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Ahoy.
 Dreams are the worst. My typical planning involves a grandiose dream 
funneling into increasingly less exciting logistics until focused on menial tasks 
such as “scraping the barnacles off the propeller.” A little less alluring than the 
initial “we’re going to sail to Guatemala!” During this cycle it’s easy to lose sight of 
why you’re slaving away at the tasks at hand, everything seemingly ends at itself. 
Once in a while I’ll have the breathing room to step back and realize what a mess 
I’m in, questioning why I’m seemingly marching headfirst into oblivion. When 
these rare moments of clarity surface, it’s the dream that keeps me going. The ac-
cursed dream: it negates giving up, changing goals, or the success of any different 
outcome. A result outside of completion of the dream is a failure, a dire reality for 
a person who holds themselves to their own goals to a relentless degree. During all 
of the misadventures the question “is it worth it?” comes up often; a question best 
answered by what feeling our subconscious gifts us. I find myself starry eyed look-
ing to the horizon, seeing the reality at hand as a necessary step towards a larger 
achievement. My drive to continue and take our situations as pieces of a greater 
experience constantly confuses myself, and everyone around me. As a good friend 
of mine once said, “the best moments of my life I never want to live again.”
 One of the downsides of this is that I feel trapped by my dreams and as-
pirations. Throughout the seven-month voyage this past winter and spring I was 
constantly caught in my momentum. I had to keep the boat floating and moving, 
I had to live up to my own expectations and those of my friends aboard. It’s a 
dangerous game telling everyone you’re planning these terrifying voyages, coming 
home without completion is a sad situation. It’s further complicated by the fact 
that voyages are usually planned far away from the ocean and whatever situation 
you’re committing yourself to for months on end. If they were made in latter sce-
nario, they might look more like a walk around the neighborhood as opposed to a 
walk across the globe.
 So these stories deal with said situation. As even the warden is trapped in 
prison, the dreamer is trapped in their dream. Most of those seven months I felt I 
was escaping every situation I was in, as none of them were the situation I wanted: 
completion. It’s a confusing paradigm, which led to many confusing situations, 
but in the end I can report back victorious, albeit with the discreet knowledge that 
many possibilities aside from victory were much more appealing. 

It’s never too late to give up.
-steve, S/V Dorothy Ann, November 2012
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Escape From Wanchese
 So there I was, yet again facing the glorious reality that both victory and 
giving up offer the same outcome: completion. I could, as planned, wake my boat 
up from its summer hibernation and bravely pilot it into the unknown, overcom-
ing challenges and hardship along the way. I had spent the previous months coor-
dinating a winter voyage unlike any I had done yet. The years prior it had always 
been myself and the friends I could wrangle on my little plastic boat, plodding 
through the high seas into rewarding catastrophes. This winter several other sail-
ors of a similar position planned on making the sail together down to Rio Dulce, 
Guatemala, where we would meet up and see what happened. Organizing some-
thing like this had been months of work on the phone and internet, the easy stuff. 
Now I stood in front of my tiny motorcycle, about to ride it to my tiny boat, to face 
the big oceans.
 Or, I could not. If I struggled through the next few months to chase these 
dreams I would find myself where I was now in the end: central North Carolina, 
a familiar place full of great friends. I’d be a story short, but things were likely to 
be much easier. For me, leaving is the hardest part. Getting back on the boat, the 
first night at sea, saying goodbye to friends; all of the things that disrupt whatever 
cycle I’m in. If I gave up before I started, I wouldn’t have any disruptions or the 
challenges and hardships which were characteristic of my voyages. I could watch 
films and read books about people who partook in such adventures, and it would 
be rather fulfilling if my imagination serves me right.
 Although stories about a factious account of a voyage I never did could 
potentially be more exciting than the reality of the story, I went forward with my 
plan. I had put a lot of effort into the organizing of this winter. The momentum of 
these prior decisions pushed me out of my comfort and into adventure yet again. 
I rode my tiny motorcycle to the village of Wanchese, North Carolina, where my 
boat, Dorothy Ann, sat patiently awaiting another foray to warmer waters. Riding 
alone through the lightly populated swamps of eastern North Carolina, I had a lot 
of time to think about what I was leaving and how I would manage the feelings of 
leaving again. My thoughts were interrupted when I ran out of gas in the middle 
of a swamp at dusk. Turns out, I wasn’t alone; I had thousands of mosquitoes that 
were incredibly eager to show me the smothering comfort of their affection. It was 
one of those times where the overwhelming buzz showcases that dying by having 
all of your blood drained doesn’t only seem like a possibility, but a reasonable real-
ity if you can’t escape. Luckily, the tiny reserve tank puttered me the last little bit 
out of the unwanted hospitality and to Ron’s house in Wanchese.
 Ron had a childhood friend who let me keep Dorothy at their dilapidated 
marina for free. Several months into our stay I was told that the marina was being 
sold, making it was a good time to get moving. I was surprised someone was buy-
ing the marina; all of the boats tied up to its rotting piers and broken pilings were 
half sunk or derelict, not to mention there weren’t any of the common amenities 
found at all other marinas (water and electricity, to state the basics). Wanchese 
is a rugged fishing village, not a likely destination or stop for the traveling yacht. 
I spent the night exchanging stories with Ron, then in his early 70s. For hours I 
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listened to his stories about starting work in the tobacco fields when he was in his 
single digits, serving in the coast guard, working on trawl boats, his time in the 
service, and travels around the world. His failing health prevented him from tak-
ing too many adventures, so he enjoyed hearing about my excursions, though they 
paled in comparison. After all, in his words he was from a time “when ships were 
made of wood and men were made of steel.”
 The next morning I started work on the boat with Sammie and Artnoose, 
my lovely friends who accompanied me on the first leg of the long voyage. I was 
anxious to see what shape Dorothy was in after being left for six months and be-
ing hit directly by hurricane Irene. I was in Oakland, California, recovering from 
sickness after an ill-fated motorcycle trip (that ended in abandoning one of the 
bikes) when Irene hit NC. Being a person who neurotically checks the weather, I 
saw Irene building and forecasted to march directly over Wanchese. On the day it 
hit I got a call from my father asking where my boat was. When I said “Wanchese,” 
he proceeded to tell me that the eye of the hurricane was in fact passing directly 
over my boat. I called Ron to get reassurance and advice from a man who had 
weathered many a hurricane. He let me know things would be fine, and aside from 
losing a couple lines and instruments at the top of the mast he was right. “It’s still 
floatin’ like a lil’ rubber ducky,” he told me the morning after.
 While putting the boat back together and cleaning, the question “Is this 
trash?” came up often. Although this was originally directed at the rusty cans of 
food filling the stores, I feel it applies to most of my worldly possessions. A DIY1 
lifestyle can often walk a little too close to hoarding, because one day maybe you’ll 
find a use for this thing, or you’ll get around to fixing that other thing eventu-
ally. Tidying up was going well, and we even made some improvements, nota-
ble because I’m usually unable to keep up with the pace of the boat breaking, let 
alone take on improvements or this fabled “preventative maintenance” I’ve heard 
legends about. Namely, we installed a three burner propane range in the cabin, 
which improved our quality of life ten-fold. Sure beats the rusty camp stove we 
ran off gasoline and had to chase around the cockpit because the fumes prevented 
us from using it indoors. Towards the end of our projects I wanted to give Alan, 
the previous owner of the marina, a thank-you for letting us tie up to his docks for 
free. I met him one early morning at the office where he and all the haggard old 
trawl-boaters had coffee. Upon thanking him, he responded by asking how many 
months we had been at the marina. Our answer was met with a request for $600.
 This was a big surprise, since we had a conversation before I left the boat 
explicitly stating there would be no cost. When I tried to continue the dialogue, he 
sternly stated the price again, cutting me off mid-sentence. I paused, said I didn’t 
have the money on me but I would get it to him in the next day or so, and thanked 
him again. My first, and wisest, impulse was to leave right then. I was worried how 
that maneuver would affect Ron and my relationship with him, being Alan was his 
childhood friend. Although some yachts use more than $600 of fuel in an hour, 
to me that would seriously change what the upcoming voyage could look like. My 

1- Do-it-Yourself. Reference to a culture of learning skills in order to obtain knowledge, fulfillment, 
and mobility despite being broke.
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friends and I discussed a few different scenarios and options, none of them quite as 
ideal as running away. I had escaped the premature ending the voyage from death 
by mosquitoes, the premature ending of the voyage by insufficient funds was more 
likely. 
 “Well that’s not fair, if I were you I’d just slip those dock-lines right off in 
the night and get going” was Ron’s response when I told him what had happened, 
which was the best response we could ask for. Ron knew which car was Alan’s and 
offered to “stake out the joint,” telling us when he left for the day. We waited for 
the word from Ron for several hours, anxious about how things could go since 
Wancheesers are not known for being polite. Previously when I had docked Doro-
thy and asked about how secure it would be at the dock, the response was “people 
know what happens if you mess with Alan.” When we set out for the marina Ron 
said “Now Steve, I know Alan’s old but you don’t let that man get his hands on you. 
He’s like a grizzly bear. One time he caught his own daughter stealin’ change from 
his jar and you know what he did? Knocked her out cold in one swing. Don’t let 
that man touch you.”
  I was terrified. The image of having our sails shot out by a boat full 
of grizzly-handed Wancheesers, in hot pursuit of our attempted escape, played 
through my head over and over. I could clearly see the motor skiff quickly ap-
proaching; Alan armed and perched at the bow. When got the word from Special 
Agent Ron that the coast was clear and it was time to go we walked to the boat in 
that hurried way where you’re doing something sketchy, but trying not to show 
it, and divided our tasks. I started the engine while my comrades undid lines and 
began getting things ready. With the escape going smoothly, I threw the engine in 
full reverse and we were backing out of the slip towards freedom.
 In theory. The boat wasn’t moving, and it was unclear if pushing the en-
gine with full throttle had any effect. It was one of those moments where every-
one looks to the person who they think has the most clarity and expertise in the 
situation in hopes they have a solution. We all looked to each other, no one really 
knowing what was going on or what to do. In those situations, I tend to get quiet 
and attempt to carry out whatever solution I can come up with, my communica-
tion freezing and my actions moving faster than my logic. We started moving out 
of the slip by pushing off of the pilings and docks. When out of the slip, the wind 
turned us broadside and shoved us towards the only floating boat in the marina, 
conveniently located beside us. We awkwardly fended off the vessel and along the 
docks, the engine uselessly roaring away in full reverse. This was our sneaky es-
cape, shouting to each other while pushing the boat backwards and sideways along 
the pilings. Every other second I looked towards the marina office, expecting to see 
the grizzly-handed Alan appear cocking a shotgun with one arm, just like in the 
movies.
 Eventually, we had enough room ahead of us that it seemed possible to 
turn the boat around by going forward. We would have more power and a better 
chance of piloting the boat correctly that way, a sound idea if things were working 
properly. Instead, we weakly puttered forward, not making enough momentum 
to turn the boat in the tight space we were in. The source of our engine problem 
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was one of the items we had neglected to attend to on our to-do list. The beautiful 
waters of Wanchese harbor shine with tendrils of rainbow sheen, testifying to how 
incredibly polluted it is. This environment is wonderful for the types of marine 
growth that fancy the bottoms of sailboats, our propeller being a well-populated 
menagerie of such life. With such vibrant wildlife the professionally-engineered, 
hydrodynamic design of our propeller was essentially a brick of barnacles. If you 
can imagine, spinning a brick doesn’t really get you anywhere.
 Turning around was eventually accomplished through a long series of 
maneuvers and fumbles usually reserved for malfunctioning bumper-boats. We 
were finally out of the slip, pointing in the correct direction, and not yet mauled by 
a pack of Wancheesers. The marina was a small square of water that connected to 
Broad creek through a 30ft wide cut, our gateway to freedom. Because the marina 
was in disrepair, this small cut had shoaled1 quite a bit over the years. The April 
prior, we ended the voyage by running aground2 on this tiny spit of mud. It was in-
furiating to be stuck while in sight of our destination, an unreachable 100ft ahead. 
There was deep water surrounding the entrance, a mere stack of mud blocked our 
way. The tactic I employed that April was to charge at the shoal, full throttle, while 
we all ran back and forth on the boat, rocking us so our deepest part was angled 
to the side. It worked then, so that was my plan for this attempt. We ran back and 
forth on the boat, charging the gates at half a knot3, and immediately got stuck.
 I knew we would get stuck. We had a strategy for getting un-stuck that 
I had successfully employed previously. This situation was different, primarily for 
two reasons: the speed we had from the engine was pathetic and paled in compari-
son to last time, and a major hurricane had passed through which further shoaled 
the entrance. Regardless, I had hoped that we could get ourselves out of this mess 
and be on our way quickly. This was of utmost importance, because we were in the 
middle of skipping out on a bill from a vengeful bear-man, and already way behind 
our scheduled escape. After a good bit of running to port and then to starboard, 
with the brick spinning at full speed, it became obvious that we weren’t going any-
where. Days prior I had started brainstorming tactics to help us break free, fearing 
the situation we were in at the moment. I detached the main halyard4 and handed 
it to Sammie, who carried it ashore and prepared to run with it to tilt us further. 
Artnoose was sitting at the end of the boom5, lashed towards Sammie, and I was 
hanging off the side; the clump of barnacles spinning its heart out. Sammie ran 
with the halyard and all our weight to his side. Pulling the top of the mast tilted 
the boat an impressive amount, but when it started to right itself, it pulled Sam-
mie with it. The scene was out of a cartoon; Sammie dug his heels into the ground 
1- a patch of shallow water is often referred to as a ‘shoal,’ so when an area shoals it is shallower than 
it was previously.
2- When a boat touches the ground below the water it’s called a grounding. Having done this you 
have ran aground, so your boat is aground. If a sailor says this hasn’t happened to them, immediately 
harbor distrust. As the saying goes, “if you haven’t ran aground you haven’t gone anywhere.”  
3- Abbr. knots, or nautical miles per hour. One knot is about 1.15mph or 1.85kmph.
4- A line that raises a sail. Square-rigged ships had yards that carried their sails, so you’d “haul the 
yard” to raise sail. Say that with an accent for years and you get ‘halyard.’
5- The spar(pole) that connects to the mast horizontally and holds the bottom of the mainsail. Called 
such for the force it has when flying from one side of the boat to the other. 
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and threw up clouds of dirt as four tons of boat dragged him in. We repeated this 
several times, pulling ourselves ever so slightly more and more into the mud. Soon 
it was clear that with our compromised engine, there was no way we could make it 
over the bar.
 A half hour ago I could have given up. If I crossed the bar, I could find a 
way to give up. The situation I was in with my boat solidly aground in the entrance 
channel to a marina where a man wanted 600 dollars out of me was a situation I 
couldn’t give up in. After this bar were the deeper waters of Broad Creek, Roanoke 
Sound, Pamlico Sound, and the Atlantic Ocean. I just needed to get past this 15ft 
of mud. I started inflating the dinghy, preparing to row out and kedge1 ourselves 
forward. I honestly didn’t think it would work, but I didn’t know of any other op-
tions. I feel these situations more often on the boat than anywhere else; situations 
where I have to figure a way out, where I can’t just walk away. It’s not that failure 
wasn’t an option, rather it seemed the order of business. In sailing you’re con-
stantly pressed to push past failure after failure, hopefully through luck or ingenu-
ity finding something that will work, at least temporarily. I suppose it was possible 
to abandon the boat right there, forever blockading Wanchese marina and ending 
their business as a sunken boat viewing area. Regardless, we found ourselves stuck, 
having exhausted our options, yet still trying our hardest with foolhardy stubborn-
ness. Sometimes this is described as “floundering” I do believe.
 Salvation comes in many interesting forms, and that day it happened to 
be two Wancheesers in a small motorboat. We flagged them down as they passed 
by, shouting for their attention. Not exactly the smartest move when trying to 
make an escape, but bumping around the marina and running around a boat stuck 
in mud blew any sort of cover we had ever hoped for. The two people on the boat 
looked at us with the blank stare promised by sunglasses and came closer. We 
explained our situation and how we would really appreciate a jerk or two from 
the 150hp engine they had. Our 16hp spinning a big barnacle wasn’t really cutting 
it. Although in typical Wanchese fashion they never showed the slightest hint of 
kindness (aka weakness), they consented to our request and we rigged a tow line. 
The scene probably appeared pretty ridiculous for the onlooker. Not too much out 
of the ordinary happens in this 1,500 person village, guaranteeing us a few onlook-
ers. There was a person hanging off of the boom of the boat which was lashed to 
starboard, a person hanging off the rigging to the stern, someone running with a 
line attached to the top of the mast before being dragged back, and a smaller boat 
revving its engines. Pretty good scene for a picture. The motorboat went full speed 
ahead, and to our amazement Dorothy lurched forward, only to land deeper into 
the mud.
 Often times, whenever there is a gap in a problematic situation, it’s filled 
with something worse than you ever initially imagined. Although it’s true that 
there is never a point where things can’t get worse, sometimes you don’t expect 
things to really go there. I suppose I wasn’t being led to the gallows by a mob of 
angry citizens commanded by Alan, but the glimmer of hope offered by the mo-

