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Our Next Issue... 
Will be rushed to press in my 

continuing effort to get caught up 
to date after the fallback over the 
Christmas holidays. My report on 

the Chelsea Creek Rowing Race and 
Tom's tale of a "Sunday Sail" prom- 
ised for this issue will be in the 
next, along with Guy de Puyjalon's 
"First Solo". I'll bring in more de- 
sign stuff at last, with Barry 
Buchanen's stitch-and-glue sea 
kayak, Doug Goldhirsch's "Piece 
Boat" double paddle _ take-apart 
craft, and Tom Page's "Solo Cruis- 
er" performance canoe. Greg Pike 
will offer up his "Confessions of a 
Woodbutcher", hard won know-how 
on getting the job done in the 
boatshop- And there's lots, lots 
more I won't even mention here I 
can draw on to fill any space left. 
Adventures, building projects, 
dream designs, oh boy. 

On the Cover... 
Betsy Woodward sails her own 

designed and built geodesic boat at 
last October's rained out "Mess- 
about" during the two hours of no 
rain just before noon that day in 
central Massachusetts. Some inter- 
esting little homebuilts did show 
up, more in this issue. 

Gommentary 
Amongst the many encouraging 

notes that arrive with subscription 
renewals was one recent comment 

describing our little magazine as 
"real". The reader felt we provided 
information about real people doing 
real things with small boats, in 
contrast to what he viewed as the 
hyped up world of the major boat- 
ing press promoting the consump- 

tion of ever more exotica connected 

with boating. I agree with this. 
Much of the content of this maga- 
zine now comes from amongst you 
readers, and you _ certainly are 
"real" people dealing with the 
"real" world of messing about in 
boats. I count myself amongst you 
in this respect since my projects 

are budget limited requiring inge- 
nuity and adaptability to be real- 
ized. 

What's "unreal" to me in much 
of the boating press are the art- 
icles all about the latest in avail- 
able consumer products, be _ they 

trinkets, gear or complete boats. A 
favorite format seems to be "test" 
reports in which magazine staffers 
or hired gun "experts" take various 
new production boats or gear out to 
find out how good they are. This 
is standard fare in any enthusiast 
publication focussed on a type of 
product with an industry behind it 
looking for consumers. And _ all 
these tests tend to read about the 
same. As a journalist I tend to see 
the basic structure beneath each 
one, a narrative in which blanks 
are left for each successive product 
tested, blanks for specific num- 
bers, colors, dimensions, equipment 
names, even the names of the test 
pilots. Sort of a "boilerplate" into 
which one can stuff the pertinent 
specifics. 

Forgive me for my mild cyni- 
cism but I know quite well that 
such reports, while not dishonest, 
are hardly "real" evaluations, as 
the press of the need for ever more 
advertising support influences atti- 
tudes on the staffs of such publica- 
tions. While editorial staffs deny 
any influence from the advertising 
departments, it's still there. So the 
fault finding, if any, tends to be 
of the nit picking variety, to show 
objectivity. 

The purpose of a magazine full 
of articles on "We try the ..." is 
to sell those products. Yes, edito- 
rially, it is to inform the readers. 

Such readers are apparently new 

consumers in need of such "expert" 
guidance. The whole recreational 
boating industry has expanded 
enormously to sell its products to 

an expanded market of "new" people 
who are in need of guidance from 
the appropriate publications. Hence 
all the promotional periodicals full 
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of publicity puffs and advertiser 
support features. 

Well, maybe that world of 
boating wasn't perceived as an un- 

real one during those booming '80's 
when one could buy any new boat 

on the never-never of a token down 
and forever to pay in easy monthly 
payments. But now reality is loom- 
ing over the horizon. You may 
have heard how the boating indus- 
try is sinking fast. Sailboats, after 
a brief boomlet during the oil 
crunch of the late '70's, have been 

slipping under for the past several 
years. Today an enormous number 

of very good used fiberglass sail- 
boats are out there looking for new 
owners. And now many of the firms 
that build them find few new custo- 
mers and are closed up or imminen- 

tly going too. Even some of the 
better known yacht yards are 

struggling to find work. 
The motor boat market held 

up longer since motor boats have 

been designed to resemble cars so 
the prospect need not feel he needs 
to know anything about boating be- 
fore turning the key and blasting 
off over the waves. But now they 
too are badly slumping and this 
coming spring is likely to be the 
moment of truth for many of these, 
manufacturers and dealers. 

The "unreality" of the 
consumer boating world is. being 
revealed by the economic troubles 
of the times. It should be interest- 
ing from our perch over here in 
the real world of boating to watch 
it all happen. Perhaps some of the 
major complaints that real _ boat 

folks have with the state of affairs 
on the water today will have cause 
to fade away with the reduction in 
consumer boating that is upon us. 

So, what do I mean by "real" 
boating? I mean boating activities 
of any sort pursued by people who 

truly love their boats, whatever 
they may be, and are sequiring the 

knowledge and skills to use them 
and care for them, even build or 
restore them. "Real" boat people 
have strong emotional attachments 
to their craft and regardless of ec- 
onomic hard times will continue to 
pursue their boating within what- 
ever financial constraints may 
arise. During the "Great Depres- 
sion" of the 1930's, recreational 
boating went right on happening, 
and not just amongst the wealthy 

yachtsmen. That was a time when 

all sorts of useful articles appeared 
in boating publications, and other 
"how-to" magazines, on building, 
repairing, restoring and enjoying 

affordable boating. The sort of 
thing you see today in "Messing 
About in Boats" as it happens. 



Anni. 
The golden autumn weather on Rad 

October 6th for the Gerrish Island 
Race featured in our December Ist 
issue carried over into Sunday, 
October 7th, for the local Cape Ann 
Rowing Club Annisquam River Row, 
and about 30 small oar and paddle 
powered boats turned out for the 

pleasant five mile outing on this 
tidal estuary that separates the 
"island" of Gloucester, Massachu- _ 
setts, from the rest of the country. WG QA 
Herewith a few photos that caught , 
the essence of the occasion. : i ee pean af 

Report & Photos by Bob Hicks is pat eis 
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Left above: Forrest Dillon sets his Windspeed Designs spinnaker in his Dirigo kayak, easy drifting. Right 
above from the top: An Annisquam "Fish" class catboat, built locally at the Montgomery Boatyard since the 
ee ag giving its skipper a pleasant ride. Motorized canoe complete with center cockpit steering, a nov- 
el outfit. 

"Let us help you select 

the right kayak." 

Gillies, Mariner, North- 

west, West Side Boats 

Paddles & Accessories 

Hours by Appointment 

Lyme, CT 06371-3301 

203-434-7835 

BAY VIEW BOOKS SALTMARSH SEA KAYAK CO. 595 Fireplace Road 
East Hampton, NY 1193 SERVING SOUTHERN MA & RI 

: SALES * RENTAL * TOURS * INSTRUCTION 
Send SARS. E. for lis 589 FISHER RD., DARTMOUTH, MA 02747 

of used nautical book Please Write or Call Evenings (508 ) 636-3007 



PISCATAQUA 
SAILING WHERRY 

14’x47” Hand Laid Fiberglass Hull 
With Solid M-hogany 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 

OVER 700 NAUTICAL VIDEOS 

For sale and rent (one-week rental 
time). For catalog contact Seven 
Oceans Video, 23 Warner St., News 

port, RI 02840, (401) 846-0001. 

Build an Instant “Lift” model boat 

HALF, FULL, SOLID or HOLLOW 
These are three 
of the 12 plans 
that are 
currently 
available . 

If you are average handy ~— ne a 
you Can turn out a respec- linea 
table half-model in a few 
days. You need not stop 
there, but build to the 

level you feel comfortable 
with. The plans, can ac- 

curately guide you every 
step of the way. 

j 
| 

| 

Catalog 7 3 

$5 bia 

ACCURATE: You are using full scale templates right 

from the architect's plans. You are in 
control from start to finish. 

FAST: Because there is no transferring of 

measurements, 

EASY: Start right in with a pair of scissors 
and a can of spray glue. 

ECONOMICAL: Narrow %” kiln dried pine or bass 
wood. No exotic woods needed. 

Harold H. Payson & Co. 

Pleasant Beach Road 
South Thomaston, Maine 04858 

(207) 594-7587 
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HOPES WE'RE WHAT HE THINKS WE 
ARE 

I just learned of your publica- 
tion from an article I received from 
Gardner Callanen of Indian Point 
Guideboat. I have been messing 
about in boats for 34 years, since I 
was 15. Learning about all that is 
happening in the world of small 
baots is a source of satisfaction to 
those of us impassioned by small 
boat rowing, paddling, and sailing, 
and low-powered motor’ driven 

boats. We're a minority of the total 
boating population and will probab- 
ly always be so. 

Because small boat people are 
not usually big spenders on all the 
bells and whistles, I suspect the 
only workable solution to keeping 
us informed, other than specialty 
Magazines such as "Sea Kayaker" 
and "Canoe" is some sort of publi- 
cation in newsletter format that's 
more a labor of love than for prof- 
it. I'm hoping that "Messing About 
in Boats" is what I think it is, but 
before I spend $20 to find out, I'd 
really like to see a sample. I've 
enclosed a buck for postage in 
hopes you wouldn't mind sending 
me a copy. 

John Myers, Monmouth Beach, 
NJ. 

EE as ET EN A SE SE ES OE OPT EEE 

NEXT BEST THING 
I really enjoy "Messing About 

in Boats". I'm a graduate student 
up in the Blue Ridge Mountains of 
Virginia, far from my favorite sea 

kayaking haunts on the Chesa- 
peake. Reading "Boats" is the next 
best thing to being on the water. 
It has even gotten me interested in 
other types of boats. I've got plans 
for a Monfort Classic 12 I hope to 
build some day for my Mom, who 
loves to fish. She's an independent 
sort and this design is light 
enough for her to handle herself. I 

guess I need this kind of practical 
project because I've had just about 
enough of the theory I get in my 
classes. "Boats" is a great escape. 

Chuck Dietz, Pulaski, VA. 

ACCURATE REPORTING 
One of the things I appreciate 

about "Messing About in Boats" is 
the accuracy of your reports on ev- 
ents. When I've been to one and 
then read the report, I can tell you 
were really there. 

I could have borne the disap- 
pointment had you missed my cul- 
vert debacle at the Gerrish Island 
adventure (December Ist issue). I 
did get myself into that awkward 
situation, it was doubtful from the 
start that my boat would fit under 
the culvert, but I could see no 

other way to get over to the proper 

side unaided. This attitude was un- 
kind to the other participants in 
that splendid event, they are real- 
ly nice people and didn't hesitate 
to help. Whilst one kindly re- 
trieved the oar that had escaped in 
the confusion, what seemed to be 

about twenty others came_ and 

seized "Wit & Pluck", whipping her 
across the road in no time and 

putting us back into the game. My 
thanks to all who were so kind. 
One quibble on your report. You 
said it was about 4 miles along that 
coast against the wind, whereas I 

was quite sure it was 40! 
Loud and prolonged applause 

for the article "The Oarmaster 
Trials" in that same issue, for all 
involved in that very interesting 
experiment. It seemed to be a very 

scientific try at isolating the boat 
as a factor in performance under 
oars. I wonder if it is entirely fair 
to treat a gunning dory as in the 

same class as a banks dory? 
Frank Durham, Hollis, NH. 

GOOD RESPONSE 
I wanted to thank you for 

publishing Ron Denman's ad this 
past year, we had very good re- 
sponse to it and plan to resume in 
the spring. Ron is spending the 
winter rebuilding his 1896 Huxford 
catboat. The new keel was finished 
just before Thanksgiving when we 
paused to put new plastic on her 
shed. Then Ron fell off the ladder 
in the rain while fastening on the 

final battens and broke his left 
hand. Well, he got a lot of reading 
done for a while after that, thanks 
for the twice a month inspiration, 
especially in such a time. 

Bobbie Kenyon, Lyme, CT. 

A NICE OLD ALDEN 
My old/new Alden 

now ready for a row in some of 
this winter's mild weather. After 
searching for about a year I found 
a nice old '74 model that was use- 
able. At the time it was built they 
did not install bulkheads as they 
do now. Since I am relatively new 
to this sort of messing about in 
boats I thought it prudent to fabri- 
cate bulkheads to make the ends 
watertight before sculling in cold 
waters. Over the winter I will com- 
plete the cosmetic work on the boat 

Lenny Lipton, White Plains, 

single is 

NY 
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HAVE YOU TRIED A_ SUNSET 
LATELY? 

It wasn't the clothes... 
I was wearing a bleached shirt 
found hanging in the bush, 
And what's left of the Bean shoes. 

It wasn't the company... 
She was going to join me, 
But didn't. 

It wasn't the place... 
My mind had been 
waters all day. 

This was_ three 
away. 

in west coast 

thousand miles 

FINALLY STARTING 
Last year I signed on for a 

local furniture building course and 
built two Shaker end tables. This 
brought forth a deep seated interest 
in woodworking that I never knew I 
had. I then went to the Newport 
Classic Boat Regatta and the sight 
of the huge J-boats on one side of 
the point and the tiny Nutshell 
prams on the other brought back a 

love for boats I have had since I 
was a child. But living in southern 
Ohio, I had little opportunity to 
foster this love of boats. 

Now I live in New England 
where there is lots of water and 
lots of boats. I'm combining my new 
found love for woodworking and my 

old love of boats into the building 
of a 14' geodesic Whitehall. I know 
its fabric covered, not all wood, 
however I felt I was not yet up to 
attempting a lapstrake boat yet. 
Next time. So far it's going well. 

"Messing About in Boats" is 
great, I read it cover to cover and 

look forward to its arrival every 
other week. It has already put me 
in touch with another’ geodesic 
builder who has helped me over 
many of my questions. Thanks to 
Platt Monfort for introducing me to 
"Boats". I have always dreamed of 
messing about in boats and now I 
have finally begun. 

Mark Helton, Hudson, MA. 

— 
TRON econ. 

It wasn't the canoe, which was a 

barge... 

And it wasn't the paddle, 

Too rough and too large. 

It was..-the paddling — 
Straight into the sunset. 
Entering a kaleidoscope of raging 
color, 

Fixated like a moth to bright hope, 
An ecstasy of being. 

Paddling into the sunset - 
Tired cliche - 
"Have you tried a sunset lately? 
It'll make your day." 

Herb Klinger 

SHOW AND TELL 
Thank you for the extra cop- 

ies of the November 15th issue with 
our "Journal of the 
Matthews-Wetherell Party". For 
those in the party still in school, 
the magazine will be something 
they can show their classmates and 
teachers. Not often is a_ student 
able to state, "A national magazine 
published an article I helped write 
about something I did." 

"Messing About in Boats" does 
a great job for those of us who do 
such messing about. It talks of 
things that interest us and we do 
not have to wade through a lot of 
"slick" ads. Thank you and keep it 
up. 

C.S. 
WA. 
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RIGGING A FLAT BOTTOM SKIFF 
I am interested in fitting lee- 

boards to a flat bottomed 10' long 
skiff, very much like a sharpie. I 
would like to use a sprit sail on 
her and I think there is some form- 
ula for sail shape/size/mast & sprit 
length that eludes me. Any help 
from readers would be appreciated. 

Wetherell, Vancouver, 

Iver Lofving, P.O Box 366, 
Swan's Island, ME 04685, (207) 
526-4121. 

14'x47" Hand Laid Fiberglass Hull 
Solid Mahogany Gunwales & Seats 

Two Rowing Stations 
Balanced with Deep, 

Length Keel 

Amazing Stability with Sharp 
Entry to the Seas 

Traditional Wine Glass Transom 

Well Full 

BAY MAINE BOATS 
P, O. BOX 631 

KENNEBUNKPORT, ME 04046 
(207) 967-4282 
ee 

DRAGONWORKS, INC. 

Importers of the Islander 

Fiberglass & Plastic 
Whitewater & Sea Kayaks 

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

Accessories eTourselnstruction 

RR 1, Box 1186 

Bowdoinham, ME 04008 

(207) 666-8481 

TUGBOATS & 
TOWBOATS 
A 1991 Calendar 

13 - 8x10 QUALITY 
COLOR PHOTOGRAPHS 

$8.95 
(includes postage and handling) 

Washington residents add 70¢ sales tax 

Canadian orders add 50¢ - U.S. funds 

Foreign orders add $2.00 - U.S. funds 

Mailed First Class 

P.O. Box 1176, Richland, WA 99352 



Wing Systems 

Touring Shell 

. . -The 1-Boat Fleet 

a 

A breakthrough in performance, ver- 
satility, safety and value, Wing’s 
Touring Shell converts in minutes 
from single or double rowing shell 
‘into a single or double touring kayak. 
Easy enough for a child to handle, 
fast on smooth water, safe in open 
water. Cartop it anywhere. Touring 

Shell with one Piantedosi RoWing 
-$1,735, Touring Shell as single 
kayak -$1,360. Order directly for 
free shipping. Or call for more infor- 
mation and dealers. 

Wing Systems P.O. Box 568, Dept. 2A3 
Oyster Bay, NY 11771 
For orders, (516) 922-2656 Collect 

Solid Spruce — Ash 
Spoon - Blade - Oval Shaft Oars 

76” - 8’. 8'6" - 9’ - 9'6" - 9'9” 

free brochure contact: 

Water Power Products 

RR 1, LaHave, Lunenburg Co, Nova ScotiaBOR 1C0 

PH: (902) 688-2351 

ON DISPLAY 
INDOORS 

LOTS OF 

PRE-OWNED 
SAILBOATS 

a 
> ee 7 

I 

COM PAC 16, 19, 23, 27 
PRECISION 15, 18, 21, 23, 27 

O'DAY DAYSAILER 3 - O'DAY 240 
POINT JUDE 16 - SCOUT 11 
SAILING CANOES & DINGHIES 

FERNALD'S 
RT. 1A NEWBURY, MASS. 01961 

(508) 465-0312 

HAPPENINGS 
KAYAK ROLLING & RESCUE 
COURSES 

Avid sea kayaker Mark 
Blaquiere of Ipswich, MA, will be 
offering classes in eskimo rolling 
and sea kayak rescues this winter. 
A $40 fee covers six classes, twice 

a week over a three week period. 
The classes will be held in Dan- 
vers, MA. For’ details, Mark 

Blaquiere, 100 Mitchell Rd. Ip- 
swich, MA 01938, (508) 356-1697. 
GRR ame Sen it pam ea Ae ne ET 

SCHOONER "ADVENTURE" COURSE 
The North Shore Community 

College Gloucester, MA, Extension 
Center will hold a 6 session class 
on the schooner "Adventure", be- 

ginning April 2nd at the Gloucester 
High School and on_ board the 
schooner. Further information at 

(508) 922-NSCC. 
Ea a ne EE EES POE SET EE OE ER EE LE 

DODGE MORGAN TO SPEAK AT 
CONNECTICUT RIVER MUSEUM 

Solo circumnavigator Dodge 
Morgan will be the featured speaker 
at the Connecticut River Museum's 
winter lecture series fundraiser on 

February lst, at the John Winthrop 
Junior High School in Deep River, 
CT. Admission of $7.50 is for the 
benefit of the Museum. Further in- 
formation or tickets from the Muse- 
um at (203) 767-8269. 
peepee a PIS ENE SEES TT ELT CE CEE TE IT 

WOODEN BOAT SCHOOL 
The 1991 Wooden Boat School 

doesn't begin until June 9th, but if 
you might be interested in what's 
offered this summer, request a cat 
alog from them at P.O. Box 78, 

Brooklin, ME 04616, (207) 359-4651. 
Director Rich Hilsinger’ reports 
that they've extended some courses 
from one to two weeks for added 
in-depth instruction and added sev- 
eral new ones, on the water and in 

the shop. 
EET SO ORD A SNES TIN EE ESE 

SPIRIT OF MASSACHUSETTS 
"EDVENTURES" 

The 125' schooner replica, 
"Spirit of Massachusetts" will be in 
the Caribbean through February do- 
ing weekly "Edventure" cruises. 
The shipboard cost is $700 per per- 
son, up to 20 "edventurers" can be 
accommodated on each cruise. 
Further information from New Eng- 

land Historic Seaport at (617) 
242-1414. 
(eames a ee a SS 

K.C. CRUMP ANTIQUE BOAT 

FESTIVAL 
The Third annual Antique & 

Classic Boat Festival at the K.C. 
Crump Restaurant in Homosassa 
Springs, Florida, takes place Feb- 

ruary 8-10th, sponsored by _ the 
Florida Sunnyland Chapter of the 
Antique & Classic Boat Society. 
Further information from Ron Hicks 
at (813) 923-8684. 

