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Introduction


[image: ]




THIS IS A COLLECTION of columns that I wrote for the magazine Caribbean Compass. For ten wonderful years my wife Dagny and I lived aboard the old wooden boat that The British Royal Navy once designated the HDML 1001 (Harbour Defence Motor Launch) aka Float Street in the Southern Caribbean. 

[image: image]

M/V Float Street in Mochima, Venezuela

You naval history buffs can read more about her career than you ever wanted to know (up to the time of our purchase of her, when the story is plunged into mystery) at . We were fortunate to have the opportunity to sail on her, exploring a number of islands before headed south to Trinidad and eventually Venezuela where we spent much time.

She was called Welshman when we bought her in Grenada, but we decided she needed a better name and for a number of reasons, that one suited us. Sailors are strange about boat names, and seldom did anyone ask why that name.

Around 1993 I was having a grand time making fun of other people on boats, and a good friend, knowing I was a writer, suggested I send in my perspective on some situation to Caribbean Compass. 

I did, and Sally Erdle, the publication's marvelous and dedicated editor (then and now), bought it. I wrote more, and eventually wound up with a monthly column that the readers seemed to enjoy immensely, despite being the butt of some of my more caustic observations. It was a wonderful relationship and continued even after we left the Caribbean. When I was back, working t a marine research center in The Bahamas, I contributed some of the last pieces.

Over the years, people have asked to read them again, remembering this one of that one. Unfortunately, I had no copies. Recently, I contacted Sally and asked if it was possible that she had them, as it seemed they might make an interesting book. She was kind enough to retrieve them for me. Going through them, I found that over fifty of them seem to still retain their sparkle. A few I have you spared you. In addition to the ones I took, the photos came to me from Pirate Mike, John Smith and other assorted folk.

I would like to thank so many people who let me share their stories, and many thanks to Chris Doyle (who is the author of the finest Caribbean cruising guides) for never seeming to take offense at the pot shots I took at him. 

I suppose he realized that his high visibility made him fair game. 

As I put this book together, happily, I found that although some facts are dated, the humor isn’t. If you were around at the time, I hope you enjoy seeing them again; if you weren’t, then here is an inside and humorous look at life on board in the Southern Caribbean.

And if you love sailing, I highly recommend that you take a good look at Caribbean Compass. It is still going strong, gives you a taste of the Caribbean, and provides wonderful help for cruisers.
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The Cruising Life
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WE WHO LOVE BOATS ARE often careless in the way we describe that affection. Here is an overused and much abused term—The Cruising Life. This deceptively simple phrase covers a multitude of sins, a plethora of dissimilar lifestyles. Just the craft themselves span an unbelievable range of price/performance variables. 

The realities on board range from that of the megayacht owner who must decide what to have the servants serve for dinner and whether it would be more enjoyable in the cabin or on the upper deck, to that of the solo live aboard who dives for dinner, either cleaning neighboring hulls for food money or catching fish to eat. 

The common ground of these extremes and the many lifestyles that lie between them is little more than the availability of a changeable waterfront view. Thus, to describe how we live as “the cruising life” is either terminally vague or totally useless.

So let’s make an effort toward clarity, accuracy and usefulness. Just for the hell of it.

By common consensus (I asked my wife and dog, and they agreed) I feel we can eliminate the megayacht crowd from the “cruising” lifestyle. They already have a lock on “yachting,” after all. Not that yachties are egalitarian by nature, but my intensive personal surveys of megayachts (one, and counting) tell me that the owners are unlikely to get offended by my rather arbitrary action.

To add chaos and confusion to this descriptive miasma (not necessarily a bad thing, you understand) is the simple knowledge that cruisers as a group are not exactly a cohesive bunch. (Please note the touching, yet effective use of subtle understatement—a technique possibly never seen before by readers of this column.) 

We come down to the sea from a broad spectrum of economic, social and political backgrounds. As a result, we have in our baggage absurdly differing expectations of what the experience should and could be. 

Some want to make every pleasant isle into a mini-Miami, while others want to ensure that every pristine bay becomes a nature preserve, free of megayachts and personal watercraft. Some are radical enough to enjoy things the way they are and move on when they find change afoot that they object to.

Ironically, much of the luster and current population density of TCL (henceforth you get to guess what the tiresome phrase is so that I can stop typing it; but you will winnow it out, Clever Reader) has been fueled by corporate America. 

