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In Our Next Issue... 

Robb White takes us back in time on a 
boat ride up “Pleistocene Creek”; while Monte 
Rhodes warns us that “Here There Be Alliga- 
tors” (not the same creek!); Bob Austin car- 
ries on with his “Lake Titicaca Days - Part 3”; 
and William Washburn Nutting’s “Track of the 
Typhoon - Chapter 12” finds our adventurers 
off on the last leg. 

New Zealand designer John Welsford sets 
off on a shakedown cruise along the New 
Zealand coast to test his own 13’ daysailer in 
“Houdini...an Escape Machine”; while Belgian 
Luc Caesar tells us all about his 14’ daysailer 
design “Doryplume”; and Mark Steele pre- 
sents another of his sailing model reports in 
“The Four foot Sixes of New Zealand”. How 
about all this international flavor! 

From back here in the USA, Phil Bolger 
applies some hindsight to his ‘50’s design 
“Blacksnake” (Part 1 is in this issue); and Ri- 
chard Carsen’s “Dreamboats” series continues 
with Part 2 of “Bugi Boats”. 

On the Cover... 

Robb White happened across Dan 
Blake’s 50’ paddlewheeler with its brand new 
1923 Palmer engine and just hadda have a ride 
in it. He tells us all about it in this issue. 
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Commentary... 

Bob Hicks, Editor 

On May Ist I spent an entire lovely blue 
sky day indoors in a classroom at the Landing 
Boat School in Kennebunk, Maine. It was the 
Forum ‘99 meeting of the New England Chap- 
ter of the AYRS, the British based Amateur 
Yacht Research Society. 

Well, I didn’t mind too much for the pro- 
gram included a lot of interesting stuff far out 
there on the leading edge (or even beyond it) 
of messing about in boats, with emphasis 
mostly on sail power. Much of the AYRS fo- 
cus since its inception back in the ‘SOs has been 
on utilizing wind as a power source, and in- 
vestigating ways to get beyond the traditional 
viewpoint of the yachting/sailing establish- 
ment. For a long time catamarans and 
trimarans held center stage, but much more 
radical stuff has also been offered up and at 
this gathering there was no lack of that. 

I guess I will start with Dave Culp’s “Kite 
Tugs”. Dave has done a lot of work on kites 
as sail power. Most of us have noted the kites 
that kayakers sometimes launch to tow them- 
selves along. Well, Dave is far beyond this 
level now and his concept of kite tugs is far 
down the course set by the occasional attempts 
today to add sail power to large vessels as aux- 
iliary power. When the wind is right, the sails 
are hoisted and take on some of the propul- 
sion chores, conserving fuel. 

Dave pointed out that the super kites pos- 
sible to be built today can offer a boost to a 
freighter or cruise vessel, but when the wind 
isn’t favorable for the desired course, the reel- 
ing them in, storing them, and relaunching later 
when a wind or direction change permitted, 
would be labor intensive and messy. So Dave 
conceives a sort of an enclosed control gon- 
dola attached to a super kite, manned by a 
small crew, which hooks up the kite to any 
appropriate vessel which wished such a boost. 
When conditions alter the need, the kite and 
its “tug” drop the tow and sail off looking for 
other business. Hugh Ware, you’d better look 
into this for that tugboat book you’re writing! 

Following my own subjective interest I 
now come to the topic of landsailing, presented 
by current world record holder Bob Dill of 
Burlington, Vermont, who sailed to 108mph 
on a small Nevada dry lake in March in his 
Tron Duck. Perhaps sailing on the hard is get- 
ting a bit away from messing about in boats, 
but I was fascinated by Bob’s rig in a way Il 
clarify in a moment. 

Landsailing has been around a long time, 
and the most commonplace efforts involved 
sailing DN iceboats rigged out with wheels 
on large, flat hard packed beaches common in 
England with its enormous tidal ranges, or on 
dry lake beds in our southwest desert country. 
Bob decided that claimed speed records for 

iceboats, up around 140mph, were bogus as 
no accurate speed measuring equipment was 
used by those claiming the records. He went 
on to establish that it appeared that around 
85mph was probably the fastest land sailing 
record and determined to build a land yacht 
specifically designed just for setting a record. 

The Jron Duck was the result, a stream- 
lined three wheel frame with a tall wingsail at 
the back, pilot within a totally streamlined 
cockpit by the sail, and a weight of about 1,800 
pounds. Heavy! Yep. It could have been much, 
much lighter, but Bob couldn’t keep the wheels 
on the ground as speed picked up, sideskidding 
set in, so “ballast” had to be added. Still he 
got up to 108mph on a course scarcely a mile 
long in winds of about 40mph. The Jron Duck 
needs a 20mph wind just to get moving enough 
to start to create its own apparent wind. 

Well, in my recumbent bicycling I’ve 
tried the recumbent trikes that sit 6” off the 
ground, weigh 25lbs, and can be pedalled, even 
by me, up to 25mph on the flat for a mile or 
two before the power (me) flags. So, how 
about a sailpower auxiliary for such a trike? 

But, back to boats. The day finished up 
with a statistical presentation by Rich 
Boehmer. He is a world class sailing speed 
expert with long association with sailing speed 
efforts such as Phil Weld’s Ostar effort. His 
graphs and charts and diagrams, and sail plan 
views of various fast sailing vessels, past and 
present, all conspired to be able to compare 
how different sailing rigs in different times 
compare head to head. 

At one point Rich projected on the screen 
side by side the sail plan views of the last of 
the J boats, Ranger I believe, and also the cur- 
rent super boat Playstation, a 120° catamaran 
built to compete in “The Race” in 2000. The 
two stood up face to face comparable in size. 
The J boat, however weighed in somewhere 
around ten times Playstation’s weight! Ballast. 

When talking about those faster keelboats 
of yesteryear and their ultimate design param- 
eters, Rich would toss a statement right to a 
slight grey haired man sitting right up front. 
Back came the response about the technicali- 
ties involved, almost offhandedly, from this 
man who obviously had it all right there. His 
name? Olin Stephens. At 92, still on top of his 
field and right here amongst the radicals of 
the AYRS participating in this exercise in cre- 
ative ideas for uses for wind power afloat. 
Wonderful. 

You can find out about AYRS by con- 
tacting Tom Blevins of the AYRS/NE at P.O. 
Box 212, Edgecomb, ME 04556, phone (207) 
882-6396, fax (207) 882-9826, email 
<tjblevins @clinic.net> 



WOODENBOAT MAGAZINE'S 

1999 WoopeEnBoat SHow 
The show for wooden boat owners, builders, and designers 

'_ THE WOODENBOAT SHOW... 
Hel More than 150 exhibitors with products of particular interest to builders, designers, owners, and lovers of wooden boats 

oe A close look at more than 100 wooden boats of all ages, types, designs, and sizes 

More than 50 boatbuilders and restoration yards. Talk with them and see examples of their work 

Representatives from boatbuilding schools, nautical museums, and boat societies 

Talk with manufacturers' representatives about the best wooden boat maintenance products—coatings, adhesives, tools 

Find the hardware and accessories you need for your wooden boat, including new and used bronze fittings, engines, 

spars, wood, oars, sails, fastenings, ropework, and canvas work 

Booksellers at the show include WoodenBoat Books and Benford Design Group, Maritime Life and Traditions, and 

several dealers specializing in antique as well as new nautical publications 

Watch a regatta put on by the U.S Vintage Model Yacht Group, and learn modeling techniques from the model makers 

at the show 

..AI THE CHESAPEAKE BAY MARITIME MUSEUM, ST. MICHAELS, MARYLAND 
Exhibits of the maritime heritage and culture of Chesapeake Bay 

The history of the Bay area 

Migratory birds, and the industry, sport, and art they inspired 

Gunning boats that provided livelihoods for hunters and their families 

The oystering industry and watermen 

The steamboat industry and an extensive collection of marine engines 

More than 85 boats, including the oystering skipjack Rosie Parks and the log-bottom bugeye, Edna E. Lockwood 

The Hooper Strait Lighthouse, a screwpile design common to Chesapeake Bay 

* 

* 

* 

* 

* 

* 

* 

* 

SPECIAL WEEKEND EVENTS 
Family Boatbuilding—70 parent/child teams will build and launch their boats over the weekend 

Log canoe races in the river—Spectator day charters available on Mr. Jim (Saturday, fee) 

Daysails on the 76’schooner Jmagine and the 70’ skipjack H.M. Krenz (fee) 

Daily cruises on Mr. Jim, the Museum's Chesapeake Bay buyboat (fee) 

Slide lectures in the Steamboat Building Auditorium 

Children’s model-boat building 

Special tour of the Museum’s small craft collection (Saturday) 

Children’s story hours 

Ships plans, oral histories, photos, manuscripts, books at the Howard I. Chapelle Memorial Library + + + + + HF HF FH FH 

JUNE 25.27 
"CHESAPEAKE BAY MARITIME MUSEUM Ama laa 

Q ae St. Michaels, Maryland x 9:00a.m. - 6:00 p.m. 
‘ ee ME MUS 

Call WoodenBoat at 800-273-7447 before June 11 to order advance three-day 

_ passes, or see information on our website, <www.woodenboat.com>. 



1. The boat should carry sufficient crew, 
14 lbs. for each foot of waterline length is sug- 
gested as a minimum. 

2. The boat should be stable enough to 
allow the recommended weight of crew to sit 
on the gunwale without dipping it under or 
the craft capsizing. A beamy hull is advised, 
minima to aim for with 12’, 14’ and 16’ din- 
ghies would be 4’4”, 5’3” and 5°10” respec- 
tively. 

3. The boat should carry sufficient posi- 
tive buoyancy to support itself together with 
stores and partially immersed crew, plus a re- 
serve of not less than 112lbs. This buoyancy 
should be so disposed that it is possible for 
the crew to put the boat back into sailing con- 
dition after capsizing or swamping. It should 
be stressed that capsizing is not an acceptable 
proposition in a seaway due to the long pe- 
riod of exposure that may ensue and the pos- 
sible loss of stores and equipment. In rough 
seas, recovery may even become impossible. 

4. The vessel should have at least a 
foredeck. 

5. Mast, rigging, fittings etc., must be 
strong enough to withstand capsizing forces. 

6. Consideration should be given to hav- 
ing the mainsail canvas a grade heavier than 
on a similar sized racing dinghy; at least this 
will ensure longer wear. The mainsail should 
be capable of being reefed whilst at sea and 
the possession of a storm jib is desirable on 
sloops. 

7. The following equipment should be 
carried aboard: 

¢ Lifejackets for each member of t he 
crew and one spare if possible. 
Waterproofs and plenty of warm cloth- 
ing for each crew member. 

¢ An anchor (if of fisherman type 11b 
for each foot of overall length is a good 
guide, metric equivalent 1.5kgs per 

es 
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Small Boat 
SAFETY 

Small Boat 
Safety Recommendations 

of the Dinghy Cruising 
Association, Great Britain 

meter. Patent types, CQR or Danforth 
for example, can be two thirds of this). 
The anchor warp, length 30 meters up- 
wards, should be of non-floating mate- 
rial and have 2-3 meters of chain be- 
tween it and the anchor. 8mm is a good 
average warp size. 
Two bailers, attached to the vessel by 
lanyards, or one bilge pump of substan- 
tial capacity plus one bailer. A bucket 
is also recommended. 
Two rowlocks secured to the vessel by 
lanyards, two oars and one spare 
rowlock. Paddles are not considered a 
satisfactory substitute. 
Drinking water more than sufficient for 
the cruise. At least three pints per per- 
son per day. 
A reliable steering compass. If possible 
it should be kept in one position where 
it should be checked for deviation. 

Aquamotion Systems 30 Cutler St.,Dept. mab 

Warren, RI 02885 
Phone 401-247-1482 

8. The following equipment, additional 
to the items above is advised where the cruise 
is more extended than just day sailing: 

¢ Navigation equipment such as charts, 
pilot books, tidal atlas and a means of 
plotting a course. 

¢ Spare compass, need only be of pocket 
type. 

¢ Portable radio capable of receiving 
shipping weather forecasts. 

¢ Barometer. 
¢ First-aid kit and instructions. 
¢ Watertight container holding day and 

night distress signals. 
« A powerful light to conform to DTI 

collision regulations and at least one 
spare electric torch. 

« A loud horn, bell, whistle or other 
means of giving audible warning in 
thick weather. 

¢ Tool kit to choice. 
9. Before a trip, however short, let some- 

one responsible know where you are going 
and by what time you expect to return or phone 
in. 

Editor Comments: The Dinghy Cruis- 
ing Association is a long term, well organized 
association of small open boat sailors who 
must contend with Great Britain’s far more 
demanding on-the-water sailing conditions of 
tides and winds. Small boat sailors in our USA 
might benefit from communication with, even 
membership in, the DCA. To initiate this, con- 
tact their membership secretary: 

Roger Gingell, 13 Tebbit Close, 
Bracknell, Berkshire RG12 9BA, Great Brit- 
ain. 

The DCA publishes four information 
packed bulletins yearly for its members, in- 
cluding in each many of the sorts of sailing/ 
cruising tales we receive from readers. It also 
maintains an email address at <pebick 
@btinternet.com and a website at <http:// 
www.salford.ac.uk/media/staff/jmahome/ 
dca_home.htm> 

Award Winning Design & Building 

CNC Boat Kits: 
CatBoats ¢ Skiffs * Dories * Kayaks 

Frontrower™ foward-facing rowing system converts Canoes * Dinghys 
your canoe into a high-performance rowboat The Best Boats Are Built AL aa 

21 Palfrey Lane * Glasgow, VA 24555 
www.upperdeckboats.com 

540-464-5018 

¢ Try it free for 30 days 
¢ 16” Balloon Tires 
e Narrow Track 
¢ Super Sturdy 
¢ Guaranteed 
¢ Packs Flat 
¢ Build to Last 

The Internet Boating Journal 

Boat Builders Boats for Sale Surveying Help 
Plans & Kits Gear Exchange Boat Reviews 

Oars & Paddles Boat Brokers Nautical Books 

http://www.by-the-sea.com 
Tel 508-240-2533 \ Fax 508-240-2677 \ info @ by-the-sea.com 

A & B Industries, Inc., 9233 N. 12th Ave., Phoenix, AZ 85021 



Until the early 1980’s working sails dotted the 
upper Chesapeake Bay here in the fall as the 
skipjack fleet “drudged” oysters. In the 1960’s 
there were nearly 60 boats actively dredging: 
by 1998 there were less than seven working 
skipjacks. Now that oysters are scarce most 
intact boats are devoted to projects, museums 
and excursion parties. 

The Last Sailors describes eight similarly 
endangered fleets of working sailing craft scat- 
tered across the globe. The author, Neil Hol- 
lander and the photographer, Harald Mertes, 
voyaged across three oceans to join the crews 
in loading, unloading, sailing, and living with 
each vessel. The essays describe the peculiar 
combination of sailor, working sailboat, and 
geographic area woven together into a deli- 
cate fabric that faces extinction (and the en- 
croachment of the internal combustion en- 
gine). No welfare state stands behind these 
toilers of the sea: Once boat or man is dis- 
abled they are forgotten, not replaced. One of 
our professors used to advise us that the ve- 

. heer of civilization is thin. 
This book covers small and large craft 

from the five-log jangada of northeast Brazil 
to an immense trading junk of Macau or the 
stately aiyassa of the Nile. The number of 
hands needed to work these boats remains few, 
despite the size. Except to haul up large spars 
and sails as well as cargo, the crew averages 
out to an old man and a boy. Most of these 
craft developed to fulfill a local need and were 
based upon crude native craft to which sail 
was added after European colonization. 

The Windward Islands schooners reach 
back and forth from Trinidad to Jamaica car- 
rying cargoes of insignificant size and quan- 
tity, rarely out of sight of land, and innocent 
of instruments (if lost they throw a pig over- 
board and follow his homing instinct towards 
the nearest sugar cane plantation). After only 
a few hard years one is “In need of paint, her 
fittings and rigging rusted, looking much older 
than her age.” 

The V masts of the Sri Lankan oruwa 
were always a mystery to me until the authors 
explained that the boat never tacks or jibes, 
but simply changes ends and directions, car- 
rying the sail through the masts and steering 
from what was the bow. These dugout log ca- 
noes are held together by lashings. The 
outrigger is always to windward and with in- 
creasing wind velocity men climb out. Wind 
strength is measured in terms of the number 
of hikers. 

The aiyassa sits high when empty but 
looks like a raft when fully loaded. Enormous 
cargoes of bricks are carried from the delta up 
the Nile to Cairo, the downwind leg. Heading 
back empty they will band together and hire a 
tug to speed the empty run. The brick market 
is declining, and so are these graceful sloops. 

The jangada are five dowel-joined logs 
sailing out 30 miles to the edge of the conti- 
nental shelf in northeast Brazil, spending more 
time coming and going than pursuing the few 
paltry fish. The book relates a vivid account 
of three boys taking a chance and getting up- 
set in a sudden storm. One was lost and the 
other two barely made it back on the crippled 
boat. 

The delta of the Ganges-Brahmaphutra 
is shallow but heavily populated with water- 
craft of which they describe the Bangladeshi 
shampan; the hull derived from the junk with 
a lateen rig. The cargoes may be as unrefined 
as dirt, and the weather as fierce as the cy- 

Book Review- 

The Last Sailors 
The Final Days of Working Sail 
By Neil Hollander & Harald Mertes 

St. Martin’s Press, New York 
Copyright 1984 

Reviewed by John Hawkinson 

clones of the Bay of Bengal. 
The coastal lumber trade in Chile favors 

a smaller craft, combining the native lancha 
chilota hull with a gaff sloop rig. Firewood, 
lumber and shingles are shipped to Puerto 
Montt where the lanchas sit on the tide until 
the load sells. Some wives go along on these 
family boats, but most wait behind. This re- 
mote corner has three hundred days of rain 
per year here, and the wind is unpleasant from 
all directions. The helmsman keeps warm by 
placing a brazier of coals between his feet and 
tenting that over with a poncho: “You sit here 
half warm, half cold, and sometimes you don’t 
know which feels worse.” 

These are scattered evidences of work- 
ing sail across the globe, existing on slim mar- 
gins. Probably many are now gone in the fif- 
teen years since this account was written. 
These men were self-trained sailors and fish- 
ermen, probably more adept than their 
landsmen colleagues in everything except the 
ability to hold a paying job in a warm dry 
place. Many of these craft evolved from local 
needs and materials for functional needs that 
all to soon disappear. The jangada builder can 

no longer obtain the preferred peuba logs and 
he has changed the hull design to employ dif- 
ferent species of wood. Innovation is supreme, 
the jangada has a mast partner/step with eleven 
different positions to adjust the rake of the mast 
to the sailing conditions. 

Despite “an absence of modern sailcloth 
most of the rigs cut a handsome sailing fig- 
ure: Ordinary muslin can look like cloth of 
gold if it is properly set. On the junk rig, one 
man can rapidly reduce sail using the ances- 
tor of slab reefing. Some of the larger rigs re- 
quired long heavy halyard pulls using a primi- 
tive capstan. 

Storms, cyclones and bad weather are a 
constant threat to these survivors. The warn- 
ings of turbulence come from experienced eyes 
reading clouds and sky. In Chile, “You usu- 
ally know when the weather’s going to change; 
there are lots of signs; as long as the snow on 
the mountaintop stays white the weather won’t 
change, but when it becomes grey, you know 
a storm is coming.” 

The authors cajoled their way aboard 
each of these craft; soon to find out that the 
stevedore efforts expected of their cohorts 
were beyond them. They must have had a way 
with words, and no sailor can resist having his 
photo taken. They were soon brought into the 
“family” of the boat and in the book they have 
been able to get us into many sailors’ lives. 

My memory of these men is that of sail- 
ors who have known little in life except a hard 
subsistence, proud to share their experiences 
and yarns with the outlanders. Soon enough 
these sailors will have vanished. “Why do sail- 
ors sign on? We asked many that question. 
Many men know no other way to live and, as 
always, there are those who have their own, 
very private reasons for going to sea.” 

The book, copyright 1984, by St. Martin’s 
Press, New York, is out of print, but there are 
eleven copies listed by the Advanced Book 
Exchange on the Internet. Two years after the 
first visits, Hollander and Mertes retraced their 
steps with a film crew, making a video using 
the same title narrated by Orson Welles. The 
video has over two hours of beautiful sailing 
motion, but the personal touch of the book’s 
insight is lost in the narration which dwells on 
the loading and unloading of bricks and mud. 
Look for this film if you have a bountiful video 
store near you. 

| Over 100 Open-W ater Rowing Boats. 
fe @ Sixty Build ers, Dealers and Designers. 

Fixed- and Sliding-seat. 
=@ I welve to Thirty Feet. 

‘ie — For your subscription to 
... Open-Water Rowing newsletter 

send $20 (foreign: $26 in US funds) 
¥ ®, 
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ee 
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Open-Water Rowing, LLC 
P.O. Box 246 

Newport, RI 02840 



Activities & Events... 

Friendship at Festival 
On July 10th the National Park Service 

will have on display, as part of the 
community’s Maritime Festival, the yet to be 
completed replica of the 18th century Salem 
merchantman Friendship, at its Custom House 
Historic Site at Derby Wharf in Salem, Mas- 
sachusetts. 

For further information call Mike Parr at 
(978) 740-1696 

“Native Legacy” Traces the Origins of 
Today’s Small Boats 

Whether mass-produced or individually 
handcrafted, modern canoes, sailboards and 
windsurfers all share a common beginning in 
pre-colonial Native American boating tradi- 
tions. Follow the transformation of 
centuries-old kayaks, dugouts and surfboards 
into contemporary high-tech small boat de- 
signs at “Native Legacy”, a new exhibit open- 
ing at Mystic Seaport in early July and run- 
ning through Columbus Day. Due to ongoing 
building modifications, an exact opening date 
has not yet been set. Call 888-9SEAPORT for 
updates. 

Explore Native American boating tradi- 
tions and their transformation by 
European-American boatbuilders into small 
vessels that reflected the tools, materials and 
societal influences of the late 19th and early 
20th centuries. Trace the modernization of 
Inuit kayaks into double-paddle canoes; dug- 
outs from southern Ontario into Canadian ca- 
noes; and Hawaii’s surfboards into sailing 
board boats, with rudders and conventional 
rigs, and then into standup sailboards. Dis- 
cover the contemporary applications of tradi- 
tional boat design, from _ today’s 
mass-produced recreational boats to the Na- 
tive American users who are rediscovering 
their heritage by restoring canoes and kayaks 
to a central place in their culture. 

Dozens of historic and modern boats, 
models, plans, informative illustrations, pho- 
tographs and videos will comprise “Native 
Legacy”. A daily children’s art activity, such 
as designing and making a paper canoe, based 
on classic and current children’s literature will 
be offered. Simple, touchable models of dif- 
ferent small boats will help you understand 
and compare the design and function of Na- 
tive boats. 

Mystic Seaport Museum, Mystic, CT 

Crocker Memorial Race 
The 33rd Anniversary Crocker Memorial 

Race, honoring internationally renowned yacht 
designer Samuel Sturgis Crocker, will be held 
July “17th on. the ~ waters] soit 
Manchester-By-The-Sea, Massachusetts, 
sponsored jointly by the Manchester Yacht 
Club and the Manchester Harbor Boat Club, 
of which S.S.Crocker was a founding mem- 
ber. The race is open to all yachts carrying 
U.S.C.G. required safety equipment and epito- 
mizes that special spirit represented by S.S. 
Crocker, combining those characteristics of 
both cruising and racing which emphasize sea- 
manship and love of sailing. Traditionally a 
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fun race for the skipper with little or no racing 
experience as well as the seasoned racer, come 
and enjoy the friendly atmosphere and the 
excitement of competition. For further infor- 
mation contact: 

John Lind, Manchester-By-The-Sea, 
MA, (978) 526-9636, <jtlind @tiac.net> 

Small Craft Exhibitors Invited 
The Antique and Classic Boat Show that 

the Finger Lakes Chapter, ACBS will host July 
30th through August Ist will be our fifth con- 
secutive year in Skaneateles, NY. We are very 
much interested in increasing the number of 
small craft exhibitors who participate in our 
event as we have an excellent venue where 
small craft can be displayed on the lawn adja- 
cent to the water where larger boats in the show 
are moored. In addition a ramp and dock are 
available for easy launching of small craft 
during the Boat Show. 

Skaneateles is a beautiful historic village 
located at the north end of Skane-ateles Lake, 
one of upstate New York’s eleven Finger 
Lakes. Our annual show is a judged event, 
drawing 10,000-12,000 spectators to see the 
boats brought by 60 to 70 exhibitors. 

Anyone interested in more information 
or an invitation to the show can contact Dana 
Ritchie, Boat Show Co-chair, at (781) 
275-6521 (eves) or via email at 
<dritchie @ northeastbusinesssys.com> 

R.D. Sherwood, Secretary, Finger Lakes 
Chapter, ACBS, Skaneatales, NY 

Opinions... 

How to Best Use the Time We Get? 
The way life seems to be today you have 

to figure out how to best use the time and 
money left over (if any) after dealing with life’s 
ongoing demands. Thoreau said, when you 
want anything, to first ask yourself, “How 
much of that thing you call life are willing to 
give up to get it?” When you do, you suddenly 
find things you thought important, become 
only a burden. I used to think I would 
build our next boat, and it would have to be 
wood again. But it would be hard to give up a 
summer or two to do it. Well, maybe if I had a 
big enough barn, and could do it in the winter. 
But that’s a big barn, and a big if. There are an 
awful lot of perfect, and cheap, 21’ to 25’ fi- 
berglass keel boats lanquishing in marinas (I 
would like our next boat to be keel, and in 
that size range). 