SHIP MODELS AT MUSEUM OF FINE 
ARTS 

"The Age of Sail: Ship Models 
and Marine Arts" is the title of an 
exhibition of superb ship models 
and related marine art and wood 

carvings that is now running, 
through March 10th, at the Museum 
of Fine Arts in Boston. The models 

date from the late seventeenth cen- 

tury to the early nineteenth, with 
merchant vessels from the nine- 

teenth century, such as_ Donald 
McKay's famed "Flying Cloud" fea- 
tured. Further information from the 
Publicity Department at (617) 
267-9300, ext. 446. 
ST TES Sa TER EEE SD, 

CONSTITUTION MODEL SHIP SHOW 
The U.S.S. Constitution Model 

Shipwright Guild has scheduled its 
annual juried show from February 
11th through March 17th, at the 
Hull Room on the second deck of 
the Constitution Museum in the old 
Charlestown Navy Yard in Boston. 
Further information from Ed Arini 
at (617) 776-8359. 
LEER EE AS SNE EE EL CED 

NEW NAME AT CLAYTON 
The Thousand Islands 

Shipyard Museum in Clayton, NY, 
has changed its name to the An- 
tique Boat Museum, to establish in 
name what it has become in fact, a 

national, not just eastern, museum 

of antique boats. No longer should 
its name confuse anyone as to its 
purpose. 

Several new boats have been 
added to the collection. "This" and 
"That", two old launches originally 
built for George Boldt and later 

owned by Ed Noble, were donated 

by Jim Lewis ("This") and Bob Cox 
("That"). Paul Schoellkopf present- 
ed the Museum with his very rare 
1928 Chris Craft 30' triple cockpit 
runabout. Frank and June 
Augsbury donated "Minnie", a 1905 
Lozier torpedo stern 5hp_ motor 
launch. And Robert O'Brien pre- 
sented us with his 1905 X-Cello 26! 
runabout, one of only three left 
extant. 

Information on our 1991 sched- 

ule of events and exhibits is avail- 
able on request. The Antique Boat 
Museum, 750 Mary St., Clayton, NY 
13624. 
ES ORR RE SR ES ED 

THE STEAMBOATER'S HANDBOOK 

Bill Mueller of "Steamboating" 
Magazine has just announced the 

publication of "The Steamboater's 
Handbook", a 500 page, 8-1/2"x11" 
book described as the "most com- 
prehensive manual ever assembled 
for the live steamboat enthusiast." 
The 2-1/2 pound tome sells for 
$38.50 plus shipping. Detailed fly- 
er from "Steamboating", Rt. 1, Box 
262, Middlebourne, WV 26149, (304) 
386-4434. 



NEW DIRECTOR FOR MAINE ISLAND 
TRAIL 

The Maine Island Trail will go 
into 1991 under new direction, with 
the resignation at the end of 1990 
of Trail founder and _ organizer 
Dave Getchell, Sr. Cate Cronin of 
Kennebunkport has been appointed 
Director and Karen Stimpson of 
Portland assumes the newly created 
position of Trail Keeper. Cate was 
the captain and program director of 
the Hudson River sloop 
"Clearwater" for five years, fol- 

lowed by a stint as program direct- 
or for the schooner "Bowdoin". 
Karen will operate from her live- 
aboard motor vessel "Juniata" out 
of Portland. 

Founder Dave Getchell, Sr. 

has the following commentary about 

the changes facing MITA: 
"This is a significant time for 

the Maine Island Trail Association. 
A new Trail Director, Cate Cronin, 

will be taking over an expanded 
operation at the beginning of the 
new year, and she will be assured 
of additional field support by a 
full-time Trail Keeper next sum- 
mer, Karen Stimpson. And_ they 
will have plenty to do. There are 
solid indications that we will have 
access to 40 or more private islands 
in 1991 in addition to about the 
same number of publicly owned is- 
lands. The increasing opportunities 
and responsibilities place a size- 
able stewardship committment on 
the MITA staff and members, and it 
is our obligation in this respect 
that prompts my comments. 

During the first year of 
MITA's existence, all of the field 

work was done with my boat, motor 
and trailer. Our second and third 
seasons saw the addition of a boat 

obtained through a very generous 

purchase agreement with Lund Am- 

erica, a big Minnesota boat manu- 
facturer. In effect, Lund loaned us 
a new boat each season with the 
understanding we would sell it in 
the autumn and pay for it at that 
time. We did this for two seasons, 

but it gave me the added duty of 
becoming a boat salesman. It also 
meant that when a second boat was 
needed, I had to bring my own into 

service again. 
Among the key 

recommendations I made to the Is- 
land Institute Board of Directors at 
the end of my work as Trail Direc 
tor was that two complete boat rigs 
be purchased outright so that MITA 
could be assured of having these 
critical tools always at hand. I al- 
so said I believed the membership 
would go a long way in helping to 

raise the $10,000 needed to buy and 
equip with motors and trailers two 
18' Lund Alaskans, a boat model 
that has proven ideal for Maine is- 
land work. 

All of which is to ask if you 
will join Dorrie and me in contrib- 
uting to the MITA Boat Fund. If all 
of us kick in with a generous do- 
nation, the MITA boat problem will 
be solved, and we will be able to 
admire as "ours" these two hand- 
some boats in action during the 

1991 season. Send your donation to 

the MITA Boat Fund, 60 Ocean St., 
Rockland, ME 04841. 

Many thanks for your continu- 
ing support. It has meant a great 

deal to me and our unusual Associ- 
ation during these important build- 
ing years." 

David R. Getchell, 
Advisory Committee. 

Sr., MITA 
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STRAWBERY BANKE BOATBUILDING 
CLASS 

Construction of the flat iron 
skiff "Susan" will be the focus for 
a 10 week boatbuilding course at 
Strawbery Banke Museum in Ports- 
mouth, NH, starting February 2nd, 

on Saturdays from 9 a.m. to 5 p.m. 
Ned Toll, the Museum's. resident 
boatbuilder will instruct up to sev- 
en students working on two boats. 
Tuition is $340. Further informa- 
tion from the Museum at (603) 
433-1100. 

AREY'S 
COURSES 

Tony Davis, who operated the 

boatshop for New England Historic 
Seaport in the old Charlestown 
Navy Yard in Boston, and taught 
boatbuilding courses there, has 

purchased the Arey's Pond Boatyard 
in South Orleans, Massachusetts, 
on Cape Cod. He is offering one 

POND BOATBUILDING 

course at his new shop this com- 
ing March. 

"Building a 9' Arno Day Skiff" 
starts in March, and runs for 8 
Saturdays at a cost of $500, with 
the completed skiff offered to a 
class member for an _ additional 
$500. 

Information at (508) 255-0994. 
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MYSTIC NAVIGATION CLASSES 
Mystic Seaport Museum's win- 

ter/spring navigation classes have 
already begun in January, but go 

on into April with a variety of 
courses at various individual fees 
ranging from $25 to $220. The Jan- 
uary Basic Celestial Navigation 
Course repeats in February starting 
on the 19th, so you haven't actual- 
ly missed out on any. Other cours- 
es include Coastal Navigation, 
Loran-C, Applied Meteorology, Nav- 
Star GPS, and Radar. An intensive 
three-day seminar on Basic Celesti- 
al Navigation is scheduled for 
April 19-21. Information from Mys- 
tic Seaport Planetarium at (203) 
972-0711, ext. 397. 

MAINE MARITIME'S WINTER SEASON 
Maine Maritime Museum in 

Bath, Maine, will present several 
series of lectures and workshops 
throughout the coming winter. De- 
tails and prices charged on all are 
available from the Museum, 243 

Washington St., Bath, ME 04530, 

(207) 443-1316. Remaining programs 
are the following: 

February 13. Sounds 

Sea Concert with Dick Swain. 

February 20. "You Can tell a 
Sailmaker by the Cut of His Jib" 
with Nat Wilson. 

of the 

February 26. "Maine Islands" 
with Philip Conklin. 

February 27 & 28. Marine 
Carving Workshop with Greg 
Fisher. 

March 2. "Our Future is Now" 
with Governor John McKernan, Jr. 

March 23. Boat Design & The- 
ory Workshop with Carroll Lowell. 

March 27. "Tea & Trade" with 

Jean Weber. 

April 24. "Sounds of the Sea" 
concert with Tom Callinan and Don 
Sineti. 

May 15. "Lighthouses Come in 
All Different Shapes and _ Sizes" 
with Kenneth Black. 
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Bob Booth was right. That island was a 
great place to camp, away from rumble of a 
neighboring Winnebago’ generator or, worse 
yet, thenoise of his TV set. That’s the stuff we 
were trying to get away from. 

Instead we got the lonesome cry of a 
loon wafting across a still mountain lake, 
echoing off the tall, still mountains thatloomed 
a pale blue-gray in the mist. 

I called Bob right after the park ranger 
told me yes, we would need a reservation to 
camp there, and no, there were no spaces left. 
After that, I figured that I had betterreserve a 
canoe, too, if we planned on paddling like 
Elizabeth, the 11-year-old, had requested. 
Bob said yes, we’d need to reserve a canoe, 
and yes, he had anice big one forus and where 
were we going to stay? Didn’t know, I said, 
we’d just look around once we got up there. 

Well, Bob explained, Long Island (one 
without expressways), out in the middle of 
Blue Mountain lake was a great place to 
camp. It is on a canoe trail on the way to 
another camp on Raquette Lake. Privately 
owned, the owner allows overnight camping 
because he’s either crazy, just plain nice, ora 
real traditionalist, since there has been a canoe 
trail there for along, long time. He was right. 
It even had a pit toilet, to be a little civilized 
for the girls. Itis well policed, too. We stayed 
two nights, and I was politely reminded that 
the policy is to allow only overnightcamping, 
this year. 

We wanted to be sure of a space, so we 
came up Friday and had our choice of sites. 
Wechose one with a giant 6' rock right behind 
the fire (Look-Out Rock, it was dubbed). One 
had to be a junior mountain climber to make 
it to the top, but that’s just what Susan, the 7- 
year-old, did. Acanoeing couple came in and 
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camped on the other side of the point just 
before dark, but we didn’t even know they 
were there until we saw them the next morn- 
ing. They had come the nine miles from 
Raquette Lake, an “easy paddle” for them. 

Thursday had been a beautiful day in 
Jersey, sunny and warm with a clearness to 
the air. The forecast for the weekend was 
excellent, with only the “possibility” of a 
storm. One of the fellows I work with is a 
Saranac Laker. He said, “better get up there 
tomorrow and enjoy that good weather” and 
“summer only comes once a year, better take 
advantage of it.” I was thinking, my girls are 
only young once, and I better take advantage 
of it. Leaving work at 5:00 PM, I got to bed 
in Plymouth, NY by midnight. Up at 6:30, I 
picked up the girls at Grandma’s for break- 
fast. Their mom was visiting her mom in 
California, so it was just us three. Well, 
actually four, the girls’ cousin (an in-between 
9-year-old) joined us. She had gone camping 
with us last year and was willing tocome back 
for more. 

We quickly got mobilized, rolling out of 
town just beforenoon. We rolled pasthouses, 
farms and fields, just like the song says, as we 
sang our way up through the hills into the real 
mountains of the north woods. Not breaktak- 
ingly high (literally), like the ones out west, 
but still pretty presentable ones when you are 
down in the valley looking up. I negotiated 
my way past the water slides in Old Forge 

Gust like they showed on TV, Daddy), into the 
wild stuff up Route 28. 

The boat livery was easy to find, it being 
right at the curve of the lake where the road 
dips down to touch the water. Bob is a jolly, 
fun sort thatcheered up the girls as he matched 
paddles to people sizes. And it sure helped 

that he also owned the general store (that his 
brother-in-law runs for him). We stocked up 
on natural juices and enjoyed a deli sandwich 
while sitting on their back porch, perched 
high above the sky-blue mountain lake. Not 
blue blue, but sky blue, the way a western 
mountain bluebird is blue when it lands in a 
tuft of wildflowers high in a mountain 
meadow. 

You can tell truly experienced canoe 
campers like us by our bedrolls and drygoods 
scientifically wrapped in dark brown garbage 
sacks. We musthave made quite a sight as we 
crossed to the island, what with mounds of 
brown lumps heaped around blonde little 
Susan sitting queen-like in her center canoe 
chair and twoof us flailing away with paddles 
at the ends of her canoe. 

Elizabeth was the smartone of the bunch 
as she easily cruised atop the waves in her 
light ,;white, double paddle canoe. Steve 
Wilce out in Winters, CA would have been 
surprised to see the prototype of his “moon- 
beam” canoe on that eastern mountain lake. 
At less than 20 pounds, it seemed perfectly 
matched to Elizabeth’s size and weight. What 
is it that our friend, John DeLapp, says is the 
secret of success to his light rowing boats? 
Match the size and weight of the boat to the 
person using it (see last quarter’s Traditional 
Small Craft Association’s Quarterly for his 
daughter, Lauren, in an 111/2 footer of about 
the same weight). 

Suffice it to say that we found the island, 
made camp and paddled right back the next 
morning to goclimb the Blue Mountain itself. 
Bob promised not to rent our canoes while we 
were gone, so we parked them there, hopped 
in our Jeep wagon and drove to the trailhead, 
just up from the Adirondack Museum. We 



climbed out of the Jeep and squished around 
in our wet boat shoes amongst all the trendies 
getting out of their Saabs and Preludes. They 
all had L.L. Bean outfits on, complete with 
lug soled boots. I asked, “how long a walk is 
this?” “The trail guide calls it out as a four- 
hour climb,” was the reply. “Oh, best take 
lunch,” says I, as I picked up our six-pack 
cooler filled with peanut butter and jelly 
sandwiches and squished on up the trail be- 
hind my crew, which had scampered off ahead 
of me. 

That trail guide was right. It was a good 
twohours up that mountain, and the operative 
word was “up.” We wheezed our way up, the 
girls’ little legs just making it, and my old 
ones getting wobbly. If I did it again, I think 
I'd leave that cooler in the Jeep. It did get 
mighty heavy before the summit. But those 
sandwiches and cool juices did taste mighty 
good when we made it to the top. 

Once there we climbed the fire tower. It 
was hazy, so the view was limited, but we 
were above the tree line. We thought we’d 
really done something, but when we got to 
talking to the Fire Warden, we found that he 
hikes up that mountain every day to get to 
work, from late May to October. It was tough 
getting down, too. We wore out two pairs of 
old boat shoes, and we all slept pretty soundly 
that night, storm or no storm. 

The paddle back against a breeze was 
stiff, but we made it. Cousin Chery did a great 
job of bow paddling us into the wind. On the 
point of the island, the girls found long, black 
tailfeathers the sentry crows had shed. They 
immediately stuck a few in their braids and I 
in my hat. With due apologies to geography 
and the Iroquis, we called ourselves the Crow 
tribe, and cruised the area for dry sticks for 
our evening fire. The supper of hot dogs and 
macaroni and cheese was a hit for the second 
straight night and the fire cozy as it reflected 
back off that big rock. We read our chapter of 
“The Curlytops at Cherry Hill Farm” and all 
dozed off, hearing the loons call in the night. 

We broke camp in the morning after 
coffee, cereal and milk, accent on the coffee. 
We packed again in our now holey garbage 
sacks and paddled off. Fortunately, Elizabeth 
tipped over in the Moonbeam (we call ours 
“Egret’”’) before we left, so we could change 
her into dry clothes. She then did a great job 
of stern paddling/steering the big canoe back 
across the lake. I hada great time in the tiddly, 
but fast, double paddle canoe. 

Sunday, the last day, was museum day. 
If you go, see the movie. It was great. It is 
current, topical and a great introduction to the 
rest of the museum. The shots of the modern 
guide rowing a guideboat as he talks of the 
mountains is great. The guideboat collection 
is excellent. Of course, that is its native 
territory. Three passed us out on the lake as 

LIGHTWEIGHT CARTOP 

FIBERGLASS CANOES 
MICMAC 13" x 32" - 40 LB. 

SEA KAYAKS 
CASPIAN SEAL 16.5 x 24" - 38 LB. 

DUCK BOATS 
CAPE DUCKER« 9 x<40"5-..55.] &. 

Designed by small craft designer/sports 

man, Bart Hauthaway- Featured in "Field 

& Stream” anc "National Fisherman". 

CAL-TEK ENGINEERING 
P.O. Box 202, Kingston, MA 02364 

(617) 585-5666 

we were coming in. Passed us like we were 
standing still, that is. One guy is going torow 
the intercoastal to Florida, starting in Septem- 
ber. He tried to sell us a tee shirt to sponsor 
him. I hope he knows about the gnats in 
Georgia. 

After inspecting the locomotives, old 
log hotels and my favorite, an old diner made 
from a trolley car, we collapsed into our own 
car and headed downhill. It was a great 
weekend ina great place. The clear mountain 
air after the night’s storm made the ride home 
a treat, but I couldn’t convince the girls to 
climb back up that mountain for the view. 

For your canoe, call Bob Booth at the 

se Cape Cod’s 
FPN Nautical 

é as Book Shop 
a a 

USED, OUT-OF-PRINT, & RARE 
NAUTICAL BOOKS 

COLUMBIA TRADING COMPANY 
504 Main Street (Route 6A) 

At the corner of Meadow Lane 

West Barnstable, MA 02668 

| OPEN SHOP (508) 362-8966 | 

Blue Mountain Canoe Lake Livery at (518) 
352-7351 and don’t miss his root beer floats 
at the general store. For information about the 
museum, call (518) 352-7650. If you want to 
stay in something other than a tent, call the 
Potter’s Resort and stay in a cabin just across 
the road from the lake. They even serve meals 
for the totally relaxed. There’s a Center for 
the Arts, too. We passed by when acellist was 
practicing for the night’s performance. For 
information on this and other items, like the 
nearby State Parks, write the Blue Mountain 
Lake Association, Blue Mountain Lake, NY 
12812. Great fun. 

Bill Rutherford 

Traditional Canoe 
Enthusiasts... 

join the Wocden Canoe Heritage 
Association, a non-profit membership 
association devoted to preserving. studying, 
building, restoring and using wooden, wood & 
canvas end 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 

P.O. Box 226 
Blue Mountain Lake, N.Y. 12812 



By Ed McCabe, Director 
Hull Lifesaving Museum rowing program 

At the request of the management of The 
Times, this writer will try to recount some of the 
adventures of the Lifesaving Museum’s globe- 
trotting rowing crews as they took American 
culture and style to the people of Holland. 
The sheer volume of experiences on this last 

trip, taken in mid-August, demands a serialized 
version, but by dissecting the various moments, 
and by encouraging the other crew members to do 
a bit of writing themselves, we can perhaps bring 
a bit of the scope of this last trip back home for 
those people who have supported Hull crews over 
the last decade. 
To put the trip in a historical perspective, we 

met the Dutch crews two years ago in France 
during the Douarnenez ’88 Festival, where we 
were representing the U.S. at the 2nd Atlantic 
Challenge. The Dutch rowers were there for the 
larger rowing events and had nothing to do with 
Atlantic Challenge itself. As we plugged into 
races in the smaller boats-such as the 
D’Aboville and Scilly Island gigs-we found that 
the recurring opponents were always groups of 
big, blond, robust young men and women from 
various cities in Holland. 

If you are like many of us, your concept of Hol- 
land and the Dutch is fairly myopic. Visions of 
windmills and quaint Campbell-soup kids in 
weird wooden shoes, fields of tulips and other 
equally vague images are the sum total of the 
your view. 

