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    Winning back the plaque by a mere two points was 
one of the highlights of the last several years for me 
personally, and, I hope, for the club. You turned out in 
great numbers to make it happen.
    The Dolphins should be congratulated for putting on a 
great event, where a complex scoring system was handled 
in a seemingly effortless way. Having divisions for women 
and men as well as different age groups should help 
increase participation and make this an even better event 
in the future. And everyone who participated should 
certainly be proud that their efforts this year produced a 
winning result for us.  
    The one thing I feel the event lacked, however, was 
an appropriate fight song that would fully reflect the 
spirit of our club. As it happens, I have such a song in 
mind, but the combined efforts of my wife and daughter 
have convinced me that presenting it in this medium 
eliminates the je ne sais quoi one experiences in having 
me sing it to you in person. Therefore, I have agreed—for 
your own good, mind you—to confine myself simply to 
singing it at every opportunity in the men’s sauna. It’s a 
catchy little ditty, firmly inspired by the true South End 
spirit, and therefore guaranteed to strike both fear and 
pity into the hearts of our rivals. It is my belief that regular 
repetitions of this song should contribute to helping us 
hold on to the plaque next year and in the many years to 
come. 
    As it happens, this is also my last attempt to strike pity 
and fear into your hearts as your president. I hope I have 

been successful in that over these last few years. There 
are so many here who have made an impression on me 
and helped accomplish all that we have been able to do 
together. 
    Looking back on the last four years, I find myself 
thinking of another song, referencing the thoughts of 
another president at this point in his career.
 
    As before, reprinting it here robs the reader of the full 
experience. If you haven’t already, go download the song 
“One Last Time” from the musical Hamilton and give it a 
listen. Go ahead, I’ll wait.
    George Washington was a wise man: At the end of the 
day, I am proud of all we have achieved together over 
the past four years. I hope the good things we have done 
together will be remembered, and the mistakes I have 
made in that time will be forgotten. But when you come 
down to it, the reward I most look forward to at the end of 
this term is rejoining you as a just another member of the 
greatest club on earth.
    May each and every one of you have a happy holiday in 
the days ahead. I eagerly anticipate joining you out on the 
water, on the road, and in the handball courts in the new 
year.

All the best, 
Bill
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President’s Message 
By Bill Wygant, SERC President 

Our glorious leader with “the Plaque” . Photo by Ann Turtle.



The Plaque is Back
 

By Simon Dominguez
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     As I walked along the shoreline at Aquatic Park on the 

morning of the annual SERC/DC Tri on November 18, I had 

mixed thoughts. Did the biohazard signs displayed on the 

beach mean that fewer Dolphins would swim? Would our 

efforts in convincing more people to run make a difference? 

Would our rowers be able to get the better of the Olympic 

rowers from next door? 

     I wasn’t sure of answers to any of these questions. What 

I was certain about was that whatever the result, the South 

End wanted this win more than the Dolphin Club did. If 

everyone who said that they were going to turn up and 

compete actually did what they said they were going to do, 

then victory was a definite possibility for the boys and girls 

in red and white.

    It ended up being a very special, historic day. For the first 

time ever, we had male and female categories. And on top of 

this, age groups. But what I think helped us clinch the win 

was the addition of more points for participation (the top 

150 won points rather than just the top 100 as in previous 

years). 

    I arrived at the club and immediately knew that we 

had the edge in the swim, due to the fact that pretty 

much every fast swimmer at the SERC had showed up to 

help us achieve success. We had over twice the number 

of swimmers as our next-door neighbors and ended up 

winning the swim, 186 points to 93.

    We didn’t get the result we wanted in the rowing, with just 

70 points to the Dolphins’ 225. We are in a rebuilding stage 

with our rowing program and know this is one area that we 

are going to have to focus on over the next 12 months if we 

want success again next year. Janie did a great job as rowing 

commish this year, helping to train up new rowers, and 

this will pay dividends over time. I know our new leader, 

Oliver, has some plans to help even further with our rowing 

program, which will result in us being in a much more 

competitive position in this discipline next year.

    And lastly, the run. We have always had a lot of great 

runners in the club but they haven’t always turned out 

to help us at the Tri. Running Commish Tara Sweet not 

only put a huge amount of time and effort into recruiting 

Michelle Beaudreau races for the finish. Photo by Joe Boone.
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club members to come down and run, but she was also 

instrumental in pushing through the rule changes that 

made the event more equitable to athletes, whether they 

are young or old or male or female. Thank you, Tara, for 

all you did for this. You are a big reason for our 150 to 87 

win over the Dolphins in the run. Congratulations also on 

winning your division in the run and gaining a point in the 

swimming event!

The final result: The South End Rowing Club was victorious 

over the Dolphin Club by the slimmest margin ever, of two 

points: 407 to 405. One of these points was due to a bonus 

point earned by Andrew Burrell for scoring in all three 

events. 

To all those who came down and thought that they would 

only do the run and then did the swim as well, or those who 

almost didn’t even come down but then did and gained a 

point: We wouldn’t have won without you. We won because 

we showed up. And we demonstrated the club spirit, which 

no other club has, and that is why we are the greatest club in 

the world.

Lastly, thank you to our outgoing club president, Bill 

Wygant, for putting everything into helping us win back the 

plaque. I would like to dedicate this win to you and all you 

have done to make the South End Rowing Club the place 

that it is today. Thank you, Bill.

Triathlon runners. Photo by Fran Hegeler.

Michelle Beaudreau races for the finish. Photo by Joe Boone.

Rowers at the starting line. Photo by Laura Hovden.



The Spirit of the 
Tri(be)
 

By Cy Lo  

    It was an amazing come-from-behind win at this year’s 
Tri competition vs. the Dolphins. The excitement and joy of 
the club members learning of victory while in the Dolphin 
boathouse—it was like a Super Bowl win, a World Series 
clinch, a gold medal when you expected a bronze. 
    Why was I so happy and excited? Why were we South 
Enders all jumping up and down? Our clubs are similar, 
sharing parallel histories and an impassioned appreciation 
for nature. The DNA of the Dolphin and South End clubs 
are probably 98 percent identical. (Of course, 2 percent 
separates apes from humans—and you decide which species 
we belong to in this metaphor!)
    I think this long-running competition allows us to replay 
our high school youth, the spirit, the joy of winning, that 
innocent camaraderie. And if you hated high school, the 
South End is the high school you would have wanted to 
experience. 
    For most of us, our adult lives don’t have room for the 
unashamed tribalism this Tri evokes. We may root for our 
favorite sport teams, but the South End is Our Team. As 
adults we must get along with one another, and though we 
compete on many levels in real life, this is the basic “row 
faster, swim faster, run faster” stuff. 
    Most important, we needed to do it as a group because for 
the past few years, the other guys often “rowed faster, swam 

faster, ran faster” than us. 
    And that’s the point. We gathered as a tribe, and 
collectively got a win over the other guys because they 
weren’t as tribal as us. 
    This club is more than an athletic club. It’s not a “Y” or a 
24-Hour Fitness. We are joined in camaraderie, friendship, 
and pride in being South Enders.
    It’s nice to have the plaque back where it belongs!
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Dolphin Club President Reuben Hechanova and SERC Swim Commissioner Simon Dominguez with the plaque. Photo by Randy Brown.

Rowers Tom Wurm and Andrew Burrell. Andrew is the only 
South Ender to glean a bonus point for scoring in all three 

events! Photo by Fran Hegeler.



Crossing Over
 

By Janie Bryant

    I was summoned to the court by Diane Davis via text 
this spring: “We are playing handball.” I most likely scowled 
when I saw it. I had been in the handball court maybe once 
before, doing handstands during a happy hour. I had, of 
course, passed by the handball courts many times on my 
way out to the water thinking, “Who are those people and 
what are they doing inside on such a fine day?” 
   Handball player and rower Rory Moore helped get Diane 
going in the boats and on the court when she joined the club 
as a swimmer back in 1994. She has, in turn, been helping 
people become their most complete South Ender selves ever 
since.
   Six months after that day, Diane stopped by to watch her 
recruits, fellow rower/swimmer Kim Peinado Howard and 
me, play a game. After a successful rally Kim called up to 
Diane, “See what you started?”
   In the beginning we said “I’m sorry” every time we missed 
the ball, which was often. Do real handball players say 
“sorry”? Doubtful: They likely curse instead. So we started 
cussing. Kim decided it was even more effective in an Irish 
accent, and our game really came on. 
   And as for enjoying fine weather, we join the SERC crowd 
who head out to the historic courts at Golden Gate Park on 
Sunday afternoons, where the veteran players give us tips 
and encouragement and show us how it’s done while having 
tons of fun.

