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For a few days before our October 
departure, the weather in Annapolis 
felt Scandinavian—grey sky and 

blowing rain—but the idea that we were 
actually beginning the first leg of our 
enormous journey to Sweden seemed, well, 
foreign. 

Arcturus is not ready for a trans-Atlantic. 
I have no problem admitting that, and in 
fact am oft reminded of this by my more 
sensible fiancée Mia (from Stockholm, 
hence the trip to sail her 
home). She’s a 35-foot yawl, 
built in 1966 by the Allied 
Boat Company in Albany, NY 
and designed on the lines of 
the famous S&S yawl Finis-
terre. 

Arcturus has history. Her 
previous owner, Ben Weems, 
owned her (then Cybele) for 
more than 20 years, the last 
four years of which saw her 
hauled out in Oxford and refit-
ted from keel to masthead. All 
the major structural work has 
already been completed. One 
peek in the cockpit lockers 
confirmed this on the first day 
we saw her. Ben also hap-
pened to be a close neighbor 
and closer friend with the late, 
legendary Hal Roth and remains 
so with Hal’s widow Margaret. 
Hal’s influence on Ben is appar-
ent in the way Arcturus has been 
refitted. As we continue to make improve-
ments ourselves, the subtle details pop up, 
reminding us what a remarkable job Ben 
did on the boat before us. Mia and I hope 
to repay Ben’s hard work and Hal’s ideas 
by sailing her, really sailing.

After one last overnight stay in Ben’s 
Oxford house, where we slept in the guest 
room above his incredible library, Mia 
and I untied the dock lines from Sarles 
Boatyard and Marina in Annapolis one last 
time, and pointed the bow south. 

It was sunny on the day we left. !e Bay 
was a mirror. I despise motoring, and un-
fortunately, Arcturus dislikes it even more. 
Our small diesel, with a lack of insulation 
in the galley area, chugs along making an 
incredible racket, to the extent that when 
Mia stands in the companionway, she can-

not hear me yelling from the helm, not five 
feet away. We can make five knots if we 
push her, but the throttle has an annoying 
tendency to slowly slip backward. Before 
long, we’re making three knots, and at that 
rate, the engine really shakes and shim-
mies. 

Defeated and accepting that we 
wouldn’t be sailing, I finally managed to rig 
a line tied to the throttle so that we could 
at least maintain a constant rpm and move 

along around four and a half knots. !e 
notion that we would be slogging nearly 
1000 miles down the ICW like this made 
me sick, but with a 25-year old rig that I 
don’t trust o"shore, I’d have to live with it. 

We were to meet a friend in Deltaville, 
VA the next day, about 100 miles south 
of Annapolis, where we’d leave the boat 
for a few weeks while Mia and I delivered 
another boat to the Bahamas (incidentally, 
I’m writing from that boat’s nav table, 
aboard Corrina Corrina, a gorgeous Mason 
44, while my boat waits). At four and a half 
knots, those 100 miles were about 24 hours 
away. With a good forecast, we decided to 
push on through the night. 

As the sun sank on the western horizon, 
so did our engine rpms, and soon enough 
the little workhorse coughed a few times 

and quit. We drifted for an hour with the 
main up, actually going backward with 
the current, as there was still no breeze to 
speak of, until I finally gave up tinkering. 

!e wind arrived with the darkness, and 
soon we were blasting along at six knots 
on a beam reach, a full spread of sail and a 
calm sea. We took turns at the helm, the 
o"-watch enjoying the warmth of the kero-
sene heater in the cabin while the helms-
man froze in the moonless night. We made 

marvelous time, ticking o" the 
miles far faster than we could 
have under power, and we ac-
tually reached the mouth of the 
Piankatank before dawn.

!ough the channel ap-
proaching Fishing Bay looks 
impossibly narrow on the chart, 
we were able to lay the marks, 
one long board on starboard, 
then one more on port before 
we could bear o" and run for 
the Bay. !e wind began to 
fade with the coming dawn, 
but we ghosted into Fishing 
Bay under mainsail and lu"ed 
up at the dock, at rest after 22 
hours of sailing. 

Mia and I thoroughly 
enjoyed a leisurely breakfast 

with steaming mugs of co"ee 
and Swedish knackebrot med ost 
(crispbread with cheese) and then 
slept for the rest of the afternoon, 
pleased with ourselves. Arcturus 

was pleased too—the wind seemed to be 
waiting for us to give up on the engine, 
and when we did, our boat again proved 
that she’s a fine sailboat indeed. She’s still a 
long way from Sweden, but the lines are o" 
and we’re under way, and that’s often the 
biggest hurdle.

About the Author: Andy Schell and 
Mia plan to winter in Florida on Arc-
turus to complete her refit in relative 
warmth, before sailing for Sweden in the 
spring. Andy is a professional captain 
and freelance writer, who maintains a 
small sail training business with his dad. 
Contact Andy and follow the couple’s 
progress at fathersonsailing.com.
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