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Our Next Issue... 
Will have several more adven- 

tures afloat: "Canoeing the Dela- 
ware" with Carol DeCarlo; "Intro- 
duction to Boating - The Great 
White Chunk" with Sandy Brown; 
and continuations of Tom's "Cruise 
of the Whitecap" and Gail Ferris’ 
"My Arctic Adventure". Our tug- 
boat enthusiast, Hugh Ware, brings 
us his coverage of last summer's 
Tugboat Muster in Boston Harbor, a 
review of Matt Lyons’ "Tugboats & 
Towboats" calendar, and a look at a 
New Zealand "water tractor" tug. 
For designs we expect to report on 
the "Slatts 22" hydrofoil proa by 
Hydro Flyte; the "Scooter Plyak" 
by Joe Reisner; and the best bilge 
pump by John Beirne. The reviews 
of three books that didn't get done 
for this issue will appear: "Herre- 
shoff of Bristol", "Spritsails & 
Lugsails", and " The Practical Pi- 
lot". 

On the Cover... 
Bill Alletshauzer aboard 

"Trixie", his 1928 Norton cabin 
cruiser, in Battleship Cove in New 
Bedford, Massachusetts, in late No- 
vember. Full report on getting 
"Trixie" home in this issue. 

Looking back over 1989's let- 
ters from readers, I found that the 
Subject of my kayaking coverage 
seemed to be the only one that 
really elicited pros and cons. Some 
readers told me I perhaps gave 
Kayaking too much emphasis, it 
took up too much of the available 
space. One other cancelled his sub- 

scription because I did not have as 
much on kayaking as he had hoped. 

I don't turn out issue after 
issue seeking any sort of "balance" 
between various forms of messing 
about in boats, but rather produce 

each issue pretty much on an ad 
hoc basis, what have I got in hand 
that seems interesting or topical. 
So, with no data to go on, I could 
not evaluate these conflicting 

claims about the kayaking cover- 
age. To find out, I took an hour 
and went back through the 1989 is- 
sues and counted up the articles 

devoted to four categories; sailing, 

rowing, paddling and _ motoring. 
The articles could be about outings 
and adventures, or designs, pro- 

jects, or builders. I did'nt include 
any of "Your Commentary" or "Hap- 
penings" in my survey. 

Interesting results. I pub- 
lished 112 articles related to sail- 
ing, 79-related to paddling (some 
in canoes, not kayaks) 41 to row- 
ing and 25 to motoring. The 24 
covers featured 12 on sailing, 5 
each on paddling and rowing and 2 
on notoring. So I guess I'd have to 
agree more with the reader who 
didn't find enough on his favorite 
Subject, kayaking, rather than 
with those who thought maybe I had 
too much on that subject. 

What everyone really wants is 
a regular, interesting, informative, 
readable magazine all about their 
Own particular enthusiasm. Why 
kayaking seems to be the one sore 
point, if this can be so regarded, 

is not really apparent to me. I 
think maybe it has something to do 
with the "newness" of the "fad" 

currently in full run for today's 
hi-tech plastic and fiberglass kay- 
aks. People with no prior experi- 

ence in boats are coming directly 
into the kayaking game and when 
they see we spend a lot of time on 
other ways of boating, they wish it 
wasn't so. 

The kayak sport has its own 
periodical, "Sea Kayaker". But it 
comes out only four times a year, 
with a strong Pacific northwest fo- 
cus. It's full of good stuff all 
about the sport, historical, techni- 
cal, health, safety, camping, 
equipment. But little of direct fo- 
cus on the east coast paddlers as to 
locales and trips available to us 
here. And it's a very long time be- 
tween issues. There is also the 
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newsletter of ANorAK, published 

six times a year in the east (New 
Jersey), essentially a typwritten 
stapled together compendium of 
member submitted articles. Good 
useful stuff here too, but circulat- 
ed to a relatively small number of 
paddlers who are members of the 
club. 

The problem with publishing 
~ a magazine focussed narrowly on a 
very specific way to play is that 
there's not enough support out 
there in reader land to make it af- 
fordable on less than a national ba- 
sis. And then the local focus dis- 
appears. I chose to have a broader 
guage focus on messing about in 
all sorts of boats, not just because 
it would provide the necessary 
broader readership for paying what 
it costs, but also because I felt we 
all needed to better understand how 
the other guy plays. 

While you may prefer to sail 
or row, reading about paddling 
gives you a perspective on other 
ways to enjoy a boat on the water. 
So much is common to all ways, the 
water and weather conditions, the 
places to go, the ways to cruise 
for overnight or longer, access to 
the water, events to attend that ca- 
ter to several sorts of craft. 

Despite my making no effort 
for "balance" I think it has worked 
out pretty well in past years, some 
sort of statistical thing must be 
involved here. With over 250 art- 
icles published in a year, there's 
bound to be something for every- 
one. My interests are hardly nar- 
rowly focussed, while I paddle and 
sail personally by preference, I 
find the rowing and old time motor- 
boating to be interesting. And I've 
found that many readers are simi- 
larly involved in several ways of 
enjoying boats. My favorites are 
the other "fleet owners" who have 

several boats, to serve several 
needs. 

Well, this little bit of concern 
expressed to me about my kayak 
coverage has been just a little bit. 
Probably those who have failed to 
renew their subscriptions include 
sone with lack of enthusiasm for 
the spread of subjects, including 
the kayak thing, either pro or con. 
But from over 3,000 readers I've 
heard less than a dozen complaints. 
And our renewal rate is very high, 
so I guess most of you are happy 
enough in sum with what turns up 
in each issue. 

Myself, I'm just enchanted 
with the variety of people and 
their choices of boats in which to 
mess about. I think of this as an 
open-ended subject, so broad in 
scope that I'll never run out of in- 
teresting news. 
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REPLACING THE OLD PENN YAN 
My nephew and I recently 

formed a "syndicate" to buy Bill 
Bailey's UTX outboard skiff. The 
whole affair is your fault. It start- 
ed when your magazine, which Il 
read cover-toscover, put in the 

pictures of that Portsmouth gather- 
ing. From the picture I could not 
tell exactly what the "UTX" was 
but it raised my curiosity. Could it 
be the boat that would take the 
place of my old 1929 Penn Yan 12! 
high speed dinghy? It took over 20 
years to destroy it, lightly built 
as it was. With a 16hp Johnson, we 
broke its keel in a 4'<5' Vineyard 
Sound chop and broke its nose when 
the stop button failed and we hit 
the boathouse wall. We dropped 
back to 6hp and got years more use 

out of it until the canvas could no 
longer hold it together. Returning 
from a trip to Maine in September, 
I turned off at Kittery and found 
Bill and the "UTX". I was delight~ 
ed with both. When 1 got home I 
persuaded my nephew to split the 
cost with me. Then on November 
lst I drove back to Maine in my 

pickup, spent a nice evening with 
Bill, and drove back to West Fal-~- 

mouth with the boat. I was a bit 
hesitant to tell my wife of this la- 
test transaction as it makes boat 

#10 living on my premises. Five of 
them actually will float! You know 
how it is! 

Sloat 
MA. 

Hodgson, W. Falmouth, 
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BACK TO KILLINEY STRAND 
Nice job with the Killiney 

piece ("The Boats of Killiney 
Strand", Nov. 15th). The photos 
came out quite well. I was in Ire- 

IOs. land again in mid-November and 
_ stopped by Killiney Strand. The 

sea was no millpond this time. en- 
breakers were coming up 

crashing on the 
rocks and the sky was so dark, the 

clouds so lowering at midday, that 
cars travelled with lights on. 

Peter Brennan, New York, NY 

Ss0mmenta 
your 

CAMP CRUISING ON PENOBSCOT 
BAY 

I enjoyed Allyn Bradford's re- 
port on his stay at Warren Island 
this summer. It was an evocative 
description of the essentials of 
small boat cruising in my _ very 

favorite bay. My boat, an old Cape 
Cod Knockabout in a state of con- 
struction, was voted ugliest boat in 
Gilkey Harbor, or any other harbor 

on Penobscot Bay. 
Mr. Bradford's philosophy of 

boating and camping being combined 

is refreshing. He is certainly right 
about having a boat one can sleep 
on if necessary. During our cruis- 
es around the bay, we found it ne- 
cessary on several unplanned occa~ 

sions. Thanks to the Maine Island 
Trail Association, it wasn't neces- 

sary too often. 
We tended to go back to a few 

favorite islands, such as Mark Is- 
land (after the nesting season) and 
Lime Island (southern tip the most 
interesting). The children assem- 
bled a museum of marine life from 
ordinary mussels and scallops to 
sponges and corals (for which Dad 
got some wet and cold). Anyone 
wishing to trade information on 
such cruising hereabouts can drop 
me a line. I hope Mr. Bradford's 
article encourages others to try the 
Same and see our coast up close, as 
something more than scenery. 

We will be able to spend only 
two weeks at Warren Island this 
year, but will be out every week 
for day trips. Perhaps we'll meet 
somewhere, sometime on the Big 

Foggy. 

Robert Leon, 1 Asbury St., 

Randolph, ME 04345. 

A ERS SE ES OR a 

SUPPORTING SMALL BOATERS 
I'm very much looking forward 

to receiving your journal regularly 
as a recently addicted sea kayaker. 
I have many friends who sing your 

praises for your work in support of 
small boat builders, owners and en- 

thusiasts. 
Forrest 

MA, 
Dillon, Manchester, 

ry 

BUILDING A MINIATURE TRIMARAN 
I really appreciate "Messing 

About", although it seems your 
fans are heavily on the kayak side. 
I tend towards pulling and sailing 

boats. 
I envy you guys in New Eng- 

land with your coves and bays and 
rivers. I used to live in Norfolk, 

Virginia where I sailed various 

boats on the Elizabeth River and 
lower Chesapeake Bay. I once suc~ 
ceeded in capsizing a Shark catama~ 

ran off the Naval Air Station and 
was rescued by one of their picket 

boats. 

Now I'm building what I call a 
"miniature trimaran". The main 
hull is formed initially of one of 
Jim Thayer's Ducker hull layups. 
It is slightly under 16', I've com- 
pleted the port ama (or outrigger 
hull as the "Pacificos" call them) 
and have the starboard one framed. 

I'm using regular mill run lauan 
(which absorbs water but won't de- 
laminate by test) for planking, 
covered with zynole polyester bed- 

ded in epoxy. I invented my own 
"anchoring" system for the akas 
(eross beams). I still have a long 

way to go, but will send you a re~ 

port on how it turns out. 

Dick Randall, Cherokee Vil- 

lage, AR. 
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TAKING A ROWING TRIP 
I enjoy your format, keep it 

up. I would enjoy articles on tak~- 
ing a rowing trip. Items to take; 
types of boats; how many miles a 
day? Not in a fancy fiberglass 
scull. Did you ever publish a plan 
on how to build a drop-in rowing 
seat? (Owen Cecil offers such plans 
for home builders, SASE for de- 

tails, P.O. Box 584, Manistee, MI 

49660, Ed.) 
Howard Hamann, Manitowic, WI 
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LOOKING FOR A 17' SLOOP 
I am interested in finding and 

refinishing a 17' sloop, possibly 
lat Seria: in reasonable shape 

(wood), preferably a class’ boat 
rather than a one-off design. 

Robert Anderson, 128 

wood P]., Aiken, SC 29801, 
648-2177. 

Bork- 
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\\ Marine Canvas Specialists /¢ 

Fabric Works 
Wide Natural Canvas For Decks & Canoes 

XN 
Custom Services Supplies 
Biminis Wide Natural Canvas 
Dodgers For Decks & Canoes 
Full Enclosures Snaps and Grommets 
Convertible Tops Sunbrella® 
Cushions 
Protective Covers 

For All Seasons 

Please call for 
information, pricing 

& catalog (617) 926-4353 

32 MT. AUBURN ST. 
WATERTOWN, MA 02172 

Clear Vinyl! Glass 
Sail Making Accessories 
Stainless Steel Tubing 



When the truck finally turned 
up an hour late at the ramp in Bat- 
tleship cove in New Bedford, where 
we waited with Bill Alletshauzer 
and his 28' "Trixie" to be hauled 
out, you'd have thought we were 
somehow the bad guys. The driver 
of the big Brownell type boat haul- 
er was bullshit, he leapt from the 
cab and strode across the dock to 

where we had "Trixie" tied along- 
side and launched into a verbal as- 
sault at Bill, once he was sure he 

was the guy with the boat. 

"What the HELL are you doing 
HERE? What's that, a WOODEN boat? 

I'm not hauling any old WOODEN 
boat! Thgs was supposed to be a 

Chris Craft! You were supposed to 
be at the ramp upriver by the pow- 
erline towers!" That sort of thing. 
I concluded as I observed this be- 
haviour that the Yankee Boat Haul- 
ers were'’nt hard up for customers 
if they treated one like this. 

Bill kept his cool, and when 
the tirade ran down, told the sim- 

mering driver that he'd "sign-off", 
taking full responsibility if any- 
thing happened to his boat on the 
60 mile overland trip home to Fram- 
ingham. We were at the ramp in 
Battleship Cove as Bill had been 
instructed over the phone by some- 
one else at the boat hauling firm, 
someone who also knew that Bill's 
boat was a 1928 wooden cabin 
cruiser. Whatever communication 
gap had developed back at the of- 
fice, it wasn't Bill's doing. Appar- 
ently this ramp by the battleship 

"Massachusetts" was for state police 
use only. 

So we all headed up river the 
half-mile or so to the correct ramp. 
Bill and Peter took "Trixie", Ron 

and I drove in Ron's van. It was 
just a short hop and we were soon 
there. No sign of the boat hauler, 

who had left ahead of us going the 
wrong way up a one-way street in 
a great roar of diesel to the main 
highway that ran alongside the 

"You hadda just love old "Trixie". 

Bringing 

“Trixie” Home 
river. We had taken the round 
about way on lecal streets observ- 
ing the one-way traffic signs. Bill 
and Peter were already there too. 
Maybe this wasn't the right ramp 
either? Boy the guy would really 
be mad now! 

However, he showed up short- 

ly, where he'd gone, we knew not. 
And soon a pickup arrived with an- 
other guy and some jackstands. The 
two of them soon had the big trail- 
er unhooked off the truck and roll- 
ing down the ramp to pick up 
"Trixie". Tempers were more sub- 
dued nowe And when the hydraulic 
jack stands had "Trixie" propped 
on her keel on the trailer and all 
was reconnected for the trip home, 
"Trixie" hadn't even collapsedd, 60 
year old WOODEN boat that she was 
yet! 

You hadda just love old 
"Trixie". The name conjured up an 
image of a dance hall girl to me (I 
liked that better than that of a 
small French ‘poodle of the yappy 

variety). We had ridden in 
"Trixie" up the Taunton River to 
New Bedford from Tiverton, Rhode 
Island, where she'd spent the sum- 

mer on a mooring off the boatyard 
where Bill had found her last 
spring. Bill and his wife and in- 
fant son had commuted the 60 or so 
miles between home in Framingham, 
Massachusetts, and Tiverton most 
summer weekends to cruise in Nar- 
ragansett Bay at a leisurely 6 knot 
pace, while Bill's wife fished. That 

was her thing, fishing. Bill's 
thing was this classic old boat, 
now so dowdy and faded. 

Bill's previous boat had been 
an old Toppan Dory powered with 

an old make-and-break motor. Bill 
loved it. His wife didn't. Not too 
reliable. And for 1989, with the 
new addition to the family, no more 

family outings in THAT boat. A 
bigger boat, with a cabin, facil- 
ities, shelter, and a good fishing 
platform. Bill advertised the Top- 
pan and in one of those nice little 
twists of fate, sold it to the grand- 
son of the original builder from 
Medford, Massachusetts. Chasing 
down another wooden boat to meet 

his family's new requirements be- 
fore the proceeds of the Toppan 
sale were squandered on something 
domestic, he found "Trixie" sitting 
in a boatyard in Tiverton, just 
waiting for someone like him. When 
he found he could own the whole 
nine yards, ready to go, for only 
$3,000, he was hooked. 

Bill's work schedule being 
what: it is at Digital, he did not 
attempt to do any reconditioning of 
"Trixie". She was launched as soon 
as he determined the hull seemed 
okay and the four cylinder Palmer 
still ran. And so, like an old used 
car that somehow has outlived all 
of its troubles and settled down in- 
to just keeping on going, "Trixie" 
hit the water for the first time in 
a couple of years. And she didn't 
leak at all! 

The paint was faded, the 
brightwork varnish just about 
weathered away, the interior dark 
and gloomy and dingy. But the 
molded rubber stair treads leading 
below still had "Trixie" visibly 
molded into them, as did several 
cast bronze plates in various plac- 
es. She'd always been "Trixie" 
since she had been built at the 
Norton Boatyard in Newport, Rhode 
Island back in 1928. Bill soon 
learned that the Norton Boatyard 
was’ still in businees, now over 

across the bay in E. Greenwich. 
From them he got copies of some 
old photos of "Trixie" in her 
youth. The old dance‘hall girl was 
some looker then. While the bloom 
was long gone now, you could still 
see the underlying appeal beneath 
the dowdy exterior. 

Well, "Trixie" made it home 
just fine, and by the time Ron, Pe- 

ter and I got to Bill's (we'd de- 
toured through the local maritime 
museum in New Bedford while Bill 



rode shotgun with his truckdriver 
"friend") "Trixie" was on her jack- 
stands beside the garage. Deep ruts 
leading diagonally into a_=e small 
pine grove to one side on Bill's 
house lot testified to a failed at- 
tempt to back the rig uphill over 

rain slicked wet grass and leaves 
over soft loamy soil. Bill was busy 
digging up some loam in the grove 
to fill the ruts in the lawn to de- 
flect possible future domestic turm- 
oil. But, what the hell, when we 
got there, everyone get busy with 
hose and brooms scrubbing off the 
summer's accumulation of marine 
organisms. 

