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How many times have you had that overpowering urge to leave it all behind and sail off to a
tropical island? The desire of the ordinary landlubber to go to sea is as old as mankind itself.
Here is the true story of how my wife and I became captured by the powerful allure of the sea.
This is book one of a four book series. 'Quest and Crew' begins hours before a hurricane of
unimaginable destructive force obliterates the south shore of Grenada. Luckily, Quest survives
without a scratch. It’s a story about how life's many twists and turns, fortune and disaster, can
change your path but make you stronger. In chapter three you will discover how Quest gained a
new lease on life with a complete retrofit in the backwoods of our home in North Carolina. Soon
you will be off to North Palm Beach, Florida. On a clear starry night, we leave America behind
and sail over the horizon on a hope enveloped by a dream. We are at the beginning of our new
adventure. Sailing and anchoring one island at a time, we earn our stripes the hard way as we
cruise through the northern Bahamas. ‘Quest and Crew’ is a glimpse into the powerful attraction
of sailboats and sapphire water. It is all about the joy of success as well as what it takes to
overcome the occasional disaster. From beginning to end, the book is about transforming a
rookie crew and beautiful old boat into a sailing adventure. Come for the hurricane, stay for the
story.

This is a gripping story of an untested crew who worked two yearsrefitting their Bayfield 36. They
incredibly came through Category 5Hurricane Ivan on Grenada without a scratch. 'Quest and
Crew' is the first book of the Quest series. It is well written, humorous and vividly captures the
story of anordinary couple who buy a boat to fulfill their dreams. -Cruising WorldA love of boat, a
love of blue water, a love of wife, a love of life story. Readable, fun, thought provoking and useful
for anyone wondering if they'll ever see the end or even the beginning of their bucket list. Not
everyone has a sailing adventure but everyone has the opportunity to find someone like-minded
to not just survive but thrive, arriving together at the happy conclusion that adventure can be
found anywhere in the proper company.-Lawrence County AdvocateThis autobiographical
cruising account starts out with a bang - literally - as Hurricane Ivan hits Grenada...The author
has wisely chosen to intersperse cruising tales with flashbacks to the refitting period, avoiding a
routine chronological format. While much of the narrative takes place in the US as they are
refitting Quest, and later in the Bahamas, David and Wendy's fellow Caribbean cruisers will nod
in recognition as these determined newbies successfully make the transition from wannabes to
an efficient and independent liveaboard voyaging team.-Caribbean CompassQuest and Crew is
an engaging fast adventure you simply won't wish to put down. Beaupre mixes humor with vivid
descriptions as the two venture through Florida, the Bahamas and the Caribbean to fulfill their
quest to sail to paradise. -Ontario SailorAbout the AuthorDavid Beaupre lives with his wife of 35



years in Fall River, Tennessee where they built and operate a small family winery.
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Book Oneof theQuest seriesDavid BeaupréPublished by buddha beescover design and
graphics by David BeaupréQuest and Crew© 2014 David BeaupréPublished by buddha
bees“How many people have dreamed about sailing away and leaving it all behind? Here’s how
it happened... On a clear starry night, we left South Florida on a dream enveloped by a
hope.”Quest and Crew is a work of non-fiction. All places, characters, and events are real. In
some cases the names of characters have been altered.All Rights Reserved. This book was
published by buddha bees. No part of this book may be used or reproduced in any manner
without written permission except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical articles and
reviews.Introduction to Quest and CrewHow many people have dreamed about sailing away and
leaving it all behind? Here’s how it happened. ‘Quest and Crew’ is the first book of a four book
series. The story begins hours before a devastating Category 5 hurricane obliterates the south
shore of Grenada. It’s a story about the many twists and turns that life can take. The sailboat
Quest gained a new lease on life with a complete retrofit in the backwoods of North Carolina.
The job of the crew becoming real sailors begins in North Palm Beach. On a clear starry night,
we left South Florida on a hope enveloped by a dream. Finding ourselves at the beginning of a
new adventure, we set sail and anchored one island at a time through the Bahamas. The
Caribbean is a few books away. Here is a glimpse into the powerful attraction of sailboats and
sapphire water. ‘Quest and Crew’ is all about the joy of success as well as what it takes to
overcome the occasional disaster. From beginning to end, the book is about transforming a
rookie crew and beautiful old boat into a sailing adventure. Come for the hurricane, stay for the
story.Introduction to The Quest SeriesMy wife and I are very fortunate to have followed a path in
life that brings us closer to our dreams and to each other. It’s nice work when you can get it.
From the day we met, our lives have been filled with extraordinary experiences. Somewhere in a
lifetime of memorable adventures we purchased a classic sailboat. Little did we guess the
implications of preparing Quest and her crew for a life on the ocean. Learning our lessons along
the way, Wendy and I were slowly transformed into sailors. From launching Quest in north
Florida to a Category 5 hurricane in Grenada, we discover that the art of living on a sailboat is
much more than rum-infused beach parties. It was hard work to have fun. But when all the
chores are done and the storms have passed, Wendy and I consider ourselves fortunate to have
fulfilled our dreams. Everyone can learn to be the master of their destiny. If time does not permit
you to sail the ocean blue, I offer you this four book series on how two friends found happiness in
their personal quest for paradise. The Quest Series is a true modern sailing story. Come along,
let’s take this extraordinary journey together.Introduction to Quest on the Thorny PathNot all trips
to paradise are smooth sailing. ‘Quest on the Thorny Path’ is the second book of the Quest
series. Leave the laid back cruiser hangout of Georgetown, Bahamas behind and hit the big
ocean waves for the first time. From Georgetown we take the path less traveled through the
deserted out islands of the Bahamas. After a short stay in the Turks and Caicos we follow a route



