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			​Original Preface from the book

			Joshua Slocum, along with Howard I. Chapelle and Jack London are the early authors whose work influenced what follows in these pages.  Their combined stories, knowledge and real life experience planted the seeds which grew into an insatiable yearning for a sailing adventure.

			Slocum’s real life account, “Sailing Alone Around the World” entertains the reader from the acquisition of a vessel to the completion of the first round the world, single-handed voyage.  An ingenious, determined individual and lifelong creature of the sea, he imparts valuable wisdom in his fascinating tale of the journey.

			Howard I. Chapelle’s “American Small Sailing Craft” provides the reader with his intimate knowledge of  “Traditional Small Sailing Craft, Their Development and Design.”  One could not help but cultivate an appreciation for the fine lines of the working vessels of years gone by.  Their seaworthiness, a product of an evolution in design over several hundred years goes all the way back to old England and beyond.

			Jack London’s days as an oyster pirate in San Francisco Bay along with his “Voyage of the Snark” add comic relief with many truths embedded, applicable to this day.  His story highlights the problems encountered in the building and sailing of a vessel, the results of the project learned in a most rude fashion, far out to sea. 

			Together with his tales of the inherent, adventurous spirit of the human being, London’s stories blur the lines between truth and fiction with an emphasis on hilarity, preceding disastrous consequences.  His tragic stories do nothing to discourage the sailor borne to the sea, rather, one is drawn further into its embrace.

			Lastly, three authors, and the characters they created must be included with those individuals mentioned above.  Joel Chandler Harris, “Br’er Rabbit,” Mark Twain, “Huckle berry Finn” and Mort Walker, “Beetle Bailey.”  Without them in the formative years of this author, in all likelihood this book would not have been written, nor the journey taken.

			Dennis McGuire

			Preface to the Companion

			On completion of the “Ballad of Calypso” I felt compelled to bring out the poetic outline, allowing it to stand alone and relate this adventure to that audience who enjoy the music embedded in rhyming poetry.  There are no instruments, however, the foot may begin tapping or the body rocking as the reader follows the story.

			As mentioned, this is an outline.  It will carry the reader through the entire journey, quickly and smoothly.  Where it lacks in prosaic details found in the book, it is filled with the music which the prose interrupts.

			Dennis McGuire

		


		


		
			​PART I

		


		
			​Chapter One

			March-September 1979

			​A Journey Begins

			Herring Roe on Kelp

			Late March in Prince William Sound

			icy snow covers the ground

			Through glacial waters streaks the spring dawn

			great schools of herring have come here to spawn

			A circus atmosphere fills the air

			as barges’re loaded for this grand affair

			Kelp buyin’ stations these old wooden sleds

			an’ the place where divers make their beds

			Out on the grounds get the skiff ready

			air compressor pumpin’ steady

			Waxin’ zippers on the suits

			checkin’ for holes in bottoms of boots

			The condition of the suit top notch throughout

			gotta’ protect the diver from freezin’ out

			Air hose coiled, kelp boxes stacked

			with charcoal ‘n cotton the air filter’s packed

			There’s a new beauty down below

			across the undersea landscape

			a fresh herring spawn snow

			The next generation springin’ to life here

			on ribbon, hair ‘n elephant ear

			Clams, urchins ‘n cucumbers’re fine

			but herring roe kelp divin’s really sublime

			Swimmin’ straight down into this

			icy cold brine

			fillin’ our skiff with a product devine

			Divin’ hard eight days in a row

			we have eight grand to show

			for that sailboat we’d been a wishin’

			long before we started fishin’

			The quality this season does entice

			a very satisfying healthy price

			Leavin’ the grounds far astern

			headed to town with money to burn!

			Finding Calypso

			Rode the “Empire Builder” to the eastern seaboard

			 beat the docks for boats our funds could afford

			Lookin’ aroun’ an’ whaddaya know

			wound up at the Newport Used Boat Show!

			Hop a fence middle of the night

			‘cause we spot a boat that looks just right

			When mornin’ comes an’ the show’s open

			Calypso will be ours we’re a hopin’

			Built by shipwright A.A. Bernard

			nineteen fifty two in his backyard

			A sturdy little ketch of twenty six feet

			this boat deal’s hard to beat

			Inside ballast makes her stable

			we slap all our money on the table

			Then Marie with tears in her eyes

			to her little boat she says her goodbyes

			Portsmouth

			The Stone Bridge Marina in Portsmouth we stay

			start divin’ for quahogs other side of the quay

			Every day I go a clammin’

			on Calypso Pat’s a jammin’

