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South Ender is the newsletter of the South End 
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since 1931. We publish material by our members that 
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the South End. 

    It’s our members who make this newsletter, so 
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photos to newsletter@serc.com. 

    We reserve the right to edit all submitted material, 

but we’ll be nice about it, we promise.

Cover photo: Fran Hegeler

2

Board of Directors

Commissioners

TABLE OF 
CONTENTS

PRESIDENT’S MESSAGE   3

HAPPY HOUR, HAPPY HOWARD  4

ALTERNATE HISTORY   6

SAVE AQUATIC PARK PIER 8

THE MAKING OF A COXSWAIN  9

THE BOATHOUSE PUZZLE   11

CINCO DE MAYO TOURNAMENT  13

BAY TO BREAKERS   15

FIVE COVES OF DEATH   17

SWIMMING LOCH NESS   18

SWIMMING MAGELLAN STRAIT  20

PILOTING NEWS    22

BOSTON TO BIG SUR   23

100-MILE ULTRAMARATHON  24

NEW MEN’S LOCKERS   26

CLUB HOUSE HISTORY   27

HANDBALLER CHAMPIONS  29

ED DULLEA, 1944-2017   30

NEW MEMBERS    31



    When we inaugurated our new lower boathouse with 
a ribbon-cutting ceremony there came a point in the 
program where I received a standing ovation. As much as 
I appreciated the gesture, I want to point out that when a 
group gives a standing ovation, they rise as one to provide 
the acclamation. And that is really how we got the club 
project completed—by working together as one. So the 
standing ovation was never about me, but about the force 
we have together in us as the South End Rowing Club. 
    As some may know, my father was one of the early 
chaplains out at Alcatraz. He felt that the force that 
creates a standing ovation is one of the proofs of the 
existence of God. The space between each person actually 
becomes smaller as people are unified by a shared 
experience, which they express physically when they rise 
as one. 
    So this unifying force is a strong one, and it is by using 
this force together that we will put ourselves back on 
the road to getting the plaque back when we compete 
against the Dolphin Club in our annual competition in 
October. It may not be this year, but with our construction 
project complete it is time to rededicate ourselves to the 
proposition that Pat’s plaque belongs back at our club. 
    The history of the plaque is it was originally member-
at-large Pat Cunneen’s coffee table. One night coming 
home after some late-night revelry he fell and broke it. So 
when they were searching for a suitable award to present 
to the winner of the annual battle between the clubs he 
made the plaque out of the wreckage of his table. So in a 
sense, it is really ours anyway. The question is: Do we as a 
club have the will to get it back?

    Our chances are better than we imagine. Handball 
Commissioner Rory Moore mentioned at our last meeting 
that the key to winning the rowing segment is to win 
the barge row, because it accounts for 35 points—a large 
number of the total. Boathouse Captain Cy Lo said 
there are about 40 hours left to complete the work on 
the South Ender, which is a lighter and faster boat than 
the Hurley, which we’ve used for the last several years. 
Rowing Commissioner Janie Bryant has enlisted former 
Boathouse Captain Tom Abbott to begin training new 
coxes for the barge. Membership Commissioner Kathy 
Bailey has mentioned that several new members have 
said on their applications that they used to row in college. 
What’s more, we have a raft of new talented swimmers in 
the club who are fast and capable.
    Many of these competitions have been won by only 
a handful of points. Running Commissioner Tara Sweet 
feels that one way to claim victory is by prioritizing people 
who do all three events. By the rules, anyone who does all 
three gets awarded an extra point—and those extra points 
can add up. 
    Now members may say that we will have no chance of 
winning because of the Dolphins’ Olympic rowers and 
U.C. Berkeley swimmers. If David, who slew Goliath, felt 
the same way, the world would be a different place.
    To quote Shakespeare, “The fault is not in our stars, 
dear Brutus, but in ourselves that we are underlings.” 
    Finally, to paraphrase the Great Santini: “You are South 
Enders, you have no other purpose but to win.” Let’s go 
out and bring this plaque back where it belongs! 
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The Real Meaning of a Standing Ovation
By Bill Wygant, SERC President 

Our glorious leader at the helm. Photo by Dylan Tweney



Celebrating 15 
Years: Happy Hour, 
Happy Howard
 

By Fran Hegeler
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    While most of San Francisco was watching a potentially 

championship-determining Warriors game, a sizeable crowd 

of sports fans congregated at the South End to celebrate a 

club milestone—15 years of Happy Hours—and the person 

who created and continues to steward this semi-weekly 

tradition. 

    For those of you new to the club, you may not realize 

that South End past president Kim Howard established the 

every-other-Friday Happy Hour with the Dolphin Club. 

With her tireless and creative energy, it’s been in force now 

as the one “sport” that joins both clubs together without 

keeping score.

    More importantly, it’s the singular activity that brings 

all of us together regularly as a South End Rowing Club 

community. Handball. Running. Rowing. Swimming. Our 

athletes keep different schedules, and we tend to know 

those who share our sport. Happy Hour brings us all 

together, and Kim has been instrumental in making all feel 

welcome and more interested in each other. Rowers have 

met swimmers, who are otherwise hazards in the water. 

Swimmers have met runners and rowers. Runners and 

handball players have interacted with the water athletes. 

Romances and even marriages (Kim’s included!) have 

started at Happy Hour. Every other Friday for 15 years, Kim 

has hosted this gathering, offering up special concoctions 

for our club members.

    So, when Kim put out an announcement of the 15-year 

milestone, club members mobilized in secret to surprise Kim 

with their appreciation. Zina Deretsky, Kevin Buckholtz, 

and Rhys Ludlow created an extraordinary video, now 

posted on the club’s website, in which a large cross-section 

of club members were interviewed about what Happy 

Hour, and Kim’s presence over the years, has meant to the 

club and to them personally. Entertainment Commissioner 

Club president Bill Wygant offers club plaque and tulips, and a (half-eaten) chocolate bar, not pictured
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Jane Koegel’s tribute was a delicious and colorful tableau 

of decorated cookies thanking Kim for 15 years of Happy 

Hours. And Assistant Building Commissioner Jim Bock led 

a crew of volunteers to fashion a balloon drop and a giant 

box that, when opened, released shimmering gold helium 

balloons rising to spell K-I-M.

    Halfway through the Happy Hour (and the intense 

Warriors game that many were following on their 

smartphones), the regular activities were interrupted for a 

surprise tribute to our very surprised bartender hostess. 

    The handball court was transformed into a movie theater, 

where 40 or so revelers convened, and Kim was escorted 

in by fellow long-term bartenders Allison Kalhammer and 

Elizabeth Glass. We watched the video together—Kim, 

flabbergasted and teary eyed—as dozens of club members 

spoke of her contributions over the years. The program 

concluded with the balloons and cookies, and a lot of hugs. 

    And then Happy Hour resumed, South End style. 

Reflecting on the evening, I’m still moved by the 

groundswell of effort that went into recognizing Kim for 

her contribution. The South End Rowing Club is an athletic 

club, but it’s so much more. Best club ever. 