    I’m not the only one crossing over. As I prepare a shell 
to launch one dark and chilly Wednesday morning, I see 
Fran Hegeler is meeting her mentor Jerry Permal to row 
the Valhalla. Her swim pod-mate Tom Paoli looks down 
from the balcony with a concerned look on his face. “Going 
over to the dark side?” Well, Tom, the dark side is very 
seductive—and Fran has gone head over heels for rowing 
(though her heart tugs whenever she sees her swim pod-
mates leaving the beach without her).
    My rowing and swimming partner Nancy Sorrell recounts 
how she crossed over into swimming:
    “I was inspired three years ago when, while rowing, I 
was getting splashed by 68-degree water. Although for over 
15 years I had mentally labeled the swimmers as Crazy 
Swimmers, I thought—thanks to global warming—here’s 
my chance. My five essential people who helped make this 
transition are as follows: Dianna Shuster, Loren Bonderant, 
Sue Free, Nancy Iverson, and Joe Boone.
    “Nancy Iverson, who was my swim angel extraordinaire, 
taught me the cove, took me on my first Coghlan swim, 
my first Alcatraz crossing, and taught me the invaluable 
metaphor of who is mentally driving the bus—meaning we 
have many voices present in our ‘mental bus,’ but it is our 
choice which one drives. And the one I choose is: I LOVE 
THIS.”
    Joe Boone reports: 
    “I joined the club in 2001 so that I could learn to row 
on the bay. I noticed that there were members actually 
jumping in the frigid water, on purpose, and swimming 
around. As I began to actually focus on these extraordinary 
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Dolphin Club President Reuben Hechanova and SERC Swim Commissioner Simon Dominguez with the plaque. Photo by Randy Brown. 2017 National Handball Champion Killian Carroll teaching a group of us lucky novice players at Golden Gate Park courts. Pictured: South Enders Ann Rea, Karla 

Ocampo, Kim Peinado Howard, Ann Dunn, Janie Bryant. Photo by Rory Moore. 
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Kim Howard showing swimmer—and now also rower—Rebecca Konkel how to manage the oars during the rowing clinic. By Janie Bryant

individuals,     
    I queried whether they were recovering from some 
severe addiction or affliction and had been prescribed to 
dose themselves in the water on a daily basis for either 
medical or spiritual therapy. A number of South Enders, 
being sincere and forthright, responded with an affirmative 
answer, disclosing details that I will not repeat here.
“Well, in 2014 I developed a little medical problem that 
prevented me from rowing, and indeed, from even walking.       
    After a few frustrating months, with aching joints and 
anguished thoughts, the water of the bay looked inviting. 
I jumped in, and while the waters felt cold, it was blessed 
relief to my aching joints. 
    “Now I am a three-year veteran of swimming year-round, 
rowing regularly, and have expanded my family/community 
at the South End to include the swimmers I encounter in 
the water and in the holy tabernacle of the sauna. Had I 
not been a member of the South End, I would have never 
stumbled into open cold-water swimming. Yes, I too am 
recovering and not just from aching joints.”    
    Here’s runner and swimmer Brenda Austin:
“It was a gradual shift, partly due to availability of an 
activity I was always interested in, but had never tried 

(rowing). I dabbled in the wooden doubles for a few years. 
However, once I got into a shell, it was all over. There was 
so much to learn and I was super ready to learn something 
new.”
    After we row together, Nancy, Joe, and I are back at the 
water’s edge ready for our swim. Out of the water and onto 
the beach comes Ann Dunn. “Handball at 5:00?” she asks, 
which elicits an enthusiastic “yes!” from me.  
   After repeating my mantra of “don’t fall in” over and over 
in the shell, there is indeed something so delicious about 
surrendering to being immersed. No more worry about 
falling in, no boat to worry about protecting, and the cold 
water is the perfect cure for handball-inflicted aches and 
pains. 
   Nancy shares: “The best part about learning a new sport 
at SERC is the crossover socially. I adore now knowing so 
many new people and having so many new connections.     ‘
    And of course, the documented health benefits of cold-
water immersion is the cherry on top. In short, learn a new 
sport at SERC and unknown new doors will open. Handball 
anyone?”
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    Whew! What a year for the boathouse. New space! New 
workshop! More boats! It was finally July when the club’s 
construction finished and we were allowed to be a boat 
repair workshop again. Before, we were treasure hunting 
for tools and supplies, and boat repair was minimal.       
    After, Boat Nighters fabricated cabinets, countertops, 
and shelving units; organized; and consolidated supplies 
that were spread throughout the club—and we were raring 
to go. 
    We trucked the boats and power tools back from storage 
and the beautiful Lawley returned so she could get repaired 
anew. Shell racks were installed on the ceiling. The 
boathouse filled up quickly!
    Steel warehouse racks were erected for the inflatables. 
Now, five bulky inflatable boats can be safely and easily 
stored by two people.
    Besides the new workshop, this year we got two boats 
into service, the O’Neil and the Good Wayne Buford. 
    This year was more about developing systems to be more 
efficient. Our maintenance is improved; when things break, 
they’re acknowledged and repaired faster. Simple things: 
All the boats have seats! We’ve got sponges and rags! We’re 
on Facebook! We do preventive varnishing on boats, dollies 
are repaired or rebuilt. Oar racks have been built, the oars 
beautifully painted, new hardware has replaced worn. 

A Note from the-
Boathouse Captain
 

by Cy Lo  

Cal’s rowing team expert comes and inspects the South End barge.

Joe Amato and Dennis Puglisi show off the finished workshop.
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Tom Wurm and Melanie Lopez working on the Lawley.

    The shells got overdue attention and were surveyed and 
repaired. 
    One disappointment was that the South End barge 
wasn’t completed in time for this year’s Tri. We found that 
some ergonomics didn’t work well (people sat in the boat 
and faux-rowed as a test) so some systems needed to be 
redone. The good news is adjustments will be standardized 
and easily configurable, yet within the tradition of our 100+ 
year-old boat.
    Recently we bought two new shells, an Aero and a 
24. Personally I’d like a lot more boats, both shells and 
woodens.
    The amazing thing this year has been the Boat Night 
crew and our cooks. My job is hopeless without the 
crew. And please note: We are not a closed group. All are 
welcome on Thursday evenings, no matter your skill level. 
If you cook, we will put you on our special rowing pedestal. 
    Boat Night’s spirit, humor, inventiveness, patience with 
me as I learned my job, perseverance in the first half of the 
year, and hundreds of hours spent together—these are all 
proof that the South End is the greatest club on earth. 

The Good Wayne B at Wayne Buford’s memorial and his family and SE friends.



Come all ye young fellers that follows the sea

Way! Hey? Blow the Gate down!

I’ll sing ye a song if ye’ll listen to me

Give us the time an’ we’ll swim the Gate now!

 

As I was a-walking down Jefferson Street

Way! Hey! Swim the Gate now

A saucy young maiden, I happened to meet

Give me some time to swim the Gate now

 

I asked, “Where’re you bound,” she said, “The South End 

today”

Way! Hey! Swim the Gate now

“Now that’s fine,” I told her, “I’m headed that way”

Give me some time to swim the Gate now

 

We entered an ale house looked down on the sea

Way! Hey! Swim the Gate now

There stood a policeman who stared right at me

Give me some time to swim the Gate now

 

Said he, “You’re a pirate that flies the black flag”

Way! Hey! Swim the Gate now

“You’ve robbed some poor Dolphin, and left them in rags”

Give me some time to swim the Gate now

 

“Oh, officer, officer, you do me wrong”

Way! Hey! Swim the Gate now

“I’m a freshwater sailor just in from the East Bay”

Give me some time to swim the Gate now

 

All ye sailors take warning before you set sail

Way! Hey! Swim the Gate now

If he’s strong as an ox and as big as a whale

Think twice before you swim the Gate now!