1- Typically your secondary, smaller anchor. To kedge is to set out said anchor and pull yourself onto 
it. Like crawling, but harder and less rewarding.
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torboat was quickly replaced by the reality that we were in an even worse situation. 
In these predicaments I feel you can often find relief by redefining victory. Say, if 
you’re losing a chess match and decide to quit, who is actually victorious: The per-
son who was winning the game, or the person who walked away from it, stealing 
their opponent’s moments of victory? Anyhow, because the motorboats had gotten 
us in a worse situation there was the feeling of obligation that they should get us 
out of it, not doing so would just be so rude. Full of the optimism granted from the 
situation now being in the hands of the operators of a 150hp engine, I felt a little 
relief. If it ended in disaster, the story would tell how a motorboat dragged us up 
onto a mud bank and left us there.
 We repeated the aforementioned dance enough times to extinguish all 
our hopes of any fruitful outcome, not budging an inch. It was becoming clear that 
our saviors were growing tired of cementing disaster and might possibly leave us 
high and dry. In that situation, we would revisit attempting to kedge ourselves free 
or some other ridiculous antiquated method that wasn’t likely to have any good 
outcome. Another thing about the sounds in North Carolina is that the tide has 
little or no influence in a lot of places, including Wanchese. There’s “wind tide,” 
where consistent winds will push water to one part of the sound or another. There 
was no favorable tide to wait for as you often can when aground. The boaters con-
sented to try another attempt, perhaps our last. Usually people say things like “the 
stars aligned,” but for this I’ll say the two people frantically dangling off the boat, 
the person running full speed with a line, and the open throttle of one-hundred 
and fifty horses aligned. With a dramatic tilt and lurch we cleared the bar. We 
shouted with excitement, and started making way.
 Sammie, being on land for the ordeal, was brought back to us by the 
boaters who made sure to answer our thanks with statements clarifying that we 
were morons, needed to get tow boat insurance, and other snips to negate any 
benevolent sentiments we might have bestowed upon them. It’s true that less and 
less people are willing to help each other so their advice was sound, but my posi-
tion as being both an ideologue and broke put me firmly in depending on the hope 
that people will still help each other out despite the massive amounts of contrary 
proof. That being said, I’d send them a yearly Christmas card if I knew who they 
were. Sailing in harbors and other close quarters you’re never “out of a situation” 
until you’re in open water. We were still barely making way with our compromised 
propeller and the wind had picked up enough to push us away from where we 
were heading. We all scrambled to get some sail up, Sammie aboard, and the boat 
into ship shape in the small harbor. I looked back to make sure Alan or any of his 
droogs weren’t in sight, and somehow despite the fact that we noisily took close to 
two hours to get out of his marina, we seemed in the clear.
 After limping out of the harbor we proceeded through the Roanoke and 
Pamlico sounds. When the wind died, Sammie, dressed in a wetsuit I had found 
creepily floating alone in the ocean, jumped into the cold November water and 
cleaned off the propeller with the promise of hot chocolate when he got out. I 
put two Swiss-Miss packets in the mug for his good deed. During the whole time 
we were sailing through North Carolina I would anxiously look back every now 
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and then in fear. There’s no reason we should have gotten away, it was one of the 
clumsiest escapes in history. I think Alan was seeing if he could intimidate some 
money out of us since he had already sold the marina, and I’m sure he could have 
if given a more direct opportunity. Despite the fact that the rest of the sail in NC 
went rather well1 I played the image in my head over and over of us laughing in our 
victory as a motor skiff overloaded with Wancheesers approached on the horizon. 
Roughnecks armed with chains, brass knuckles, tire irons, those rakes in Franken-
stein films, and Alan perched at the bow with the most terrifying weapon of them 
all: his hands.

1- See issue 93 of the wonderful zine “Kerbloom.”
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Escape From the Caribbean 
 So there I was, the farthest south I had been in my life, facing the real-
ity that we were about to start the voyage home. I had been in Guatemala for a 
month, mostly anchored in front of the town of Fronteras. The area, along with 
the town of Rellenos across the river, was called “Rio Dulce.” The Rio Dulce itself 
was the river that the towns were located on, connecting the large inland Lago 
Isabel to the Caribbean Sea. It had been such a busy month that it felt like we 
had just arrived. Upon entering the country I was working on fixing the boat and 
organizing a meet-up1 myself and two others hosted. The meet-up, attended by 
seven boats and around fifty persons, was quite a success to everyone’s surprise. 
The crew I had with me on the way down had all parted ways, either going onto 
language school, back home, or onto other boats. I had a new crew constructed 
from attendees of the meet-up. As an intro to the boat, we had a sail around Lago 
Isabel with the two other sailboats we would be returning to the US with. The 
trip was wonderful and provided much-needed experience before setting off into 
the open ocean. Full of howler monkeys, hot springs, exotic birds, river gorges, 
caves, and small Guatemalan towns, we were all feeling pretty amped and ready 
to go.
 It had been a good trip from North Carolina to Guatemala. The whole 
way Dorothy was accompanied by Kyle and his crew aboard the S/V2 Colton 
Harris-Moore. It was a great trip stuffed full of misadventures and surprises, as 
per usual. To paint a realistic picture, for every day of sailing there’s usually at 
least a day of repairs waiting for you. We had made it down to Guatemala, keep-
ing up with the chaos of our breaking boats fairly well, aside from never fixing 
Colton’s transmission after it had fallen into pieces upon leaving Belize. The little 
bits of spare time away from the meet-up in Guatemala I spent fixing Dorothy, 
preparing for the voyage home. Let’s put some reality into this myth of breaking 
boats. When we were sailing from Savannah, Georgia, to St. Augustine, Florida, 
on a particularly calm night, the piece that attaches the mainsheet3 to the boom 
sheared off, followed by the boom to parting from the mast altogether soon 
thereafter. When we finally got into port the engine transmission cable parted 
from the controls, leaving the engine stuck in neutral. Luckily, we were close 
enough to Colton to throw out a line before being swept away by the current. 
The next two days were spent fixing all of that mess the best I could. You can ask 
anyone who has sailed with me, I don’t really leave the boat that much. There’s 
too much to do and too much to fix. Plus, I’m not really good at having fun. Still 
figuring that one out.
 We were ready to go, everyone was pretty sick of the tiny town of Fron-
teras (it’s mostly shops along a highway) and wanted to get moving. Colton had 
decided to try to make a last ditch attempt to get their transmission fixed before 
heading out, and our departure date kept getting pushed back due to waiting 

1- The 2012 DIY Sailboat Meet-Up. Possibly the worst named event in history. 
http://diysailboatmeetup.blogspot.com
2- Sailing Vessel
3- The line that controls the position of the mainsail. Ours is rightly named “ol fuzzy.”
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on information. It was difficult watching our other friends from the meet-up 
sail away into the sunset and get on buses to various other adventures while we 
waited for the word from some mechanic. It rained every day and various aspects 
of being in Rio Dulce started becoming intolerable. One of the boats we were 
sailing with left without us, and Dorothy decided that we would take to the seas 
the next morning no matter the outlook of the transmission. Fortunately, that 
afternoon the mechanic, Carlos, told Kyle that the transmission was completely 
destroyed and incapable of being rebuilt. We had a celebratory last night and cast 
off before the sun was up. We threw a line out1 and started towing Colton down 
the Rio Dulce.
 Much has been written about that river, it’s truly spectacular. On our 
way out we were surrounded by faraway mountains narrowing to a passage 
between cliff walls hundreds of feet tall, lined with lush tropical vegetation. Great 
egrets lined the cliff walls and mangrove swallows circled the boats, landing for 
a visit now and then.  I enjoyed piloting the boat along the curves of the river 
following the strongest current, it felt like going down a slide at times. After what 
felt like nothing compared to how long it took to get up the river (going with 
the current makes a big difference), the gorge opened up to the Amatique bay, 
which lead to the Gulf of Honduras and the Caribbean Sea. We cleared out of 
customs in Livingston, already being quite familiar with the annoying ritualized 
procedures. Our plan was to set sail for Utila, one of the bay islands of Honduras 
100nm2 to the east. NOAA3 forecasted lighter winds than usual for the next two 
days, so we wanted to get going before it started to pick up again. We ran into 
a friend from the third boat we were traveling with, Pleiades, and made plans 
to meet up in Utila. Although sailing together as a three-boat flotilla was ideal, 
coordinating twelve people was a little much. Our planning model was thus: 
someone states a plan in hopes it’s enticing enough for everyone to jump on 
board (which was often the case). After our final meal in Guatemala, we towed 
Colton out of port and set sail for Honduras.
  The sail back to the US was going to be into the wind. In the tropics, the 
trade winds blow from the east every day of the year. They tend to be lighter and 
more southerly in the summer, stronger and more northerly in the winter. This 
is stated as the rule, but as everyone who has sailed in the trades knows there are 
plenty of exceptions. Cold fronts (called northers or nortes) can stall the trades, 
weaken them, or bring in strong northerly winds. Hurricanes happen during the 
summer/fall, and meandering high pressure cells can pull all kinds of tricks on 
you. Not to mention the squalls, storm cells that bring downpours and strong 
winds for short periods of time often complimented by calm windless conditions 
before and after. Earlier in the voyage we found ourselves less than one mile out-

