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Memories
Buoy Room or Else

by John H. Vargo, Publisher
The boat c lubs that focus on sai l ing more than anything else 

such as Schattemuc, Chelsea, Nyack, and Minisceongo Yacht 
Club

had f leets of  one design sai lboats that  were large in numbers for 
a few years and then would fade away based on the  enthusiasm 
of the c lub members.   That st i l l  exists in many clubs.

Ensigns, Light ings,  O’ Days, Lasers and many, many more 
dominant the c lubs roosters because of  th is phenomena.

The major problem that the owner of  the one design boat has, 
even to th is day, is keeping his crew happy throughout the sai l ing 
season, no matter what the weather.   Usual ly the owner of  the 
boat is k ind,  gent le,  loving,  and most appreciat ive of  h is fe l low 
crew, both male and female,  young and old.

Dur ing this t ime per iod in my l i fe,  the “60’s” ,  I  was cal led upon by 
a number of  my fr iends to “campaign” or be part  of  a crew at  the 
ment ioned  c lubs.   Larchmont Yacht Club on Long Is land Sound, 
and Schattemuc, Nyack and Chelsea on the Hudson River. 

 I  spent these years in winter iceboat racing whenever there was 

ice,  sai l ing gaff  r igged stern steerers an Marconi  r igged arrows 
whenever I  could.  In the summer,  I  knew I  could get out of  paintng 
the house, cut t ing the grass,  or  whatever else was required of 
me by saying to my sweet wi fe,  Maryel len,  “ I  got  to go Maryel len, 
Walter is depending on me!” .    Now Maryel len loved Walter and 
Betty Tr ipp so much so she would always say, “Hurry Home”.  

In those years Walter Tr ipp was “campaigning” a 19 Ft Light ing 
sai lboat.   There was always a race, every weekend somewhere, 
ei ther at  the local  c lub,  which he belonged to Minisceongo Yacht 

Club in Grassy Point ,  or  t ravel ing to one of  the other yacht c lubs 
on Haverstraw Bay.

This part icular day the race was at  Schattemuc Yacht Club 
in Ossining, NY.  The crew was Walter,  mysel f  and one other 
person.

Walter would handle the t i l ler  wi th one hand, whi le in his other 
hand would be the “sheet”  or  rope that control led the main sai l .

Adjust ing the j ib,  or  foresai l  was usual ly my job,  or  the other 
person in the boat.   You could do al l  th is wi th two people but i t 
was better wi th three especial ly on a windy day.

Lightnngs, l ike every other sai lboat and iceboat I  ever sai led 
depended on the weight,  and ski l ls  of  the crew working as a team 
as much as anything else.   That is why the owner ’s crew was so 
important to the overal l  “campaign” for  the season.  In Walter ’s 
case he kept me happy by offer ing,  and my accept ing a touch of 
Scotch before the race.  dur ing the race, al l  bets were off ,  and 
this is the heart  of  my story.

On this part icular day we were heading for the upwind mark,  on 
Haverstraw Bay.  (You are probably not aware of  i t ,  but  Haverstraw 
Bay is the only place on the ent i re Hudson River where the 
incoming t ide begins f i l l ing the East s ide of  the Hudson River 
f i rst ,  whi le i t  is  st i l l  going out,  or  down, on the West s ide.   The 
currents actual ly t ravel  in c i rcular counter c lockwise direct ions.   
Anyone who sai ls in th is area for very long soon knows that races 
can be won and lost  by taking this into account!)

The course in th is area is usual ly three legged, wi th an upwind 
mark the furtherest  away and di ff icul t  to see in some cases 
depending on the weather condi t ions.

This day the winds were l ight  and var iable.  We had to “mi lk”  our 
way up the r iver against  the t ide wi th the 
winds coming and going. I t  was frustrat ing 
to say the least ,  and Walter was not happy. 
I  should point  out  that  Walter Tr ipp was an 
excel lent  sai lor,  who real ly knew how to 
take advantage of  every breath of  a i r  and 
t ide condi t ion.

We f inal ly saw the upwind mark just 
south of  Stony Point  and we, along with 
5 other l ightnings, al l  worked as hard as 
we could to be the f i rst  around the mark.  
As we got c loser and closer the var iable 
breeze and the current worked against  us, 
nevertheless,  Walter  edged his boat into 
a posi t ion that only he could do. The rule 
is that  other boats must al low “bouy room” 
for the c losest boat to the mark.

Suddenly Walter yel led,  “John hold 
the t i l ler”  an at  the same t ime jump up, 
grabbed the paddle and leaped to the very 
bow of the boat.  He grasped the for-stay 
and swiveled al l  the way out to the very t ip 
of  the boat,  screaming “bouy room, bouy 

room. The poor sai lor  in the other l ightning was f labbergasted 
that anyone would do this and just  let  everything go and fel l  off .   
Walter,  red in the face, and mumbl ing to himsel f ,  jump back to  
h is seat on the t i l ler.  No-one said a word as we rounded the mark 
f i rst  and made our way across the f in ish l ine.

From that day forward anyone that was fami l iar  wi th the event 
always said,  “Don’ t  worry Walter we wi l l  g ive you bouy room!”


