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LOCAL TRAVELER by Mike Parker
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schopleri—in the plecaune of sofing on the Boy

(ome Sail Away

A night on the Bay with Anthony Sandberg and 200 friends
from the Olympic Circle Sailing Club in Berkeley.
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n a windy Wednesday
night in Augusi, | meet
Anthony Sandberg, the
lounder of what some
say is the besi sniling
school in North Americn,
Humdreds of boat chimes
clang: taut ropes snap
againy masts and decks at
the Berkeley Marina. Al-
though a mass of dark clowds
i hending swiftly through the
Crokden Gate straight toward
us, 200 of Anthony's elosest
iriends, mostly members of
the Olympic & Sailing
Club [OCSC), are smiling and
chatting as if it were a sunny
aftgrnoon. The plan is to load
ontor 27 of the sailing club’s
company- and member-owned
onts, then head straight
irle the weather lor an
cviening sail.

As a landlubber who mnl
pﬂl'linlhrl'_lr mtefeited 1n &
watery death, I figure we could
just gall it a might, haog out
il e Mlirina and wall for one
of those pink-sky evenings to
ke our foray onio the Bay,
“Anmywhene else they'd eall
this a storm,” Sandberg tells
m as b rounds up the OCSC
sailors. “Kight now ith prob-
ably blowing 25 or M knols,
Cightcen knots anywhere clse
i e LLS.—that's seall-crafl
warnings and it closes the
dosors. Here, it's 15 10 18
knots by midday and 25 in

the alternoon. [d be clived
10 months o vear™

Sandberg, a graying, thick-
mustached man in his late fif-
ties, has a gritty passion for
the San Franciseos Bay that
turned a shack on the Berke.
ley Marina (which, when he
diseovered it in the "Nk, was
a dilapidated structure on the
edge of a landfill) into one
of the largest independent
sniling schosals in the country,
His (wece always looks like ii's
Just getien some wind and
sun, and decades of looking
into ibe distance have puai
creases around his eyes,

Ewen in 1979 when
Snndberg had only a Dodpe
van {that be lived in) and an
ibea, he believed the sailing
club would be what il is today.

His gaxal weas to build a
sailing community thatl was
accesaible to all kinds of
people, aet just rich men,
Sinee 115 meodest inception,
the club’s infensive courses
have gracunted thousnmds of
aspiring sailors, and half of s
studenis are women. Through
introductony trips onlo the
Hay, a full calendar of social
events and relationships with
arganieations such as the
YMOA and Cal Sniling,
OB introduces the spori
1o Lhioaisands maore EVEFY VAT

“Anthony is a clasic combi-
malion of garly adapter and

sodial connccion,” =ays Rich-
ard Jepagn, the clubs CEO
wihas s worked with
Sandberg since 1950, “He
loves new ideas, whether they
are new inventions, coneepls
or activitics, He is peppening
his friends and collcagues
with links to the latest car,
the Fatest Podcast, technology.
And, when it comes to sailing,
he is the Pied Piper of sailing
here al OCSC."

Among the many subjects
aboul which Sandberg can wax
poctic=his travels around the
world, Middle Eastern history
and culture, environmental-
ism, the way people defer their
dreams—he's best at getting
you 1o apprecinte the San
Francisen Bay,

“This bs, withoast a dowlt,
I.I.I'Ii'lrrh.illl-,' recopnized as the
et singhe-docation ssiling in
North America,” Sandberg
says, “Then af all the places
wou conilel possibly have o
schoil on San Francisco I1||:,',
this very spot is the perfect
ST

As we propare o sail ino
a veritable storm, he explains
hiow the wind blows straight
from the Clolden Gare to his
place in the murina; bow i
starts lightly in the morming
but picks wp by the afternoon;
hiovw, slter a day of sailing, it
blows s strongly at your back
ithat you feel Bke you're riding



home on o sleigh, He marvels
i snilors don't have 1o mao-
tiar for o moment o gel into
e wind; one can sail straight
ait from the dock. He alks
aboint the depth of the water
and shape of the Bay, the
tides and eurrents and waves
and seasons.

