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This is the true story of one man’s quest to fulfill his lifelong dream of doing something
extraordinary by opening a floating restaurant, and the amazing accomplishments and trials he
encountered along the journey. In creating paradise, he found that even the best dreams are
fraught with pitfalls and seemingly overwhelming challenges, and once realized, the
maintenance of the dream often comes at great cost. Filled with adventure on the high seas,
tales of life abroad, wonderful food, delicious romance, unimaginable tragedy, birth and death,
Living on the water is a humorous love letter to the road less traveled.As Scott Locker created
his floating oasis he encountered many surprises and joys, but mostly he found profound
lessons about life, family, and attachment. He discovered how to hold on and how to let go and
how to appreciate the smallest details of a richly lived life. In building his dream he built a family
as well and eventually discovered that after all the struggle and joy, the shock and elation, what
matters most is love.

About the AuthorHaving attended both the University of Florida and Old Dominion University in
Norfolk, Virginia, majoring in Literature and writing, I have worked for ten years as a journalist for
wire services and newspapers in California and Nevada, winning a dozen awards for my work. --
This text refers to the paperback edition.
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Living on the WaterCelebrating Life, Dreams, and Food aboard a Classic YachtAn
AdventurebyScott LockerPublisher’s pageFirst published in 2014 by Oasis PressThe author
asserts the moral right tobe identified as the author of this workLibrary of Congress
number:2014912299All rights reserved. Printed in the United States of America. No part of this
book may be reproduced in any manner whatsoever without written permission from the author
or publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical articles and reviews.For
information, please contact:Oasis Press 1970 N. Leslie St. suite 568Pahrump, NV 89060Library
of Congress Cataloging in-publication dataLocker, ScottLiving on the water:A celebration of life,
dreams, and food aboard a classic yacht1-Memoir2- Travel, Mexico, San Francisco3-
AdventureFine art photographs provided by INCADO, DenmarkDedicationFor Lois, who inspired
the dream,For John, who introduced me to the boat,For Rebeca, who supported the
adventure,For Pax, who provided the perfect happy ending,And for all of you who contributedin
your own way to this story.ForewordThose who lead courageous lives evoke our curiosity. When
his childhood vision was transformed into reality, Scott Locker fulfilled the first half of his life’s
destiny the way he himself had imagined it, an unusual accomplishment to say the least. When
one approaches life with an uncompromising commitment to the pursuit of their own potential at
the expense of ease and comfort, the world is made a better place regardless of the outcome.
Living on the Water is, at its core, a study of the uncommon paths too seldom taken in life, which
keep us from being fenced in by society’s rules or its culturally mandated fears and inhibitions.
But it is also about the unexpected obstacles Scott faced along the way that ultimately helped
teach him how to achieve a sense of freedom and peace with himself as well as a better
understanding of the world.As he chronicles the first half of his multi-faceted existence, the inner
conflicts that crop up are resolved into a deeper view of life’s consistent harmony, a view that
could only come from fully engaging in his most personally fulfilling aspirations and embracing
his most deeply held beliefs. Scott’s childhood concept of a floating restaurant and art venue
were born in and around the waters of Florida. His early experiences as an avid sailor when
combined with his varied ambitions and wide range of skills produced atremendous durability
and sense of adventure. It took an unstoppable personality such as his to dedicate his life to the
years of learning that would allow him to reach his singular goal. One of the interesting things
about Scott is how he has managed, despite the many trials by fire he has endured, to remain an
extremely appreciative person who embraces life with an upbeat sense of wonder no matter
what the circumstances.Scott has put so much of himself into nurturing his vision for a floating
oasis that it was only natural for him to write it all down in a blog. But once he started to edit the
material into a book the process forced him to come to terms with himself and his experiences
all over again. The vast array of technical and emotional setbacks that he encountered along his
perilous journey were re-experienced and re-examined so that the most valuable lessons could
be extracted and the unwanted baggage discreetly left behind. It takes great courage to live an
interesting life, but it takes even more courage to share a candid reflection on that life with the
world. The process seems to have helped reinforce in Scott the hard-earned wisdom, tolerance,



and acceptance he learned from his broad spectrum of challenges, personal achievements, and
strange encounters.There is an intensely romantic and highly creative side to Scott, which isn’t
concerned with fitting in or playing it safe. He is an extremely rare example of one who has
always allowed his dreams to take center stage. In so many tangible ways he lives a life without
boundaries: a life that we can all draw lessons from. There is a certain kind of magic
aboardBarkissimo, which can only be accounted for as the fruit of Scott’s years of effort to make
the boat a personal expression of his inner artist. The care and love that he put into his pride and
joy is evident in every part of the vessel, which makes you feel as if you have traveled back to a
time when boats were central to our existence and given the attention they deserve: a time
before fiberglass when boats were created in yards by skilled craftsmen, not in factories by
mass-produced parts and giant molds. Part of the Barkissimo effect however stems from Scott’s
personality in that he emanates the sturdy reliability of a truly dedicated captain as well as the
calm amicability of a down-to-earth host.When Scott brought Barkissimo to the Bay Area he was
looking for a new beginning. Now that he has established it as the best bed-and-breakfast in the
East Bay as well as one of the area’s most intimate and acoustically pleasing concert venues, he
is once again seeking a rebirth of sorts searching for his lost horizon as he plots a new course
and contemplates life on the aquamarine shores of the Baja Peninsula.Malachi RothNew York,
New YorkAcknowledgmentsIn my consideration of whom to thank for getting me to where I am
now and this book to completion, I needed to go back to the beginning of it all. I wanted to thank
Leonel Pax, but he wouldn’t have come along where he did if I hadn’t met Rebeca. I wouldn’t
have met Rebeca if I hadn’t bought the Diamond Lady (later the Barkissimo), and I wouldn’t have
bought the boat if it hadn’t been for John Merrill. John initially told me about the boat, but I had
been working on boats for decades before coming across this one. The inspiration for my dream
stemmed from an idea I came up with as a child in Miami through my mother.Then I realized that
every single person who came into my life since that moment has had a hand in this book as
well, as they all shaped my personality and direction, and the course of the adventure of my life.
Without each and every bit of contact with others the story would not have come out the way it
did.I want to express my love and gratitude to everyone who has contributed, each in your way,
to the writing of this work, because without you it would not have been possible. It is truly a
collaborative effort between you and me. Thank you, thank you, a thousand times thank you
all.Author’s Note:The following is a true story, and although some of the characters names have
been changed, they are all real. Conversations are written as accurately as I remember them,
and often taken directly from my contemporary journals. The events in this book took place over
the course of almost fifteen years. For the sake of flow and form the chapters are grouped
according to subject and condensed from the original time span to approximate the
chronological order. The goal is to share with the reader the joys, frustrations, delights, and
tragedies we experienced in realizing the dream of opening a floating restaurant, then later a
floating bed-and-breakfast; and finally the dream of having our daughter blossom into an
amazing and accomplished woman, all of which occurred aboard an old classic yacht. I hope



