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Nice old timey scene on the cover of this maybe they have to deal with power boat and 

issue, don’t you think. I do, I fell in love with jet ski wakes and noise, but back in 1850 Td 

it amongst the vintage photos Jim Munsie sent bet the steamboats working on the river car- 

along with his history of 150 years of the rying freight and passengers churned it up 

Springfield Canoe & Yacht Club. I’ve never pretty good. Sailing has evolved a lot since 

had much interest in yacht clubs, not because 1850 in rigs and hull designs, and of course 

they are in some way not deserving of it, but motorboating did not exist in those earlier 

rather because I tend to view clubs of almost years. 
any sort as pretty much localized organizations Contemplating a founding member as a 

of interest mostly only to their own member- time traveler returning to the site of his long 

ships. ago summer boating today, envision the im- 

Jim invited us to attend the 150th Anni- pact upon this “charter” canoeist, who helped 

versary celebration of the club in June but it build that first clubhouse on a float on the 

falls on Mystic Small Craft Weekend and that’s riverbank, when he drops by the clubhouse for 

where Ill be. But I found the material he sent the 150th Anniversary. He’d have had to hunt 

along quite engrossing, for contemplating the it up for it has moved since his time and been 

Published twice a month, 24 times a span of time this one club has persevered in enlarged, but once he got there, what a sight. 

year. U.S. subscription price is $24 for providing a local focus for small boaters in its Our time travelling founding member 

44 issues. Canadian and overseas sub- home city is a real nostalgia trip. They got to- could climb right into one of the canoes still 

scription price is $36 U.S. funds drawn gether in 1850, canoeists first, later welcom- in use, just as at his old club, and paddle off as 

ona USS. bank or by international money ing aboard sailing yachtsmen, and in more re- he once had, that would be a familiar experi- 

ordet. cent times powerboating yachtsmen. 150 years ence. But, I think he’d be hard pressed to pay 

Address is 29 Burley St., Wenham pretty much encompasses the entire history of attention to his paddling on this busy summer 

MA 01984-1943. Telephone is 978-774. small boating as a leisure activity in this coun- Sunday amidst the wonders of today’s boat 

0906. There is no machine. try. Pah traffic. The old appeal of a day on the river 

Editor and Publisher is Bob Hicks. My perspective on this time span was set would still be there, but the nature and the 

Production and subscription fulfill- by the fact that my great grandfather, a man numbers of the small craft available for such 

ment is by Office Support Services. who I have clear memory of when I was seven enjoyment would overwhelm his senses. 

and he was 89, was two years old at the time I wonder if he might find his picture on 

this club was founded. And 63 years have since the wall inside. I once had occasion to visit 

passed since my childhood memory of this the Corinthian Yacht Club in nearby 

ancient man was imprinted on my mind. Marblehead, Massachusetts, this an old Bos- 

: Perhaps contributing to this longevity is ton money yachting establishment that prob- 

Looking Ahead... the innate democracy of the club, minnifestite ably goes back well over 100 years. The walls 

— itself in it still being a working club with no were lined with photo after photo of past com- 

«Howard Hannold seis ees about —_ employees. Every member is expected to par-___ modores, they went on and on way back into 

Some of the Happiest Years of My Life FBob ticipate in twice yearly club maintenance _ the past. I wondered who today really knows 

Reddington continues with Part 2 of “Do*Me —_ projects. A relocation away fromthe encroach-__ who these people were? People who, at one 

Sails to the Catboat Meeting”; Reinhard ing Springfield urban sprawl to nearby subur- _ time, carried on the responsibilities of main- 
Zollistch concludes his 1000 mile oddessy : A k in the mid-’ fi ining th t ; till 
“Paddling ‘Round the Gaspe Peninsula”; and ban Agawam took place in the mid-’30s after taining the club so that today’s members sti 

a disastrous fire. Subsequently in the ‘60s an can enjoy being a part of. 

Nathaniel Bishop begins Chapter 9 of his addition of an alternate club mooring site fur- Probably few do, but what the members 

Four Months in a Sneakbox’. ey ther downstream in Connecticut was made of the Springfield Canoe & Yacht Club surely 

Charles Mantis tells us about ‘Sailing on when a canal was closed at Windsor Locks, have acquired is the awareness of what a sig- 

the Cheap”; Greg Grundtisch discusses Connecticut, shutting off direct access to the _nificant group they belong to, an ongoing tra- 

Building the Harbor Cat 10”; Jim Hodges lower Connecticut and Long Island Sound. dition still alive, uninterrupted since before the 

describes his Christmas Kayaks”, and Fred This club’s will to live on is manifest in how Civil War, serving the recreational small boat- 

Menzies reveals the workings of | Yacht it faced up to both these major crisis. ers who wish to enjoy boating on the Connecti- 

Donations...an Alternative to Selling”. The canoeing is probably the least _ cut River of central Massachusetts. 
Dan Sheehan extolls the virtues of his in s the 150 . Tod 

“Rob Roy”; Tom Shaw recalls finding his nae d anise pee. (Cats Oey 

“Perfect Boat”; E.A. Tucker shares memories LL SK 

of “Harry’s Dory”; and Phil Bolger & Friends 
bring us “Martha Jane Revised”. On the Cover... 

Larry Ruttman brings us his “Interview 
with Leon Pezzack of Mousehole, Cornwall, Dockside scene at the Springfield Canoe & Yacht Club’s original clubhouse on the Con- 

England”; Ward Knockemus discusses “Why necticut River at Springfield, Massachusetts on a sunny summer day in 1912. The club was 

Metals Corrode”; and Brook Elgie explains already 62 years old at that time, and in this issue we present their story on their 150th anniver- 

why we need “Cabin Heat”. sary. 
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2000 BOAT BUILDING 
SCHOOL SCHEDULE 

RESTORATION 
FEBRUARY 4" - 6™, 2000 or OCTOBER 20" - 22”, 2000 or 

FEBRUARY 2%? -4™, 2001 
Fundamentals of boat restoration: surveying your wooden boat, plank 
replacement, joinery, laminated and steam bent rib/frame replacement 
plus condensed basic refinishing. Mike Mahoney, Instructor. Fee: $150 

BUILDING A ST. LAWRENCE LADIES SKIFF - PART I 
APRIL 8" - 15™, 2000 

In one week’s time, construct a St. Lawrence Ladies Skiff to the half- 
way point in the traditional construction process. Work with a fourth 
generation boat builder to complete the planking and ribbing to form 
the hull shape. Some trim work may be completed. The skiff will be 
finished in September’s Part II class. Dan Sutherland, Instructor. Fee: 
$450 

TAKING THE LINES OFF RUSHTON’S “NESSMUK” 
MAY 20" - 215", 2000 

A two-day class where students will determine the basic hull shape of a 
lightweight small craft and render it in a full scale drawing. Everett 
Smith, Instructor. Fee: $100 

CANVAS CANOE RESTORATION / JUNE 3®°, 2000 
Demonstration in the preparation of canvas and filling a wood canvas 
canoe and other basics in canvas work, with hands-on opportunities. 
John McGreivey, Instructor. Fee: $100 

REFINISHING / JUNE 10" - 117", 2000 
Learn the basics of traditional wooden boat refinishing: finish removal, 
surface preparation, staining, application of sealers and varnish, paint- 
ing systems, seam compounds and post restoration care. Mike Mahoney, 
Instructor. Fee: $100 

CANING / JULY 22%”, 2000 
A one-day total hands-on class that explores the basics of caning. The 
student will receive a sample seat to begin the craft of caning. The 
various types of caning and modern materials will be covered. Patty 
Thompson, Instructor. Fee: $75 

PADDLE-MAKING / AUGUST 26", 2000 
A day course of hands-on paddle-making exploring the basics. At the 
end of the class you take home a paddle! Class participants will have 
an opportunity to try various paddles in water at the Museum’s new 
livery. Patrick Smith, Instructor. Fee: $75 

BUILDING A ST. LAWRENCE LADIES SKIFF - PART II 
SEPTEMBER 23®° - 30", 2000 

Following Part I, the Ladies Skiff construction will continue in a total 
hands-on approach with fitting out the decks and rails and installing 
floorboards and seats. Completing the finish work to the point where 
the skiff can be launched at week’s end. The boat will be added to the 
Museum’s livery. Dan Sutherland, Instructor. Fee: $450 

————————————$—$___ <_< _ _ —___———————— ee ee Ee es ee es ee et Ss 

The Boat Building School is housed in the Museum’s Boat Building and Restoration Shop and the Edward John Noble Historic Stone Building. 
Combined, the two facilities offer more than 5,000 square feet of space and all the necessary equipment for the classes. 