Both boom times and down times have produced cruisers. Boom times create a class that can afford to take some time off, buy a boat and go sailing. Down times made people redundant at an age when finding another job is just not in the cards, so many cash in their chips and go sailing. And always, good times or bad, there are others—strange, twisted souls, outcasts every one—who just go sailing and ignore corporate everything.

This demographic information has relevance to our lofty treatise (we are talking about TCL, you will recall). The arrival of former denizens of corporate America in our bays has skewed the nature of our boating population, or at least altered the nature of the dominant life forms in our bays. To wit: these ex-corporate (of both stripes—they got the same training and life experiences) people are self-described doers, unable or unwilling to take things as they come, and quite capable of changing things rather quickly. They organize nets, and bake sales, and lectures and trips here and there into the interior of this and that, and generally produce what traditional boaters, sailors, live aboards, whatever, consider an amazing amount of activity. 

The thing that amazes and confuses sailors of the older mindset is that little of this muss and fuss has to do with sailing. In fact, it gets people off their boats. 

Therefore, what good can come of it? Old timers can understand organizing a regatta, with prize money and free rum, but a flea market? It’s one thing to swap boat parts, but DVDs?

This, of course, is not a criticism, but a lack of understanding. Consider the old salts’ perspective for a moment. They observe that someone spends enormous amounts of money to learn to sail, buy a boat with all the latest equipment, and provision the damn thing—and then goes to Chaguaramas and anchors next to the bar for six months. 

By the time this “cruiser” is ready to leave, his boat needs a haul out, so his cruising is postponed till next year. Sure, it is that person’s idea of fun. And yes, he lives on a boat. But to the old salty eyes it ain’t exactly sailing, nor cruising. 

In fact, they ain’t sure what it is.

So this brings us quite cleverly back to the issue of TCL. 

One suspects that, as “cruising” implies motion, a cruising life would need to be rather more transient than less. But who is to say? Now, if there were an international body to enforce such things (and I submit one could be useful. If the salary was sufficiently high, I could be coaxed to apply as president) exactly how much cruising would you have to do to qualify to be a cruiser anyway? 

Are a couple of passages a year enough? Or do you just need to spend more time crossing blue water than you spend on the hard?

Of course none of this means anything important to anyone, but it might be nice to get some narrowing of that obnoxious appellation: TCL. And then it might mean something to someone else when you said you were leading (let’s whisper it one last time)... 

The Cruising Life.
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First Haul Out in Carriacou
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The Call of the Wet
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THERE IS AN ODD ATTRACTION in things that are difficult and challenging. There is a lure to deliberately confronting situations that would frighten some people. And it is addicting. 

But the reasons are well, unreasonable. 

How can you even come to understand (for yourself) why you leave comfort to take on a life that is harder than it needs to be, a life lived squarely in the margins of civilization? 

Why, I ask, do I put myself in the path of things that, by their very nature, are uncomfortable or even life threatening? 

In short, why do I go sailing?

When you do find the answer, you’ll realize that you can’t tell it to anyone. Not because that would ruin it for you, and not because it is some secret, but only because it isn’t an answer that comes easily in words—if it comes that way at all. 

It comes in other ways, however. For me, in The Bahamas, it comes in the brush of the wind on sun-soaked skin, the sound of the Atlantic Ocean ripping through the cuts into the Sound. It comes in the colors you see in the clear light. And in those things, you know it is right. It is the seductive lure of the ocean. 

The call of the wet.

There are actually a number of things in life that you cannot explain adequately, even if you want to. You argue for them elliptically, rather than directly. You can talk of their qualities, but you can’t connect them to the inner feelings that make them what they are to you. Your words, regardless of how thoughtful they are, cannot convey the true meaning they have in your life. 

You can’t explain clearly and honestly a life or experience that lies in the margins of normal experience.

Part of the problem is reference points. To someone to whom a comfortable couch is the epitome of civilization, a sailboat, for instance, makes no sense at all, in any context. 

The sailboat is uncomfortable, compared to the couch, and prone to being battered by weather. And think of the sailing life, or even a prolonged sailing experience. Think of the things that make it what it is to you. Then think of how you could explain it without evoking nothing more than a sense of loneliness, vulnerability and frustration in a landlubber.

A good friend (Glen) recently passed along her account of sailing the ketch DreamCatcher from Mexico to the Marquesas with the Puddle Jumper fleet. For the last 1,200 miles, she and Henry encountered bad weather and, of course, their autopilot failed. (The autopilot was named Jack. Here is a basic rule: Never name your autopilot. It encourages them to act up.) 

