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Foreword


Among my father’s fifty-seven books are four about sailing across the Atlantic three times (or as he might say, thrice) and the Pacific once. They were among his most popular books. All of them made the New York Times bestseller list and were excerpted in The New Yorker. In the literary world, that’s a bases-loaded home run. I’m delighted that Globe Pequot is reissuing them as a WFB nautical quartet.


In his blurb for Airborne, the first in the series, Alistair Cooke wrote, “Until now I could no longer be persuaded to read anything on the subject of sailing than Mr. Buckley could be coaxed into reading about golf. But I read it at one in the morning to the end. It is precisely the kind of sports writing that very rarely gets done: a piece of specialized exposition that excites the layman not as an outsider but as a human being.”


Racing Through Paradise arrived with a blurb by none other than George McGovern: “A delight to read. For me, it is the best of his writings. How can he be so clear and compelling on sailing and so confused on politics!”


I agree—not about the politics but with the senator’s opinion of the book. Racing Through Paradise is my favorite. The three about the Atlantic crossings make for fine reading, but there’s something exotic about sailing from Honolulu to New Guinea.


On all the trips, everyone aboard kept a journal to provide WFB with excerpts. One of my entries provided him with a title.



My father was a busy man. At sixty, he was still—to use a nautical metaphor—moving at hull speed, all sails flying, often in winds that had more prudent souls taking in sail. His schedule was so jam-packed as to exhaust people half his age. On top of which, he was—I say this with love—the most impatient man on God’s earth.


He had allotted thirty days for our 4,400-mile trip. Not thirty-one days, never mind thirty-two days. Our flights home from New Guinea were already booked as the silhouette of Oahu’s Diamond Head dome faded from view in our wake.


To be fair to him, others among us also had hard commitments at the other end. I had to be at a wedding in England, and WFB’s best friend, Van Galbraith, U.S. ambassador to France, had to host the big Fourth of July party at the residence in Paris. To paraphrase the NASA flight director, failure to show up was not an option.


All of which dictated that the yacht Sealestial would not be a proverbial “slow boat to China.” After ten or so days at sea, we’d drop anchor in a turquoise, white-sand, palm-fringed atoll so breathtakingly beautiful that most of us would have been happy to spend the rest of our lives there. WFB would glance at his watch and say, “Okay, it’s ten o’clock. What say we shove off at two?”


I grumbled in my journal, “We are racing through paradise.”


Rereading Racing for the purposes of this foreword reminded me of how the trip came about.



It seems altogether normal, I’ve always assumed, that one particular day it occurred to Napoleon to invade Russia.




An interesting, even telling, analogy. But to continue:



I grant there are those deliberate types who force themselves to sit down one morning at age thirty-five to decide at what age they will retire, and where they will go on to live and die; but I suspect they aren’t that numerous. Besides which it is just a little un-American, isn’t it? Spontaneity being an American attribute? In any event, I remember exactly when it occurred to me to make the Pacific trip. We were at Treasure Island, as we refer to Eatons Neck on Long Island, on one of those overnight Friday sails, and the talk after dinner turned to an ocean crossing, and Danny said he wouldn’t want to cross the Atlantic a third time on a sailboat, and the words tumbled from my lips, “How about the Pacific?”




Danny’s reply: “That’s different.”


Indeed it was. Unlike trans-Atlantic waypoints like Bermuda and the Azores, our Pacific ports of call were far more remote. The first was Johnston Atoll, where the United States stored the most dreadful and unthinkable weapons in its arsenal. The last was Kapingamarangi Atoll, where Danny and I scuba dived on an eerily well-preserved U.S. fighter plane that was possibly shot down by the Japanese gunship resting on the lagoon floor several hundred yards away. To reciprocate the warm welcome we were given, we asked Kapingamarangi’s chieftain what we might offer by way of thanks. What did they most need? He considered and, in an almost grave tone, said, “Among my people, there is a great hunger for video.”


As to racing, my perusal yielded the explanation for our brisk trot across the ocean. In the chapter on planning and the zillion details involved in such an undertaking, WFB wrote:



The formal point kept yanking at me. I did not want a cruise. I wanted a passage. Preposterous to make the point, given that the distances were equivalent. But sailing from Tahiti to New Guinea would be a cruise within the Pacific, and I wanted a Pacific crossing.




Belated as it may seem, a half century later, I get it. For my father, the point was never about lingering in lagoons. The point was the passage. I suppose I already knew that, but there it is, spelled out on page 111.


Rereading Racing was bittersweet. Four of the seven of us are now gone. WFB, Van, Reggie, and Dick Clurman have all furled their sails and “crossed the bar,” as in Tennyson’s poem. Danny, Chris Little, and I are still here, in our seventies, and drawing closer to our own crossings of the bar but ever grateful to have raced through paradise in such splendid company. At voyage’s end, the reader, too, may be glad to have been aboard.


Christopher Buckley 
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Prologue

“Here’s a package for you, Pup.” From the sunny dock, my son Christo handed me down to the deck what looked like a shoebox. From below, the voice of Liz: “There is literally not room to stow one more hot dog.” I have been a little queasy about Liz; there’s a professional irritation in her voice. Whatever was in that shoebox wasn’t going to sink our 71-foot, 70-ton ketch, granted that we are stuffed to overffowing. Reaching for the package, I said simply, “Don’t worry, Liz.“


It was a bottle of champagne, to which a note was appended. “This champagne is yours,” the donor had written, “because you were responsible for naming our boat. You’re welcome to come aboard if you want.” She had designated the pier. The letterhead carried the printed name Querencia, and she hailed from Vancouver.


I looked up. The donor was at the corner of the dock, talking to Dick Clurman. I climbed up and approached her. She was in her late thirties, animated, pretty, tanned, competent in manner, and warm. She told me, a little shyly, that she had run into the word for the first time in one of my books and on reflection had thought it just right for the boat she and her husband had been planning for years. She had needed to check it out-she smiled-iust to make absolutely sure, but I had been right, the word doesn’t translate. It is used in Spanish to designate that mysterious little area in the bull ring that catches the fancy of the fighting bull when he charges in. He imagines it his sanctuary: When parked there, he supposes he cannot be hurt. It is the first responsibility of the matador carefully to interpret the bull’s initial roaring about the ring, as he is teased this way and that by the peones with their capes. The matador must discern exactly where in the ring is the little twenty or thirty square feet this particular bull has designated in his mind’s eye as the area of imagined immunity, because when the time comes for the final, dangerous, exhibitionistic passes preceding the kill, the matador must not initiate them so close to the querencia as to risk the bull’s deviation from his normal, rectilinear charge. If the bull doesn’t charge directly at the cape, deviating instead toward his querencia, he might run his horns into the matador.


