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B AREBOATING

The Virgin Islands are lined with boats along their

shores, Many

of these sailors would agree that the life at sea leaves no room

for decadence. Linda, however, disagrees.

BNota by MIKE HUARD

Linda Huard of Brighton doesn’t give in to the

rugged life on a “bareboat.”

By Ingrid Tomey
spaecial writer -

There Is something in the term, “bareboat™ that sug-
gests essence.

Sans captain or crew, shucked of the excess baggage
of landlubbing, we would flee the ice and snow of a
Detroit winter and set off on a track far the Virgln Is-
lands. There were five of us with this fundamentallst
approach to sailing. And then there was Linda.

On a Sunday in early February, Mike and Linda
Huard of Brighton, Judy and John Gordon of Traverse
City, and my husband. Paul and I of West Bloomfleld,
taxicd from Roadtown, Torto-la, the capital of the Brit-
Ish Virgin Istands, over to Road Harbor and the home of
our charter company, The Moorings,

“LOOK AT all this storage,” Judy said, flinging open
the closets of "Misty Isle 1" our 38-foat Bencteau. We
peeked into the aft cabin which stretched sideways for
an Incredible 10 fect.

As we were stowing our gear, Mike clamored on
board and began lowering red Samsonite Juggage: five
matching suitcases, one bulging carry-on, and an Adri-
rpel cosmetic case, Linda's curly littlehead pokcd
down, "It's 50 1ceny down there.”

As Linda began swooping through, shaking out beaded
silks and strappy little heels, the cabin suddenly began
looking like Fibber McGee's closet.

"1 hope.we have lots of water,” Linda chirruped after
investigating the heads. “I aced my three showers a
day.”

FOR THE next seven days, In spite of the rigars of
life afloat, Linda was as fresh as the red hibiscus that
she tucked bohind her ear as we set out tnto 18 knot
breezes for Marina Cay off the island of Great
Camanoe,

As we sat at our mooring at Marina Cay, we were
approached by a dinghy from another boat, “Tum-
bleweed.“ Fritz Scyfarth, a little bleached leprechaun,
was not only collecting a $10 mooring fee, he was sell-
ing his books, "Tales of the Caribbean,” and “Mavericks
in Paradise.” We asked him aboard, bought his books
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Ingrid Tomey guides the ship on a sunny Vir-
gin Island day,

and Jistened for an hour er 50 to his heartstapping tales
of Blackbeard and Bartholomew Roberts.

“Books,” Linda satd. “Don’t you have anything else to
sell”” She shook her gold, bracelet-clad arms.

“Only books,” Fritz said, looking genuinely regretful,

Minutes Jater, from below, came the sound of the
shawer.

Virgin Islands reveal 'All the charms about Linda’

For the next seven days, in spite of
the rigors of life aficat, Linda was as
fresh as the red hibiscus that she
tucked behind her ear as we set out
into 18 knot breezes for Marina Cay
off the island of Great Camanoe.

After the shower we heard pans rattling and smelled
onians frying. Linda was coming alive below. I sure
could use some garlic salt,” she called up. Besides the
$2,800 price of chartering “Misty Isle,” we had kicked in
$19 each for provisions,

QOn Monday we headed into the rising sun toward Vie-
gin Gorda and the famous rocky Baths at the southseest
tlp of the Island. We dinghied ashore, leaving Linda to
sun on the fine, white beach while we trooped off to find
the Baths.

Crawling on our hands and knees between house-size
boulders, we came vpon a huge, domed cave set like a
gem in a blue pool. Beyond, were more rocks {o scale
and rushing pools full of hldden coral on which we
scraped our feet and knees,

IT WAS thrilling but also frightening to be carried
along by the whirling currents. An hour later, we car-
ried our scraped and bruised llmbs back over the rocks
to find Linda glistening in the sun. sipping a rum and
Coke. "There's a bar over there.” She pointed cheerfully
through the palms.

Linda not only sprung for our drinks, she salved our
waunds with skin balms which she produced from the
bottom of her bag. Dabbing some essence, called Paco
Rabanne behind her ears, she settled us chastened chil-
dren around her for & drink and a snooze in the sun.
‘Then it was back to “Misty Isle™ for our three hour sail
up to The Bitter End, a resort marina at the northeast
end of Virgin Gorda.

Displaying the first bit of curiosity about our course,
Linda removed the pillow from her face and called up

from lhc starboard bcnh "Do they have rooms at thi:
place?” -

This was the beginning of Linda’s relentess efforts 1
escape [rom the depnvmons of bareboating,

T could use a bath,” she said. “And 1 don't mean .
Kind you just had."*

BUT THERE were no rooms to be had at The Bitter
End This was high scason and the resort was full. As
concession to Linda, wo snugged “Misty Isle™ right up
against the dock, barely noticing that the cost of dock-
age was about the same as a decent double at the Holi-
day Inn. Nevermind, it entitied us to free showers and
Linda was off the boat with her pink towel and cosmetic
case.

