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On September 19, the Grande Maumelle Sailing Club (GMSC) in Little Rock, 
Arkansas, celebrated its 50th anniversary by hosting a reunion for all past and current 
members. The founding club members were mainly Y-Flyer sailors and the three 
remaining founding members, Jim Hatcher, Bettye Jane Daugherty and Lloyd Stanley 
were all in attendance. GMSC is home to Y-Flyer Fleet # 30. 

The celebration began Saturday afternoon with a sail and raft-up party using several 
club members’ keel boats. Many current and former club members came out to help 
celebrate and renew old friendships. Being one of the kids who grew up at the club, it was great to see several old friends with whom I 
had raced sunfish, but had not seen in years. 

The Arkansas Arts Center was the venue for Saturday night’s gathering. A cocktail party, followed by an academy award winning video 
presentation of the club’s history was the agenda for the evening program. Sherri Jo McLemore, Y-2787, was instrumental in putting 
the entire event and video presentation together. From a former member who came home for this event, Sherri Jo’s effort made it well 
worth the trip.

Being at this celebration with my father, Jim Hatcher, was a special evening for me. One, because I got to see my dad who lives 
in Denver, so we don’t get to visit often enough, but more importantly watching the pride GMSC members have in their club. 
Throughout the days’ events, I watched Jim and Bettye Jane on more than one occasion shed a joyful tear or two thinking back at how 
a few determined people built and nurtured a club that has sustained for 50 years.

Below is an excerpt from the GMSC Web Site (www.gmsc.org):

From 1956 to 1958, the original nucleus of the Club—Hal and Betty Jane Daugherty, Gaines Houston, Bill Graham and others—
were launching their home-built Y-Flyers and Lightnings at Lake Norrell and at Brady Mountain Marina on Lake Ouachita, where 
they raced on and informal and difficult basis. Then, in late March of 1959, Lake Maumelle—just west of Little Rock, Arkansas—was 
completed. This beautiful lake proved to be a perfect spot for these landlocked sailors. Jim’s Landing was opened and the original 
group was joined by Perry Griffin, Jim Hatcher, Russell Brown, Lloyd Stanley and others. Max Mehlburger, although not a member at 
the time, made the first racing buoys used by the club. In early 1960, Holly and Clark Gillespie, Frank Gordon, Wassell Turner, Tom 
Grey and others joined, and an organized racing program was started. In those early days most members trailered their boats out from 
Little Rock, rigged and launched, then reversed the process all for a day’s racing! 

Hal Daugherty was elected the first Commodore and presided over the first awards banquet. It was a milestone for the club when, in 
1964 under Commodore Clark Gillespie, the Little Rock Water Works granted GMSC’s request to sublease land from Jim’s Landing 
so there could be a site expressly for the club’s activities. 

Commodore Gillespie committed the club to host the Y-Flyer 
National Championship in 1968, causing much excitement 
as the club had decided to move to its present location due to 
space limitations and leasing difficulties. A road was cut, a small 
parking lot was built and graveled, and a launch ramp and dock, 
T-dock, and pavilion were constructed. This was also the time 
that the decision was made to build the clubhouse. 

Since the late 1960s, many improvements have been added, 
the membership continues to grow and the sailing programs 
have broadened to include year-round racing, educational 
programs for adults and juniors, extensive out-of-town regatta 
participation, and novelty sailing occasions.

HAPPY BIRTHDAY,
GRANDE MAUMELLE!

By Nile Hatcher

GMSC Founders reunite for an evening of celebration and reminiscing.  (l. to r.)  
Lloyd Stanley Y-830; Jim Hatcher Y-579; Bettye Jane Daugherty Y-849
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Th	 e	old	adage	
“Th	 ose	who	can,	
do.	Th	 ose	who	
can’t,	teach”	is	
occasionally	true.	
We	run	across	
people	who	seem	
to	know	a	lot	about	
a	subject	or	a	skill,	
but	they	just	can’t	

seem	to	do	the	thing	for	which	they	seem	imminently	qualifi	ed.	
We	probably	wonder	if	that	is	sometimes	true	of	ourselves.