So it is, borrowing the term, that one can speak of one’s “querencia” to mean that little, unspecified area in life’s arena where one feels safe, serene. In the company of one’s wife or husband, say. Within the shadow of the Statue of Liberty, perhaps. In due course, for all men, such an area will be underground, the graveyard’s bower. But meanwhile—the lady smiled—she thought it just right for her boat, and so did her husband; a boat that had brought them peace of mind. I told her how very sorry I was I could not visit her Querencia, as the hectic final minutes before our setting out preempted distractions, however pleasant. We would drink to their querencia that very night, I promised, hoping that, in Sealestial, we would find our own.
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SETTING OUT: PACIFIC PASSAGE

It had been a busy morning, each of us occupied with his own concerns, though Dick Clurman located on behalf of us all the clinic that would inject us with gamma globulin, to fortify against hepatitis, and several of us assembled for that protection, fanning out afterward to attend to our special commissions.

I went back to my hotel and attended Mass in one of its little ballrooms, where I prayed also for the safety of the journey. Back in my room I wrote out my final newspaper column and phoned it in to the automatic recorder in my office. It was easy to write, and caught my mood. Oddly lacking in excitement, I think back, perhaps adumbrating the relative detachment Danny and Christo would detect early on …


Five years ago, setting out from Bermuda to the Azores on a sailboat, I advised friends and critics of this space that for the first time I would take two weeks’ holiday at one time, instead of the customary one week at Christmas, the second in midsummer. The experience apparently entered my bloodstream because, however unremarked, building within me were seeds great and strong in effrontery, blossoming one day in outright contumacy. What happened one month ago ranks with the day Oliver Twist held out his porridge bowl to the beadle and asked for “More.”

I asked my editor for one month’s leave.

It isn’t exactly sloth. It is that, one month ago, I addressed the question of how to transmit my punditry from wherever I would be a11 the way to Kansas City, home of Universal Press Syndicate. I wi11 be on a sailboat wending my way through Micronesia, propelled by the trade winds. I shall be pausing only four times in a four-thousand-mile journey, in exotic atolls where telephones function irregularly. One of these atolls is unfriendly to visiting yachtsmen, allowing them to disembark only if wearing gas masks … The prospect of telephoning in my injunctions through a gas mask proved the conclusive argument, my spies tel1 me, in this unusual act of indulgence by my friendly editors, one of whom is said to have remarked, “He’s hard enough to understand speaking through plain ether. I wouldn’t want to listen to him through a gas mask.”

And so it is that this is the final column. Final, that is, for four weeks, after which, if the Pacific is pacific, the column wi11 resume. As for the Pacific Ocean: from North Latitude 21 degrees in Honolulu to South Latitude 5 degrees in New Guinea the wind tends to dawdle pretty gently during the summer months, and if we have any indication of a typhoon, we shall show it great respect. I do not believe in confrontational engagements with nature.

To get out of the way of a storm whose location you have established requires of course that you know where you are. Well, I will have on board two secret instruments, one conceived by me, a second by a conglomerate of geniuses. This last permits measurements of one bi11ionth of a second, and translates, or wi11 by the year 1989, into a little box that wi11 tel1 you where you are so exactly that you can double-park your car by fo11owing its instructions. The other is computer software. If the navigator feeds the computer: 1) where I think I am, within thirty miles; 2) in which direction that star I just shot lies, within thirty degrees; 3) what second, minute, hour, and day it is in Greenwich, England; 4) exactly how high up from the horizon it was-then lo! the star’s identity is vouchsafed. The computer will say, “By Jove, that was Arcturus!" And I will know where I am.

Our preoccupations during this period will be with the nitty-gritty. Heat, for instance. We sha11 be hovering over the equator, prope11ed by winds that come astern, as we travel at seven or eight knots. If the wind behind you is sixteen miles per hour and you are moving forward eight miles per hour, the net force of the wind on your back is a mere eight miles per hour. I have never measured the velocity of the wind from a house fan perched at the corner of a desk, where they used to perch before God gave us air conditioning, but I would guess the wind comes out at twenty or thirty miles per hour, which is why the skin stays tolerably cool. It will be otherwise when the sun is more or less directly above you, and the temperature, hour after hour, is in the high eighties, and your ocean fan dribbles out only one quarter of the air you get from an electric fan, as though the motor had a gear marked “Extra Special Slow.” In such moments sailors dream less of wine, women, and song than of Frigidaire.

Do such concerns get wished away, under the category of Problems of the Idle Rich? Well, the case can be made: Nobody forced me to undertake to sail from the United States to the East Indies. But it is the human way to exert oneself, every now and again, in eccentric enterprises. Yesterday in New Haven I listened to a classmate describe his ascent of Everest and wondered how it is that anyone should willingly engage in such madcappery: Dick Bass had taken risks I do not contemplate in my irenic passage with my son and my friends, my books and my music, across the great Pacific Ocean.



We had made no arrangements to forgather at noon, permitting me to lunch lightly with two old friends, residents of Honolulu, while Danny spent a poignant couple of hours with his wife, Gloria-the young husband going off to sea-and his sister-in-law, Marian, there to console and to enjoy a few serene days in Hawaii; and we had convened aboard the Sealestial an hour or two before the gift of champagne.

The sun overhead was hot, as one might have expected on the second day of June in Honolulu. It didn’t occur to me at the time, but I now note, looking in the almanac, that on June 2 the sun circles the earth (that’s the way navigators are trained to reason: the earth never moves; the moon, the sun, the planets, and the stars rotate above us) almost exactly at the latitude of Honolulu, which would make that day theoretically the hottest day of the year.
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A farewell: Gloria and Danny Merritt.



But there was wind to cool us off, and excitement to distract us from the heat. Sealestial had been scrubbed by its standing crew for six weeks, two of whom—the mate Noddy and the stewardess Maureen—would join my crew—the captain Allan, and the cook Liz—for the passage. Four of my cruising companions (Reggie, Christopher Little, Danny, Dick Clurman) had been aboard for two or three days. Van Galbraith arrived only last night, from a commencement address in Utah; and Christopher, my son, and I also arrived only last night. I had been busy the day before in New Haven, where I did an hour’s television on the reunion class of 1950 (my own and Van’s), and a second hour on the graduating class of 1985. Vive la difference was the sour aftertaste following the second hour (a not terribly bright dean at Yale, acting on the request of my program’s producer to nominate five graduating students, had selected five with pronounced and rather disheveled political biases over in left field, reasoning that my own presence required ideological counterweight. She overdid it).

