On the Hard

by John Ranahan

The piled dirty clothes beneath the fore-peak berth

spill from a white, blue-striped canvas bag,

grow daily, wait patiently for me

to stuff all into two yellow laundry bags.

A stainless steel cup, half-filled with Brazilian espresso,

cools on the drop leaf salon table.

Two open tool boxes balance on the quarter berth 

precarious on the port side salon cushion.

We’re on the hard, working at too many jobs

at once. Multi-tasking doesn’t work well on sailboats

under repair. The broken step leans against the still

unvarnished new ice box frame. Another pile 

of pale orange, pale green, pale tan, dingy cushions

is crazy-stacked on a yellow plastic crate filled with

an sun-blighted, orange electrical cord, fan, rolls

of Bounty towels. We’re living in a mess. 

On the hard – an awful place. 

We need the Weather Works fan to circulate 

the mosquito coil smoke, to drive away tonight’s

bites. I turn to the 2005 Boater’s Directory for Trinidad

and Tobago, look up the missing contractor’s number,

call, get his calypso recording for the nth time

in as many days. Dust swirls in the yard beyond the fence.

Workers take yet another pot break. Sweet smells mix

with the grit, and we sweat into another afternoon. 

We don’t remember the day.

Grudgingly we look at the World

Atlas of Coral Reefs, plan to visit when we can—

the yachties’ bible, Calder’s Cruising Handbook, 

thumb-eared from trying figure out the plumbing,

the electrics, the aqua green Yanmar diesel, the SSB.

Close to despair at times. Is this really what we want?