It is not required, but students may wish to bring their own hand tools, such as planes, chisels, flat-head screw driver, tape measure, wood rasp, 

Classes start at 9:00 AM. 
Museum members are eligible for a 10% discount on boat building/ restoration class tuition. 

For more information, write or call: 
THE ANTIQUE BOAT MUSEUM 

750 Mary Street, Clayton, New York 13624 
Tel (315) 686-4104 — Fax (315) 686-2775 www.abm. org 

THE BOAT BUILDING SCHOOL STAFF 
DAN SUTHERLAND 

Dan is a fourth generation boat builder and Antique Boat Show judge. 
He owns and operates Sutherland Boat & Coach Inc. in Hammondsport, 
New York. 

PATRICK SMITH 
Pat owns and operates the West Hollow Boat Company in Naples, New 
York. Pat is a fan of non-powered boats and is an active participant in 
the Museum’s Festival of Oar, Paddle and Sail. 

JOHN McGREIVEY 
John owns and operates the McGreivey Canoe Shop in Cato, New York. 
John has been in the canvas business for over 25 years. He is an autho- 
rized canvas repairer for Old Town Canoe. 

MIKE MAHONEY 
Mike has been involved with the Museum since the mid-eighties. He 
manages Wooden Boat Specialties in the 1000 Islands. 

EVERETT SMITH 
Everett owns and operates the Everett Boat Works in Canton, New York. 
He has been involved with the Museum for over ten years and at one 
time served as Curator of the Antique Boat Museum. 

PATTY THOMPSON 
Patty will graduate from Environmental Science and Forestry School 
at Syracuse University in May, 2000. She started working at SutherJand’s 
Boat and Coach last year. Patty recently restored a 1927 Todd Trout 
Boat for her Dad. 



You write to-us about... 

Activities & Events... 

Connecticut Riverfest 
Hulbert Outdoor Center’s Canoe & Tra- 

ditional Small Craft Day this year will become 
part of the Connecticut Riverfest to be held 
on June 3 at the Wilder Dam Picnic Area on 
the Connecticut River in Wilder, Vermont near 
White River Junction. An area for our tradi- 
tional small craft and displays will be set aside 
for us. Interested persons are invited to join 
us, set up a display, show off a boat, have a 
good time. For details contact us. 

Deb Williams, Hulbert Outdoor Center, 
2968 Lake Morey Rd., Fairlee, VT 05045- 

9400, (802) 333-3405 

More at Zoar Outdoor 
As we enter our 11th season of operation 

at Zoar Outdoor in Charlemont, Massachusetts 
on the Deerfield River, our 2000 schedule of 
events features some new programs: 

Family Fun and Group Activities which 
include our float raft trips, sit-on-top kayaking, 
parent-child paddling, and kids’ kayak crazes. 

Fathers Day (June 18th) special on Zoar 
Gap raft trips on which fathers raft free when 
accompanied by two family members at full 
price. 

Intro to Playboating clinics for paddlers 
who feel comfortable on class [II whitewater, 
who want to get into surfing holes and squirt- 
ing eddy lines. 
Back by popular demand are our Float Raft 
Trips and Sit-On-Top kayak rentals on the 
lower section of the Deerfield River. These 
half-day trips are designed for people with 
young children or for those who want a . 
low-intensity trip. The scenic nature of this 
section allows guests to enjoy the beauty of 
the river valley from a kayak or a raft. 

Our Sit-On-Top kayak rental program has 
a total of 24 Perception Torrent kayaks, stable, 
easy to control and requiring minimal instruc- 
tion. They’re fun for experienced paddlers and 
ideal for novices who aren’t ready to get into 
a decked kayak. 

Zoar Outdoor was the first rafting com- 
pany and outdoor center based on the Deerfield 
River in western Massachusetts. Our core raft- 
ing and instruction programs have grown to 
include locations across New England and 
now offer adventures for everybody from chil- 

Glen-L marine designs 
PO Box 1804/AMO 

9152 Rosencrans Ave. 
Bellflower, CA 90707-1804 

562-630-6258 fax 562-630-6280 

GLEN 
16’ or 17’ “Stripper” 

Plans & Patterns $33 

page Design Book--more 
photos & info; over 240 
desig s, ONLY $9.95, 
“How to Epoxy Manual: 
$2. Complete catalog on- 
line www.Glen-L.com or 
phone 562-630-6258 to 
order. MC/Visa/Disc/ 
Amex 

QUALITY SERVICE 
SINCE 1953 

www.Glen-L.com 

dren to seniors and for skill levels from 
first-timer to expert. 
Please feel free to contact me for further de- 
tails. We have recently redesigned our website 
with lots of new features and news at 
Www.zoaroutdoor.com. 

Karen Blom, Zoar Outdoor, P.O. Box 

245, Charlemont, MA 01339, (413) 339-4010, 
fax: (413) 337-8436, <info@zoaroutdoor. 
com> 

Information of Interest... 

Philadelphia Wooden Boat Factory Online 
Fundraising Campaigns 

Through GivingCapital, a recently 
launched company which provides nonprofits 
the opportunity to accept online donations 
from credit cards, Philadelphia Wooden Boat 
Factory has established two online campaigns 
to benefit our work with local at-risk youth on 
our website at www.libertynet.org/pwbf: A 
Marine Summer Camp Sponsorship Campaign 
ran April 24 through June 1; and a Marine 
Education Initiative Program Campaign is 
ongoing since April 24 through March 1, 2001 

Donatins will help support Philadelphia 
Wooden Boat Factory’s efforts to offer a Ma- 
rine Summer Camp for at-risk youth. Individu- 
als can sponsor a child by visiting 
www.libertynet.org/pwbf and donating to the 
Marine Summer Camp Sponsorship Cam- 
paign. 

Philadelphia Wooden Boat Factory offers 
local youth various marine related projects 
including the building of a 15’ wooden canoe. 
Used as an interactive method of teaching a 
large array of academic and life skills, these 
projects incorporate a focused curriculum of 
math, history, environmental education, sci- 
ence and geography, while also helping chil- 
dren develop the essential skills of communi- 
cation, cooperation, tool use, computer literacy 
and self-confidence. 

Philadelphia Wooden Boat Factory was 
founded in 1996 by Philadelphia residents 
Chad Brenner and Geoff McKonly. For infor- 
mation call (215) 755-2400. 

Philadelphia Wooden Boat Factory, 2045 
West Moyamensing Ave., Philadelphia, PA 
19145 

Erie Canal Guide Postscript 
Since I first wrote my small boat guide 

to New York state’s Erie Canal, which you 
were kind enough to publish, I have returned 
several times and rowed for the second time 
almost all of the recommended small boat 
routes. Here are some additional reactions and 
notes: 

The canal holds up as one of the most 
underrated small boat waterways in the U.S. 
After 650 or so miles of rowing and camping 
along it I am still hooked. 