Last summer I didn’t sail much with my 
Elver, Bivalve. Many things kept taking our 
weekends away from us. The two times we 
tried to use Bivalve didn’t work out. Too 
choppy on the river to enjoy it one day, and 
we got out too late the other. Hard to sail... 
easy to fritter away time on... what? I don’t 
even remember the rest! 

But I’ve girded myself this time. Bivalve 
is almost ready for anything. Little day trips, 
and longer overnights on the Hudson should 
be possible. I feel like we’re rushing towards 
summer like a cork toward a sluice gate, and 
I’m hoping we’re ready to make the most of 
it. 

We did use the kayak more, though, last 
year. We took it to the Cape with us. Cathy, 
Clare and I were comfortable on various trips 
in Provincetown harbor, Wellfleet harbor and 
up the Pamet River. I’m going to take the 
Pamet all the way to the end this year. We also 
used it in the Hudson, and on the annual 
swamp trip. 

H. Richard SantaColoma, Putnam Valley, 
NY 

Falling Overboard, Boatbuilding & 
Seagulls 

P. R. Angel makes a great point in the 
April Ist issue about boarding unassisted af- 
ter falling overboard in “Small Boat Safety”. 
This almost happened to me sailing during 
coronary recovery and is indelibly imprinted 
on my memory. 

Bolger has included notches and 
handholds in his rudders for ages. Hope gud- 
geons and pintles are up to the job. 

Got into a spitting match with some stuffy 
Brits about this when the sailboat is manned 
and operable. They stated to heave to, I stated 
the opposite suggesting pickup at speed brings 
the body of the unfortunate up to water level 
which could amount to something like 70% 
of the freeboard. 

Trailing a line makes a lot of sense, par- 
ticularly if it could detach a rope ladder when 
pulled hard. Add knots/handholds to rope ? 

Greatest demonstration of an overboard 
rescue involved the capable but unlovely 
Peggy Slater captaining a huge schooner, the 
L’ Apache in a race to Tahiti. Man discovered 
missing, so she persevered sailing in the re- 
verse direction for 24 hours until she found 
him. 

A recent article in Readers Digest de- 
scribed a USN type fallen overboard who re- 
membered to take off his trousers and inflate 
them. Believe he was in the water over 24 
hours before discovered and rescued. 

Hypothermia is a real bummer because 
any stimulants ingested for recovery require 
blood transfer to aid digestion. This is feared 
when sailing the beautiful mile-high Lake 
Tahoe. 

Indulge me a little in boat fabrication, 
please. I note continued commentary about 
improper woods and other materials used in 
DIY boatbuilding. Latest is lauan plywood. 
For sure this material has a funky inner ply. 
Point is, in an internal structure perhaps this 
offers potential flotation. Maybe a low-priced 
feature ! 

I keep wondering about further develop- 
ment of the “Pricker” type roller used in FG 
layups to eliminate air bubbles. Commercial 
cost of one is $110. Okay, take a flat rolling 
pin or any wood roller like used for wallpa- 
pering, preferably sand down to bare wood, 
then get a box of sharp tacks and dip the heads 
in epoxy and affix to the roller making an in- 
stant pricker. Seemingly every material with 
inner spaces, including corrugated paper, could 
be easily well punctured so the subsequent 
covering of latex, polyester, or epoxy can be 
applied and well squeegeed in. Builders don’t 
seem to stint on outer coating materials, so 
squeegee it in for additional benefits like a 
zillion structural air spaces. 

Also, I keep wondering about usage of 
plain blue insulation EPS board. Believe it 
comparable in price to plywood. Naturally 
easily cut, formed with low heat, scored for 
shaping, etc. More important is this material 



covered on both sides for flotation is wonder- 
ful. Mainly, it should result in unprecedented 
light weight for such as trailerable shanty 
boats. For critical areas, certainly FG tape ep- 
oxies in will suffice. Plain “sheathing” like 
Dacron can be obtained at yardage stores, it 
can be heat shrunk, and applied with 
latex-based elastomers and paints. Adequate 
certainly but not up to FG strengths. Some- 
thing for “you write us about....” 

A hint for Seagullers: Seagull outboard 
water coolant impellers are marginal, result- 
ing in cooling problems hard to trouble shoot. 
The salient area is the outlet to the muffler at 
the bottom of the cylinder. Eyeballing is not 
enough; probe with some pointed object and 
frequently you’ ll bust thru a hard crystallized 
layer of hardened salt that obstructs exhaust 
water flow. 

Norm Benedict, Santa Maria, CA 

Schooners in the Slave Trade 
The way I read it, the Atlantic schooners 

and brigantines used between 1780 and 1850 
had a few things in common: They were based 
on the Baltimore model, carried much sail, 
were consistently pressed hard while at sea, 
and lightly built as the cargo, the enslaved, 
opium and specie did not require a heavy boat 

This led to a distinct and well known pro- 
file, much as the drug enforcement offshore 
speedboats and their antecedents, the ultra fast 
drug running offshore speed boats that came 
out of Miami not very long ago, have today. 

So back to “The value in painting the 
outer limits of a schooner’s main boom and 
bowsprit white. . . ” A low profile with long 
main booms and bowsprits were characteris- 
tic of such boats, distinct and well known char- 
acteristics. So, the more invisible these fea- 
tures were from a distance, the safer such boats 
were from the eyes of British, and sometimes 
American, naval craft trying to eliminate the 
slave trade and piracy. And from the opposite 
point of view, the easier it was for this sort of 
boat, and they were well liked by West Indian 
and Mediterranean pirates, to catch a merchant 
ship unawares. And that was quite often the 
ticket to death, enslavement, beatings, rape and 
the destruction for the captured boat. 

It is more than modestly interesting that 
these boats have been romanticized. A fast 
sleek schooner, low in the water, hard pressed, 
powerful on her feet is romantic icon these 
days. 

An interesting but unrelated fact: The 
Fredonia class Banks schooners are probably, 
with some adjustment for their specific pur- 
pose, the closest thing to a distinct shadow of 
that line of marine architecture, if architecture 
is the correct word. 

Tim Weaver, Rocky Hill, CT 

Outboard Drag Under Sail 
I had three responses and as many opin- 

ions to my letter seeking advice on outboard 
motor drag on my sailboat. One person had 
actually measured boat speed both with the 
motor in position in the water and then pulled 
up out of the water while under sail. He saw 
no difference in measured boat speed on the 
knot log, Admittedly a data point of one is not 
very conclusive from a technical standpoint. 

Another had no actual measurement but 
said the boat seemed to sail much better with- 
out the motor in the water. He admitted also 
to enjoying the “sweeter, cleaner craft” with- 
out the motor in the water. 

Sam Got It Right 

ae. 

Here is a photocopy of the painting that Dr. Sam Chapin did of the picture in my ad. That 
was always my favorite picture of a boat and I didn’t think that he would possibly be able to 
improve on it when I took advantage of his classified ad in MAIB but he did. The painting is so 
wonderful. It seems to intensify the delight of that moment. 

Robb White, Boatbuilder, Thomasville, GA 

Yet another’s experience was that motor 
sailing (outboard equipped sailboat) was the 
most desirable way to get good VMG to wind- 
ward. 

The point was also made that one only 
needs a very small motor to move a sailboat 
at or close to hull speed. A small motor would 
make more practical the idea of removing the 
motor from the well when the wind is up. 

Norm Benedict from California com- 
mented as follows: “Usually the standard prop 
has so much pitch you overrun the sails. I got 
a prop with lesser pitch (Evinrude 4) from 
Michigan Prop for $7.50 that allowed 
motorsailing with the engine running on 
“Start”. My Aquarius 23 could stay with the 
keeled 30 footers with strapped genoas in the 
usually trying thrash to windward going from 
San Pedro to Catalina Island. Engine noise 
hardly discernible, nor smoke/smell.” 

So, what am I going to do? I do believe 
in a sweeter cleaner craft. It just makes sense 
for a sailing vessel, and if it feels right psy- 
chologically then I will enjoy it more even if 
there is no real difference technically. I have 
an old 4hp Mercury long shaft that doesn’t 
weigh much. I think I will try that and remove 
it when sailing (at least until I get tired of tak- 
ing it out and putting it back). As for giving 
up the charging system of the outboard, my 
electricity use will probably not be so great 
that a solar panel wouldn’t do the job, although 
I have no experience with solar panels 

The other thought for auxiliary propul- 
sion is oars of course. This I probably won’t 
try as there will be times when the wind drops 
and I will really like to get to port before it 
gets dark. There is enough of a tide rip in many 
of the “down east” places that I sail that I 
would be hard pressed to make any headway 
if the tide was against me. 

Jack Dice Stonington, ME 

KITTERY POINT TENDER 

10’ x 48” Handlaid Fiberglass Hull 
Traditional looking Yacht Tender 
Specially Designed for Ease of 

Rowing and Minimum Drag When 
Towing 

Two Rowing Stations 
Row & Sail Models 

BAY * MAINE BOATS 

Gooch’s Beach, P.O. Box 631 

Kennebunkport, ME 04046 

(207) 967-4461 
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Next to messing around in my own boat, 
my favorite thing is messing around on other 
people’s boats. You won’t catch me in any 
metalflake, over-powered outboard bomb or 
fooling around in a Bayliner or Donzi or big- 
butted South Florida wake dragger, but if I pass 
an interesting boat, I can turn my head all the 
way around just like a bird. I know how to 
provoke a ride and, after we get underway, 
instigate the person to get the best from the 
old boat, too. 

I don’t get right in their face and say 
something like, “Is that all this old thing can 
do,” or anything like that. I am subtle with it. 
Like, “What do you reckon would happen if 
we were to untie all those little strings hold- 
ing all that extra sail in that wad up there on 
the boom?” Or, “I always heard that even on 
boats this big, when you get to hull speed the 
boat only makes two big waves instead of all 
those little ones all down the side like that. Is 
that the truth?” 

One time the reef strings on this old 
schooner that my sons and I provoked a ride 
on had been tied so long that we had to gnaw 
the granny knots loose. When we finally got 

Da DLEWHEEL 
RIVERBOMT TOURS 

A Boat Ride 

By Robb White 

the whole main and foresail free and the hal- 
yards (throat and gaff peak for each) snatched 
all the way up, we were out from under the 
lee of the land and the old boat laid over and 
started boogying on down the bay. It scared 
the captain so bad that he got crossed up and 
went on the wrong side of a dredge operation, 
and the old boat hit the spoil so hard that she 
jumped completely out of the water like a 
mullet, this is a 50’ boat now, and jammed the 
centerboard into the case with oyster shells so 
bad that we had to dive it with a screwdriver 
so we could finally beat back into the river. 

It was during Christmas vacation and the 
fair wind that took us out was a norther. I think 
I still have a few goosebumps that haven’t 
warmed up yet. Did I learn my lesson about 
instigating things like that? Shoot no. 

Just the other day I had to go to 
Apalachicola, Florida, to whine to the tax lady 

a little, and as I was tooling down Water Street, 
a new boat caught my eye. It was a long, lean, 
paddlewheel boat, brand new looking. Had a 
Norwegian flag on the nose pole. By the time 
I got parked and trotted back there, the cap- 
tain was just finishing up oiling the big roller 
chain that pulled the homemade sprocket of 
the paddlewheel. I noticed that he oiled each 

roller just at the end instead of juicing up the 
whole thing and dribbling a lot of oil in the 
water. It was easy to provoke a ride. His name 
was Dan Blake and he is one of those big, easy- 
going, enthusiastic sort of men that can be pro- 
voked into most anything, even building a 50’ 
paddlewheel boat named Jubilee. 

I was so busy staring at all the details with 
the paddlewheel that I missed the main thing 
until I almost ran into it. He has a real engine 
on that thing. Right there on deck, in the 
middle of the boat, right under the wheelhouse, 
wide open to the air and plain view is a brand 
new, waist high, 1923, ZR4 Palmer gasoline 
engine. I mean brand new, not rebuilt and 
dolled up. The inscriptions stamped into the 
crankcase inspection plates are as sharp clean 
as a rifle barrel. Dan told me that his father 
had held onto that engine for a long, long time 
in case he ever needed to propel something. 
‘Want to watch me crank it up?” said he. “Will 
a yellow butterfly light on a dog turd” I thought 
to myself. 

With the slightest little twitch of his hands 
on the flywheel, the big engine started and sat 
there idling. Us old messers know what I mean 
by “idling,” but there are billions of people 
who don’t. They think the nervous twitter of a 
modern automobile as it sits waiting for the 
stoplight to turn green is idling, or the nasty 
bleat of a two-cycle Detroit diesel in a bus, or 
the self-destructive sounding clatter of a four- 
cycle diesel engine in a semi-truck, or the 
wretched skipping of a two-stroke outboard. 
Those things don’t know how to idle, what 
knows how to idle is one of those old, big, 
slow-speed engines like the one in Jubilee. Big 
means 600 cubic inches in four cylinders, slow 
means 600 rpm at work. “Want to go for a little 
ride,” says Dan. 

Words don’t come to mind. I got so ex- 
cited that I took a picture of my own eyeball 
with the first frame of my little disposable cam- 
era and blinded the other eye with the flash, 
almost went over the side with the blind stag- 
gers. As soon as we backed out of the slip 
(which a paddlewheel boat backs down and 
steers in reverse like no other) and got under- 
way, and I calmed down enough to stop look- 
ing at the paddlewheel, rudders, and engine at 
the same time, Dan leaned out of the wheel- 
house window and quietly said, “Notice that 



there are only two waves down the length of 
the boat. That means we are just about at hull 
speed.” 

Some people are already pre-instigated, 
I guess. As words fail me, I'll just tell you, 
that was a boat ride. Dan does that all the time, 
and I am glad to say that his wonderful boat is 
paying Off for him. He makes about two or 
three 1-1/2 hour trips a day for $15 a head 

The Jubilee 
The length is 50’ and the beam is 10’. 

The shapely hull is welded steel, built in the 
southern way (Dan is from Vicksburg, Mis- 
sissippi) with formed plate and radiused cor- 
ners like a round-bottomed, modeled bow 
riverboat instead of flat and square like a barge. 
Looks like old Dan has done a little welding 
in his day, too. The superstructure is open with 
a high wood wheelhouse with real marine 
wheelhouse windows that let all the way down. 
The steering is wire rope wrapped on a spool 
and the throttle and shift are cable, bellcrank, 
and pushrod style. The gearbox is a Palmer 
oil bath, plate clutch, transmission, one to one, 
new like the engine. 

Everything works as it should. The 9’ 
wheel is driven by a big roller chain off one 
end of one of those old 9” Ford truck differen- 
tials that were so popular with the hot rod and 
race car fiends of my day because of the easy 
change gears. The drive shaft from the engine 
runs on deck under a wood box. The engine, 
at 600 rpm, turns the wheel at 25 and Dan cal- 
culates that it takes about 12hp and very little 
gas to do the easy 5-1/2 knots that he and the 
boat like. There are plenty more horses where 
those 12 came from, too. 

(es ne oA Ue 

COMFORTABLE - Cruising accommodations 
for two for a weekend or a week on the water. 
TRAILERABLE - Light weight, compact size 
allows her to go over the road with ease. 
Designed by Phil Bolger and Friends, Inc. 
Now under construction in our shop for Spring 

22’-6” X 8’ 

‘98 delivery. 
Call us when it’s time to build your dreamboat. 

PENGUIN BOAT SHOP, INC. 
Thomas Wells, Prop. 

Westerly Marina, Ossining, NY 10562 
914-318-7455 
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The original Palmer bronze cylinder, 
brass piston raw water pump works the cool- 
ant through a “keel cooler” box, welded in- 
side the hull. That old pump will probably last 
a long, long time working in that nice clean 
antifreeze instead of sandy river water. There 
are two complete ignition systems like an air- 
plane (except that an airplane is like an old 
Palmer). One set of spark plugs is magneto 
fired and the other is fired by coil and con- 
denser through a distributor like on a car. 
Whichever one is doing it, it don’t miss a lick. 

The River Trip 
The Jubilee river trip is almost as fasci- 

nating as the boat. The mighty Apalachicola 
River, which forms Apalachee Bay, the third 
largest estuary on the East Coast of the Ameri- 
cas (after Chesapeake Bay and Mississippi 
Sound, the Amazon has no bay) is unusual. 

There are three big rivers that come together 
to make the Apalachicola: the Chattahoochee, 
which forms the line between Georgia and 
Alabama and drains the near half of both; the 
Flint, which is the main river draining middle 
Georgia below the fall line; and the short, un- 
usual Jackson River. The Jackson River flows 
out of Lake Wimico (which is about as wild a 
place as any I know) and runs about 20 miles 

into the Apalachicola. By then it is just as wide 
as the Flint and Chattahoochee put together 
and three times as deep. 

It is a mysterious thing. I guess all that 
water comes out of the ground. That is one of 
the unusual things about the Apalachicola 
River; another is that, except for the town of 
Apalachicola at the mouth, some little old 
towns (Chattahoochee, Blountstown, Bristol) 

up near Lake Seminole where the Flint and 
Chattahoochee were dammed by the Corps of 
Engineers, and the tiny town of Estiffanulga, 
about halfway between the dam and Apalach, 
there are hardly any inhabited places on the 
banks of the river (none at all on the Jackson 
or Lake Wimico). 

The whole Apalachicola river valley is 
unusual. There are peculiar, out of place seem- 
ing plants, isolated relics left over from the 
ice age, like Atlantic white cedar and two spe- 
cies of coniferous trees, Gopherwood (Toryea 
taxifolia) and the Florida Yew, that are found 
nowhere else. If you can tear yourself away 
from the joy of the old engine quietly throb- 
bing on the job and the delight of the easy 
thrash of the paddlewheel, you'll find that you 
are in a fascinating place. 

Captain Daniel Blake, 
reservations required. 
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As the summer advanced in the familiar 
cycle of hot, humid days, followed by show- 
ers, followed by drier weather with the usual 
front and northwest breeze, I’d often wonder, 
as I drove to work, what kind of adventure 
might we undertake to add some zest to a 
weekend. At times the urge was particularly 
strong and, because our kids were now old 
enough to look after themselves, we were able 
to plan excursions on short notice. I say “we” 
when, in fact, this plan was conceived alone 
but carried out in concert with my wife who 
participated with concern, with forbearance, 
and in the best of good humor. 

How Cuttihunk became our destination I 
can’t recall precisely because we had never 
been there, but my son had given me a copy 
of David Yeadon’s book, Hidden Corners of 
New England, for Christmas 1976, and 
Yeadon’s observations about Cuttihunk and the 
lure of an “offshore” adventure held a lot of 
appeal. From Stamford (our home) to Long 
Island is only four miles to the nearest point 
but Long Island, with its millions of inhabit- 
ants and the “World’s Longest Parking Lot” 
(the Long Island Expressway) held little al- 
lure compared to Cuttihunk, with its unfamil- 
iarity, its distance, and its small population. It 
offered more adventure, I suppose, because it 
was unknown to me. 

In mid-week I called from the office to 
tell my wife about my bold plan for travel. I 
wonder now why I chose to announce my idea 
over the phone as opposed to over dinner or 
during a commercial break on television, but 
whatever the reason, I told her, “we’re going 
cruising,” and I roughed out the plan for her. 
The word “plan,” indeed, may indeed be in- 
appropriate usage. Whether there were lodg- 
ings available or not I had no idea, nor did I 
know where we could launch our Sunfish and 
park the car. The fact that we were planning 
to make this trip on a Sunfish may not put us 
in Joshua Slocum’s class, but we were thrilled 
with the prospect nevertheless. 

Not long before, my son and I had com- 
peted in the Great Connecticut River Sunfish 
Race, a two-day, camping overnight trip from 
Hartford to Essex, and from that experience 
we at least knew how to carry clean, dry 
clothes and washing-up gear in a way that pre- 
vents them from getting wet. 

Early on Saturday morning we left home 
with the Sunfish in tow, driving east on I-95. 
(I’ve always wondered why the state’s sign 
painters refer to I-95 North and I-95 South 
along the Connecticut shoreline when the 
shoreline, which the highway parallels, comes 
close to being precisely east and west.) We 
knew what direction WE were driving because 
we carried a huge brass compass for our voy- 
age. It was mounted in gimbals and filled with 
alcohol, a useful precaution in the event we 
lost our way or were overcome by thirst. 

We drove through Providence and left 
I-95 in Fall River to follow a minor route to 
the shore at Westport, Massachusetts, where a 
long, public beach called Horseshoe Beach 
stretches eastward along Buzzard’s Bay. 
Cuttihunk was just visible as an indistinct lump 
in the haze about eight miles away as we drove 
along the beach toward a tidal inlet where it 
would no longer be possible to follow the 
shoreline. 

We turned in at a refreshment stand on 
the side of the road opposite the beach, and I 
asked the proprietor if I could leave my car 
and trailer on his property for a day or two. 
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Odyssey to Cuttihunk 

By William G. Osborn 

“Sure,” he said, “just park back by the lot line.” 
It seemed so easy a response for him, so com- 
fortable in its generosity, so unexpected in its 
spontaneity. It was the first of two such dem- 
onstrations of humanity we encountered that 
made this weekend particularly memorable for 
us, even if the rest of the adventure fell flat, 
which it did not. 

We shifted the Sunfish to the beach dolly 
with mast erect, the spars in place, and the 
duffel fastened to the deck, ready for embar- 
kation, all on the side of the road opposite the 
beach. I half expected to see a vehicle with 
flashing lights speeding toward us as we 
trundled across the beach, to forbid us to 
launch there, to tell us we couldn’t leave the 
country on a Sunfish and to demand to see our 
passports! We encountered no resistance, how- 
ever, and after disposing of the beach dolly 
we sailed away with a gentle southwesterly 
just forward of the beam on course for 
Cuttihunk, making no allowance for the vig- 
orous current there in the mouth of Buzzard’s 
Bay. 

The idea of the enterprise had been more 
exciting than the reality, thus far, and we had 
an uneventful two-hour sail over toward 
Cuttihunk. We had no problem with the cur- 
rent, but as we got closer to the island it began 
to take on a totally fantastic aspect. It had the 
appearance of an island equipped to fly! The 
engine of this apparition turned out to be a 
home-brew wind generator that was under 
construction, and which gave Cuttihunk the 
appearance of having remarkably 
un-island-like capability. 

The little bay that is formed by Penikese, 
Nashawena, and Cuttihunk islands I had stud- 
ied on the chart and I knew, more or less, where 
the hazards are, and the leading marks, and 
we located the narrow entrance to the “pond.” 
I enjoyed the exercise of the short-tacking, 
bottom-touching effort to get into the pond, 
and we sailed past the old Coast Guard station 
and landed at the little piece of shingle by the 
town dock where Capiquat was drawn up. 
Capiquat was (is) an old fishing boat that was 
shored up there, and she lacked a plank or two 
below the waterline. Capiquat’s restoration 
took quite a while, we discovered on subse- 
quent visits, or perhaps she had an obstinate 
streak in her and kept losing the same couple 
of planks. 

Having arrived safely at our destination, 
we walked up the hill to the Allen House, 
which Yeadon had mentioned, and with the 
all-too-obvious trappings of a couple of odd 
cases, we stepped through the screen door onto 
the verandah-cum-dining area with dried salt 
on our shorts and carrying a wet duffel bag. It 
was probably obvious to the average observer 
that we hadn’t arrived aboard the royal yacht. 

Lunch was being served in the main din- 
ing room and, as we looked around trying to 
locate the reception area, a man who was 
seated with a woman and another man with a 
full beard asked, “Can I help you?” When I 
said I was looking for the office, he pointed to 
the bearded man and said, “He’s the office.” 
Then followed this exchange: 

Adventurer: “We just sailed over. Do you 
have space for us tonight?” 

Beard: “Sure.” 
Adventurer: “We'd like to have dinner, 

too.” 
Beard: “OK.” 
Adventurer: “Do you take American Ex- 

press?” 
Beard: “The checks, yes.” 
Adventurer: “I mean the card. We don’t 

have any traveler’s checks.” 
Beard: “Your check will do.” 
Adventurer: “I don’t have any of my 

checks, either.” 
Beard: “You can send me one when you 

get home.” 
I guess this hirsute hotelier showed me a 

thing or two about trust. It was an experience 
I'll never forget. 

Beard then showed us a clean, airy room 
on the corner of the second floor of an im- 
maculate old frame house that formed part of 
the Allen House real estate and, having 
dropped off our one piece of “luggage,” we 
began our exploration of Cuttihunk, still won- 
dering about our exchange with Beard, about 
his business acumen, about the state of the 
hotel business on Cuttihunk (there were two 
guest houses operating on Cuttihunk at that 
time), and the contrast between the way we 
had just been treated by the management of 
the Allen House and by a whole host of mer- 
chants in other places and at other times. 

Cuttihunk is very small, but the terrain 
and the foliage combine to make exploration 
a lot of exercise. We walked up the narrow, 
paved, walled-in roadway to the top of the 
principle hill where there are the remains of 
concrete bunkers which, I suppose, formed 
part of our coast defenses during one or the 
other or both of the World Wars. 

To go to all that trouble, our government 
must have had a grave concern about intru- 
sion from the sea, and certainly Cuttihunk 
stands in the path of intruders who might try 
to come ashore in that vicinity. The experi- 
ence of the QE II, when she ran aground in 
the area a few years ago, suggests that a pro- 
spective invader should equip himself with 

. better charts than the pilot of the QE II had. 
At the top of the hill we studied the 

progress of the wind-generator project and 
watched the young, bearded engineer who was 
working on it. His 250cc Yamaha woods bike 
stood nearby, and we would have liked to ask 
some questions about the wind machine, but 
he was so high up that conversation was im- 
possible. We later heard that the scheme was 
being paid for by Mr. Spaulding, the sports 
equipment mogul, who had at that time a home 
on the island. 

