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Thunderbird Sailing Club  Norman, Oklahoma 

As you all know, on August 17 TSC will 

celebrate 50 years of fun-filled sailing and edu-

cational activities, friends, and food! As I’ve 

been collecting stories from our gloried past, 

one came to mind – and I always remember it 

when I see small sailboats … and Connie Di-

vine. Connie, a long time TSC member and 20-

year secretary for the Lake 

Thunderbird Educational 

Foundation, and I were remi-

niscing at our recent Cheese-

burgers in Paradise event. By 

the way, what a party!! 

Thanks to Rear Commodore 

David Gray for setting up the 

wonderful evening with 

food, music, décor, and fun. 

Thanks to Phil Moershal for the scrumptious 

fries, and to Ed Shoemaker and others who 

helped cook burgers. Big thanks 

also to Jim Madsen, and Heartbreak 

Rodeo and Big Train and the Loco 

Motives – fantastic music and fun 

folk. More on all that later. Back to 

my story. 

So, who remembers the “McDonalds Cup” 

we used to hold at the lake? This was a fun, 

small boat and short in-and-out course from the 

beach. Well, Connie and I remember! It was my 

first time on a sailboat — one of the small 

Opti’s I think. You are thinking, “So what’s the 

big deal?” Well, my well-meaning husband of 

not more than a couple of years talked me into 

racing. Me, a non-sailor, not keen on water, 

never learned a spit about sailing! But it was 

just a short course from shore to buoy and back.  

100-200 yards at most – easy peasy everyone 

said. Well, ha! It started off OK, but then that 

**** boat capsized. So not knowing how to 

sail, I also had no idea how to right a boat.  

Physics took over (I am a physical therapist 

after all), and I got it up, only to once again go 

over, meanwhile getting hit by the boom. After 

floating with the boat in capsized position, I 

righted it once again only to – you guessed it – 

capsize! This time I looked to shore to see folks 

yelling, but mostly laughing. I don’t even re-

member who I was racing against, and no one 

appeared ready to help. I felt like I was floating 

out to sea – well across the lake – (I embellish a 

bit). Anyway, I got the boat righted again, 

sailed a tad, over we go – by now I felt like I 

was on a rotisserie. In the end, with a lot of 

cussing at my beloved, I got it back up and just 

then, within 50 feet of shore, it appeared folks 

were moving to come help me. I made it back to 

shore without their help, all on my own. Yay 

me! The best thing about reaching shore – no, 

not seeing my husband – but Connie Divine, a 

big smile on her face, congratulating me for 

making it, and she thrust into my 

hands the biggest and best tasting 

cup of beer I have drunk!  Thanks 

Connie! 

More than my inept and clueless 

sailing, this is a story about friend-

ship and inclusion.  And bruises. And BEER! I 

think rather than crediting my beloved with my 

interest in sailing and TSC, I might have to 

credit Connie for her friendship, fun, and her 

perfectly-timed reward. This was – and is – a 

fun group. Connie, and many of the TSC mem-

bers since, (and yes, you too Paul), are all big 

reasons I love TSC.  Let’s revive some of these 

old but very cool races!    

Let’s also revive some really good TSC 

sailing stories so we can share them at our 50th 

Anniversary Reception on Aug. 17! Come on 

out for a grand time, good food, lots of friends, 

and stories that will grow bigger than life.  TSC, 

you’ve come a long way baby! 

August  2019 

Cmdre. Lorrie 

Remembering when ... 

AUGUST 17:  RECEPTION 6:30-9:00 
Celebrate 50 years of sailing fun, education, racing, and fellowship. 

Seeking volunteers to provide appetizers/finger foods. Cakes already 
in the works! Let Lorrie know if/what you can bring! 

“This is a story 

about friendship 

and inclusion” 

mailto:phil@moershel.com


 

 

Fall Keelboat Class 
Tuesdays (classroom), September 10, 17, and 24, from 6-8:00. 

In addition, 8-12 hours will be scheduled on the water. All sail-

ing will conclude by October 10.  

