am not a 
car man. Apparently Ian was running Winter-
bottoms’ promotion for the new model car and 
the first fifty people who purchased this sports 
model had a test drive with Stirling Moss. In 
each car was a brass plate affixed to the dash-
board verifying that Stirling Moss had driven 
the car. By this time Ian was pouring some 
Jack Daniels Black Label into his morning 
coffee. I told Ian that I really appreciated his 
great offer but I had never driven a high pow-
ered sports car before and would not want to 
risk damage to such a valuable vehicle. Ian 
insisted that I would have no problems. 
 
I think Sandra could see what sort of a day 
was unfolding, so she chipped in with, "Ian, 
you are going to be busy this afternoon with 
your official duties and presentations. Why 
don't I go with Noel, just in case he has any 
problems with the car?"  And that is how I 
came to spend a beautiful, sunny Sunday in 
August, zooming around Toronto with a glam-
orous blonde, driving a sleek, white sports car 
that had been driven by Stirling Moss himself. 
It was quite a day. I also got the feeling that 
Ian and Sandra were not long for each other. 
 
When I was working on the island, the Toron-
to City Council was talking about closing 
down all of the residences on Ward Island and 
making it a National Park. As I left the island 
in mid-September I felt sorry for the islanders 
because I knew a National Park would be the 
end of their idyllic lifestyle. 
 
In August 1996, I returned to Toronto Island 
with my wife, Lesley. I was pleased and very 
surprised to see that the Queen City Yacht 
Club was still standing and still serving mem-
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City. 
 
The Ideal 18 is a Bruce Kirby designed 18’ keel 
boat with spinnaker and a crew of two. RCYC 
owns 12 of them for member racing and as part 
of their adult sailing program. You see them 
racing in the Bay all the time, usually just in 
front of RCYC. 
 
A call went out to the QCYC membership via 
the Quick Clipper seeking members interested 
in sailing this event. Some members were keen 
but had conflicts and in the end no positive 
response was received. Rather than have 
QCYC a no show at the event I convinced 
Peter Jones to sail the event with me crewing 
for him. It was over 50 years ago that I first 
crewed for Peter in his International 14 dinghy, 
so for me it was a very special reunion. 
 
The other clubs represented were Bronte Yacht 
Club, Oakville Yacht Squadron, Mississauga 
Sailing Club, Port Credit Yacht Club, Boule-
vard Club, Toronto Sailing and Canoe Club, 
Island Yacht Club, RCYC, Ashbridges Bay 
Yacht Club, and Water Rats.  A wild card boat 
was the Hilton Head Yacht Club with Paul 
Henderson crewing for a Savannah friend of 
his.  
 
Peter and I had one evening practice on the 
boat the Thursday before the races but it was 
very light winds. But the wind on the morning 
of the races was even lighter. We were as-
signed boat number 32. The format of the races 
was to try to get in six races with one drop 
race. The races would be windward leeward 
buoys to port two times around. They started 
one race in the light air but abandoned it be-
fore any boat was able to reach the weather 
mark. Then we waited and worried about not 
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bers from the upstairs bar.  It was about mid-
day and the Club was deserted except for a 
man who was cleaning up the tables and glass-
es from the night before. I told him that I had 
worked in the bar 32 years ago and I was 
surprised that the Club was still going because 
when I was there they were talking about 
removing all the houses off the island. “Yes, 
well the houses are still here and they are still 
talking about it,” he said. I didn’t ask him if 
they had enough oranges to make martinis.  

Photo of Noel Burke behind the QCYC Bar 
again in 1996 
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having any races as we sat on a glassy bay. But 
then, true to the forecast, the wind filled in 
from the south to about 12 knots to create just 
about perfect race conditions and we got in all 
six races.  
 
