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The chances to cruise the Bay in the 
winter are few and far between, 
sandwiched between westerly gales 

that routinely rip through Ego Alley, 
where my yawl Arcturus is hibernating. But 
the boat was game, so when my girlfriend 
Mia fl ew over from Sweden for 
the holidays, we jumped at the 
chance to go cruising, test our-
selves in the frigid weather, and 
learn about and sail our boat. 

2009 dawned bright and 
sunny in downtown 
Annapolis. Mia and 
I prepped Arcturus, 
removing sail covers 
and stowing our stu!  
down below. " e 
sun shone brightly 
against the backdrop 
of a surreal blue sky, 
and it was well below 
freezing. But we 
were dressed for it—
after experiencing a 
Scandinavian winter 
last year while living 
in Stockholm, I was 
prepared for cold. 

" e breeze was 
up from the north-
west. We set just 
the jib and mizzen, 
and with the wind 
steady o!  the 
starboard quarter, 
we sailed south.

Mia had the foresight to brew a big 
thermos full of co! ee before leaving the 
dock, which we enjoyed immensely as the 
cold bore into our bones after hours under 
sail. We made ourselves busy, hoisting the 
main, then dropping it again, then hoisting 
it a third time, in a deliberate e! ort to stay 
warm. Just before noon, with the sun in the 
southern sky and a clear horizon, I brought 
out the sextant to teach Mia a little celestial 
navigation and to give her a better ap-
preciation of why our boat is named after 
a star.

We sailed to Oxford that afternoon 
at the invitation of Benjamin Weems, 
Arcturus’s previous owner. He’d heard of 
my winter cruising plans and invited us to 
breakfast at his gorgeous house on the Bel-
levue side of Oxford. Cruisers do not turn 

down meal invitations, and in this case, 
Mia and I were especially thankful due to 
the frigid weather that arrived with the 
steely dawn following our night at anchor.

Ben’s eyes lit up at the sight of her cruis-
ing again, and when he came aboard, his 

face betrayed the same emotions of pure 
joy and admiration that I felt when I fi rst 
laid eyes on her.

He put us up in his guestroom, where 
we got to indulge in the strength-giving 
warmth of a hot shower. His wife had 
prepared us a delicious breakfast, but only 
after we guzzled three steaming mugs of 
hot co! ee, while relaxing on Ben’s couch, 
listening to his sea stories, and sharing 
some of our own.

" at afternoon, Ben and his wife had 
invited the late Hal Roth’s widow Marga-
ret over, as they had been close friends with 
the Roth’s for years. I could scarcely believe 
my ears when Ben regaled us with yarns of 
Hal and Margaret exploring the Pacifi c and 
the Beagle Channel; of his 35-foot Spencer 
holed near the Horn and their miraculous 

repair; of Miles and Beryl Smeeton, whose 
infamous escapades with the Horn were 
recorded in the classic Once is Enough; or 
of Hal and Margaret’s personal friendship 
with the master himself, Bernard Moi-
tessier, a legend, and the inspiration for my 

own youthful adventures. 
Suddenly our Arcturus had a 

meaning I was scarcely aware of 
prior to that morning. Here we 
were, in Ben’s kitchen, listen-
ing to personal anecdotes of 
my sailing heroes; listening to 
Ben’s stories of sailing Cybele, 

as she was then named, up 
to Maine; browsing Ben’s 
enormous bookshelf and 
seeing original copies of all 
the seafaring classics that 
I’ve devoured over the past 
few years of my young life 
as a sailor. 

Suddenly, to Mia and 
me, Arcturus represented 
more than just a boat. She 
is a piece of history, with 
a legacy closely related to 
those sailors and adventurers 
who we’ve modeled our own 
dreams after.  

After breakfast that 
morning, Ben drove us back 
to the ferry dock, where it 
had begun snowing. Gazing 
towards the old lighthouse 
at the mouth of the Tred 
Avon River, I watched small 
whitecaps forming on the 

crests of the chop. Arcturus was ready to 
set sail. Her white canvas was furled neatly 
on her booms, big snowfl akes swirled in 
her rigging, ice hung from her bows, and 
she appeared every bit the boat that will 
someday take us around the world. 

I realized after that magical morning in 
Ben’s kitchen that Mia and I, without a 
doubt, had bought the right boat. Arcturus 
had a soul. And on that windy, snowy 
January morning, broad-reaching with four 
sails set towards Annapolis, towards home, 
her soul shone brighter than ever.

About the Author: Andy Schell lives aboard 
his yawl Arcturus. He’s enduring the An-
napolis winter by spending far too much time 
writing about adventures. E-mail story ideas 
to andy.schell125@gmail.com.
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