On Saturday morning, before Christo and I left on the afternoon flight for Hawaii, my lawyer had driven over to my house in Stamford to have me sign my Last Will and Testament. He had assured me that his fitful initiative had nothing to do with my projected Pacific passage. We had the farewell and slightly strained lunch with wife/mother (Pat worries when we go off sailing). On top of which Mrs. Reagan called from Camp David to advise me that this ocean trip of mine was to be "the last time" I would do such a thing, that she had exacted a similar promise from her husband a few years before to give up steeplechasing on horseback. I was both reassuring and evasive. Ten hours later, Danny and Reg met us at the airport in Honolulu.



I tactfully stowed the Querencia’s champagne myself, in a remote and neglected little hollow I unearthed in the back of the hanging locker, and looked now at my watch.

It was just after 3:30. Seven months earlier I had sent a memo to all hands saying that we would set out from Honolulu at 1600 (4 P.M.) on June 2. I went back up to the cockpit. Quite suddenly there was, well, no bustle. I looked about. Dick, shirtless as usual, was seated, smoking of course, fussing with one of his radios; opposite, Dan was wedged between wife and sister-in-law, drinking a beer, of course; Van and Reg bent over the cockpit instruments—Reg was quietly explaining something. Christo was testing the new 24-volt fan in the saloon below. Christopher Little, twenty yards abeam, waved to me from his rented power boat—they call it a chase boat (its function is to pursue a departing vessel for the convenience of a photographer who wishes to record the scene). After a few miles, the chase boat would pull alongside, Christopher Little, with his photographic gear, would leap onto the Sealestial, and we would wave goodbye to the power boat. Sealestial would sail on toward the little island, 716 miles away, which I plotted to stop at on our southwesterly course to the East Indies. About the same distance, I was reminded, as Newport-Bermuda.

“What do you say we shove off?” I announced.


We proceeded to do so, twenty minutes earlier than scheduled, on that bright afternoon-suddenly experiencing that blend of elation, excitement, and apprehension one feels when heading out into the ocean on a long passage. Such moments live on in the memory. We hoisted the spinnaker on a broad reach and the heavy-laden ketch sprang to life, the meter rising quickly to eight and one-half knots. The seas were lively without being boisterous. The sun was at about two o’clock on our course, still high but a little less white-pallid than at noon. To our left, at nine o’clock, was imperious Diamond Head. Aft of the windward beam, at five o’clock, we could make out Pearl Harbor. From the wheel I could see, a couple of hundred yards to windward, Christopher Little with his camera, hanging on tightly to what looked like a huge cleat on the chase boat: Houston Control had never had a better launch. Christopher’s journal (my son is hereinafter designated as Christopher, or Christo, his nickname; Christopher Little, our crewmate and photographer, is always “Christopher Little") logged what then happened.


Departing Honolulu. Next stop, Honolulu.

[image: fig_6_1.jpg]



Christopher. Knew something dreadfully wrong yesterday when we left the dock twenty minutes early, ahead of schedule. We were up forward putting up the Multi Purpose Sail (MPS), me, Noddy, and Van, when the gods exacted their propitiation for our effortless departure. (Well, effortless qualified by WFB’s spending three years getting us ready.) We had one wrap of the MPS halyard around the winch, getting it raised okay. It hourglassed, but then filled out. Then when Noddy tried to get another wrap around the winch, he got his fingers caught between the halyard and the winch. I thought he was awfully calm under the circumstances.




Under way: Diamond Head in the background.
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“My fingers are caught,” he said.

This is the all-time, proverbial, BAD SITUATION, and it gets worse as his fingers are vised onto the winch. Soon his voice has an edge to it.

“Get the winch handle on!“

I lock it on, but it’s no good: The wind, at 20 knots, is putting a thousand plus pounds of pull on the halyard.

Yelling, rushing forward, Van lets the halyard go. Noddy’s three fingers play through the winch, counterclockwise. He falls back, not making a sound, but his face shows pain. I look at his hand, expecting a bad sight. He’s clutching it close to his chest. His index finger has a hole in it and his thumb looks crushed. He plunges his hand into the ice chest.

The MPS, meanwhile, is now being dragged on our starboard side like some hyper-sea anchor. Much shouting. We lift it in. Chris Little, on the chase boat, is catching the whole sorry spectacle on film. The chase boat skipper, who apparently doesn’t like sailboat types-a neat inversion of the usual formula-is now bent out of shape laughing, on account of this photo session turned into something of a training film on how not to set off on a trans-Pacific sail. My heart, meanwhile, is pumping too hard (I dunno, jet lag?). We manage to transfer Noddy to the chase boat without crushing his legs, and make our sorry way back into the Elewai boat harbor.

I suggest to Van we pretend we’ve just sailed across the Pacific the other way and that this is our final landfall.

Van: “Declare victory and go home, eh?"



There was no one at the dock to cheer us on when we limped in. Gloria and Marian had left, the friendly couple were back in their querencia, and the dock, at a little after five on Sunday afternoon, looked sleepy. A taxi was called and Reggie, always calm, took Noddy to the same clinic where, that morning, we had gone to get our gamma globulin.

Aboard Sealestial, we waited. We didn’t know whether the bones in his hand were broken. It was dismaying to see him go off, his hand in a bucket of ice. Already we had got used to his steady smile-oxymoronic, given his Rastafarian hairdo, all those tiny little braids, twenty or thirty of them circling his face: One associates such hairstyles with surliness, at worst, hostility. Noddy is from Barbados, where his father is a high-ranking officer in the army. Ambling along the streets of Fiji a few months earlier, having been let go as supernumerary by the sailing vessel that, needing extra crew for the long passage, had brought him from the Caribbean, Noddy fell in with the captain of Sealestial who soon learned—as we would—that even as all men with wooden legs don’t behave like Long John Silver, so all men with Rastafarian hairdress don’t behave like ldi Amin. We engaged ourselves, as one tends to do when feeling strain, in make-work, pending Noddy’s return from the hospital.



[image: fig_9_1.jpg]
Noddy—first-rate mate, first victim.
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Next stop, the clinic.



It was very good news. The X ray had shown no broken bones; he wore a bandage, and the doctor cleared him to proceed on our Pacific passage, provided he was cautious in using his hand.

