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WSA fondly remembers Wayne Brandow and pays tribute to his many contributions to 

our association, to sailing, and to life…  

 

This photo of Wayne was taken while he was doing what 
brought him a great deal of joy… teaching people how to 
sail and how to enjoy sailing safely.  

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Remembering
… 
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1944 — 2013 
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 Wayne Brandow… 

The photo on the right is how I will remember Wayne. I took it 
while teaching a dinghy sailing class at UCLA, shepherding my novice 
sailors around an oval course, doing my best to keep them out of the 
way of other boats.  

In a calm moment, I idled my Boston Whaler and enjoyed watching 
the progress my students had made. Then I heard a whispering 
sound, the slap of water on a hull, and turned in time to snap this 
photo as Agua Cheetah slid closely by on her way out for a day-sail.  

“Do they know their right-of-way rules yet?” Wayne shouted to me, 
laughing.  

From that day on, when my path crossed his, I would tell Wayne to 

stop scaring my students and he would reply, “They need to learn 
about sailing in traffic!” We’d both laugh and go our separate ways.  

It just won’t be the same without  Wayne and the Cheetah out in 
the channel.   — John Nelson (co-editor)  

 
Wayne Brandow was born on December 5, 1944, and 
graduated from St. John's College in Annapolis, 
Maryland. He attended the School of Law at Loyola 
Marymount University and earned his J.D. there.  
 
He was admitted to the California bar in 1970. 
According to a fellow attorney who knew him for more 
than thirty years, Wayne was a criminal defense 
attorney who handled major cases. His determination 
to provide the best counsel to his clients and see 
justice done was well-known in the legal community.  

Wayne was a private man, but that did not 
mean he was a lonely man or an isolated man. 
He had many friends and admirers in the 
Women’s Sailing Association of Santa Monica 
Bay and among local sailors.  

Those who were with him near the end say 
that his thoughts were of WSA and its day-sail 
and clinic programs. And the future of his 
Olson 30, Agua Cheetah.  

You can rest easy, Wayne. Your beautiful 
boat will be cared for and every WSA day-sail 
that goes out on the bay will know that you 
are onboard.  

 

Sail on, sailor.  
Sail on.  
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 Wayne the teacher and mentor... 
 
Almost every new member of WSA experienced their first taste of sailing with Wayne. He was not only 
a mainstay of the day-sailing program, his efforts during WSA sailing clinics helped novices become 
safe and responsible sailors and introduced many to the joys of sailing.  

 
Countless women 
(and men) benefited 
from Wayne’s 
knowledge of sailing 
and of life. 
 
His contributions to 
sailing clinics and 
events of every kind 
were enormous.  
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 Memories of Wayne… 
 

Once again our hearts are filled with sorrow as we learn of the passing of one of the oldest members of our beloved 
Yacht Club [SMWYC]. Yesterday, Wayne Brandow passed away at Kindred Care Hospital after a prolonged battle with 
his lungs and his desire to once again sail on his beloved Agua Cheetah.  

Many of you have known Wayne's desire to be a teacher and to imbue the love of sailing on others as he has 
benefited from being on the water and sharing his passion with others. This is specially true for me whom he took 
under his wings and taught me everything I know about sailing.  

I will be forever grateful for knowing the man who inspired me to not fear big winds and adversity in the water as 
in life. Many of his pupils were women who saw in him a genuine desire to teach them to be on the water and not 
depend on the safety of others, but to feel secure in knowing that they could do it themselves and for that all of us 
will benefit from him being among us. 

May he be teaching angels in heaven how to tie a Bowline with one hand... please think of him as you read the 
poem below... 

 
“Man is like a breath, his days are like a fleeting shadow. 
In the morning it blossoms and is rejuvenated, 
by evening it is cut down and brittle… 
Then the dust returns to the ground, as it was, 
and the spirit returns to God, Who gave it. 
 
— Themis Z. Glatman 

I'm so sad about Wayne. He was one of the first 

people we met when we joined. I had the honor and 
pleasure of sailing with him twice. He taught me so 
much in just a few hours. I only wish I had the 
opportunity to get to know him better. He seemed like 
such a wonderful and special man who genuinely 
enjoyed supporting women in sailing. I'll never forget 
when he told us that when people ask him why he sails 

with women crews, his answer is always "Because I 
can!"  

