
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

COMMODORE COMMENTS  

Jim Heffernan, W1066, W2458 

 
he Hartley family, father, son, wife and boat, 

arrived in Michigan in early September to give 

us our first look at the redesigned Wayfarer, the new 

Mark IV. They brought along a shipping container 

with five boats, nine masts, five combination 

dolly/road trailers and a supply of spare parts to 

ensure these boats were properly rigged and 

launched.  Thanks to Nick and Mary Seraphinoff for 

hosting them and providing a proper North 

American welcome in their Detroit home.   

 

As the boats were made ready, and measurement 

documents completed, the new owners hauled them 

off to Toronto to compete in the 2011 North 

American Championships.  Before the races, 

Richard and Mark Hartley provided a rigging 

seminar for all competitors that was extremely 

informative and entertaining. We are happy to have 

these boats in North America and hope another 

container can be put together in the next year to 

ensure new Wayfarers are available to prospective 

buyers. 

 

Lovely North American Debut 

for Richard  & Mark Hartley!!  

By Al Schonborn W3854 
... 

oth the human and the fibreglass Hartley made 

a fine North American Wayfarer debut Sept. 

10-11 at the Toronto Sailing & Canoe Club. Richard 

and his son, Mark, from Derby, England, nailed 

down a solid victory in the regatta and are our 2011 

Wayfarer North American champions.  And the five 

new Wayfarer MK IVs performed beautifully for 

their new owners: very sleek and fast but by no 

means unbeatable.  

 

 
 

With very few shifts and very steady easterly 

breezes from 5 to 15 knots, the seven-race event was 

very much a boat speed contest.  The new Mk IVs 

impressed us all with their sleek, modern lines, 

meticulously thought out rigging set-up and on-the-

water performance.  It does appear that designer, 

Phil Morrison, has fulfilled his mandate to make the 

new Wayfarer MK IV "as fast as the fastest existing 

Wayfarer but no faster."  The reported better planing 

capability of the new boats has yet to be 

demonstrated since we cleverly opted for windward-

leeward courses which made such abilities a 

relatively moot point. 

 Continued on page 9 
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NORTH AMERICAN WAYFARER CRUISE RALLY  

HERMIT ISLAND MAINE 2011 

 Tom Goldsmith 

 have just spent a week participating in the North 
American Wayfarer Cruise Rally at Hermit Island 

Maine.  A wonderful group of sailors from the United 
States and Canada met as they annually do to catch 
both wind in their sails and memories from their 

precious time.   

The cruise rally went well and the time spent was most 

rewarding to me because I made new friends and 
gained a whole lot of sailing knowledge from this 

group of experienced, fun-loving sailors.  

This being my first Wayfarer sailing rally I really felt 
welcomed by the group.  As I arrived in the dark, 

towing my Wayfarer, I was greeted on the campground 
road. A vehicle pulled up alongside and a voice said, 

ñHey Wayfarer, you must be Tom.ò  Turned out to be 
Tony and Mary. I now refer to the couple as my first 
Wayfarer friends.  

I had a few ófirstsô during the rally.  I saw what the 
Wayfarer sailor and boat are capable of as I crewed for 
a master cruiser, Dick Harrington.  As we tacked back 

in steady 20 to 30 MPH winds for four miles, Dick 
made a few points like, ñsee those large sail boats with 

sails down and under power, thatôs what some sailors 
do when they graduate to a larger boat.ò  I got rigging 
and sailing tips from top Wayfarer racers Sue Pilling 

and Jim Heffernan.  Sue is all about being efficient. 
She adjusted my Wayfarer mast rigging, installed tie 
wire to stay the turn buckles, explained how to rig the 

jib very tight and on the last day of sailing she sat back 
in her Wayfarer and let Steph do all the work.  On that 

same day, Jim crewed for me, what a great learning 
experience. At mid day he showed me how to ñheave 
toò so we could eat lunch on the Wayfarer.  

 
One evening I ate lobster and corn and shared stories at 
a wonderful beach campfire with twenty Wayfarer 

sailors.  I learned that Alan and Mary Asselstine drove 
all the way to be with their friends, not having time to 
do any sailing, they had to say goodbye to the group 

the next morning.  
 

