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Preface

Maybe you’re an aspiring adventurer who dreams of exploring the great oceans, or of sailing from island to island or of discovering distant lands and peoples, but never did so because you couldn’t make the giant commitment of buying a sailboat. Maybe you’re an experienced sailor, puzzled by the title of this book and want to find out how a person can acquire any meaningful sailing experience without owning a boat. Sailor Without a Boat tells the story of my dream to sail around the world and how I sailed for the last thirteen years on other people’s yachts without the burdens of boat ownership.

And as you might have deduced from the subtitle, during my short history of sailing I sometimes met with more excitement than anticipated. Much of the drama you will find in these pages came from the vicissitudes of the wind and seas, the intricacies of navigation, the idiosyncrasies of my shipmates and the continual scourge of things that break on a boat. The following chapters also tell the story of how at an advanced age I took up a sport that is usually learned in youth, but then earnestly tried to make up for lost time. They disclose how the world of sailing has allowed me to learn the technical skills needed to navigate in relative safety, to establish many new friendships, to enjoy the wonders of being at sea and to discover fascinating corners of the world. 

The storyteller in me wanted this to be primarily a collection of entertaining anecdotes and stories about my sailing adventures and the people who befriended me, accompanied me, mentored me, amused me, supported me, frustrated me and enchanted me. The stories recounted in this book are all based on real-life experiences of mine and are true even if some of them might seem hard to believe. In many cases I found myself with the obligation to change names to protect the innocent or the guilty, or to prevent hurting someone’s feelings. In a few instances I was compelled to omit interesting facts that might have reflected unfavourably on certain characters in my story, including myself.

Since sailing is so complex and its vocabulary so rich, the opportunist and the teacher in me couldn’t let a perfect occasion slip by without sneaking in some pedagogy. You will see that most of the time when the story leads to a technical aspect of sailing, I assume that you’re new to the activity and explain the concept in plain language, all the while respecting the nautical terminology. For the same reason, I’ve included a glossary of sailing terms at the back of the book, which covers all the terms you will find as the story develops. 

This isn’t meant to be a “How To” book, but I think that reading Annex 1, Advice for Finding an OPY (Other People’s Yachts), Annex 2, Checklist for Sailing on an OPY and Annex 3, OPY Search Web sites would be a good start if you ever entertain the notion of emulating me in sailing on other people’s yachts. Should you decide that you want to learn to sail or to improve your sailing knowledge, you might check out Annex 4, which describes the courses offered by the Canadian and American sailing associations. And if you reach the stage where you are ready to rent a boat, bareboating in nautical parlance, you might find it useful to consult Annex 5, Checklists for Successful Bareboating.

You will find that I have expressed time of day in terms of the 24-hour clock, known as military time, as it is the appropriate thing to do in the nautical world. In this way, for example, nine thirty five at night will read 2135 and is expressed as twenty-one thirty-five hours. The unit of distance used in the nautical domain, as in the world of aeronautics, is the nautical mile, which is equal to 1.85 kilometres or 1.15 statute or road miles. So from now on, when you see “miles”, you’ll know what I’m talking about. Likewise, the unit of speed used in this book will be the knot, which is one nautical mile per hour. We must never say, “The boat is doing 10 knots per hour”, as the word knot implies “per hour”. For a ballpark estimate in kilometres or kilometres per hour, just multiply miles or knots by 2. If you wish to find out where this bizarre unit comes from, you might want to read my attempt at an explanation in Annex 6.

What I hope to accomplish by publishing this book is to amuse and entertain, but more importantly, to communicate my love of the sea and if you have never sailed before, to convince you to give it a try. Whether you are a seasoned sailor, a novice sailor, a future sailor or a confirmed landlubber, I hope there will be something for you in this book and that you will enjoy the read.
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Chapter 1
Pirates of Margarita

Tuesday, July 27, 2004.
Anthony had sailed the Caribbean for thirty years and had never closed the companionway hatch for the night. Nevertheless, once he did close the entrance to the cabin, we felt secure and it never dawned upon us to discuss what we’d do if our sailboat were to be boarded by pirates.

My friend Anthony, a very fit, 64-year-old Trinidadian sailor, had invited me on this sailing trip aboard Ventus. He was of medium build and sported a salt and pepper chin curtain style of beard with an extra tuft under the lower lip. Although his curly, greying hair assumed a distant African origin, his rather pale complexion made him look Caucasian. Jacqui, who was also from Trinidad, had sailed with Anthony on many occasions. She was a petite, energetic, 70-year-old grandmother with brown complexion, Asian traits and curly, black hair. She had a passion for sailing and was an accomplished cook. 

The three of us had spent the previous night at anchor in the bay outside the Chacachacare boat yard and had slept wretchedly. Near the entrance to the wide Boca del Rio bay, we had been exposed to a considerable swell that made Ventus pitch and roll incessantly. To prevent a repeat of that uncomfortable night we left the exposed anchorage and re-

anchored in more sheltered waters, further into the bay. We were then out of sight of the Boca del Rio village, surrounded by mangrove. The boatyard owner had suggested that we might want to join an ecotour of the mangroves. He told us not to leave the boat unattended, as Venezuela was experiencing increasing problems with theft. However, he assured us that there had been no history of aggression on Margarita, this island province of the economically devastated country.

Having waited till after the siesta for the stores to reopen, Anthony and I motored the dinghy into the Boca del Rio village to pick up some eggs, bread and ice, leaving Jacqui to guard the ship.

We locked the dinghy to the main dock under the scrutiny of a dozen curious children. The dock was attached to a beach that was hardly twenty feet wide, littered with fragments of wood, old tires, scrap metal and broken concrete. A solid wall of decrepit row houses made of cement blocks obstructed our access to the street. We walked along the beach to the right, looking for a passageway to the street. To no avail. We turned around and walked the other way for the same purpose, only to come to another dead end. 

A thin, barefoot girl of no more than nine had spotted us and asked us where we wanted to go. We wanted to find the supermarket recommended in the Boating Guide, “El supermercado” we told her in our best Spanish. She led us to the open door of one of the homes, said something in Spanish to a woman, and to our surprise she led us through the house to the street. Walking ahead of us, the little girl guided us along the broken sidewalks, past the disintegrating church and bank. She walked with assurance, as if she owned the place and as if guiding strange men were a daily occurrence. The dusty, dimly lit supermarket had eggs and mostly bare shelves. We bought a tray of eggs, but there was no bread nor ice. "Una paneteria", we told our diminutive guide and she led us silently through a maze of streets lined with deteriorating concrete block houses abutting the sidewalk. The bakery offered two kinds of bread and we bought a few of each. We still hadn’t found our ice. “¿Adonde podemos comprar hielo?” we asked the little girl. And she confidently led us through grubby streets to a corner store that featured meat, frozen products and a row of pinball machines. Anthony bought her an ice cream bar, which she consumed with the panache of a connoisseur. Once we had bought the ice our little escort led us back to the house that provided our link with the beach and we then broke company.

While we were away, Jacqui was resting in the aft cabin. She heard a motorboat approaching. Through the portlights she saw two young men in a motorized gondola typical of the area’s tourist boats. They did a complete circle around our yacht, apparently without noticing Jacqui, then motored towards the mangrove and vanished.

When Anthony and I returned to Ventus with our purchases we found Jacqui in the cockpit in the company of a young Venezuelan man of perhaps 18 or 19. We joked that we can’t leave Jacqui for an hour without her seducing some handsome man, humour that struck a sour note.

While she had been resting in the quarter cabin Jacqui heard footsteps on the deck. She bolted for the companionway and saw a young man in a bathing suit coming down, soaking wet. She stood on the bottom step to block his way. He appeared surprised to discover someone on board. When she demanded to know what he was doing there, he signalled he was thirsty and said “Agua, agua!” Without abandoning her vantage point in front of the intruder she reached for the galley faucet just next to her and poured the unwanted visitor a glass of water and motioned him back into the cockpit. In a colloquial and incomprehensible Spanish he told us his name was Che and from his gesturing we gathered that he came from the fishing boat we could see anchored further in the bay. He was of average height, Hispanic in appearance, and had his right leg fully tattooed. He asked many questions about our origin and destination but offered no explanation for what the heck he was doing on our boat. After a while he dove into the water and swam, not towards the fishing boat, but towards the distant mangrove, into which he disappeared.

These events left us with a feeling of unease. If it hadn't been so late in the afternoon, we would have weighed anchor and sailed to Robledal, the closest anchorage, 14 miles away around the west tip of the island. These disturbing events prompted us to close the companionway hatch before preparing for bed. We couldn't lock it as it was only equipped to be locked from the outside, but having it closed made us feel safer. As usual for the Caribbean, we had hoisted the dinghy up to deck level and locked it to the mast with a wire cable.

The peaceful atmosphere of the Hallberg Rassy 39, with its beautiful, rich teak woodwork and its warm, indirect lighting imparted a sense of calm. Jacqui was in bed in the aft cabin, Anthony was at the chart table writing on his laptop and I was reading in bed, in the fore cabin, oblivious of the chaos that was about to take place. 

Suddenly we heard booming footsteps on the deck, accompanied by loud shouts ordering us to open the door! I bolted to the salon. Three brown faces peered through the salon portlights and a pair of feet appeared through the main hatch, hanging down above the salon table. Anthony yelled at the top of his lungs, “GO AWAY, LEAVE US ALONE!”

The man in the hatch leaned over and grabbed onto Anthony’s T-shirt. A hand brandishing a big pistol jutted through a portlight ahead of the chart table. I saw the brown face of the gunman who was aiming at Anthony. Jacqui screamed:

"They're going to kill us all. Oh my God!"

Chapter 2

Beginnings
Summer, 1955
"The sail's dragging in the water, mate! Secure the starboard mast!" came the command from Michel as he was wrestling with the makeshift helm.

The rowboat was ploughing through the waves under the thrust of our improvised sail, a groundsheet suspended between two oars (two makeshift “masts”) jammed into the gunwales. We had left the cottage at Jessups Falls, Ontario, and rowed down the South Nation River towards Baie Noire, our favourite fishing hole on the opposite side of the Ottawa River on the Québec side. Upon reaching the middle of the giant river, we realized that a powerful east wind was blowing upstream towards our left. Like many opportunistic canoeists, rafters and kayakers had done in the past, Michel and I pooled the ingenuity of our 15-year-old minds and figured a way of harnessing the energy of the wind to spare our muscle energy. It was simply a matter of assembling the basic elements at hand: Nature's wind, my mother's brand new plywood rowboat, an old tarp, two oars to support the tarp and a long piece of driftwood for a tiller and rudder.