The generator could have reduced the 
cost of electricity on the island, provided the 
technology was up to the task, but I believe 
that technology didn’t really become available 
until quite a while later. In any case, the 
Cuttihunk wind-generator was never to gen- 
erate. At the time I remember thinking, “Hats 
off to Mr. Spaulding,” and I think the same 
today. 

Electric power on the island was at the 
time, and I suppose still is, provided by a 
couple of diesel generators whose operation 
and maintenance required the services of a full- 
time engineer. As an individual whose liveli- 
hood was earned on the fringe of the electric 
power industry, it occurred to me that the cost 
of power for Cuttihunkers (are big, handsome 
residents called Cuttihunks?), where there are 
only a few families living through the winter, 



could be materially reduced if a high voltage, 
underwater cable were brought from the main- 
land, but I suppose it would be very expen- 
sive. It would probably be inappropriate to 
suggest that the residents form a Rural Elec- 
trical Cooperative, borrow a huge sum of 
money from the federal government at ridicu- 
lously low interest, install the cable, invest the 
rest of the money wisely, and live happily ever 
after. 

Our tour of Cuttihunk continued. We 
passed the rather substantial dump, and that’s 
something else Cuttihunkers are going to have 
to address. Maybe they should get the Rural 
Electrification Administration to lend them 
enough money to build a garbage-burning 
steam-plant to satisfy their electricity needs. 
That way, the more people move to Cuttihunk, 
the more garbage, the more power is gener- 
ated to serve their needs, their fuel, after all, 
being free. 

We walked all the way to the Gosnold 
monument, after Bartholomew Gosnold, who 
founded a short-lived colony on the island in 
1602, and whose hardy band of colonists, 
when Gosnold was getting ready to return to 
England for supplies said, “That’s all right, 
Bart, we’ ll just come along to make sure you 
get home OK,” and the colony was abandoned. 

Our hiking at an end, we washed up, 
changed into salt-free clothes, and went down 
to dinner. I had bluefish because we were at a 
place where fishing is what the locals do, and 
I don’t remember what Mrs. ordered. We were 
waited on by a girl who had come to Cuttihunk 
to work and spend the summer, and we agreed 
that most kids would have much preferred a 
bigger, busier place to hang out for summer. 
She provided us with excellent service, how- 
ever, and the kitchen did a fine job on our din- 
ners. 

On Cuttihunk there is no alcohol served 
nor sold, and there is no night life whatever so 
we were early to bed. (If we had been in Las 
Vegas we would probably have been early to 
bed, too.) Sunday morning we walked to the 
other end of the island, to Canapitsit channel, 
which separates Cuttihunk from Nashawena 
island. The channel is narrow, it is bounded 
by plenty of rocks, the current was swift and 
in Duncan and Ware’s A Cruising Guide To 
The New England Coast, they warn of its dan- 
gers. We were particularly interested because 
we planned to sail out of the pond, turn south 
through Canapitsit channel, west along the 
south shore of Cuttihunk, through Hen and 
Chickens reef and back to Horseshoe Beach. 

We asked Allen House to prepare a lunch 
for us, which we took pains to wrap in water- 
proof stuff to keep it appetizing. After launch- 
ing we sailed around the inner perimeter of 
the pond and enjoyed the view. There was a 
sailing club that had a fleet of Turnabout din- 
ghies, and there are a number of beautiful 
homes bordering the pond. 

Turning toward the exit channel from the 
pond, we sailed past the dock where the regu- 
lar ferry, the Alert, docked. The former 
Cuttihunk residence barracks of the Coast 
Guard now belongs to a group of Coast Guard 
families, if I have the story straight, and it is a 
handsome, well-kept property bordering the 
pond. 

Cuttihunk’s pond is small and completely 
surrounded by the island, the entry is curved, 
and the main part of the island is quite high. 
From a lubber’s point of view it appears to be 
a very safe haven, although during a winter 
storm I suppose it can be menacing to some- 
one in a small boat, While sailing my GP14 
on Weber Pond in Maine on a brilliant sunlit 
afternoon, the wind freshened enough to fill 

me with respect for that little body of water 
and to knock me down long enough to cover 
the floor boards with water. I struggled into 
the lee of some huge trees and rolled about 
half of the main sail on the boom, removed 
the jib, and sailed back to our rented cottage 
with my tail between my legs. All of that was 
on a pond not much bigger than the pond at 
Cuttihunk. 

Sunday’s weather was not much differ- 
ent than Saturday’s, there was a good breeze 
and, in spite of the vigorous current in 
Canapitsit channel, we made a little progress 
to the south on each tack across the deep part, 
and near the edges we could see the hazards 
in the clear water. Once out into Vineyard 
Sound, or Rhode Island Sound, whichever is 
the appropriate name for the water just there, 
we encountered a long, gentle swell typical of 
a broad expanse of water as we coasted along 
Cuttihunk’s southern shore. We had not seen 
the Spaulding home when approaching the is- 
land nor on our walks, but now we had a good 
look at it and it is splendid, indeed. 

There are no beaches along the southern 
shore of Cuttihunk, it wouldn’t be a good place 
to land in any but the most settled weather, 
and you had better have pretty robust shoes 
on even then. We kept well clear of this “solid 
property” and penetrated Hen and Chickens 
reef without incident and headed back to the 
mainland. The miles went by quickly, and I 
think we both felt a little disappointed that our 
adventure was nearly over except for the girl 
who walked to the water as we landed at 
Horseshoe Beach and asked us, “Are you the 
people who sailed away yesterday morning?” 
It transpired that she and her husband lived 
close by, they had a Sunfish, and they had of- 
ten discussed sailing over to Cuttihunk but had 
never undertaken it We had a good gam. 

Gunkholing with Cleve, Winter Harbor 
By David Buckman from Fetching Along, 

a photographic essay of the Maine and Canadian Maritime coasts. 

Idling about Winter Harbor’s quiet back- 
waters with the sun at our back, a rising tide 
promising deliverance from gross navigational 
transgressions, and a bracing primordial brew 
wafting across the saltings is an eminently 

agreeable occupation. And it was a duty for 
which the Leight was well suited, for her cen- 
terboard could quickly be raised out of harm’s 
way, which was a good thing for Cleve could 
have been a contender for the world series of 

groundings. All but impervious to the spirited 
censure that followed his defects of 
watchmanship, a few chips of paint off the 
centerboard was of no account whatsoever to 
Cleve, who took great delight in exploring the 
slimmest of possibilities, preferably under sail. 

Hugging the shore of Penobscot Island, 
we eased along silently, the mainsail catching 
what few errant zephyrs were about as a great 
evergreen tapestry unfolded a few yards off 
the beam. Dodging glacial erratics and weedy 
shoals, we came within a few yards of a great 
blue heron standing stoically at water’s edge. 

Not long afterward, I was puzzled when 
Cleve directed me to run the Leight onto a 
muddy bar. Following his directive, we 
crunched to a standstill and struck sail. When 
the mate laid down on the foredeck, I had no 
idea of what he was up to until he pulled a net 
bag from his pocket and, reaching over the 
side, harvested mussels for dinner. 

Later, making for a niche in the bold 
shore, the mate looped the bow line around an 
iron ring implanted by quarrymen a century 
ago and shoved the Leight back into deeper 
water where the CQR was let go astern. So 
situated, we could haul her ashore like a shirt 
on a clothesline when we wanted to take a 
walk. The Leight’s crew was a contented lot 
that night as the flickering lantern light made 
her kennel of a cabin snug and inviting, a bottle 
of ambrosial nectars was breached, toasts were 
offered, and laughter echoed about the dark- 
ness. 
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North Star at Cupancara, Boliva. 
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Lake Titicaca Days 
A Year of Messing About on the World’s Highest Waters 

Part II 
By Bob Austin 

Guests 
Almost all my sailing guests were Bo- 

livians, and for people with little experience 
of water, much less of sailing on it, they were 
universally good sports. 

Another single American expatriate and 
I invited three young women, sisters from a 
traditional pacena family, for an overnight sail 
to Paco. We spent a very quiet evening, made 
memorable mostly by the only moonlight rain- 
bow I’ve ever seen, and slept fully clothed in 
Levis and alpaca wool wherever we found 
space. What was remarkable about the excur- 
sion is that none of the women, in the course 
of more than 30 hours on board, could over- 
come her reserve to the point of using the head! 
Yet Tom and I heard not one word of com- 
plaint. 

In June of 1980, in the last military coup 
in Bolivia’s coup-punctuated history, a trium- 
virate of service chiefs seized power from a 
lame duck government, also in effect over- 
throwing a President-elect, Hernan Siles 
Zuazo, who, as he had already done on at least 
one earlier occasion, went into hiding some- 
where in Bolivia. Following the coup, I de- 
veloped as one of my political contacts a 
young, attractive, American-educated Boliv- 
ian woman who was active in high levels of 
Siles’s now-proscribed party, the MNRI. We 

’ met regularly in the city, and she joined me on 
a couple of occasions for some day sailing on 
the lake. Once, tongue firmly planted in cheek, 
I suggested that when Siles was ready to make 
a break for it, we could take him across the 
lake to Peru on North Star. 

One morning several weeks later, the lady 
made discreet contact with me and told me 
that it was all laid on for that night. If I could 
be on the boat and ready an hour after dark, 
they would deliver Siles up to me at Cupancara 
and we could be on our way. Stunned and 
embarrassed, I had to explain that I really 
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hadn’t meant it, and that even if we tried, we 
would have little chance of slipping by any 
patrols, or even making it across in one night. 

The breezes on the lake usually weak- 
ened as the night advanced, and she had seen 
how little good the engine did, even when it 
started and kept running. Disappointed but un- 
derstanding, my friend said she would pass on 
my refusal and make other arrangements. I 
went directly to my office and informed my 
boss of the overture. He said, “Sure, Bob, go 
ahead and do it. And when you get to Peru, 
just keep on going, because you sure won’t be 
coming back here!” 

I soon learned that with the logistical sup- 
port of another, more activist, embassy, the 
MNRI cadre had managed to deliver Siles to 
the lake that evening, and that he had made it 
safely to Peru in a smuggler’s speedboat. Un- 
der international opprobrium and embargo, the 
“Cocaine Coup” regime finally crumbled, and 
Siles would return to Bolivia in 1982 and as- 
sume his rightful place at the head of a civil- 
ian government. 

In the last months of 1980, however, the 
military cracked down on its opposition, and 
my friend was arrested one night after return- 
ing home from dinner at my house. Pressure 
brought to bear by her influential family and, 
extraofficially, by me, got her out of the grip 
of the Ministry of Interior and safely into ex- 
ile in the U.S. I remained quite close to her 
family in her absence, and | once invited her 
seventy-something-year-old widowed father, 
her older sister, a mutual male friend and his 
12-year-old daughter for what we planned as 
a day sail. Indeed, it would have to be a day 
sail, as anything that would get us home later 
than 9:00 PM would mean violation of the 
curfew and arrest, if not shooting on sight by 
trigger-happy peasant soldiers at the inevitable 
roadblocks. As we headed for home port, how- 

ever, first wind, then engine failed, and it was 
already approaching 9:00 as we drifted to 
within heaving range of the pier. 

All I could do was offer a couple of damp 
blankets, light the gas stove and a couple of 
candles, and open a bottle of the Johnny 
Walker Black that lubricated social life and 
warmed chill winter nights in highland Bo- 
livia. The hours until dawn passed slowly, but 
without a word of complaint from any aboard. 

I sailed for the long Easter weekend of 
1981 with the woman I dated for my last six 
months in Bolivia. Although there was little 
wind, we were compensated by a moon that 
appeared impossibly full for three consecutive 
nights, and when the moon is full in a cloud- 
less and unpolluted sky 12,500 feet above sea 
level, the effect is dazzling. We visited sev- 
eral islands, and it was on one of them that I 
first learned that an unattended inflatable is 
an open invitation to its rough use by 
muddy-footed local children. The second night 
saw us ghosting into an island cove where I 
dropped anchor. It was only in the morning 
that I learned from a local fisherman that we 
had spent the night in Peruvian waters. 

I met a remarkably sophisticated and cul- 
tured young Aymara woman from La Paz. She 
was without a doubt the only Aymara, male or 
female, who could lay claim to a McGregor 
36 catamaran, which she kept on Long Island 
Sound. On our one sail together on the lake, I 
asked her how you would say “North Star” in 
Aymara. Reflecting a moment, she said, 
“Warawara del...” and pointed up-lake. It then 
occurred to me that “north” as a named cardi- 
nal direction is a distinctly western construct. 

The only guest who did complain to the 
point of wanting to be taken home was an 
Embassy colleague. But it was cloudy and 
blustery, and it did begin to sleet and blow as 
we moved out onto the lake. I must admit that 
the idea of spending the rest of the afternoon 
sipping brandy and listening to Vivaldi in front 
of her La Paz fireplace was more appealing 
than what we had set out to do. 

One day as I was ghosting along the bank 
of totoras that rimmed the island that sheltered 
my port, I came across a local man and his 
son, in his early 20s, checking their fishing 
nets. I invited them to join me for a sail; they 
climbed aboard we took their skiff in tow. The 
man wore the typical peasant fedora and spoke 
Spanish with a thick accent, muddying the 
vowels in the Aymara manner. He was 
self-conscious and diffident in the way I had 
come to expect as a senor among peasant 
people. Not so his son, a third-year student at 
the Universidad Mayor de San Andrés in La 
Paz. 

After six consecutive years as a Person 
of Consequence in Latin America, I at first 
found his self-confidence, his breezy speech, 
and his familiarity off-putting and, I would 
admit to myself later, a little threatening. I 
began to grow accustomed to it, however, and 
by the time they cast off their boat after a cir- 
cumnavigation of their island, I was telling 
myself that education and its byproduct, an in- 
sistence that members of the traditional rul- 
ing classes deal with them as equals, is the 
only hope for the future of Latin America’s 
peasantry and the rest of the world’s fellahin 
people. 

I met some other islanders under truly 
threatening circumstances. I was out on a 
breezy afternoon with the Political Counselor’s 
secretary when I noticed two native sailboats 



on a converging course with North Star. When 
I jibed and headed off on a new tack, they came 
with me, demonstrating a surprising turn of 
speed off the wind. Within minutes it was ob- 
vious that they wanted to speak me and, hav- 
ing little choice, I heaved to and brought them 
alongside. 

They wanted to know how much water I 
drew and if I had recently sailed through the 
straits between their island and the mainland. 
About a meter forty, I said, and yes, I had been 
through the pass. In that case, one of them said, 
holding aloft a handful of mesh, it was I who 
had fouled and torn their fishnets which, they 
pointed out, are anchored to the bottom and 
are buoyed up below the surface by floats. I 
readily agreed that $18 in damages would be 
quite fair, and they sailed off. 

I had a more pleasant time landing and 
eating trout at the tourist hotel a few miles 
above Cupancara and during a call at the YCB, 
the Yacht Club Boliviano. A pleasant facility 
with a sheltered basin and a clubhouse behind 
a low adobe wall and shaded by the eucalyp- 
tus that provide green to the high plains, it 
hosted a mix of Bolivian and expatriate boat- 
ers, the latter including a number of sailing 
Canadians and a mixed bag of Europeans. 
There was a preference for powerboats, most 
of them of modest size and power and locally 
built, but there were a few day sailers and pro- 
duction overnighters of provenance as uncer- 
tain as North Star’s. I met and became friends 
with YCB Commodore Dr. Bruno Boehm, a 
second-generation German-Bolivian born and 
raised in La Paz. 

A Little Natural History 
Lake Titicaca is, in reality, two lakes 

separated by the narrow Straits of Tiquina. The 
lower lake, my waters, even has its own name, 
Chucuito. It covers about 600 square miles of 
Titicaca’s total of 3,000 but, being rather shal- 
low, probably contains less than 10% of the 
water. That water is cold enough to kill a swim- 
mer in less than an hour, but is warm enough 
to moderate the climate around the lake. Ice, 
other than morning frost and rime in the shal- 
lows, is rare, and I saw no snow during my 
two years of acquaintance with the lake. 

The lake is fed by numerous streams 
coming down from the mountains to the east 
and west and the high plains that lie to the 
north. It is dewatered through the appropri- 
ately named Rio Desaguadero, which flows 
south to form the shallow and forlorn Lake 
Poop—, below Oruro. The waters of Poop— 
in turn continue south to eventually lose them- 
selves in the cold and even more forlorn wastes 
of the Salares de Uyuni, the Uyuni Salt Flats. 

The height of the lake varies seasonally 
by a couple of feet, and over the longer term 
by as much as six meters. In the years shortly 
following my time in Bolivia, the water level 
fell to the point where Tony’s million-dollar 
port works were presumably left high and dry, 
even with the dredged channel, then it rose 
again to flood lakeside fields, roads, and com- 
munities. Evidence of lower waters was ap- 
parent during my year on the lake, and posed 
a hazard to navigation in the form of unmarked 
submerged stone walls jutting out from the 
shores. I could just get over the flooded cause- 
way that once had and again would link my 
local island with the mainland. 

A typical alpine lake in spite of its size, 
Titicaca is poor in fauna. In the 1930s, well- 
meaning sportsmen stocked it with lake trout. 

They grew to impressive size and their popu- 
lation burgeoned, and as late as the 1950s, 
Bruno Boehm told me, a fisherman could land 
a hundred pounds of them in a typical outing. 
Inevitably, however, they ran out of food and 
began to eat each other, and by the 1970s they 
were no longer caught. 

There are still enough rainbow trout in 
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the tributary rivers to provide steady restau- 
rant meals, but the lake itself holds little but a 
species of wrinkled, skin-breathing frog and a 
few species of small schooling fish. One of 
these is caught in drift nets, dried whole, salted, 
and set out in bowls as the snack food ispi 
served with the excellent Pace—a beer offered 
up in the cafes down on La Paz’s Prado. 
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“The Bull” outperforms Fortress, Bruce, 
CQR, Danforth, Delta and eight other an- 
chors in tests conducted by Practical 
Sailor!* 

Penetrates thick weeks and grass 
beds. Sets fast to provide excep- 
tional reliability in virtually any 

salt or fresh water bot- 
tom. Retractable shank 
makes retrieval easy, 
even from rock settings. 
Bulwagga Marine An- 
chors are available in 9, 
17, 27 and 37 lb. and 

stow conveniently on bow tip rollers or rails. 
Customer satisfaction guarantee covers the pur- 
chase price for one full year. Order toll free at 
1-888-674-4465. 
www.noteco.com. 
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* Practical Sailor 1998 sand holding tests 
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There is something romantic about an is- 
land—any island. Islands have figured promi- 
nently in tales of adventure since the begin- 
ning of time; the idea appeals to the imagina- 
tion. If the island happens to be hundreds of 
miles from anywhere and if, besides, it hap- 
pens to be a strange volcanic place with ragged 
cliffs, mysterious valleys, and peaks rising in 
fantastic shapes to the very clouds, the roman- 
tic picture is complete. Such are the Azores. 
This little archipelago far out in the Atlantic— 
a link, you might say, between the Old World 
and the New—rears its ragged shapes from 
the ocean floor, two-and-a-half miles below, 
to a height, in the case of the island of Pico, of 
over 7000 feet above the sea. 

For centuries these islands have attracted 
venturesome mariners. From the ancient coins 
that have been dug up from time to time, it is 
supposed that they were first discovered by 
the Carthaginians, but whether or not those 
hardy seafarers actually ventured this far, the 
fact remains that they were known to the ge- 
ographers of Europe long before America was 
dreamed of. Mentioned first by an Arabian 
writer in the 12th century as a group of nine 
islands lying far out beyond the Canaries, they 
remained the western outpost of the world until 
Columbus and the 16th century navigators 
pushed on across the western ocean. 

They were a natural rendezvous for the 
early Spanish and English expeditions to the 
New World, and it was off the island of Flores 
that the famous fight occurred between the 
British ship, Revenge, under the command of 
Sir Richard Grenville, and a Spanish fleet of 
53 vessels. Skipping lightly over the interven- 
ing centuries, it was at Ponta Delgada, the 
metropolis of the Islands, that the NC-4 
dropped in out of the sky on her historic 
trans-Atlantic flight, and it was here that the 
Typhoon came to anchor on the night of Sat- 
urday, October 9. There you have the history 
of the islands from soup to—well, let us say, 
nuts. 

When we dropped the hook off the clock 
tower after our run across from Santa Maria, 
we imagined that we were in for serious com- 
plications, for we had understood that Ponta 
Delgada was under quarantine for the bubonic 
plague and that no vessels were allowed to put 
in there. So it was with a feeling of guilt, as a 
perfectly sober man might feel at a Lloyd’s 
Harbor dinner, that we responded to the hail 
of the customs officers and the harbor doctor 
the following morning. But these gentlemen 
seemed perfectly satisfied with our papers, 
though a bit surprised, and welcomed us to 
the town, explaining that while there were a 
number of cases of the plague, no actual quar- 
antine had been declared. 

We lay not far off a stone sea wall, which 
seemed to enclose a tiny basin where bumboats 
and little coasting vessels congregated. Be- 
yond the basin, tinted stucco buildings, bal- 
conied and red-tiled like those of some Medi- 
terranean port, rose picturesquely, and partially 
seen through a triple archway on the left stood 
the cathedral, whose lighted clock tower had 
guided us in the night before. On the other side 
of the harbor a dozen steamships were moored 
to huge buoys or lay along the breakwater, and 
at the farther end were crowded a heteroge- 
neous assortment of fishing boats, little steam 
tugs, and sailing craft. 

The small fishing boats were much like 
those we had seen in Spain and at Santa Maria, 
double-enders with the characteristic lateen 
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The Track of 

the Typhoon 
By William Washburn Nutting 

Chapter XI 
Ten Days at Ponta Delgada 

rig, but the coasting vessels were a distinctly 
new type to us. It was easy to see that they 
were a development of the small boats, for they 
retained the pointed stern and the lateen rig, 
but they were different in model. Sixty feet or 
so in length, they were fairly narrow, with par- 
allel sides turning in rather abruptly, produc- 
ing a bluff bow. The waterlines at bow and 
stern were fuller and there was less dead rise 
to the midship sections. All of the craft of this 
type that we saw were three-masted, with long 
bowsprits and huge lateen sails, the yards of 
which, when hoisted, extended far above the 
rather short masts. 

One of these vessels, probably the one 
that had beaten us to port the night before, was 
discharging her cargo at the quay, and as soon 
as the customs officials were through with us, 
we put the clink over the side and rowed across 
for a visit. The skipper, a prominent towns- 
man from some place along the coast, showed 
us about his little packet with justifiable pride, 
but he seemed to be more interested in our ship, 
which was unlike anything he had ever seen. 
His crew, a dozen of his fellow townsmen, 
were at mess when we arrived, squatting about 
the deck, each man with his own individual 
chest of food. It seems that these coasting ves- 
sels are seldom away more than three or four 
days and, consequently, are not equipped with 
a galley, each man bringing his own supply of 
grub and vino prepared by his wife at home. 

After the skipper and most of the crew of 
the schooner had been shown over the Ty- 
phoon, every feature of which they showed a 
lively interest in, we went ashore for a look at 
the town, which proved to be larger than it 
had appeared from the water. During the war 
our government had maintained quite an es- 
tablishment here, consisting of a battery and a 
flying station, but all that now remained, so 
far as we could see, was a solitary marine and 
his dilapidated flivver. There were numerous 
cafes, now closed, that bore names which sug- 
gested that they had sprung up to take advan- 
tage of the golden opportunity presented by 
the spendthrift Yankees, and these gave silent 
testimony that for a while, at least, Ponta 
Delgada had had its fling. 

Since the exit of the lucrative Americans, 
the town had settled back into a monotonous 

existence, depending for its support largely on 
the vessels that put in there on their way back 
and forth across the Atlantic. In the case of 
the American Shipping Board vessels the in- 
come must be considerable, for there is sel- 
dom a time when there are not several of them 
in the harbor. We found that eight of these 
ships, besides several of other nationalities, 
had been driven into Ponta Delgada for repairs 
by the gale that we had weathered in compara- 
tive comfort. One concern, the only one with 
facilities for making such repairs, has every 
reason to be grateful to heaven and a tolerant 
American public for the existence of the Ship- 
ping Board. They are certainly making hay 
while the sun shines, and the sun shows no 
indication of setting. 

The town of Ponta Delgada is composed 
largely of two-story, balconied, stucco houses, 
closely packed along narrow, cobbled streets, 
with here and there an open space with a ca- 
thedral or public building to break the mo- 
notony. One street is pretty much like another 
and, after we had done a few of them, we re- 
turned to the ship tired out. Our legs had not 
yet become accustomed to the ways of the 
land, and at first we attributed our fatigue 
solely to our lack of training. 

But we never really became rested while 
we were in the Azores, and the explanation is 
the enervating climate. It is not only warm, 
but extremely humid, a condition caused, I 
imagine, by the clouds which seem to cling 
continuously to the mountain tops. Then, too, 
there were the pineapples. It was the height of 
the pineapple season, and if there is one thing 
that looks better than a can of peaches to a 
salt-encrusted mariner, it’s a fresh pineapple. 
We went in rather heavily for pineapples, and 
they produced a condition inside us that was 
decidedly detrimental to physical exertion. The 
whole crew lost its pep. 

My first official act on Monday morning 
was to call on the American consul, Major 
Drew Linard, who received me cordially in 
spite of the fact that I arrived an hour before 
the office opened, due to some confusion with 
the local time. 

“Are you a captain?” inquired the butler. 
“Yes, in a small sort of way,” I replied, 

and he disappeared, to return shortly with the 
information that the Consul would see me, in 
spite of my unconventional calling hour. 

Major Linard, expecting another tale of 
woe about rotten boiler tubes or engines 
wracked loose from their beds by the recent 
storm, seemed relieved at finding merely a 
social caller looking for human companion- 
ship. I explained that we had dropped in on 
him on our way across the pond and didn’t 
want anything except, possibly, an introduc- 
tion to someone with sporting instinct enough 
to cash a check. 