along the north coast of Hispaniola that Christopher Columbus appropriately named the ‘Thorny
Path’. The book is a true adventure about overcoming fear and dangerous challenges in one of
sailing’s harshest proving grounds. Bashing through heavy seas and strong headwinds on a lee
shore isn’t for everyone. But at least you can read about it.Introduction to Quest for the
VirginsFind our crew poised and ready to venture into the dreaded Mona Passage between
Hispaniola and Puerto Rico. We’re on our way for a long, leisurely sail on the beautiful south
coast of Puerto Rico. It is my pleasure to have you come along for the third book in the Quest
series. Included in the itinerary is Vieques, St. Croix, St. John and a little Virgin Gorda. With a
unique perspective for the almost unnoticed, ‘Quest for the Virgins’ will deliver a less common
experience of a most popular place. Be whisked away to warm tropical destinations for a
humorous glimpse into the life aboard a sailboat in the Caribbean.Introduction to Quest in the
CaribbeanThe final book in the Quest series is ‘Quest in the Caribbean’. Wendy and I have
become full time sailors. The sea has been kind to us. It has been our home, a very strict master
and unforgiving teacher. We slowly learned our lessons of seamanship one day at a time. But
more importantly we learned a great deal about each other and what it takes to be good
companions on a tiny boat. ‘Quest for the Caribbean’ begins on a beautiful day in the British
Virgin Islands. When we pass through the dangerous, narrow, reef-strewn passage in Virgin
Gorda and enter the Caribbean we are one boat length closer to fulfilling our dream. There are
many more islands to explore and miles to sail before the journey is complete. Some of the
wonders that await our eager eyes are Saba, the fabled ‘island in the clouds’ and the
neighboring island of Statia. The serenely beautiful island of Nevis, Montserrat’s volcanoes, the
gentle people of Dominica, Saint Lucia and the Grenadines all enrich our lives. ‘Quest for the
Caribbean’ ends on the south shore of Grenada as we are about to fulfill a destiny that was
many hard years in the making. For photographs and satellite maps of the Quest Series,
visitDavid BeaupréFall River, TennesseeTable of Contents1. Quest vs. Ivan: A Heavyweight
Match2. A Funny thing happened on the way to buy a Boat3. A Two Ton Paperweight4. After
the Hurricane: Welcome to Trinidad5. Chacachacare: The Leper Colony6. Ten Degrees from
the Equator7. Road Trip8. Echo and the Big Black Whale9. Pirate Island10. The Splash11.
Hello, North Palm Beach12. Zero G13. Dit Dot Ditty14. Florida Farewell15. Grand Bahama
Island16. The Berries17. Nassau Shakedown18. Enter the Exumas19. Norman’s Cay20.
GeorgetownGlossary1. Quest vs. Ivan: A Heavyweight MatchIn the fall of 2004 Wendy and I
were happy living our island dream on the south coast of Grenada. We had comfortable dockage
for our sailboat Quest at a newly constructed marina. We were happy and safe from the dangers
of hurricanes. Life was good in paradise.On the morning of September 11th we drove to a
chandlery in Saint George to order a few boat parts. As was his custom in hurricane season,
Tony the owner was sitting in front of his PC. Tony was the local VHF radio weather
man.“Checking the weather?” I joked.“Yeah” he said. “Take a look at this.”His computer screen
showed a very distinct circulation just off Cape Verde. The desert heat blowing west from Africa
spawns many Caribbean hurricanes. “This looks very serious. Tropical storms don’t usually form



so close to Africa. If this gains momentum it’s going to be huge” he said. For the hundreds of
liveaboard cruisers in Grenada, hurricanes were weather events that happened some where
else. Hurricanes never hit Grenada. Hurricanes never go below 12 degrees latitude. Insurance
companies universally agreed that the south coast of Grenada was below the hurricane belt.
Boat owners were encouraged to keep their boats on the south coast of Grenada during
hurricane season. History, and actuarial tables, were about to be rewritten. On the following
morning the tropical depression that had rapidly formed off the African coast had suddenly
developed into a tropical storm. It was moving at the unusually fast ground speed of 25 knots.
The tropical storm was such a well organized system that the long range models predicted a
very strong hurricane hitting Martinique. As the day progressed the intensity of the storm
increased to a hurricane Category 1. By two o’clock, Ivan was a Category 2. It was
incomprehensible how fast the storm was gaining strength. Ivan was aimed lower at Saint Lucia.
Our thoughts strayed to the great times we had in Rodney Bay on Saint Lucia. We counted our
blessings that we were safe. By seven o’clock that evening Ivan had developed some real teeth.
It was a solid Category 3 and building rapidly. The ground speed had slowed to 20 knots and it
started to curve south. It was almost unheard of for a hurricane to veer south. Hurricanes usually
arc to the north. Ivan’s destructive path was now predicted to be along Barbados and Saint
Vincent. This gave us an uncomfortable margin of less than 100 miles.In the early morning we
woke to discover that Ivan had increased to a Category 4 hurricane and the track was through
the Grenadines and northern Grenada. A Category 4 hurricane has sustained winds of 131-155
mph. The National Oceanic and Atmospheric Administration (NOAA) describes the
consequences of a Category 4 hurricane as ‘complete roof structure failures on small
residences. Shrubs, trees, and all signs are blown down. There is a very high risk of injury or
death to people’. We were in for it. There was no where to run. We would make our stand on our
boat in Clarkes Court Bay Marina. Ivan would come calling at 2:30 that afternoon. There wasn’t a
minute to lose. We had 48 hours of work to do in eight hours. We raced into town in the 4X4 to
fuel up and buy any supplies that would be left on the shelves of the stores. When we reached
Saint George I pulled into the first gas station. I expected the pumps to be out of fuel. Since there
were no customers, I went into the office and asked if they were already out of fuel. The owner
looked at me with his customary blank melancholy stare.“Why would we be out of fuel?” he
said.“The hurricane” I said.He laughed. “Grenada never get hit by hurricanes mon.” We filled up
and I drove like a madman to the supermarket. The scene was surreal. It was a normal day in
Paradise. The usual group of loafers milled about the entrance to the supermarket.“There’s a
hurricane coming” I said.They grinned. They laughed. A chorus of snickers followed us. Inside
the store the staff and shoppers showed absolutely no concern about an approaching major
hurricane. We tore up and down the aisles stuffing the cart with everything that our little Suzuki
would hold and made it back to the marina by 9 AM.The new track reported for Ivan was to pass
directly over our location at 2:30 that afternoon. It was a strong Category 4 hurricane and
building, and the ground speed was decreasing. Was this really happening? It seemed like a