you enjoy the ride.Part One:Realizing the Dream: a New Life for an Old BoatCHAPTER 1She
may not have known it yet, but she was about to be mine. She needed me as much as I wanted
her, and I knew from the sheer force of my passion that I would possess her soon. She had been
neglected and abused, left to wither at the hands of a misogynistic alcoholic; and now carried
the suffering, scars, and cancers of one who had endured years at the hands of a man who had
no esteem for her or himself.But I would change her fate with my love, passion, and desire to
give her what she lacked and restore her to her former state of charm and class; in short, I would
make her a lady once again. I would be her master. With my expert touch I would open her and
lovingly, sensually, work with her and caress every inch of her until she yielded to my craft and
blossomed into an object all would desire once again. I was the one who had the skill and
passion to make her whole again, yet there were others who wanted her as well, who thought
they could have their way with her before growing weary and passing her on to yet another
heartless man.There were eight men lusting after her this morning, none of them worthy, for they
saw her as an object to suit their selfish whims and nothing more. I brought something different:
vision, respect, and the knowledge that she was truly a beautiful lady who deserved to show off
to the world the grace of her character and charm. Under my loving guidance she would again
exhibit the essence of her femininity. Yes I too lusted, but mine was a lust driven by respect for
her needs, which demanded a huge delay in whatever satisfaction I might one day realize. She
would need to be tended to until her cancer and scars had time to heal.She was under the
temporary care of Doug Asher, a man who wanted away from her as quickly as possible, for he
was terrified that at any minute she would collapse and expire, leaving him to deal with her
corpse alone. Yes, she was crippled and hag-like, but to me that was just a veil she was
slumbering beneath as she awaited her white knight to come and give her the kiss of life. I had
my suit of armour and weapons at the ready inside the duffel bag at my feet. Doug called us to
attention: “Thank you all for coming. This morning we will be auctioning this boat, a 1963 Desco
trawler, named Diamond Lady, to the highest bidder. The marina assumes no liability for this
vessel, sold as is, and the successful bidder will need to remove her from the marina
immediately. So let’s get started; do I have an opening bid?”“One dollar!” barked a surly slob who
fondled his long unshaven chin with his left hand as he raised his right in a gesture designed to
let us all know it was he who had opened his mouth. I glared silently at him and the others as the
auction started, suppressing my desire to scream at them to go away, that none of them
deserved her, that she was mine! The fantasy faded as another bidder raised the ante to five
dollars. I laughed to myself as I pondered these insipid amateurs blundering through this joke of
a sale, posturing as if they had a chance of wrestling her from me. I waited patiently as they
made their small and insulting bids for my lady, enduring the agony with mirth as they made
grander fools of themselves with each miniscule raise.At $3,450, a painfully paused raise from
$3,425, I made my first play for her, swaggering into the group and calmly announcing “five
thousand dollars” as I scanned the eyes of the four principal bidders, demanding with my stare
that they surrender now. The game had just become serious; and several of the bidders took a



step backwards, indicating their submission. Three men did not though, once again bickering
between themselves as they returned to twenty-five and fifty dollar raises in their futile delusion
of having a chance against me. That’s how it is in the natural world as well, some of the pack
know who the leader is, some need to be put in their place with a nudge, and some will try to
challenge and be destroyed. I turned my back to the now well-thinned pack as they puffed out
their chests and raised their hands with their bids, and gently caressed the boat.The Diamond
Lady had a hole in her hull below the waterline, which required the use of a big pump to displace
the water entering the boat. Doug had turned off the huge bilge pump keeping her afloat in the
hopes of minimizing the trepidation a water-gushing two-inch hose would bring to the bidders,
and as we all watched, the boat was steadily settling lower and lower into the bay.The sinking
boat had no effect on my decision to buy her, as I had the solution at hand. A week before the
auction my friend John told me of a huge boat at the far end of the marina coming up for sale,
and that with my skills I probably wouldn’t be intimidated by the thousands of gallons of water
being pumped out of her every hour in order to keep her afloat. My curiosity piqued, I went to
investigate and saw the boat, bow low in the water, gushing more than 6,ooo gallons of water
per hour out of a two-inch hose anchored to a big pump somewhere in the bilge. There was a
serious leak, and I decided to find out the extent of it before bidding on her. The boat was locked
with many signs posted reminding the public that entry was prohibited. As I wandered around
the decks and peered into the locked windows and doors, I read the mandate with its stern
warning and figured that since it wasn’t specifically addressed to me, I was technically not
barred from poking around a bit. And so with an oath to myself that I wouldn’t sue anyone if I
died, I returned that night and broke in.What a dump! I found that the vessel was packed with all
manner of junk from the bilge to the ceiling. The former owner was a pack rat of the first echelon,
and I had to wind my way through a maze of who-knows-what kind of crap in order to discover
the source of the leak. Water flowed over the keel ribs like a set of river rapids to where the huge
bilge pump was positioned amidships. The current of water was moving much more slowly
forward of the pump, which meant that the problem was somewhere aft. So, with my flashlight
illuminating the immediate area, I set to the task of moving the accumulated junk from the floor
boards, then opening these areas to expose the bilge and its rapidly moving river of seawater.
Slowly I worked my way aft, retarded by the mountains of stuff I was obliged to move in order to
see into the bilge of the vessel. I was doing all this work in the dark cover of night with my
flashlight casting more shadow than light by the time I got to my destination.I finally came to a
part of the boat near the transom where the gurgling river of water had quieted. After moving
piles of old newspapers and broken furniture and prying open the plywood cabin sole, I
discovered a hole in the bottom of the boat the size of a baseball. The light of the full moon
outside the boat was reflecting off the bottom of the bay a few feet below the boat’s keel and
illuminating the hole from below.The damage was in one of the planks adjacent to the keel,
caused by the boring of marine worms. Once these animals find an opening in the protective
copper-rich paint covering the underwater surface of a boat and get into the wood planking, they