“What kind of ship are you in ?” he que- 
ried. 

“A yacht,” I replied, “the Typhoon.” 
“How big is she?” 
“Forty-five feet.” Mu 
“T mean how long is she, whatOs her ton- 

nage?” 
“She’s 45’ long, 36 on the waterline, and 

her displacement is about 15 tons.” 
“Crossing the Atlantic in a 45’ cockle- 

shell! Well, you are a nut,” he said good- 
naturedly. 

‘Nutshell, then, if you like,’ I corrected. 
Typhoon is not a cockleshell.’ 

Then Linard went on to tell me of his 



meeting with Peters and Griswold and the 
other Harvard chaps who had been there six 
weeks earlier in the Lloyd W. Berry on their 
way to Europe, and how they had haled Pe- 
ters to the consulate and started proceedings 
against him for cruel and inhuman treatment 
of his crew. The Berry was registered as a com- 
mercial vessel (she carried a cargo of flour for 
the fun of the thing) and Peters, inexperienced 
in the intricacies of Admiralty law, sweating 
under Linard’s grueling cross-examination, 
had just about concluded that he was in for 
serious complications for violating something 
or other, when cocktails were served and the 
whole crowd had dinner at the consulate. 

It was the first I had heard of the Berry 
since I had left Griswold in New York in June 
with the tentative plan that we should meet at 
Cowes, and I was glad to hear that the little 
schooner was making good. I learned later that 
she reached Southampton some time after we 
had left the Solent and, after undergoing some 
repairs, had proceeded to the Mediterranean, 
still, I suspect, with her cargo of flour. 

Armed with a letter of introduction to an 
American by the name of W.W. Nicholls, and 
with a promise that Major Linard would visit 
the Typhoon that afternoon, I left the consu- 
late and went forth in search of funds. Mr. 
Nicholls, who is in the shipping business, is 
one of those rare souls who seem to derive 
great pleasure from helping other folks out of 
difficulties. He not only cashed the check, but 
he offered to help us in obtaining such rare 
provisions as salt pork and salt beef, which 
are unobtainable in the Azores except from 
visiting ships. 

For my $100 check I received a sheaf of 
paper money that would make the proverbial 
cow blue in the face. And right here I must 
say a word about the money of the islands, for 
it is the most remarkable that I have ever en- 
countered. The unit of the currency is the 
1000-reis note, or milreis, which corresponds 
to the “escudo” or milreis of Portugal, but is 
not so valuable. The ratio is five island milreis 
to four escudos or Portuguese milreis, and to 
distinguish between them the island money is 
called “weak” money and the money of the 
mother country “strong.” Then there is the 
matter of the exchange. Before the war the 
escudo was nearly on a par with the American 
dollar, but when we were there it was worth 
about 16 cents, and consequently I received 
750 milreis or 750,000 reis, “weak money,” 
for my $100 check. 

To try to do any shopping without an ex- 
perienced mathematician to help you is hope- 
less unless you are content to put yourself at 
the mercy of the shopkeepers. You ask the 
price of an article and decide to take it with- 
out a struggle (which, of course, is wrong) and, 
seeing you are a soft creature, the shopkeeper 
tells you that the price is in strong money, 
whereas yours is weak. By this time, becom- 
ing hopelessly confused, you call him some- 
thing uncomplimentary in the sign language 
and hand him a milreis note and trust to luck. 
Going on the supposition that humanity is 
about 50% honest, you take only about a 50- 
50 chance of getting shortchanged. 

There’s really no other way, for you could 
never hope to count the strange paper things 
you receive, all sizes, colors and denomina- 
tions in both weak and strong money. But then 
you get such a wad of it back, and feel so dis- 
gustingly wealthy, that you oughtn’t to kick if 
he does hold out a little. Anyone who can 

juggle such money really deserves a commis- 
sion for his skill. Who was I that I should kick, 
anyhow? Don’t we do the same thing over 
here? The only difference is that we don’t like 
the term petty larceny, so we stick it on the 
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can cripples in the harbor of Ponta Delgada. 

Right: Preparing to lift out the broken mizzen 
with a cargo boom. 

Bottom: The waterfront of Ponta Delgada 
where bum boats and little coasting vessels 
congregate. 

Above: Jyphoon alongside two other Ameri- 

bill under “cover charge” or “service.” 
In the afternoon Major Linard and George 

Cobb, the Vice Consul, came aboard the 7)- 
phoon and seemed much impressed with her, 
especially with her living quarters. They con 



sidered our accommodations much more com- 
fortable than those of the Berry which, though 
a considerably larger boat, had her best space 
taken up with her cargo hold. Then they 
dragged me off to the consulate for dinner and 
a delightful evening, the first of several 1 was 
fortunate enough to spend at this hospitable 
place. 

In the morning we busied ourselves about 
the ship. Fox and I took care of the work on 
deck, while Charles cleaned up below, and Jim 
started in seriously on the motor. We had not 
used the power since leaving the French coast, 
although Dorsett had spent some time in a 
fruitless endeavor to remedy the trouble while 
we were at Ferrol. We were determined to get 
the motor going if possible, for, with our long- 
est leg still ahead of us, we could not risk slat- 
ting about in any more flat calms if we were 
to be sure of reaching New York before 
Thanksgiving. Already we had wasted too 
much time whistling for a wind, and every 
hour’s delay increased our chances of encoun- 
tering bad weather. This time we were suc- 
cessful and before long the motor was per- 
forming faultlessly. As to fuel, we still had the 
greater part of the oil with which we started. 

In the evening, when I returned to the ship 
after another visit ashore, I found her close to 
the rocks off the sea wall, moored stern-to and 
slapping with her broad transom the seas that 
were being kicked up by a rising wind from 
the southeast. She had been lying to the 60-1b. 
anchor and it seemed that her 1” manila line 
had chafed through on the ragged bottom and 
she had fetched up on the rocks. But the boys 
had acted quickly, placing the big hook out to 
windward with the tender and hauling her off 
with the windlass before any damage had been 
done. They had pulled her off stern-to and, as 
she seemed to ride comfortably, had left her 
in this position, a thing we had occasion to 
regret, for it blew a living gale during the night 
and the pounding in the short seas was ter- 
rific. 

Of course, we should have anchored far- 
ther up the harbor originally, but it was then 
too late to do anything. The shoal, rocky bot- 
tom was so close to loo’ard that I didn’t dare 
to attempt to lead the line forward and let her 
swing around for fear that she might strike with 
her deep heel, and there was so little line out 
that to work her ahead with the windlass might 
result in breaking out the hook. And so we 
endured the discomfort throughout the night. 

The next day we got her around bow to 
the wind without difficulty, and thus encour- 
aged I decided to try to beat out of our pre- 
dicament under sail, a thing that we should 
not have attempted in such close quarters with- 
out the mizzen which, of course, was out of 
commission due to the broken mast. Raising 
the mainsail, we worked her up to the hook 
with the windlass, sailed over it, broke it out 
without losing headway, raised the jib, and got 
away on the port tack. We came about nicely 
the first time, but missed stays on the second 
tack, dropped off and tried it again, only to 
miss a second time. With the mizzen to help 
us about, the maneuver would have been 
simple enough. We were out of the harbor now, 
but we were dropping steadily down toward 
the rocks and, not knowing the depth of the 
water, we were forced to anchor again. One 
of the little steam tugs, seeing our predicament, 
was hovering about us and, suppressing our 
pride, we threw him a line and were towed to 
a safe berth farther up the harbor. 
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We had not been here long when an of- 
ficer appeared on the stern of the Independent 
Bridge, one of the crippled American ships, 
and semaphored over requesting that I come 
aboard to discuss repairs, which I did straight- 
way. The officer proved to be W.J. Huber, the 
first mate. He grasped the difficulty at a glance 
and agreed immediately with the suggestion 
to run Typhoon alongside the Independent 
Bridge and lift out the broken stick with a cargo 
boom, a much simpler solution than taking her 
to the ship repair people, who were already 
crowded with work. 

Warping Typhoon alongside and lifting 
out the mizzen was the work of but a few min- 
utes, and the ship’s carpenter, a Dane by the 
name of Anderson, hereinafter referred to as 
Chips, got busy immediately on the repairs. 

The mast was cracked at the point where 
it passed through the deck, and the first idea 
was to shrink a long bronze collar around the 
bad spot, but after this was made it was spoiled 
in attempting to drive it home while hot, and 
the idea was abandoned. Since the mizzen is 
stepped in a bronze socket in the cockpit floor, 
there was a length of only about 2’ below the 
break and, as there was plenty of room be- 
tween the throat halyard block and the gaff 
jaws, we decided to cut 2’ off the butt of the 
stick. 

Then new shoulder cleats had to be made 
for the masthead, and Chips made a good job 
of them, mortising them deeper into the mast 
and riveting them right through the stick. The 
wire shrouds, of course, had to be shortened 
and respliced, and this job was simplified by 
taking all the slack off one end of each pair 
and then changing the position of the eye for 
the mast and reseizing it. 

Typhoon and her benefactor became fast 
friends. The Independent Bridge and the other 
cripples in the harbor were undergoing repairs 
of one kind or another, interminable repairs, 
and consequently the officers had plenty of 
time for social activities. Captain Wingate, 
Second Officer Rodowsky, Third Officer Bell, 
and Glazier, the Chief Engineer, took a fancy 
to the little ship, and when we were not aboard 
eating their bully meals, they were swapping 
yarns in our cabin. They rerated our chronom- 
eter for us and supplied us with a light list and 
a couple of charts that seemed to be missing 
from our stock. 

With the repairs completed, the problem 
of supplies confronted us, and this proved a 
problem indeed. There happened to be a food 
shortage in the islands, and an embargo had 
been placed on certain articles. Consequently 
it was necessary to smuggle a number of things 
past the little soldiers on the quay. Dear reader, 
if you have ever attempted to smuggle a dozen 
eggs in an ordinary business suit you will ap- 
preciate our difficulty. With an egg or two in 
every pocket of coat, vest, and trousers, you 
have a terribly aloof, touchy sort of feeling as 
you gingerly pick your way through the crowd 
at the landing and take your seat in the tender. 
You may get through the ordeal with but a 
small percentage of breakage, but the embar- 
rassment caused by even a single broken egg 
is most disconcerting. We took but a few dozen 
eggs. 

Through the good offices of Mr. Nicholls, 
we were able to connect up with 100 pounds 
of salt beef and a big sack of flour on the West 
View, another American cripple whose skip- 
per, Hillary Williams, Lieutenant Commander, 
U.S.N., Retired, instructed his steward to let 

us have it at cost. Even this had to be smuggled 
from the ship at night, for it seemed to be 
against the law to transfer supplies from one 
ship to another, and there were serious-minded 
little soldiers stationed on each vessel to en- 
force the law. Most everything else we needed 
was obtainable from the principal ship chan- 
dlery and supply store, and we laid in what I 
thought would be a sufficient supply for five 
or six weeks. 

It was about this time that we met Manson 
Dillaway, who was stopping at Mrs. Brown’s 
Pension, where lived our benefactor, Mr. 
Nicholls, and my friend, David Vaughan, an 
American artist with whom I had spent a num- 
ber of pleasant hours in discussing the things 
which to me are almost as vital as the sea and 
its ships. Dillaway, an ex-Army flier and an 
admiralty lawyer of Boston, had come to Ponta 
Delgada to see to the disposal of a schooner 
that had been dismasted and towed into that 
port. While not a sailor he is, nevertheless, a 
mighty good sort and, as he was ready to leave 
for home, we suggested that he make the run 
with us on the Typhoon, an offer which he ac- 
cepted with alacrity. 

Most of the repair work on the disabled 
ships that always seem to crowd the harbor of 
Ponta Delgada is done by one big concern with 
a reputation for charging like sin. This com- 
pany owns the tug that had towed us out of 
our awkward predicament and also the water 
boat from which we had filled our tanks and 
breakers. One morning a boat with a diver and 
full equipment came alongside the Typhoon 
with the information that the captain had been 
instructed by his company, the same one, to 
recover our light anchor which had been lost 
when the line parted several days before. 

With the assistance of Fox, who showed 
them about where it lay, they succeeded in 
finding the hook, and I began to feel that my 
bill with the concern in question was mount- 
ing to gigantic proportions. Steeling myself 
for the ordeal, I called at the office to settle 
the, account. I feared that they might consider 
towing the Typhoon out of her difficulty as a 
salvage job and charge accordingly, and I sort 
of felt that divers were an expensive luxury. 
Introducing myself, I explained that I had 
come to settle up and then waited for the jolt, 
but it never came. 

These gentlemen explained that, since Ty- 
phoon was not engaged in trade, they could 
not think of charging for services which it had 
been a great pleasure to them to be able to 
perform. They admired the Typhoon, they said, 
and only wished that they might have been of 
greater help to her. Ashamed of my fears, I 
thanked them and left with a great and glow- 
ing confidence in the human race. 

As I was leaving the place with my guide, 
a barefoot youngster with a complimentary 
admiration for all Americans, we had an ad- 
venture. There was a great noise of shouting 
and clattering from up the street, or, rather, 
the shouting came from numerous excited 
gentlemen standing in doorways and other 
points of vantage, and the clattering from a 
runaway that had the street pretty much to it- 
self. It was a warm day and we needed a lift, 
my friend and I, and so, exercising as much 
care as I could, for the horse was a small, 
delicate-looking animal, I stopped it, vaulted 
into the little cart, got my companion aboard 
and drove smartly back in the direction from 
which the thing had come, assuming a casual 
sort of expression, as though we always did 



that sort of thing in America when we wanted 
a ride. 

The effect on the doorways was delicious. 
Presently we came upon a crowd of breath- 
less people led by a very red and very rotund 
person with a whip, who seemed on the point 
of apoplexy. Assuming that he was the bereft 
proprietor, we alighted smartly, turned his 
property over to him and left him, gasping and 
surprised that we had not charged for salvag- 
ing the outfit. 

After going through the formality of pay- 
ing our harbor dues, I called at the consulate 
for our health certificate and to say good-bye 
to the Major and Mrs. Linard, whose hospi- 
tality will live in my memory along with that 
of Les Capucins and my friends of Cowes. 
After a dinner at a cafe with a name reminis- 
cent of the American occupation, the U.S. 
Club, the entire crew of the Typhoon dropped 
in at our little rendezvous in the back room of 
the ship chandler’s, where seafaring men con- 
gregate to, as the Scriptures say, “Look upon 
the wine when it is red,” although I must say 

that their interest in the beverage was some- 
what more than ocular. 

When it was learned that we were actu- 
ally pulling out that evening, our friends, who 
had been improving the opportunity offered 
by an unlimited stock of local and imported 
beverages, started in to ransack the entire place 
for suitable gifts to bestow upon the crew. Gla- 
zier appeared triumphant with a box of Dutch 
cigars and a bottle of Black and White, some- 
one else discovered chocolate and cigarettes, 
and Captain Wingate, totally disregarding the 
importunities of numerous clerks and the pro- 
prietor, nearly precipitated a riot by mounting 
a stepladder and sweeping off the entire con- 
tents of a shelf of fancy canned goods which 
he ordered delivered to the Typhoon. 

Then all hands repaired to the Indepen- 
dent Bridge, where another dinner was served 
and, after receiving a final tribute of medicines, 
a large saucepan and saltpeter for our pickle 
barrel from the steward, and taking aboard a 
couple of dozen pineapples which Dillaway 
had ordered, we were ready to cast off. 

So far as I know, the noisiest moment in 
the history of Ponta Delgada up to that time 
was when the American collier Orion beat off 
a German submarine while the local artillery 
officers were hunting for the key of their am- 
munition locker, or possibly it was when the 
Armistice was signed. But these demonstra- 
tions could not have surpassed the uproar that 
broke loose as the little black ketch slipped 
her moorings and sailed out the harbor in the 
gathering dusk. 

Every ship in the place, regardless of na- 
tionality, broke out her siren and blew salute 
after salute, which we returned on our foghorn 
and with many dips of the ensign. It was a 
tribute from big ships that plow the Seven Seas 
to a tiny craft that played their game for fun, a 
tribute that blurred the eyes of her crew and 
brought strange lumps into their throats as she 
rounded the breakwater, met the heave of the 
open sea, and squared away out into the path 
of the moon. 

It was Thursday, October 19, ten days 
after we had come to anchor at Ponta Delgada. 

Days go by in the same repetitive rou- 
tine, time flies, and sometimes there doesn’t 
seem to be much to write about. Since we lost 
our house in the hurricane, we had to redirect 
our projects. Building a new home became a 
priority. Consequently, we had less time for 
our boats and sailing adventures. However, we 
are now finally living comfortably in our new 
home. It is not big, but it is good to feel a new 
roof above our heads. I have to mention how 
lucky we were to meet four strong, young men, 
all construction workers, with whom we be- 
came good friends and who offered to volun- 
teer to put up the roof. They exchanged labor 
for good old-fashioned meals and plenty of 
beer. The roof was up in no time at all. Such 
friends are precious. 

Once again we can spend more time on 
the ocean, away from land. As I look back, 
between days and days of hard work, I remem- 
ber a sailing trip we made just to get away 
from house building. To me it seems definitely 
worth writing about. I have written quite a few 
maritime short stories in the past three years. 
The late Michael Pauley, editor of the Tropic 
Times, published my first story and encour- 
aged me to write more. I shall always feel in- 
debted to him. 

Ihave had 14 stories published since then. 
I wrote about different topics, put different 
titles. However I had never quite had a per- 
fect sailing day. The word perfect is a risky 
word. Perfection is more what we strive to- 
wards rather than achieve. Yet a short sailing 
trip on Christmas Eve (of all eves) was quite 
perfect to me. 

We had decided to go out for a short sun- 
set sail. The wind and the ocean looked rough, 
but my husband assured me that we would 
keep close to shore. He wanted me to enjoy it. 
I once wrote that enjoyable sailing to me is 
when the winds are 10-15 knots and I can en- 
joy sailing in a relaxed state of mind. I never 
cared for strong wind and rough seas (until 
this trip). When we sailed out we first stayed 

A Perfect Day 
of Sailing 

By Smiljka Fitzgerald 

close to shore as promised. But then Richard 
slowly started sneaking further out. To him it 
is like the call of the wild. He is simply driven 
to more wind and gusts. He kept downgrad- 
ing the strength of the wind, trying to convince 
me that it was not so strong. Later I learned 
that I had been tackling 35 knot gusts that day. 

Out there, he asked me to take over the 
tiller. I nervously accepted but eventually got 
a strong “feel” of the boat. The gusts were 
strong and exciting. As I was learning to sail 
through gusts, at one point the boat was sail- 
ing so smoothly and I had a peculiar sensa- 
tion. It was almost as if deep down below, 
along the center of the boat, there was some 
energy line along which the boat was gliding 
in perfect harmony. I imagined it as a white 
line of light. It was the first time that I felt one 
with the boat and the boat as one with the 
ocean. 

Then suddenly, at the height of my ela- 
tion, we were hit by such a strong gust that I 
could barely control the tiller with both hands. 
The boat started turning and heeling, ready to 
burst from the strain. I panicked. I did not 
know which way to direct it. Humbly, I asked 
for help. My husband jumped to the tiller, I 
moved away, sat down, and tried to regulate 
my breathing. 

Once the gust was tackled, I resumed sail- 
ing, trying to achieve that perfect gliding feel- 
ing again. After a while I suggested that I fish 
while he handled the boat. Since I believe, 
unfortunately, that the ocean around this 
westernmost point of Puerto Rico is pretty 
much fished out, I don’t usually expect to catch 

much. I threw in a hand line with a little yel- 
low feather as a lure. Almost immediately I 
felt a tug. I had a fish! Pulling in the line is 
always exciting. You never know what is hid- 
den at its end. I pulled in a 6-pound bonito. As 
I unhooked it, I watched its silvery body in 
awe. Enough for a nice dinner I thought. 

The wind was still strong, we were fly- 
ing, but all fear was gone. Only excitement. I 
threw back the line. Not even two minutes had 
gone by when I caught another fish. Another 
bonito. Then another, and yet another! Within 
half an hour I had caught six good eating fish. 
My new record. It seemed that I could not pull 
them in fast enough. My husband was im- 
pressed. He did not know that his wife was 
actually a fisherwoman. 

By this time we were getting close to the 
shore, heading in. The sun was gloriously set- 
ting in the west, but there were also threaten- 
ing clouds from the east. Once we docked, I 
strung the fish on a wire and proudly carried 
my catch. The fish were heavy, the wire was 
cutting into my fingers, but I didn’t mind. I 
felt like celebrating. 

Although I usually enjoy cooking, that 
evening I did not want to cook. I remembered 
our good friend, the Italian chef at the Calypso 
Cafe Bar and Restaurant. We decided to bring 
the fish to him and ask him to cook us up a 
dinner. Proud as he is of his culinary skills he 
accepted, loving the idea. While we waited for 
dinner, family and friends stopped by express- 
ing Christmas greetings. We invited them all 
for a fresh fish meal. The meal was delicious 
and we enjoyed it in a festive spirit. 

All in all, in one short sailing trip I had 
realized better than ever the deep pleasures of 
true sailing, made a new fishing record, and 
conquered my fear of gusts, may I never panic 
again! It was a sailing trip closest to perfec- 
tion, so far. 

Now I am back to daily routines, always 
on the lookout for something exciting to hap- 
pen. Something worth writing about. 
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We begin with a little Chinese phi- 
losophy. Stay with us, it won’t take long. 

There is value in nothingness. Lao-Tse, 
the father of Taoism, looked at a bow] and re- 
alized that we tend to think of it as being made 
of clay. But it is the space in the middle, he 
observed, that really makes it a bowl. What 
isn’t there is what makes the bow] useful. 

That’s it. 
Joel Flather of Little Compton designs 

and markets little boats, fiberglass solo canoes 
based on the wooden Adirondack canoes made 
by James Henry Rushton a hundred years ago. 
Flather’s canoes weigh only 18 pounds, re- 
markably light when you consider that other 
solo canoes and kayaks typically weigh 40 
pounds or more. His canoes are expensive, 
$895, to be precise. You pay a premium for 
lightness, for what isn’t there. 

A couple of years ago Joel and his hunt- 
ing and fishing buddy Peter Winne of Tiverton 
took a trip to the Adirondacks and found them- 
selves impressed by the Rushton designs they 
saw up there. They formed Compass Canoes 
to market boats of similar design. 

“We have been developing the shape of 
our boats off of original lines used by 
Rushton,” Joel says. “He designed the first 
boat for a crazed Pennsylvanian named George 
Washington Sears, who fled from his wife and 
five children each spring and went up and 
paddled through the chain of lakes in the 
Adirondacks. Sears, nicknamed “‘Nesmuk,’ had 
a health problem which made him weaker each 
year. The first boat, very similar to this one, 
weighed 18 pounds. The next year his weight 
had gone down and he paddled a Rushton boat 
which weighed 12 pounds. The final year he 
went up to the Adirondacks he could hardly 
lift anything. So Rushton built him a boat that 
weighed 9 pounds.” 

Rushton made more of the little boats, 
and they became the standard Adirondack ca- 
noe. Joel says the boats combined light weight 
with surprising strength. 

“They were usually made of 1/8” or 
3/16” thin strips fastened with copper nails. 
They were very light and incredibly durable. 
And over the years that they paddled those 
boats in the Adirondacks, they never destroyed 
any of them. In fact, the original is still on dis- 
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play at the Adirondack Museum at Blue Moun- 
tain Lake, New York.” 

Joel points out that the Compass canoe 
is not just a Rushton rip-off, or “splash” boat, 
as they say in the trade. 

“We gave it a sharper entry and then we 
increased the freeboard, or the height of the 
gunnels, just because we were going to be 
working in choppier water than you find tra- 
ditionally in small lakes.” 

The little canoe is made of fiberglass, not 
the wood of the original. 

“There is a team of two boat builders in 
Bristol who have been manufacturing these 
boats for us. They are world-class sailors who 
build and repair ultralight sailboats for them- 
selves and for people around the country. They 
are at the very top of lightweight technology, 
people who are able to get the weight of this 
boat down to 18 pounds.” 

The trick lies in careful manufacturing, 
not exotic materials. 

“The boats are hand-laid fiberglass with 
vinylester resin. There are boats these days 
made of Kevlar, but we chose fiberglass, be- 
cause if you should bang a rock, it is much 
easier to repair than Kevlar.” 

What is the big deal, you might be won- 
dering, about lightness? What does a light boat 
do that a heavier boat can’t? 

Peter Winne says he’s put hundreds of 
miles on these boats. He says a light boat is an 
easier boat to deal with. He is not trying to 
design the lightest possible boat, but the boat 
most efficiently suited to its purpose. A light 
canoe is just easier to lift on and off a car top, 
or carry by yourself to the water’s edge. An 
avid fisherman, he also likes the idea of being 
able to pack the boat in to distant ponds which 
haven’t been over-fished. 

“Some day I would like to try to build 
one 8’ or 9 long, weighing about 12 pounds. 

In California they have some really remote 
ponds and fishing waters...” His voice trails 
off at the thought of it. 

The little boats are not for everyone, but 
Joel Flather has some careful thoughts on who 
his potential customers might be. 

“We are looking, as an example, for 
women who would like a craft of their own. A 
boat they can easily get off the top of their 
car, launch, paddle with extreme safety and 
take back home. We sold one of our canoes to 
a gal who, when she gets back home to Bos- 
ton, carries it up three flights of stairs to her 
apartment.” 

Older folks, too. 
“We also are targeting what we refer to 

as senior people, myself included, who are sick 
of carrying 40 to 60 pounds of kayak about, 
or the old-style heavy canoes.” 