At	the	2009	Beers	Regatta,	I	had	the	unique	opportunity	to	
put	this	to	the	test	on	myself.	I	had	the	pleasure,	privilege	and	
honor	to	crew	for	Shelby	Hatcher.	For	those	of	you	who	may	
not	remember,	Shelby	is	our	current	Junior	National	Champion	
and	she	is	not	only	a	pretty	good	sailor	at	15	years	old,	but	she	is	
also	very	eager	to	learn	new	things	that	will	help	her	advance	her	
sailboat	racing	skills	and	help	her	achieve	future	success.

In	spite	of	all	of	that,	she	wanted	me	to	crew	for	her.	We	had	a	great	
weekend	sailing	together	and	our	results	were	very	good.	Th	 us,	
for	this	column,	I	thought	I	would	share	my	thoughts	about	the	
experience	in	a	summary	letter	to	Shelby.	So	here	we	go:

Dear	Shelby,
	 Th	 anks	again	for	letting	me	crew	for	you	this	past	weekend	
at	the	Beers.	I	had	a	great	time	and,	while	not	totally	surprised	
at	the	result,	I’m	still	really	psyched	that	we	got	second.	Th	 at	is	
so	cool	and	I’m	still	smiling	about	it.
	 I	thought	I’d	write	to	summarize	my	thoughts	about	the	
racing	in	hopes	that	it	would	help	you…and	me…to	learn	from	
the	experience	and	apply	the	good	and	the	bad	to	our	future	
sailing	eff	orts.
	 First,	you	have	an	important	thing	going	for	you.	You	sure	
seem	eager	to	get	better	and	learn	how	this	game	is	played.	You	
asked	questions	and	when	I	had	something	to	contribute,	you	
were	not	only	a	good	listener,	but	you	actually	acted	on	your	
own	impulses	as	well.	Lots	of	people	in	your	shoes	would	have	
relented	to	their	experienced	crew	through	the	whole	thing.	But	
not	you.	If	you	wanted	to	make	a	move,	away	we	went.	Th	 at’s	
what	learning	is	about.	If	we	ever	get	to	do	this	again,	I	fully	
expect	to	hear	some	disagreement!		After	all,	you	were	the	one	
with	the	stick	in	your	hand.
	 You	are	very	lucky	to	have	a	really	good	boat.	I	was	fortunate	
enough	to	sail	it	to	victory	last	year	in	the	Beers,	so	I	was	pretty	
aware	of	the	boat’s	potential.	I	was	glad	to	be	able	to	do	some	
work	on	it	for	you	to	clean	up	the	gel	coat,	fi	x	the	damage	and	
polish	it	up	so	it	was	white	again.	Several	people	told	me	that	
whatever	I	did	to	the	thing,	I	made	it	faster.	(Why	I	didn’t	
exploit	this	for	further	fi	nancial	gain,	I	don’t	know.				).	I	did	
nothing	to	make	it	faster.	It	was	already	fast.	So	you	have	that	
variable	out	of	the	way.

