
infocus photos ltd
 

ww w.in ro cusphol os lld .com 

u w tl I I O "'" C O 'l dw ~. y 0 1 ? 2 S 0 8 6 5 

SMALL GROUPS 
& 

PRIVATE CHARTERSz.... , ()R t .... 

•... 
U RE 

New Beginnings[ ]
by D ominic To nn er , Corn ruurucauou- I )f l{ 

After Hurricane lvan, the Cayman 
Islands Sailing Club had to literally re
bu ild . That it did so during 2005, wit h 
such success, was one of the most up 
lift ing chapters in the club's long history. 
But it was not the first t ime that the club 
had been through a transformation that 
tested the resolve of its members and 
which ultimately laid the foundations for 
the strong and successful orga nisation 
that we have today. 

Dur ing the 19805, the club went 
through arguably an even greater re
building. At the start of that mom entous 
decade, the club (then still known as the 
Grand Cayman Yacht Club) was young 
yet had a big following. Its monthly rac
es off Seven Mile Beach were popular, 
part icularly among families, who would 
take their kids to the beach and turn the 
compet it ive spectacles into full-scale 
social gatherings, much like the Easter 
Regattas tod ay. 

The races would involve relatively 
small craft, such as lasers and even a few 
catboats, all faithfully stored at two loca
tions on the beach - Beach Club Colony 
and the Galleon Beach Hotel (now the 
site of the Westin Casuarina Resort). The 
club wasenormously grateful that the two 
hotels allowed it to use the edg e of their 
prop erties for boat storage. Moreover, 
on race day, which was most Sundays, the 
hot els would open their food and bever
age outlets for the club members. 

But gradually, as Seven Mile Beach 
be came more develope d, it g rew more 
difficult for the club to remain on the 
beach. The Beach Club and the Galleon 
needed to use more room, which meant 
that the club's storage area became 
squeezed. 

the edge 01the reef, where depths went 
from about 80ft - just about shallow 
enough for a temporary mooring - to 
many hundredsof feet. The boats would 
sail from the horizon towards the be ,":/', 
tacking as they went in ord er to take ac 
count of the prevailing north-oastorlv 
wind, which usually swep t across tho 
sand and into their faces. The prob lem 
was that this stretch of water was not 
proving attractive to sailors, particu larly 
given that t he tall Casuarina pine trees 
created havoc with wind shifts d ose to 
the beach. 

Swimmers and snorkellers were a 
constant hazard, of course, but, as the 
1970swent on, more and more scuba div
ers descended on the 'west wall' - which 
just happened to be close to the starl 
ing point of many club races. Tim Rid ley, 
a former Com modore of the Club and 
an avid laser racer at the l ime, remem
bers how there would somet imes be a 
sort of turf batt le in the midd le of the 
ocean between the sailors and the dive 
boat captains. Tim, in a characteristically 
lawyerly way. calls them "acrimonious 
d iscussions" , although he insists that no 
one ever came to blo ws. " It helped thai 
many of the club members were divers 
themselves," he recalls, "but somet imes 
it did get a little bit tense out there." 

When dive operations successfully 
lobbied for permission to erect perma
nent moorings beside popular sections 
of the west wall, things grew less and 
less tenable for the club. Although many 
members desperate ly wished that the 
club could have been able to stay at the 
beach, most (if not all) understood that 
the time had come to find a new home. 

There were other, more commer
The beach was also becoming cial arguments in favour of the move, 

increasing ly crowded with all kinds of too. The club did no t have any kind of reservati ons@aquazure.net 345.925.8381 watersports . The races took place from ff"1 "p 
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prem ises on Seven Mile Beach - which 
meant no clubhouse. no manager, and 
no infrastructure. Equally important Wi.IS 
that the storage areas at Beach Club. 
the Galleon and latterly, on land where 
the Great House now stands. were UII · arne to nought. The club 's atte ntion 

suitable for anything other than d in
ghies and small catamarans. By moving 
to a different locatio n. members might 
suddenly be able to sto re and launch 
bigger boats from the club's land. And, 
most significantly of all, several years of 
growth had enabled the club to build 
up a handy nest egg - not enough to 
buy out the Beach Club , adm itte dly. bu t 
p lenty for the acquisition of a litt le land 
away from the overcrowded and expert
siva Seven Mile Beach. 

Steve Payne, an officer of the club 
at the time, volunteered to scout loca
tions, while Andrew Moon. a future 
Commodore and like Tim a partner with 
Maples and Calde r at the time, offered 
to hilndle the conveyance. Clive Bod 
den, the then Com modore, oversaw 
the project and, with his expertise in the 
construction business, took a particular
Iv prominent role in the building of the 
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, 1111" " "1' ,,' . 1 role he would reprise 1 ~) 

V' ',," . 1"1" ,, when the clubhouse had to 
I ,,· ,. 'I'dir ed following Ivan. 