			Loadin’ the dinghy with cherrystones

			workin’ fingers to the bones

			Scratchin’ out a hundred bucks a day

			from the bottom of Narragansett Bay

			Out of a woodpile appears a kitty

			name him “Woody” ‘cause it’s kinda witty

			Woody completes our crew of three

			an’ soon we’ll be sailin’ cross the sea

			Block Island Sound

			Doesn’t take long workin’ on her steady

			Calypso’s gone through ‘n made ready

			An’ when the moon’s just a sliver

			Calypso’s sailin’ down the Sakonnet River

			The voyage doesn’t start out just right

			nearly hit rocks very first night

			Sailin’ ‘n bailin’ I gotta say

			Calypso’s leakin’ thirty gallons today

			Block Island Sound ‘s

			our sea trial grounds

			Where squally weather has plenty of fetch

			we discover the nuances of sailin’

			a gaff rigged ketch

			Raise the mizzen ‘n sheet ’er tight

			Calypso holds in irons just right

			Hoist the mainsail, throat an’ peak together

			while Calypso bobs obediently to weather

			Backwind the mizzen, mainsail bellies out

			raise the jib an’ come about

			Whooshin’ ‘n gurglin’ a soothing sound

			for the tropics, Calypso’s bound

			Eighty gallons pumped this day

			while Calypso’s makin’ excellent way

			By the time we get to be good sailors

			looks like we’re gonna be real good bailers

			Port Jefferson

			At Port Jefferson we haul her out

			to see what this leakin’s all about

			There’s small geysers squirtin’

			our poor little boat’s really hurtin’

			Water’s shootin’ from her garboard

			corked her tight port ‘n starboard

			Local folks helped in every way

			till Calypso slides back into the Bay

			New York City

			Distant thunder can be heard rollin’

			New York City bells’re tollin’

			Long Island Sound this windless night

			there’s skyscrapers comin’ into sight

			Approachin’ Hell Gate the fair wind dies

			engine starts, sputters an’ sighs

			Crankin’ on that “BlueJacket Twin”

			got bloody knuckles agin’!

			Jump to the halyards ‘n raise full sail

			broke down now with an engine fail

			Under Hell Gate Bridge caught in whirlpools

			Calypso’s lookin’ like a ship o’ fools!

			Helicopter takin’ off on her right

			blows poor Calypso right outa sight

			At this point I could give a hill ’a beans

			Calypso crashes in Jamaica Queens!

			We need a battery so go ashore

			found a gas station ‘n the fella says “Shore!

			jess’ gimme fifty bucks ‘n have a cigar”

			then he goes ’n rips off somebody’s car!

			Makin’ our way through New York City

			sailin’ right by the Statue o’ Liberty

			Sailin’ through that thunderous roar

			Calypso’s course set for the New Jersey shore

		


		
			​Chapter Two 

			Fall -Winter 1979 

			​Intracoastal Waterway

			Sailin’ ’n bailin’ I gotta say

			Calypso’s makin’ fifty miles a day

			Into Atlantic City we scoot

			do some gamblin’ ‘n make some loot

			Boardwalk ‘n Park Place don’t treat the crew well

			left Atlantic City no money ‘n nothin’ left to sell

			Blew our shot at gettin’ rich

			back to sailin’ this muddy little ditch

			“Muddy little ditch you say?

			this is the Intracoastal Waterway”

			An engineering marvel tucked away from the sea

			Calypso sails in peace and tranquility

			Caught a fresh breeze up the Delaware River

			November winds givin’ us a shiver

			In the C ‘n D canal shelter’s found

			alas, lotta commercial traffic runnin’ around

			Tugs ‘n barges big ‘n strong

			Chuggin’ by all night long

			through the darkness they pull their load

			Rockin’ ‘n rollin’ our tiny abode

			Chesapeake Bay

			Autumn colors fill Chesapeake Bay

			as Calypso sails along her way

			Back n’ forth into the wind we tack

			find another cove, anchor ‘n kick back

			Crossin’ the Potomac at night’s a fright

			Calypso put up one hell of a fight

			River and wind throws everything at her

			till she safely drops anchor in the Wicomico Spider

			Great Dismal Swamp 

			In the Dismal Swamp

			Calypso’s engine breaks down

			‘bout the same time we run her hard agroun’

			“Rinky Dink” to the rescue now

			kedgin’ anchor off the starboard bow

			Grunt ‘n groan, pull with all ya got

			gotta’ get Calypso offa’ this shallow spot

			With

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
		

OEBPS/image/1.jpg
Companion to

Calypso

Rhyme of the

Modern Mariner

Dennis McQGuire





OEBPS/image/Portsmouth_to_Port_Townsend-Edit_BW.jpg
Panama-to #ilo ooy
97 Da)?>
soo0 Mile>

Hilote Nmkfrj
2% DayS
3500 Mile>

stonit of Jusnde Fuca

o
4/‘/!‘

<50
Y/
e,
od
8y MB
' "y
\&0 ]
' &
) S
L, W
% oy P
11000y) 40






OEBPS/font/Algerian.TTF


OEBPS/image/Carib_map_111x140_BW.jpg
Corn Nslard
Yi[res





OEBPS/font/AJensonPro-Regular.otf


OEBPS/font/TimesNewRomanPSMT.ttf


OEBPS/image/companion-to-calypso-by-mcguire_front1200.jpg
Companion to

Calypso

Rhyme of the Modern Mariner

Dennis McGuire






OEBPS/font/AJensonPro-It.otf