Jane Koegel’s cookies

Club president Bill Wygant offers club plaque and tulips, and a (half-eaten) chocolate bar, not pictured

Photo of Kim by Fran Hegeler



Alternate History: 
Projects That 
Nearly Changed   
the Bay We Love
 

By Tony Gilbert   

    Each of us has walked through a noisy tourist crowd 
in Fisherman’s Wharf, and then realized we’re in another 
world as soon as we walk through the doors of the South 
End. This is a tranquil space in a beautiful boathouse, 
surrounded by old photos and trophies from another time. 
Most visitors to San Francisco will walk right by the South 
End without ever realizing the magic that is just inside. 
    South Enders realize that we have something very 
special and unique here at Aquatic Park. We can swim in 
a protected open-water cove, we can launch a rowboat 
from our pier at a beautiful scenic waterway, and we have 
a wonderful gym and handball courts in the heart of one of 
the most popular destinations in the world. We have a cook 
shack to prepare meals for our friends, and a Day Room to 
quietly read and enjoy the peace while overlooking a view of 
the Golden Gate Bridge. 
    Yes, we have things pretty good at the South End. 
    But things didn’t have to be this good, and in fact, our 
local history shows plenty of events and project proposals 
that nearly marred the bay, and could have changed the 

End for the worse. The fact is that the South End sits on 
very valuable waterfront real estate in a desirable location, 
so there will always be people and developers who would 
prefer to see things change. 
    It was only because of some very vocal local residents and 
club members, and sometimes just luck, that history played 
out the way that it did. 
    We can learn from that history to know what to expect 
the next time a project proposal comes up. Maybe by being 
a little more vigilant or active, we can keep the South End 
and Aquatic Park just as wonderful tomorrow as they are 
today. 
Here are a few examples from “alternate history,” and the 
way things might have been.

Alcatraz Ferry Move to Fort Mason

    Every year, 1.5 million tourists visit Alcatraz, departing 
from ferries at Pier 33. By 2015, a proposal was pushed to 
move the Alcatraz ferry terminal closer to Aquatic Park, 
at Fort Mason Pier. The move would have dramatically 
altered the area near the South End, making a busy tourist 
attraction even more crowded. Luckily, South End members 
vocally opposed this at SF Port and Park Service public 
meetings, and the ferry remains at Pier 33. 

The Google Barge

    Between 2010 and 2013, the story leaked that Google 
would be building barges in the bay, and it is uncertain 
what purpose they would serve. Some said these would 
be cooling centers for databases, others speculated they 
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Google actually filed a patent for a floating data center in 2009



would be a “floating store” at Fort Mason to showcase the
then-new “Google Glass” product. Barges without permits 
mysteriously appeared in SF Bay and off the Oregon coast, 
and news reporters even uncovered dummy corporations 
set up by Google to hide the identity of the barges’ owner. 
But nearly as soon as the kerfuffle hit the news, the Google 
Barge project seemed to be scrapped, and it went away as 
mysteriously as it had appeared. 

Jumbotron at Aquatic Park

    When Larry Ellison pushed “America’s Cup Fever” on 
San Francisco through 2013, all sorts of crazy projects were 
proposed for the city waterfront. One serious idea was to 
build a giant floating “jumbotron” television in the middle 
of Aquatic Park. How would you like to swim around that? 
Grimmer still, it was found that such a project could have 
churned up toxic sediment at the bottom of Aquatic Park, 
which so far has been luckily undisturbed. Local and vocal 
citizens spoke out, and crushed Larry’s nutty idea for our 
swim hole. 

Positive Action

    The bay of the late 19th century was heavily polluted from 
hydraulic gold mining up the Sacramento and American 
Rivers. By the late 1960s, SF Bay was the dumping ground 
for toxic waste and chemical runoff, and the Navy even 
dumped nuclear waste right off the coast near the Farallon 
Islands.
    Luckily, since then we’ve seen the creation of the EPA in 
the 1970s to set up some much-needed ground rules, and 
nonprofits like Baykeeper keep an active eye on polluters 
who might otherwise turn our Bay into a nasty swamp. Yet 
as we all know from current national politics, even the EPA 
budget faces the threat of the chopping block, so we should 
stay tuned and appreciate some of the good that the EPA 
has done.
    We’ve seen positive action when people speak up and 
stick up for their beliefs. Many of our own South End 
swimmers even participated in the “swim protests” to keep 
Martin’s Beach (on the coast south of Half Moon Bay) open 
to the public in 2014, which caused a much-needed splash 
in the news, with positive feedback from the community. 

So What Can I Do?

    You don’t have to be an “environmentalist” or “activist” 
to care about our playground at Aquatic Park. Simply 
subscribing to email updates from the Park Service or SF 
Port would be a proactive way to stay connected with your 
community, and learn what proposals might impact the 
South End. 
    We can all do a little to help a lot. And when something 
needs to be changed, we should say something, because as 
we have seen here, tomorrow may not be as nice as today. 
    Here are a few good websites to stay informed about bay 
news:
    
Golden Gate National Recreation Area 
(GGNRA), Proposals and News: 

https://www.nps.gov/goga/getinvolved/planning.htm

National Park Service, Aquatic Park and Maritime Museum, 
Proposals and Planning: 
https://www.nps.gov/safr/getinvolved/planning.htm

Port of San Francisco, Planning and Development: 
http://sfport.com/planning-development

SF Baykeeper (nonprofit): 
https://baykeeper.org
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The Google barge being demolished in Seattle. 

Photo by Marklops via Wikipedia

Google actually filed a patent for a floating data center in 2009



Save Aquatic Park 
Pier!
 

By Fran Hegeler and Keith Breitbach 

    Whether you experience Muni Pier as a beloved public 

outlook or a barnacled hazard, its presence is what creates 

Aquatic Park as a protected haven for historic vessels and 

one of our city’s treasured urban beaches—not to mention a 

couple of extraordinary athletic clubs. 

    The pier’s decay is no surprise to those of us who have 

been swimming around or under it, but the deterioration 

has reached a critical point. The pier is increasingly unsafe 

and may soon be closed to foot traffic.

    Perhaps needless to say, this is concerning news to many 

of us for whom Aquatic Park is our happy place.

    The good news is that a coalition—Save Aquatic Park Pier 

Committee (SAPP)—has recently formed under the auspices 

of the San Francisco Maritime National Park Association 

(SFMNPA), and the South End Rowing Club is a part of it. 

    SAPP has begun reaching out to local, state, and federal 

officials to draw attention to the problem and the need for 

infrastructure investment. Supervisor Aaron Peskin (a SERC 

member) is supportive and wants to become involved in the 

fundraising and promotion efforts. 

Here’s how you can help:

• Check out the website. SaveAquaticParkPier.com is live, 

with the ability to accept contributions through the SFMNPA. 

You can also sign up for future e-newsletters.

• Find and follow SAPP on social media. SAPP is on Facebook 

and Instagram. SERC members are encouraged to engage and 

contribute content, such as photos of Aquatic Park activities 

and scenery. Search for “Save Aquatic Park Pier,” and it 

should be easy to find.

• Consider volunteering. Just click the “Contact” link via 

the website. SAPP seeking folks with website development, 

graphic design, PR, and fundraising skills. 

    We are eager to connect with San Francisco and greater 

Bay Area companies and community groups to help spread 

the word. We are looking for civic engagement on all levels: 

volunteers, partners, and sponsors.