Picture our surprise when groups of 20- and 
21-year-old “hard-bodies” in flashy uniforms beat 
us up badly over a race course and then rushed 
up to whisk us away to their post-race party so 
they could try out their near-perfect English on 
us and catch up on the most modern American 
idiom. 
Perhaps what was the most impressive aspect 

of these young men and women was their 
sportsmanship and sense of fair play. Of all of 
the people that we encountered in France in 
1988, the Dutch were some of the the most 
memorable. 
Since that time, we have received numerous 

invitations from them to journey to Holland and 
join them in one or more of their races. They 
ranged from inner city events in the canals of 
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Amsterdam to wilderness races off the coast. 
Funding and organizational problems always 
prevented us taking them up on these offers, but 
we developed a rather strong long-distance rela- 
tionship with them which culminated in our 
taking them up on the opportunity to race and 
row during their tall ship event, SAIL90. 
With that in mind, we gathered together two 

crews, one men’s, one women’s, to make the trip. 
We entered into the effort with a clear picture 
in our minds of those young people we met in 
1988. In essence, they were not the high-school- 
age crews from’ the museum’s various programs, 
nor were they the collection of geezers that tend 
to come out of the adult crews. The closest anal- 
ogy would be a big, healthy, college-age type 
rower, coming off their normal season and gear- 
ing up for a national event in which they would 
figure prominently. 
Never a group to be daunted, and quite frankly 

being interested in learning firsthand how they 
run their version of the sport, we began the pro- 
cess of gathering together representative rowers 
from this area who could bring the lessons 
learned in Holland back to greater Boston. 
The women’s crew was a collaboration between 

the crews from Chelsea who row out of the Mu- 
seum’s Navy Yard site and the crews from Hull. 
Midway through the season, as they shuttled 
back and forth between the two sites to accom- 
modate each others’ schedules, they became the 
“Chullsea” crew. The ages of that crew ranged 
from 14 to 32 with a core of teenaged women of 
incredible national diversity. Patty and Elena 
Magana, age 14 and 16, who grew up in El Sal- 
vador and Din Din Lo, 18, who came from main- 
land China, and Miriam Wolfe, 16, 
from Hull, rounded out the youth segment, 
bringing their enthusiasm and chutzpa to the 
older women’s strength. 
The men’s crew was a conglomerate of decrepit 

seniors in their 40s trying desperately to regain 
their lost youth, and doing so with the help of 
people like Paul Noonan of Cambridge, 15, Frank 
Townsend and Lou Keating of Hull, age 18 and 
23 respectively, and Leno Melo from the Azores 
and Somerville, veteran of two such ventures, 
New York in ’86 and France in '88, age 22. 
The problem with these disparate crews is al- 

ways how to gather together to practice often: 

AS 

enough to meld together into a working unit. 

The crucible for both groups was the Blackburn 
Challenge this year in Gloucester. Both crews 
used that monstrous race to hone themselves to 
the point that they could travel to a foreign land 
and a strange batch of cultural traditions, to 
different boats and different rules, to unusual 
waters and strange faces, and to be as adaptable 
as possible. The idea was not so much to be a 
championship-winning crew—there were few 
illusions about breaking the “home court advan- 
tage”—but rather to offer to the Dutch a re- 
spectable view of American rowers and what 
they are capable of doing under duress. 
We went to learn the Dutch way of doing 

things and to bring it back home and weave it 
into our systems. 

Upon walking out of the Central Station, di- 
rect from the plane, we were confronted by fa- 
miliar, if a bit older, faces from the Dutch crews 
of ’88. 

Kees (pronounced case), the coach and mentor 
of the Amsterdam crews, is the athletic director 
of ETS, a national technical school vaguely 
similar to MIT. He was our host and the coordi- 
nator of the entire event in Amsterdam. He 
brought René and Erna, each a member of the 
men’s and women’s team from France. They took 
their respective crews under their wings and 
traveled to the sites where they would live. The 
men’s team went to an inner city campsite, 
"Jimi’s,” built on a lake on the edge of the city. It 
had a swimming beach, kayaks, sailboats and 
boards and a small restaurant and was a short 
tram ride from downtown. 
The women’s crew traveled by bus to a village 

just outside of the city, on the edge of an enor- 
mous dyke called Monnikadam. They lived in 
two apartments in the midst of homes built on 
reclaimed land. 
We met that evening and were presented with 

two lovely old rowing boats, purported to be well 
over 100 years old. To say they were antiques was 
to take nothing from them. 
Though their scantlings or dimensions were 

from a different age than modern fiberglass 
boats, they were well founded and as seaworthy a 
boat as we were ever in. The very first thing we 
did was to take off into the star-lit canal to “eat 
Chinese.” Amsterdam is all man-made. It is a 



series of concentric half circles, three streets and 
a canal, three more streets and another canal, ad 
infinitum, ad nauseam. There are a maze of in- 
terconnecting canals that allow you to travel by 
water as easily as by land, if you know the way. 
Both our boats had a guide, but we still had to 

learn how to fit through tiny—and we do mean 
tiny—arched bridges that spanned the canals 
constantly. The boats with oars extended could 
only occasionally fit between the walls of the 
arches and so we had to learn to “slip” or draw 
the oars parallel to the sides of the boat on one or 
both sides, slide under the bridge and swing 
them back out to regain momentum. 

It was a matter of great honor for the coxswain 
to call for a slip at the very last moment to as- 
sure maximum momentum through the bridge. 
This was not a big issue until we were racing 
through the canals, side by side with another 
crew, but the pressure from the “bow oar” or first 
person through the bridge to the cox began right 
away. 
A cocky bow oar would continue rowing as 

many strokes as possible if the cox called a slip 
too soon and then would look back with total 
contempt to the conservative cox. Of course, the 
same or worse would result if the cox called the 
slip too late as both sides would smash the walls 
of the bridge arch, whacking themselves and 
slewing the boat around. 

For a cox with only the wide-open spaces of 
Boston Harbor to contend with before, this was a 
nightmare. It was not mitigated by the absolute 
lack of sympathy from the Amsterdam crews, 
who roared off into the night laughing at the 
klutzy Americans who thought they were so hot. 

Miles later and much wiser, we limped into a 
superb Chinese restaurant to share a 40-person 
feast that healed all wounds. Then on full stom- 
aches we retraced our steps to watch the fire- 
works from the boats in the shadow of the na- 
tional Maritime Museum. 

It became fairly clear to us that our hosts, the 
folks from ETS, the Electrotrechnische School of 
Amsterdam, would be superbly hospitable right 
up to, but not including, the loan of their fast 
boat, the bright yellow Trochdriuwer. 
They treated that boat like it was their collec- 

tive eldest child, and putting it in the hands of a 
bunch of New-World barbarians was simply not 
in the cards. We were often invited to row it 
with them, but never to drive. In turn, the 
twelve-oared cutter that we did use was more 
than adequate, particularly when we saw some of 
the other boats in the circuit. 
The Dutch have made a very definite decision 

to go the extra distance to preserve the tradi- 
tional designs of their boats. This was fairly in- 
dicative of their attitudes in general. I only be- 
gan to make sense of the Dutch as I flew over 
Holland on my way home. At 10,000 feet, it be- 
came very clear that every square inch of that 
country was created from a well thought out 
scheme. There is not a single bit of extraneous 
land, no waste, nothing that was not thought 
out well in advance. 
From the air you can see how they wrested the 

land from the sea, square yard by square yard. 
Since everything was thought out consciously, it 
stands to reason that the original design, if still 
standing, must be correct. Thus, why change it? 
The same held true for boat design. If it was 

good enough for the mariners of long ago, then 
let it be. As the whole experience played out, 
there certainly was some very sound logic to 
this. 
We forget, with our never-ending “pioneer 

spirit,” that we are an embryonic society. These 
people go back, as a nation, 1,000 years and as a 
race, much further. Basically, they have done 
everything and need only maintain the status 
quo. This is a long-winded way of explaining why 
they don’t have hot-shot, carbon-fibre boats, but 

it did take us a while to make sense of them giv- 
ing us a 125-year-old boat and expecting us to be 
thrilled about it. 
At any rate, as we roared through the night 

racing head to head down the Amster River 
through tiny bridge arches and long-abandoned 
locks, we soon found that although the ETS boat 
had a decided advantage over us, we could, with 
a full measure of “chutzpa” and a lot of wiliness, 
give them a run for their money. 
The Dutch have a rather somber approach to 

the racing game. They row steadily, with few 
commands and a sort of teeth-gritting determi- 
nation. Our approach was much more passion- 
ate. The cox in the American boat plays upon 
the come from behind, underdog sort of temper- 
ament that appeals to us so much, squeezing out 
little victories and hanging on to an opponent 
like a terrier on a tiger. 
Their team and ours would get to a particular 

bridge at the same time and as we entered 
different arches, we’d power up to appear on the 

other side first and shake up the Dutch, who 
continually had to respond to a never-ending se- 
ries of new challenges. It was somewhat akin to 
the Butch Cassidy/Sundance Kid quandary 
when each time they looked around, the guy with 
the straw hat was still there. I picture the per- 
plexed Dutch saying, “Are they still there? Row 
harder.” 

At least I hope they felt that way. Inevitably, 
the extra high gear of the ETS boat would squeak 
out the win, but Lord knows, we had ’em worried. 
On the first day of official competition, our 

men’s crew was slated to race a series of “sprint” 
races. The women’s crew had only eight rowers 
and we were unable to come up with five extra 
women for the race, so theoretically, this was a 
men’s crew event. Moments before the start, a 
mixed crew of men and women from Rotterdam 
showed up, and since another crew had backed 
out at the last moment, they jumped in. We 
knew this would tick off the women’s crew, but by 
then it was a fait accompli. 
We raced in simply enormous Navy cutters 

that | am sure were used as a form of corporal 
punishment for recalcitrant sailors in lieu of 
getting lashed at the gratings, but having the 
advantage of being equally miserable to all com- 
petitors. In addition, we switched boats and oars 
at each of three races to assure that if there was 
a particular dog, no one crew would get stuck 
with it. 
The course was a straight line, about 300 me- 

ters from a bridge near the central station to the 
National Maritime Museum. 

Since we had only an even dozen rowers and 
needed all our strength just to move the beast, 
we enlisted Erna, the women’s coxswain, to drive 
our boat. Erna was one of Kees’ (pronounced case, 
coach of the Amsterdam teams) old rowers who 
had never really coxed before the last couple of 
nights with the women, and who certainly had 
never coxed a high-octane race like a sprint. 

For the first we lined uv in between the two 

Dutch boats and when the gun went off, we no- 
ticed that we were drifting into Kees’ boat. That 
struck us as weird as he certainly would steer a 
straight course and we queried Erna if perhaps 
she was moving diagonally across lanes. It oc- 
curred to us that perhaps the finish line was 
staggered and that we were rowing too far but 
she assured us that was not the case. It was 
quite academic, for the ETS crew beat us quite 
soundly by a boatlength of open water over that 
short course. 
The idea that Kees was outfoxing us persisted, 

but the margin of victory in the first round was 
such that we were fairly discouraged. 
The second round put us on the outside with 

Kees in the middle lane and we tried to talk 
Erna into steering at an angle to shorten the 
course in response to the perceived stagger of the 

course. She persisted that it could not be true 
that Kees was trying to outfox us but I think the 
seed of doubt was planted. In this round, we very 
nearly took them. 

I am not sure who was more surprised, us or 
them, as we were in the fight—but for a 
momentary stumble or “crab” that lost us a few 
feet. The trick with any boat is to get it up to 
“hull speed”—its maximum speed—and keep it 
there without mistakes. Any crew can get a boat 
moving to its maximum. It takes a mature crew 
to hold it there under duress. Fo see us within a 
few feet at the finish energized us and seemed to 
shake up the “hard-bodies” of the Dutch crew. 

After the second round, Erna came to me and 
allowed that she thought that maybe we were 
right about the course and asked what we would 
suggest. Since, officially, the Dutch boys already 
had their best two out of three, the final round 
was simply for pride. 
We gave Erna a new heading to shoot for and 

told her not to worry, but to only think of 
outfoxing the fox. I noticed a good deal of quiet 
determination among our crew members as we 
waited for the last race, with the normally bois- 
terous group quietly working on their equipment, 
in now the third boat of the series. They knew 
that they could take this one. 

Personally, as a rower, I tend to block out and 
detach from pain. In an endurance sport it helps 
to be able to rise out of your body and look down 
dispassionately at the poor bugger suffering in 
that seat. My own memories of the last race are 
quite foggy, but I do remember out of my periph- 
eral vision the ETS boat getting off to a good 
start, with a seat or two lead in the first 100 
meters, and then seeing them drop slowly and 
quite inexorably backwards to where I, in the 
sternmost seat in the boat, could see most of 
their crew beside or behind me. 

There was no time to gloat or even enjoy that 
as the race proceeded, for the tiniest mistake 
would spell disaster and I was quite certain that 
if anyone screwed up, it would not be me. | guess 
everyone else was thinking the same sort of 
thing. As we rowed well past the finish line, the 
skewed finish line, to assure we didn’t make any 
mistakes, the first question was “Did they give 
that one to us?” No one could believe that we 
squeaked one out on them. My only response was 
to point to the faces of the Dutch rowers and ask 
if they looked like they gave that one up. 
The celebration ensued. 
As I mentioned in last week’s article, we had 

no illusions about the potential of going over to 
the unusual waters of Holland and walking 
away with some sort of TV-movie victory. The 
odds were altogether too much in the home 
team’s favor. What the Hull crew did was pound 
out a good deal of respect from these fine young 
Dutchmen, and that was sufficient. 

The next test would be the 31-kilometer race 
from Marken. Here also the young women’s 
team, who came to Holland expecting a whole 
other sort of competition, would find themselves 
tested well beyond what they ever could have 
imagined. 
But that would be tomorrow and the delights 

of Amsterdam awaited tonight. 

Before the most recent dyke was constructed 
within the last 50 years, Marken was an island 
populated by fishermen who plied -the inland 
waters of Holland and probably fed much of the 
nearby city of Amsterdam. The operational word 
here is “nearby.” When one has to row that dis- 
tance against the wind in a 2000-lb., 100-year- 
old boat, the distance takes on new relevance. 
Marken today, like everything else about Hol- 

land, is meticulously laid out with a keyhole 
harbor, cafés facing the brick quay, a small, red- 
tile-roofed Lifesaving Station and a population 
of people wearing exactly the clothing that your 
long-ago fantasy of Dutch people wore—broad, 
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short pants and weskits for the men, multiple- 

layered skirts and aprons with a lace wimple for 
the women. 
Although I saw no wooden shoes, which are 

incredibly uncomfortable, they did wear brogues 
of sorts. The impression I got was very upsetting, 
because these people took their formerly isolated 
and appropriate lifestyle totally seriously. They 
are no less dignified than the Amish or the 
Hassidim. The sight of tourists in Reeboks and 
Vaurnets putting their arms around these 
lovely people in their 60s and 70s was quite up- 
setting, as was the midnight raucous songfests 
from the ancient taverns now populated by vis- 
iting sailboats. The incongruity, coupled with 
the community's need to make a living, was 
quite striking. 

Kees, our host (and coach of the Amsterdam 
rowers) moved to Marken 10 years ago and re- 
stored one of the homes. Formerly, before the 
control of the inland sea, the wooden houses were 
up on pilings. When the threat of inundation 
ceased, the practical Dutch bricked in the foun- 
dation, leaving the pilings in place, and created 
three-storied homes out of two. 
Kees restored an old house, married and begat 

two beautiful girls, Nynke Lotte and Anne Kar- 
lijn. The natives still are cool to Kees and his 
wife, Monique, for they are from the world, but 

they easily accept the little girls, for they are 
native-born Markeners. 

It was into this compelling town that 15 
traditional rowing boats and 150 rowers de- 
scended on a brilliant windy morning in August. 
As mentioned before in this series, the Dutch 

rowing world has made a decision to actively 
protect the traditions and designs—as well as 
the actual boats—that make up their rich mar- 
itime history. In the rapidly burgeoning world of 
“fixed seat/open water” rowing, this could put 
them at a distinct disadvantage as epoxy-and- 
cedar pilot gigs and carbon-fibre oars begin to 
proliferate. Never a group to fall behind techno- 
logically, the Dutch maritime-academy folks 
tank-tested their boats, created a handicapping 
system not unlike modern yacht racing, and we 
found out that it worked. 
By working out the physics of the hull length, 

number of oars and shape of the bow, they found 
that they could fairly accurately send boats off 
in staggered starts, with the slower boats first 
and the faster ones later, and have the faster 
ones make up the difference over the course of 
the race so that at the finish it would come out 
even. 
With that in mind, the two greater-Boston 

crews, men’s and women’s, lined up to race 31 
kilometers—or about 15 miles—to the lock that 
protected Amsterdam from the sea. 

Start with a few assumptions. Our women’s 
crew had trained long and hard for short, high- 
intensity-skills races that the SAIL’90 people 
disallowed with one day’s notice. 
Aced out by a scheduling foul-up from the one 

sprint event, the very best opportunity to get 
their competitive time in was the Marken race. 
The analogy runs something like this, the two- 

mile relay team goes to the Olympics only to 
find that they can only race in the marathon. 
Quite a dilemma, particularly when half the 
crew is under 18 years of age and, quite frankly, 
freaked out by the prospect of three hours of un- 
relenting pain. 
We went to this event with very open minds 

cews in any format, and to squeeze a vacation in 
among these plans. 
The pain part hovered in the background al- 

ways, but leapt out when the morning of the 
Marken Race arrived. Those of us who have done 
such memorable rows as the Blackburn Chal- 
lenge, and incidentally sworn off that race for 
life, understand that one seldom dies in those 
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endeavors, but often relishes the, possibility. 

Nevertheless, the two crews boarded their re- 
spective boats with as good an attitude as possi- 
ble. The women’s eight-oared boat with Erna (a 
Dutch woman) coxing, was in the first wave, 
indicating that it was one of the slowest. 

The men’s crew was in the third of five waves. 
What follows is the men’s perspective. 
We sat in the shallows watching and cheering 

for the women’s crew as they lined up next to an 
enormous old lifeboat and watched with horror as 
the lifeboat proceeded to ram into the women on 
the first stroke. It’s tough to start off such an 
undertaking in anything other than a smooth, 
flawless manner, and as we watched an oar 
shatter and the boats lurch apart, our crew was 
speechless. 
We picked up the blade of the oar and were 

sure that it was one of the women’s, then re- 
membered they had no spare aboard. As we 
watched the heading out to the first mark, we 
began to formulate plans to make a flying pass of 
our spare oar if and when we passed them. The 
race course was quite similar to a race from the 
bayside of Hull out around the fist of the penin- 
sula.and down the length of the “arm” to the 
shoulder. Since there is little or no tide in the 
inland sea, the only issue we dealt with was 
wind. The major psychological hurdle was that 
most of the course was out in open water with no 

landmarks to give a feel for progress or speed. 
We lined up in our wave next to an enormous, 

ten-oared boat, the “Kromhout,” which meant 
something like “driftwood,” Off we went with a 
vengeance and we immediately began to “walk” a 
bit on the other boats. That helped a lot, but the 
feeling was short-lived. 
With a boat length or so lead,the race 

committee started signalling about a changed 
turning mark. By a complicated series of bilin- 
gual hand signals with the Kromhout’s cox, we 
determined a mutually satisfying turn, only to 
have the race committee change its mind. Sud- 
denly we both turned and our hard-won two- 
length lead became a two-length deficit. 
Then the true nature of the Dutch athlete 

showed itself. The Kromhout stopped rowing long 
enough to let us pull up next to them and the 
race began again. There’was much cheering 
among the crews and then off we went to cut 
each other’s throats. 

We made a long passage out to a lighthouse at 
the knuckle of the peninsula and found out the 
incredible drag of the long seaweed beds in the 
brackish inland water. Your oar would get sucked 
in and you would very nearly get sucked out. The 
Kromhout picked a somewhat better route and we 
were side by side for a mile or more. 
As we hit the light, the wind came around be- 

hind us for a while, our crew skated out about a 
hundred yards and we began to overtake a few of 
the first boats. In among us were a whole spate of 
the most luscious traditional Dutch sailboats, 
with their enormous russet gaff sails and the 
ubiquitous leeboards that allow Dutch sailors to 
travel in the very-most shallow water. Off in the 
haze behind us we saw the dreaded ETS crew in 
their yellow boat, meaning the last and fastest 
wave was off, and nowhere to be seen was our 
wounded sister crew. 

It was a very high-octane moment, that per- 
haps I, as coxswain, was the only one taking in. 
Part of the coxswain’s job is to relieve the rowers’ 
pain by constantly informing, entertaining and 
totally honestly keeping them abreast of what is 
going on all around them so that they can stick 
to the business of pulling the boat along with 
full concentration. 