I also had a few comical camping experiences.  I forgot 
to pack my boat anchor.  On the morning of day one I 
made the mistake in reading the signs wrong, and then 

proceeded to perform my daily shave at a sink located 
in the womanôs showers area.  I got to meet everyone 
in the group and tried to remember first names by 

playing the name association game with myself.  On 
the afternoon of day two after a nice sailing experience, 

while tying up my Wayfarer at the dock, my new 
friend Steph Romaniuk saw my sun glasses fall out of 
my shirt pocket which I then was lucky to recover in 

25 foot of water.  On day three my hairbrush fell out of 

my back pocket and landed in the bottom of a 

campground porta-john, no other details will be 

given. 

 

A week ago, I never imagined that it could be  

I 
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 difficult to say goodbye to people I had just met.  And 

a whole lot more fun stuff happened because 

everyone was so nice, much more than I can fit into 

this article.  Now I think of sailing my Wayfarer 

with a different perspective.  I will put many of the 

things I have learned into practice but more 

importantly, I look forward to the next Wayfarer 

rally, seeing my new friends and meeting more 

Wayfarer Association members.  Thanks for the 

memories Linda and Jim, Mary and Tony, Patsy and 

Kit, Nell and Tom, Margie and Bill, Sue and Steph, 

Diane and Tom, Julia and Al, Jane and Dick, Mary 

and Alan.  
 

 

An Aggressive Tiller 
By Nick Seraphinoff W10864 

 
o you are sailing!  Do you have your knife with 

you and within easy reach?  That is a very 

important question.  I have a Flying Dutchman 

Dinghy that I sail off the beach on Traverse Bay here 

in Michigan.  Two years ago my hiking strap broke 

and we capsized as I fell out of the boat.  My 

problem was that the Spinnaker halyard was 

wrapped around my ankle and when the boat 

capsized I was hanging upside down from my right 

foot.  Fortunately my crew came back and freed me 

just before the boat turned turtle.  Lesson learned: 

Never!  Never!  Go out without a sharp knife within 

easy reach.  Little did I know how much that 

statement was going to mean.  

 

 Recently on a beautiful day with winds blowing 18k 

and maybe gusting to 24k I set off across the bay on 

a reach with my crew full out on the wire.  We hit a 

lull and I did not do a very good job of getting back 

in the boat.  The result being that the boat came over 

on top of us.  Just another capsize something I have 

experienced way more times than one could 

imagine.  That was not to be.   

 

As we were going over, the end of the five foot long 

tiller proceeded to give me a good sharp poke in the 

ribs just below my armpit.  Since it couldnôt break 

the skin I think it then went for easier pickings.  It 

moved up to the armhole in my life jacket and slid 

in.  It then travelled all the way across my body and 

out the other arm hole.  Then when it was all the 

way through it opened the hiking stick just to make 

sure I was locked in.  I knew that if the boat was 

going to lay on its side I could begin sliding down 

the eight feet to free myself.  I also knew that that 

would not be the case.  The boat was very shortly 

going to turn turtle and then I would be in one heck 

of a pickle.  I thought that when I was trapped under 

the boat I wouldnôt be able to slide off the tiller and 

if I tried and failed would not have enough air to try 

another option.  I donôt know if I made the best 

choice but I opted to slide to the rudder head and try 

to get my head above water at the transom of the 

boat.  I succeeded somewhat!  I was able to get a 

gulp of air but it was only occasionally.  NOT 

ENOUGH!  I was still in dire straits.  By then my 

stalwart crew was behind me pushing me up with all 

her strength for gulps of air and all the while 

searching for the zipper on my life jacket.  I had that 

jacket so twisted by then that it was going to be 

impossible to find the zipper.  In the meantime I had 

managed to get a hand up on the bottom of the 

rudder blade which was sticking straight up in the 

air.  By pulling on it as hard as I could I was able to 

keep my mouth above water about half the time.  A 

giant step forward!  This was the first time I began 

to believe I may not drown although I knew I would 

not be able to last long.  I donôt know how people 

drown and I donôt want to know but I think you must 

reach a point where you just give up and let it 

happen.  If you had to fight that hard to stay alive I 

could see that it would be easy to just let go.  I 

however just turned seventy and wanted another ten 

years of hard play so I fought on.  

