In early August of last year, after leaving a failed job, I returned to my parents home in Setauket, New York.  I had grown up there playing in the adjacent bay nearly every warm day. As I grew up, the cold, windy, stormy fall and winters became more attractive playtimes. When I got a dry suit for one of my teenage birthdays, hurricanes, noreasters and blizzards became my preferred kayaking conditions. 

With no job opportunities in sight, my parents had offered me a cut if I could sell their MasterCraft and JetSki for them. Wanting the money I gladly jumped on Craigslist and various other websites to try and get the two boats sold. In my effort to sell the boats, my eye caught an advertisement on Craigslist for a beat up old HobbieCat16. Fall was coming, which meant big wind on Long Island, the price was good, and by the end of that first week, we had three boats in our driveway instead of two. My mother was less than happy, my father admired my courage (and gave me the money). 

I had sailed lasers before, but that was it. There was a bit of a learning curve involved with a catamaran, and I broke some stuff. In the one hurricane that crawled up the coast without losing too much strength, I managed to flip it twice and tear the jib. On a very cold December morning (see the video) I broke the block {is that the correct term?}, on a very windy day I had a cleat rip out and I got stuck out in the Sound shortly before nightfall when the wind died one evening after blowing like a banshee all day. And of course, despite everything that I had been told by everyone who knew anything about sailing, I still managed to get whacked by the boom and split my head open. 

After one season with my boat, I have since gotten a job and moved to Texas. My boat sits in my parents’ back yard, just where I left it. I am anxious for the day when I can get it out on the water and ride it through vicious storms again, really test its limits. It still needs some work from the last beating I gave it, but it wouldn’t be fun if we weren’t both struggling. 

Picture 1: Bundled up for a cold winter day of sailing. No dry suit in this picture because the wind wasn’t too strong, but it did start snowing shortly after I shoved off.

Picture 2: Long Island’s autumns are very windy. This particular day there were two cyclones (the only two I have ever seen) out on the sound.

Picture 3: My first day out with the boat.

Picture 4: A friend bundling up for an extremely cold day. Many layers of clothes, a dry suit, plastic bags on the feet.

Picture 5: Pictures of cloudy days don’t capture the cold very well. This is my beat up old hobbie cat one morning before I took it out. 

Movie: That’s the best I could get it. I don’t know much about manipulating movies. That is the first and only movie I have ever made. I hope it’s ok. I am very proud of it (. 