We needed two hundred feet of three-quarter-inch line to replace the shredded spinnaker halyard. A Good Samaritan manque, a few boats down from where we were tied up, stepped forward and grandly offered us the line—for five hundred dollars. Twenty percent above the catalogue price, he acknowledged, but that would only just do to take care of the surcharge getting it over from the mainland—“Everything is more expensive in Hawaii,” he consoled our captain, Allan Jouning, ever silent, a little skeptical but resigned, when Allan came to ask my okay. The alternative was to wait until the ship vendors opened up the following morning. Wait thirteen hours? Why, if we were thirteen hours late landing in New Guinea that would wreck a half-dozen careers. The check was made out, and the halyard run up to the masthead by Danny, on the bosun’s chair.



An hour later we were well under way, tacking downwind. Even with the spinnaker up, I was 35 degrees south of course, but I couldn’t do any better: Sealestial will not sail downwind under spinnaker. The wind steadily strengthened—“good, reliable offshore breeze,” Allan commented. Maureen asked for drink orders, and most of us asked for a nip. We were relaxed, and moving briskly as the sun edged down. Dinner was called, and Allan relieved me at the wheel.


Christopher. The seas are six feet and following. The conversation at the dinner table turns to seasickness, and soon Liz’s lovely pilaf is lost on me. Allan calls out from the wheel, “Big one!" to warn us to hold down the pilaf, glasses, forks, salt, salad, and wineglasses. We manage, mostly, but still a piece of mango lands on my lap. WFB turns to Chris Little and says, “Christopher, you look pale.” Indeed, when the seven of us sat down, we were all talking. Then six of us were talking. Then five of us were talking. Then four of us were talking. I excused myself, cat-walked over three pairs of legs and made my way to the scopolamine stash [a seasick prophylactic]. After I’d got the patch behind my ear, Reg reminded me to wash my hands, scopolamine not being good to rub into your eyes in the middle of your sleep.



Christopher got no sleep. His grand idea, that he and Danny would share the vast expanse of the after cockpit for thirty days and thirty nights, was one more chimera, of which there are always a lot when you plan anything at all unconventional at sea. We had over four thousand miles of downwind work to do, and the rear end of a stately ketch wriggles like a stripper’s. Add the waves that occasionally break over the transom or slurp in over the sides, and you have a no-win situation. A few nights’ experimentation would prove enough.

Christopher wrote with vague misgivings that he “watched Hawaii’’ from his turbulent bunk, watched it “recede into the wake, its lights resembling lava flow. This was different from setting out from Miami in 1975 [when the winds were abeam and steady as we moved sedately with the Gulf Stream]. Seasickness has a way of casting a pall, shipwide. My musings were interrupted by the sound of retching from the starboard midships. Turned out to be Reggie. Danny was trying to console him.” Dick, age sixty-one; Van, age fifty-seven; and I, age fifty-nine, were spared. (The last time I was seasick was when I was thirteen. But that is no guarantee that I shan’t be seasick tomorrow.)

Dick wrote in his journal, “I stand the first midnight watch. It is glorious. The moon is bright, its luminous glow spreads over three-, four-foot sparkling waves, the wind behind us, a near-musical accompaniment to the undulating motion of boat and sea. It is truly a reverie.”

It was that, as the lights from Honolulu finally disappeared and we were charging our way now across the Pacific. Not going quite in the right direction-we’d have to jibe the spinnaker before too long, and harness our headsail so as to give us something better than thirty-five degrees off course. Tomorrow. Tonight a rig change would be cruel and unusual punishment for the sick and the weary. There was only the sound of the sea. We were making eight and a half knots. Eight people were asleep. Time edges its way out of the picture, time narcotized. Yesterday you thought in minutes, even half minutes, an hour at the most, and it was the year before yesterday, and the year before that—reaching back to the last time you crossed an ocean. Time loses its meaning. You just sail, and sail, and watch the moon descend ever so slowly, the stars in steady rotation, the waves rushing alongside, creating that comfortable, cozy companionship, you and the waves, traveling in the same direction. We were off.








Book One

AT SEA,


1981–1985
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PATITO

Sailing is a continuous experience as, I suppose, other avocational sports are—a skier more or less keeps on skiing, and though one episode (a week in Alta? a summer ski in Chile?) may stand out, you tend to think of it as in some way seamless. If the moment comes when you lose your eyesight, or suffer a stroke, then you stop sailing. I tend to think, perhaps naturally, in serial episodes bounded by books, of which this is the third, so that my mind turns, as a skier’s might in comparable circumstances, to experiences I have had since I crossed the Atlantic in 1980 on Sealestial, with my friends.

It was soon after doing so that I felt the unmistakable longing to acquire my own boat again. It had been sad, parting with my Cyrano after twelve years, but the financial strain of maintaining a sixty-foot wooden boat was great. I can’t think of any expedient I failed to explore in order to devise the means of keeping her. My brightest idea, I thought—I still do—was to locate a couple of grandparents, he/retired, she/hospitable, who live in the Midwest, summering there and wintering in Florida somewhere between, oh, Miami and Palm Beach. The two cities are connected by the southern leg of the Intracoastal Waterway and there has got to be, on both sides of that waterway, a concentration of affluent older folks surely unrivaled in number anywhere on earth over an equal stretch of land. Many live in condominiums, but thousands have houses, large and small, along the waterway, and a good many of these maintain powerboats they use serenely to parade up and down the waterway, occasionally venturing outside into the ocean to fish or to cruise.

Cyrano, with its silent engine, its air conditioning, its roomy interior saloon, its unexcelled sheltered cockpit-saloon, would have been perfect for cocktail cruises in the late afternoons, perfect for a modest sail in the ocean—say, Fort Lauderdale to Miami—then perhaps back inside the waterway, 125 sheltered but glamorous miles right down to Key West. Moreover, when the children—or grandchildren—visit, and want a real cruise, they could take the doughty Cyrano across the Florida Straits to the Bahamas, to Bimini, to Cat Cay, on over to Nassau and beyond, along the exotic, the gorgeous Exum as. Then (my imagination was in high gear) I would recapture the boat toward the end of April, about the time my Florida partners began to itch for their annual summer visit to their home in the Midwest. I would sail the boat from time to time during the summer, enjoying the two coastal passages, up to New England, and back to Fort Lauderdale, say in October … How appealing, the thought of cutting the bills in half and keeping the boat active for more than the three or four weeks, plus the commercial chartering, Cyrano was being used. Chartering out the boat hadn’t really worked out: to charter what the trade calls a “character" boat is always difficult. Cyrano’s profile is distinctive, even provocatively so, with its twelve-foot bowsprit; and I never did get more than a dozen charters per year. I needed a steady partner.

