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AN ENLIGHTENED 
CHILDHOOD

BY ANDREW KARLSSON

They’re awesome and frustrating, amusing and 
incredibly annoying. They can be spoiled be-
yond belief, and other times they’ll surprise 
you with their insights and un-jaded view of the 

world. They crave attention and want constant stimulus. 

I don’t have kids, but I’ve spent the past four years work-
ing with them. Not that long ago, I was one. I still am a 
kid, really. At least I feel more like one than a soon-to-be 
thirty-something.

I grew up on boats. Not the modern yachts around 
which my friends and I have been working since we be-
gan “adulthood,” or something resembling it. No, my 

days as a kid on my dad’s 36-foot ketch Sojourner were 
filled with adventure. When I was 9, my mom and dad 
absconded with my sister and I, and we set off to cruise 
the Bahamas for a winter. We traveled mostly with oth-
er adults, cruising in company with my parents’ friends 
who didn’t have kids. If I remain a kid at heart to this 
day, it’s likely because my childhood was spent more 
like an adult — my fourth-grade classmates followed 
my progress from back home while my companions on 
the water were rum-drinking pirates.

Dad and I would go on spearfishing excursions. One 
of our favorite spots was a single coral head in about 
15 feet of water near Sampson Cay in the Exumas. 
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My dad wore glasses and didn’t have a prescription 
mask, so I was his eyes — I did the spotting, he did 
the spearing. We weren’t particularly good; our best 
catch was a handful of squirrel fish, a margate and one 
solitary grouper. 
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It’s not one thing we do that sets us apart, 
it’s everything we do. That’s what makes us 
the most trusted name in marine electric.

H E A D Q U A RT E R S
617 S.W. Third Avenue
Fort Lauderdale, FL 33315
Phone: 954.523.2815
Toll Free: 800.545.9273
Toll Free Fax: 800.297.8240

W E S T  PA L M  B E A C H
999 West 17th Street • Unit #3
Riviera Beach, FL 33404 
Phone: 561.863.7100
Fax: 561.863.7008

S E RV I C E S
New Installations  Modifications
Custom Computerized & Laser Engraving
Custom Designed Switchboards
In-house & Dockside Service
Repairs  Engineering
Electrical & Corrosion Surveys
Fire Surveys  Panel Production

E Q U I P M E N T  S A L E S
AC Generators  Transformers
Battery Charging Equipment
Panel Meters & Gauges
Switches  Wire/Cable/Fuses
Cathodic Protection Systems
Converters/Inverters
Shore Cords & Adapters
Lamps & Lighting
Overcurrent Protection

LATITUDE: 28° 80" N, LONGITUDE: 41° 70" W.

    AND NOT A WORRY
                  IN THE WORLD

Dad and I would go on spear!shing 
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We were excellent conch fisherman. My 7-year-old sister 
would join us in the dinghy, providing “surface support.” 
Dad and I would tow her along as we snorkeled over 
the grassy bottom collecting our dinner. We’d fill the din-
ghy with conch, and after a while they’d get restless and 
start inching around the floor of the dinghy, much to my 
sister’s chagrin. In a panic, she’d climb up on one of the 
pontoons. I’m not sure what she was afraid of — they 
aren’t exactly fast movers.

We hiked a lot. At Norman’s Cay, we explored the ruins of 
the drug cartel operations based there in the ’70s and ’80s. 
The first time my mom and dad visited in 1980, before us 
kids, the island was closed to cruising boats, ruled by the 
drug lords with steel boats and machine guns. In the end, 
the cruisers won out, and we enjoyed the spoils. With a 
bunch of my parents’ adult friends, we barbecued on the 
deck of an abandoned mansion. The scene set in the Baha-
mas from the movie Blow was almost personal for me.

What we didn’t have aboard Sojourner were luxu-
ries from home, something a modern yachtie kid has 
in abundance. I did have some of my favorite Legos 
along, jammed in the quarter berth that was my cabin. 
And I became a voracious reader, devouring books far 
above my supposed fourth-grade reading level. 

On a yacht with all the comforts from home (and then 
some), it’s all too easy to sit the kids in front of the cin-
ema or the Wii console. Or tow them in the inner tube 
behind the WaveRunners. Or simply ignore them while 
the adults entertain themselves over cocktails, hors 
d’oeuvres and supposed adult conversation. 

Boring kids to death with the same mindless entertain-
ment they get at home is laziness on the part of the 
caretaker, whether mom, dad, the deckhand, stew or the 
skipper is given this responsibility. Take the kids diving. 
Go hiking. Involve the kids in the running of the boat. 
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We hiked a lot. At Norman’s Cay, we explored the ruins of the drug cartel 
operations based there in the ’70s and ’80s.


