[image: image2.png]




[image: image2.png]
Boaters can be breeds apart. Take my two brothers, for example; both are boaters but are from very different breeds.
My middle brother, Tim, is an avid flatwater kayaker. Since being gifted with his first kayak a little more than three years ago, he has documented about 100 outings – and I do mean documented, with maps and photos and field notes of each trip compiled into a well-organized binder.

Then there’s my youngest brother, Mark. After spending a number of years sailing increasingly larger crafts, he moved to power boating this past year in a rather big way, acquiring a 1974 Trojan sport fisher. Non-boaters would call it a “yacht.”

Tim’s main boat (he has three now) is 12 feet long, has a semi-adjustable seat, a couple of tie-downs and is powered with a double-bladed paddle. He takes it to lakes and a variety of boatable wetlands throughout northwestern Pennsylvania.

Mark’s boat is 32-feet long, has a flying bridge, a V-berth stateroom, galley, head, cockpit and salon; is powered by twin engines; and is berthed at a marina at Chautauqua Lake in western New York state.
On a recent weekend, we gathered at Chautauqua for a brothers’ weekend and experienced both breeds of boating.

For many power- and sail-boaters, much of the lifestyle’s joy comes from the marina milieu. Boaters spend a lot of their time moored in the slip, lounging, eating and sleeping on board and communing with other boaters who are doing the same thing.

Each dock becomes a micro-community. Because boaters frequently pass in front of each other’s boats, they get to know each other well.
So Mark was eager to introduce his brothers to his good friends on “D Dock.” They, in turn, were glad to meet us and share their love-loathing of boating.
For a frequent topic of conversation is the amount of time, work and money needed to maintain power boats. Plus, it typically costs thousands of dollars annually to moor and store boats at the marina.

Kayaks, on the other hand, cost no money to maintain or repair, moor or store. However, kayaking tends to be much more of a solitary experience. Once on shore, though, kayakers also tend to be talkative types who enjoy gathering and swapping boating stories.

On back-to-back days we enjoyed both types of boating. Mark took us for a Chautauqua cruise on a sunny Friday afternoon and introduced us to his favorite place: the flying bridge, where he has full control of the boat while being about 15 feet above the water.
Even on the flying bridge, breezes were soft. The blue sky was trimmed in cumulus. Wavelets rippled the surface of the lake as passers-by waved from a variety of water crafts.
The next morning we spent four hours in our kayaks, paddling portions of the Chadakoin River, which flows out of the lake through downtown Jamestown. Although largely urban in setting, many of the Chadakoin’s banks were impressively wooded, despite the constant traffic sounds that signaled what lay just beyond the tree line.

We followed one meandering inlet that was loaded with water fowl: herons and a couple species of ducks. The price we paid was having to paddle through pea-soup-thick, malodorous algae blooms – a sensorial lesson in the harm caused by agricultural and lawn-fertilizer runoff.
Upon returning toward the marina, we passed tree after tree loaded with double-crested cormorants, sleekly large and black birds that dive for fish then spread their wings to dry them off.
But whether the life is wild or human, in the trees or on the dock, social or solitary; Whether the seat is 20-feet or 20 inches above the water and the movement is powered or paddled; boating can be a fine way to spend a summer day. Especially when that day is spent with brothers who are different breeds of boaters.
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