are treated to a mahogany buffet and will eventually devour a plank until it becomes a spongy
mesh that leaks. The rest of that plank was cancer ridden as well, as the worms travel along the
length of the boards, but it was solid enough to last until the boat could be hauled out and
properly repaired. I knew well to leave the hole as it was; plugging it would instantly add value
and invite more bidding for the boat at the upcoming auction, and opening it a bit more might
overwhelm the pump and sink the whole thing.So with the knowledge of the problem in mind, I
prepared the solution. I took a swim the next day and made an underwater assessment of the
damage, now that I knew where to look. Using a paint scraper and an abrasive pad as carefully
as I could, I cleaned the area surrounding the hole of the years of accumulated marine growth.
From below, the boat looked like a bearded beast with a newly shaved square about two feet by
three, a three-inch oval of nothing centred within the clean, blue rectangle. Now the opening was
clearly accessible from both above and below, so I swam back to my boat and pondered the
options available to me once the formality of the auction had ended.As the bidding reached
$6,500, the crowd had thinned and I was ready to take control of the game. I shifted my attention
from the sinking boat to the task before me; I stood facing the two remaining bidders, my back to
Doug, and commanded: “seven thousand dollars!”The sheepish guy bid $7,050 while his
competitor shook his head in resignation. Now there were only two of us left. The man who was
bidding against me had a small boat and a big family, and had figured he could patch the leak
and live out in the free anchorage on the cheap, shuttling his clan back and forth to shore in his
rowboat. He was hoping for a miracle and trying to be brave as his dream became evermore
expensive.“$7,400”I stared at him.“$7,450”“Seriously? What are you doing, man? $7,800”When
he hesitatingly bid up to $7,850 I turned to him, stared him down with my best “don’t you dare
piss me off” face, and quietly exclaimed to him that he didn’t have the money nor the skill to own
this boat, and if he didn’t shut up and stop, it would be on the bottom of the bay before the
auction was settled. I glared at him and his family as long as I could, until the marina manager
started his familiar chant of: “Going once... going twice...So-”“Ten thousand dollars!” I shouted, in
my most authoritative and commanding voice, without taking my angry eyes off the poor couple
and their two children. I stared at them, challenging them, daring them to come to their senses.
The silence lingered, the boat sank lower in the water, and the husband closed his eyes in
defeat as he cast his dream adrift.Doug instantly proclaimed the boat sold to Scott Locker, and
as quickly as he could get the words out, yelled to his assistant down below to turn the pump
back on. I dissolved my war mask and smiled at the family, offering my hand and assuring them
that they had made the right decision. Then I got to work. I unzipped my duffle bag and pulled
out a cash-filled envelope, handed it to Doug and told him in a confident voice meant to be
heard over the gushing water of the pump’s hose that I’d be up to the office in a few minutes to
complete the paperwork, but in the meantime I was going to take care of the leak. This
announcement stopped everyone on the dock in their tracks.All eyes were on me as I pulled
from the bag a piece of thin plywood covered on one side with an underwater marine caulk,
impregnated with some polyester filament that looked like angel’s hair, and the other side