1- To prevent the towed vessel from springing on the line and keep the tow line out of the propeller 
we attached a length of chain to a bridle. I would call this, “a good idea.”
2- Utilized at sea, the distance of measurement used to divide the globe’s latitude; unlike statute miles 
that were instituted for a king’s liking. 1 nm = 1.15 statute/imperial miles.
3- National Oceanic and Atmospheric Administration. With a fleet of satellites and gadgets at their 
fingertips, they make seemingly random guesses at the weather and bestow it upon us mere mortals 
who eagerly await the next bout of misinformation.
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side the entrance to an atoll in Belize, having to turn away in the violent winds 
which the squalls would bring, yet being unable to make any progress in the 
calm that followed. We did this dance all day until it became obvious we wouldn’t 
make it by sunset, which prompted a short ten minute motor trip to our desired 
anchorage. 
 The sail down to Guatemala was a sailor’s dream, travelling southwest 
with a fresh northeasterly wind off our port quarter1. Conversely, traveling 
northeast to get back home would put us dead into the wind the whole way. The 
typical sailing boat can sail about 45degrees off of the wind on either side in a 
position called “close hauled.” This is one of the least comfortable points of sail, as 
the boat heels (i.e., tilts) over to one side and smashes into the oncoming waves. 
For hours. Or days. Or weeks. I was hoping that the winds would start to lighten 
a little and switch more southeasterly, or at least more due east, being that it was 
March. Another reason we were going to Utila was so that during our trip north 
across the Caribbean Sea, we would have a better angle to the wind, because we 
could head due north and less northeasterly. Regardless, the trip to Honduras 
was going to be due into the wind. We’d have a small current with us for the 
100nm stretch with predicted light winds. It didn’t sound that bad.
 We spent the first night tacking2 back and forth around Cabo Tres 
Puntas before turning for Utila. The winds were light and against us, offering 
little progress and driving us to the north. By sunrise they had completely died, 
leaving us bobbing around in the trade wind belt. I must say, I have spent quite a 
bit of time bobbing around waiting for these alleged “trades” to blow like they’re 
supposed to daily. A light land breeze built from the south, giving us a great angle 
to sail east with. We happily welcomed this change since we were currently in 
sight of some small islands of Belize, significantly farther north than where we 
wanted to be. Around noon, the breeze died out and the trades filled in. Now, I 
know this won’t come as a surprise to a lot of folks, but the weather prediction 
was wrong. Despite the fact that NOAA has lied to me countless times, I still re-
lentlessly depend on them for my weather and count on the fine people up there 
to do me right. Maybe it’s because I have nothing else to turn to, and I doubt my 
own forecasting skills. Regardless, there we were, facing building winds and seas 
from due east. The wind started at a pleasant ten knots, built to fifteen, and by 
the afternoon we were given around twenty knots. We had lost sight of Colton 
a while ago; they performed much better into the high winds than Dorothy and 
had a sail-plan much better suited for it. As the sun started to set, we had made 
very little progress tacking into the building seas.
 Nightfall intensifies everything at sea. The wind feels twice as strong, 
passing cargo ships look twice as close, the waves building out of the darkness 
are upon you before you can prepare for them, your shift seems longer, and the 
tiny mishaps which once brought a little laugh and short fix seem dramatically 
1- Facing forward, port is the left side of the boat. The “quarter” usually refers to the 45 degrees 
towards the stern (or rear). Kinda like “rear driver’s side.”
2- To turn the bow (front) of the boat through the wind, switching which side of the boat is facing the 
wind. This maneuver is accompanied by switching the sails from one side to the other, and the crash-
ing noise of everything in the cabin flying from one side to the other. 
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intense and dangerous. It’s quite magnificent though, seeing the waves form out 
of the blackness of the ocean, hearing the howl of the wind emanate from a dark 
star-lit sky. Crashing into the waves we had a good bit of spray dousing us every 
so often in the cockpit. Not having self-steering, someone had to be at helm 
at all times and keeping watch, typically in full raingear. My friend and I were 
out when the largest wave that had ever come aboard crashed into the cockpit. 
There’s a particular kind of sound and feeling when a wave is about to break or 
spray on you. Instinctively you learn to turn away to avoid being doused. This 
one dumped into the cockpit with no warning. I’m not sure how long it lasted, 
but I remember that it was long enough for me to be thinking “Really? You’re 
still not done?” These sorts of things are maybe cute or fun in the day, but often 
build anxiety at night. What if the next one was twice that size? More concerning 
was that often we would be going fast enough to slam directly into the face of a 
wave. The boat would shake and groan in horrible ways, stopping us dead in our 
tracks and pushing us considerably off course until we caught the wind again. Of 
course, it comes without mention that two of the crew were seasick.
 It was obvious that slamming into waves for so long would eventually 
do some serious damage to the boat. We reduced sail so to move at a much safer, 
yet slower, pace. It was a hard decision, we had made very little progress and the 
sail was very uncomfortable, especially for this crew’s first sail on the ocean. To 
commit to be at sea longer in these conditions wasn’t a pleasant reality to face, 
but a much safer one. With sail significantly reduced we were moving slower 
but weren’t crashing into the seas, making everything slightly more comfortable. 
Around sunrise the wind died and the light land breeze picked back up, allow-
ing us slow, pleasant progress. The break was welcome. Slightly before noon the 
wind died out and started building from the east again, reaching 20kts quickly 
and building seas to compliment. We were back to our slow beat into the wind, 
tacking every two hours or so to stay close to shore and in the favorable counter-
current. The coast of Honduras was mountainous and beautiful, so between that 
and the stars we had a glorious backdrop to this grueling adventure.
 That night, the wind picked up and brought larger seas. As it ap-
proached 25kts, our progress suffered considerably. I was amazed watching these 
giant forms of ocean hurtle towards us, the boat rising to meet them every time. 
We would crawl up the face of the wave, ride on its crest and fall down its back; 
our scrap of sail guiding us slowly forward. I was always afraid of “the one.” The 
wave that broke at just the right time to capsize1 us, or the rogue wave barreling 
towards us three times larger than the rest. Although several waves aroused my 
suspicion, “the one” never came and we pounded into the high seas all night. For 
reference, 25kts and seven foot seas can be pleasant conditions for a heavy, well-
constructed, seaworthy boat to beat into. Dorothy Ann is a phenomenal craft 
and has gotten me through all kinds of intense situations I had no business being 
in, but doesn’t perform well in the conditions we were experiencing. Sailing into 
wind over 12kts and the seas associated with them Dorothy has to start reduc-
ing sail and doesn’t perform to windward as well. Regardless, we were making 

1- When the mast touches the water.  A bad scene.
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progress, albeit slowly. Every two hours the four of us would shift who was at 
helm; this gave us six hours of rest between our shifts steering. One of my friends 
was seasick to the point of vomiting during almost every shift, but still resiliently 
didn’t miss a minute of duty at the wheel. I was pretty impressed, poking your 
head up to see someone steering while puking is pretty admirable.
 The next day the land breeze didn’t come, but the wind decreased to the 
20kts we were familiar with. Continuing on, we passed Punta Sal and other beau-
tiful parts of the Honduran coast. Sailing consistently into the wind, there’s not 
much difference day to day. It relentlessly blows against you, howling as it pushes 
you away from your destination. The seas build and throw themselves into you, 
keeping your from where you’re going. The boat meets every wave, and you 
learn how to steer to pass over them appropriately. During the day, you follow 
the telltales1 to sail as close as possible to the wind and make progress. At night, 
you stare at a tiny number on the compass for hours. Before every shift I’d take 
our position and plot us on the beat-up paper chart (I found it in a warehouse 
full of old boat parts in Guatemala), depressed at the tiny amounts of progress 
we were making. When we started the voyage, I predicted we would get to Utila 
this night. By the early afternoon, it was glaringly obvious that wouldn’t happen; 
at best we could hope for a morning arrival. It was hard for everyone to hear 
that, spending one more day at sea in unfavorable conditions wasn’t a welcome 
surprise for anyone. I was too worried about the boat to put up more sail and 
push it harder, it didn’t seem worth the risk. We would spend our third night out, 
tacking back and forth into the never ending trades.
 The wind picked up slightly that night, but not to the ferocity of the 
night before. As the sun started to rise, the wind began to die out, and our island 
destination was slowly illuminated in the morning light. We radioed Colton as 
we approached the island, knowing they came into port before us. Both crews 
were excited to hear from each other, and it turned out that Colton arrived in 
Utila twenty hours prior. Now, I don’t think of myself as the competitive type, but 
I felt like a total failure. My friends had to suffer through almost another full day 
of beating into the seas because of what I attributed to my lack of ability. It’s true 
that Colton sailed much better to windward than Dorothy because of the design 
of the boat and sail plan, which let me off the hook a little bit. But twenty hours? 
That seemed unacceptable. Whenever I asked Kyle for advice on how he achieves 
the consistently impressive victories that he does, he simply replies: “Superior 
helmsmanship,” with a smirk. Although all of this critique stemmed solely from 
myself, my mantra became “no one should ever suffer because I’m lazy.” I felt 
there were plenty of situations where I could have checked up on how we were 
sailing, tended to the sails more actively, helped people with the difficulties they 
were facing, and in general just been more on top of making sure the boat was 
sailing well at all times. For those who know me personally, this critique is typical 
of my personality.
 We spent the next few days learning how to scuba dive (our instructor, 

1- Small pieces of string used to showcase how the wind is flowing along the sail. Ol’ salts say the best 
telltale is poking out right between your eyes. 
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by chance, being a German ex-squatter I had hung out with in Europe two years 
prior) and exploring Utila. I affectionately named the place “MTV Spring Break 
Island,” due to the fact that there were more young glistening abs than trees. 
Although the water was nice, the island itself was a young backpacker’s paradise, 
and I didn’t care for it. A general party atmosphere was ever-present. Every time 
we saw a small boat approaching the island, we hoped it was Pleiades, and called 
to them on our secret radio channel. They never came. Daily we would look to 
the horizon and our hearts would drop with a sigh; we missed our friends. There 
were several people from the meet-up on the island, familiar faces outside of the 
people you’re crammed in a 29ft space with are always welcome. Most of them 
had sailed over with older cruiser1 men they had met in Rio Dulce who wanted 
crew. The men were constantly wasted and falling in, out, and off of their boats. 
It was pretty pathetic to see men twice my age and experience like that. When 
I asked them how their sail went, hoping to learn tactics and get some advice, I 
found out that none of them had even raised a sail the whole trip (one of them 
didn’t even have the sails rigged). They responded that the trip was unpleasant 
and uneventful, driving directly into the seas for 24 hours. I always hope the fact 
that we sail in many situations that other cruisers motor in will be met with inter-
est, or perhaps respect. While that has been the case from time to time, overall 
we’re met with jabs at how those are unnecessary risks and people can’t waste 
their time with such silly things when a faster option is so easy available. To brief-
ly sum it up, the amount of sailboats I saw sailing since leaving Florida outside of 
the meet-up I can count on one hand. Being that we could also count the times 
we used the engine since leaving Florida on one hand, it’s a lonely world for the 
sailor.
 The passages of the different boats to Utila are worth comparing. The 
drunken cruisers motored the whole way and got “stuck” for weeks on the island 
waiting for parts to fix their engine problems. Colton made it there the fastest of 
the sailors, pushing the boat with a good bit of sail up and Rachel (their autopi-
lot) at helm. Their stories were epic, sea water gushing into the boat through the 
sink while Colton slammed into the waves at a massive heel. While making great 
progress they damaged two of their shrouds2 to the point where they needed 
to be replaced upon arriving to Utila. If those had parted while underway the 
outcome could have been quite serious. In an impressive feat of ingenuity, Kyle 
was able to put together two new “franken-shrouds” from turnbuckles, shackles, 
and lengths of rigging found on the island. This took him the whole time we were 
in Utila, although he was able to join us in the final scuba dive (he had gotten 
licensed when he was fourteen, which is good enough turns out) where we had 
loads of fun misbehaving to our dive-master’s frustrations. The story of Pleiades 
starts with their departure from Livingston the morning after we had left. They 
encountered the same rough conditions as us, and after barely avoiding colliding 
with Sapodilla cays in Belize at night, a loud snap and curved foresail demon-
1- The identity for a person who has chosen a traveling lifestyle aboard a sailboat. While there are 
many exceptions, a majority of cruisers are retired white persons eternally on vacation.
2- Wire ropes that run from the sides of the boat to hold up the mast, as opposed to stays which run 
fore and aft.
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strated that part of their rigging had broken. Upon noticing this potentially seri-
ous damage, they turned around to head back to Guatemala, the tiller1 breaking 
in half immediately upon turning. Lashing an ax-handle to the remnants of the 
tiller, they make it back to Livingston and spent several days repairing the boat. 
With a repaired forestay and gigantic hand-made tiller (it’s quite huge), they 
left for Utila during a perfect weather window and had a pleasant, quick, and 
easy sail putting them in harbor a tragic few hours after we had left the island. 
Dorothy spent the longest time at sea getting to Utila under reduced sail, but had 
virtually no damage outside the endurance and morale of the crew.
 One of our friends left the cruiser boat they were on and I talked to my 
friends aboard Dorothy about taking her on for the remainder of the sail back 
to the US. We decided it would be a little too cramped to have five aboard; I had 
done it before and it didn’t work out very comfortably. There’s only one reason 
people have left a sailing voyage prematurely with Dorothy: love. Years prior 
I lost my boatmate to a romantic foray that led to a long term relationship. A 
friend who crewed with me the year before met someone while we were in port, 
left the boat, and lives with them still a year and a half later. On this voyage, a 
friend gave up her spot for our potential crew because she missed her partner 
and wanted to go meet up with them. I’m still sad the only sail she got to experi-
ence was one of the more difficult and unpleasant ones. I believe her when she 
said that wasn’t the reason she was leaving, it was love. Back in the day some cap-
tains instituted policies preventing crew from going to shore to circumvent this 
inevitability, obviously we did not. With a new crew member and Colton having 
new shrouds, we set sail for ports north the next morning.
 Leaving Utila, we encountered light winds until the afternoon, when the 
predictable trades filled in. We were close-hauled again, but with a manageable 
amount of wind and heading the direction we wanted to be going. The days we 
had spent in Utila, and the days Pleiades sailed there, the wind was southerly and 
moderate, perfect conditions for going north. As is almost always true, the days 
you spend in harbor have the perfect winds for your next voyage, while the day 
you leave the conditions change directly against you. I predicted another long 
sail, beating into the wind for close to 400nm, but was pleasantly surprised by 
moderate conditions and a wind that veered further away from north the further 
we went. Utilizing the push from the Yucatan current, we were moving along 
quite nicely in pleasant weather. A few migrating barn swallows took up roost 
in our cabin for a night, and three brown boobies attempted to take a rest on the 
bimini2 above our wheel. I continued to steer with them above, sitting far away 
to give them space and avoid the loads of shit they would inevitably drop at some 
point. When I switched out with my friend, she was pleased by the beauty of the 
birds and sat directly underneath them at the wheel. Midway through her shift, 
I heard the expected gasp as the birds relieved themselves all over the boat, and 
her. For reasons only nature-lovers could explain, she let them be and continued 