By Doug Kinzer Those Who Can, do. 
Those Who Can’T…

	 Before	the	regatta	started,	you	told	me	that	you	wanted	to	
become	a	better	helmsman.	Or	helmsperson;	whatever,	blah	
blah…		You	did	that	in	grand	fashion,	trust	me.	In	that	third	
race,	while	I	was	scratching	my	head	trying	to	fi	gure	out	what	
to	suggest	about	our	sorry	position	on	the	fi	rst	reach,	you	
were	steering	the	boat	to	the	mark.	You	were	keeping	the	tiller	
straight	and	not	killing	our	speed	by	jerking	it	around.	And	we	
were	starting	to	pass	boats.	So	I	stopped	scratching	my	head	
and	you	just	went	with	it.	At	that	big	mess	at	the	leeward	mark,	
you	got	us	around	there	on	the	OUTSIDE	of	the	wheel	and	
we	knocked	off		about	8-10	boats	all	at	once.	So	we	went	from	
around	18th	to	6th	in	that	race	because	you	kept	your	head	and	
didn’t	beat	up	on	the	rudder	(or	your	crew!).	And	I’m	sure	you	
were	a	little	nervous	as	we	sailed	that	race,	being	as	we	had	the	
two-race	regatta	lead	at	that	time!					Just	remember	to	work	on	
your	tacks.	Even	if	you	make	the	wrong	move,	commit	to	the	
tack.	(Sound	familiar?		I	think	I	used	that	phrase	all	weekend!).
	 We	had	a	couple	of	rules-related	skirmishes	as	we	both	well	
remember.	Th	 e	one	at	the	start	of	race	2	(I	think)	was	when	we	
were	the	bologna	between	two	pieces	of	bread.	Th	 ere	should	
have	been	protests	and	there	weren’t,	but	you	handled	it	with	
relative	calm	and	kept	the	boat	going.	We	fi	nished	2nd	in	that	
race,	so	no	harm.	But	we	could	have	been	protested,	much	as	we	
could	have	protested	one	of	the	others	as	well.	Lesson	learned.	
Th	 e	one	right	after	the	start	of	Sunday’s	race:		I	take	full	
responsibility.	I	told	you	that	you	should	tack	in	the	“header.”	
You	did,	and	we	fouled	at	least	the	one	boat	and	probably	two.	
My	bad.	
	 Th	 e	good	thing	about	that	race	is	that	we	spent	the	race	(up	
until	the	abandonment)	getting	better	and	better.	We	were	
passing	boats	in	the	drifting	conditions	and	I	was	impressed	
that	you	did	that	so	well.	I	think	we	were	both	glad	that	they	
fi	red	the	guns,	but	we	were	doing	good	things.
	 I	strongly	feel	that	you	accomplished	your	mission	to	
improve	your	helming	skills.	We	never	got	around	to	working	
on	the	roll-tack	thing,	but	we	did	it	anyhow.	At	least	pretty	well.	
But	like	I	told	you	yesterday	before	I	left:		You	now	know	what	
you’re	capable	of.	Just	go	out	and	remember	what	you	did	well	
and	work	on	what	you	didn’t	do	so	well.	
	 As	for	me,	I’m	always	going	to	remember	how	you	dealt	with	
things	and	let	that	be	an	inspiration	to	me.	I’m	not	known	for	my	
patience,	but	you	taught	me	what	a	calm	demeanor	can	get	you.
	 I’m	guessing	that	you	now	have	the	respect	of	your	fellow	
sailors.	Like	I	said	at	the	trophies:		Th	 ough	you	be	but	small,	
you	are	feared.
	 But	don’t	get	all	full	of	yourself.	Next	time,	I’ll	be	in	MY	
boat	and	then	you’ll	be	in	trouble,	my	young	Jedi!			Bwa-ha-ha-
ha-ha!!

Most	sincerely,
Mr.	K
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Catchy title, eh?  Anyhow, here’s how it happened. Years ago Doc 
Stuart Walker told us there are three conditions in which we race:  
1. Winds constant in speed and direction 2. Winds varying in 
speed and direction  3. None of the above. Having some trouble 
with that last one, (winds neither constant nor varying), I decided 
there must be conditions other than those three and came up 
with the following:

CONDITION 4:  WINDS ISSUING FROM 
COMPETITORS’ BOATS

Years ago at Lake Carlyle I was approaching the final downwind 
mark when Jerry Callahan hailed me from close behind…	
“Dave, did I ever show you how to hank a line?”  “Yeah Jerry, right 
before the start of the second race in the Nationals last summer.”  
“But Dave, do you have trouble getting your kids to eat their 
breakfast before school?”  He had my attention there. “Every 
morning, Jerry. Why won’t my kids eat their breakfast?”  We were 
now sailing side-by-side, so I could hear every word he said…	
“It’s the cereal. To keep it crunchy in milk it’s coated with the 
same resin that’s in your sails, and the kids can’t hear Scooby Doo 
on TV over the chewing noise.”  By then Jerry  was rounding the 
leeward mark in front of me, so I had to holler, “Should I turn off 
the TV?”  “No”, he answered, as he came up close-hauled, forcing 
me to jibe away, “just add some solvent to the milk.”  Then looking 
back at me he shouted, “But I wouldn’t use acetone.”  

