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Another Fun Border Run -  
A Race to the Finish 
by Tom Schock 
April 9 & 10, 2011 
 
Newport Beach, California - Although we finished at 

almost precisely the same time as we did last year 
(2:08 a.m. this year / 2:05 a.m. last year), this year's 
Border Run race from Newport Beach to San Diego 
was quite different than last year's event. We had 
more wind for most of the racing, and then sat in a big 
hole off Point Loma, just a few miles from the finish line. So what looked like a record year 
turned into a slow beat to the turning mark and a reach to the finish line.  
 
To make things more challenging, the Boarder Run committee gave us a rating of 138, a 
whopping 36 seconds per mile below our normal PHRF rating of 174, which we used last year. 
This put us at par with boats like the B25, J30, and Santa Cruz 27; and it meant we gave 12 
seconds per mile to the Ranger 33 we were competing with. A pretty challenging rating! 

Because of an unusual weather cell that brought high winds, hail, and big shifts, we didn't get 
the kite up until about three hours after the start; and even then, the wind direction was too tight 
for the A2 so we went straight to the Code Zero. Since we were the smallest boat in our fleet, 
our strategy was to stay as close to the rhumb line as possible, going the shortest distance 
possible. 

For the next three hours we sailed with the Code Zero, knocking off 7 to 8 knots, occasionally 
hitting 8.5. Then the wind got even stronger and headed us quite a bit below the rhumb line. We 
took the Code Zero down and reached with the jib, still going about 7 knots. Then the wind went 
further aft and increased in velocity, so we put up the A2. At about this time, we hit our top 
speed for the day - 9.5 knots - and had separated from the rest of the boats in our fleet. We 

never saw them again.  

We carried the A2 all the way to midnight and sailed toward San Diego Buoy #1, the turning 
mark to the finish. At about midnight, the wind went wacko, and we had to take the spinnaker 
down. Then we sailed from hole to hole with the wind coming from every possible direction. 

Finally, the wind filled from the southeast, so we had to tack to the buoy.  

Our game plan had been to stay between our fleet and the mark. We expected the wind to get 
lighter and go further aft during the night, allowing us to reach up to the mark while the rest of 
the fleet would have to sail deeper and deeper off the wind. Unfortunately, the wind actually 

swung southeast. 

Out of 175 starters for the Long and Short courses to San Diego, I am pretty sure we were the 
70th boat to cross the finish line. And we had a great sail! Just three "old dudes" sitting in the 
cockpit, comfy and dry and having a fantastic time. We ended up second in class behind the 
Ranger 33. 



 
2011 Run FROM the Border 
The Garrett Family Delivery  

after the Border Run Race 
 
by Tom Garrett 
April 15 - 18, 2011 
 

San Diego, California -The sail drive clicked into 
gear as our pretty, blue-hulled Harbor 25 Yemaya 
glided through the indigo, moonlit San Diego Bay 
and turned the corner around the submerged 
breakwater. With the clock just a little past 0200, 
it was the proverbial "darkest before the dawn" 
time, but we had just finished the Border Run Race; and for the second year in a row, we had a 
delightful, fast sail in a steady breeze down from Newport.  
 
The plan after the race, as last year, was to throw me off on Shelter Island, and then for Tommy 
Schock and our third crew, Tommy's brother-in-law, Rik Hobbie, to fight their way through the 
kelp beds and up the coast to home port. But, hey, my family didn't have plans over the kids' 
Easter Break. I pondered and slowly rubbed my chin for a moment - it was such a nice sail 
down...and the weather for the return looks sunny and warm...and the kids at 12 and 11 hadn't 
been exposed yet to the wonders of yacht deliveries. Why not make it a family, port-hopping 
adventure and learning experience? "Yes we can. We'll bring the little Yemaya to her home."  

And so a few days later the Garretts (Robert 12, Kea 11, my wife, Kerrie, and I) were deposited 
at Southwestern Yacht Club on a sunny Friday morn. On went the food, beverages, and ice. Up 

went the main, and, aye maties, unfurl that jib!  