    Recent media attention includes an NBC News story and 

an article in Latitude 38 magazine. We welcome introductions 

and connections to other media outlets to help spread the 

word. And NPS staff and SAPP committee members are 

available for interviews and information sharing. 
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Aquatic Park Pier, aka Muni Pier, protects our cove from the rough water of the bay. Photo by Fran Hegeler
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    The very best rowing plans are made around a fire. Our 
particular powwow occurred as we all relaxed back into red 
plush banquette seating surrounding a fire feature at the 
back of a bar in King’s Beach, where we had gathered to 
participate in the annual North Tahoe Regatta. 
    Stockton, Petaluma, China Beach? Bed and breakfast 
or camping? Shells? Barges? We are going to need another 
powwow with another round of drinks to sort out the 
details, but we did organize a plan for welcoming additional 
coxswains into the rowing program. Coach Tom Abbott 
gamely agreed to teach launching and retrieving skills to 
those wishing to learn. I put out the call for cub coxswains 
and five recruits stepped forward: Karée Stubbs, Suzanne 
Greva, Dennis Puglisi, Allen Levin, and Tara Sweet. 
     Flat dock July 2 was agreed to by Tom for the first class 
with the words, “OK, sweet Sunday morn it is.” I asked 
Boat Night regular Dennis to scare up another rower on 
Thursday night to help with the barge training and he 
responded with “Will muster and/or crimp if necessary,” 
showing that he was paying attention back in February 
during the Shanghai Chicken Row.
    As I stepped off an airplane on July 2, Tom called to 
report a successful morning. He said the group was up 
to the task and he was looking forward to them taking 

 taking turns on the coxswain perch out on the water in the 
next class. He gave them homework in learning to coach 
sweep rowing, boating know-how, and vocabulary lessons. 
    On Sunday, July 9, we are ready to take the Hurley out 
onto the water, which is always a project. We have wind 
gusts but no swells and a strong current going on, but our 
group is focused and ready for the teaching opportunities 
such conditions present. Tom demos how to be loud and in 
charge with his own entertaining flair. Moving away from 
the dock and then cruising around the cove, row, ready 

The Making of a 
Coxswain
 

By Janie Bryant, Rowing Commissioner
  

David Nelson in an open water shell. Photo by Joe Boone

Janie Bryant, Gary Blum, Tom Wurm, Andrea Kellogg, Virginia 
Waik, and Oliver Gajda in the barge. Photo by Elizabeth Glass
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back, river turn, hold water, starboard, port, way enough, 
and of course, “the only person who should be talking in 
this boat is the coxswain” were all shouted out from the 
coxswain perch by our cub coxswains. They are sure to get 
more colorful as they become more confident. “Release 
the Kraken,” “less jaw, more paw,” “row it like you stoled it” 
are familiar to Hurley rowers’ ears. What will the signature 
phrases of these new coxswains be?
    After docking and retrieving the boat and pushing it 
back into the boathouse we are feeling that we have come 
together as a crew. Fran Hegeler, a first-time Hurley rower, 
is giddy with excitement and we never even left the cove. 
More adventures to come, Fran. 
    We have the treasure of having two 6+ boats at the South 
End Rowing Club. Six is the number of rowers in the boat 
and the + means the boat has a coxswain. We have room 
to take passengers as well, when not racing. The 6+ boats 
are used for racing in regattas and also for transportation 
across the water to brunch or overnight outings as well as 
sunset rows.
    We are an all-volunteer club and thus I have no interest 
in promoting a culture of having separate groups of those 
who row and those who work on the boats. If you are 
interested in rowing in the Hurley and the South End, then 
come to Boat Night, volunteer at regattas, and show you are 
willing not only to get on board the boats, but also on board 
with helping to move the rowing program forward. We 
need help to maintain the fleet, feed the group, and take 
care of administrative duties. 
    There is a satisfying energy that comes with losing your 
individuality for a while and becoming one with the boat 
and your fellow crew, both on and off the water. 

Tom Abbott, Suzanne Greva, and Tara Sweet. Photo by Janie Bryant



    As boathouse captain I’m in charge of not just the boats, 

but the overall setup of the upper and lower boathouse. 

When the construction neared completion, I needed to 

coordinate with the different sports to make sure everyone 

was satisfied with their space needs: committees, action 

groups, old timers, people whispering in my ear.

     It seemed easy when the boathouse was empty, the space 

was huge, and possibilities abundant. Then we walked the 

space and saw how long the South End Barge was—and we 

had another equally long barge to fit there too! Boats were 

coming home from the Dolphin Club and storage, and shells 

were coming back in from the outside. And we had to make 

room for six inflatables. The space filled up fast.

    Remember that toy composed of 15 sliding tiles with one 

empty space, in a little holder, where you had to slide the 

tiles and rearrange them until you got a complete picture? It 

was kind of like a two-dimensional Rubik’s Cube. This is my 

job: shuffling boats around to form a picture of a boathouse 

in coherent, accessible order. Oh by the way, we’re having a 

party, can you move everything outside for the day?

Completing the 
Puzzle
By Cy Lo, Boathouse Captain

11

The brains and brawn behind the project: Chris Spangenberg, Alan Lapp, and Cy Lo. Not pictured: Andy Stock and Zina Deretsky.

Jim Bock shows off the original model for the boat rack
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    We’re getting there. Currently I’m happy (and 

exhausted) from setting up the inflatables racks. They 

hold four boats right now, and will be able to hold five 

when we add a second set of straps to the taller rack 

on the left (so we can lift two at a time in that spot). 

Jim Bock, Al Lapp, and I went through many ideas 

and mockups to come up with this design. Two very 

long, tiring weekends with the three of us, plus Mike 

Heffernan, Zina Deretsky, Andy Stock, and Chris 

Spangenberg, resulted in racks where one person can 

stack five boats safely and easily. Five boats in the space 

of two!

     Now the next goal is the workshop: to build cabinetry 

to gather the tools and supplies stashed all over the club 

into an orderly, findable fashion. Without cabinets, it’s 

been “Boat Night, the Easter Egg Hunt Edition.” I can’t 

wait for that to be over.

Our club is evolving and ready for another century. 

When you walk through the boathouse, take it all in. 

Think about the efforts of so many people who designed 

the space, coordinated the build, and arranged the 

boats so that we can enjoy our wondrous club. So much 

is new, but we’ve relics from our roots. The sliding 

doors connecting the upper and lower boathouse are 

the original 1873 doors from when the club was at the 

place where AT&T Park is now. You can see them in the 

vintage photos on the walls. Some of our boats, like the 

South End barge, and the O’Neill, Lawley, and Murphy, 

are over 100 years old. Some of our members are almost 

equally aged!

As always, come to Boat Night. It’s every Thursday 

evening from 6:00-8:00pm. As we say, “Come for the 

boats, stay for the dinner!” Any skills or no skills are 

required, but enthusiasm is a must.

The first time the boat was lifted



13

    Cinco de Mayo is an annual celebration to commemorate 

the Mexican Army’s unlikely victory over French forces at 

the Battle of Puebla on May 5, 1862, under the leadership of 

General Ignacio Zaragoza.

    At the South End, it was also the occasion for our annual 

doubles tournament. 

    Jay Grenfell had the following thoughts on his run to the 

finals at Cinco de Mayo: “The opens were cracking with 

Chino (aka Erik Torres)/Mike McDonald versus Lennart De 

La Torre and George Garcia Jr, and the defending champs, Al 

Quitoriano/Nacho Delgado versus Jay Grenfell and Juarez’s 

own Jair Cano.” 

    As for open finals: “Erik Torres and Mike MacDonald were 

the number one seed and it was going to be a tough road for 

any of the open teams remaining on Sunday to challenge 

this formidable duo. Jay Grenfell and Jair Cano met Erik and 

Mike in the finals, after a blistering performance by Jair in 

the semifinal match against defending champions Nacio 

Delgado and Al Quitoriano, where he was able to move the 

ball around the court and effectively keep the ball away from 

the front court speed and power game of Al. After competing 

for the first half of the first game, keeping it close, a quick 

2017 “Cinco de 
Mayo” Doubles 
Tournament

These fine mariachis seem to resemble Rory Moore, Raul Carmona, Lucia, and Miguel Delgado

Erik Torres
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barrage by Erik and Mike built a comfortable lead that saw 

them cruise to a game-one win. Things got worse for Grenfell 

and Cano in game two as the hits just kept on coming and 

they couldn’t find the answer for the low power passes on 

display from Torres and the smooth backwall kills from 

MacDonald. The new Cinco de Mayo champs coasted to a 

game-two victory to claim the title.”