The central rivers route and Mohawk 
River route remain the two big trips. A week 
is about right for the central rivers route. The 
owner of the Village Marina on Seneca Lake 
provided me a shuttle back from Oswego for 
a reasonable fee. 

For the Mohawk a week is not enough. 
For comfort allow nine days. Begin at the Riv- 
erside Marina south of Rome and take out at 
Lock #C-1 on the Champlain Canal. Amtrak 
can get you back to Rome. 

The Champlain Canal did not hold up so 
well in its entirety. I found the line canal above 
Hudson Falls less interesting this time. I also 
did 25 miles of lower Lake Champlain, and 
because of its monotony, lack of features and 
poor logistics, think it worth omitting. 

I would redo the Champlain Canal by 
launching at Hudson Falls, entering the main 
Erie Canal by ascending the famous “Flight 
of Five” locks and taking out at Erie Lock #7. 
Four to five days should be sufficient. Amtrak 
runs back up to Hudson Falis from the Albany 
area. 

The western line canal from N. 
Tonawanda to central New York lends itself 
to a couple or group with more than one car 
for daytripping from one historic town to the 
next, staying in motels and eating out. Scout 
out your towns first, not all are equally invit- 
ing. 

Small boats are not always welcome. 
Example 1: The village of Seneca Falls sin- 
gularly refused me permission to camp. I will 
not return. Example 2: I could no longer camp 
at Lock #23 on the Oneida River, the Canal’s 
loveliest campground, because the small 
wooden dock had been removed for repairs 
two years ago. 

One important caveat for the summer- 
time. I am told that sections of the canal be- 
come invaded by dangerous and obnoxious 
boating types, especially on weekends. All the 
more reason to go in spring or fall. 

Finally, readers may wonder how I man- 
aged the logistics of 650 miles of canal explo- 
ration 2,800 miles from my home in Seattle. 
It was all due to the hospitality of my brother, 
William Hornung and his wife Libby. They 
provided me a home away from home in Red 
Creek, central New York. 

Regretfully my brother may not live to 
read all of this guide in which he was so help- 
ful. I therefore dedicate it to his memory. 

Jack Hornung, Seattle, WA. 

Help Save Old Boats 
Okay, so we saved a bunch of boats last 

year and now we must save more this year 
before they end up in the dump. My spring 
2000 issue of Boneyard Boats is just out with 
47 boats listed but we need more. Please let 
me know if you know of any or have one your- 
self. We are the only newsletter listing aban- 
doned, forgotten boats valued under $5,000. 

We publish three times a year, spring, 
summer and fall. You can subscribe for $12 
for three issues and help us to carry on this 
boatsaving effort. 

Ginger Martus, Boneyard Boats, P.O. 
Box 2065, Vincentown, NJ 08088 



Opinions... 

Ugly 
I think a triangular sail cut by a straight 

sprit on the off tack is ugly. If you agree I sug- 
gest: 

On a convenient wooden base, probably 
not the living room floor, lay down a 12 inch 
strip of plastic, kitchen film, super market plas- 
tic bags, whatever, and drive two nails near 
one edge separated by the length of the fin- 
ished sprit plus about 6”. Leave the nails proud 
1 

From a 3/4” plank saw out 3/16” battens/ 
strips longer than the distance between the 
nails. Spring one batten between the nails to a 
curve equal to the draft of your sail (6” ?). 
Drive a nail at the peak of the curve to hold 
the shape . By eye fair out the curve and add 
more nails as needed . 

Now butter another batten with epoxy 
and clamp it to the first. Next day add one or 
two more battens. Keep adding strips/battens 
until you think it is stiff enough (probably 
about 6 or 7 for a small boat). 

After the last layer is set pull the 
nails and cut and finish the ends as you would 
for a straight sprit . Sand and paint to suit . 

About two thirds of the way up your mast 
fasten a light (1/8”) line. Mount the sprit as 
you would a straight sprit, then hold the sprit 
horizontal and half hitch the light line to the 
sprit about one third of its length back from 
the snotter end. That’s it 

Yes I know, Phil Bolger says, and I agree, 
a straight sprit is cheaper and probably does 
not adversely affect the sail much on the off 
tack, but we are talking “pretty” here. Your 
choice. 

Chuck Wilson, Baywood Park, CA 

This Magazine... 

Appreciation & Also Sorrow 
I have really enjoyed Richard Carsen’s 

comments in his “Dreamboats” articles. he has 
answered a lot of questions and quite a few “I 
wonder ifs...” 

Sorry to read about the passing of Bill 
Foden and Bill Atkin, many people you get to 
know through the printed word becomes 
friends, even though you never meet them in 
person. 

L.W. Johnson, Brighton, MI 

Classified Ad Response 
Regards my recent classified ad offering 

my 22’ Drascombe for sale, the response was 
great, over 15 calls from mid-Atlantic to mid- 
west. I got my price. Maybe someone should 
be selling these boats. 

Rudy Carlson, Sandwich, NH 

Try My Art 
Can you run my artist classified ad some 

more? I haven’t had much mail lately, and not 
a single recent order. Too bad there weren’t 
more takers. I don’t think your readers really 
know what kind of art lam capable of turning 
out. The few who took a chance were sur- 
prised. I shipped the paintings at no risk; they 
all had their paintings before they ever had to 
pay anything. Even kayaks paddling a river 
look good in watercolor with the right back- 
ground scenery. 

What about a cover shot for your mag? I 
did several takes on the skipjacks on the 
Chesapeake, the last remaining commercial 
sail vessels still used in the fishing industry. 
Stanley Norman is probably the best known, 
retired from active oyster dredging and used 
to take out people and educate them on the 
history and operation of the skipjacks. The 
enclosed drawing is one that could be trans- 
ferred into a pure ink work. 
This art thing gets like an old diesel sometimes, 
hard to turn over but once she’s runnin’, hey 
ain’t life sweet! 

Driftwood Dan, 220 W. Palomino Dr., 
Tempe, AZ 85282 

Poets’ Corner... 

The Rockfinder 

God gives us each some skills of note; 
Some talent, quite unique 
On which we brag or sometimes dote 
Our pride we’re won't to speak. 

But I’ve a friend whose gift may be 
Like none on earth this day. 
His a capability, 
This art, he won’t display. 

My friend’s a sailor of great skill. 
He knows the wind and wave. 
In lightest air, his kites, he’ ll fill. 
In storms, he’s really brave. 

But when he’s piloting, in tight, 
His talent stands alone. 

For as the stars come out at night, 
He’s sure to find a stone. 

Like lovers to their sure embrace; 
Like magnets to the steel; 

He knows somehow he’ll have to face 
A dent upon his keel. 

The harbor could be made of sand. 
A channel to the dock, 
And yet he’s come to understand 
Somewhere, there’ll be a rock. 

“Tl give it up,” he said to me 
“Offshore, adventure knocks 
No stones out there, and I’Il be free 

Of those accursed rocks.” 

So off he stood toward rising sun 
The salt filled spray he’d feel 
And free he was as day begun 
With fathoms ‘neath his keel. 

The flying fish that often fell 
Upon the deck at night 
Maintained a sense of feeling well 
Instead of grounding’s fright. 

wy F ia Lai, 

And thus he made his easting well 
And loved the open sea. 
And felt a comfort in the swell 
And knew he could feel free. 

He found that he could lay below. 
Self steering was his slave, 
And to Nirvana he would go 
He barely felt a wave. 

He holystoned the decks and more. 
He painted spars and cleats 
There’s not too difficult a chore 
The work, his skill defeats. 

His reading he completed fast. 
He read the oldest sailors. 
He read of storms present and past, 
And of some famous bailers. 