 

Finally I had a rational thought and acted on it.  I 

reached into my pocket and grabbed my knife.  I 

handed it to my crew and said, "Start cutting 

anything you can to get me out of this jacket."  She 

very quickly did and had me free within a few 

seconds.  Of course right after that the line holding 

the rudder to the pintles broke and the rudder floated 

free.  But of course!  I think that knife combined 

with the efforts of my crew saved my life.  Looking 

back I think I had still made two major mistakes 

regarding the knife.  I did not have a line fastened to 

it and if either of us had dropped it, it would have 

been άgame over.έ  Also if I had it attached to a 

lanyard would it have been long enough to reach for 

the surgery required?  From now on my knife will 

have a ten foot lanyard on it!   

S 
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Adventures in the Netherlands 
An adventure story - not a log! 

Dick Harrington W887 
 
In times past, old salts were known for spinning yarns 

about the sea.  Sometimes I imagine myself being one of 

those old timers.  I enjoy the opportunity to tell a story 

about a Wayfarer adventure. 

 

On this occasion Jane and I were on the coast of Maine - 

attending the North American Rally at Hermit Island.  It 

was the end of August, less than two weeks after 

returning from the Netherlands and Belgium. My 

audience was our group of Wayfarer friends who traveled 

from distant parts of the US and Canada to take part in a 

week of camaraderie and great sailing on beautiful Casco 

Bay.  At the skippers' meeting one morning, I saw the 

chance to have some fun.  We were supposed to be 

discussing sailing plans for the day.  But first I decided to 

make believe I was back at the International Rally in 

Friesland.  No one was expecting this. 

 

Holding up the sailing chart of Friesland, I began my act.  

No one would be able discern any detail, but as a group 

they could follow my finger as I traced the route of our 

week-long travels.  To the unfamiliar, the maze of 

countless waterways shown in blue ï a web of canals 

connecting one lake after another - was surely mind 

boggling.  I knew, at least momentarily, I had everyone's 

attention. 

 

Our first day on the water was a free sail. The principal 

part of the rally ï the cruise - had not yet started.  Jane 

and I had arrived in Heeg (pronounced Hage) two days 

prior.  To do something different, we came by train from 

Düsseldorf, instead of going through Amsterdam. 

 

Following the long transatlantic flight, the train ride was 

kind of stressful.  It entailed multiple changes between 

several local routes.  The trains were pokier and the 

process more complicated than I had anticipated.  In spite 

of that, riding the train was a new and intriguing 

experience.  Passing through northern Germany and the 

Netherlands exposed us to a country side with sights far 

different than anything at home.  We were already getting 

excited about this adventure, except, there was little 

opportunity to close our eyes.  As chief navigator, it was 

good I had managed to catch some sleep on the plane.  

We were in a strange country, unaccustomed to the trains, 

and challenged to decipher the postings at the rail 

stations.  Thankfully, along the way we encountered a 

number of nice people, who spoke English and were 

willing to help with directions. 

 

The sky was mixed, with more clouds than blue, 

threatening possible rain.  But, what most impressed Jane 

and me was the chilly 18-20 knot breeze coming up from 

the south.  The Heegermeer was rolling.  Hard to fathom, 

we were wearing fall-weight fleece jackets beneath our 

oilies.  It was July!  We'd just arrived from the US where 

temperatures hovered around 30° Celsius (90°F to 

100°F) for weeks.  Though I should have known better, we 

weren't prepared.  Luckily, the day before, Jane had 

reluctantly agreed to upgrade her gear.  Her new heavy-

duty Netherlands style sailing fleece was an unplanned 

expenditure, but a wise decision.  So now we were 

prepared for the Friesland weather. 

 

Ton Jaspers was the skipper that day.  Ton is a big husky 

guy, so with the three of us in his Wayfarer, ñSwiebertjeò, 

we were well-ballasted.  No need to reef!  Conditions 

were ideal for a record fast passage down the full length 

of the sizable Heegermeer.  Starting out from the harbor, 

Heegerwal, we arrived at Nieuwe Vaart - the narrows at 

the south end of the lake - in no time flat. The beat, being 

a bit splashy, had Jane suffering the brunt of the spray.  