1- A stick connected to the rudder used to steer the boat.
2- A small shade located over of the helm. While it doesn’t seem like much, it’s a crucial relief from 
the unrelenting rays of the sun.
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steering in full rain gear to protect her from their business. The next on shift was 
a friend of mine who is very much from New York. His headlamp illuminated 
our friend whose black rain gear was mostly white with booby crap, accented by 
the matching stench. Confused why anyone would let this happen to them, he 
chased the birds away with a stick and the fury of an old man evicting kids from 
his yard. The boobies didn’t take the hint well, and the skirmish lasted a little 
while, our friend refusing to be their toilet during his shift. Eventually he was 
victorious, and our beautiful but rude visitors fled.
 To say it was a pleasant sail would be accurate, although there was one 
vastly unpleasant occurrence. One night, I was summoned to the deck after being 
alerted that the sail had ripped. My stomach sank; repairing sails by hand takes 
forever and is one of my least favorite boat activities. I went out to see the dam-
age, expecting a small rip somewhere on the sail where it got caught on some-
thing, perhaps during a tack. I wished that was the case. About three-quarters 
up the sail, there was a horizontal rip spanning the whole sail; it was practically 
ripped in half. The crew and I, who all preformed this operation very efficiently, 
took down our large damaged genoa and replaced it with a small high-footed jib. 
The smaller sail was better than nothing by far, but our speed suffered, and we 
couldn’t sail as close to the wind as we had been because of its cut. More trou-
bling than that was realizing what a big job the repair would be. I predicted it 
would take me four days of hand-sewing to repair, which is a sad reality to com-
mit to.
 At our next stop I spent four days sewing the sail. Most everyone else 
went about adventuring and exploring, which I much preferred because I had a 
one person job and, to go against norms, my misery doesn’t always love company. 
Three others of the eight stayed and we spent the days fixing the various broken 
aspects of the boats and making slight improvements. Futilely, we attempted to 
patch the notoriously leaky dinghies, mine having earned the name “Ol’ Saggy” 
months prior. The bottom of my boat received a thorough cleaning. Our other 
sails (my jib and Kyle’s spinnaker) both received some repairs. We took a hike 
and went fruitlessly spear fishing a few times when we needed relief from the 
work. We made some of the best meals of the trip, since we were only cooking 
for four. We were quickly running out of food and had to make masterpieces out 
of whatever we could rummage up. Almost all day, every day, I was sewing. My 
hands were cramped up and back hurt fiercely from lack of a proper workspace. 
Honestly, hand sewing sails is something I never want to do again. If I had the 
money for it, I would just get them repaired by a sail maker every time. The path 
of the DIY sailor isn’t one of ease, doing things without money is always harder 
and takes much longer. I learned that lesson many years ago and for me it’s never 
stopped being relevant. Even when the repair was complete it was a bittersweet 
success. I’m no pro at anything, especially sail repair. I was afraid that the repair 
was unsightly and distorted the sail, compromising its shape and efficiency. The 
sail was quite old, it had been falling apart for some time and needed constant 
attention. We had already patched it several times this trip and voyages prior. Its 
time had passed a while ago; we kept it alive out of necessity.
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 Pleiades miraculously rolled into port the day before we planned on 
leaving. We hadn’t seen them since Guatemala, and luckily they agreed on leav-
ing the next afternoon with us. The wind had been south for a few days, which 
was perfect for making it back to Florida, demonstrating again that the best 
winds are when you’re at harbor. A weak front was predicted to roll in and the 
high pressure following it wasn’t going to bring anything over 20kts, said NOAA. 
Although after the front passed, we’d be back to beating eastward outside the 
Florida Keys, a forecast for light wind and desire to get home drove us onward. 
Plus, we had just done hundreds of miles to windward, we felt better about our 
abilities in that department. When everyone arrived back from their inland 
adventures, we exchanged stories and hung out in our massive group of twelve 
people on three tiny boats. It was wonderful.
 After a day of putting the boats back together and doing some final 
repairs (and the obligatory walk to the beach), we left slightly before sunset. 
Dorothy was the first underway, several hundred miles between us and our 
agreed-upon destination of Rock Harbor, Key Largo. Seeing all three boats sail-
ing together was a pleasant and welcome sight. We kept in radio communication, 
making jokes and sharing ideas for the sail along with the pleasant occasional 
check-in. One of my favorite things about sailing with other boats is that you 
can compare how you’re doing and share ideas/tactics. It’s not a race, I just like 
to see who gets there first. By the morning Dorothy was in the lead, a southerly 
breeze filled our massive, newly-repaired headsail. Colton put up their spinna-
ker1 (which in our circles is a call to arms), Pleiades followed suit soon thereafter, 
and finally Dorothy raised sail for the occasion. Retrospectively we should have 
put it up earlier, but we were navigating a little differently. Colton was making a 
straight shot for the Keys, while I was heading due north until we were well in 
the Gulf Stream current. That way, if the wind died or turned against us, we’d still 
be well on our way in the correct direction.
 The Gulf Stream is one of the strongest ocean currents in the world. 
It funnels from the Gulf of Mexico between the Florida Keys and Cuba up the 
Straits of Florida to Cape Hatteras on its way to Europe. Ideally, once in this cur-
rent we’d be carried by these warm waters directly to our destination. It’s widely 
known that when the Gulf Stream has an opposing wind, it becomes quite rough 
and can be outright dangerous. Basically, you have seas flowing one direction 
with the current while the waves from the wind are pushing directly against 
them. This creates waves that are very steep and blocky. They don’t have the 
pleasant wave motion that we’re used to, they’re much more jarring. The National 
Weather Service issues warnings whenever these conditions are present. I’ve 
crossed the Gulf Stream with opposing wind conditions way many more times 
than I should have, so the fact that we’d be beating against the steep seas wasn’t 
too unfamiliar, it would just be “bumpy.” The wind wasn’t supposed to get above 
20kts, which seemed manageable. According to the forecast, they were days away, 
most of the sail would be in lighter winds. It seemed we were up against a chal-
lenge, but nothing outside of our experience.

1- A large, nylon sail most often used in light airs downwind. Ours is rainbow colored.
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 The cold front passed at night and the clouds that came with it were 
beautifully illuminated by the moon. We were well in the Gulf Stream and mak-
ing good progress. As predicted, after the front passed the pressure started rising 
and the wind clocked northeasterly, exactly the direction we were headed. We 
changed course as needed and trimmed the sails, getting back to the angle of 
tilt that we had become so accustomed with on our previous trips. Every time 
we start beating into the wind out in the ocean, I give a big sigh. It’s not the 
most pleasant experience for me, and resigning ourselves to that fate was never 
something I enjoyed. The wind started to fill in, and quickly it became stronger 
than the night’s prediction. To this day, I still have no idea why I’ve ever trusted 
a weather forecast. Some cruiser friends of mine say: “Listen to the forecast and 
add ten knots in a less favorable direction, that way you’ll never be surprised.” 
I should listen to them more. It was becoming clear that the wind would be 
stronger than predicted, and because of that the waves would build to larger 
sizes than we expected as they slammed against the flow of the Gulf Stream. The 
small pieces of clouds ushering the front through fell off the horizon, and were 
replaced with howling winds across the glittering night sky. The wind and waves 
built ominously, the relative calm before the storm. I curse myself whenever we 
are about to get into trying situations I hadn’t expected. There was no reason we 
should have believed that forecast. Knowing what we were about to be up against, 
we would have ducked into the Dry Tortugas or another nearby landfall. We were 
far out in the middle of the Gulf Stream, rather committed to our path. As we 
prepared to face our fate, it was announced with a loud shriek that the foresail 
had ripped in half, about a foot below the repair.
 Empathy is an interesting feeling. It often times replaces more immedi-
ate concerns, such as safety. My friends all looked to me when the sail ripped. 
Not in a “what to do” sense but in a “Wow, you just spent four days of your life 
relentlessly sewing for nothing” sense. I feel like they were sadder for me than 
for their experience on the trip. Honestly, it didn’t affect me much. Things on 
the boat are never fixed, they’re simply “not broken right now” for small blinks 
of time. Some repairs have held strong, but in general once something starts 
breaking it continues to, our feeble attempts at repair keeping it unreliably on 
life-support. Another complication was that the winds were rather strong at this 
point. To lower the sail it had to be un-furled all the way, exposing quite a bit of 
sail to the wind. I asked folks to get the smaller sail out and for my friend at helm 
to blanket the genoa with the main when we un-furled it. She did a wonderful 
job and the sail came down without incident. Once the new small jib was up, we 
continued on our way. Later on, I cut out a large piece of the genoa so it would 
be impossible for me to repair it and ever enter that cycle again. I’m glad I did, 
because a few weeks afterwards I thought about repairing the sail again, which 
was obviously the wrong idea.
 I had the shift after sunrise, waking up to grey skies with multiple 
squalls on the horizon. The seas had built significantly and had the characteristic 
steep shapes we were preparing for. The wind had picked up quite a bit more, and 
there were several freighters and cruise ships plodding along that we were keep-



18

ing an eye on. Despite having the whole ocean to maneuver in, it’s amazing how 
often you find yourself having to change course to avoid collision with another 
vessel. Again, our sail plan was greatly reduced to avoid slamming into the faces 
of these steep waves and protect the boat. It was pretty exciting being at the brunt 
of the forces of nature; it looked like the ocean was erupting around us at times. 
Predicting the sizes of waves isn’t the most useful activity, but for context I would 
say they were consistently around nine feet, frequently larger. Their shape was 
just as awe-inspiring as their size. Giant walls of water were just hurtling their 
near-vertical faces at us, Dorothy rising to every challenge they presented. It blew 
my mind. They always say boats are stronger than the people in them, and I have 
to wholeheartedly agree. Later on during the day, we got the weather observa-
tions for a nearby sea buoy, 29kts with gusts to 33kts. The funniest part about 
that is often times the weather forecast will stay the same, not reflecting the ob-
served conditions. For instance, it said “this afternoon, NE wind 10-15kts” while 
the observation stated triple that. Meteorologists are an odd bunch, at least in the 
ways they communicate with the mortal realm.
 One of the squalls was approaching quickly. I sealed up the cabin and 
awaited my fate on deck. It’s hard to really convey the experience in writing. The 
wind picked up significantly and a solid wall of rain dropped on us, eliminating 
visibility beyond fifty feet. I felt this excitement inside of me which I couldn’t 
really find a way to express. Previously, I felt that the situation was really intense, 
but in a way that I found enjoyable and slightly ridiculous. It was very chaotic, 
and felt like things were about to explode. When the squall hit, things exploded. 
It was turning things to eleven. My response was more “what the hell is going 
on,” and a sense of disbelief of how ridiculously intense things were, rather than 
panic or anxiety. The boat felt safe, even if it was foolish of me to think that. 
It’s one of my fondest sailing memories, just being at the brunt of such gigantic 
forces of nature made me feel amazingly alive. I couldn’t be thinking of anything 
else, I couldn’t be anywhere else, it was demanded that I be in that moment. It’s 
not often in life where I feel that immediacy in the physical world, I put so much 
value to those experiences. Retrospectively, I wish I would have called all my 
friends out right before the squall and we would have all screamed when it hit. I 
think that would have been the best and most fulfilling response. A few months 
ago when we were at anchor during a strong squall, one of our friends was at the 
bow yelling at the torrents of rain and wind battering him while we all sat cozy in 
the cabin. It’s weird, but so is actually being alive.
 The squall passed and we continued beating into the seas. Despite the 
fact that we weren’t making too much speed through the water because of our 
reduced sail plan, we were covering a good bit of distance by the grace of the Gulf 
Stream. The boat behaved sluggishly though, and the helm was slow to respond. 
This gave us some concern because it we needed to hit certain waves at different 
angles than others, which necessitated a helm that was quick to respond. Soon 
after the squall, probably driven from it, a large wave approached. It was signifi-
cantly bigger than the rest, and as it closed in on us, it took the form of a wall 
of water. As the sheer face of it was approaching, logical observation suggested 



19

that there was no way our boat could rise over it. This was probably “the one.” 
There had been a couple particularly concerning waves in the history of Dorothy, 
but this was definitely the best candidate for disaster. Somehow, working with 
properties I’ll never fully understand, we climbed up the face of the wave and slid 
down the back. It threw us off course, but that was a drastically better outcome 
than what I predicted. There’s this one video1 I always imagine when I see big 
waves coming our way. I had a friend show it to me when we were waiting out 
the lingering swell from a recent hurricane that threw seven foot breaking waves 
on the river mouth. I asked: “How bad could it be?” He responded with said 
video, showing the ocean effortlessly rolling a sailboat and all the boats that came 
to its rescue. Basically, the answer is: “Real bad.” Seemingly by providence alone, 
we survived “the one” and continued bashing onward.
 As the sun started to set, the wind and seas started to die down. Aside 
from the typical dodging of freighters, not much happened for the rest of the 
day aside from our navigation lights mysteriously going out, which prompted us 
to use headlamps to read the compass. Other boats wouldn’t be able to see our 
lights, but to be honest they usually don’t, and I never depend on anyone seeing 
them anyhow. Despite the complex and detailed rules of the road that are the law 
at sea, it’s best to act like any ship that’s bigger than you is too close and being 
driven on a collision course by a complete lunatic. The smaller seas and calmer 
wind was welcome, making for a pleasant night. We approached Key Largo and 
could see the tower marking the outer wall of the coral reef along with the radio 
towers on land. About a year and a half ago, Key Largo was the first landfall I 
made upon returning to the country, guided by the same lights and landmarks. I 
would love to say we made it through the heavy weather unscathed, but the steer-
ing felt incredibly loose and was increasingly unresponsive. Back in Wanchese we 
had written “tighten steering cables” on the to-do list. It still had yet to be crossed 
off. In the calm morning, the steering finally gave way as we bobbed around with 
our destination in sight. There are times when being a die-hard sailor not utiliz-
ing the iron wind is a fulfilling experience. I would argue that being two nautical 
miles away from your destination after rough weather in no wind is not one of 
them. With the tinge of defeat that always comes with utilizing the engine, I went 
below to prepare it for use.
 The engine uses sea water along with typical automotive coolant to 
keep properly cooled. The opening in the boat (called a thru-hull) is typically 
left closed when the engine is not in use on Dorothy to keep waves from forcing 
against and flooding the system. When I went down to pull the lever on the sea-
cock to open the thru-hull, it felt more loose than usual. This was odd because I 
never remember it having any give to it at all. I pulled it open and then wiggled 
it a little more. Unexpectedly it tilted, exposing the glorious turquoise of the sea 
below and quickly letting water into the gaping hole in the bottom of the boat. 
My heart skipped as I shoved the whole apparatus back in place. Oddly enough, 
that stopped the leaking. It felt like I had opened some secret passage to the void. 
Being that things were seemingly okay for that second, I cautiously continued on. 

