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An interview with former Commodore Angie Sword 

Angie kindly agreed to be interviewed for the Friends newsletter and Fiona and I arrived at her 
house a bit frazzled after a sat nav assisted 11-mile loop that we found out later had started just 
after we had got to within 200 yards from the turn off for her house.   

Angie’s father was out for a drive one day and saw same boats sailing in the distance at Monklands 
sailing Club.  He decided to go to the club to give it a try and took 8-year-old Angie along.  She 
enjoyed sailing so much that by 10 years old she was getting on the bus by herself and going to the 
Loch to sail her Topper.   

By 15 Angie had joined the Scottish East Squad and was sailing full rig lasers.  The Lasers at the time 
had really hopeless sail controls, and she had to set the tension on the kicker by getting one of the 
boys to sit on the boom before the race and then leaving it jammed on thereafter.  This would bring 
the end of the boom even closer to the water, and it was close enough already in a Laser, and she 
spent a lot of time swimming in the Largs channel as a result.  Shirley Robertson was in the squad at 
the same time.  Whatever happened to her? 

 

Four Yeoman’s at the club (Dave and Angie’s first boat at Tummel) 

Angie did the laser travellers for one season and also set off on the Topper European travellers with 
her mum and dad.  After each weekend away she had to wash the car and once a year had to 
creosote the shed. 



After a short try at university life Angie returned to Monkland’s to sail a laser and to spend her 
summers working as an instructor at Port Edgar for three seasons and also working with the RYA as 
the West Squad coach.  

While sailing at Monkland’s she met Dave and always wanted to be taken out for a sail in his 505 but 
he never offered!  At the time Sandy McPhail was the Laser rep in Scotland and he brought a Laser 2 
to demonstrate at the Loch.  It was so windy that only Sandy went out in it with Dave and then Dave 
took it out with Angie. 

The Laser 2 was a real attraction and Angie offered to go half shares on one with Dave but he bought 
it on his own and then one thing led to another and before long they were going all round Europe 
doing the Laser 2 travellers together.  Dave was keen on winning and Angie on sailing.  At around 
this time Angie also bought a Contender as she loved trapezing. 

 

A Contender at Largo bay 

From the Laser 2 they moved to a super technical Fireball (which she hated!) and then for two years 
became members of Loch Venachar sailing a Mirror and 505 on the Wednesday night leaving the 
children with a babysitter 

The family went for a caravan holiday in Kenmore and, on a day that Angie was working, Dave took 
the children for a day trip to Loch Tummel.  They were so impressed with the view from the sand pit 
that they joined the club, initially sailing a Yeoman, then a Star, a Graduate and then a RS 200.  
Daughter Heather sailed a Topper and then a 29er doing the travellers all over Europe before 
becoming a sailing instructor in Australia and then back to Port Edgar. 

After joining the club Angie was invited onto the committee almost immediately and took 
responsibility for running the ladies training, the kids training camp, one of which was attended by 
47 children, and also the Saturday training.  She has been on the committee every year since apart 
from two.  Her ‘day job’ was at the RYA Scotland doing the ‘Sailing in the City’ programme and also 
working in a development role.  As there was a possible conflict of interest with her RYA role Angie 
did not take on a flag officers’ role at the club until she left the RYA to spend more time with her 
family who were doing the usual round of exams at that time. 



One of the things Angie does like about Tummel is that no matter what the weather is doing, you 
can always get something out of a trip to the club whether it is bikes, swimming, jumping on the 
inflatable trampoline, paddle boarding or just walking the dog and enjoying the interesting company 
of the brilliant racers and great people at the club. 

After just recently finishing two years as Commodore she is now looking forward to sailing her RS 
200, the family ‘weapon of choice’ for the year ahead, her Flying 15, RS 800, and also there is a 
partnership owned 707 to squeeze in as well, and Tummel week, and Murphy... 

