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Ten Thousand Buoys, V3	
In junior high, I was learning to sail off the shore of the beach on Long Island Sound in Connecticut. Near the wharf where I put in our boat, a regatta course was laid out on the surface of the water for sailors to maneuver around buoys before reaching the race finish point.  I decided to write a story about this for my English class.  Part of my story stated: There are a lot of buoys in the ocean. 
 On the face of my returned paper, my teacher wrote: Using ‘a lot’ too much. Be more specific!
That evening, while my dad and I took a walk on the streets of our neighborhood under stary skies, I asked him what I should do to be more specific when I didn’t have clue how many buoys there were in the ocean. “Since you were in the Navy, can you tell me how many buoys there are out there?”
As my dad often did, he began to use his accountant knowledge to explain “You might take a guess at calculating, using the law of averages and be fairly close…” Blah, blah, blah.  My eyes glazed over with the impact of too much information and my face turned off any hope of understanding. 
Dad stopped talking.  
Then he stopped walking. 
This totally regained my attention.
He looked over at me and said, “There are ten thousand buoys in the ocean.” 
“Ten Thousand! Wow that’s a lot!” I gasped, as I gleamed with pride, realizing that my dad, again, knew everything there was to know about anything. 
Dad walked on, smiling to himself, with his cigarette in hands clasped behind his back. 
I skipped to catch-up and be near him. 
