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A Report by Charles K. Chiodi
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The idea started out as “let's test
Endeavour's new 38 footer and see what
is so different from the 367" As ideas go,
they grow. It grew into “don't just test the
boat, experience the lifestyle.”

Now, there is a big difference. Most
magazine editors/reporters go out on a
craft, usually after a boat show, spend an
hour or two on the bay, measure speed,
fuel consumption, and noise level; make a
noteabouthowmany stepsittakesdownto
the galley, and whether you have to pump
the head or push the electric button. By
the time they get back to the dock, they
seem to know more than what the sales-
man does. Then they write the “expert”
article. I know, I have been guilty of the
same routine in the past. Sometimes you
can't help it, that’s the only chance you
get to “test” a boat. It is still better than
copying a brochure or
take a salesman'’s glori-
fying statement on the
telephone.

It was different with
the Endeavour. Bob Vin-
cent, Mr. Endeavour,
invited me to spend a
weekend and go cruis-
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ing on an Endeavour 44 in the company
of an E-38 and an E-46. This way I would
experience the lifestyle of an Endeavour
owner, find out why they own this particu-
lar brand, and also find out why they are
loyal to this particular brand. The story
unfolds from a simple “test article” into a
“lifestyle essay.”

Rob (that's Bob Jr.) picked me up at the
St. Petersburg/Tampa airport and drove
me to his house where an ice hockey-
watching party was in progress.

“Do you like hockey?” - he asked me
on the way. Assuming that I will say ves,
he continued with great enthusiasm to
talkabout the Tampa Lightnings/Calgary
Flames Playoffs. The trip from the airport
to the house took about twenty minutes
and [ was intently listening to him, all the
while wondering how people in Florida,

Bob Vincent invited me to
spend a weekend cruising on
an Fndeavour 44,

E ENCHANTING LIFE ON ENDEAVOUR CATS

Bob Vincent, Mr. Endeavour
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AmmyBoo and Mar-Lo in Tampa Bay

where the temperatures often goup to a
1007F, but they never, ever, see ice except
invending machines, could get so excited
aboutice hockey. On the otherhand, Ilive
in the Northeast, where Quincy Bay is
often frozen solid, where the Coast Guard
had to bring in icebreakers to open up
Nantucket Harbor so food shipments can
get to the island; and I almost couldn't
remember the Bruins, our local hockey
team. That's because in the winter, we
Bostonians, dream about gently swaying
palm trees, bikini-clad, bronze-skinned
beauties sipping exotic drinks, and about
fishing rods and flying fish.

Donnie Jean and
Ralph Small welcomed

me with open arms

Dutifully, I cheered with Rob and his
friends between slices of pizza, and when
itcame tothe wrap-up conversation by the
TV announcers | politely exited with the
excuse of involuntary, albeit increasingly
frequent closing of my evelids.

The Vincents kindly arranged for a
room for me at the Vinoy, just across the
street from where the Endeavour 44 was
berthed, the boat I was to call home for
the weekend. But, before I describe my
move onto AmmyBoo, the cat, allow me
to say a few words about the Vinoy. If you
never stayed atthe Vinoy before, you never
experienced southern elegance and hos-
pitality. Part of the Renaissance Hotels
& Resorts chain, the Vinoy was built in
1925 as one ofthe most luxurious hotelsin
Florida. The guestbook boasts some well-
known names from the past, like F. Scott
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