 

Contact 

Paul Reynolds and Phil Moershel 

August 17, 2019 · 6:30-9:30pm 
TSC Boathouse; 1312 Indian Point Rd., Norman, OK 

RSVP to Lorrie by Aug. 12, 2019 
Lorraine-sylvester@ouhsc.edu · 405-250-6956 

“As Time Goes By” 
You are Cordially Invited to a Reception  
Celebrating the 50th Anniversary of the 

Thunderbird Sailing Club 
1969-2019 

Calling all stories!  If you have a story, pictures, or some-

thing you wish to share at this event, please let Lorrie 

know! Food, fellowship, fun, and lots of memories 

Swim, Fish, and Sail for the Cure!  This event replaces our Leu-

kemia Cup Regatta this year.  We wanted to partner with the 

LLS in a more family-friendly way that also involves more of 

our TSC members and their families.  Event remains on Sep-

tember 7, but it will be an informal day of water fun…maybe 

some short relays with the Tera’s and Zests, maybe unveiling 

of the Piper Belle…Prizes, food and fun, and a commodore’s 

dance!!   Entry fee:  $10/individual; $40 per family.  Half of the 

entry donation goes to the LLS as a straight donation, and the 

remainder will cover cost of food, prizes., Silent Auction – still 

seeking items! Contact Lorrie Sylvester and James Anderson. 

Lorraine-sylvester@ouhsc.edu · 405-250-6956. 

LLS Family Water Festival to replace regatta 

mailto:Lorraine-sylvester@ouhsc.edu


 

 

Weekly Commodore’s Cup Sailing      

Stay tuned for upcoming weekly races! It is warming up and the weather is improving a bit allowing for some racing! Reminder:   
Skippers in these races 
must be TSC members!!  

You can still join the text 
message list for weekly 

Commodore Cup Races.  
Contact Jim at 

jimwaller46@gmail.com or 
580-320-1551. 

Upcoming 
Regattas 

Some of you have ten-
tatively volunteered to 
chair these events – 
Interested in helping 

organize?  Please help!   

Jerry Layton Regat-
ta: 

October 5, 2019 – Phil 
Moershel, organizer 

Hiram Douglas 
Regatta/Annual Chili 

Cook-Off: 
November 3, 2019- Organizer TBD – Want to help? 

Racing Report 

FOR SALE 
1979 Chrysler 20 · $2,000 

 
• Solid hull, new mast, and 

good trailer 
• 4 sails, Nissan 5 HP out-

board, Swing keel 
• Designed by Halsey 

Herreshoff. 
• LOA: 20 ft. Beam: 7 ft 
• Displ: 2200 lbs 
• Draft: 1.9 - 5.6 ft 



 

 

2019 BoatHouse 
Schedule 

If changes need to be made to this schedule, 
contact Ted Streuli  ted@tedstreuli.com 

August 10, OK ADAPTIVE SPORTS ASSOCIA-

TION (OKASA) 

August 17, 50th Anniversary Celebration 

September 7, LLS Family Waterfest 

September 21, CAST 

October 5, Layton Regatta 

November 3, Hiram Douglas Regatta 

Recurring Events:  Wednesday night sailboat 

races, starting at 6pm and  Tri OKC swim-

ming at 6:30pm most Tuesday and Wednes-

day evenings.  Also see on line calendar at 

www.thunderbirdsailingclub.org 

NOTE: We have a new Google Calendar for 
our BoatHouse activities.  Here is the link: 
https://calendar.google.com/calendar/
embed?src=thunderbirdsailingclub%
40gmail.com&ctz=America%2FChicago  

Thunderbird Sailing Club has a Shared Boat program.  For a few 

more dollars than our basic membership, you get access to a sailboat 

in good to  excellent condition.  We launched this program with 

Shamrock, an O’Day 24,  and have members who are a part of the 

Shamrocker Team.  We have one  Shamrock spot that has become 

available if you are interested, contact Jim Eller,  

wjimeller@gmail.com or 405-924-3148. 

Adding a Third Boat Soon 

We are taking names for a third shared boat.  We have purchased 

a Precision 23 for our next shared boat and are looking for a few more 

to fill our team.  We have a list of eight who people who have ex-

pressed strong interest.   Shared Boat teams are limited to ten mem-

bers.  If want to join this team email or call, Jim Eller at 

wjimeller@gmail.com or call 405-310-3556 

This is an Inexpensive way to enter a wonderful sport.  Join now 

while there is still room.  No slip fee, no purchase required.  Just a 

year by year commitment. 

Boat sharing available 

1981 San Juan For Sale 

San Juan for sale.  1981.  New genoa, 

keel crank, and bottom foil.  Rebuilt 

trunk and passageway  Recovered 

cushions.  Hull in good 

condition.  Quick release shackles 

minimize rigging time.   