                                   

                     END    

“The Golden Gate Bridge’s daily strip tease from enveloping 

stoles of mist to full frontal glory is still the most provocative 

show in town.” —Mary Moore Mason, editor of British 

magazine Essentially America, 2000

“The changing light / at San Francisco / is none of your 

East Coast light / none of your / pearly light of Paris / The 

light of San Francisco / is a sea light / an island light / And 

the light of fog / blanketing the hills / drifting in at night 

/ through the Golden Gate / to lie on the city at dawn.” —

Lawrence Ferlinghetti

Blow the Gate Down
Words by Lee Bruno
Editor’s note: This song was sung in the Cook Shack after the 
Golden Gate Bridge swim on October 29.
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The Good Wayne B at Wayne Buford’s memorial and his family and SE friends.

Photo by Lee Bruno.



    After a club swim recently someone struck up a chant that 

showed a lot of promise, but it petered out after a few lines.         

    This is an attempt to remedy that situation.

    Note: This is a call and response. Someone needs to step 

up and lead this. Everyone else, just follow along and echo 

what the leader sings out.

We are the South End!

(We are the South End!)

The mighty, mighty South End!

 (The mighty, mighty South End!)

We ain’t got no badges!

(We ain’t got no badges!)

We don’t need no badges!  

(echo)

I don’t have to show you 

(echo)

Any stinkin’ badges! 

(echo)

Feel free to add more “verses,” as needed:

We are the South End!

The mighty, mighty South End!

The greatest club on Earth!

We are the South End!

The mighty, mighty South End!

Kiss our ass, you Dolphins!

We are the South End!

We swim where we want to!

Even if it’s crazy!

A South Ender Chant

    

Celebration time. By Alexander Lee. 

Swim Fans. By Fran Hegeler. 
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    I feel as handball commissioner it’s my duty to report on 

this year’s activities. Although handballers in general are a 

modest group and play for the love of the game, when asked 

we feel it’s our duty to report.

    With so many tournaments throughout the year, from 

February to November, South Enders have fared very well 

in all age brackets, winning local and out-of-state titles, too 

many to list, but here are just a few. 

    This year Joe Tierney captured the national 35-and-over 

gold medal spot. Despite giving up nearly 20 years his junior, 

Joe, through his athletic conditioning and years of handball 

experience, was able to outclass his opponents.

    Tom McGrath partnered with the great Mark Samora from 

Los Angeles to win the 55 National Doubles title and despite 

an unfavorable seeding, they knocked out some excellent 

teams along the way.

    And of course Gary Stedman was inducted into the 

Northern California hall of fame for his excellence and 

dedication to the sport. 

    Recently a group of South Enders traveled to Hawaii to 

compete in the annual doubles tournament there. They 

brought home two first and two second prizes. 

    As the handball program grows ever so slowly, it is always 

good to see other members—swimmers, runners, and 

rowers—on the court. There are always seasoned handballers 

willing to give a little advice. I’m also pleased to mention a 

growing number of South End ladies taking a fancy to the 

sport, including Kim Howard.

    So we encourage more people to give it a shot—and don’t 

forget to join us for a Friday happy hour!

News From the 
Handball Court 
By Rory Moore

Gary & Donna Stedman, mother Lil, father Ernie.

Brad and Dave Won Bs, and Rory and Travis won the Open, in Hawaii.
Celebration time. By Alexander Lee. 

Swim Fans. By Fran Hegeler. 
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   I’m filing this report from a desk in a room underneath the 

South End building. Or maybe it’s on the roof. Or, just maybe, 

it’s hidden in one of the secret voids between the many 

buildings that make up the Great South End facility?

    Speaking of the facility, with the addition of the new 

lower boathouse building and with the end of the dock 

undercarriage replaced, I am happy to report that the 

complex is in good working order, and should be for many 

years to come.

    My recommended five-year Facilities Maintenance and 

Capital Projects Report of 2018 will include several goals: 

exterior painting, gutter replacement, handball heaters, 

upper boathouse floor replacement, men’s toilet room 

remodel, and replacement of the roof decking and stairway, 

to name a few. 

    These items and others that may come up can be 

spread over the next five or 10 years to soften their blow 

to the annual budget. However, to defer these tasks too 

much longer will only cause the cost to escalate. I highly 

recommend that we adhere to this plan, or a similar one, in 

order to maintain the safe and healthy environment that you, 

our members, deserve.

    Our in-house janitor, Howard Lazar, has retired. The 

cleaning of the club has been taken over in its entirety by 

Betty’s. The team is a male/female duo that cleans after 9pm 

to give maximum service without being underfoot. However, 

you may see them during the day as their schedule permits. 

    The club has tripled from 400 members in the nineties 

to about 1,200 today. Although our cleaning service has not 

tripled, I believe the new level of cleaning has already shown 

a positive result.

    Volunteering is a positive way that you, the members, can 

help keep the facility ship-shape. I am pleased to say that 

in the past couple of months a number of new members 

have offered to help the club by performing a single task, 

or offered their services for a day to perform several group 

projects. 

    In the “olden days” members had to do “helps” in order 

to participate in outside-the-cove swims and other club 

functions. This was not a volunteer system but a mandatory 

requirement, which helped ensure that things got done. 

    The volunteer program of today has a different benefit: It 

brings the members together in camaraderie. So please sign 

up for a volunteer day, or if you see a project you would like 

to tackle, please drop a note in the office.

    This is my 12th year as the commissioner and my last. The 

2017 board had determined that they want a change and 

gave me one year to wrap up my projects and bring the new 

construction to final permit. I will not submit a request to be 

reappointed. 

    However, I will not be slipping back into one of those voids 

but will instead be slipping into a rising tide. 

    Thanks for allowing me to serve as your building 

commissioner. See you in the bay!

From the Office of 
the Building 
Commissioner
By Raymond Zahnd

Ray Zahnd’s secret hideout? Photo by Cy Lo.
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Ray Zahnd’s secret hideout? Photo by Cy Lo.

    After working almost three decades as our janitor, Howard 

Lazar has decided to retire from his position at the club. He 

is going to pursue other opportunities with his wife, as they 

have started their own business. 

    The South End held a farewell party for Howard and his 

wife in the Cook Shack on November 1. Jefferson baked one 

of his coffee cakes for the occasion. 

    We are all sorry to see him leave us.

Howard Lazar 
Retires
By Bill Wygant

Photo of Howard by Allen Luong.
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    Ed Scully was a major driving force behind our club and 

a longtime captain of the boathouse. He oversaw the move 

to Black Point Cove, and in the new location he continued 

to supply energy and vision for both the South End and the 

creation of Aquatic Park. Having been president in 1896–97, 

Scully stepped up to lead the club seven more times, from 

1912 through 1918. He well deserves the title “Father of 

Aquatic Park,” but our club should also think of Scully as the 

true father of the South End Rowing Club. Where would we 

be without him?

    Editor’s note: This picture, along with Pat’s handwritten 

caption, hung on the wall in the South End until recently. As 

Pat notes, “The original has gone up in flames in the North 

Bay fires but luckily we have copies. It should soon be back 

to its rightful place on a South End wall.”

    Pat adds: “He is the most forgotten, most eminent South 

Ender there ever was.”

The Father of 
Aquatic Park
By Pat Cunneen

John Edward “Ed” Scully, 1872–1932.

Photo of Howard by Allen Luong. John Edward “Ed” Scully, 1872–1932.
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John Edward “Ed” Scully, 1872–1932.

John Edward “Ed” Scully, 1872–1932.

Wine Country Fires 
Tear Into Our 
Community
by Tim Mooney

    South Ender and Santa Rosa resident Patrick Cunneen 

(84) lost everything in the Sonoma and Napa county fires. “I 

wouldn’t wish it on my worst enemy. It’s so much stress.” 

    When Pat and his daughter heard the sirens and first 

responders they immediately went to help their neighbors.         