Off we blasted, reaching out of San Diego bay, past the entrance buoy, as we tacked for 
Mission Bay, about 7 miles up the coast of Southern California. Destination? - Paradise Point 
Resort for rest and recreation of pool activities, exploring, and a wonderful dinner at the upscale 

Baleen restaurant.  

As we arrived at the lifeguard docks in Quivira Marina to survey the guest dock options, we got 
what was first of many compliments during our family delivery about the classic lines of the 
Harbor 25. One of our lifeguard buddies asked, "Hey, is that a Schock? You know, I have a 
525!" After explaining how our little cruising boat is quite speedy too and that this year we didn't 
have quite as fast a top speed as we did in the race as last year, but we still hit in the 8s, he 
pointed us in the direction of guest slips over yonder, and we tied up for the night. The first leg 
was already a big success and a sailing dad's dreams were coming true with children wanting to 

have the majority of the tiller and trimming time, all of the 70 miles home. 

The next morning Yemaya turned northwest at 0930 and headed to the point at La Jolla and 

then onwards to Oceanside Yacht Club. At about 30 miles, this would be our longest day. The 
kids had loved the fun at Paradise Point, but were excited to be back on the water in what 
turned out to be a spectacular day of more bait boils, pelican dive bombing raids, and porpoise 
feeding frenzies than I have ever witnessed. Kerrie's hopes for a wayward whale though did not 

come true.  

Tom, Robert & Kealani Garrett aboard Yemaya 



Before we came on all that marine excitement, which lasted from La Jolla to Oceanside; and as 
we were beating along Mission Beach, our second instance of inquisitiveness came from a 
bellow on the water. A paddle boarder, who we were passing, hooked in for a tow off our quarter 
wake and admired our vessel's lines. He too wondered what we were sailing, and where we 

were heading. 

The kids frolicked in the pool at the Marina Suites, which are conveniently and immediately 
adjacent to Oceanside Yacht Club, Dad enjoyed one of those rum drinks at the OYC bar before 
dinner, and the next morning we were off again, but this time in a sweet southerly that lasted the 

whole day long.  

As soon as we were turning towards course for Dana Point, Robert, who is jumping from his 
Schock/Corsair Sabot to FJs this summer, was keen on learning the dance of the bow man and 
setting the aso chute. Pole out, tack, sheet and halyard on, hold on girls we're sailing downwind 
to Dana Point and DPYC for the night! Robert trimmed his first chute, non-stop for the 3 ½ hour 
journey to Dana Point. Dad to Robert - "So, what do you think about doing this for 9 or 10 days 
to Hawaii?" Reply of Robert to Dad - "Yeah, cool, let's do it. Thanks for doing this trip Dad. This 
is awesome." Check off some of the other marks for other sailing parents' dreams of inspiration 

come true. Note to self - plan on Transpac with your kid soon. 

Sliding into the side tie at DPYC early that Sunday afternoon, with grins on our faces for going 
down the uphill leg, our third question came from a fellow yachtsman. "Hey skipper, what is that. 
She's beautiful!" So, it was not just a San Diego thing, Orange County. people loved our boat 
too. Maybe we should sell our Harbor 20 and get one of those soon-to-be-finished Harbor 30s? 
Well, after the lines were tight, off we went with my mom (Tutu to the kids) in her car for dinner 
and the night at her house on the beach in San Clemente. 

On Monday morning, the finish line of Yemaya's slip in Newport Harbor was in sight, bringing to 
an end what turned out to be four wonderful days of family time and togetherness on the water, 
all in our own backyard. We could have been in the BVIs, Tonga, or any other exotic cruising 
ground of the world, but it wouldn't have made the adventure any more fun or valuable for 
showing the kids how fortunate all of us yachties are in sharing the joys and treasures of 

boating.  