1- (http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=iGnPGxaWp4g)
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The engine, despite not being used since motoring out of the Rio Dulce, started 
up decently and upon inspection the sea-cock was doing just fine. I assembled 
a large post with a small board on top of it, affectionately called our “emergency 
tiller,” since our wheel wouldn’t steer us anymore. In our broken state, I threw the 
motor in gear and started our short trip to our destination, where I could work 
on all of our problems at anchor. The only problem was that the engine wouldn’t 
go in gear.
 Just to recap and make sure you’re up to speed: we had lost our steer-
age, our lights didn’t work, our genoa was ripped in half, there was a hole in the 
bottom of the boat threatening to expose us to the ocean below, and our engine 
wouldn’t go into gear to push us the two nautical miles we had left to travel in 
the dead calm wind. Perhaps I’m eternally foretelling my own fate by writing 
this, but it seems this tends to be the setup for the end of our voyages. I looked at 
our anchorage, just out of reach the same way I looked at our dock in Wanchese 
when we were stuck at the bar trying to enter almost a year ago. When it rains, 
it pours. Luckily the problem with the engine was simply the cable had frozen 
stuck, and disconnecting it from the engine allowed us to shift the engine by 
hand. The system we used for this (it wasn’t the first time we had problems with 
the shifter) was someone would be beside the engine ready to manually shift the 
arm on the transmission. The person at helm would strongly kick the walls of the 
cockpit when we needed to shift; this was much easier to hear over the pumping 
engine than voices. One kick for forward, two for reverse, and a bunch for neu-
tral. Once making way I attempted to wrestle the emergency tiller, but as soon as 
I the boat would start to turn, the pressure on the rudder was too much for me to 
handle. We would spin in circles as my friends looked at me wrestling this piece 
of wood on a pole confused. Two of us worked the steering from then on, which 
was much more manageable. With two on our broken steerage, one awaiting 
kick-prompted orders by our busted engine, and another preparing the anchor, 
limping back to the US really did feel like the end of a voyage. 
 I often wonder what it would be like to sail on a fully-functioning yacht. 
As I write this, the sailing magazines beside me are overflowing with glistening 
white catamarans beckoning a charter in a tropical destination. I imagine the 
zine that one would write after an adventure on such craft: “I went sailing, and 
nothing was broken. Fin.” That’d be a mystical tale that could live on for genera-
tions. I get starry-eyed just thinking about it. To be fair, Dorothy has taken plenty 
of sails where nothing broke, but probably never one where nothing was broken. 
Based on conversations with other fancier sailors, it seems the difference is more 
in what breaks. While my steering might give out, their satellite internet connec-
tion might give way. When my lights go out, their gigantic battery-bank catches 
on fire. It seems as people have more money they simply have the more expensive 
versions of what poorer people have; people with more expensive boats just have 
more expensive problems. I tell myself that, knowing that there are countless 
times I’d love to be piloting into a harbor on auto-pilot with radar overlaid GPS 
charts and AIS comforting me with information about all the commercial vessels 
around instead of taking bearings with my glow-in-the-dark bearing compass 
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while frantically approaching a treacherous inlet at night.
 When we set anchor, I was surprised not to see any of our friends 
there. Colton was a faster boat than us to windward, and Pleiades was ahead of 
us last we saw them. The beauty of cellular technology (which I had not had in 
around five months) informed us that Pleiades had gone in at Key West when 
the weather got rough and Colton stayed with it for a little bit before ducking 
into Marathon. Smart moves, we considered stopping while we were passing Key 
West. At the time one of us wanted to, but the rest of us were more motivated to 
continue on. I didn’t see any damage to the boat happening (and I can still blame 
every broken aspect on that sail to factors outside of that sail, thank you) and 
had a little bit of a drive to not repeat our late arrival in Utila again. I will admit 
that it felt nice to complete the voyage in a timely manner and get to our planned 
destination. I felt much better than I did when we got into Utila. During the sail 
I had repeated my mantra: “no one should suffer because you’re lazy.” This saw 
me managing sails much more often, along with navigating and messing with 
general ship maintenance.
 The next two days, I didn’t leave the boat and spent my whole time 
repairing everything I could. Late the first night, Colton showed up and we 
departed from Key Largo to Miami at sunset, where Pleiades met us a few days 
later. Despite the fact that I still had a few hundred more miles ahead, I felt that 
the voyage was over. We had travelled around 2000nm, to the farthest south I had 
been in my life and then back again. We were up against constant problems and 
came out ahead over and over again. It’s true that limping back into country with 
ripped sails and broken engines wouldn’t classify as “ahead” in many books, but 
the truth for me was that we didn’t give up and found a way to make it all work 
out. Making it back was a giant accomplishment for us, considering the condi-
tions and hurdles. I’m not saying anything we did was exceptional by any means; 
a voyage to Rio Dulce is a common winter trip for many cruisers. What was 
important was that we completed our own goals and overcame many situations 
that looked dire and unconquerable at the time. There were times it felt like we 
would never escape from the Caribbean, despite making it back a few days ahead 
of our schedule. It’s rare to find yourself in a one-on-one situation with someone 
while on the boats, yet somehow Kyle and I found each other alone at one point. 
Although it’s completely against my personality to do these things, and would 
never do such publically, we hugged, rejoiced, and giggled at the fact that “We 
did it.”
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Escape From South Beach
 So there I was, South Beach, Miami: the belly of the beast and the final 
destination for our flotilla. For those who haven’t had the pleasure of visiting this 
bastion of affluence, South Beach is quite the spectacle. An international tourist 
destination and home of such great creations as “the South Beach diet,” the fre-
quenters of this area are an eclectic mix of the rich and famous, those who aspire 
to be such, and a supporting class holding it all together. It’s one of the rare places 
where luxury cars such as Ferraris, Bentleys, and Rolls Royces are common and 
the level of fashion that comes with these toys is the norm. Interestingly enough, 
in this area there is also one of the most convenient, protected, and unregulated 
anchorages in south Florida. Directly north of the Venetian Causeway, which 
connects mainland Miami to the island of Miami Beach, there’s a comfortable 
cove with free dinghy access1 where you can anchor for as long as you’d like. Now, 
I know these sound like the rights our forefathers fought tooth and nail for, and 
should be guaranteed without question, but somehow this situation is a rarity. It’s 
both a blessing and a curse: on one hand, it’s an incredibly comfortable place to 
stay for as long as you need in the heart of one of the most affluent spots in south 
Florida, and on the other hand, it’s South Beach. There’s no winning.
 One of the best ways to freak out everyone in an anchorage is to come 
in under sail. Seeing a beat-up small sloop piloted by young dirty-looking kids 
scream into your neighborhood under full sail, tacking seconds before colli-
sion with your yacht, brings everyone out on deck. Like mother hens, everyone 
watches you with piercing eyes, just waiting for you to make a mistake. Unless, of 
course, you pull it off flawlessly; miraculously, no one ever seems to be watch-
ing at those times. Sailing in harbors and inland waterways is where some of the 
most difficult and rewarding sailing is; you have to predict how the wind and 
tide will affect your course and how your surroundings will affect the wind and 
tide. Colton and Dorothy rode the flood2 into the Port of Miami towards our 
beloved South Beach anchorage, using up the light winds and strong current 
the best we knew how to avoid traffic, maneuver under timed draw bridges, and 
weave through cluttered anchorages. We were delighted to see that our spot we 
had anchored at months prior before leaving the country was open again. It was 
complicated and fulfilling sailing around all the other boats in the light, inconsis-
tent winds and strong current. One of my friends who kept a cool head the whole 
time told me that coming to the anchorage was one of the most stressful and im-
pressive experiences she had ever had on a sailboat. For the most part, the ports 
in the Caribbean tend to be natural and easier to navigate, the inland waters of 
the southeastern US are typically covered with obstacles and skinny channels in 
their shallow waters. Kyle set his anchor and we came alongside to raft together. 
Late that night, Pleiades joined the raft, constructing the eyesore we carried 
through all the ports in our voyage. We called this occurrence the “Floatzilla,” or 
“The Oogle Flotilla,” depending on the character it most strongly resembled at 
1- Although to the layperson it seems ridiculous, as it is, finding a place to land your dinghy (small 
boat used to get ashore) is a struggle in many ports. Dinghy access is one of these coveted areas where 
you can do such and touch soil again, preferably for free.
2- When the tide comes in it’s called a flood, when it leaves it’s said the tide is “ebbing.”
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the time.
 South Beach was planned to be a short stop, my father was coming 
for a trip to the Bahamas and afterwards I was starting captain’s school in Fort 
Lauderdale. I had two or three days to finish the repairs needed before taking the 
obligatory “dad sail,” namely fixing the faulty thru-hull in the bottom of my boat. 
At first, I was worried because I had never heard of anyone replacing a thru-hull 
while their boat is afloat. Everyone hauls their boat out of the water to do such 
repairs. Hauling out is expensive and I didn’t have time to do it before my father 
arrived, so I started thinking about how it could be done while the boat was still 
floating. One of my many character flaws is that I tend to get caught in my own 
creative cycles and not look outward for guidance. My friend said it was the 
official sign that I was a wingnut when I started making theories about weather. 
Weather, as in, the science which people with much more advanced educa-
tion and equipment than I have been studying for centuries and making well-
informed theories. I was making guesses on how it all worked when countless 
volumes of well-founded research was at my fingertips. Regardless, I didn’t think 
to look up “how to replace a thru-hull” online or at the library, I just concocted 
a plan. As is typical, plans that don’t involve much money usually involve more 
people, and with the help of a few of my lovely friends we attempted to change 
out the thru-hull that was on the brink of deteriorating and welcoming the sea 
into my boat unhindered. With two people ready to pounce on the inside and 
myself underwater to install the new piece of equipment, the process went quite 
quickly. It would have gone even faster if there wasn’t a delay when Kyle, ready 
on the inside to secure the new piece in place, was mesmerized by the beautiful 
turquoise water flowing into the boat. After a short yell to snap him back into the 
fact that the boat was taking on water, he bolted into action and secured the situ-
ation.
  With four persons on each of the three boats we were quite the gang of 
young weirdoes, atypical of your normal harbor. I didn’t leave the boat for the 
first few days not only so I could work repairs, but also because of the massive 
social anxiety of returning to the USA via South Beach. The world, particularly 
the Caribbean, is a lot simpler than South Beach in many ways, so returning was 
very overwhelming. One night I went for it and hung out with a group of people 
while they wandered the active downtown nightlife. It was pretty appalling to my 
simple self; the social pressure wasn’t something I was used to yet. I hadn’t really 
felt these pressures in many months, but now that I was back in a country which 
I belonged to, I felt there was an obligation to perform as though I was a part of 
it as opposed to just being a gringo anomaly. Despite this, there were pleasur-
able moments ashore. One of the charming things in South Beach is the scales in 
front of most of the grocery stores, apparently so you can make your consumer 
choices accordingly. We would weigh ourselves before and after eating lunch, the 
one who gained the most weight being the winner. My second favorite was upon 
sighting Christian Slater, someone said “You’re Chri-“and was cut off with “Yeah, 
probably made your day, didn’t I?” as he walked away. Genius.
 Most of the twelve crew left the boats when we got into port, going off 
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to whatever it is that people do on land. When my father arrived, we went to 
Bimini and back on a fairly enjoyable and uneventful trip, highlighted by coming 
impressively close to being run down by a freighter, spear-fishing on an amazing 
shipwreck, and some sailing through busy anchorages that probably grayed his 
hair a little more. Towards the end, we were motoring back into South Beach to 
return to mother Floatzilla when the engine puttered and lost power. We sailed 
the rest of the way in, and upon a quick inspection, it was obvious the fuel filters 
were clogging from the dirty diesel we got in Guatemala. I was to start captain’s 
school the next day in Fort Lauderdale and decided I’d just “fix it later.” As in, 
I hoped it magically fixed itself and I ignored it. Fort Lauderdale was 30 miles 
north of South Beach and would have been a great place to keep my boat if there 
were any place I could have done so affordably. The only anchorage I knew about 
was very far from any land access and in a grove of luxury homes. A mega-yacht 
capital, the “Venice of America,” and one of the worst places on earth, “Fort 
Laud” is not accommodating to the wayward broke sailor as exemplified by hav-
ing no place to go ashore for free. As boaters know, there are increasingly few 
places in Florida, especially South Florida, where you can touch land without 
paying someone for it. Crazy as that sounds, we’re constantly being chased off 
trying to find free ways to go ashore.
 Every day I woke up around 4:30am, and after a bland breakfast pre-
pared to row my deflated, leaking dinghy to shore where I would catch my bus 
at 5:20 and ride for two hours to get to class at 7:30. I’d study the first half of the 
bus ride and sleep the second before being in class until around eight at night (I 
opted to take day and night classes). Afterwards I’d take two hours of buses back, 
eat some dinner while doing homework, and repeat the next morning. I did this 
for two weeks, with one day off, although for the second week I only had one 
night class. It became quite the routine for me and since I had so much momen-
tum, I felt I didn’t even have the chance to think about a different option. If I had 
stayed in Fort Lauderdale, there would be no free anchorages with dinghy access 
and I would have needed to still be on a bus for a while to get into the part of the 
city where my class was. My current way, I spent five dollars a day on commut-
ing, which when added all up would maybe pay for one night at a dock in Fort 
Lauderdale. The other upside was I got to see my friends when I returned from 
class. It was pretty surreal coming home after a very long, challenging day to 
my friends having relaxed the whole time, but it felt nice and was good to have 
something outside of my school routine in my life. After the first week, Pleiades 
left for Georgia, taking Kyle with them. The flotilla was reduced to two inhabit-
ants, then to solely myself two days later. I hadn’t been alone on the boat in ages, 
parts of me loved and welcomed it, yet it was quite a change to get used to.
 Captain’s school was an interesting experience that I could write a long 
story about, but I’ll stay focused. We’re talking about the struggles in leaving 
South Beach. To sum it up, I passed. I am now licensed to operate vessels far be-
yond my ability and comprehension after a short paper test. You can do it too, if 
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you’re interested1. I was intending to leave port immediately after captains school, 
but someone I knew in North Carolina passed away and I needed to fly there to 
attend their funeral2. On the bus ride back to my boat, where I was getting ready 
to start my 4am commute to the airport, I got a call from my boat mate Sam, who 
I own Dorothy with. The conversation started pleasantly, as all conversations 
with people who have proper southern manners do. Moving onto business he 
asked “Did the Coast Guard call you?” Why would the coast guard call me? “Ap-
parently Dorothy collided with the Venetian Causeway.”
 For me, the uncertainty is always the worst part. My imagination 
runs wild and creates situations that seem like the worst, then finds ways they 
could become drastically more tragic. One of my many mantras is “there’s no 
point where things cannot get worse.” I imagined Dorothy bumping the bridge 
after dragging anchor, ramming into the bridge being pushed by the swift tide 
against it as the rigging that keeps the mast standing was torn away. Eventually 
the rigging would snap, the mast would come down taking some power wires 
with it, blowing a hole in the boat in a dramatic display of fireworks as Dorothy 
slipped under the bridge, only to be crushed and sunk when the tide rose. When 
I returned to the anchorage, I’d be arrested and charged outlandishly, after being 
handed a bill greater than multiple lifetimes of my income. Naturally, I’d miss 
my flight and the funeral, along with having my captain’s license revoked before 
it was fully issued. It was a good run, I thought. If the situation looked hopeless, 
I’d just keep walking. Maybe this would be the time when you lose it all, and just 
walk away. I often feel that the boat owns me more than I own it, considering 
how much of its needs are figured into my decision making. Perhaps this would 
be the time I could escape it. Terrible, horrible freedom. At this point, the bus 
ride was only another ten minutes before we’d pass over said causeway and I’d see 
a glimpse of what the situation was, if there was even any bridge left after Doro-
thy gave it what-for.
 The anchorage our boats were in was a little pocket secured on one end 
by a section of the Venetian Causeway. When the tide was ebbing, our boats 
pointed their sterns towards the bridge, perhaps a hundred feet away. We had the 
two boats on two anchors so they would stay mostly in the same place when the 
tide turned3. There were a couple storms that had passed that day and my first 
thought was that the boats had been dragged from the force of the wind, though 
this was unlikely as we had sat out some very heavy winds at this anchorage 
already. My anticipation grew as the bus approached the bridge which would 
offer me a view of the chaos. Sam conveyed that the Coast Guard had showed up 
to see if anyone was aboard and in danger, leaving after confirming that no one 
was threatened. Apparently, multiple agencies were involved in the fiasco includ-

