
Call of the Sea 

When I was a very young boy I saw a movie by Jules Verne, “20,000 Legs under the 

Sea”.  The movie was very exciting and opened a whole new world up to me.  However, 

I lived in Priest River, Idaho many miles from the sea.  So I read books.  Books about 

submarines, how they worked and what they did.  It was all very amazing and exciting 

to me.  Clear back to the Civil War, the Turtle had been created.  The Turtle was not 

only a submarine, but a submersible weapon of war.  While they had no underwater 

explosives then the ingenuity of man developed new war tool so they could submerge 

something that that looked more like a barrel, then rotate a manual shaft with a small 

propeller to move the submarine to it’s destination.   When the submarine was close 

enough to an enemy ship, the operator could just drill a hole in the wooden bottom 

and sink the enemy vessel.  Wow that was cool.  At Sea and under the water! 

I always wanted to have a boat of some kind, but our family was not very well off so we 

never had the opportunity while young to go boating.  My brother and I did built a lot 

of log rafts so we could float down creeks, but that was just not the same and I 

continued to dream. 

When I married my bride, Patricia, we spent a significant part of our honeymoon in a 

rented 19 foot boat on lake Coeur D’Alene.  Pat was a farm girl from Oakesdale, 

Washington where there was also little water to go boating.  Pat adapted like a 

seafaring mariner to the little runabout we rented.   There was hope for the future. 

When I joined the Navy in 1968 I finally went aboard my first submarine.  It was an 

old World War two boat that was ready to be de-commissioned, but finally I was at sea 

on a submarine and under the water.   I was later transferred to another Submarine 

that was in the shipyards in Maine.  One Friday afternoon I in the navigation center 

and was working on some of the first satellite navigation equipment.   Our Sperry 

technical representative (Vic Kirms) came over and said “Terry why don’t you go sailing 

with me this weekend?”  I told Vic I had knew nothing about sailing.  Vic said “come 

on out, I will teach you”.  That Saturday I learned that it was even more fun sailing on 

top of the water.  The bay we sailed in that sunny afternoon was the most amazing 

thing I had experienced.  Thank you Vic. 

After I left the Navy, Pat, our four kids and I moved back to Kennewick, Washington.   

I did not sail or even go boating for several years as our family budget was quite 

meager in those days.   The wrenching in the gut to go back to sea remained and 

continued to haunt me.  

Finally seven years later I worked my way up to a position as manager of an 

engineering group.   One day my boss had a staff meeting and announced he would 

like all of us to go with him on a “Management Retreat”.  His plan was to spend 7 days 



on a sail boat in Puget Sound as a team building exercise.    All of the feelings came 

back and the churning in my gut that had subsided over the years to go to sea had 

returned.  While sailing in Puget Sound, a school of dauphins commenced jumping in 

front of the bow as if they were assigned to lead the bow while I held the tiller in the 

same direction.  The hook for life was set.  I was to be a sailor.   

When I returned I commenced the process to convince the family we needed a sail 

boat.  With now four teenagers in the house, it was a impossible task.  My reply to 

them all wanting to ski was, we will work something out.  After a family vote of five to 

one, we purchased a 25 foot power boat, but at least it was a boat.  Everyone enjoyed 

the boat and it may have been the right answer for our family at the time.    After the 

kids grew up and the last one finished college we sold the power boat.  

Eventually my job took us to live on the East Coast for 15 years.  During that time Pat 

and I would sail in the Caribbean at least once a year.  One day Pat said “I would like 

retire down here.  That led us to the new plan and the purchase of an Irwin 43MKIII.    

That would have been a great story, but I was 

transferred back to Washington State six 

months later.  So the plan had to change, and 

did.   

The plan is no longer a plan and the dream is 

no longer a dream.   As of July 1, 2008 we 

rented the house and moved aboard Sunnyside 

and have started living the dream.  Only 37 

years after my realization that life was good on 

top of the water as well as below. 

We will send an email to the Priest River Times and let you all know the good stories 

and even the bad ones about cruising on a boat so that you might take part in our 

adventure.  

http://sunnyside-adventure.webs.com 
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