


My First Best Day

My first best day was, not surprisingly,

when I bought my first boat. She was
a neglected 36-foot sailboat, propped up in a
boatyard in Fort Lauderdale. I was 24 years old
and I'd ended up in Florida after the owners of
aboat I was helping crew decided to sell.

As soon as I spotted her among the weeds,
something drew me to her like a magnet.
There was something about her lines that set
my heart racing. Her graceful spoon-shaped
bow led aft to a full keel and attached rud-
der, then swept aft to a narrow wineglass
stern. She had teak decks and a long, low
cabin trunk. She was truly a thing of time-
less beauty, a boat in which the designer got
it all perfect. Her cockpit was roomy and all
her woodwork was varnished teak. Her teak
interior had been largely disassembled and
she needed plenty of work, but I was handy.

If only I could afford her. I could imagine
her heeling gently to the trade winds with me
at the helm and a beautiful girl by my side,
or anchored in emerald water surrounded
by a sandy, palm-fringed beach of a deserted
Bahamian island. Built in Holland, raced in
England and sailed across the Atlantic, this
was a boat that could take me around the
world if I wanted.

My heart was filled with longing. I
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couldn’t sleep. I'd never wanted anything
more than I wanted this boat. I nervously
contacted the owners and met them at the
boat. They too had known there was some-
thing special about this boat, but had gotten
in over their heads.

I gathered together my courage and
offered them $15,000, which was my entire
life savings to that time. I held my breath
after asking the price. They wanted to think
about it, so I spent a few vague days and
sleepless nights tossing and turning, desper-
ately waiting for a phone call. T wanted it
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more than anything I'd ever wanted.

When my offer was finally accepted, I was
ecstatic. I wanted to absorb myself into it,
become one with it. She was mine! My first
boat! This was the best high ever.

I was flat broke, with a boat that needed a
big chunk of money and time to put together
again, but I was blind to all that. Somehow,
with the enthusiasm of youth, I'd find a way.
Ever since I was a kid I'd been around other
people’s boats, but now I owned a beautiful
yacht of my own. A whole life full of adven-
tures lay ahead. I couldn’t wait to get started.
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ERT 4= Afloat and with dry
- . | bilges, | was overjoyed.

Lions Gate Marina — located
on Vancouver’s North Shore
waterfront — just over the
Lions Gate Bridge. This marina
is operational year round to
meet the needs of boating
enthusiasts. Call us to find out
more about our many features.
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The First Worst Day

It took me a few years to get her fixed @ Boat Launch

up and transform her into the boat @© 45 Ton Sea-Lift
of my dreams, but I never lost my love. I (www.sea-lift.com)
spent seven of the most wonderful months
of my life sailing her through the Baha-
mas. The idea behind it all was to bring
her back home to Vancouver. However, I
simply didn’t have enough money to prop-
erly equip her for a long offshore passage.
After a month or two in Jamaica, [ unen-
thusiastically started looking around for
a buyer.

When she sold, the only pleasure I
got was from knowing my first payment
would get me home to Vancouver and
cover a couple of months rent until I got
a job. It did little to offset the realization
that I'd failed and my long-held dream
was about to come to an end. I was sad-
dened beyond words. All those endless
hours of work and pouring every cent I
made into the boat, and in the end, I was
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basically giving it all away so someone else LIONS GATE
4 Middle Without a motor, we sailed could take over my dream. It was defi- e
everywhere. Here we are entering Montego nitely not one of the best days of my life. MARI NA_I
Bay, Jamaica. Grudgingly, I boarded a plane back home 1331 McKeen Avenue
4 Above After she was sold, | helped sail her  to start all over, with only memories and North Vancouver, BC V7P 3H9
back from Jamaica to the U.S.In this photo, a few mementos of the boat stuffed into 604_985_5468
we are drifting off the coast of Cuba. my duffle bag. '

www.lionsgatemarina.com

JANUARY 2011 _3N\Za. 39

PY_JAN11_37-41_BEST_DAYS.indd 39 10/12/10 10:33 AM‘



My Latest Best Day

My most recent “best day” was

when I bought a vintage Catalina 27
sailboat. I was spending several days each
week in Vancouver, away from my home
in Garden Bay on the Sunshine Coast and
buying an inexpensive boat to stay aboard
would cost significantly less than renting
an apartment. I'd be able to live aboard her
while in Vancouver and go cruising when-
ever the urge struck. It would be like kill-
ing the clichéd two birds with one stone.
This time, instead of the wood or steel of
my previous boats, I was going for a low-
maintenance fibreglass hull. Once my
mind was made up, I spent a month look-
ing at prices for various boats, both power
and sail, under 30 feet (anything bigger
was likely out of my price range). Clearly,
the best deals were for Catalina 27s. Fully
equipped 30-year-old models were selling
for $10,000 to $15,000, right in line with
my budget.

Let’s be frank, Catalina 27s aren’t the
most beautiful boats ever built. But they
have the roomiest interiors for their size
and were relatively well constructed. There
were plenty for sale so I set about scouring
the magazine classifieds, online ads and
local yacht brokers. I checked out a dozen
boats, but none was quite right and the
better ones were too expensive. It was like
meeting nice girls that you could hang out
with, but there just wasn’t that spark.

However, after I'd almost exhausted the
boats for sale in the Vancouver area and
was about to head over to Vancouver Island
to continue the hunt, a broker told me
about one he had just listed in Horseshoe
Bay. He claimed it was one of the nicest 27s
he’'d ever seen.