Contact Paul Reynolds 405-250-2093; 

Jim Eller 405-924-3148, or Mary Anne 

Secrist 405-410-8582. 

https://calendar.google.com/calendar/embed?src=thunderbirdsailingclub%40gmail.com&ctz=America%2FChicago
https://calendar.google.com/calendar/embed?src=thunderbirdsailingclub%40gmail.com&ctz=America%2FChicago
https://calendar.google.com/calendar/embed?src=thunderbirdsailingclub%40gmail.com&ctz=America%2FChicago


 

 

 

2019 TSC Membership Directory 

You should have received your copy of the new membership di-
rectory via email in pdf format.  If you did not receive, or are have 
corrections to the Directory, please let me know at facot-
trell@att.net 
 

Delinquent Membership Renewals 

It is never too late to renew your membership. Sadly, I still have 

several members who have not renewed their memberships for the 

current year. This makes it difficult to keep our budget goals and 

it makes my volunteer job harder having to personally remind 

you. If you have not taken care of the current year’s renewal, 

please do so now. We really need you and we desperately need 

your financial support. Please.  

If you have any questions about your membership, please contact 

me. Thanks.  

 

New Members 
 

We are pleased to have new members join the club in June and 

July. Please welcome: 

 

Jamie and Barbara Butler 

Les Long 

Derek and Courtney Neill 

Mike and Judy Piggott 

Mike and Kris Stuart 

Erin and Brian Yeaman 
 

The increase in membership is due in no small part to Jim 

Marsden for the new Thunderbird Sailing Club website.   Thank 

you Jim, and we will not mention the fact that you have less hair 

because of this project. 

 

Membership Information 
  
If any of your membership information has changed, please 
contact: 
  
Fredrica Cottrell 
3704 Ives Way, Norman, OK  73072 
405-760-2894 · facottrell@att.net 
 
Thunderbird Sailing Club Membership: 
Regular Members: $99 per year 
Associate Members: $50 per year 
Student Members: $25 per year 

Treasurer’s Report 

Betsey Streuli, 5-Aug 

Melissa Campbell, 9-Aug 

Rick Wood, 10-Aug 

Barbara Boren, 15-Aug 

Andy Rieger, 19-Aug 

George LeVan, 21-Aug 

Cheryl Brackett, 21-Aug 

Jason Pudlo, 22-Aug 

Piers Hale, 25-Aug 

Linda Lojka, 25-Aug 

Linda Sadler, 28-Aug 

Bill Burrows, 30-Aug 

Richard Carriger, 31-Aug 

mailto:facottrell@att.net
mailto:facottrell@att.net


 

 

Editor’s note: This month, we’re celebrating a golden anniversary for the club and the 10th anniversary of Wa-

terfest. When what is now the Oklahoma Adaptive Sports Association was known then as the Greater Oklaho-

ma Disabled Sports Association, or GODSA. I participated in that first event , and as Commodore Lorrie calls 

for club memories, this event came to mind. As some of you know, I was the editor of The Journal Record for 

about 14 years, the lion’s share of my 30-year newspaper career, and I wrote a weekly column called 

“Persicope” for most of that time. In addition to this piece, the pages contain some of the other columns I wrote 

over the years: A harrowing Harvest Moon Regatta that Dave Craigie remembers all too well, and one of the 

columns I wrote about my adventure with my son Raymond on the North Channel on Incipient. Les Cummings 

will no doubt be delighted that I never got around to writing a column about that night he was sure he could 

start the motor on Seascape. In case you’ve forgotten, it takes 2.5 hours to paddle a 25-foot keelboat from the 

BoatHouse to the marina. I don’t recommend it. 

The other column I never wrote is about the great friends a big hearts I found at Lake Thunderbird. When, at 

age 45, I learned to sail a dinghy and promptly bought a 25-foot keelboat, I didn’t know how to get out of the 

slip. But I was enthusiastic, and I was in the marina on Father’s Day cleaning and polishing my new toy while 

Betsey – seven months pregnant with Raymond – gamely hung out in the sweltering cabin. Les Cummings was 

opening up Enya to take her over to the BoatHouse; in those days he’d live aboard while he taught the chil-

dren’s sailing camp, which was due to start the next morning. It will not surprise you that Les stopped to say 

hello and 20 minutes later had secured my TSC membership. And early in the morning on the Fourth of July 

that year, Les drove down to the lake and helped me take my maiden voyage. 

Since that day many club members have helped my with their knowledge and their sweat, providing aid when I 

needed to get a boat out of the water or make a repair or replace a part. Walt Hendricks let me crew on Bits ‘n 

Pieces in my first race, the Hiram Douglas Memorial Regatta, and I’ve lost the Layton so many times that no 

one bothers to give me any more copies of First You Must Sail a Little Boat. 

Ultimately, Dave Craigie wised up and when he, Jim Waller and I became partners in Shamrock it was with 

one stipulation: Streuli isn’t allowed to do any of the work on the boat. 