Having abandoned the plan of going fishing, we decided to enjoy the ride wherever the wind would take us. The motion, the sound of the 

wind, the waves coming within centimetres of the freeboard, all contributed to the fun. This was at least three times faster than rowing! Before we knew it, we'd passed the Wendover Church, at the top of the hill to our port.

Michel had told me the story of the old captain who was observed by his crew, through the window of his cabin, carrying out a nightly ritual. He would take out a small piece of paper from his chart table, unfold it carefully, and read its contents diligently, nod his head, then fold it and put it away. The men were intrigued as to what might have been the content of the mysterious little note. One day, when the captain was safely out of his quarters, his first mate retrieved the small piece of paper from its hiding place, unfolded it and finally the secret 

Summer, 1970
“It would be best if you would come back by three since John and Pary arrive for dinner at four".

"Don't worry", I assured my better half, Micheline, as I stepped off the dock into my Grumman aluminum canoe, "There's lots of time".

I had bought this silvery, 17-foot marvel of craftmanship a few years previously and it had provided me with many exciting white water excursions as well as countless peaceful rides at my Father's cottage on Lac St-Pierre de Wakefield. One of the features of this American-made canoe, aside from its remarkable strength, was the availability of an accessory that resonated with my environmental propensity, a full sailing rig that consisted of a mast, lateen mainsail, a set of two side daggerboards and a rudder with tiller. Since it seemed like such a brilliant idea, I sank almost as much money in buying this paraphernalia as the boat itself had cost me. I assembled the rig at the cottage the previous weekend but wasn’t able to try it out for the usual reason why sailors stay ashore – there was no wind. This weekend, my parents were away and we had the run of the place to ourselves. There was a good wind and I was testing my new sailing rig for the first time.
The cottage was near the south end of the main bay, which ran north south and was about half a mile wide and five long. I was granted a strong south wind, just about the maximum that I'd want to experience in an open canoe. I hoisted the sail, let it out to fill it with wind and immediately the canoe sprung to life. Contrary to my intuition, the canoe became very stable once the sail was up. The north end of the lake was out of view in the distance. The going was good, so I just kept on sailing downwind.

I knew that sailboats couldn’t forge their way directly into the wind, but that they could work their way upwind by zigzagging at 45-degree angles to the path of the wind. All you have to do to reach an upwind destination is to tack from one side to the other until you get there. But what I hadn’t been told was that a canoe is not a sailboat, no matter how you dress it up.

I heedlessly kept going with the wind in my back, basking in the exhilaration of being effortlessly carried away. It was thrilling to be skimming along on the water without the noise and smell of an outboard engine. I revelled in the satisfaction that I wasn't contributing to polluting the lake like the 500 local motorboats that plied its waters.

In what seemed like too little time, I came to the north end of the lake and I turned the boat around; now I was positioning myself to head upwind towards the cottage. 

Let me explain the tacking procedure with a concrete example. And here I will use the words left and right instead of risking confusing you with the terms even the old captain had trouble with. We start by sailing as close to the wind as possible, what sailors call close-hauled. Let's suppose the wind is coming from the front right, so you feel it on your right cheek. Then the boat will be heeling to the left side, with the mainsail filled with air, and the boom will be a little left of the centreline. You're approaching shallower water on the left bank, so before you run aground, you come about, or tack. Therefore you'll do a 90-degree turn to the right, across the path of the wind. This will put you at 45 degrees to the wind on the other side of the path of the wind and now you will have the wind on your left cheek. I hope this makes sense to you. As the boat carries through its 90-degree turn, the sail flips over to the right of the centreline. If you've followed this so far, you’ve figured that the wind is now coming from the front left and the boat is heeling towards the right. 

"It took me just over half an hour to get here and I have an hour and a half to return to the cottage, so there’s no problem”, I thought.

But something was wrong. I couldn't quite manage that 45-degree heading to the wind. I reached the left shore of the bay, then tacked across the wind, directing the boat towards the opposite shore, but with very little upwind angle. Before I knew it I had almost reached the right shore and checking my position, realized that I had made no windward progress. Tacked again. This time I tried steering tighter into the wind, but all that happened was that the boat would slow down, then come to a stop. This is known in the sailing world as being “in irons”. Bearing away, the boat would pick up speed, but then I would only be heading for the shore, not the required south end of the bay.
"I know what the problem is 
November 1975
White sails appeared in my peripheral vision as we were driving down the road along Biscayne Bay, Florida, causing my head to swivel briskly towards shore. "Hey, Roger, look at those Catamarans!"

"Lets go see." responded Roger.

So I hung a left at the first exit and brought the car to a stop just short of a dozen Hobie Cats pulled up on the beach. 

"Wowie! They're for rent, guys!" exclaimed Marielle.

"Looks like fun, but I've never sailed in my life." interjected Roger.

"But I've sailed." I added, without telling a lie. "There's really nothing mysterious about it. You'll love it Roger; the Hobie Cat is the fastest boat on the water."

Micheline and I were breaking loose from looking after the house and kids for a week. We had joined up with Micheline’s sister Marielle and her husband Roger for our first visit to the Sunshine State, the point of convergence for hundreds of thousands of Canadians who seek to escape the hardships of their northern winter.

We heard whishing and swishing sounds, which drew our gaze towards the little harbour, a circular basin, less than the size of a football field, protected from the open water by a stone jetty about fifteen feet high, leading to a narrow opening to the sea. One of the Hobie Cats was sailing around the perimeter of the basin, very fast, a few feet from the edge. At the helm was a young man, actually a boy of perhaps fifteen or sixteen, slim and muscular, sporting a Florida tan and a mane of blond hair flying in the wind. He handled the tiller and the sheet with expertise and precision, sailing the boat with the same ease and accuracy as if it had been a motorboat. When he saw us approach, he brought the boat to a stop by beaching it and introduced himself as Harry.

Our prodigious sailor confirmed that the boats were available for rent by the hour. From the answers that he provided to my questions I gathered that the main qualification for renting one was the ability to pay the hourly fee and the $2000 refundable deposit by credit card. He advised me to read the disclaimer, which stipulated that in case of accident I was responsible for any injury to the boat should I smash it on a rock, any damage I might cause to other property and any personal harm should I maim or kill somebody. 

Roger and I decided to go for it and agreed to rent one for two hours. So without hesitation I signed on the dotted line and proffered my credit card. 

We donned our bathing suits and regulation life jackets then Harry gave us a short briefing on where to go and not to go and reminded me that I was responsible for any damages. Actually, his reminder resonated as a warning or a threat! 

As I mentioned, the Hobie Cat is a catamaran – a sport boat made for people who don't mind getting wet. It is one of those fast boats you've seen skimming across the water with one of the pontoons in the air. It is basically a rectangular trampoline attached to two narrow pontoons, called amas. At the aft end of each ama is a retractable rudder, both of which are linked to a tiller. There is one tall mast to which is attached a horizontal boom. The mainsail is attached to the mast and the boom and its angle to the wind can be controlled with the aid of a rope called a sheet. On some models there is a second sail at the front. 

Since I was de facto captain I had Roger climb onto the trampoline, gave the boat a light shove to bring her into water deep enough to lower the rudders and climbed aboard. I ordered Roger to hold onto the sheet while I manned the helm.

"Pull the sheet in, Roger!" I ordered.

Nothing.

"OK, Roger, the sail is in too close to the midline. Let it out a bit."

Nothing.

"Hold it like that, and I'll turn the tiller the other way."

Still nothing.

"The wind seems to be coming from that direction." Roger said, pointing ahead of us.

"Right. I'll just turn the tiller this way to fill the sail ... Oh, wow! ... Hey, we're off! ... Oh, shit! Gaaaaawd! WE'RE HEADED FOR THE JETTY!”

Chapter 3
Learning the Ropes
Back in the olden days of 1998 when you were searching for a phone number you consulted the yellow pages, as the Internet had not quite reached the point of being the resource of first choice. I was looking for a sailing school.

All my life, I had dreamt of sailing around the world. The discovery of distant places and the mysteries they reveal, the encounters with different cultures, the recounting of the stories of civilizations past through their monuments, hiking in spectacular scenery in many corners of the globe, the excitement of discovery and the adventure of crossing oceans held a powerful spell over me. 

Now I was retired and could no longer conjure up any excuse for not carrying out my dream. However, out of a judicious dose of caution, I thought it would be wise to learn how to sail, and perhaps live on a sailboat for a few weeks before forging ahead into a life I knew nothing about. After all, maybe I wouldn't like living in the cramped quarters of a boat, or maybe I would find long passages boring, or heaven forbid, I might get seasick!

So why not start by taking a sailing course? I was leafing through the Ottawa phone book when I came across the "North Channel Sailing School". I later discovered that this body of water is actually a large expanse in the northern end of Georgian Bay, which itself lies in the northern reaches of Lake Huron. 

A male voice on the answering machine announced: "Hello you've reached Rick and Shawn" We can't come to the phone now, but leave us a-CLICK Hello, hello, hello, this is Rick".

"Oh, I wanted the North Channel Sailing School. I must have misdialed."

"No, this is the North Channel Sailing School. What can I do for you?"

I explained what I was looking for and Rick began his spiel about his sailing club. He started by saying that the NCSS was founded in 1980, that it was non-profit, run entirely voluntarily by its 22 members, that it had one 23-foot boat in Aylmer and just sold its last boat in Georgian Bay.

Here I must digress and say something about the geography of the greater Ottawa area. I've already given you some history of the Ottawa River, but what is important here is that just at the west end of the city of Ottawa there is a marked widening in the river forming a lake of two miles in width by five in length known as Lake Deschênes. Navigation is limited by a set of rapids at the Ottawa end of the lake and Chat Falls dam 25 miles farther upriver. 

The lake, being in an urban area, is a popular sailing venue, with three marinas harbouring about 1000 sailboats. Two of them are on the Ontario side of the river and one on the Québec side in Aylmer. 

Rick went on to explain that most of the club's members lived in greater Ottawa and became tired of driving nine hours to Georgian Bay to end up doing more boat maintenance than sailing. Furthermore, all of the founding members had set themselves other goals and abandoned the organization. Consequently the remaining members kept only one boat and brought it to Aylmer. So now, once or twice a season the School will rent boats in the North Channel of Georgian Bay for weeklong, live-aboard cruises.

For $25 I could become a member and for a flat fee of $375 I could join the Sail-All-You-Want program, which allowed me to sail out of Aylmer as often as I wanted during the season. And if I wanted a live-aboard experience under the direction of a competent captain I could join one of the week-long charters NCSS was organizing in Georgian Bay for about $600. What could be more perfect?