By the time he walks me
avier 1o his wind- and tide-
chnris, 'm thinking that 35
knots sounds like a pleasant
brecre. I'm practically haodst-
ing the =ails. Bar first, there's
soginlizing to do,

I et the so-called Liswal
Suspects, the men and women
whao make up the corg of
OCSC, There are people like
Larry Ledpgerwond, a corpo-
rate business counselor/sailing
instructor who has sailed all
aver the world with Sandbcrg.
There's Jerry Fiddler, a soft-
wire company founder wid
LLC, Berkeley business pro-
fessor, who's handing around
chunks of delicious bue
cheese and sourdough,
Ciraham Hale, a renowned
L.C. Berkeley physiciat who
gave up scicnce o feach sail-
ing ab CMCSC, is hkely prownsd,
Eows, B0 oare o dosen other
men and women who've
Left Belind their day jobs of
retired from their decades-
long carcers to pursue a lile
of wind and waier.

Lastly. there are the
newhies like me—a pair of
women [rom Ouiide nasgs-
rine seoping out the school,
(ks who ard there 1o get a
nasie of the Bay belore signing
up fior bessons, and, somewlial
strangely, the entine staff of
the Aveda S1ore on Fourh
Street in Berkeley. (1 ask
Sandberg how he knows
the Avedn crew; he says
that he liked their £lore, so
he decided 1o invite them all
sniling. )

Suited up in our bright foul-
weather gear, we look like
rubber duckics about to gel
tossed info some Class W rup-
ids, and we're all completely
cool with it. The boat I'm on,
a 5305000, Caliber 40 owned
by one of the club's membscrs,
i% made up of both amateurs
and pros—the Aveda staff,
the waomen from Cheside
magazing, three of the Usual
Suspects and Sandberg. With
Sandberg at the helm, the
dozen of us somehow feel like
we're hending into a Mediter-
ranean lagoon, nol & wind-
swepl Bay, (Well, all but o
few of ihe Aveda women
wlio stifle screams as the
bt pitches siceply starbonrd
with the wind.)

“WWhen [ ger on a boat
here and we're out around the
breakwater.” Sandberg says,
“I'mi 16 years old again. The
beran’s moving through the
wiler. 11 charging. 'm alive,
and all those fenters—1"ve
got HE things and insurance
and investments, all sorts of
stull—rwelt away and 1"m just
a young guy having a gremt
e belbng owt in nature.™

Biuit s much as e likes to
see [prat-time sailors discover
EOMTIMNUED OW FAGE @



SAILING

COMTINUID FROM PAGTE T

the joy of his place on the Bay,
Sandberg doecsn’t wani this Lo
feel like a one-time povilege.
This isn't an anniversary trip
o the French Laundry, 1ts
maee like o group of fricnds
lemding youh bo some gorgeous
swimming hole in the woods,

“Theres a psychic piece
ol I-"‘I'r.:tigl:n. arvund the
whnle Hay where most |1|.1.1|'|||:

* el like "h‘-“."' con'l aceess "
Sandhberg saNE =1 lesink a1l ot
and it's ke, thats the play-
pround. The whole Bay
Arca—hiking in the modin-
1abns, r_nill.]:_ in the Hay, all ol
il.™ Jumipang in [or & vwam (as
Sandberg does regularly with
the I'.Ill1l|1|1i|'| Cluly), ::li'lil'lg
o even walking along the
alvore just ian part of day-
tir=llny lifie for mosd “:ijr Arca
ressdents,

A wie race acnoss the
wives, cormoranls overhcad
peturn homae after a day of
fiching ot the Farallons, A sec-
ond sea of fog pours fowarnd us
peross the Bay; the OHCSC sail-
berals aceoumnt for virteally all
the boats on the waler. In the
couple o thal we spend
sailing—a trip that takes us
syl ool toaward the Golden
Caate, belind Angel Isbamnd
and north toward Tibunon,
then back home Lo the Berke-
ley BMuorina—ihe only boats
we see ane o behemoth lerry
powernng thoough the waves
and one tiny sailbaat conduct-
g @ man-oversoand drill i
thc stormy wealher

