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Sunday, November 27. 2011

Back on the boat
We arrive on the boat with our four heavy bags. We change into lighter clothes, then we head out for a welcome drink
with Melissa and David, and dinner at their little Cafe. I eat one of David's fantastic arepa creations with chicken and a
topping of fruits. Unlike the fruit in New York, it's ripe yet fresh and full of flavour. And quite unlike in New York the final
bill for a delicious dinner for two with drinks is only $12, not north of $60. Welcome to Colombia! Then we return to the
boat, and discover that we need to go to the bathroom. We should have stopped in the marina bathroom on the way to
the boat. But we had walked past it chatting to each other because we're still in the apartment mindset, where everything
is just one door away from the living room. Here in the marina the bathroom is 300m away, and it's raining heavily now.
We decide to use the head, but I have to open the two seacocks first. I had lubricated and conserved them before we
left, and number one turns smoothly. But number two is stuck, and I can't turn it. Of course it's the less accesible of the
two, and I have to take the door off the closet, go on my knees, and stretch far to reach it. This seacock is cocky. 4
months alone on the boat must have convinced it that it's the master and commander, and it takes me 15 minutes to
convince it otherwise. Finally the seacock is open. We can use the bathroom again. I'm drenched in sweat. Welcome to
the boat. I look around, and the boat is already a mess. Just changing into different clothes and getting out the toolbox
does that. The amount of effort necessary to keep a boat tidy grows exponentially with your desire to do fun or useful
things. Everything is fine when all you have is the minimum clothes to keep you cool, warm, and dry. Only the absolutely
necessary tools to keep the boat seaworthy, kitchen gear and food for simple meals, and some books for navigation and
entertainment. It limits you in what you can do, and it takes more time to do it with simple tools. But everything is only a
quick reach away. This changes dramatically when you add tools to make your life easier (e.g. for the kitchen and power
tools), gear for your personal interests (like diving, photography, video, music), more clothes, and books and equipment
for your business interests. The items for sailing and navigation are still only a reach away. But for everything else
packing and unpacking becomes a necessary, frequent, and dreaded obligation. Not for us boaters the simple comforts
of a 7 foot closet with big doors and plenty of shelf space. No, everything is stuffed in little boxes or bags and distributed
all around the boat. Now that we're back on the boat, we have to divide our belongings into small parcels and distribute
them among the many little lockers on the boat. My strongest advice for aspiring boaters: pack as light as possible.
While I brush my teeth I wonder again why I'm doing this. Living in an apartment in a city is sooo comfortable. Why live
on a boat and make live unnecessary hard? And an old racing boat with very little space at that, where I can't even
stand upright. Then we go to bed. The first night on the boat after four months away. We crawl into the little forpeak
triangle and lie down, our heads only a meter away from the ceiling. We talk about past experiences and remember the
bad and the good times we had sailing and living together. How we watched the stars at night, how we helped each
other, how we made it through bad weather and smaller emergencies, how we grew close and learned to trust and rely
on each other. We talk and we agree that our small boat is an extraordinary environment. Not convenient or
comfortable, quite the opposite. But absolutely wonderful in many other and unique ways. But we're not looking forward
to catching up on four months worth of maintenance
Posted by Axel Busch in Gudrun V at 08:17
The blog is back!
SchÃ¶n, wieder von Euch zu lesen...
Alles Gute fÃ¼r die Weiterfahrt und viele GrÃ¼ÃŸe aus Frankfurt,
Klaus
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