And then one day a sail appeared 
But he was down below. 
No bearings changed; no courses veered 
And thus the fates bestow. 

He saw a bow destroy his bunk; 
The sea begin to flow. 
He streaked toward light, lest he be sunk 
And henceforth be below. 

And then he deftly climbed aboard 
And said, “Sir, | don’t mean to sulk 
But that’s my boat you’ ve deathly gored.” 
As they floated o’er his hulk. 

The owner, boat without a dent, 
Said “She sure took a sock, 
But I know she’s made of ferrocement 
She’s built just like a rock.” 

Stephen N. Bobo, 1995 



They did it. The Amistad recreation was 
launched without a hitch on March 25, 2000. 
She had been rolled out of her construction 
shed in the duPont shipbuilding area a few 
days earlier. When we got there, she was sit- 
ting in the lift dock on her trailer. A little after 
12:30pm, the symbolic chains holding her to 
the land were cut, her bell was tolled 53 times 
to honor the 53 who fought against being en- 
slaved and she was slowly lowered into the 
Mystic River before 10,000 attendees. I must 
admit that I was somewhat disappointed that 
the launching was not down ways, ending in 
a splash. Even so the lowering was impres- 
sive and stately. 

It was reported that, due to her 
pre-launch moistening, she made only a 
couple of cupsful of water. The lower masts 
were out in the spar shed, ready to be dropped 
into place. When my kid went over to inspect 
them, it was clear that their diameter was al- 
most as great as his height. He was awed. The 
booms, gaffs, topmasts and yards were lying 
in the building shed waiting to be shaped on 
the spar lathe. This part of the exhibit was 
almost as impressive to anyone who knows 
boatbuilding as her backbone had been when 
the keel and first three frames were set up. 

As with many current vessels, such as 
Clearwater, Amistad is not a replica of the 
original. As she is to be certified to carry 49 
passengers as well as 12 crew, she has to meet 
Coast Guard standards of design and construc- 
tion. Although the Coast Guard was coopera- 
tive in her progress, she was frequently in- 
spected as she went together. Once she is com- 
pleted, there should be little trouble with the 
certification. 

The attendees were almost as interest- 

2 Hour Cruises * (20 

Cruise the Coast of Maine 
151’ 4-masted Margaret Todd 

288-4585 

Built in 1911 
Boothbay Harbor 
2 Hour Cruises 
(207)633-1109 

Amistad Launched 
at Mystic Seaport 

By Eric Russell 

ing as the Seaport. In the 40 plus years I have 
been coming here, I have never seen so many 
people. About half the crowd was non-white, 
church groups and others chartered buses. Pete 
Seeger and the Beacon United Church of 
Christ reached out to several of the local com- 
munities. They had to turn people away as their 
charter was oversubscribed. The United 
Church of Christ was one of the major spon- 
sors of the vessel and was also a major sup- 
porter of the legal effort which gained acquit- 
tal for the 53 involuntary passengers. Other 
attendees included Fung Lim, who is building 
the new yawlboat for Clearwater in Queens. 
His site will soon become the East River 
ApprenticeShop. Four Rockport 
ApprenticeShop grads who had worked on 
Amistad’s construction greeted Lance Lee. 

In addition to the vessels belonging to 
Mystic Seaport, Mystic Whaler, Argia and the 
frigate Rose were in attendance. When the 
launch was complete, Rose fired a salute, fol- 
lowed by guns from Mystic Whaler. When the 
event was completed, the vessels dispersed, 
with Rose tying up at the Chubb pier, near the 
Morgan. As anyone who has visited Mystic 
knows, there is a sharp turn in the channel of 
the Mystic River at Lighthouse Point. Rather 
than chance running aground, Rose came to a 
stop opposite the Brilliant landing and allowed 
push boats to position her for the final leg to 
the pierhead. 

My 8-1/2 year old son did not want to 
come to the launch. Once he got there, Mystic 

Seaport and the event it- 
self grabbed him. In ad- 
dition to the exhibits re- 

lated to Amistad and its history the regular dis- 
plays and demonstrations really got his atten- 
tion. Watching him climbing through the 
Charles W. Morgan brought back memories 
of my first visit to the Seaport when I was 
about his age. When we left, he said he wanted 
to come back as soon as he could. 

He especially enjoyed the blacksmithing 
shop and was thrilled that Rick Spencer, the 
woodcarver, taught him to carve a feather. At 
the small boat livery, he was able to relate the 
maintenance he saw to what we do on our 
boats at Floating the Apple. Static exhibits held 
as much of his attention as the demonstrations. 

One of the issues Amistad raises is that 
there were very few African-American ship- 
wrights around to work on the project. One of 
them, Wayne Bartow, came up to Mystic from 
Beacon, New York every weekend to help. 
There is the very real problem that, initially, 
there may not be enough minority people will- 
ing to get involved in the project when Amistad 
moves to her home port of New Haven. 

At least in the northeast, non-whites are 
severely under-represented in American boat- 
ing. In New York City, efforts are being made 
to reach out through schools and community 
organizations. The expectation for all kids 
should be that access to the water is for all of 
us, not just a privileged few. 

In Operation Sail, ‘76, the schooner West- 

ern Union was chartered and temporarily re- 
named Amistad. This time in her own right, 
Amistad is expected to participate in OPSAIL 
2000 from July 3-9 in New York and from July 
11-14 in New London. If you can make it to 
New Haven between July 15 and 24, she is 
expected to arrive in her home port for the first 
time. A large celebration is anticipated. 

Next time a vessel is launched and you 
hear about it, be there. It is a genuinely com- 
munal activity and relatively rare. 

LOSE 40 LBS TODAY!!! 
No more 58+1b canoes for you! Take one, 10.5’ long, 18Ib. 
Compass Streamer canoe anywhere you want; beaver 
ponds, trout streams, bird sanctuaries, salt marshes, or your 
neighbor’s swimming pool. Lighter than your bicycle, 
tougher (Kevlar composite) than the junk yard dog, as com- 
fortable as your law chair, and as graceful as a swan, the 
Compass Streamer also turns heads on the water like a float- 
ing Ferrari. $995.00 complete with seat and double-bladed 

Bar Harbor paddle. In stock today. 
4 Hour 

oh eae yee Ping Compass Canoe Company 
9: eg ie  (207)288-4585 2 Mullin Hill Road 

Little Compton, RI 02837 

Toll Free: 888 642 9929 

E-Mail: seashore @meganet.net 
Joel Flather, owner 

And coming soon to Greenport, Long Island, NY 
The 105’ 2-masted schooner Malabar 
We also like “Messing About in Boats” 

P.O. Box 28, Cherryfield, ME 04622 * (207) 546-2927 
Visit us at http://www.downeastwindjammer.com/ 



Book Review- 

The Architect's Apprentice 
The Story of the Design and 

Construction of a Wooden Sailboat 
By Gary M. Schwarzman 

Sheridan House Inc. 145 Palisade 
Street Dobbs fae Ny CLOUD 22, 

Hard Cover $23.95 
Reviewed by John Hawkinson 

The reincarnation of an old love, in this 
case a venerable boat, is a labor of anxieties, 
expectations, sleepless nights and hidden costs. 
Gary Schwarzman, a seasoned ocean voyager, 
faced the need to replace his staunch 50 year 
old Bantry Bay when heavy weather in the 
South Atlantic strained her seams. His book, 
The Architect's Apprentice, traces the gesta- 
tion of the new 42’ cutter, Anasazi from 
thought to action. This book is the inside out 
of Bill Atkins’ Of Yachts and Men, where the 
author described the boatowner as seen by the 
designer and builder. 

