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Beds of Kelp

 


Both of us were awake early. Maria made the
coffee while I cut up an orange and removed the Danish from the
bag. We ate mostly in silence, except for questions about the
weather and the course that we were going to take.

We finished the last of our coffee by
six-thirty. After getting everything in the cabin sea ready, Maria
went topside to remove the sail cover. I stayed below, wanting to
check the bilge pump, turn on the batteries, and check out the
engine.

We motored out of Dana Point about
seven-thirty and, about a quarter mile out of the harbor, shut down
the engine, and set our sails for San Diego.

 


 



 


By noon we were still waiting for a breeze. Several
times I’d turned on the motor, got our speed up to about five
knots, maintained it for a while, and then turned it off, hoping
the sails would pick up the load. But they flapped and popped and
banged against the rigging until I could stand it no more. And then
the motor was back on. Hours passed under the slow drone of the
engine.

We weren’t talking anyway, so the hum of the
motor brought welcome relief. We had hoped for a romantic time
together, but it was not to be. She had grown quiet during dinner,
long before the wine was gone, and I was tired of guessing the
cause of all of our problems.

We both knew that our relationship was coming
to an end. The air between us was so heavy that I wondered if
it might sink the boat. Even that would have been better. At
least I’d know there was an end to it.

 


 



 


The swells grew larger as the day passed by,
nudging us always closer toward land and, with little wind and the
gas gauge showing empty, we were dangerously close to shore. We
barely missed the kelp beds off of La Jolla, but I could see that
Point Loma would not be so kind.

 


My heart sank. I didn’t think it could get
any worse. We were either going to run aground or,
maybe even worse, spend another night together, rolling endlessly
with the swells, and wondering if the anchor would hold.
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