Books that were aboard the American Pearl

The lists below do not include the general reference books in my traveling library. I had navigational ephemeras, books on birds and sea creatures, and a few repair manuals. The longer list of books may be missing a few volumes that have escaped my private bookshelf to wander around the house or which found their way to the bookshelf at work, but the titles below represent the vast majority of the books in the sea going library.
I am more confident about the books that were aboard for both my attempt to row the North Atlantic in 1998 and the successful trip in 1999. The only book I took off the boat with me in 1998 was a bible that belonged to my grandfather. When the American Pearl was recovered and returned to me one small box of books survived. A few books from that box made their way into the library for the second voyage.

Books that were aboard both for the 1998 North Atlantic attempt and the successful mid-Atlantic row in 1999. 

101 Famous Poems  


Roy J. Cook, Editor
The editor’s preface distinguished this book as being worth the weight.

PREFA CE
This is the age of science, of steel – of speed and the cement road. The age of hard faces and hard highways. Science and steel de​mand the medium of prose. Speed requires only the look – the gesture. What need then, for poetry?

Great need!

There are souls, in these noise-tired times, that turn aside into unfrequented lanes, where the deep woods have harbored the fragrances of many a blossoming season. Here the light, filtering through perfect forms, arranges itself in lovely patterns for those who perceive beauty.

It is the purpose of this little volume to enrich, ennoble, encourage. And for man, who has learned to love convenience, it is hardly larger than his concealing pocket.

Roy J. Cook, Editor.

The book includes predictable stuff from Dickenson to Lincoln. The turned down pages include: 

Henley, “Invictus”

Ingalls, “Opportunity”

Kipling, “If”

Longfellow, “A Psalm of Life”

Wilcox, “Solitude”

Bible (Grandfather’s)


King James Version

Had some fun with the “cursing psalms” in foul weather.

Divine Comedy




Dante Alighieri (Cardi)
My first trip paralleled the nine circles to such an extent that when I began my book I considered patterning it on the Divine Comedy. My first trip ending in the hurricane was the Inferno, the year between rows was Purgatory, and the final voyage was the Paradiso. The first two parts worked, but Mac is no Beatrice. 
Gift from the Sea




Anne Morrow Lindberg

This is an elegant book. The writer seems to know more than she is telling us and tells us more than we imagine. Many writers water down ideas in search of acceptance. Lindberg’s simplicity is not watered down, but distilled.

Moby Dick





Herman Melville

When the dark and stormy nights piled up on one another Ahab was my best friend.

Odyssey





Homer
(Fagles)
This book meant more to me on the second trip. I met Mac between my first and second voyages. I was far more homesick on the second voyage, confounded by wind and fog, looking for some little island on the far side of an ocean.

Oxford Book of the Sea



Edited by Jonathan Raban

This is the best ocean anthology I’ve found. I have some entertaining video of me reading the Rhyme of the Ancient Mariner aloud in my cabin.

Paradise Lost 





John Milton

You have to love a book where Satan is more interesting than God.

Books that were with me for one trip or the other.

Annals of Imperial Rome



Tacitus

Beowulf

Book






Whoopi Goldberg

Brief History of Time




Stephen W. Hawking

Brothers Karamazov




Feodor Dostoyevsky

Call of the Wild




Jack London

Canterbury Tales




Geoffrey Chaucer

Critique of Pure Reason



Immanuel Kant

Don Quixote





Miguel de Cervantes

Gulliver's Travels




Jonathan Swift

Hamlet






William Shakespeare

I and Thou





Martin Buber

I Know Why the Caged Bird Sings


Maya Angelou

King Lear





William Shakespeare

Lessons of History




Will and Ariel Durant

Man's Search for Meaning 



Viktor E. Frankl

Meditations





Rene Descartes

Nature






Ralph Waldo Emerson

Nicomachean Ethics




Aristotle

Norton Book of the Sea



Edited by John O. Coote 

Prometheus Bound




Prometheus Bound

Republic





Plato

Room of One’s Own




Virginia Woolf

Self-Reliance





Ralph Waldo Emerson

Seven Pillars of Wisdom



T. E. Lawrence

Seven Story Mountain




Thomas Merton

Tao of Physics





Fritjof Capra

Tao of Pooh





Benjamin Hoff

Tempest





William Shakespeare

The Prince





Niccolo Machiavelli
Thus Spoke Zarathustra



Fredrich Nietzche

Zen and the Art of Archery



Eugen Herrigel
Recorded books were a blessing that occupied my mind for the tenth, eleventh, and twelfth hour of many of my rowing days. Some were abridged. Some were not. These are a few of the titles. 
20,000 Leagues Under the Sea


Jules Verne

A Connecticut Yankee in King Arthur's Court
Mark Twain

A Life of Johnson




James Boswell

A Tale of Two Cities




Charles Dickens

Black Pearls: The Poetry of Maya Angelou

Maya Angelou

Death of Arthur




Sir Thomas Malory

Lindberg





Scott Berg

To Kill a Mockingbird



Nelle Harper Lee

Robinson Crusoe




Daniel Defoe

Time Machine





H.G. Wells

Ulysses





James Joyce

Winston Churchill




Piers Brendon

Log comments on books.
October 12, 1999
Had the choice been mine to make, I would have departed the Canary Islands today: Columbus Day. I imagine this might have spared me encounters with low-pressure systems like the one I've been trapped in (or near) this week. I collected enough rainwater today for a nice bucket-bath. I've been told the weather should improve over the course of the next several days, but that the weather could turn ugly again over the weekend with "heavier seas." "Heavier seas" means I'm going to be sitting in the cabin on my backside. I will not think about that right not, it bums me out.