1- If you’re considering such credentials and would like advice around Captain’s School, send me an 
email and I’ll share my experience and advice.
2- The aforementioned Wancheeser and pseudo-grandfather figure to me, cap’n Ron had left us for 
the pearly gates.
3- To prevent swinging around when the tide switches you can place separate anchors facing the flood 
and ebb. When the two anchors are set from the bow, it’s called a “Bahamian moor.”
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ing the police, Sea Tow1, and eventually people from the power company when 
the boats approached the cables hanging overhead. This made me think of more 
charges and bills, every agency assuming that since I owned a boat, I obviously 
had oodles of money in my heaping retirement fund just waiting to be poached 
by them. Sam did say that they were able to carry the boats off the bridge and 
re-anchor them; only Dorothy had collided, Colton did not. Least it was only my 
problem.
 The bus met the bridge and the scene came into view. It was a quiet, 
windless night in the harbor, the two boats eerily waiting on their anchors look-
ing unaffected by the day’s events. For a minute I considered the possibility that 
nothing had happened, maybe it was an elaborate prank Sam pulled on me in 
bad taste. Regardless, it wasn’t noticeably as bad as many of the outcomes I had 
anticipated. This made me think that there were all kinds of problems I wouldn’t 
be able to see until I made it to the boats, things worse than I could imagine at 
the moment. I got off of the bus and started sneaking towards the dinghy dock. 
I walked by first as if a passerby, just in case there was a cabal of people eagerly 
waiting to sentence me with bills. When it seemed like a quiet night and a safe 
scene, I pumped air in and water out of my sorry excuse for a dinghy, like I do 
every night, and rowed over to a friend’s boat to ask what had happened. As soon 
as he saw me he said “Oh dude, I’m so sorry about your boat.” His other friend 
offered me a beer accompanied with a solemn nod.
 I chatted with them for a minute. Apparently, in dead-calm wind, the 
boats drifted into the bridge as the tide was going out. Colton pushed Dorothy 
against the bridge and they stuck there. The police attempted to tow the boats off 
of the bridge for a bit with no success before the Coast Guard showed up with 
Sea Tow. They shooed off the police and after a lot of hassle, they got the boats off 
and re-anchored them separately. At one point people from the power company 
had a truck out in case the boats ran into the power lines overhead. With every 
mention of another organization, I thought of another group I would have to try 
to hide from. Everyone on boats came out to watch the spectacle, but said they 
didn’t want to get involved in case of a lawsuit. In other words, they were afraid 
of me suing them. South Florida loves lawsuits, daily on the way to my school 
I passed a billboard for “whocanisue.com,” to offer an example of the mental-
ity there. My characteristically nervous friend expressed how he was worried 
the damage was really bad and how everyone was going to want tons of money. 
I turned down the beer, knowing I probably had a long night ahead of me, and 
rowed over to Dorothy.
 It was similar to inspecting someone who is in pain but you don’t know 
why. I knew something was broken, but didn’t know immediately where to look. 
As soon as I started pulling myself onto the boat via the stern pulpit2, it jerked 
out of place. That was a start, there’s one thing that was definitely broken. One of 
the legs was ripped out of place and bent, complimented by the twisted bimini 

1- A company that offers services similar to AAA for boats.
2- A metal frame secured around the back of the boat. Useful for safety and hanging loads of your 
worldly possessions on.
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that had met a similar fate. Most other things on the boat seemed decent, aside 
from the standing rigging1 on the starboard side. It was obvious this was the side 
that had grinded against the bridge for a while before the rescue. A few of the 
shrouds were slightly kinked and had been ground down some. I looked for a 
while longer and couldn’t find any other damage. The diagnosis was that I needed 
to replace some of the damaged rigging and fix the stern pulpit and bimini. Much 
less tragic than I had thought, but definitely didn’t align with my plans of leaving 
immediately after returning from the funeral. I was going to have to stay in South 
Beach until I had the repairs completed.
 I set up proper anchors on both boats and packed for my 4am bus ride 
to the airport. It was well after midnight and I still had a good bit of work to do 
before napping. Colton was in fine shape, and after setting out another anchor, 
was ready to be left without supervision. When cleaning up the boat, I found the 
culprit of this whole mess. We didn’t drag anchor, one of the anchor lines had 
snapped. When something breaks, it’s almost always the thing that “you’ve been 
keeping an eye on” or something “you were just about to get around to.” It’s pretty 
rare for a prudent captain to be surprised by something falling apart. Usually the 
first sentiment is “I knew I should have done a better repair” or “I was just about 
to get to that.” The upside of this is that during the hours at sea, you’ve probably 
thought about the multiple ways whatever could break and what you would do 
in each situation, great things to think about before going to sleep. This anchor 
rode (i.e. line) was no exception: it was old, thin, and fuzzy. It had been spliced 
together at two different points to repair chafing, and realistically its time had 
come and gone. That being said, the splices were fine and were further up the 
line than where it had parted. The break was right below where the line met the 
water. Now, I’ve never watched CSI and am always looking for some excuse to 
absolve myself and my friends of responsibility, but I shook my fist at the pos-
sibility that one of the many motorboats that zoom around the anchorage had cut 
the line with their propeller. My friend said it happened in a dead calm, with no 
wind; it didn’t make any sense. Regardless, no matter if the perpetrator was aged 
equipment or careless motor-boating, things were okay for the moment. The task 
ahead was clear and I could start working towards it. Most importantly, I found 
no notice of any bills.
 So there I was, alone on my broken boat, having to cancel my plans to 
leave upon my return a day later. I was so sad. Ever since leaving Guatemala, I 
was quite ready to get off the boat and do other things with my life. I love sailing, 
but I had spent a vast majority of the last six months fixing problems and broken 
equipment on Dorothy. There’s a sense of accomplishment in that, but I didn’t 
value it right then. At the funeral, I saw some of my dear friends, driving home 
how much I wanted to be done sailing. Knowing that I had to be in South Beach, 
an abysmal and lonely place, until I could fix the rigging was depressing. It was 
also saddening because I had to contact the friends who had planned on sailing 
with me and tell them the news. We wouldn’t be sailing until later; maybe one 

1- The wires and ropes that keep the mast upright and therefore the rig standing. Typically construct-
ed from wire ropes and turnbuckles.
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week, maybe two. All of them had to cancel, save one. For a majority of the trip, I 
felt I was less on my schedule and responding to my needs than those of the boat. 
I would leave port when the boat was repaired enough to go and stop when it was 
broken enough to need attention. I made plans, but had to change them to the 
whims of Dorothy as systems would fail and components would break. I wanted 
to be home, but I couldn’t abandon things the way they were. I only had a few 
hundred more miles to go after travelling well over two-thousand, but that small 
amount was waiting on the boat being in good enough condition to sail safely. 
As has been proven over and over again, there’s no such thing as a short trip, and 
your vessel should really be prepared to take on all kinds of conditions whenever 
you go out. I wasn’t willing to knowingly risk myself, vessel, and crew to com-
promised equipment. We’d leave whenever things were fixed, however long that 
would be.
 Kyle returned to his boat when I returned from North Carolina. It was 
good to see him and hear about the adventures he had with Pleiades sailing to 
Georgia, Dorothy’s ultimate destination. The day he got back, I offered him my 
bus pass to go out to a party. I reached to retrieve it from my wallet, which I 
promptly found was missing. It started with one of those short searches in all the 
obvious places then turned into tearing the boats apart and looking for it in the 
most illogical of places. I lost my wallet. Now, I know this is a tragedy that people 
frequently encounter and overcome, but it’s slightly different when you’re hun-
dreds of miles away from home and your other possessions. Also, I was resisting 
feeling sorry for myself for leaving a broken boat and ruined plans to go to a fu-
neral and upon returning, immediately losing my access to money and resources. 
It was hilarious in a way; of course that would happen, why wouldn’t it? More 
tragic than losing my only access to money was losing the personal treasures 
in my wallet. Little notes from friends and trinkets that had value accumulated 
throughout the years. It was from 7th grade, older than some of my friends. I 
had accomplished not losing it thus far, so its loss fell in line with the myth of my 
newly-aged self falling apart. I had just turned thirty.
 My search for cheap black pants for the funeral landed me in various 
overwhelming boutiques and shops in South Beach’s massive shopping districts. 
I erroneously thought it might be a decent idea to stop into American Apparel, 
a store I don’t frequent and find rather unappealing for a myriad of reasons. 
I found some “normal black pants” and took them into the dressing room. A 
young hip-looking woman opened the door to the stall where I squeezed into 
pants which were much smaller and tighter than I had expected. When buttoned 
up, I raised my glance to the wall of mirrors in front of me: before me stood 
myself, in skinny jeans. That was the moment I really knew I was thirty years old. 
It was glaringly obvious. These pants were not only not for me, but so amazingly 
not for me that I was embarrassed for myself. I felt like I had just test-driven a 
red convertible Miata, or gone to the concert of a teenage rock band. These pants 
answered all the questions I had for years. What does it mean for me to be thirty? 
What doors are closed at this juncture? Where are you aligned inside popular 
culture? The answer to that one was “not here.” Not in these pants, not in this 
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store. I shed the jeans, and with them my self-worth. I walked out and the young 
woman dressed on the cutting edge of the cultural narrative asked: “Did those 
work out for you?” I looked at her for a second. I honestly think she knew the 
answer to that. If I would have said yes, perhaps she would have sighed at my ob-
vious lack of self-awareness and watched my clueless march towards the register 
before defenselessly throwing myself to the lions of cultural judgment outside. 
“Not really, didn’t really work for me,” I said in a small, defeated voice, keeping 
my eyes towards the ground. She had the smile typical in retail as she took my 
items, but I felt it restrained the truth. We both knew I had no business being 
there.
 If there were to be a superhero protagonist that came to save the day 
to this story, it’d be Rachel. Rachel is a superhero through and through, her 
roommate described her as “Tomb Raider” when I first met her. Hard work-
ing, incredibly capable, wonderfully caring, and a constant joy to be around, 
she conveniently worked in the rigging department of the largest West Marine1 
in the world: their new supercenter in Fort Lauderdale. I had been planning on 
re-rigging the whole boat, the last time we knew the boat was refitted was 1989 (a 
refit every ten years is recommended for stainless). Being that Rachel was about 
to quit her job to pursue adventures more deserving of her skills than corporate 
America, this was a great opportunity to contact her for help. I sent Rachel the 
specs Bill Lapsworth had written for the 1979 Cal 2-29 and within a few days she 
brought me completed lower shrouds to test before we made a whole new set of 
standing rigging. This was a great step, because it became glaringly obvious that 
the rigging was upgraded when the mast was replaced in ’89 and the shrouds 
specified in the manual were thinner than the ones currently on Dorothy. Seeing 
how the theory I’ve seen the most positive results from is “Do everything bigger 
than you think you need, then upgrade,” I didn’t want to downgrade my rigging, 
leaving me with two new useless shrouds. The economic impact of this at retail 
price would be devastating, but thanks to Rachel’s superpower of “mega-employ-
ee-ultra-discount” it was an amount that I could absorb with the idea that I’d sell 
the rigging later for more than I had paid for it. The real price for me was that 
this blunder added more days to my stay in South Beach, which was maddening. 
We took down the old lowers so she could have ones to reference and spent all 
night climbing the rigging taking measurements of all the other pieces. During 
the whole re-rigging experience, we were scrambling aloft in the AM hours to 
the amusement of passer-bys and fellow boaters. It was exhausting, working all 
day fixing this and that on the boat then climbing the rig to take measurements 
before working all night once Rachel showed up. I loved her company and every 
time she came there was the hope that she would bring the perfect rig and I 
would be able to sail away.
 I did take a trip to the Everglades with a friend when Rachel was away. It 
was nice to get out of South Beach and not be working on my boat for a minute. 
I was increasingly saddened as the days slipped away and I was alone in South 

