
2018 Mariner Class Association National Rendezvous 
August 3-5, Niantic to Stonington 

  
Alright, where’s the wind?  
Sitting in my O’Day Mariner Orion in Twotree Island Channel, I couldn’t help but wonder 

if I had been duped yet again by the local weather forecasters. For the entire week and including 
that very morning, the marine forecast had predicted winds of ten to fifteen knots. Yet here I was 
at nearly noontime, just south of Waterford’s Jordan Cove with ten other O’Day Mariners and 
twenty sailors, barely making any headway at all. It was Friday, August third, and according to my 
GPS, I was making a half a knot progress against an incoming tide. The wind off the starboard 
beam was frustratingly light, and we had a long way to go before we arrived at our destination of 
Stonington. We’d never make it at this rate. 
 My handheld VHF radio crackled.  

“So, Nate, uh, what’s Plan B?”  
Steve Hock, crewing for Ed Wise 

onboard #2862 Christina T asked the question 
everyone else – including me – was thinking. I 
couldn’t help but think back to last year’s 
rendezvous to Essex when light winds plagued 
us both ways, and we spent most of our time 
motoring. I really didn’t want that to happen 
again, especially when the marine forecast 
seemed pretty clear of what we were to expect. 
Maybe the wind just needed a little more time. It usually fills in more in the afternoon, but we 
couldn’t wait much longer if we were to get to the Stonington Harbor Yacht Club. I thought 
carefully about my response. 
 “Let’s be patient.” 
 I kept my eyes on the water’s surface, searching for any sign of increasing ripples signaling 
more wind. When we had left the Niantic River Launch Ramp a couple hours before and motored 
out through the bridges, a promising breeze greeted us and stayed with us as we settled into a close-
hauled starboard tack toward Millstone Point. Yet as soon as we rounded the Point, it 
unexpectedly lightened up, and no amount of shifting crew positions or adjusting sails were 
making any difference.  
 The sun beat down on us relentlessly as we crawled eastward. A half-hour later, as we 
neared the mouth of the Thames River, I thought I felt a cool brush of wind against my cheek. 
Could it be? Was the surface of the water darkening with more ripples? Did I just hear the creak of 
my mainsheet tightening? Did Orion lean just a little bit more? Has the gurgle of water at the bow 
and stern just gotten a little louder?  
 The VHF came alive again. “Here’s what we were looking for!” 

Sure enough, the wind was freshening, and we finally began to make some progress. Sails 
were filling, and Orion gradually surged ahead with the other boats. Within ten minutes, the wind 
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had increased from less than five knots to a steady ten, and we roared through Fisher’s Island 
Sound past Noank and around Ram Island. Stonington could be seen in the distance, although it 
seemed tantalizingly closer than it actually was, requiring another hour’s journey.  

As I do every year, I had motored over to 
the Niantic River Launch Ramp the evening 
before from Orion’s mooring across the river to 
see who had already arrived. I was met by Chris 
Albert (#2714 Flotsam) and Jack Lorraine (#1469 
TWE) who had been there most of the afternoon, 
and we had a nice time catching up and relaxing 
as the sun went down. I expected more sailors to 
show up that evening, but all the rest trickled in 
the following morning. The goal was to leave at 
ten o’clock, and although we were just a little late 
getting underway, we were fortunate enough to 
get underneath the open Niantic Railroad Bridge 
en masse before it had to close again for a train eastbound from Old Saybrook. There wasn’t much 
boat traffic, and a nice breeze in Niantic Bay allowed us to set a course around Millstone Point. I 
had planned this particular event around the expected incoming current, knowing it would be 
against us all the way to Stonington yet with us on our return trip. I had hoped the prevailing 
southwest winds would help us overcome the current, and while it had lessened significantly once 
we rounded Millstone Point, I was happy to have 
had a great sail all the way from New London. 

