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L ately I’ve been passing the winter 
mornings at my local café in An-
napolis, writing, dreaming, and 

re!ecting on my life as a sailor.
I wake up before the dawn, and it’s 

always a chore getting out of my sleeping 
bag and climbing out of the V-berth of my 
beautiful yawl Arcturus, partly because it’s 
very small, but mostly because it’s freezing 
cold. My tiny electric heater is no match 
for the wintry air on a cold night. Luckily 
for me, the Hard Bean Café, overlooking 
Annapolis Harbor, is one of my favorite 
co"ee shops in one of my favorite towns in 
the world, where I can go to read and write 
or just sit and dream (not to mention enjoy 
some co"ee).  

I go and I daydream about old sail-
ing adventures and scheme up new ones. 
Outside the Hard Bean, I can watch the 
sailboats in Ego Alley as the sun slowly 
rises in the distance, casting a surreal glow 
in their rigging, and I feel at home. I savor 
the quick saunter from Arcturus, docked a 
short way down the street in Market Slip. 
#e frigid air wakes me up. 

Arriving back home is the tough part 
about cruising. Once under sail, time does 
not exist, until I realize I’m out of 
it. Suddenly I’m home again, 
and my usual routines come 

back so quickly and e"ortlessly it feels as 
if I’ve never left the dock in the $rst place. 
At once, the adventure is over, and I’m just 
Andy. My daily excursions to Hard Bean 
help bring some of the old me, “Captain” 
Andy, back.

#e town of Picton, New Zealand is 
situated at the southern terminus of the 
Marlboro Sounds, an awe-inspiring stretch 
of water on the northern tip of the South 
Island, ideal for cruising. #e water is deep 
right to the shoreline. Mountains rise to 
3000 feet straight out of the water and are 
painted green with subtropical rainforest. 
High-altitude parrots occasionally come 
down from the glaciers further south to 
investigate the rocky beaches and secluded 
coves. 

#e $rst time I experienced the Marl-
boro region was back in 2004, as a young 
skipper on my $rst charter. A friend of 
mine and I booked a 28-foot, Herresho"-
designed sloop from Compass Charters in 
Picton. It was the $rst time that I’d ever 
chartered a boat without my father along, 
and looking back, I’m surprised the folks 
at Compass allowed it.

My friend Lindsey and I spent three 
days exploring the waters Captain Cook 
$rst discovered hundreds of years before. I 
managed to lose the boat’s anchor the $rst 
night out, forcing us to search for moor-

ings the next two nights. We explored 
inland on foot, traversing a snaking 

river punctuated with roil-
ing waterfalls, surrounded by 
lush rainforest. I learned some 

seamanship skills than can only be taught 
by experience and was simultaneously 
surprised by my skill and humbled by my 
beginner mistakes. 

After our short-lived cruise, Lindsey and 
I headed to the local café, a stone’s throw 
from the pebbled beach that overlooks the 
marina where Southern Endurance was tied 
up. We sat at the café in Picton on the 
waterfront. We drank co"ee and admired 
the scenery that we’d just explored under 
sail, while I recorded my thoughts in my 
journal. I re!ected on our cruise, one which 
would mark the beginning of my life as a 
sailor. And I dreamed about where that life 
would take me.

Five years later, as I sit at the front win-
dows in the Hard Bean and sip my co"ee, I 
can see the masts of my own boat, Arcturus, 
and sometimes the path that led me here 
seems like a dream itself.

About the Author: Annapolis sailor Andy 
Schell is spending the winter months writing 
about his adventures and planning new ones, 
while living aboard and $tting out his yawl 
Arcturus. E-mail him at andy.schell@mac.com, 
and read more at andyschell.blogspot.com.
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