She now had a better appreciation for being fully dressed 

in oilies head to toe.  At the narrows, it was time to 

change the pace.  Tying up alongside the wharf, we 

paused long enough to chat a little and enjoy an excellent 

Dutch beer.  The downwind return went even faster, being 

essentially one planing event followed by another.  This 

time, fortunately, Jane was spared the dousing.  Wow!  

What sailing! 

 

Before going further, for the benefit of my North 

American readers it is important that I note what a huge 

undertaking, both financially and personnel-wise, this 

event amounted to.  The Netherlands Wayfarer 

Association (NedWA) went far out on a limb planning 

this event.  Their reason?  They wanted to do something 

special to mark the tenth university of the birth of 

NedWA.  It was hugely successful. 

 

During the cruise we had two "mother" ships, the In 

Dubio ïa 12-cabin converted motorized barge, and the 

Atalanta -a 10 cabin schooner-rigged sailing ship.  

Between them, the two ships accommodated a total of 43 

participants.  There were 18 or 20 Wayfarers (I don't 

remember the exact number).  Jan Katgerman, the 

NedWA Chairman, provided outstanding fleet support 

and safety from his handsome and powerful motor launch, 

Twee Gezusters (Two Sisters).  Twee Gezusters proved 

capable of towing more than a dozen Wayfarers at a time 

with ease. 

 

There were one Canadian and two US couples and each 

had a NedWA 'buddy' to assist them.   
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Previously, in 2006, Ton and Connie Jaspers had hosted 

my wife, Margie, and me.  They insisted upon doing the 

same again this time.  Alt hough they would be unable to 

participate in the cruise portion of the rally, they met Jane 

and me in Heeg with floatation vests, sailing clothing, and 

most importantly, Ton's beautiful Swiebertje.  We would 

get to enjoy Swiebertje for the duration of the cruise.  

When it came time for us to depart, Connie also provided 

us with transportation.  So we are greatly indebted to 

them.  The others were treated equally well, I know. 

 

Each day, or two, the cruise ships sailed ahead of us to the 

next destination point.  We would meet up with them in 

the afternoon.  Many miles would be sailed each day; and 

by the end of the week we had completed a large circular 

orbit, passing through many of the lakes and canals in this 

portion of Friesland.  All aspects of the cruise were 

thoroughly planned out ahead of time and executed 

perfectly.  Hans and Lous de Bruijne were the leaders 

throughout the cruise. They were true workhorses, 

performing admirably the leadership role and organizing 

this highly complex undertaking.  Jan Katgerman, with 

his wife, Dieuwke, were obviously closely involved 

throughout.  Other prominent NedWA members, such as 

Joke Peers and Francine van der Vaart, two who are most 

familiar to me, also provided valuable group support. 

 

Still pretending to be in Friesland, I continued.  After a 

couple of days of preliminary activities in Heeg - which 

included an excellent traditional Dutch BBQ, a sail on the 

Atalanta, and a kick-off banquet - the first day of the 

cruise arrived.  Following breakfast, we packed our 

lunches and departed Heegerwal.  The sun shone brightly, 

warming the air.  The fleeces were tucked away.  It was a 

perfect summer day. 

 

Our route would initially take us southeast, across the top 

of Heegermeer and through a series of canals passing 

through the town of Woudsend, Lake Slotermeer, and 

ancient,historic Sloten.  We would stop at Sloten for a 

picnic lunch and sight-seeing. 

 

A lasting first impression that seemed to connect with all 

of us non-NedWA participants was the large number of 

youth sailing schools we saw.  The Heegermeer was 

especially alive this way.  But we would see numerous 

sailing schools all throughout our travels.  As soon as we 

got outside Heegerwal, we were surrounded by 

youngsters of various ages from at least three or four 

sailing schools.  The sailors ranged from very young 

children in small Optimists to older, more advanced kids 

in jib & main sloops, practicing capsize recovery skills. 

Hovering over their fleets, like a mother goose herding 

her goslings, instructors motored about shouting 

instructions.   We were impressed! 