And fishermen. 
“We are at the beginning of the curve,” 

Joel says, speaking of actual sales, “but we 
are approaching 50 boats now. We will be go- 
ing after a bigger national market this spring. 
We are developing a web site that will allow 
us to target the specific people that I men- 
tioned. We will also focus on recreational 
magazines like Paddler, Outdoor, Backpacker, 
Fly Fisherman, Salt Water Angler, publications 
of that nature.” 

Kayaks, low-slung paddle boats with 
decks, are very popular these days and for good 
reasons. Typically a kayak will out-perform a 
canoe, paddling faster and with less effort. 
Many paddlers find that a kayak’s low center 
of gravity makes them more stable than ca- 
noes. Joel and Peter prefer canoes. 

Peter says he likes the fact that his legs 
aren’t cramped under a deck. 

“T like not having my legs confined as in 
a kayak. If you are fishing, it makes it easy to 
move around and readjust your position, and 
that’s important to me.” He adds that it is easier 
to load fishing and camping gear in a canoe 
and easier to reach the stuff while you are un- 
derway. 

Joel admits to some limitations in his little 
canoes. 

“Catching a big fish like a striped bass is 
really exciting, because you do have to pay 
attention to where the bass is in relation to the 
boat. Fortunately, the boat is light enough that 
it will spin and you can keep the fish towards 
the bow. Another thing is that you don’t want 
to put a live bluefish in the boat.” 

The boat is small and a bluefish has teeth. 
“One of the silly questions we get is, ‘Can 

you put two people in this boat?’ The answer 
is no. But that’s another attribute of this de- 
sign. My wife and I enjoy boating together, in 
separate boats. Because when I want to go out 
and throw a couple of plugs, she wants to go 
along the shore and look for shorebirds.” 

Two boats? That can be an expensive 
hobby. 

Joel has a ready answer. 
“There are small, single-person, 

rotationally molded, polyethylene kayaks that 
sell for $495 and weighs 35 to 40 pounds. Our 
canoe is for someone who appreciates a fine 
fly rod or an ultra-lightweight bicycle. It is a 
hand-laid fiberglass boat with hand-crafted 
wooden rails. There is a lot of detailed work 
in this boat which you won’t find in a boat at a 
lower price. And it only weighs 18 pounds.” 

You get what you pay for or, looking at it 
with the eye of Lao-Tse, you pay for what you 
don’t get. 



The Sweet Lassie Canoe 
by the Compass 
Canoe Company 

Concepts 

My wife and I like to go boating together, 
in different boats! We have two Sunfish, two 
recreational rowing shells, and two Sweet 
Lassie canoes. There is peace in our family, 
but especially when we are on the water. When 
I want to paddle by myself, I can easily load 
my Sweet Lassie onto my truck. When my 
wife cecides it’s time for her to get away (from 
me), she flips her Sweet Lassie onto her SUV 
and off she goes. If my father decides it’s time 
to go exploring one of the local salt marshes, 
maybe do a little clamming or crabbing, he’ll 
borrow my Sweet Lassie and be back in time 
for cocktails with some delicious shellfish. 

Our neighbors’ children love to mess 
about in the shallow waters near the beach and 
somehow fit three into a canoe designed for 
one. At camp in the Adirondacks (where the 
original Wee Lassies were built by J.H. 
Rushton) our Sweet Lassie is constantly in use 
and has been carried three miles to a remote 
pond by an overzealous fly fisherman. (Is that 
an oxymoron?) But a lady friend of ours uses 
her Sweet Lassie like a bicycle (after all, it 
weighs less than one) and, after canoeing on 
the Charles River in Boston, carries it up three 
flights of stairs to her apartment in Cambridge. 

Does it do whitewater? No, who wants 
to? A sprayskirt locking one into a hot cramped 
boat where Eskimo Roll expertise is manda- 
tory? I don’t think so! At least not for me, my 
wife, my dad, the kids next door, our friend in 
Cambridge, and a growing number of people 
who feel canoeing should be dry, comfortable, 
stable, easy, exciting, and fun without hassle. 

Technicals 
18 pounds - Your roller blades weigh 4 

pounds, and your golf bag? 
10’6” - Plenty of room for you and your 

gear, but not your best friend... 
Composite construction - Means you can 

bounce off rocks. No problem! 
Seating - Chaise lounge comfort on taste- 

fully covered, closed cell foam with full back 
support and under-thigh cushion. Wow! 

Delivery - Within four weeks of receipt 
of order. Maybe sooner. Freight will be quoted 
at time of order. 

Price - $895 complete, including remov- 
able foam seat. State taxes must apply where 
necessary. Sorry. 

OUT-OF-PRINT BOOKS 

Marine Books of All Types 
Send $3.00 for catalogue of 

1000 titles 
(Refunded with 1st order) 

MILL CREEK BOOKS 
P.O. Box 380 

Topping, VA 23169 
(804) 758-0850 

e-mail: 
abennett @crosslink.net 

The Picnic Cat 
by Com-Pac Yachts 

14’ length overall 
6°6” beam 

ge draft: 6” board up 
32” board down 

Displacement 500 Ibs. 
109 sq ft sail area 

COMPAC 
16’-19’-23” 
SUNFISH - ZUMA 

FERNALD’S MARINE 
On the River Parker 

Rt. 1A, Newbury, MA 01951 
(978) 465-0312 

| BOATPHOU 
ALDEN OCEAN SHELL & STAR 

APPLEDORE POD 
MAAS AERO & 24 

TRINKA 8, 10 & 12 DINGHIES 
EASTERN 18 COMMERCIAL OB 

BRIDGES POINT 24 
THULE RACKS 

ROWING INSTRUCTION 
55 Spicer Ave., Noank, CT 06340 

(860) 536-6930 



There is a magic “something” about even 
the very word schooner, don’t you think? In 
the world of model sailboating, the interest in 
such boats never fails to amaze me. New 
schooner models continue to appear, and there 
is something rather special at the sight of a 
schooner of any kind as it glides across a river, 

lake, or pond. 
John Alfred Spencer, who died in March 

1996, was well-known throughout the yacht- 
ing world as a designer, the most famous boat 
to his design perhaps being Infidel, still rac- 
ing on the U.S. West Coast as Ragtime, and 
about as elusive as she was to her rivals on the 
Auckland harbour when it comes to obtaining 
details and photos of her exploits in U.S. wa- 
ters. 

Spencer later turned to model yacht de- 
sign, and in the 1992/93 period, as a way of 
expressing appreciation to the island nation of 
Fiji’s efforts at sponsorship and promotion of 
the first six years of one-metre racing (when 
the writer was in charge of that nation’s Na- 

A Model Schooner for 
All Seasons 

Part I 

B Mark Steele 

Black Panther, the last Spencer designed full- 
size schooner to be built. 

% 

The writer’s schooner Fij 
the wind. 

ipsy Jack hard on 

tional Tourist Office in New Zealand), he went 
about designing a rather unique model schoo- 
ner called the Fiji Magic Schooner. 

The cat-rigged schooner was guided by 
John’s belief that many enjoy fun sailing with- 
out having to get involved in the cost of seri- 
ous competitive racing, and he was to choose 

The prototype (extreme right) and the first two built on launching day in the sea in the north of 
New Zealand. 

an unconventional rig, a simple version of the 
wing rigs used on high performance 
multihulls. Once the rigs are set up they stay 
that way, and the easy-to-rig aspect comes 
from just being able to drop the rigs over the 
supporting tubes, attach the sheeting, and be 
off and away laughing. 

He also wanted the schooners to appeal 
to those who like to build their own boats, 
those who dared to sail something a bit differ- 
ent. He first built a prototype, Fiji Fun, using 
a one-metre hull designed around a traditional 
American Sharpie moulded to his Merry Hull 
design, but modified aft with an additional 
chine in order to dish the stern. He was to fol- 
low this up with Fiji Magic for himself and, 
because of my own involvement and interest, 
I ordered the second to be called Fijipsy Jack. 

Several were then built in New Zealand, 
about 16 that I know of, and a college in 
Whangarei in the North Island of this nation 
took on a class project whereby 10 were com- 
pleted by students. Where the project really 
took off, however, was when Chris Jackson, 
editor of the English magazine, Marine Mod- 
eling International, sought and obtained agree- 
ment from the designer to have that company’s 
Traplet Plans Service carry the schooner within 
their growing range of plans. 

Henry Farley of Hatfield in Herts, UK, 
was commissioned to build one and to draw 
up detailed plans, then featuring over three 
lengthy how-to-build-it articles in the maga- 
zine. If Traplet can still supply copies of those 
articles, they would be a great help to any 
builder. All anyone can do is ask them. 

From Spencer’s own drawings, which I 
handled at the time for the New Zealand and 
Australian market, a great many Fiji Magic 
schooners were built in New Zealand, and in- 
terest came from Japan from my friend Nobuji 
Shiomi, who was quick to build his Fiji Fly- 
ing Fish, while Barry Gibson, another friend 
in Victoria, Australia, built another which he 
called Eric. 

The highly detailed and accurate plans 
that come on two sheets, with complete tem- 
plates for all sail panels and rigs, are still avail- 
able in the UK from Traplet Publications, 

Severn Drive, Upton-on-Severn, Worcs WR8 

Jim Watson of Wellington with his schooner 
he chose to call Fijimminy Cricket, there’s a 
JIM in it somewhere! 



OJL, United Kingdom, and cost 12 British 
pounds, and I believe that demand has been 
reasonable. I certainly have referred a great 
many who wrote to me after a photograph and 
mention of the schooners appeared in 
WoodenBoat a few years ago. 

Relatively easy to build, these schooners 
are for people who seek an exciting RC model 
yacht with classy lines synonymous with 
schooners, for people who don’t wish to be 
competitive and instead want to enjoy build- 
ing and sailing a graceful creation. They are 
no slouch either and often goosewing impres- 
sively downwind, and they have that certain 
something that causes people to stop, look, ask 
questions, and admire. A few then leave the 
lake or pond and go away, order plans, and 
build. 

This is a boat that simply breathes of the 
islands, any islands, but in particular the Car- 
ibbean, where I lived for a great many years, 
and the Fiji Islands, which are nearer to New 
Zealand, and where schooners were used in 
past years for commercial purposes. 

Here in Auckland, three more have been 
completed and four others are on the build, 
enthusiasm seems to suddenly come out of 
nowhere. I am firmly of the belief that this 
schooner will continue to enthuse 
modelmakers over many years, and hopefully 
the plans from Traplet will be around and 
available longer than most of us will be. 

In the next article I will tell you about 
the second of two Spencer delights in the world 
of model yachting, the Fun Fellow. Fun, that 
is what it is all about, is it not ? 

(To Be Continued) 

Bringing the Good Deal Home 

By Greg Grundtisch 

Everyone remembers their first. You look 
back, fondly remembering the experience. 
Maybe you felt a little awkward, or self- 
conscious. But you never forget. 

I remember my first. Like most 
14-year-olds, there was the pleading and beg- 
ging, the nagging and rationalizing of why you 
should or shouldn’t. Finally that special day 
arrived. It was going to happen at last! Dad 
said, “Yes, we should buy a boat.” So we took 
a few of Mom’s rugs and her clothesline and 
headed off to the discount department store. 

We went to the sporting goods depart- 
ment. There Ed, the assistant manager, greeted 
us. Dad, being one of the greatest 
wheeler-dealers of all time, went to work on 
Ed. Dad proceeded to explain how we wanted 
a good deal on a boat. Ed’s eyes twinkled as 
he explained how he had “such a deal. Take a 
look at what I have in the storage room,” he 
said. 

There we saw three aluminum boats, each 
with a small hole in the bottom. Ed explained 
how the former manager had accidentally dis- 
charged a 22-caliber rifle into the boats while 
helping a customer “unjam something from 
the chamber.” It turned out to be a bullet. It 
made these boats leaky and difficult to sell. 

“So would you like a good deal on one?” 
After considerable negotiations, Dad and 

Ed came to an agreement, a “good deal” was 
reached, and we were bringing the car around. 
We had just bought a boat, with a bullet hole 
in it! 

I threw Mom’s rugs on the roof of the 
station wagon while Dad and Ed placed the 
boat on top, securing it with the clothesline. 
Down the road we went. Dad, grinning, si- 
lently thrilled about the deal, having paid much 
less than he anticipated. (This is the kinda stuff 
that keeps dads going), and thinking how 15 
cents worth of hardware would fix that boat 
good as new. I was thinking about how much 
fun my friends and I would be having fishing 
and rowing this brand new boat. 

We turned onto the expressway and 
headed toward the cottage, both in quiet fan- 

ciful thought when suddenly we heard a 
WAAHOOOP! With a wide-eyed look Dad 
asked, ““What was that!!??” I looked around 
only to see my new boat “launched” 40 feet 
into the air, spinning straight up like a V-2 
rocket! As it reached maximum altitude, it 
dropped like a shot goose, landing in the high 
speed lane of the expressway. 

Both of us were considerably distressed, 
Dad, watching his good deal come to a crash- 
ing end, and my days of boating fun ending 
before they started. There was a certain amount 
of distress to the motoring public as well. Boats 
in the road aren’t covered in the standard 
driver’s manual. It created a bit of confusion 
as motorists somehow managed to avoid hit- 
ting the thing. Some people expressed their 
concern and amazement by gesturing that we 
were number one. A few shouted words of 
encouragement, I believe. Others made some 
disparaging remarks about our lineage. 

We pulled over and I ran across the road 
dragging the boat off to the side. Dad backed 
up the car and picked up the scattered rugs. 
On examining the boat, we found remarkably 
little damage, just a small dent where the bot- 
tom meets the stern. A near perfect landing. 
Not everyone can launch and land a boat that 
way! A true testament to Dad’s superior boat- 
ing skills! 

So, with the boat back atop the car, we 
decided that a few more loops of the clothes- 
line were in order, and definitely an extra bow 
line. We knotted Mom’s clothesline back to- 
gether and tied her down once again. (Moms 
have the best boating equipment!) With ev- 
erything double-checked and secure, we drove 
off the expressway and onto the side streets, 
Dad with one hand on the wheel and 
one on the gunnel, myself hanging out the 
window with both hands on as much boat as I 
could hold. We were once again in silent 
thought. Would the winds over the bridge to 
Canada be light? And more importantly, what 
are we going to tell Mom about her rugs and 
clothesline? 
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Part I described how I selected Spark, a 
28’ Newick trimaran, for my latest 
boatbuilding project. Here I'll describe the first 
phase of the boat’s construction. Before I be- 
gin, however, I'd like to say that the boat’s 
designer, Dick Newick, has been of invalu- 
able help to me. He has gone out of his way to 
guide me, including visiting my home. Last 
winter, he invited my wife and I as special 
guests at the annual New England Multihull 
Association (NEMA) awards supper. Dick is 
a wonderful human being. 

In Polynesian terms, the principal com- 
ponents of a trimaran are: the vaka, the main 
or central hull; the amas, the outlying hulls or 
“pontoons;” and the akas, the crossbeams that 
connect all hulls. I will use these terms 
throughout my articles. 

Spark is strip-built with the builder’s 
choice of cedar, DuraKore, or CoreCell. I 
chose western red cedar because I am famil- 
iar with it and for cost savings, although 
CoreCell or DuraKore would produce a lighter 

oe Sec nee 

Gluing down foam block for stern. 

Foam end — shaping with surforms. 

Building Spark— a 28' Newick Trimaran 
Part If — Starting the Project 

finished product. This is modern bead and cove 
strip construction. The inside and outside of 
the hulls are sheathed in glass and epoxy, pro- 
ducing a beefy version of strip construction 
that is popular with kayak and canoe builders. 
Other structural components (keelsons, deck 
beams, etc.) are built of Douglas fir. Dick 
Newick suggested that I begin by building the 
amas and the akas, which are being built si- 
multaneously, then proceed to the vaka. 

Building the Strongbacks 
I started with two strongbacks. The first 

is used for the construction of the amas, then 
of the vaka itself. This strongback is 28’ in 
length and 28” in width. At this stage of the 
construction, the strongback’s working surface 

stands about 3’ off the floor. This will eventu- 
ally get cut down in height when I begin con- 
struction of the main hull. My small barn is 
only 30’ in length, so I’ve had to position the 
strongback at an angle to give me needed clear- 
ances all around. 

The second strongback, which is 22’ in 
length by 36” in width, is used in construction 
of the aka mold. I built it in my basement so 
that I can work on the aka components during 
the cold weather months. I can’t heat my 
uninsulated barn much above 15-20 degrees 
over the outside air temperatures, which pre- 
vents any major epoxy work in the winter. Yes, 
I'll be able to get akas out of my basement 
when they are finished! 

Lofting the Amas 
Spark’s design is evolving as we go 

along. Dick Newick has redrawn the ama sec- 
tions to be fuller than those depicted in the 
original article. The same has occurred with 
the vaka, as well. This increased volume will 
allow Spark to carry more sail. Lofting the ama 
stations is not difficult. I created a master curve 
or pattern, cutting mine out of clear plexiglas. 
I next described each station by first drawing 
a fixed radius semi-circle originating at a 
specified offset. This semi-circle describes the 
upper area of the station. I then “connected” 
the semi-circle to the keelson by striking an 
arc between the two, using the master curve 
as a pattern. The same technique is also used 
in lofting the vaka stations. 

This “master pattern” technique was de- 
veloped by Dick Newick and has been adopted 
by many designers. I lofted the stations on a 
painted sheet of lauan. 

The working ama stations are made of 
plywood. In each station I drilled two care- 
fully placed alignment holes. I then fastened 
each station to the strongback, taking care to 
align them using two pre-stretched steel wires 
running the length of the strongback, as align- 
ment guides. Each wire passes through one of 
the pre-drilled alignment holes on the station. 
I then went over the finished assembly with 
my homemade “fairing tool.” (I may write this 
up in a short article...) Faired forms are a joy, 
and this is one of my favorite steps in the 
boatbuilding process. For the first time in the 
process you can begin to see, full-size, what 
the boat is going to look like. 

Because the keelson and the deck beam 
are part of the construction, it is impossible to 
remove the finished ama from a conventional 
building form. The keelson and the deck beam 
will “catch” on the underside of the stations. 
To remedy this, I cut the ends off each station, 
then reattached them with flat plates using nuts 
and bolts. Remove the bolts before taking the 
finished ama off the form. When the ama half 
is removed, the ends of the stations simply 
slide off with the ama! 

Building the Amas 
The amas are each built in right and left 

halves. Each half will be epoxied to the other 
at final assembly time. 

I bought a sufficient quantity (enough for 
one ama half) of western red cedar from a lo- 
cal Portsmouth wood dealer who specializes 



in long clear lengths of specialty woods. I also 
bought Douglas fir for the keelson, deck beam, 
and the stem and stern laminations. I spent a 
good bit of time picking the lumber piles, try- 
ing to find nice clear pieces, ideally quarter 
sawn, with no grain runouts. I ran these boards 
out on my table saw, using a thin kerf carbide 
blade, cutting the lot into 1/2” thick strips. 

These are actually just a bit thicker than 
the 7/16” called for, to allow for a good sand- 
ing/fairing of the completed ama. I then ran 
the strips through a homemade router jig, first 
creating a 1/2” bead. Because the “cove” side 
of these strips tends to be fragile, I usually re- 
serve passing the strip through the cove jig 
until just before I put it on the form. 

Because of the compound curves that the 
strips would take going from stem to stern, it 
is advantageous to strip the hull just to the first 
and last stations. Shaped foam is then used to 
form the bow and the stern sections. I used 1/ 
2” marine plywood to create a permanent bulk- 
head at the first and the last sections. All strips 
terminated at these bulkheads. 

The keelson and deck beam are made of 
5/8” x 1-1/2” Douglas fir. I scarfed together 
sufficient pieces to make a deck beam and a 
keelson that would extend from roughly the 
first to the last stations on the ama. The stem 
and the stern pieces I built by cutting thin lami- 
nates from the Douglas fir, then steaming them 
and bending them over a form. After the pieces 
had dried for several days on the form, I glued 
them together with epoxy, again clamping 
them to the form, taking care not to overclamp, 
and thus starve the thin laminates of glue. The 
stem and stern pieces were then scarfed into 
the keelson and deck beam. 

Glue-up of the cedar strips is with thick- 
ened epoxy. Many canoe and kayak builders 
prefer using a carpenters’ glue at this stage, 
but I’m leery of using anything but epoxy on 
a boat which will spend the summer at a moor- 
ing. I pre-wet the cove and the respective bead 
with unthickened epoxy first, then use a sy- 
ringe to distribute thickened epoxy in the cove 
of one of the strips to be glued. The cove acts 
like a trough and holds the glue nicely with 
few drips. Because I want the cove to face up, 
like a cup, on each side of the ama, I start the 
ama with a starter strip which is beaded on 
both sides. This starter strip is positioned at 
the midpoint of each of the stations. When the 
stripping was complete, I did an initial fairing 
of the hull, with long boards. 

With the initial fairing complete, I then 
glued large blocks of foam to the stem and 
stern pieces, butted firmly against the bulk- 
heads that describe the first and last stations. I 
then rough shaped the foam using Stanley 
Surforms. I dislike these tools on wood, but 
they are excellent when shaping foam. The 
final fairing of the foam was done with 4’ to 
5’ long boards, actually 1/2” cedar strips to 
which I glued handles on one side and various 
grits of sandpaper on the other. The laminated 
stem and stern pieces provide one fixed point 
for the long boards and the hull itself provides 
the other reference point. 

Sheathing 
I first sheathed the foam ends, overlap- 

ping about 2” onto the cedar, using 10-oz. cloth 
and epoxy. At this time, I also gave the cedar 
an initial coat of epoxy. When these had cured 
sufficiently, I then went over the hull for a fi- 
nal fairing, cleaned the surfaces with a wipe 
of acetone, then sheathed the entire side (foam 

Sheathing with 10-o0z. fiberglass cloth and ep- 
Oxy. 

One ama half finished, three to go! 

and cedar) with a layer of 10-oz. cloth and 
epoxy. Per Gougeon, we added two additional 
coats of unthinned epoxy to fill in the cloth 
weave. 

After building cradles to receive the ama 
halves, I removed the half from the forms. I 
then cleaned out/sanded the interior and 
sheathed it in cloth and epoxy as well. One 
ama half is finished, three to go! 

Future articles? 
As I write this I am working on the aka 

mold, with hopes of finishing the akas by 
spring of 1999, when I'll give you a report on 
my progress. If there is continued interest, I 
will write articles as I complete major com- 
ponents of Spark’s construction. If you have 
any questions about the building of Spark, 
please feel free to email me at <prl @cisunix. 
unh.edu>. 

Start of the aka mold. 

New 15’ 

15’ C.B. 

16-°’ B.K. 
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Rt. 1A, Newbury, MA 01951 
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BAYBIRD 

18’ Gaff Sloop 

Beam - 5’6” 

SA - 145sf 

LWL - 16’ 

Draft 0’8” 



The bugi-boats, I think, offer a wealth of 
ideas for the would-be amateur builder and de- 
signer to consider. They obviously follow the 
Arabian method of skin-first building for the 
bottom part, up to the bilges. The Arabian 
builder starts with a keel and two uprights, ten- 
oned into the ends of the keelbaulk, which are 
slotted for that purpose. These uprights, stem 
and stern posts, slope outward, the stem more 
so than the stern, and are slotted to receive the 
plank ends; the keel is also slotted to receive 
the garboards. 

The garboards have then a fairly vertical 
stance, but the next planks are bent more and 
more towards the horizontal, albeit strongly 
twisted to make the slots in the uprights. Metal 
or wooden pins are then driven into keel and 
uprights to secure the planks in the slots. This 
method gives the typical pointed form, like an 
accolade, that we see in both the dhow and 
the bugi’s bottom when seen in section. 

The Chinese builders of my dhow-shaped 
“junk” made it simpler: The straight keelbaulk 
was crossed by floors to which the bottom 
planking was attached, the garboards simply 
butting into the keel. 

In the Arabian method one needs a mul- 
titude of heavy frame pieces, closely spaced, 
to prevent the seams from buckling open in a 

Dreamboats 
The Bugi-Boats - Part 1 

By Richard Carsen 

seaway. In spite of this heavy inner timber- 
ing, seams do part in rough, broken, heavily 
choppy conditions. 

In the Chinese method, after planking and 
caulking, nails are driven from the outer,or top 
plank, into the lower, or inner plank. The hull 
I had was basically built on five main bulk- 
heads, functioning as molds; I know, however, 
of one case where plank-to-bulkhead fasten- 
ings rotted out and disappeared. There was a 
little leaking through the empty fastening 
holes, but the integrity of the planking was not 
breached! 

However, the Chinese builders, like the 
bugi builders, had been quick to recognise the 
advantages of the Arabian way of building on 
akeel, doing away with the cumbersome chine 
baulks and all the extra work as well as weight 
they produce, and their concept of planking 
which sees the area to be planked in three sepa- 
rate stages; the bottom, the uppers and the 
bilge. 

In a double-ender, the uppers can simply 
be planked with plywood, even if there may 
be is some twist. The Chinese way is to allow 
the planks to end on a narrow V-shaped tran- 
som. If you don’t like the cut-off-nose effect, 
you can always install a false outer stem, as 
the bugis do, and as is done on many of the 
Dutch native (and very good looking) craft. 

The V-bottom, which was straight most 
of its length, only curved up at the very ends 
and can certainly be “developed” to be ex- 
ecuted in ply. 

What is left is the bilge. Here I see that 
the bugis have adopted a much slacker ver- 
sion than is seen on large chows. To plank this, 
as was ably demonstrated on my hull, all you 
need is to cut narrow pieces that will fill the 
gap and will allow for the curve of the bilge; 
it was done with planking, but could be as eas- 
ily be done with ply. 