Here and there I advertised my plan, but got not a single nibble. I continue to be surprised by this. I calculate it would have cost the co-owners something on the order of thirty thousand dollars a year each (in 1975 dollars) to maintain the boat (that would include a captain and a mate). I have no doubt my idea will one day flower, but probably it will need to be sold to the brokerage fraternity, who broker not only boats but ideas to clients who vest confidence in them. Big boats are really too expensive to be hus-banded by a single owner. And the seasons—Florida, New England—accommodate the idea of co-ownership.
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My Cyrano, 1958–1976.



During the same period I had Cyrano I continued to own, and to charter, Suzy Wong, which I bought in 1962 from four young men who, upon being discharged from the Air Force in Tokyo, commissioned the Sparkman & Stephens yawl and sailed her from Hong Kong, traveling west to Miami, an eighteen-month journey. I raced her heavily for three years, and chartered her extensively during the summers with a succession of young captain-mates of which my neighbor Danny Merritt was the latest. But as his own responsibilities grew—away at college and, after his graduation, busily indentured to an insurance company—he had less and less time to look after the affairs of Caribbean Enterprises, Inc., the unit that chartered out both Cyrano and Suzy Wong.


A twenty-year-old wooden boat requires semi-constant maintenance, and if it happens that you are made happy spending your weekends sanding and varnishing and lubricating and doing minor carpentry, as distinguished from, oh, gardening, playing golf and tennis, doing crossword puzzles, or reading books, then a wooden boat is made for you. I have never developed an interest in boat maintenance. I have done it, but then I have done everything, including latrine cleaning in the army. To have done everything is not necessarily to cultivate a taste for doing everything, and by the time I was thirty or so I resolved I would contrive alternatives to varnishing my own boat.

The transaction I faced, then, having sold Cyrano, involved selling Suzy Wong after twenty years and buying a smaller boat, this one made of fiberglass, whose maintenance would therefore be reduced by, say, 75 percent.

An attractive and enthusiastic young couple bought Suzy Wong in 1982, and on the Fourth of July, 1984, I called Danny and told him quick to go out and buy that day’s New York Times (sigh, Danny and Gloria do not regularly subscribe) and look at the front page. Because there, sitting on top of a caption illustrating the languorous summer holiday season, was a picture of—Suzy Wong. It did not surprise me that the owner, and his wife, and a little boy whose profile was startlingly like Danny’s, were pictured industriously at work, varnishing dear old Suzy. That little boy’s grandchildren will be busy varnishing dear old Suzy. Meanwhile, I set to work looking for Patito.

At first I took an active interest in the boat I would next acquire, looking at this model and that, but I found myself attracted to the more expensive, intricate models, and this was not the idea at all. The idea was to economize, while getting a boat a single person could easily sail. I turned the commission over to Christopher and Danny, who have enjoyed joint ventures since first they became fast friends at age twelve, and one day I had a phone call. They had located the boat. Exactly what “you" have been looking for. Moreover, the boatyard was willing to sell it at a 10 percent discount if I came up with the cash, and I had to see it—36 feet long, a sloop of course (yawls are out of fashion), a nice little owner’s cabin, a quarter berth, and a wonderfully comfortable saloon which in a trice made up into two berths, the unhinged table serving as lee boards.

Before one buys a boat one has it “surveyed.” This brings into the picture an expert who goes over the boat from stem to stern, advising the prospective purchaser of the boat’s condition and what the surveyor thinks should be done in order to put it in first-class shape. We reckoned all the changes he recommended as costing not more than a few thousand dollars, and so the check—the mortal remains of my interest in Cyrano—went out.

Christopher wanted to name it after the protagonist of my spy novels, but I recoiled (as, a couple of years older, he’d have done); he then suggested calling it “Ducky,” that being, for reasons unknown, unknowable, and uninteresting, the cognomen both my wife and I go by when addressing each other, assuming the domestic temperature is not below zero. I thought the idea appealing but a little cute by far for someone of my august, conservative habits, and so I compromised, translating the term into Spanish, whence Patito, little duck.


Christo, mischief-making in his journal.
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I fell quickly in love with the little boat. She sails with a lightheartedness I hadn’t experienced since lake-sailing my 17-foot Sweet Isolation before the war. Yet Patito isn’t skittish, and water seldom comes in over the rail. One quickly gets over the missing forward section that comes in forty-foot boats, but presently I discovered this about my 36-foot Lancer, which was that four people aboard is perfect. Five people and you have the distinct impression there are three people too many aboard. Odd, but true. I have never known a situation in which the addition of one body has such adverse social and mechanical leverage on comfort aboard.



We prepared, in June 1982, for our first cruise aboard Patito, and I resolved to sail it to my paramount love, which is the St. John River in New Brunswick. I have elsewhere described this seventy miles of paradise, with the pastel pastures and the huge oak trees and the warm, clean water (notwithstanding that it is brownish in color, from the tannin from upstream pulp factories). It is the Land of Oz you are catapulted into after groping your way across the treacherous Reversing Falls that take you through the grimy manufacturing city of St. John. It is the perfect ending to a blue-water cruise: the protected, sunny, stretch from St. John to Fredericton with fields and woods and intimate riverbanks and a dozen river byways, large and small, in between.


Normally, we’d have asked Reggie to join us as the fourth man, but that year he was determined to race again to Bermuda, and so we asked Tom Wendel to come over from California. He found this less strenuous than my summons in the summer of 1980, that he hop over from San Jose, where he teaches colonial history at the university, to Horta in the Azores, to take the place of Van Galbraith, who jumped ship to keep a professional engagement in London. I learned after our six-day sail from the Azores to Spain
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Patito, en route to Treasure Island.



 that Tom would more likely master the hieroglyphics on the Rosetta stone than learn the difference between starboard and port. But never mind; Danny and Christo and I could always point to a ship’s line and say, “Tom, please pull that rope,” and he would willingly, not to say unthinkingly, oblige. Meanwhile he would keep us wonderful company, and during the evenings—and some times during the day—we would plug in my four-octave Casio and play together, on the cockpit table or in the saloon, an hour or more of Bach (he is truly expert, but indulges me, and so I play one hand, he the other).