But the onshore relationships have meant just as much. When I put together big-band-themed fundraisers for a 

charity, there were Roger and Les and Corbett in their tuxedos. And when I had a firefighter party for Ray-

mond’s third birthday, Jerry showed up in full gear to let all the kids get photos taken with him. My TSC 

friends have been there to fill a table at the YWCA benefit and, most recently, eight of my TSC friends filled a 

table at my Peaceful Family Solutions luncheon. Jim Eller offered one year to visit my ex brother-in-law in a 

California hospital after a devastating hang-gliding accident. 

The club has supported events I’ve organized at the BoatHouse to benefit Calm Waters and Leadership Okla-

homa. 

Many of my sailing friends even became hockey fans, at least for the night, to support the memorial event I 

organized after my son Colby died. 

I can’t possibly, in this space, acknowledge every gift of kindness bestowed by members of this club. 

The old saying is that sailing teaches you whatever you need to learn. I’ve learned patience, humility, courage, 

decisiveness. I learned to adroitly sail into my slip thanks to a notoriously unreliable outboard I once owned. 

and there have been plenty of other life lessons on the water. 

But the most important thing I’ve learned is that the truest friends I’ve known have been those I’ve made at 

Lake Thunderbird. 

Ship’s Log: A note from the editor’s desk 



 

 

Matthew’s first sail on plus side of balance 

sheet 

By Ted Streuli 

On Saturday I met Matthew. 

I also met his father, Gary, and his mother, Lisa. Matthew is a tall young man with a head of 

strawberry-blond curls. He lives with his parents in Edmond. 

I had the pleasure of meeting Matthew and his family because they were on my sailboat on a 

spectacular day at Lake Thunderbird. It was 80 degrees and a northerly wind was blowing 

about 12 or 13 knots – making for ideal sailing conditions. 

Gary owned a sailboat once upon a time and sailed it regularly at Lake Hefner before his 

career took him to Plano, Texas, for a spell. Lisa contends that Gary was never much of a 

sailor, more a wind-blown obstacle to those who knew what they were doing. Gary laughs 

when Lisa teases him about his lack of seamanship and makes fun of himself, suggesting that 

someone always had to tell him the other boaters weren’t waving hello, but telling him to get 

out of the way. 

Gary laughs about just about everything. He’s tall, muscular, and hairless as an eggshell ex-

cept the tiny soul patch beneath his lower lip. If you want to feel appreciated at a party, invite 

Gary. Tell that one you’ve been saving because he’ll deliver a belly laugh no matter what a 

dud it really was. 

It is a family that is comfortable with one another, one that seems to genuinely enjoy each 

other’s company, the kind of family that one either wishes for or relates to. They are jovial, 

unpretentious people who appreciate the quietude of an afternoon sail where the only sound 

is the lapping of water against the hull and the occasional luff of the jib. 

It was Matthew’s first time sailing, and although he’s fond of the water he was a little appre-

hensive. We unfurled the jib and the wind filled the main, lifting us on vertical wings, carry-

ing us away from shore. We were soon sailing flat at four knots, tensions left dockside where 

we could pick them up upon our return or leave them where they lay. 

Matthew, as many first-time sailors have done, let go of the worry and smiled. 

“Do you like this?” Gary asked. Still smiling, Matthew nodded and took a turn at the helm. 

After an hour or so on the water Gary even laughed when, as we retuned to the boathouse, I 

thanked him for not driving the boat. Then, standing on the dock, he put his hands under 

Matthew’s arms and lifted him out. Matthew was still smiling. 

Matthew, a happy, polite young man, has no use of his legs or his left hand. He has other 

challenges, and his verbal skills are very much limited. He was one of several participants 

who took their first sail at the Greater Oklahoma Disabled Sports Association’s Waterfest. 

Others water skied and kayaked. 

GODSA, as it’s called, works with hospitals and rehabilitation centers. The all-volunteer 

force provides opportunities for basketball, track and field, swimming, kayaking and water 

skiing. And now, I suppose, sailing. They get by on donations and fundraisers. 

They have nothing to sell; success is measured by counting the smiling faces. Gary and Lisa 

were smiling, in part, I think, because they enjoyed the sail. More so, I suspect, because Mat-

thew was smiling. 

And that’s one they can put on the plus side of the balance sheet. 

This column first appeared in The Journal Record on  Sept. 2, 2009 



 

 

Two dozen lawyers set sail for Calm Waters 
 
By Ted Streuli 
 
I spent Saturday with a couple dozen lawyers. 

No, I was not at the county jail, and no, I was not being punished. 