The club had established a reservation system for the use of the boat in Aylmer. A calendar was published every month on which the qualified skippers put down their names against the day or evening they wished to sail. Regular members would phone the skipper to reserve a place for themselves on the days or evenings they wanted to go sailing.

"One day you might want to become a qualified skipper if you achieve the required qualifying knowledge and skills," Rick added.

It kept getting better: If I wanted I could take the Basic Cruising Standard course by the Canadian Yachting Association (CYA), recognized worldwide, for free! Rick finished with, "Would you like to join me for a complimentary outing on our sailboat next Saturday? – No obligation." 

Non-scuffing shoes afoot, knapsack in hand, hat atop, I met Rick at dock C of the Aylmer Marina. He was a young-looking, tall man in his early thirties, whose round, smiling face wore a permanent five o'clock shadow. He inspired confidence without showing any pretension.

He led me to Iniskip, a beautiful little 23-foot long sloop, an Edel 665 with a red hull. He showed me how to board the boat safely by grabbing onto one of the shrouds, those strong wire cables that tie the mast to the sides of the hull. He then showed me around the boat, pointing out the safety equipment, and introduced Raphaël, a regular member, and Gaston, a new member who like myself, was going out for the first time.

Rick and Raphaël got busy preparing the boat, giving the neophytes instructions and explaining what was going on. Everything happened like clockwork: The life ring and heaving line were attached to the pushpit. The jib was bent onto the forestay. In layman language: The front sail was attached to the front wire cable that ties the mast to the front of the boat. The sheets were uncoiled and placed at the ready. Battery voltage was verified. The VHF radio was turned on and the weather forecast jotted down in the log. The mainsail cover and the compass cover were removed and stowed inside. The bilge was checked for the presence of water. The red key for the dead man switch was attached to the engine, the fuel level checked, the fuel line plugged into the engine and the air vent opened. The engine was started, the flow of cooling water observed visually and the forward and reverse gears were checked to make sure they were operational. I didn't know there was so much to check on a small boat.

It's important that you understand the docking facilities at the Aylmer Marina, as you will later appreciate. There are four big, long parallel docks attached to the shore, sticking out into the harbour. On each side of each dock at regular intervals are attached narrow passageways about 30 inches wide by 20 feet long, called mooring fingers. Each finger holds two boats, one on either side. On this day, there was no boat tied to the other side of our finger, just an empty space.

Then to my surprise – because I didn't think that I'd be put to work the first time out – Rick took Gaston and me aside to explain how we were to cast off the docklines, in what order, and how to get back on the boat. Then he explained in minute detail how we were to carry out the reverse operation upon our return. Rick wanted to make it clear:

"My job will be to bring the boat to a stop within a foot from the finger. Remember, guys, you’re getting off on the starboard side. Before stepping off, you position yourself holding onto the shroud with your left hand and your dockline in your right hand, you wait for my command to step off, and don't jump onto the finger, simply step onto it, then put one turn of your line around the dock cleat."

I picked a good day for my first day sailing on a keelboat. A keelboat, by the way, is a boat that has a fin-like protrusion under the hull, somewhat like a dead fish floating upside down. The keel does two things. It helps the boat steer in a straight line and it reduces leeway, or sideways drift. 
Environment Canada Weather granted us glorious sunshine, a blue sky dotted with white cumulus clouds, calm waters and a brisk wind. Our captain-instructor took the time to explain every manoeuvre and its reason for being. What appealed to me most was his hands-on approach. He allowed Gaston and me to have a go at every manoeuvre. 

In order to enjoy a relaxing lunch, Rick put the boat into the hove-to position, a brilliant manoeuvre that "parks" the boat in the middle of the lake. The procedure results in the rudder attempting to turn the boat one way while the headsail tries to make it go the opposite way. In consequence, the boat doesn't know where it should go, so it just sits there, in a state of confusion, drifting slowly, but very stable in the waves. 

During lunch Rick and Raphaël raised the difficulties the club was undergoing. Whereas in its heyday the School boasted of 200 members and four boats, now it was down to a dismal 22 members and one boat. On the positive side, it enjoyed a well-padded bank account. The sale of three of its boats allowed the club to pay off its significant debts but left it with a nice surplus. The members were aging, as Rick was the youngest of the group. They were no longer content with sleeping aboard a small, cramped boat like the Edel. They had acquired a taste for the comforts provided by an enclosed head, separate staterooms, walking headroom, inboard engine and wheel steering, none of which little Iniskip provided. The club now had the money. Should it look for a bigger, more comfortable boat for cruising on Lac Deschênes? In view of the continually diminishing membership, the Board of directors was in a quandary: If the club buys a bigger boat, there would not be enough demand to justify keeping two boats, nor enough manpower to maintain two boats. If we bought a new boat, would we then dispose of Iniskip? 

I enjoyed the sailing, the Edel, the lake, the people. I knew after the first hour that I wanted to join this organization and that I'd want to get involved directly. There were interesting challenges ahead in addition to learning how to sail.

At the end of the afternoon, Rick had us lower the sails and he steered through the long channel into the harbour under engine alone. By then we had the fenders and docklines in place. Rick positioned Gaston and me at the level of the shrouds, standing on the footrail, outside the lifelines, ready to disembark with our respective docklines. "Remember to wait for my command to step off." 

Gaston was a large man, especially in circumference, and had tattoo-covered arms the size of the boat's fenders. He bore a million dollar smile behind a stiff, handlebar moustache, his blue eyes beaming under his captain's cap.

The two of us were facing forward with Gaston ahead of me with the forward dockline in his right hand. Rick had taken into account that the wind was beam to the boat and brought us to a stop about two feet away, parallel to the finger, waiting for the wind to gently push the boat sideways into position. Gaston was eying the finger nervously, fidgeted for a bit, repositioned himself and took a giant leap off the boat, skidding on the deck of the finger, and landing with a monumental splash, head first into the water, still grasping his dockline! He scrambled towards the deck, hanging onto his precious rope, and with the help of three pairs of hands, he flopped onto the deck, soaked like a wet sponge. He was uninjured, except for the embarrassment he must have felt as the object of uncontrolled and unmitigated laughter and the subject of an interesting story that passed around all of the marina.

I sailed at least twice a week for the remainder of the season. Summer went and fall came. I had learned a lot and still had a lot to learn. But I was hooked. I joined evening classes with the Canadian Power and Sail Squadron, a non-profit organization that provides classroom instruction about boating and navigation. On the weekend in October when the boat was hauled out of the water for the winter, I assisted with every step of the winterizing procedures and felt a twinge of regret when we finally covered the boat with the tarp for her winter rest.

In November came the Annual General Meeting (AGM). Two items worthy of mention:

1) Robert Bériault was voted member of the Board. I was delighted to join this terrific group of people.

2) A resolution was passed, earmarking $30,000 towards the purchase of a larger sailboat and a search committee was appointed. 

One day in August of the following summer, Brent approached the dock, absolutely beaming, and with his Kiwi accent, 

"We found our byebie, guys!" 

Brent was one of the more senior members of the club and had undertaken the leadership of the boat selection committee. With the excitement of a young boy babbling about his new electronic game, he recounted the steps he and his committee had taken to find the perfect boat, how she passed the marine survey with flying colours, and how the price was negotiated.

The Tanzer 29 is a Canadian-made boat built in 1986. As the model name implies, she was 29 feet long, six more than Iniskip, but having twice the weight and volume. Our new baby had all the features we were looking for and was in impeccable shape. To top it off, Brent had skilfully whittled the price down from the asking forty grand to thirty.

The seller had bought her two years previously from an aging man who rarely sailed her but kept her in pristine condition. Our seller had just started a fledging prefab home company in Masson and needed to inject both more time and more money to get the business off the ground. 

The fibreglass hull was a spotless cream-white with a blue stripe along the sides, the sails were crisp (like new), the woodwork well polished, the engine compartment so clean you would have thought it was new. She came with many accessories that you would have to pay extra for on a new boat, including a refrigerator. Another plus: She was located only a short distance from her future home, as she was berthed at a private dock in Masson, a small town 40 km downriver from Aylmer. Our boat would have to be transported by road because she couldn't climb Chaudière falls and Deschênes rapids, but that would be a minor cost. We were taking possession on October 1st.

This season the club gained a few members, lost just as many former ones, but was comfortably afloat financially. A few years back, before selling off its boats, the club had no money and the Board had to make the difficult decision that the skippers would no longer have the privilege of sailing for free. From then on they would pay the same price as the regular members, a critical decision that prevented the club from foundering.

Another major change in the organization was to transition away from the Glénan teaching method to adopt the Canadian Yachting Association standards. The former is a philosophy of teaching that transforms a neophyte into a seasoned offshore sailor through live-aboard experience. There is no strict curriculum with this approach to teaching and the student receives no certificate of any kind. However, times have changed, the Board members realized. In this age of immediate gratification people demand something concrete to show for their learning efforts – a piece of paper, a certificate. And Bingo! The CYA method offers just that. In fact, the CYA provides several levels of proficiency depending on the person’s needs. If the person wants to putter around on a small lake with his own sailboat, he can get by with the Basic Cruising Standard. If he wants to qualify to rent a sailboat to cruise along coastlines during daylight hours he would want to be holder of the Intermediate certificate. If his ambition is to navigate more difficult waters in places where there are tides and currents to deal with, he would need the Advanced Cruising Standard. And finally, if his goal is to explore the world’s oceans, he might want to complete the Offshore Standard. These certifications are recognised by sailing clubs around the world – a good selling point from a merchandising point of view. The Board members came to the decision that the club would position itself to award CYA certification and it was convenient that at least one member of the organization, in the person of Doreen, was qualified to teach the basic level. A diminutive, bubbly woman, a lawyer working for the Federal government, she had mingled with Advantage Boating, (previously named Ottawa Sailing School) racing enthusiasts and eventually had worked through the gruelling classroom, dockside and afloat training to become instructor.

During my first complete summer with the club I sailed to my heart's content, passed the Basic Cruising Standard exam with Doreen and was awarded my first certification.

The crowning sailing event for me that summer was my seven-day cruise in the North Channel of Georgian Bay with five other members of the club. The boat was a CS36, a well designed and comfortable sloop equipped with all the amenities of a boat its size, except that in 1999 we didn't have electronic chart plotters that show the position of the boat with respect to the navigation hazards. Navigation was mainly by an ancient method called dead reckoning, with the aid of GPS to pinpoint our position on a paper chart.