painted with underwater antifouling paint, with copper roofing nails pre-set and ready for me to
nail into place around the worm-damaged leak. I removed from the bag and donned my scuba
tank, mask, and fins, rolling into the water next to the stern of the boat with the piece of wood in
one hand and a hammer in the other. Three minutes later I was back on the surface, having
positioned the plywood piece over the hole and hammered it into place. I slipped out of the mask
and tank and handed them to bystanders on the dock, and as I was being helped out of the
water, someone in the crowd yelled “the boat’s coming up!”As I towelled off, the crowd of about
twenty people watched the boat rise higher in the water as the pump worked to remove the
water now trapped within the boat. A few minutes later, no more than five or six, the pump
started to suck in air with the water it was expelling, and I soon told the dock worker still aboard
the boat to turn off the pump, this time for good.The Diamond Lady the day before the auctionat
Chula Vista Marina.That afternoon came the confirmation that I had done the right thing in
making this purchase. As I was contentedly tinkering with the boat’s big Caterpillar motor, a
couple of guys wandered into the engine room, working their way around the junk and clutter to
where they could see me and chat.“Hey there. How ya doing this afternoon? Is this the boat
that’s up for auction today?” one of them asked. “We just drove down from Newport Beach and
wanted to get in on the bidding.”“Good afternoon, gentlemen.” I replied. “This is indeed the boat,
but you guys missed the auction. I bought her this morning”.“You did? Damn, I can’t believe we
missed it. So, how much did you pay for her, if you don’t mind me asking?”“Not at all. I bought
her for ten thousand dollars.”His partner whistled in admiration and they whispered to each other
for a minute as I continued playing with the motor in the now quiet engine room.“Would you take
eighteen thousand for her right now?”And at that moment I knew that this boat would bring me
lots of good fortune for a long time to come. I smiled gently and said that the Diamond Lady
wasn’t for sale.Two months later I drove the boat over to the boatyard to have her hauled out of
the water and fix her underwater issues. That’s right, I drove her there under her own power.
While there, I rented a large trash container and filled it four times, as well as every other trash
receptacle in the boatyard. I replaced six long planks and a section of the keel damaged by the
worms. After painting the bottom with a thick coat of copper-laden bottom paint, the Diamond
Lady was launched back into the bay leak free and ready to be restored.Worm-damaged planks
and keel section removedand ready for repair.CHAPTER 2Living on the water has always been
my preferred lifestyle. I was but a child living in Miami at five or six years of age when my mom
had taken me to eat dinner on a friend’s yacht. It was an old Trumpy Mathis motor yacht from the
1920s or 30s, and had the feel of old luxury throughout, with a chandelier, Persian carpets,
varnished mahogany everywhere, and etched glass windows with a view of the Biscayne Bay
and Miami Beach beyond. We were eating a delicious dinner as the sun set, and the South
Florida clouds put on their evening show of a slow motion explosion of pastel colors as the day
faded away. Then the lights of Miami Beach came on and twinkled in the darkening sky, and a
sailboat cruised close by all lit up as if on parade, and there it was: the combination of all those
sensory delights that evening left an indelible impression on me that has kept me company ever



since.Given my young and impressionable age, I was sure that my mother, who was working as
a chef at that time, had been just as enchanted with the experience as I was. When we left the
yacht and she was driving us home, I suggested with the great emotion children are blessed
with that she open up a restaurant on a boat just like the one we had finished dinner on. I
excitedly exclaimed that it would be the most successful restaurant ever, but she dismissed me
with a tsk and a wave of her hand, telling me that I had no idea of what I was talking about. I
pleaded my case to the deaf ears of an adult who knew better. As far as she was concerned the
conversation was finished. But that rich and romantic experience had seared itself into my brain
so deeply that I decided that night to make it my own goal, and in that instant of awareness the
course of my life was set.From that moment on I paid attention to all the cooking tips my mom
gave me; hung out at the local marina asking the old salts all kinds of questions about boats;
learning to sail, splice, and the like, and at 13 years old went to work as a shipwright’s apprentice
at a local boat yard. I was learning all I could about boat building and cooking. As I got older I
took jobs in restaurants, gleaning all I could from those operations. I had worked my way up from
the bottom and determined to master every role, no matter how mundane, from dishwasher to
general manager, so that when I was ready to finally open my very own floating restaurant, I’d be
able to do anything and everything better than anyone I might hire. I learned as I grew that the
best way to have something done right was to do it myself, and then train others to do it as I’d
like it done.I started buying, fixing, and selling boats as a teen with that distant goal always in
mind. Each subsequent vessel was a little bigger than the last, and a little more valuable. Each
had a different set of problems to solve, and in time I mastered the arts of boat building and
maintenance. I learned to see value in the most unlikely of vessels and knew that one day the
right one would come along. But knowing about boats and cooking wouldn’t be enough to
realize my dream completely, so I picked up a degree in business administration at the
University of Florida to round out my skill set.Over the years I’d honed my skills in business,
cooking, and boat building, and steadily progressed in my careers while awaiting the perfect
opportunity to make my lifelong dream a reality once and for all. I had worked in, managed, and
been a part owner in several restaurants, as well as owned and restored dozens of boats. So in
June 1996, the Diamond Lady came into my life, I felt that my dream was close to coming to
fruition. I was smitten with her charm and potential, and although I thought she was a bit too
small to be the boat of my floating restaurant, I knew I had to have her in my life.CHAPTER
3Now that I had bought the Diamond Lady and fixed her bottom, I decided to take her to
Ensenada, Mexico and restore her to a state where she would be seaworthy and good-looking
for a future owner. The hull of the boat had been graffiti riddled and needed a new paint job, and
the interior was now an empty shell desperate for habitable quarters. I made a list of projects
and a flow chart, and realized that in order to get it all done the way I wanted, I'd need to spend a
year inMexico making her beautiful. I decided on a January departure and started buying
materials and tools for the numerous jobs I had planned to do while living that year south of the
border.Selecting a crew for the eight-hour trip from San Diego to Ensenada was easy, with most