If you’ll remember the “out-of-body” analogy of 
the sprint race, picture twelve disembodied spir- 
its floating above twelve deeply hurting car- 
casses. That is the cox’s job, to create that free- 

dom for the crew. 
After the lighthouse turn, all landmarks dis- 

appeared and all that remained was the spectre 
of the Kromhout, holding the space between us 
and occasionally surging to which we needed to 
respond to hold what felt like a very tenuous 
lead. It became a strange sort of a pain night- 
mare where one knew that you had to keep push- 
ing as hard as possible, period. 
One of the images that stands out is Chad 

Wolfe, 14 years old, who came on the trip as a 
tourist. Now, Chad is a Hull Youth rower along 
with his sisters Miriam, in the women’s boat 
and Dieckmann in the chase boat, but he was not 
prepared to be informed with a half an hour to go 
before the race that he was now the youngest 
rower in the men’s crew and to suit up. Perhaps 
that was the best way because he never had a 
chance to think about it. 

It was only five miles out as | looked at the 
chalky consistency of his face that I began to 
doubt our wisdom. It was then that I began to 
harp on everyone to start drinking water and 
juice and to be thinking dehydration. Chad con- 
tinued throughout that whole race to “soldier” 
with the best without so much as a flinch. 
Dehydration was beginning to take its toll 

among the whole crew. The first real victim was 
the starboard stroke oar, Matt. You must be 
aware that there are various roles in a crew, the 
most crucial being the stroke oar (the sternmost 
rower). Since that is the person that the whole 
crew can all see, the stroke by definition is the 
person who sets the pace and really leads the 
crew. 
We are fortunate in having a young man who; 

in my 25 years of rowing, is the toughest, often 
most heroic stroke oar I’ve ever seen. He has 
great physical strength that allows him to push 
ten or twelve others with impunity, but it is the 
grit inside, the mental toughness that makes 
him the spiritual leader when you could care less 
about winning or losing. If you don’t live up to 
his standards, you don’t belong there. 

Matt was sitting beside this guy and after 12 
hours, | could see the 60 Ibs.. of muscle that 
Matt gave up to him was beginning to show. 
Rather than doing a less-than-sterling job, Matt 
had the self esteem to give me a wink and say he 
was losing it, did I want to sit in for a while? 

As the elder statesman of the ctew and with 
great guilt about not rowing, I was glad and the 
presence of fresh blood taking up the load, even 
for a while, would help. The problem was that it 
was virtually impossible to tell Matt, as he took 
the helm, where to steer as all that presented 
itself was haze and the dubious tracks of those 
crews ahead of us. 

It was a simple, “dead reckoning” guess at 
what a straight line was. Nevertheless, | threw 
my creaking bones in the seat beside the stroke 
oar and took up my job of matching his pace ex- 
actly to pass the timing message back to the 
starboard side. 
As the lactose began burning off in my arms 

and legs and the blisters began, I could only 
wonder at how all the rest of the crew got this 
far. Off we went for a couple of miles until I 
could see the doubt creeping into Matt’s eyes, 
brought up on the broad plains of the Midwest, 
where the silos were constant landmarks. 
He was guessing and looked like he wanted 

another shot at the seat. He’d been sucking down 
water and looked immeasurably more human 
than when he had left, and frankly, | was wor- 
ried that we might be on a bad tack. I could take 
the administrative pressure of a poor course 
better than Matt, so once again we switched. 
The crew felt okay and the issue of "where in 

God’s name is the finish line?” was crucial now. 
In the interim, we’d been passed by ETS and | 

extrapolated off Kees, but was beginning to have 



some doubts about his strategy. His main oppo- 
nent in the open water was an unimpressive 

crew from Harlingen, who nevertheless looked 
like they were better positioned and heading for 
what looked like a lighthouse in the drifting 
haze. Just then I realized that a gritty little boat 
that we had been “reeling in” for a mile or more 
was the women. Now we could concern ourselves 
about how to pass off an oar without giving up 
an into the old Kromhout, which hadn't budged 
an inch, 50 yards off our stern. ~ 
Suddenly the problem disappeared as it became 

clear that it wasn’t their oar that broke and not 
only were they at full-strength, but they were 
giving us a run for our money! The physics of 
the boat made a pass inevitable, but it took 
three-quarters of a mile to pull it off, during 
which time strangled cheers and yells passed 
halfheartedly between. 
The women looked great and I could only hope 

that their “psyche” kept up, for there were many 
miles to go. 

After a couple more miles, I could see that 
Matt’s dehydration was coming back, no small 
part of it being the pressure his partner put on 
him. The landmark was now pretty clear. We 
switched again, and | knew | was in for the last 
few miles. ; 
Then Matt made the boner that will stick 

with him as long as he rows. The game is 
psychology. The crew, since it is sitting with its 
back to the course, must trust the coxswain for 
data and must trust the data as scrupulously 
true. If a crew thinks a cox is feeding them bull, 
the cox at best gets a lot of flack, at worst learns 
to swim. There is no officer in a rowing boat, or if 
there is, it's the stroke oar and seldom the cox. 
It’s a true democracy built on shared pain and 
every6ne has a voice. 

Matt called the distance to the lighthouse as 
two miles and we knew that the finish line was 
not terribly far behind. The crew had been at it 
for the better part of three hours and mentally 
factored in the reserves it would take to finish. 

Off we went, grinding out mileage and 
dreaming of what we would do when we passed 
the lighthouse. Unwittingly, Matt’s depth per- 
ception of the actual distance improved as the 
haze began to clear and he realized that his orig- 
inal estimate was off. He quite blithely an- 
nounced that the lighthouse was now two miles 
away when we knew damn well we’d just knocked 
down that same two miles. 

Well, Matt is alive to laugh at that blunder 
now and the vast majority of people are talking 
to him, and he became a much better coxswain in 
that race. 

I stopped wondering how one would ship a body 
back to the U.S., but just barely. 
As we rounded the lighthouse, we had reeled in 

two boats from the first wave, among other 
things proving the Dutch handicapping system. 
We thought that there was about a mile to go 
and that at our current progress, we could catch 
and pass two more boats. 
One of them we recognized as a women’s crew 

from Harlingen and the shards of testosterone 
left in our depleted systems demanded that we 
knock them off—and perhaps even the boat that 
led them by a boat-length. Suddenly, we recog- 
nized the committee boat on a slightly different 
bearing less than a quarter mile off, representing 
the finish. 

All pain left in a moment of horror in the re- 
alization that a women’s crew might beat us. 
There is a saying that, “The longest distance in 
the world is oue boat length,” or if you have a 
boat-length lead, you ought to be able to keep it. 
The psychological burden of gaining that dis- 
tance and then, after giving 110 percent, having 
the other crew take it back is gargantuan. Those 
women had seen us creeping up on them and 

The Hull women's crew underway. 

simply decided that their only goal in life was to 
hold us off. It really is remarkable what the hu- 
man body can endure and when I heard the whole 
crew of relatively high-pitched voices croaking 
in unison, ] knew in my heart of hearts that 
there was “no way.” 

As we lay draped over the seats or peeling our 
butts of their blisters and watched the wind pipe 
up, the question of the women’s boat was fore- 
most. Are they okay, can they beat the 
stiffening breeze? Suddenly a committee boat 
came around the corner. We had a time limit to 
catch the opening of the main lock into 
Amsterdam and the last boats were swept off the 
race course, tacked onto the end of a line of 15 
boats. 
Off we all went toward the city. I knew all of 

the last crews would have rowed the remaining 
mile or so to get across under their own power, 
but after arguing with themselves silently about 
keeping on, when a race official gives you a le- 
gitimate and kosher “out,” the decision to ride 
rather than row is not too hard. 

It was over, everybody won, we'd be standing 
and not shaking hands for a long time but it felt 
so good once it stopped hurting. 

Your faithful editor informed me that the last 
installment in this series, which outlined the 
race from the Dutch village of Marken, had a 
major flaw in that I never mentioned who won 
the race. 

I think that this omission very aptly reflects 
the inner feeling of much of open-water racing. 
A crew only occasionally gets to go head to head 
with its opponent over the course of a race. More 
often, crews will spread out over a race course 
and lose contact with the field, matching up 
with a particular boat and crew and there ap- 
pears a very intense race within the race, a sub- 
plot to the whole story. 

In the Marken race, the ETS crew and the 
strange little eight-oared boat from Harlingen 
both passed us at about the 10-mile mark and 
proceeded to beat each other up, with the Har- 
lingen crew taking first place overall. 
We both anticipated this and easily accepted 

that reality and spent our race holding the ever- 
present “Kromhout” at bay. The fact that we 
also overtook a number of other crews up to, but 
not including the women from Harlingen and 
tthe unknown boat that beat them by a boat 
length, assured us a sixth place out of about 15 
crews. 
Where the number-three boat snuck in we 

never determined, but the efficacy of the Dutch 
handicapping system proved itself as three of the 
first six boats finished within seconds of each 

other over many miles and hours. 
As we mentioned, the Hull women and a cou- 

ple of other crews in smaller boats were swept off 
the course and linked up to a long line of boats 
being towed by an enormous tug up through the 
main lock that protected Amsterdam. This lock 

was lik€ an entrance through the last protective 
barrier, over the moat and into the castle that 
was the city. 
Due to the rather intense beating all of the 

rowers took, we simply allowed ourselves to be 
passively dragged past monumental engineering 
efforts that were the dykes and locks. Tiny vil- 
lages were spread about the area as well as giant 
power lines and facilities that had some myste- 
rious purpose, well beyond the comprehension of 
napping rowers. 

Since we were separated from Kees (the coach 
and mentor of the Dutch rowing crew) in the tow 
line, we kibbitzed with the other crews or snacked 
on the remains of our supplies and enjoyed the 
countryside while trying to ignore a variety of 
blisters, the worst of which were our rear ends. 
The ancient thwarts (seats) may have been 

worn down by generations of Dutch rowers, but 
they definitely had a different profile, tushy- 
wise, than the New World crew’s. We knew that 
we would be standing a lot in the near future. 

Into the giant lock squeezed 15 rowing boats, 
assorted spectator boats and quite a number of 
other local craft. Slowly we were pumped up to 
the appropriate level and unceremoniously 
dumped out onto the other side. We hadn't seen 

Too tired to row back, the gigs 

await a tow. 
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the women's crew for quite a while, and just as 
we began to sort ourselves out, Kees and the ETS 
crew and a number of other boats took off. 
Some perhaps misplaced pride kicked in and we 

followed under oar as other crews linked up and 
began another tow. Frankly, we had little or no 
idea what was up but were damned if anyone 
would row away and leave us to be towed. We 
seemed to be in some sort of industrial area and 
weaved painfully behind Kees, who would alter- 
nately surge ahead and then slow to a snail’s 
pace. 

Suddenly, Kees hopped of the stern of his boat 
into, an Ijspolizei, or sea police boat, looking re- 
markably like a Boston Whaler Outrage, and off 
he roared into the traffic, leaving the ETS boys 
and us to fend for ourselves, along with half of 
the other crews. 

Back he came and off the ETS boat went with a 
vengeance, followed now by most of the crews. We 
bobbed and wove our way up to the tiniest foot- 
bridge we had yet seen and under it like the 
Seven Dwarfs going into the mine. Imagine our 

surprise when, emerging on the other side, we 

saw the entire SAIL’90 tall-ship fleet spread out 
before us. 
By now the uncertainty of what we were doing 

was making a mutiny possible but suddenly it 
became clear that a parade of the rowing crews 
and boats of Holland was in process and we were 
directly behind the “home team.” Blisters and 
pain began to be replaced by looks of awe as masts 
and rigging towered over us to a height of 10 to 
12 stories. Even as we gaped at the ships—and 
the crews and spectators gaped back—there was 
a good deal of jockeying for position in line and a 
miniature race ensued up the ship basin along 
the edge of the inner city. 

Perhaps the best part of the rowers’ parade was 
a strange moment when first Kees’ crew and 
then ours, followed by each crew in turn, “tossed 
oars” at a three-masted replica, true to form, of a 
Dutch Eastindiaman. It was somewhere between 
the Mayflower and the Constitution in scale, 
but with a grandeur not seen in any of the Class 
A square riggers. 
We called to Kees, asking what was going on 

and he replied, “We're saluting the queen.” 
Later I came to realize that Queen Beatrice of 
the Netherlands was not aboard, but that this 
was the respect in which this lovely vessel was 
held. 
By now the pain was reasserting itself with a 

vengeance and we headed for the berths that 
would protect the boats overnight and then intc 
the bowels of the city to eat and repair. 
The next day, our last official tasks as repre- 

sentatives of the U.S. began with sunny, wind- 
blown skies and the crews gathering at the docks 
and mixing themselves for the last grand tour of 
the city. Crews made up of rowers from all the 
teams formed up and grabbed boats to weave in 
and out of the canals with a particular quayside 
café as the first destination. 

Fortunately for:us, there was a group of aging 
graduates of the National Maritime School who 
made up a boat crew and we followed them 
through the incredible maze of canals that we 
had begun to get good at traversing if not navi- 
gating. 

Had we not had one of Kees’ crew members 
with us, had Erna not been coxing the other boat, 
I'm quite sure we'd still be wandering there to- 
day. It was hard to decide who was having more 
fun, the people in the endless throngs of house- 
boats crowding the canals, the people hanging off 
the bridges watching, or us. 

I'm quite sure that the city had never-seen so 
many rowing boats made up of so many different 
and strange people, all flashing through the 
narrow canals at top speed. Despite the now par- 
tially healed blisters, there was never a serious 
respite. This was Sunday traffic in the canals 

14 

and one true sign of a local was never to back off 
or loose weigh as we came to seemingly impossi- 
ble impasses. 

There was a distinct advantage to looking like 
a group of mad Vikings in that when eight or 
ten boats met at a canal junction, each sure of 
their own right of way, our numbers almost al- 
ways prevailed. The concept of gridlock takes on 
new meaning when floating in the midst of two 
60’-long tour boats, half a dozen power craft, and 
a couple of rowing gigs. 
You may remember the concept of “slipping,” 

or swinging one or both banks of oars parallel to 
the sides to be able to fit into a tiny bridge open- 
ing while keeping enough momentum to carry 
through. Often the bridges were so wide, or our 
momentum had been so slowed by a boat con- 
frontation, that we had to push hand over hand 
along the roof of the bridge and pop out-into the 
next section under our own power. 
Often too, the houseboats and barges along the 

side were so close that we'd have to squeeze down 
the middle of the canal looking into peoples’ 
windows as we ghosted by. Finally, as if by some 
miracle, we came up to the host café to the 
cheers of the local crews who had preceded us by 
quite a bit. Like anywhere, there were fast and 
slow routes and the local knowledge paid off for 
some. 
As our crews spread out over the quay and 

made the waiters crazy with orders, the magni- 
tude of the fleet became clear. We filled the 
street and spilled over in both directions with 

about 100 or more rowers and families. The locals 
tended to indulge with a vengeance and the 
American concept of a “designated driver” took 
on new relevance. We ultimately were on our 
way to “Jimi's,” the campsite for the men’s crew 
which was located in a relatively suburban area 
still well away from where we currently were. 
There we were due to have a picnic, but it took 
quite a bit of over-the-crowd eye contact to make 
sure that we had navigators and drivers who 
could find Jimi's before nightfall. 
The concept of underage drinkers with Cokes 

and Pepsi probably was a bit anachronistic to 
these folks and I'm afraid we appeared a bit 
stuffy at times, but we did have the only-truly 
youth crew in the entire gathering and I, for one, 
had no interest in going one-on-one with the 
crews off the tall ships, anyway. 
As the day wound down, we finally found our 

way into the campsite where the real person, 
Jimi, had chickens and ribs and a whole host of 
other goodies on the fire and where we could fi- 
nally wind down the process. 

Gifts and prizes were exchanged. There are 
quite a number of Hull Lifesaving Museum 
garments floating around Holland these days. I 
was quite unceremoniously dunked into the 
pond, perhaps .as apt punishment for not 
garnering my fair share of “Amsterdam tattoos” 
on my butt. 

' The final official act of the American crews 
was to mention that we had rowed and raced in 
New York, San Francisco and France, but had 
never enjoyed a place like Amsterdam. Further, 
we'd competed against crews from the West 
Coast, Eire, Brittany, Cornwall but had never 
met athletes quite like the Dutch. And finally, 
that we intended to hold a series of international 
rowing events during the SAIL’92 celebration in 
Boston and wanted to repay their hospitality. 
So keep the spare room open for the II-16 of 

July 1992 and don't worry about your Dutch, 
they speak better English than most of us. 

This is the final entry from the travels of the 
rowing crews of the Hull Lifesaving Museum to 
Holland. I would like to thank the readers for 
bearing with this often wandering discourse on 
the esoterica of modern fixed seat/open water 
rowing. I hope that it brought our many sup- 

porters a bit closer to the experience of being 
athletic ambassadors from our communities, and 
that perhaps as you see the many crews rowing 
in and around Boston Harbor, the articles made 
you more aware of the nuances of the people and 
the crews. Hopefully, it enhances what might 
otherwise simply be a strange sight. 
This particular article is not really about 

rowing. Rather, it is an explanation of how we 
accidentally stumbled upon some rather in- 
triguing questions. 

But I digress ¢b:g surprise). 
To wash away the accumulated debris of a week 

in the hubbub of Amsterdam, a large percentage 
of the crews boarded a train for the inland sea- 
port of Harlingen. 

Kees, our host and the Dutch crews’ coach, was 
off to a silvan cottage in Friesland, which had no 
means of communication, to recoup before the 
start of school. 
Rene and Erna and all of the young rowers 

were doing their own version of “unravelling,” 
and we opted for. something similar. 

Meeting us at the train station were two of 
the women from the Harlingen crew that nipped 
us at the end of the Marken race. You can bet 
they were all over me about the possibility of 

traveling to the U.S.in 1992 and I could only tell 
them that so far, it was just talk and we were 
only laying the groundwork for an interational 
event. Nevertheless, they were adamant that 
they wanted “in” and we accepted their guidance 
to the ferry to Terschelling, all the while trading 
garments and addresses and assurances that we 
would follow through on the idea and net forget 
them in the process. 
The ferry was as large as any you have ever 

seen, bigger than the Provincetown ferry and 
similar to that which runs from Maine go Nova 
Scotia. 

Since you could see the wispy outline of the 
outer islands of Holland, the vessel seemed like 
overkill. Wrong! The only thing between the 
raging, murky waters of the North Sea and the 
mainland of Holland is a line of major-league 
barrier islands. 

There are five large islands with breaches or 
“guts” between each: Texel, Vlieland, Ter- 

schelling, Ameland and Schiermonnikoog. Our 
only picture of them was that they were like gi- 
ant versions of Cape Cod, with windswept dunes 
and wild water. 
Also,the National Maritime College was on 

Terschelling, where a legend in Dutch ocean 
rowing, Mr. Harms, resided as principal. He had 
been the other person with whom we had corre- 
sponded over the last few years when he invited 
us to the famous Harlingen-to-Terschelling 
race. 
Now, as we wove our way over seemingly open 

water, I for one was quite glad we had never 
taken him up on the invitation. 

I say “wove” for, despite the endless, shim- 
mering stretches of water that grected us, close 
beneath lay the treacherous “sands of Ter- 
schelling,” shallow shoals that dried out at low 
water (incidentally, the only place we saw tidal 
action in Holland). We were forced to weave a 
buoyed course—out past the entrance to the har- 
bor and back-to stay in the constantly changing 
channel. 

While we powered out in this enormous ferry, 
we constantly dodged the famous North Sea 
barges or “clippers.” These were 80’-long, flat- 
bottomed sailing barges with giant wooden 
“leeboards” in lieu of keels or centerboards. 
The leeboards looked like whales’ flippers 

hanging off the midships of the steel barges and 
were alternately raised or lowered on the leeward 
side of the vessel. to provide lateral stability, or 
to prevent leeway while sailing into the wind. 
The barges, usually ketches with a small 



steering sail, were slipping through the short 
chop of the force 7+ wind with little or no 
bounce-due probably to their great weight. They 
flashed about us with impunity, traveling 
nearly the same course as the power vessel and 
only a bit slower. 
They did not tack, or sail up into the wind like 

sailboats that we are familiar with, but rather 
“wore” or came before the wind in a maneuver 
that would have caused a terrifying “jibe” as 
their sail crashed across the wind had they not 
performed a fascinating little move. As soon as 
they had committed themselves, “wearing ship,” 
they dipped the peak of their russet sails and 
raised or scandalized the tack, effectively 
spilling all of the wind from the sail, easily 
coasting through the wind, switching their 
leeboards while the momentum, of their vessel 
carried them onto their new course. 
To the uninitiated, this may seem very con- 

fusing, and as a lifetime rower, my description is 
perhaps fraught with sailing faux pas. What 
was clear to all eyes was that here was a swect 
and seamanlike maneuver, accomplished by one 
person at the helm and a couple of kids handling 
all the gear. As with everything else that we 
saw throughout the Netherlands, the system 
was totally thought out and executed smartly. 
We docked on a small municipal dock and an 

unassuming man walked out of the crowd, 
recognizing the Americans in an otherwise 
boatload of Dutch people. He was Mr. Harms, 
the principal-or really the college president—of 
the biggest maritime college in the country. He 
and a gentleman from the tourist office led us to 
a large pension and made us comfortable. We 
made plans to meet after dinner and suddenly we 
entered another world. Please turn to page 20 

Although it took a while to sink in, we had left 
one very distinct part of Holland and entered 
another. We were now in Friesland. The people 
spoke a language much more Teutonic than our 
friends in Amsterdam and we began to realize 
that these people were of a much more ancient 
stock than the mainlanders. 