    They laid out hoses and nozzles, and began to knock 

down the fire from coming down the rest of the block. They 

thought they had it contained.

    But within seconds the wind turned with up to 70mph 

gusts. Pat only had time to escape with the shorts and 

sweatshirt he was wearing. 

    “Everything is gone. I had a fireproof safe in the garage 

that melted. Gold, jewelry, everything was gone.”

    “I’ve never seen anything like it. The wind started blowing 

hard in our direction and I lost my house and 80 others 

around mine. The ones across the street weren’t even 

touched! The winds were the difference.”

    Fortunately, Pat’s children have done much of the heavy 

lifting to help their father find a place to live and to help 

with the paperwork.  The South End pitched in with an 

online fundraiser too. “My family and community have 

been a life-saver,” Pat explained. 

    Among his many possessions taken by the fire were 5,000 

photos, including many historic photos of the South End 

and posters that he had drawn for club events over the 

years. 

A Bay Area Native

    Pat had retired to Santa Rosa after 38 years as a firefighter 

for the Daly City Fire Department. Pat saw many very big 

fires during his tenure, including the Oakland hills fire of 

1991.

    Pat grew up in the Bay Area and went to Sacred Heart 

High School, just like his dad.  At Sacred Heart Pat played 

basketball and baseball but never swam on any swim team 

or had a swim lesson. There weren’t many places to swim, 

except pools like the now defunct 300 x 50m Fleishhacker 

Pool, where Pat remembers rites of passage like jumping 

from the wooden high dive structure. Pat also swam at 

Kelly’s Cove. He dove off the large rock in the water at 
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which goes to the winner of the DSE Tri each year.  

    He is also an engraver as a side-trade and made the 

first nameplates. A little secret: If you rub your finger over 

those early engravings, you’ll notice one of those dashes is 

actually electrical tape. He forgot to engrave it and made up 

for the mistake with tape! 

    Pat now credits the South End with saving his life and 

providing foundational support for his 45 years of sobriety.

    A Pillar of the South End

    Pat’s fun-loving attitude belies his many contributions at 

our club. You may recognize the many posters Pat has made 

for all our events. Pat was also the running commissioner 

for 12 years and currently serves on our board as a director-

at-large.  

China Beach and then swam around the rocks to reach 

Deadman’s Beach or Baker Beach.  

    In 1956 he took a trip with a buddy to what was then 

the territoy of Hawaii, where he met his wife Betty. Pat 

and Betty raised four children—Connie, Kelly, Patrick, and 

Garrett. As a family, they loved to run around Lake Merced.

PaMaKids

    Pat and Betty used to run with the Dolphin-South End 

(DSE) Runners. But there were issues with women runners 

and children not being able to compete in AAU sanctioned 

events (and women couldn’t join either club at the time).  

    That’s why he and his wife started the PaMaKids Runners 

(www.pamakidrunners.org), which became a thriving 

running club open to all, and known for creating the now 

famous San Francisco Marathon. Today, the PaMaKids host 

the San Francisco Half Marathon. 

    The Original Dolphin vs. South End Triathlon

    Pat played an instrumental role in organizing the first 

DSE Triathlon. The first tri run went from Stinson Beach 

to our club. The infamous Sally Stanford, owner of a San 

Francisco bordello and restaurant and later the mayor of 

Sausalito, tossed a bouquet into the bay from the Sausalito 

Yacht Club to signify the arrival of the runners from 

Stinson. Then the two barges charged across the bay to the 

St. Francis Yacht Club for the row leg. Finally, the waiting 

swimmers jumped in and finished the third leg of the tri at 

our club’s beach. The South End won all three legs of the 

inaugural triathlon. 

    Every Good Rivalry Needs a Plaque

    In his earlier years, Pat was known to celebrate with a 

drink on occasion. Once, stumbling home after a few drinks, 

he fell through his walnut coffee table, smashing it. Pat 

salvaged the walnut top and later crafted it into the Plaque, 

Pat and Kathy.

18



SERC Coached 
Swim Technique 
Clinics
By Rick Mulvihill 

    If you want to get more out of your swimming, you might 
want to participate in one of the coached swim technique 
clinics that have recently been added to our club’s schedule 
of events. 
    The goal of the clinics is to help participating swimmers 
to improve their swimming technique. We want to help 
you become more efficient; avoid injuries; and realize your 
goals like being faster, swimming further, staying in the 
water longer, and being more comfortable and safe while 
swimming out of the SERC. 
    Every swimmer is given personal attention, a reasonable 
amount of instruction, and is tasked with two or three 
things to work on that would most improve their swimming 
technique. 
    The first session of these clinics was held in August and 
it is our goal to offer one clinic each month. So far so good, 

but getting dates to do these clinics seems to be the biggest 
challenge due to the robust schedule we have here at the 
SERC. What a great issue to have: all kinds of great activities 
and events of all kinds filling our calendar! 
    If any of you are interested in being a participant in these 
clinics please keep an eye on the club calendar, the club’s 
Google group postings, and SERC emails for future dates 
and details.
    This program is the brainchild of Simon Dominguez, 
our fearless outgoing swim commissioner (and soon to 
be president). Vanessa Lee and Kelley Prebil have also 
both been instrumental in the administrative work and 
organization of rolling out these clinics. 
    Several members who are current coaches or have 
coaching experience have been our volunteer coaches so 
far. Thanks to Simon, Rick Mulvihill, Bill Eaton, Vanessa 
Lee, Steve Walker, Anders Jakobsson, Randy Brown, Sue 
Free, Sharko, Gary Emich, and Antonio Arguelles, who have 
all been the coaches for the first four clinics. There will be 
other coaches involved as well as we move forward with 
this program, and any of you who feel qualified and would 
like to get involved please contact me or Vanessa Lee.
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Alcatraz 
Invitational Report
By Ann Turtle  

    The Alcatraz Invitational weekend, September 23, is one 
of the biggest fundraisers for the club. This year we raised 
$52,411.17 over the weekend. This figure may have since 
changed, as a few invoices were revised, and that total does 
not include merchandise sales.  
    We couldn’t have raised that money without each and 
every one’s help. We had 536 swimmers complete the swim, 
sold 108 spectator tickets, and no one died.  Well done 
everyone, well done.
    First I’d like to thank Ranie Pearce who answered emails 
from all the athletes for the last few years. I checked our 
email account: She has sent 1,106 emails to swimmers 
individually since 2015. A huge thank you! Plus she did a 
whole lot more, but the email answering was year-round, 
and critical, because I’m not too nice anymore to parents 
who want their five-year-olds to swim Alcatraz. 
    Danielle Ruymaker was a real star this year in registration. 
After downsizing the boat (hoping to get everyone on one 

ferry) we oversold the swim and she helped me through 
several panicked moments. She also worked basically three 
days straight with me in the Cook Shack organizing packets 
and T-shirts. Brava! 
    David Brown and his team of pilots got everyone across, 
while Kelley’s Kayaks did awesome out on the water. We 
will work harder to incorporate the woodens in the future, 
but thank you to Janey for getting the rowers out there.
    Peter Ross and his team at bags always seem to roll 
with the punches. This year we had half the bag area 
covered up by NPS’s tree removal fencing. We moved 
them to merchandising and put the T-shirt sales inside the 
clubhouse to accommodate this problem. I understand this 
turned into the best spot ever, so we’ll try to keep them 
there in 2018. 
    Boat Boarding and Deployment did awesome. This team 
started out a little rough with plan A, then plan B, and then 
back to plan A. Thank you to Bill Wygant and Gary Emich 
for reaching out to the charter company and smoothing 
things over. Kat Filley remembered the doughnuts and we 
were able to get people off the boats in under five minutes. 
Way to go!
    Elizabeth Glass went to the fire department for me 
TWICE to get our permits.  The new tent anchor system 
got two fins up from the fire department at 4:00am! Then 

Photo of Howard by Allen Luong. An Alcatraz swimmer. Photo by Les Mangold.
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An Alcatraz swimmer. Photo by Les Mangold.