all my friends having seafaring experience and knowing that I would generously take care of
them with lots of good food and drink while underway. On the day of our departure from Chula
Vista, I invited my best friends and crew out to a farewell dinner at a fine restaurant at the marina.
My friends Doc, John and Bill would be crewing for me, and after the meal we said good-bye to
our companions and started the motor in preparation of our eight-hour international voyage. The
weather was as perfect as one could imagine for mid January, and the water of the bay and
ocean a black mirror of stillness and reflection. At midnight we cast off the lines and headed the
boat and her cargo out into the San Diego bay for our trip down the Pacific coast to the Mexican
port of Ensenada.All was smooth and calm as we left the bay and entered the Pacific Ocean.
The glassy condition of the sea remained as we headed south and crossed the imaginary line
marking the division of countries. I decided to retire for a bit, as the others were all alert and
enjoying the ride. The stars were surrounding us from the horizon upwards like a huge upside-
down colander and were even reflected in the inky water as we motored into the stillness. The
city lights of the coastal towns a few miles off to the left were our guideposts south this
night.Around three in the morning I was jarred awake by the deck of my room slamming me in
the face as a wild tossing of the boat threw all of our stuff and us everywhere. There was
crashing as everything on deck broke lashings and flew about. The deck was impossible to
navigate due to the violent movement of the boat in the water. The 80' boat was rolling violently
side to side and up and down in the turbulent patch of sea as if she were a rubber ducky in
splashing child’s bathtub. Whatever was happening, it had come on immediately, without any
visual or meteorological warning, and felt to me like the boat was in the grip of a giant sea
monster tossing us about like a toy. I struggled to get up to the pilothouse and gain some
understanding of what was happening, but progress was nearly impossible as I fought for each
step forward.In less than two minutes, it was all over. The boat settled down within seconds and I
was finally able to get up to the pilothouse where Doc was hanging on to the wheel like the old
experienced salt that he was. Bill got there at the same time as I did, and John was just picking
himself up from the cabin sole in the galley, having fought off the attack of the sliding sofa and
the groceries left in bags on the kitchen counter. I scanned the area around the boat and saw
only the sea, with two-foot waves that were subsiding and radiating out from the boat to flat
water a half mile away. I desperately asked Doc what had happened, and he shrugged his
shoulders, saying: “The sea just erupted right under us. One second it was flat calm, and the
next we were falling down a fifty-foot wall of water. It came on instantly and then just as quickly
subsided. I've never seen anything like it in my life!”By the time he had finished his story, the sea
was once again perfectly calm all around us, not even a breath of wind to ruffle the surface of the
water. There had been no sound transmitted through the hull of the vessel, which eliminated the
possibility of collision with a whale or a submarine, and the force of our motion suggested
something much, much bigger. We were a mile south of Mexico’s Coronado Islands, and about
six miles from the beach at Playas de Tijuana. Doc brought the boat back on course, and the
rest of us checked for damage.We found the biggest loss of the incident back on the aft deck, or



rather off the aft deck. The huge pile of materials I had purchased and secured by tightly lashing
it all together with strong lines and a canvas tarp had disappeared, along with a clothes washer
and dryer, a toilet and bath tub, and a bunch of furniture salvaged from the hold of the boat
destined for donation at our destination in Ensenada. Dozens of sheets of plywood and a
hundred building studs, as well as a bunch of other newly purchased items, all simply vanished
without as much as a scratch on the deck or transom of the boat. The entire area had been
wiped clean of all contents and cargo. We slowly circled the area for a half an hour looking for a
trace of flotsam, but there was nothing anywhere on the glassy surface of the sea. Poseidon
had, amazingly, collected his tax for our passage.A little after dawn Diamond Lady was motoring
along at ten knots within sight of Ensenada harbor. John was cooking breakfast for the crew and
I was on deck with a cup of coffee taking in the sunrise and the calm waters when, a few yards to
port, came the eruption of a spout of water as a huge grey whale surfaced next to the boat. She
most surely had to have smelled our coffee; she was that close to the boat. A few seconds later
three more whales in her pod breached the surface, breaking the stillness and reflecting the
rising sun into a million dancing points of light through their vaporous plumes of exhalation. They
dove below the boat and headed southwest. It seemed like they came close to check our vessel
out, and then returned to their normal course to Bahia San Ignacio and points south. We turned
after them and followed, respectfully chasing after the pod for an hour before veering off and
heading once again towards the harbor. There were other pods of whales that morning, off in the
distance and around the boat. We counted 29 different whales, and as we were about to enter
the inner harbor of Ensenada, acquired a temporary escort of a dozen dolphins dancing through
our bow wave. I was enchanted with them, and I laid out over the bow and admired their
acrobatic efforts until they became bored with us and went off in unison in search of a seafood
breakfast.We docked the boat at the Baja Naval boatyard and checked into the office after
tidying up the boat a bit. We had made arrangements prior to our arrival, and I was glad that the
boatyard had made space for the boat as they had promised. I talked to the yard manager, Timo,
and gave him the list of jobs I wanted the boatyard to do during my stay. He glanced at it and told
me he would send someone over to the boat mañana.“Don't worry,” I said. “There’s no big hurry,”
words I would come to regret later.After we checked in with Baja Naval, the four of us took a
stroll over to the office of the port captain, who had us register the vessel and then check
ourselves in at the immigration office a couple of blocks away. At immigration, we were told we
couldn't be called crewmembers, lest we wanted to pay for work visas, so we had to return to the
port captain and redo our original papers, this time saying we were friends. Then we returned
once again to immigration and had our papers inspected by the same (and only) guy there, who
couldn't seem to remember that we had been in his office a half hour earlier. There was no line of
people waiting to check in, there was nobody else there at all, all day. I know because we had to
return a couple more times that day after running to another office and the bank to pay our entry
fee. He looked over our documents as if we were trying to smuggle ourselves into Mexico at his
expense. He grumbled and shot us suspicious looks, and kept asking us questions in Spanish,