Our captain was Serge, a tall man with salt and pepper hair in his early forties, a senior member of the club who had made several excursions in Georgian Bay. Amongst the crew were a couple from Chicoutimi, Québec, Louis and Linda, both in their mid-forties. There was another couple, Rachel and her husband Bob from Ottawa. Louis and Linda had sailed with NCSS when it was in its prime, and still kept in touch with the present-day members. Rachel, an energetic brunette with an engaging, smiling round face, was a nurse, in her mid-fifties, who had recently taken to sailing. She was to become a frequent sailing companion for me, in spite of our divergences with regards to the occult and scientific thought. More on this later.

Georgian Bay was just as beautiful as I had been led to believe, if not more so. The North Channel is a wide expanse of water north of Manitoulin Island. The latter is so large that 108 lakes have formed on it, some of which have their own islands and in turn several of these islands within the island have their own ponds. Lake Manitou, (104 sq. km or 40 sq. miles) is the largest lake on a fresh water island in the world! Georgian Bay features more than 30,000 islands and hundreds of beautiful anchorages from which sailors can go ashore to explore the natural wonders. Everywhere we turned our gaze, we were served a magnificent tapestry of green, windswept pines against majestic towering hills of white granite plunging into clear blue water. It featured a rich marine heritage and lighthouses that dotted the coastline, making it an excellent venue for putting into practice the navigation principles I had garnered through reading and through my off-season night courses.

We had planned the provisions ahead of time and taken them with us from Ottawa, so we just had to unload them upon arrival at the boat. The manager of the boat rental company gave the skipper a briefing, and in turn Serge gave us a detailed introduction to a large keelboat before casting off. 

Every day, after a hearty breakfast, we sailed for four to six hours, lunching on sandwiches while underway, and in the latter part of the afternoon, we anchored in one of the magnificent bays, sheltered from wind and waves. If there was time, we would take the dinghy to shore to explore the territory or go for a swim. For supper each person had planned a meal for the group and brought all the ingredients necessary, including, it goes without saying, an appropriate wine. After supper the captain and any of those interested would plan the next day's cruise and would select an anchorage while the others took care of the dishes. When there was time, we would play a card game or a board game or simply sit around sipping a digestif or an after-supper tea while exchanging philosophical opinions, sailing stories and jokes.

One evening, I had reserved a surprise for my cruising friends. I had promised them a session of tea reading. Not that I had any experience in this form of voluntary deception, although experience is certainly a good thing. But since Rachel was a great fan of spiritualism, astrology, psychic reading and paranormal events, I decided I would provide her (and the crew) with a free Tea-Reading experience. In the way of preparation, I experimented to find a type of tealeaves that produced interesting shapes when settled in the bottom of a cup and to determine the amount of leaves to use per cup. The main skills I practiced at home before the trip were how to swirl the cup convincingly, how to look spiritual while the leaves sank to the bottom, how to gaze into the cup while appearing to be reading something, and how to look surprised, concerned, sad or happy.

Since I had already mastered the physical side of the reading, I made a list of standard fail-safe phrases that could apply to my shipmates: To Serge who had just started a new job with the City of Ottawa: "I sense that you will be up for promotion"; to Louis, an engineer who was working in high tech: "The leaves tell me that you will have to cope with problem resolution at work"; to Linda who was raising pre-teen kids: "I read that you will soon have to deal with conflicts with the children; to Bob, who worked as a financial advisor for a large firm: "You will soon meet a very rich customer, and I see that you will increase your personal finances in the near future"; as for Rachel, who was the main object of this exercise, and who was to retire in the near future, my line was easily chosen: "The tea leaves are clear on this: I see that there will be much travel in your life in the years to come."

A few years later, as we sat drinking margaritas in a boat cockpit with a group of friends, Rachel, beaming with contentment said, "Robert, you were right when you read my tea leaves in Georgian Bay. You predicted that there would be lots of travel in my life, and it turned out to be right on!"

As a member of the Board, I attended a special meeting to discuss the agenda for our upcoming AGM in November. We would, of course announce the purchase of the Tanzer, but would refrain from discussing selling the Edel for the time being. We had enough funds to support both boats for a few years. It was proposed and seconded that the said agenda be submitted along with the financial report and the invitation to the AGM. 

Two weeks later, Rick phoned, voice filled with angst, "Robert, we're having an emergency meeting tomorrow afternoon at my place and everybody has to be there. Can you come?"

"Sure, but what's up?"

"It's a special meeting about the future of NCSS. I can't tell you any more about it and I have several more calls to make. Everybody will be here at one thirty."

All of the members of the Board were present, seated in a circle, waiting, silently, as if attending the wake of a dear friend. Being a new member of the committee, I felt it was better not to ask any questions and wait and see what would transpire.

Suddenly, footsteps at the door. 
January 23, 2000.
Our plane landed in Charlotte Amalie, in the neighbouring US Virgin Islands from where we took a ferry to Soper's Hole, Tortola, the largest of the BVIs. The immigration and customs people cleared us in without subjecting us to the usual indignities that border people learn to perform during their training. We headed for the dock and found Princess of Whales (spelling intentional), our 40-foot, French-built Beneteau. Warren was waiting for us, sporting his Advantage Boating T-shirt and sailor's cap. First thing, he suggested, was to choose our berths and unpack. 

Let me help you visualize the amount of living space there is inside a 40-foot keelboat. Keep in mind that I'm talking about monohulls, or single hull boats, not catamarans that are made with two hulls joined together by a royal ballroom. The Beneteau 400 has a beam of 12 feet and about 6'6'' headroom. Before you do a volume multiplication, remember that a boat is not a rectangular box like a Greyhound bus. A keelboat is pointed at the bow and with a substantial rocker or upward curve at both ends, design traits that make the boat efficient at advancing through the water, but that reduce the inside space. Furthermore, much of the volume of the boat is taken up by the engine room, cockpit, cockpit lockers, chain locker, propane locker, water tanks, fuel tanks, sewage holding tanks, the refrigerator, and the bilge. It's a wonder there's any room left for people! In spite of the advances in computer boat design, naval architects haven’t yet managed to build boats that are small on the outside and big on the inside. Our boat featured three small staterooms with wall-to-wall double berths, a compact galley, a miniature head with shower and a large central salon, with a table surrounded by a u-shaped settee capable of accommodating seven merry guests with elbow room to spare.

The next item on Warren's schedule was provisioning. There was a small, well-stocked supermarket within walking distance. There is an old saying that the English eat to live but the French live to eat. Rachel is the world's finest gourmet and lover of food. Her culinary imagination and creativeness are as big as her heart. Cooking is her passion, if not her obsession. She will always let someone else take over, out of respect, but given the choice, she would rather plan and prepare every meal herself. As I mentioned, the food was included in our package, so Warren was picking up the tab at the expense of the school. When asked for his preferences, our instructor replied that he would eat whatever we put in front of him. He admitted he was not a gourmet, but that on one of his courses he got bored with the food when his all-male class fed him hot dogs for the entire week. 

We assured him that would not be the case with us and he began catching on to what we meant when he saw what was going into the shopping cart: Foie gras, smoked oysters, shrimp, scallops, capers, sun-dried tomatoes, sesame oil, pine nuts, Portobello mushrooms, artichoke hearts, mint pesto, herbal teas, ground coffee, every fresh fruit and vegetable in the produce department, Camembert, Brie, goat cheese, in addition to the basics such as flour, baking powder, olive oil, butter and eggs. His eyebrows raised a notch with each addition to the cart and with each addition of a shopping cart. In the end, we had filled four carts and ran up the largest bill Advantage Boating had ever faced. Each meal was a Babette's Feast, judging by the expressions of delight on Warren's face. Each time I've run into him in the ensuing years, he would reminisce about the meals he savoured with his French group.

The next day we were up early and had a simple breakfast of pancakes, fresh fruit and maple syrup. Then we sailed away on my first experience in the Caribbean. Here I must point out a particularity of Advantage Boating. It is a strict policy of the school that its students wear lifejackets at all times when the boat is underway. In the Caribbean I have never seen anybody wearing such a device. It just isn't done, even when riding an overloaded dinghy surrounded by sharks in a hurricane in the dark. Caribbean sailors wouldn't be caught dead wearing a lifejacket, as they're convinced that wearing one is a self-fulfilling prophecy of disaster. So whenever other boaters encountered our sailboat with seven people wearing big, fat, orange lifejackets, they craned their necks for a second look and they instinctively steered away to keep a respectable distance from this bizarre apparition.

Mind you, I’m not pooh-poohing the wearing of lifejackets. To the contrary, safety should always be at the forefront for any responsible captain. The law requires that your boat carry one approved lifejacket of the right size for each person on board, but doesn’t mandate wearing it. Donning the lifejacket then becomes a judgement call. I insist that non-swimmers and young children wear one when they are outside the cabin and that everybody who goes on deck wear one in heavy seas. When the movement of the boat reaches the point when it is tricky to walk on the deck, then it is time to put on a harness and clip onto the boat. At night you should always clip on when you venture out onto the deck and when you’re alone in the cockpit. I found that the best kind of lifejacket for a swimmer is the self-inflatable type with built-in harness. It is lightweight, unobtrusive and comfortable and you are much more likely to be wearing it when needed. Should it fail to automatically inflate when you fall overboard, you can inflate it by mouth.

I was enchanted with the scenery: green hilly islands within view of each other, surrounded by clear, warm water, under a permanently blue sky. Each island was skirted by a scalloped coastline with postcard-pretty coves of lustrous white sand, perfect for anchoring for the night.

We had chosen to join the throngs of Northerners who were escaping from their frozen landscapes to find respite from shovelling snow, scraping windshields, spreading salt on driveways and bundling up against arctic gales. In other words this was high season in the BVIs and the anchorages tended to fill up rapidly towards mid-afternoon. 

On this very first day Warren put his students through their paces to determine each person’s level. We then carried through many manoeuvres, which, with six students on a boat, took forever to practice. Consequently, it was late by the time we were ready to call it quits and search for an anchorage. As we entered a bay called The Bight, around 1800, Warren discovered that every spot was taken up. We circled around, weaving between the anchored boats under the apprehensive stares of lounging cruisers, searching for a little nook that might have been overlooked for us to appropriate. The rule about anchoring is that the last boat to drop the hook has to keep clear of the ones that have arrived before her. Generally (unless there is a current) when there is a change of direction of the wind, all the boats remain bow into the wind, so they all swing in the same direction, thereby keeping clear of each other. After having circled the bay a couple of times without finding a space for anchoring, Warren decided to do the only thing possible. That was to practice a bow and stern anchoring amongst the boats. In other words, he put down an anchor at the bow as is normally done, reversed the boat to twice the normal distance, put down a second anchor at the stern, then motored halfway between the two anchors and took up the slack on the rodes. Since Princess of Whales was thus tied at both ends, she couldn’t swing. According to Warren’s practiced eye, should the wind shift, the adjacent boats would stay clear of us. 