One by one, Mariners began to gather by 
Stonington Harbor’s breakwater, sailing back and 
forth, waiting for the slower Mariners to catch 
up. As the last few boats joined the rest, sails 
were taken down and motors started, and I 
radioed for everyone to follow me to the docks. I 
put Orion’s outboard in gear, increased the 
throttle, and motored in a wide arc around a 
small breakwater right by the Yacht Club at the 
entrance to the harbor. Dylan, a young yet able 
dockhand, was waiting for us and assisted us as 
we each came in single file. We managed to 
squeeze ten Mariners on the long transient dock, 
and Alan Schaeffer with his son Joseph and 
daughter Lydia (#2470 Sialia) were directed to the 
dinghy dock. We had previously been told that 
they would not be able to stay overnight at the 
dinghy dock, and they were prepared to motor 
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over to the anchorage each night; thankfully, they received special permission at the last minute to 
stay at the dinghy dock for the duration of the event, and they were very grateful. 

Once everyone was secure and had a chance to take a breath, Dylan led us past a charming 
gazebo to the Yacht Club’s clubhouse, a few minutes’ walk away from the main docks behind a 
row of waterfront apartments – just far enough to require a bit of advance planning with each trip 
from the docks. The large, multi-level brick building houses a number of welcome amenities for 
club members and transients, including bathrooms, showers, ice and laundry facilities. On top of 
that, there are offices for club staff members, a small restaurant and bar, a dining room, a sitting 
room surrounded with half-hull models, a well-stocked library, another opulent room for private 
events, and even a small game and craft room for the younger folk! We were all given a special 
code to open the doors to the clubhouse after hours, and after the tour, we moseyed back to our 
boats to wait until it was time to go to dinner. 

While all of us were tied up end-to-end on the transient dock, the other sets of floating 
slips connected to the transient dock were filled with boats owned by club members and those 
owning the waterfront apartments overlooking the docks. There were a lot of power boats of 
varying sizes with only a few sailboats, but the owner of one Marshall catboat, along with his wife, 
visited me aboard Orion, curious as to what our rendezvous was all about. Originally from 
Liverpool, he and his wife had settled in Stonington only recently, and he was fascinated that so 
many small sailboats would get together and have so much fun on an annual basis. We talked for a 
good twenty minutes, and he was the first of several boaters over the course of the weekend to 
express his interest in our event. 

A few minutes before seven o’clock we all gathered near the gazebo to walk over to the 
Breakwater Restaurant, within a stone’s throw of 
the docks. We sat outside at a long table, set up 
for us in advance. It was nice to sit back and 
relax, and while the food took a long time to 
finally arrive, we enjoyed watching the sunset, 
chatting amongst ourselves. It was a great way to 
end the evening, and as we all went back to our 
boats afterward, some took a little stroll down the 
street, others sat in the gazebo for a while, and a 
few others visited the clubhouse one last time. I 
took a brief shower before heading back to my 
boat and reading a book for a while. After such a 
long yet rewarding sail, sleep came quickly. 

 
Saturday morning dawned grey and overcast, but it was dry for now. Sailors lazily woke up 

and put away their sleeping gear, and some made the short trek to the clubhouse to use the 
facilities and take a shower. A group of us walked up the street to Noah’s for breakfast, a rather 
pricey yet highly recommended restaurant, and they didn’t disappoint – their food was absolutely 
delicious. On the way back to our boats, we swung by a nearby general store and found WindCheck 
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magazines for sale. Thumbing through one of them, I found an article I had written a month 
previous about the Mariner Rendezvous had been published! I grabbed a few copies to take with 
me and handed them out to a few Mariner sailors at the docks. 

Mid-morning, we all gathered at the nearby gazebo before walking a couple of blocks down 
the street for a tour of the Old Lighthouse Museum. With rain in the forecast, we had buttoned 
up our Mariners, and a few of us had grabbed light foul weather gear to take with us just in case 
the rain came while we were away. Built in 1840, 
the stone lighthouse was in use until 1889, and 
for twenty years after that housed keepers of the 
nearby breakwater lights. Deserted from 1909 to 
1925, the government sold it to the Stonington 
Historical Society, and it has been a museum ever 
since. Various rooms within the lighthouse 
display topics of Stonington’s rich history, 
including a cannon battle with British ships in 
1814, artifacts from the China Trade, and local 
fishing. Visitors can also climb twenty-nine 
circular steps to see a spectacular panoramic view 
from the very top, looking out over three states 
(Connecticut to the north and west, Rhode 
Island to the east, and New York’s Fisher’s Island to the south). 