Bill tells me now in early De- 
cember that he's got his Shipmate 
stove set up in "Trixie", so when 
he gets home from the office, he 
can fire it up, and by the time 
supper’s over, its all nice and cosy 
inside for the winter reconditioning 
work to proceed in comfort, safely 
tucked away in a snug harbor. And 
all for $300, and enduring some 
verbal abuse! Next spring "Trixie" 
should have some of her old time 
glamour back. We'll have a_ look 
then. 

Report & Photos by Bob Hicks. 

Not much hope for the tender. 

ATLANTIC SAIL TRADERS 
be 

NEW & USFD SAILS, buy,sell,trade 
luffs 10'~60' surplus mains 10'x 
6'2"$40,14'x7'2" $50,17'8"xg'5" 
$75 jibs 12'x5'6"$35 Spinnakers 
14'x10' $100 all new 

(813) 351-6023 
4130 N. Washington Blvd. ¢ P.O. Box 12313 

Sarasota, Florida 34278 

The Brownell trailer design is pretty sophisticated. Here the trailer 
detaches from the truck and drives down the ramp under its own pow- 
er, controlled by the man on the front. The hydraulic pads adjust to 
center "Trixie" and then she’s hauled forward and propped with her 
weight on her keel. The trailer then returns up the ramp and recon- 
nects to the truck. 

Small Boat Exchange 
JOHN L. FREEMAN 

DAYSAILERS * CRUISING SAILBOATS 
CLASSIC SEAWORTHY POWERCRAFT 

ROWING SHELLS ¢ FINE ROWING CRAFT 
CANOES ¢ KAYAKS ¢ DINGHIES 

CUSTOM BOATBUILDING 

ON THE WATERFRONT 

16 KILBURN ST. BURLINGTON, VT 

(802) 864-5437 

BROKERAGE FOR SAIL AND POWER 



It was a summer much like the one before 
and unlike any since. Snug Harbor Trailer 
Park in 1960 was a boy's dream come true. 
We swam and fished and crabbed right out- 
side of our front door. We had two sail- 
boats, the fast thirty foot "Nocatee" and the 
heavier twenty-eight foot "Roll-a-Belle," tied 
up at the dock out front. The inlet leading to 
Snug Harbor is on Tampa Bay on the St. 
Petersburg side of Gandy Bridge. 

There was always work to do at Snug 
Harbor, but my cousin, Randy, and I always 
found time for more important things. As 
Aunt Lucille said to Uncle Walter, "now 
Walter, this Florida sun is too hot for the 
boys to work past noon." Never mind that 
we were brown as burnt toast from after- 
noons of sailing, swimming and fishing. We 
did work. We ran the lawn mowers around 
the Spanish ships cannons mounted on their 
white concrete "carriages." The heavy an- 
chor chains that formed the fence around the 
cannons made a good place to sit and rest. 
We couldn't talk because we kept the throttles 
on the mowers wide open while we took a 
break. Mowing wasn't too hard except for 
over the septic lines behind each trailer in the 
park. We liked to hack down dead palm 
fronds with the machete. We could pretend 
the luckless fronts were anything we wanted 
them to be. We would bury the garbage from 
the park back at the dump, but I never did 
figure out why. It would have been easier 
for us and the "critters" to just leave their 
meal on top of the sand for them. 

The rules at Randy's house were pretty 
straight forward. Any cuts were treated with 
hydrogen peroxide and alcohol and carefully 
bandaged. You didn't touch the civil war 
sabers or the wickedly curved Moroccan 
knife which hung on the walls. Standing on 
the glass top of the table made from a mas- 
sive bronze porthole was not a good idea 
although it would probably hold you. You 
never tilted back in the wicker chairs. 
Walking a respectful distance away from the 
hanging gaping shark jaws, with their menac- 
ing rows of razor sharp teeth, was something 
you just learned once you brushed against 
one. 

There was one difference that summer. 
Elart, Randy's other cousin, was visiting 
from Germany. Elart was okay, but he 
6 

didn't have the spirit on a real "Florida 
cracker." We did our best on him in the short 
time we had. We made sure he looked right, 
but no self respecting "cracker" ever made an 
"acht!" sound. 

He only got really mad at us one time. 
The three of us had sailed out of Snug 
Harbor into Tampa Bay on the "Nocatee." A 
great steady breeze was pushing up small 
choppy whitecaps and the "Nocatee" was 
leaving as pretty a wake as we had ever seen. 
We were flying! Elart yawned and laid down 
on the deck between the cabin and side where 
the brace wires from the mast tied down. He 
fell sound asleep. Randy and I watched this 
happen in total shock. This kind of sacrilege 
must be dealt with. 

"You ready?" Randy asked grinning 
broadly. 

I laughed into the wind. 
He nodded and I pulled the jib tight. He 

held the tiller with all his strength. I yanked 
the boom of the mainsail with everything I 
had and held on for dear life as the wind 
popped the battens at the top of the main. 
The "Nocatee" surged forward eagerly and 
laid way over on her side as Randy and I 
stretched as far out over the upper side as we 
dared. The bay itself seemed to swell as the 
bow fought to skim over it. The gray foam- 
ing water came crashing into the front of the 
cabin and roared down the deck along the 
cabin wall. Elart was just waking up as he 
neatly sluiced by below us. He never 
touched a thing. 

When my Dad has been stationed in 
Germany with our family, my new German 
buddies had carefully selected my beginner's 
vocabulary. I heard all of those familiar 
words and phrases and some that I guessed 
were updated variations coming from the 
bay. Randy and I finally got ourselves and 
the "Nocatee" under control enough to go 
back and fish him out. 

Elart was a good sport though, he never 
took an oar to us. He did blab to Uncle 
Walter and Aunt Lucille at supper that night. 
They both got the strangest expressions on 
their faces and suddenly they both choked 
into their napkins and had to be excused. 
When they cam back, they made Randy and 
me apologize to Elart. 

Lunch time was when our day really be- 

Copyright 1989 John W. Chiles, Jr. 

gan. Either a breeze would blow up by then 
or it would start raining. Rainy afternoons 
weren't too bad. Randy would practice 
"Malguena” on his guitar and neat songs like 
"Dream Lover" and "1814" were on the ra- 
dio. If there was just a drizzle, the 
mosquitoes swarmed out of the mangrove 
swamp and buzzed the screen porch hun- 
grily. We would spend the rainy afternoons 
relaxing and planning. 

Sometimes around ten o'clock in the 
morming we would feel a breeze stir as we 
worked. 

I'd say, “Randy, did you feel that? 
"Yeah, let's hurry up and get this done." 
I didn't remember my other German 

friends rolling their eyes as much as Elart 
did. 

If asteady breeze was blowing when we 
went in for lunch, Uncle Walter would say, 
"Sure is good sailing weather." Randy and I 
would grin at each other in anticipation of an 
afternoon's sailing on Tampa Bay. 

Randy read about a race starting at the St. 
Petersburg Yacht Club and entered the 
"Nocatee". We sailed her to the club the day 
before the race and made sure everything was 
ready. The next moming dawned clear and 
crisp with a steady breeze. We were lucky to 
have this kind of day. Most momings were 
muggy and still when we woke up. 

Either Elart was ready to race too, or the 
thought of Randy and I actually racing had 
him real agitated. Uncle Walter played his 
"what if" game with us and we went through 
our mental checklist. Aunt Lucille bubbled in 
the kitchen fixing the cooler. The three of us 
decided who would do what and when dur- 
ing the race and we all piled into the old Ford 
and headed for the club. 

A boat that we couldn't believe was tied 
up next to the "Nocatee". She was all ma- 
hogany and brass and looked like she was 
flying just sitting there. The three of us 
looked at each other. 

I said, "We came to race, not especially to 
win.” 

Elart grinned at me. 
"I'd sure like to beat her," Randy mum- 

bled. 
"Come on Randy, get serious." 
"We might win," Randy said with a grin 

and a wink. 



We ambled down the docks looking at all 
of "Nocatee's" beautiful competitors. We 
mumbled "hello" to the big, powerfully built 
crewmen, who we held in awe, even though 
we tried not to show it. When we got back to 
the "Nocatee", she didn't look any worse to 
me. Bright brass and shiny varnish weren't 
our style. Trouble-free bronze and durable 
white paint gave us more sailing time. I just 
didn't want the three of us to mess up in front 
of one of these other older crews. 

One of the other skippers asked Uncle 
Walter, "Is that your crew, Red?" 

Uncle Walter said, "Randy's the skipper 
today.” 

Looking back now, I don't remember any 
laughter as we started our ten horsepower 
Johnson outboard and cast off the lines. 

The"Nocatee" skipped through the nar- 
Tow protection of the massive stone jetties. 
When everyone was ready, the starting pistol 
fired. We were bow to bow with the bigger 
boats. We sailed as close to the lapping brink 
of disaster as we dared, which was pretty 
darned close. 

I yelled to Elart "No sleeping today!" 
He shook his head and the stiff, con- 

cerned look on his face was funny. When 
we had a chance, we would look with admi- 
ration at the graceful beauties dancing away 
from us. We didn't know that the crews on 
those boats also looked back with their prac- 
ticed eyes at the eager, charging "Nocatee." 
Elart gradually started "whooping" right 
along with Randy and me. We sailed for 
what seemed like a short time and the other 
boats were out of sight. 

In an hour or so, the other boats, with the 
mahogany beauty in the lead, had all passed 
us going the other way back to St. Pete. We 
hollered and waved at each one as they sliced 
‘erid by. Their skippers and crews waved 
ack. 

I said to Randy, "We aren't doing so bad, 
really." 

As we neared Gandy Bridge, a dark 
squall line appeared to the west. I didn't like 
the look of it at all. It was too dark and 
moving too fast. We discussed what to do. 
The channel to Snug Harbor was right there 
and we could be in and tied up at home be- 
fore the rain hit. Randy wanted to finish the 
tace and he was the skipper. A part of me 
didn't want to drop out either. We kept rac- 
ing. I joined Elart in looking from the too 
dark roiling wall of clouds to the channel 
leading to Snug Harbor and home. We 
rounded the marker at the far end of the 
course and started the return leg. Randy 
looked over his shoulder more and more 
often. I was standing on the cabin roof 
holding onto the main mast when I saw the 
wind scraping the water surface in a long 
straight line. The black explosion of clouds 
with the solid gray sheet of rain barely 
showing in the small crack between the 
clouds and the surface of the bay was right 
behind. 

"It's coming!" I shouted. 
"Drop the main," Randy barked. 
I was already untying the knot. I started 

to lower it carefully. 
"Let it go!" Randy screamed. 
The nylon rope zinged through its pulley 

as the full force of the wind caught the main- 
sail. The top of our main rifled straight out. 

"Duck, Elart!" Randy yelled and the 
boom sliced wickedly over Elart who had 
wisely made a dive for the deck. Our care- 
fully tended mainsail billowed and popped 

and then flopped into Tampa Bay. Elart and I 
struggled and rubbed our fingers raw on the 
coarse, heavily soaked canvas. We hauled it 
in and lashed it to the boom in an unseaman- 
like manner. I ran below to double check the 
portholes and front hatch cover. Elart began 
tying down the cooler and etc. in the cabin. 

"Get the life jackets!" Randy yelled 
through the open hatch from the cockpit. 

I looked at Elart and said "Uh oh!" 
Elart rolled his eyes and said "Ach der 

lieber!" or something to that effect. 
I checked the gas lines for the Johnson 

and tightened up the big wing nuts that held it 
to its rack on the transom. I then went back 
into the cabin and pumped up the five gallon 
pressure gas tank as high as it would go. 
Randy, Elart and I sat on the sides of the 
cockpit as the merciless walls of rain started 
their beating. 

"This is going to get tight," I grimaced. 
Randy nodded and said "It sure is." 
I asked "Should we tie our life jackets to- 

gether in case she goes down?" 
"No, if these waves get as rough as I 

think they will, we would be jerked to 
pieces," Randy yelled over the howling wind 
and staccato pounding rain. 

The thought of sharks started nagging at 
me, but I didn't mention it because I didn't 
want to scare Elart. I told myself "I'm not 
scared, just concerned." 

We were sailing with our small jib sail 
still raised to keep us moving forward and 
headed into the increasingly wild breakers. 
Randy turned the helm over to me and 
kneeling on the pitching deck, leaned over the 
stern to start the Johnson. He pulled the rope 
and the motor fired. He set the idle to let it 
warm up. He tied a rope to our bailing 
bucket and threw it over the stern as a sea an- 
chor. 

Before lone the wind was screaming and 
the breakers were building fast and getting 
more erratic. I put the Johnson in gear and 
jacked up the throttle. I released the jib and it 
snapped more violently than the main had. 
Thank goodness it was smaller. Elart and I 
grinned at each other when we finally got the 
jib secured. Nobody needed to break any- 
thing or get thrown overboard now. 

We were making our way back to the 
cockpit when we saw the monstrous black 
outline of the bow of a tanker bearing directly 
down on us. I opened the cabin hatch and 
grabbed out huge conch shell with the top 
knocked off. When I blew it right, it made a 
first class fog horn. I stood on the cabin roof 
hugging the mast hard and blew the conch 
shell with everything I had. The freighter 
kept on coming. 

Randy yelled "If he hits us, swim clear as 
fast as you can. The props will suck you in.” 

He didn't need to explain anything about 
getting ground up in the house sized pro- 
pellers. Just as Randy finished yelling those 
instructions, Elart jacked the Johnson wide 
open. At the same time we were trying to get 
out of the way, we had to keep our bow 
heading into the increasingly large breakers 
or they would have capsized us. The huge 
freighter bow towered above us and I was 
completely out of wind. Right at that mo- 
ment, the storm hit us full force and we 
couldn't see or hear anything but rain and 
wind. We braced ourselves and got ready to 
dive off. We never saw the freighter again. 
We were sure he had us and then he was 
gone in the dark howling wall of water. 

The breakers kept building and, even 

from the cabin roof, I could tell that Elart 
didn't seem to be holding on quite right. I 
steadied myself with the braced boom and 
jumped down into the cockpit. His face was 
drawn up in a gray grimace. I got Randy's 
attention and jerked my head toward Elart. 

Randy shouted "Elart, go in the cabin and 
don't open the hatch or any portholes for any 
reason." 

I protested "There are a lot of fumes from 
the gas tank in there." 

"T'm sorry Elart,” Randy yelled sternly. 
Elart grinned feebly at us and unsteadily 

staggered below locking the cabin hatch in 
place. Randy and I shook our heads at each 
other. 

Randy yelled "No matter what happens 
now, Elart will have the worst of it." 

I stood on the roof of the cabin hugging 
the mast at first hand signaling and later 
yelling "PORT!" or "STARBOARD!" to 
Randy at the helm. The slashing rain got so 
strong that Randy had to look down to pro- 
tect his eyes. It was the first time I was truly 
happy to be a "four eyes." I could tum my 
glasses directly into the rain and blink the 
water out of my eyes to make out the frothing 
outline of the next gigantic wave bearing 
down on us. 

I didn't know waves could get so big in 
Tampa Bay. I was six foot two and a half 
and the cabin roof was a good four feet above 
the water line and these things were rising 
way above my head. 

The metal runners for the main and jib felt 
like they were slicing into my forearms and 
hands. I quickly let go of the mast and 
checked just after we had crested a breaker 
and I wasn't bleeding so I knew it couldn't 
be as bad as I thought. The rain driving into 
our exposed skin was thousands of stings a 
minute. An occasional scream would ease 
the torture. I yelled to Randy "Thank God 
for these vests!" I knew he couldn't hear, 
but it helped to talk to him. 

Now I was having to look at Randy to 
scream directions to him. He covered his 
eyes with one hand to protect them and still 
struggled with his other hand and forearm to 
control the tiller yanking against him. We 
would crest a huge wave and I could look 
down into deep chasms of dark angry water. 
The shuddering flip forward, horrible thud- 
ding crash and water flying over the bow and 
smashing into my feet and legs would tell me 
that we had made it one more time. The poor 
Johnson would scream in protest as its prop 
was yanked out of the water. We would race 
down the backside of that breaker until the 
bow buried itself in the face of the next one 
causing the "Nocatee" to wallow sickeningly. 
The Johnson would completely submerge 
when the bow rose up the face of the next 
monster. I knew the cowl over the engine 
had trapped air for the carburetor and the 
tough engine kept running. We would be 
pitched backward on the face of the breaker 
and then finally crest it with me again looking 
into the yawning chasm below. Waves 
crashed together and knocked the bow to the 
side. We would scream a warming to Elart 
when this happened, but I suspected that he 
could feel the frightening yaw as the 
"Nocatee" careened and tilted dangerously 
out of control. The Johnson and the bailing 
bucket we had tied to the stern as a sea an- 
chor were just barely enough to get us almost 
straightened up before the next breaker was 
on us. 

Time lost all meaning. I was exhausted 
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and my arms and hands were cramped in 
agony. My legs had never felt like rubber be- 
fore. Having my body fail me was new and 
strange. If Tampa Bay had been Calamine 
Lotion, I probably would have gladly jumped 
in, the rain stung so bad. I didn't know 
about Randy and Elart, but I did know that 
the third guy on board had just about had it. 

Suddenly the sky became slightly less 
menacing. I croaked to Randy "Lighter!" 

He said "Yeah." 
Slowly the rain slacked up enough that 

we began to see the outline of some familiar 
buildings. We were dpposite St. Pete. We 
gradually angled toward the yacht club, but 
fought the tendency to relax now. The 
breakers were still terrible and we had to hit 
the channel through the huge rock jetties just 
right. 