I listened to an audio version of Scott Berg's book on Charles Lindbergh. I must confess to a tinge of jealousy. It took him only 33 and ½ hours to cross the Atlantic. He talked about the "trackless wastes" and the "great solitude." No doubt it is possible to feel the "great solitude" in only 33 and ½ hours. Last summer the "great solitude" for me was the 78 days I went without communications. I feel the "great solitude" less this trip. Each weekend between Saturday evening at 5:30 PM when I speak with Mac McClure and 5:15 PM on Monday when I speak with some member of the American Pearl support team, I feel the great solitude. The difference is that unlike Mr. Lindbergh or Tori Murden last summer, I could pick up a satellite telephone and abandon the great solitude. This is a great choice.

October 26, 1999
I've been burgled, robbed, by one pirate named James Boswell.  I have on board a store of books on CD that I have scrupulously saved for the second half of my journey.  This morning, I listened to James Boswell's "A Life of Johnson."  Boswell stole two hours of my life.  Why individuals persist in reading this book is beyond me.  Johnson appears grumpy, ill mannered, slovenly, un-kept, and poorly disciplined.  Okay, so he compiled a dictionary, and was a religious man, but these are hardly elements of character that inspire the reader.  No doubt my poor estimation of this great work of English literature will upset classic scholars, but I found little redeeming value in the book and can see no reason why it should be assigned to young readers.

Yesterday I listened to Robinson Crusoe by Daniel Defoe.  Now, this is a fine book for all ages.  Plenty of action, some serious thought, internal moral struggles, it has all the makings of a worthy story.  You might say it is too violent for young readers.  Whenever this argument is raised I think of a dinner I had with one of the grand dames of Louisville, Mary Bingham.  The topic under discussion was children's literature.  The book Beowolf came under scrutiny and Barry Bingham, Jr. said, "But, it's so violent for children."  To which Mrs. Bingham in her eighties, an ace patron of the arts and pillar of the Public Library, responded with the slap of an open palm on the table, "Nonsense, children LOVE violence." Someday when my hair is snow white, I shall deliver the line with the same dignity and force. I will savor that moment.

Moby Dick is wasted on children.  I did not begin to understand this book until I read it again last year.  Shakespeare should be re-read once a decade.  I have King Lear aboard, I always think he's going to wise up and see Cordelia as the loyal child, and I am always let down that the tragedy remains a tragedy.  Hum, I wonder what Disney would do with King Lear?  The thought brings a shudder.

Again the rowing weather is ideal.  It seems that once I passed the 40 degree west meridian, the water changed its humor.  The waves are smaller and spaced out a bit.  The wind is slightly less, but since the rowing is easier my progress remains about the same.  There can be no doubt that I am happier at the oars than I am sitting in the cabin waiting for the weather to change.

November 13, 1999  

Last night when I turned in I was pleased because despite the wind from the southeast most of the day, I'd managed with great effort to push the boat ten miles to the south and had logged decent progress to the west.  I planned to sleep late this morning, to rest.  However, when I checked my position several hours before dawn, I recognized that the wind had turned again and was now coming from due south and even a little southwest.  During the night, I lost every bit of the ten miles I gained yesterday.   

I took up the oars at once.  The rain returned.  I've struggled for ten hours and barely managed to regain a mile to the south and two miles to the west.  I tried the sea anchor, but I have the dual misfortune of being in a current that is moving north.  I lose less rowing.  So, I'll keep rowing.  

The wind shifts each hour, but is always from the south or a little from the southwest.  I dare not describe my mood.  I am well beyond screaming at the wind.  I do not think I will make any progress today.  I'll be content if I do not lose miles.  There is a passage in Homer's Odyssey, where Odysseus (who wants desperately to go home and is foiled by the gods and by the winds) sits and weeps.  I guess you could say 3000 years later, "I feel his pain." I'm not sure I ever really understood it before.  

November 24, 1999  

Someone's eaten Stella!  Over the course of the last several weeks, two dolphins (fish not mammals) have taken up residence under the American Pearl.  They are shaped almost like the blade of an old-fashioned canoe paddle.  They are broad at the head and taper down to a sharply forked tail.  One long dorsal fin stretches the length of their backs.  The larger of the two dolphins has a lumpy crest on its forehead.  I take this one to be the male and I've named him "Stanley," the smaller of the two I've named "Stella" after the Tennessee Williams play "A Streetcar Named Desire."  I should know better than to name anything after a Tennessee Williams' work.  They were doomed from the start.   

Anyway, there was a huge fracas yesterday evening as I was having dinner.  The two dolphins began swimming around the boat at great speed.  I've not noted Stella and Stanley as being particularly animated before.  They leaped out of the water, crashed into the boat and looked a bit like I did a few days ago.  Soon, I saw the shadow of a large predator about ten feet long.  Stanley is about four feet long and Stella is /was about a foot shorter.  Whatever chased them was after a genuine meal.  I don't know what it was that pursued the dolphin.  It was about the size of a shark, but did not move like a shark.  I've not seen Stella since.  

Many other fish hang around the boat, but my "Audubon Society Field Guide to North American Fishes, Whales and Dolphins" has not offered much help in identifying these fish of the open ocean.  There is a school of blue-gray fish that are between 8and 10 inches long.  They have an oval shape a little pointed at the snout.  Their dorsal and anal fins are very long, pointed, and placed very near the tail-which is square in shape.  They seem to maneuver with their dorsal and anal fins, which they flap almost like the wings of a butterfly.  