By 1989, full -scale develop ment of 
111f ' ~ ) ( Ncn Mile Beach corridor was in full 
~ . wi " ~ J . Ihe idea of establishing joint ven
turos with com mercial watersports op er
.uors was explored. bu t the d iscussions 

inevitably tu rned to the North Sound, a 
stretch of water that in many ways was 
far more suited to the sort of sailing that 
members craved. There would be no 
jet-skiers or bathers to contend with, let 
alone irate scuba divers. And although it 
was acknowledged that the shallowness 
of some parts of the Sound might prove 
a problem, everyone agreed that the 
benefits far outweighed the drawbacks. 
Nor th Sound it would be. 

A number of possible locations 
were looked at, including the canal-side 
North Sound Estates. But the club came 
to the view that. if at all possibl e, it would 
be far preferable to locate direct ly on the 
North Sound. Eventually, a small p lot of 
land was found close to the south-east
ern corner o f the Sound, a short distance 
from the edge of the airport runway. (The 
land was then only a fraction of what it is 
today: the club gradually expanded the 
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area it controlled over the years.) 
It would be untrue to suggest that 

Ihere was Widespread rejo icing when 
the news of the new location was an
nounced to the membership, and a 
number of people refused to renew 
their membe rships, including a few who 
perhaps enjoyed the social side of the 
old Seven Mile Beach gatherings more 
than the actual sailing itself. But there 
was no friction, and even those disap
pointed by the move understood the ra
tionale be hind the decision. Indeed. as 
Tim recalls, many members who left the 
club after the move eventually return ed 
to the fold . 

But what was left in 1990 was a 
hardcore band of sailing enthusiasts. 
peopl e like Clive Bodd en. John and 
Nancy Bodden, And rew and Jane Moon, 
Tim Ridley, John Michael Stafford, Ger
ald Kirkconnell and Thea and Judy Bull
more, who would go on to dominate the 
organisation for years to come. 

The then Governor, A lan Scott. 
was invited to take part in the ceremo
nial groundbreaking, and as 1991 went 
on, the clubho use slowly took shape. 
Meanwhile, after years of wishing for 
b igger boats, some of the members be
gan talking seriously about ordering a 
fleet of them. Tim remembers bein g on 
a business trip to Miami and taking a call 
on his hotel room phone from John Staf
ford. "We are putt ing together a g roup 
to buy half a dozen J22s. We can get a 
deal on them," said John. Tim did not 
hesitate . "Count me in," he replied. 

The J22 was a fairly new desig n 
o f boat at the time and something of a 
poorer cousin to the larger J24. But J22s 
were cheaper - the boats ordered by 
John cost only about US$12,OOO - and 
they had a reputation as fast and nimb le. 
It was also considered important that 
the members agree on a par ticular class 
of boat and. at least to a deg ree, stick to 

it, rather Ih,lIl " II"WIII:J numerous di ffer
ent typos t I I I" '.I '" 10 prol iferate. 

Thu Ji't' r dur l ~l became enormous
ly popular, <I lthough it did have an un
foreseen consequence: erstwhile dinghy 
racers who joined J22 crews often d id 
not go back to racing lasers and other 
dinghies. It had not been unusual lor , IS 

many as2S-30 dinghies to take part m tlu : 

old races off the beach, but by tim eili ly 
19905, such races at the new club location 
often had fewer than half that number. 

But there were many other. more 
positive developments as a result o f the 
move.The racing wasraised to an entirely 
di fferent level. for one. There had always 
been talen ted sailors at t he club, but 
now. thanks to the club facilit ies and the 
conditions in the Sound, more members 
were able to experience higher-quality 
racing. The bar that was established in 
the clubhouse - usually tended to by a 
club membe r - helped to bui ld a closer
knit group. on e built on mutual respect 
and a spi rit of camaraderie. And oth er 
changes came incrementally. including 
the employment of a manager to meet 
the demand for a full -t ime youth sailing 
programme which had been fuelled in 
part by a successful volunteer-led pro
gramme in the early 1990s. 

As the decade went on, the land 
expanded and the clubho use became 
even more of a focal po int for sailing 
in Cayman. The club even changed its 
name, returning to its original moniker 
of the Cayman Islands Sailing Club. 

Much o f the op timism built up over 
that era was shattered on one mom en
tous night in September 2004. But the 
club did not d isappear on the breeze. 
The clubhouse was damaged. but it was 
repaired. The dingh ies and J22s were 
smashed, but they were replaced. Some 
members packed up and left the island, 
but they were subst ituted by a new breed 
of sailing enthusiasts. Not for the first 
t ime in its history, the Cayman Islands 
Sailing Club faced a new beginning. 
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