We made it! Once we were in the protec- 
tion of the jetties the water became just vio- 
lently choppy. A small Coast Guard cruiser 
came out to assist us but they bumped our 
gallant "Nocatee" and we angrily waved and 
shouted them away. The valiant Johnson 
kept pushing us slowly toward the docks. 
Elart escaped from e cabin and gave us a 
weak, pale grin before he sat slumped on the 
deck beside the cockpit. 

I clapped him on the back and said "Good 
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job, Elart." 
"Danke," drifted softly back. 
Randy said "Boy, this is embarrassing." 
I said "What is?" 
"All of the other boats are in. Some 

race!" 
"They missed the storm. We did okay, 

Randy." 
As we got near the dock, we could see 

Uncle Walter, Aunt Lucille and some of the 
skippers and crew members from the other 
boats standing on the covered main dock. 
Randy backed the "Nocatee" into our slip as 
Uncle Water, Aunt Lucille and several of the 
men gathered around in the now steady rain. 
Elart and I handed the mooring lines over to 
eager hands. 

Aunt Lucille said "You boys had us 
scared to death. We saw the "Nocatee" bob- 
bing like a cork and the mast looked like a 
metronome. It almost touched the water with 
each swing. I thought she was going to cap- 
size any moment." 

"Now Lucille," Uncle Walter tried to 
sooth her, but he didn't look too relaxed him- 
self. 

Something kept me from saying "It was a 
lot worse an hour ago." 

Uncle Walter said "Are you boys okay?" 
"Yes sir." We all grinned. 
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"I couldn't get the Coast Guard to go out 
and get you." 

Randy said "They were probably right 
not to go in that small cruiser." 

I cut off the Johnson. As I unbolted it 
from its stand, I heard one of the crew mem- 
bers say "Eight mile an hour winds and 
fourteen foot breakers with only an old 
docking motor. I'm glad I wasn't out there 
with them." 

Another man said "Yeah. That's hurri- 
cane force plus some." 

One of the skippers said "Nice sailing 
boys. You got everything you could out of 
her." 

We grinned and all three said "Thanks." 
The skipper of the mahogany beauty said 

"You men can crew for me any time you 
want to. Just give me a call." 

When we looked up to thank him, all of 
the men were nodding their agreement. 

Randy and Elart and I continued to square 
the "Nocatee" away As we worked, we 
talked to Aunt Lucille and Uncle Walter. We 
also talked comfortably and easily with the 
other men standing on the dock beside our 
slip. It didn't seem like just that morning that 
we were barely able to mumble "Hello" to 
these same men. 
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I awoke at 6 a.m. for some 
reason. "What was I supposed to do 

today?" I asked myself. "I'm sup- 
posed to do something and I can't 
remember what it is." 

THe feAsen a 

"Think," I demanded. 

Piecan't think,” I 
desperately. 

"Then, what would you like to 

do?" 
"Sail," I answered. "That's it, 

I'm supposed to sail" I got up, 
dressed, ate, and questioned myself 

further. 
"Whose boat?" 
"Who has a boat?" 
mK" 

"I'm supposed to pick him up." 

1 threw what I thought I'd 

admitted 

need into the truck and drove off, 

asking myself frantically’, 
does he live?" 

"Where 

DROVE SEE 

"There. You just drove by the 
house." I turned around, parked, 

ran to the door and pounded on it. 

PovevEeE Lp 

"What do you. want?", K de- 
manded angrily when he opened the 
door. 

"Going sailing," I said. 
"What?" 

"We made plans to go sailing." 
"I don't remember...but if you 

say so, I'll be ready in a few mi- 
nutes." He went back inside 
grumbling. He soon re-appeared 

with bags of food and hastily gath- 
ered paraphernalia. 

-awT REMEMBER. 

"Where are we sailing to?" he 
asked. 

"IT can't remember," I = an- 
swered. It was a dour ride to the 
Dory Club with both of us desper- 
ately trying to remember where we 

were going. At the Club, we pulled 

his pram off the rack and threw it 
into the water. K caught me star- 

ing at it. 
"What's the matter?" he asked. 
"It's square," I answered. 
"Of course it's square, | built 

it myself." 
"I never saw a square boat," I 

confessed. 

SQUARE Boar 

"It rows in all directions," he 

explained, dismissing my astonish- 
ment. "Row me out to the boat and 
then come back for the supplies," 
he ordered. 

We piled in. I took three good 
Sweeps with the oars and we were 
still in the same spot. The damn 
boat never moved. "Am I doing 
something wrong?" I asked K. 
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"No, it just takes a while to 
Petite poing 

TAKES A WHILE 

I continued rowing and event- 
ually the thing started moving. It 
had me rowing like a galley slave 
against the wind until we reached 
his sailboat. 

"You can 
supplies while I get the 
ready," K said. 

row back for the 

boat 

— 

Row Back 

"Can I rest a while?" I asked. 
"Not too long, we've got to 

catch the tide." 
"The tide turned against us 

two hours ago," I explained, final- 
ly remembering something of im- 
portance. 

K blithly dismissed this fact. 
"Hurry back." 

When I reached shore, I loaded 
the ‘boat so I would have to make 
only this one trip. We looked like 
a container vessel that had no 
right to be afloat. I reached the 
Sailboat just as my arms were ready 
towtalivof{.. 

LOADED . 



We sat in the cockpit after the 
Supplies were aboard. "Where's 
your compass?" I asked. 

"I thought it was aboard," K 
answered. We looked. "Guess it is- 
n't. Do you have one?" 

"On my Townie," I heard my- 
self saying. 

\ —_— 

NO compass ? 

"Get it," K ordered. 
I climbed back into the box 

and rowed to the Townie, took the 
small compass out, and rowed back. 
Now my arms didn't even feel like 
they were part of me. All this time 
I was wondering if this square box 
wasn't an introduction to the sail- 
boat. "Should we take this can of 
gas?" 

"No, leave it in the pram, 
we've got plenty, enough to get us 
there and back," K said. "Cast 
off," he then ordered impatiently. 
"We'll lose the tide." 

"We don't have any sails yo. Y 
I said. 

Then put the jib up, dammit, 
and cast off. We've wasted too much 
time already, missed the tide, pro- 
bably." 

"We never made the Cider. eel 
explained again. I cast off the 
mooring line as the jib pulled us 
Slowly away ina contrary tide. 

ee Away 

"Away at 0900," K proclaimed, 
"and we missed the tide, damn 
you." Cursing the crew is in the 
best tradition of the sea. "Take the 
helm," he grumbled, going forward 
to bend on the mainsail. We drifted 
out of the crowded harbor before 
the main was raised. With all sails 
set, we slowed to immobility. 

"What happened?" 
"Wind died." 
"I'll fix that," K said. He 

hung over the stern and went 
through the prehistoric ritual of 
starting a fire in a box of metal 
that turned a wheel in the water 
and pushed the boat forward. He 
played with and talked to the anci- 
ent rusty thing until it started 
10 

talking back, evolving into an ec~ 
centric whine. We sat and watched 
it hanging loosely on its bracket, 
rocking from side to side like a 
lunatic. That noisy, stinking, 
stone age piece of junk propelled 
us at a steady three knots. 

Restry huonartc. 

Then K _ noticed that water 
wasn't coming out of it. Just 
steam. The motor wasn't being 
cooled. K shook it back and forth. 
Kicked it and pleaded with it. "The 
hell with it," he concluded, "we'll 
run it 'til it blows up." The motor 
urinated in a panic then and began 
circulating sea water. 

Not content with this mechan- 
ical aid, K declared that he was 

going to set the "Otto-helm". He 
dashed below and re~-appeared with 

three mechanical parts that fit to- 
gether mysteriously and attached to 

the tiller. Everytime it corrected 
the course it made a noise. I knew 
Dtiwouldsme'Zitteezittemzitte.: 

We both sat there now doing 
nothing while it went, "Zitt, zitt, 
zitt." I began to hate the damn 
Woonona UWA ee 

"Shut up," I said. 
"Zitt. zitt. 
"Damn you!" 
WZ been 

"Isn't this great?" K said. "It 
does all the work." 

Now I had the time to look ov- 
er the boat I had shipped aboard. 
It was a centerboard Cal 21. The 
centerboard pulled up into an open- 
ing in the cockpit floor making it 
possible for anything that was cas- 
ually handled to fall into the open- 
ing and sink gracefully to the 
ocean floor. This opening also 
helped the sea to geyser up and 
keep the helmsman soaked from the 
waist down. To raise the center- 
board, one had to fish for it with a 
cable, pole and hook, then crank 
this up with an old rusty winch 
that had to be set into place for 
the purpose. 

Below decks everything for- 
ward of the mast was sealed off by 
a wall of junk. If anything hap- 
pened to find its way up there, it 
remained there forever. A third of 
the boat was forward of the mast. 
The anchor sat up there in sublime 
isolation. It could only be reached 
through a small hatch in the deck, 
barely large enough to pull it 
through. The cockpit was 1/4th of 
the boat. That left the remaining 
1/4th for us, except that all our 
gear was pitched into this part. 

"I'll get the solar panel," K 
said. K is a true follower of the 
sea. He reads every book and mag- 

azine published and consequently 
sends away for every gadget and 

gizmo advertised. He has a 
hand-held gadget for every prob- 
lem. He will dive down that rabbit 

hole and come up with some strange 

device that will give you an ov- 
er-precise answer to any problem. 

The weather was mild. K was 
dressed in shorts and tee shirt, 

hatless and _ barefooted. I was 
dressed for the arctic, with a 

shirt, sweater and foul weather 
gear, rubber boots and two hats. 
The first hat covered my ears. The 

second hat had a visor to shade my 

eyes. It was my Harvard hat. My 
children told me that I looked too 

shabby. They were ashamed to be 
seen with me. They told me I had 

to do something to improve my im- 
age. I found this hat in a trash 
barrel. It had "Harvard" lettered 
on it. Just the thing, I thought. 

"That's it, - pop," they all 
agreed. So I wear it all the time. 

K muttered something then 
about tacking over and filling the 
sails. "Coming about." Too late. 
The boom hit me on the side of the 

head and knocked the Harvard cap 

over the side. I watched my new 

image float astern and disappear. 

The motor rocked on the transom 
with demented glee and the "Ot- 
to-~helm" added a "Zitt, zitt." Since 

the wind was dead on our nose, we 

fell off to the southwest to fill the 
sails. 

The wind was coming up 
stronger now. "Maybe we _ should 
shut the motor off and _ sail 
awhile," K suggested. "I don't 
know whether we have enough gas 
to make it to P'town." 

"You told me we had enough 
gas to go there and back," I said. 

"All right, so I made a mis- 
take," K admitted. 

"Leave the motor going," I 
said, "It's the only thing aboard 
that knows what it's doing." 

The fin of a whale broke the 
surface of the water to starboard. 
Another, and then another. The 
three whales circled us conversing 
with the imbecilic motor, thinking 
it the only intelligent life aboard. 
They soon tired of its garrulity 
and swam off, 

Pto RI ZO 



Left alone, we studied the ho- 

rizon off the bow waiting for the 
appearance of Race Point on Cape 
Cod. It never appeared. The tops of 

the tallest buildings in Boston 
could still be seen behind us when 
the sun finally fell into the sea. 

[seo STO KX. 

Night closed in and pin points of 
light sparkled everywhere like the 
interior of a candle-lit cathedral. 
One bright light blinked at us dead 
ahead. 

"That must be Race Point," K 

said. "I’m going below to take a 
nap." 

"What?" I asked in astonish- 
ment.. 

"I'm tired," he replied and 
disappeared down the hatch. I was 

about to protest. I didn’t like that 
shore at night. The land was too 
low and you couid never tell how 
far offshore you were. The lonli- 
ness and the silence made me mute. 
I watched a star fall from the sky 
like someone had kicked it over. 
When I looked back down, a small 

Christmas tree was coming at us. It 
grew bigger and bigger. I turned 
on all the lights we _ had to 
out-shine it. It still came at us. I 
changed course and it didn't seem 
to make any difference. I pointed 
the bow at it and waited. It passed 
port to port. It was a passenger 
liner and might just as well have 
been a dragon the way it terrified 
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me. We bounced over its bow wave, 

then twisted and spun in its wake. 
When I regained control, we again 
headed for Race Point Light. 

Soon the light loomed over- 

head and I realized we were too 
close to land. I tacked away to find 
that we were in the rip; a charact- 
eristic of Race Point. It accelerated 
our speed. In other words, we were 
going like hell. Beach buggy 
lights flashed by on the shore. A 
steady white light with a green 
light high above it completely puz~- 

zled me as it flew by. Neither one 
was bobbing on the water. Now a 
steady red light was ahead. 

"How're things going?" K 
yelled from below. 

"You'd better get up here and 
make some decisions. This place 
scares hell out of me." 

K popped out of the hatch and 
saw the red light and the monument 
off to port. "Turn and head for the 
town now." 

"No, I think there's a low 
beach there that connects to an is~ 
land. The chart says there's a 
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lighthouse at the end of the island 
where we should turn in." 

"We're going too far, we're 
going to Wellfleet," K kept insist- 
ing. There was a glow in the sky 
over the land. 

"A little further and the land 
should turn in on itself and the 
light should appear." I tried to 
sound confident but I didn't feel 
too confident wondering why the 
damn light wasn't visible now. 
Sure enough, the small lighthouse 
appeared. It was hard to believe 

Licuryeus = 

that someone would build a light- 
house so small and obscure. A 
flashing green buoy was off to the 
right. We rounded it and made for 
the monument in the town. The 
lights of the town made it difficult 
to see. I remembered that there was 
a breakwater before the town 
wharf, so we made for the red light 
to the left. We stayed well clear of 
it and entered the channel. 

K slowed the motor as we slid 

by anchored boats and large trawler 
moorings. I couldn't see a damn 
thing. The boat just happened to 
miss everything. 

"This is a good place to an- 

chor," I suggested. 
"Circle around," K 

circled. 
"Now?" I asked, 
"Circle again." We 

again. 

"Drop the hook and stop fart- 
ing around!" 

"Wait 'til I get my fathomet- 

said. We 

circled 

er." 
"F--- your fathometer, drop 

the hook," I yelled with the final- 

ity of a sailor about to secure him- 
self to the land. The hook splashed 
over the side and gratefully grab- 
bed a good grip on the bottom. 

[tookto 

CUT G AM fd © 

"Do you think the centerboard 
will hit bottom when the tide goes 
out?" K asked. 

"Pull the pin and if it hits 
the board will bounce up," I an- 
swered,. 

"I don't think we have to pull 
the pin," K replied. 

"Why do you always ask for a 
solution to a problem and then nev- 
er do what's suggested?" 

"I know, I know. I'm always 

wrong." K began flagelating him- 
self with self-criticism. 

"Sorry I said anything," cut- 
ting his performance short. "I just 
want to crawl into my sleeping bag 
and pass out." We descended glumly 
into the innards of the boat and 
began re-arranging everything to 
accommodate our weary bodies. 
Anything that fell to the cabin 
floor sloshed around in bilge wat- 
er. 

"Boat's got a leak," K _ ex- 
plained, repeating the phrase that 
has undoubtedly been spoken in 
every language in the world since 

we first learned to grunt. And it 
was the last thing I said to myself 
before my mind sank into oblivion. 
"Boat leaks." 

(To Be Continued) 
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Above: The Mainvilles and Henry 
Szostek view bucolic countryside. 
Below: Park Service graffitti. Bot- 
tom: Approaching the lunch stop on 
Fairhaven Bay. 

A Sunday on the Sudbury 
While winter came early indeed 

this year, with January cold arriv- 
ing by Thanksgiving time, we had 
a couple of nice Sundays in Novem- 
ber, and on one of them, Jane and 

I joined some friends for a few 
hours paddling on the Sudbury 
River, putting in at Sherman 
Bridge Rd. in Sudbury and enjoy- 
ing a picnic lunch at our turning 
point on an island in Fairhaven 
Bay in Concord. Not a long trip, 
but a pleasant outing in remarkably 
rural surroundings. The only 
clanger was the _ proliferation -of 
partly submerged signs every hun- 
dred feet or so along the river 
banks where it flows through a 
portion of the Great Meadows Na- 
tional Wildlife refuge. So the re- 
fuge provides a natural setting and 
the bureaucrats provide the intru- 

sive "praffitti". 
Actually, only Jane and I pad- 

dled, in our Folbot double, our com- 
panions all rowed. Chuck Mainville 

and his daughter had issued the 
invitation and they rowed in 
Chuck's 21' Pilot Cutter with dual 
sliding seats. Pat and Dick De la 
Chapelle were with us in an Alden 
double and Henry Szostek rowed his 
own designed and built cruising 
shell, "The Unforgiving Minute". 
So we were the slowest, but it did- 

n't matter, it was a pleasure trip, 
not an exercise in exercise. 

I've been on the Sudbury clos- 
er to Concord, and others have oft- 

en reported on how pleasant a river 
it is for paddling or rowing. We 
met only one outboard, with two 
men fishing from it, not nearly as 
intrusive on the peace and apparent 
solitude as the aircraft overflying 
from nearby Hanscom Field in Bed- 
ford. And those silenteabuteeso 

clunky signs. I guess the Park 
Service must have problems with 
boaters going ashore through the 
swamps? 

Report & Photos by Bob Hicks 
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row-boat is a most dangerous thing, 

and that, if it be in charge of a 
woman, it is about equivalent to suicide 
to embark in it. The truth about this 
matter, as of many other things, is that 
a row-boat is a dangerous vehicle, if its 
manager be incompetent. During the 
summer season, now about to begin, 
thousands of people will go upon the 
water in row-boats, and it may not be 
denied that many, alas! will never re- 
turn alive. The number of deaths from 
row-boat accidents each year is pitiful 
to contemplate ; and, when one recol- 
lects that nearly all of them are the 
result of carelessness, incompetence, or 
folly, there does seem to be some jus- 
tice in the censure which many pass 
upon the boat itself. The gist of the 
matter lies simply in one’s ability to 
handle the boat, in the quality of the 
boat itself, and in the conditions under 

which it is used. These points being 
covered, the use of the row-boat is not. 
dangerous. It may pay to consider 
them somewhat in detail. 