Actually, Friesland encompassed much of the 
mainland area inland from Harlingen and 
northward. There were vast tracts of wilderness 
with marsh and lowland somewhat like our bay- 
ous but infinitely colder. In the history of the 
Dutch resistance to the Nazis— a history steeped 
in stories of resistance, partisans and rescues of 

Jews—the stories of the ferocity of the Frisians 
stand out. There were areas that were simply 
left alone as they were viewed as certain death 
for German troops. 
We recognized that these were a brand-new 

type of Dutchmen and we nearly had to start 
from scratch. Fortunately, as with the Amster- 
damers, their hospitality was universal. We 
wanted to try out the local waters and the col- 
lege’s rowing boats, just in a recreational sense. 
We were too rowed-out to think in any other 
terms. 

In the evening, as we walked on the quay ad- 
miring not only the rowing boats but also the 
barges, we happened upon the local lifesaving 
boats, those of the private contract rescue and 
towing boats, as well as those of the Koninklijke 
Noorden-Zuid Hollandische Redding 
Maatschappij,or the KNZHRM. These are the 
modern equivalent of the volunteer lifesavers of 
Holland. There is a tradition along the North 
Atlantic and the North Sea of these sorts of 
volunteer rescue units. In England and Eire, 
they are known as the Royal National Lifeboat 
Institute (RNLI), the only group in modern Eire 
still carrying the appellation “royal.” 
The tradition translated to the New World as 

the Massachusetts Humane Society, first 
funded by shippers in Boston to help local coastal 
people as they went out to rescue mariners in 

danger in the treacherous waters of Mas- 
sachusetts Bay. 
The most famous of these were the people of 

Hull and Cohasset and the best known was 
Joshua Jaames. The federal government took the 
Mass. Humane Society model and then created 
the U.S. Lifesaving Service, which became one of 
the roots of the modern Coast Guard. 
The tradition of volunteer lifesaving ran so 

deep locally that even when there was a crew of 
paid surfmen at the Point Allerton Station, the 
volunteer crews remained active and continued 
to use the surfboat Nantasket even into this 
century. This was indicative of the tradition 
that the mariners routinely put themselves in 
harm’s way when they saw the need—for the 
next time, the victim could be you. This law of 
the sea was very much in evidence in the Frisian 
coastal villages. 
The danger of the North Sea was very evident 

as the largest “Avon” we had ever seen demon- 
strated—coming in from a rescue on the evening 
we arrived, and taking off for another the next 
morning while we rowed around the harbor. As 
we surveyed some of the other KNZHRM craft, 
we came upon a 60-foot steel-hulled vessel, very 
obviously having seen some hard use up against 
the hulls of other vessels with a large net hung 
from stanchions amidships. It is only specula- 
tion, but we figured this net was a last resort, 
there to catch crewmen in a desperate leap in 
pitching seas. 
To be frank, the idea of trying to hit that net 

from another ship under duress is a longshot, at 
best. In addition to this very high-tech equip- 
ment, some of the older, tried-and-true methods 
are still in readiness. 
On the next island, Ameland, there is a 36- 

foot motorized lifeboat, drawn by a team of eight 
horses, still capable of being drawn across the 
vast dunes and being launched into the surf. 
They have a fascinating beachcart arrangement 
that has the horses pulling the surfboat in four 
pairs up to the edge of the water, then the double 
poles of the cart split to either side of the cart, 
the horse teams reverse their direction and draw 
the cart and the boat out into the surf up to the 
heads of the horses and to the point where the 
surfboat floats free. 
The horses reverse again and draw the empty 

cart ashore to await the return of the boat. 
Dutch ingenuity and seamanship at work again, 
all manned by highly skilled and motivated vol- 
unteers. 
The next couple of days were the antithesis of 

the wild downtown days in Amsterdam. Ter- 
schelling stretches for 15 miles, pine barrens and 
dunes, endless bike paths and wildlife reserves 
that made Matt Tobin, our resident naturalist, 
giddy. 
An interesting undercurrent to this, almost 

surreal by comparison, was the Dutch Air Force 
gunnery range on the eastern end of the island. 
You could take a picnic lunch to a blueberry cov- 
ered dune and watch wave after wave of super- 
sonic fighters strafe and bomb an area the size of 
Wellfleet. The cannons would bark and the 
gatling-type machine guns would fire with the 
sound of ripping canvas. 
As bizarre as it seemed, it was intriguing, 

particularly in light of the fact that we were by 
then about eight days into the invasion of 
Kuwait and the concept of warfare in the sand 
dunes was not terribly farfetched. 
We watched videos of the H-T races and wan- 

dered the cafés and flea markets. We visited Mr 
Harms’ school with its integrated windmill and 
photovoltaic array that covered the school’s 
needs and fed back into the island’s power grid as 
well. They were creating the basis for a electri- 
cally self-sufficient community. 

Slowly, the realization dawned that our days 

in Holland were numbered. We had talked with 
everyone about some sort of reciprocal series of 
races during the Tall Ships’ visit in 1992 and 
promised everyone involved that we would do our 
best and get word back to all. 
We had learned a vast new array of skills, and 

done so in boats that spanned the last century of 
Dutch maritime technology. We had seen a land 
and a society wrested from the sea, seen it in a 
way that ‘no textbook could communicate. We 
had been bathed in Dutch hospitality and his- 
tory, all there for the taking, and there remained 
only this nagging question about that famous 
resident of Hull. 
As we rode back on the ferry, retracing our 

steps to Amsterdam, one of the Hull kids kept 
asking, “Wasn’t Joshua Jaames Dutch?” 

Well, his name was anglicized to James, but 
even the restaurant named after him in Hull 
uses the Jaames spelling. A little research after 
we got back revealed that his father was born in 

1782 in a town called Dokkum. | looked at a 
modern map, and sure enough, Dokkum was in- 
land in Friesland, along a canal southeast of 
Ameland. 

It still did not ring totally true. 
I] have an old, pre-WWI atlas with all of the 

strange geopolitical vagaries of that time. As I 
flipped open to turn-of-the-century Holland, 
there were all of the familiar spots. Amsterdam 
was hard up against the Zuider Zee, which was 
tidal and right up to the gates of the city. There 
was no inner dike from Enkhuizen to the main- 
land, no outer dike from Harlingen to the north 
of Holland. Marken was still an isolated island. 
Texel and Vlieland and Terschelling seemed 
further out in the North Sea but Ameland was 
tied to the mainland of Frisia by a thin, dike, 
tenuously connecting it to the coastal port of 
Dokkum. 
Thus, there seem to be some pretty exciting 

threads that some enterprising historian might 
trace from the long-standing traditions of the 
Dutch mariners to the greatest lifesaver and 
most famous resident of Hull, Joshua Jaames. oo 
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Dad had always said we could rebuild 

my bottomless boat when I learned to swim. 
Well, at age 11 I returned from Boy Scout 
Camp with a First Class swimming achieve- 
ment and a rowing merit badge in; hand, 
determined not to waste any more time. 

Three years earlier our family had moved 
to Indiana from Chicago’s North Shore, where 
the derelict had been found. Utterly un- 
changed, the hulk hung from the rafters in our 
garage. Even the two beams we had once 
nailed across the bottom to support the boat 
atop a Radio Flyer wagon were still in place. 

Thad already collected a small library for 
the study of boatbuilding. Included were 
current issues of Popular Mechanix magazine 
containing boat plans and Boats Anyone Can 
Build, published hardbound in 1949 by Popu- 
lar Science. There was also a wonderful old 
book Dad gave me titled 101 Things a Boy 
Can Build. Its musty yellowed pages showed 
how to ski on barrel staves, how to sail a 
bicycle, how to make stilts or a crystal radio 
receiver and how to build an iceboat starting 
with some old skates; in fact, just about any- 
thing akid might want, including watercraft. 

This literature, seasoned with advice 
from Dad and details remembered from the 
sailing prams at camp, just about covered all 
I needed to know. One chapter in Boats 
Anyone Can Build detailed a flat-bottomed 
91/2' “Plywood Sailing Dinghy,” which be- 
came my focal point. 

One Saturday soon after my return from 
camp, we hitched the utility trailer behind our 
old Chevy and went to the lumberyard. 
Topping our list was a sheet of 1/4" marine 
plywood. We needed a 2x4 for a mast and in 
a stack of 16-footers found a nice one having 
only afew small knots. Other items on our list 
were clear and #2 white pine in various widths 
to be used for frames, keel, thwarts and rud- 
der. 
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Rebuilding the 
The hulk was unlashed from the rafters 

and set inverted on grocery crates under the 
shade of our backyard maple. 

The oid fasteners were extracted from 
the chine and the surfaces planned down to 
better wood. I found our two carpenter’s 
planes to be unwieldy beasts and resorted to 
wood rasps for the most part. 

Bottom frames were cut from 1x2 pine 
and fitted between the original topsides frames. 
Then we applied a generous trickle of some 
tarlike gunk all around the chine and across 
the frames. The man at the boat shop had said 
it was just the thing for sealing anew bottom. 
The stuff sure smelled strong. I hoped it 
would make up for the less-than-true surfaces 
I had obtained with the rasps. My library 
showed oakum cord used in seams like this, 
but Dad had seen lots of roughly planked 
skiffs and john boats on the Tippycanoe River 
where he grew up, and apparently none of 
them had oaken in the seams. 

We set the rough-cut plywood in place, 
weighted with large rocks so it would con- 
form with the rocker, and secured it with brass 
screws at stem and stern. Fortunately, the 
goop did not harden quickly because driving 
the rest of the screws took a few days. Finally, 
the plywood was trimmed closer with a cop- 
ing saw and sanded flush. 

All the tools we used were elbow pow- 
ered, and I discovered that building boats 
required lots more of it than any project at- 
tempted up to that time, including the tree 
house Dad helped us put up the year before. 
Our saws were two old Disstons, a crosscut 
and a rip, which had belonged to my grandfa- 
ther. There was a keyhole saw, too, which 
oe in handy for cutting the daggerboard 
Slot. 

There were several wood rasps, includ- 
ing a really hairy one once used for shoeing 
horses “downhome.” Down home was where 
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all of Dad’s old tools had originally come 
from. He’s given some of them to my broth- 
ers and me over the years since. We’ve all got 
table saws, band saws, saber saws, routers 
and multi-speed reversible electric drills now, 
but it’s good to have those old things around. 

Of course we had pliers and screw driv- 
ers of various types and sizes. Then there was 
a ball-peen hammer for finishing rivets as 
well as both curved and straight-claw 
carpenter’s hammers. 

Fine fits could be shaved with any of 
three mortise chisels struck with our choice of 
rustic wooden mallets, heavy and not-so- 
heavy, that Dad liked to make himself. 

But the neatest tools were those for drill- 
ing, boring and countersinking holes. This 
boat needed about a hundred times more 
holes than anything I’d ever made before. 
Dad had a nice bit brace along with all the 
screw-tipped double-spur auger bits from 1/ 
4" to 11/4" diameter one might want. And if 
those weren’t enough, there was an auger he 
kept wrapped in oiled paper that had an ad- 
justable spur so we could bore holes up to 
about 3" diameter. The brace had wooden 
handles worn smooth as anything, and a re- 
versible ratchet, too, so we could bore holes 

and drive or extract screws in quarters too 
tight for a full swing around. 

Then there was the Stanley drill, with an 
intriguing iron frame and wooder handle and 
crank knob even nicer than those on the brace. 
There was a threaded wood cap on the handle 
so we could keep drill bits right there inside. 
We never did, though, because Dad liked to 
have a wood block in which a hole had been 
drilled for each bit. The Stanley’s gears made 
such a pleasant sound when spinning that it 
was easy to drill too deep. 

After my friend Joey and I had broken 
off several brass screws fastening the bottom, 
Dad said we probably weren’t drilling the 



pilot holes correctly; that if we took time to 
drill a hole matching the unthreaded shank 
through plywood and a little into the chine, 
then a smaller deeper hole for the threads, 
finishing with a countersink for the head, the 
screws wouldn’t break. I had a cheaper dnill 
of my own whose gears clattered instead of 
purred, so we set ourselves up to drill the big 
hole with the Stanley, the little hole with 
mine, and the counter with the brace, com- 
pletely eliminating time required for chang- 
ing bits. 

The Nipper’s mast (by now she had 
acquired a name) was carved from 2x4 fram- 
ing lumber. Knowing that wouldn’t match 
the spruce spars on the prams at camp, we 
increased the cross-section somewhat. With 
the full stock dimension extending upward to 
a little above the gooseneck, we laid out a 
faintly convex line which tapered to 11/2" 
square at the head. We had studied the wood 

carefully so the line passed all the knots by a 
fair margin. Then we began sawing with the 
well-worn six-point ripper. With promises of 
fine sailing, my next younger brother and two 
of my friends were recruited for help. Before 
we finished, Dad bought a new and consid- 
erably sharper saw which was appreciated by 
all hands. Stull, the cut took almost a week. 

Rip sawing most of a 13' board was hard 
work. Sometimes Dad would do a foot or so 
in the evening after supper. Left to ourselves 
we could be distracted by almost anything 
that sounded like more fun, such as a softball 
game or a ride over to the gravel pit to climb 
around on the abandoned machinery. 

Forrounding the spar, Dad presented me 
with a brand new drawknife. He had often 
said it would be just the thing for shaping the 
mast. He seemed to have a special regard for 
drawknives, and their cousin the spokeshave; 
influenced I supposed by memories of his 
father taking rough planks from his steam 
sawmill and paring them down to make 
something useful. In fact, our collection of 
family treasures includes a rude sauerkraut 
masher carved from a hardwood board witha 
drawknife. 

Boy! Could that thing whack off wood! 
I practiced on scrap lumber to develop some 
control over the powerful blade. For a long 
time that drawknife was the classiest tool in 
my possession. I still have it, and though it’s 
used from time to tine to whap bark off green 
stuff, it looks as good as new. 

Our boatbuilding skills may have been 
rather rough, but my brothers and I learned to 
respect tools. Anything left out all night 
where the dew might get on it was sure to 
bring a stern lecture from Dad at supper 
because he was sure to have spotted it when 
he'd left for the office early that morning. 
Each evening we covered the boat with a 
tattered old canvas tarp, weighted with rocks 
to withstand wind, and it was OK to leave 
ordinary tools such as screwdrivers under- 
neath. 

After twocoats of spar varnish had dried 
we went back to the boat shop for some 
‘bronze sail track and slides. At about $12, it 
was the most expensive item of gear on the 
boat. The little brass screws for fastening the 
track were easy to drive just by poking a 
starter hole with an awl, so that didn’t take 
long. 

A daggerboard trunk was made from 
leftover plywood and odds and ends of one- 
by pine. It was simple enough to build, 
however, the installation was a moment of 
truth. Taking a deep breath, we bored a row 

of 1" diameter holes through the new keel and 
bottom, then cut astraight slot with the pointy 
keyhole saw. The trunk was sealed with more 
of our sticky goop and drawn down tight with 
ordinary zinc-plated steel carriage bolts. It 
was my first exposure to these clever bolts, 
which Dad said were used to fasten wagon 
boxes so you wouldn’t snag a shovel unload- 
ing grain. Here they would keep the Nipper 
from snagging gravel on the shore. 

The daggerboard was a solid oak exten- 
der leaf from a massive old table, also from 
down home, that Mom used with her Cub 
Scout den. She had four such leaves, but 
never needed more than two. Since the oak 
was plenty long, I decided that our board 
should extend a foot deeper than those in the 
prams atcamp. The forward edge was rounded 
and the after edge tapered with the drawknife, 

but it didn’t just walk right through like it did 
on pine. 

The rudder profile on the plans for the 
91/2' dinghy had pleasing curves, even though 
it had been designed to fit the dimensions of 
a single wide plank. Our widest board 
wouldn’t stretch, so we added a strip of one- 
by with long slender screws and more of the 
goopy gunk. The shape was painstakingly 
enlarged to full size and laid out on the wood. 
Cutting was done with the coping saw, then I 
rounded and tapered the blade with my draw- 
knife. 

What to use for a tiller? Dad had kept a 
cracked hickory handle from a garden hoe 
and said that the good portion would be plenty 
strong. The years would prove him right. 
Nothing on the Nipper ever broke. 

We bought a pair of galvanized pintles at 
the boat shop, one a bit longer than the other, 
but only one gudgeon because we already had 
one on the boat. Amazingly, after years of 
abuse there was still one article of bronze 
hardware that hadn’t been lost. 

Acrisis arose when I discovered the hole 
in the original gudgeon was much too large 
for the new pintles, but Dad had another trick 
up his sleeve. He said we could fill the hole 
with solder and drill a smaller one, the same 
way machinists make babbit bearings. I was 
skeptical, and would much preferred to have 
bought a preper pair of gudgeons. 

Well, we melted part of a bar of solder in 
an iron ladle, heated the gudgeon, wiped the 
hole with flux, set it on a bed of sand on a 
brick, and poured in the solder. His idea 
proved worthwhile because the solder never 
wore out. 

This was typical of our approach. The 
boat books would tell about proper methods 

and hardware, and we would discuss these 
things at supper. Then Dad would show me 
how to make something that would serve as 
well, at little or no cost. 

“Down home” had been rural Indiana 
where making do with what was on hand had 
been a way of life. Conspicuously apart from 
my boat books, 101 Things—- seemed to 
reflect much of Dad’s resourcefulness. Or 
maybe it’s the other way around. The Boy 
Scouts put a lot of stock in self-reliance, too, 
but they had to get up pretty early in the 
morning to teach more of that thanI could get 
at home. 

For new bow, middle, and stern thwarts 
we used 1x10 No. 2 white pine. The knots 
never fell out. In fact, finished with spar 
varnish, the knots and swirling grain looked 
nice. 

The remains of many coats of paint in 
various colors were laboriously sanded off a 
pair of knees joining gunwales to transom, 
revealing stout oak. A hole was drilled in 
each for the mainsheet traveler, then var- 
nished. 

A small foredeck was made of leftover 
fir plywood and this too was finished bright. 

Dad maintained that we shouldn’t walk 
around righton the bottom and frames, insist- 
ing that I add floor boards. We discussed this 
a lot because all of the rowing skiffs did not 
seem to need floors; in fact, we braced our 
heels on the frames. In the end I had to admit 
he had a point because the Lightening atcamp 
had cedar floor boards and the prams had 
squares of plywood fastened over the frames. 
Our floor boards were half-by-four clear pine 
door casing. From the same section of the 
lumberyard, the new outwales and inwales 
were clear pine door stop. 

Everything that hadn’t been varnished 
was painted white with two coats of Interlux 
boat enamel. Brushed on thick in an attempt 
to seal up the badly checked topsides, it took 
see to dry; but once hard, it never peeled 
off. 

By golly, the Nipper now looked like a 
pretty fine sailboat! Even Judy, the girl next 
door, said so. 

Well, our intention had been to enjoy a 
good part of summer vacation out sailing. As 
it tumed out, Labor Day passed and school 
resumed with the Nipper still lying under the 
tarp. How we finished the rig, lofted a sail, 
and finally, how it all performed, will be 
another story. 

Moby Nick 
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Rained Out 
Messabout 
I couldn't have picked a worst 

weekend for weather for our little 
initial attempt at a homebuilt small 
boat "messabout" last October. A 
tropical storm was moving past New 
England not far offshore and high 
winds and heavy rains were pre- 
dicted. But, on the Saturday morn- 

ing it was not yet raining here on 
the Massachusetts north shore and 

the rain was predicted for later on 
in the day and mostly in coastal 
areas, so we decided to go ahead 
with our plans for gathering at in- 
land Webster, Massachusetts on 
Webster Lake near Worcester. 

