GUEST PERSPECTIVE/ Andrew Schoenberg

The blinding dream

We'tre all been there. We have all had our eves
and reazon clouded by THE DREAM: Own-
ing = boat, and sailing away from reality.
After a beautiful day zailing on a continuous broad
reach to be lounging in the cockpit at sunset, with a li-
bation of choice in a sofl breeze as the sublle motion
of the water lullz us into that nirvana we have spent
our lives dreaming about.

Well here 15 g tale of reality where one man's dream
and failure to see truth resulted in a horrible, costly
mistake.

Wi were moored in the Georgetown Basin on Maory-
land’s Sassafras River. The boat on the next mooring
was a sorry looking 48-foot ferro-cement ketch with
blue plastic tarps as cockpit covers and a tremendons
amount of boxes and crates on deck. After a couple of
dave of waiting out strong winds, I noticed an older
man on deck busy with a project, | waved hello, and he
velled over that he had just taken ownership of this
vegsel and that he was totally and completely over-
whelmed. He asked if | could row over and give him
my opinion of soeme of the izzues he believed he had.

I dinghied over, and what [ 3aw was unlike anything
I had ever seen in my life. The gentleman told me that
he had just purchosed the boat on eBoy, that he now
thought that he'd made the higgest mistake of his life.
He zaid that he'd always had & dream of buving & =ail-
boat and aailing to the Caribbean. Recently he had juat
completed s horrible divoree and with what little
money he had left he decided to try and realize his
dream and bring some happiness and adventure back
into hizs life after such a dark chapter.

He told me that he had never owned a sailboat be-
fore and that after a few davs of cleaning out a dump-
gter full of traszh, he now woz concerned that he wos
way over hiz head.

I stepped on board, and the firzt thing | noticed was

that the helm appeared Lo be nonfunctioning and there
were ng inztruments, Onge below, everywhere [ looked
I gaw decay and degradation, The electrical panel was
hanging by twoe wires sugpended in mid-air, ond the
owner was lamenting that only one light worked. The
Westerbeke diesel had a waterline halfway up the side
and had clearly been submerged. The Racor filter
showed only water in the bottom howl.

[ told the owner not to trv and start the engine and
then azked if he had checked the tankage, He gave me
a puzzled look and said he did not know where to look.
We pulled up o warped plywood floorboard, and what
I saw still gives me the willies. The tank hatch was
missing, and {loating in some unknown chemieal lig-
wid were mated paint cans and zome type of soliduz
material. The unholy smell of toxie chemieal was over-
whelming,

Everywhere I looked the fixtures were either discon-
necled or bevond repair. Nothing, and [ mean nothing,
looked functional or sound. T then noticed that the
whaole starboard side of the hull was covered in what
appeared to be mud, while the port zide showed no ev-
idence of mud, just a layver of dirt and grime. This
clearly indicated to me that the veszel had been sub-
merged and hod lain on it starboord side for some
time. [ told this poor gentleman that he should imme-
distely tow the boal Lo 3 marina, haul the bost, emply
all tanks, and get a marine surveyor to evaluate the
extent of the repairs neceszary to allow for re-launch-
ing of the boat,

The poor owner nearly began sobbing in hiz frustra-
tion and feeling of hopeleszness. He again reiterated
that he waz 30 overcome by hiz dream of sailing away
and recapturing the adventure and lust for life that
his vision and reszon hod been completely blinded, He
told me that not only did he not have the funds to even
begin the repairs necessary but Lthat he also had none



of the sgkill ets or physical stamina to do any of the
costly repairs himself. He kept saying that this pur-
chase was Lthe biggest mistake of his life and that he
had no idea what he was going to do.

I suggested he do nothing with any of the systems
until the boat was out of the water; only then should
he strip everything off the boat and start over. I told
him that I would start at the engine and tankage, and
then, if the hull checked out to be sound (by a licenzed
marine surveyor), mayhe once the engine was func-
tional and the Lankage and wiring were either re-
placed or repaired, he might see light at the end of the
long dark tunnel.

After a long pause, he said that he would probably
clean the boat up a bit and then relist it on eBay. He
said he'd Lake a lozs since he did not have the where-
withal to take on this huge project,

I had restored four sailboats, cruised extensively,
and lived aboard, and nothing I had ever seen com-
pared to the deplorable condition of this derelict, As |
molored back to my boat, I had an epiphany about the
ease with which one can be deluded by "The Dream,”
and how anyone at anytime can step off the edge of
reason and sanity and chasge the sailing fantagy down
the wrong rabbit hole. This experience reminded me
of my first foray into purchasing a sailboat. I found a
McGregor 25 I was convineed was my ticket into boat-
ing. | brought a good friend with beating experience to

Accurately indexed geleot
peeler leaves hull failr.

look at it, and the first thing he noticed were the
dozens of holes drilled into the outhoard engine cover.
The broker told us that it was done to improve the ven-
tilation for the engine, that it was NO PROBLEM. My
dear friend smacked me on the forehead and said that
the broker was full of it and that it was a BIG PROB-
LEM. Because of his unclouded vision, I walked away
from that nightmare and ended up with a Boston
Whaler Harpoon ag my first boat at the ripe-old oge of
23.

The last thing the hapless owner of the cement ketch
said was that he was done with boats and would never
consider owning another one again. How sad to kill
“The Dream™ after a wrong turn. We all make mis-
takes, and as long as we learn from them, there is hope
and recovery. No malter how much experience a boater
has, it’s imperative that one physically sees the boat
first and is accompanied by a knowledgeable friend
who can help keep him grounded and keep the rose-
colored glasses off. Finally, before purchasing a vessel,
regardless of size, hire a marine surveyor.

Residents of Topsham, Maine, the Schoenbergs are
on their second cruise from Maine to the Bahamas as
a family (wife Chris, daughter Rachel 16, sons Jacob,
14, and Eli, 8). They left Maine aboard their Whitby 42
last September, and in early February were in the
Southern Exumas of the Bahamas.

Modern methods ap
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“Whether you're talking about restoration of classic plastic or vintage wood,
you may be surprised at the depth and breadth of services we offer,”

Robert Vaughan, owner of Seal Cove Boatyard
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