 

HARBOR 25 ñRED HEADò  
WINS CRUISING CLASS 

South Bay Yacht Racing Club, Marina del Rey, California 
January 23, 2011 

 
 
Story by Rick Ruskin,  
Staff Commodore SBYRC 

 

Marina del Rey, CA -   I recently sailed Harbor 

25 #32 ñRed Headò in South Bay Yacht 
Racing Clubôs annual Champagne Series. 
ñRed Headò is owned by Ruck Goldreyer, the 
principal broker at The Yacht Exchange, the 
Marina del Rey dealer for the Harbor 20, 25, 
and 30. 
 
The Champagne Series is SBYRCôs largest 
regatta and is one of Marina del Reyôs most 
important events. It is typically a two-day 
event with one-design classes and PHRF 
fleets racing windward/leeward courses off the 
Venice Pier in Santa Monica Bay. For the first 
time this year, the regatta included a Cruising 
Class that sailed Sunday only on a random leg 
course of about 14 miles.  
 
This was my first time sailing a Harbor 25, and 
my good friend Warren joined me for a great 
day on the water. As is typical for this time of 
year, the race was sailed in light winds, from 3 
to 6 knots. There were five boats in our 
Cruising Class ï all of our competitors were 
34 feet and larger. 
 
Ratings for the Cruising Class were based on 
PHRF ratings that were adjusted favorably for 
fixed props, roller furling sails, small jibs, 
dodgers, heavy anchor chain in the bow, a 
hard dinghy aboard, etc. Penalty adjustments were made for things like large jibs, special sail 
cloth, and headfoil systems. 
 
We managed to sail the 14-mile Cruising Class course, which included windward, leeward, and 
reaching legs, in under five hours!  It was a south day, so we controlled that end of the line and 
led to the port lay line. We rounded ahead of all and held that lead until about the 8-mile mark 
when, after 4 miles of two reaching legs, a Hunter 35 finally got us. 
 

Harbor 25 #32 ñRed Headò racing in Santa Monica 



We hung with them for the next leeward and reaching legs, but then took advantage of the final 
windward leg, sailing more than 10 degrees higher than the other boats in our class. This save 
us some four tacks, and the shorter distance allowed us to win by over four minutes corrected. 
 
By the way, the Cruiser handcaps include a deduction for a ULDB, so we had to deduct an 
additional 27 seconds per mile (6 1/2 minutes total) from our handicap. While the Harbor 25 is 
an excellent performing sailboat, she is NOT a ULDB.  
 
All of the systems aboard worked great; and the jib boom made a big difference on both the 
windward and leeward legs, keeping the sail full. If you have a Harbor sailboat, please take 
advantage of all of the great adjustments designed into the boat. We adjusted the jib outhaul 
often, and it made a big difference. 
 
While I look forward to racing ñRed Headò again, I have sold my ñbigò boat, so hopefully Ruck 
will let me take her to Catalina too. 

 

 
 

HARBOR 25 #1 
FIRST IN CLASS ï FIRST IN DIVISION 

2nd ANNUAL BORDER RUN 
by Tom Schock 

April 24, 2010 

 
Racing performance was not the top priority when 
designing the Harbor 25. Easy single-handed 
sailing was the primary goal. Speed is always nice, 
but for this boat, we were not going to give up an 
enclosed head, good sitting headroom, the built-in 
ice chest, and the ñgraniteò countertops.   
 
However, when it comes to selling the boat, 
performance always comes up. Buyers are bound 
to ask . . . What does it rate? . . . How fast will it go? 
. . . Is it tender or stiff? . . . Can you race it in the 
open ocean? . . . Does it have a rating that I can 
win with?  
 
And when it comes right down to it, who wants to 
sail a slow boat?  
Knowing all of this, Steve Schock cleverly designed 
a fast hull shape that accommodates all of the 
cruising comforts on our list. And I have had the 
feeling from the beginning that the Harbor 25 would 
be an awesome performer in good winds on off-the-
wind courses.  
 
