
From New York Harbor, Zander and his crew sailed but never without a plan, 
never without communication, and never in a way that left Mariah standing 
alone, wondering if she mattered. 
 
Sometimes, Mariah joined Zander and crew on a trip. At first, cautiously, but 
she learned the rhythm of the ship, the language of the water. Later, 
confidently, standing beside him, she was not a passenger but a partner. 
 
“You trust me with this?” she asked once, her hands steady on the wheel. 
 
“I trust you with everything,” he replied. 
 

 
 



Time moved on. It was not rushed, not stagnant.  After a year, their first child 
arrived on a quiet autumn morning, a son with Zander’s eyes and Mariah’s 
good looks. Zander held Robert Wells Martineau with a kind of awe he had 
never known. 
 
“This,” he said softly, “is the greatest responsibility I’ve ever accepted.” 
 

 

 
“And the greatest privilege,” Mariah added. 
 
He nodded. “Yes.” 
 
Mariah continued, “Zander, think of what we both have done. There is 
nothing more glorious than a man and a woman being part of creation. No 
PhD can create new life. Men and women scientists can clone life from 
something that is already alive, but no PhD can even create a mosquito from 
scratch. But we have been part of the process of divine creation.” 



“Zander, there is nothing greater. Through a plan we don’t understand, our 
bodies made a human. Also, Zander, as sure as the sun rises each morning, 
you will be a great father. There is no one I would rather have for the father 
of our children.” 
 
Zander said, “Mariah, talking about something divine, you are my divine 
woman. Thank you for our son, and thank you for your confidence in me. You 
have taught me a lot.” 
 
More children followed. Mostly good feelings came, yet a few bad ones rolled 
in like a harbor wave. But varied emotions added to the laughter that filled 
their Brooklyn home which was sometimes chaotic, sometimes 
overwhelming, but always alive and worthwhile.  
 
Zander told stories, not of escape, but of courage, of choice, of storms faced 
and decisions made. Mariah taught structure, wisdom, integrity, and 
discipline. Together, they created something neither could have built alone. 
The children kept growing. One time, as the sun set over the harbor, Zander 
stood once again at the rail of the Northern Star. But he was not alone. 
Footsteps approached from behind him. 
  
“Daddy,” a voice said, “will you take us out tomorrow?” 
  
Zander turned. His children stood there, eager and curious. Mariah followed 
behind them. Her expression showed joy. 
 
Zander smiled. “Yes,” he said, “we’ll sail together. But you must know this: I 
can’t sail tomorrow because I can’t sail alone. I need the crew. If Mariah will 
give me some dates, allowing for three or four days on the water, I’ll get our 
food and the crew ready, and we’ll all go to sea. I would love that. We can 
have a lot of fun on the Northern Star.  In addition to good food, our trip will 
have beds, music, laughter, games, even dancing. I’ll dance with your 
mother.” 
 
 



Zander looked out over the water, still vast, still free, and he wanted his family 
to learn and to love sailing when the time was right. But he would teach his 
family the importance of balance too: do some sailing, do some homework, 
join the soccer team at school, create birthday parties, help the family do the 
dishes, help the neighbors mow their grass, learn to cook meals at home, 
learn to do one’s own laundry, etc. 
 
Zander said to his family, “I have learned balance, discipline, and kindness 
from your mother. And now, that is the adopted standard for our Martineau 
family: Balance, Discipline, and Kindness. Yes. We’re the B D K Martineaus.” 
 
 

  



  

 
In life, things always change. People change. Mariah fully intended to return 
to her practice of law, but first, she followed her greatest priority, that is, to 
support her children and to practice making recipes that pleased her family. 
 
Years passed. The children became teenagers. At dinner one night, Mariah 
said, “Zander, do you think you might sell the Northern Star someday? It’s 
not used very often.” 
 
Zander replied, “Well, at this point in our lives, I don’t want to sell her. She’s 
one of a kind, a perfectly unique ship, and she interests a lot of people. I’m 
hoping the boys will choose to get their commercial captain’s licenses. Also, 
when the boys are qualified, I hope they will start a business for small groups 
who want to experience sailing on three-day trips on the Northern Star.” 
 
 
 
 



“But Mariah, guess what? After fishing with Pete last week, I have a strong 
new desire. I want to get a fishing boat and take all of you fishing with me. 
Once you hook and land some fish, you will be hooked on fishing.” 
 
Zander bought a second boat, and he bought fishing gear for the whole 
family. They fished together nearly every week in the coastal waters. They 
did catch fish, and they all did get hooked on fishing. It was always fun for 
them to give fish to their friends and to people who were needy.  
 

 



 

 

YES, IT IS WORTH IT. 



  

 

 



 



 



 



 
 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 

 



 

 



 

 