The big navigational adventure ahead of us was the discovery of a Loran-C computer that—I cannot overemphasize the meaning of this for a navigator or a pilot—really worked. I had had Loran (Long Range Aids to Navigation) on board my boats off and on for several years, and I even remember one occasion, searching out the light on Isla Mujeres in Mexico en route to Cozumel, when Reggie actually got it to work. That was my single successful experience with a Loran, until now.



When I experienced that new Trimble Loran-C, my memory went back to a movie.

I don’t remember what it was called, and in any case it doesn’t matter.

Quiet!

… You see, seven thieves are engaged in robbing the house where the big jewels are kept. They manage, with great acrobatic skill, to get through the attic window and to descend, ever so silently, into the room adjacent to the inner sanctum where, they know, the jewels are housed. Not a word is spoken (mustn’t alarm the neighbors!). The problem now is to penetrate the wall to the room where the jewels are.

But Leopardo, the leader, has thought of everything. He has brought along a portable wall-breaking machine! The idea is simple: You set up what amounts to a wooden beam stretching from the sturdy wall opposite to the target wall. You manage this by end-to-ending lengths of wood sufficient to create a continuous composite beam of the right length. The robbers prop up its constituent segments with anything convenient they can find—books, umbrellas, chairs, boxes. Finally they insert into the little space left between the end of the beam and the target wall the operative link—a jack! A regular automobile jack, used to lift the car when time comes to change a tire.

The completed beam now stretches twenty feet, from the firm wall to the target wall, the idea being to cause the target wall to collapse under pressure, permitting entry into the treasure room. So … Leopardo grabs the jack handle, looks about smugly at his associates, and begins to … shhh!—not a word, not even a whisper—t-u-r-n the jackhandle.

The pressure mounts. The makeshift beam begins … slowly … inexorably … to compress.

But—whew! It’s insufferably hot. A Roman evening in mid-July. Leopardo is sweating heavily as he adds one tum after another on the squeaking jack, in that tense, expectant silence. Any moment now the weaker wall will collapse, and Leopardo and his gang can rush through the gaping hole into the treasure room—and live happily ever after on the spoils.
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But Leopardo can’t, finally, stand the heat. So he signals to little Squatto. “Get me a glass of water,” he whispers. Squatto disappears in search of water. Leopardo goes back to the jack, the room ever-so-silent, his colleagues sweating. He gives the handle one more—the terminal!—turn.

Crunch!

That does it! The wall to the jewel room shatters like broken glass. And there, on the other side, is Squatto, filling a glass of water from a tap.

The movie audience is hysterical with laughter. All of Leopardo’s architectural ingenuity—all those beams and tripods and jacks—was utterly unnecessary. The whole time, you see, there was a side door into the jewel room. Unlocked. Squatto, in search of a glass of water, opened it, and walked blithely in.



That is how I felt when I discovered my Trimble Loran-C.

It had been thirty years since I presented myself, along with Reggie, at a nearby house in Stamford to learn celestial navigation from an accomplished amateur. We went there once every week for a month. And then, bored by the slow pace of instruction, I studied some books and procured my first sextant. In due course, I was practicing at sea and corresponding with the fraternity on the subject. I have never fancied myself expert, but I was satisfied to make do with operational mastery of a technique that would permit me, when at sea, to know where I was, always supposing there was a sun or a moon or a planet or a star to look at, that weather conditions made it possible to spot them, that my watch was accurate, and the horizon visible.

And then came Trimble Loran-C.

It was as if you had spent an entire lifetime learning languages so that you might communicate with other people and then suddenly, in an expansive mood, the Holy Spirit had acted again, and this time, instead of granting the gift of tongues only to a chosen few disciples, He had vouchsafed it to absolutely everyone: so that, using glossolalia, we had awakened with powers of instant intercommunication. All those laborious hours spent learning Aramaic and Greek and Latin and Hebrew were, quite simply, redundant.

That is how I felt. If I wanted to get into the treasure room all I needed to do was to consult my Trimble Loran-C. Forget all that other, cumbersome stuff.



I must now behave responsibly and go through the ritual, cautionary motions. This is the point where the medicine bottle says, “If side effects occur, consult your doctor.” Okay:

If your Loran-C doesn’t work, make sure you know how to find out where you are by other means. Bring out your sextant, if the sun is shining. Bring out your rusty direction finder, if you are in range of a beacon. Turn on your radar, if you have one and land is in range. Call the Coast Guard an_d ask them to give you a bearing, if pone of the above. Throw out a sea anchor, or heave to, and wait for a passing boat and ask where you are, if a passing boat comes by before you run out of K rations.

By all means be prepared to do any of these. But meanwhile, permit me to notify those who do not know it, and care, that as far as I have been able to discover, the problems of coastal navigation are over—kaput, like smallpox. And Loran-Chas done it. Not only done it, but done it with perquisites absolutely undreamed of by anyone who learned navigation during this century and went to sea not knowing that, just over the rainbow, a miracle was waiting to happen. But realize this immediately, that Loran-C is not a worldwide system. For instance, it will not, as I’d soon discover, take you across the Pacific … And I would learn about something coming soon, more miraculous even than Loran-C. But I write now of the epiphany of 1982.



It was about then that Loran-C, whose range is longer than the Loran-A’s it superseded, came in with a bang. The tale quickly got around that Loran-C was remarkable. Its disadvantages were that it used a distinctive set of intermediates (lines running through the charts) to define position, rather than the familiar latitude and longitude. That and the irksome chart problem. Most of the charts we carried made no provision for Loran-C. The Loran lines were depicted only in the very small-scale models, and with those it is difficult to fine-tune your navigation. To locate, using one of the old 1200 series charts, the entrance to Burnt Coat Harbor in Maine using Loran-C was simply impractical. What a lot of us did was attempt to trace in the lines on our larger, detailed charts, taking geographic positions from the larger chart and plotting them in. This, however, was misleading because Loran lines are not straight; but it was better than nothing, as we sat around waiting for progress. What kind of progress?

I am on record, during the Great Hiatus, as having remarked to several technologically sophisticated friends that the time had clearly come to devise a computer program that would convert a Loran fix into a latitude/longitude fix. “Look,” I said to Reggie, who is a scientific genius and went to M.I.T., “surely it’s got to be simple? Why couldn’t I say to the computer, ’We are on a point somewhere southeast of Nantucket, with Loran TD [Time Distance] readings of 44444, 55555, and 66666.’ There, insert those figures in one of your calibrated chips, and give me a fix expressed in longitude and latitude.” Reggie said it would be too complicated.

Too complicated!