Truth is, I love lawyers. Especially the one I married. And her father, sister, uncle, other un-
cle, cousin, step-brother-in-law and ex-brother-in-law. If they banded together they could be 
the third-largest firm in Missouri. 

My wife, the lawyer, also happens to be blonde. There is no end to the jokes. 

Did you hear the one about the …? Yes. Yes I did. 

One of the things I like about lawyers is that most of them have a sense of humor, even 
about being lawyers. All of my best lawyer jokes came from lawyers. 

So when I sent out invitations to a charity regatta for lawyers, well, you can imagine. 

My favorite response to the Race Judicata invitation came from Jared Cawley, general coun-
sel at The Busey Group. Cawley asked if life jackets would be provided because, he said, 
offering to take a bunch of lawyers onto open water sounded kind of fishy to him. 

Fair enough. 

A fellow member of my sailing club insisted we have all the participants sign liability waiv-
ers. It struck me that it was sort of like getting members of the NRA to agree not to shoot or 
having Richard Petty agree not to drive, but what the heck. Better than nothing, right? 

For those of you who don’t happen to have a copy of Black’s Law Dictionary on your desk, 
Race Judicata is a pun. “Res judicata” is a legal term that means “the thing has been judged.” 

I didn’t say it was a funny pun. They can’t all be gems, you know. 

So, a couple dozen lawyers go for a sail … 

… and raise some money for Calm Waters. Calm Waters provides support to children who 
experience a loss, such as the death of a parent, or a parent who is deployed or incarcerated. 
They help children get through divorces and offer classes for parents who are getting di-
vorced. 

Loss is a loss. 

Seventeen years ago, Calm Waters’ first client was a 10-year-old boy, Jason, whose father 
died unexpectedly in his sleep. Jason was unable to find a support group in Oklahoma like 
one he’d seen on a television news show, and with the help of what is now Integris hospital, 
an organization was launched. Jason said he loved to go sailing with his father, and that 
when the weather kicked up, they would find a cove and drop anchor in calm waters until the 
trouble passed. It was in those coves, Jason said, where he felt safest. 

Calm Waters’ services are free to children ages 3 to 18 and their parent or guardian. They 
also are free to young adults ages 19 to 25. 

I never got to go sailing with my father, but we talked about boats a lot. We talked about 
where we’d go and what kind of boat we’d use. At 10, I was fantasizing about a 25-footer 
my father and I could take out on San Francisco Bay, how we’d sail her around Alcatraz and 
maybe dock at Angel Island for lunch. 

We never got to do it. He didn’t live long enough; at age 15, I attended his funeral. At 19, I 
attended my mother’s. 

I could have been a client twice, but there was no Calm Waters then. There is now, and law-
yer jokes aside, I’m delighted we were able to do a little something to help. 

 
This column first appeared in The Journal Record on May 20th, 2009 



 

 

Sailing provides more than metaphors 

By Ted Streuli 

Richard Bode’s 1993 memoir, First You Must Row a Little Boat, reveals life lessons 

through the study of sailing, an activity even more prone to metaphor than baseball. 

I had to judge where I was headed from where I had been, an acquired perception which 

has served me well – for the goals of my life, and especially my work, haven’t always 

been visible points of light on a shore that looms in front of me. They are fixed in my 

imagination, shrouded and indistinct, and I detect them best when my eyes are closed. 

All too often I am forced to move toward them backward, like a boy in a rowboat, guid-

ing myself by a cultivated inner sense of direction which tells me I am on course, tend-

ing toward the place I want to be. 

I was reminded of that book recently in Canada, slowly recovering from the disappoint-

ment of a border crossing that failed to produce a stamp in my shiny new passport. In a 

fit of optimism, I had sentenced myself to 3,340 miles of driving and a week trapped on 

a sailboat just 26 feet long and 8 feet abeam. The brochure probably said it slept six; it 

might, but you better be on pretty good terms with the other five. 

We sailed the North Channel, where July’s average high temperature is 71 degrees Fahr-

enheit, the water is crystalline, and the fish-and-chips shop might run out if the boat 

doesn’t return soon with another catch. Dave Craigie has spent about 15 summers there 

on Incipient, and this year he wanted company. It sounded like a chance to improve my 

cruising skills and log some time with my son well beyond the reach of Wi-Fi-enabled 

video games. 

As departure neared, I began to imagine bathing in glacial water, the inescapable bore-

dom of an 8-year-old boy and the promise of a porta-potty. Dear God, would I have to 

clean fish? Fifty-four years of city life has prepared me for no such rigors! I am to 

camping as Donald Trump is to hair: No matter how hard I try, it’s going to turn out 

awful. 