dream as we prepared Quest for the ride of our lives. All canvas was stowed, blades taken off
the wind generator, bimini removed, halyards lashed to the mast, dinghy lashed on deck,
docking lines doubled, etc. We worked in a blur for five hours. I looked up around noon to see
two mini-vans pulling into the parking lot. One of the marina residents/winter cruisers came over
to our boat and asked if we wanted a ride to the hotel.“Ride to the hotel? No!” I said. “I’m a bit
busy right now.”The only boaters that chose to stay and protect their boats were Wendy and I, a
Canadian couple, a hired delivery captain from Victoria, Canada and the marina manager.
Twenty or so boat owners had abandoned their boats to the most destructive forces of nature.A
description of the type of dock construction at Clarkes Court Bay Marina will give some idea of
the crazy ride we were about to take. The marina consisted of two docks about one hundred feet
long. Eight finger piers were spaced along each side of these main docks. The finger piers to
which the boats were moored were about forty feet long. The entire marina was a floating dock
system. The wooden planking for the docks rested on black plastic floats about two feet thick
and about five by five feet square. The floats were secured to the bottom with screw anchors and
criss-crossing chains. There were no pilings holding the docks in place. The system is designed
and sold primarily to be used in small sheltered fresh water lakes in the mid west and Canada
where there is no tide.By 1 PM the entrance to Clarkes Court Bay was impassable. Ten foot
white-crested breakers roared in from the ocean. This entrance is normally flat even under storm
conditions. The skies turned a very threatening grey black and then a fine mist began to fall. We
headed into the cabin and turned on the VHF and instruments. You could hear and feel the panic
of the boaters on the VHF radio. The last official message from the government weather radio
was that Ivan had increased to a Category 5 hurricane, 150 mph plus. The eye was predicted to
pass several miles south of our location. Then the radio went silent. The government radio mast
had blown away. We were in the worst scenario possible, the north quadrant of a Category 5
hurricane. The recording barometer on board Quest had been dropping steadily since the
morning. It now took a nose dive. It was well below 1000 millibars. The wind was up to 45 mph. I
cooked a light lunch and then just waited. By 2:30 the wind was up to 60 mph and the docks
were rocking so violently that no one would consider walking on them. By 3 PM the wind was
holding steady at 90 mph. I mean steady. The wind anemometer seemed stuck at 90. I asked
Wendy to get the manual for the instrument. Sure enough 90 mph was the maximum speed that
could be displayed. The wind held above 90 mph for about an hour. Around 4:00 the wind
dropped down to 60. Just around that time we heard a knocking on our deck. A knocking on the
deck? I looked out the companionway and the marina manager was standing there buffeted by
the storm.“You had better get your rain gear and come with me, a boat broke loose” he said.We
jumped into our gear. I took one last look at the wind speed - 60 gusting to 65 mph. The
barometer was in the ditch.When we stepped out on the dock it was completely disorienting.
The entire dock system, one hundred feet of main pier as well all the fingers, had shifted south
45 degrees and had been dragged a full hundred feet to the south west. This was really bad; the
dock’s anchors were not holding up to the force of the storm. There was no time to lose. We ran