CONDITION 5:  WINDS IN YOUR WILDEST DREAMS

On the beat to the finish line at the Rivera Regatta I kept a tight 
cover on Chet and beat him across for the first time in my life. 
When the RC called his number, I yelled to them, “I know I was 
across at least six feet ahead of him.”  “Yes you were,” they agreed, 
“but he doesn’t have two more legs to sail, and you do.”

CONDITION 6:  WINDS BLOWING OFF THE 
COURTHOUSE LAWN

I was in Kansas City when Ed Bigus protested me. At the protest 
meeting I said I couldn’t avoid him because I was out of control. 
Edie said that since I was out of control from the time I got on 
the boat until I got off, that defense wouldn’t work. Then he 
began using legal words in Latin, like cave canem, e pluribus 
unum, que sera sera, and shalom. The jury agreed with him, threw 
me out of the race, made me do twenty push-ups and awarded 
Edie two-thirds ownership of my boat. I hollered, “That’s not 
fair”. So then they gave Edie another two-thirds interest in my 
boat. “But that’s impossible; that’s four-thirds,” I contended. 
“Miller,” smiled Edie, “you’re a whiz at math, but you don’t really 
know much about the law.”  And he strolled away singing:

My friends at the Club call me Sea Lawyer Ed. 
My right eye is green and the left one is red. 
I’ve got the whole rule book down pat in my head 
‘Cause I make Ellen read it to me in our bed.

HOW I GOT TO 
BE SO GOOD

CONDITION 7:  WINDS THAT BLEW THE HORSE’S 
TAIL INTO THE PUNCH BOWL

It was at the Prince Of Wales Cup regatta that I first met Stu 
and my great friend Lord Muchmore Worthwhile Sterling, IV. 
(It was “Muchie’s” pony that was too close to the punch bowl — 
Stuart had given up playing polo because he couldn’t keep his 
pipe lit during matches.)  But no matter, I was about to tell you 
how to sail in an ill wind that blows no good. On starboard and 
approaching the leeward mark, set conveniently at the end of the 
downwind leg, I chanced to look around and saw a converging 
boat on port jibe, steered by a fellow whom I admired for the 
lovely tattoo of his neighbor’s wife on his chest and for his habit 
of trailing his boat to regattas behind his Harley. So I paid close 
attention as he sang the following:

The folks in the Fleet call me Steroid Jack,  
I carry my Y slung over my back. 
I named that boat “Mother”, and painted it black,  
And when I’m on port it’s the right-of-way tack.

So I jibed to port, sailed along with him, and sang the chorus in 
harmony

I call my crew Carnivorous Mary,  
Her jaw is square, and her chest is quite hairy. 
I keep her in the woods by the seminary,  
And feed her on roasted missionary.

Finishing behind Jack was better than not finishing at all, and to 
be a good sport he later brought me a glass of his favorite drink,: 
eight ounces of Old Silo Drippings whisky and three ounces of 
crankcase oil (used). Soon we were in such a good mood that he 
didn’t even get angry when I asked him to put on a shirt at the 
banquet. 

CONDITION 8:  NONE OF THE ABOVE

Pontifications
From Past
PresidentsBy Dave Miller

Boom 1) Laterally mounted pole to which a sail is fastened. 
Often used during jibing to shift crewmembers to a fixed, 
horizontal position. 2) Loud noise made during a surprise jibe 
sometimes quieted by a grinder before swimming. 3) Called 
for the sound that’s made when it hits crew in the head on its 
way across the boat. For slow crew, it’s called `boom, boom.’ 
4) Sound produced when an alcohol stove is used to convert a 
boat into a liquid asset.