By the time we got there we 
had passed through torrential rain~ 
fall, but at the Lake it was not 
raining, just very’ threatening. 
Obviously the weather had discour- 
aged many who had indicated an in- 
terest in bringing their homebuilt 
boats to the meet, for ultimately 
during the two hours free of rain 
from 10 a.m. to noon, a half dozen 
of us comprised the entire assem- 
bled multitude. Then at noon se=~ 
rious rain returned, and since no- 
body else had turned up in over an 
hour, we packed it in. Later phone 
calls revealed that several others 
had arrived there later in the af- 
ternoon and wondered where we 
were. 

One who tried to come and de- 
cided to retire in the face of the 
weather was Bob Whittier of Dux- 
bury, MA. His experience was as 
follows: 

"We can't control the weather 
so the Webster gathering was 
rained out. You may be wondering 
what various would-be attendees | 
did, so here's what happened to 
me. 

The night before, we called 
the "after 6 p.m." phone number to 
find out if it would be held, as the 
weather forecast was unpromising. 
It turned out to be your number 
and on the basis of your optimism I 
decided to get ready to shove off 
early on Saturday morning. 

Saturday morning dawned 
foggy and rainy here in Duxbury 
on the coast, but as the forecast 
was for better weather inland I de- 
cided to at least shove off. By the 
time I got to Middleboro the rain 
had stopped, the clouds had lifted 
appreciably and I kept on with in- 
creased optimism. But by the time I 
got to Foxboro it was again raining 
just as hard as it had been in Dux- 
bury. So I detoured to my son's 
house in Norwood and we called 
you to check. Getting no response, 
we assumed you had left, and while 
we were calling, the rain stopped 
and the clouds lightened appreciab- 



ly. We called the police in Webster 
to find out about the weather 
there. They said it was raining 
hard and was supposed to continue 
through much of the day. 

This put me in a quandary as 
I was then about halfway to Web- 
ster. My son remarked, "Well the 
more enthusiastic types of boat men 
won't let the rain stop them, and 
some of them will probably be 
there." So, unsure if the event had 
been cancelled or not, I decided to 
continue on. All the way _ the 
weather improved, the clouds lift- 
ing and the skies brightening. 
Then when I arrived in Webster, 
the rain came down again and 
really poured. I missed the en- 
trance sign to the beach as it is 
set back about 50 feet from the 
highway, and with the rain stream- 
ing down my windshield, visibility 
was poor. After travelling south 
into Connecticut a few miles, I 
realized I had missed it, and re- 
turned. This time I located it, but 
found nobody there when I pulled 
up at the beach. I must have just 
missed those of you who had been 
there until midday. 

The beach and parking lot on 
the Lake were very impressive and 
you sure found an excellent spot 
for the gathering. I look forward 
to your planned event there in ear- 
ly Spring." 

We do plan to try in the 
Spring, with an improved last min- 
ute information phone to deal with 
the vagaries of our New England 
weather. 

Report & Photos by Bob Hicks 

Above from the top: Dick Willis built this Bolger Cartopper, it was by far the largest vessel at the Mess- 
about. Jane Hicks enjoying her very own Cockleshell, designed and built by the Editor. 

Opposite page from the top: Betsy Woodward's geodesic canoe looks like a Platt Monfort design, but Betsy de- 
signed and built it herself, using Platt's technique. "I was covering aircraft like this back in the '50's," 
Betsy explained (she's a former test pilot). Robert Sparks designed and built this light double paddle canoe, 
and sported a straw boater for the occasion. Jim Heter designed and built his "Pak-Yak", (featured in the 
July 15, 1990 issue). Griff Venator designed and built this kayak, one of several small boats he has created. 
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CHAPTER VI 

THE BIRCH-BARK 

How to Build a Real Birch-Bark Canoe or a Canvas Canoe on 
a “Birch-Bark” Frame—How to Mend a Birch-Bark 

ALTHOUGH the Indian was the first to build these simple little 
boats, some of his white brothers are quite as expert in the work. 
But the red man can outdo his white brother in navigating the 
craft. The only tools required in building a canoe are a knife 
and awl, a draw-shave and a hammer. An Indian can do all of 
his work with a knife. 

Several years ago canvas began to be used extensively in canoe- 
building, instead of birch bark, and it will eventually entirely 
supersede birch, although nothing can be found that bends so 
gracefully. There are several canvas-canoe factories in Maine, 
and the canoes made of canvas have both the symmetry and the 
durability of the birches. They are also a trifle cheaper, but if 
the real thing and sentiment are wanted, one should never have 
anything but a bark craft. 

If properly handled, a good canoe will safely hold four men. 
Canoes intended for deep water should have considerable depth. 
Those intended for shoal water, such as trout-fishers use, are made 
as flat as possible. Up to the time when canoeing was introduced 
the materials for building craft of this kind could be found all 
along the rivers. Big birch-trees grew in countless numbers, and 
clear, straight cedar was quite as plentiful within a few feet of the 
water’s edge. Now one must go miles back into the dense forests 
for such materials, and even then seldom does it happen that two 
suitable trees are found within sight of one or the other. Cedar 
is more difficult of the two to find. 

The Tree 

The tree is selected, first, for straightness; second, smoothness; 

third, freedom from knots or limbs; fourth, toughness of bark; 
fifth, small size of eyes; sixth, length (the last is not so important, 
as two trees can be put together), and, seventh, size (which is 
also not so important, as the sides can be pieced out). 

Dimensions 

The average length of canoe is about 19 feet over all, running, 
generally, from 18 to 22 feet for a boat to be used on inland waters, 
the sea-going canoes being larger, with relatively higher bows. 
The average width is about 30 inches inside, measured along the 
middle cross-bar; the greatest width inside is several inches below 
the middle cross-bar, and is several inches greater than the width 
measured along said cross-bar. 
The measurements given below are those of a canoe 19 feet 

over all: 16 feet long inside, measured along the curve of the gun- 
wale; 30 inches wide inside. The actual length inside is less 
than 16 feet, but the measurement along the gunwales is the most 
important. 

Bark 

Bark can be peeled when the sap is flowing or when the tree 
is not frozen—at any time in late spring, summer, and early fall 
(called summer bark); in winter during a thaw, when the tree 
is not frozen, and when the sap may have begun to flow. 

Difference in the Bark 

Summer bark peels readily, is smooth inside, of a yellow color, 
which turns reddish upon exposure to the sun, and is chalky- 
gray in very old canoes. Winter bark adheres closely, and forci- 
bly brings up part of the inner bark, which on exposure turns 
dark red. This rough surface may be moistened and scraped 
away. All winter-bark canoes must be thus scraped and made 
smooth. Sometimes the dark red is left in the form of a decora- 
tive pattern extending around the upper edge of the canoe, the 
rest of the surface being scraped smooth. 

Process of Peeling 
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The tree should be cut down so that the bark can be removed 
more easily. 

A log called a skid (Fig. 79) is laid on the ground a few feet 
from the base of the tree, which will keep the butt of the tree 
off the ground when the tree is felled. The limbs at the top will 

Fig. 79.—Showing how the butt is kept off the ground. 

Fig. 80. Fig. 81. 

keep the other end off the ground. A space is cleared of bushes 
and obstructions where the tree is to fall. 

After the tree has been cut down, a cut is made in a straight 
line (A, B, Fig. 79), splitting the bark from top to bottom, and 
a ring cut at A and B (Fig. 79). When sap is flowing, the bark 
is readily removed; but in winter the edges of the cut are raised 
with a knife, and a thin, pliant hard-wood knife or “spud” is 
pushed around under the bark. 

Toasting 

After the bark has dropped upon the ground the inside sur- 
face is warmed with a torch, which softens and straightens it out 

flat. The torch is made of a bundle of birch bark held in a 
split stick (Fig. 81). 

It is then rolled up like a carpet, with inside surface out, and 
tightly bound, generally with cedar bark when the latter can be 
procured (Fig. 80). 

If the tree is long enough, a piece is taken off at least nineteen 
feet in length, so that the ends of the canoe may not be pieced 



out. A few shorter pieces are 
wrapped up with the bundle 
for piecing out the sides. 

The Roll 

is taken on the back in an 
upright position, and is carried 
by a broad band of cedar 
bark, passing under the lower 
end of the roll and around in 
front of the breast and shoul- 
ders (Fig. 82). 

Effects of Heat 

It is laid where the sun will Fig. 
not shine on it and harden it. 
The first effect of heat is to make it pliant. Long exposure to 
heat or to dry atmosphere makes it hard and brittle. 

The Woodwork 

co 2.—Mode of carrying roll. 

is as follows: 
Five cross-bars of rock-maple (Figs. 83, 85, and gr). All the 

rest is of white cedar, taken from the heart. The sap-wood 
absorbs. water, and would make the canoe too heavy, so it is re- 

jected. The wood requires to be straight and clear, and it is 
best to use perfectly green wood for the ribs. 

Two strips 164 feet long, 14 inch square, tapering toward either 

end, the ends being notched (Fig. 83 A) is a section of the 16} 
foot strip. Each strip is mortised for the cross-bars (see Fig. 85). 
The lower outside edge is bevelled off to receive the ends of the 
ribs. 

The dimensions of the cross-bars (Fig. 85) are 12 x 2 x } inch, 
224 x 2x inch, and 30x2x finch. The cross-bars are placed 
in position, and the ends of the gunwales are tied with spruce 

Figs. 83 and 833.—Showing section of canoe amidship and section and shape of gunwale and top view. 

roots after being nailed together to prevent splitting. Each 
bar is held in place by a peg of hard wood. 

For stitching and wrapping, long, slender roots of spruce, or 
sometimes of elm, are peeled and split in two. Black ash splits 
are rarely used except for repairing (Figs. 86, 87, 88). 

Next we need (B, Fig. 83) two strips 1 or 1} inch by } inch, a 
little over 19 feet long, to go outside of gunwales, and (C, Fig. 
83) two top strips, same length, 2 inches wide in middle, tapering 
to 1 inch at either end, 14 inch thick. 

Ribs 

About fifty in number (Figs. 91, 92) are split with the grain 
(F, Fig. 92), so that the heart side of the wood will be on the inner 
side when the rib is bent. The wood bends better this way. 
They must be perfectly straight-grained and free from knots. 

Ribs for the middle are four inches wide, ribs for the ends about 
three inches wide (Fig. 91 and G, Fig. g2), and are whittled down 
to a scant half an inch (Fig. 93). Green wood is generally used, 
and before it has had any time to season. The ribs may be soft- 

ened by pouring hot water on them, and should be bent in pairs 
to prevent breaking (Fig. 90). They are held in shape by a band 
of cedar bark passed around outside. 
‘The ribs are of importance in the shaping of the canoe. The 

sides bulge out (Figs. 91, 92). 
The shape of the ribs determines 
the depth and stability of the 
canoe. 

Lining Strips 

Other strips, an eighth of an 
inch thick, are carefully whittled 
out, with straight edges. They 
are a little over eight feet long, 
and are designed to be laid in- 
side on the bark, edge to edge, 

‘7; Fig-93. between the bark and the ribs. 
These strips lap an inch or two 
where they meet, in the middle 
of the canoe, and are wider here 

than at the ends, owing to the 
greater circumference of the ca- 
noe in the middle. 
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Seasoning 

All the timber is carefully tied 
up before building and laid 
away. ‘The ribs are allowed to 

season perfectly, so that they will keep their shape and not 
spring back. 

Details of ribs, Indian os and method of 
using them. 

Stews 
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Details of sticking and framework of canoe. 

The Bed 

Next the bed is prepared on a level spot, if possible shaded 
from the sun. A space is levelled about three and a half feet 
wide and a little longer than the canoe. The surface is made 
perfectly smooth. The middle is one or two inches higher than 
either end. 

Building 

The frame is laid exactly in the middle of the bed. A small 
post is driven in the ground (Fig. 94), on which each end of the 
frame will rest. Stakes, two or three feet long and about two 

inches in diameter, are whittled flat on one side, and are driven 

with the flat side toward the frame at the following points, leav- 
21 
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Fig. 94.—Showing stakes supporting bark sides; note stones on the bottom. 

ing a space of about a quarter of an inch between the stake and 
the frame (Fig. 94): One stake an inch or two on either side of 
each cross-bar, and another stake half way between each cross- 
bar. This makes eleven stakes on each side of the frame. 
Twelve additional stakes are driven as follows: One pair facing 
each other, ‘at the end of the frame; another pair, an inch apart, 
about six inches from the last pair, measuring toward the ends 
of the canoe; and another pair, an inch apart, a foot from these. 
These last stakes will be nine and a half feet from the middle of 
the frame, and nineteen feet from the corresponding stakes at 
the other end. Next, these stakes are all taken up, and the 
frame laid aside. 

To Soften the Bark 

Next the bark is unrolled. If it has laid until it has become 
a little hardened, i* is placed in the river or stream for a day or 
two. It is spread out flat, and laid upon the bed with the gray 
or outside surface up. The inside surface is placed downward, 
and becomes the outside of the canoe. 

The frame is replaced upon the bark, so that it will be at the 
same distance from each side and end of the bed that it was be- 
fore. At each cross-bar boards are laid across the frame, and 

heavy stones are laid upon them to keep the frame solid and im- 
movable upon the bark (Fig. 85, C). The edges of the bark are 
next bent up in a perpendicular position, and in order that it 
may bend smoothly slits are made in the bark in an outward direc- 
tion, at right angles to the frame. A cut is made close to the 
end of each cross-bar, and one half way between each bar, 
which is generally sufficient to allow the bark to be bent up 
smoothly. As the bark is bent up, the large stakes are slipped 
back in the holes which they occupied before, and the tops of 
each opposite pair are connected with a strip of cedar bark which 
keeps the stakes perfectly perpendicular. At each end it is 
necessary to take out a small triangular piece or gore, so that the 
edges may come together without overlapping. 

Next twenty-two pieces of cedar, one to two feet long, and 
about 4 or } inch thick, are split out, and whittled thin and flat 

at one end. This sharpened edge is inserted between the out- 
side edge of the frame and the bent-up bark, opposite each large 
stake. The other end of the chisel-shaped piece is tightly tied 
to the large stake outside. By means of the large outside stake 
and the inside “stake,” so-called, the bark is held in a perfectly 
upright position; and in order to keep the bent-up part more 
perfectly flat and smooth, the strips of cedar are pushed in length- 
wise between the stakes and the bark, on each side of the bark, 

as shown in sectional views (Fig. 85, C, D). 
Sometimes, in place of having temporary strips to go on out- 

side of the bark, the long outside strip (B, Fig. 83), is slipped 
in place instead. 

It may now be seen if the bark is not wide enough. [If it is 
not, the sides must be pieced out with a narrow piece, cut in such 

a way that the eyes in the bark will run in the same direction as 
those of the large piece. 

As a general rule, from the middle to the next bar the strip 
for piecing is placed on the inside of the large piece, whose upper 
edge has previously been trimmed straight, and the two are sewed 
together by the stitch shown in Fig. 86, the spruce root being 
passed over another root laid along the trimmed-off edge of the 
large piece of bark to prevent the stitches from tearing out. 
From the second bar to the end of the canoe, or as far as may be 
necessary, the strip is placed outside the large piece, and from the 

22 

second to the end bar is sewed as in Fig. 87, and from the end 
bar to the end of the canoe is stitched as in Fig. 88. 

Next, the weights are taken off the frame, which is raised up as 
follows, the bark remaining flat on the bed as before: 
A post eight inches long is set up under each end of middle 

.cross-bar (Fig. 85, D), one end resting on the bark and the other 
end supporting either end of the middle cross-bar. Another 
post, nine inches long, is similarly placed under each end of the 
next cross-bar. Another, twelve inches long, is placed under 
each end of the end cross-bar; and another, sixteen and a half or 
seventeen inches, supports each end of the frame. 

As the posts are placed under each cross-bar, the weights are 
replaced; and as these posts are higher at the ends than in the 
middle, the proper curve is obtained for the gunwales. The 
temporary strips, that have been placed outside the bent-up 
portion of the bark, are removed, and the long outside strip be- 
fore mentioned (B, Fig. 83) is slipped in place between the out- 
side stakes and the bark. This strip is next nailed to the frame 
with wrought-iron nails that pass through the bark and are 
clinched on the inside. This outside strip has taken exactly the 
curve of the frame, but its upper edge, before nailing, was raised 
so as to be out an eighth of an inch (or the thickness of the bark) 
higher than the top surface of the frame, so that when the edges 
of the bark have been bent down, and tacked flat to the frame, 

a level surface will be presented, upon which the wide top strip 

will eventually be nailed. Formerly the outer strip was bound to 
the frame with roots every few inches, but now it is nailed. 

The cross-bars are now lashed to the frame, having previously 
been held only by a peg. The roots are passed through holes 
in the end of the bars, around the outside strip (see right-hand side 
of Fig. 85). A two-inch piece of the bark, which has been tacked 
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Fig. 95.—Shows how to describe arc of circle for bow, also ornamentation of winter bark. 

down upon the frame, is removed at the ends by the cross-bars, 

where the spruce roots are to pass around, and the outside strip 
is cut away to a corresponding extent, so that the roots, when 
wrapped around, will be flush with the surface above. 

All the stakes are now removed, and laid away to be ready 
for the next canoe that. may be built, and the canoe taken upside 

down upon two horses or benches, that will keep the craft clear 
of the ground. 

The shape of the bow is now marked out, either by the eye or 
with mechancial aid, according to the following rule: An arc of 
a circle, with a radius of seventeen inches, is described (Fig. 95) 
having as a centre a point shown in diagram. The bark is then 
cut away to this line. , 

Bow-piece 

To stiffen the bow, a bow-piece of cedar, nearly three feet long 
(Fig. 96), an inch and a half wide, and half an inch thick on one 
edge, bevelled and rounded off toward the other edge, is needed. 
To facilitate bending edgeways it is split into four or five sections 
(as in Fig. 98) for about thirty inches. The end that remains 
unsplit is notched on its thicker edge (Fig. 96) to receive the lower 
end of an oval cedar board (Fig. 97) that is placed upright in the 

bow underneath the tip of the frame. It is bent to correspond 
with the curve of the boat, with the thin edge toward the outside 
of the circle, and wrapped with twine, so that it will keep its shape. 
The bow-piece is placed between the edges of the bark, which are 
then sewed together by an Fig. 97. Fig. 96. Fig. 99. 
over-and-over stitch, which : 
passes through the bow- 
piece. 

A pitch is prepared of 
rosin and grease, in such 
proportions that it will 



neither readily crack in 
cold water nor melt in the Pom 
sun. One or the other in- y 

gredient is added until by % 
test it is found just right. rou 

Patching and Pitching 

The canoe is now placed sa 
on the ground, right side up, Fig. 98. Fig. 100. 
and all holes are covered 
on the inside with thin 
birch bark that is pasted down with hot pitch. A strip of cloth 
is saturated with hot pitch, and pressed into the cracks on either 
side of the bow-piece inside, between the bark and the bow-piece 

(Fig. 99). 
The thin longitudinal strips are next laid in position, edge to 

edge, lapping several inches by the middle; they are whittled 
thin here so as to lap evenly. 

The ribs are next tightly driven in place, commencing at the 
small end ones and working toward the middle. The end ribs 
may be two or three inches apart, being closer toward the middle, 
where, in many cases, they touch. Usually, they are about half 
an inch apart in the middle. Each rib is driven into place with 
a square-ended stick and a mallet. 

The ends are stuffed with shavings (Fig. 100 and “Section” 
Fig. 1003), and an oval cedar board is put in the place formerly 
occupied by the post that supported the end of the frame. The 
lower end rests in the notch of the bow-piece, while the upper is 
cut with two shoulders that fit underneath each side of the frame; 
Fig. 97 shows the cedar board. 

The top strip is next nailed on to the frame. Almost always a 
piece of bark, a foot or more long, and nine or ten inches wide, 

is bent and slipped under, be- 
tween both top and side strips 
and the bark. The ends of this 
piece hang down about three 
inches below the side strips. 
The loose ends of the strips are 
bound together, as in diagram, 

and the projecting tips of both 
strips and bow-piece are trimmed 
off close. 

Next the canoe is turned up- 
side down. If winter bark has 
been used, the surface is moist- 

ened and the roughness scraped 
off with a knife. Generally the 

red rough surface is left in the form of a decorative pattern 
several inches wide around the upper edge (Fig. 95). Some- 
times the maker’s name and date are left in this way. 