Elizabeth Glass agreed to be our emergency coordinator, 
which was awesome because no one went to the hospital 
or died, so we can get insurance again next year and maybe 
scale back the nine paramedics we had to engage this year.    
Niland and the Body Marking / Finish Line people had a 
total change in operation this year, with disposable timing 
chips. 
    Al and Betty Jean Jaurique made an awesome pasta 
feed that paid for itself yet again. AND they brought seven 
spectators to watch the swim! Kim and her bartenders 
brought in a tidy pile and kept Friday night rocking!
    Joe “Answerman” Butler accepted the job to be almost-
Jesus and make sure people washed their feet before 
entering the beautiful new clubhouse.
    Susan Blew has tolerated me all year, even when I don’t 
plan ahead on those checks. And in the office, Susan 
Wintersteen even fielded 48 phone calls about the AI in one 
day!
    Wayne Black didn’t kill me—even when I stole two 
Dolphin parking spots and lost his lock. I do have a stamped 
permit from the fire department that says we can park there. 
    And then there was Kristine Buckley, who saved her 
1000th Alcatraz crossing for us, and was then gracious about 
all the attention we heaped on her.

Congratulations Kristine!
I probably have missed someone—so please consider 
yourself included if you came down and just had a good 
time. 
    Ranie Pearce adds:
    Ann is the one who deserves the lion’s share of the thank 
yous! She is an amazing asset to this club, and we are in her 
debt.
    The AI is a year-round commitment and the last week is 
intense.
    Three cheers for Ann and for everyone at SERC who 
showed up and showed off our club’s special spirit of 
adventure and love of open water!
    I am honored to be a part of this special event, and 
thrilled to be stepping aside so that one of you can take over 
next year.

  

Kim Chambers marks a swimmer. Photo by Jeff Cooperman.

Clean-up crew. Photo by Tom Linthicum.
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Jean’s Dream Team
by Josephine Fleming

    The surface of the water was a green halo of bubbles 
getting smaller as I fell to the depths. Struggling to stop 
that fall and emerge to the surface, I saw another wetsuited 
crazy fall through the halo and land on my head. I realized 
my arm was still locked with Flora’s. I let go to get away 
from the boat. Finally I emerged to take a breath. My 
lungs seized up with the realization of the cold. I began to 
hyperventilate.    
    I saw Jean start swimming, saw Flora’s face mirror the 
terror I felt. I started to breaststroke my way through the 
crowd of swimmers. We were headed straight toward San 
Francisco, wherever that was. I just hoped everyone else 
knew where they were going. 
    Remarkably, navigation got easier. Once we got going, 
we were seals moving through the same media, slinking 
by each other gently, occasionally bumping a hello. The 
rhythmic breathing, silence, and familiar movement calmed 
my soul. I stopped at every boat, every paddler, to tell them 
thanks and to show them my joy. 

    It was a foggy morning in 2016 at the Alcatraz 
Invitational, organized by the South End Rowing Club. After 
jumping off a boat into emerald-green water, I sighted as 
best I could for Aquatic Park, planning to thread the needle 
between the piers into the swimming area. I stopped in the 
middle of the bay, egg-beater kicking into a 360-degree 
turn, giggling. There was the Golden Gate Bridge, Marin 
Headlands, Alcatraz, the Bay Bridge, and the giant, busy, 
shiny, white city looming up a steep hill through the fog.     
    For a brief moment, I felt like I knew my place in the 
world, knew my place with the people that matter. 
Our team returned again in 2017, rewarded with a rare and 
calm bluebird morning on the bay. We called ourselves 
Jean’s Dream Team, after our high school swim coach who 
put up with us kids before and after her brain surgery (“B.S.” 
she calls it), when we were 14 and she was 26. 
    As we contemplated our swim from Alcatraz to shore the 
day before the race, coach Jean asked us what our 14-year-
old selves would say if we knew we’d swim from Alcatraz to 
San Francisco at age 44.
    During swim practice, Jean played to our shallow 14-year-
old emotions with skill and humor. She told us that if we 
broke the school record in the freestyle relay, she would do 

  Photo by Josephine Fleming.
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  Photo by Josephine Fleming.

Mark from Santa Cruz at the opening. Photo by Cathy Harrington.

broke the school record in the freestyle relay, she would do 
anything we wanted. As a strong, comfortable-in-her-own-
skin, nature-loving hippy, she didn’t shave, something that 
fourteen-year-old girls found to be utterly disgusting. We 
told her that if she wanted us to break the school record, we 
wanted her to shave. I think my 44-year-old self would have 
told those rotten kids some pretty choice words, but Jean 
was so fired up about breaking the record that she seemed 
to overlook it. She pushed us, and we did it. Indeed, I 
remember finishing the race and saying to her, “Now you’ve 
got to shave,” as if that were more important than breaking 
the record. 
    Thirty years ago, Title IX had passed just a decade earlier, 
and the Equal Rights Amendment fell short of being ratified 
in the required 38 states. This climate may have played 
into the fact that boys’ sports at the time took precedent 
over girls’. The boys were celebrated for their sporting 
achievements; the girls—not so much. 
    Perhaps this is why Jean took it upon herself to make a 
big stink at an all-school assembly. She called the four of 
us to the podium with great fanfare, while we tried hard to 
hide how proud we all were by rolling our eyes and pressing 
our tongues into our cheeks. It was what she gave each of 
us though, in little gold-seal envelopes that we took back to 
our seats, that made that moment eternal. As we sat down 
to open the envelopes, we shrieked with horror, esteem, 
disgust, and surprise: Inside was proof she had fulfilled her 
end of the bargain. 
    When Jean had a brain tumor removed, I remember being 

really scared and unable to fathom my feelings. As I look 
at pictures of myself—a scared, frozen 14-year-old being 
dropped off at boarding school before her parents left to live 
overseas, not to be heard from for six months—I feel scared 
and ashamed. She had so much to learn. 
    What a mutual joy it is to share experiences now, as 
peers, with Jean. This year, our team spent the day at the 
South End Rowing Club, hanging out in the bar watching 
the handball players. We ate dinner on the beautiful deck, 
taking in the sunset, agreeing that the people who call this 
club their own are very lucky indeed. 
    Hans joined us. He heard about our team and that 
we were raising money for brain tumor research. As a 
survivor himself, he was eager to participate and share 
experiences. Jean and Hans swapped stories, talked about 
chemo, surgeries, “doors” in their skulls, the “carpentry” of 
a surgeon’s handiwork. We could merely observe. But as we 
expanded the conversation, I realized the two had more in 
common than just their tumors. They had the enlightened/
levity paradox, and the humility of people who understand 
the precarious balance of health and illness. 
    It occurred to me how much I could learn from both of 
them, how much my daughter was learning from them as 
we gathered for the swim. Through them, my daughter 
might understand that life-affirming adventures like 
swimming across the San Francisco Bay with story-rich 
people make you feel alive. The metaphor of “escape” is not 
lost to all of us. 
    We will not cringe at our 14-year-old selves any longer.     
    We had to go around and around that game board, stuck 
and embarrassingly unenlightened, until we collected each 
of the little wedges of knowledge, and then as soon as we 
gathered all the pieces, we moved to the center together, 30 
years later. 
    It’s really nice to be here, at the center of the bay, the 
center of ourselves, to look around and see our places, and 
to finally have the wherewithal to say a resounding yet 
inadequate: Thank you, Jean. 
    The swim is now an annual thing for Jean’s Dream Team 
and anyone else who wants to join us for our life affirming 
adventure, in which we attempt to raise funds for Jean’s 
favorite charity, the American Brain Tumor Association, at 
abta.org. “To contribute, visit http://bit.ly/2Bhrahp
    Note: Chuck Waggoner, member of South End Rowing 
Club, went to the same high school that Jean taught at and 
the swimmers attended.
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The SERC Swim 
Criminals Head 
North
 

by Joe Oakes

    My summer ended with a two-week stay at Squaw 

Valley. I try to get there every August so I can get in 

some training in cold water at high altitude. That has 

been my strategy for several years, getting my ancient 

body ready for the annual Cross-Channel Swim in 

Hood River, Oregon, where I live.

    This year I had a second event to train for: Friends 

were coming up from the South End to do a benefit 

relay swim. The plan was to have a six-person team 

swimming a 26-mile marathon through the Columbia 

Gorge, down the majestic Columbia River to Portland. 