No one will dispute that, as an exer- 
cise for women, the use of the oars is 
beneficial. The muscles of the whole 
body are used in rowing, and that, too, 
just where exercise is best, out of doors. 
Rowing tends to develop the body in a 
uniform manner, strengthening arms, 
shoulders, back, chest, and legs. It is, 
therefore, an especially useful exercise. 
Apart from this, the pleasure of rowing 
is not a thing to be despised; and, 
again, there are times when one’s ability 
to wisely and skilfully handle the oars. 
means safety and protection. Summing 
up the matter, then, it is my opinion that 
every woman who expects to go upon 
the water ought to learn to row and to 
manage a boat (mere rowing is not boat- 
management) before she ventures. She: 
should also learn to swim. This state- 
ment needs no argument to enforce it. 

Coming to the-practical phase of this 
discussion, let us assume that a woman 
wants to row, and to row well. Those 
little mincing strokes which some wom- 
en give with the oars, using only their 
arms, are not rowing at all. They will 
not propel a boat with vigor, speed, or 
safety, and are liable to result in sudden 
mortification to the rower, even if noth- 
ing worse comes of them. To row well, 

sit erect and firmly upon the thwart, 
have the feet well braced, swing the 
oars well back, letting the blades grip 
the water firmly, with a very slight cant 
forward by the upper edges of the blades 
and pull a long, steady stroke, gradually 
turning the oars to a backward cant as 
they come to the end of the stroke. 
This will give the boat all the propul- 
sion that there is in the rower and the 
oars, and will bring the oars from the 
water at the end of the stroke in a po- 
sition nearly flat with the water surface. 
From this point the recovery begins. 
Throw the body forward with an easy 
gentle swing (without effort; there is 
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WOMAN AND HER BOAT 
By Fred Werden 

("A rowboat a most dangerous thing!", 1897 opinion for women.) 

no work to be done here, it being time 
to rest), keeping the oars well clear of 
the water, but not high above it, and 
when the back-stroke is finished, pull 
again ; and that’s all there is of the or- 
dinary row-boat stroke. 

There are many exceptions to this rule, 
but they apply only to rough- water 
rowing, which requires judgment and 
skill according to the conditions of the 
sea. The “feathering” of the oar-blades 
in rough water must, in fact, always be 
subject to adjustment, since the top of 
@ running wave might make trouble 
should it coam over a feathered oar on 
its return trip. These points can be 
mastered only by practice, after the first 
lessons are well learned. 

In turning a row-boat it is not always 
best to follow the countryman’s rule of 
lifting one oar from the water while 
pulling the boat about with the other ; 
neither is it always well to “‘back-water” 
with one oar while the other is pulled to 
forward. The turning of a row-boat in 
troubled water, or in a narrow place, is 
a matter of skill. Learn to do all these 
things in open safe water, before testing 
your ability in dangerous places. 

Half the accidents that occur in the 
rowing of small boats are caused by bad 
management. When you have mastered 
your boat and know that you can do 
anything with it, it will be time enough 
to invite your friends to go with you. 
Until you understand the boat, it will 
be well to take as passenger none but 

a@ man who can handle the boat and 
is able to get you out of a scrape if 
trouble comes. Once having mastered 
your boat, invite others to go, if you wish, 
but be careful whom you take. People 
who are afraid of the water should be 
left ashore. In time of panic they will 
almost certainly disobey you and will 
stand up in the boat and probably over- 
turn it. There is but one general order 
in a row-boat ; it is “sit down and stay 
there.” If you can get obedience to 
that command your passengers will be 
safe, provided you can manage the boat. 

The best rowing ground for women 
(and for anyone else too, for that mat- 
ter) is not the open sea and the troubled 
waters of large harbors and lakes. It 
is upon the gentler inland rivers and 
smaller lakes that the row-boat as a 
pleasure vehicle is best used. And 
what pleasure more gratifying than to 
glide calmly along the banks, amid the 
beauties of some stream, combining ex- 
ercise with rest, and rest with the con- 
templation of nature’s charms. 

A word as to the selection of a boat 
may be timely here, since the season 
for buying boats is at hand, 
Much depends upon the yse to which 

you wish to put your boat, and the 
waters upon which it is to go. If you 
are to use a boat in waters which are 
shallow, where very light draught is a 
necessity, a skiff will be found the most 
satisfactory type that you can select. 
It has another point in its favor, name- 



ly, cheapness. But not every boat- 
builder knows how to make a good 
skiff Seventy-five per centum of the 
skiffs which are in use are poor things, 
little better than boxes. They row hard, 
are heavy and clumsy, and have no beau- 
ty at all. The notion that all that is 
necessary to makea skiff is to have two 
sides and a bottom is erroneous. In 
the building of a skiff, the lines of the 
vessel are quite as important as in 
other forms of boat construction. A 
well-built skiff will have a graceful, easy 
sheer, a stern well drawn in, and plenty 
of hollow at the bow. Its bottom will 
be as nearly flat as possible and will 
not round up fore-and-aft like a spoon. 

If the skiff be built properly it will 
row easily and handle quickly. 

Flat-bottomed boats.do not readily 
overturn if correctly modelled ; that is to 
say, in smooth water. But in rough 
seas they are not safe unless splendidly 
managed. In other words, it is not the 
load which overturns them, but the 
waves. 

Many row-boats are built on the dan- 
gerous plan of the sharp-floored yacht 
model. This practice, Iam pleased to 
see, is going out, but for many years it 
prevailed to an alarming extent; the 
idea being that a sharp-floored boat 
was swifter than one with a flat floor. 
This error has been corrected, and the 
best builders now realize that the-fast- 
est boat; other things being equal, is 
the boat which is best able to stand up. 
Therefore nearly all row-boats of recent 
design are built with flat floors, and 
with a quick turn at the bilge. Such 
boats, if properly modelled in other re- 
spects, will row easily, carry a good load, 
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and handle quickly. 
The stern of a row-boat-may be either 

squared off or sharp like the bow. This 
makes no difference, provided the mod- 
el below the water-line be good. It is 
the boat in the water, not the boat out 
of water that is really the boat. The 
double-ender patterns of row-boat are 
very popular, and certainly for general 
use they are neat and handy. 

Get a boat with beam enough. A 
very narrow boat is necessarily danger- 
ous, and its proper place is in the race. 
Mere beam does not make a boat clum- 
sy, if the model below be correct, clean, 
and fine-lined. 

Oars are generally of two kinds, the 
flat- bladed and the spoon - pattern. 
There are many kinds of oar-locks, but 
the best all-around style is the plain 
old-fashioned pin-lock. Many of the 
removable oar-locks are good, and in 
this matter taste and fancy may be 
used. The fixed lock will never be lost 
overboard, which is not the case with 
any other. 

Spoon oars are not for use in rough 
water, and it is not proved that they 
are the best oars for use in water that 
is smooth. They are, however, the oars 
for the race. For general use, I would 
recommend flat-bladed oars of spruce 
wood. These are light and strong 
and will be found especially good for 
women. 

In going out upon the water, it will 
be wise to have with you an extra pair 
of oars. You may be smart enough to 
paddle back with one oar, after the 
other is lost or broken, but it is easier 
to row home with two. Carry an an- 
chor in your boat; you may need it 
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but once in your life, but that once 
may mean “life” in the most intense 
sense. You might be caught in a sud- 
den blow when the wind and waves 
were so strong that you could make no 
headway against them ; and then your 
anchor will be your salvation, if you 
have rope enough with it to reach bot- 
tom. No boat is going to swamp if 
her head be kept to the waves. An 
anchor will do this when the oars fail. 

If out upon very deep water, a drag 
will be necessary, where the anchor can- 
not be used. It is a simple device, by 
which a boat’s head can be kept to 
the wind when other things fail. Many 
a shipwrecked crew has lived through 
& mid-ocean tempest in a row-boat be- 
cause the drag was used. The drag 
will not be needed in smooth inland 
waters, but the anchor may be. Have 
an anchor anyway, and have a drag if 
you contemplate venturing upon wide 
waters. 

“Dress?” That is.not a difficult mat- 
ter to discuss. Almost any plain out- 
of-door costume will do; but it is best 
to wear clothes which do not compress 
the body and skirts which are not long. 
Many of the bicycle dresses now worn 
by women are suitable for the oars- 
woman, and selection should be easy. 

And finally, keep a cool head upon 
your shoulders. The whole essence of 
enjoyment in the use of the row-boat 
lies in this injunction, for it is an en- 
joyment based upon a consciousness of 
safety and the ability to manage ; and 
who would wish a greater enjoyment 
than that ? 
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‘Pulling boats,’ the pride of Cape Cod Viking Club 

By Barry Donahue 
The scene looked like an image from a Wiuslow 

Homer watercolor. Oars flashed as the sturdy wooden 
open boats spread out across Barnstable Harbor August 
26 making their way through the current. 

Destination was the point of Sandy Neck, latest in the 
series of “picnic rows” held on the Cape every other 
weekend from June to October by the fledging Cape Cod 
Viking Club. 

The club is intended for traditional ocean “pulling 
boats,” which means designs that can safely handle a 
heavy sea, powered exclusively by oars and human arms. 
Five boats made the trip from the Bamstable Village boat 
ramp to the Neck August 26, all as different at the people 
rowing them. 

They included dories, a wherry and a Whitehall pull- 
ing boat -- all wooden, oar on gunwale rowing boats 
whose histories date back to the mid-1800s. Most were 
originally designed as workboats. Whitehalls were water 
taxis in New York and Boston Harbors, while various 
dory designs were used in the Grand Banks fishing indus- 

try and rowed from the beach to work the fish traps that 
once dotted the Cape’s offshore horizon. 

Viking club members run the gamut from police offi- 
cers and photographers to a man involved in human pow- 

ered submarine research in Woods Hole. Leader and club 
president is former second mate of a 100,000 ton oil 
tanker Mike Orbe of Bumps River Road, Centerville, 

who pulls a red 16-foot Lowell dory when he’s not work- 
ing as skipper of the Provincetown whale watch boat. 

The Viking Club boats look small and tender but a 
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recent club row in Nantucket Sound off Dead Neck, 
Osterville proved their true worth. NOAA weather had 
forecast two to four foot seas and 20 to 25 mile per hour 
winds, and that’s what the rowers got. All made it safely 
and easily around the barrier beach with hardly a drop of 
water shipped. 

After lunch the group finished that day with a row 
around Oyster Harbors which better matched the philoso- 
phy of Pembroke police officer and club member Mike 
Jenness, who rows a 15-foot Banks dory designed and 
built by his father. “My motto,” said Jenness, “is start off 
slow and taper off.” 

Orbe is from a different school, and he put his philos- 
ophy to work recently on the North Shore of Boston 
where he finished first in the annual 20 mile Blackburn 
Challenge offshore race. 

Endurance rows are not part of the normal Saturday 
picnic series, however, which have taken club members 

around Lewis Bay, Hyannis, Monument Beach, Great 
Island in Wellfleet, Washburn Island in Falmouth, and 
Monomoy in Chatham. Scheduled September 16 is a row 
of Pleasant Bay, Orleans, followed by Province- 
town-Long Point, September 30, and Ellisville, South 
Plymouth, October 14. 

The picnic rows are for puttering around under oar 
power. “The exciting thing isn’t going fast,” said Snooky 
Souliotis of Hyannis, who rows her dory with her niece, 
Zoe Souliotis-Foley, “it’s the chance to see parts of the 
Cape you’ve never seen...and you don’t have to buy gas.” 

Rain, fog or high winds do result in cancelations. For 
more information on the club, call Orbe at 420-5487. 



Several years ago, I received 
the most unusual gift. My daught- 
ers gave me a Greek fisherman's 
cap for Christmas. It was a special 
cap. It had magical powers. I 
walked over to the mirror to try it 
on. It looked pretty good. As I ad- 
justed it to a dapper angle, I no- 
ticed something unusual began to 

come over me. It had a nautical 
feeling. This cap had the power to 
make a normal forty-year-old family 
man have visions of standing on 
the tilted deck of his own "ship", 

leaning into the wind with his jaw 
set against the gale. 

This was the scene I saw eve- 
ry time I put on that cap. As you 
know, most men go through life 

dreaming of Tahiti, Bora Bora, and 

the south sea islands, where the 

waters are blue, and the boss is 

twelve-thousand miles away. Most 
of us as youths dream of this only 
to wind up doing forty hours a 
week in some factory or office. Our 
only escape from our hum-drum 
lives is on the weekends. With me, 

it was having a vessel capable of 
sailing the seven seas that brought 
relief, Not that I would sail away 
on Friday never to return, but 
knowing that I could was the paci- 
fier that I needed. 

The first Saturday after 
Christmas, I put on that magic cap, 

tilted it jauntily to one side, and 
set sail for the local boat yard. As 
I recall, it was the coldest day of 

the year. I had visions of fleets of 
sailing vessels for sale at dirt 
cheap prices. Hungry boat dealers 
willing to make that December sale 
at any price, and me at the helm of 
my own boat, sailing into the cold 
December sunset. 

These visions soon faded 
away. The boatyards were all full 
of plastic boats with price tags 
equal to those of a Malibu Beach 
condo. Those ships’ looked like 
something from a Star Wars movie 
set. They were loaded with instru- 

ments to tell the sailor his speed, 
direction, wind speed, time, temp- 
erature, and the Dow-Jones stock 

averages. The accessory list told 
of things like stainless steel rig- 

gings, high-tensile fittings, car- 
bon fibers, Dacron sails and chemi- 
cal toilets. The transoms were all 

backwards and they had airplane 

wings protruding from their bot- 
toms. They were loaded with VHF, 
UHF, FHA, Com-Sat, Sat-Nav, and 

stereo systems that would sink a 
battleship. They were powered with 
three-cylinder engines of question- 
able parentage, and Oriental out- 
boards. All I had wanted was an 
old sloop with a wooden wheel and 

a set of patched sails that could be 
picked up for a song. The old boat 
yards had been replaced by yacht 
dealerships specializing in one 
form of "sport" or another. Cruis- 
ing, racing, monohulls, multihulls, 

and luxury yachts were their spe- 

cialties. The personnel were "con- 

sultants" who wore blue blazers, 
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That Nautical 

Feeling 
Khaki pants and deck shoes. They 

praised the merits of kevlar, car- 

bon fibers, stainless steel and Da- 

cron. The names of the _ boats 

sounded like they were named by 
NASA scientists, and the boats all 
looked alike. 

1 headed home downhearted and 
discouraged, I could not even af- 
ford to buy the compass on some of 
the boats I had seen. I changed my 
game plan on the next weekend. I 
looked through the classified ads 
in my local paper. I turned up a 

couple of leads that sounded good. 
One was a an old "Fish" class boat, 

the owner was a master at writing 
classified ads. The ad said, "needs 

work". Actually, what it needed 
was five-hundred board feet of new 
mahogany planking to make it sea- 
worthy. My next stop was to see a 
32' glass ship for the price of a 
good suit. The owner had inherited 
it from a disgruntled relative who 
had failed to leave fifteen-thousand 
dollars worth of rigging, sails and 
motor behind. 

After months of this, I found 

my dream boat. It was a 27' Pearson 
Renegade that was seventeen years 

old. It was built like a tank. The 
brightwork was mahogany and the 
engine was a gas four cylinder Am- 
erican made job. The sails were 
Dacron but they had that well-worn 
look. The look of having weathered 
many a blow. I was pleasantly 

surprised to learn that the bank 
would give me a fifteen year loan 
on the old girl. After a few signa- 
tures and a little cash down, she 
was all mine. 

The "Serendipity" was of the 
classic design, but of trouble-free 
fiberglass construction. She was 
built by men who thought that hull 
strength and thickness were secur- 

ity against the angry sea. The hull 
was faded and needed a paint job 
and the upholstery was tattered and 

torn. But for the sum of fif- 
teen-thousand dollars, she was all 

mine, 

I contracted for the dealer to 
paint the hull but I was to sand 

and prep it between coats. For the 
next three months I was a dry sail- 
or, sailing the sandy boatyard with 
bundles of sandpaper under my 
arm. We put on a new coat of epoxy 
and several coats of poly-some- 

thing-or-other paint. Every time 
another coat of paint was sched- 
uled, the wind would blow and the 

rain,would fall. Mother Nature was 
against us. I went through several 

storms and a flood before she was 
even in the water. My friends be- 
gan to doubt that I had a boat be- 
cause I never invited them out 
sailing. 

After three months and two 
thousand dollars, she was ready for 
the water. She looked like new. We 
put her in the water on Friday ev- 
ening about quitting. time as the 
workers headed for home. About an 
hour later, I noticed a strange 
noise’ in the engine room. My 
flashlight revealed a stream of wat- 
er about the size of my little fin- 
ger coming from the packing nut on 
the propellor shaft. When I tried to 
tighten it, it burst and a flood of 
water began filling up my dream 

boat. 

The first twelve hours aboard, 

Friday night and Saturday morning, 
were spent pumping, praying and 
cussing. The next morning the 
dealer repaired it. "These things 
happen," was his only remark. I 
was too exhausted to sail her that 
day and Sunday the sky's bottom 
dropped out, bringing three inches 
of rain. 

The next Saturday, my two 
daughters and I took her out in a 
twenty-knot wind where I tried to 
remember how to sail after a twenty 
year absence from the sea. The old 
girl was forgiving and we soon had 
her under control. She was free 
and running with a bone in her 
teeth. 