I asked her if she thought that the training work that she had done was her biggest contribution to 
the club.  This was a question that she had to think about as she quietly ran through all of the things 
achieved in the last few years; setting up backups for each role at the club, publishing instructions on 
all the equipment on Dropbox, setting up templates and job descriptions, all making the club easier 
to keep going.  Then there were the finances of the club which were now operating at a sustainable 
level ‘breaking even’ based on the membership fees.  Previously this had not been the case with the 
club more reliant on event income.  Increased membership was also a success.   

 

A photo form the archive - recognise anyone here? 

She was most enthusiastic about developing an enhanced approach to rewarding and thanking the 
volunteers who came forward to help with events.  Whether it was in the kitchen or on the water 
she wanted to show that the volunteers were valued through simple things like the allocation of the 
training room on event days and by getting some free soup and a cup of coffee without having to 
stand in the queue with the competitors.  My impression was that Angie thought that enhancing the 
volunteering ethos was one of her main achievements. 

Angie said that she was not really a competitive racer and was happy to just enjoy a day at the club 
whether they won any races or not.   

Don’t tell anybody but, if truth be told, no one really remembers who wins the races.  I would say 
that Angie was a people winner.  And what a stunning achievement that is. 



A short story from the Patrick family 

There are some exceptions to my rule that no one really remembers who wins the races… 

Before we were married, Fiona was working in the Moray firth area and became a member of the 
Lossiemouth Sailing Club where she sailed a Topper.  I would occasionally take my Laser up to the 
club and we would go out amongst the dolphins and have some lovely days there.   

 

Entrance to the club at low water 

  On some days there could be a bit of a swell and occasionally a giant breaking wave would rear up 
from nowhere and cause mayhem.  One day an Albacore was raised up and did a backward flip 
completely bow over stern just like it was a tiny toy, smashing its foredeck in the process.  I missed 
seeing it go over but did see the deck ripped to pieces.  I did see an Avon Searider in the same set of 
waves go almost vertical.  A very close shave for it.  I actually had a camera with me that day. 

 

Look closely and see an Albacore! 

The club ran some innovative races and one of these was an annual event to sail six miles along the 
coast to Hopeman.  Before setting off you had to hand in your watch, and the winner of the race was 
the boat that got the closest to the time that they estimated it would take them to cover the 
distance.  It is not actually that easy to do and I don’t think I even got close to it.   

Once at Hopeman you would drag your boat up onto the sand inside the harbour and go for a bar 
meal!  Local knowledge was needed at there were unmarked rocks along the route.  In the event 



prior to the one we took part in, one of the crews was running her fingers gently along the surface of 
the water when she brushed them right over the body of a seaman who had been lost at sea.  His 
body was floating just below the surface. 

The race home was a straightforward drag race from the harbour six miles to the finishing line at the 
club.  The entry fee was £1 and my memory was that, as Fiona did not have any money with her, I 
paid her entry.  Her memory was that she had no real interest in the race and had not thought to 
bother entering.  Either way, I paid her fee. 

It was an interesting start – dead downwind!  At the start, the boat next to me lost control, spun 
round and knocked right into my boat!  He was sort of on a starboard beat and going at that point in 
the complete wrong direction, but I was on a port run.  Not really sure the rules cover that sort of 
start, but I did two turns anyway since I was on port and was just a guest for the day. 

Other than the start, it was a drifter and I was pretty light in a Laser and had a brilliant sail crossing 
the line first, clearly winning on handicap over the faster boats behind me.  I looked down the course 
to see Fiona – a spec on the horizon which was in fact now looking ominous as a great big line squall 
was thundering down the coast.  I sailed back to keep her company in this storm of wind and 
realised that on the gybe she was on she was going to end up sailing outside the finishing line.  I 
shouted across to her to gybe and she ducked her head down to hear what I was saying, 
inadvertently pulled the tiller, and bang, crash, over went the sail.  She creamed away and crossed 
just inside the finishing line in a giant welter of spray, beating me on corrected time by around 12 
seconds and winning the race. 

She paid me back the £1 entry fee with a very big smile after we got ashore.   

I still have the £1.   

 

The club on a calm day 

 