We hadn’t even settled in, than one of the neighbours, standing on the deck of his boat, called out to us. He appeared upset and warned us that he would hold us responsible if the boats collided in the middle of the night. Warren assured him that there was no danger of collision and not to worry. I hoped my instructor was right, as I wasn’t so sure myself.

One particularity of this boat is that she had in-mast furling. This means that instead of lowering the mainsail and of flaking it onto the boom as is done on most boats, the sail was rolled up inside the mast with a cranking mechanism, leaving the aluminum boom bare. One feature of the boom with such a furling system is that there is a slot along its entire topside, through which a mechanism slides to pull the mainsail out to the end of the boom as it is unfurled. Keep in mind how a flute is made (the musical instrument).

I awoke suddenly in the middle of the night with the sound of an approaching train, which was bearing down on us at a terrific speed! The sound increased to a thundering vibration as it neared. My heartbeat picked up, as the fearsome noise and throbbing were right above us. Almost as 

Chapter 4

More Than

I Bargained For
September, 2000
I wasn't ready for sailing around the world yet. I had learned the basics of sailing. I had trained in navigation. I had experienced what it's like to live in a confined space with other people. I had gained experience in boat maintenance. But before sailing around the world, there were two other aspects of life at sea that I would need to experience. So far the largest seas I'd encountered were three or four foot waves in Georgian Bay. And because they were so well protected, I didn’t encounter large waves in the BVIs either. So, would I get seasick in heavy seas? Moreover, I had never sailed beyond sight of land. Would I find it unpleasant or threatening? I had to correct these deficiencies in my sailing record by pulling off an offshore passage, or bluewater sailing. It was a matter of finding a high seas sailor who needed crew.

"Have you tried the Centre marin des Aventures? They take boats down to the Caribbean every year. You should talk to René, the director", suggested Dolores, who had become the NCSS communications director.

I'd heard the name des Aventures and knew they were a sailing school in Montreal whose main sailing grounds are the lower St. Laurence. I didn't know their reputation, but had not heard anything negative about them.

As it turned out, they were looking for crew to deliver a boat from Halifax to St. Martin, a Caribbean island about 90 miles east of the BVIs, near the top of the long necklace of islands that curves southwards to the eastern tip of Venezuela. It was part of their seasonal north-south, south-north transfer of boats for teaching in the St. Laurence during the summer and in the Caribbean during the winter. 

René wasn't returning my calls. After many unfruitful attempts I managed to speak with Marie, his wife et secretary, who explained that the boat would cast off around the end of October and the passage would take three weeks, sailing offshore all the way. The cost would be $500 plus my food and incidentals. Since the Centre was registered with Revenue Canada as an educational institution, it would issue a tax receipt that would qualify for an income tax deduction – an unexpected bonus! I would be sailing with two other experienced men and a woman crew, led by a highly competent captain. What she failed to tell me, among other important facts, was that because the regular captain was unavailable the school had hired a substitute they had never met.

Since I was a day ahead of time in Halifax I rented a car at the airport, so I'd be free to visit a friend on the morrow. It was midnight when I reached the marina. I grabbed my gear, located the boat, Tulip One, a Jeanneau Sun Fizz 40. I rapped on the hull to alert the captain. A very sleepy, shirtless man with long hair opened the hatch. I introduced myself, he said he was Henri, pointed to the port aft cabin, mumbled something and disappeared into the starboard aft cabin.

The next morning, Henri was up and significantly more alert and welcoming than the night before. I estimated his age at 45, he wore an earring, and bore an anchor and a compass rose tattooed on his arms. It is said that ancient pirates wore an earring to pay for their burial if they died at sea and their body washed ashore. Perhaps I should get one too.

When I inquired, Henri told me the two men were asleep in the forepeak cabin. After our coffee, the forepeak cabin door opened and to my shock and dismay, two very young boys crawled out, rumpled and bleary-eyed. I had expected two men. Vincent and Jean-Michel, 18, were pals from Montreal. Vincent had sailed dinghies but never a keelboat. Jean-Michel was sailing for the first time. 

A while later, knock knock.

Chapter 5

A Brush With Death of Another Kind
April 2001

The nurse started my intravenous and made sure I was comfortable. The hustle and bustle of the hospital personnel, the comings and goings of patients, the conversations between patients in their recliner chairs with their intravenous drips, the volunteers passing around cookies and beverages every ten minutes, all contributed to a poor ambiance for reading. 

Being treated for cancer makes one appreciate the fragility of life. My oncologist reassured me that if I were to choose a form of cancer, Non-Hodgkin's Lymphoma was the best in the way of response to treatment and prognosis.

Unable to concentrate on my reading, I retrieved the pamphlet I had slipped into the back cover of my book. It was from 

Chapter 6

Searching for an OPY

January 3, 2002
"After that experience with des Aventures last fall, are you sure you still want to sail offshore? " asked Micheline, "You almost lost your life on that trip."

"Aw, come on, now. I'm still here and kicking."

I was on the Internet looking for my next adventure. My list of prerequisites for sailing around the world was almost complete. I had learned with certainty that I enjoyed all aspects of sailing. I had gained an adequate level of knowledge to be a competent crew. My recent experience confirmed that I could get along in a confined space with people I'd never met before. I had determined that I would gain my sea legs after a bout with seasickness. Finally, I had ascertained that just being on a boat out of sight of land was an experience I enjoyed. I felt nevertheless, that I wasn't quite ready to commit to sailing around the world yet. What I needed next was to sail a whole ocean. The Atlantic would be perfect – not too wide, not too narrow.

Chapter 7

A Small Ocean

for Starters

Wednesday, April 3, 2002. The taxi dropped me off just behind the bar at Sarifundy’s Marina in Spanish Water. A man of about 65 with curly, greying hair and light brown skin approached me and asked, 

"You must be Robert."

"So you're Anthony Thompson."

After showing me to my berth on Mikky, he suggested with a straight face, "Now, Robert, there is a tradition of great importance that we must carry out. It's a question of a captain's duty towards new crew. This has to be accomplished at the bar." Anthony's treating me to a beer was his humorous way of extending his offer of friendship.

As we enjoyed our suds, Anthony explained that he had left Trinidad in February with two friends who accompanied him to Curaçao (pronounced Cur a sow). It was understood that they were to fly back home and leave him for a crew change. His friend Wilfrid, an experienced sailor, was to join him at this marina in Curaçao for the rest of the trip. The crossing to their first landfall, Santiago de Cuba, was 655 miles, and they'd be out of sight of land for six days. From the point of view of safety it was important to have a second mate capable of taking over command should 

the captain become incapacitated. A third person, Sandrine, was waiting in Trinidad until a day or two before Mikky was ready to cast off before flying to Curaçao to meet them. However, Anthony explained, Wilfrid couldn't get his visa.

"Why wouldn't Cuba grant him a visa?"

"No, not Cuba. His wife's visa."

"Oh, his wife was to sail with you?"

"Heavens, no. She doesn't sail. But she doesn't want Wilfrid to sail either. So she wouldn't give him his visa to leave home. Consequently, I've been stuck here on this little island for the past month, trying to find crew."

Chapter 8

Teaching and Learning

Summer 2002
It was still early in the sailing season when I returned home from my Cuba trip. The previous winter I had prepared my teaching material in view of putting in practice my newly acquired instructor qualification. It consisted of handouts to supplement the CYA-issued book and a series of flashcards illustrating various concepts such as "rules of the road", aids to navigation, safety equipment, anchoring technique, tides and currents, etc. While away in Cuba I had reviewed the curriculum several times.

As a qualified Canadian Yachting Association instructor, I could either teach for a recognized sailing school or on my own as an independent. My relationship with Advantage Boating was that of a contractor. Its teaching fleet consists of Tanzer 22s and Sonar 23s, both ideal teaching keelboats, as they have large cockpits that accommodate five people comfortably and are pretty forgiving for beginners.

The typical course is taught over four seven-hour days and consists of 8 hours of classroom and 20 hours of on-water, hands-on experience. There are normally four students at a time. Any more bodies in the boat and each individual would not get enough kicks at the can, so to speak.

I start the course in the marina's clubhouse with a briefing. I explain that this is purely a hands-on course, in other words, they will be performing 

all the manoeuvres and I will be mainly giving instructions. I explain the basics of sailing theory, i.e. what makes a boat move through the water. I assure them through diagrams that a keelboat can't capsize in the conditions we are likely to encounter on Lake Deschênes.

Before our first sail I spend about an hour on the dock explaining the safety equipment, procedures, the pre-departure preparations and the use of the outboard engine. Following my hair-raising experience with the Hobie Cat in Florida, the first thing I teach my students, once we're out on the water, is how to stop the boat. I haven't yet needed to be rescued, but I came close to falling off my perch at the transom one day and the scare got me thinking about what my students should be told if I were the one to fall overboard.

Although I take great pains to teach safety practices once in a while a mishap takes place unpredictably. One of the skills a sailor must learn is to undock and to dock the boat. One nice May day, when the water was still quite cold, I was teaching a full crew of students aboard No Luffing Matter, a 23-foot Sonar. It's relevant to mention that the Sonar is a racing keelboat, built without lifelines. The boat was approaching the main dock on the port side, with a rather nervous Mary at the helm. I was sitting on the seat next to her, and two students were standing near the shrouds on the port side. Margaret was gripping onto a shroud with the stern dockline in her hand and Gerry was likewise positioned with the port bow dockline in his hand. The instruction I had given them was to wait until they heard the command "Step off" from the helm before disembarking with their respective dockline, then turn their line around a cleat on the dock.

"Remember," I told Mary, "to give the command to step off when the boat reaches about a foot from the dock."

Mary was following my instructions for the approach perfectly. She headed towards the dock at 90 degrees. She slowed the boat down, turned it to about 30 degrees to the dock.

"Now get ready, when the bow is about three feet from the dock, to push the tiller hard over to bring the boat parallel to the dock," I reminded her.

She understood what to do, then I heard a distinct SPLASH!

I looked towards the shroud and Gerry was missing! 

