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!t’s the day before the deadline for Spin-
Sheet’s March issue, and I have writer’s 
block. For the past week, I had been 
mulling over what to write about—I 

had ideas, but the motivation was missing, 
and I couldn’t !gure out why.

I considered a story about a goose that lives 
in Annapolis named Jonas. As far as I know, 
he’s enjoying the winter on Spa Creek with 
his new animal friends. Jonas has been a part 
of the family at Sarles Boatyard and Marina, 
where my boat used to be docked, and he 
often woke Mia and me up with his incessant 
honking at 6 a.m. looking for food. He’d swim 
by our stern until one of us crawled out of bed, 
bleary eyed with a cup of Cheerios for him.

But the Jonas story wasn’t happening. How 
much can you say about a goose, after all, no 
matter how friendly he is? 

"en I thought about another friend of 
mine. Adam just recently bought a Tartan 37 
he is planning on keeping in Annapolis and 
living aboard. I helped him !nd the boat—my 
dad and I looked at it with the broker one 
wintry day last year while Adam was o# at 
$ight school for the Air National Guard. I 
liked the boat and told Adam to get his butt 
home and buy it before someone else did. 

He did, last February. It was so cold dur-
ing the survey that he couldn’t do a sea trial 
because the boat was frozen in Rideout Creek, 
which was a solid sheet of ice. He made ar-
rangements with the owner—who kept the 
boat at his own dock behind the house—to 
leave it there until spring. 

Here again, I helped him and had the 
distinction of breaking my best friend’s boat 
on its maiden voyage. Adam’s father Denny 
(whom we call the Admiral, for his feat of 
sailing a Sun!sh solo from Fairlee Creek to 
Annapolis) and my dad came down to help me 
move Adam’s new boat across the Bay in early 
April. It was rainy and cold, and after a slash 
of rum to celebrate my dad’s birthday and 
to warm us up, we set out, breaking a lower 
shroud chainplate in the blustery conditions. 

Well, I balled up Adam’s story and tossed 
it in the wastebasket with Jonas’s tale. I 
thought about updating Arcturus’s progress as 
we get her ready for the jaunt to Sweden this 
spring. Mia and I have been spending most 
afternoons and evenings down on the boat, 
which is now tied up in Pompano Beach, FL. 
Mia has the unenviable task of scraping and 

sanding old Cetol o# all of the exterior wood, 
to be replaced with real varnish. At press time, 
Arcturus was scheduled to appear in the Miami 
Boat Show, so she had to be dressed for the 
occasion. I, on the other hand, have been up 
and down the mast countless times, re-doing 
the standing rigging one shroud at a time. 

But the words just never came. "e ideas 
were there, but I couldn’t get them on paper. 
Last night, after having completed the last of 
eight splices for the lower shrouds, I realized 
my problem—I’m homesick. 

Mia and I assumed that coming to Florida 
for the winter would o#er an escape from the 
cold and a chance to really get some major 
work done on the boat. What we didn’t ac-
count for were the changes: the culture shock 
of living in what’s essentially a perpetual strip 
mall; the constant noise of tra%c, airplanes, 
and people; the lack of an “authentic” local 
co#ee shop where I can go to write; and, oddly 
enough, the notion that we actually do miss 
the winter weather. We were just home for a 
week in Pennsylvania, and I felt invigorated 
by the cold. I’d go running in the forest with 
my dog, Oatmeal. I could see my breath. I felt 
re-charged. 

It hasn’t sunk it yet that we’ll be spend-
ing the next three to four months down here, 
and I don’t know if we’ll ever get used to it. I 
miss taking my computer to City Dock Co#ee 
where I can sit as long as I want to and write 
as much as I can. I miss descending into the 
cabin of Arcturus when the kerosene heater is 
blazing and it’s freezing outside. I miss walk-
ing to Davis’s Pub for a beer in the evening 
with friends and walking back home again. 

Nonetheless, Mia and I are continuing with 
our plans to sail for Sweden in May. Once 
the major work on the boat is done, we plan 
to head for Bermuda. We’ll be at a crossroads 
then—2800 miles to England or 600 miles 
back to Annapolis, back home. I have a feeling 
the next few months will make that decision 
for us.

"#$%&'&()'"%&($*+ Andy Schell has 
recently published his !rst book about his travels 
in Europe, the South Paci!c, and beyond, which 
he’s promoting as a fundraiser for his upcom-
ing trans-Atlantic. He and Mia are wintering 
in Florida on Arcturus to complete her re!t in 
relative warmth, before sailing for Sweden in the 
spring. fathersonsailing.com
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