    The NCHA’s Scoop asked national champion Mike 

McDonald for his breakdown of the semifinals at this year’s 

Cinco de Mayo. Some highlights:

    Scoop: What’s it like besting your long-time partner 

Lennart (in the Semis)? Usually it was you and Lennart (De 

La Torre) walking away with the open victory.

    MM: Playing against Lennart is no different than anyone 

else. I was just happy that we beat a good team, him playing 

with George (Garcia Jr).

    Scoop: What’s a 50-year-old man doing winning the open 

finals? Bad draw? Good partner? Or maybe the skills are still 

there in a Golden Masters body? Would not have happened 

30 years ago.

    MM: A 51-year-old winning is picking the right partner. 

The draw was a good one but Erik (Torres) is the best player 

in the Bay Area and all I had to do was stay out of his way.

    Scoop: Torres wins, consistently, every open in NorCal 

for maybe three years now ... what does he have to do to 

challenge (and beat) the pros and push through to a quarter 

or semifinal finish, in your opinion?

    MM: In my opinion Erik needs to keep doing whatever it 

is he is doing. Every time I see him play he is getting better. 

He is going to run out of guys around here to play. If I were 

him I would play Emmett as much as I could. That can only 

help playing a top pro a lot.

    Scoop: Should we add more action (more tournaments) to 

the South End?

    MM: Any tournament at the South End is a good one. 

Rory Moore (crushing a pass shot), Augie Herrera, Gary Stedman, 
and Tom McGrath

Mike McDonald
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Kim Peinado Howard reports:

    It was 48 degrees when I got to Ocean Beach this morning 

to join the Bay to Breakers beach crew, but so sunny it 

felt like summer. We saw whales spraying close to shore, 

dolphins, a seal, miraculous starfish, and mussels on Seal 

Rock at low tide. And then one by one, 10 joyous swimmers 

coming in from their 10-mile swim. I wanted to show you 

why you’ll want to volunteer with the beach crew next year.

Ranie Pearce reports:

    Today was another one of those days. That special kind, 

that reminds you just how lucky you are to have found a 

passion and a tribe. 

    I was fortunate enough to get to swim the Bay to Breakers 

today. It’s a 10+ mile swim from the Bay Bridge, out under the 

Golden Gate Bridge, straight toward China into the big water, 

past Mile Rock, then a 45-degree left turn past Seal Rock and 

then into Ocean Beach. 

Bay to Breakers 
Swim Report

Vanessa Lea volunteering at B2B. Photo by Allen Luong

Tim Mooney welcoming Robin Rasmussen
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    I would guess that there were 50 volunteers for 15 

swimmers! 50!!! From the woman who registered us in at 

3:45 a.m. giving up her warm cozy bed, to the kayaker for 

each swimmer, the RIB pilots and copilots in the seven boats 

that were out there watching over us, the spotters on the 

headlands at the Cliff House to alert the beach crew that a 

swimmer was close, the swim angels in the surf in wetsuits 

there to calm our fears and be with us through the huge, tight 

sets of waves, and the welcoming beach crew who met each 

swimmer with a gallon of warm fresh water to drink and 

douse our cold selves with to make arriving feel more like a 

party than a finish. 

     And there were the photographers, and the drivers with 

warm cars lined up to get cold swimmers back to the club, 

and the never-ending pot of delicious chili with all of the 

fixings including cold beer, because there is no better taste 

after a cold swim, and a hot sauna, than an ice-cold beer!  

     I can’t believe that every one of you gave up a good night’s 

sleep, left a warm bed and possibly a loved one on a holiday 

to come out and support my selfish pleasure. And it seemed, 

in my deliriously happy state (because nothing makes me 

happier than swimming outside the Gate in the big water) 

that you were happy to be there too?

     I can’t explain it other than to admit that ours is a 

supremely lucky tribe of kind, loving, wild and crazy people 

who have found a simple route to happiness: Swim, support 

others in their swimming, and enjoy each other’s company 

most weekends! 

     Thank you again South End Rowing Club for adding a 

rich, full layer of friendship and joy to my life. 

Kayaker approaching the Golden Gate. Photo by Frances Sawyer

Bryce Goeking getting a kayak ready. Photo by Frances Sawyer



ahead of me to the narrow channel between the pier and the 
ships. You can do this Vanessa, why not, it will be fun. Well, 
fun is one word, but absolutely, bloody ridiculous is closer 
to the truth. Between the wind, the waves, and the current 
actually trying to suck you under the ships, fun is not the 
word I used—but it began with “F” for sure. But then I popped 
out, one cove complete. Why not do another?
    Then two down, and let’s do three. Feeling great, I had 
forgotten my injuries, loving this swimming, but then, while 
hugging Muni Pier …CRAMP! My injured leg decided to kick 
back! A kayaker came over to rescue me but after I stretched 
out against his kayak … well, I could finish three, surely?
    Yep, three down, but then … maybe, just maybe, I could 
do another … let’s continue, great idea!  But—silly girl! The 
Muni Pier cramp hit again, but this time on my entire leg. 
Up zooms Jim Bock in the Zodiac. Well, between his threats 
of inner-thigh massage and doing some stretching out in the 
water against the Zodiac, I refused to get out of the water, and 
after a few choice words, it was off to the Wedding Cake and 
entrance to the cove. 
    It seemed I was swimming alone in a sea of waves and 
spray. I couldn’t see a soul. But then Ranie popped up in front 
of me, behind the Balclutha, and we both had the same idea: 
Let’s escape between the ships. The current and wind soon 
stopped that lunacy. However, we completed number four.
    Back at the SERC pier I received some “in-water” leg 
stretching from Carol Merryfield that nearly drowned me. She 
delivers babies usually, so I guess it’s all part of that process: 
breathe, stretch, relax, push. 
    So off I go to do number five. Oh, and please send a kayaker 
or Zodiac to watch over me, this one is going to be tough. Yet 
again the Muni Pier cramp attacked and this time I can truly 
say this pain was worse than anything I had experienced 
before. (No, I haven’t had kids or passed a kidney stone, but 
hell, it hurt.) But the Zodiac stretch saved me again with Jim 
quietly chuckling at my demise … thanks mate! I can do this,    
I told myself: just half a cove to go, and even the infamous 
channel behind the ships was calm and quiet for my last push.
     I believe I may have been the last woman in, with a few 
more cramping sessions as I landed on the beach, at which 
Simon Dominguez just laughed at me! (What’s with all the 
enjoyment of my pain?) But I was beyond caring. I had 
completed the Five Coves of Death in under three hours, and 
I only meant to do one. 
    Maybe, just maybe I could do a lot more? Maybe my fear of 
the “what ifs” had been limiting me. Next year: Kirby Cove!