So it was two hours on and two hours off for endless days. 

They drank hot soup in the cockpit to get warm at two degrees above the equator.

Oh joy! Oh rapture! 

But they avoided the worst of the weather, arrived safely and with little serious damage. 

And now it becomes a sea story. 

She classifies it as a not-to-be-missed episode, while listing it in the not-to-be-repeated (if possible) category of episodes that make up this sailing life.

It is hard, if not impossible, to explain the draw of such things to folks who haven’t experienced it without them asking: “And you do this on purpose?” 

The answer is yes, of course, but what could you ever say to make them see that it makes sense?

Even if you avoid the obviously painful subjects of boat work and haul-outs and stick to the glorious sunrise at the end of a watch, or porpoises dancing under the bow pulpit, can you describe, in simple terms, the call of the wet?

“Out in the middle of the sea alone?”

“Yup.”

“You mean way out there with no help in sight? No land even?” 

Yes, you sigh, remembering how the sea breezes kissed your cheek even as the wind rose to tell you a squall was headed your way. And you smile, causing them to wonder if this sort of delusion is grounds for having you committed.

Maybe, if you could sit down in a real waterfront bar somewhere, not one of those tourist places, but some real dive that scares the crap out of wannabe adventurers in, say, Key West, some part that isn’t completely ruined yet, then over a few drinks you could give someone a sense of it. 

But it would take time. 

You’d need a listener who had a mind open to things that were by their nature unexplainable. Someone willing to accept the idea of serious glories outside their own experience. 

And you’d need a lot of drinks. 

And then you couldn’t really say much more than: “Hear the sand scrunch under your sandals as you walk the beach? Now taste this rum while feeling the salt air blowing to us from far out past those clouds hanging low on the horizon. Now think about the sound made by the steady pressure of seawater parted by a sleek hull, and the creak of wind shifting in the rigging. Imagine the feeling that comes with knowing that you are in command, and your boat will respond swiftly to commands from her helm.”

It’s the best I can come up with.
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The Appropriate Boat
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(ED NOTE—WATERFRONT bars are great places to talk about boats. Some folks are sensitive on the subject, however and these talks can end in fights This column was a sneaky and cowardly way to get my opinions out without being hit, at least immediately.)

Even way back when Noah was debating whether pitch or camel dung would be the best material for caulking the decks (camel dung having the advantage of being a renewable resource, given his travel plans) it was widely recognized that all boats are compromises. 

No single design suited all tastes or needs, and a vessel appropriate for eventual long-term haul out on Mt. Ararat wouldn’t be right for royal passages down the Nile.

Of course houses and cars are compromises too, but your relationship with these artifacts of civilization tends to be less intimate than with a boat—unless, of course, you are from Los Angeles. 

In general, when dissatisfied with the shortcomings of your boat, it is difficult to take a walk around the block to cool off. With more boats becoming mass produced so that we can actually afford them and not just admire them at boat shows, it is the boat owner who does the bulk of the compromising, simply because fewer choices are possible given production molds and assembly line construction and the cost of pizza and beer for overtime workers.

Still and all, the purveyors of boats attempt to provide choice where possible, even if it is of the housing development variety (i.e. do you want the green or harvest gold high-low shag carpet?). 

Unfortunately, the result is a patina of sameness. Go to a meeting of the Polystyrene 40 Owners’ Association and try to pick out an individual in the watery parking lot. 

Worse, look out over Simpson Bay Lagoon, as I often have recently, and attempt to locate one craft that stands out. Oh, you will find them, but they will be:

* Those dismasted and or beached by a hurricane (not a uniqueness to be recommended)

* One-off and very old boats

* You can’t afford it.

The remainder are relatively interchangeable. 

Now understand that I am talking visual aesthetics here. Remember, we are sitting in a bar (where we belong, when not aboard) staring at the boats. 

Certainly we know that they are individuals in terms of all the qualities we boat lovers love them for. 

I refer, of course, to lack of space, uncomfortable seating, lack of space, lack of headroom (those of us over five feet tall are somewhat picky about this) and lack of space. 

Now for those of you who think I am using repetition to make a point, well you have a point. But bear in mind that there are different types of space, and some are more important than others. 

A boat can lack lots of kinds of space: storage space, living space, breathing room, lounging space and room for a really good bar. In my years in the Caribbean, I’ve been fortunate enough to sail and visit an incredible variety of boats—old, new, traditional and modern. And no boat I’ve ever been on, including a 176-foot Feadship, ever had too much space, particularly enough room for books. A dance floor and a bar filled with single malt scotch and caviar, yes. 