I was skeptical and approached the tarp-
covered boat with trepidation. But the
broker was right. She had all the physical

4= Above and
Right Nothing
can beat time on
the water, perfect
weather and a
perfect anchorage.
Here we are bow
and stern tied off
Jedediah Island.

attributes of the other Catalinas I'd seen,
but also something more. Her decks were
clean and uncluttered. Her interior had
a surprising warmth to it, even though
the layout was the same as thousands of
other Catalina 27s. It was clear she’d been
well maintained and there were no obvi-
ous defects. The interior was clean and the
teak woodwork was well varnished. The
bilges were dry. I started getting a tingling
sensation—something I remembered from
long ago. She could be the one!

I'd be hard pressed to describe exactly
what it was that attracted me to her. It was
something more than the fact it was within
my budget and in good shape. Maybe it was
the promise it held. Perhaps it’s the same
kind of intangible that makes us fall in love
with one particular person. Ninety-nine
percent of the people we meet don’t appeal
to us (in more than just a physical way!),
but there is that one person who for some
reason we click with. Regardless of why, I
was struck by this plain little boat and my
mind was set on buying her.
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I tried to hide my desire from the bro-
ker, pretending indifference, but it was
hard. After sea trials and a survey, I anx-
iously made an offer. The broker phoned
the owner as we sailed back to the dock
in Horseshoe Bay. I was electrified with
anticipation and tried not to listen to his
side of the conversation. He hung up, he
shook my hand and smiled, saying my
offer was accepted. I was the boat’s proud
new owner. Wow! I had another boat! I
could hardly think straight I was so happy. I
wanted to hug the boat, but instead I patted
her fibreglass cockpit coaming. It’s you and
me now, girl.

Back in her berth, I encouraged the bro-
ker to leave ahead of me. I stood there on
the dock like a proud father, imagining the
things we’'d do together, the places we'd
go and the good times we’d have. I started
mentally going through the things I'd do to
make her a comfortable boat to live aboard.
It was surely one of the happiest days of my
life, even though I was spending less than
half the cost of a new car.
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The Second Worst Day

For a number of years, that boat

served me well as a home away from
home (my man-cave) and for cruising the
coast. My wife came along on a few trips,
but she soon realized that she wasn’t up
for learning all this confusing sailing stuff.
From then on, I started going out on the
boat with my guy friends instead. When my
job changed and I was no longer staying in
Vancouver regularly, I brought the boat back
up to Garden Bay. Because I wasn't staying
aboard, she sat mostly idle, without my
weekly care and attention. The few trips I
made with buddies were at the expense of
spending vacation time with my wife (away
from the boat). I was becoming the boat
owner who maintains his boat only to use it
less than two weeks a year. Like them, I was
paying moorage and doing maintenance but
not getting the benefits. Gradually I came
to the difficult realization that it was time
to sell.

I didn’t try very hard. In fact, the only
effort I made was to scotch-tape a tiny For
Sale sign in one window. However, when
an enthusiastic buyer and his wife con-

tacted me, then showed up and made a
same-day offer, I knew I could no longer
hide from it. It was time to let go. In the
new owner’s favour they were experienced
boaters and excited to be moving up to a
larger boat. At least I knew they would be
deserving owners.

We signed the paperwork and they headed
off in a rush to catch the ferry back to Van-
couver. Suddenly the boat was no longer
mine. Sitting at home that night, I was in
a fog. I felt numb. I couldn’t think. I just sat
there staring off into space. Once in a while
a tear would escape and roll down my face.
I'd put so much money and sweat into that
boat, it had become a part of me; maybe not
quite like a child, but close. And I was now
giving it up to someone else. It made sense
in my brain, but not in my heart. This was
definitely not one of the best days of my life.
It was like a funeral. I was quiet and distant
for days, but thankfully my wife gave me
some needed space. When friends heard,
they offered their congratulations. Congratu-
lations? I couldn’t understand. Condolences
were more in order.

e all know in our brains that

boats are made up of bits of inert

wood, fibreglass, metal and other
assorted materials, but a boat is more than the
sum of its parts. A boat brings us pleasure and
freedom, and takes us to amazing places and
allows us to enjoy unforgettable adventures.
They are happy machines. I know I'm not
alone in feeling emotional about buying and
selling boats.

My experiences make me feel for all the
thousands of other people out there who
have loved their boats and had to sell them.
Maybe they sold because of financial trou-
bles, maybe they found they were too old to
safely operate the boat, maybe they were too
sick or maybe they moved away. Many other
people have the same kind of story to tell
as I—that while buying a boat may be one of
the happiest days of our lives, selling a boat
can be one of the saddest.

Now for those of us without a boat, don’t
feel too bad—we can always hit up our friends
and go out on their boats, or charter! And
besides, who knows when your next best day
will come floating by. @

Each detached home starting at 2341 sq. ft. & up, has a minimum 4 car garage and includes 50, 100 or 240 lineal feet of a
new concrete dock system. As part of a Strata Community and Marina, you will have the peace of mind that the marina services
can include overseeing your property and boat. Located on the banks of the Fraser River in a calm, protected channel with deep
fresh water moorage, with easy boating access to the Gulf islands and the Fabled inside passage. Within 35 miles of cruising
you could be in Ganges Harbor on Saltspring Island, the hub of the Gulf Islands.

Imagine, living on the water’s edge in your own waterfront home and enjoying the magnificent view of the water and mountains
with your own yacht moored on your private dock. Share the marine experience with other like minded home owners with the

same passion.

For more information on this exciting new development please contact
JOHN CUZNER 604-671-3335 RANDY LARSEN 778-840-2650

jseal@hotmail.com
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rlarsen@shaw.ca
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