Five Coves of Death
 

By Vanessa Lea
  
     My pod of swimmers, known as RWC PCC, all shared a 
goal: to complete the Five Coves of Death on Cinco de Mayo. 
And this was great training for Kirby Cove, my personal goal, 
especially as swimming outside the cove was challenging due 
to the storms and runoff. 
     Joe Butler had this all planned: one cove in January, two in 
February, three in March, four in April, and then bingo, 5-5-5! 
    Our pod was renamed the RWC Peninsula Cove Chasers, 
but the cove conditions quickly limited our training, and 
people started to doubt … but maybe it would all be OK on the 
day.
     And then that dastardly sneaker wave injured my calf 
when I was getting in the water from the SERC beach in early 
April. I withdrew from the Kirby Cove swim and took a week 
to mentally wallow in my defeat. But no, it was a punctuation 
mark, Kirby wasn’t going away, there was always next year … 
and maybe I could even swim a single cove on 5-5-5.
    Cinco de Mayo came, this year on a Friday. It seems like it’s 
always windy in the afternoons, so the obstacles become even 
more challenging. Then you have the changing tides, the sun, 
the tourist swimmers, the tequila … it’s mentally tough, and as 
this is the qualifying swim for the Bay to Breakers, you have 
to swim it in under three hours.
    Well, the wind gods decided to whip up a maelstrom on 
5-5-5, and there were whitecaps everywhere: not just in the 
bay but all over the cove too. The historic ships were rocking 
from their anchors. I was ecstatic, though. I love rough water, 
and hey, I was just planning on one cove anyway, easy peasy!  
    Everyone turns out for this event: kayakers, rowers, 
swimmers, volunteers to hand out sustenance and 
encouragement on every lap completion, cooks to provide 
that celebratory meal afterwards, and those who just hang 
and drink. The gang all cowered on the beach in the howling 
wind, but we are South Enders, we love this! Besides, it was 
sunny over the Golden Gate Bridge, with scudding clouds 
over the bay, blue sky, and green hills. This backdrop is 
inspiring!
    The horn sounded and we all plunged into the water! What 
fun, cresting the whitecaps, feeling the wind whip water over 
our backs, spray glistening from our arms. One cove … easy 
peasy, Vanessa, I told myself. I had even told folks that I’m 
not going behind the ships, because it’s too scary. But as I 
rounded my first cove, I felt good, and I followed the swimmer 
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Swimming Loch 
Ness by Way of 
Alcatraz 
 

By Patti Bauernfeind

    It all started with the 2006 SERC International Alcatraz 

swim. My compulsion to swim in open water progressed 

to a full fledged addiction in which I am unable to look at a 

body of water and not wonder what it would be like to swim 

in it or to swim across it.  

    In addition, my sanity was also compromised, since I now 

justify longer distances by thinking, “If I can swim a mile, 

surely I can swim two miles.” To date, the math means if I 

can swim the width of something, there’s no reason why I 

couldn’t swim the length. This is a crazy rationale that only 

South Enders might appreciate.

    Even though I hadn’t seen Loch Ness in person, let alone 

swam its width, it captured my imagination and I signed up 

to swim the length in August 2017. The photos of Loch Ness 

show glassy, dark water nestled in the beautiful Scottish 

highlands with an ancient castle on its banks. The thought 

of a friendly creature added to the mystique. It sank into my 

psyche the way Monterey Bay did in 2011 when I decided to 

swim across that bay.  

    I love the challenge of open water swimming and 

completing marathon swims.  Loch Ness will be about 

54 degrees (if I’m lucky) and I’ll be swimming in black 

water.  No dancing light like you find in Tahoe, Donner, or 

Monterey Bay. This will pose a bit of a mental challenge, on 

top of swimming 22 miles without a tidal push. My crew is 

already acquiring hats and costumes to keep us all laughing 

across the loch. There is no shortage of Nessie wear for them 

to choose from.

    I often get asked about my training, as does everyone 

who does channel swims. It can be tough sometimes to 

thread the training together with a full-time job and other 

responsibilities. I do need to take naps during my peak 

training weeks of 40,000 yards. But I do my best to train 

with others and take advantage of all the beautiful places 

to swim in the Bay Area. I honestly feel like the training is 

more fun than arduous. I’ll stop doing it when it becomes 

drudgery.
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This is the Loch where Patti will be swimming this month

Patti clearly enjoys herself in the water



    Everyone has their own passion and drive to do a major 

swim. My drive is to help others while I complete the 

swim adventure. Swimming the length of Loch Ness is an 

opportunity to raise funds for Trust in Education (www.

trustineducation.org), an organization that I’m passionate 

about.  

    Trust in Education has made education a high priority 

in war-torn Afghanistan by developing schools, building 

community learning centers, sponsoring street children to 

attend school, and providing after school classes. My goal 

is to raise $100,000 for the organization. The site where you 

can contribute is www.ikeepswimming.com, and 100% of 

the donations will go to Trust in Education.

    I have tutored refugee kids in the Bay Area and know of 

the dire circumstances kids face in Afghanistan. Education 

is the best course for these kids and the best chance for 

stability and peace. Nothing I experience during a swim 

compares to the difficulty they face. The thought of 

helping them and providing hope gets me through the dark 

moments on my swims. There is always a dark moment or 

two, so I think about them a lot.

    I’ve had the good fortune of being born into a family 

that emphasized and invested in my education and I feel 

compelled to play that forward.   

    If I’m not the only one afflicted with the open water 

addiction, then other swimmers should be warned about the 

long-term impact of an Alcatraz swim. Perhaps the South 

End should add this warning to the waiver form: 

Warning: Possible side effects of swimming from Alcatraz 

may include a lingering desire to swim across other bodies 

of cold water. If this desire persists for longer than six 

months, seek professional help by joining the South End 

Rowing Club. However, the South End Rowing Club cannot 

be responsible for any damage done to your bank account, 

family relationships, or liver.

    Or, maybe not, and let everyone discover the joy and 

craziness on their own.  

    Happy swimming!
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This is the Loch where Patti will be swimming this month

Patti swims the Loch. She finished in 12:26:03.

Patti entering the waters of Loch Ness.

Patti clearly enjoys herself in the water



Swimming at the 
End of the World
 

by Ranie Pearce

    You might be tired of hearing from me, but I had yet 

another fabulous swim adventure. On April 6th, Jaimie 

Monahan, Devon Clifford, and I swam the Strait of 

Magellan. 

    The strait is literally at the end of the world, or at 

least the end of the South American continent. It is the 

passage between the Atlantic and the Pacific oceans, 

which allowed Magellan to first circumnavigate the 

world. Everything south of where we entered the water 

is an island or Antarctica. It was an adventure worth 

taking; I can’t recommend it enough for people like us. 

    Chile is a gorgeous country to visit, and our 

handlers, Cristian Vergara and Julieta Nuñez of www.

patagoniaswim.com, took care of every detail for a set 

fee. 

    There was only one opportunity in our entire 

window that would allow for a swim, so we were free 

to enjoy ourselves the rest of the time. 

    Every day was COLD! Down-jacket cold, and grey. 

And still we swam! I went for a training swim every 

day to help get used to the temperatures and to calm 

my fears. We got to swim at the Fin del Mundo (end 

of the world) in Torres del Paine, one of the most 

beautiful places on this earth. The accommodations 

in Punta Arenas were terrific, the food was fabulous, 

the pisco sours sublime, and I would go back in a 

heartbeat.

    I almost got arrested for swimming on a beach one 

day. Two young mounted policemen came to see what 

we were doing in the freezing cold water. But they 

were mollified that we were just crazy Americans, and 

let us go for the price of a selfie. 

    We ate sea urchin right out of the shell at the water’s 

edge where some fishermen were unloading their 

boats. And we swam in the rain at latitude 51’43’39 in 

Puerto Natales, Patagonia. 

    On the day of the swim, which was the only day with 

any real sunshine that week, the water was a balmy 

9C (49F) and the winds were light. Obviously this is an 

extreme swim—five kilometers across a narrow part 

Almost getting arrested

Swimming in the lake at Portillo
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of the strait in in water often well below 50F—but it is 

very doable with the expert support of Cristian and 

Julieta. 

    Every detail of the swim was considered with safety 

in mind. The tides in the strait are three times what we 

experience in San Francisco. So getting the time, tide, 

and wind correct is important. Before I left the U.S., 

I contacted Lynne Cox, the first person to swim the 

Strait of Magellan, and her advice was “Make sure you 

have a good navigator!” 

    The Chilean Navy, or Armada, lent safety and 

supervisory support, and we had three RIBs (much like 

Big Red) following us, with one for each swimmer. 