RIP Wayne, you will be missed! Thoughts and prayers 
to his family and loved ones. 

— Michelle Hunter Carroll 

A long time ago I recruited Wayne into WSA. He hired a Kiwi to teach us 

all how to do foredeck and drive Agua Cheetah, his real love.  
People I put on his boat were often a little hesitant about sailing with 

him and I would say, “Wayne's beauty was in his heart and soul and mind 
and being at sea with him was truly what sailing was all about -- have no 
fear and enjoy.”  

The "Skipper of the Year" will be truly missed. 
— Lindalee Fromm 
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 Wayne and day-sailing… part one. 
It was a rare weekend (or weekday) when Agua Cheetah, Wayne’s Olson 30, was not on Santa Monica 
Bay. Much to their surprise, Wayne often handed the helm to nervous newcomers and taught them the 
art of sailing.  
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 More memories... 

I can hardly believe it! I remember Wayne more than five years ago when I was, for a short-time, a member of 
WSASMB. After joining again this year, I was so delighted to see him (even though he may not have remembered 
me) and what I know is that he was a kind, gentle soul who loved his WSASMB and all of his crew! 

Ferne Ross 

 
I'm so grateful to have sailed with Wayne, 

who had an incredible sense of humor, a 
brain like an encyclopedia, and was an 
amazing teacher. I learned many lessons — 
both sailing and life lessons — from Wayne 
and it was always an honor to be part of his 
crew. Looking forward to paying tribute to 
Wayne with WSA and every time I head out 
to sea, I know a part of you will always be 
among the waves. 

— Bridget Voeck 

So sad to hear about Wayne. He also took me out on my first sail, was so patient and taught me everything I know 
about sailing. Made sailing seem so easy, even the scary spinnaker changes, that I could tell made him so nervous, 
although he didn't want to show it. I really enjoyed my days out on Agua Cheetah! He will be deeply missed. Very 
special man. Great sense of humour and such a unique vision of the world. So glad I met him. ...and yes I will also 
miss his flirting. RIP Wayne.  

— Pascale Dahan 

I am in shock, and deeply sad to hear about Wayne’s passing. I really loved this man. He is the reason why I 
decided to come back to WSA. His love, compassion and friendship has made an impact in my life. He gave me the 
courage to sail with an all-men's crew. I still consider myself a novice.  

I will miss him greatly. Yes, like Pascale, I will miss his “flirty” too. 
— Emma Pastrana 

The news of Wayne's passing is just awful! I 
remember first meeting Wayne at WSA when I 
moved to California three years ago. He invited 
me to race on his boat for the WOW/WAH. His 
was my first boat in California and the WOW/
WAH was my first regatta.  

It was something memorable and a 
meaningful way to start my life here in 
California. He will be missed... 

— Jennifer Pszybylski 
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 Wayne and racing... 
 
Wayne wasn’t always teaching or day-sailing, he was a regular racer, too. Sometimes Agua Cheetah 
came in first or finished near the top. More often, she finished near the bottom. Someone once asked 
why that was. The answer was pretty simple. Wayne almost always sailed with people who were new 
to the sport of sailboat racing. Winning was just the goal, not the necessity.  
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 The first time I was supposed to go sailing with Wayne on 
a WSA day-sail was back in 2010, but we didn't go sailing at 
all. He called me that Saturday morning.   

Jen, it's blowing sixty knots, it might be rough, he said over 
the phone.  

By the way, I'm not sure how heavy the wind was that day, 
but Wayne and I agreed later that sixty knots was a good 
number.   

I had never been on his boat before. Actually, I had never 
been on a WSA day-sail before. I decided to trust his call on 
whether we sail or not, and I showed up at the dock anyway. 
I was the lone day-sailor that day.   

We walked out to Chase Park and back to the boat. It was 
blowing hard. We didn't take the boat out. Instead, we 
stayed on the boat, tied knots, drank juice, and ate 
sandwiches.  

