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On the Intracoastal

We set off from the northern Chesapeake, bound 
towards Manatee Pocket, near Stuart, Florida. 
I was skippering a 48-foot Viking convertible, a 
cross between a sportfisherman and a cruiser. It 

looked just like a sportfisherman, but it didn’t have outriggers. 
It did had that big fly bridge.

By then, sometime in the late 90s, I had been up and/or 
down the ICW six times. Down in ’80 on my second Sojourner, 
a 32-foot sloop, en route to the Bahamas with my wife Gail, and 
back again in ’81, returning north after the winter. North again 
in ’83 on a friend’s 55-foot wooden sloop, both inshore and off. 
Down and back in ’93-‘94, again on Sojourner, then a 36-foot 
ketch, for another Bahamian winter, this time with two kids and 
two cats in tow. 

Bob and Linda, parents of a friend of mine, had bought the 
Viking on the northern Bay. Their Chris Craft, a 55-foot ‘Com-
mander’ with a flybridge, kind of a unique classic boat, was 
already in Florida after we took it down in ’96, my sixth trip, and 
my first on a motor yacht.

I got us lost on the Viking, still on the Chesapeake. We were 
just going a lot faster, not using any instruments and cruising 
along at 30 knots, in the flat calm. It comes down to not paying 
proper attention, really. I was like “whoa, where are we?” We 
had left the northern Bay only a few hours before, and were 
all the way down at Solomon’s Island. Even on the Chris Craft, 
Peace & Plenty – Bob was a big motivational speaker, and rath-
er successful at it. He signed all his letters “Peace and plenty,” 
wishing it on the recipient – we only cruised at 10 knots, maybe 
14-15 if we really pushed it. But on the Viking, we cruised. Fast.

I tried teaching Linda about the boat, trying to teach her 
navigation. Just basic plotting, speed, distance, that kind of 
stuff. Going from buoy to buoy, if you can’t see it you can plot 
it. She understood the rudimentary bits, but she never really 
got it. They never really wanted to. They were at the point that 
they weren’t going to take the boat out without a captain any-
how, so it really worked for all of us. I enjoyed running the boat, 
and they thanked me with a pair of Steiner binoculars, or an 
outboard motor.

Linda was into it, but Bob was happy to relax, didn’t even want 
to handle dock lines. She constantly was asking me “Dennis, 
can we go over there, I want to go over there?” And I knew we 
couldn’t. I would just say, “Well, it’s your boat.” She got the point. 

They wanted to go offshore, but only if I could promise them 
flat calm. We got all the way down to Cape Canaveral before 
the forecast was decent, and went out through the locks by the 
Space Center. I throttled the boat up and the engines started 
breaking up, wouldn’t get up to RPMs. We had clogged the fuel 
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filters, these gigantic Racors, big as jerry cans. So we had to turn 
around and go all the way back in through this canal system. 

I would always slow down for the sailboats. Bob would al-
ways shout up to the bridge, only half joking, “Dennis, what 
are we slowin’ down for!?” We’d have a sailboat up ahead we 
were about to run down. 

The problem was we’d have to get the sailboats to slow 
down too, to let us pass totally wake-free. If I got the Viking 
up to six or seven knots, fast enough to pass anyone, the thing 
just threw a huge wake. We rocked a few at anchor, never really 
intending to. 

I got spoiled on that Viking, up in this enclosed fly bridge 
and comfortable, running the boat in shorts and a t-shirt. All 
the sailors were sitting outside freezing their butts off.

Dennis and Gail Schell currently sail their newest Sojourner, a 
38’ Ted Hood sloop, out of Annapolis, MD. Contact him at den-
nis@fathersonsailing.com.

Dennis Schell steering Arcturus north on the ICW in spring 2010, 
his eighth trip on the waterway.
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