Finally, a strip of stout canvas, three or four inches wide, is 
dipped in the melted pitch and laid on the stitching at the ends, 
extending up sufficiently far above the water-line. All cracks and 
seams are covered with pitch, laid on with a small wooden pad- 
dle. While still soft, a wet finger or the palm of the hand is 
rubbed over the pitch to smooth it down before it hardens. 

Leaks 

Water is placed inside, and the leaky places marked, to be 
stopped when dry. A can of rosin is usually carried in the canoe, 
and when a leak occurs, the canoe is taken out of the water, the 

leak discovered by sucking, the place dried with a torch of wood 
or birch bark, and the pitch applied. 

Paddles are made of rock maple, and sometimes of birch and 
even cedar. Bow paddles are usually longer and narrower in 
the blade than stern paddles (Fig. 101). 

Bottom Protection 

Sometimes the canoe is shod with “shoes,” or strips of cedar, 
laid lengthwise and tied to the outside of the bark with ash splits 

Figs. 97—100.—Show details of canoe bow. 

Fig. 1003. 

Fig. 1014.—From photograph of Indian building a birch-bark canoe, 

that pass through holes in the cedar shoes, and are brought up 
around the sides of the canoe and tied to eachcross-bar. This 
protects the bottom of the boat from the sharp rocks that abound 
in some rapid streams. 

All canoes are of the geneval shape of the one described, 
though this is considerably varied in different localities, some 
being built with high rolling bows, some slender, some wider, 
some nearly straight on the bottom, others decidedly curved. 

Besides the two paddles the canoe should carry a pole ten feet 
long, made of a slender spruce, whittled so as to be about one 
and three-fourths inch in diameter in the middle and smaller 
at either end, and having at one end either a ring and a spike or 
else a pointed cap of iron. The pole is used for propelling the 
canoe up swift streams. This, says Tappan Adney, “is abso- 
lutely indispensable.” The person using the pole stands in one 
end, or nearer the middle if alone, and pushes the canoe along 
close to the bank, so as to take advantage of the eddies, guiding 
the canoe with one motion, only to be learned by practjce, and 
keeping the pole usually on the side next the bank. Where the 
streams have rocky and pebbly bottoms poling is easy, but in 
muddy or soft bottoms it is tiresome work; muddy bottoms, how- 
ever, are not usually found in rapid waters. 

A Canvas Canoe 

can be made by substituting canvas in the place of birch bark; 
and if it is kept well painted it makes not only a durable but a 
very beautiful boat. The writer once owned a canvas canoe 
that was at least fifteen years old and still in good condition. 

About six yards of ten-ounce cotton canvas, fifty inches wide, 
will be sufficient to cover a canoe, and it will require two papers 
of four-ounce copper tacks to secure the canvas on the frame. 

The boat should be placed, deck down, upon two “horses” or 
wooden supports, such as you see carpenters and builders use. 

Fold the canvas lengthwise, so as to find the centre, then tack 

the centre of one end of the cloth to top of bow-piece, or stem, 
using two or three tacks to hold it securely. Stretch the cloth 
the length of the boat, pull it taut, with the centre line of the can- 
vas over the keel line of the canoe, and tack the centre of the other 

end of the cloth to the top of the stern-piece. 
If care has been taken thus far, an equal portion of the cover- 

ing will lap the gunwale on each side of the boat. 

Begin amidships and drive the tacks, about two inches apart, 
along the gunwale and an inch below the deck (on the outside). 
Tack about two feet on one side, pull the cloth tightly across, 
and tack it about three feet on the other side. Continue to alter- 
nate, tacking on one side and then the other, until finished. 

With the hands and fingers knead the cloth so as to thicken 
or “full” it where it would otherwise wrinkle, and it will be pos- 
sible to stretch the canvas without cutting it over the frame. 

The cloth that projects beyond the gunwale may be used for 
the deck, ot it may be cut off after bringing it over and tacking 
upon the inside of the gunwale, leaving the canoe open like a 
birch-bark. 



FLEET-O-WING 

This graceful 18’ keel knockabout was designed for 
us by Sparkman & Stephens in the 1930's. As sturdy 
as they come, she also enjoys a good run, and is 
roomy enough for 6 to picnic in. 

Send for our brochure. 

a MOY Lane’s End, Newbury, MA 01951 py < 
(508) 462-7409 

Custom wooden boats; mast hoops; authentic nautical furnishings. 

VIDEO AVAILABLE — Demonstrates our 

unique building method and boats in use: 

$22.50. MC/Visa o.k. Over 300 satisfied 

Weight — 45 lbs. 

Finished — $1200 

Kic - $525 

° SHELL BOATS ° Construction 
Video - $20 

Plans — $30 eer 
Modern wooden boats for 

rowing and sailing 7'—19’ 

Catalog $2.00 

a 

Specialists in Wooden Boat Construction & Repair 

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

Builders 

GS 
Restorers 

and 
HOLLOW 

D.P. Cooper Boat Building 
RR1 Box 267 

Hartland, Vermont 05048 
(802) 436-2640 

Fiddlehead Boatworks 
Stock & Custom Construction of 

All Manner of Wooden Boats 

Repairs * Recanvassing * Upholstery 

Restoration ¢ Refinishing ¢ Caning Rt. 1, Box 1060, Bradford, VT 05033 |° Mike Collins & Jennifer Schaafsma 802-222-5583 

TRADITIONALLY BUILT SMALL CRAFT 
SKIFFS, DORIES, YACHT TENDERS - SAIL, QAR, MOTOR 

HONEST BOATS AT HONEST PRICES 

ALSO “TORPEDO” PLYWOOD RECREATIONAL SHELL. 

STUDY PRINT $3 PLANS $25 

CALL OR WRITE ABOUT YOUR NEXT WOODEN BOAT 
ROB BARKER PO, BOX 10, MONTAGUE, MA 01351 PH, (413) 967-2424 



~~ Sutherland 

Boat & Coach Inc. 

BUILDERS OF FINE WOODEN 
SAILBOATS, LAUNCHES & 

ROWING BOATS 

Broes 2258 Rt. 54A 

Penn Yan, NY 14527 

(315) 536-2258 

106° ~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. 

Feather Canoes 
3080 N. WASHINGTON RLVD. 

SARASOTA, FL 34234 

(813) 953-7660 

Builder (3 St tc hney 

© Wooden Boat 

Repair & Maintenance 

¢ Small Boat Construction 

e Custom Yacht Joiner 

(207) 372-8543 

"GOBY" 
io eos” —~ 65 Lbs. 

Cap. 350 Lbs. - Two Rowing Stations 
Marine Fir Plywood and Oak 

Stainless Steel Screw Fastenings 

Dealer Inquiries Invited 

Box 146 St. George, Me 04857 

Cape Cod’s 

Sailing 

Headquarters 

i Wooden Boat 

Center 

* The Arey’s Pond Catboat * 

Available in 12’ and 14’ sizes, limited 

production, built exclusively at Arey’s 

Pond Boat Yard. Finished off in Teak or 

Mahagony by professional wooden boat 

17’ SWAMPSCOTT DORY 

NORTH RIVER 

BOATWORKS 
6-C ELM STREET, ALBANY, NY 12202 

518 434-4414 “Info $2.00 

Wooden Boats for Sail, Oars or Power 

builders. 

New and used Sailboats, brokerage, 9’ and 

11’ skiffs, Tohatsu outboards, Professional 

service to O’Day boats. Fully stocked 

store, fiberglass repair & outboard service. 
Repair & Restoration 

Of Wooden Boats 

Custom Built Traditional Wooden Boats 

HUMPHREY BOAT WORKS | 
45 AUCOOT RD. MATTAPOISETT, MA 

(508) 758-6234 

Woodstrip 

(Waterera 

EE CANOES, 
KAYAKS & 

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

AL BRATTON 

Builder 

215-234-0680 

Moorings, hauling, storage, wooden boat 

restoration, custom building, sailing and 

boat building classes. 

* Est. 1945 

AREY’S POND BOAT YARD 
Arey’s Lane off Rte. 28, P.O. Box 22 

South Orleans, MA 02662 

508-255-0994 

WEE PUNKIN 

P.O. Box 1140 

Lansdale, PA 19446 

HARDKNOCKS CANOE SHOP 
cedar canoes 

§ FAY eX FAA SPE or —_ Sahai eee 
construction * repairs * recanvassing 

BRENDAN CURRAN, HOVE, MAINE 04847 + 207-763-3074 

WILL BUILD ON COMMISSION: 
Sailing dorics, daysailers or cruising 

boats to 30° LOA, built to your 
requirements. All of superior con- 

struction in wood at reasonable price. 

THE LANDING BOATSHOP, PO 
Box 190, Kennebunkport, ME 04046. 
207-985-7976. 

"Wee Punkin" has traditional good 
looks, is fun to build from inex- 
pensive materials, and her perform- 
ance will delight you. Innovative 
foam core deck and ample flotation 
make her extra safe and comfort- 
able. She is ideal for children if 
they can get her away from dad. 
Truly a breakthrough in small boat 
design. Hit of the Port Townsend 
Wooden Boat Festival. No lofting. 
Plans with full size station pat- 
terns and detailed instructions $36. 
SASE for more info. 

GRAND MESA BOATWORKS 

RT.1BOX 75 COLLBRAN, CO °1624 

‘Wood/Canvas Canoes 

°Restored/"Recanvased 

“Bought/ Soild 

cMtike ‘Huston 

“Phila. “PA 1-215-342-8705 
25 



COMMON SENSE DESIGNS 
YOU CAN BUILD A BETTER 
BOAT THAN YOU CAN BUY! 

STRETCHED LIGHT DORY 
19'6" version of Bolger's ticket to heav~ 

en, the light dory.- Instant type constr~ 

uction, carries one to three. 

JOIN THE REVOLUTION TO COMMON 
SENSE! 

PLEASE SEND ME: 

Stretched Light Dory Plans for $40 

CO) Study Packet for Stretched Lightdory 
and15 COMMON SENSE DESIGNS, $5. 

STATE ___ ZIP 

COMMON SENSE DESIGNS 
P.O. Box 91429, Portland, OR 97291 

AFFORDABLE 

SLIDING SEAT ROWING 
Build your own drop-in rowing rig 

for use in canoes, skiffs and shells. 

Lightweight and standard options. 
Detailed construction plans and man- 

ual, $23. BPall-bearing wheel kits 
available. Plans and manual for 

lightweight sculling oars (9'9"), 
$17. Both the rowing rig and oars 
utilize common, inexpensive materi- 

als. No unusual tools or woodwork- 
ing skills required. 

OWEN CECIL 
P.O. BOX 634 

OSCODA, MI 48750 

SOLO CRUISER 
Strip build your own racing cance 

Complete plans for 18' or 18'6" MF C1 

Study Flyer available 

Thomaa Page 
13 Shenu Lane, York, Maine 03909 

PLANS, STENCILS 

Lightweight, sturdy, 

maneuverable. Excellent 

hunting, fishing boat. 

Send SASE for info. 

385 PLYMOUTH &T. 

HALIFAX, MA 02338 (617) 335-3643 

© PES: Boat 

Plans 

RAVEN 'S WING WATERCRAF 
BUILD YOUR OWN PLYWOOD 

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

KITS & BOATS AVAILABLE 

RR 3 BOX 845, WISCASSET, ME 04578 
(207) 443-6677 

CATALOG $3 PPD 
HEADWATER BOATS 

156 BUNKER CREEK RD. 
CHEHALIS, WA 98532 

ery Garvey Workboat 
Just one of tne designs in our catalog of stock plans ($3 ) 

§'-20' Sail, Row, Power, Paddle 

Modem plywood or cold-molded construction. 

ROBERT W. STEPHENS WOODEN BOATS 
Sensibly modern design and construction 
P.O. Box 464 Searsport, Maine 04974 

(207) 548-0129 

Plans & Kits 
- Full size patterns 

* Design portfolio 

send $1.00 

MONFORT ASSOCIATES 
RFD 2 Box 416 - Wiscasset, Maine 04578 

WESTON FARMER 

«Instruction manual 

a car top, sleep-aboard 
cruiser for two-:-- honest ! 

She's usually sailed stretched out on the 
padded deck ( lots of storage and floatation 
below ) the most comfortable boat you have 
ever sailed! The 5'2" beam (on 113" 
'LOA.) gives room, and amazing stability, 

- for sleeping two or day sailing four at no 
’ apparent cost in performance. 

Easy stitch and glue construction . 
Study plans $4, Plans, super clear 
instructions, and full sized patterns, $45. 

THOMSON SMALLBOATS 
Box 670, Vestal, N.Y. 13851-0670 

YOU CAN BUILD 

10', 28 LB. PERSONAL KAYAK 

Two-page information fly~ 
er on request. 

BOATS 
29 Burley St., Wenham, MA 01984 

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 



oR | Materials 
ms 

50m America’s 

“Marine Plywood Center e 

* Teak, Okoume, Sapele, Fir, Lauan, S U [PDP y 1e€ Ss 
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 

GAMBSELL 
HUNTER 
SAILMAKERS 
Cotton and Dacron Sails 
STANDING AND RUNNING RIGGING 

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

Maine 04843 

VOLVO PENTA 
Orr's Island Boat Works 

9, 18, 28 and 43 HP Diesel Engines 

Smaller Size, Less Weight. 

Complete Package Including Reverse Gear 

Old Volvo Diesels Rebuilt 

Rt. 24, Box 731 Orr's Island, ME 04066 
1- (800) 339-6777 (207) 833-5852 

Maine only 

Mast Hoops 
Mast Hoop Fasteners @ 
Sail Hanks @ Parrel Beads 

@ Wood Cleats @ Wood 

Shell Blocks @ Deadeves 

@ Belaying Pins @ 
Bullseves @ Custom Bronze 

Hardware 

ATLANTIC WHITE CEDAR 

Flitches 4/4", 5/4", 6/4" thick to 
16" long. Some other sizes available, 
all rough sawn. This is nice stuff. We 
can ship anywhere. Call or write for 
info. 

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", 

nysn. 10 sizes; 3/4"-1 1/4". Prices: 
$7.50-$10/l1b. Send $1 for sample pack- 

et. STRAWBERY BANKE, INC. 

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

J~-D. ENGLAND CO. 
HCR Box 337, Urbanna, VA 23175 

(804) 758-2721 

CANOE HARDWARE 

eae Lena Ode Se Canoe 

Vacks,waereeOval’ BrasseStem 

Bands, Clinching Irons, 3/16" 
Bronze. Carriage Bolts, Canoe 

Plans, Clear White Cedar. 

Price List Available. 

NORTHWOONS CANOE SHOP 

RED #3, Box 118-2A 

Dover-Foxcroft, ME 04426 

POLYESTER RESIN 5e0 03s!) Finest Quality-Always Fresh 
5 Gal. Pail 1 Gal. 4ormore 20ormore 4 pails or more 
$70.00 ea. $15.50 ea. $14.50 ea. $14.00 ea. $67.50 ea. 

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

Mat 1-1/2 oz. 38" $2yd* Roving 24 oz 38": $3/yd @ Cloth 10 oz 38" $4.05 /yd 

SILICON BRONZE WOOD SCREWS — MANY SIZES FROM 3/4x8 AT $4.80 TO 3x16AT $40.50.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. 

fae | 

Orr's Island Boat Works 
AUTHORIZED 

DEALER 

9-170 HP DIESELS 

FULL PARTS INVENTORY 
EXPERT TECHNICAL ASSISTANCE 

Rt. 24, Box 731 Orr’ s Island, ME 04066 

1-(800 )-339-6777 * (207) 833-5852 

(Maine Only) 

BRONZE & BRASS 
CUSTOM MADE INVESTMENT 
CASTING & MOLD MAKING 

SERVICE 
Alloys Mixed to Specs 

Replicas Made From Broken 

Originals or Drawings 

WALTER ALLEN 

221 Washington St. 

Topsfield, MA 01983 

(508) 887-9783 

Pert Lowell Co., Inc. 
Lane's End 

Newbury, MA 014950 

(508) 462-7409 
Ciestomn wcuodent pouts mnist | 

ent aut 

THE SOURCE FOR: 
sits;  AULGRIP Fpiranes® 
HARKEN SChaefer 3m 

CHANDLERY 

Niecra V4, Fico Established 1907 
— 

OUTSIDE RI We accept these credit cards eles 

<=>, 800-343-9350 

COD 

m2 Bes 
SHIP 

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 

20 FT TRACK $4950 

‘wk. ROSS, INC. Gas — 
w x“ 640 Main St., iia IN RI suming] (7 

W. Hampstead, 401-846-8170 RR PND TAGE 

NH 03841 U.S.A ee 

| 603° 329° 6320 FAX 401-847-4215 Newport, 



DETROIT AREA/LAKE St. CLAIR 
Sailing Sea/Touring Kayaks 

HUGH HORTON 
SMALL BOATS 

15175 HAMILTON 

DETROIT, MICHIGAN 48203 
(313) 868 7900 

LEARN YACHT & COMMER. 

CIAL BOAT DESIGN OR 
WOODEN BOAT BUILDING 
Two full-time residential programs 
combine theory with practice in crea- 
tive and challenging environment: De- 
sign students studv marine engineering 
and drafting along with CAD training 
and daily exposure to an active hoat- 
shop- Boatbuilding students learn ta 
construct a classic wooden dory and a 
graceful day sailer with the option of 
a cruising boat instead. Equal opportu- 
mity enrollment. V.A. approved. 

THE LANDING SCHOOL 
P.O. Box 1490 M 

Kennebunkport, Maine 64046 
(207) 985-7976 

East Coast Manufacturing 
of the designs everybody 
is talking about... 
Factory installed sail rigs by BSD — 
Multi hull rigs for singles and doubles 

Dealers in every East Coast State 

For Free Brochure 
Call (919) 883-7410 
FULL ACCESSORY LINE 

AVATLABLE 

28 

1100 Shipwreck Reports 
I have been involved on the 

waterfront in a number of capaci- 
ties for the past 30 years. I have 
researched shipwrecks from Watch 
Hill, RI, to the tip of Cape Cod. 
This research finally led me to the 
National Archives in Washington, 
where I was able to obtain copies 
of the actual wreck reports filed 
either by the captain of the vessel 
involved or the owners. 

From this information I have 
been able to determine a number of 
facts which enable me to divide the 
types of wrecks into three catego- 
ries: 

Those that resulted in the 

wreck being washed up on shore. 
close to Those that sank 

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, V1 

(802) 864-5437 

BROKERAGE FOR SAIL AND POWER 

shore. 

Those that sank far offshore. 
In addition, I have been able 

to determine where vessels had 
stranded. These strandings indicate 
locations where artifacts may be 
found, due to the practice of 
throwing cargo overboard in order 
to lighten the vessel, to refloat it. 

The following article is typi- 
cal of the information I have on 
file, Taken directly from the wreck 

reports. I have a computer file of 
over 1,100 such reports. Readers 
may be interested who enjoy walk- 
ing the shores or hunting for rem- 
nants of old shipwrecks. 

Gary Carogelli, 2000 Bay St. 
82E, Fall River, MA 02724. 

Wreck 

of the 

“Giovanni” 
This shipwreck occurred on 

Thursday, March 4, 1875. The ves- 

sel was an Italian bark of 575 tons, 
home ported at Palermo, Italy. Her 

owner was Guisseppe  Peraine, 
Lagana & Pogino, et al. 

he vessel was enroute from 
Palerino to Boston with a main car- 
go of sulphur. The value of the 
cargo in 1875 was $70,000 and the 
value of the vessel was $25,000. 
Heav.ly laden with sulphur, sumac, 
filberts and rags, she encountered 

an easterly gale with heavy snow 
fall, and first struck the outer bar 

at Truro, Massachusetts, which re- 

sulted in loss of the rudder. She 
then was forced up onto the lee 
shore two miles’ northwest of 
Highland Lighthouse in Truro, 
where she broke up. 

There is a very good possibil- 
ity of locating the remains of this 
wreck, both up on the shoreline 
and in the water close to shore. 
She was a large heavily constructed 
vessel, built of heavy timbers that 

would survive the ravages of time. 
What makes this wreck interesting, 

and possibly profitable, is the fact 
that she was a foreign vessel en- 
gaged in trade and therefore would 
have been carrying some type of 
specie in the form of gold or silver 
coins. These coins would have been 
used to pay for supplies and other 
needs in foreign ports of call. 

While remnants of this wreck 
should be visible on the _ shore 
without any tools other than a good 
pair of eyes, the use of a metal de- 

tector and snorkeling gear would 
make the job of discovery much ea- 
sier. An authentic piece of a ship- 
wreck of over 100 years ago would 
make a nice conversation piece on a 
New Englander's coffee table. 