    During my very first workout in Lake Tahoe, I was a 

200 meters into my swim when a flock of 100 Canada 

Geese landed in the water around me, settling in on 

both sides of me. Now, I am not afraid of one goose, 

but when there are a hundred of them with me in 

the water, caution is advised. What to do? I do not 

speak Goose, so I just put my head down and kept 

swimming. The flock parted for me as I swam through 

them. Was it a gantlet or an honor guard? Or a good 

omen?

    A good omen it was, although I never saw the geese 

again. For several days I swam and hiked, feeling the 

effects of the 6,000–7,000 feet of altitude, and keeping 

my swims gentle, resting often to catch my breath.     

    After those first days the workouts were joyful, and 

I had the satisfaction of knowing that my training was 

going well.

    Then it was time to return to Oregon for the Labor 

Day swim. When we drove to Hood River on Sunday 

we were greeted by air that was barely breathable, 

the result of growing fires in the mountains. We were 

advised that the Labor Day swim was cancelled.   

    Our hotel generously said that there would be no 

cancellation charge. The smoke was so bad that it 

was not possible to enjoy the wonderful views of our 

Columbia River Gorge, not even across the river.

    Was I bummed out? Sure: Mother Nature can be 

fickle at times. But in three days our marathon relay 

was coming up. That was a big consolation.

    Four SERC swimmers—Alice Ma, Cathy Harrington, 

Steve Hurwitz, and Gary Emich—had flown from San 

Francisco for the relay, rented cars and took rooms at a 

pricey hotel. Then the forest fires got much worse.    

    River towns were in trouble. The air was foul. The 

Multnomah County sheriff advised that river traffic on 

the Columbia River was halted: Stay away! Now what 

was I to do with the four swimmers who had spent so 

Photos by Cathy Harrington.
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Photos by Cathy Harrington.
Photos by Cathy Harrington.

Photos by Cathy Harrington.

much money in anticipation of swimming here?

    Here is what we did, and frankly it worked out 

wonderfully. On September 7 we piled into two cars 

and headed for Nehalem Bay on the Pacific. We had 

two kayaks accompanying us as we swam into a strong 

flooding current in 55-degree water. Have you ever 

gone backwards while trying to swim forward? The five 

of us lasted between 15 and 40 minutes (I was not on 

the high end). Then we drove down to the Tillamook 

Dairy for lunch and some of their great ice cream.

    September 8 we returned to the Columbia River 

and were successful in launching a support boat and 

a kayak. The river was closed to boat traffic so we had 

the entire river to ourselves. Were we illegal? WTF, 

probably, but my philosophy has always been “It is 

better to ask forgiveness than to ask permission.” In 

fact a Coast Guard cutter took a gander at us and 

decided that we were harmless. The air had cleared, 

but it still obscured views of beautiful Mount Hood.     

    The boat took us up the Columbia to a point 10km 

east of the I-205 Bridge. Our swimming that day may 

sound nutty, but this is what we did:

    (1) All of us entered the water for a seven-kilometer 

swim west, with the current. (I was told that my 

100-meter time was 1:16, current aided.)  

    (2) After a short rest on shore, all of us swam south 

to north across the river, then piled into the boat and 

drifted to the I-205 Bridge.  

    (3) From there we did a relay swim from the I-205 

Bridge to the I-5 Bridge, each of us swimming 

15-minute legs.  

    The seven-mile swim took us just short of two hours. 

(Poor me: I only got to swim one 15-minute leg.     

    Crocodile tears are running down my grinning face.)

    Gary Emich had made award certificates for all of us 

to commemorate our “Columbia River Marathon Relay 

Swim.” But it never happened as planned, so he added 

the word “NON-” in front.

    It is said that “s__t happens.” True enough, but 

sometimes the lemonade that results is much sweeter 

than what you had planned. And my SERC friends 

went home as happy as clams. 

    Confiteor: Because I might get caught exaggerating a 

wee bit, I must confess that at times I might have taken 

a shortcut or two. At 83 I consider that my right.

EDITOR’S NOTE: Gary Emich notes that Joe Oakes 

is the original creator of the Escape from Alcatraz 

Triathlon.
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Shizukana Ryu
 

By Kelley Prebil

    Watching the sun rise over Honshu from where the 

Japan Sea feeds into the Tsugaru Strait was a surreal 

experience. My friends Steve Walker and Cameron 

Bellamy had just jumped into the water to start their 

attempt to cross one of the world’s most challenging 

channels. 

    We had planned for a strong current going through 

the middle of the channel. The observer, Haruyuki 

Ishii, the honorable chairman of the Tsugaru Strait 

Swimming Association, said that if the guys could 

make it past the middle channel, they were almost 

guaranteed success. Ishii-san himself had completed 

the swim in 30 hours in 1979 and his friend Mieko 

had done a triple crossing. I felt confident with having 

someone on the boat who was so well versed with 

navigating the strait from a swimmer’s perspective.

    We had a mighty yet bare-bones international crew, 

including Cam’s mother, Janita, from South Africa, Bill 

from Japan, Ian from Hong Kong, and myself from San 

Francisco. Both Cam and Steve had completed five of 

the seven “Oceans Seven Challenge” swims. Reaching 

the shores of Hokkaido today would leave them with 

only the Cook Strait in New Zealand left. 

Cameron Bellamy and Steve Walker before their Tsugaru Strait attempt in October 2017.  

    The boys looked strong and confident in the water 

with long smooth strokes despite the water being a 

little choppy. Steve was ahead of Cam in general, but 

they pod together very well. 

    They charged through the middle of the channel in 

great spirits with not much chit-chat. Ishii-san was 

happy with their progress and the water temperatures 

were staying fairly constant around 16–17 C, 

considered warm back in our San Francisco Bay (60–

62 F). We watched a lot of container ships pass far in 

the distance, but no smaller boats. 

    Steve and Cam seemed in great spirits and focused 

on getting the job done. We didn’t discuss anything 

that wasn’t related to the swim during any of their 

feeds. Ishii-san had this great device like a mix 

between a horn and a whistle that you blow into that 

we used to help stop the guys for feeds. 

    We headed into late afternoon, and the boys were 

almost completely out of the middle of the channel 

and heading into waters where the current is weaker 

to nonexistent. The winds died down along with any 

surface waves. 

    The sun set over the Japan Sea and the wind picked 

up. The water temperature dropped so quickly that 

even Ishii-san was shocked to see it was now 14 C 

(about 57 F). We turned the deck lights on, and Steve 

and Cam put their blinkies back on their goggles. 
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Cameron Bellamy and Steve Walker before their Tsugaru Strait attempt in October 2017.  

    They were less talkative now, and Steve was 

completely off of his feed plan, even denying offerings 

that he had requested to be given just a half hour 

before in the previous feed. They were slowing down, 

which can be expected. 

    Steve started complaining about cramping and was 

getting pretty grumpy. He refused to stop for one feed 

and instead swam in a circle while Cam fed. 

    They were now less than 6 km from finishing the 

swim and Hokkaido seemed so close even in the 

dark. We could clearly see the lights going along the 

road that snakes along Hokkaido’s coastline. Cam 

kept swimming into the port side of the boat and we 

kept having to yell at him to swim parallel to the boat 

and farther away from it. Their progress was now just 

under 1 mile an hour even though they were out of 

the current. My heart sank as I sensed that they were 

starting to get hypothermic. 

    Steve shouted out that he was done and wanted the 

ladder. He and Cam had been swimming for just over 

13 hours. Bill and I tried to plead with him to just swim 

a little longer. We were a mere 4.5 km from Hokkaido 

and they were making a beeline for it. Feed to feed, 30 

minutes to 30 minutes. 

    Steve asked for the ladder again at the next feed 

and this time he wasn’t taking no for an answer. We 

reluctantly got the ladder, but his legs were so cramped 

that he couldn’t get up it. Bill and Ian took Steve’s 

right side while I took his left side and we hauled him 

up the ladder and over the side of the boat. Steve was 

shivering. We sat him down on the closest cooler and 

dried him off as quickly as possible, then got him into 

the boat’s cabin where Ishii-san was prepared with a 

foil thermal blanket. Steve instructed us to go back and 

take care of Cam.