It was an easy walk there, and we even coincidentally ran into a past Southeast Connecticut 
Mariner Fleet member who was sitting on his porch near the street! After a brief chat, we 
continued on our way and were welcomed into the museum. However, It was stifling hot – the 
fans inside only seemed to give any sort of relief if you were standing right in front of them. It was 
almost unbearable for some folks who elected to quickly tour the different rooms and then go 
outside to wait for the rest. I visited each room and climbed up the tower, yet I was happy to get 
back outside for some fresh air and stop sweating. It was a shame to spend so little time at the 
museum, but it was so uncomfortable that we didn’t mind going on our way. 

We walked down to the nearby beach for a spectacular view of Fisher’s Island Sound, and 
just as we began to walk back to the docks, the rain began to fall. I was thankful to have brought 
my foul weather gear with me, and I put them on as it started to come down harder. By the time 
we got to our boats, it was really raining quite a bit. Nevertheless, everyone split up to do their own 
things, and Steve Hock and I decided to walk around the Stonington Borough. With our foulies 
on, we didn’t care how hard it was raining! We stopped in a few stores passed through a very wet 
(yet surprisingly well-attended) village fair with crafts, books and more (all under tents and tarps), 
and ended up coming back to the clubhouse for lunch at their small in-house restaurant which 
provided us with absolutely wonderful sandwiches and chowder. 
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The rest of the afternoon was spent 
checking up on our boats, reading books in the 
clubhouse library, and simply chatting amongst 
ourselves. I had expected the rain to make 
everything miserable; instead, it gave us an 
opportunity to slow down and enjoy each other’s 
company without feeling hurried from activity to 
activity. And, because the weather was so 
miserable, the clubhouse was almost completely 
deserted of members – we Mariner sailors had 
the place to ourselves! It was quite pleasant 
reading books in the library while the rain came 
down in torrents outside. After a while, though, 
the rain started to ease up a bit, and I couldn’t help but wonder: is there any chance for a quick 
sail? 

I put my foulies back on and headed to the boats. It had finally stopped raining, but dark 
skies all around us threatened more rain. Everything was sopping wet, of course, but the desire to 
get out on the water was strong, and there was just enough of a breeze to make it all worthwhile. I 
looked up and down the dock to see who was around. There was Chris Albert and Jack Lorraine 
tending to their Mariners. 

“Say, Chris and Jack! How about a sail?” 
They both looked quizzically in my direction. 
“C’mon, hop in my boat!” 
They looked at each other, shrugged their shoulders, and headed my way, climbing 

onboard Orion as I hoisted the mainsail. We pushed off, avoiding the Reiche’s #2170 Maggie ahead 
of me and the Meaney’s #2024 Clew Sea Nuf behind me. Jack rolled out the jib, and we sailed all 
around Stonington Harbor, taking in the sights 
of all the beautiful boats on their moorings, many 
of them historic wooden vessels. We sailed just 
astern of a powerboat whose owners were 
relaxing under a cockpit awning in chairs, and we 
exchanged pleasantries. The dark clouds were 
holding off for now, so we decided to push it a 
little farther by sailing around Stonington Point 
and into Little Narragansett Bay. The weather 
had kept most boaters away, and it was unusually 
quiet for a Saturday in August. We had a good 
time sailing Orion a good distance into the Bay 
before turning for Sandy Point. We officially 
entered Rhode Island Waters, something Orion 
hadn’t ever done before. 

Sailors relaxing in the clubhouse library 
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On the way back, we began to realize we had pushed it a little too far. The wind began to 
fizzle out, the current was against us, and nearby Fisher’s Island was now invisible, covered in a 
downpour. We slid the companionway hatch shut, zipped up our foulies, and rolled up the jib. 
Just as I was starting the outboard, the rain came again, and boy, did it come down. We 
motorsailed back around Stonington Point to our slip at the Yacht Club and tied up. I took down 
the sopping wet mainsail, loosely tying it with sail ties. Jack, Chris and I made sure everything was 
secure, and we walked up to the clubhouse to join the rest. Even though we had gotten wet again, 
it was worth the trouble to go out for a sail! 