For the truth is that I already know as much about my fate as I need to know. The day 

will come when I will die. So the only matter of consequence before me is what I will 

do with my allotted time. I can remain on shore, paralyzed with fear, or I can raise my 

sails and dip and soar in the breeze. 

Our first night out took us to an anchorage at Heywood Island. Dave, who has 18 years 

of experience on me, helped polish my anchoring skills. After dinner, Raymond wanted 

to ride in the dinghy, which became an excuse for his first rowing lesson. 

Dave makes sailing look easy compared to my struggles to find just the right trim. He 

was surprised that I knew how to row, which Raymond thought looked easy until he 

fought to keep a pair of weighty wooden oars in synch; we spent some time going 

around in circles before we got on course. 

See what I mean about the metaphors? 

Dinghy rides became an after-dinner tradition that led us to new friends at each anchor-

age and to great explorations of impossibly cut granite and wild blueberry patches, as 

we watched loons fly underwater and sunset rays make a light show of wooded shores. 

By week’s end, Raymond had mastered rowing the little boat. I was confident with the 

anchor. And while we were glad for a warm shower and a hot meal at The Anchor Inn, 
we both sensed our journey on Incipient was more than sailing about the North Channel. 

This column first appeared in The Journal Record on  Aug. 4, 2015 



 

 

Smooth sailing for romance 
 
By Ted Streuli 
 
The first email arrived Oct. 4. 

“I was just trying to get some sailing information,” it said. “I am trying to do a wedding pro-

posal on a boat and was seeing if you would offer something like that?” 

Uh, well, no one’s ever asked. But sure, that’s possible. What did you have in mind? 

An hour later: “Thanks for the quick response. I was originally going to do this out at Lake 

Hefner, but I received a call the other day that said it would be impossible to do it because of 

the lack of water in the lake. I am planning on asking the big question on Friday, Oct. 12. I 

know this is kind of a short notice. I wasn’t sure what options I would have out at your lake 

but I am just looking for a cruise around the lake for about an hour or less and around sunset 

(so about 6:00 pm). If any of this is possible it would be greatly appreciated! Thanks again.” 

No sweat. Shamrock Sailing Team to the rescue. Come on down to Lake Thunderbird. 

Thirty-three hours to go. Weather questionable, but holding with a 30-percent chance of rain 

and southerly winds at 10 miles per hour. 

Oct. 11, 9 a.m.: “Ok that sounds great. So just to keep you on the same page as to what my 

girlfriend (Nicole) will be thinking when she gets there is that … her friends (Lauren and 

Thomas) that are supposed to be coming with us will cancel at the last second and say they 

can’t make it. I will tell Lauren to tell Nicole that she called you and told you that they 

(Lauren and Thomas) weren’t going to make it but that Nicole and I were still going to 

come. Does that make sense?” 

Yes, it does. I know my part: “Hi, you must be Jordon and Nicole. It’s too bad Thomas and 

Lauren couldn’t make it, but we’ll have a nice sail. The boat’s over here. Have a glass of 

champagne.” 

Oct. 11, 10:05 a.m.: “I’ll bring my camera for pictures and if you wouldn’t mind sneaking a 

few pics with your camera that would be awesome!! You could even say you are taking pic-

tures for your website or something so it doesn’t look suspicious – haha. But I’m super ex-

cited and you have no idea how big of a help you have been!!” 

Camera. Check. Take pictures of you two looking all glassy-eyed up on the bow while sail-

ing the boat single-handedly and making sure you don’t slip off into 40 feet of 68-degree 

lake water. Check. 

Engagement Day. Oct. 12, 8:44 a.m.: “Hey ted! How do you think the weather is going to 

hold up for us today?” 

Well, on weather.com it says there’s some rain moving through, but 6 p.m. looks clear. Play 

it safe. Dress for weather. If a rain cloud comes through you can ride it out in the cabin. 

Engagement Day. 10:05 a.m.: “Ok well if it looks like it is going to rain when we get closer 

to that time, what would you suggest as a plan B? I know that her friend was telling her to 

dress nice tonight so she would look all pretty and stuff for pictures and for the small en-

gagement party after.” 

Um, Plan B? Dress nice? For sailing? She knows sailboats only work outdoors, right? 

Engagement Day, 7 p.m. or thereabout. Orange clouds, gentle breeze; couple on bow; cam-

era in hand; him, fumbling with a box from his pocket; me, happy I own a sailboat. 

And she said, “Yes, I will.” 

 
This column first appeared in The Journal Record on Oct. 16, 2012 



 

 

A friend brings gin on the boat 

By Ted Streuli 

Tanqueray. 