to the second dock to help secure the boat that was in danger. It took us about a half an hour to
jury rig some dock lines on the distressed boat so that it wouldn’t fly away when the wind
freshened. Quick as we could, we returned to what we thought was the safety of Quest. Rain
hitting skin at 60 mph felt like piercing needles. We were forced to walk sideways to make any
progress. It was laborious to breathe. The docks were pitching so hard we had to crawl on our
hands and knees back to Quest.When we got back to the cabin the wind dropped to forty-five
mph. Were we safe? Had the storm passed? No, we were passing through the eye of the
hurricane. The barometer was now below 900 millibars. Was this possible? The wind previously
had blown from due north. This meant that the island was blocking most of the force of the wind.
The wind started to veer more southerly and pick up speed. Then the wind started to freshen
straight from the south. Clarkes Court Bay opens to the south. We were now exposed to the full
fury of Ivan. The monster that was being unleashed and about to hit us was beyond
comprehension.The wind built from the south for the next twenty minutes until the anemometer
was again pegged at 90 mph and holding. Our situation had become much graver. We were
exposed to the considerable ocean swells that were funneling up Clarkes Court Bay from the
open sea. The docks were pitching like corks and taking us along for the ride. The rain started to
fall in torrents. Looking out from the port lights there appeared one continuous wall of water.
Visibility was less than five feet. The last two hours were just a warm up for what would happen
next.On the finger pier directly opposite Quest was a huge forty foot catamaran. On the next
finger pier directly east of us was a very large heavy 45 foot aluminum luxury sailing yacht
named Bella Brett. The anemometer was pegged at 90 mph. But judging from the deafening roar
of the wind, it greatly exceeded 90. Wendy and I couldn’t hear each other without screaming. We
were no more than ten feet apart. As the wind built, the pitching and yawing became so intense
that I needed to hold on to the saloon table just to keep from falling on the floor. During one of my
most vivid memories I recall sitting down and staring at my hand. I remember an odd sense of
calm. I felt like an observer, someone watching the events in a movie.Then I heard Wendy
scream “The cat is going to cut us in half!”I crawled my way over to starboard. The sight from the
port light was unbelievable. The catamaran’s pontoons were about seven feet from top to
bottom. Each time a swell hit the catamaran, the entire pontoon came out of the water. The
pontoon climbed so high that the bottom was clearly visible. It was just a few feet from Quest. It
looked just like a giant shear poised to chop us into bits.At that moment we were given a very
strong distraction to take our minds off the catamaran. We felt an incredible impact on the port
side. Both Wendy and I were knocked to the floor. I got up and looked out the port hole. It
appeared that the bow of Bella Brett, the sailboat on our port side, was trying to climb into
Quest’s cockpit. I ran to the companionway and threw the hatch open. The yacht’s bow was
jammed firm against the hull of Quest. Then in an instant, the yacht and her finger pier were
gone. It was there one minute; then in the blink of an eye it was gone. The hurricane had blown
boat and dock away like a feather.A moment after Bella Brett disappeared into the storm, an
incredibly loud smashing sound came from starboard. Although the scraping, grinding noise was



deafening, we felt no impact to Quest. I looked out the port hole. The catamaran lines had
stretched and its pontoons were now striking the center of the dock two feet from Quest. The
dock was the only thing that separated us from the catamaran’s rampage. It seemed certain that
we were about to be destroyed by the catamaran.Then we had a major bit of good fortune. As I
watched the pontoon come closer and closer to Quest, knowing that it was just a matter of
moments before it chopped us to bits, the dock flipped on its edge exposing the bottom of the
dock floats to the starboard side of Quest. Under the strain of the increased tension of our dock
lines, the forty-five foot dock cracked in the middle. The dock floats were pressed firmly against
Quest cradling her from the catamaran. The wooden walkway of the dock was firmly affixed
against the pontoon of the catamaran. Quest, the dock, and the catamaran were now knit
together firmly by a spider web of dock lines.Of greater concern was the fact that the finger pier
to which we were moored had disengaged from the main dock. The catamaran, the finger pier,
and Quest had loosed our terrestrial bonds. We were spinning out of control in a Category 5
hurricane. I turned on the GPS and ever so slightly we could see the latitude and longitude
changing. The wind was gusting at 150 mph straight from the south. At least with that wind
direction we wouldn’t be blown to sea. We would be beached somewhere up in Clarkes Court
Bay. All things considered this was a very consoling alternative.We spun and sailed around
Clarkes Court Bay for about thirty minutes. Every so often we would hear a very loud report. We
assumed that the catamaran had again collided with some sort of floating object or debris.
Although the ride was rough, Quest never made impact with anything. Then out of no where
came the sustained grinding sound of a boat being grounded on rock. This sound from the
depths of hell was the catamaran being beached and forced up on shore. We waited and
anticipated that Quest also would be dragged up on the rocks. The minutes dragged on. We
never even scraped the bottom. The catamaran was firmly beached and she wasn’t moving.An
hour passed during which time we took a beating from the surge that was pounding Quest’s hull
from the windward side. The side of Quest was pointing south in the direction of wind and wave.
Our lines held us fast to the overturned dock and the beached catamaran. After an hour the wind
dropped to 60 mph. It is hard to imagine but 60 mph seems like a relative calm after a 155 mph
hurricane. Then the wind slackened to 45 mph. The storm was passing. From the time that the
dock had broken free to that moment, we hadn’t looked out the port lights. There was no point.
We couldn’t have seen ten feet. We had no idea where we were. We could have been anywhere
in Clarkes Court Bay.“Do you hear a banging on the hull?” I asked Wendy.Sure enough there
was a knocking on the hull. I stuck my head out of the companionway into the gale. The marina
manager was standing on our deck holding onto the shrouds with both hands.“You two had
enough fun?” he asked.The catamaran was beached directly in front of the marina office. He had
been watching us for the last thirty minutes.“Do you want to come and spend the night in the
office?”I couldn’t believe it; we were parked in front of the office. The office was of new
construction and had been built with storms in mind. It hadn’t blown away like every other
building in Grenada. We threw on our wet gear, climbed over the broken dock and the