This second wave of rain didn’t last very long, and the skies were even starting to brighten 
by the time we met for dinner in the clubhouse dining room. Chairs and tables had already been 
set up and decorated for us, and everyone gathered for a group picture before sitting down to eat 
our catered meals. I took the opportunity to thank everyone for coming and handed out coffee 
mugs with pictures of everyone’s boats on one side of each I had ordered ahead of time. They were 
well received, and after thanking the dining staff profusely for their hospitality, we went back to 
our boats. The sun had finally come out at the end of the day, and it was nice to open up our 
boats and start drying things a little bit. Bill Eggers (#2280 Julie B) kindly came aboard Orion to 
share some cookies with me, and as the sun went down, I went over to the Schaeffers at the dinghy 
dock with my camera. I had wanted to get some photos of the Mariner fleet from the water, and 
Alan graciously rowed me in his dinghy while I took the pictures. I was able to get some pretty 
good shots as it became darker, and after about twenty minutes of rowing around, we went back to 
the dinghy dock. I wished them goodnight and went back to my own Mariner, arranging things 
just so in the cabin, listening to Brahms’s Piano Quartet in G Minor, reading a bit from a book, 
and finally falling asleep. 

 
I woke up Sunday morning to sunshine streaming in through Orion’s portlights. I checked 

my watch and found it was later when I usually wake up, and I could already hear a little activity 
on the docks. I slid myself out of the v-berth, put my glasses on and poked my head through the 
companionway hatch. Sailors were starting to get up and prepare their boats for the journey home, 
but since we weren’t scheduled to leave for another couple of hours, I didn’t feel the need to 
follow suit just yet. I ducked back down into the cabin to allow myself the chance to wake up a bit 
more, then I got dressed and came out into the cockpit, grabbing a towel to wipe down the cockpit 
cushions and brightwork wet with dew. As I hung my wet foul weather gear underneath the boom, 



I noticed a few folks were on their way to Noah’s Restaurant one last time, and I joined them for 
another fine breakfast. 

Upon returning to our boats, I gradually went through the familiar routine of preparing 
Orion for sea. My sleeping bag was rolled up, the middle cabin seat put back in place, all clothing 
stuffed in a dry bag and relatively-dry foul weather gear in a duffle bag, both stowed up forward on 
the v-berth. I closed and dogged the forward hatch and opening portlights. I folded up the cockpit 
awning and put it in the starboard cockpit locker, clipped the main halyard to the mainsail 
headboard and snugged the halyard so it wouldn’t flop around. The VHF radio was placed in the 
sheetbag within easy reach on the cabin bulkhead, the varnished hatchboards carefully put away in 
their sleeves and stowed securely in the starboard quarterberth. I ran my motor for a minute or 
two to make sure everything was okay, and by the time Orion was ready to go, everyone had 
gathered for a final meeting on the dock. I mentioned how the current would initially be against 
us, but it would help us significantly on the way home, and I hoped we would have more wind 
than what we had on Friday. After answering some last questions, all the sailors went to their 
respective boats, and one by one, outboard motors roared to life and Mariners started moving away 
from the docks. Motoring out past the breakwater, sails were hoisted, and the fleet started to 
scatter as we headed west to Niantic. 

The wind was light, but it wasn’t terrible, 
and we were making progress. I took a bit of a 
dog-leg toward the east end of Fisher’s Island, 
and I found myself being set back from the rest of 
the fleet as the current tried to suck me out of the 
Sound through Wicopesset Passage. I tacked and 
set a heading for the mouth of the Mystic River, 
and little by little, I found myself catching up to 
more Mariners. The wind began to pick up in the 
early afternoon off by New London, and I found 
myself climbing higher and higher on the 
windward side. A reef in the main allowed Orion 
to sail a little better, and I continued to make 
good time passing by Ledge Light. The wind 
moderated enough so I could shake out the reef and sail comfortably through Twotree Island 
Channel, rounding Millstone Point and heading for the bridges. I was surprised to find I had 
passed all but one Mariner on the way home; Steve Creighton and Joanne McCarthy in #629 Blind 
Squirrel had everyone beat and were anchored off a nearby beach for a quick swim!  