    Ian was busy outside trying to get Cam to keep 

going. I could tell that he was completely exhausted 

and had hit his wall. He was begging for the ladder and 

was just mentally gone from any other thought. Ian 

asked him three times if he was sure that he wanted to 

get out, which Cam affirmed each time. 

    As with Steve, we hauled him into the boat. Cam 

was shivering uncontrollably, so we dried him off and 

escorted him into the boat cabin and put him next to 

Steve. Cam slurred his words as he asked if he could 

rest his head on my lap, which of course he could! 

Janita took Cam’s feet in her lap to try and warm them 

up. I can’t imagine what it was like for a mother to 

watch her child be in this condition. 

    I’ve been on other DNF swims but this one was 

different, given the cost and time involved. I was proud 

of every stroke that Steve and Cam did. They really 

gave it everything they had that day and made a heroic 

display of athleticism. 

    I have the deepest respect for any swimmer who 

even tries a marathon swim. Marathon swimmers put 

months into training and preparing, and then they 

hope that Mother Nature cooperates on the target date. 

Steve and Cam swam really strong for many hours 

until they had nothing left to give, and they didn’t quit 

until they couldn’t physically swim any more.

    My biggest takeaway was the realization of just how 

tight knit and supportive the marathon swimming 

community is. It’s a give and take that comes full circle 

without discussion. Not every swim attempt is going 

to be successful and it really is more about the journey 

than the destination.

    I know both of them have it in them to finally 

scratch the Tsugaru Strait off of their to-do list. 

    As my friend Marilyn Grace’s motto goes: “How 

hungry are you for it?” I hope that Steve and Cam are 

still hungry.

    Note: Shizukana ryu means “quiet dragon” in 

Japanese.

Sun setting over the Japan Sea.
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How to Be a Pilot in 
Seven Easy Steps
 

By Jim Bock

    I would like to try to demystify the grandeur and 

splendor that is being a South End pilot.  

    I think we would all agree that the great swims 

that make us a very special place to do open water 

swimming and that change our lives for the better 

would not be possible without the support of these 

dedicated volunteers. We would be limited to Fort 

Mason swims, coves, and outside-insides. This is 

part of the community of the club, all of us lifting one 

another to achieve great goals. In a word: synergy.

    So let’s look at how to become a pilot, how the 

program fits into the club structure, and what makes a 

good pilot. 

    Step One: Jump in a boat and begin co-piloting.    

    There is no mystery to this. You just need to have a 

fire in your belly and jump in and start piloting. And 

like most things there are a lot of things to learn, but 

you need to start somewhere. Find a swim and sign up 

to be a co-pilot. It really is that simple. 

    Step Two: Take the piloting class that is offered twice 

a year. It is our goal to become the gold standard for 

piloting open water swimming. This course gives you 

an overview of what is involved in piloting, and it’s 

more than you may think. But if you are wise and ask 

lots of questions, I will at least throw candy at you. 

Step Three: Begin ascending the piloting ranks and 

move from co-pilot to assessing pilot. 

    Steps Four through Seven: Never stop learning.   

    There is so much to learn about this. Learn the rules 

of the road (U.S. Coast Guard Col Regs). Learn good 

radio etiquette/technique. Help is out there, if you 

know how to access it, from asking for a radio check to 

contacting a tanker’s pilot so they can pass behind us 

with safety.   

    Learn to anticipate currents, learn to anticipate 

traffic on the bay, learn how best to give adequate 

coverage to a swim. This is really an endless list.  

    And just like the fact that more eyes on the bay 

Pilot Bill Wygant at the helm.

Pilot for SERC and Glory illustration by Zina Deretsky.
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make for safer swims, more ideas do too. Offer better 

ideas to make our swims safer: Do you know other 

boats that can offer coverage? Do you have smart 

towing strategies? Could you offer to make a map of 

exit points on the bay “in case of emergency”? Better 

practices can only serve to make our swims safer.  

    How the Pilot Program Fits Into the Club

    The piloting program is directly under the 

supervision of:

The SERC Board

The swim commissioner

The Pilot Committee, whose members are Simon 

Dominguez, Josh Sale, Joe Butler, David Brown, and 

myself

We have five levels of pilot certification. They are:

Accompanying pilot: can pilot “with-current” swims

Pilot: can pilot cross-current swims

Lead pilot: leads the pilots during swims

Senior pilot: old and crusty, usually smells bad and has 

a bad attitude

Assessing pilot: assesses other pilots

 

Improvements in the Works

    The Pilot Committee is taking steps to better retain 

pilots and make overall improvements to the program.

    Pilots 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 website. 

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 the swimmers’ newsgroup.

    Mentoring: We’ve created a new mentoring program 

to pair attendees with experienced pilots in the hope of 

creating new pilots for the club.

    Finally: Give your pilots a hug now and then, damn 

it! Most of us have had our shots … 

Congratulations to these newly 
promoted pilots:

Bob Tandler

Neil Heller

Jenn Lawson

Lee Bruno

Pilot Josh Sale celebrates another successful swim.

Pilot for SERC and Glory illustration by Zina Deretsky.
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Crossing Bhutan
 

By Tony Lillios

    Bhutan, the Himalayan kingdom known for its 

domestic policy of Gross National Happiness, was a 

place that intrigued me for many years, and I had long 

awaited the right opportunity to travel there.  

    In 2010, when an old friend and professional 

athlete, Terri Schneider, asked me to join her in an 

unprecedented expedition crossing the whole of 

Bhutan by human power, trekking and some mountain 

biking, I knew the right time had arrived. In a very 

South End-y way, I signed up to organize and lead 

the adventure in a year’s time—without having any 

trekking experience, not owning a mountain bike, and 

not knowing yet how we were going to finance the 

adventure.  

    Over the next year I moved to Tahoe, planned and 

trained, enrolled nine financial backers to trek with 

us for the first 12 days, and recruited a three-person 

film team to capture the historic crossing. It was quite 

an undertaking, and we hadn’t even set foot in the 

country yet.

    Bhutan is a predominantly Buddhist kingdom that 

has been largely isolated from the rest of the world. It 

was the last country on earth to get the internet and 

TV, in 1999. As a result, its citizens walk to the beat of 

their own drum while also embarking on the journey of 

rapidly modernizing their country.  

    Their stories and viewpoint became something we 

saw as valuable to share with a greater audience. A 

key figure in the documentary is Bhutan’s charismatic, 

wise, and well-spoken prime minister, Tshering 

Tobgay, who also happens to be a monster mountain 

biker and joined us at several points. 

    Throughout the journey I toted around my South 

End cap and swimsuit, scouting out swims. When the 

opportunity arrived in Jangothang, at 14,000 feet, I was 

suited up and ready to dip my toe in when our guide 

informed me that it wouldn’t be allowed, so as to not 

upset the gods who lived beneath the surface. I was 

crushed. I never did get a chance to swim there.  

Pilot for SERC and Glory illustration by Zina Deretsky.

Expedition Bhutan arrival. Photo by Ben Henretig.
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Pilot for SERC and Glory illustration by Zina Deretsky.

    The 42 days in the country were a transformational 

journey for me and I still very much carry it with me in 

how I am today.

    When we returned home we had amazing footage 

and stories to share but no money to actually produce 

the film. In 2012 we ran a successful Kickstarter 

campaign that was supported by many South Enders.     

    The musician Imogen Heap, who was one of the 

trekkers for 12 days, wrote and recorded two songs for 

the film that were featured on her latest album. 

    The production of the film was one of the most 

challenging creative projects I have ever been a part 

of. After three years of intense work by the director, 

the one-hour documentary, Crossing Bhutan, saw its 

incredible premiere at the Santa Barbara Film Festival 

in 2016, where it was screened five times to sold-out 

audiences.

    Nothing about this film or expedition has been 

quick or easy, and finally the film will be released to 

Kickstarter backers before the end of December and 

released to iTunes and other platforms on World    

    Happiness Day on March 20th.  