catamaran, then jumped to dry land. The storm wasn’t over but the hurricane had passed. It was
as dark as midnight so we couldn’t assess the damages to Quest. We feared the worst. The
storm continued to wail the entire night. We got very little sleep. I kept waking and forgetting
where I was. We had lived on Quest for three years and during all that time we hadn’t been away
from her for more than a couple of nights. All the worst thoughts went through my mind. She
must be in pretty bad shape. The dawn came. I forced myself to look out the office windows.
Quest was floating fifty feet from the window like a prop in a tragic comedy. At a quick glance I
couldn’t see any damage. I ran out of the office and came up next to Quest. There wasn’t a
scratch on her port side. There was a bit of dock rash where she had rubbed the black rubber of
the floats. I checked the port side. There was a scrape in the hull about halfway up the topsides
where Bella Brett had struck her. There were a couple of pieces of teak trim missing. That was it.
I climbed on board. There didn’t appear to be any serious damage, none.The marina was a
complete write off. About half the boats were holed and had sunk. A quarter of the boats were
beached. The entire docking system had broken up and been scattered everywhere by the
hurricane. Even the boats that remained floating all had sustained serious damage. And then
there was Quest floating almost pristine in the center of the carnage.Grenada was completely
destroyed. The hurricane denuded every tree on the island. Grenada had gone from a lush
tropical island to a desert in a few short hours. No more mangos, no more coconuts, no more
bananas, mon. The island’s infrastructure was gone: no power, water, communications, or
planes. By 7:00 the next morning the looting began. The liquor stores and the rum shops were
ransacked in the first hour. Then the food stores were looted. Happy with their supply of
munchies and free rum, the drunken mob set out in a more random pattern of destruction and
mayhem. The civil and military authorities were dispatched to protect the wealthy Grenadians
and government officials. They kept off the streets entirely. There was not a uniform to be seen
on the island. The marina was in a lucky spot. It was situated in a rather remote part of the island.
It wasn’t until the fourth day that the looters developed any interest in us. They started by
stripping the beached and abandoned boats at night. The more brazen looters wandered around
by day swinging the ubiquitous machete. Seeing a volatile situation developing we cast off from
the catamaran and anchored well off in the bay. This put us out of reach of the looters and thugs.
The cruisers who were forced to protect their property lived with a constant tension and fear that
the looters would become aggressive. This never came to pass. The looters and thieves had no
stomach for a fight. They only took what was unprotected. After about a week we left our island
home and sailed for Trinidad.Clarkes Court Bay Marina, Grenada, before Hurricane IvanQuest
Cradled by Flipped, Broken Dock and Beached Catamaran after Hurricane IvanLess fortunate
submerged and beached boats and loose floating dock after Hurricane IvanFor more
photographs of Grenada after Hurrican Ivan,visit2. A Funny thing happened on the way to buy a
BoatI was born and grew up in a small steel town on the Welland Canal in southern Ontario. As a
young man I did not share the allure of working in a steel factory with my childhood friends. With
familial and social pressures closing in from all sides, I left this cultural enclave when I was



eighteen. After a successful attempt at higher education and a few dollars in my pocket, I set off
to see the world. I had been traveling in the Mediterranean and Middle East for six months when
I met my future wife in the old city of Jerusalem. We immediately fell hopelessly in love. I now
had a friend, lover and traveling companion to share my travels and sometimes laugh at my bad
jokes.We traveled to Egypt and devoted our lives to each other at the Pyramids in Giza. It was an
informal ceremony for two at the top of the Great Pyramid. The joyous occasion was brought to a
sudden conclusion by protests from the army personnel guarding the antiquity. We would be
arrested if we didn’t come down immediately. In our exuberance we had failed to read and
comprehend the signs that were posted plainly in all languages to stay off the pyramids under
penalty of law. After being dragged from the last levels of stone by two burly and quite furious
guards, I explained to them that I had just proposed to Wendy. A momentary mild form of
sentimentality got the better of their judgment. We were not arrested. For almost thirty years we
have been at each other’s sides. About twelve years ago, my wife and I purchased a Bayfield
36 sailboat. We were smitten with the dream of becoming ‘Caribbean Cruisers’. Before our
purchase of Quest, my sailing and boating experience could be aptly described by one word:
none. I had no boating experience; practical, theoretical or otherwise. As a child I had spent
many a warm afternoon daydreaming on the banks of the Welland Canal watching the huge
steamers passing by. This gave a naïve child all the information needed to understand boating.
In my young adolescent mind a boat was a means to transport coal, iron ore, and timber from
source to factory. My father’s four brothers earned their livelihood as merchant seamen on the
Great Lakes. Traveling as an occasional guest on their merchant ships as they transited the
Welland canal and locks from Lake Ontario to Lake Erie further underscored the utilitarian nature
of boating. I believe that the good people of Welland knew of the concept of ‘Yachting’. It just
didn’t happen in Welland. For these many reasons it came as a complete surprise to my wife
when I called her at work in the fall of 1998 with the crazy idea of buying a cruising boat. She
was well aware that sailing was a skill that I did not possess. It came as an even bigger surprise
to me when I eventually wore her down and she agreed to the plan.Wendy and I were living in
the outer fringe of Charlotte, North Carolina. Many of our neighbors had a biblical outlook on life
and worldly events. They were right wing Christian extremists. Combining bad science, God and
guns they had embraced the Y2K madness and all of its impending doom theory with fervor. The
threat of apocalypse suited their lifestyle. One of our heavily armed and dangerous neighbors
who had fallen for the Y2K hoax came over to my house. He requested that I drop whatever I
was doing and research a rather arcane point about Ford trucks.“I’ve got to know when Ford
started to put computer chips in the F250 trucks” he said. “You know how to work those PC
things.”While searching for a definitive answer, my searches strayed to an article entitled ‘Cruise
the Caribbean on a sailboat for $15,000 a year’. I was shocked to discover that people lived on
sailboats year round. I was surprised that it could be done so cheaply. I was trapped. After an
hour discovering the world of full-time liveaboard cruisers I couldn’t understand why everyone
didn’t buy a boat. I had to get this plan going fast before all the good boats were bought up.It was