getting more impatient and grumpy as the morning inquisition wore on. I explained that I didn't
speak much Spanish, which he grumbled at, and then Bill started up a dialogue with him in his
own tongue.“He says that since you are the captain, he wants to talk with you alone, and that we
all should wait outside.” I shrugged and told him I wouldn't be able to communicate with the
official, and he slyly smiled and told me to give it a try, then escorted the others out of the
building. I was at the counter looking at this immigration official in his neatly pressed uniform,
and he motioned me closer. I leaned into his space.He whispered to me in a thick Mexican
accent: “Look mister, if you want to run around this town all day to clear customs, I can make that
happen for you. If you want to go right now and get some tacos and tequila, then I think a tip
would be in order, don't you, Cap-i-tan?” His knowledge of the English language had improved
dramatically over the last couple of minutes.“How much of a tip would be appropriate for your
services today, sir?” I inquired.“Well, there are many of you and these are a lot of papers to
process, so I think about forty dollars would be good.”I made a face of mild confusion and
embarrassment, and meekly smiled as I pulled out and foraged in my wallet.“I've got twenty I
can donate...” I started to say“Bueno señor. That will help to expedite matters greatly.” I furtively
passed him a couple of tens as he handed me back our stamped passports.“Have a nice day,
Capitan,” he grunted, and that was that.The four of us explored the city and had a lunch of
Ensenada’s famous fish tacos and beer; then we returned to the boat for a nap. In the evening
we went to the country's most famous cantina, Hussong's, and drank margaritas while enjoying
the mariachi bands play for the bar's patrons. Doc and I returned to the boat early, leaving john
and Bill to explore a more adult oriented part of town, the “Zona de tolerancia,” otherwise known
as the red light district.The next day my crew took a bus back to the border, and I got to work on
my project of making the Diamond Lady into a lady once more. The days quickly fell into a
soothing rhythm of little bits of progress combining slowly into larger chunks. The list and flow
charts I had made were getting whittled down, and the boat started to look better. I regularly
went back to the yard office to ask Timo about when he would send someone to come look at
the work I wanted the boatyard to do on the boat, and he regularly replied: “Mañana,” so I kept
doing my thing and patiently waiting for someone. Much later I found out that “Mañana” doesn’t
mean “tomorrow,” it actually means “not today.”CHAPTER 4My life in Mexico was tranquil and
fulfilling; I lost track of the days and kept a comfortable balance of work and relaxation during my
stay. I remember one evening hearing someone enter the boat while I was reading in my bed,
and a few moments later my friend John entered my quarters, down from San Diego for the
weekend. I wasn’t as surprised to see him as much as I was to learn that it was already Friday
night. Such is the life of working for one’s self in the land of Mañana.A postcard from Ensenada
with Diamond Lady just above the d.The boatyard is Baja Naval.Six months into my stay at Baja
Naval boatyard, while still waiting for someone to stop by the boat and give me an estimate of
costs for my list of projects, I was told by the office that I needed to move my boat elsewhere, as
they were going to be rebuilding the dock I was on. I knew of no other boatyard in Ensenada with
a slip capable of holding my boat, but I needed to find something soon. That evening I was



approached at Hussong’s by a group of young Mexican professionals wanting to share my table.
I offered them seats and tried to chat in Spanish, but they quickly switched over to English, as
my command of the Spanish language was hurting their ears. We chatted about various topics
until I eventually mentioned my search for a place to move the boat. One of the young ladies at
the table immediately told me that her brother was in charge of the biggest boatyard in
Ensenada, and that she expected me to visit him at the office the following day. I did as she
instructed, and was filled with gratitude when Pablo offered a free slip at a huge floating dry dock
facility across the bay from Baja Naval.I moved the Diamond Lady over to the Peredia Y Hijos
Astillero a few days later, and was blessed with a private and tranquil spot with a nice view of the
city. The days there were busy with workers repairing the large tuna boats cradled in the
adjacent dry dock, while the nights left me alone under the watchful eye of the dry dock’s lone
security guard, Beto.In Ensenada I always tried to find the best fresh seafood, and what I didn’t
catch myself I bought from the locals. The local fishermen learned to visit me aboard Diamond
Lady on their way into the fish market to sell their morning catch. I was able to choose from the
pick of their catch, and they were able to get full price for their labors by stopping off at my boat
before wholesaling to the fish market. During my time there I developed a great repertoire of
dishes with some sort of seafood as the main ingredient, thanks to the variety of choices I came
across on any given day.Our home for the second half of the Ensenada stay,Peredia Y Hijos dry
dock facility.Once, while zipping around the harbor in my inflatable dinghy with John and a
couple of bottles of beer, the boat’s propeller snagged an errant lobster trap’s float line. We were
in the inner harbor where lobster pots weren’t permitted, and the line had no identifying float ball
attached. It must have snagged another boat’s propeller and worked its way loose inside the
harbor. While John cleared the line tangled on the propeller, I hauled the trap to the surface,
revealing two of the biggest lobsters I’d ever seen in Mexico. We hefted the trap into the launch,
restarted the outboard, and headed for home.The night watchman was there, with whom I’d tried
to chat often. Beto had no issue whatsoever with my absolute inability to understand anything he
said; on the contrary, he was blissfully content to spin yarns from his long career as a fisherman
and family man to his captive gringo audience. Usually he and I were the only souls within a mile
of the dry dock each night, so when John and I found these lobsters, who better to ask for
advice on their ownership than Don Beto. With my limited mastery of Spanish (by now up to
about twenty words), I explained the story of the errant trap and how it came to be attached to
me. He didn’t stop giggling for what seemed to be twenty minutes. Apparently, the concept of
“Finders-Keepers” originated in Mexico, and the idea of my looking for the owner of the trap was
considered quite humorous to the watchman.After giving up on the idea of returning the trap and
its contents to its owner, I decided to give the caged warriors an honorable death, which he
explained was the right thing to do considering where they had been and what they had seen.
I’m pretty sure that Don Beto was trying to tell me that if we let the crustaceans go, they would
spread the word of the dangers of the trap, their friends would learn to avoid the cages, and the
lobster industry soon would die, all thanks to me. So, following his advice, I decided to invite the