The Schwartzmans are a family team, 
with Beth a strong influence on the ecology 
of the ship. The two daughters grew up with 
the old boat and are at college graduate school 
level by the time the new boat is launched. 
The Anasazi was modeled after their needs and 
desires with a strong dose of the basic offshore 
aesthetics of the owner. Had he not known 
what he wanted in a cruising boat, it might 
have been different. 

Design of a sailboat requires an infinite 
series of compromises relating the size, shape 
and dreams of the prospective owner to his 
pocketbook. A skilled designer must bring to 
the lofting table the necessary specifications 
and drawings for the builder to translate into a 
composite whole that suits the owner. In by- 
gone years the classified pages of The Rudder 
and Yachting magazines were shingled with 
small but respectable listings of yacht design- 
ers. Today’s designers are rarely found by ad- 
vertisement. Schwarzman first summarized his 
needs for the new boat, then had to look for a 
designer and builder. He found winners in 
Chuck Paine and Damian McLaughlin. 

Custom boat building provides consid- 
erable thinking, rethinking, designing, rede- 
signing and sometimes tearing something done 
apart and rebuilding it. There were a few lumps 
in the road, but a good designer and a skillful 
builder surmounted the difficulties. The hull 
was strip planked with fir, with three diagonal 
layers of fir veneer, an outer quarter-inch ma- 
hogany planking, and then glassed. She should 
be “some strong”. The photographs bear wit- 
ness to first class construction and pleasing 

details. 
The appendix details the author’s expe- 

rience with the components. He clearly states 
his reasons for each choice, and indicates 
where controversy arose between the designer, 
the builder and himself. It will be interesting 
to see what modifications to Anasazi occur 
over the next ten years. 

What is the ultimate advantage of hav- 
ing a yacht built just to your own specifica- 
tions? Why chose to build a one-off wooden 

sailboat whose performance will be less pre- 
dictable in this age of clones? In an epilogue 
the author compares the Anasazi with a stock 
cruising boat of similar size and cost. Gary 
Schwartzman had a list of criteria that bear 
scrutiny by anyone thinking of a boat: Beauty, 
strength, seaworthiness, comfort, ability un- 
der sail and cost. One glimpse of his new yacht 
under sail as shown on the back of the dust 
jacket is enough for me. She is gorgeous, and 
there is no hint of look-alike about her. 

What’s Right for Bright? 
By Gary Schwarzman 

With gratitude to Robb White for his 
report on the durability of two-part polyure- 
thane varnish, I'd like to add some info of 
my own and pose a couple of questions as 
well. 

A few years ago I painted a dozen or so 
combinations of varnish and sealer on some 
wood samples and took them to Anasazi Test- 
ing Laboratories, which is the south-facing 
shed roof on the back of my house, exposed 
to the sun and the salt wind off Vineyard 
Sound.. For a two-part polyurethane I used 
West 1000, which at the time was being pro- 
moted by the Gougeon folks as the ideal var- 
nish to apply over their West System epoxy 
(like much good science, this experiment 

contained a tragic flaw that could not be 
known at the time. Gougeon subsequently 
left the varnish business. and the product is 
no longer being sold. But their technical folks 
have assured me that it was all a marketing 
decision, and the varnish had excellent UV 
resistance). 

Just as Robb found with his samples 
from the more market-savvy Italians, the 
two-part stuff outlasted everything else by a 
wide margin. Unlike Robb’s results, but just 
like it said on the can, my tests also demon- 
strated that thinned West 1000 was its own 
best primer, although the epoxy was almost 
as effective and has other obvious advantages 
in boatbuilding. So we went ahead and var- 
nished everything on Anasazi with the mix- 
ture which, like all of the two-part polyure- 
thanes, brushes badly, wastes what you don’t 

use, smells like it must be taking years off 
your life, and costs more than a good bottle 
of single-malt. But, we thought, we’re buy- 
ing the highest durability there is. 

Well, the stuff was durable all right. 
Dragging chain over the varnished rail cap 
hardly scratched it. And it stood up to sun- 
light quite well, remaining clear and hard. 
But that sunlight went right through the 
clear hard varnish to the Douglas fir un- 
derneath, turning the wood’s reddish glow 
to a bleached-out yellow. It seemed that the 
varnish was protecting itself from UV dam- 
age at the expense of the wood. 

We all know that sunlight consists of 
photons, which are very small, but there 
are lots of ‘em. The UV protection in var- 
nish is supposed to capture those photons 
so that they don’t go through, yet in a way 
that doesn’t damage the varnish itself, at 
least not until all of its UV protection stuff 
is used up. At least that’s what I thought. 
Does anyone out there understand this pro- 
cess well enough to explain these results? 
Robb, did you find the wood being 
bleached under your varnish? 

As for Anasazi, we’ ve switched to the 
older-fashioned single-part polyurethane, 
Z-Spar Flagship to be specific. I can report 
that it lasts quite well, brushes like real 
varnish, and smells better than the two-part 
products of my experience. I also can re- 
port that the two-part is damned hard stuff 
to get off. 
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Part I: The Preparation 
Do*Me’s trip to the Catboat Association 

1975 Annual Meeting at Mystic Seaport did 
not start on January 11, 1975, as her log indi- 
cates, but rather in September, 1973. Nobody 
had ever shown up before at an annual meet- 
ing in a catboat, perhaps because our meet- 
ings have always been in January. So, since 
someone had to be the first, I thought to my- 
self, “Why not give it a try?” 

To make arun like this in midwinter, one 

must have a first rate boat in tip-top condi- 
tion, adequately supplied with at least two of 
everything normally carried onboard. One 
must be ready and able to meet and deal with 
any emergency that might arise, because at that 
time of year you are mostly on your own. Hay- 
ing determined to attempt this trip, I put all 
my thoughts on Do*Me’s needs in order to 
arrive at a plan of what to do. We start by hay- 
ing one hell of a good sail down to Cape May 
and back, for this will be the last sail for quite 
a while. From now on, I have a lot of work 
ahead of me. 

Do*Me was hauled just after Labor Day, 
1973 and surveyed. Now, don’t get me wrong, 
Do*Me is in very good shape at the time with 
no complaints, but I must go over her to pre- 
pare her for the worst that might befall us. The 
first thing was to yank out Mr. Palmer, al- 
though he is only eight years old. To avoid 
any possible trouble, I sent the engine to the 
International Harvester dealer in Freehold to 
be completely rebuilt (the Palmer P-60 ma- 
rine engine has an International Harvester 
block, and all parts are interchangeable with 
the International Cub tractor engine). I ex- 
plained to them that there is nothing wrong 
with the engine, but for my planned trip, I 
wished to have everything working as well as 
possible. 

Luck is with us, as the mechanic who is 

assigned to do my engine has been with the 
tractor division for 25 years, and for 18 years 
has only worked on the International Cub trac- 
tor engine. By just using the P-60 block and 
“much wampum”, we get back an engine as 
good as new with a new alternator, starter, 

carburetor, and distributor. The engine came 
back in March of 1974, but was not installed 
in Do*Me until September of 1974. Altogether, 

it was out almost one year. 
Now, back to the hull. It was completed 

stripped of all paint, caulking and cotton, ev- 
ery seam routed to get clean bare wood on the 
plank edges. Next, all planking was completely 
refastened using 2,000 2-1/2” #12 silicon 
bronze screws. Rub rails and toe rails were 
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Do*Me Sails 

200 Miles - Part I 
To The January 1975 Annual 
Catboat Association Meeting 

By Robert L. Reddington 

taken off and 8’ sections of the port and star- 
board side decks were removed. When the hull 
was stripped, the top planks were found to be 
a little punky in a couple of spots. After they 
were removed, a few frame heads were found 
to be soft. Each soft frame was cut back about 
4” to 9” and sistered. 