 Chapter 10

Life After

a Pirate Attack

I came out of the shower and wrapped my towel around my waist and pulled on a T-shirt to circumvent the Grenada Yacht Club “No swimsuits at the bar” rule and joined Anthony at his table. A new person had joined him and Jacqui, a small framed, serious-looking woman he introduced me to as Daisy. She was reclined in her chair, cradling a bottle of beer in one hand and holding a cigarette between yellowed fingers of the other. She wore her brown, straight hair very short, her lips were thin and rather Caucasian looking and her skin was like smooth, brown leather stretched over her visible features. 

Anthony was in the throes of detailing our brush with death in Boca del Rio, and Daisy was listening, seemingly with nonchalance, flicking ashes from her cigarette and nodding perfunctorily.

“There’s a party on the beach tonight,” she said in her deep voice, “I’ll take the three of you. It’ll help you forget that crap in Margarita,” she offered.

She drained her bottle in a couple of swigs and a replacement materialized in front of her automatically. She explained that this was 

Emancipation Day, an important fete in Grenada, which is always celebrated on the first Monday in August and takes place at Grand Anse beach.

We all boarded her SUV. As she drove she talked with a cigarette dangling from her lips while holding her unfinished beer in her right hand.

“The beach party is an annual affair,” she said, lighting a new cigarette with the butt of the previous one, steadying the wheel with the pinkie of her beer hand, “You’re going to enjoy it,” as she blew a big puff of smoke.

The public beach parking lot was full to capacity so the principle, she explained, was to 

January, 2005.

Anthony invited me to join him to sail for three weeks in the Grenadines. I enjoy winter in Canada, as there is so much to do. Even now that I’m retired I don’t have enough time to do all the skating, cross country skiing, downhill skiing and snowshoeing that I’d like. Nonetheless, it’s nice to put aside all of these activities and switch from the dead of the winter to tropical summer within a few hours of flight. 

The Grenadines, a group of islands north of Grenada, belonging to the nation of Saint Vincent and the Grenadines, are reputed for their beauty, their clear aquamarine water for snorkeling, their bird sanctuaries, their tranquility and secure anchorages.

This time I arrived a week early in Trinidad to help out with preparing the boat. Anthony had spent the summer working on a new project for Ventus. Ian wanted the boat to be equipped with a davit, a transom support for hoisting the dinghy. The davit was to be equipped with solar panels, a pair of wind chargers, the radio antenna and the TV dish antenna. With the new apparatus, we would no longer have the hassle of dealing with a halyard and winch for the nightly dinghy hoisting ritual. It would be simply a matter of clipping the dinghy onto the steel cables of the electric hoist and raising it with the push of a button.

This day the job was to find the right position for the pulleys attached to the overhanging structure. We hoisted the dinghy to the top, but Anthony wasn’t satisfied with the position of one of the pulleys. He asked me to lower the dinghy a little bit so he could get in to adjust the faulty pulley. He climbed into the unsteady, dangling dinghy and proceeded to loosen a nut and bolt. Suddenly, in a flash, the dinghy flipped over and Anthony vanished in the sea below with a large splash, 

June, 2006.

I have to tell you about my last sailing trip in the Straight of Georgia. This time I didn't have the benefit of …

…Our first day out taught me several lessons in one single error. I had brought the boat to the entrance of Secret Cove and it was high tide. The chartplotter showed that once inside the first bay there was a large rock protruding from the water that I had to leave to my starboard. When I got past the narrow entrance, the first bay was much larger than I had thought and I couldn't see the large rock. I slowed down and kept an eye on the chartplotter and the depthsounder. On the chartplotter the boat’s icon filled half of the bay and there was a big rock ahead and to the port of the icon. I looked for the large rock in the bay, but all I could see in that general area was a small rock. I slowed down almost to a stop, just maintaining steerageway. Suddenly it dawned upon me that the small rock I saw in the distance to the port was actually the large rock on the chartplotter that I had to leave to starboard. Of course, at low tide, when the water level would be 12 feet lower, it would be much bigger! But it was too late – the depth was rapidly decreasing: 8 feet, 7 feet. I jammed the gear lever in reverse and gunned the engine full throttle. It takes more than a couple of feet to stop a 30,000-pound boat. The depthsounder now showed five feet and…we came to a smooth, if somewhat sudden halt. We had run aground on a muddy bottom! My heart sank below the level of the keel…

November, 2006.

There is no month in Ottawa that is duller, colder, darker, wetter and more downright unpleasant than November. So it was with much enthusiasm that I joined Anthony for another sail in the Grenadines. This time we were accompanied by Rachel, who was preparing to leave for a trip around the world the following July. 

The dinghy was anchored on the sandy bottom a hundred metres or so from the nicest reef in the Tobago Cays. After an hour of snorkelling Anthony, Rachel and I climbed aboard and headed back to Ventus anchored half a mile from the reef, our need for exploration satiated. When Anthony reached in his swimsuit pocket for the key of the boat, to his horror, the key was no longer there. All the hatches were closed and locked, so there was no way to open the boat without the key!…

One night, I woke up after a few hours of sleep with the terrifying realization that I was going to be sick to my stomach. And assuredly, what I feared happened – my delicate stomach rebelled at something I ate at supper that it didn’t appreciate. Rachel had heard the commotion and came to ask me if everything was OK. I answered not to be concerned, that it was probably food poisoning and that I’d be fine after a night’s sleep. However, ten minutes later the same horrible experience repeated itself. After several minutes of incessant retching, I crawled back into my berth, lying on my back, drenched with sweat and trembling with cold. Then I felt a hand put something in my pyjama pocket, and Rachel apologizing, “Sorry I don’t have the right medication, but this will do just the same.”

I continued being sick in fifteen minute cycles for a couple of hours, then when my body was satisfied that it had rid itself of the unwanted toxin, I fell into a much needed sleep. The next morning when I awoke, I remembered my pyjama pocket, reached into it and read the note…

Chapter 11

A Whole Ocean at Last!
I remember the first time Sami spoke of his circumnavigation plans. He and I were in the cockpit of Namaste, heading upriver with a strong east wind on our stern. His tanned, olive skin gave him the aspect of a seasoned cruising sailor and his slight Arabic accent confirmed his Palestinian origin. He was Jack-of-all-trades and master of many. In the days of the first personal computers he built home computers from scratch and sold them for half the cost of a store-bought Commodore or Apple 2E. There was nothing he could not repair, from avionics to X-ray machines. He was very popular at the Aylmer Marina, since he would drop whatever he was doing to lend a hand to a boat owner with anything, be it resuscitating a dead engine, or replacing broken rigging, or revitalizing sun bleached wood trim.

He was standing at the wheel, steering carefully to prevent an accidental gibe, when out of the blue, “Hey Robert, I’m gonna sail around the world!”

He went on to explain that he, his wife Marielle and Rachel had bought a 42-foot Pearson cutter and that the three of them were going to be leaving for a trip around the world in a year’s time. The couple decided to take Rachel on as an equal partner and one-third owner of the boat. They put their heads together to hatch a new name for the sailboat that would become their home for many years and they decided on the apt epithet 

“Three’s Company”. My first thought was how a ménage à trois would work out, especially with a large financial amount involved. I knew Marielle as a strong-willed person. Rachel, on the other hand, is generous and conciliatory. So perhaps their differences would be complimentary and conducive to forming a strong team.

Sami’s plans were yet very preliminary, but the circumnavigation would start with a stint in the Caribbean, then a transit of the Panama Canal, then a crossing of the Pacific. 

“The Pacific,” I thought, “that would be OK for a first long passage.”

Sami knew of my interest in long passages and told me I could join them on any leg of the trip. I indicated that I’d like him to reserve a place for me when crossing the Pacific Ocean, whatever his planned landfall.

When came the NCSS annual méchoui (lamb roast) Sami and Marielle, the happy couple would-be round-the-worlders as well as their partner Rachel were the centre of attraction. The place was abuzz with talk of long passages, sailing adventures and future plans and aspirations.

Micheline who is not a sailor, but gets invited to the club’s parties, was on the floor, mingling with the crowd. Even though it is something she would never consider doing herself, she had always found the idea of sailing around the world fascinating. At one point during the evening I noticed that she was engaged in a conversation with Marielle. Micheline had worked in sales most of her life and had learned that one can gain more from listening than from talking.

Sami was an electronics technician who had worked as a service engineer for a large helicopter manufacturer and had just taken early retirement at age 58. Marielle, his wife of 22 years, had started at the bottom of the ladder in a computer software company and now held a top management position, which paid more than she had ever dreamed of. What worried me about Sami was his approach to investment. The couple being childless and earning two large salaries, had accumulated a substantial sum that needed to be protected, making themselves an irresistible target for the bloodsucking investment managers. Sami had been talked into a Ponzi scheme in which he would benefit from leverage to increase the value of his investment by a factor of ten, thus doubling his capital every five months. He enjoyed seeing his monthly statements reporting immense gains, so my unsolicited advice to cash out was not received with enthusiasm.

The next morning at breakfast, Micheline was sitting at the other side of the table. She had been stirring her coffee for at least sixty seconds. 

“Micheline, what are you doing with your coffee?”

“Oh!”

She was shaken out of her reflection.

“I was thinking about my conversation with Marielle last night. ‘Know what she said?”

“Search me.”

“She told me that Sami will never go around the world without her.”

“Well, that’s OK. She’s going with him when they leave next year.”

“She is? She told me she’s not ready to retire before five years. What do you suppose that means?”

Indeed!

Chapter 12

Transatlantic on an Open 60!
I was putting the final touches on this book when a totally unexpected sailing opportunity presented itself. Six weeks after ending all treatments for my eye infection, an email came in from Dolores. She was forwarding to NCSS members a message that had been sent to all sailing clubs in Canada.

10th February, 2010

Spirit of Canada Ocean Challenges today announced that a number of training sessions with Derek Hatfield on the ECO 60 Spirit of Canada will be offered to individual crewmembers during the summer of 2010 as Derek trains for the upcoming Velux 5 Oceans starting in October 2010. Crewmembers will be able to experience a full blown Open 60 first hand in open ocean conditions. The sessions will include transatlantic voyages between France and Canada…
Canada’s most famous long-distance sailor was born in 1952, grew up in rural New Brunswick and spent his youth near the water and around boats. After completing a BAdmin at York University in Toronto, Derek joined the Royal Canadian Mounted Police (RCMP). It wasn’t until his 

early 20s that he set foot on a sailboat for the first time: While in the RCMP a neighbour took him sailing on Lake Ontario. He was immediately hooked and got enamoured with racing. At first he raced as a member of a team and learned much by sailing with people who were better than he was. He honed his long-distance racing skills through a number of transatlantic races and became interested in solo racing. After ten years of police work as a commercial fraud investigator he worked for the Toronto Stock Exchange as Manager of the Compliance Department and later he joined National Bank Financial where he was responsible for regulatory requirements. For years he juggled between a demanding career, a first marriage that produced two boys who are currently in their thirties and his love of racing. Ultimately, he decided to retire from conventional jobs and took up a full time career in racing sailboats. Later he remarried and is now the father of two pre-school children.