    Those on the boat saw Peale’s dolphins and 

penguins, but I only saw a few jellyfish the size of 

lacrosse balls that did not sting. The swim took me one 

hour and 50 minutes. I was the slowest of the three, 

but I was very content to finish, and truth be told, I 

think I might have been able to turn around and go 

back. Whether that was due to adrenalin or training, 

I don’t know, but I was not cold when I got out of the 

water. So maybe I have some unfinished swimming in 

Chile. Who knows, maybe a double next time?

    After our success, the navy invited us to lunch with 

the officers. They were very proud of us and happy 

to celebrate. Each swimmer was given a beautiful 

certificate chart with the details of the swim. 

    The day after, I was fortunate enough to fly back 

to Santiago and be picked up by a winter swimming 

friend who took us to Portillo in the mountains about 

three hours northeast of the city. We arrived at the 

famed ski area, home to the 1966 World Cup, 9,450 feet 

above sea level at the edge of the beautiful Laguna del 

Inca. 

    To add just one more amazing adventure to the trip, 

Jaimie and I went for a swim in the lake. The water was 

again just under 10C (50F) but the wind was howling! 

We stayed in long enough to get some good photos and 

then drove back to Santiago for the night. 

    To round off our trip we drove to Valparaiso the next 

day to dip our toes in the Pacific. We would have gone 

for a final swim, but the red flags were out, warning 

that the winds were too high and riptides were in 

attendance. I might be an extreme swimmer, but I am 

also smart enough to know when to stay out of the 

water. 

    Check out www.patagoniaswim.com and think 

about taking a fabulous trip for a memorable swim. I 

recommend it!

Almost getting arrested

Swimming in the lake at Portillo
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Ranie at Fin Del Mundo

My certificate from the Armada de Chile



Piloting News
By Josh Sale

    The Club’s swim pilots are the essential ingredient in 
allowing swimmers to escape the confines of Gas House 
and the Creakers. Like pretty much everything else at the 
club, the pilot system, including training and certification, 
relies upon volunteers. The program is working pretty 
well, but we’re in the process of making some incremental 
improvements to ensure we always have the pilots we need.
    Survey: There are about 50 club members on the 
approved piloting list, yet only a small fraction of them are 
actively piloting. Why? We recently sent out a survey to all 
pilots that we hope will help answer this question as well as 
identify opportunities for improvement.
    Pilots’ Corner: We are in the final phases of reviewing 
a new piloting page for the club’s web site. The page will 
contain resources for prospective pilots, pilots, and swim 
directors.
    Email Lists: We’ve created new email distribution lists to 
facilitate communication within the piloting community. 
We hope this will move some of the piloting chatter off of 

    Mentoring: Jim Bock puts on a well-attended piloting 
class twice a year, yet few of the attendees go on to become 
pilots. We’ve created a new mentoring program to pair 
attendees with experienced pilots in the hope of creating 
new pilots for the club.
    New Boat: When the expansion project began, the old 
“orange” boat went to the landfill. A replacement boat is 
on order. It’s a new style of inflatable and comes highly 
recommended by Jim. We’re all excited to take it out for a 
spin.
   Racks: Some folks have already forgotten the old rack 
system that let us vertically store four inflatable boats. Even 
if their brain has forgotten, the memory is permanently 
etched in their rotator cuffs and bulging spinal discs. With 
the expansion complete, Jim, Al, and Cy are working on a 
new rack system that won’t require us to manually lift boats 
over our heads (check out “Completing the Puzzle,” from our 
boat house captain, on the next page). Hallelujah!
    Thanks for supporting the piloting program! 
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My B2B: Boston to 
Big Sur
By George Rehmet

    The one thing I really get a kick out of with the South 
End is learning about the different challenges that our 
members take on, whether it’s running a 100-mile race, 
swimming the length of Lake Tahoe or the English Channel, 
or swimming in the coldest of waters such as the Gar Woods 
swim. Having recently turned 50 years old, I decided to do 
the Boston to Big Sur Challenge, in which runners have to 
run the Boston Marathon and then 13 days later run the 
Big Sur International Marathon. (Note: When I turned 40, I 
completed the Walt Disney World Goofy Challenge with a 
half marathon on Saturday followed by the full marathon on 
Sunday.)
    Of course, I had to add to my B2B challenge by running 
a marathon in Newport, Rhode Island, two days before 
Boston. The reason was that my long-term challenge is to 
run a marathon in every state, and Rhode Island was only 
90 minutes away—a temptation that I could not ignore. 
    It is mid-April when I start in breezy and somewhat chilly 

conditions. The Newport Marathon takes me along the 
coastline and past the huge mansions Newport is known 
for. My goal is to just get in under four hours while not 
overexerting myself. Goal achieved with a 3:57. I take a dip 
in the Atlantic Ocean to chill down the inflammation in my 
legs. It only takes 10 minutes for my legs to turn lobster red 
in the water, which is in the upper 40s. I dine on oysters and 
lobster—the New England way—as my recovery meal.
    Forty-five hours later I’m at the starting line in 
Hopinkton, Massachusetts, for the Boston Marathon. My 
legs are still tired but I feel very excited to be in this famous 
race after 17 years. The first few miles are tough, as my legs 
are still stiff, but as the crowds get bigger and louder along 
the course, I feel a new burst of energy. The temperatures 
heat up to the upper 70s but I keep my pace in check in 
order to not blow out. I finish in 4:17:57. The hard part is 
now behind me.
    Thirteen days later, I’m starting the Big Sur Marathon 
after a 22-year hiatus. The goal is just to finish. The crowds 
are nowhere like Boston, but the scenery is the best. I walk 
the hills and stop at the scenic views to take photos. My 
legs are fresher from the longer break, and I finish in 4:17:47. 
I feel thrilled that my challenge is done as I savor my B2B 
medal and jacket. 
    Now I wonder: What challenge will I seek for my 60th 
birthday? 
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There was a grand piano at the halfway point in the Big Sur Marathon

George in Boston, with just one mile to go



My 100-Mile 
Ultramarathon
 

By Jim Ruppert

    After several years of contemplation, I signed up for 

my first 100-mile running race, the San Diego 100 Mile 

Endurance Run: 6:00 a.m. start, June 8th, in the high desert 

east of San Diego. I knew I needed to train hard, so I started 

piling on the miles in February. But I didn’t know what to 

expect from an event that would continue around the clock.

    Heading into such unknown territory, you watch for signs 

of what might be in store. The weeks before my race brought 

good omens: There would be a full moon at night during 

the race; the race-day weather forecast was for favorable 

temperatures; and, best of all, at SERC’s Boitano Cup race 

in May, I got words of encouragement from Marty Maricle, 

one of the South End’s 100-mile racing legends.

    However, last-minute preparations, travel, and too little 

sleep got me to the starting line in a frazzled state. That is 

when the bad omens showed themselves. I put my own gear 

bags into the wrong bins, despite my careful labeling. Then, 

three miles into the race, we passed a deer carcass in the 

middle of the trail, smelly and gutted by coyotes. Soon after, 

the top-ranked woman was carried off the course, her ankle 

a victim of the rocky trail.

    Unfocused and sleepy, I resolved to bear down and 

run harder. I was in a sour mood by 10:00 a.m., and it was 

getting hot. The Big Mistake came at mile 16: I followed 

another runner right past a well-marked turn, and 

proceeded off course, down a long steep hill into a canyon. 

One mile into that canyon, a mountain biker asked us: 

“Why didn’t you turn at the top of the hill with all the other 

runners?” Argh! Already I had turned my 100-mile race into 

a 102-mile race. I hustled back up the hill, full of curses, 

anger, and self-pity. This was a slap in the face—maybe a 

slap I needed—to get my race back on track. I reassessed. 

Eight-four miles to go. Twenty-seven hours remaining 

before the cutoff.