The second time I was supposed to go sailing with Wayne, I was again the only person who had signed up for the day 
sail. I showed up with juice and sandwiches, and this time, Agua Cheetah left the dock.  

We tacked up the channel. I trimmed jib on both sides. While I was grinding, Wayne asked if I was getting a good 
workout.  

Pretty good, I said an understated way. Sure, I was sweating a little under the layers, but I was giddy and jumping for 
joy internally.  

Once we were out on the bay, Wayne gave me the tiller, and I pretty much drove the whole time. We ate sandwiches 
and drank juice, and I realized something about Wayne. He was not a big talker. He talked about sailing and would 
answer questions, but he wasn't gabbing my ear off like most men. I liked that.  

I remember how quiet that day-sail was. I sat on one side of Agua Cheetah and Wayne sat on the other. Yes, I 
thought, this is good, this is why I go out on boats.  

We headed back to the south entrance of the channel, and I figured Wayne would take over the steering at some 
point -- probably when we were close to the very large pile of rocks, which were getting closer.  

Head down a little, Jen, he said as he looked out under the jib for traffic.  
I did as I was told and steered his boat into the main channel. He didn't know me. He had never sailed with me 

before, but he let me steer his very pretty (yes, I think it's pretty) boat into Marina del Rey.  
That says something about him — about his character, his ability to trust and sense of one's potential on a boat. Or 

maybe he just figured he could grab it from me if it got too hairy.  
Still for days after that, I was walking on air. Hello, who steered the 30 foot Olson into the channel? Well yes, that 

would be me.  
I went on a lot of day-sails with Wayne in 2010, 2011, and 2012. I'd show up. I'd bring juice and sandwiches. His day-

sails were always fun, and at the same time, I was learning something. His day-sail crews always had a range of 
experience, but usually by the end of the sail, everyone was working together.  

Wayne once said at a panel that he liked seeing all these women come on his boat and then go on to be confident 
sailors. I think he really liked teaching people and showing us all how the boat worked.  

The last time I saw Wayne, I was sailing a Hobie Catamaran this past summer. I was an instructor in the Boys and 

Girls Club Summer Sailing Program and was bringing the boat back to its slip by Blue Pacific. I saw him on his boat at 
the dock and waved and shouted. He waved back. I realized he probably could not see me that clearly, so I emailed him 
and explained that I was the girl waving at him from the Hobie. I wrote that I was working with kids with the Boys and 
Girls Club. I would take them out on the Hobie and hand them the tiller. He emailed me back that he was happy to hear 
that.  

Wayne was himself. He sometimes grumbled about things, but he was also generous, kind, and the nicest person you 
could hope to meet. Wayne took me as I was and got me out on the boat again and again and again.  

At the end of every day sail, after we hosed down Agua Cheetah, the ladies and I always said thank you to Wayne as 
we gathered up our leftover food and bags. Every year, in December, Wayne got a special certificate of thanks for all 
the day-sails he did.  

Now Wayne is no longer around for us to say thank you. He is no longer around to take newer WSA members out and 
show them boat stuff. Now, instead, of thank you, Wayne, all I can say is I'll miss ya, Wayne, and send him a giant 
cosmic hug.  

— Jen Huszcza 
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 Day-sails… part two 
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The Women’s Sailing Association of Santa Monica Bay nominates Santa Monica 
Windjammers Yacht Club and WSA member, Wayne Brandow, for the David Poe 
Memorial Service Award. 

 
Wayne first joined WSA in 2001. To say that he became an active member of our club would be an understatement. 

At least 80% of our members have been out on his boat at one time or another from all walks of life and from all levels 
of sailing. His reason for participating in every aspect of the club was because he not only believed in our mission 
statement to support women’s sailing, he lived it.  

 
As an active racer on his Olsen 30, Agua Cheetah, Wayne never hesitated to give up the helm to anyone who had the 

slightest interest in driving. This included making time to offer race practices and doing race clinics — with or without 
him on the boat. He never hesitated to offer his boat for any regatta that a WSA member was interested in driving for. 
If he couldn’t get a woman to drive his boat for the Women on the Water Regatta, he would get one to drive for the 
Women at the Helm. If there was a WSA race clinic, he would volunteer his boat and his time. He was there for the 
chalk talk, the sail and the debriefing of the day’s events.  If we had an introduction to sailing day, inviting people from 
outside the marina to jump on a boat for the first time and take a daysail, he was there. 