His web site lists many of his sailing accomplishments before getting into round-the-world racing:

Rolex Sailor of the Year 2003;

Gerry Roufs Offshore Sailing Award 2003;

Ontario sailor of the Year 2003;

2nd place 1999 Bermuda One Two;

2nd place 1997 Bermuda One Two;

1st place and Overall Winner of the 1996 Legend Cup Transatlantic Race;

7th place 1996 Europe One Single-handed Transatlantic Race;

1st place 1994 Labatt's Single-handed Race Series.
His first single-handed circumnavigation race was the 2002 Around Alone on an Open 40 racing yacht which he built himself. Off the coast of Cape Horn huge seas pitchpoled and dismasted his first Spirit of Canada. He was able to repair the damage in Ushuaia, Argentina and completed the race at the age of 50, winning 3rd place in his class and becoming the 126th person in history to finish a single-handed race around the world. He then built another boat, an Open 60 in which he participated in the prestigious Vendée Globe race in 2008-9. Unfortunately, he was forced to retire after 50 days at sea when a large breaking wave caused the boat to capsize and break two of his mast spreaders. He had spent four years building the boat, but ended up having to sell her to pay off his debts.

I had attended Derek’s seminar when he visited Ottawa on a motivational speaking tour, after his 2002 Around Alone race. He gave a fascinating account of his preparations, of his harrowing experiences at sea and of the difficulties Canadian racers have in obtaining sponsors. 

Derek’s offer of training sessions sparked my interest in long-distance solo races. Thereupon, I began my research into this intriguing human activity. I discovered that the defining event that brought solo circumnavigation into the public eye took place in 1967, when Sir Francis Chichester became the first to sail around the world by the clipper route and with only one stop. Furthermore, he had accomplished this heroic feat in record time, nine months and one day. Prior to this, 22 sailors had completed a solo voyage around the globe, but via the less dangerous route through Panama and/or Suez Canals, but also with multiple stops along their route and some of them over a period of several years. 

The clipper route was adopted by large, very fast, square rigged commercial sailing ships in the 19th century. It allowed them to make use of the strong westerly winds of the Roaring Forties on the route from Europe, around Cape of Good Hope, Australia, New Zealand and Cape Horn before returning home. Their purpose for sailing this route was to exchange goods between Europe and the main trading centres along the route. Sailing for sport or glory didn’t exist in those days. When Chichester arrived home at the end of his journey he was acclaimed by a crowd of 100,000 cheering fans. People began looking for what was the new challenge, what was the next frontier. Chichester had been forced to stop half-way to make extensive repairs. So there remained one sailing challenge that was yet to be explored: sailing around the world single-handed but non-stop. The general public was very excited about this type of adventure and got into the spirit of it. So did the media. Hence, the British Sunday Times came up with the idea of subsidizing the first non-stop, single-handed, round-the-world yacht race in 1968-1969, which they termed the Golden Globe Race.

Donald Kerr, a journalist of the epoch explains it this way: 

“There could be no greater challenge. The first part down to the South Atlantic was fairly kind, but then your troubles started. Once you rounded the Cape of Good Hope you were into the Roaring Forties that endless band of storms that circle the world. Then, thousands of miles later, you pass south of Australia, New Zealand and across the rest of the Pacific to Cape Horn. The seas become narrow there and as they funnel together they grow wilder. Then up past the Falkland Islands, across the Equator and back into the North Atlantic and you’re on your way home.”

Nine contestants started the race and only Robin Knox Johnston completed it, becoming the first person ever to have sailed around the world solo, non-stop and unassisted. Another racer, Bernard Moitessier could have won the race, as he was ahead of the pack. But after rounding treacherous Cape Horn and having spent seven months at sea and finding himself barely six weeks from home, instead of sailing up the Atlantic to kiss his wife and children and gather the trophy, he did something completely unexpected. He turned toward Cape of Good Hope at the bottom of South Africa, sailed yet halfway across the world again to end up in Tahiti after covering 45,000 miles. In his logbook he justifies his bizarre decision this way,

“I didn’t know how to explain to Françoise and the children my need to continue towards the Pacific. To be at peace. I know I’m right. I feel it deeply. I know exactly where I’m going. How could they understand that? It is so simple, but it can’t be explained in words.”

 When interviewed for the documentary Deep Water, his wife Françoise provides an insight into the mind of a man consumed by his passion for the sea,

“He was happy at sea, he was content. He found himself…I couldn’t stop him. Bernard always did whatever he wanted. I couldn’t say no. It was impossible, unthinkable… When a man decides to race a car or to go to the moon, you can’t stop him. You can’t stop a seagull from flying.”
Deep Water underlines the difficulties racers have in finding good sponsors and good contracts. Donald Crowhurst, a contender in the Sunday Times Race, had locked himself into a contract that put him between a rock and a hard place, a deadly Hobson’s choice, which forced him to start the race when his boat was still far from ready to sail. 

Since then, other organizations have sponsored fully crewed round the world races, such as the Volvo Ocean Race, the Clipper Round the World, the Jules Verne Trophy and the BT Global Challenge. Then there is the Barcelona World Race, a race done with crews of only two sailors, which is pretty close to being single handed, but not quite. Probably the most challenging of all circumnavigation races are the single handed races of which there is the Velux Five Oceans (formerly the Around Alone) and the famous Vendée Globe, created in 1989.

When the 2008 Vendée Globe took place, I viewed many of the videos racers posted on the race’s official web site. Some of the clips pictured the participants’ daily progress, some bore witness to the skippers battling fierce storms, some filmed them describing the way they lived from day to day, some had them baring their souls as they described their inner feelings and some even recounted their lighter moments, such as when Samantha Davies offered her libation of Champagne to Neptune as she crossed the Equator. Never did I entertain the idea of emulating these heroines and heroes of the sea, but I felt that they were part of an interesting breed of the human species.

Mind you, I had never given any thought to crossing an ocean on a racing boat either. I’m basically a cruiser at heart. To date, and I think it will always be the case, sailing has been for pleasure and for sharing the pleasure with others. A sailboat is notably a very useful tool for visiting new places, an ideal transportation vehicle for the water, which can double as a part-time hotel or residence.

I’ve occasionally participated in the Wednesday night races on Lake Deschênes and discovered that racing can add an entirely different dimension to the activity of yachting. The technical aspect can be challenging, interesting and satisfying. The International Sailing Federation’s rules place limits and boundaries on what the skipper can and cannot do in a race. And there are strategies to allow placing oneself ahead, while working within these limits and boundaries. Racing is also an excellent way to refine one’s abilities in trimming the sails. When you are sailing for pleasure it doesn’t matter whether the boat is “chugging along” at 6 knots or “barrelling through” at 7 knots. You’ll get to your destination just the same. But when you are racing the whole objective resides in squeezing the most speed out of the sails and the rigging. Sailing with an expert like Derek would be an ideal opportunity for me to hone my sail trim skills.

I’ve witnessed that some racers take the sport too seriously for my taste. Some go as far as yelling curses at opponents who’ve crossed them on the water. Getting upset defeats the entire purpose of sailing, an activity that is fun and that promotes camaraderie and friendship. I didn’t know any professional racers, but I suspected that if some amateurs take the sport too seriously, then professionals whose livelihood depends on their placing well might do so too. Nevertheless, there was no harm in inquiring about the offer that Dolores informed me about. 

The training sessions Derek was offering would be an exceptional adventure that very few people in the world would ever have the chance of experiencing. I had no illusions that there would be a substantial cost to the courses being offered. These purpose-built racing boats themselves are worth millions of dollars, so just the interest on the investment would justify a fee of thousands of dollars for an Atlantic crossing. Furthermore, the experience of the expert and the rareness of the occasion would command almost any price. If I were to be accepted as crew, I would enjoy the incredible chance of spending two weeks sailing, working, living, talking with and learning from one of Canada’s greatest sailing legends, a superstar, a celebrity! 

I didn’t think I’d have a snowball’s chance in hell of being accepted, 
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ANNEX 7
GLOSSARY
	This list doesn’t pretend to be a complete glossary of nautical terms and acronyms, as it contains only terms found in this book.


Abeam:  Something that is abeam to the boat is over to the boat's side.
About (to come about, to tack):  To steer the vessel across the path of the wind to the opposite tack.

Aft:  Rear or to the rear.

ASA:  American Sailing Association

Backstay:  A wire that joins the top of the mast to the aft deck, preventing the mast from falling forward.

Bareboat (verb):  To rent a boat without a captain and taking charge of the boat and crew oneself.

Bare poles:  Refers to a boat underway with all its sails down.
Beam:  The vessel’s width at its widest point.

Beam or abeam:  90 degrees to the side of the boat.

Beam reach:  Sailing a course 90 degrees to the wind.

Beam wind:  A wind at 90 degrees to the side of a vessel.

Bearing away:  To turn away from the wind. Also known as “heading off” The contrary of heading up, turning into the wind.
Beat, beating:  To sail against the wind, sailing close-hauled, by making multiple tacks from side to side.
Bend on, unbend:  Bending on a sail is to attach it to the mast or the forestay. Unbending is to remove it.

Berth:  A bed on a boat.

Bilge:  The lowest part of the hull under the floorboards where water can accumulate. The engine bilge is a well under the engine designed to catch small spills.

Block:  A pulley.

Boathook:  A shaft with a hook on the end used to reach objects over the side of the boat.

Boltrope:  A rope sewn into the fabric along the leading edge of a sail to reiforce it.

Boom:  A horizontal pipe to which the foot (bottom side) of the mainsail is attached.

Bosun chair:  A seat attached to a halyard used to hoist you up to the top of the mast. 

Bow:  The front part of a boat.

Bowsprit:  A pole extending forward from the bow, to which the forestay is fastened.

Broad reach:  Sailing with the wind coming at a 45-degree angle to the boat from behind; you could say the wind is on your hip pocket.
Bow:  Front part of the boat as opposed to the rear part, which is the stern.

Canting keel:  A canting keel can be tilted to windward in order to counteract the heeling force of the wind in the sails.
Chain plate:  A stout metal strap bolted to the hull so that the top protrudes above deck level, to which the shrouds are secured.

Chandlery:  A store where nautical equipment is sold.
Chart:  Navigators like to call a map a chart.