“Really?” I asked in astonishment. “Tanqueray? Not even Tanq 10? Or Sapphire?” 

No, just Tanqueray and tonic. 

“Hendrick’s!” I said. “You must try Hendrick’s! My father-in-law introduced me to it 

and it’s the best gin ever made. It’s so good it brought me back to gin after a 20-year 

hiatus. Hendrick’s will change your mind.” 

“Aw,” he said. “I’ve tried it. It’s fine, but I still like Tanqueray.” 

That was the first conversation I remember having with Jay Brooks. The next 18 months 

revealed that we had more in common than gin: newspapers, politics, a shared sense of 

humor, a love of water. 

He read his newspapers from cover to cover, which gave him plenty of material; he 

could take a joke as easily as make one, and made you feel as though whatever you had 

to say was the most interesting thing he’d heard lately. He’d give you his opinion and 

listen to yours, and if you agreed you’d celebrate, and if you disagreed you could toast 

your differences. 

You were Jay’s friend as soon as you said hello, and his enthusiasm about the whole 

venture was compelling. Let’s eat! Let’s drink! Let’s talk! Politics? Sure. Food? You 

bet. Newspapers? Of course! 

Jay came to Oklahoma in 2014 when his wife, Joni Brooks, became publisher of The 

Journal Record. From Iowa to Chicago, to the Carolinas, Arizona and Oklahoma, Jay 

brought an informed opinion, serious thought and an open heart. He made his living in 

advertising and publishing, but he made his life through curiosity, conversation and 

friends. 

He climbed aboard my sailboat with that same energy that permeated every conversa-

tion. He was curious about the boat, about me, about sailing, about the lake. There was a 

bag with some Medjool dates – imported from Yuma, Arizona – and a Thermos. Coffee 

is unusual on an afternoon sail, but I try not to judge my guests’ preferences. 

We weren’t far out of the marina, not yet to the dam, when the food and Thermos sur-

faced, along with a baggie full of lime wedges. 

“Gin and tonic?” Jay offered, unscrewing the cap on the Thermos. 

Why certainly, Jay. I’d love one. 

Jay requested cremation; his ashes will be scattered at North Myrtle Beach. In lieu of 

flowers, please consider making a donation to the University of Chicago Law School at 

give.uchicago.edu/law in memory of Jay K. Brooks. 

This column first appeared in The Journal Record on  April 18, 2016 



 

 

Stormy seas shake up Harvest Moon dream 
 
By Ted Streuli 
 
When I pick up a sailing magazine and read stories about blue water adventures and pictur-

esque ports of call, I am awash in the romance of salty air, fresh breezes, unimpeded stars and 

sunsets that make the whole ocean glow for my personal enjoyment. 

It was just such a story about the Harvest Moon Regatta, a race from Galveston to Port 

Aransas, Texas, that fired my dreams. Two hundred boats enter, few caring about the winner, 

for the Harvest Moon is a siren of a race that seduces the cruising set, those accustomed to 

loading their galleys with wine in a box and setting their cares on the dock before boarding, 

and choosing whether to pick them up upon return.  

I got a call from Jeff Vercher, a University of Oklahoma grad from Houston, who thought I 

might enjoy a ride on Boomer Schooner. Indeed I would; I had fantasized about every moment 

of this race, right down to the mermaid visiting the cockpit under the full orange moon while 

dolphins danced alongside. 

We set out just before sunrise on Thursday, Oct. 25. Vercher, David Hajduk and I were the 

sailors; the skipper’s brother and a close friend were along for the ride and willing to follow 

directions. 

Among sailing’s proverbs is one that says sailing will teach you whatever you need to learn, 

and I was about to discover that dreams become nightmares in a snap. 

The weather was excellent, and by late Thursday night we were passing Freeport. The wind 

was dying and two of us stayed on deck hoping to make at least some headway. The moon lit 

the flat water, where the only sound was the warning signal on a nearby oil rig. 

By morning, a front was moving in and the wind was blowing hard, holding at a minimum of 

15 knots with one recorded gust hitting 52 knots, about 60 mph. The boat was flying through 6

-foot waves, the port rail in the water, five middle-aged, white-collar men laughing at the 

thrill. 

The fun ended at 10:30 a.m. when the rig broke. Sailboat masts are held up by cables attached 

to the hull by stainless steel plates. One of those plates had corroded through and snapped, 

rendering the sails unusable. When the pandemonium of securing the sails ended, we turned 

on the motor and pointed the boat to Port O’Connor, the closest fuel dock. 