With this in mind, we entered the 2nd Annual Border 
Run race from Newport Beach to San Diego. This 

70-mile race is organized by Border Run International and runs on the same weekend as the 

2:01a.m. Sunday, April 25 



Ensenada race. Since Harbor 25 #1 Yemaya does not have lifelines, stanchions, and pulpits, 

we are not eligible for the Ensenada Race; and one long day of racing is always more appealing 
than the two days it takes to get to Ensenada. In the interest of safety, we rigged jacklines and 
wore safety harnesses. 
The race organizers put us in the Mono XS C Fleet with a Cat 36, R33, Oday 32, Cat 30, IP 
320, and E28. Our Mono XS Division started 60 minutes behind the first start ï there were only 
two divisions behind us. The wind at the start was light, 4 to 8 knots, out of the south. We got a 
good start; and in minutes we were the lead boat in our group. We set the Code Zero as soon 
as we cleared the other boats, and it soon became apparent that we could put up the A2 Aso 
and sail a lower course, closer to the rum line.  
 
We had collected great weather data; and we knew it would pay to stay close to the rum line, so 
we changed sails and steered a course to the turning mark. We found ourselves sailing lower 
and faster than the boats around us; and within an hour, we couldnôt even identify the boats in 
our Division. We were sailing through the boats that started 5 and 10 minutes ahead of us ï a 
Capo 30, Cat 38, Olson 34, Olson 911S, J32, Kirby 30, Olson 25, Moore 24, Cal 29, and four 
Cal 40s. We spent the whole day reaching down the course in 8 knots of breeze right next to a 
Cal 40 that just would not let us be. Our high speed for the day was 9.2 knots, but for the most 
part, the wind was light but steady. 
 
We had a nice hot dinner (cooked at home that morning and kept in a thermos) with wine and 
dessert. Then we were ready to do some serious night fighting. The Cal 40 moved on us in the 
early evening hours and got about 1.5 miles ahead of us. The wind lightened, they came out 
from inside of us, and by 10 p.m. we passed them again. This time we were to leeward, and we 
put them a 1/2 mile astern of us. 
 
We are now on port tack about 15 degrees above the mark, the wind gets stronger, and it heads 
us right down to the mark. We called the jibe perfectly, the Cal 40 jibed behind us, and we 
headed for the mark. With the stronger breeze, he started to move. But by this time, he had to 
be pretty upset. Our little 25-foot daysailor had been sailing close to him all day, and we were 
only 6 miles from the finish. 
 
At this point we could see a lot of running lights to leeward. These boats had jibed too late and 
were close reaching back up to the mark. Our Cal 40 had finally had enough of us and decided 
heôd like to sail over the top of us. We didnôt let him, of course, but in fighting him off, we sailed 
high of the mark and had to jibe to get back down to it. That gave the boats to leeward the 
distance they needed to round ahead of us. It was a group of eight larger boats lead by the 
Schock 35 Outlier. With only 4 miles to go to the finish, we were just 20 boat lengths behind a 

Schock 35. I felt very good! 
 
We finished with Cal 40s, an F-27 and an F-24 Trimaran, and a lot of large monohulls. It was 2 
in the morning and pretty dark, so we had no idea just how well we had done, but we headed 
home feeling pretty good about ourselves. It turns out we were first in our Mono XS C fleet and 
first in the Mono XS division. We had the third best corrected time for monohulls and the fifth 
best corrected time of the entire fleet, including multihulls. The Flying Tiger Anarchy corrected to 
first over-all and the Farr 40 Piranha was second. You can see the full results on the Boarder 

Run website ï www.theborderrun.org.  We were #55 across the finish line out of 143 starters! 

 
YES you can sail the Harbor 25 in the deep water. 
 
YES you can be competitive. 
 
YES you can be comfortable while racing. 

http://www.theborderrun.org/


 
We had a crew of three. And YES we had plenty of room for food and personal gear.  
 
We started at 12 noon in 5 knots, we finished at 2:01 a.m., we dropped Tom Garrett off at San 
Diego Yacht Club, and Rik Hobbie and I headed home with breakfast, lunch, snacks, and a full 
tank of gas for the 70-mile trip home. We pulled into the slip at 4 p.m. on Sunday. 
 
It was a great race and a really fun sail, and the boat performed perfectly. 