lobsters to join us for dinner.With all my culinary experience, I’d never had the pleasure of
murdering my very own lobster. So now came the test of man over crustacean: me, at 240
pounds, equipped with big sharp knives and pots and boiling water, versus the lobsters, at about
three pounds each, with armor plated bodies and an attitude of complete helplessness. I tried for
several minutes to find the right opening or technique to do the deed, and couldn’t quite get the
right feel for it. Don Beto was patiently illustrating how a quick and painless death could be
achieved while John watched me futilely attempt the deed. I imitated his actions with the knife
beside the lobster. After unsuccessfully trying to pass the dispatching off to John, and fumbling
around myself for a bit too long, Don Beto impatiently nudged me away. With a sigh of
exasperation took the knife from me and quickly pierced the bug with the knife’s tip behind the
thoracic cavity; then he instantly brought the blade down through the upper body, splitting the
upper part of the thing in half. Within ten seconds the two lobsters were dispatched. I was almost
ready to feign indignity at the guard taking my glory, but I kept humble and honest, and thanked
him for doing the honors.I decided to make a pasta dish of grilled medallions of lobster with a
Key lime butter sauce, the pasta being seasoned with a bit of butter, cream, shallots, and
cilantro. We chose to complement the dish with a light Pinot Noir that I’d bought from the
Benziger Family Winery up in Sonoma, California a couple of years prior. Here’s the recipe:Pelo
de angel con langosta al limon y cilantroPrepare the pasta by mixing a pound of semolina flour
with two egg yolks and water to achieve the consistency of masa for pasta. Chop a half cup of
cilantro leaves very fine, and blend them into the masa.Work the pasta until it has been
thoroughly blended and kneaded to be ready for rolling. Roll the masa out on a flat, floured
surface with a rolling pin, or use a pasta machine to get the pasta to about 1/16 of an inch thick.
Use the finest extruder or cutter on the pasta machine to yield angel hair width noodles. Let the
pasta dry while preparing the rest of the dish.(Or you could just use packaged angel hair
pasta.)Prepare the lobster by removing the upper, thoracic cavity.Place the tails in a pot of
simmering water for about four minutes, until the meat is just turning white throughout.Remove
the tails and let them cool; then cut the shell with scissors down the spine and remove the
meat.Prepare a grill with Mesquite charcoal. Get the coals glowing, and place the rack close to
the heat.Slice the tails crosswise into 3/8" thick medallions.Melt 1/4 cup of butter, then stir in 1/2
tsp. chili powder, 1/4 tsp. Montreal seasoning, and the juice of one Mexican (or Key) lime.Brush
this mixture over the medallions, flip them over, and repeat the application.Let the medallions
marinate at least 20 minutesPrepare the pasta sauce.Sautée one finely diced shallot in 1/4 cup
of butter for three minutes, then add 1/2 cup cream, and about 2/3 cup chopped cilantro leaves
until the liquid returns to a simmer.Reduce the heat to warm and cook the pasta and lobster.Boil
the noodles for about one to two minutes, until al dente. Angel hair doesn't take much time to
cook, and even less if it's fresh.At the same time, place the medallions onto the very hot grill and
cook undisturbed for one minute per side. Try to flip the medallions onto fresh, hot grill space, so
the meat can char on the hot metal.Remove to a plate for assembly of the dish.Remove the
noodles, strain out the water, and add to the sauce in the sauté pan.Toss well, and arrange the



coated noodles on plates.Place the medallions in a pattern on top of the pasta and serve
immediately.This recipe should normally serve four, but the three of us thoroughly enjoyed our
prized catch, and left nothing for a later meal. The meat of the lobster had the mesquite flavor
and the texture of the grill marks, yet maintained the tenderness and buttery flavor of the par
boiling and marinating.We enjoyed that beautiful meal on the upper deck of the yacht after our
battle-like ordeal of hunting-gathering in the dinghy, with the last light of the sun dancing through
the clouds overhead and a squadron of pelicans hunting their dinner below, making the dinner
and the day perfectly unforgettable.Indeed, that was a very good day.CHAPTER 5Taking a year
off to fix up an old boat became for me much more than a personal project in another country.
During my time in Ensenada I came to appreciate life abroad, the pace of life in Mexico, and her
people. I was forced to see my home country in a different light, for when you become more
involved in a place than just a tourist you have an intensely more profound experience and often
develop a different perspective of “us” and “them.”For example, in that year when I frequented
the famous Hussong’s cantina, I learned a lot about perceptions and stereotypes. Since I moved
to Ensenada in January, I had many evenings at Hussong’s where I was the only American in the
place. I had opportunities to share my table with many interesting, intelligent, curious, and
friendly local people, none of whom wore a bandoleer filed with shot glasses, or a big floppy
sombrero. Well, maybe the mariachis were a little costumed, but they wouldn't sound the same
without the charro duds, now would they? We inevitably swapped stories of our homes, our
cultures, and our work. The people in Ensenada were always ready to help me understand their
language and customs, as I tried to reciprocate in kind with them.One of the most frequent
questions they asked me was about my maternal name. I told them my full name, but they kept
asking about my “last-last” name. Apparently most Latin countries honor the names of both
parents when naming a child. One man I met was named Daniel Alejandro Ortiz-Ramos, Ramos
being the name of his mother’s family. They couldn’t understand why we didn’t do that. And, now
that I know the reasoning—to honor both parents—I don’t understand why we don’t have that
custom either. I like the idea of honoring both of the families that had a hand (or other body part)
in my creation.Around Easter, when the tourists began to return to Ensenada, my new friends
and I would watch the gringos come in and drink great quantities of José Cuervo tequila (the
most adulterated brand) and Corona beer and become increasingly loud and obnoxious. What
they would never consider doing in California, these Americans insisted was their empirical right
in Mexico. Dancing on the tables, talking with disdain at the locals, and insisting that the
Mexicans had a problem because they no espeeka Eengleesh. I know, you’re thinking I’m citing
a few isolated incidents, but I’m honestly relating many often-repeated weekly occurrences
throughout the summer at Hussong’s.I started to dress like the locals, partly to remind myself
that going out was a special and cherished occurrence, but mostly to disassociate myself from
the embarrassing tourists. A collared shirt, slacks or clean jeans, and leather shoes would
effectively segregate me from the hoots and yeehaws of my country folk, inevitably dressed in T-
shirts with some advertising or disrespectful phrase (like “I’m with Stupid” or “I like boobs”),