To achieve reasonable tacking capabil- 
ity, follow the Arabian way of allowing the 
hull to lean forward. This is basically achieved 
by having the main frame, the widest section, 
somewhat behind the middle of the hull, al- 
most at the break of the quarterdeck in some 
chows. When a load is put into the center hold, 
the broadbeamed quarters will remain more 
buoyant, thus forcing the forward part down. 

The Bugi-Boat 
Between 120’ to 150’. 

All sails tarred almost black 
Two-masted rig: see Chapelle in- 
American Small Sailing Craft, 
Chapter 1: Colonial & Early 
American Boats, page 13 and 

following. 



I notice loaded bugis also being down by the 
bows, but at least in plan, there seems to be no 
effort to widen the quarters. 

In Ring of Fire, the author, Lawrence 
Blair, reports that the boat he sailed on seemed 
a poor tacker when empty. In my hull this atti- 
tude was achieved by locating all the ballast 
at the foot of the main mast which was about 
1/3 of the length aft of bows. There was no 
perceptible widening at the quarters. Of 
course, these junks have a centerboard in front 
of the mast, which projects about three feet 
below the keel in a 30’ boat. Smaller Arabian 
craft often have a foregripe. As they usually 
seem to be landed stern first, this is a good 
method. 

The bugi-boats have absolutely no deck 
structures like cabins; they are entirely flat and 
bare fore-and-aft. Their rig set-up is worth 
mentioning. The masts are not thru-hull, but 
set on deck. This shortens these spars consid- 
erably. The mizzenmast is single, the foremast 
a bipod with a third member sloping forward, 
making the whole assembly a tripod. The 
bipod is very narrow. It straddles a vertical 
baulk, which comes up thru the deck, while 
there is another such baulk on each side. This 
assembly is held together by horizontal mem- 
bers, behind and in front, clamped together by 
heavy bolts outside the assembly. A lighter 
thwartpiece crosses the deck in front of the 
mast, secured to the heads of two heavy frames 

(two on each side) that come up thru the side 
of the deck. The mizzenmast is secured in the 
same manner; being single, there is no center 
vertical baulk. 

This setup makes it easy to lower the 
masts to the deck for repairs or replacement. 
The bipod is two poles, spliced together at the 
hounds; the third member is fastened between 
the legs, below the splice and the forward slope 
is not fixed; that is from almost vertical to 
maybe a 30 degree angle slope. 

Someone constructed, some years ago, a 
foreward tripod mast from light metal frame, 
the legs of the bipod coming to the sides, and 
a bipod for the mizzen, connected to the 
mainmast by a horizontal member. The sails 
were set on cables and much weight was saved 
above deck. The owner was most satisfied with 
the results. 

The bugis too set main and mizzen sails 
on cables, slightly slanted away from the mast 
at the bottom. They don’t strike their sails, but 
brail them with four brails to the cable. The 
heads also run on cable and are simply pulled 
in towards the mast. The topsails slide on the 
topmasts and are also brailed against the top 
of the lower mast. The mizzen and mainstay 
sails run on cables, so do the jib and outer jib. 
All this makes for quick striking of sails in an 
area known for sudden squals and storms. The 
topmasts can, of course, be retracted. 

The gaffs, by the way, are standing, their 

ends chained to the top of the lower mast. Main 
and mizzen seem to be made up of vertical 
cloths, taken full width, without any shaping, 
except for the heads. It seems to me that the 
seemingly greater width at the foot is an illu- 
sion, created by the cable, to which the luff is 
attached, being further from the mast at the 
bottom. All in all I do not think that there is a 
simpler, more practical, more efficient (from 
a handling standpoint) cruising rig than this 
one; its eight sails offer endless combinations 
without ever having to resort to reefing. 

A hull constructed on the aforementioned 
principles, a cabin between the two masts, a 
shallow, shindeep cockpit surrounded by a 
sizeable coaming for back support and wind 
protection, would make a capable, handy 
cruiser on a small budget, everything pared to 
where you can do your own repairs anywhere 
in the world. The kind of narrow, but long, 
shipboats they carry, could be easily located 
on a side-deck and motorized for maneuver- 
ing the craft in narrow confines (as the bugis 
do use them); theirs are local dugouts. 

As far as the set-up of the double steer- 
ing Oars is concerned, I invite you to study the 
drawings. Describing them is as hard and com- 
plicated as drawing them. They are interest- 
ing however, but I doubt that anyone would 
ever install them on his or her cruiser. Even in 
the world of steering oars there are simpler 
methods than these. 

How About Weaving Yourself a Kayak? 
By Herschel Smith 

Anyone who has to hoist a boat up to a 
rack on top of a car, as I do, should be grateful 
to Platt Montfort for developing his Kevlar 
Geodesic Ultra-Light construction system. 
However, my own 4m (13’2”) U-L kayak 
turned out to need a 12-o0z. duck cover to be 
clamshell-proof, and this brought its weight 
up to nearly 30 pounds. I think if I had it to do 
over, I'd weave my kayak’s whole structure. 
I'd build a kayak-shape curragh (or coracle), 
call it a “coryak” maybe. 

Construction would be simple. A 
strongback made of two pieces of 1”x3” fur- 
ring strip nailed together, a stern and sternpost 
of 1/2” pine and four or five formers of heavy 
corrugated board (free from a bicycle shop) 
in place temporarily, a stern and a sternpost of 
1/2” pine erected at the ends, and inwales and 
keelson of 3/8” x 1” cedar permanently se- 
cured to these. Then a few stringers can be 
tied into place and the weaving can start, us- 
ing, I suggest, either 1/16” x 3/4” ash or 3/32” 
x 3/4” cedar. They needn’t actually be inter- 
woven, a dab of a resilient epoxy at each cross- 
ing should be fine. The middle part of the boat 
is simple enough, as the cross strips are con- 
tinuous from inwale to inwale and cross the 
keelson at 45 degrees, but there’s a little more 
to it toward the ends. 

The framing of coracles and curraghs is 
continuous from gunwale to gunwale over 
their full length, making their sections oval all 
the way to the bow and stern, and this won’t 
do for a kayak. Kayaks need to track as well 
as possible, this calls for a keel with little or 
no rocker, and this in turn means that only in 
the amidships can the sections be basically 

oval. For a coryak, a way must be found to 
have more or less vee sections in the ends. To 
do this, each rib (if that’s the right word) has 
to be in two pieces, each running from the 
keelson to the inwale, and they must be held 
to the keelson with a triangular piece of wood 
(or a bent piece of aluminum). Cutting and fit- 
ting these floors, as they are somewhat mis- 
leadingly called, is the one demanding part of 
the whole job. 

Add three permanent external stringers 
and a gunwale, all 3/8” x 1” cedar, and with 
the framing now all in place, and a couple of 
temporary crosspieces in at deck level, the 
strongback could be unfastened from the stem 
and sternpost and the frame would hold its 
shape pretty well, but don’t do this yet. Put 
the skin on first and give it its first coat of 
urethane paint so the frame won’t go out of 
shape from the pull needed in making it 
wrinkle-free and from any tightening that the 
paint causes. Then, when the paint has thor- 
oughly dried, take the whole thing off the tem- 
porary support, turn it over, and the deck and 
cockpit coaming can be installed. 

I won’t try, at this point, to go into detail 
about the deck. However, if some readers 
would like to consider building a coryak, let 
the editor know and I'll see what I can do to 
help. Also, I could be persuaded to draw up 
suitable lines for the craft. The 4m length of 
mine is just about right for a single-seater, but 
I would need to know the weight of the prin- 
cipal user so as to produce a design that will 
float on its proper lines, also something about 
your experience so as to come up with the 
appropriate beam. 

KLEPPER 
FOLDING KAYAKS GALORE 
“For The Few Who Expect More" 

We Specialize in Folding Kayaks Exclusive! 

KLEPPER ¢ FEATHERCRAFT 
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Best Selection * Best Price 
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Tel (530) 626-8647 
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Bringing Blacksnake 
Home - I 

A look back over 40 years to 
an early design, and its 

‘sea trials.” 
(in Part II we apply hindsight to see if it 

might have been done differently) 

FETA 

When I decided to build a boat to use in 
the summer of 1955, I knew that it would have 
to be low in price, and I was determined that 
it should be good-looking. Since I really don’t 
have much time for sailing, it was highly de- 
sirable that it be quick to get underway and to 
put to bed without much maintenance. Last, 
it strikes me as foolish for a designer to have a 
boat built without taking the chance to learn 
something new or try out some ideas. 

So I drew up these plans for a perfectly 
flat-bottomed, double-ended sharpie. I’m in- 
clined to think that the sharp stern is really 
legitimate functionally in a flat-bottomed type 
and nowhere else, though they look so pretty 
that I often do them in other classes of work. 
She is 33’ overall, 28’ on the bottom (which is 
the sailing waterline), and 6’2” beam. Cen- 
terboard, of course, I sail in the Annisquam 
River, which is shallow anywhere outside a 
narrow channel. With the long stern it didn’t 
seem practical to use an outside rudder, so I 
reluctantly went under the hull and, to keep 
the draft to 15”, I put on a rudder that is not 
really quite big enough, though she can be 
handled with it well enough after some prac- 
tice. 

The rig I wanted to be simple, and made 
it so by eliminating all standing rigging. Most 
people are horrified at the slender 31” spar 
standing all naked of stays and shrouds, but 
some figuring seemed to show that it would 
stand, and data on old sharpie rigs confirmed 
the math. M.L. Condon, the marine lumber 
dealer of White Plains, New York, furnished a 
beautiful stick of sitka spruce without so much 
as a ripple in the grain and, in fact, in practice 
it does not even bend very much. 

The construction was the unique part of 
the design; the 3/8” plywood bottom and deck 
fasten directly into the full inch strip-planked 
sides. Chine logs, clamps, and all other 
longitudinals are eliminated, along with the 
complications they bring into the transverse 
framing. Of the latter there were only ten. The 
trunk design had to take the whole thrust of 
the mast, yet by a little careful thinking it is 
neither complicated nor heavy. 

The layout can be made out from the 
plans, and I’ll highly compliment anybody 
who can find a superfluous piece of wood in 
it. The whole design of the boat’s construc- 
tion is depended on good glue and, after some 
fairly rugged testing, I can say it seems to be 
all right throughout. Another time I would 
make the bottom thicker, as she could stand 
the weight there to help her carry her way in 
short tacks. | 



The cabin, of course, is just a cuddy to 
stow sails and such in. Not but what you can 
sleep in there pretty well, there’s plenty of 
room lengthwise and sideways, but it is so low 
that moving around is hard work. She is a 
day sailer, and no more a cruiser than she is a 
racer. 

What Materials and Accessories Cost 
I placed the contract with Penobscot Boat 

Shop in Winterport, Maine. Ordinarily I don’t 
like to build so far from home, but I ordered 
late in the season, had some difficulty in get- 
ting the order placed at all, and the price was 
low even for so simple a boat. Proprietor 
George Bell’s men made a generally satisfac- 
tory job of her, one or two things went wrong 
due to her freakish construction and she had 
to be worked on with eyes glued to the plans 
and specifications. 

Two hundred and twenty hours of labor 
went into her, $300 of timber, and $166 in 
paint, hardware, and cordage. A used outboard 
(a 3hp Lauson four-cycle) cost $75, and Tho- 
mas Sail Company of Gloucester, Massachu- 
setts, made me a lovely suit of sails for $305. 
These sails are of unusual cut, I hate battens 
and would have none, and it seemed logical 
to have the cloths run up the leach instead of 
the usual modern cross cut. The sailmaker 
suggested a miter-cut main to best take the 
strain of the outhaul, and the jib was cut with 
the leach. 

MARITIME MUSE UM 

COURSES AND WORKSHOPS © 
Develop Your Skills and Explore Our 

Maritime Heritage 

This jib, you see, is not set on a stay, but 
on a balance club, and I worried about how it 
would set, but Thomas’ put in a stainless wire 
luff rope and the sail sets very well indeed. 
I’m extremely happy with the rig and the cut 
of the sails. As far as I’m concerned, Captain 
Nat Herreshoff wasted his time when he de- 
vised the crosscut sail. 

We launched the boat late at night the 
second week of June, and had a quick trial 
under the glare of the Penobscot Boat Shop’s 
floodlights. I’d have liked a little more trial, 
but since the mast did not break when the sails 
filled (as one group of critics had been pre- 
dicting), nor the boat capsize as soon as the 
mast was stepped (as another gloomy crew had 
been expecting), nor any of the structure show 
signs of collapsing (which was my principal 
worry), and since our time was short, we 
shoved off down the Penobscot River next 
morning, Bill Ratcliff and myself. 

What with flat calm and with foul cur- 
rent, it took us a long time to get down to the 
bay at our cruising speed of 4 knots, passing 
through the solid filth of the Bucksport paper 
mill under the guns of Fort Knox, and past the 
great fertilizer plant above Searsport. Once 
out in the bay, the wind came up and fresh- 
ened, dead ahead. We beat most of the day 
and got some distance down the bay, but fi- 
nally concluded to run back to Belfast and 
spend a comfortable night at Harbor Lights, 
my uncle’s place near there. 

THE LAKE CHAMPLAIN MARITIME MUSEUM 

IN VERMONT IS PROUD TO OFFER AN EXCITING NEW 

SEASON OF COURSES & WORKSHOPS. 

° Build a Cedar/Canvas Canoe peor Women 

° Voyageur Canoe Trek on Lake Champlain 

© Build the Shellback Dinghy 

° Blacksmithing 

° Marine Photography 

© Adirondack Guideboat Construction 

and MUCH MORE! 

4 There are courses for adults, youth and entire families! 
Call us today at 802-475-2022 for a 

Next day there came a westerly and we 
reached down the shore at good speed to 
Camden, where we had to put in to install a 
forgotten and rather essential bolt in the rud- 
der head. That wasn’t much of a hardship, as 
Camden is about the prettiest and most inter- 
esting harbor I know, and the Camden Yacht 
Club is very hospitable. But it did hold us up 
awhile. Off Rockland, the wind went flat and 
we went on in under power, into Owl’s Head 
Passage, where it came again from the south- 
west, right down our throats. I tell you, there’s 
no difficulty explaining where the expression 
“down east” came from, but we were bound 
“up west” so to speak. 

The rest of the day we beat up the coast, 
reef-crawling for smoother water and slants 
of wind. We went through places that don’t 
show on the charts, in back of Whitehead Is- 
land, for instance, and had some experiences 
I wouldn’t have missed, finding pretty pas- 
sages that few ever lay eyes on. I admit that, 
at the time, I’d rather have been rolling along 
outside, seeing nothing but making time. We 
got by Tenants Harbor, where a seaplane 
looked us over, and finally around the corner 
into Port Clyde, gassing up there (the Lauson 
had run some 16 hours on 3 gallons of gas), 
and on round Gay’s Island into Friendship. 
There Frank Winchenbaugh gave us a moor- 
ing off his boatshop, and we concluded to go 
home and wait for a fair wind. 

(To Be Continued) 
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Remembering 

Joanne S. Scott 

Barnegat Light 

We had been out all night. 
I had the watch, one to four 
With all the rest sleeping below, 
Going down, broad reach, 
From Block Island south. 
The stars overhead mirrored 
In the phosphorus wake. 
An easy riding swell hid 
And revealed the lights 
Of fellow travelers, 
Freighters heading for the shipping 
Lanes of New York Harbor. 

We tried to time it for daylight hours, 
But wind and tides didn’t always cooperate. 
I would watch for color match 
Of red and green. Collision colors. 
Steering a course by binnacle 
And wheel made my tired mind 
A blur until I spun round 
To stretch, refocus. 
Coffee cold in the cup. 

The constellations overhead had moved 
Through the sky, crossing the rigging. 
The mast drew circles in the firmament. 
Dawn crept across the swells 
Catching waveless with pinks 
As the wind died momentarily, 
Welcoming the sun. 
Atlantic City was our destination. 
Cape May - just a little too far, this time. 

28 

Recalling coming north a few years ago, 
I relinquished the helm and went below. 
I remembered looking for Barnegat Light, 
A big red lightboat. They had moved it. 
Made it a museum ashore. 
Some navigational aid. 

Fog rolled in. Seas started to rise 
And swell. Fog thickened. 
The harbor approach seemed ominous 
With the, yet unseen, long rock jetties. 
I looked out at it all 
From the forward hatch 
And then, rolled onto my bunk. 
Not my watch. 

“The Old 
Ed Stories” 

By Eric P. Russell 

I raised four kids, 
Buried one husband, 
Married another, 
Nine grand children, 
Nine more by marriage. 
My daughter calls, 
Anguish in her voice, 
A desperately sick child. 
My heart opens. I listen: 
Wanting to take the burden 
Wanting to fix it all, 
Knowing I can’t. 
Not my watch, 

I say to myself, 
Not my watch. 

Walking Away with a Whole Skin 

I was chatting with Lennie Smith the other 
night, and he told me about his grandfather’s 
trip as mate of a five-masted schooner. She was 
not a very old vessel, built in 1917. She was 
built to help meet the heavy WWI shipping 
demand. When the postwar shipping slump 
caught her, she was laid up. The Asta sat idly 
for several years. Her caulking loosened up as 
she sat. She was taken to the yard, had her bot- 
tom caulked, and was made ready for sea. As 
she was to carry timber back from Florida, 
square timber ports were cut into her bows. 
They carried general cargo to Florida, then 
loaded her up with tree trunks and headed 
home. 

In these days of reasonably reliable 
weather forecasting, we need only turn to the 
NOAA channel on our marine radios to have a 
fair idea of the weather for the next few days. 
Back then, if there was a local radio station, 
the weather report, if any, was likely to be what- 
ever the conditions were that day, with no at- 
tempt to predict beyond the next 12 hours. 
Weather forecasting was neither an art nor a 
science, just a guess. I had an opportunity a 
few years ago to review a reissue of a 19th cen- 
tury seamanship manual. There were several 
chapters on the weather, with special attention 
paid to reading the barometer. Although it be- 
gan very simply, the interactions and combina- 
tions between the wind, water, and air tempera- 
tures, barometric pressure, and other factors 
would have required the forecaster to do noth- 
ing but be a weatherman and not have time to 
deal with conning the ship. Many of the indi- 
cations were contradictory or ambiguous. 

Needless to say, as they came north along 
the Gulf Stream, they caught a storm. They also 
discovered that, although the bottom had been 
properly caulked, the topsides had not. Every 
time a wave hit the hull, a mess of water went 
below. There was no way the pumps could keep 
up with the demand, especially with the short 
crew that was common in those days. Eventu- 
ally she settled down on her cargo. Fortunately, 

logs float. After the storm, she was floating 
high enough that they were able to pump out 
faster than the water came in and sail home. 

When they got home, the captain cursed 
tight-fisted owners up and down and swore 
never again to take out a vessel he had not 
thoroughly inspected. Not long after, he and 
Lennie’s father were invited to take an old 
ship, the Nereus, over to England. It was to 
be her last cargo trip before being broken up. 
After inspecting her, they submitted a work 
list that would have to be completed before 
they would consider taking her across. 

The owners refused. They didn’t wish to 
invest more than they had to to get her to the 
breakers. They must have figured she’d last 
one more trip. They did a minimum patch-up 
and hired a different captain to get a crew for 
the trip. They set sail but didn’t arrive. 

An earlier trip Lennie’s father and the 
same captain took was to the bay of Fundy on 
the Ethel N. When they were a day out of port, 
the captain disappeared below and came up 
with a roll of canvas under his arm. He then 
had himself hung over the stern attaching the 
canvas. When they arrived, Lennie’s father 
noted that the name of the vessel had been 
changed. A day after they left port, the cap- 
tain carefully removed the canvas. Despite 
many questions over the years, Lennie never 
got his father to tell him the name that had 
been tacked on or the nature of the cargo. The 
trip did take place around 1922, though. 
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Custom Designed Wooden Boats Since 1961 

732 Midland Avenue, Midland, PA 15059 

Phone (724) 643-6001 Fax (724) 643-5457 
www.by_the_sea.com\indianpointboat\ 

We have the world’s largest selection of new guideboats and historically correct 
accessories available from any source. Dozens of models, in lengths of 10’ to 18- 
1/2’, construction materials range from traditional wood to the state-of-the-art bi- 
axial kevlar. We offer reproduction oars, hardware, yokes, paddles, and accesso- 
ries. All of our fiberglass boat hulls are exactly reproduced from original antiques 
for the best rowing performance and authenticity. Our new 16’ “Lonesome Bay 
Boat” is a modern materials version of a 1912 “Old Town Double-Ended Boat.” 

Builders & 
Restorers 

O’CONNELLD’S 

New Boat CONSTRUCTION 

WOODEN Boat REPAIR 

VENEER OVERLAYS 

SPAR CONSTRUCTION 

a 

Dedicated to the Creation 
and Preservation of 

Vintage Wooden Watercraft, 
on the eastern shore of the 

Chesapeake Bay. 

O’CONNELL’S WOODEN BOAT SHOP 
Mare Barto * 12319 Coopers Lane 

P.O. Box 611.* Chestertown. MD 21620 
(410) 778-3213 Fax (410) 778-8138 

P.O. Box 561 

THE ADIRONDACK GUIDEBOAT 
by the 

Indian Point Guideboat Company 

Gardner Callanen, Boatbuilder 

> \s p< 

Builders of the famous Town Class sloop 
in wood or fiberglass as well as other cus- 
tom traditional wooden boats since 1934. 

Mast Hoops 

Mast Hoop Fasteners - Sail 
Hanks - Parrel Beads - Wood 
Cleats - Wood Shell Blocks - 

Deadeyes - Bullseyes - 
Custom Bronze Hardware 

Pert Lowell Co., Inc. 
Lanes End, Newbury, MA 01950 

(978) 462-7409 

AREY'S PON) 
nae Cape Cod’s > x We 

Sailing Headquarters 
& Wooden Boat Center 

*Established 1945* 

Proud Builders of 

Arey’s Pond Catboats 
a aa at 3 

“LYNX” 
Built in Your Choice 
Wood or Fiberglass 

12’ Kitten - 14’ Cat 
16’ Lynx - 20’ Cruising Cat 

WOODEN BOATS 
Built, repaired, restored by boat- 

builders using traditional methods. 

Expanded Used Sailboat Department 

Box 222, 43 Arey’s Ln. (Off Rt. 28) 
So. Orleans, MA 02662 

(508) 255-0994 
http://www.by-the-sea.com/ 

areyspondboatyard 
E-mail: catboat@cape.com 



BOAT & COACH 
4th Generation Boat Builder 

Builds & Restores 
Wooden Sail / Row Boats 

Motor Launches & “Woodie” Wagons 
Land 

eens 

416-1/2 W. Lake Rd. 
Hammondsport, NY 14840-9603 

(607) 868-3993 

SOLID 
COMFORT 
BOATS 

Sailing Cruising Canoes 
Sea Touring Kayaks 
Anglers Sampans 

29474 Old North River Rd. 
Mt. Clemens, MI 48045 

(810) 468-6456 
<huhorton @tir.com> 

BRYAN BOATBUILDING 
Builders of “FIDDLEHEAD” 

Decked Canoes 
“Thistle” Fin Boat - “Daisy’’ Skiffs 
“Willow” Rowing Double Enders 

“Handy Billy’ Launches 
Custom Design for Sail, Oar, Paddle, 

Low Power 
Plans Available 

RR 4, St. George, NB E0G 2Y0 
Canada - (506) 755-2486 

William Clements 

TRADITIONAL WOODEN 
BOATBUILDING 

REPAIRS & RESTORATIONS 

ROB BARKER 
615 Moyers Ln., Easton, PA 18042 

Phone / Fax (610) 253-9210 

(607) 547-2658 

Tom Krieg’s Boat Shop 
(At 6 Mile Point on West Lake Rd.) 

P.O. Box 1007 
Cooperstown, NY 13326 

Woodenboat Restoration & Rigging 

) 
Nea eat 

“everyone needs a little dinghy...” 

Designers, builders, and purveyors of 
wooden boat plans, kits, books, and 
other good nautical stuff. Featuring: 

Sagamore Tender, 11.6’ rowing 
skiff with optional sail rig. 

Bootstrap Dinghy, 7.6’ skiff with 
optional sail rig. 

“everyone needs a little dinghy...” 
Shoestring Shipyard Tees, 100% 
cotton, short-sleeve,pigment dyed 
tees in Chambray, Lt. Orchid, 
Salmon, and Moss. 
L, XL=$15; XXL=$17; $3 Shipping. 

P.O. Box 117 - Dept. MB 
Sagamore Beach, MA 02562 

PH: 508-888-7960 
www-.shoestringshipyard.com 

Hansen & Company 
Builders of Practical & Impractical 

Boats 
Gloucester Gull Rowing Dories, 

Kayaks & Other Small Boats 
Dennis Hansen 207-594-8073 
P.O. Box 122 dghansen@aol.com 
Spruce Head, ME 04859 

HADDEN Boat COMPANY 
Wooden Boat Construction & Repair 

P.O. Box 87 L 
Faeroe No. Billerica, MA 01862 Sh 
Since 1980 

Bay Point Rd. Box51 Georgetown, Me 04548 207-371-2662 

WOOD BOAT AND CANOE 
RESTORATION SUPPLIES 

IP ONGOXS vonies | "TARGET COATINGS 
WATERGAEES FimIBHas ANG BPEGIALTY CHEmiCa.s 

CANVAS - TRADITIONAL CANVAS FILLER 
BRASS CANOE TACKS - BRONZE SCREWS 

CANOE RIBS AND PLANKING 
BRASS STEM BANDS 

AND MORE ! 
To order materials or to receive a free catalog, call 
(800) 896-9536. To discuss a restoration or building 
project, call (978) 663-3103. 