    If there is enough interest at the club, I’d love to 

screen the film at the South End, adding a Q&A with 

myself, the director, and possibly some of the other 

team members. If there is interest, let me know at tony.

lillios@gmail.com

You can view the trailer to the film here: vimeo.

com/153739983

The film’s official website: crossingbhutan.com

Lake above Jangothang. In background, Jichu Drake, 22,930 ft. 
Photo by Tony Lillios.

It’s 1951.

I’m eight.

The final curtain has fallen on that night’s production of 

“Pygmalion.”

My dad was Col Pickering.

He has washed off the greasepaint and said his goodbyes.

Driving home over Martha’s Vineyard’s country roads,

The balmy summer midnight is too delicious to ignore.

At Oak Bluffs public beach my parents swim naked.

Effervescence pours off their bodies.

I watch from the sand.

Effervescence
A Poem by Barrie Grenell
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Holiday Party 2017
 

By Jane Koegel 

    You all made your entertainment commissioner 

happy at our 1930s formal holiday party by stating, 

“This is so much fun!” You looked beautiful in your 

gowns and tuxes and suits and makeup. Tina Voight 

suggested the theme for our event when she pointed 

to an elegant, almost 90-year-old photo hanging in 

the Cook Shack of the 1931 SERC dinner and dance 

holiday party and stated, “Let’s have a party that looks 

like this.” And so we did! 

    Volunteers before the event contributed to the magic 

of the evening: picking up the rental linens and tables, 

baking gingerbread cookies and pineapple upside-

down cakes, making the centerpieces, hanging the 

lights, assembling and lighting the shimmering palm 

trees, decorating the Christmas trees, organizing and 

hanging the silver beads, painting the ticket booth, 

assembling the cardboard trash bins, etc. 

    In preparation, and hours in advance, Cy Lo and 

crew cleared the boathouse. Our own Trunk and Bell 

florist Vanessa Blyth-Gaeta contributed 100 gardenias, 

adding a beautiful touch to the glamorous attire of 

the first 100 guests to show up. Kevin Buckholtz’s 

special boulevardier libation was swoon-worthy. Kim 

    Howard’s time-honored, competent organization of 

the bartenders and the bar was a gift, as always, to us 

all. 

    Head chef Alan Lapp and crew delivered a beautiful 

spread of 1930s-style hors-d’oeuvres and dinner 

food—no one left hungry. Jim Bock’s soundtrack of 

1930s and contemporary music was delightful. Colin 

Gift admirably organized a group photo and formal 

shots of partygoers, and Allen Luong—our roving 

photographer—captured the beauty of the evening. 

SERC President Bill Wygant, looking gorgeous in his 

elegant tux, was our MC for the award ceremony. First 

Lady Di, in a shimmering green gown with elegance to 

match, was a show stopper. 

    Volunteers got busy after the event: dishwashers, 

palm tree and centerpiece and silver bead dissemblers, 

The SERC holiday party in 2017. Photo by Colin Gift.

The SERC holiday party in 1931.
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Megan Wygant, Bill Wygant and Dianna Shuster. Photo by Carol 

Merryfield.

light removers, sweepers, trash bin emptiers, as well 

as Jefferson who helped organize the leftover food, 

disposable dishes and garbage, etc.—they all helped 

to return our club to its true mission: catering to the 

sports of running, swimming, handball, and rowing. 

    The party was a three-hour extravaganza, which 

gave us many more hours to ruminate on how special 

the South End is to us all, and how much fun we have.

    Thank you all for your participation. It could not 

have been a more special evening.

The important all-around boat people: Cy Lo, Bryce Goeking, 
Jessica Gammell, and Jim Bock. Carol Merryfield on the right.

Member of the Year
William Scott Ellsworth

Volunteer of the Year
Miriam Hiser

Runner of the Year
Jim Ruppert

Swimmer of the Year
Ken Mignosa

Handball Player of the Year
Tom Mc Grath

Most Improved Handball 
Player

Kim Howard

Pilot of the Year
Jenn Lawson

Rower of the Year
Gerald Purmel

The SERC holiday party in 1931.
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Welcome
New Members
 

Matthieu Fuzellier

Joe Fazio

Alexander Khanin

Keith Feldman

Anders Jakobsson

Christine Farren

Patrick Cody

Casey Dillingham

Alex Kaplan

Ilya Anisimoff

Megan Omainsky

Ted Dillingham

Amy Bass

Celeste Smith

Helena Claire Valor

Gianmarco Puglisi

Felix Rieseberg

KatrinaK Abbott

Victoria Dimitrakopoulos

Bryan Temmermand

Hilary Walters

Marc Singer

Erin Cooney

April Buescher

Christine Casey

Emily Gabel

German Lopez Grimon

Haley Lane

Joshua Biddle

Matt Montgomery

Zoe Lockard

Christopher Himmel

Bradley Mart

Zoe Lockard

Christopher Himmel

Bradley Mart

Erika Gliebe

Noah Kircher-Allen

Steven Nafizur Rahman

Jeremy Boyette

Kristin Gray

George Lazaneo

Sophie Lyapina

Jungah Lee

Aaron Macphee

Katherine Wendelsdorf

Peter Fisher

Miguel Melendez

Stephanie Carnes

Jeremy Dorson

Richard Born

Melissa Filbin

Jeannette Smith

Jesse Kershner

Amanda Weil

John Fetto

Vincent Korti

Christopher Cunnie

Rob Burks

David Carter

Seana Burke

Kristin Scheel

Steve Sloan

James Shanahan

Kathryn White

Alexander Lam

Kathryn White

Alexander Lam

Alexandra Nana-Sinkam

Renoir Banwer

Torrie Patton

Alex Eldemir

Michael Goble

Fred Schwarcz

Danielle Hagan

Angela Johnston

Scarlet Nerad

Doug Heeter

Stephen Scofield

Kevin Blick

Brian Wing

Yosh Han

Jeff Cooperman

Naomi Scout Assaraf

Nick LaRocca

Peter Myers

Tony Kovicak

Joe Slenzak

Elizabeth McCarthy

Mike Smith-Bronstein

Eliana Crawford

Joseph Bisesto

Victoria Bialas

Nicole Sroka

Kasey Morrison

George Carvalho

Lauren Ito

Emma Lutz

VittoriaG Salmoiraghi

Stuart Weil

Ronald Whitney

Bridget Abbott

Sheila Balter

Jaime Lopez

Ronald Whitney

Bridget Abbott

Sheila Balter

Jaime Lopez

Hudson Harr

Jackson Galan

Hanah Allen

Elena Cryst

Mike LaRocca

 Kerry Yonushonis

Keith Schaumann

Megan Doepker

Paul LaRocca

Pham Moon

Shea Pilgrim

Challiss Mosher

Lou Guttilla

Emily Buskirk

Peter May

Jonathan Pimento

Ronald A Rose

Janet Vennari

Jessica Craver

Luann Daniel

Christopher Germain

Tom Kent

Angelo Colamonaco

Wenceslao Munoz 

Kari  Telander

Anna Senko

Michael Russell

Estelle Pitard

Dylan  Sullivan

Andrea Crawford

Eric Ahearn

Susanne Dunnigan

Stephen Scofield

Michael Goldstein
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New Honorary Life 
Member

In Memoriam

Ming Teng

Jennie Kline

Stephanie Harrell

Gregg Welk

Robert O’Driscoll

Sonia Morris

Arianna Pilram

Bettina Steffen

Frederic Wagner

Daniel  Bridges

Kenneth Auyeung

Devon Clifford

Laura Heddleston

Jeffrey Lohrmann

Brent Summers

Jak Churton

Arianne Goodman

Brent Pohlmann

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

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

Diane Major was one of the original six who 

brought a class action suit against the Clubs 

that allowed women to join.  In 1973 six 

determined women had to ‘kick in the door’ 

that allowed women to ‘come in from the 

cold’.  In 1977 Diane was the first woman to 

join the South End.

Celia DeMartini 12/20/1951  - 08/31/2017

Alan Levinson 04/18/1944  - 08/31/2017

John Hentz 10/04/1940  - 11/10/2017
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A mysterious ball of mistletoe appeared in the Jacuzzi in mid-December. Photo credit: Joe Boone.