wrinkled shorts, and flip-flop sandals or white sneakers.Once, when I asked a group of American
tourists how they pictured the local Mexican in Ensenada, they had trouble coming to any sort of
conclusion, and when pressed, one of the women pretty much exactly described the
stereotypical waiter at a Cabo San Lucas beach bar, complete with bandoleer full of shot
glasses, toting a bottle of tequila (sadly, she didn’t include the inevitable whistle he’d blow while
shaking the tourist’s tequila-filled head!).She actually believed that was how the locals all
dressed and behaved! Another of the group said that Mexicans were lazy and slept all
afternoon, thus their predicament of being consigned to a third-world country. Actually, Mexicans
are the hardest working people in the world, working more hours (2,317) for less pay ($9,885)
than the citizens of any other country. When I tried to explain about the non-caricaturized
Mexican, they instantly lost interest in me, hollering to the waiter for another round of drinks.In
my time there I grew to respect the differences between Mexican and American culture. I’m not
judging here, just noting that our cultures have distinctions, neither better nor worse than the
other.Some of the differences I found:In the USA, families tend to move their elderly members to
a place where they are not in daily contact with the family, such as a retirement home, or
something similar, as if aging and dying were a taboo. A lifetime of raising children, years of hard
work and saving usually land most elderly people in an eldercare home, where the family gets to
visit every Saturday, if it fits into their busy schedule.In Mexico, the elderly are usually cared for
by their children and grandchildren, at home and surrounded by those that they have helped
care for throughout their lives. Aging and dying are intimate parts of the Mexican family.This
generational training in the taboo of aging and death is, I believe, making Americans more afraid
of the inevitable impermanence of all things. We think that if death’s inevitable call is hidden
away from the kids that they will not suffer, but what really happens is that the kids are deprived
of learning how to cope with this natural ebb of life’s tide, and they end up repeating the process
of shipping granny off in order to avoid coming to terms with feelings that terrify them.In the USA,
people tend to work relentlessly in the pursuit of a financially secure future, sacrificing an
overwhelming amount of family unity along the way. A small example of the American priority of
money and work is in vacation time: We average about two weeks per year, whereas the other
developed countries in the world average seven weeks of paid vacation time. I’ve seen many
American families where the children seemed more comfortable with the baby-sitter than with
their parents. Between school and day care, and the parents bringing work home or staying late
at the office, these kids are often left to form their blueprint for life from the television rather than
their own mother and father.In Mexico, folks don’t work as intensely, preferring to spend more
time (and money) with their family. The focus is much more on the family than the quest of
having more and more money. The Mexicans derive their security through the family bond and
the belief that after having been good parents and providers to their children, they will be repaid
by having their children take care of them in their time of need. I often see many generations of a
family sharing the same home, which gives the children exposure to more points of view,
knowledge, and wisdom.In Mexico, corruption is evident in all areas of government, public



service, and business. It’s common knowledge there because the people decry it at every
opportunity, denouncing those involved and the process at every turn. Some of the problem
stems from the early colonial governors, who were not paid a salary for tax collection and the
like. The Spanish monarchy implicitly ordered them to skim from the coffers for their existence.
This led to the systemic practice of rationalizing the taking a little for one’s self out of every
transaction, which has been passed on through the generations. Another problem is the salary
of many public servants being so low, they are somewhat compelled to augment it through
“mordidas” (little bites). How can a police officer feed his family, buy his uniforms, and maintain
his patrol vehicle on a salary of $380 per month? He is compelled to either pander for bribes or
starve. Times have changed, though, and what was once considered a necessary nuisance is
now a felony. The people have had enough and are changing the system and hopefully raising
salaries at the same time.
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Ebook Tops Reader Jaime, “Must Read For Sailors And Psychologists. What a great book, full of
interesting stories beyond anyone's imagination. This is a must read if you own a boat,
especially if you live on one.Some of the trials and tribulations articulated in just about every
page are quite astounding and give credence to the acronym "BOAT" i.e., Break Out Another
Thousand.The interactions with some of the more nefarious characters met throughout the book
are mind-boggling, in that, it is hard to believe that some folks can be so down right mean and
ornery. There are definitely some psychological case studies within the pages that animated my
otherwise innate cynicism, while on the other hand it was hard not to enthusiastically enjoy the
amazingly peaceful reserve and humility of the author as he goes from one drama to the
next.What is also really cool about this book is that the author is also a gourmet cook and has
interspersed some really tasty recipes within the chapters which provide a unique yet interesting
literary "digression" impelling the reader to bookmark the page, go to the kitchen and begin
cooking!Again, this is a must read for all sailors and psychologists!”

Zach's Mom, “I enjoyed this book so much I purchased a copy for .... Having stayed on
Barkissimo and thoroughly enjoying it, I was curious to hear how it all came about. Scott really
had some adventures with this boat and has shared some interesting tales. I enjoyed this book
so much I purchased a copy for my boyfriend who is also enjoying it.”

Ivan Bellman, “Love the easy-going storytelling and the author's voice. Love the easy-going
storytelling and the author's voice.  The recipes are great too!”

FN, “A wonderful summer read about living and vacationing on the water.... My wife who does
not read much at all because of getting reading headaches and in spite of this has read most of
the book and loves the way the author tells a story of his beautiful handcrafted yacht and the
stories of the author's life and the people who have visited it. If you're thinking about living in a
houseboat on the water or are planning a vacation on a boat or a houseboat, we both strongly
recommend you get this book and read it. Even if living on the water is not in your future, it's just
a warm, pleasant and well-written read.”

Jan Vernor-Howard, “I loved this book. I loved this book! I had just had a beautiful night on
Barkissimo so it was fun to read about her storied past. I could not put it down and read most of
it in one day. The characters and places were so clearly drawn that I was there too!”

The book by Shane Lambert has a rating of  5 out of 4.6. 7 people have provided feedback.
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