 
Wayne not only offered his boat for racing purposes, he also offered it for day-sailing and cruising purposes. Almost 

every weekend, he was out on his boat with at least four new members — some brand new to sailing and many brand 

new to the marina. He would back out of the slip, get the boat moving forward, hand off the tiller to the nearest person, 
sit back and say, “Okay, take me sailing”. After the moment of shock had passed over the new driver’s face, he would 
begin to instruct in great detail, how to use the tiller to turn the boat. He took the fear out of flying a spinnaker by 
allowing people to make mistakes and correct them, patiently showing them that this was the downwind sail and 
explaining that, in absence of an engine, one would get back to the marina before the sun went down much faster that 
way.  

 

As a result of his time and effort, he has been our top day-sail skipper (meaning the skipper who has had the most 
day-sails for the past calendar year) for the past 5 years. Each time he won, he was offered a free membership to WSA. 
He always donated it back to the club. 

 
Wayne has been an integral part of WSA for the past twelve years. Where most people would have joined a club that 

catered to their needs and provided a community, he catered to the needs of the club and the surrounding community. 
He selflessly went beyond merely participating as an active boater (which he was). He was a mentor, a teacher, a 
supporter, a team leader, a boat donor, an ad hoc adviser, and a volunteer in all things in Marina del Rey that supported 
women’s sailing. He came in to our club on a strong breeze, and left it like the ebbing tide. He will be missed, but never 
forgotten. 

 
It is for these reasons that we nominate him as our candidate for the David Poe Memorial Yachting Service Award. 

Thank you for your consideration. 
Respectfully Submitted, 
Karyn Jones 
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 Wayne and WSA… 
 
Wayne’s contributions to women in sailing and the sport of sailing are immeasurable. At year-end, his 
day-sails outnumbered anyone else’s and he took a joking pleasure in the awards and applause.  
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It was Wayne that first approached me to ask 
me to consider stepping up to serve as Vice-
Commodore of WSA. It would be a three year 
commitment to WSA’s board: Vice Commodore -> 
Commodore -> Jr. Staff Commodore.  

I wasn’t sure I was up to the job, or that I had 
the leadership skills needed. Wayne assured me 
that this was something I could tackle, and that, 
furthermore, I would enjoy it.  

He was right and I’m glad he encouraged me to 
go outside my comfort zone. The time I spent on 
the WSA Board of Directors was an interesting 
period of personal growth and I made some 
amazing friendships, both within our club as well 
as throughout the MdR sailing community.  

Whether it was in day-sails or on dry land, 
Wayne instilled in all of us at WSA a sense of 
confidence in our abilities and gave us the little 
nudge we occasionally needed to expand our 
horizons.  

— Susan Service (co-editor) 

Wayne was the second person I met who was in WSA, after being introduced to him 
by Kim Stuart at a chalk talk/sailing event – in 2005 or 2006. I had very minimum 
experience, to be honest here, just about none. I had been on race boats, but never 
held a position, yet I felt familiar enough to give it a try; after all Kim had invited me 
and Wayne was perfectly fine. It was no issue for Wayne, the more beginners the 
merrier, seemed to be his M.O.!   

So off we went, Laura Guggenheim on the bow wrangling the pole by herself with me 
in the Pit, trying not to send her flying overboard.    To say the least I was impressed 
by it all and wondered how in the world I would ever be able to manage all that in a 
race, without someone screaming at me, which was the reason I immediately joined 
WSA.   

I went on as many day-sails as I could with Wayne and so the relationship 
developed.  Shortly after Laura moved up on the Board, I volunteered to take over as 
Day Sail Chair.  What was I getting myself into?  The fun was just beginning and the world of sailing was breaking 
wide-open for me.  

During my tenure as chair, Wayne was known to offer well over 120 day-sails in single year and he sure kept me 
busy.  I proudly read his name at the December Installation Dinner each year, but last, when he was repeatedly 
WSA Skipper of the Year.  He was the WSA Day Sail Program.  He defined it! 