    How did I get myself into this predicament? I have done 

some long races over the past three to four years, up to 

a distance of 100k (62 miles). But 100 miles is a different 

Jim at the finish line with brother Paul (left) and son Benjamin (right). Photo by Michael Sands
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beast: It requires running overnight, and small 

problems at 60 miles can blow up after that. So I trained 

by running up to 80 miles a week. I also prepared a 

detailed race plan, spelling out gear and nutrition, mile 

by mile. Prone to blisters, I became obsessed with foot 

care, reading a 400-page book (“Fixing Your Feet”—

check it out!). Fueling is critical; my plan called for a 

GU Energy Gel every 30 minutes, like clockwork. That’s 

difficult to do when your stomach objects on a hot day. 

I analyzed previous races and made a pace chart that 

targeted a 29-hour finish—three hours ahead of the 32-

hour cutoff to finish the race.

    Back on the course at mile 16, having just spent 

30-some minutes of my three-hour time cushion, I 

chose to cash out more time. The day was heating up, 

so I decided to slow down until sunset. The heat of 

the afternoon included a seven-mile uphill stretch in 

Noble Canyon, which took its toll on many runners. 

I walked most of that and wondered if I’d be able to 

resume running. As the sun set and the air cooled, I 

tried out my legs on a downhill. Despite 50+ miles, they 

felt good. I relaxed, and found myself running for long 

stretches at a time.

    My son Benjamin joined me at 1:00 a.m., and ran 

with me for miles 64-80. Much of that was uphill 

and accompanied by 30-40 mph winds. But we were 

moving well, and as the sun rose, we were treated to 

views of the Anza Borrego desert 4,000 feet below us. 

My energy and confidence grew, and I suddenly had a 

certainty that nothing would stop me from finishing. 

My friend Michael joined me for miles 80-91; we 

alternated running and walking. At the final aid station, 

I high-fived my brother Paul, then enjoyed the last nine 

miles by myself.

    I crossed the finish line at 12:30 p.m., having run 

for 30 hrs, 30 minutes, and 25 seconds … and having 

consumed exactly 61 GUs. I got a belt buckle and a 

hoodie, though my favorite reward came the next day 

in the airport when I asked a guy: “Can I sit in that 

chair if you’re not using it? I just ran 100 miles.”

Jim at the finish line with brother Paul (left) and son Benjamin (right). Photo by Michael Sands

Jim at about mile seven of his ultramarathon. 

Photo: Howie Stern Photography

Jim strikes a pose with the landscape
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The Secret Story 
of the New Men’s 
Lockers
By Tim Mooney

    On April 15th we celebrated the opening of the long-
awaited, much-anticipated new women’s locker room and 
expansion. It took over 140 years to achieve equity for our 
women, but hey, we got it done.
    It’s hard to imagine the South End without our awesome 
women. You make the amazing culture of the mighty South 
End robust. We are glad you finally received your well-
deserved, beautiful locker room.
    But there was a bonus in this project: 167 new lockers for 
the men!
    So what’s the secret story of the new men’s lockers?
    The historic men’s locker room and sauna is an iconic part 
of the club. Over many decades, a few lockers have been 
added in various places, but never enough to support the 
100+ people on the locker waiting list.
    I asked Dan McLaughlin, a 15-year member and part 
of the expansion team, how did we end up with the new 
lockers for the men?
   They kicked around a bunch of ideas, including filling in 
the gap between the existing locker room and the handball 
court and even replacing the original lockers with smaller, 

more uniform-sized lockers.
    The architect’s idea was a huge bathroom and a new open, 
airy locker room. But the plan only added 50 new lockers, 
and it was too expensive, so the idea died—or so some 
thought.
    Dan realized the old gym (which was the Day Room 
before that) was the only viable spot. He and Ray Zahnd 
made plans to reuse the old women’s lockers, but they were 
in bad shape and new lockers would be expensive. To get 
the new lockers on a tight budget Dan and Ray prepped the 
room themselves by building the bases for the lockers and 
painting the walls and ceiling.
    Steve Walker organized crews of guys to lug the boxes 
up the stairs. And then Dan (along with a few bad-ass 
volunteers) put in a long, hard week to put it all together, 
installing 167 lockers in all.
    Then Cy Lo and Niland Mortimer came in to number the 
lockers and assign the lucky 115 from the waiting list, plus 
32 more guys who were relocated from lockers elsewhere. 
For instance, lockers had to be removed to create the 
passageway to the new lockers (in the area that used to be 
the old phone booth). We also used this occasion to restore 
the two old locker room windows where eight lockers had 
been installed, and to get rid of the 10 nasty old lockers on 
the stairway down to the handball courts.
    There are now 26 names on a new wait list, many of 
whom will get a new locker once we have the final tally.
    In the end, the secret isn’t really the place or the lockers, 
which are, no question, kick-ass. It’s what our people do 
for each other, both the men and women, who make us the 
greatest club on earth.

Great light and brand-new lockers

The new locker room just after all the lockers were put in place
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Our New Old 
Clubhouse
 

by Bob Barde

    The marvelous new addition to the South End’s 

clubhouse marks the renewal of a building originally 

from another place and another time. Opened 112 years 

ago at the south end of town, our home was a marvel 

then, as it is now.

    In 1903, the Santa Fe Railroad had developed plans 

to build a bridge across the Channel, and needed to 

get the South End clubhouse removed from its old site 

at Third and Berry. The political process of securing 

a new site at the foot of 16th Street, plans to pay for 

the building, and a plan for introducing water and 

electricity were noted in detail in the club’s minutes, 

as was progress on the driving of pilings on which the 

clubhouse would be built. But if there were discussions 

of the layout of the clubhouse and its amenities, the 

minutes do not reflect them.

    On June 18, 1903, Captain Scully reported that work 

had begun on driving pilings for the new boathouse. 

Two months later, a story appeared in the Chronicle, 

announcing that the South End would build a new 

clubhouse:

The South End Rowing Club’s New Home
The South End Rowing Club has adopted plans for 
a new clubhouse prepared by Frank S. Van Trees, 
which is to be erected at once. It will be located on the 
bay at the foot of Eighteenth street, [Sixteenth street, 
actually] and between the former Arctic Oil Works 
and the Union Iron Works. The building will be thirty 
feet by sixty-five feet in its outside dimensions and 
will contain a boatroom, a gymnasium, gentlemen’s 
lounging and ladies’ rooms, with shower baths, lockers, 
etc. The front balconies will be twelve feet wide and 

those on the side half that width. 

    Unlike the young Adolph Lutgens, who designed the 

first clubhouse in 1885, Van Trees was an established 

architect of some note, with an upper class clientele. It 

is incongruous that a “society architect” as prominent 

as Van Trees would deign to design something as 

humble as the boathouse of a working-class rowing 

club—for which President Mead had been authorized 

to spend $25 on plans. But as we have no other 

contenders for the title of Clubhouse Architect, let 

club lore stand accepted until there is hard proof to the 

contrary. 

    The Chronicle ran what must have been an 

architect’s rendering of what the clubhouse would look 

like, although the building is unrecognizable in copies 

available to us. The same article indicated that it would 

be built “at once.” More like “mañana,” only without 

SERC letterhead, 1906, depicts the new clubhouse designed by Frank Van Trees
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that sense of urgency. It would take nearly two years 

before the new digs were officially opened.

    At last the new clubhouse was formally opened 

on Sunday, July 2nd, 1905. The South Ends put on 

“a programme of rowing and swimming races, with 

exhibitions of boxing” and diving, which “occupied the 

attention of the many ladies and members present.”       

    The club needed to hire a large barge, anchored 

in front of the clubhouse, for the boxing and diving 

exhibitions. Indicative of the “friendly competition” 

that prevailed among the rowing clubs, the Ariels 

brought a crew for the four-oared barge race, and 

several Olympic Club swimmers participated in the 

hundred yard individual and relay swimming races.