The seven-hour ride through big waves and saltwater showers was long and uncomfortable, 

but we were glad to refuel and decided to re-cross choppy Matagorda Bay and get into the 

Intercoastal Waterway, where we would spend the next two days motoring home in calmer 

water. 

Motor trouble thwarted our plan, and we found ourselves being battered about in the dark, 

surrounded by obstacles, Poseidon flinging us about with the ease of fluffing a pillow. 

I spent much of the night wet, seasick and scared, hugging the mizzenmast and seeing clearly 

that a person overboard was unlikely to be found. My thoughts turned to two little blond-

haired boys and their mother, and I felt the desperation of being separated from them forever. 

We bounced off a barge, or maybe a boat, passed through a lock and by grace hit a stretch of 

sandbags instead of the surrounding rocks, but, engine stalling, we limped into the Matagorda 

Harbor Marina before daybreak. Sails and motor gone, we left the boat and found a ride back 

to Houston Saturday afternoon. 

The fantasy was dashed. But the priorities were realigned, and I have newfound reason to rev-

el in playing catch with a 6-year-old and letting his little brother tug on my ears and laugh. 

It really does teach whatever you need to learn. 

This column first appeared in The Journal Record on Nov. 6, 2012 



 

 

Don’t leap when Neptune’s looking 

By Ted Streuli 

It was about two years ago that I took a colleague out for a sail on Seascape, my 25-foot, 

ill-fated sloop that did not survive last year’s May 10 storms. We came into the slip under 

sail, a chore I mastered with the help of an unreliable motor. My friend’s job was to catch 

a line with the boat hook and stop us, but we were caught by an unexpected puff. We 

missed the line but hit the dock, damaging the bow in a way that would embarrass better 

sailors. 

Since then, I have teased him regularly over the gaff and blamed him publicly for the mis-

cue that caused Seascape to crash into the dock. 

This year, I got my comeuppance. 

Nearly one year to the day after 55 tornadoes came twisting through Oklahoma, we 

launched the new sailboat, the one that replaced the one that the F4 took somewhere over 

the rainbow and redeposited on Lake Thunderbird as a heap of unseaworthy fiberglass, 

aluminum and sailcloth. 

The new boat is a sturdy little Irish lass built for Atlantic swells by the O’Day company in 

Fall River, Mass. She’s 23 years old, but she’s solid and was well cared for by her owners 

in Wisconsin. 

We christened her in my partner’s backyard, where I performed a short but official-

sounding renaming ceremony. Sailing lore insists that changing a boat’s name is bad luck 

because it will confuse and therefore anger Neptune, whose wrath no mariner wants to 

incur. But the boat came with a name we couldn’t abide: Pixie Dust. So we peeled off the 

letters, made an appropriate sacrifice to the god of the seas, blessed the boat and her new 

name, and thereby made ourselves the Shamrock Sailing Team. 

Shamrock was named for her Irish heritage, the three leaves that represented the three 

partners, and a bit of luck; two America’s Cup winners have shared that name. 

Mast stepped and sails furled, Shamrock was launched for her maiden Oklahoma voyage 

on the finest sailing day on record, 75 degrees with a fresh northerly breeze. Shamrock 

flew across the lake as though she’d lived there all her life and knew just where to go. 

We tested her mettle on all points of sail and found her to be well-balanced, responsive 

and, much to our surprise, a little faster than the San Juan 21 that couldn’t catch us. We 

sailed about nine miles, enjoying every tack and jibe, the weather, the company, and our 

excellent foresight in selecting such a fine vessel. With a grand afternoon of sailing 

astern, we dropped the main, furled the jib and turned into the mostly rebuilt marina. 

As we motored slowly into our slip, I stood abeam on her port side, one hand gripping a 

shroud, feeling every bit the triumphant conqueror of the seas looking, I’m sure, just like 

an Old Spice commercial. We were tying up on our starboard side, leaving me with noth-

ing to do. 

Impulse struck. I’ll hop onto the dock, I thought, then run up front and catch the bow. 

Chest full, I leapt for the dock, about four feet away. Unfortunately, I only managed to 

jump about three feet, nine inches, smashing thigh, shin and elbow on the dock’s cement 

edge. That caused me to utter the sort of phrase that gives sailors their reputation for col-

orful language and those on deck, clearly concerned for my well-being, to grunt, “What 

the hell’d you do that for?” 

As I limped into the office that Monday, a colleague unwittingly asked, “How was the 

first sail? You didn’t crash into the dock, did you?” 

Well, yes, I confessed sheepishly. Yes I did. 

This column first appeared in The Journal Record on  May 17, 2011 


