Sailing is a blast! Then something unforgettable happens!

I never really liked Hobie’s. Too fast!  Our sailing days were pretty much in Sea Slugs.  Just relaxing and usually drinking copious amounts of beer.  Fun in the ocean interrupted by moments of shear terror!  While I can’t add to the terror of the events that unfolded for you, I can add a couple moments of my own. 

The first is my wife’s first time out sailing. She’s always been adventurous. She has proven it many times. Our first boat was a small 21 foot day sailer. It had a small cabin below that could sleep 3 or 4. We had just launched for the first time at Friant Dam just north of Fresno, CA. Our boys were still in diapers. I had just raised the sails and we were only a couple hundred feet away from the boat ramp.  Of course BOTH boys immediately needed a diaper change. So mom took them below for duty duty. About the time she had the first diaper removed a huge gust of wind hit us. Lake winds can be very unpredictable. We immediately heeled about 45º to starboard before I could release the mainsail. Every married man on the planet can recognize the “kill” look from their spouse! I got an immediate reminder of exactly what that looks like and an accompanying comment of “Will you knock that the hell off?” I’ve experienced this look only a few times in our marriage, but her message was clear.  She was a Momma Bear protecting her young!!  Since then she has learned the normal motions involved in sailing, but I’ve still managed to get a few of those looks when I’m experienced a real “YAHOO” moment while sailing!

My second story is about a friend of mine asking me to help him bring his 32 foot sloop to the boatyard for engine repairs. He (Retired Coast Guard LtCol), his wife and a friend had just arrived in Hawaii from California (an awesome 2000 mile sailing adventure!). I could spend a lot of time about their trip, but this is about our two-man trip just a couple miles from his moorage to the boatyard. His engine was completely dead, so we had to sail all the way. We started out with great weather. Winds steady at about 10-15 knots and seas flat. We had just passed the entrance to Pearl Harbor and were just off shore from the Honolulu International Airport reef runway. Suddenly, everything changed. The wind came up and all of a sudden we were in the bottom of a very deep trough. Dick, the owner, tried to drop the mainsail to a storm-sail position. I don’t remember how, but it got tangled and he had to go forward to free it up. I took the helm. We rode up and then down several times. The seas were almost to the top of our mast.  Definitely a puckering moment (and a lot of “YAHOO” too)!  But the most interesting part is what happened while we in the bottom of one of those troughs. We had a wall of water on both sides of the boat, Dick was hanging onto the mast trying to free the main. Then the most interesting thing I’ve ever seen happened!  A school of Flying fish came out of the wall of water on the starboard side, flew thru the cockpit right in front of me and into the wall of water on the port side! I could have reached out and grabbed one of them if I wasn’t so awestruck!  Without any doubt I’ll NEVER have that experience again! But I’ll remember it forever!!

By the way, we had a funny name for the folks we invited on board the help sail.  We called them “Deck Apes”.

I think our stories are really about how fun, interesting and memorable life can be. We have both been very blessed!!

