Sailing on the Chesapeake


It was a warm sunny, windy day. My dad decided to take me on a sailing trip in the Chesapeake. He drove me to the docks and rented a 24-foot sailboat. The boat was nice except for the spider weds, the bird droppings, and the encrusted filth. We were towed out of the South River and into the Chesapeake. We pulled up the sail and started sailing away at a very fast pace. 

We were making good time and were in the very middle of the Chesapeake when the wind just died. My dad and I thought it would start up again but it didn’t. We slowly turned the boat around and started back towards the South River. 
The wind got even slower however that’s possible. After a seemingly endless wait of about 10 minutes the boat went about 20-feet. My dad pushed the rudder back and fourth to go forwards. Another 10 minutes went by when I started to feel sick from the constant rocking of the boat. 

It was hot.  So I drank and drank and drank and drank.  Soon the inevitable happened. I desperately needed to go to the bathroom – or, is sailor talk, the head. Which would be great, if this sailboat had one.  Having no head in the boat, I had to use mine.  Surrounded by fluids, I had to find a way to get rid of mine.    Soon an idea formed – I would jump into the water.  And did my duty there.
I climbed back on the boat and took hold of the rudder. We spent the next hour trying to get the boat to go somewhere. We tried to paddle with our hands, blow into the sail, and we even tried passing gas. Then I felt a breeze not a big breeze but yet, a breeze. A few minutes later there was wind. The boat was now going at a whole ½/mph. WOW!