For the next two years it was 
heaven on the water. I was the 
captain of my own ship and my 
crew was under my control. We 

were on the water almost every 
weekend with, a baotload of our 
friends. Then my job began to take 
me out of town for weeks at a time. 
I was lucky to be home on week~ 
ends. I would sit in motel rooms 
hundreds of miles away and worry 
about the old girl. I had so little 



time left for her, and seldom had 
the pleasure of her company. 

After a year of this, I decided 
to rid myself of my responsibility 
to her. Writing checks for her up- 
keep was my only relationship with 
her.,I began to both hate and love 
her at the same time. I felt guilty 
that I was not giving her all of the 
attention she deserved, and guilty 
for keeping her tied up all of the 
time. She was becoming human and 
I was the cruel master. 

After going through one hur- 
ricane and two threats, I decided to 

put her up for sale. She was not 
hard to sell because of her seduc- 
tive looks. I was happy to be rid 
of her, but sad to see her move on. 

I wondered if her new owner would 
love her as much as I had. 

I quit buying sailing maga- 
zines and quit hanging around the 
marinas. I even quit wearing that 
cap that had started it all. The on- 

ly way to forget, her was to stay 
away from anything that brought 
back memories of our affair. 

A year later I was browsing 
around at the news stand. | picked 

up a copy of "Small Boat Journal" 
and flipped through it. I noticed 
an advertisement for "instant boats" 
designed by a Philip Bolger, and 
found an article by Mr. Bolger on 
building your own boat. Needless 
to say, I was hooked again. For 

the next year, I pored through 
every issue of "Small Boat Journal" 
and several other boating publica- 

617-837-3666 

P.O. Box 430 Wumarcck, MA 02047 

tions. I began collecting bits and 
pieces of lumber and plywood from 
construction sites I was around. I 
also ordered plans of several sail- 
boats. 

One night last winter, my 
wife sent me out to clean up the 
garage. It was so cold I put on 
that old Greek fisherman's cap to 
keep my head warm. As I trudged 

out to do this menial task, I began 
to have those strange visions 
again. I had been reading some 
study plans of "instant boats" and 
as I looked at all those bits and 

pieces of lumber, I wondered if 
they might become my _ "instant 
boat". About midnight my wife be- 

gan to worry about me. She ap- 
peared at the door of the garage 
only to find a bigger mess than be- 
fore. "What have you been doing 
all night?" she asked. 

"Why, I'm building a boat," I 
replied. "What better way to get 
rid of all of this lumber and junk 
laying around?" 

Well, I built that boat. It was 

a sixteen foot rowing and sailing 
skiff of my own design, and I had 
enough material left over to start 
on another boat. All of those plans 
I had ordered must not go to waste. 

After I sailed the skiff a few 
times, I discovered that I was too 

old for hanging over the rail to 
keep her upright. I decided that 
she needed a younger master so I 
gave her to my son-in-law, who 
was willing and able to handle her. 

What I needed was something that 
was more stable and easier on the 
old bones. 

After a few phone calls and 
much study, I decided to build an 

"Old Shoe" designed by Philip Bol- 
ger. Mr. Bolger must have had "old 
bones" in mind when he designed 
her for Elrow LaRowe, of Port 

Richey, Florida. She turned out to 
be quite a remarkable "little ship". 
She is a 12' cat yawl with a full 
length ballasted keel. She _ has 
enough room for four adults to sit 

upright in easy chair comfort. I 
even had enough room to put my 

porta-potti under the_ starboard 
seat. I named her "Cracker Jack" 
because she looks like a prize from 
a box of Cracker Jacks. She is not 
a toy, though, because I have 

sailed her in winds over twenty 
Knots under full sail, and weath- 
ered a fifty knot blow in six foot 
seas. 

As it stands now, my garage 

is still a mess. It contains the 
"Old Shoe", my son-in-law's skiff, 
the ,beginnings of a sixteen foot 
leeboard sharpie, an antique kayak 

to be recovered, and not to forget 

the wrecked Sunfish laying outside 
in the driveway. My wife will have 
to wait another year or so for a 
clean garage. Now I think I will 
get my old cap, head out to the ga- 
rage and "mess around" for a little 
while. 

Sam Huddleston, Mobile, AL. 

“Imagine... 
---owning a boat that turns heads and re- 

ceives genuine compliments wherever you go. 
She is simple to rig, fast and exhilarating to 
Sail, yet seaworthy and amazingly stable. She's 
So well-mannered that a novice will quickly 
learn to trust her and an expert will recognize 
and enjoy her potential. She loves a breeze. 15 
Knots is a picnic! And, oh yes, she's a delight 
under oars. Structural fiberglass work, gener- 
ous teak woodwork, bronze hardware, and fin< 
ish details are examples of how good a boat can | 
be if the builder truly cares. 

The original drawings appeared in Cha-~ 
pelle's "American Small Sailing craft", dated 
1888. Times have changed but the sea has not. 
Over a century later, the MELONSEED SKIFF is 
finding its way back into the hearts of boaters 
who appreciate quality, performance and tradi< 
tion. 

Boats are often dreams not yet fulfilled, 
and they both come in all sizes. We all can't 
afford a big boat, but we can have a good boat. 
Read about the MELONSEED SKIFF and dream 
about how good it might be. We honestly assure 
you that, 

perhaps better!" 
quite simply, it is that good...and 



sea Kayaking, Maine 
(Editor’s note: In August, Bob Huszar, Nondas Voll, Bob 

Mineo, and Marrianne McDonald paddled for a week 
along the Maine coast in a pair of double Kleppers.) 

First day out was lazy, most of it frittered away buying 
supplies and packing our boats. We were headed for Steve’s 
Island, which wasn’t much of a paddle, being only a few 
miles directly south of our Stonington put-in. But we hadn’t 
plotted our course for the next week, and Steve’s central 
location would allow us to swing off in whatever direction 
the group finally chose. 

Arriving, we made camp, as Nondas splashed her feet in 
the numerous tidal pools that dotted the island, collecting a 
huge batch of mussels. We steamed them in garlic and 
Geary’s Pale Ale and ate them with pita bread. Afterwards, 
as we Sat sipping Gran Marnier, toasting our departed meal, 
the sky began to glow with a ghostly and eerie light. The 
Grand Marnier was the first suspect, perhaps spiked mis- 
chievously by some benevolent prankster. Detectives all, we 
proceeded immediately with a round of investigative gulps. 
Bob and Marrianne speculated that perhaps I was the only 
one seeing things, my illicit past finally catching up with me. 
This conjecture, however, turned out to be nothing more 
than weak MCKC gossip, for as the evening progressed, and 
the nebulous twinkling increased in intensity, we realized 
we were privy to a very southerly visit of the Northern 
Lights. First nights don’t get much better. 

Next day we paddled south through Merchant's Row, 
past Harbor Island, then southwest and across to Isle au 
Haut. We paddled half way along the Isle au Haut Thorofare 
but realized it was too late in the day to reach Duck Harbor, 
which was on the far southern half of the island, along 
unprotected coast. We reversed our directions, circled the 
southern half of Burnt Island, just north of Isle au Haut, and 
camped on Wheat Island for the evening. 

During the night a thick fog moved in. We breakfasted in 
pale grey darkness, with the prospect of paddling an un- 
known and invisible coast looming before us. While the 
group broke camp, I exercised my God-given ability to 
make excuses for staying put. Bob Mineo patiently nodded, 
agreeing with everything, then cut through all my rhetoric 
with, "It'll clear!" And off we went. 

We paddled out between Wheat and Pell, the towering 
- pine and jutting rocks shimmering with shrouded, spooky 
beauty. We rounded Burnt Island, this time from the north, 
then traversed again the Isle au Haut Thorofare to Robinson 
Point and its inoperative lighthouse that divided the safe 
channel from the harsh Atlantic. 

Nothing stirred, neither wind nor wave. The coast was 
coated with a thick mist, but relatively visible. It was tran- 

quil. Everything felt good, so we hugged the shore and 
proceeded south. After an hour, we came to Moore Head, 

our only problematic area. Moore Head forms the northern 
lip of a huge cove called Moore Harbor. The question was 
whether to follow the shore in and around, taking us several 
miles out of our way, or stay on our present course, cross the 

huge mouth, and pick up the shoreline farther south. Some- 
20 

Robert Huszar 

body remarked on the insanity of an open crossing where 
the next shore was invisible, but the rest of us were too busy 
arguing compass bearings to listen. I plotted 180; Bob and 
Marrianne wanted 150; we compromised with 160 and con- 
tinued. Twenty minutes later the next shore came into view, 
along with a lobster boat pulling up its pots. We paddled 
toward the boat, but by the time we reached the area it had 
moved to other pots farther out. Nondas and I gave chase, 
but again it was moving out of reach. This time, however, it 
Saw us and reversed directions. The old captain smiled 
when he pulled alongside. "I bet I know what you fellas 
want. I sold six to some kayakers a couple days ago. How 
many do you want?” Now came the most dangerous part of 
the journey, maneuvering the remaining few miles with four 
live lobsters tucked under our sprayskirts. Fortunately, the 
crustaceans proved in better humor than the humans, who 
persisted with dire speculations on genital death. Future 
kayaking partners will be pleased to note that all parti- 
cipants survived intact. 

That night, as we slept satiated and sound after our 
lobster fest, a new front came in. We woke to high winds 
and a white capped sea. Bob and Marrianne did a quick 
reconnaissance, climbing the lookout point on Duck Harbor 
Mountain. The west coast was rough, but the south coast 
was sheltered and calm. The east coast was not visible, 
giving rise to the prediction that it too was protected from 
the brutality of the northwestern gale. 

Paddling out through Duck Harbor Inlet wasn’t bad, as 
the waves were breaking perpendicular to our Kleppers. 
However, our object was to go south, continuing our cir- 
cumnavigation of Isle au Haut, and that meant a following 
sea with swells on the starboard beam. So we turned toward 
the south, the turbulence increasing; still, after a time, we 
fell into the uneasy rhythm of extending each starboard 
stroke with a brace. We maneuvered through and around 
the rocky outcroppings, being careful to avoid the barely 
submerged ledges that the dropping swells seemed to aim 
us toward. As we progressed, I remembered a passage 
naming the sea ‘The Big Fear,’ and I tingled with the realiza- 
tion of how appropriate the description was. 

We continued on, and eventually, dead ahead, between 
Western Head, a huge granite point, and an island called 
Western Ear, lay our channel to the south, surging with 
clapotis. As the sea lifted us and shot us forward through 
the channel, Marrianne asked Bob why the rudder wasn’t 
working. Bob replied dryly, "It’s working fine, at least when 
it’s gracious enough to stay in the water." 

Passing through the channel was like entering a church: 
outside, noisy and frantic; inside, quiet and serene. We 
passed along the southern coast with a leisurely outspilling 
of conversation, jokes, and photo taking, generally coming 
down from the adrenaline fury of the previous waters. 

Our halfway mark was Eastern Head, and we rounded it 



without incident, expecting an equally sheltered and pas- 
sive coastline. Here our deductions proved faulty, for the 
Isle au Haut mountains were too low to block the wind and 
instead channelled its full fury into the sea before us. We 
paddled into its teeth, fighting it for every mile, gauging our 
progress against Black Horse, White Horse, and Little Spoon 
Island to our east. At Turnip Yard the wind died down and 
we passed by York Island and Rich’s Cove with an easy 
cadence. We were home free, or at least that was the joke we 
told ourselves. But as we rounded Rich’s Point and started 
across the Burnt Island Thorofare, the wind sprang its punch 
line: 20-25 knot winds, the strongest we had encountered so 

far, creating a frothy white barrier between us and our camp. 
Oddly enough, there was no fear this time, only mount- 

ing exhilaration. It was a head-on gale, no technical prob- 
lem, only personal endurance. Wheat was just a few miles 
away, we could do it. We paddled, no ordinary stoke, our 
backs, our souls, our hearts in every movement. Every 
stroke was a symphony, an orchestration of life. I could hear 
the cymbals clashing in the howl of the wind. Ahead was a 
lobster pot, Nondas suggested holding on for a moment. I 
gave in. We rested, I was impatient. I wanted that feeling 
again. Something was breaking loose within me, threaten- 
ing to fly free of the kayak. Every stroke excited me more. 
The wind was fuller, but I didn’t care. To our left the sun was 
sinking into the water. Golds and reds were everywhere, 
dancing with a frantic froth on the waves. Suddenly Bob and 
Marrianne appeared, paddling with the same fury I felt 
building within. They passed between us and the western 
horizon, surging right into the setting sun. Momentarily 
they disappeared, seemingly swallowed in magenta. Reap- 

pearing, their boat looked like hammered gold. It was 
so bright I couldn’t face them. 

We rounded Burnt Island and Wheat was in sight. 
No one spoke. It was just the wind and the oars, no 
people at all. It was life distilled to its purest state. I’d 
like to think that moment is locked away somewhere in 
eternity, preserved on an altar, a place where you could 
go when the world was beating you down, when you 
needed to replenish. 

We had reached Wheat, but the winds were still 
building and pushing us towards the rocks. There was 
no safe landing place. We were all exhausted. Nondas 
suggested circling and landing on the other side. We 
did, but by the long way, fighting every stroke, each of 
us slowly sinking into a state of wakeful oblivion. A soft 
beach was visible ahead. We glided in and climbed from 
our boats, stumbling and dragging them behind us. 
Once ashore, we collapsed, panting and laughing, 
delirious with fatigue and pleasure. 

The next day we returned to Stonington. 

(Reprinted by permission from the Metropolitan Canoe 

& Kayak Club newsletter.) 

SALTMARSH SEA KAYAK CO. 
SERVING SOUTHERN MA & RI 

SALES * RENTAL * TOURS * INSTRUCTION 
589 FISHER RD., DARTMOUTH, MA 02747 

Please Write or Call Evenings (508 ) 636-3007 

BUILDERS & RESTORERS! 
Use the epoxy * Acclaimed by leading authorities 

. * Scientifically developed 

professionals * Over 12 years of proven service 

uSE. 
» SEAL, STOP LEAKS 

PERMANENT BONDING 11-26 SHEATHING 
POWER SYSTEM 

T 88 STRUCTURAL © Tough and resilient 
7 ADHESIVE 

e ‘Penetrates wood as 

e Non-critical 1:1 mix well as fabric 

* Cures as low as 35°F RESTORE SURFACES 
e Clear, impact resistant, EPOXY 

0 ing Fula 
e Cures tack-free in high © 

humidity e Fills cracks & holes 

\ 

Special Introductory Offer!—send $10.00 for 1% pt. of T-88, 
receive 32-pg. Technical Manual FREE (initial purchase only) 

e 1:1 Non-sag paste 

MAIL NOW FOR SPECIAL OFFER — DEPT. M 
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4669 LANDER ROAD 

() Send % pt. T-88 & Free Manual. $10.00 enclosed. CHAGRIN bayer ter 44022 

© Send information only, no charge 216/248- 

City, State, Zip 

for rowing and sailing 
Ask for details 
on our new 19’. 

Swifty LenctH: 120” 
WEIGHT: 105 Lbs. 
KIT: $750 
FINISHED: $1,600 
CATALOG: $2.00 

GLEN-L Plans and Patterns use the latest 
technology to bring out the CRAFTSMAN in 
the Amateur. Over 200 designs 7’ to 55’ in our 
fully ILLUSTRATED 1990, 168 page DESIGN 
BOOK. SAIL/POWER/ROW — Houseboats — 
Duckboats — Fishing boats — Canoes — 
Kayaks — Pirogue — Hydroplanes — Texas 
Scooter — Airboat — Dories — Boat Trailers. 
SAVE 50% or MORE! Designs for WOOD, 
STEEL, ALUMINUM, FIBERGLASS. — FREE 
Supplies Catalog. You've waited long enough 
— SEND $4 TODAY or order with your MC or 
VISA by phone or FAX. Our friendly and 
knowledgeable Service Dept. will AIRMAIL in- 
formation on the BEST DESIGNS from the 

GLEN-L team 

NOW AVAILABLE: BOATBUILDING WITH 
PLYWOOD, 3rd Edition. The standard text on 
plywood boat building in classes around the 
country. A ‘‘must'’ for every boatbuilder 
library. ONLY $25.95 post paid, add $1.55 for 

Special Handling 

11' “TOPPER"’ 

Plans & Patterns $29 



Well, 

roll of duct tape at 40 degrees F? I 

found myself hoping I'd have some 
other repair method up my sleeve, 

because this tape doesn't stick at 

what do you do with a 

40 degrees F. It might ‘be useful 
for making a smoky fire in an em- 
ergency. Well, in thinking about 
it, I recalled that the eskimo have 

been making and repairing things 
for eons by sewing. Indeed, some 
of the most exquisite examples of 
utilitarian, windproof and water- 

proof sewing are done to this day 
by the Inuit, and the work is often 

exquisitely decorative too. Ordinary 

mittens and kamik are sewn with 
almost invisible stitches. So anoth- 
er reason for my choice of the fab- 
ric hull Klepper as my boat, and 

what to take along in the repair 
kit, was based upon the fact that 
duct tape does not adhere at 40 de- 

grees F. 
Yes, my prior winter paddling 

experiences have convinced me that 
the Klepper expedition hull is 

again a great combination of modern 
technology and traditional utility. 
It is a hull that can be repaired in 
arctic conditions, even inside the 

protection of one's tent if the 
weather is that nasty. The adhe- 
sive for applying the patch is sim- 

ilar to bicycle tube cement and 
forms an immediate bond. You can, 

in fact, patch a puncture with ord- 
inary bicycle tube patch if need 
be. 

Of course the canvas deck of 
the Klepper can be sewn. So, I 
brought with me in a completely 

waterproof container, a good sewing 
kit with an assortment of needles 

and ultra violet-resistant dacron 

thread. I additionally carried an 
assortment of Klepper fittings for 

the frame, and a "Leatherman" re- 
pair tool, well designed and made 

with precision. 