ROBERT STEVENS 
BOATBUILDERS, INC. 
Wooden Boat Building, 
Repair and Restoration 

390 Hermit Island Rd., Phippsburg, ME 04562 - (207) 389-1794 



SWIFTY 12. 
te 

anyone can 
build from 
our pre-as- [7 
sembled ~~ 
kit. Price, including sail, $975. Catalog of 13 
kit designs handcrafted in Vermont, $5. Two- 
hour demonstration video, $23. 

SHELL BOATS 
RD 2, Box 289C, St. Albans, VT 05478 

(802) 524-9645 
www.by-the-sea.com/shellboats 

It's Not Fust Art, It's a Craft! 
Unique Wood-Strip, 

Performance, Sea Kayaks 

Kits, Plans & 
Finished Boats 

Send $2 for a catalog to: 
Nick Schade 

Guillemot Kayaks 
Apt. M, 10 Ash Swamp Rd. 

Glastonbury, CT 06033 
ph: 800-659-8847 

Special offer for Messing 
About readers only: 

Free Pictorial Study plan for Stitch-N- 

Glue 13’ “Bingo” runabout OR 11’ 

“Bull’s-Eye” sailboat with first 100 

orders for the $5 176-page Glen-L 
Catalog via our website: 

www.Glen-L.com 

Plans & Kits 
(ag Designs by Platt Monfort 

STUDY PLANS BOOK $5.95 
Large Scale Lines Drawings 

INSTRUCTIONAL VIDEO $19.95 
70 Minutes of Latest Techniques 

Monfort Associates 
50 Haskell Rd. MA, Westport, ME 04578 

; (207) 882-5504 
= 

PICCUP PRAM 

x 475” OA - 100# Empty 

Taped Seam Multichine 

$20 Plans - $1 INFO ON 8 BOATS 

JIM MICHALAK 

118 E Randall, Lebanon, IL 62254 

SEAW ORTH y 
REEECEEEEEEES 

SMALISQSHIPS 

SKIPJACK 
$31.95 

COASTER 
$36.95 , 

MODELS THAT REALLY SAIL 
RuBBER BAND & SAIL POWERED Kits 

PRE-SHAPED & DRILLED FARTS 
BRASS, COPPER & STAINLESS HARDWARE 

GREAT FUN IN POOL POND OR SEA # ORDER YOURS TODAY 

Order #800-533-9030 (U.S.) VISA/MC accepted 

Other Kite & Plans Available, Catalog $1.00 

SEAWORTHY SMALL SHIPS 
Dept. M, FO. Box 2863 

Prince Frederick, MD 20678, USA 

This Space for Rent! 
Only $6 Per Issue 

Contact us at: 

Messing About in Boats 
29 Burley St. Wenham, MA 01984-1943 

WESTON FARMER 
BUILDING PLANS & ARTICLE REPRINTS 

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

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

WESTON FARMER ASSOCIATES 
18970 AZURE ROAD, WYZATA, MN 55391 

Design and Build Your Own Boat 
... By Computer! 

No lines drawing experience required 
Eliminate lofting by hand 
Plot lines drawing automatically 
Plot full-size frame and plate shapes 

eoooo0oo0ooooocoso Call, write, or fax for our free literature 

Create and fair full 3D hull shapes interactively 
Use state-of-the-art surface modeling techniques 
Any hull shape allowed - round or chine hull 

30+ calculated values - disp, LCB, stability 
Stretch, shrink, or modify existing hull shapes 
Low cost professional software: JUST $395. 

60 knot commuter 

(612) 473-2360 

This Space for Rent! 
$21 Per Issue 

Contact us at: 

Messing About in Boats 

29 Burley St. 

Wenham, MA 01984-1943 
New Wave Systems, Inc. 

79 Narragansett Ave., Jamestown, Rhode Island 02835 
Tel: (401) 423-1852 Fax: (401) 423-1810 



winds. .:.it- just 
seems to slip 

Join the Pygmy Fan Club 
{For info Send $2 to: PO Box 1529 © Dept. 9 «Port Townsend, WA 98368 © (360) 385-6143 i 

Ist Place“Elegance & Simplicity” 1997 WoodenBoat Show 

Ist Place MASC Festival XIV 
New easy method for building rounded bilge boats 
www.by-the-sea.com/stillwaterboats e-mail: stillboats @ earthlink.net 

16700-M Norwood RD Sandy Spring, MD 20860 Ph 301 774-5737 Fax 301 421-0146 

Software for the design of small boats 
State of the Art Timesaver for Professional or Amateur 

Complete Unit Flexibility 
Metric, Decimal Inches or Feet-Inch-Eighths 

¢ Fast Sketch technique utilizes the equations of bent draftsman’s 
splines. Curves are always precisely fair. No fairing procedures 
required. 
Calculates Displacement, heeling-righting 
moments. Displaced area centroid analysis 
provides insight into hull drag. 
Develop Sail Plan using two masts, 20 sail 
types and jib. Shows Plan center of effort. 
Sail lead of Sail Center of effort vs. Hull 
Lateral area. 
Flat panel layout for plywood stitch and glue, 
welded steel or aluminum. 
Isometric views, with vanishing point, wire 
frame and solid views. 
Model scaling: Provides all detail for model or 
full scale building. 
Print out all graphics, offsets, design table, sail data, 
coefficients, et;c. 
Export to CAD; 2D views, 3D view, sail plan and/or ply- 
wood layout. 
116 page 8-1/2”x11” bound manual; over 80 example designs 
on disk. 

RAY CLARK ENTERPRISES 
7071 Warner Ave., #E Huntington Beach, CA 92647 

Fax or phone (714) 840-7284 * E-mail plyboats @ido,net 
More detail at Website: http://www.plyboats,com 
VISA, MASTERCARD, AMERICAN EXPRESS 

$145.00 plus S&H (CA residents include tax) 
S&H: US $5.50, Canada $8.00, others $12.00 

# 

BUILT IN GARAGES... 
..And in carports and barns and basements and workshops. 

Our customers build hundreds of kayaks at home every year. 

Some start with plan sets, others with our easy-to-assemble kits. 

Most of our customers don’t have a lot of tools or wood-working 

experience. A few hand tools and basic skills are enough. 

Some don’t have a lot of spare time. They’re glad it takes only 

about 60 hours to build the boat in the photo. 

Many of our customers don’t have big bank accounts, either. So 

our kits cost half as much as a plastic kayak. 

What our customers do have are the lightest, most advanced, 

easiest to build, and (we think) the prettiest sea kayaks available. 

So call for our free catalog of kits, plans, finished boats, materials 

and accessories. And move that car out of the garage. 

Chesapeake Light Craft, Inc. 

1805 George Ave.@ Annapolis, MD 21401 @ (410) 267-0137 
kayaks@clcinc.com 

10 easy- to-build kayaks by designer Chris Kulczycki 

Bobcat 1273” x 6’0” 
Designer Phil Bolger and builder Harold Payson have de- 
veloped a tack-and-tape multi-chine version of the classic 
catboat that puts the charm and performance of this famous 
type within the reach of home builders with a minimum 
investment in time and money. 

PLEASE SEND ME: UO Complete construction plans and instruc- 
tions for $40.00 O Study plan packet for Bobcat and 36 other easy- 
to-build Intant Boats for $5.00. 
BOOKS: QO Jnstant Boats, $16.00 O Build the New Instant Boats, 
$19.95 QO How to Build Your Own Boat, $20.00 QO Build the Instant 
Catboat, $12.95 Q How to Build the Gloucester Light Dory, $7.95 Q 
Keeping a Cutting Edge: Saw Filing, $7.95 Qi Boat Modeling with 
Dynamite Payson, $19.95 Q Bolger’s 100 Small Boat Rigs, $19.95 
QO Boat Modeling the Easy Way, $19.95 Add $1.00 S&H 

Name 

Street 

Git¥ene 51 tate Zip 

Harold H. Payson & Co. 
Dept. MB, Pleasant Beach Road * South Thomaston, ME 04858 

207-594-7587 



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

The best boat in the world. How’s that for 
modesty! And yet she’s extremely stable, 
sleeps two or day sails four comfortably 
(with lots of gear, a big dog, banjo,etc.),is 
as fast as anything anywhere near her size, 
easily car-topped by one person, and about 
as simple to build as they get. 
Like I said, the best boat in the world. 

11'3"x 5'2". hull 951b. sail 75 sq. ft. 

Plans and full sized patterns -- $50 
Study plans--$5 

THOMSON SMALLBOATS 
ox 670, Vestal, N.Y. 13851 

4 om ~s re 

SHOVELER 
Spacious Flat-Bottomed Pram Dinghy 

9'9” x 4'8” for 
daysailing/camping/ten- 
der/kids’ boat. No 
dagger or centreboard, 
uses bilge keels for 
windward performance. 
Easiest possible con- 
struction. 

Study Plan $1 from: 
CONRAD NATZIO, The Old School 

Brundish Rd., Raveningham, 
Norwich NR14 6NT, UK 

Phone +44 1508 548675 

THE SIMMONS 

Classics of the North Carolina coast 
from the sounds to the Gulf Stream. 

Outstandingly seaworthy, 30 mph with 
low power, light, simple (flat laps, straight 

planks) plywood lapstrake construction. 

Detailed plans and directions; no lofting. 

Information packet - $1 

Cape Fear Museum Associates + 814 Market St. - Wilmington, NC 28401 

Build A Clancy 
Here is a fast, safe sailboat, ideal for 

sail training, youth programs and 

designed for the non-boatbuilder. 

Order the easy-to-follow instruc- 

tion book Build a Clancy today for 

only 

$15.00. Order the 
Builders Package 

with major compo- 

nents drawn for 

_ you. 
We ship any- 

where. 

Write or call 

for more 

FREE 

+ information. 

z boat lumber 

1-800-228-4691 dept. M 
__ 1019 3rd Street = Anacortes: WA 98221" 

SWAMP YANKEE 
BOATS 

| specialize in building just one 
boat with today’s technologies. 
A stitch & glue version of 
Rushton’s “Wee Lassie” 
double paddle canoe. LOA 11’, 
Beam 28”, Weight 25 Ibs. 
Plans available $15. 

Robert W. Sparks 
36 Soundview Hts., Branford, CT 06405 

(203) 488-5932 

Sea-Skiff 18 Sea-Skiff 20 Sea-Skiff 22 
pictured twice the size 20% bigger than 
O1Z208% 5/7" ©19'4" x 7’6" the 20 

¢5" draft © 10" draft ©21’6" x 8’3" 

e 20-40 HP ¢50-70 HP © 12" draft 

ePlans- $30 US ¢Plans-$45 US ¢70-90 HP 

ecabin versions 

sketched 

ePlans - $45 US 

° 910-341-4350 

YOUR DESTINY IS 

AISMET 

| MULTIHULL DEZINES 

SUPERIOR PERFORMANCE, 

| COMFORT AND APPEARANCE, 

| EASY TO FOLLOW PLANS FOR 

PROFESSIONAL OR FIRST TIME 

BUILDERS 

; 
CATAMARANS - - 24 - 47 FEET 
RIEMARANS |- - 24-43 FEET 

ae ’ ir - > ¥ 

‘ * 
6-18 FEET 

“Wee Punkin” has traditional good looks, is fun 
to build from inexpensive materials, and her 
performance will delight you. Innovative foam 
core deck and ample flotation make her extra 
safe and comfortable. She is ideal for children 
if they can get her away from dad. Truly a break- 
through in small boat design. Hit of the Port 
Townsend Wooden Boat Festival. No lofting. 
Plans with full size station patterns and detailed 
instructions $36. SASE for more info. 

GRAND MESA BOATWORKS 
Rt. 1 Box 75, Collbran, CO 81624 



OKOUME ¢ SAPELE ¢ TEAK 

MARINE PLYWOOD 
Hardwood Plywood 

Hardwood Lumber 

1 (800) 899-1664 
We Ship Anywhere! 

MAINE COAST 
LUMBER 

__ 35 Birch Hill Road 
=.) York, ME 03909 TEAK & HOLLY * LAUAN 

Yld ¢ VAVHH ¢ didS 

Wood Canoe 

Hardware 

CANOE HARDWARE 

1/2”, 11/16”, 7/8” Canoe Tacks; 3/8” Oval 

Brass Stem Bands; Clenching Irons; 3/16” 

Bronze Carriage Bolts; Canoe Plans; Clear 

White Cedar. Price List Available. 

NORTHWOODS CANOE SHOP 

336 Range Rd. 

Atkinson, ME 04426 

ATLANTIC WHITE CEDAR 
Boat grade rough sawn flitches in 
stock. Most are 16’ long 4/4 to 8/4 
thick. New supply ready to ship. 

Call or write for info. 

J.D. ENGLAND CO. 
HCR Box 337, Urbanna, CA 23175 

(804) 758-2721 

Marine Plywoods 

Western Red Cedar Canoe Strips 

Boat Lumber 

Canoe Gunwales, Seats, etc. 

Epoxies & Fasteners 

Boat Building & Repair Supplies 

Bear Mountain Canoe Plans 

Buffalo & Toronto 
noahs Phone (416) 259-7555 

Fax (800) 894-1783 

Visit Our Web Site At: 
http://www.noahsmarine.com 

Free Catalogue Available! 
We ship anywhere! 

Supplies 

GAMBELL & HUN TER 
SAILMAKERS 

art se 

Ri gging : 

16 Limerock St. Camden, ME 04843 
(207) 236-3561 

MATSUSHITA 
CARBIDE-TIPPED BLADES 

Smoothest cuts. Thinnest kerf. Least power. 

Best buy 7-1/4” comb., 1/16” kerf, $26ppd. 
“Cuts better better than blades costing three 
times as much.” Mac McCarthy (Feather Ca- 
noes). “one blade that stands out above all oth- 
ers.” Construction in ID. 

DAVE CARNELL 

322 Pages Creek Dr. 

Wilmington, NC 28411-7850 (910) 686-4184 

cA Mich nae: & 

DS-SEWING COM 
Girwesteec: Qe ality 

(800) 789-8143 
Cover Your Boat 
...With the Best! 

TUBULAR 
PLYWOOD! 

Incredibly strong! 
(A 1-1/2” dia tube on end supports 3000#) 

Absolutely waterproof! 
Exterior or interior 
Amazingly light! 

(8 feet of 2” dia cherry weighs only 28 oz.) 

Outside Diameters from 1” to 4-1/2’ 

Standard 1/8” wall thickness. 

Teak. mahogany. white ash. 

many other species. 

Masts, booms, handles, 
spars, chart cases... 

BrandNew 
(805) 964-8251 

Boatbuilding Supplies 
STRIP * STITCH & GLUE * PLYWOOD & FIBERGLASS CONSTRUCTION 

SMSTIEMI 14: EPOXY RESIN 
Simple 2:1 mix ratio * Available in 1.5 qt.-15 gal. units 

Fast, med, slow hardeners for use in temperatures 
as low as 35°F 

3 Gal. Unit $138.00 (postage paid in cont U.S.) 

FIBERGLASS CLOTH * TAPES * MATS * ROVINGS « KNITS 

* REICHOLD Polyester Resins (gals, pails, 
drums) 

¢ NESTE GelCoats 
¢ Sikaflex Urethane Sealants 
* Gloucester Marine Paints (40-50% discount) 
¢ 2 part Urethane Pour Foam 

Microballoons ¢ Silica Powder * Wood 
Flour Pigments ¢ Milled & Chop Fibers 
Squeegees Syringes * Brushes ¢ Rollers ¢ 
Paper Pots * Gloves Coveralls * And More 

LOW __ Silicon Bronze Wood Screws 
dept Nails & Stalinleas Fasteners 

Top Quality Products * Competitive Prices * Fast Knowledgeable Service 
All items in stock and ready for immediate shipment. 

FIBERGLASS SUPPLY 
SUPPLYING QUALITY MATERIALS TO BOAT OWNERS, 

HULL FINISHERS AND BOATYARDS FOR OVER 20 YEARS. 

P.O. Box 399, E. Longmeadow, MA 01028 
Fax (413) 736-3182 - www.mertons.com 

cAr’., 800-333-0314 

ORR’S ISLAND 
BOAT WORKS 
Authorized Dealer 

9-170hp Diesels 

Full Parts Inventory 
Expert Technical Assistance 

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

E-mail: oibw @biddeford.com 

CUT COPPER CLENCH NAILS 
We have old Atlas Co. machines. Pure 

half hard hand drawn copper. Just the 

thing for lapstrake canoes, skiffs, dories. 

3 diameters: 1/16”, 3/32”, 1/8” 

1 lsizes: 3/4” to 1-3/8” 

Send $3 for Sample Packet & Info. 
STRAWBERY BANKE MUSEUM 

P.O.B. 300MB, Portsmouth, NH 03802 

Traditional Hand Finished Sails 
Sail Repair v Canvas Work 
Wire and Rope Splicing 

(410) 639-2646 
P.O. Box 546 Rock Hall, MD 21661 
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We Wrote the book on epoxy. 
Right now, when you order our $10 Trial Kit from System Three, you'll 

also receive THE EPOXY BOOK free. 

It's so packed with information on how to get your project done, you won't 

be able to put it down. Like which products to use where. How-to tips 

you won't find anywhere else. 

So for only ten bucks you'll get THE 

EPOXY BOOK, plus 12 ounces of resin 

and hardener, fiberglass cloth, brushes, 

measuring cups, fillers, a roller cover, 

squeegee and gloves. It’s a big box of 

stuff that will give you a hands-on 

understanding of how epoxy works. 

Send us the coupon below or call our 

order desk at 1-800-333-5514 and 

use your credit card. Call now and 

your kit and book will be on their 

way to you today. SIOMEM [11 
See us on the web at: 

http://www.systemthree.com 

My $10 is enclosed. Please rush me the Trial Kit, and my very own copy of the Epoxy Book. 

Name: 

Address: 

City: ip: Telephone: 

System Three Resins - P.O. Box 70436 - Seattle, WA 98107 : (206) 782-7976 

TE R 
¢ Specializing in m2 
aerodynamic designs Si 

for small craft - = 

¢ Gaff, gunter, lug, 

lateen, leg-o-mutton, 

sprit, square, etc. 

¢ Tanbark, white, or Egyptian Dacron 

Stuart K. Hopkins 

P.O. BOX 235 

Wicomico Ch., VA 22579 

(804) 580-8723 

Don’t be afraid to STRIP! 
Build a Beautiful Canoe, Kayak or Rowboat 

Kits * Plans * Books LAS 
Cove & Bead Strips EPOXIES 

the NEWFOUND Catalo g 

WOODWORKS ire. $3. 

(603) 744-6872 fax (603) 744-6892 

67 Danforth Brook Rd. ¢ Bristol, NH 03222 
email: info@newfound.com * www.newfound.com 

TOUGH TARPS 

aera ae 
——— — 

Forget those cheap “blue” tarps that rip 
and rot! Our premium tarps are made of 
rugged truck-tarp fabric (18 oz. vinyl- 
coated polyester) that lasts for years. 
Custom made to your size. 
Affordable quality! a 

300 789-8143 GD 

BOAT BUILDING LUMBER 
W. Cedar, W. Oak, Ash, Spruce, Fir 

Custom Sawing & Milling 
Phone, Fax or Email Requirements 

G.A. TOWLE 
(860) 399-5224 (5216 Fax) 
<GordonT @CShore.com> 

PADDLES & OARS 

we 

Maine Craftsmanship at its fin- 
est. Surprisingly affordable. 
Most shipped UPS. Write for 
free catalog. 

W&TE 
Sal 21 Mey 
ORONO, ME 04473 

(207) 866-4867 

a5 



Classified Marketplace 
BOATS FOR SALE 

English Pond Sailing Yachts, English professor at 
Cornell selling portion of extensive personal col- 
lection of rare, classical, absolutely 1st class ma- 
hogany model yachts w/cotton sails & weighted 
keels, & also model powerboats. 
CHARLES WILLIAMSON, Ithaca, NY, (607) 255- 
3838, fax (607) 255-1222, <cw26@cornell.edu> (3) 

Whisp, w/sail rig/ Okoume. Mint. Sailed twice. 
$2,500. 
ROSS MILLER, Chesterfield, CT, (860) 437-3387. 

(3) 

16’ Comet Sailboat, FG hull rigged for racing. Alum 
mast & boom, brand new Doyle racing sails rolled, 
not folded, into tubular sail bags. Hull in exc shape. 
Just put in & sail away. $1,200. 
MICHAEL STEPHENS, Gloucester, MA, (978) 
281-6163. (3) 

16’ Bristol FG Launch, “77 w/’89 18hp Westerbeke 
2 cyl diesel on exc galv trir. Yard maintained. $4,995. 
14 Penn Yan Runabout, ‘53 twin cockpit, rare 
windshield, ‘56 Johnson 35hp OB, gd trir. $4,500. 
DAVE PEACH, Marblehead, MA, (781) 631-5571. 
(3) 

17’ We-no-nah Spirit II Kevlar Canoe, 40lbs, VG. 
$1,200. 104” Norwegian Style Pram, lapstrake w/ 
copper rivets & roves. Finished bright, a beauty! 
New. $2,150. 15’ 2 Man Decked Slalom Canoe, 
by John Berry. Rough shape but it floats. Free. 
ZACH THOMAS, Ballston Spa, NY, (518) 885- 
9769. (3) 

18’ Jersey Lapstrake IB Skiff, nds deck& finish- 
ing. Asking $700. 18’ Wooden Chris Craft Skiff, 
‘63, 350 Chevy motor. Nds work. Asking $800. 
BILL YEAGER, Milford, DE, (302) 335-1022, lv 
message if no answer. (3) 

15’ MFG FG Runabout, ‘72 w/35hp electric start 
‘78 Johnson OB, all in vy gd cond. Grt boat for fish- 
ing or just messing around. Sellw/wo old trlr. OB 
just checked & approved by OB mechanic, runs 
great. Located Shelter Island, NY. $1,300 OBO. 
DANIEL GONNEAU, PO Box 343, Shelter Island 
Hts., NY 11965, (718) 726-3549. (3) 
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CLASSIFIED ADVERTISING 
INFORMATION: 

Classified ads are FREE TO SUB- 
SCRIBERS for personally owned boat re- 
lated items. Each ad will automatically 
appear in two consecutive issues. Further 
publication of any ad may be had on re- 
quest. 

A one-time charge of $8 will be made 
for any photograph included with any ad 
to cover the cost to use of the necessary 
halftone. For return of photo following 
publication, include a self-addressed 
stamped envelope. 

Non-subscribers and commercial 
businesses may purchase classified ads at 
$.25 per word per issue. To assure accu- 
racy, please type or print your ad copy 
clearly. Mail to Boats, 29 Burley St., 
Wenham, MA 01984. No telephone ads 
please. 

