THE CORK WEEK DINNER

Once again the Cork Week Dinner was held at the Yacht Club in picturesque Kinsale where all crews enjoyed good food and good company.   The evening started with a welcome from the chairman, Nigel Goodhew.    Mindful of his crews’ threats to keep his speech brief, he  promised that it  would be “like a lady’s skirt – short enough to be interesting but long enough to cover everything”.   He then went on to thank Paul Kirwin of Errislannan for once again arranging this great  event with Kinsale Y.C. and to compliment everybody on their  wonderful turnout  .   Nigel then set  the crews a task to compose a limerick which would then be read out at the end of the evening.   I don’t think I have seen so much frantic activity that didn’t involve a  gybe mark!  

Although not strictly a limerick the evenings renditions commenced with ‘A Chairman’s Ode to the Fleet’ which was read by  Karen, who was now sporting a bruiser of a black eye.  (An argument with a running backstay although rumour has it, if one of  your limericks can be believed,  its skipper’s punishment for not working hard enough!)
Apologies in advance if I have not managed to put the correct crew with the correct limerick or if I couldn’t decipher your handwriting but here are the results of an excellent evening.
· Chairman’s Ode to the Fleet
This morning at first Light I donned my Redcoat and set sail to the beautiful headland of Errislannan.  It was a bright  morning and my Spirit was lifted as I was greeted by the dulcet sounds of a Red Macaw.  It was going to be a wonderful day so for breakfast  I enjoyed a bottle of Premier Cru and a large slice of Pavlova.     The Rebel on board said With Alacrity ‘ that  Percy phoned’   but I just didn’t  understand him  - it was all an Enigma.
· There was an old skipper from Hamble
Who was always up for a gamble

His paintwork was new

A deep shade of blue

But his pace was still that of an amble.                  (Light) 

· There was once a boat called Premier Cru

Whose crew never knew quite what to do 

Doing training in the bar

They never got far

But knew where to get a good Vindaloo

 (Premier Cru)

· The bearded skipper from Light

We’re glad he joined us tonight,

His chairmanships ended 

in a shirt that offended

now it’s over to Nigel

Alright!





(Pavlova)

· There’s now a stuffed parrot in Kinsale

Who did nothing but drink lots of ale

One day in the Sun

She wiggled her bum

And promptly threw up on the rail

(Red Macaw)

· There was a crew of a boat in Kinsale

With the bottom of the boat like a whale

The boat’s name is rebel 

She tries to sail like the devil

But the devil took charge so far this sail.

(Rebel)

· There was a young lady in a short skirt

Whose breasts were especially pert

Took a shine to the crew of the Lannan

Who obliged and gave her a good rammin

Especially when they saw her school shirt.
(Errislannan)
· A blue Sigma from Hamble one morning

On a downwind leg he was a storming

Sheet got caught in a clew

Nigel cursed the crew

And blacked his wife’s eye as a  warning
(With Alacrity)

· There once was an Enigma from Rhu

Who came with a Premier Cru

With the Light of Persephone

They Spirited With Alacrity 

The Red Macaw to Errislannin

And the Rebel of the Red Coat

They challenged







(Enigma)

· Restoring a Yacht takes endurance

And takes a lot to reach max performance

But when we hit a rock

And got back to the dock

We were told we could do it on insurance!
(Persephone)

I think everybody will agree it was a great evening and here is to the next Cork Week!

Karen 

Persephone 
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