Well, after all this advance 
planning and choosing of appropri- 
ate equipment suitable for possible 
repair in the field, I did not have 
lo repair anything! But, it was 
comforting to have the capability 
available to me. It was a long way 
home, and I hadn't figured out how 
=e 

I could walk on water, especially 
with a hundred pounds of gear. 

For emergency communication, 

the question of radio contact with 
Pond Inlet, once I was out on the 

water, or with the Coast Guard, or 

even with my paddling partner, at 
first seemed no problem to deal 
with, given today's range of light, 
portable VHF radios. Two factors 
that at first seemed significant, 

the price and availability, and the 
size and weight, were quickly 

sidelined when I learned that the 
only radio frequencies useful in 
the Pond Inlet area were in the 
5,000 megahertz range, because of 

the proximity of the magnetic north 

pole and its attendant magnetic 
fields. Radios that functioned in 
this frequency range were not suit- 
able for carrying on my kayak. I 

would have to rely on passing mo- 

tor boats in case of need, for those 

used in that area are all fitted 
with radios. 

When it came to packing along 

my gear, and repacking it every 

morning into the boat, in polar 

bear country meaning just about all 
of it, I had the pleasure of finding 
out what it is like re-inventing the 
wheel. Ignoring sage advice from 
my friends, I chose large bulky 
bags which proved most difficult to 

jam into the pointed ends of the 
kayak. I watched each day in dis- 
may aS my companion packed his 

kayak in just minutes because he 

had chosen long, narrow urethane 

coated nylon bags, and turned then 
to my awful ordeal. The large PVC 

coated bag which I had allocated 
for my sleeping bag had the insid- 
ious habit of drawing air back in 
through the seal and re-expanding 

to an unloadable size if I delayed 

at all in loading it immediately aft- 

er expelling the excess air within 
after packing it. The PVC also 
bound up on any other surface with 

which it came in contact, and be- 

came too stiff to form a good tight 
seal in the 40 degree weather. 

On my deck I kept my _ shot- 
gun, as described in an earlier in- 

stallment, in a "Bone Dry" bag 
made by Adventures & Delights in 

My Arctic 

Adventure~3 

Report by Cail Ferris 

Alaska. This bag is expedition 

grade 4mm urethane coated nylon 

with not only welded seams but 
with cloth binding sewn over the 
seams to protect them from unrayv- 

elling. These bags were designed 
to last a long time. The urethane 

coating is especially heavy. The 
seal is a roll-over type with a 
lastex clip which can be undone 

quickly with only one hand. The 
corners had brass grommets for se- 
curing it to the boat. 

I took along the Klepper "drift 
sail" which I had purchased in ear- 
ly spring in order to give myself 
time to learn how to use it. I prac- 

ticed sailing in an empty boat 
withut leeboards, very conserva~ 

tively in the early spring cold 

water, to satisfy my curiosity as to 
what it would be like to sail a 
kayak, for I wanted an alternative 
means of propulsion in case pad- 
dling became a _ problem for me 
through injury or other adversity. 

Dieter Stiller at Klepper very 
much encouraged my adopting this 
sail rig by re-assuring me _ that 
both the design of the sail and the 
Klepper hull would make _ sailing 
simple and not nearly as risky as 

might be the case in other kayaks. 
The drift sail will pivot completely 
around the mast when let. go, 

should a sudden gust of wind 
strike, and just flutter harmlessly 
in the wind. The Klepper hull has 
an unusually large margin of sec- 
ondary stability because the 
above-the-waterline surface area 
created by the inflated sponsons al- 
lows the boat to heel well over on 

a broad reach with no danger of 
capsize. 

I found sailing the Klepper, 

after so many years of paddling, to 
be anvabsolutely delightful, thrill- 
ing experience. Cruising across the 

harbor without lifting a finger or 
making any sound but that of the 
hull passing through the water just 
seemed so extraordinary. 

For food I brought an assort~- 
ment similar in character to my 
regular diet, because keeping to a 
routine lessens the stress of trav- 
el. I made it a point to bring some 



items which I knew I especially 
liked and could add to embellish a 
less interesting meal. These in- 
cluded nuts, spices and butter. 
The butter was especially pleasing 
when I found mushrooms to sautee. 
I feasted on mushrooms both at 
breakfast and dinner because when 
I found them, they were abundant. 
I also found blueberries here and 
there in acidic bogs, and there 
were plenty, tart and tasty. 

I felt my food had to be nutri- 
tionally balanced for each of the 
three daily meals because the phy- 
Sical demands of paddling all day, 
and the emotional demands of travel 
in unfamiliar surroundings, can 
soon compromise one's feeling of 
well-being, making the trip into an 
ordeal. Both dried and freeze-dried 
foods worked well as a base on 
which to add locally available ex- 
tras. I found the _ individually 
packaged meals to be bulkier than 
desirable, and plan to work out a 
different food packaging system 
this year. "Knorr" dried cup soups 
were always pleasing for lunch, I 
made them up at breakfast and 
stored them in my "Nissan" stain- 
less steel thermos. 

Prior to my departure, I dried 
a couple of corned beef briskets 
and London broils in my oven at 
home. Sliced thin and placed on 
teflon coated cookie sheets, they 
dried nicely at less than a 200 de- 
grees F setting. Next time I will 
follow Will Steiger's technique of 
adding some vegetable fat to the 
meat, and maybe some maple syrup, 
to make the dried meat a more bal- 
anced snack. The meat was very 
tasty along with some freeze dried 
vegetables after soaking in the 
thermos of hot soup all morning. 
Yet, even chewing on a dried strip 
of the meat was very satisfying at 
times. Seal or char obtained from 
the Inuit were both very delicious, 
and eating the seal raw was helpful 
if I felt I was low on necessary 
vitamins. 

(To Be Continued) 

ALDEN OCEAN SHELL 
APPLEDORE POD 

MAAS AERO, 24, DRAGONFLY 
RKL LITTLE RANGELEY 
TRINKA 8 & 10 DINGHIES 
THULE RACKS 
ROWING INSTRUCTION 

55 SPICER AVE., NOANK, CT 06340 
® (203) 536-6930 © 

PADDLES &OARS | MPISCATAQUAWHERR 

ease ne SCS sii Be ta regen 

14’ x 47” hand laid fiberglass wi 
mahogany trim. Workmanship is of 
traditional yacht high quality stand- 
ards throughout. Molded from ori- 
ginal carvel planked 19th century 

Maine Craftsmanship at it’s 
finest. Surprisingly affordable. 
Most shipped UPS. Write for 
free catalog. 

Ah 8 TEN, 
ORONO, ME 04473 

wherry built and used at the mouth 
of the Piscataqua River. Well bal- 
anced with deep, full length keel. 
For surprising rowing ease, wheth- 
er by yourself, with passengers or 
with cargo. Rugged, sturdy rowing 
boat ideal for pleasure, sport or 
good health. Amazing stability: with 
sharp entry to the seas and tradi- 
tional wine-glass transom. 

BAY MAINE BOATS 
P, O. BOX 631 

KENNEBUNKPORT, ME 04046 
(207) 967-4282 

DRAGONWORKS, INC. 

Importers of the Islander 

Fiberglass & Plastic 
Sea Kayaks 

from U.K. & U.S.A. 

Accessories eTourselnstruction 

RFD 1, Box 31AA 
Bowdoinham, ME 04008 

(207) 666-8481 

The Jersey Paddler. 
Has Everything | 
Connected With 

Canoeing & Kayaking! 

Visit New Jersey’s 
largest canoe 

and kayak dealer 

We have more than 400 canoes & kayaks 
in stock, including over 150 models 

you can try before you buy. 

We carry all the major brands: 

¢ Curtis ¢ Old Town «Current Designs »* New Wave 
¢ Dagger ¢ Sawyer ¢ Dirigo ¢ Noah 
¢ Grumman ¢ We-no-nah ¢ Easy Rider ¢ Northwest 
* Lotus ¢ White * Hydra Mariner 
¢ Mad River * Little River Shells + Klepper * Ocean Kayak 
¢ Mohawk ¢ Aquaterra ¢ Nautiraid ¢ Perception 

+ We rent canoes, racing  » Our “Canoe We take the time to fit the 
canoes, and kayaks Experts” hold right canoe to the individual 

clinics all customer’s needs. 
year ‘round * We have a huge line 

of paddling and 
camping accessories, For The Best Service, 
as well as row rigs, Prices, And Selection, 
helmets, dry suits, Call Us First! 
paddles, and much, 
much more! 

(201) 458-5777 * Route 88W « Brick, NJ 08724 

Pa 
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INDIAN 21. LOA 21’2’. Beam 6’4” 
Draft 18” - 5’. Cockpit 5’x11”. This 
Alden design has stood the time 
test as a seaworthy craft and fast 
sailboat. 8’ PRAM DINGHY, SAIL 
OR ROW. 12’ FLAT BOTTOM 
CANOE. 13/9” WHITEHALL STYLE 
HULL. 14%’ V-BOTTOM SKIFF. 
All our boats available in stages. 
NEREIA YACHTS INC., 5316 
Denee Dr., Wilmington, NC 28405, 
PH: 919-675-0923. 

ra itional Canoe 
Enthusiasts... 

join the Wooden Canoe Heritage 
Association, a non-profit membership 
association devoted to preserving. studying, 
building, restoring and using wooden, wood & 
canvas and birchbark canoes. Membership 
includes our quarterly journal, Wooden 
Canoe, annual Assembly notification, and 
access to hard-to-find books and supplies. 

Write to us at: 

Wooden Canoe Heritage Asscciation 
co Edward Cumming 
38 Indian Meadow Dr. 
Northboro, MA 01532 

PISCATAQUA 
SAILING WHERRY 

14’x47” Hand Laid Fiberglass Hull 
With Solid Mahogany Gunwales and Seats . 
Includes 65 sq ft Sprit Sail Rig - 2 Foot Draft 
Dagger Board - One Pair 7’ Oars - 2 Rowing 
Stations. 

BAY # MAINE BOATS 
Box 631, Kennebunkport, Maine 04046 

207/967-4282 
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FEATHER CANOES 
I've been staying busy here, 

currently I have two 18' rowing 
shells in different stages of com- 
pletion, a Wee Lassie about half 

done, and two solid oak bookcases 
(big ones) in process, so my shop 
is crowded. I like it that way. 

Mac McCarthy, Feather Canoes, 
1705 Andrea Pl., Sarasota, FL 
34245. 

INDIAN POINT GUIDEBOAT 
1989 was a year of many 

changes and continued growth for 
us. We started our business a few 
years ago with an initial offering 
of one 14' boat. Now with our nine 
models of guideboats and a line of 
historically correct accessories for 

these boats, we have the largest 
selection of guideboats and related 
equipment available from one 
source. 

We're not stuck entirely in 
the past, of the guideboat, though. 
One customer fitted his "Eldon" 
model with a Piantedosi drop-in 

sliding seat rowing unit, which 
permits the boat to remain unalt- 

ered for conventional oar-on-gun- 
wale rowing. He was so impressed 
with how well this worked in the 
traditional hull that he's written 
articles for major magazines on its 
virtues. So we now offer this op- 
tion for any interested guideboat 
prospects. 

— _ From the 
Boat Shops 

This coming spring we will 

introduce a new 16' boat based on a 
double ended rowing craft of the 
1912 era. This boat is fast, stable, 

and very versatile. Equipped with 
three seats, it can be rowed or 

paddled or used with a small out- 
board. It's easier to get into and 
out of than a guideboat and is sta- 
ble enough for a fly fisherman to 
stand in and cast from. This sta- 
bility also makes it very safe for 
children to use. 

We are finishing our new cata- 
log that will include all the addi- 

tions to our product line and have 
a videotape showing several of our 

boats in use and being built that 
will be available on a loan/deposit 
basis. 

Gardner Callanan, Indian Point 

Guideboat Co., 732 Midland Ave., 

Midland, PA 15059, (412) 643-5457. 

LOON KAYAKS 
1 am in the process of kayak 

building again after the business 
was put on hold for several months 

due to family considerations. Some 
of your comments in "Boats" about 
the small boat building business 
certainly struck close to the heart 
of my efforts with Loon Kayaks. I 
hope your comments stimulated some 

thinking and reflection by builders 
and promoters. It was morale boost~ 
ing to learn that one is not alone 
in these efforts to make a small 
boat business viable. 

As I gear up now for another 
season, I have had time to reflect 
on the quality of my boats through 
the experiences of others as well 
as myself. I send out a newsletter 
each year and have gotten positive 
feedback from customers, which is 
gratifying. One criticism as to the 
scratching of the marine varnish 

finish on my hulls has resulted in 
my switching to a linear polyure- 
thane for outer protection of the 
epoxy sealed wood strip hulls. 

I have personally used my 

boats in varied conditions, most 
significantly in high seas and 

winds in Maine and northern New- 



foundland. On all of our days in 
Newfoundland, we contended with 

rough conditions, winds to 30 mph 
and swells to 10 feet. I had experi- 
enced such conditions locally, but 

not for five continuous days. The 
boats performed well and I still 
want to enthusiastically recommend 
a straight tracking kayak for rough 
conditions. 

I did get out to Monhegan 
with a fellow paddler, from New 
Harbor in July. Ten miles of open 
water is a substantial psychological 
barrier, but the weather’ smiled 
favorably upon us 

Chip Chandler, Loon Kayaks, 
Box 253, Small Point Rd., Sebasco 
Estates, ME 04565-9519, (207) 
389-1565. 
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MIKE COLLINS & CO. 
While presently aground, I 

was born and brought up on Cape 
Cod and have been messing about in 

boats most of my life. I am pres- 
ently building and restoring elder- 
ly houses, remodelling kitchens 
and baths and the like, but I do 
find several hundred hours a year 
during which to work on some nice 
old boats. Most recently a Century 
Resorter sat in the basement shop 
getting its finishing touches on a 
complete epoxy and varnish job. A 
little transom cancer made the job 
more interesting. We also recanvas- 
sed some canoes last winter. But, 

some of this boat work conflicted 
mightily with our house carpentry 
schedule leaving some _ ruffled 
feathers all around. 

You wrote some great stuff in 
bygone issues about the problems 
and illusions of making a living 
being a wooden boatbuilder. I'd 
like to hear from others discussing 
our relationship as boatbuilders to 
the development of our melting pot 
western culture. Woodbutchers of 
all persuasions have certain rights 
and duties regarding both our nat- 
ural resources and our’ market 
shares. 

Mike Collins, Wooden Boats, 
Canoes & Classics, RR 1 Box 1060, 
Bradford, VT 05033, (802) 222-5583. 
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CAPE BRETON BOATYARD LIMITED 
After five years of making 

small boats, I am not dissatisfied 
with the numbers, as to date we 
have built over 100 small boats of 
our three designs (Bras D' Or Ten- 
der, Medway Salmon Wherry, Wing 
System Shell). I am not sure just 
what we will do this winter. I have 
& new building, fiberglass equip- 
ment and the rest of the gear to 
make more boats, but after five 
years of it I might take a rest for 
a year. I've grown somewhat weary 
of the efforts involved in selling 
these boats, boat shows, advertis- 
ing, dealing with the public, and 
the slim profits that result after 
everything is said, done and fried! 
I am not yet packing it all in, but 
reassessing the territory. 

I recently attended the Stam- 
ford Boat Show with our boats. We 
sold one! A_ two-thousand mile 
round trip odyssey, with the only 
solace being that the other small 
boat exhibitors did no better. I 
still believe in small boats, some- 
What dependent, though, on one’s 
location. The market is limited and 
not easily reached from our distant 

location. I would be interested to 
learn how many boats the small 
builders collectively have sold in a 
year aS a measure of potential vol- 
ume to be anticipated. 

Last winter we built a new 
215' wharf with finger piers to 
serve our yachting clients here and 
hopefully to entice more yachtsmen 

to our unspoiled sailing territory 
by providing dockage, service and 
winter storage. 

Henry Fuller, Cape Breton 
Boatyard, Ltd., Box 247, Baddeck, 
NS, Canada BOE 1B0, (902) 
295-2664. 
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HADDEN & STEVENS 
After having a slow fall, 

we're now very busy. We are build- 
ing another "Piccolo", ‘repairing 
and recanvassing an Old Town and 
a Kennebec canoes, and are work- 
ing on the hull and deck of a Car- 
rol Lowell designed lobster boat at 
Pete Kass’ John's Bay Boatbuilding 
Co. Pete is the only builder we've 
heard of currently building tradi- 

tional wooden workboats one after 
another. 

Rob Stevens, Hadden & Stev- 
ens, 65 Main St., Topsham, ME 
04086, (207) 729-7402, 
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HEADWATER BOATS 

My building season certainly 
Started up with a bang. I'm cur- 
rently building a 22'x8'5" power 
cruiser and I've got orders for a 
22'x7'5", express utility boat and a 
32'x8'5" glass cabin dreamboat 
based on a horshoe sterned Florida 
mullet skiff. The first two will be 
powered with Volvo-Penta I/O's and 
the dreamboat will have an outboard 
in a well, 

Tracy O'Brien, Headwater 
Boats, 156 Bunker Creek Rd., Che- 
halis, WA 98532, (206) 748-4089, 

THE FIRST VIDEO ON VARNISHING, 
Brightwork—-The Art of Varnishing. After 
10 years of experience, Patti Stiewing 
has developed this 38-minute step-by- 
step guide, Includes techniques, ma- 
terials, tools, tips, and more. To order 
send check or money order for $29.95 
(plus $3 shipping) for each tape. TO- 
BIAS PRODUCTIONS, INC., Box 4161, 
Eastport Station, Annapolis, MD 21403. 