Then new planking and decking were 
installed, decks were glassed over, and toe and 
rub rails re-installed. All the hull seams were 
caulked with new cotton caulking and primed 
with Boat-Life primer. Then it took 30 tubes 
of Boat-Life to fill them. The garboard planks 
on both sides were stripped and set in bedding 
compound. New stopwaters were installed 
along the shaft log, and bronze steps were se- 
cured to rudder. Extra large scuppers were in- 
stalled to take care of large amounts of water. 

Mind you, all of this work is time con- 
suming, and working alone, sometimes you 
think you will never come to the end. Laying 
out in the cold and wet makes you think, “Is it 
all worth it, or am I just plain CRAZY?” 

Finally, the exterior of the hull looks real 
good, and on goes a coat of primer. Now, on 
to other projects. Oh! Oh! We forgot to install 
all new thru holes and recondition the prop. 
Back on. 

In going over Do*Me from stem to stern, 
many things still to be done were found, but 
since I wanted her in the best condition pos- 
sible, they were done. This is what there were: 

Some new floor frames; new king 

plank; new floorboards; larger hatches in cock- 
pit; extra battery boxes; more shelves; more 
storage space made available; centerboard 

trunk gone over; bilges cleaned out about three 
times; limber holes really cleaned out; extra 
tiller made for Edson steering; auxiliary steer- 
ing set up; all new half-inch Dacron running 
rigging; all stitching on sail re-stitched. 

Then came her gear. There is nothing 
that was not either rebuilt or replaced with new. 
Just to give you an idea: 

Edson steering taken out and gone 
over; bronze plate the quadrant rides on re- 
placed; all blocks disassembled and soaked in 
linseed oil; all block bearings and axle pins 
replaced; Battery switches replaced; new gas- 
kets and plungers in bilge pumps (Do*Me has 
three, but only one is used). 

Some of this refitting resulted from my 
own ideas, some things I copied from others, 
and some tips came out of our own CBA bul- 
letins. 

Let’s start at the top of the mast. I rigged 
a collar with two eyes where I have a perma- 
nent three-part tackle secured. Have you ever 
tried to do anything with the rigging when you 
just cannot get to the top? I now have a boson’s 
chair that takes me to the roof. 

Also, on the mast, I have a spotlight that 
shines down into the cockpit. With the main 
hatch up, the spotlight shines directly on Mr. 
Palmer. To do this, I routed 1/4” x 1/2” the 
length of the mast and embedded #14 wire. I 
also did the same for the masthead light and 
radio antenna, since I have a 100 watt radio 
on board. 

A glut was installed. This is nothing more 
than a 2” x 3” from the bottom of the king 
plank to the mast step secured to the mast af- 
ter it is stepped to prevent the mast from jump- 
ing out of her step in a pounding sea. This I 
copied from our own Oscar Pease. 

From the other eye on the masthead, a 
halyard was rigged from which a small bal- 
loon type spinnaker could be flown. 

I once tried, but not to my own satisfac- 
tion, to rig a ring-tail driver, as suggested years 
ago by Bill Schofield in an early bulletin. The 
only real way to set this sail is to learn to walk 
on water or be towed 10’ astern in a dinghy. 

Next, we come to my icebreaker. This 
again is very simple. Have you ever seen what 
skim ice will do to a hull? It will damn near 
cut your boat in half at the water line unless 
you have an icebreaker. You take four 6’ pieces 
of 2” x 12” and join them all together with 
three old garage door hinges. This contraption 
is hung over the side with six lines. It should 
be about half in the water or about 5” below 
the water line. After it has been checked out, 
the pins should be taken out of the hinges and 
the hinges drilled out so the pins fit very 
loosely. This makes it easy to disassemble the 
rig for storing in the cockpit when not in use. 

Getting Do*Me ready the way that I 
wanted her proved to be quite a chore. I started 
loading gear on board sometime in Novem- 
ber of 1974. First, all inside ballast came out 
of the boat. Calculations showed that 1800- 
2100Ibs of gear and supplies would be put back 
on board. These were packed and unpacked a 
dozen times until things were finally stored 
the way I wanted them. To give a rough idea 
of how much gear was put aboard, in Febru- 
ary 1975 it took three trips with our station 
wagon to empty the excess gear off the boat. 
Here is a list of some of the main items. 

The ground tackle included: 100° of 
3/8 galvanized chain; two 200’ lengths of 3/ 
4” nylon; two Yachtsman anchors; one 85lbs 
and one 40lbs; one 25Ilb Danforth; one 131b 
Danforth; four 100’ lengths of 1/2” nylon. 

Also loaded were: Four 12-volt bat- 
teries (Mr. Palmer only needs one); three 101Ib 
bottles of propane for the stove and heater 
(stored on deck). 

The plastic water tank was taken out 
to make space for an extra 25 gallons of gaso- 
line. This brought the total to about 45 gal- 
lons of gas, which would give us about 50 
hours of running time in the event of any prob- 
lem. To replace the 15 gallons of water, my 
wife, Betty, saved the plastic gallon milk jugs 
for over a month. We took a total of 75 one- 
gallon milk containers (three quarters full to 
allow for freezing). These jugs, when empty, 
could all be tied together to provide quite a bit 
of flotation. 

The starboard cockpit seat was taken 
out, a stock of assorted lumber 14” high, 18” 
deep, and 8’ long was packed, and then the 
seat replaced. 

Also loaded were: One case of #10- 
weight oil; a three-gallon galvanized pail full 
of assorted brass pipe fitting, replacements for 
everything on board; two 12-quart wooden 
soda cases full of extra blocks, cleats, shack- 
les, thimbles, ring bolts and assorted hardware; 
and enough line of different sizes to replace 
every line on board twice, and then some, 
about 3,300’ total. 

So much for the preparation; Now, 
on to the log entries. 

(To Be Continued) 



The Springfield Yacht and Canoe Club Celebrates 150 Years! 

“The Springfield Canoe Club is one of the most thrivin 
35 to 100, while it has one of the handsomest, best arranged club houses and a fleet that is not e 
beginning to realize the delights of our convenient river, and it has become quite the fad to 

By Jim Munsie, Director, SYCC 

and take one’s best girl out paddling.” (Springfield Graphic, June 11, 1892) 

g of local institutions, having increased its membership in a couple of years from 
qualed in the country. The young people are 

join the Canoe Club, have one’s own private canoe, 

As the Connecticut River wanders along 
its 410-mile length it washes fertile farmland, 
cool uninhabited valleys and urban areas on 
its way to the sea. From the river’s early pris- 
tine days, through the industrial pollution era, 
to its recent rebirth as an American Heritage 
River, the Springfield Yacht and Canoe Club 
has been blessed with it visiting our two loca- 
tions; Springfield/Agawam, Massachusetts 
and Chester Connecticut. The river’s rebirth 
is recreating the recreational uses so common 
a hundred and fifty years ago when the SYCC 
had its beginnings. 

The Springfield Yacht and Canoe Club 
began as the Springfield Canoe Association 
in 1850 in a boathouse on a raft rented from 
Mr. W. Spencer at the foot of Elm Street. in 
Springfield, Massachusetts adjacent to the 
landing of the riverboat Sy/via. When these 
accommodations became too small, the Asso- 
ciation built their own 50’ x 20’ floating boat- 
house which they occupied until 1892. The 
canoe club then built, on land, a three story 
brick and wood building at a cost of $4,000. 
The canoe house had a brick first story capable 
of storing 80 canoes. The second story was 
used for receptions and had locker rooms, a 
workshop and baths plus space for the Stew- 
ard and his family to live. On the third level 
were observation rooms and deck. 