Books, no.

So even the big kids have to compromise, poor sods.

This entire issue (of compromise, not space, as such) came up when we made a passage on someone else’s boat of their dreams—a 14-meter catamaran. 

We hadn’t been on a cat before and were eager for the experience. It seemed great. The saloon was spacious; the boat didn’t rock and it was fast. It was even fun to sail. Yet our conclusion was that we wouldn’t want to own one ourselves. The couple who own it would have no other craft. 

But their tolerances, their areas of forgiveness for compromise, are not ours. 

The slamming of the waves under the saloon, for example, sounded to me like the boat was coming apart, and I didn’t get used to it. Partly it is what gets to you and what doesn’t, I suppose.

Engineless cruisers like to point out that they don’t have to deal with diesel and oil and stink and heat. All true. And if you can live a life that lets you go where the breezes go, generally speaking, on a schedule that is measured in lifetimes, not days or hours, then it is no handicap. But it is a major compromise. 

(Gives you more space, though.)

All gadgets are compromise, between simplicity and luxury. Captain Len, who has fought the idea of complexity on boats forever (or since I’ve known him, which is slightly longer than forever) now has refrigeration. 

Clearly the precarious balance that caused him to compromise one way, rather than the other, shifted. Perhaps someone gave him a refrigerator. 

That could do it. 

Certainly if someone gives you a refrigerator it is easier to find reasons to want one than if you have to buy one (even Hugo should see this). Such is the nature of compromise.

And consider the ultimate compromise—boat size. 

A bigger boat, in general, is faster, more comfortable and more spacious. 

It also costs more to buy and operate, and scraping the hull can become a major task (it used to take me three days to do Float Street—two if I used a tank). 

Thus, the compromise balances your tendency to claustrophobia and your pocketbook.

Still, there are those who live on racing boats and freighters; some folks race day sailors; some love motor sailors and others abhor them as abominations. 

Compromise meets diversity. 

And in the end we wind up with the understanding that what is important is that the boat is “appropriate”—right for those who sail her. A wonderfully subjective standard. And it gives me peace of mind to stare at a harbor devoid of boats that are visually distinctive and know that the diversity and perversity of the mariners I meet ensure that no matter how it might look, regardless of the compromises made to get those boats afloat, there is in the heart of it, something for everyone. 

Yes, the need for an “appropriate boat” gives us a truly wonderful standard of excellence, yet preserves lots of room for vigorous happy hour discussion. 

For when all else fails, our best arguments for doing things the way we do have been demolished, we can rock back a bit, sip a rum and slyly say: “It works for me, mate.”

––––––––
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Marlinspike Etiquette and Looking Salty
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(ED NOTE—IN BOATING, as everywhere else, it isn't as important to be good at things as to appear to look as if you were good at things. Here is just one area where that is important to us nautical types.)

Over the years I’ve been floating about on my boat a particular information vacuum concerning things nautical (and therefore dear to my heart) has come to my attention. 

While there are tons of books which illustrate the proper techniques of rigging, others which demonstrate enough knots to use up all the spare halyards and small stuff you can get your hands on, and books galore on general sea lore, there somehow seems to be a shortage on marlinspike etiquette.

I know you agree with me (don’t you always?), but why don’t we define, just for fun, exactly what “marlinspike etiquette” is.

In an introduction to The Marlinspike Sailor by HG Smith, which is for me the most useful, readable and fun book on the subject, Boris Lauer-Leonardi claims that “Knowledge of marlinspike seamanship is what distinguishes the true seaman from the man who merely ventures upon the water at infrequent intervals.” 

While probably quite true, this unfortunately doesn’t tell us what “marlinspike” means, and deleting that word would make the sentence even more true anyway. So on we go. 

My trusty dictionary, always good for a chuckle, tells me that the term “marlinspike” refers to a pointed tool used for unraveling rope in splicing, and that “etiquette” is an accepted set of conventional rules of behavior. 

Well, never let it be said that your salty correspondent ever encouraged anyone in the direction of conventional rules of behavior, but at least this juxtaposition of definitions would indicate that we were looking for a set of rules for dealing with a pointed tool (marlinspiking?). 

The rule “Don’t point it at me”, for example, jumps to mind when watching some of my fellow salty dogs lurch about the deck. But actually, these definitions are all misleading baloney. Let’s get down to basics.