1- The box store of marine supplies. If there’s a waterway, there’s probably a West Marine attempting 
to sell you low quality over-priced products nearby.
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Beach. Kyle had left on the obligatory “take your family to the Bahamas” sail that 
I had just been on with my father. Before he left, we were working on the boats 
when an ominous black and yellow sight turned the corner: Sea Tow. He came 
directly for the flotilla. At first, I wondered if the perfect move would be to dive 
off the far side of the boats and attempt to hide between them until he passed. 
Despite the fact that your first impulse is usually the best idea in the heat of the 
moment, I stayed aboard and waited for him to come alongside. He pulled up 
and asked if I was the owner of the boat. I told him that unfortunately, no, I was 
not, but was checking on it for the owner who lived many states away. He retold 
his experience during the “incident” and said how important it was for the owner 
to call and follow up with Sea Tow. I vowed to deliver said message, then started 
making small talk, as I felt the tone was getting a little heavy. First I thanked him 
extensively for rescuing “my friend’s” boat, which I was truly grateful for. I asked 
him a bunch of self-glorifying questions about how he saves people’s lives and 
boats and whatever other crap that put me in his favor. My favorite part of the 
conversation was when he expressed his frustration towards people fearing and 
hating Sea Tow. “When I show up,” he whined, “people treat it as if a pirate is 
approaching.” This was immediately after he told a story about saving a boat from 
a dangerous situation in an inlet and charging them $10k on the spot. The stories 
of the massive bills that appear whenever Sea Tow does are numerous, along with 
stories about how the Coast Guard are unable to help troubled boats because of 
them1. He did pass on that Nerf footballs were better at plugging large holes than 
anything else they’ve found. Insider secret.
 The night finally came where Rachel brought what we thought would 
be the final set of rigging. I had the lovely experience of one of the turnbuckles 
snapping back and busting my nose while we were getting things ready, decorat-
ing me with a cascade of blood and days of lovely bruising to follow. A wonderful 
start to the night. We put the new rigging on piece by piece, I didn’t expect any of 
it to fit or work. Slowly the boat came together, everything fitting correctly. When 
the new rigging was assembled we both stood in amazement. For Rachel, it was 
the first rig she had designed and put together on her own. For me, it was the first 
positive forward-moving experience I had in a while. We celebrated accordingly. 
Well, as much as I celebrate. The next day I went to go meet my crew for the trip, 
the only survivor of the initial line-up, Brandon. Brandon sailed with me the year 
prior from Florida to North Carolina so was already familiar with Dorothy. This 
was helpful because I was quite low on energy and not excited to show someone 
the ropes and introduce them to sailing. I wasn’t the best person at the moment 
to make it seem like an exciting adventure; I just wanted to get home. Under 
rainy skies, we stocked up on provisions and fixed a last thing or two. Kyle had 
just returned from his trip in time to cast us off and say goodbye after we shared 
our stories from taking our families on their respective cruises. Before leaving, I 
was doing my usual check of the boat, making sure things were in place and in 

1- A friend in Marathon, Florida, told me that upon providing a sinking vessel with a pump to save 
their boat the Coast Guard was sued by Sea Tow for depriving them of an opportunity to sell their 
services. They won.
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order. I always test my EPIRB1 before leaving on a passage, but when I went to do 
so, there was a Diet Coke in its place.
 There are many maritime traditions that we’ve kept throughout cen-
turies. On a boat, there are simply ways to do things, types of etiquette and 
practices important to the preservation of nautical history. I don’t know how far 
back it goes, but playing pranks while aboard is present on every boat I know 
of. Kyle’s father had gifted us all kinds of food we found atrocious when he left, 
including EZ-Cheez and a six-pack of Diet Coke. We had been hiding these in 
various places on each other’s boats since they made their initial appearance. I 
found one in my bilge days prior, and I believe some were comfortably snuggled 
in the beds of Colton. I got my EPIRB back from Kyle and commended him for 
a prank well played. As part of my check before departure, I tested the running 
rigging2 and was confused to find the spinnaker halyard out of place. I tugged on 
it, only to find the function it was currently accomplishing was holding a Diet 
Coke at the top of my masthead, forty something feet aloft. I looked at Kyle as 
he jumped away in his dinghy with a smile of achievement. I had to climb the 
entire mast to fix the problem, a somewhat exhausting task I had done a lot of 
in the past few days. Cursing the culprit the whole time, I shimmied aloft and 
undid the well-played prank. When I returned, Kyle was lying on my foredeck, 
basking in his pride. Before saying anything to him, I unattached his dinghy and 
let it go adrift. We talked for a bit, mostly me commending him for a prank well 
played along with a healthy amount of fist-shaking. I pointed astern of the boat, 
bringing attention to his dinghy, a few hundred feet downstream. It took him a 
second to realize it, but once it clicked he stripped down and jumped in to chase 
down his boat. I started laughing, feeling accomplished with a tinge of successful 
revenge.
 There wasn’t a breath of wind, it was raining lightly, the sun down 
would be soon, and the current had just turned against us; incredibly un-ideal 
conditions for starting a voyage. Regardless, our aversion to discomfort wasn’t as 
strong as the drive to get out, which puttered us away from South Beach. Going 
out of the Government Cut while the peak flood battled our 16hp engine was 
pretty pathetic. I could have crawled faster, a statement which is true for a lot of 
time at sea. Watching boats fly in with the current while we inched forward with 
all we had was a little infuriating. One of the boats that was in the entourage to 
greet oncoming vessels was our friend in black and yellow, Sea Tow. A glance 
with binoculars showed that the person on board was the one that I had told I 
wasn’t the owner of the boat I was sailing away into the night with. Maybe he 
didn’t notice the boat or myself, maybe he let me pass after our pleasantries, or 
maybe he didn’t care but for whatever reason he let me go unhindered. Once we 
passed him, I felt confident considering that we had collided into a major bridge 
with multiple agencies responding and would not see one bill or charge from it. I 
don’t understand, but I’m overjoyed by that.

