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W hen we left the Bay in 
November last year, my 
!ancée Mia and I, on our 
35-foot yawl Arcturus, 

were bound for Florida and ultimately, 
Sweden. After 800 miles of motoring down 
the ICW and 300 miles of ocean sailing, 
we wound up in Ft. Lauderdale, FL. We 
had hoped to !nd work and warm weather 
there—the former to save some money, the 
latter to !nish our re!t for the trans-At-
lantic. Instead we found neither, as South 
Florida experienced a record-cold 
winter, and I ended up with just 
part-time work.

We returned to Annapolis in 
March, humbled and more than a 
little lost, at least mentally. Mia’s 
visa expires in July, by which time 
we had hoped to be halfway across 
the ocean. As I write this, Arcturus 
remains in Florida. She’ll be back 
by the time this gets published. In 
the meantime, we’re living again on 
Sojourner, my dad’s Wauquiez Hood 
38, back at Sarles Boatyard in Spa 
Creek. 

Everything has changed, yet 
everything remains the same. "e 
friendly faces of Shorty and Ed greet 
us each morning at the marina. Jonas 
the goose swims by daily for his 
breakfast. He loves Cheerios. Deb 
and Tom keep the marina o#ce 
busy. Mike, of Eastport Yacht Sales, 
always has a few friendly words for 
us. Life is good. But where is it go-
ing? 

I wasn’t sure if I was even going 
to write this—it would be admit-
ting defeat in a way. And if I did write it, 
then how would I do it? Over the past few 
months, I’ve used SpinSheet, among other 
publications, as an outlet for pronouncing 
our ambitions and describing our travels. 
By exposing our dreams, I made us ac-
countable for them, made them real. And 
we failed. Announcing a trans-Atlantic 
voyage to Sweden and returning to An-
napolis only a few months later can be 
viewed as nothing less.

"ere is a lesson here, and I’m only just 
realizing it. Our “failure,” though disap-
pointing, is not ultimate. It’s a setback, of 

time, at the least. One glance at the pilot 
chart for the North Atlantic and it’s obvi-
ous that the only time to depart for Europe 
is May or June, and that time is fast ap-
proaching. Which leaves May or June of 
2011, which in my current mental state is a 
future so distant I can scarcely imagine it. 

On the positive side, we learned a lot. 
Mia and I took Arcturus o$shore from 
Wilmington, NC, 300 miles south to 
Fernandina Beach, FL. It was only the two 
of us, with no autopilot—we quickly real-

ized the need for one—while learning that 
our boat is indeed a good sea boat and can 
put away the miles despite her diminutive 
size. (We covered 160 miles in the !rst 
24 hours, on a 24-foot waterline). "at 
short hop alone lengthened our project list 
threefold.

We learned that Ft. Lauderdale provides 
reasonably warm temperatures accompa-
nied by unreasonable inconveniences when 
trying to re!t a boat. Chandleries were out 
of the way, and stu$ was expensive. 

We learned, after visiting a local chart 
dealer, the true magnitude of what we were 

attempting. "e passage chart to England 
is !lled with a heck of a lot of blue. I knew 
this, of course, but seeing it on the chart 
was intimidating in a way I didn’t expect. 
We pushed on through winter with posi-
tive attitudes, somehow assuming we’d still 
pull o$ the trip. 

As we make our way north again, we’ll 
continue wrestling with the feelings of re-
gret that have accumulated over the winter. 
Yet we’re relieved to be free of the stress of 
a deadline that we somehow knew was un-

reachable. We’ve come to terms with 
admitting our defeat, admitting that 
we’re not only returning to Annapolis, 
but that we’re actually excited to do so. 

Mia is applying for a visa extension; 
I’ll continue to write and teach sailing 
on the Bay. We’ll actually have time 
to accumulate the charts we need to 
navigate from the English Channel to 
Stockholm, an intimidating voyage on 
its own. Most importantly, Arcturus 
will be back in her slip at Sarles where 
we know we can get the work done 
that needs to be done, with friends 
and family to help, and have a full year 
to do it. 

Re-reading the dispatches of An-
napolis’s own Osprey family on the 
back page of Cruising World, who, 
like us, took a mulligan on their cruis-
ing plans, I felt sympathy where I once 
was critical. I understood, after having 
lived through it, that a “failure” is not 
a failure, but merely an opportunity 
for new experiences. 

By this time next year, I hope to be 
writing about our imminent departure 
from Annapolis, north to Sweden. 

We’ll be on our way yet again, with miles 
in the wake, realizing the goals we set forth 
on the pages of SpinSheet. In the interim, 
we’ll enjoy the ride. 

About the Author: Andy Schell and his !an-
cée Mia will again be living aboard their 1966 
yawl Arcturus in Annapolis for the summer. 
Andy is a professional captain and sailing 
and celestial navigation instructor (with his 
father Dennis). To share ideas, make sailing 
inquiries, and purchase his newly published 
book, Travels in Foreign Countries, contact 
Andy at fathersonsailing.com.
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