As we should all know by now, being grownup sailors and all that, marlinspike refers to the mysterious knowledge that makes you look sophisticated and salty around boat stuff. Now I don’t mean looking good in a blue blazer at the yacht club. No, we aren’t talking yachtie, we’re talking real boat stuff. We, my maties, are concerned with the serious art of wearing cutoffs, no shoes, and looking good around knots and wires and winches and all that other spooky stuff that clutters up boats. If you appear to know the etiquette—the rules of behavior around this stuff—people will think you know a lot about boats, without you having to work too hard or do anything particularly nautical. 

That’s right. You don’t have to worry about looking like some yuppie bareboater. Just follow a few of Teja’s rules of Marlinspike Etiquette. 

Here’s how they goes:

• Learn a few arcane and useless terms. The more arcane and useless the better. Of course, you can be practical and really impress people by knowing the difference between (but please say “’twixt” so you sound properly salty) useful things like rope fibers and rope yarns, but you will have to work harder to give it an air of mystery. This can be aided by memorizing some of the goofy things that real old salts supposedly say. For starters try:

Worm and parcel with the lay,

Turn and serve the other way.

Okay, it ain’t great poetry, but it is a lot better than “avast there” or some other parrot junk. Bear in mind that this ditty is best muttered when you come across someone working with rope who looks like they know what they are doing. Then slyly walk away before they can ask you what the heck you mean.

• Always wear a knife. If you never loan it to anyone, they won’t ever discover that you don’t know how to sharpen it. You can get Pirate Mike or a passing fisherman to show you how to open beer bottles with it though, and that will certainly help your salty image. If you aren’t great with sharp things, make sure you only wear a bosun’s knife. Let the real salts, like John Smith, wear a sheath knife. Yeah, they stab themselves all the time too, but they are used to it. Your first concern is safety. Safety and looking good.

• Keep a fid lying around the cockpit. The fid is an important fashion accessory (imported from Sweden) for the yuppie who wants to look salty. It doesn’t matter if you don’t know what one is. Look up “fid” in your mail-order boating catalog and order one. It won’t matter what size you get, because you won’t actually use the thing. 

The trick is to have it sticking out of the cockpit cushions, and when a neighbor drops in for a drop of grog, you grab it and say, “Oh let me get that fid and put it in the bosun’s locker where it belongs.” (The fid, like the knife and marlinspike, is pointed so be careful.) This act is even more convincing if you have a few bits of rope (strands, fibers, yarns, whatever) lying about too. This trick works equally well with a few shards of sailcloth, a needle, waxed thread and a sail palm. Have them scattered about when anyone drops by and scoop them up hurriedly. If anyone asks what you are doing with all that junk, shyly say, “Just a bit of maintenance, really. The usual thing.”

• Never, ever tie a knot in front of anyone. This is commonsense. Letting someone watch will leave you open to spurious and undesirable criticism. Better to hand your painter to someone and say, “Put a bowline in that for me will you, old bean?” Then you can follow up with, “Do you always tie a bowline that way?” Implying, of course, that you know a better way. If they call you on it, simply say, “No, nothing’s wrong with doing it that way at all, I suppose....” You might even point out that the experts contend that you should be able to tie a bowline in three seconds flat, blindfolded. This is, of course, vitally important in case you ever appear on a television game show where the point is to tie a bowline under those conditions.

• Hire someone to do a mediocre job of making eye splices for you. Eye splices should not look like you bought them factory made. Hiring a local fisherman (secretly, of course) to make some shabby but effective eye splices will give your craft the panache of one owned by a knowledgeable, if hasty, marlinspiker.

I don’t want to overwhelm you with too many secrets of appearing salty at once, so practice these until your next lesson. 

And get rid of that blue blazer, will ya?
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Nautical Wise Guys


[image: ]




WE ALL KNOW OUR FAIR share of wise old sailors who, without the slightest provocation, will share bits and pieces of nautical wisdom with us. In fact, one of the things that we all run into a heck of a lot of down here in the fun-in-the-sun latitudes is bits of nautical wisdom. In your inexperience and naiveté, you might have thought that this is a sign that there is a lot to know about sailing. 

But that isn’t true.

Actually, in this day of computer-assisted head operation and coastguard approval required for on-board dribble glasses and personal whoopie cushions, we all know the important stuff we need to know. Sailing is a matter of common sense, after all. I mean, do you see sailboats coming with instruction manuals? 