PETER’S HUMOROUS SAILING & BOATING DEFINITIONS 
from Bluewater Sailing



12

CLASS
IFIEDS

the FLYER
410 Windswept Court
Roswell, GA  30075

Y-2611
I have a West System Y (2611) built in 1983 
that was sailed for 3 years and stored indoors 
for 19. I commissioned the boat in 2007 
with new sails and I find myself in a situation 
where I may never sail the boat again and 
wish to find it a good home. It is cedar and 
¼” construction grade ply with 1/8” cedar 
strip laminated to finish. Originally bright, 
now the deck has 1 oz. fiberglass awlgriped 
white. The bottom is graphite impregnated 
resin intended to dry sail. Running gear is 
Harken, aluminum rudder and CB are the 
design of the era. The rig is a Helms 5 stay 
with a roller furling jib and 10 part magic box 
forestay tensioner. She carries a spinnaker 
and a complete complement of sail control (a 
true spaghetti pot on a short course). I never 
put floorboards in the boat and although I 
believe her weight to be close to if not under 
class rules, I cannot confirm. It is cradled 
on a light duty utility trailer not intended 
for regular long hauls but in good shape. 
The boat is a true pleasure to sail and if I 
could recover 25 cents on the dollar of initial 
investment I request $1,500.00 to send her 
off (negotiable dependent on the quality of 
home she will go to).
Dev Trepp 231-342-0344  
Email brminc@chartermi.net
Y-2521
1977 Turner $1,700 firm. 515 lbs and is 
really firm. All white floorboard model. 
Has not been sailed in last 10+ years. Boat, 
reasonable sails, trailer, and cover. Have 
many pictures. 
Paul White 317 849-7588 
Email yflyer@juno.com

Wood Y-flyer 
Beautiful 1975 Classic Y-Flyer and teen trailer. 
Varnished Mahogany floorboards and stern. 
Teak splash rail. Extra rudders Crispy Main 
sail and Jib. Bonus spare Jib Custom made 
boom and mainsail bag Custom made tiller 
cover Padded rudder cover Both jibs have sail 
bags Aluminum boom and mast I purchased 
this beautiful boat to sail with my son but he is 
more interested in girls than boats now a days. 
My loss your gain.  $2800
Belynda 
Email bhrutledge@comcast.net
Y-2672
Price reduced includes 50% of 2009 CSA 
dues. Race ready.  It has been reconditioned 
by fleet 56 and is owned by the fleet.  We are 
building our fleet and price is conditional 
on sailing with us at CSA.  You get a whole 
fleet with this boat.  Races every Sunday, 
all summer. Boat is fully rigged, you can be 
sailing in 30 minutes! 2 sets of sails, new 
lines, good trailer, magic box, extras. We even 
have the history of this boat. $2500
Jack 314-839-8650 
Dan 636-528-0356 
Preston 314-409-6935

Y-2615
Y-2615, racing sailboat, 1977 Fiberglass 
y-flyer made by Turner,  It comes with two 
sets of sails , a spinniker, trailer with new 
tires, freshly painted, boat and trailer are in  
good condition, Boat is located just outside 
of Baton Rouge, LA.in Ventress, LA. Boat is 
yellow and white and is fully rigged and ready 
to race. You won’t find a better boat for the 
price. $2000
Phone (225) 937-8521 
Email rorynettles@yahoo.com
Y-2594
Y-Flyer 2594 for Sale.  Good condition, very 
clean, competitive boat.   Boat is rigged for 
a spinnaker. $2800 or best offer.  Includes 
main sail, jib and spinnaker, “ready to sail”.  
$2800
Jolene 636-219-3966 
Email jolenemobrien@yahoo.com
Y-838
1961 wood hull, always stored indoors and 
drysailed, white, DP-1 five stay mast, trailer 
with spare tire, top and bottom covers, 2 
alum center boards, one new style and one 
old style, all new blocks,lines and traveler, 
etc, 3 sets of sails, one good set of Rowland 
one old set of Rowland  one old set(can’t 
remember the name), 2 booms, mast float, 
long wisker pole, lifting harness, flotation 
bags, we haven’t actively sailed her in 10 yrs 
and probably  only 3-4 times since. $1500
Brian Vincent 937-886-9134 
Email UnrulyS2@aol.com