time to take a leadership role with Wendy. I came at her with a strong approach to what I knew
would be serious opposition. I called Wendy at work.“Hi honey” I said. “Did you know that people
can cruise the Caribbean in sailboats for about $15,000 a year?”“FORGET IT, FORGET IT,
FORGET IT…”Wow, this was serious opposition. Seeing no window of opportunity, I hung up. I
called back in ten minutes.“Forget it, forget it… You don’t know how to sail… I’m afraid of
drowning...”Wendy voiced strong reservations. She obviously didn’t possess my highly
advanced level of new-found acumen on the subject of live aboard cruising.“Just listen to me for
twenty minutes” I said.“Ten minutes is all you’ve got. I have to go to a meeting” she replied.This
was the ten minutes that changed our lives.My ten minute pitch included some dubiously
embellished facts with a little blue water, warm sandy beaches and sunsets thrown in for
dramatic effect. Two hours after I had read the first article on cruising the whole idea was really
starting to sound possible. I was even starting to believe it myself.“OK, tell me more when I get
home” she said.By 9 PM that night, the polls were split between ‘this is crazy - definitely the most
hair brained idea that you have ever had’ to ‘maybe we could do it’. By the weekend, the seed
had sprouted and put out healthy roots. For a week, I concentrated my research on what would
be the perfect cruising boat for a couple who had never set foot on a sailboat. Wendy and I
trolled the local bookstores for books on cruising. All the helpful information in print and on the
Web pointed to a 36 - 40 foot heavy blue water boat. Further searches revealed the usual list of
suspects: Cabo Rico, Hans Christian, Pacific Seacraft, Island Packet. These are boats that even
a complete novice can’t sink in a gale. I knew the type and size of boat. It was just a matter of
finding a good yacht broker. Charlotte, North Carolina was not the right place to look for an
agent. The following Monday I contacted a broker in Annapolis, Maryland. Within a week, the
broker had compiled a list of boats that were in imminent danger of being bought by Wendy and
me. The best selection of boats for sale in the winter was in Fort Lauderdale, Florida. On the
broker’s five page printout for our Fort Lauderdale trip were about a hundred boats. I highlighted
three Cabo Ricos, two Hans Christians, an Allied Princess, and two Pacific Seacrafts, all of
which looked promising. Almost overlooked on the list was a Bayfield 36.“What about this
Bayfield 36?” I asked the broker. “Is this a power boat?”“No, it’s not a Bayliner. It’s a beautiful
boat with classic lines” he said. “They really hold their value. They were made in Ontario, Canada
- fine workmanship, solid blue water boat. You should definitely see it.”It went on the list of boats
to see.A month to that auspicious day that I first phoned Wendy with plans to completely
restructure our lives, we traveled to Fort Lauderdale on a boat buying mission filled with hope
and expectation. The morning after we arrived, we set out early with a local broker to narrow the
list. The broker’s story never changed. Within two blocks of every prospective dream boat and
without a hint of subterfuge, the broker would look at me and say “This one is pristine… This one
is bristol.”After six wasted hours in the heat of the Florida sun crawling over these neglected
broken boats we were losing our momentum. I started to believe that all old boats smelled like a
locker room and had three inches of oil in the bilge. We had visited eight boats. I was tired. I
wanted a beer. We had just one boat left. Should we even bother? Fort Lauderdale is without



doubt the land of many tired boats. It was getting late in the afternoon and the broker was
pushing us to see the Bayfield 36 named Quest. It was docked in a canal behind a house two
blocks from the downtown area of Fort Lauderdale. When we rounded the house and saw
Quest, it was love at first sight.Wendy pulled me aside and said “This is it.”A Bayfield 36 is a
unique combination of new and old with her beautiful clipper bow, trail boards, and teak
combings. This is a “big” 36-footer with classic lines that would not be out of place in a pirate
movie. We did a walk through. She was pristine.“Do you want her?” I asked Wendy.“Let’s buy it”
she said.I told the broker to set up a haul for the next weekend. Our broker in Annapolis would
find the surveyor to thoroughly examine all the systems of the boat. The haul and survey were
set up for the next Saturday. Every thing was falling into place, with the exception of one small
but critical detail. When we got home, we realized that we had scheduled the survey for Super
Bowl Sunday. I couldn’t beg, borrow or steal a hotel room in Fort Lauderdale. It didn’t go over
well when I asked the selling broker in Miami if we could stay on the boat Saturday and Sunday. I
knew there wasn’t much chance of him letting us stay overnight on her. This idea was worse than
having someone interested in buying your house move in and become a house guest for a
couple of weeks. I called my broker in Annapolis who smoothed out the troubled waters. I
received a ‘thumbs up’ to stay on the boat for the two nights. We arrived that Saturday. Fort
Lauderdale was overrun with Super Bowl fever. We were moored far away from the revelers. We
enjoyed a perfect evening and quiet night aboard Quest.A boat survey - this was going to be fun,
right? Surveys are lengthy, slow, meticulous, and gruelingly boring. We started very early around
7:00 in the morning. By 2 PM, the surveyor had crawled through the bilge, climbed to the top of
the mast, turned everything on and tested all the gear. The sea trial was the only part of the
survey remaining. Ah, a ‘sea trial’, how romantic! It went over my head when the surveyor
warned me that the Gulf Stream was close in, the wind was howling at 25 knots gusting to 30
north by northwest, and the sea was 15 feet and confused. His further advice that we stay in the
protected water of the Intracoastal Waterway went over my head as well.“This is a blue water
boat, isn’t it? Why can’t we take it out on the ocean?” I asked.He shrugged. From the marina to
the ocean was about three miles and three bridge openings. Wendy and I lounged in the tropical
sun on the foredeck while the salesman motored up the canal. We hit the cut at the Port of Fort
Lauderdale about an hour later and raised the main and jib. This was great - my first time on a
sail boat, my first time on the ocean. By the time we got a half mile into the Gulf Stream, the
ocean started to look pretty scary. The boat was plunging into troughs and climbing peaks like a
roller coaster ride. Ten minutes later, it felt like we were in a washing machine. I became queasy,
then completely disoriented. I was experiencing an overdose of ‘mal de mare’. I was nauseous. I
had cold sweats. My fingers and toes went numb. I was losing consciousness. I was not a pillar
of strength. Seconds before I passed out, I told the surveyor to get us back to the boatyard. The
rest of the sea trial was a confusing dream. I regained a modicum of consciousness when we
were back in the calm waters of the Fort Lauderdale canals. I had never felt worse but I was
occasionally coherent. After what felt like days we tied off at our assigned slip at Summerfield’s