Especially with a modern boat, manufactured in the land of the pioneer spirit and overprotective legal structure (the US of A, of course), how can you go wrong? You turn the key and go. If the boat doesn’t work right, like run for 50 years even though you neglect to put oil in the engine, you sue the manufacturer. 

What could be easier?

Of course there are a few basic things you have to know, like putting the sails up to make the boat go, taking them down and hoping it stops (and that you aren’t stuck on a whale or something equally romantic but hard to explain to an insurance adjuster); that when the throttle sticks, your goal, as a clever captain, is to hit the cheapest thing in sight; that waiting for a good weather forecast is a waste of time, because when it comes you’ll still have rotten weather and when threatened, the forecasters will just point out that weather isn’t really predictable (“weather prediction” is flat not a scientific term, maties, nor one that should find use in sensible mouths. Try “best guess.”) 

And last of all, but perhaps most important, you have to know how to find where the nearest bar is, without help. (This is one bit of information that is lacking in the otherwise informative “Ministry of Rum” column often found elsewhere in these pages.)

So if the nautical life is truly so damn simple, why are there entire books of nautical wisdom? I can cite two substantive reasons for this phenomenon: The first is that even though everybody knows what they really need to know, sometimes having fun is so much hard work that it is easy to believe that the other guys possess some secret wisdom which takes all the pain out of beating into the wind on a wet and nasty day (when you had a good forecast). If you could just get in on the secret, you’d never have another bad passage. 

Rest assured that these guys don’t know anything important that you don’t. A lot of folks like to pretend they do, however. “What? You call that a nasty sea? Naw, just a bit of chop, s’all, if you know how to sail her,” smiling Captain X says, making you want to knock those gleaming white teeth down his throat. But then you wisely decide to beat him to the bar instead.

The second reason for the vast amount of extant nautical wisdom is that there are a lot of nautical wise guys, who if they don’t produce something on a regular basis, will lose their standing (at the bar) at the Seaman’s Club.

Speaking of which hallowed institution, it is important to set the record straight on a small, yet important point. History has misfiled one bit of wisdom, putting it under the “general” category, when it should properly be labeled “nautical.” 

I refer to a saying of one of our own—that great salt René Descartes, whom we honor today as the first philosopher to circumnavigate the banquet table at the Seaman’s Club. History records him as saying: “I think, therefore I am.” This is not what he really said. But due to his predilection for slurring his words after his fourth “eighth” of Jack Iron, that is what was recorded. 

According to his mates who drank slightly less, René had also slipped in an obscure dialect of Latin, but they are quite certain he said (in plain drunkspeak): “I drink, therefore I sail,” or perhaps “I sail, therefore I drink.” 

One habitué of the place has suggested that the two being virtually identical among the rowdier crowd, (of which the philosophers tend to be the worst), his declaration could ultimately be interpreted as “I sail, therefore I sail,” or “I drink, therefore I drink.” However, René’s wife has confided that her husband’s famous utterance came on the night after he put his sloop Hypotenuse in the boatyard and that what he actually said (babbled) was the more sensible (and coastguard approved): “I drink because my boat’s on the hard.”

Of course, this is the man who also told us: “Common sense is the most widely shared commodity in the world, for every man is convinced that he is well supplied with it.” 

Which makes my point about us already knowing what we need to know to sail.

None of this ephemera, of course, has any direct effect on, nor is captivating to those sober sailors who ply the waters these days in their Clor... er, plastic boats, preoccupied as they are with charging batteries, stocking up on the latest videos and other important nautical stuff. I mean, how are you going to weather a gale properly if you’ve seen all your videos? 

All of which goes to show that what is important to one sailor is often stuff and nonsense to the folk in the next slip. Is a relative world, Mon.

Despite the lack of a real need for such wisdom, I must admit that I have learned much from the nautical wise guys I have encountered. Here are just a few examples. 

From John Smith I learned that when you have a gaping hole in the port side of your boat, no motor, and no money for repairs, you find that it is possible, after all, to sail anywhere in the Caribbean on a port tack. 

Just knowing this opens many doors to the adventurous and frightens the bejeezus out of everybody else.

From John’s brother, Bruce, I learned that, given the right attitude, although the wind is slack to nonexistent, if the rum bottle is full and the fish are biting, it can take just under 10 hours to sail from Tyrell Bay to, well, Tyrell Bay, with no problems at all—and under sail alone. Bruce was beaming and eating sun-dried barracuda when he entered (re-entered?) the bay that evening.
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