 
 

AN INTERNATIONAL-14 IN THE ó40s 
A HARBOR 25 AT 84 

December 10, 2009 
  

In late October, Tom and Jane Schock delivered a brand 
new Harbor 25 to an old friend by the name of Bob Savage. 
He lives in Lynden, Washington, a small town very close to 
the Canadian border, and just a few minutes from Drayton 
Harbor on beautiful Semiahmoo Bay. His love of sailing 
goes back to 1935 when he learned to sail in Newport 
Beach, California, at the age of nine. Bob will be 84 years 
old soon; and this is the story of his early sailing years and 
why he chose the Harbor 25 to continue his love for boats 
and the sea. 
 

ñWhen I was about 9 years old, I met Jim W through our 
family. Jim was an accountant who loved sailing. He was an 
active racer and teacher of sailing. Jim needed a crew on 
his Skimmer while racing at Alamitos Bay, so I became his 
crew. Jim also had a Skimmerette, with mainsail only, which 
I borrowed and learned to sail on my own. Jim was getting 

ready to retire and wanted to have a boat that he could just go down in the afternoon and sail 
and race at the Balboa Yacht Club. His desire was to find a boat he felt stable on and that he 
could sail by himself so he wouldnôt have to find a crew. He bought a Viking that had a club-
footed jib, and he was very happy to race it and sail it all by himself. 
 
After two years in the U S Navy during WW2 as a signalman, I returned to Newport Beach and 
the Balboa Yacht Club. I wanted very much to have a sailboat of my own and I soon found an 
International14 named Chili Pepper that was for sale from the new owner of Lido Shipyard. He 

said that there was a great class of racers in Newport Harbor and that I should get involved. 
This I did. And it was through this experience that I made many lifetime friends. Among them 
were Bill and Betty Schock. Bill was buying cold-molded wooden I-14s hulls from Douglas & 
McLeod and finishing them in the garage of his parentôs beach house. My boat wasnôt one that 
Bill built, but Chili Pepper spent a little time in Billôs shop over the years. The I-14 was a strictly 
controlled one-design class at that time, and we had a wonderful time racing against racing 
greats including Bill Ficker, Bill Lapworth, and Carl Eichenlaub. 
  
By the time I was 40, I found myself busy working as a architect and raising a family. I have 
always kept my I-14, hoping to get back into sailing. Now that I am pushing 84, I do not feel 



stable enough to step or sit on the rail of the I-14. I remember, though, that someone told me 
that Uffa Fox, who designed the original I-14 dinghy, sailed his 14 around the Isle of Wight when 
he was 80 years old. I really desired to do something like that here in the San Juan Islands, but 
knew better, for I have great respect for how powerful God has made his sea. 
  

So, I remembered Bill Schock and his building great boats and went to the internet and found a 
boat much like my friend Jim W had. A boat with a club-footed jib and much more. It was the 
Harbor 25. The stock market and the federal government were gradually taking our savings 
away, so my wife Joan and I decided to spend it before they could. I called Tom Schock and 
ordered a Harbor 25, which now sits proudly in its slip at Semiahmoo Marina, waiting for fair 
weather this spring. Tom and Jane, who have relatives in northern Washington, brought the 
boat up on its own trailer and we launched it during a cold and rainy day in late October. With 
the help of the great guys at the boat yard, we slipped Lady Joan into the water, stood her mast, 
and powered over to the marina.  
  

The next day was a sterling day with sunshine and a gentle breeze ï a perfect day for a maiden 
voyage. Tom spent a good hour or more showing me every detail, inside and out, and then Jane 
and Tom and I went for a short sail. I canôt tell you how thrilled I was to be on the water again. 
The weather has been very wet and cold ever since, so I havenôt taken her out of the slip yet. 
But the more I get to know her, the more excited I am about going sailing. And as soon as we 
see the first hints of spring, you will see me out on the bay in my beautiful Harbor 25.ò 
 

- Bob Savage, Harbor 25 #28 
 

   
 



   

   

 
   
 
  

 

 
 


