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So much of radical struggle is our struggle to create space to exist 
in. Space where we can try new things, space where we can interact 
or live away from the onslaught of oppressions normalized in our 
day-to-day, space to breathe. We find and fight for these spaces in a 
myriad of ways: we use social networks to create new connections 
and opportunities, we find and occupy terrains with each other 
that we could never access alone, we explore communication in 
ways  that allow us to understand ourselves and others more fully, 
we work on new projects to try to make something worthwhile, we 
squat abandoned houses to breathe new life into the forgotten, and 
we commit crimes to lessen our participation in wage slavery, to 
name a simple few. 

 

A major factor in this struggle for space is the basic fact that all the 
land on our planet is divvied up and owned as property. There isn’t 
a square inch of land, water, or air that doesn’t answer to some 
regulatory body. This confines us to existing in a particular space, 
and prevents us from exploring the world freely. 

 

For centuries, people have attempted to head out to sea to escape 
the modern world and move towards a life worth living; there 
currently seems to be surge of radicals feeling this inertia. 

 

 

 
 

 
The romance of the sea tempts with many different sirens. I grew 
up in a very typical technologically-mediated suburban cul-de-sac, 
devoid of emotional nurturing or depth. I saw the ocean as a place 
where I would be in more direct communication with nature and 
myself. I saw it as an opportunity to experiment with trying to feel 
alive. It is said that business as usual is the worst possible outcome, 
so I find myself constantly seeking ways to subvert and escape civil, 
normative society. It is killing me, and it has been from the 
beginning. 

 

Part of the draw towards the ocean for me is the belittlement. I was 
told by Western society that if my special little snowflake-self tried 
hard enough, one day I could be someone and have a statue made 
in my honor. To the ocean, I’m no one. It constantly gives me 
perspective; you can plead until you haven’t a breath left in you for 
an interruption in the cycles of the wind and tide, but they will 
continue on without a glimmer of remorse or care for you. I find 
validation in this. 
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Sailing and boat handling demand that you work with nature, not 
against it; even the best sailors in the world can’t make an inch 
without the help of the elements. Wefind fulfillment from the fact 
that our lives are so directly connected to the world around us. 

 

I went out to sea to discover. I knew most of the world around me 
was not meant for me. I don’t feel safe in society, in capitalism, in 
patriarchy, in hetero-normative culture. I didn’t know what living 
on a boat would look like, but I was romanced and interested to try. 

At first, I brainstormed and tried to find ways to bring my politics 
into this new lifestyle. We had reading groups to keep us connected 
to the world we were parting from, we decided things collectively, 
and we attempted to create safe environments for each other. 

We hardly had time or energy to do anything more, and there was 
the fact that boats demand so much of you. You’re learning to live 
in a new foreign world where everything around you is breaking, 
and every second you’re learning how your boat could improve. 
The vast ocean asks much from you, but more demanding is 
navigating the waterfronts you’re on. Many harbors have set up 
ways to keep anyone from visiting without hefty fees and hassle. 

A majority of cruising sailors (usually older white men who use 
their sailboat’s motor, rather than its sails and the wind, to get 
around) are retired professionals whose financial situations starkly 
contrast that of me and my friends. Consequently, we are not left 
with much to work with. Sneaking around, fixing things, and 
literally “staying afloat” takes all of my energy and leaves little to 
discover with. 

There are moments, of course. The first storm I was in, I literally 
thought we were going to die. It was exciting; I felt like I was in 
direct dialogue with my own mortality. I was in a little plastic boat 
in the middle of the ocean, being overcome by the turbulent sea 
around me. When we got to Manhattan I went directly to a job 
where my co-worker complained about their roommate possibly 
eating their cereal. Quite a contrast to my near-death experience, 
this interaction punctuated my separation.  

A few voyages later, I had to stay awake and operate the boat alone 
for four days in a row. I had fear and anxiety at every sunset for the 
next year from it. I live in a constant fear of my boat while sailing— 
whenever something breaks it becomes my life to repair it best I 
can, which is rarely good enough. It reminds me of my failures and 
inabilities at every turn. The successes feel wonderful, but they’re 
usually overshadowed. 

I would say a lot of this is specific to boat ownership, something I 
would never wish upon anyone. Sailing itself still fills me with 
purpose and fulfillment every time we’re able to use a breeze to 
take us where we want to go. There’s little in this world like a well-
trimmed sailing vessel making way to a sailor. 

Another goal of mine was to escape. I believe this came from the 
same urge felt by people who desire to buy land—the desire for a 
blank slate to carve something out for themselves. The sea is 
owned: even the farthest reaches of international waters have 
regulations. Every bit of land you stop in, you’re subject to the rules 
and laws of the nations as they can best enforce it. It’s true that 
aside from common thoroughfares and sailing close to land, it’s 
rare to see another vessel; yet the question remains of what to do 
with this found space. It’s a demanding place to meet your needs in, 
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and one that’s completely cut off from society. Just like hiking off 
the beaten path, out of sight of anyone for days, is nice in the short 
term, it feels wonderful to be out of reach. I want that socially 
though, with my friends and people I care for, in a world I can 
survive in. My tiny boat can’t hold many, and the demands of the 
vessel aren’t met comfortably.  

The question is what to do with this escape. I sat brainstorming 
with friends of what to do when we were all at an 11-story 
abandoned hotel with no one around for miles. Just because we can 
have it doesn’t mean we want it. 

 

The more time I spend out at sea, the more I diverge from my 
ability to interact in culture. I am afraid of becoming lonely, 
forgotten, and irrelevant. The ocean sculpts you in ways that are 
out of step with the modern world. It works at a pace and 
connection that could never exist in cities, and asks you to 
(literally) steer your life away from society in order to participate. 

 

The harsh yet simple laws of the sea offer an escape from life as we 
know it, but one that is temporary—as long as we hold onto our ties 
ashore. I’ve grown so much from my time in the oceans, but in 
directions that culture does not appreciate. This struggle of 
merging different lives together presents challenges and conflicts, 
most of them irreconcilable. 

 

So why do I continue to return to sea? Why further cast myself 
away from the world I’m immersed in ashore? Because it offers a 

simpler life, one that makes more sense. There’s little mediation; 
it’s an escape from the alienation inherent in modern life. The 
world you live is in front of you, every change that happens you 
can feel. I find so much comfort in this. Every mile attained was 
earned, every gallon of water collected, every fruit or fish gathered and 
hunted. 

 

You know the clouds and stars above you, the cycles of the moon 
and the movement of the stars that mark time’s passage, along with 
the flow of the tide and changes in the wind. Where I am now at 
0715 the sun comes into the cabin, at 1000 the wind shifts east, at 
1830 the egrets return to their roost, at 2000 the night herons start 
to squawk, and before the sunrise the sea is completely calm. 

I’m overwhelmed by the complexity and alienation of society; I went 
to sea to struggle for a space to exist in. There are moments where I feel 
alive, directly, but mostly I’m still searching. Those moments are 
entrancing, and send me searching for the next one in hopes I can 
hang onto it forever. 

 

"I am a citizen of the most beautiful nation on earth. A nation 
whose laws are harsh yet simple, a nation that never cheats, 
which is immense and without borders, where life is lived in the 
present. In this limitless nation, this nation of wind, light, and 
peace, there is no other ruler besides the sea."  
  –Bernard  Moitessier 
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