Chop: A chop is encountered when the distance between waves is short.
Close haul:  A sailboat is on a close haul when it is sailing with the wind coming at a 45-degree angle from straight ahead.

Close reach:  Any upwind angle between a close haul and a beam reach.
Cockpit:  A sunken space in the deck of a boat, usually toward the stern for use by the helmsman. The part of the boat where most of the outdoors socializing is done.

Coffee grinder:  A cranking system that resembles bicycle pedals operated with the hands for turning the winches.
Companionway:  The entrance and stairway from the cockpit to the cabin. It is usually closed with a horizontal sliding hatch cover and a couple of vertical wooden panels called washboards.
Compass rose:  The compass illustration printed on a chart indicating true and magnetic north and the 360 degrees of the compass.

CYA:  Canadian Yachting Association
Deck:  The top part of the boat upon which one can walk.

Daggerboard:  A daggerboard is a retractable keel on a sailboat.

Datum:  Chart datum is a plane of reference for making soundings of depths of water.

Deliver:  To move a vessel over water from one place to another, usually for a fee

Displacement hull:  is usually round in shape and pushes the water ahead of it to the sides as it moves. A planing hull by contrast, has either a flat or V-shaped bottom and once enough power has been applied either by a motor or by the wind, it rises above the surface of the water and glides with little friction.

Draft:  The vertical distance between the waterline and the deepest part of the keel, usually expressed in feet or metres. 

Drydock:  To put a boat on dry dock or on the hard is to take her out of the water to store her on land.
Dodger:  A structure supporting a windshield and canvass to protect crew against spray.

ETA:  Estimated time of arrival

Fender:  A tire, inflated ball or cylinder which, when mounted or inserted between the vessel and another object, will absorb shock and prevent damage or chafing. On a sailboat it is usually a white elongated balloon. Called a bumper in the Caribbean.

Flake (verb):  To flake a sail is to fold it accordion-like.
Flood tide, ebb tide:  A flood tide is rising and an ebb tide is falling or receding.
Foil, headfoil:  A spinning pipe through which the forestay passes. The foil has a groove along its whole length into which the luff (front) of the headsail is secured.

Footrail (toerail):  A small rail, a few inches in height, around the deck of a boat. The toerail may have holes in it to attach lines or blocks and to let the water drain off the deck.

Forepeak:  The part of a ship's interior in the angle of the bow.

Forestay:  The wire cable in the standing rigging, which runs from the top of the mast to the foredeck at the bow.

Furling forestay:  If the wind becomes too strong, you can reduce the size of the headsail by rolling up part of it onto a rotating forestay with a furling system. When you furl the jib the furling line causes the furling drum and foil to rotate, thus rolling the sail up around the forestay.

Freshen (ing):  The wind is said to freshen when it grows in strength.

Galley:  On a boat the area where food is prepared is called the galley.

Genoa:  A large foresail that substantially overlaps the mainsail. In other words, it is larger than a jib.
GORP:  Good old raisins and peanuts.

GPS:  An electronic instrument that uses the Global Positioning System to provide the sailor with the precise position of his boat on the globe.

Great circle:  The shortest distance between any two points on earth. 
Gunwale:  On a row boat, the gunwale is typically the widened edge at the top of the side of the boat, where the edge is reinforced with wood, plastic or aluminum.

Great circle:  The shortest distance between two points on the surface of the globe.

Gybe:  When going downwind, turning the boat so the stern crosses the path of the wind. An accidental gybe results in the boom swinging violently to the opposite side of the boat.

Halyard:  A rope spliced onto a wire cable that is used for hoisting and lowering a sail.

Hatch:  An opening in the deck of a boat, with a hinged closure, usually made of Plexiglass.

Head:  On a ship the head refers either to the bathroom or the toilet. You say “I’m going to the head”, not “to the toilet, the John, the loo, the can, etc.”

Heading:  The heading is the direction in which the boat is moving

Heading up, bearing away:  Heading up means steering the bow more into the wind and bearing away is the opposite.

Heel (heeling):  A boat heels when it leans sideways due to the effect of the wind on the sails or to being improperly loaded.

Hook: Slang for anchor.

Hove to (to heave to):  To bring the boat to a standstill by tacking with the foresail back-winded and the rudder secured to windward. The foresail tells the boat to turn one way and the rudder tells it to turn the other way, so she just stays put.

Hull speed:  The maximum speed of a displacement hull dictated by the length of the boat at the waterline.
Iron genny:  (Iron genoa) is running with the engine instead of the sails.
Jacklines:  Strong lengths of webbing material stretched from bow to stern on either side along the surface of the deck used for clipping one’s harness to the boat to prevent from falling overboard.
Katabatic wind:  From the Greek word katabatikos meaning "going downhill", is a drainage wind, a wind that carries high-density air from a higher elevation down a slope under the force of gravity. These winds can rush down elevated slopes at hurricane speeds, but many are on the order of 10 knots or less.
Keelboat:  A sailboat with a fin-like protrusion on the bottom. It helps steer the boat in a straight line and reduces its tendency to drift sideways.

Ketch:  A two-masted sailboat with the front mast being higher than the aft one (called a mizzen mast).
Leech:  Not a bloodsucker. The leech is the hypotenuse of the triangular sail forming its aft side. The foot is the bottom side and the luff is the forward side.
Leeward:  The side of the vessel away from the wind, the side not receiving the wind (also, alee) – the opposite of windward.

Leeway:  Drifting sideways due to the wind, waves or current.

Lifelines:  Fencing made of wire and stanchions (posts) arranged around the edge of the deck to protect people from falling overboard. Often used as clotheslines.

Luff:  The front edge of the sail. The bottom is the foot and the rear side is the leech.

Make fast:  To make fast is simply to tie up.

Nautical mile:  The unit of distance used in navigation, which is equal to 1.85 kilometres or 1.15 statute miles, or road miles.

NCSS: North Channel Sailing School
On the hard:  Another term for taking the boat out of the water and putting it on dry dock.

OPY: Other People’s Yachts.
Pitchpole:  To turn upside down by being thrown end over end in heavy seas.
Ponga:  An open wooden boat with a high bow, with outboard engine, often used for small-scale fishing.

Poop (pooped):  Suddenly overwhelmed by a sea breaking over the stern. A pooping sea is a wave coming over the stern.

Port:  Left side of the boat when you're in it facing forward.

Portlight:  A small side window. Also known as porthole.

Pushpit, pulpit:  The pushpit is the railing at the rear (usually stainless steel) and the pulpit is the one at the front.

Quarter:  The side-rear portion on the boat to one side or the other. You can talk of either the starboard quarter or the port quarter.

Rafting up:  To raft up to another boat is to tie up to it by placing fenders between the two boats and securing them together with dock lines. You can do this at anchor or at a crowded dock. When you have to get to the dock you then have to step across the deck of the other boat.
Reef (to take a):  To reduce the amount of sail exposed to the wind either by rolling it up or by folding it. To shake a reef is to let it out.

Rigging, standing, running:  The standing rigging consists of the mast, the boom and all the wire stays and shrouds, whereas the running rigging consists of sails, halyards, sheets and their blocks.

Rode:  Consists of the entire length of rope and/or chain joining the anchor to the boat.

Rudder and tiller:  The rudder is the underwater part of the steering mechanism, whereas the tiller is the handle the helmsman uses to steer the boat with.

Settee:  A couch in a boat, usually part the boat furniture.

Sheave:  Pulley at the top of a mast.

Sheet:  A rope that regulates the angle at which a sail is set in relation to the wind, by easing it away from, or pulling it more toward the centreline.

Shrouds:  Wires that are attached to the mast and the side of the boat to hold the mast up. There can be two or more on each side.
Slides:  Nylon or bronze attachments that are sewn in the front edge (luff) of the sail that slip into a groove in the mast, enabling the sail to slide up and down on the mast.
Sloop:  A sailboat with a single mast and two sails: A mainsail attached to the aft side of the mast and a headsail attached to a forestay ahead of the mast.

Sole (cockpit):  Floor of the cockpit.

Solenoid valve:  An electric valve for turning the propane on or off, controlled by a switch near the stove.
Spinnaker:  A large, very lightweight downwind racing sail resembling a colourful balloon.

Spit:  A point of sand that extends into the sea from a beach. 

Spreaders:  A pair of horizontal bars that hold the shrouds away from the mast. On some larger boats there can be two or more sets of spreaders.

Starboard:  The right side of the boat when you're in it facing forward.

Stateroom:  A private cabin on a ship.

Staysail:  A smaller sail attached to a shorter stay at the front of the mast, making the boat a cutter rig.
Steerageway:  The lowest speed of a vessel that provides sufficient movement of water over the rudder to control direction.

Stern:  The back end of the boat (as opposed to the bow).

Storm sail:  A very small headsail used instead of the jib in very high winds.

Sundowner:  A drink taken at sundown. An important tradition with some cruisers.
Swell:  Deep ocean waves with a very long distance between them.

Tack (verb) or to come about:  To tack or to come about is to turn the boat across the path of the wind so that the sails are filled on the opposite side. In so doing, the bow turns about 90 degrees.

Tack (noun):  1) The front bottom corner of a sail. 2) The side of the main sail that receives the wind. 3) The turn one makes when coming about or tacking.

Tidal range:  The tidal range is the difference in depth between high tide and the next low tide or between low tide and the next high tide.

Tide:  Change in the depth of the water due to the gravitational effect of the moon and sun expressed in feet or metres.

Tide, flood or ebb:  A flood tide is rising and an ebb tide is falling or receding.

Tiller:  The horizontal stick, the part of the steering mechanism in the boat that controls the rudder in the water.
Toe rail :  See footrail.

Traveller:  A metal track mounted transversally on the cabin roof or on the aft deck under the boom to which the sheet block (pulley) can slide, allowing it to move to the lee side at each tack.

Trimming:  To trim the sails is to adjust them so that their angle to the wind achieves the most power possible.

TTSA:  Trinidad and Tobago Sailing Association
Turnbuckle:  A mechanism with a threaded opening at both ends that connects to a shroud or stay, and by turning it, draws the ends together and puts tension on the cable.
VHF radio:  A radio that works on the Very High Frequency bandwidth that is commonly used for communication between boats and between boats and land stations. They only work with line of sight transmissions and have a range of no more than 25 miles.

Weighing anchor:  Raising the anchor.

Wind direction:  Direction from where the wind is blowing.

Windage:  The effect of wind on the course of a boat.

Windward:  At or toward the side that is closest to the wind, or towards the wind. The opposite of leeward
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