That evening, 2fter Linda's coq au vin, we watched
the six guests on board a 90-foot Kalani, aptly named,
“The Libertine,” making videos of themselves and a
marlachl band that they had hired for the evening. They
put the marjacht player behind the camera while they
drank champagne and took turns pretending they were
playing the steel drums.

“Why don't tbey just stay on land?" Paul said, turning
his ofiended eyes off o the sunset.

Linda looked foriorn, sitting on deck with a mudpack
on her face and her hair slicked up with somethiny
called “Thick Ends.” “That great big boat and they
can't even fit two more people on it," she sighed.

By midweek, we were breezing downwind on the
northern edge of the island toward Jost Van Dyke. The
clean blue of the sky scemed all of a piece with the
water. The constant trade winds puffed us merrily
along. past Mosqulto Island, the Dogs, Beef and Guano.
past great, green turtles rising like prehistoric crea-
tures out of the water, and pelicans, and most gloricus.
two whales, that we and another boat tracked for al
most an hour.

“DID YOU ever hear this song?” Linda trilled, look-
mg up from her bottle of Mauve Twilight nail polish

“When I go 1o sleep, I never count sheep, I count all the
charms about Linda.”

We were happy. That night we were treating our
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Hill House proves

it’s a small world

Roland Jacques was on a ladder,
getting his beam and plaster house
ready for painting, when we carried  [3*
our suitcases out of Hil) House. The *
house has stood on this hill since the
17th cenlury,- but it always needs

Youyau Jacques, his wife, was in
the house, fetching the old Bible. |
had just tearned that her grandfa-

painting. QS ‘HE‘M‘K{&‘NGS

crossroads
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house and upstairs to one of several

ther Jules Mussche was born in the
Detroit area in 1369.

1 often find unexpecied connec-
tlons Jike that while exploring the
world. What surprised me about this

The
Harwich, Essex.

Ings,

Maltings,

Ramscy, Harwich,

rooms available to travelers. Ouny
had three single beds, a ful) bath-
room two steps down the hall, and
cost 10 pounds sterling per person,
which is about $38 for the night and

Ramsey,

Essex. It

House, where the Jacques have lived
for 19 years. Ask to sce the “green
book” and you will see the house
marked on a2 1777 road map-that's
one year after the stacl of the Amer-
ican Revolution.

The house actually goes back ta
1635. The Hendon familly lved in it
for 300 years, and werce out of town
on the day in 1911 when thelr maid
came in to light same of the 13 fire-
places, to warm thelr return, ‘and
nearly burncd the house down

Roland found that malid in an old
folk’s home and invited her and her

sister to tea, so he knows what the

encounter is that Youyou once tray-
cled from Europe 10 America look-
ing for her ancestor.

We found Hill House bed-and-
breakfast in a guidebook, For people
wha love people, the bed-and-break-
fast route Is more personal and less

- expenslve than a- roadside hotel. 1
called for rescrvatlons from the
dock at Harwich, on England's cast
coast, when our ferry from the
Netherlands landed In a light eve-
alng raln.

m glag that T didn't have te find
the address: Hill lHouse, The Malt-

was about five miles and a $5 taxi
ride from the boal harbor but the
tax} driver knew exactly where to
Indit. .

He drove out of tawn and turned
uphil) through spring crops to the
two houses at the top of the road,
Hill House is set tn a garden at the
top of the hill with a swimming pool
to one slde and some bulldings be-
hind, The area is called The Maltings
because there used to be a brewery
on that hitll,

Holand led us through the fine old

included a ful) break{ast,

Roland looks like a sea captain,
strong ' face, squarc-cut beard. In
fact he was in the merchant navy,
met his Belglan wife Youyou while
sailing around Africa and has spent
the Jast 30 years as a river pilot,
guiding seagoing ships through the
estuary and into the mouth of the
Thames River.

He is retired now and spends his
time with hls stamp and posteard
collectlon, and looking after HII

house used to look like.

He Joves family history, and so
does his wife Youyou, who came te
Detrolt onee Jooking for the grave of
her great-grandfather; he was a Bel-
gian brickmaker when he migrated
to Detrolt in the late 191h century.

Her grandfather, Jule Mussche,
was born in Detroit on Oct. 3, 1869,
moved with his family to Toledo and
returned to Belglum when he was 12
years old,

Ubfortunately, Youyou dida't find
what she was looking for. She knew
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The 171h century Hill House is surrounded by spring crops and
gardens. When travelling in Europe, this bed-and-breakfast
type of accommodation is more personal and olten less expen-

sive than a roadside hotel.

that her grandfather had Hved In
Michigan and Ohio but she couldn't
find any trace of him. I empathlze
with her because | was on my way to
search my ancestors In Northern
Ireland, and I couldn't find any trace
of them either,

Our night in Hill House was only
one small experience In a llfetime nl
travel, but it is the kind of experi-
ence that yqu paste tn your mental
scrapbook for future browslog. One
small unexpected connection made
while exploring the world out there.