1- Emergency position indicator radio beacon. A device which with a system of satellites provides 
your location to search and rescue so that they may find you when “things get too real.”
2- The lines which are manipulated to control the sails and other aspects of the sailing rig.
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 It was pleasant being back at sea. The familiar roll of the ocean reminds 
you that life starts to get less complicated the farther you get from land. The 
demanding simplicity of operating a vessel is always welcome to keeping up with 
surviving in a city for me. There’s often a consistent logic to the sea that I find 
charming. The tides come and go with the moon, the waves with the wind, and 
the rain with the clouds. Though often frustrated by the magic behind all of the 
tricks of the sea, and while becalmed I’m often found at the end of my wits, I do 
find it all quite fulfilling. This sail was different than previous in that we were 
focused on getting to our destination more than timing the weather and condi-
tions ideally. We would take whatever the sea gave us and go with it, as opposed 
to timing our departures and travels with advantageous conditions. The trip this 
winter taught me loads about making use of adverse winds and currents and how 
to still gain headway towards our destinations. I needed to get off the boat; I was 
on month seven aboard and wanted to do things with my life that didn’t involve 
fixing boats daily. Going out to sea had scared me since we left the Caribbean, 
not so much because I was fearing the sea but because I knew that for every day 
spent out, I would need to spend at least one fixing whatever broke during the 
voyage. Dorothy breaking wasn’t something that might happen, it was guaranteed 
to happen. I’m not particularly handy or mechanical, so repairs are a constantly 
a struggle for me. I just hoped that on this last leg of the voyage, all the damage 
could be put off until months down the road when I returned to the boat.
 With all the skill, expertise, and experience in the world, you still can’t 
sail without wind. We bobbed around outside of the inlet for a few hours, a whis-
per of wind occasionally filling the sails. Our large headsail had ripped in half 
while returning to Florida, twice, so we were using a smaller, oddly-cut jib. It did 
fine in moderate wind, but with the light breezes I really wished I had a gigantic 
sail. If I could quickly bestow advice onto the would-be sailors who are trying 
to not use or barely use their engines: get as much sail area as you can. Drifters, 
spinnakers, genoas, stays’ls, lower your boom and get a bigger main. In my expe-
rience, you’ll deal with calms more often than gales, and the former is definitely 
more frustrating. I had told myself that on this sail, I’d swallow my pride and just 
run the engine when we were stuck in calms like this. It took a while to jump that 
mental hurdle, but late into the night we began motoring up the Florida coast to 
our destination in Georgia. Then the engine died.
 To state again, when something breaks you usually know exactly why: 
because you ignored a problem. I remembered the dirty fuel clogging our filters 
which I had put on the “things I hope aren’t a big problem until after I leave the 
boat.” Of course, problems wouldn’t work out that way, and we were bobbing 
around with an unusable engine in light winds. Originally we considered stop-
ping in St. Augustine on the way up, although a direct sail was more in favor. To 
get up the river to our final destination, we would either need perfect winds or 
an engine, neither of which were currently available. We decided to stop several 
hundred miles north in St. Augustine on the way up and fix the problem. With 
the tiny amount of wind we were floating northeast, attempting to catch some 
help from the Gulf Stream current. My frantic rush to our final destination would 
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have to go at whatever pace nature and fate decided.
 The next morning I watched the clouds march by, attempting to no-
tice which ones could potentially bring wind shifts or downpours. There was 
one building quickly off our starboard bow that was particularly interesting. I 
watched as it slowly extended a funnel down to the ocean, creating a waterspout. 
I had never seen one in real life; I had only read about them in books and seen 
them in films. Basically a mini-tornado on the water, it was an incredibly beauti-
ful sight to behold. I had a healthy fear for it, but it seemed to be far away and 
not heading particularly for us. There’s a part of me not rooted in reality which 
wanted to experience what it’d be like to get hit by one, showcasing some latent 
death-wish I apparently have. Brandon and I watched the spout twist and dance 
on the water before dissipating around fifteen minutes later. Later that night, 
while we were passing Cape Canaveral, a helicopter buzzed us overhead. We 
talked to them on the radio and they were making sure we would be clear of the 
jettison area: there was a rocket launch tonight. Despite myself, there’s the nine 
year-old boy in me who was tickled at the idea of seeing a rocket launch. Those 
who know me know that I do enjoy the stars and the astronomical this-and-that 
quite a bit. The horizon lit up as the orange fireball flew into the sky. Being out 
at sea and having no light pollution, the rocket was brilliantly streaking across 
the stars, illuminating the clouds it passed and traversing the sky overhead. We 
watched it fly into the heavens and jettison its booster rockets, joining the other 
celestial bodies as a speck in the sky. It was the Falcon 9 rocket, manufactured 
by Space X who offers personal space trips starting at a mere twenty-five mil-
lion. Honestly, it was one of the more amazing things I’ve been privy to see. To 
complete the theme of our spectacular sightings, the next day we saw a leather-
back sea turtle surface in the Gulf Stream. It’s not uncommon to see sea turtles 
floating about, but leatherbacks are rather rare and I had never seen one before. I 
had never sailed in the spring that far south, so perhaps it’s always like that down 
there. Turtles with their rockets and waterspouts, another day in the Florida 
spring.
 The sail itself was typical. The light airs were replaced by fifteen knot 
headwinds thrashing up the Gulf Stream. The ride was bumpy but one I had 
become used to at this point. Tropical Storm Alberto was hitting the coast several 
hundred miles north of us and I was neurotically getting weather updates every 
four hours to make sure it wasn’t shifting to mow us down. Mid afternoon on 
the second day it became possible for us to haul up the spinnaker in our attempt 
to race towards St. Augustine inlet before dark. The inlet is known for shifting, 
and the markers are changed accordingly. Therefore, we needed to enter during 
daylight. I always say that if we approach a dangerous inlet at night, we’ll just 
wait outside until morning when it’ll be safe to enter. Despite that we’ve waited 
for sunrise twice compared to the countless nighttime entrances we’ve made into 
dodgy inlets, I wanted to do all I could to avoid such a situation. There was a 
band of severe thunderstorms marching out to sea from the coast, ominously lit 
by a red sun preparing to set. As we got closer to land, dark clouds illuminated by 
lightning strikes brought stronger winds funnelling out of the inlet. We flew the 
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spinnaker dangerously close to the wind, the boat under massive strain. We were 
making wonderful speed, but I was terrified something would break under the 
immense pressure we were subjecting the boat to. It’s a delicate balance some-
times, pushing the boat to a point where it can perform well but not break apart 
in the process. We needed to steer with focus; if we made the mistake of heading 
any closer to the wind we would almost definitely lose control and risk a broach1. 
When the wind shifted to the point where we were unable to fly the sail anymore 
we took down the spinnaker, the alleviated stress a relief for both of us. The wind 
had picked up quite a bit and we could see the storm clouds showering lightning 
up ahead. The fading light and stormy conditions made it difficult to pick our 
way through the tiny buoys and into the protected waters. With the crimson-red 
sunset and storm clouds behind the castle-like structures in America’s oldest city, 
it felt like we were storming Mordor2.
 The next morning, a friend joined us as we started planning on how to 
fix our problem with the engine. It seemed the easy solution was to just suck out 
all the fuel, clean things out, then put in new diesel and filters. Sounds simple 
enough. I called around to a couple places to get advice; they offered me their 
services at the standard astronomical rates until I was able to talk to one of the 
workers who would actually be doing the job. He said I shouldn’t waste my 
money with their services since my tank was so small, that I should just suck 
out all the fuel, clean things out, and then put in new diesel and filters. I don’t 
regularly trust myself or my ideas, so it was nice to get affirmation. After a short 
supply run, we started sucking the diesel out of the tank by a small hand-pump 
used to remove oil or transmission fluid from the engine. While my friends were 
doing that, I took apart the fuel filter system and cleaned everything out. It was 
an extensive process in a very tiny uncomfortable workspace, but in the end it 
was the cleanest the system had ever been. During the fuel removal process, they 
dropped a tiny hose in the tiny opening for the diesel tank. We tried to search 
for it for about an hour before deciding that if there was a risk with it floating 
in there, we were willing to take it. So as you read this, there’s probably still a 
small plastic hose floating in our fuel tank. Next time the engine dies, at least I’ll 
know exactly why. We flushed the tank and fuel system twice, bled the air from 
the lines, and then put in a few new gallons of clean diesel. To my surprise and 
against fate, it started right up and seemed to be running fine. We celebrated our 
victory and enjoyed the town best we could before setting off in the morning. 
St. Augustine is a place that gets harder and harder to visit every year. They’ve 
recently put in a mooring field where the anchorage once was and there’s no 
dock space where you can step onto land without paying. This isn’t necessarily 
an uncommon situation for me, but isn’t one I’m excited about. Sneaking around 
harbors and attempting to land dinghies in free hidden places gets old pretty 
quickly, although not nearly as old as paying around ten dollars a day to set foot 
on land. This is the situation in most of Florida’s major ports and increasingly in 
1- Swinging violently to windward after losing control of the vessel, usually from being overpowered 
by the wind or seas. Also a bad scene.
2- Although I myself have never partaken in enjoying the Lord of the Rings, the reference to this 
ominous place can be fully appreciated upon a quick Google image search.
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many of the waterways of the US, hence why South Beach was such an anomaly. 
It’s not too uncommon to be able to find a place to anchor your boat in most 
ports, but having access to set foot on land without paying is becoming quite the 
rarity. I guess it makes sense for business, if you’re a heartless capitalist.
 The next morning, we filled up the fuel tank topping it off with a biocide 
to help kill off whatever nasties were still thriving below. It was a beautiful day 
with a beautiful breeze, we were both feeling re-energized from the stop. Glis-
tening yachts motored by us to follow the Intracoastal Waterway (ICW)1 with 
their sails furled away in matching canvas covers. With sails up, we exited the 
inlet out into the Atlantic alongside a small sailboat. The other boat was perhaps 
around twenty-five feet and looked appropriate for a day-sail, perhaps not crafted 
to take on the open ocean. Several stoic and humble looking white-haired men 
were aboard, and after exiting the inlet they proceeded onward to the east, eyes 
to the horizon. I was rather confused where they were going while we turned for 
Georgia. To the north and south were many more ports within a day’s sail of St. 
Augustine, to the east lay thousands of miles of open ocean. As they faded into 
the distance I imagined that they woke up that day, decided they had enough, 
and set out to sea. I regarded this fictional narrative around these characters with 
envy and respect, their freedom shone brightly in my imagination. The wind 
carried us well up the coast, dying not long after sunset. Following my promise 
to get us there in a timely manner, no matter the conditions, I started up our 
newly-working engine. It was steaming us along fine for a few hours, until the 
propeller wrapped itself in a bundle of seaweed, slowing us to a fraction of our 
former speed. Previously, we could have made it to our destination by the next 
night. This was quite desirable because we had coordinated getting picked up by 
a friend on the day after, giving us a day to secure and work on the boat. When 
the sun came up, Brandon swam under to free the propeller of the seaweed and 
get us back on track. It was apparent we wouldn’t make our destination before 
nightfall. We required light to get into any of the many unlit sketchy entrances to 
Georgia’s coast that shifted notoriously. We decided to tuck into Sapelo sound, an 
inlet further south than desired, and make the rest of the journey via the ICW so 
we could travel later into the night and not have to wait out at sea for the sunrise.
 The entrance to Sapelo didn’t match either of the charts I had and was 
distressingly shallow at multiple points. Still, we were able to weave our way 
through the shoals and started up the rivers that made Georgia’s portion of the 
ICW. The coast was mostly uninhabited and strikingly beautiful. We followed 
currents when we could and used the tiny nuances of wind that we were blessed 
with to travel north. I really enjoyed navigating the rivers, finding the parts 
where the current was strongest and water the deepest. Although people consis-
tently call this portion of the waterway unmaintained and treacherous, following 
the flow of the rivers I never had any close calls or groundings. The islands and 
variety of birds were beautiful to take in. When we lost the sunlight needed to 

1-The Atlantic Intracoastal Waterway is a path through a series of rivers, cuts, canals, and sounds that 
connect Norfolk, VA, to Miami, FL, via a strictly inland route, making it possible to travel most of the 
East Coast without venturing into the risks of the ocean.
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proceed, we tucked into a creek and set anchor. That night I climbed up the mast 
and replaced our nice new rigging with the old set. The boat would sit for months 
on end and I saw no reason to expose our newest component to the elements 
gratuitously. At the top of the mast, it was a beautiful star lit night overlook-
ing the low-laying coastline and islands of Georgia. A chorus of narrow-mouth 
frogs accompanied the night with their songs, sounding similar to a pack of tiny 
startled goats. Setting off before sunrise didn’t give us much sleep, but it was 
more than we got during our three hour schedule out at sea. Besides, we were so 
close; barring calamity we would be at our destination before noon. By tomorrow 
night we would be away from the boat, Brandon on his way back to Florida and 
myself to North Carolina. I was eager and incredibly excited, although consumed 
with the workload ahead. Tomorrow we needed to complete the journey and do 
everything to secure the boat until I decided to come back, which was looking 
like a year’s time.
 We were keeping my boat at the house of this dude who’s my friend’s 
dude’s friend. For every boat, there tends to be “a dude.” This is the person who 
knows everything about the make and model of your boat. They’ve rebuilt it from 
the ground up, sailed it around the world twice, and can’t wait to tell you how 
stupid your modifications are and how you’re doing it all wrong. They believe in 
what you’re doing and will help you in any way possible, although grumpily. They 
are a wealth of information and connections, and despite their typically abysmal 
social skills, can be very helpful. Pleiades is a 1961 Pearson Triton, and their 
dude conveniently lives in Brunswick, Georgia. He sailed around the world twice 
in that model of Pearson and helped them out many times, including asking a 
friend if they could keep their boat anchored in the river behind his house. The 
friend was a boat enthusiast and “enjoyed seeing them out there,” so said that not 
only could Pleiades stay indefinitely, but that invitation was extended to ol’ Doro-
thy. Being that my usual free spot in Wanchese was not only no more but also 
potentially enemy territory, I needed a new place to keep the boat while I tried to 
make money and gallivanted around doing silly “land things.” I followed a fishing 
map up the river for the morning until the tell-tale masts behind the next bend 
told us we were there. Between Pleiades and two other boats was a spot for us. 
Although I couldn’t make any time to revel in this excitement, it was such a relief 
to have made it. Soon I would be off the boat, a concept I was ridiculously excited 
about. It’s not so much that I was excited about leaving the boat, it was the pos-
sibility that my life wouldn’t be dictated by whatever the needs of the boat were. 
It was around ten in the morning and my friends were showing up around six to 
pick us up. We needed to be timely; our celebratory reservations at Paula Deen’s 
all-you-can-eat buffet were at seven.
 Since I wasn’t planning on using the boat until next spring, I wanted to 
take everything off the deck after building a mooring. Our mooring was a set of 
three anchors connected to a weighted swivel so we could hover in the same spot, 
as opposed to swinging around the anchorage. Hours of labor and hundreds of 
feet of chain and line later, we were rowing out our hurriedly-designed mooring. 
This was quite difficult as the wind was picking up as the day went on. One rea-
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son I wanted to keep the boat in Georgia was because it doesn’t traditionally get 
hit by hurricanes too often. Last fall’s hurricane, Irene, ravaged the North Caro-
lina coast and passed directly over my boat. Luckily there wasn’t any real damage, 
but I wanted to test my luck as few times as possible. Of course, now that we had 
decided to stay in Georgia, Tropical Storm Beryl was approaching and the area 
would start to feel its effects that night. We set the anchors best we could with 
the strong current and strong wind opposing each other, making rowing out 
the anchors incredibly challenging. When finished, I didn’t think it was the best 
job we could have done but it would probably do just fine. Besides, we definitely 
didn’t have time to do it again. After cleaning the boat, taking down all the sails 
and running rigging, there was one last task to do. Despite fighting off infestation 
time and time again, the roaches still had a slight presence in the boat. If I left for 
months, I was afraid they would repopulate and infest the boat. I placed an old 
bug bomb I had found in the middle of the cabin to set off before leaving. With 
the button depressed, nothing happened. It had broken or discharged in the years 
aboard; the roaches won that round. We paddled to land, whispering a “see you 
soon” to Dorothy. Right after having the first shower we had in ages, our friends 
appeared and scooped us up. We gave a goodbye to our faithful vessel with a 
huge sigh of relief.
 It was surreal passing everything at the rate cars travel. I hadn’t been this 
far north in seven months, aside from the funeral. I was wide-eyed and pretty 
sensitive to everything. I had just escaped. I realize it was a prison of my own 
making; I could have thrown up my arms at any moment, like my imaginary 
account of those old men leaving the inlet to set sail into the future. I could have 
left the boat somewhere along the way on an anchor and gone home, leaving it to 
clutter another harbor like so many other forgotten fiberglass testaments to aban-
doned dreams. I cared about ol’ Dorothy and had further adventures planned for 
us. Months prior, I had gone through old receipts from previous owners, showing 
how much care people had invested in the past. I hadn’t a fraction of the money 
they spent upgrading the systems and keeping the boat well-maintained, but 
we had sailed thousands of more miles together than in all of Dorothy’s known 
history. I felt how some of my friends feel about their children, they’ll never have 
the chance to give them type of life money can buy but perhaps they can fill it 
with experiences and fulfillment beyond all of that. A ship in a harbor is safe, but 
this is not what a ship is built for.
 This would be a lovely end to the story. It all felt too easy though, that I 
was able to reach my destination, tidy up the boat, and go. Perhaps this is show-
ing my madness, but it seemed like Dorothy wouldn’t have let things go down 
that easy. Turns out, this was true. I got a message from the friend of the dude 
via the owner of Pleiades that the lights on Pleiades were out and that Dorothy 
was aground at low tide. Again, we suffered because I was lazy. I should have set 
the mooring better. I had to break away from a trip I had been looking forward 
to with a friend to attend to the matter. It was really saddening, again I felt like 
the boat was robbing me of what I wanted to be doing. It was an eight hour drive 
from the Outer Banks to the boats; I left at night to get there at sunrise. It turned 
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out that Dorothy wasn’t aground at every low tide, just the low tide when the 
wind was blowing from the southwest. My boat just needed to be moved a mere 
100ft to the west. The process of doing that took hours, especially on my own. It 
felt good to be back on the boat. I realized how capable I felt aboard, how I knew 
what to do and how to do it. I’m typically clueless to the workings of the world 
and how to navigate it skillfully, but I felt much more comfortable on the boat. 
Afterwards, I rigged lights up on the two boats before setting off the bug bomb I 
brought. I’d get them this round. I enjoyed being on the water again, despite the 
circumstances. It made me feel that I’ll be excited for next time when I get ready 
for another trip.
 I looked at Dorothy like I would at Kyle after he pulled a good prank: A 
mix of respect and resentment. I knew the first time was too easy. We had more 
time for a goodbye this round, which felt better than the previous rush. I talked 
to the dude’s friend for awhile and helped some friends in town get onto a train 
before leaving to drive overnight. This time, it felt like I could start reintegrating 
into life back on land after being away for seven months and out of the country 
for almost four of them. Before, I had uneasiness that something was wrong, 
that it seemed too easy for the voyage to end like it did. After this last charade, I 
felt completion from the trip. If Dorothy did anything past this, it would just be 
gratuitous, and impolite.
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“There is nothing more enticing, disenchanting, and enslaving than 
the life at sea.” - Joseph Conrad
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