Marina in the bowels of Fort Lauderdale. I staggered over the gunwales of Quest and threw up
against a palm tree.After wiping my face on my sleeve, I walked over to the broker and said
“Good boat, we’ll take her.”Perhaps it was stubbornness or pride; perhaps it was the fact that I
just didn’t want our tropical dream to disappear. For whatever reason Quest would be ours.The
story of how we came to purchase Quest would end if it were not for the bank robbery. When we
got home, I had a check certified and couriered to my broker in Annapolis. As the broker had
done hundreds of times before, he walked across the street to his bank to deposit the check into
an escrow account. While he was standing at the counter waiting his turn in line, he unknowingly
dropped the deposit slip and check on the floor. While he was waiting in line, two masked armed
men came through the door.“Everyone put your hands up and don’t move” one of the robbers
shouted.One of the thieves jumped the counter while his accomplice stood guard with a sawed
off shot gun. The incident was over and the robbers were out of the bank in less than five
minutes. The headline from the Annapolis Capital daily newspaper for February 18, 1999 reads
‘Robbers strike Eastport bank’. My broker Bill was frozen to the spot during the entire robbery. As
the robbers exited the bank, Bill noticed the check and deposit slip under his heel and
thoughtfully pocketed both. The police arrived a few minutes later and sealed off the bank.“Don’t
touch anything” the officer ordered.The staff and the customers were detained an hour for
questioning. Bill was finally allowed to leave. He returned to his office across the street and
immediately phoned me.“You’re not going to believe what just happened” he said. “I was in the
bank depositing your check and the bank got robbed.”My heart sank. If the check had been
taken away in the booty it would take weeks to straighten out.“So they got the check?” I asked
forlornly.“No. It was stuck to the bottom of my shoe the whole time during the robbery” he said.
“As soon as the bank reopens it will be deposited.”The following day Bill deposited the earnest
money into the escrow account and it was wired to the Fort Lauderdale broker.Buying a 20,000
pound blue water cruising boat proved to be relatively quick and easy. Now what do we do? The
skeleton of a plan was to have Quest trucked to our house outside Charlotte and set up on the
hard for a complete overhaul. She was in very good shape as twenty year old boats go. The
harsh conditions of the tropics had taken away her gleam and the instruments were obsolete.
Our future dreams included mooring in the most remote anchorages and being completely self-
sufficient. Quest may have been ready for ocean cruising twenty years ago. Technologies that
were unheard of when she came out of the mold in 1986 were now commonplace. Solar panels,
wind generators and inverter would power an array of high tech gadgets, instruments and a
good sized refrigerator. Our joy and pride in ownership led us to explore possible new
acquisitions to upgrade Quest. At times it was startling to see the exorbitant price tags of marine
gear.With complete faith in our future and no concern for failure, we strove to develop our plans
for where we would sail Quest and how we would equip her. She may have been just another old
boat but every thing about Quest was new to us. Even the language of boating with its arcane
terminology would dominate our conversations for the next years. However, the skills that were
prerequisite to become competent sailors on an unforgiving sea would need to wait. Charlotte



was a long way from the ocean. We had just begun the process of investing our lives, hopes and
dreams into a new journey. In all respects that is how Wendy and I met and it is how we have
spent our lives together these many years. Our first sight of Quest in Fort Lauderdale, Florida
before purchase3. A Two Ton PaperweightWhat do you do when you buy a 20,000 pound
paperweight? You buy something solid to put under it: 20,000 lbs of gravel ought to work. Quest
had a very distinctive classic look on the water. She also looked quite striking when she was laid
on the hard in the woods beside our house. A full dump truck load of gravel became the first item
in what became an endless list of invoices. Quest became a local landmark beside our house on
February 19th 1999. Two hundred and fifty miles from the nearest ocean she was out of her
element. The trucker backed his split bed rig onto the freshly smoothed out gravel. He gently
lowered Quest. He set up and tightened the boat stands. Then he was gone. Quest and I began
a partnership that would last seven years. Quest and her crew would some day travel to many
foreign places. But being beached in Charlotte in a forest with snow on the ground must have
seemed the most foreign to her.My first official duty for the next week was to explain to the
resident gawkers what a forty foot sailboat was doing beside my house. My first encounter with
the locals was not inspired. I must admit that my answers to their questions lacked definition.
The repetitive nature of the inquiries gave me sufficient practice to hone appropriately evasive
answers. I had to do something. I was now a representative of the cruiser lifestyle. I was a cruiser
wannabe with a boat. For the sake of neighborly harmony, I dodged direct questions and
concentrated on being vague. After all interested parties received their tour of Quest and were
assured that their property values wouldn’t plummet, the multitudes departed with quizzical
expressions on their faces.
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David Malone, “Great value. Basically, it's $18 for four books (because you simply have to read
all of them.) I recently finished the fourth installment, so am coming back to the beginning to say
that the writing is excellent, the scope of coverage (e.g., sailing, local culture, living on a boat,
etc.) is excellent and enough to keep anyone turning the pages - they never get boring. I only
hope Quest's adventures don't end with book 4.”