The morning's 10-knot or so southerly breeze promised 

good progress, though later it would mostly peter out.  

The first fairly narrow couple of canals passed through a 

picturesque country side.  Cows and sheep grazed 

contentedly in grassy meadows bordered by marshy 

areas.  The canals made lots of turns.  This affected our 

wind, but made for far more interesting sailing than if 

they ran straight.  Quaint, interesting summer cottages 

lined the banks.  Moored in front were attractive Dutch 

yachts and small craft of all descriptions.  We wondered 

what interesting new scene might lie around the next 

bend.  The Dutch, who consider Friesland the boating 

mecca of northern Europe, flock there in droves every 

summer.  Besides that, there is a lot of influx from 

adjoining countries, especially Germany.  So, with it 

being the peak of the holiday season, there were lots of 

people about.  A few times we noticed an arm wave from 

someone on shore.  Jane and I tried to respond when we 

could.  Was it possible they noticed the American flag Ton 

had graciously attached to Swiebertje's peak? 

 

At the time, we were on a southerly heading, having to do 

quite a bit of tacking.  Pretty soon I got a feel for how 

much centerboard we dared leave down and still manage 

to get in close to the bank before having to tack.  Of 

course, inevitably, every now and then there was a mad 

scramble to get the board up before we came to a 

complete stop - buried in the mud!  Fortunately, one 

rarely hits something that is hard.  Further complicating 

things however, was the steady stream of on-coming 

motoring traffic.  Sometimes there would be three or four 

good-sized boats headed toward us in procession.  

Learning to cope with this amount of traffic was a unique 

experience! 

 
Comment:  There are two notable aspects concerning 

motorboat traffic in Friesland that is completely different 

from anywhere I've been in the United States.  First, high-

speed travel is prohibited everywhere, except for a few 

closely regulated districts on lakes. PWCs (Personal 

Water Craft) are noticeably absent.  Also, because there is 

no high-speed traffic on the canals, there are minimal 

wakes to contend with.  Notably, the majority of Dutch 

yachts we encountered had efficient displacement type 

hulls - rounded and slender, not the boxy, less efficient 

planing type we see in America.  Secondly, Dutch boaters 

exhibit outstanding courtesy. 

 

Sometimes, in a tight situation, out of common sense and 

consideration for others, we felt compelled to luff up or 

tack away.  But for obvious reasons, one doesn't want to 

   continued on page 8 
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INTERNATIONAL RALLY, FRIESLAND, HOLLAND  

July 29-August 5, 2011 

 

 

 

  

Top: ñIn Dubioò was home base for 43 Wayfarer 

sailors.  Moving ahead each day the spacious ship was 

always waiting for the tired and thirsty crews at the 

dayôs end. 

 Maribeth Fletcher, Jane Korver and Julia 

Schonborn relax in ñIn Dubioôsò comfortable salon at 

the onset of the rally. 

Center; The Sloten Bridge was one of the many canal 

bridges through which the Wayfarers maneuvered 

during the week. 

Bottom: Julia deposits the required toll in the wooden 

shoe handed down by the bridge tender.  

 After considerable thought and care the 

Wayfarers are snugged up to the Mother ship. 
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WAYFARERS IN ACTION AND AT REST AND OUR 2011 US NATIONAL CHAMPIONS 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Top: Ten Wayfarers attended the US Nationals at Clark Lake, Michigan in September.  In this photo Mary Krauss 

captured many of them on this lovely run. 

Center:  Wayfarers wait during lunch breaks at the Rally at Hermit Island, Maine.  Left, Dick Harrington snapped this 

photo at Elm Island before the winds picked up.  Right, Al Schonborn took this artistic shot of wooden Wayfarers from the 

restaurant deck at Holbrookôs in Cundyôs Harbor. 

Bottom:  Commodore Jim Heffernan presents the Ian Proctor Trophy to Mark Bennett and Julie Seraphinoff, the 2011 US 

National Champions.  Photo by Linda Heffernan 

Bottom right: A cluster of Wayfarers at a mark rounding at Clark Lake, Michigan.  Photo by Mary Krauss 

 


