
42  July 2009 SpinSheet spinsheet.com

John Kretschmer, a sailor-writer friend 
of mine, wrote that line in his book 
Flirting with Mermaids, and I have to 

agree with him. 
!e world is full of sailboats, each as 

unique as its owner’s personality. As an 
Annapolis sailor, I’ve grown accustomed to 
the fleets of J/Boats out racing on Wednes-
day and !ursday nights, the cruising 
boats moored in the harbor, the ubiquitous 
silhouette of the Schooner Woodwind on 
the horizon—the images that typify Bay 
sailing to me. Yet as a traveler, I continue 
to be fascinated by the unique boats I 
encounter in the far-flung places I’ve been 
lucky enough to visit. 

In Stockholm (which I’ve claimed as 
my home away from home during the past 
two years), there is a small waterway called 
Årstaviken, part of the larger archipelago 

that stretches from the Old City before 
opening into the Baltic. Several small mari-
nas are situated on either shore, and there 
is a wonderful stone path that I jog on, 
almost daily, to admire the boats. 

But the marinas along Årstaviken and 
the boats tied up to them do not resemble 
a typical Chesapeake marina. For the 
most part, the boats are much smaller, on 
average about 28 feet. Many of them are 
wooden, and all of them are full of charac-
ter—small varnished folk boats, heavy-duty 
double-enders, incredibly sleek meter-class 
racers, sailing canoes, runabout power-
boats, liveaboard cruisers—an eclectic mix 
of designs to say the least. I’d often stop 
to walk the docks, getting a closer look at 
the boats. I had a hunch that the marinas 
around Årstaviken were typical of the rest 
of Sweden, that something was markedly 

di"erent from the Bay when it 
came to sailing in Scandinavia. 

In May, I traveled to Göte-
borg on Sweden’s West Coast, 
open to the North Sea, and 
discovered the same phenom-
enon there, only on a larger 
scale. Yards were filled with 
25- to 35-foot boats, all of 
them rich with character and 
lovingly cared for. I spoke with 
a friend of mine, Roger Hol-
lander, who lives in Göteborg 
and is a professional sailor and 
a proud boat-owner himself: 
“We have a word in Swedish, 
‘lagom’ (pronounced LA-
gohm). Quite simply, it means 
‘just right.’ I think this concept 
is what you’re seeing in many 
Swedish boats. Swedes are by 
nature very humble, yet simul-
taneously proud. Our boats 
are not big and fancy, but they 
suit our needs, and we care for 
them—they are, quite simply, 
‘lagom.’” 

A few days later, I was back 
on the East Coast, strolling 
along the waterfront in En-
köping, a small village outside 
Stockholm. Several boats were 
moored along the seawall: 
a traditional lapstrake-and-
varnish folk boat, a small but 
stout double-ended cruiser, 

and a few small motorboats. I was studying 
the double-ender, when the name on the 
hull caught me by surprise. !e boat, no 
kidding, was actually called Lagom, and not 
surprisingly flew the Swedish flag. I had to 
speak with its owner.

Kalle Bergstrom was sitting in Lag-
om’s small cockpit, enjoying the endless 
afternoon sunshine of springtime at 60 
degrees North, when I introduced myself. 
Kalle was immediately friendly and invited 
me onboard straightaway. He’s a retired 
ship captain, who ran cargo to the United 
States on the Sweden & Chicago line after 
World War II, and was excited to tell me 
about his boat. Lagom was designed for the 
North Sea by a Swede, Arvid Laurin, as 
the L32—a 32-foot double-ended cutter 
built in Sweden in the 1960s. She looked 
as good as new, and it was obvious that 
Kalle was a proud captain. He and his wife 
live aboard for the summer season, a paltry 
three months, then go back to “hibernat-
ing,” as Kalle put it, for the winter in their 
Stockholm home. 

I asked Kalle about the boat’s name, re-
lating my hunch. He said, “We named her 
Lagom, because she is just perfect for the 
two of us—not too big, not too small, easy 
to handle and maintain, and she can take 
us around the world!” She is functional on 
deck and cozy down below, not fancy by 
any means, but well loved and lived in. Her 
name says it all. 

I left Kalle and Lagom with a sense of 
satisfaction and an appreciation of the 
serendipitous situation I’d fallen into. As 
it turns out, my hunch was right, in a way. 
Sailing in Scandinavia is a sport governed 
by a much humbler philosophy than here 
on the Bay—not better, but decidedly 
di"erent, especially the boats. I’ll always be 
keen on scoping out marinas around the 
world, and I feel privileged to have met 
people like Roger and Kalle. As in life, it is 
the di"erences within our sport that make 
it interesting. 
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JUST RIGHT 
by Andy Schell“I love all boats—the good, the bad, even the ugly.” 


