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More than a few of my SpinSheet columns have 
been written on the move... at the navigation ta-
ble of Corrinna Corrinna, a Mason 44 on delivery 

to the Bahamas. In O’Sullivan’s Pub in Crookhaven, Ire-
land, our trans-Atlantic landfall last summer on Arcturus. 
Just last issue, from a table on the patio overlooking the 
Caribbean Sea at my friend Ashley’s place in Dominica. 
And now in the Philadelphia International Airport.

I am on the way home, and I am leaving 
home. My wife Mia is nestled into her fam-
ily’s house in the Swedish countryside. She 
just !nished setting up my o"ce upstairs 
in the house, where I plan to live out every 
writer’s dream of spending a dark winter 
next to the !replace with a never-ending 
mug of hot co#ee and good music on the 
stereo, writing.

My family is enjoying the unseason-
ably warm winter in Pennsylvania. Mom 
is coping with an almost incomprehensible 
situation (last issue I wrote about her brain 
tumor diagnosis in 2009, the subsequent 
surgery and her ongoing treatment). I was 
home for the holidays and ended up cooking 
my !rst Christmas dinner completely on my 
own, for my mom. I forgot the green beans, 
but the turkey was phenomenal. 

I said in the last issue that sailing, though 
a big part of my life, does not de!ne me and 
does not de!ne my family. I grew up on 
the Chesapeake sailing my family’s boats. 
($e !rst of which, long before I was born, 
was a 1960s Bristol 24 with no lifelines. 
$ere is a picture in the basement o"ce at 
home depicting a rather svelte, mustachioed 
20-something dad at the tiller with a gor-
geous bikini-clad girl, my mom, by his side 
trimming the genoa). Sailing is the means, 
but having fun with friends and family is the 
end.

My sister Kate and her boyfriend Kevin 
came home this year for Christmas. Only 
Mia was missing. We were reminiscing 
about the past, as you do on those occasions, 
and Kate dug out her journals from our 
Bahamas cruise in 1993. 

!" The Schell family, circa 1991, cruising the Chesapeake on 
Sojourner, a 37-foot double-ended Kaiser ketch.

We left Annapolis after the 
Sailboat Show and headed south on 
the Intracoastal Waterway aboard 
Sojourner, then a 36-foot Allied Prin-
cess Ketch. (My parents did the same 
thing when they were in their late 20s, 
only that Sojourner, their second boat, 
was a much smaller Phil Rhodes-
designed Chesapeake 32). Kate was 
seven, I was nine, and part of our 
school responsibility was to keep a 
detailed log. 

Kate’s journals are hilarious. As a 
second grader, she was old enough 
to record her thoughts, yet young 
enough that she used her own creative 
version of the English language. $ey 
were hand-written in pencil on that 
paper you used to practice cursive 
handwriting—greyish, with two solid 
blue lines and one dotted line indicat-
ing where the upper-case and lower-
case letters should begin and end. 

My favorite entry was from January 
1994, 18 years ago now. We were 
anchored in Staniel Cay, riding out 
some typically foul Bahamian winter 
weather (then a 10-year-old, I re-
member all of this quite vividly now. 
For better or worse, I attribute my 
entire life and career arc to that one 
year on a boat as a fourth grader). 

“Today war stile in Staniel Cay 
wene we went in to a beach,” Kate 
wrote, trying to describe our encoun-
ter. “We were oping a coconut and my 
dad looked up and a wilde hig came 
out of the brush!” 

“We all ran to our little boat called 
a bingy,” (dinghy, she meant), “and the 
naxed day we were not afrad of the higs. 
Wate the higs really wunted was their 
backs skrached and to git food frome us.”

$e “higs” are indeed friendly still—only 
recently, my dad read in one of the sailing 
rags that that pig family is still on the 
island, still looking for a back-scratching by 
a curious cruiser. 

I still have my journal from that trip as 
well, in a box in the basement with a bunch 
of my other creative endeavors of that 
era—drawings, photos, loads of stu# I had 
long forgotten about until I started clean-
ing my old room the day before writing 
this. My writing was technically okay, but 
the entries were boring. Kate’s, conversely, 
are full of life in a very un-self-aware way. 
Almost every single day ended with, “$en 
we came back to the boat, had dinner, and 
went to bed,” which sounds silly when you 
re-read it, but is precisely the truth. $at is 
what you do as a cruising sailor. You enjoy 
the day. You live by the sun. 

My upcoming %ight will mark my 
seventh time across the Atlantic by boat or 
by plane in 2011. But I feel like this one 
will be tinged with slightly more perspec-
tive. Dad is home, the man of the house 
in more ways than he bargained for (and 
in dire need of a vacuum-cleaner lesson). 
I am o# to be with Mia until she gets her 
green card. Kate is back in school, teaching 
special-needs kids and doing the only job 
she was ever meant to do. We are apart, 
and yet our family is closer than we have 
ever been. 
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