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I arrived at Sam’s New Year’s Eve party around 11:30 and tried the bell. No answer. I texted. 
No answer. After 10 minutes, it was starting to look like I was going to ring in the new year 
on the sidewalk with the city rats. It was fitting; 2024 had been a bit of a rough year for me. 

After we lost Alliance in the Newport-Bermuda race, it took 
a few months for me to start to feel normal again. When your 
job, your friends, and your hobby are all sucked into one single 
traumatic event, it’s hard to come back from that. The truth is, I 
was quietly having doubts about where to go from there. I wasn’t 
sure whether I could keep writing about sailing, whether I could 
go offshore again. 

I told the story of the sinking for the October 2024 issue of this 
magazine, how I’d been driving just before 3am when a massive bang 
and the scent of burning fiberglass filled the boat. In the dark, about 
200 miles from shore, we’d hit what we believe was a submerged 
shipping container. Within a few hours, the boat was gone. In some 
ways it was cathartic to have the story out there. The outpouring of 
support from the  community was incredible, and that autumn 
I’d helped Alliance’s owners deliver their new boat, a gleaming Sabre 
426, home to Newport. The incident inquiries were done and the 
insurance paid out. It all seemed resolved, but the shipwreck still cast 
a shadow over me. So, I was more than ready to be done with 2024. 

Sam, who’d also been a part of Alliance’s crew, appeared to let me 
in in the nick of time, cheerfully tipsy and wrapping me in a quick 
hug. I said my hellos, and found myself introduced to Rich and 
Monica, parents of a friend of a friend. Rich had Sam’s copy of that 
fateful October issue in hand, thumb bookmarking my shipwreck 
story. 

“Your article about Alliance was great,” he said. “If you don’t 

already have plans, would you consider doing the Annapolis-
Newport race with us?” 

“You did read the whole thing, right?” I asked wryly. “It doesn’t 
end well.”

Even though I had some doubts about going offshore again, 
I also was growing increasingly worried that even if I did want 
to, another team wouldn’t have me. The frequency with which 
I was being introduced as “the girl from that boat that sank,” 
didn’t inspire confidence. It’s not a great line for your resume. 
But Rich considered responding to an emergency at sea as valu-
able experience, and as luck would have it, his crew could use 
someone with offshore know-how. I was (metaphorically) on 
board by 12:30. Happy New Year indeed. 

•     •     •

The winter months ticked by. Eddie from the Alliance crew 
signed on. We did crew calls, reviewed the SIs, headed down to 
Annapolis to do an overnight training sail. I obsessively studied. 
Rich worked endlessly on the boat, even procuring a sewing ma-
chine to stitch the boat’s very first spinnaker himself. 

The boat turned out to be a Tartan 4100 named Tally Ho, lov-
ingly maintained but—as Tartan’s tend to be—not designed with 
racing in mind. There was a bit of initial awkwardness as Rich 
tried to set expectations for us perhaps not being the most com-
petitive boat in the fleet. Truth be told, that couldn’t have suited 

Eddie and I better. Being as it was both of our first race back after 
the wreck, we were more than happy for a gentler pace. Plus, we’d 
gotten absolutely walloped by the Annapolis-Newport in 2023 
(see the October 2023 issue), so a boat that was both comfortable 
and solid as a tank was exactly right for us. 

Tally Ho had mostly stayed close to home in recent years, but 
Rich and his son John were dreaming of the Newport-Bermuda, so 

they needed to get some miles under the keel. The rest of the crew 
consisted of John’s cousin Mike, friend Nolan, and Rich’s school 
friends Dan and Brian. It was a real family and friends program 
(plus me and Eddie), which made for a happy, cohesive group. 

I was tasked with sorting out a watch bill with staggered watches 
that moved in four-hour shifts over night and six-hour shifts 
during the day. John is an engineer at Space X, and even he was 

scratching his head. Ultimately, though, 
we ended up with John and I as watch-
mates across from Rich and Eddie. That 
way, there was always at least one person 
familiar with the boat and one person 
with offshore racing experience on deck. 
The other four we split up with an eye to 
experience and social cohesion. 

We began assembling in Annapolis a 
few days before the race, tackling the last 
few remaining projects: Taping shrouds, 
troubleshooting rigging kinks, endless 
weather speculation...I love those last 48 
hours before the start of a race maybe as 
much as the race itself. There’s a special 
anticipation of a long summer afternoon 
just before you head out to sea. In the 
mess of feelings about going offshore 
again, I’d forgotten about that. 

Race day dawned warm and clear. We 
weren’t expecting to have much wind, and 
it seemed like this race was going to be a 
game of finding and staying in the breeze. 
Little did we know how impossible a job 
that would be.P
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Rich takes in the view of the fleet converging after 49 hours in the bay. Below, the team gathers for a final 
boat briefing before the start of the race.








