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Consolation is a sailboat, whom you will get to know in the pages of this
book. While it may seem strange, I think of her as every bit as much of a character
as the people depicted herein. With that in mind, I say: Consolation, you took us
everywhere we wanted to go safely, speedily, and, above all, stylishly. Thank you so
very much. No, Floggie, 1 haven't forgotten you. Thank you, too.

CS.V.L.
Colebrook, Connecticut

On November 22, 1992, only a few weeks after Fred Crane read the manu-
script for this book, he died from injuries sustained in a logging accident. If there
was anything Fred loved as much as Consolation and the coast of Maine, it was
working in the woods of his beloved Holiday Farm in Dalton, Massachusetts.

The funeral service was held on the day after Thanksgiving. His four chil-
dren—Carrie, Timmy, Mary, and Dicken—and his daughter-in-law, Patty, all
spoke powerfully of the vibrant, happy man we will so sorely miss. Each in his own
way spoke of Fred as the consummate outdoorsman—sailor, skier, birder, woods-
man.

After the brave eulogies and before the tearful singing of “The Navy Hymn”
(“. .. Oh hear us when we cry to thee,/For those in peril on the sea.”), the minister
read the poem “Sea-Fever.”

I must go down to the seas again, to the lonely sea and the sky,

And all T ask is a tall ship and a star to steer her by,

And the wheel’s kick and the wind’s song and the white sail’s shaking,
And a grey mist on the sea’s face and a grey dawn breaking.

I must go down to the seas again, for the call of the running tide

Is a wild call and a clear call that may not be denied.

And all I ask is a windy day with the white clouds flying,

And the flying spray and the blown spume, and the sea-gulls crying.

I must go down to the seas again, to the vagrant gypsy life,

To the gull’'s way and the whale’s way where the wind’s like a whetted knife;
And all I ask is a merry yarn from a laughing fellow-rover,

And quiet sleep and a sweet dream when the long trick’s over.

Through my own tears, it struck me that Masefield’s poem was so to the
point—particularly that final stanza—that he might have written it especially for
Fred . . . except for one thing: Fred’s “trick” wasn’t quite long enough.
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