As the rest of the Mariners entered Niantic Bay, I joined them as they took down their 
mainsails and jibs and fired up their outboards. We motored underneath the Niantic bridges and 
around to the launch ramp at Mago Point – and found it absolutely jam-packed with other boaters 
jostling for positions to haul out their boats. I have personally never seen it so active with 
watercraft of all shapes and sizes trying to get out of the water all at once. Normally, boats would 
haul out two at a time at the two floating docks; today, boats were coming out five at a time, with 
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two at each floating dock and three squeezed in 
between! Thankfully, there were no incidents, 
and Mariners eventually managed to fit their way 
in through the bedlam. Sails were removed, 
motors secured, masts unstepped, and gear 
loaded into vehicles as each sailor prepared for 
their trip home. I went around and said goodbye 
to everyone, thanking them for their 
participation, and then motored back to my 
mooring. Another successful rendezvous had 
ended. 

 

 
 After a number of years of having Mystic Seaport as our destination, it was nice to have a 
change in 2017 by sailing to Essex; likewise, we had a great time at our new location of Stonington 
in 2018. I had approached the Stonington Harbor Yacht Club earlier in the year about the 
possibility of hosting us, and they told me they had never hosted a rendezvous of our size before. 
They deal mainly with visiting yacht clubs and transients, but never eleven or twelve boats all at 
once. However, they were willing to give it a try just for us, and over the next few months, I spent a 
lot of time on the phone with their manager sorting out details. They were absolutely wonderful to 
work with, and they could not have been more hospitable when we all arrived. I’m extremely 
grateful to everyone at the Yacht Club for being such excellent hosts, and I hope we may go back 
there again some day in the future. 
 Stonington, I feel, was close to the limit 
as far as distance for a Rendezvous. At fourteen 
miles, it took a long time to get there, especially 
when the winds were so light most of the time 
and we were going against a current one way. 
When we reached Ram Island at the head of the 
Mystic River, we could see Stonington in the 
distance, but it was another hour’s sail, and by 
the time we arrived, most of us were pretty beat 
and happy to stretch our legs. The sail home was 
better since we had stronger winds and we were 
going with the current, but it was still a hike. 

I’m happy to report that we’ll be 
returning to Mystic Seaport for 2019 Rendezvous, this time scheduled for August 2-4 with Mystic 
Seaport as the destination. We’ll be going back there for a two primary reasons: First, there’s 
simply no place like it – there is so much to see and do there for everyone of all ages, and to tie up 
amidst so many historic vessels is a truly unique experience. Second, they give the Mariner Class 
Association special treatment stemming from when we were there in 2013. That year, we held our 

Jack Lorraine derigging #1469 TWE 
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big 50th anniversary of the birth of the Mariner with eighteen boats and nearly sixty sailors. 
Because the event was such a success, and because we are a “no frills”, self-sufficient kind of group, 
they welcome our presence and actually ask us to return every year. They also let us use their 
floating slips that they don’t ever let any other transients use. After a couple of years of being away, 
I feel it’s important to go back so we may continue a relationship with them. There will be some 
new activities, however, and more will be revealed as we get closer to the event. 

I can’t express enough how grateful I am to have sailors participate in these Rendezvous. 
It’s wonderful to sail with other Mariner sailors and have fun both on the water and at our various 
venues. I have the luxury of keeping Orion on a mooring at our starting point on the Niantic River, 
and I know most of the other participants travel a long way to get to Niantic, battling traffic and, 
in some cases, spending the extra money to stay at a nearby hotel. Thank you for making the 
journey and taking part – I have a good time creating and organizing these events, and sure hope 
you have a good time once you’re here. I look forward to another opportunity to sail with you in 
August. 

 
Nate Bayreuther 
#1922, “Orion” 
 
 
 

 