MAAS ROWING SHELLS. 

couver 21 with oars, 

self-bailer, $1,750. 
pounds, bailer, 

$1,750. 

MYSTIC RIVER BOATHOUSE, 

Noank, CT, (203) 536-6930. (17) 

Used Van- 
47 pounds, 

Used Aero, 40 
virtually new, 

TRINKA 10, first class sailing din- 

ghy. Full sail rig, cover, bailer. 

Dark green hull, teak trim. $2,000. 
MYSTIC RIVER BOATHOUSE, 

Noank, CT, (203) 536-6930. (17) 

SLIDING SEAT ROWING RIG. Beau- 
tifully fabricated with _ stainless 
pipe, welded, with double action 
sliding seat (allows shorter track), 
two foot stretchers with shoes, oar 
locks. Outriggers removeable. In- 
expensive to a good home. 
LENNY LIPTON, White Plains, NY, 
(914) 949-2927. (17) 

LIGHTNING MAST WANTED, wood- 
en, for Lightning #9770, current 
restoration project of great interest 
to a group of adolescents at the 
Founders School who. ordinarily 
have little to be enthused about. 
GREGORY NORMAN, Founders 
School, E. Haddam, CT, (203) 
873-1489. (17) 

RARE BOOKS. "The Venturesome 
Voyages of Captain Voss", blue 
cloth hard cover, published 1926, 
EC, $35. "Practical Motor Boat 
Handling, Seamanship & Piloting" 
by C.F. Chapman, published 1917, 
Vac, $10.00. 
G.W. SPOTTS, 1247 Beech Haven 

Rd. NE, Atlanta, GA 30324. (17) 

WANTED. Good condition ctr/sloop 
27'-34', prefer two cabin, including 
head, maximum draft 3', minimum 
headroom 5'. MUST BE FAST! Your 

ideas? 

FRANK O'BRIEN, 22 Hancock Rd., 
Brookline, MA 02146. (17) 

WANTED. 110 parts, pieces and 
sails! I am rebuilding hull # 618. 
Does anyone remember it? 
TOM PERKINS, Ipswich, MA, 
356-7726. (17) 

(508) 

1980 LASER SAILBOAT with trailer. 

$1,300. 
GEORGE DUNBAR, 

(203) 448-1152. (17) 

Groton, cl 

1990 WEST WIGHT POTTER 15. Fa- 
mous daysailer and ocean cruiser. 
Main and jib, galv. tilt trailer, 

custom cabin and cockpit cushions, 
OB, porta-potti, jiffy reefing, 
transom boarding ladder, bow pul- 

pit, much more. Better than new. 

DICK SMITH, 10213 Rounding Run, 
Richmond, VA 23233, (804) 
741-2171. (TF). 

Cllaseiiiec Maxiketpllace 
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. 

72' SCHOONER CRUISE, up British 
Columbia's inside passage and 

coast, including the Queen Char- 

lottes. July 21 to August 4 (Victo- 
ria to Prince Rupert). We're look- 
ing for two couples to join us, for 
a total of 8 voyager explorers. 
Each person's share (includes skip- 
per, mate, cook, meals, every- 
thing) is $1,700 for the two weeks. 
HERB & JUDY KLINGER, R.R. 2, 
Box 117, S. Salem, NY 10590. (17) 

INTERNATIONAL 110 No. 556. Fast 
and exciting racer/daysailer. Very 
good condition. Wooden hull. Ra- 
cing go-fasts, flotation, spinnaker 
chute, 4-way boom vang, trapeze 

harness, back-stay. Extra tracks 
for small jib, jiffy-reefing. Six 
sails (not racing cond.), incl. 
good main, jenny and small jib. 
New frame members over keel, bot- 
tom epoxied and refastened, keel 
refastened. Deck painted with air- 
craft polyurethane over epoxy. Bot- 
tom painted with racing epoxy. 
Trailer/cradle has divided rear 
support and new suspension. $950. 
BRUCE CAMPBELL, Gloucester, MA, 

(508) 281-1647. (17) 

1930's (?) 12" JOINTER, 6' bed, 

2-blade. John A. White Co., Dover, 

NH. Good running machine, less 
than 1 cent per pound. $575. 
DOUGFYSBARPS ON. Easton, viMA; 

(508) 238-9578. (17). 

CANOE WANTED. Looking for 17! 

but will consider others. Also 

would consider double kayak. 
DONALD SWOPE, 15 Buttonball Ln., 

Madison, CT 06443, (203) 245-3114. 

(17) 

14' O'DAY JAVELIN SAILBOAT with 
boat trailer and nearly new 5 horse 
Mariner outboard motor. Bargain at 
$1,600. 
ANDREW VOIKOS, E. 
MA, (508) 888-4099. (19) 

Sandwich, 

23' SEA SPRITE. Very clean, orig- 
inal owner. 4 berths, 4-1/2 h.p. 
outboard, lights, well equipped. 
Asking $7,500. 
MYSTIC RIVER BOATHOUSE, 
Noank, CT, (203) 536-6930. (17) 

26! POLARIS SAILMASTER, 
keel/centerboard, 6 berths, roller 
furling, outboard. Excellent condi- 
tion. $8,000. 
MYSTIC RIVER BOATHOUSE, 

Noank, CT, (203) 536-6930. (17) 

26' THUNDERBIRD SLOOP, excellent 
condition, in the water ready for 
sailing. Many extras, trailer. 
$6,600. Terms to reliable purchas- 
ere 

PAT KIMBROUGH, Rt. 1 Box 3E, 

Spicewood, DEX. 78669, (512) 
693-2403, (512) 453-5502. (18) 

ALCOHOL STOVE in good condition, 

$35. 
GL. GLARK, 32 Ocean Ave.;7S. 

Yarmouth, MA 02664, (508) 

394-8390, (401) 723-2444. (18) 

ALDEN OCEAN SHELL. Older model 

with fixed tracks. $400 with oars, 
$350 without. 
EDWARD HOFFER, Wellesley, MA, 

(617) 235-4171 eves. (18) 

JONBOAT FOR’ RENT. =In_ Salt 
Springs, FL, near Oklawaha and 

St. Johns Rivers and many other 
streams and lakes well suited for 
messing about in small boats. $200 
a week includes rustic but comfort- 
able cabin. Available February and 

March. 
CHAUNCEY BANCROFT, 
1724, Palatka, FL 32178, 
325-4750. (18) 

P.O. Box 

(904) 

16' BOLGER WINDSPRINT, 
ged, built 1990, 

lug rig- 
sailed one season. 

Marine ply/West System, hollow 
Sitka mast, two large flotation 
tanks, trailer. Quality throughout, 

fast and handy sailer. $1,250. 
JF. MC KIE, 19 Blandfrod, 

Fairport, NY 14450. (18) 

LN., 

20' ALUMINUM MAST with rigging, 
in good shape, with main, jib and 
boom. $150. Also two jibs in good 
shape, $50. 
RICHARD BRIDGE, 

(609) 854-4913. (18) 
Westmont, Nd, 

SKILLED WOODEN BOAT REPAIRS. 
If you're looking for someone af- 
fordable to do professional repairs 
or restoration on your small wooden 
boat, call us. We've been building 
and repairing boats since 1933. 
PERT LOWELL CO., Lanes 
Newbury, MA 01951, 

462-7409. (TF) 

End, 

(508) 
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DOVEKIE SAILBOAT. hull #82. Red 
hull with white deck. Good shape 

but needs minor cosmetic work. In- 

cludes Yamaha 5hp longshaft motor, 
custom motor mount,  backporch, 

Icng foil leeboards and many acces- 

sories. Asking $5,000 as is, or 
$6,000 if I have to do the work. 
Can be seen in Marlborough, NY. 
CRAIG POOLE, New York, NY, 
(212) 691-8149. (18) 

PULLING BOAT MOLDS, 15 stations 
plus lapstrake templates for Bolger 
15-1/2' pulling boat Design #218. 
Also laminating fixtures for stem 
and curved transom. $250. 
JOHN HOAGLAND, 477 Wolfswamp 

Rd., Longmeadow, MA 01106. (16) 
443-6122. (17) 

ALDEN SCHOONER PRINTS. Limited 
number of prints of John Alden's 
finest schooner, "Mandoo". 
21"x15-3/4" plus margins. Original 
oil by well known British naval 
artist Leslie A. Wilcox. $25 each. 
INGA WILMERDING, Suite 237, Red 
hook Plaza, St. Thomas, VI 00802. 
(18p) 

MARINER SEASCAPE, large stable 
fast sea touring kayak. Perfect 
condition, many extras. $1,000. 
STEVE HANSON, Rockland, ME, 
(207) 594-2097. (17) 

14" MC KIE, 1985, with 1985 gal- 
vanized trailer and jack wheel. 
Beautiful shape, no motor. $1,100. 
ED HERLING, P.O. Box 583, Ip- 
swich, MA 01938, (508) 356-2753. 
(17) 

OLD BOAT PLANS. Copies from 
"Mechanics Illustrated", "Science & 
Mechanics", "Sports Afield Annual" 
and others. Hundreds available. 

Catalog $4. 
E.,G. RAGSDALE, P.O. Box 48M, 
Westlake, OR 97493, (503) 997-7818. 

CEDAR VENEER. 1/8" thick, 500 
square feet in four foot lengths. 
Originally from the Dean Co. Good 
for a winter dinghy or canoe pro- 
ject. $100. 
PAUL MEYER, Carlisle, MA, (508) 
369-7393. (18) 

WANTED. 1959 Outboard, Johnson 

or Evinrude in 

tion, 40-65hp. 

BOB MONETTI, Toms 

(201) 270-4723. (18) 

restorable condi- 

River, NJ, 

WANTED. PEAPOD SAILING RIG. 

Must be reasonable (read "cneap"). 
MARTIN MKOKUS) GER. O a Boxy alge 

Hopewell, PA 16650, (814) 

928-5085. (17) 

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 WAKER CRUIS- 
ES, P.O. Box 1180, Key Largo, FI 
33037, (305) 451-0083. (TF) 
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CONSTANT CAMBER HULL PANELS 
for the Adirondack Goodboat or 
Lakesailer, or your own version of 
these, or other, boats that can be 

made from the same panels. We can 

ship panels and other parts in any 
stage of preparation or assembly. 
Minimum tools and space needed, no 
building jig. Boat can be put to- 
gether in one to three days and 
finished at your leisure, saving 
thousands. 

MASON SMITH, Adirondack 
Goodboat, Box 44, North Point Rd., 

Long Lake, NY 12847. (518) 
624-6398. (TF) 

SIMMONS SEA SKIFFS. 

the North Carolina coast. Outstand- 

Classics of 

ingly seaworthy, fast with low 
power, light, simple plywood lap- 
strake construction. Detailed plans 
and directions, no lofting. SEA 
SKIFF 18: Featured in SBJ #51. 
17'1x"5'7"x5" draft, 20-40hp. Plans 
$30. SEA SKIFF 20: The big offshore 

fisherman. 19'4"x7'6"10" draft; 
50-70hp. Plans $45. Information on 
both $1. 
NEW HANOVER COUNTY MUSEUM 

FOUNDATION, 814 Market Ste, 

Wilmington, NC 28401, (919) 
341-4350. (18) 

16' USES O MAHOGANY 

HYDROPLANE,very tight and light. 
Sanded down to the wood and ready 
to glass or paint. A 45hp Evinrude 
and a trailer are also included. 

This boat is fast, fast, fast look'n. 
$695. 
KEVIN LANDIS, Green Lane, PA, 
(215) 234-4919. (18) 

10' PACK CANOE made by Indian 
Point Guideboat Company. 38" beam, 
13" deep, round bottom, V-entry, 
looks like a mini-peapod. Rows 
well, fantastic carry between 
strokes. Accessories. $275. Will 
consider trade up or down for long- 
er canoe. 
MARTIN KOKUS, 
Hopewell, PA 

928-5085. (17) 

P.O. 

16650, 
US). 

(814) 

Box 

KEY LARGO CCTTAGE, 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. (1F) 

26' DANISH FOLKBOAT, must find a 
good home. Yanmar diesel, QM self 
steering, good main and jib. In 
water. $3,500. 
CHARLES’ REID, P.O. 
Greens Farms, CT 
259-3496. (17) 

Box 

06436, 
113, 

(203) 

Beautiful, 
fast, reasonable, Gal- 
lant 53' ketch "Zulu Warrior". 
Chartering in the Virgins 17 years. 
MARTA WILMERDING-MACFARLAND, 
12 Statesman Terr., Marshfield, MA 
02050, (617) 837-6505. (TF) 

SAIL THE VIRGINS. 
sea-kindly, 

RARE OPPORTUNITY! 23! ERICK= 
SON C/B’ SLOOP, with private 
mooring and dinghy on the Wye 
River, just 12 miles from St. Mi- 
chaels, Maryland. Reluctantly for 
sale (two boat owner). $5,500 takes 
all. 

JIM FISCHER, Ellicott City, MD, 
(301) 461-3081 eves. Call me before 
I change my mind! (17) 

CANOE LINES PLANS. 
sets, mold patterns, for, 12°, 

14-1/2', 16', 18-1/2' canoes drawn 
for traditional beauty and versatil- 
ity. Sized for either strip built or 
wood/canvas construction. 

Lines, off- 

FRANKLIN CEDAR CANOES, Box 
175, Franklin, ME 04634. (207) 
565-2282. (18p) 

WANTED. 14'-17' DAY  SAILER 
HULL, wood or fiberglass, any re- 

storable condition. Must be under 
500 pounds trailer weight. Will 
pick up on my trailer. 

LANCE MC DOWELL, c/o Raven Ma- 
rine, 15 Marina Rd., Hampton, VA 

23669, (804) 722-2771. (17) 

CANOE WANTED. Looking for 17' 
but will consider others. Also 
would consider a double kayak. 

DONALD SWOPE, 15 Buttonball Ln., 
Madison, CT 06443, (203) 245-3114. (17) 

ASA THOMPSON SKIFF. Just deliv- 

ered, brand new. I have too many 
boats. Professionally built. Varn- 
ished interior, white exterior. 
Beautiful boat. With Culler oars. 
$1,500. 
BILL EVERETT, RR 1 Box 46, Mon- 
roe, NH 03771, (603) 638-2370. (17) 

COMPACT SAILBOATS. Crocker 20 
fin keel day sailer, fast and sta- 
ble, $1,295 or B.O. Bay Hen, full 
canvas, trailer, motor, full cush- 
ions, anchor, radio, etc. $6,495 or 
B.O. Sea Pearl motor sailer, cen- 
terboard, marconi rig, up to 25hp 
max. $2,795 or B.O. Cape Cod Mer- 
cury, centerboarder, trailer, spin- 
naker, fresh water use. only, 
$1,495. i 
CAPE ANN SMALL CRAFT, 
MA, (508) 768-7411. (17) 

Essex, 



CANOE FLORIDA'S WESTERN PAN- 

HANDLE. April 7-13, 1991. Airfare 
from Logan, meals, lodging, equip- 
ment and ground transportation for 
one low price of $985 per person. 
BACK COUNTRY TOURS, INC., 39 
Hollis St., Pepperell, MA 01463, 
(508) 433-9381. (17p) 

ADIRONDACK GUIDEBOATS. The 
largest selection of guide boats and 
historically correct accessories av- 
ailable from one source. Ten mod- 

els, paddles, oars, yokes, seats 

and hardware. Free information and 
video available. 

INDIAN POINT GUIDEBOAT CO., 
732 Midland Ave., Midland, PA 

15059, (412) 643-5457. (TF) 

17-1/2' FOLBOT SUPER double kay- 
ak, non-collapsible, hypalon over 
wood frame. Blue hull/red decks, 
rudder and spray skirt. Can be 
paddled as a single, double or 
rowed with an Oarmaster rowing 
rig. Excellent condition, $500. 
BOB PORTER, Ipswich, MA. 
356-7794. (TF) 

(508) 

ALDEN OCEAN SHELL 
APPLEDORE POD 

MAAS. AERO, 24, DRAGONFLY 

TRINKA 8 & 10 DINGHIES 
SUNFISH & LASER 

DIRIGO SEA KAYAKS 

THULE RACKS 
ROWING INSTRUCTION 

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

24=O.00000039.93 
20=Vosove 39.99 
1B=V..100.929.93 

or Save 15% when you 
order 4 or more: 

MasterCard/Visa accepted 
METUCHEN, N.J. 
MADE IN U.S.A. 
800-888-9428 

Largest Selection of Canoes 

in New England 
nearly 500 on display 

OLD TOWN - ALUMACRAFT 

ALLAGASH -  RADISON 

MERRIMACK = MANSFIELD 

Prices like the good old days. 

FERNALD’S 
Rt. 1A, Newbury, MA 01951 

(508) 465-0312 

Affordable Boats, 
Trailers and Accessories 

(508) 768-7411 

66 MAIN STREET, P.O. BOX 592 
ESSEX, MA 01929 

Invest *10 now and 
you II stick with us forever. 

Our trial kit: 12 ounces of resin and hardener, 
fiberglass cloth, brushes, measuring cups, fillers, 
roller cover, squegee, gloves and The Epoxy Book. 

Send us $10 and we'll send you our 
System Three Epoxy Trial Kit. 

If you try us, you'll like us. And we 
don’t think you'll leave us. 
Our top quality product, backed 

by over 10 years of experience, is 
one reason. Our reasonable price is 
another. And our shipping policy is 
a third. 

Orders placed by noon Pacific 
time go out the same day delivered 

right to you. And since we prepay 
the freight on orders of $75 or more, 
were as good as next door. So it 
comes down to this: 

You can pay a lot more for the 
other name 
brand epoxy ¢ 
resin but 
you can't 
buy a better — 
product or ) : 

5 Full Gals. vs 4.35 Gals, get better z 
; an you spot the difference between 

serv Ice and sticking and getting stuck? System 
technical Three gives you more and charges 
supp ort. you less, 

Just send us $10 for your System 
Three Trial Kit. Better still, call our 

toll-free order desk at 800-333-5514 
and use your bank card. 

Yes, I want a great epoxy at a great 
trial price. I’ve enclosed $10.00. 
Send me your Trial Kit along with 
my copy of The Epoxy Book. 

Name 

Address 

City 

State Zip 

Phone ( ) 

System Three Resins, PO. Box 70036, SUSI MREE 
Seattle, WA 98107. 
(206) 782-7976 
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Messing WENHAM, MA. 01984 

ALOOWE in 
PERMIT NO. 53 

BOATS 
29 BURLEY ST., WENHAM, MA 01984 (508) 774-0906 ADDRESS CORRECTION 

REQUESTED 

Interested in traditional small boats? 

JOIN TSCA! 
MEMBERSHIP INCLUDES: 

¢ A SUBSCRIPTION TO THE ASH BREEZE 
* MEMBERS’ DISCOUNT BOOK SERVICE 

¢ INSURED SMALL CRAFT EVENTS 

The Traditional Small Craft Association is 
a non-profit tax-exempt educational or- 
ganization which seeks to preserve and 
encourage the design, construction, and 
use of traditional small-craft. Annual dues 
$15 (Tax Deductible) 

Write to: The Secretary . 
The Traditional Small Craft Association 
P. O. Box 350, Mystic, CT 06355 VIII-17 

[| 24 Issues ~$20 
(FULL 12 MONTH 

SUBSCRIPTION) 

6 Issues ~$5 
(TRIAL 3 MONTH 
SUBSCRIPTION) 

MAIL THIS FORM (OR A COPY 
OF IT) WITH YOUR CHECK FOR 
$20 PAYABLE TO “BOATS” To: 

OATS 

SUBSCRIPTION ORDER WENHAM, MA 198 

i 

MeSSim 
Aomnt fe 

BOATS 
29 BURLEY ST., WENHAM, MA 01984 (508) 774-0906 

STREET & NUMBER OR P.O. BOX: 

STATE: ZIP: 

YOUR SUBSCRIPTION WILL BEGIN WITH THE NEXT ISSUE FOLLOWING RECEIPT OF YOUR ORDER 

IF AT ANY TIME YOU FEEL TRAT | “MESSING ABOUT 
° . . IN BOATS” ISN*T OF FURTHER , JUST L 

S fi T) Guar * US KNOW, WE’LL REFUND THE UNUSED PORTION 
atisiactio anteed OF YOUR SUBSCRIPTION FEE, NO HASSLE! 
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