tells why he switched to power from sail—and loves it.

“Due to skin cancer I have been advised
to limit my exposure to the sun, so my
hot MORC racer must go,” reads a recent
letter. “Besides the sun problem, I realize
at my age I will have to change to power
at some future date or go the paid hand
route, which I do not want to do. But
being a sailor all my life, I am, of course,
quite apprehensive about the seagoing
ability of power.”

The reasons and the wording change,
but the theme remains the same: what
dark, unfathomed depths of ocean lie
ahead of the windjammer contemplating
the transition to—ugh/—a motor boat?
Ever since | made my own escape from
what I only half facetiously call “the tyr-
anny of sail,” I have received such quer-
ies. For me, cruising and living aboard a
displacement vessel driven by docile
slaves under hatches has been very much

* relaxes on his Hatteras 48 LRC.

like cruising the sailing craft I have
owned, except there is more room, less
dependence on others, and a new-found
leisure making it possible to enjoy more
of what 1 think of as the fringe benefits of
cruising: scuba diving, poking into gunk-
holes, ham radio, reading, listening to
music, lolling in the sun, whomping up
meals in a spacious galley, or simply tak-
ing it easy, even underway, while the
autopilot does the work and the soporific
hum of the engines brings into focus
thoughts which never seem to take form
ashore. Thus, as I have tried to say reas-
suringly to others, the transition can be
considered a way of life, instead of only a
time of life.

Confusing to the uninitiated is the lack
of a proper generic term to identify the
true offshore motor boat, combining sea-
worthiness—in the real meaning of the