Build Your Own 

nw 
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19’ Friendship Sloop 

A classic design that sleeps 
two, it's the most complete sailboat 
kit ever offered. Wood components 
are computer cut and easily assem- 
bled by anyone, using our West Sys- 
tem (tm) brand epoxy products and 
simple hand tools. This beautiful 
weekender can be towed by a small 
car and built in a single car ga- 
rage. Send $2 for a ten page colored 
information packet. 

COMPLETEL BOATS AVAILABLE 
DEALER INQUIRIES INVITED 

SARS te rr 

Boat Kits 
P. 0. Box 451 M 

New London, NC 28127 

Phone 704-463-5820 

Largest Selection of Canoes 

in New England 
nearly 500 on display 

Old Town, Alumacraft, Michi-Craft 

White, Merrimack, Sportsman 

Prices like the good old days. 

FERNALD’S 
Rt. 1A, Newbury, MA 01951 

(508) 465-0312 

LEARN YACHT & COMMER. 

CIAL BOAT DESIGN OR 

WOODEN BOAT BUILDING 

Two full-time residential programs 
combine theory with practice in crea- 

tive and challenging environments De- 

Sign students study marine engineering 
and drafting along with CAD training 
and daily exposure to an active hoat- 
shop. Boatbuilding students learn to 
construct a classic wooden dory and a 
graceful day sailer with the option of 
a cruising hoat instead. Equal oppartu- 
nity enrollment. V.A. approved. 

THE LANDING SCHOOL 
P.O. Box 1490 M 

Kennebunkport, Maine 64046 

(207) 985-7976 



CLASSIC CRUSING BOATS Builders & Restorers 
13’ to 20' 

Modern Lightweight Wood Construction 

® Double Paddle Canoes 

© Decked Sailing Canoes 

© Canoe Yawls Specs $2.00 

William Clements 

Boat Builder 

P.O. Box 87 W 

18 Mt. Pleasant St.. 

No. Billerica, MA 01862 

(508) 663-3103 

Replica Rushton and St. Lawrence Skiffs 

NORTH RIVER BOATWORKS 
6-M Elm St., Albany, New York 12202 518-434-4414 

Information $2.00 

i ee es Se toy t. 
We have the largest selection of new Guide-boats and historically 

correct accessories available from one source. With nine models in lengths 
of 12’, 14’ and 16’, construction materials range from traditionally built wood, to 
the state of the art, bi-axial Kevlar layups. The beauty, speed and open water 
capabilities of these boats have been exactly reproduced from originals. The 
camp owner, explorer, fisherman and fitness buff will appreciate the many 
capabilities that these traditional designs offer. Many of our boats have unique 
construction, and all are competitively priced. For free information contact: 

Indian Point Guideboat Company 
732 Midland Avenue 
Midland, PA 15059 

412 643/5457 
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TRADITIONALLY BUILT SMALL CRAFT 
SKIFFS, DORIES, YACHT TENDERS - SAIL, QAR, MOTOR 

HONEST BOATS AT HONEST PRICES 

ALSO “TORPEDO” PLYWOOD RECREATIONAL SHELL 

STUDY PRINT $3 

Hadden & Stevens Boatbuilders 

Specialists in Wooden Boat Construction & Repair 

65 Main St, Topsham, Maine 04086 (207)729-7402/ 443-3533 

PLANS $25 

CALL OR WRITE ABOUT YOUR NEXT WOODEN BOAT 

ROB BARKER PO. BOX 10, MONTAGUE, MA 01351 PH. (413) 367-2424 

A 

continuing the evolution of 

GADIRONDACIC 
K* GUIDE: BOAT 2 

* TRADITIONAL FORM * 
* HAND LAID FIBERGLASS * 

* BARE HULLS * COMPLETE BOATS 
* OARS * STRIP-RUIL'T PLANS * 

STEVE KAULBACK, 

BOX #144, CHARLOTTE, VT 05445 

(802) 425-3926 



GREENLAND TYPE SEA KAYAKS 
Dunn’s Custom-Bullt Kayaks 
6991 S Sate Rd, Eden, NY 14057 

PH: 716-992-3941 

SEND $1 FOR INFORMATION 

Seaport's Boston Boat Shop 
Pier 3 

Charlestown Navy Yard 
Boston, MA 
617-242-1475 Woodstrip 

SPECIALIZING IN: 

Wooden boat construction and repair 

Custom skiffs built to order 

Restoration work 

Custom interior joinery work 
CANOES, 

KAYAKS & 
SMALL BOATS 

Built in modern wood construction. 
Also Accessories, Supplies, Resto- 
ration & Repair, Custom Designs. 

AL BRATTON 

Builder 

215-234-0680 

Spar varnishing 

Exterior finishing 

Deck space available for some jobs 

P.O. Box 1140 
Boatbuilding and lofting classes Lansdaie, PA 19446 

Visitors are welcome to observe our current projects, 
we are two piors over from the U.S.S. Constitution 

New England Historic Seaport 

Building 10, Charlestown Navy Yard 
Boston MA 02129 / 617-242-1414 

Repair & Restoration 
Of Wooden Boats 

#Custom Built Traditional Wooden Boats 

HUMPHREY BOAT WORKS 
45 AUCOOT RD. MATTAPOISETT, MA 

(508) 758-6234 “Wood/Canvas Canoes 

“Restored/ Recanvased 

“Bought/ Sold WILL BUILD ON COMMISSION: 
Sailing dorics, daysailers or cruising 
boats to 30° LOA, built to your 
requirements. All of superior son- 
struction in wood at reasonable price. 
THE LANDING BOATSHOP, PO 
Box 1490, Kennebunkport, ME 04046. 
207-985-7976. 

| Mike Huston 

“Phila. PA 1-215-342-8705 

WOODEN BOATS 
Canoes & Classics 

Upholstery 
HARDKNOCKS CANOE SHOP 

cedar canoes Restoration 
Canvassing 

Repair 
Refinishing 

la hs bh ik? CLE MALL 

ao * repairs * recanvassing 

BRENDAN CURRAN, HOPE, MAINE 04847 + 207-763-3974 

19 One Lunger 
Gasolene Yachts 
ROUND BOTTOM 
OR DEADRISE 

SEND FOR DETAILS 

A-OLUS BOATS 
OLDCOASTRD,DAVENPORT,CA 

MAILING ADDRESS 
528 STAGG LANE 

SANTA CRUZ CA 95062 

DAYS (408) 423-5681 EVES (408) 462-2896 

10’6” ~20 Ibs. 
If the concept of a 10'6", 

20 pound classic double paddle 
cruising canoe appeals to you 
as it did to Nessmuk back in 
the 1800's, send for free info 
and sample copy of my news- 
letter. 

SFeather Canoes 
3080 N. WASHINGTON BLVD. 

SARASOTA, FL 33580 

(813) 953-7660 

flegant traditional 

Lf ie boats for rowing 

Mild YZ, jond sailing. 

(804) 746. era, Whitehalls, Duckers, 
Ph, qfan-tail launches. 

Ree ts) 4 Bare hulls, kits, 

cece ~.| finished bouts. 

/ Kindly send $3 for 
info and " Wnolepan subscription. 

THAYER & COMPANY 
2106 Atlee Rd, Mechanicsville, VA 23111 

BUILD YOUR OWN CAPE COD 

CATBOAT 

Send $3 for new 3rd edition of 
the CATROAT DESIGN BOOK- 

LET describing designs for 
11'-29' catboats. 

CHARLES W. WITTHOLZ 
100 WILLIAMSBURG DR 

SILVER SPRING, MD 20901 

RAVEN 'S WING WATERCRAFT 
BUILD YOUR OWN PLYWOOD 

GREENLAND STYLE SEA KAYAK. 
PLANS, PATTERN, MANUAL, $40. 

KITS & BOATS AVAILABLE 
RR 3 BOX 836, WISCASSET, ME 04578 

(207) 443-6677 

CATALOG $3 PPD 
HEADWATER BOATS 

156 BUNKER CREEK RD. 
CHEHALIS, WA 98532 ~ 

ah 



BUILD A BETTER BOAT THAN 
YOU CAN BUY. BUILD MICRO. Capt. Pete Culler's Plans 

GEORGE B. KELLEY 
20 LOOKOUT LANE 

HYANNIS, MASS 02601 
TEL. (S08) 775-2679 

One hundred and one traditional designs 
from a 9-foot pram to a 125-foot Tern 
schooner. Send $1 for price list. 

SEORESICT boa 
Plans & Kits 

¢ Full size patterns 
«Instruction manual 
* Design portfolio 

send $1.00 

MONFORT ASSOCIATES 
RFD 2 Box 416 - Wiscasset, Maine 04578 

"Designed to be inexpensive to build & own, “Easy 
‘instant type’ construction. “Spirited sailor, *Self righting, 
self bailing. *Comfortably sleeps 2, daysails 6. Plans $50 
or send $5 for study packet for MICRO & 10 other Bolger 
designs to: 

COMMON SENSE BOAT DESIGNS 
P.O. Box 91429, Portland, OR 97291 If you want to build an elegant round 

bilge kayak or recreational rowing 
shell from just two 8'x4' sheets of ply- 
wood without first making a mold, you 
have no choice. There is only one an- 
swer: 

DK DESIGNS from DENNIS DAVIS 

The Flat, Himbleton Manor, Droitwich, 

WR9Y 7LE, ENGLAND 
$2 will bring you an illustrated leaflet 
by return. 

DORITA Build this 11'6" dory 
from two 4x8 plywood 
sheets. Plans & in- 

structions, plus cata- 
log of six designs, 
$15. Catalog alone $5. 

TED JONES 
oes =— 126 Turner St. 
DESIGNER’S Beaufort, NC 28516 

BOAT PLANS (919) 728-6544 

MULTIHULL DESIGNS 
Flying Cat Fleet. Double Up 
Cruiser Cat. Fantom Fox. Cuse 
tom. Sales Listings. Send $3 
for study package. 

OCEANSPACE DESIGN 
19327 Northampton Dr, 
Saratoga. CA. 95070 

PH: 408-252-7445 

OFFSHORE FISHERMAN, SIM- 

MONS SEA-SKIFF 20, 19'-4" X 7'-6" 

X 10", outstanding seaworthiness, 
light, fast with 50-70 HP, low-cost 

plywood lapstrake, no lofting. Plans, 
$45; Information, $1 to New Hanover 

County Museum Foundation, 814M 

Market St., Wilmington, NC 28401 

WESTON FARMER 
BUILDING PLANS & ARTICLE REPRINTS 

BUILD A WESTON FARMER CLASSIC DESIGN. 15 plans available for 
the amateur boatbuilder from 10' launch IRREDUCIBLE to famous 32! 
blue-water ketch TAHITIANA. Send $2 for catalog defining specs, 
plans, contents, prices, etc. 

READ & ENJOY A WESTON ‘FARMER BOAT STORY. We have 20 ar- 
ticle reprints on small boat designs written through the years by E. 
Weston Farmer, N.A., considered by many to have been one of the out- 
standing marine writers of all time. Delightful reading for only $1 per 
page. All articles include lines drawings, offsets, etc. that you oan 
use. Send $2 for catalog listing. 

WESTON FARMER ASSOCIATES 
18970 AZURE ROAD WAYZATA, MINNESOTA 55391 612—473-2360 
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YOU CAN BUILD 

10', 28 lb Personal Kayak 
Very stable, highly maneuver- 
able. 

Build it for under $150 by the 
stitch & glue method, using 

only two, sheets of 1/ 8" luaun 
ply, fiberglass cloth and tape, 
and epoxy resin. 

Complete set of full-size pat- 
terns plus 10 page illustrated 
detailed building instructions 
and 48 page epoxy. users' 
handbook for only $20 post- 
paid. Two page’ information 
flyer free on request. 

_ BOATS 
29 Buriey St., Wenham, MA 01984 

INNOVATIVE DESIGNS 

; FOR THE 

|} AWATEUR BuLDER 
Srock PLans 

Cusrom DESIGNS 
SIL, Row, PoweRPapp.e 

FRoBERT L4/ Ste rexens Woopen Bars 
32 Pine ST F=3 LisBon Faces ME 04252 
(207) 353-76/6 Seno $2 or Curmmieoe 

PLANS, STENCILS 

FIBERGLASS KITS 

Lightweight, sturdy, 

maneuverable. Excellent 
hunting, fishing boat. 

Send SASE for info. 

385 PLYMOUTH ST, 

HALIFAX, MA 02338 (617) 335-3643 

a 4 Bobcat 12’3” x 6'0” 
Designer Pnil Bolger and builder Harold Payson have devel- 
° a ativan tape multi-chine version of the classic 
BEETLE CAT that puts the charm and the performance of this 
famous one-design within the reach of home builders with a 
minimum investment in time and money. 

PLEASE SEND ME: 

© Complete construction plans and instructions for $35.00 
OD Study pian packet for Bobcat and 23 other easy-to-build 
Instant Boats for $5.00 

* NEW BOOK * “Build the Instant Catboat” $9.95 + $1.00 S&H. 

NAME 

ADDRESS 

CaaS SSA eee 

Harold H. Payson & Co. 
Dept. MB, Pleasant Beach Road 

South Thomaston, Maine 04858 207-594-7587 
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America’s 

* Teak, Okoume, Sapele, Fir, Lauan, 
plus dozens of other specialty woods 

¢ Giant-size scarfed panels 

¢ Large stocks available 
¢ Special freight allowances 
¢ Order direct from anywhere in U.S.— 

call toll free: 

1-800-345-1712 

The Harbor Sales Company, Inc. 
1400 Russell Street 
Baltimore, MD 21230 

BALOGH SAIL DESIGNS 
STAR ROUTE BOX 79 m1, CEDAR ISLAND NC 28520 

(919) 225-6631 

Lightweight, compact, un- 
stayed rigs add versatility to 
rowboats, canoes, kayaks. 

Guaranteed quality. BATWING: 
Excellent windward ability 
with full battens. NEW!! 
TRI-STAR: Economical batten- 
less sails. TWINS: The ulti- 
mate in downwind control. 
Please send $1.00 for  bro- 
chure. 

VOLVO PENTA 
9, 18, 28 and 43 HP Diesel Engines 

Smaller Size, Less Weight 

Complete Package Including Reverse Gear 

Old Volvo Diesels Rebuilt 
Orr's Island Boat Works, Inc. RFD 1, BOX 731 RT. 24 

(207) 833-5852 ORR’S ISLAND, ME. 04066 

GAMBELL 
HUNTER 
SAILMAKERS 

* 

Cotton and Dacron Sails 
STANDING AND RUNNING RIGGING 

(207) 236-3561 
16 Limerock Street, Camden, 

Maine 04843 

THE ROSS BANDMILL »® 
PORTABLE SAWMILL 

US PATENTS 4275632. 4334669 

CANADIAN PATENT 1159342 

OTHER PATENTS PENDING 

AN HONEST 
SIMPLE, RUGGED, 
RELIABLE, VERSATILE, 
ONE-MAN SAWMILL. 
SAWS ALL WOODS. 
Diameters 3 to 17 Inches 
Lengths 8 Inches to Infinity 

_ THIS MACHINE.IS PROVEN 
. PRICE COMPLETE WITH iS TN a 20 FT TRACK $4950 

eS & - W.K. ROSS, INC. 
640 Main St., 

W. Hampstead, 
NH 03841 U.S.A 

603 ° 329° 6320 

‘WE PIONEERED < [ie 
THE PORTABLE 
BANDSAW SAWMILL 

Materials 
6& 

Supplies 
AUTHORIZED 

DEALER 

9-140 HP DIESELS 

FULL PARTS INVENTORY 
EXPERT TECHNICAL ASSISTANCE 

Orr's Island Boat Works (207) 833-5852 
Rt. 24, Box 731 Orr's Island, ME 04066 

CUT COPPER CLENCH NAILS 
We have the old Atlas Co. ma- 

chines. Pure hard drawn copper. Just 

the thing for lapstrake canoes, skiffs, 
dories. 3 diameters, 1/16", 3/32", 

1/8". 10 sizes, 3/4"-1 1/4". Prices: 

$7.50-$10/1b. Send $1 for sample pack- 

et. STRAWBERY BANKE, INC. 

P.O,80X 300MB PORTSMOUTH, NH 03801 

CANOE HARDWARE 

Bae Le T/3" 
Tacks, 3/8" Oval 
Bands, Clinching Irons, 
Bronze Carriage Bolts, 
Plans, Clear White 

Price List Available. 

NORTHWOODS CANOE SHOP 

RFD #3, Box 118-2A 

Dover-Foxcroft, ME 04426 

at2r Canoe 

Brass Stem 

3/16" 

Canoe 

Cedar. 

5 Gal. Pail 1 Gal. 
$67.50 ea. $15.00 ea. 

BRAND 

Distributors of WEST SYSTEM® Epoxy 
Products by Gougeon Brothers, Inc., 
Fynspray brass galley pumps, cus- 
tom running rigging, sailboat hard- 
ware. Epifanes paint and varnish. 
For ordering & «nformetres call toll 
free. Dealer inquiries invitea. 

aa JT sure CHANDLERY 

POLYESTER RESIN Finest Quality-Always Fresh 
4ormore 20ormore 4 pails or more 
$14.00 ea. 

