
Bay to Bay 2006 

The view from “Hart Beat” 
 
This one was different – again. 
 
We’ve become so accustomed over the years to SE/NE winds for the annual Bay to Bay 
race that it came as a shock last year when we had light Northerlies and actually had to 
sail to windward. 
 
This year it was shock and awe; North-Westerlies with a bit of puff in them.  There were 
entries from 23 boats of our type, RL 24’s and therefore a good fleet of similar boats with 
which to do battle.  It became a race within a race although not an especially gung-ho 
event as all of the RL’s would be over 20 years old, some over 30.  A few modified boats 
started in division 2 but the bulk of us were in division 3, which consisted of over 40 trailer 
sailers. 
 
The starter’s job was made difficult by some inconsiderate stink boat owner who parked 
his status symbol right in the middle of where we start every year.   
 
To further complicate matters, the starter opted for a line which would enable everyone to 
start on starboard tack, thus necessitating a relocation of the other end of the line.  Half the 
fleet seemed to have difficulty in finding the relocated line and kept milling around on the 
wrong side. 
 
The fleet finally set off, tacking into a pleasant Northerly breeze with the tide carrying it to 
Inskip Point.  It was a relatively easy sail; just a matter of looking out for traffic and being 
ready to give way to boats on starboard tack. 
 
The leg to the S38 beacon was a different story. 
 
Most of the fleet tried to hug the shallows in front of Kauri Creek; many actually kissed the 
bottom in the process.  Out in the channel, the outgoing tide was pushing the yachts back 
to from whence they came, a nasty chop was building and the wind was gusting at 15 
knots and quite a bit better.  Sailor discomfort levels were at the high end of the scale.  Not 
only does sailing into a steep chop and crashing off the back of a wave knock the sailors 
about but it also slows the boat, thus prolonging the agony.  When you consider that by 
tacking when sailing to windward that you have to sail 2 miles to achieve 1.4 miles (and an 
adverse tide makes it worse) it’s no wonder it seemed a long slow journey. It was during 
this phase that the race was won and lost.  The good sailors tuned their boats to the 
conditions and left the others behind.  I can say this with the wisdom of experience, being 
one of the others. 
 
From the S38 beacon to the Dolphin Leads, the water flattened out and the sailing was 
great, apart from the sandbanks, which necessitated some hasty tacks.  When you see the 
shadow of your mast and sail on the beach beside you, it’s telling you that it’s time to tack;  
again. 
 
The one on one battles continued right to the finish line.  This is one of the fun aspects of 
sailing in a large fleet; there is always a boat just in front to try to catch or another just 
behind to keep ahead of.  The tacking duels were fiercely contested and no quarter given.  



We went tack for tack with “Flying Fox”, an RL 28 that we hadn’t been able to catch in 
previous years.  This time it was our turn to wear a satisfied grin. 
 
On our raft of 5 boats, there wasn’t as lot of riotous celebration at Garry’s Anchorage that 
night.  First day honours in the annual battle between “Apache” and “Touché” went to the 
former.  They were duly presented with a set of printed yellow T-shirts (the leaders’ yellow 
jerseys).  These blokes have been engaging in this annual battle for about 8 years now 
and symbolic gestures are very much a part of the event. 
 After a few drinks and a good feed, in our case a good, spicy beef curry, it was time for an 
early night.  A tiring day, or the effects of age creeping up? 
 
At the start line on Sunday morning, the weather looked like doing a rerun of the day 
before.  If it was starting to gust up early in the morning, what would come later? 
We took the soft option and put a reef in the main.  As usual, it was the best way of making 
the breeze ease off.  We shook out the reef after about 15 minutes but by then the 
damage was done and most of the fleet had got away. 
 
We began the long, slow task of picking up lost ground; in football parlance it’s called 
playing catch up.  You never do.  While we did manage to catch up with “Got Salt”, 
“Apache” and “Mistress”, “Tigress” sailed well above their PBH and showed us a clean pair 
of heels for the second time in two days. 
 
With the tide carrying us North, we gradually started picking off a few boats, but traditional 
rival “Touché” was sailing above herself and proving a real challenge.  As for the rest of 
our division, the ones that had got away had got away too well.  During this stage of the 
race there is always a mix of boats moving through the fleet.  While we were gaining on 
slower boats from the earlier division 4 start as well as a few from our division, we in turn 
were being overtaken by faster boats from divisions 1 and 2 as well as the multihulls.  
The breeze had eased off and with sandbanks on one side of the course and an adverse 
tide on the other a lot of short tacks were the order of the day.  In that amount of traffic 
there were many occasions when we had to give way to boats on starboard tack. 
From the red buoy at the bottom of Sheridan Flats, it was a different story, a chance to 
ease sheets at last.  We enjoyed the easy ride for a bit, before putting up a reacher in a bid 
to overhaul “Touché”.  It worked, but also encouraged others to put up spinnakers to get 
that extra edge.  “Boxer”, the 1908 design Moreton Bay net boat, looked magnificent as 
she sailed below us, a tribute to the skills of her builder, sailmaker and crew. 
From Ungowa on, it was back to sailing hard to windward.  We had to put in the occasional 
tack but there was a reasonable breeze, plenty of water to work in and by now the tide was 
in our favour.  “Touché” must have found the turbo button, as she was not only pointing 
higher but also sailing faster.  It defied explanation. 
 
After the Wanggoolba Creek buoy, we finally got in the groove and enjoyed a great sail 
from there to Duck Island, one long board with no tacking and the tide helping us as well. 
Up the back of Big Woody it was a different story again.  The wind had picked up and was 
fighting the outgoing tide causing a steep chop in the channel.  A big steel sloop of better 
than 40 feet was making hard work of the waves, its bow rising high over one wave before 
burying in the next.  We were having a much easier time of it, tacking out into the channel 
and back into the calmer water behind the gravel bank.   
 
We started overhauling both “Touché” and “High Spirits”.  Again, we were in a situation 
where the race itself no longer mattered and the battle with the boat ahead became the 
main event.  We kept pegging back “Touché” and “High Spirits” until we finally overtook 



them just before the beacon at the top of Big Woody.  That was very satisfying.  For most 
of us who don’t own megabucks boats and who will never win line honours, these little 
battles count a lot. 
 
At the finish, around 8 hours after the start of the day’s race, 3 RL’s crossed the line only 
metres apart.  That sort of close competition makes for a great event. 
 
Our final placing on corrected time, 62nd out of 90 or so finishers in the monohull fleet, was 
back a little on previous years but considering almost 40 boats did not finish the race and 
at least 3 lost masts, it was nice to get home in one piece. 
 
Next year we’ll do much better……. 