It took Peter and me a while to get used to the 
boat in these stronger wind conditions and our 
first few races were a series of disasters fol-
lowed by catastrophes including hitting marks, 
over early, and tangled spinnakers. After 3 
races we had a 10th, OCS, and a 9th. Things 
were looking bleak and we were worried about 
embarrassing not only ourselves but Queen 
City.  But then things started to click and we 
finished strong with a 2nd, 4th, and 2nd for a 
5th overall.  
 
The winners were Boulevard Club with four 
firsts, with ABYC second, PCYC third, Oak-
ville YS fourth, Queen City fifth, IYC sixth, 
RCYC seventh, Water Rats eighth, Hilton 
Head ninth, TSCC tenth, and Bronte eleventh.  
 
At the awards dinner that evening Paul Hen-
derson spoke recollecting his growing up on 
Toronto Island, learning to sail in Sabot Prams 
in the Ward’s Island Cove fleet, being a mem-
ber of Queen City as a boy until being lured to 
RCYC through his father’s Masonic connec-
tions, my father’s fastball pitching prowess, 
and his days of sailing 14’s against Peter Jones. 
It was a nice ending to a good day of sailing. 
But we were all bushed. 
 
Looks like they plan to repeat it again next 
year, so let’s see if we can get enough QCYC 
participants to have our own elimination series 
in our 420’s to select our representative.  
 
Wouldn’t that be fun!  

Back in the 1920’s RCYC, in order to pro-
mote their new C class yachts, lent them out 
to other clubs in the Toronto area to race 
against each other at the CNE regatta. This 
created some good interclub racing though it 
did not apparently lead to the desired result 
of the other clubs adopting C Class fleets of 
their own.  Inspired by this, close to a hun-
dred years later, Tom Johannsen, a member 
of RCYC, an ex-Fin sailor, and an ex-
Islander concocted the idea of hosting a se-
ries of races between local clubs using RCY-
C’s fleet of Ideal 18’s. To this end, he sent 
out invitations to all local clubs to provide a 
team for racing on July 26 in Toronto Bay. 
Twelve clubs responded including Queen 

Ideal 18 Invitational  
Regatta  

July 26, 2014  
By Ron Mazza 
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Schedules 

August 15 125th Anniversary Celebration 
August 16 LOSHRS Race 4  
 Commodore’s Ball 
August 17 LOSHR Race 4 
 AHMEN Race 2 NYC and Argosy Rose Bowl 
August 23 LORC EYC Open & EYC Levels 
 Shark Worlds at NYC to August 29 
August 24 LORC EYC Open & EYC Levels 
August 29 Weenie Roast 
August 30 Pig Roast 
September 6 QCYC Regatta and Party 
September 7 AHMEN Race 4 MCC 
 LOSHERS Race 6 
September 13 Heritage Day 
 LOSHRS Race 5 
September 20 AHMEN Race 5 TS&CC 
 LORC Donald Summerville ABYC 
September 21 Champion of Champions 
September 27 Last Chance Cup 
 Awards Banquet 
September 28 AHMEN Race 6 QCYC 
 LROC Boswell RCYC 

Bight @ QCYC - Hours of Operation    

  
Restaurant Bar 

May 9 - Sep. 7 May 12 - Sept 7 

Monday Closed Closed  

Tuesday 5.00 pm - 9.00 pm 4.00 pm - 9.00 pm  

Wednesday 5.00pm - 10.00 pm 3.00 pm - 10.00 pm 

Thursday 5.00 pm - 9.00 pm 4.00 pm -9.00 pm 

Friday 5.00 pm - 10.00 pm 4.00 pm - 10:00 pm 

Saturday 9.00 am - 10.00 pm 12 noon - 11:00 pm 

Sunday 9.00 am - 10.00 pm 12 noon - 9.00 pm 

Statutory Holidays Sunday Hours Sunday Hours 

OPEN HOLIDAY MONDAYS  

BAR TO REMAIN OPEN LATER DURING SPECIAL 
EVENTS 

 

Sailing and Entertainment Events 