FIBERGLASS ™ WIDE SELECTION BY THE YARD OR ROLL - FOR EXAMPLE: 

Mat 1-1/2 0z. 38" $2yd Roving 24 02 38": $3/yd @ Cloth 10 oz 38" $3.85 /yd 

SILICON BRONZE WOOD SCREWS — MANY SIZES FROM 3/4x8 AT $4.80 TO 
3x18 AT $48.75,ALSO STAINLESS STEEL FASTENERS AND BRONZE RING NAILS 

GLOUCESTER PAINTS — THE COMPLETE LINE AT 40% & 50% OFF LIST PRICE 

SYSTEM THREE EPOXY RESINS 

MERTON'S FIBERGLASS SUPPLY 
P.O. Box 399 - East Longmeadow, MA 01028 

Tel. (413) 736-0348 To Order Call Toll Free 1-800-333-0314 
CALL OR WRITE FOR FREE PRICE LIST - WE SHIP U.P.S. ANYWHERE IN USA. 

i ~-9 

tee 

BOAT LUMBER 

White ocak, cedar, 

pine, Spruce 

Roh, 

Lenaths ta1é* 

1 eta Ura 

mouUgheiagw 2 thonck:, 
& Kilm driec 

Planedormilledtoraur 

specifications ; 

iiisiesiio send os) tor 

price Jist & samples 

Specialty Woods 

1218 Qld Clinton Road 

Westbrook, CT 06498 

Gc2lcImor 7 oL24 

»Wwidths 

air 

Mast Hoops 
Mast Hoop Fasteners @ 

Sail Hanks @ Parrel Beads 

® Wood Cleats @ Wood 

Shell Blocks @ Deadeyes 
® Belaying Pins @ 
Bullseyes © Custom Bronze 
Hardware 

Pert Lowell Co., Inc. 
Lane's End 
Newbury, MA 01950 

(508) 462-7409 
Custom wooden boats: mast hoops; 
authentic nautical furnishings 

(With Catalyst) 

$13.00 ea. $65.70 ea. 

CORNER VANZANDT & FAREWELL @ NEWPORT, RI 02840 
276 SW 33rd St., Ft. Lauderdale, FL 33315 

IN RI: (401) 846-8170 
Telex: 952-183 JT SHIP NORT 

IN FL: (305) 463-2022 
1-800-343-9350 



OLD TOWN CANOE FLEET. 18 Old 

Town wood/canvas canoes, circa 
1910 to 1930, from century-old ca- 

noe livery. All have been stored 
for 20 to 25 years. There are 
twelve 17' and six 16' Otca models. 

Some need only cleaning and paint- 
ing to be useable, some need minor 

work, some need new canvas. All 

are ideal for restoration. Prices 

vary according to size and condi-~ 
tion. 

MIKE HUSTON, Philadelphia, PA, 
(215) 342-8705 eves. only. (18) 

17" GREENLAND STYLE SEA KAY- 
AK, hand-built mahogany ply ess 
pounds. Deck rigging, spray skirt, 
sea sock. Very seaworthy and fast. 
$850 or best offer. 
ART ALLEN, Gloucester, MA, (508) 
283-8316. (16) 

14' BROCKWAY, 1988. With 15hp 

Evinrude 1982, console with bronze 

spoked wheel, throttle and _ shift 
controls. Includes trailer and 

oars. Asking $1600. Owner looking 
for 18'-21' wooden inboard launch 
type, preferably diesel powered. 

MICHAEL SHERWCOD, Old Lyme, 

CT, (203) 434-0162 eves. (16) 

END OF SEASON BARGAIN SALE! 
13’ Culler Butternut double-ended 

canoe, cedar on oak with mast and 

small sail. Reduced from $600 to 
$350! 14' Adirondack Guideboat, fi- 
berglass, customized by Indian 
Point Guideboat Co. Perfect condi~ 

tion. Reduced from $995 to $500! 
STAN STOKOWSKI, 414 Queen St., 

Philadelphia, PA 19147, (215) 
465-4778. (16) 

BACK ISSUES. "Wooden Boat", 
"Small Boat Journal", "Boatbuild- 
er", "Messing About in _ Boats". 
Reasonable prices. Also Maine at- 
las. SASE for lists. 
OWEN CECIL, Box 584, Manistee, MI 
49660. (16) 

BOATING GEAR, Canoeing dry 
bags, unusual collector Old Town 
paddle, Neptune OB, more. SASE 
for lists. 
OWEN CECLI, P.O. Box 584, Manis- 
tee, MI 49660. (16) 

25" AMPHIBI-CON SAILBOAT, 1957. 
Made in Denmark, cedar planked, 

$2,995. 

CHARLES MAHALA, Youngstown, 
NY, (76) 745-3290. (20p) 
30 

Classified Manketplace 
15-L/2E 3 COAST *GUARD S DOR Yeaeas 

described in Gardner's "Dory 
Book". Has drop-shaft box and 
drop~shaft and universal gear. 
JOHN BEIRNE, Ipswich, MA, 

356-7485. (16) 
(508) 

THREE NICE SMALL BOATS, 17! 

Staten Island Skiff, Pete Culler de- 

sign, with oars and spritsail rig. 

$750. 12' Good Little Skiff, Pete 
Culler design, with oars and sprit- 
sail rig. $750. Adirondack Guide- 
boat, strip planked. $1,000. 
ALAN PRESTON, Tiverton, RI, 
(401) 624-6175. (17) 

16’ COMET clasic one-design sloop, 
built 1950 by Morehouse. A sound, 
handsome, lightly-built boat. Cedar 
decks finished bright. Modern da- 
cron sails plus original canvas 
suit. With trailer. Located near 
Lake George. $1,300. 
TOM AKSTENS, Bakers Mills, 
(518) 251-2217. (16) 

WANTED. Rowing equipment, any 
kind that you'd be willing to do- 
nate or sell cheap to the Sebago 
Canoe Club for its rowing program. 
A Grumman rowing rig for the 
Club's aluminum canoes would be 
ideal. Any oars, sliding seat rigs, 
recreational shells, would be wel- 

come. The Club's rowing budget is 

NY; 

slim, but we can repair or adapt 
equipment. 
DICK SPRINGER, Brooklyn, NY, 
(718) 996-8461. (16) 

KEY LARGO COTTAGE, studio type, 

sunny, warm, enjoy waterfront, 
tropical foliage. Rent includes 16! 
daysailer and windsurfer. $365 per 
week. 

SHOAL WATER CRUISES, Key Lar- 

go, FL, (305) 451-0083. (TF) 

25' HERRESHOFF SLOOP, center- 
boarder, ca. 1930. Fast, maneuver- 

able, elegant daysailer. Completely 
restored in 1980's. New = sails. 
$9,995. 

LYNN FORBES, W. Falmouth, MA, 

(508) 540-3573. (16) 

SHP REDWING ONE LUNGER make 
and break engine, in good shape, 
with muffler, prop and shaft. $250 
firm. 
JOHN BEIRNE, 
356-7485. (16) 

Ipswich, MA, (508) 

17’ MARSH HEN cat-rigged sharpie. 
Dark green fiberglass hull, buff 
deck, gaff rig. Well equipped with 
trailer, oars, sleeping tent, ton- 

neau, anchor, compass. It’s a super 
family daysailer and a camp cruiser 
for two. Asking B.U.C. low book, 
$3,200. 
DAN MUIR, 7017 Ashbury ODr., 

Springfield, VA PPA SW Ae (703) 
866-9420. (17) 

ADIRONDACK. GUIDEBOATS. The 
largest selection of Guide Boats and 
historically correct accessories 
available from one source. We offer 

traditionally built boats, modern 
materials reproductions, paddles, 

oars, yokes and hardware. Some 
trades are accepted, 

THE INDIAN POINT GUIDEBOAT 
COMPANY, 732 Midland Ave., Mid~ 
land, PA 15052, (412) 643-5457. 

WANTED. "WOODEN BOAT" maga- 

zine back issues, bound volumes, 

complete set or portions thereof. 
GUS HEDDEN, Deep River, CT, 

(203) 767-9134. (16) 

BOATSHOP CLEANOUT. Lumber 

(teak, mahogany, cherry, live edge 
white cedar), used sails, a couple 
of small spars, misc. equipment and 
hardware,, mold frames for plywood 
hulls. 
EMERSON DAHMEN, 

MAS (308) 283-3536.) Glia 
Gloucester, 

CHRYSLER ENGINE, 4 cylinder, 70 
hp gas, for workboat. Needs work. 
B 

EMERSON DAHMEN, 
MA, (508) 283-3536. (17) 

Gloucester, 

30’ ALDEN PRISCILLA elassie wood- 
en cruising sloop. Teak deck, At- 
omic Four engine, 5 sails, VHF, 

knotmeter/sumlog, depth sounder, 

cradle, cover and frame, more. 

$6,900 or B.O. 
EMERSON DAHMEN, Gloucester, 

MA, (508) 283-3536. (17) 

PRICE DRASTICALLY REDUCED. 
Three bedroom, 1-1/2 bath, 1860 
farmhouse on 3.4 acres in Little 

Compton, RI, 2.5 miles from beach, 

now only $251,000. Owner desper- 
ate. 

NICK LONG, Little Compton, RI, 

(401) 635-2928. (17) 

MARTIN MARINE ROWING EQUIP- 

MENT. Kittery Skiff, good, $200. 
Glass Appledore Pod, like new, 

$600. Oarmaster and _ Douglas 
Feathor oars, good, like new, 

$400. 
WAYNE STEVENS, Sarasota, FL, 

(813) 351-6023 days. (17) 

SLIDING SEAT SINGLE. Small Craft 
Typhoon with Piantedosi Row-Wing 
and varnished basswood oars. 18? 
long, fiberglass, fully decked with 
low volume cockpit, full flotation, 

stable enough for beginners and 
fast enough to satisfy. Simple, yet 
strong, easily car-topped. Used lit- 
tle, virtually mint condition. 
$1,075 complete. 
JOHN SPENCER, P.O. Box 243, 
Rockport, MA 01966, (508) 
546-9022, (17) 



23’ CROCKER STONENORSE classic 
coastal cruising full keel design, 
cutter rigged, cedar on oak. Flush 
deck design has small cabin house 
added over hatch. Needs repair of 
deadwood around propellor shaft, 
seams recaulked, inboard engine 

Overhauled, overall refinishing of 

hull, cockpit and deck. Full inte- 

rior in good shape with all gear, 
cushions,etc. Excellent spars and 
rigging. On _ storage trailer that 
can be towed on highway local 
distances. If you have place to 
work on it, it can be ready for 

summer of '90 sailing. Last sailed 
in summer of '87. $1,500 firm going 
into winter price to someone who 
really wants a genuine Stonehorse. 
BOB HICKS, Wenham, MA. (508) 
774-0906 aft. 6 pm best. (17) 

ROWING SHELL REPAIR & RESTO- 
RATION. Full service facility for 
racing and recreational boats, sin- 
gles through eights, wood or fiber- 
glass. Estimates on request, pick 
up and delivery. 
HUNT DOWSE, Old Antrim Ra.,; 
Hancock, NH 03449, (603) 525-4069. 
(4p) 

HALF HULL MODELS. Handcarved 
from a variety of soft and hard 
woods. Traditional small craft, 
classic sail. Priced $35 and up. 
SASE for list. 

OWEN CECIL, Box 584, Manistee, MI 
49660. (17) 

NANCY'S CHINA, information want- 
ed from anyone who has built or 
Sailed this Sam Devlin design. 
ROLAND RODWELL, Richmond, VA, 
(804)330-7279, (17) 

TWO TOWNIES. I now have two 
16-1/2' Town Class daysailers in 
need of mostly cosmetic work to be 
useable in the coming season. Both 
are complete boats. One has varn- 
ished mahogany planked deck in 
need of refinishing, the other has 
recent new canvas on deck but un- 
painted, with rails and coamings 
not re-installed. Either one at 
$1,250 firm, both need your time 
but not much money to get into 
shape. 
BOB HICKS, Wenham, MA, (508) 
774-0906, aft. 6 p.m. best. (17) 

PORTABLE DWELLING INFO-LET-~ 
TER: About camping, hiking, bi- 
cycling, travelling and living in a 
tent, camper, trailer, boat, remote 
cabin, etc. Reader written, frank 

discussions. Sample $1. 
P.O.B. 190-ME, Philomath, OR 
97370. TF 

ESCAPE NEW ENGLAND WINTER! 

Sail beautiful, warm Florida Bay in 
our 25' and 34! leeboard sharpies. 
Nicely equipped, bareboat charters. 
Fabulous waters, secluded cruis- 
ing. Cottage also available. 
KEY LARGO SHOAL WA‘RER CRUIS- 

ES, P.O. Box 1180, Key Largo, FL 
33037, (305) 451-0083. (TF) 

18' ALDEN O BOAT, ready to be 
converted into schooner as  de- 
scribed by Peter’ Duff's series in 
recent issues. Refastening needs 
to be completed, also recaulking or 
fiberglassing per your preference. 
Includes complete original sloop rig 
in good shape with all rigging, 
sails. $750 with rig, $500 without. 
BOB HICKS, Wenham, MA, (508) 
774-0906 eves. best. 

"THE CARIBBEAN ON $5 A DAY. A 
Sea Gypsy Handbook for Living in 

Paradise" by Fritz Seyfarth. ‘The 
sailboat as an island retreat. The 
secret is simplicity afloat, using 
the boat like the olden times gyp- 
sies who roamed the countryside in 
their wagons, self-contained life 

support modules, making a living 
by their hands and wits. Quality 
softcover, $8.25 postpaid. 
SPANISH MAIN PRESS, 
Plaza, Suite 237, St. 

00802, (TF) 

Red Hook 

Thomas, VI 

16' PAK YAK, 
sible ultralight 

Scandavian collap~ 
(40 pounds) solo 

kayak, shock corded aluminum 
space frame, tough vinyl hull, 

footbraces, seat, backrest, flotation 

bags, collapsible double paddle. 
The lightest collapsible "folding" 
Kayak you can find. Stable dou- 
ble-chine, flat bottom hull has 26" 

beam, roomy interior with large 

36"x18" cockpit. Used only a few 
times, has minor blems. Complete 

assembly instructions included, 
$495 firm. 
BOB HICKS, Wenham, MA, (508) 

774~0906 after 6 p.m. best. (17) 

Pt Nei LY ep DRASCOMBE DRIFTER, 
gunter rigged shoal draft F.G, 
yawl, 1979, In very good condition. 
9.9 Johnson O.B. Sleeps two in 
cabin, two in cockpit. Asking 
$7,500. 
DAVE HINSMAN, 67 Algonquin Park 
Dr., Plattsburgh, NY 12901, (518) 
961-7386. (TF) 

OLD BOAT 
"Mechanix 

PLANS. Copies from 
Illustrated", "Science & 

Mechanics", "Motorboating & Sail- 
Galles "Sports Afielad Annuals". 

ilundreds. Catalog $4. 
E.G. RAGSDALE, P.O. Box 48, 

Westlake, OR 97493, (503) 997-7818, 
(TF) 

WANTED. SLIDING SEAT PULLING 
BOAT such as Alden single or dou- 
ble or other type. Prefer older boat 
needing work. 
LENNY LIPTON, 345 Main St. #7F, 
White Plains, NY 10601, (914) 
949-2927. (16) 

WANTED, Information on steam 

launches in the northeast. Also 

looking for a hull (less than 24") 
for restoration or use as a mold. 

TOM DOANE, 9 Farley Ave., Ip- 
swich, MA 01938. (16) 

MIRROR DINGHY, British built, 

with trailer. Fair condition. $600. 
SCOTT MC DOUGAL, Denver, CO, 

(303) 534-5175. (16) 

VARNISHED BOWSPRIT, By MD eRe 
$25. Painted spruce mast, solid 
round, 8"x26', $50. 
R.K. WILMES, 120 Warner Rd., E. 
Haddain, CT 06423, (203) 873-1051, 
(17) 

16’ JOWELL ROWING BOAT, with 
two rowing position seats and rear 
passenger Seat, hard chine hull, 
needs paint and small area of top 
plank repaired. Excellent. stable 
row/fish/tender boat, $700. 

FRANK POSLUSZNY, Norwalk, CT, 

(203) 622-0149. (17) 

30’ CHRIS CRAFT SEDAN CRUISER, 
1948, Single screw model with good 
hull, a classic floating living room 
with large glass lounge windows, 
rear deck and two berths forward. 
Handsome classic needs interior, 
engine, paint. $2,500. Photos 
available. 
FRANK POSLUSZNyY, 

(203) 622-0149, (17) 
Norwalk, CT, 

15'6" LYMAN RUNABOUT, 1957 lap- 
strake, 5'6" beam. With canvas top 
and curtain covers. 1981 Johnson 
25hp outboard runs great. $1,500. 
FRANK POSLUSZNY, Norwalk, CT, 
(203) 622-0149. (17) 

17’ LYMAN ISLANDER, open boat 
with front deck, seats seven. With 
1985 30hp outboard motor. Boat 
needs refinishing, has rough trail- 
er under it. $750. 
FRANK POSLUSZNY, 

(203) 622-0149. (17) 
Norwalk, CT, 

SLIDING SEAT RIG, partial drop-in 
unit for canoes and _ traditional 
pulling boats. Includes finished 
Sled base, foot stretcher, seat and 

Wheels, track. You build the rig- 
gers and rigger base. Sold with 
complete plans and _ construction 
manual for entire rig. $75 includes 
UPS to lower. 48. 

OWEN CECIL, Box 584, Manistee, MI 
49660. (16) 

BLEDEL OES LEED A CAE CORED REBATE LE AGE RII OIE AES 

CLASSIFIED ADS ARE FREE TO 
SUBSCRIBERS. Anyone who is a 
subscriber to MESSING ABOUT IN 
BOATS may run a classified ad at 
any time, as often as desired dur- 
ing the term of the subscription, at 
no cost. An ad will appear in two 
successive issues following receipt. 
To continue after that, the sub- 
scriber must request further publi- 
cation of the ad. Commercial adver- 
tising is NOT available free, but 
anyone in the trade who subscribes 
may run a free classified ad for 
any personal boat or gear. Product 
lines and services for hire are 
commercial ads and can be run at a 
cost of 10 cents per word per issue 
run. Mail your ad copy to BOATS, 
29 Burley St., Wenham, MA 01984. 

ch 
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