Needless to say our relationship grew as we discussed things like - who he liked for crew on his day-sails, racing 
and rules, fleets, people, WSA, personal stuff – you name it, we talked about it.  He taught me almost everything I 
knew about racing, even over the phone, and Wayne was constantly baffled why I would never take the helm – I 
still haven’t. 

Over the years I felt very close to him during our long conversations. Actually Wayne was one, of very few, that I 
have ever met, who could comfortably talk on ANY topic whatsoever.  He always had an opinion and he always 
knew the issues at hand, whether I totally agreed with him or not, or even understood or followed what he was 
saying.  He was a VERY smart person, for sure, and more importantly, Wayne was never combative while debating; 
but sometimes I could see it in his eyes when a polar opposite view chimed it.  Wayne was all about acceptance, 
from my experience. 

Sadly, my last conversation this spring with Wayne started off a little self-centered – well, I must admit, it was 
very self-centered.   At the end of our phone conversation, I felt resolved as to how we each saw the 
circumstances through different lenses.  I felt confident our friendship was still intact.  

(Continued on page 13) 
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His day-sail involvement started to scale down, as I just re-reviewed my email exchanges with him, I’m reminded how 
a few of our newest members had the opportunity to go on the few day-sails Wayne hosted this spring and early 
summer.  They all wrote to me thanking me for the opportunity to get to know him and how excited they were to be 
WSA members!   I didn’t know he wasn’t feeling well – and I feel very sad about that. I know now, that’s the way he 

wanted it.  Wayne, being Wayne, didn’t want to burden anyone and didn’t want the attention – unlike me during our last 
conversation.  We were very very different in that way, and I respect him 100% for his wishes to keep things private.   

On an early Sunday morning, I opened a WSA email from Christina 
Tarantola that I wish I had never read, and was beyond shocked and 
heartbroken. We all were.  I cried and cried and cried some more.  I spent 
the entire day calling those I could think of to talk about Wayne, what he 
meant to me, to us, and how much I am going to miss him.  I shared the 
memories of how tender and sweet Wayne was to my puppy Campbell and 
how she was ALWAYS invited to join the day-sails on Agua Cheetah.  She 
really loved him too, and she knew he felt the same.   She would nestle in 
next to him, watch the sea lions, naturally shift her weight during a tack, 
and lie under the mainsail for shade when needed.   

Then the word got out on Facebook and all the posts seemed to have a 
common thread – how Wayne was the first person they met at WSA, how 
their first day-sail was with Wayne, how Wayne invited them on their first 
race, how this and how that.  The tributes were universal from old time members to our newest.  All who had this 
unique opportunity to sail, and learn how to sail, on Agua Cheetah.  We didn’t know at the time how unique an 
opportunity it truly was.  We all felt there would be more, more, more and now, sadly, there are none. 

The following Wednesday evening I went down to Agua Cheetah to place flowers in memoriam.  Campbell, as usual, 
pulled me down the dock – ah, so sweet.  She thought we might be going sailing -- "No sweet Campbell, we are not 
going sailing tonight," and she settled down in her usual spot by the dock box and just watched me.  

Wayne, my friend, my mentor, my confidant  --- I truly miss you and I will never ever forget you.  You will forever be 
in my heart, in my emails, in my phone (including your cellphone number that you didn’t give to just anyone and rarely 
answered) …ALWAYS and FOREVER.    

I always got a real kick how you always answered your home phone  --- “... This is Wayne Brandow, how may I help 
you …”   

He truly did want to help everyone ---- Rest in wonderful peace, my special friend. 
In loving memory, 
Dianne Christman 

(Continued from page 12) 
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 Wayne and the boat parade… 
 
The annual boat parade in MdR is a festive affair and WSA’s entries routinely take home an award. 
Putting together the decorations and then assembling them in a rush on the day of the parade takes a 
lot of effort. Wayne was always there... 
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 Somewhere… 
 
The wind is brisk. The sun is shining. The water is blue as the sky. Wayne is at the helm, one hand on 
the tiller, the other arm up on the windward safety-line. Fair winds and following seas, sir. 
 

Now voyager sail thou forth to seek and find 