    The new location highlighted the emergence of a 

new sporting endeavor at the South End: swimming, 

something that had been impractical at the old, 

polluted site at Third and Berry. In November the 

Call reported that “much attention is also being paid 

to swimming, scratch races being held among the 

members for the purposes of developing swimmers.” It 

noted that “many good swimmers are being developed 

by the South End Club, and it is probable a mile 

race will take place between Judge A.J. Fritz and T. I. 

Fitzpatrick.” 

    Finding new space, building a new clubhouse, 

and disposing of the old one had served as major 

distractions for several years. A burst of rowing activity 

followed the opening of the new building. Social 

activities increased as well. As the year 1905 ended, the 

Call noted the revival in the club’s fortunes:

This old time organization possesses one of the finest 

boat houses on the bay. The old house at the foot of 

Third street was vacated nearly two years ago. Since 

then the other rowing clubs have considered the 

South Siders dead, as they refused to join the new 

rowing association and failed to enter crews and the 

regattas. But more important work was to be done and 

the members refrained from taking active part in all 

festivities.

    The new clubhouse would adorn Central Basin for a 

mere three years, before being towed to a new site in 

our cove—not yet called Aquatic Park, and not yet at 

our present location.

    Based on material in the forthcoming South End: 

Sport and Community at the Dock of the Bay, by Bob 

Barde, Pat Cunneen, and members of the South End 

Rowing Club.

An early map, marked to show the first two 

locations of the club
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South Enders Score 
Big in Handball 
Championships
 

By Gary Stedman

    The South End Rowing Club was well represented at 

the 67th National Handball Championship in Southern 

California.

    In the 35/40s singles division Joe Tierney 

showed a lot of heart and determination to win the 

championship.

    In a round-robin format, Joe dropped the first games 

to his opponents, Pete Papathementrios and Raul 

Jasso, but roared back to force and win two tough 

tiebreakers.

    Joe has been knocking on the door for quite a while 

and has been playing his best ball recently. It all came 

together in a hard-earned victory. Congratulations, Joe!

    In the 55 doubles division, SERC’s Tom McGrath 

teamed with Marc Zamora to dominate the field. 

    In the semifinals, Tom and Mark completely 

outplayed two-time defending champions Gary 

Stedman and Frank Vazquez by scores of 21-9, 21-9.

    In the finals, they dominated against the strong 

big hops on his serve and solid shooting with that Irish 

whip of his.

    Both Tom and Joe have been playing outstanding 

handball all year and truly earned this championship.

    Congratulations, guys! Way to represent!

Tom McGrath

Joe Tierney
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Ed Dullea, 1944 - 
2017
By Jay Capell

    For every flat rollout, there are a hundred two-foot 
kills. For every ace serve, there are a hundred simple rally 
starters. For every one volunteer, there are a hundred 
handball tournament players. For every national champion, 
there are a hundred hopefuls. For every hall of famer, there 
are a hundred club players. My friend Ed Dullea was one 
of those two-foot killers, plain servers, volunteers, and club 
players who left an enduring mark at both the Olympic Club 
and the South End Rowing Club. Ed passed away May 11th 
at the age of 72, after a valiant battle with pancreatic cancer.
    The Capells and the Dulleas have known each other for 
over 80 years. Our dads were handball friends, and we 
have been close for the last 50 of those 80 years. Ed was an 
SFPD officer and a cornerstone of our handball community. 
He played, he volunteered, and he never missed a match. 
He loved the game with a passion, and competed in the 
Police Olympics on numerous occasions. He was a joy to be 
around, and we shared a locker for the last 15 years.
    In the late ’70s, Vic Aissa came across an old 1954 

handball trophy. It was a classic design of a handball player, 
mounted on an ashtray. That’s right, on an ashtray. Well, 
Vic, Ed, brother Geoff, and I played for over 40 years for 
the ashtray, five times a year, followed by a fine meal out. 
Original Joe’s, Lefty O’Doul’s, and Capurro’s were the perfect 
ending to a perfect day. Just four guys played, and four guys 
only. No substitutes, fill-ins, or replacements. If there was a 
medical issue, we would wait until all four were ready. The 
trophy survived shoulder surgeries, hip replacements, knee 
surgeries, elbow surgeries, heart surgeries, and cancer. We 
played our last match in March, when Ed was starting to 
feel sick, and as usual it was a day of pure joy! Ed’s police 
stories were riveting, concerning tactical, undercover, and 
bomb squad adventures. Following in his grandfather’s 
footsteps, who was the San Francisco chief of police in the 
’40s, Ed was the definition of a good cop.
    There will never be another ashtray match. We lost one of 
our players, and the trophy was presented to his wife Nana 
at Ed’s service. Hopefully she will see in that simple piece of 
hardware that famous, devilish Dullea smile. He was a six-
day-a-week South Ender and his presence will be missed by 
swimmers, rowers, weight lifters, and, yes, handballers. He 
had the biggest heart ever and would take the shirt off his 
back to help you out. When you lose a member of a 40-year 
foursome it is very difficult. But I’m glad to say Ed Dullea 
was my friend!
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Welcome
New Members
 

New Life Members
 

Andres Acosta

Nelson Auner

Scott Ballinger

Collin Baratte

Cornelia Bleul-

Gohlke

Clark Bond

Lisa Bowman

Craig Bowsher

David Brill

Derek Burke

Leslie Cancel

Valerie Casey

Lalitha 

Chandrasekher

Niki Choo

Pattison 

Christensen

Darlene Bagley 

Comstedt

David Dali

Ryan Damon

Steven Dodge

Robert Donovan

John Dumbacker

Thomas Dwyer 

Emily Fihn

Michael Garlie

Stephen Gaudio

Robert Gerhardt

Steven Grant

Dave Hadley

Susan Hagstrom

Liz Hamel

Katherine 

Heddleston

Janet Hillseth

Stephen Hogan

Patrick Horn

Emily Jackson

Nicholas Kelley

Kevin Kempter

Bob  Kensic

Ashley Kirzinger

Christopher Kolly

Chris Krohn

Duncan Law

Marianella 

Macchiarini

Laura Mancuso

Jenny McTackett

Star Mehdi

Deirdre Moran

Marissa  Muller

Bella R Nadler

Michael Nagayama

Karla Ocampo Valle

Paul O’Connor

John Openshaw

Lucy Palasek

Danielle Patton

Guy Peluso

Lara Pesce Ares

Mark Phillips

Sean Puterbaugh

Sharon  Radcliff

Keith Schuman

John Simone

Jill Standlee

Catherine Stefani

Sarah Sternau

Patrick Streb

Mark Tauber

Catherine Taylor

Cameron Thom

Brian Thompson

Ashley Titan

Jenny Tse

David Valle-

Schwenk

Laure Vergeron

Rene Chouteau

Joel Wilson

Jeanne Vukasovich

Chuck Wagner

Mike Warner

Jeremy Welland

Winifred Werther

Jeannie Whelan

Emma Whitfield

Tyler Wood

Dylan Woodhead

Arthur Wydler

Jason Wysong

Andrew Yandell

Aaron Yu

Heather Zinn
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SERC v. DC Triathlon
 

October 21, 2017

Put it on your calendars and start training!
This is a unique competition between us and the Dolphin Club, including:

A row (around Alcatraz) 
A swim (from Yacht Harbor to our beach) 

A run (to Fort Point and back)

Athletes don’t need to compete in every event. Instead, we compete in any events we can to earn 
points for the South End, in an effort to bring the plaque back to the Day Room where it belongs. 

Do it for the Mighty South End!
 

Save the date!


