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The night of September 2, 1998 finds my husband, Alan, and me sitting in the galley of the schooner Heritage in Rockland, Maine. Tomorrow twenty-five passengers and eight more crew will join us, but tonight we have the boat nearly to ourselves. Our captain, Doug Lee, has given us the tour and demonstrated how to work the toilet. Our bunks are made up and soon we’ll retire, weary from traveling from Florida. During the night I’m aware faintly of others; someone is snoring, somebody walks on the deck overhead. We sleep lightly.
We wake up to hot coffee, people, and breakfast—scrambled eggs, sweet zucchini bread, piles of fruit, juice—served family style around three tables in the galley. The weather is cool here and I feel tingly with anticipation. It’s my first voyage on a sizeable sailboat.
Captain Doug has brought 100 lbs. of lobster. The “jolly” boat tows Heritage out into the harbor and we all scramble to help the crew hoist the sails pulling the lines to a rhythmic chorus of “Way, haul a-way, we’ll haul away together, way haul a-way, we’ll haul away Joe”.  Fatiguing muscles uncoil and straighten up then everyone gets quiet, watchful, almost reverent. The wind seizes the sails, whump! And we’re sailing!
We pass several islands through the morning, the giant canvas sheets clap and roll like thunder when the luffing begins. The autumn sun heats my skin but soon the breeze chills it and I get my jacket. I wonder what it’s like back in steamy Florida but only for a moment.
Captain Doug finds the most picturesque island in Penobscot Bay. He drops anchor and many hands haul down the sails. A small boat still in its davits is loaded with food and lowered into the water. We take turns climbing down a wooden ladder that thumps against the side of the boat as we descend into a bobbing sixteen-man lifeboat. The oarsmen row us to shore. The thrust at the top of their powerful pull rocks me backward on the seat; I’m giddy with excitement. The keel scrapes bottom and we stop. “Everyone out.” I grab the gunwales, confidently throw a leg over and fall clumsily into the frigid water. Laughing, Alan helps me stand and we stumble up onto the rocky beach with the others.
The tide is out leaving behind clumps of seaweed that litter the shore--greenish brown linguini. It completely covers some large rocks making them look like the elephant inside the snake in The Little Prince. 
The procession begins from boat to beach. Supplies and food are carried by the worker ants to a spot Captain Doug has smoothed among the stones. Two men stack chunks of firewood. Two others stagger up from the bay with a metal trough full of seawater and place it atop the wood. Someone lights the fire and people amble off to explore our tiny mound.
	We wander around small talking, checking the fire, combing for shells and stones, checking the fire, and finally the water boils. We congregate around the kettle and watch as seventy-six live lobsters are plopped, upside down into the pot. “Why?” I wonder. Someone dumps an armful of slimy seaweed on top completely covering them. It’s a lid! We wait again. Somebody offers chips, crackers and cheese, hot dogs, hamburgers, drinks. I promise my hungry stomach, awake and stirring, “soon”. 
	Thirty minutes later we’re summoned to the “Maine Event”. Two crew members pick up the ends of the boiling pot with their long rubber mitts and in a flash turn it upside down onto the beach. As the water drains into the sand the lobsters—now right side up—lounge odalisque-like on top of their seaweed bed, pink and trussed with green bands around their claws which 45 minutes ago were alive and clicking. 
We line up for a paper towel, cup of butter and as many lobsters as we care to eat. Their sweet, juicy meat delivers the sea to my mouth.  I manage two, Alan eats three. I consider another trip to the pile, but my stomach is pushing painfully against the button on my jeans. Besides, there are s’mores, so I stay put. 
Captain Doug says we’ll take the rubber bands and trash and return the carcasses to deep water. When the tide comes it will sweep away our presence. But this dream fulfilled will remain with me for as long as memory serves.