Superior.Shores, “A Pleasant Read. I had needed to read a book such as this. It is just a nice
book to read to relieve all stress.The journey begins for “Quest” for Dave and Wendy. This is the
first book in a four-book series. It is a good series for those who have ever sailed, owned a
sailboat, or wanted to sail in a big blue ocean. They don’t sail far but the stories they tell in book
one leads me to believe that there will be more to come, making this series worth reading.”

dkarsch2, “Thoroughly enjoyed reading this true life adventure about a couple's exciting debut
into the world of cruising.. The author captures the excitement and risk factors that define the
Glorious lifestyle of nomads on the open sea. From the initial purchase of their sea worthy
Bayfield sailboat through the months of dry dock retrofit in their backyard to the eventual launch
in Florida, he offers sufficient details and terminology to make it real for the reader. These two
definitely have a wonderful angel watching over them! Looking forward to reading book 2 in the
series.”

Pk Shiu, “I am glad I went along for the ride!. When you think of being adventurous, are you
thinking about trying a new restaurant down the street? Taking a vacation to a new city, or a new
country? Give hang gliding a go? How about packing up your life and sailing away to the
Caribbean even if you have never touched a sailboat before? This is what David and Wendy did,
and I joined in on the adventure by reading Quest and Crew, their autobiographical memoir.The
book started with a slightly dry prose as it describes Quest's encounter with a hurricane. After a
chapter or two the story took over and I couldn't put it down. David flips the timeline between
their newbie preparation on learning to sail, preparing the boat and all the exciting encounters as
they sail their way down to the Caribbean. I learnt a lot about sailing too, but I mostly was drawn
into their lives on and off deck.If you are a sailor, this book is an obvious choice. Even if you are
not, like me, I was glad I went along for the ride metaphorically, on board the Bayfield 36.”

Darrell Lingle, “A nice change from watching YouTubers cast off to the tropics.. This is a good
read for any sailor. It’s a break from the how to maintenance and navigation materials that
dominate sailing literature. David and Wendy’s story has an informative and unique approach to
the learning curve, boat refit, and lifestyle adaptations necessary to be “live aboard.” You will be
intrigued by some of the historical inclusions that are connected to the destinations. My favorite
part of this book though is the people. David paints a near sociological description of the diverse



characters they meet along the way.”

Norm, “Now for Book Two!. Well, this is a fresh look at cruising. The author, with whom I have
communicated, takes an unvarnished look at the cruising life. It is helpful to get that look at
things. My family made a similar cruise in 1960 and 1961 after a two year rebuild and
preparation. It was an amazing trip in every way and we remember it that way. I also remember
clearly the down side to so many parts if the trip. No reason to stay home. Plenty of reason to
be sure of your self sufficiency. David Beaupre subtly writes about the value of being self
sufficient in every respect. In that regard, cruisers to be will benefit from the read. I simply
enjoyed his ability to spin a yarn.  Book Two, up next!”

GRF, “Son-in-Law Enjoyed the Adventure!. I gave this Book Vol.1 in 4-Book series to my son-in-
law for Xmas. He has read it and re ports that he is very much interested in reading the rest of
the series. He lives in the Caribbean and is a captain himself....so for this to have captivated his
attention, it must be a good read on the subject.”

Sinc, “Lively and entertaining. An interesting point of view of the cruising life. This book paints a
realistic picture of life on the water and the necessary preparations. A few moments come
across as a tiny bit larger than life but overall entertaining and light hearted.”

BReimer, “Sailors buy and boat and head out. These are thoughtful and practical people who
decide to buy a a boat and sail away. They tell their experiences as they happen, and they are
real, and scary and funny experiences. There is a sense of calm about their approach, some
ingenious solutions to problems, but a real adventurous experience that is appreciated in the
story telling.  Looking forward to the next in the series.”

marlene, “A Sailing Adventure You Won't Be Able To Put Down!. As seasoned Canadian Blue
Water Cruisers, we have read our share of sailing books, yet “Quest And Crew” is by far, the
absolute best cruising adventure - bar none! Our first introduction to the author was through
articles he wrote for "Gam Magazine" and we recognized the author and the name of his boat
while browsing through the kindle book titles. Whether you are planning to go off-shore or an
“arm chair sailor” just dreaming about it, you must read this book because from start to finish you
will not be able to put it down!With absolutely no clue of how to sail, the writer takes you on an
adventure from the moment of his having to "sell" the very idea of "them buying a boat and going
off-shore" to his wife. He then takes you through the purchase of the boat and the process of
acquiring the knowledge needed to finally becoming Blue Water Sailors. With just the right
amount of humour, the writer displays an uncanny ability to impart knowledge to the reader. This
book is so articulately written, it even contains a glossary of terms at the end.In our opinion, the
rating scale at Amazon does not go high enough for what this book has to offer and it would be a
bargain at twice the price!Marlene & John WallaceNanaimo, B.C. Canada”



stephanie, “Well written, informative.. I would describe it as a reclusive couple's guide to sailing
the most social seas. And to starting sailing from scratch”

Kenneth Whalley, “but so far I have very much enjoyed the read. Haven't completed the book
yet, but so far I have very much enjoyed the read!”

The book by David Beaupre has a rating of  5 out of 4.4. 202 people have provided feedback.
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