‘67 Sailstar Corinthian, LOA 20’, full keel Alberg 
design similar to Cape Dory. Vy gd cond, sailed last 
year. 4hp LS Evinrude, tandem axle trlr. $2,500. ‘39 
Alden Off Sounding Cutter, LOA 39’, mahogany 
on oak. Extensive work done to cockpit & upper 
planking, new transom & stem. Last surveyed in 
“95, found in gd cond. Recent work include new 
planks @ waterline, new rudder shaft, now in pro- 
cess of replacing Mercedes diesel w/newer version. 
8 sails incl spinnaker. $20,000 OBO. 17’ Greenland 
Style Kayak, canvas on wood, just compl. Vy pretty 
boat, weighs 38 lbs. Best for paddler under 5’10”. 
$1,200 OBO. 
GORDON TOWLE, Westbrook, CT, (860) 399- 
5224. (3) 

17’6” Granta Scandian Double Kayak, okoume 
plywood, stitch & glue. Was floor model of Hudson 
Canoe, unused. $800. OBO. 
ERNST HENCKE, Croton, NY, (914) 271-5387. (3) 

16’ Point Jude Sloop, ‘88, FG, green hull, cream 
topsides & cockpit, teak trim, teak & holly tiller, 
mahogany rudder, alum spars, tanbark dacron sails, 
Cox trlr. Dry sailed only, always covered or stored 
indrs. High quality sailboat in traditioanl design. Exc 
cond. $3,200 OBRO. 23’ Penn Yan Avenger, ‘88, 
FG, 260hp Mercruiser I/O w/300 hrs, deep V hull 
(not tunnel drive), 9.5’ beam, full canvas, mooring 
cover, 2 bunks & porta-potti. Seaworthy family fish- 
ing boat in exc cond. $12,000. 
BOB GROESCHNER, Norwalk, CT, (203) 847- 
8726, <KaraMaru @aol.com> (3) 

Sea Pearl, leeboards, water ballast, biminis, teak 
cockpit seats, lots of extras. $4,600. See it on Long 
Beach Island at Harvey Cedars Marina. Thayer 
Fantail Livery Whitehall, his original mold, 
trimmed and decked in teak, Awlgripped. Stunning 
boat. $2,200. 
LYNN HOFFMAN, Philadelphia, PA, (215) 949- 
4230. (3) 

‘88 Seaward 24 FG Sloop, vy clean trailerable 
cruiser, shoal lead keel & SS CB. Realistically slps 
4. New mast, wheel steering, teak trim done w/ 
Sikkens, roller furling, spinnaker, sail & wheel cov- 
ers, awning, Ritchie compass, VHF, loran, 2-burner 
alcohol stove/oven, porta-potti, 9.9hp Sailmaster 
OB. Exc galv trlr w/4 new tires. A stiff sailer. 
$10,000. 
RICK LAPP, Muncie, PA, (570) 546-8372. (3) 
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16’ Plywood Dory Style Pleasure Boat, ‘95 flat 
bottom 6’6” beam w/cabin, wood & canvas awning, 

fiberglassed hull, new trlr. $1,250. 
JOHN INMAN, Bethpage, NY, (516) 520-9669. (3) 

Boat for Free, OK Dinghy, nds work. All FG is 
sound, all wood nds (at least) examination or replace- 
ment. Mast is sound, boom is missing. Sails incl. 
Give it a good home. 
ERIC P. RUSSELL, Brooklyn, NY, (718) 646-1224. 
(3) 

16’ Point Jude, used, teak trim, boat cover, motor 
mount, galv trlr. $2,995. 177 Grumman Canoe, old 
but serviceable. $250. 16’ Canoe, square stern $295. 
FERNALD’S, Rt. 1A, newbury, MA 10950, (978) 
465-0312. (3) 

17’1”’ Plywood Cape Cod Catboat, Princess, 7°9” 
beam, 21”/4’3” draft, 210sf sail area. Wittholtz de- 
sign. Professionally blt ‘63, rblt ‘96. Entire hull & 
deck sheathed in FG. Alum spars, new marconi sail 
this yr. Mast on tabernacle for easy trir sailing. Cabin 
slps 2. Include galv trlr & 4.5hp Evinrude mntd in 
well. $2,500. 
CHICK LUDWIG, Havelock, NC, (252) 447-8084 
eves. (3) 

18’ Old Town Guide Canoe, recently restored 
wood/canvas. Exc cond. Asking $2,000. 
CHARLIE COSTELLO, Rowley, MA, (978) 948- 
5569. (3) 

Carpenter’s Boat Shop Sale: 9-1/2’ Monhegan 
Island Skiff, plywood, w/oars. Nice to row, tows 
exc. Asking $900. 20’ Highlander Class Sloop, FG, 
full suit sails incl 2 spinnakers, wooden mast & 
boom. Nds new ply deck. $1,300 OBO. 198” Joel 
White Catspaw Dinghy, for sailing & rowing. New. 
$4,550, $5,050 w/trir. 28’ Sloop, fixed keel, deck 
stepped rig, gd cond. Nds minor work. | suit sails, 
cedar planking on oak frames, grt cruising design. 
$6,500 OBO. 14’ Wooden Skiff, cedar on oak, nds 
paint & new rails. Nice project. $600 OBO. 
DARIN CARLTON, The Carpenter’s Boatshop, 440 
Old County Rd., Pemaquid, ME 04558, (207) 677- 
3768. (3) 

Stur-Dee Catboat, 14’x 7’, Edson Shock design 
sails 3 comfortably. Fine sailer w/no bad habits, eas- 
ily handled by lone sailor. 130sf tanbark marconi 
sail, full battens. FG w/oak. trim, mahogany floors 
& seats custom blt. Tent cover, all lines & anchor, 
3hp longshaft Yamaha practically new. Trir incl. Well 
kept & sailed only locally. Heart problem forces sale. 
Pictures & literature available. $4,500. 
DAVE BARON, Freeport, NY, (516) 379-8496. (3) 



Trailertri 18, 18’ sloop rigged CB trimaran pocket 
cruiser, 8.5’ beam on trlr, 14’ beam on water. De- 
signed by Farrier (F27 designer). Slps 2 OK inside, 
really comfortable on tramps. Mainsail, 130% 
hanked-on genoa, storm sail. Sailcover for main, 
sailbag for genoa. Depth sounder, speed & temp 
guages. Adjustable depth OB mount. Blt-in lighted 
compass. Danforth type anchor, 10’ chain, rope rode. 
Blt “86 w/WEST System epoxy, FG on outside & 
some interior areas. Okay cond, nds some TLC. Rigs, 
sails & tramps vy gd. HD trlr w/car size tires. Ready 
to sail/trlr. Original plans include. Ist $2,300. “95 
Mercury 6hp long shaft electr start OB w/alternator, 
less than 25hrs. $750. 
DAVID BYBEE, Racine, WI, (414) 632-7233, 
<rentman @ wi.net> (3) 

*83 Dovekie, hull #85, emerald green w/white sail. 
Soft hatch covers, back porch, 2/Shp Suzuki OB, 
anchors, porta potty, Edey & Duff trlr. Asking 
$3,600. 
FRED PECKHAM, 907 State St., Carthage, NY 
13619, (315) 493-1223. (3) 

14’ Redwing Sailing Dinghy, classic Uffa Fox de- 
sign. Lapstrake mahogany planking & steel CB. 
$4,250. 
BOB TABB, Lockport, NY (716) 434-7792. (3) 

21’ Dovekie, gd shape, 4hp like new. $3,500 OBO. 
21’ Steiger Craft Hardtop I/O, low hrs, color fish 
finder, tandem trlr w/brakes. All in grt shape, must 
see. $14,900. 
NED FLANAGAN, Hamden, CT, (203) 230-0432. 
(3) 

15°8” Whitehall, sailing/rowing boat. Perf cond. 
Incl trir. $3,500. 
STEPHEN ANDERSON, Valdosta, GA, (912) 242- 
6209. (5) 

18’ Herschoff Americat, compl restored & better 
than new. New bottom paint, new Thurston sail, at- 
tractive interior w/new custom cushions for bunks, 
custom mooring cover. 6hp OB, ‘65 custom trlr. 
$12,500. 
JACK MOORE, 33803 Belcher Rd., Shawnee, OK 
74801, (405) 275-8498 home, (405) 842-2061 of- 
fice, <jablmoore @msn.com> (3) 

22’ Herreshoff Eagle, classic gaff rigged topsail 
sloop. Black hulled beauty, w/OB, trlr. $9,500. Will 
consider trade for Tramp/Eagle tri. 
JOE LA GRASSO, Fenton, MI. (810) 750-9188. (3) 

16’ Custom Sea Skiff, WEST System epoxy & FG 
over plywood. Rugged, roomy, fast & pretty. Blt to 
last a lifetime. $1,300. 
BILL GREENOUGH, Berlin, CT, (860) 828-0425. 

(3) 

Snowshoe 16, oak ribs, spruce for the rest. Covered 
in red Monocote, no leaks. Has been used only twice. 
$400. 
BOB SMITHSON, 988 NE Locksley, Bend, OR 
97701, (541) 382-6470, <bobnyari@empnet.com> 

(3) 

18’ Lyman IB, ‘57, orig 
Graymarine 109-6, engine & 
hull in gd cond. Runs & floats. 
Marginal trlr. $2,800. 
GEORGE HAECKER, — 
Omaha, NE, (402) 558-6479. 
(3) 

15’ Peep Hen, shoal draft .) 
pocket cruiser. Slps 2, porta = 
potti, cushions, green hull, i 
2.2hp Mercury, gd trir. $3,500. se 
GEORGE HAECKER, & 
Omaha, NE, (402) 558-6479. 
(3) 

Shell Kit Boat, Swifty 15 blt ‘96. Unstayed ketch 
rig, mast folds for easy trailering. Twin full length 
shoal draft keels. Okoume deck & hull, spruce spars. 
$1,500 include trlr. 
R. ROSS, Hillsboro, OH, (937) 393-4959, 
<bobross @ameritech. net> (5) 

18’ Ideal 18, the perfect day sailing keelboat. Main 
wijiffy reef, self tacking jib w/Harken roller furl- 
ing, spinnaker, sailcovers, tiller cover. All Harken 
hrdwre. On trlr. Small OB. All mint cond. Asking 
$8,500. Located Southwest Harbor, ME. 
EDWARD FEINBERG, 67 Meadowbrook Rd., 
Brookline, MA 02445, (617) 734-6507. (04) 

15’ Whitehall Pulling Boat, cedar, oak, mahogany 
transom, seats & trim. Bronze fastened. Shaw & 
Tenney oars, two stations. A vy fine pulling boat in 
exc cond, Ist class. W/new galv trir $3,300 OBO. 
WOrtrir $2,800 OBO. 
DALE KILBRETH, P.O. Box 95, Jonesboro, ME 
04648, (207) 434-7451. (04) 

Old Town Square Stern Skiff, 14’2” w/long deck. 
Blt approx ‘43. Wood/canvas w/FG overlay in “60s. 
Orig brass oarlocks/oars. $1,000. 
JONATHAN SKIDMORE, Wantagh, NY, (516) 
679-1622. (06) 

Childrens’ Skiff, approx 6’6”x 4°6”, ply & oak, ply 
painted, oak transom, thwarts bonze fastened bright. 
W/oars, new paint, bottom paint. $300. 
JOHN POWELL, Allston, MA, (617) 787-1441. 
(04) 

Rhodes 19, Fg CB, almost new sails, trr. $2,650. 
GEORGIA COX, Chaumont, NY (eastern end of 
Lake Ontario), (315) 649-5717. (04) 

‘85 Wood Cat Ketch Dory, LOA 27’, Beam 7”, 
Draft 18”, Disp 3,500lbs. Vy seaworthy, exc cond. 
Asking $6,500. 
DAVID BRADY, Newport, RI, (401) 841-0812, 
<david @imtra.com> (04) 
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15’ Wagemaker Wolverine, ‘58 molded plywood 
runabout. Hull in beautiful cond, recently stripped, 
stained & varnished. Comes w/fully restored & cor- 
rect 35hp Johnson Javelin (not the Evinrude pic- 
tured), 2 pressure tanks & trlr. $4,000. 15’ 
Sportcraft Runabout, ‘60. Recently tuned 40hp 
Johnson Seahorse. Plywood hull repainted, deck & 
interior replaced summer ‘97. Exc cond w/trlr. 
$2,000. Can deliver because I like road trips. 
MARK HUEGELMANN, Lemont, IL, (630) 257- 
8191, <m_huegelmann @d135.s-cook.k12.il.us> 

(04) 

‘92 Old Town Canoe, Columbia 18’ Fg white, 
modified V, moderate freeboard, back rest, OB 
bracket. $450. Peinert Rowing Shell, 1x, 26, kevlar, 
“86, Australian green. $1,400. Vespoli Double Row- 
ing Shell, club model, FG, wood ribs, midweight. 
$2,450. Durham Dreher Rowing Shell, 1x, ‘85 
midweight, vy light, kevlar, mylar deck, white. 

$2,250. 2 Windsurfers, Fanatic Ultra Cat, long 
board, carbon fins, 3 sails, missing mast insert. Hi- 
Fly Fun Board, 3 sails. $450 for all. 
GARRY CORWIN, Yorktown Hts., NY, (914) 962- 
4649. (04) 

11’ Sailing Sampan, Pete Culler design. Wood 
sides, plywood bottom. W/gd sails & oars, ready to 
use. $550. 
DAVE NILES, North Haven, CT, (203) 248-1704. 
(04) 

‘93 MacGregor 26, on trlr. 8hp Evinrude w/alter- 
nator & extra battery in lazarette. Fully equipped 
for cruising; Autohelm, GPS, VHF, AM/FM cassette, 
depth., bottom paint, 2 burner stove, portapotty, spin- 
naker, pop-top tent, anchors, teak swim ladder, cock- 
pit cushions, custom mahogany interior cabinetry, 
compass and more. $10,000. 
MARTIN STEVENS, Black Mountain, NC, (828) 
669-2846. (04) 

Bolger Black Skimmer, 25’ leeboard sharpie cat 
yawl. Johnson 8hp OB, tandem axle trilr. Nds some 
work. $2,000 OBO. 
GUS HEDDEN, Tuftonboro, NH, (603) 544-2369. 

(04) 
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Custom Compac 16, can be rigged as sloop or cut- 
ter. Has 5 sails; main, storm main, working jib, 
genoa, staysail w/club boom & traveler. Walnut 
bowsprit w/SS fittings, all other hrdwre bronze. 4hp 
Chrysler OB w/gas can. Galv trlr w/12” wheels, 
spare wheel & bearings. Ritchie Voyager compass, 
anchor w/rode, docklines, fenders, paddle & extra 
bottom paint. Bristil cond fresh water boat. Never 
moored, always stored inside. Asking $4,500. 
TERRY HEINZ, Argenta, IL, (217) 795-2348. (04) 
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18’7” Norseman Hardangersjekte Valgerda, by 
Aeolus Boats ‘95. Marine ply on mahogany, copper 
riveted, WEST System, bottom & topsides new paint 
& varnish. Sails, 10’ oars, anchor incl. Exc cond, 
stored inside. EZ Load trir, new tires & paint. Ask- 
ing $5,150. 
MICHAEL HUBERT, Mariposa, CA, phone (209) 
966-4400, fax (209) 966-4100, <m.n.hubert 
@yosemite.net> (03P) 

Nimble 20 Yawl, like new. Trlr, sail covers, bimini, 
7.5hp Honda 4-stroke, 5 sails incl spinnaker, much 
more. Contact Nimble website for more info on boat 
at <http://www.nimbleboat.com>. $8,750. 
CHARLES KIRK, Corpus Christi, TX, (361) 949- 
8365. (04) 

24’ Bayhen, shallow draft gaff rigged cruiser. Galv 
trlr, 2hp Honda OB. Green hull, exc cond. $9,000. 
14’ Blue Jay Sailboat, blue hull, yellow & white 
spinnaker, galv trlr. Garage kept, like new. $4,000. 
RANDY WRIGHT, Merchantville, NJ, (609) 665- 
2744. (04) 

Nimble Nomad 25’ Trawler, 45hp Honda, on trlr 
& loaded. Always covered. $29,000. 
FRED MESSERLY, York, PA, (717) 244-6907. 

(04P) 

Klepper Folding Kayak, 2 person ex- 
pedition model w/rudder & spray cov- 
ers. Exc cond. $3,000. 
AL KRAFT, Lincoln, MA, (781) 259-1399. (04) 

24’ Sharpie Sloop, Wm. Atkins design, shallow 
draft w/9.5 Tohatsu OB. $3,900. 
BILL MITMAN, ME, (207) 882-7693. (O8P) 

28’ Herreshoff Ketch, nds work on hull. Engine 
Universal, sails etc. 
PAUL BELLIVEAU, Nahant, MA, (781) 581-0252. 

(04) 

23’ Friendship Sloop, FG bare hull. Classic lines, 
plans incl. $1,000 firm. 
SIGMUND EVANKOW, Lyme, CT, (860) 434- 
2737. (04) 

BOATS WANTED 

Utility Powerboat, older model 15’-21’ range. 
Wooden console Boston Whaler Montauk or simi- 
lar would be ideal but all types considered. Prefer 
to trade a 23’ Jeanneau/Ranger Formula 1 trailerable 
retractable keel sailboat in exc cond as part of trans- 
action. Sailboat is in compl sailaway cond w/exc 
sails & all equipment incl an Icom radio, & is worth 
approx $5,000. Willing to trade up or down w/cash 
supplement either way. Would also consider outright 
cash purchase of right powerboat. 
DONALD GORDON, E. Greenwich, RI, (401) 884- 
3389 home, (917) 545-4908 cellular, 
<doktor6 @aol.com> (04) 

Shallow Draft Cruiser, 20’-30’, fixer-upper okay. 
Norheast location. 
STEVE LAYDEN, 79 Shore Rd., Bourne, MA 
02532, (508) 759-3823, <steverama @ prodigy.net> 

(04) 

SAILS & RIGGING FOR SALE 

Gaff Cotton Main, head 12’6”, luff 12’0”, foot 
18°6”, leach 25’0”. Fair to poor cond. Free. Storm 
Trysail, luff 14’0”, foot 10°5”, leach 18°4”. w/6 7/ 
8” bronze slides. $50. Kevlar Panel Genny, luff 
39°)”, foot 20’0”, leach 35’6”. $95. 
HOLT VIBBER, Waterford, CT, (860) 442-7376. 
(3) 

Lightning Sails, jib, main & spinnaker. Old but 
useable. $50 plus shipping. 
HANS WAECKER, Cliff Island, ME 04019-0006, 
(207) 766-2684. (04) 

GEAR FOR SALE 

There is nothing — absolutely nothing — 

half so much worth doing os 

as simply messing about in boats? 

SHIRTS FEATURING ILLUSTRATION & 
QUOTATION from The Wind in the Willows. 100% 
cotton, natural color. Short sleeve $16.50. Long 
sleeve $21. 50/50 gray Sweatshirt $26. M,L,XL. 
Shipping $4. Visa/MC. (301) 589-9391, 
<info @designworks.com> 
DESIGN WORKS, Dept. MC, Box 880, Silver 
Spring, MD 20918. (TFP) 

OATSWAIN 
New for 1999! Sail Cap, weathered sage, features 
Lord Byron’s loyal Newf. 2 color embroidery, ad- 
just strap fits all. $16. Cotton Tee, includes Byron’s 
famed tribute. White, M-XL. $16. 2XL $18. S&H 
$3.50 (check or money order). 
NORS SPORT, HC 33, Box 180A, Bath, ME 04530. 
(TFP) 

White Polytarp Sail Kits, construct an inexpen- | 
sive dinghy sail in just hours. No sewing required. 
DAVE GRAY, 7404 Madden Dr., Fishers, IN 46038, 
(317) 842-8106. (8P) 

90 Mercury OB, 25hp electr start-batt, remote con- 
trols, thru tube steer, 2 - 6 gal tanks. Exc cond, little 
use. $1,500 OBO. 
JEROME ENOT, Dover, NH, (603) 749-4100. (4) 

‘88 Deande Trlr, designed & blt to carry antique 
boats & cars for show display. 4-wheel electric 
brakes, tool box, remote control electric winch. 
$4,500 invested, asking $3,500. 
DAVE PEACH, Marblehead, MA, (781) 631-5571. 
(3) 

‘75 Evinrude, 35hp long shaft w/single control & 
steering drum. Runs strong. Just replaced w/Honda 
40. Incl 6 gal tank. $500 OBO. 
DAVID DOANE, Wolfeboro, NH, (603) 569-6393. 
(3) 



*86 Mercury 25hp OB, longshaft, tiller steering, 
low hrs, used little as kicker. $800. ‘92 Yacht Club 
16’ Trailer, stored winters in garage, exc cond. $300. 
SHAW BOSWELL, E. Brunswick, NJ, (732) 846- 
5772, <s.boswell @ worldnet.att.net> (04) 

Marine Fuel Tank, certified 94gal, diesel or gas. 
14”x 26”x 60”. New, never used. Cost $600, sell 
for $150. 
SIGMUND EVANKOW, Lyme, CT, (860) 434- 
2737. (04) 

GEAR WANTED 

British Seagulls, dead or alive. Cash paid, any cond. 
FRANK VALENTINO, S. Dennis, MA, (508) 385- 
8510, (508) 385-2507 anytime, email: 
<seagull508 @aol.com> (TFP) 

2 Cylinder Diesel, 18-22hp, Yanmar, Universal or 
Westerbeke. Shld be in gd cond. 
DON HELFRICH, 459 S. Green St., Tuckerton, 
NJ 08087, (609) 296-8565. (3) 

Universal Bracket, tiller to tiller extension for Sun- 
fish, etc. 
A.L. COURTINES, P.O. Box 542, Cotuit, MA 
02635, (413) 747-5350. (04) 

BOOKS & PLANS FOR SALE 

Color Copies of ‘41 Chris Craft Poster, 25’’x 30” 
two sides. One side shows 12 runabouts 16’ to 27’. 
Second side shows 19 cruisers 25’ to 55’. Prices 
range from $895 to $28,900. Copies of both $10ppd 
in mailing tube. 
JOHN LOGAN, 212 Swinomish Dr., LaConner, WA 
98257, (360) 466-4630. (3) 

A $400 Touring Kayak for $85? Yes! Just spend 
an easy 10 hrs and you'll have Li’l Beauty, a na- 
tionally advertised 39]b 2 person, perf for camping, 
fishing or just exploring. Send $2 for exciting photo/ 
info brochure or $16 for compl bldg manual. 
HOBBYCRAFT KAYAKS, 1178 Laurel Fork Rd., 
Vilas, NC 28692. (03P) 
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Narrow Waters 
Narrow Waters, Dee Carstarphen’s beautiful log of 
small-boat adventures. 140pp, hundreds of water- 
colors, scores of sketch charts evoke 2,000 mile 
cruise from Chesapeake to Dry Tortugas. $19.95 
signed, postpaid. Reviewed in January 15, 1999 is- 
sue. 
PEN & INK PRESS, P.O. Box 235, Wicomico 
Church, VA 22579. (TFP) 
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BOAT PLANS - PATTERNS - KITS - Unsur- 
passed selection - 7’ to 55’ - A variety of rowing 
boats - Sea kayaks - Dories - Dinghies - Daysailers 
- Motorsailers - Powerboats - Fishingboats - MORE. 
176-page DESIGN BOOK - $5.00 (Sent Airmail) 
- Includes FREE “Supplies Catalog”. Epoxy Manual 
$2.00. “How to Fiberglass” Video $32.95. 
GLEN-L, Box 1804/MA9, 9152 Rosecrans, Bell- 
flower, CA 90707-1804. MC/VISA 562/630-6258, 
fax 562/630-6280, www.glen-l.com (99P) 

WoodenBoat Magazines, Nos. 1-140 compl. $600. 
Nautical Quarterly, Nos. 2,3,8,18-24, 26,27,48,49. 
$12 per issue or $140 for all 14 volumes. Shipping 
prepaid. 
A. BENNET WILSON, JR., P.O. Box 380, Topping, 
VA 23169, (804) 758-0850. (3) 

Prints, parting w/most of my marine library. Send 
SASE for list of give away priced how-to-builds & 
prints. Too old to bld too many dream boats. 
ARMCHAIR ADMIRAL, 24 Wood Terr., 
Framingham, MA 01702-5822, (508) 872-4206. 

(04) 

“Sleeper”, 7°10" car toppable sailing cruiser. Slps 
2 below deck. Plans $37, info $3. 
EPOCH PRESS, P.O. Box 3047, San Rafael, CA 
94912. (97P) 

$200 Sailboat, 15’6"x4’6". Plans w/compl direc- 
tions, $20. Info SASE. 
DAVE CARNELL, 322 Pages Creek Dr., 
Wilmington, NC 28411-7850. (TF) 
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Dory Plans, row, power & sail. 30 designs 8'-30'. 
Send $3 for study packet. 
DOWN EAST DORIES, Dept. MB, Pleasant Beach 
Rd., S. Thomaston, ME 04858. (TF) 

Cockleshell Kayak Plans, 3 wknds & about $150 
puts you on the water. 11.5’ LOA, 24lbs, step by 
step instructions, full size patterns. $35. 
ERIC C. RISCH, HCR33 Box 117, S. Thomaston, 
ME 04858. (TFP) 

The Odd-A-Tea,.by Tom McGrath. Wandering the 
New England Coast like Ulysses in The Odyssey. 
Paperback, profusely illustrated. 
TOM MC GRATH, 684 Chestnut St., Lynn, MA 
01904. (TF) 

Row to Alaska by Wind & Oar, new book about 
adventure of retired couple rowing up Inside Pas- 
sage to Alaska. Reviewed in March 15, 1995 issue. 
$12 postpaid. 
NANCY ASHENFELTER, 3915 “N” Ave., 
Anacortes, WA 98221. (TF) 

From My Old Boat Shop, Weston Farmer’s great 
book republished with added Farmer material. 
$49.95 +$3 S&H, or send SASE for descriptive 
bulletin. 
WESTON FARMER ASSOCIATES, 18972 Azure 
Rd., Wayzata, MN 55391. (TF) 
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Bliss, the Quick & Easy Canoe, plans $26. Illus- 
trated leaflet of 16 small craft designs $2. 
DENNIS DAVIS, 9 Great Burrow Rise, Northam, 
Bideford EX39 1TB, England. (11/99EOIP) 

I Hear You Bought a Boat, Tom Shaw’s book writ- 
ten for the new boat owner, though veterans may 
glean some useful info. Give a copy to a friend just 
starting out in boating. $3 incl mailing. 
TOM SHAW, 3915 Appleton Way, Wilmington, NC 
28412, (910) 395-1867. (TF) 

BOOKS & PLANS WANTED 

Old Canoe Catalogs. 
LEROY SAYERS, P.O. Box 386, Smyrna, DE 
19977, (302) 653-2628, (302) 653-9487. (TFP) 

Wanted Books & Plans: Boat Plans, preferred 
rolled; nautical books, soft & hard, gd cond; hunt- 
ing & fishing books; old boating magazines, Rud- 
der, Motor Boating; Motor Boating “Ideal Series 
Books”; nautical charts; boat models, any cond, no 
plastic. 
THE BOAT HOUSE, 15 State St., Newburyport, 
MA 01950, (978) 462-2072. (TFP) 

MARINE RELATED ITEMS FOR SALE 

Marine Artist Watercolors, let me turn that dream 
scene into an original painting, you and your boat 
drifting past historic scenery in a Winslow Homer 
style watercolor. I’ve painted the boat scene from 
Maui to Maine for 25 years. My artwork is in the 
U.S. Naval Academy. 14x 16” matted, $40. Send 
photo. Useable for T-shirt transfers. Larger commis- 
sions available. 
DRIFTWOOD DAN, D. Osterday, 220 W. Palomino 
Dr., Tempe, AZ 85284. (TF) 

Free Acrylic Painting of Your Boat, will still do 
free picture painting of your boat, but $50 for 9”’x 
12” & $100 for 18x 24” will get your painting done 
Ist. Send no money until you get a painting you 
like. 
SAM CHAPIN, 3A 12th Ave., Key West, FL 33040, 
(305) 294-3168. (TF) 

Charter Pleiades, 35’ classic sailing yacht. Cruis- 
ing for 4 on this beautiful vessel $1,100/wk bare- 
boat. Penobscot Bay, ME. 
GEORGE EVANS, P.O. 19, Isleboro, ME 04848, 
(207) 734-8139 eves.(7P) 
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Very large stock of used and rare 
nautical books! ¢ Free catalog 

1 Barnstable Road * Hyannis, MA 02601 
(508) 778-2929 « Fax (508) 778-2922 

On-line catalog at: 222.by-the-sea.com/nautical/ 
e-mail: nautical@capecod.net 
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—< HERITAGE >= 

the.name of your nearest dealer, call §Q0-430-099 
24 hours, 7 days 

For a brochure and www.heritagekayaks.com 

‘Factory - Bristol, RI 
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