There it be (housands
of windows with views
pointed right at us, but for
thiat El‘-l,!“illtt, wur b feel
_-.:r;m_g.cl:,.' alone on the Hay. e
as if we've been imvited o one
of the most exclusive partics
in the wigld, hut, s Sandberp
says, “l dhent imagme theres
a belter party going on.”

The irceiny is that it%s really
ol that hard 1o get i, To
sail with OCSC, all you
need b S0 (or o Wednesday
might sail. & 330 moathly
membership 10 the nonprohit.
..1:.-1|1-:r|p|.i1.'-: Cal Saalimg or
an invibition froan Sandberg
{iry h;|.||gi|1gnu1 in the Aveda
siore il this is cluding vou).

Sandiserg wanis to brimg
maore people onboarnd, “1'm
just so bewildered ihai people
doall allow themuelves to -
cesa natune,” he says. “Thene's
hivrdly anybody even walking
here! There ane 8 million
people around the Bay
Acen, Where are they?™

B ki S e R
The sailing club does intro-
duce thousands of unlikely
sailors to the waler every year,
Sandberg is on the advisory
board at the YMCA and has
created o program called First
Wave, which is aimed at third-
and fourth-graders. The goal s
tor get 4,500 bocal third-graders
learming 1o swim ong year ancd
ontao sailboals the mext vear,
CHOSC also helps support Cal
Bailing, which provides open
necess Lo sailbonts, lesmons
amd nctivities at affordakble
rates, In addition, Sandbery
simply invites hundreds of
Berkeley, Oaklund and Rich-
maond middie-school students
tor snil for free ench year,
Sandberg nlso sees the
importance of sailing lightly
an the water. The club has an

extensive recycling program,
uses green cleaning materials
and eco-Triendly paints on the
hasttoam of boats. He says al
least five percent of charter
fiees from the infernationsl
sailing trips that OCSC leads
£oes o environmental and
=0l gnuses in the communi-
ties they visit—saving dol-
phias in Croatia, iunles in
Circece, manatees i Beloee,

A those dark clouds ﬁml.ll:.
calch up with our boats, the
S0 Motlls makes its way
Tack toward the moring. With
the wand al our backs, were
:lhtu.‘rlull:l:,' ﬂ}'ing acnoas the
water, 1% as il we're nding
that wall of fog home, My
pores are full of sea-air,
oy heavy clothes are even
heavier, but 1 lecl lighter
than when 1 bl

When [ ask Sandberg why
he wanis to share the Bay
wilh everyone he soex, il's
as if I"ve asked him why he's
chosen his mission in lile.
Why did he move bo a Hiile-
known manna nearly 30 years
ager wnd endure living b a
van? Why did be build a sail-
ing school nest 1o a garbags

“When | get on

a boat here and
we're out around
the breakwater,
I'm 16 years old
again. The boat’s
moving through
the water. It's
charging. I'm alive,
and all those
fetters—I've got
HR things and
insurance and
investments, all
sorts of stuff—
melt away and

I'm just a young
guy having a great
time being out

in nature.”

dump? [t was all because
he believed in his spot on the
San Francisco Bay, and he
wanted to share it

“You see that boat moving
through ihe water there,” he
says, pointing to a sailboat a
few hundred yards away,
“It leaves a wake and it disap-
poars. You can't use it up,
1'% just wind and water and
its moving around,”

Mike Parker is a freclonce
writer and a mertber of the
Affiniry Team af Geographic
Expeditions, a San Francizce-
hazed maveriure travel com-
paaw A frer gradiuering from
Kenvon Collepe in 2006, Jre
spedd af year driving all over
the Uinited Stases in an ever
mowus bus and writing abond it
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