Membership was restricted to only men 
who owned canoes. In 1887 the club voted to 
admit 18 women as honorary members. Early 
members included the first Commodore, S. 
Bowles, Everett Barney the inventor of the 
metal-clasp ice skate, local canoe champion 
Emil Knapp and many other prominent citi- 
zens. The club also had a camp, Calla Shasta, 
a short distance downriver in a picnic grove 
on land owned by E.H. Smith, the founder and 
owner of Riverside Park. There were ten cot- 
tages on the land. A party at Calla Shasta was 
an event looked forward to and long remem- 
bered. Mr. Smith owned several large charter 
yachts on the Connecticut River; the Calla, 
the steamer Mascot and later the Sylvia. 

Before long sailboats and launches were 
moored in front of the clubhouse. As the num- 
ber of sailboats and launches increased, the 

owners wanted a club of their own. In 1884 
the yacht and canoe club merged under one 
Association and was incorporated with sepa- 
rate commodores. Later in 1929 the clubs of- 
ficially became one with the name Springfield 
Yacht and Canoe Club. In 1900 the canoe club 
was much larger than the yacht club. The ca- 
noe club furnished canoes, paddles, carpets 
and seat backs but most members owned their 
own canoes, 

Dues were $12/year with a $5 initiation 
fee. The club hired a Steward, who lived on 
the second floor with his family, and an assis- 
tant. By 1908 there were about fifty yachts 
anchored in front of the club. 

The canoe club had several planned trips 
each summer like Patriot’s Day up the 
Agawam (now Westfield) River with a por- 
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The steamboat “Maseot” arriving at the Springfield Canoe Club dock on dune 21, 1899. President McK intey 
iy standing alone an the upper deck. The old covered bridge can be seen in the background. (Photo ceur- 
tesy of the Connecticut Valley Historical Museum.) 

tage around the Mittneague dam. The July 4th 
trip was to the Hartford Canoe Club in Hart- 
ford, Connecticut, and on Labor Day the ca- 
noes were shipped to Greenfield, Massachu- 
setts and paddled back home with a portage 
around the Holyoke dam. Boat parades were 
a common sight on any given holiday. The club 
sponsored several clambakes on what is now 
the site of the Bondi’s Island waste treatment 
facility. 

Races were held on Saturday afternoons 
for the canoes and sailing yachts. Club mem- 
ber Clarence Euson was a national (canoe) 
champion as was Everett Barney and his son 
George. Emil Knapp, a founding member, was 
also a local canoe competitor with many tro- 
phies to his name in addition to being club 
treasurer. Very active in the club, Mr. Knapp 
was a major contributor towards the purchase 
of a war canoe for the club and donated a sil- 
ver punch bowl canoe trophy to the Associa- 
tion that was most likely purchased with the 
$40,000 he embezzled from the Chicopee 
National Bank where he was head book- 
keeper. 

Mr. Knapp’s accounting “errors” were 
discovered and he was subsequently arrested 
and convicted. As part of his restitution, he 
was required to turn over all his canoes, equip- 
ment, cottage at Calla Shasta and trophies to 
help defray some of the loss to the bank. Emil 
Knapp was also removed from membership 
in the Canoe Club but the club was allowed to 

keep the silver punch bowl. 
Other clubs to share the Springfield 

riverbank included the Atlanta Boat Club and 
Rickrimmon Boat and Canoe Club as well as 
local school rowing teams. These clubs faded 
from the scene but the Springfield Club re- 
mains today. 

During the mid to late the 1800s the club 
was a co-host for the Harvard-Yale rowing 
regatta in addition to local and other national 
rowing and boating events. Several trophies 
and other memorabilia can be seen at the club- 
house, the Springfield Historical Society and 
at the Indian Motocycle Museum. Mr. Hendee, 
the founder of Indian, was a powerboat racer 
and champion. 

When the city of Springfield dedicated 
the (original) Memorial Bridge, the club had 
decorated boats in attendance, sponsored out- 
board motor races and had an open house. At 
that time, when anything happened on the river 
the clubhouse, being so close to the center of 
the city, was always crowded. Spectators 
would line the banks from the clubhouse south 
to Longmeadow to watch races and parades. 

Following the First World War and for 
several years afterward the membership 
dropped dramatically due to the new popular- 
ity of the automobile as a leisure-time family 
activity. This was the major reason for the fi- 
nal consolidation of the clubs in 1929. ~ 

A humorous Springfield newspaper ar- 
ticle in February, 1931 recounts a banquet 
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The new clubhouse in 1940. 

honoring some of the founders and original 
members of the Canoe Club. Reminiscing 
about river trips, parties and events filled the 
evening’s conversation as, no doubt, cigar 
smoke filled the air. One incident recounted a 
member’s accidental dip in the water during a 
spring outing far downriver. While warming 
his clothes by a bonfire, most of his apparel 
burned with the exception of his undergar- 
ments. As the group returned to Springfield 
by rail, it was decided to crowd around this 
poor fellow and shield him from view as they 
exited the train. Once on the platform in 
Springfield, and amid the crowd of fellow pas- 
sengers, on a given signal the members dis- 

“George,” the SYCC assistant steward, 1907. 

persed leaving him in “an unprotected state 
for all and sundry to gaze upon” as the article 
reads. 

Mr. E.C. Taylor, chairman of the 1931 
reunion, called several old timers to the head 
table to reward them for their many years of 
service to the club. Among the awards were 
the Beau Brummel medal, the Paddle Breaker, 
and one for excellence as Club Scavenger will- 
ing to eat any and all leftovers. One promi- 
nent businessman was honored with the final 
reward for his excellent taste in girl friends 
and his dependability as a dating agency for 
fellow members. I’m happy to say that, as the 
years progressed, we have not lost that spirit, 
sense of humor and ability to not take our- 
selves too seriously. 

On the night of, January 16, 1935, an al- 
leged spark from a passing train burned the 
clubhouse.down. A decision was made to build 
a new clubhouse at a different site due to the 
close proximity to the railroad tracks, sewage 
disposal outlets and several industrial plants 
at the original Springfield location. Land was 
purchased in Agawam on River Road near the 
South End Bridge where the club now stands. 
Local builder Joseph Chapdelaine built the 
new clubhouse for about $7,000. 

Membership began to grow until WWII. 
The war put a damper on club activities and a 
Coast Guard Auxiliary Flotilla was formed at 
the clubhouse. Today the clubhouse is used 
not only for club functions but also by local 
groups for educational programs. Regularly 
the local police, fire, Power Squadron, Depart- 
ment of Environmental Protection, watershed 

groups and other civic organizations use our 
meeting room for seminars and classes in the 
public interest. 

With membership down to a mere 25 due ° 
to poor water conditions, a loss of water depth 
thanks to the deterioration of the Enfield dam 
and the imminent closing of the Windsor 
Locks (CT) canal, in 1964 the club leased land 
in Chester, CT and a second location was built 
for the larger boats. The purchase price of 

$30,000 was staggering so a lease-purchase 
agreement with the owner, Mr. Monty, was 
negotiated. Members could, until 1965, sail 
their boats from the clubhouse, downriver 
through the canal to the Sound. The canal was 
closed permanently and a last passage was 
made north to the clubhouse for winter stor- 
age. 

The Chester property had the bare essen- 
tials needed to develop a usable marina. But, 
thanks to the hard work and considerable tal- 
ent of a group of dedicated members, a Spring- 
field Yacht and Canoe Club marina now ex- 
ists on Chester creek with land that also faces 
the Connecticut River and has direct access to 
Long Island Sound. Currently there are 40+ 
larger powerboats in Chester. Improvements 
to the property over the years included new 
docks with water and electricity, a pavilion, 
shower facilities and beautiful landscaping. In 
2000 another dredging and widening of the 
basin was completed at a cost well into six- 
figures. This major project was viewed by the 
membership as yet another way to enhance the 
value of our properties. 