Well, there arrived a period, 1981–82, when you could buy new Lorans that did indeed convert TD readings into Lat-Long (geographical) readings, permitting the use of conventional charts. But the manufacturers made heavy weather over that perquisite, charging you one thousand dollars or even fifteen hundred dollars extra for the facility. Some people went the distance, but most of us held back.

Meanwhile an idea was brewing, and Charles Trimble (and I suppose others simultaneously—we are always being told that someone other than Columbus really discovered America, or almost did, or already had done) came out with it.

What was waiting to be done was the wedding of the Loran and the computer, which were born for each other and were living together in a few experimental models. The Loran knew where you were. This it knew by measuring, in millionths of a second, the time between the dispatch of a signal and its receipt by a vessel at sea. That intelligence, coming in from more than one transmitter, provided you with a fix.

So the computer was given the relatively modest commission of taking Loran-C information and finding the corresponding language in the vocabulary of latitude and longitude. Now that was a fine achievement, but what was then done by Trimble stirs the imagination. Granted that the first question at sea is the most important (where am I?). But having got the answer to that question, you will want more. And the infinite exploitability of the union between Loran-C and the computer has made it possible to ask more.

When Christo, Danny, Tom, and I set out, we projected a course. Stamford, Connecticut (leaving at 6 P.M.), to Port Jefferson (on the North Shore of Long Island); to Block Island (second night); to Nantucket (third night); to Monhegan Island (night five, allowing for a day’s layover at Nantucket); to St. John (night six).

Accordingly, a week before setting out, Danny and I spent about an hour on the living-room floor with charts, dividers and parallel rules, and a clipboard and a notebook into which, one after another, we wrote down the latitude and longitude of convenient waypoints.

You ask, what is a “waypoint”?

So did I wonder what it was, on getting Trimble’s Operating Manual.

I pause to note that I have railed for years about instruction manuals that succeed only in mystifying. I doff my hat to the Trimble people. Their Operating Manual for Model 200 is a triumph of lucidity. It is a pleasure simply to read it, engaging as it does in John-hit-the-baseball prose—direct, active: just the sort of thing one needs when explicating scientific mysteries to technically untrained people.

“Waypoints [the manual tells us] are locations (latitude/longitude coordinates) on the surface of the earth, and may represent destinations such as harbor entrance buoys, a string of lobster pots, turning points on a cruise, etc.” It isn’t easy to devise a more straightforward way of defining a waypoint. But of what use are they?

Trimble’s machine has a memory of ninety-nine waypoints. Suppose that you were to assign one waypoint each to the principal comers of the continents of the globe. You’d have about seventy-five left after you completed a circumnavigation.

On the other hand, suppose that you planned such a trip as we undertook, through New England waters from Stamford, Connecticut, to St. John, New Brunswick. The distance, depending on which passages you select, is on the order of six hundred miles. So that, without repeating a waypoint, you could have a fresh one every five miles.

But suppose that you were an agoraphobic who couldn’t stand the thought that your next destination was an infinite five miles away. Why, you could give yourself waypoints one mile away, and when you had consumed the first one hundred, you would simply reassign them to ensuing latitudes and longitudes. I mean to make clear that one hundred waypoints is as many as you could conceivably use for any purpose whatsoever, going from anywhere to anywhere else, along a course as straight, as or crooked, as you chose.

And, of course, when voyaging between one point and another at sea, most of the time there are no buoys, which is why the way-points are programmable as positions-geographical abstractions. What would be the point, you ask, in having waypoints between Pollock Rip, where land ends, and St. Peters Cut, where you first see Prince Edward Island? The answer is that two purposes are served. The first is that successive waypoints, using the Trimble program, signal the Great Circle course, so heading for a waypoint means that you are guiding your vessel along the Great Circle navigational route, which is the shortest route.

From which you have stayed?

Yes.

By how much?


Ask Trimble. You merely depress one of his buttons and it tells you. Graphically, and in letters: You are, at this moment, 800 feet to the right of where you would be if you had stuck to the Great Circle route.

And you are just beginning to exploit Trimble.

The first day of our cruise was encumbered by bad weather and other problems. So, taking stock at Branford Harbor, an unscheduled stop, we revised our itinerary. In fifteen minutes our waypoints were adjusted. We pulled out of Branford at 6: 30 A.M. in a deep fog that was still with us fifteen hours later when we arrived at Menemsha’s narrow little cut at Martha’s Vineyard. At what time did we arrive at Menemsha?

I’ve already said that we took fifteen hours which, added to 0630, gets us there at 2130; but when did we know that was the likely hour of arrival?

Early in the afternoon. It happened that the weather conditions did not change. The wind was steady from the east at about 10 knots, so that we were always under power. After passing Race Rock, whose gong we could hear but not see, so dense was that fog, we depressed another of those little Trimble keys. The TIME key. You ask it for an Estimated Time of Arrival. It tells you, in about two seconds, “ETA 2142.” What it has done is taken the speed you have made good over the preceding five minutes in the direction of your waypoint. It has then divided this speed into the distance between where you are now and where the waypoint is toward which you are headed, and added this to the time of day. The answer is 9:42 P.M. I confess that the first time I had this experience I simply sat and stared at the computer, in dumb admiration.

How does it know the time? I mean, does it have an internal. clock? Yes.

Alarms? There is no end of them. You can, if you wish, set the alarm to advise you when you are one-tenth of a mile from the next waypoint. (Minor complaint: The alarm should have a volume control. You would not hear mine over, say, a music cassette.) Or you can set it to go off one-half mile before; or never.

Can the alarm alert you to other situations? Short of impending seductions, the answer is: Yes, practically anything.


You are at a harbor and throw out the anchor, letting out 100 feet of line. You set the alarm, instructing it to go off if your vessel drifts more than 125 feet away from where you dropped the anchor. If something wakes you at midnight, it won’t be the sound of your vessel hitting rocks. It is the alarm, advising you that vessel-on-rocks will be the next sound you hear unless you do something about your dragging anchor.

The Trimble of course tells you in what direction to head for your next waypoint, and how far away it is. Does it track that distance continuously? Yes. Every six seconds your position is updated.

Well, that way, I could figure out exactly how fast I am going, couldn’t I?

Yes, you could, but Trimble will do it for you. Just push one of the other keys.

I must be careful—must I not?—to make allowance for magnetic variation, as I slide from one magnetic zone to another?

Yes, you must—unless you decide to let the Trimble do it for you. In which event you reprogram the computer, a maneuver that takes about six seconds. It will then automatically give you the proper magnetic heading for your destination. Its memory, you see, tells the computer where you are. And depending on where you are, the computer knows what is the appropriate magnetic variation. So it simply changes the course heading by the relevant sum. Needless to say, it advises you that, as of that point, you are now getting Magnetic, rather than True, courses.

