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On a Friday in November, I returned to 
Annapolis from Tortola in the British 
Virgin Islands. It was one in the morning 
when the cab pulled up to Sarles Boat-
yard. !e temperature was about 25 
degrees, and the boat was dark. I had 
shorts on. I was cold.

It was not funny when I climbed 
aboard and found ice between the 
hatchboards in the companionway. I 
descended into the dark cabin, notic-
ing that I could quite easily see my 
breath and wondering if my tan had 
frozen o! yet. 

I proceeded to add layer upon 
layer of every heat-conserving 
article of underwear I owned, 
following that with my warmest 
hooded sweatshirt and homemade 
wool socks straight from Sweden, 
and topping it o! with a cozy ski 
hat adorned with the cottonball 
thingy on top. All this in prepa-
ration for climbing into my 
bunk to go to sleep. After four 
days and nights in the walk-in 
freezer that had become my 
boat’s cabin, the sheets in the 
vee berth were sti! with cold. 

"at shockingly swift 
reminder that it was now 
full-on winter in Annapo-
lis got me thinking about 
how, exactly, I was going 
to survive the next three or 
four months. As I lay in my bunk trying 
to fall asleep while my breath fogged all the 
ports, David Byrne and the Talking Heads’ 
lyrics echoed in my mind:

“And you may #nd yourself,
In another part of the world.
And you may ask yourself,
Well, ‘How did I get here?’”

My wanderlust has taken me to many 
corners of the globe, and it’s dawned on 
me that I’ve never spent a full winter in 
Annapolis since I moved here. One year, 
it was the balmy climes of a southern 
hemisphere summer in New Zealand; the 
next, the perpetual darkness of winter in 
Scandinavia (where I was quite cozy in my 

girlfriend Mia’s apartment). At times, I 
was following the well-worn path of every 
other post-grad 20-something trying to 
#nd himself. Other times, I was actually 

being productive, privileged to 
be earning a 

meager 
living doing what I love the 
most—experiencing new places and shar-
ing them with others. So, this will be a #rst 
for me, a long winter in Annapolis, living 
aboard to boot. Oddly, I’m excited.

My cocoon warmed to the temperature 
of my body heat, and I could move my toes 
again. Somehow, I’ve gotten it backwards, 
spending my summers in the Caribbean, 
while my boat lies peacefully on the hard, 
and then returning to launch her in Octo-
ber when everyone else is heading south. 
"is is why I cut a four-and-a-half inch 
hole in my cabin top this afternoon. 

"e pizza-sized hole in my roof is for 

the chimney of the diesel heater that I’m 
in the process of installing in the main 
cabin of Arcturus. "e viewing window that 
provides visual access to the cozy $ame 
inside is what sold me on the idea—my 
own little #replace, complete with the 
swirly smoke coming out of the chimney 

that the kids will be able to see 
for miles. Sailing in cold climates 
is a di!erent sport altogether. I’ve 
already experienced that back in 
September, on a three-day sailing 
adventure in Sweden. I learned 
quickly that you can never have too 
many layers on, and that the coozie 
on your beer is needed not to keep 
your beverage cold, but to keep your 
#ngers from frostbite. 

Mia is coming over from Sweden 
for the holidays, and #ttingly, the day 
after we return from a family ski trip, 
we’re planning a New Year’s sailing ex-
pedition on our little yawl. Round Del-
marva is the goal, and if it’s really nasty, 
we’ll hole up in Oxford or Solomons for 
a few days and enjoy the warmth of my 
new heater. Carpe Diem, baby.

If there is anything I’ve learned from 
my travels, it’s to take every advantage of 
wherever you may #nd yourself and truly 
appreciate your experiences, whether they 
happen to be ideal or not. I’ve taken it 
for granted living in Annapolis, which 
is still my favorite town worldwide, but 
not this year. Fate has plopped me on the 
Chesapeake this winter, so why not take 
full advantage? When Arcturus stretches 
her legs for the #rst time after hibernat-
ing all summer, I’ll be fully geared up for a 
polar expedition. I’ll probably be chilly. My 
eyes will sting in the wintry air. But I’ll be 
thrilled.

About the Author: Andy Schell lives aboard 
his classic yawl Arcturus in downtown An-

napolis and is trying in vain to stay warm, as 
he works on various writing projects and the 
Schooner Woodwind. He’ll be heading back 

to Stockholm in April to reunite with his 
girlfriend Mia and deliver sailboats around 
the Baltic Sea. E-mail comments and story 

ideas to andy.schell@mac.com.
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