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Of all the days we get a nice breeze from the southwest, why is today’s wind from the 

east?  And why is there hardly any of it?  Above all, why is the tide turning an hour earlier than I 
had calculated? 

These were the questions I asked myself as my crewmate and I slowly beat into the wind 
near the mouth of the Thames River in New London, Connecticut.  It was late June of 2011, and 
we were headed to Mystic Seaport from Niantic in my 19-foot O’Day Mariner Orion, along with 
six friends who were sailing in four other boats.  We were all in O’Day Mariners, and while four 
of us were from the Niantic area, the other four had traveled all the way from Pennsylvania to 
join in the fun.  Our goal was to get to Mystic in time to attend the WoodenBoat Show before it 
closed for the evening.  We were on somewhat of a tight schedule as it was already early 
afternoon and we were not making much progress.  The wind was light and right on our nose, 
and the tide had turned before I had expected, keeping us from making any noticeable headway.  
If we were going to have any time to explore the WoodenBoat Show, we were going to have to 
resort to the iron wind.  I got on the VHF, hailed the other boats in our group and suggested 
taking down our sails and motoring.  I hated to do it, but I would have hated missing the Show 
more.  One by one, the sails came down and the outboards sputtered to life.  We pointed our 
bows toward Noank and began to pick up speed. 

O’Day Mariners are pretty special boats.  Sharing the same hull as the Rhodes 19 racers, 
they sport George O’Day-designed cuddy cabins to make them more family-accessible for 
daysailing and overnight cruising.  
The first Mariner was built in Fall 
River, Massachusetts in 1963 and 
the boat has been in continuous 
production ever since (now built by 
Stuart Marine in Rockland, Maine) 
with over 4,000 hulls made.  Over 
the years, changes made to enclose 
the cabin, add quarterberths and 
streamline the cabin top have been 
subtle enough to allow Mariners of 
all vintages to race as a one-design 
class.  Its racing pedigree, 
combined with the comfort of a 
pocket cruiser, makes the Mariner 
a perfect boat to explore waters 
and harbors over the course of a 
weekend or longer. 

The Mariner Class 
Association was established three years into the Mariner’s production and currently has several 
racing and cruising fleets located everywhere from the eastern seaboard to the Great Lakes.  A 
National Championship regatta has been held every year since 1966, and, at the end of 2011, 
membership surpassed 400 active members – a record high.  This is a remarkable achievement 
for a class from the “classic plastic” generation that has weathered 45 years of fluctuating 



economies and production uncertainty.  As President of the Association, I encourage both racing 
and daysailing or cruising events, and it was a pleasure to sail in the company of like-minded 
sailors with the same style boat as my own. 

When we finally rounded the 
tip of Noank, we entered the channel 
that winds up the Mystic River, 
occasionally darting in and out of the 
mooring fields to check out boats that 
caught our eyes.  The beauty and 
historical significance of this area 
attracts sailors from all over the world.  
Multi-hulled ocean racers were 
moored alongside wooden daysailers 
and classic powerboats.  A large, steel-
hulled yacht from the Gilded Age with 
white topsides and highly polished 
brightwork was anchored nearby, 
reminiscent of something perhaps once 
owned by a Vanderbilt or Rockefeller.  
As our fleet approached the railroad 
bridge at Mystic, we waited for it to 
open along with Mystic Seaport’s schooner Brilliant , exchanging greetings with her crew on 
deck.  The bridge opened, and we passed through and slipped underneath the highway bridge a 
little further along.  What a pleasure it was to slowly motor past all the beautiful wooden boats 
tied to the Seaport’s docks, let alone the extraordinary boats and ships that were part of the 
Seaport’s permanent exhibits.  We followed the channel to the shallow anchorage just above the 
Seaport and set our hooks in the midst of other boats that had arrived earlier. 

I had towed my Dyer Dhow 
True Love along to ferry everybody 
back and forth between their Mariners 
and the Seaport dinghy dock.  After 
everyone had cleaned up their boats 
and prepared for nightfall, I made the 
two trips necessary to ferry all eight of 
us to shore.  By the time we reached 
the ticket booth, there was only an 
hour left before the WoodenBoat Show 
closed for the evening, so we happily 
received tickets at half price.  We split 
up, agreeing to meet again later for 
dinner.  There were so many things to 
see between all the beautiful boats we 
passed on the water earlier and the 
variety of exhibits on land.  Truly, 



Mystic Seaport is the ideal setting for such an event.  The hour flew by, and the group of Mariner 
sailors eventually rejoined in time to walk downtown to our dinner reservations at “The Ancient 
Mariner” restaurant.  (How could we not eat there?) 

Following dinner and a treat at the ice cream shop by the highway bridge, we ambled 
back to the Seaport where I ferried everyone back to their boats for the night.  While two crews 
retreated to their cabins, two others erected cockpit covers; I draped a white poly tarp over the 
boom of my own boat.  The 
temperature had dropped, and I 
put on another layer of clothes 
before I slid into my sleeping 
bag, stretched out on one of the 
cockpit seats.  While Steve, my 
crewmate, slept in the cabin on 
the comfortable V-berth, I must 
say I had the nicest sleep I ever 
had aboard a boat lying out in the 
fresh air. 

There is nothing quite as 
peaceful as waking up in the 
morning on a boat and 
experiencing the stillness of the 
air and the water around you.  
Those in the group all seemed to 
wake up at the same time, and after ferrying everyone to shore and back once more for breakfast 
at the famous “Kitchen Little”, we weighed anchors and motored back down the channel past the 
Seaport, through the bridges and out into Fisher’s Island Sound.  A light southwesterly breeze 
greeted us, and we sailed on one close-hauled tack all the way to Niantic Bay.  We shot through 
the Niantic River railroad and highway bridges on the flood current and tied up at the nearby 
marina.  After helping to haul the other boats out of the water and prepare them once again for 
highway travel, I motored back to my own mooring, content just to sit there for a while before 
driving home. 

We are already looking forward to a repeat trip this coming summer, and any Mariner 
sailor in the area is invited to take part.  It is a fun and memorable experience, and the Mariner is 
an ideal boat for such an excursion.  Feel free to contact me and join us! 
 
 
Nathan Bayreuther 
O’Day Mariner, #1922 Orion 
President, Mariner Class Association 
 
Nathan Bayreuther grew up in Niantic, Connecticut next door to his family’s boat yard. 
Currently living in Wallingford, he is a professional organist and can frequently be found sailing 
the waters of Long Island Sound in his spare time.  