And so it goes. The Trimble Loran-C, I should have mentioned earlier, is designed for maximum accuracy and range (it suggests modestly it will take you to within 300 feet of your buoy, but my experience is that, most of the time, it is more like 50 feet), and has other features.

Dropped your wife’s wedding ring into the water? Dropped your wife into the water? Quickly push the button that has HOLD written on it, and it will freeze the exact location of where it all happened, so that you can mosey the boat back to go to exactly where you were, in order to undo the damage. And on and on.

What we had, when we set out for St. John that day in June, thanks to the wedding of Loran-C and computer technology, was a simple, relatively inexpensive instrument that, in a word, did away with common navigational problems. Yes, there are moments (and the Loran clearly tells you when these moments come) when there is something going on in the skies that gets in the way of clear readings. Yes, the Trimble, like every other machine, may blow a transistor, if transistors blow. Your batteries may short and suddenly you have no juice (the draw, on 12 volts, is a mere.4 amps, about as much as a small bulb). A stroke of lightning may do away with your antenna, or, for that matter, you.

I do not suggest that any or all of these things cannot happen. It is unhappily true that there is much less than worldwide coverage by Loran-C, though I’d guess that if you added up the areas Loran-C now does cover, you’d end up with coverage for those areas of the world where 75 percent of yachting goes on. (The one conspicuous void is the Caribbean. There they are waiting for the Global Positioning System, about which an explanation down the line.)

My sermon is less than a recommendation that sailors rely exclusively on their Trimble Loran-C; it is only that in the history of modern navigational progress nothing could compare with it—up to that time. Loran-C was the anchor achievement. But the combining of it with the computer quite simply takes the work out of navigation.


Trimble’s Loran 200.
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We knew, setting out from Stamford, where we were, where and at what speed we were headed, what if any was our drift, when we were likely to arrive at Port Jefferson, how far we had left to go.

Sure, I would continue to bring along all the other paraphernalia. But better resolve, I thought that night, when after traveling for fifteen hours without sight of any land, any buoys, any other boat, sometimes straining to see our own bow, we came at dead of night upon the little cut leading into Menemsha—not easy to spot even at high noon-resolve to give yourself refresher courses every year or so in the other stuff, because you will have got used to relying on this system. It was the hottest navigational aid since the sun sight, and, unlike the sun, it does not sleep half the time, just when you need it most, or tease you, at other times, behind cloud banks. Loran-C, like the Constitution, or IRS, is full-time.



We rejoiced over our liberation from the conventional rigors of navigating and piloting, and rejoiced in a great deal else. Just north of the tip of Cape Cod, we ran into the most prolific school of whales I have seen anywhere in the world. They were disporting about a mile to starboard, the sun, setting opposite, playing on their frolics. Christopher and Tom took pictures, and we sat down happily to our steak dinner. The wind had picked up nicely and we were on autopilot, the southeasterly wind blowing the seakindly boat on its comfortable course toward Monhegan, which we thought to hit at about noon the following day. The boys (as I am likely to continue to call them, inasmuch as the same clock that graduates them into middle age graduates me toward senescence) knocked off at ten. Torn and I listened to music and to the wind until two in the morning. To spare the batteries, we took the wheel, which is my diplomatic way of saying that I took the wheel, since Tom has a problem distinguishing between a course of 330 degrees and a course of 033 degrees—what one might call (see below) a Clurman-problem. The following day we bathed and explored in Monhegan and dined wonderfully on fresh lobster, setting out after dinner for St. John, and running into sheer hell the next day.



It was midmorning. We were in total fog, somewhere between Grand Manan Island and the easternmost stretch of American soil, fifty miles or so from the bend into St. John. Danny, checking out the Loran, called out to me from below that a current was clearly taking us swiftly to the north, as the bearing on our next waypoint now read not 0100, but 0300: we were slipping. I made the necessary adjustment in my course and a few minutes later Danny reported that we were dangerously close to land, so I turned sharply to starboard, gave the wheel to Christopher, and went below. I checked several waypoints on my beloved Trimble. I found: chaos. No two bearings were consistent. Either the whole unit had gone berserk, or else—we were out of range.

We had with us only the first draft of the Trimble Manual, in mimeograph form. The succeeding draft would have solved our problem: It would have given the code numbers to turn to in order to receive Loran-C from Canadian stations. I didn’t know these even existed, having assumed that U.S. Loran would easily carry us as far as St. John. We were reduced to what seemed the antiquarian resources of a sailboat caught in a fog, not knowing, given the confusion of the apparatus on which we had relied, within ten miles where we actually were.

I charted a course parallel to the northeasterly direction of the mainland and proceeded watchfully, hoping the fog would lift.

It did so for about an hour in the late afternoon, and it was after that that our situation got worse.

Two hours later we spotted a buoy and one of the boys, with binoculars, sang out its identifying number. It was by now dark and cold, and the fog was back with us. I calculated, based on the buoy, that we were seven miles from Point Lepreau, a promontory on the lee side of which we could throw out the anchor and get some relief from the northeasterly that was now roaring at about 20 knots.


As often as not, any singular stretch of time at sea teaches lessons one would think, in retrospect, were rudimentary. In this case, the first thing I should have done was tum the wheel over to Christopher or Danny, go below, and come up dressed for arctic circumstances. Instead I put on, offhandedly, an extra sweater, and calculated that a mere hour’s exposure, never mind the dropping temperature, would hardly hurt. Two hours later, on the stipulated course, having traveled not seven but eleven miles, we still didn’t see the flashing 5-second, 16-mile beacon on which we depended, even though the fog had lessened sufficiently to make us confident that we would be able to descry it. I was now almost paralyzed by the cold and rain, as were my mates, and infinitely depressed by the incomprehensible failure of the vessel to traverse the seven mythical miles. When finally we spotted the beacon we all but collapsed with relief—I had considered heading out to sea and heaving to, which is to say making a sailboat as immobile as a sailboat can be, accomplished by running a small jib aback to the windward side, reefing the mainsail, and adjusting the tiller until minimum sway is effected. We found conditions at the proposed anchorage far less auspicious than anticipated, but I ordered the anchor thrown out—it is a heavy Danforth with twenty feet of chain, followed by two hundred feet of one-inch nylon. It held; but the boat rocked, and sleep was fitful. The buoy had been misidentified, and we were four miles further away than we had thought.
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