Being a member-owned club we all ben- 
efit from any improvements. Further, with the 
construction of our new private launching 
ramp in Chester, the basin now offers mem- 
bers with smaller, trailerable boats an oppor- 
tunity to use this terrific facility. In 1977 the 
property was paid off and a mortgage burning 
ceremony was held. The last paragraph of the 
ceremony’s speech, delivered by then Com- 
modore Neal Hamilton, sums it up well. “We 
can not celebrate this mortgage burning with- 
out thanking the many members who have 
given so unselfishly of their time and labors. 
This basin is what it is today because of its 
members who have every right to be proud of 
their accomplishments.” 

The Chester acquisition led to an even- 
tual increase in membership. Currently the 
club is limited to 150 members divided be- 
tween both locations. During the summer of 
1999 several members paddled canoes and 
kayaks from the Agawam clubhouse to Chester 
camping along the way showing the spirit of 
the old Canoe Club is still alive and well after 
150 years. On Tuesday evenings the sailboat 
racing tradition also continues. 

The Connecticut River’s water quality 
has increased dramatically over the past few 
years. Now people regularly swim in and wa- 
ter ski on the river. Weekends find people 
camping and spending the day on one of the 
small islands on our local stretch of the river. 
In 1999 the Connecticut River was named an 
American Heritage River. This designation 
paves the way for money to improve the river, 
its banks and begin recreational development 
with a lot less (governmental) red tape. Only 
ten rivers in America were given this honor. 

Bald eagles nest near its banks and feed 
on the fish. Several other species of birds and 
animals also call the Connecticut River home 
thanks to the dramatic increase in the quality 
of the water. And, the fishing is terrific! Stull, 
the breaches in the Enfield dam subject boat- 
ers to dangerously low water levels north of 
the dam through Springfield during certain 
parts of the year. If the dam were restored to 
its original height and provisions were made 
for migrating fish this problem would be elimi- 
nated and more people would be able to use 
the river safely. 

Membership in the SYCC is only $150 
per year. There are no employees and every 



member is expected to lend a hand at each of 
the two work parties in the spring and fall at 
both locations. Additionally, any construction 
work to be done around the marinas is usually 
performed by the members. As an example, 
we need to replace all the windows in the 
Agawam clubhouse. One of our members is a 
building material wholesaler. He gave us a 
price of $200 per window and another mem- 
ber suggested that, rather than take the money 
out of the treasury, we could allow members 
to each purchase a window for the club. The 
response was overwhelming and, at a recent 
meeting, all the windows sold out. 

The club participates in community 
events like the Lucky Duck Race and fishing 
tournaments to benefit area charities and of- 
fers its private launching ramp and docks to 
local police, fire and emergency services for 
rescue and training. Members come from all 
walks of life and varied professions. Boats 
range from kayaks to canoes, rowing shells, 
fishing boats, small outboard powered plea- 
sure boats and sailing craft up to 40’+ motor 
yachts. There is aCommodore, Jack Cavallon, 
and several officers plus a Board of Directors 
all elected each year by the membership to 
oversee the club’s operation and finances. 
Additionally, several committees take on tasks 
relating to the day-to-day operation, mainte- 
nance and activities. 

This is a working club... That’s why the 
membership costs and mooring/dock fees are 
so low in comparison to other yacht clubs and 
private marinas. This, along with people who 
love boating, the fellowship of other boating 
families and any excuse for having a party or 
event is what makes this club continue to be a 
success. We have several multi-generational 
member families consisting of parents, chil- 
dren and grand children. 

The 150th Celebration weekend will be- 
gin with a cocktail party at the Agawam club- 

The Yacht Club in 1998. 

house Saturday night June 3rd. Local digni- 
taries, public officials and invited guests will 
be treated to a catered reception (again as a 
working club one of our members, Chef Hubie 
Gottschllicht from the Student Prince restau- 
rant, will be providing his usual expertise in 
the kitchen). As the evening progresses a si- 
lent auction and river cruises will be offered. 
For some of the local officials this may be the 
first time they have seen their city from the 
river. Memorabilia and photographs will be 
on display throughout the evening. The 
next day will be an open house. Radio, TV 
and newspaper coverage leading up to the 
event will invite area residents to visit the yacht 
club. Many people who live in the surround- 

ing towns drive by our facility daily. On June 
4th we will invite them in to see what we are 
all about. Kid’s games, vendors, demonstra- 
tions of power and sail boats, kayaks, rowing 
shells and canoes plus fishing techniques from 
bass pros will be part of the day’s activities. 
Raffles will offer some great prizes. In addi- 
tion to our celebrating 150 years of continu- 
ous operation, the proceeds will benefit 
Baystate Medical Center and their local com- 
munity activities. As one of the oldest yacht 
‘clubs in the United States we have arich local 
history and we look forward to promoting safe 
family boating, water sports activities, envi- 
ronmental conservation and community in- 
volvement long into the future. 

The Restless, a flat-bottomed raft that was sailed, poled, and rowed the entire length of the 
Connecticut River from New Hampshire to Long Island Sound. Crewed by Turk Leebaert and 
his two sons, Corky (13) and Timmy-Bruce (9) during the summer of 199. The Restless is 
docked overnight at the SYCC facility in Chester, CT> 
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Underway: From left are Otto Suchland in his P-15, So Small; Jack Wainio in his P-15, Bobber; 

Judy and Evans Hollandworth in their P-19; and Tom Grimes in his P-14, Far Horizon. 

Tom Grimes setting up his gaff rigged P-14, FarHorizon. This boat was a basket case when Tom 
bought her. 

Momma Maxine, Ist Mate, with our P-15 Hooray. 

Midwest Potter Sail 
By John Marotzke 

The Muncie Sailing Club of Muncie, In- 
diana, hosted our Midwest Potter Sail last May 
14, 15 & 16th. The weather was great, low to 
mid 70s. Winds on Saturday were 10-18mph 
with Sunday at 10-12mph. I was told that there 
isn’t any place to even sail a frisbee in Indi- 
ana. Well I am here to tell you that Prairie 
Creek Lake near Muncie, Indiana is great. 
When was the last time you went sailing for 
three days and never saw or heard a PWC? 
Even better, when was the last time you sailed 
and didn’t have large waves from powerboats 
to contend with. The lake has a 10mph speed 
limit. In fact you see very few homes or cot- 
tages on the shore, just like way up north. The 
sailing club has slips for about 150 boats for 
their members. The lake is over four miles long 
and about a mile wide. We had five P-15s and 
two P-19s all sailing together at the same time. 

Mike White of Noblesville came by and 
wished he had gotten his P-19 ready in time. 
Maybe next time. All was not at a loss as we 
went for a sail in my Hooray. Janet and Jerry 
Hartman of Tipton, Indiana stopped by. They 
now sail a Sea Pearl, but being past owners of 
a P-15 anda P-19, they just couldn’t stay away. 
Rumor is that they will have another P-15 in 
the near future. I took Jerry out for a fun ride. 

My wife and first mate Maxine and I 
would like to thank everyone who came. This 
is a great way for enjoying real quality time 
together, and for meeting others with a shared 
interest. I am sure we all learned something 
that we didn’t know before about sailing our 
Potters. 

The Potter which came the farthest was the 
P-19 Karen and Perry Tomasetti brought, along 
with their two sons, a two year old and a 6 
month old baby, from Elmwood Park, Illinois. 
Yes they slept on the boat. You know, 
rock-a-by-baby.... 



Judy Hollandworth of Muncie, Indiana on the beautiful green P-19 that she and husband Evans 
bought last year. They were our hosts for the sail along with Tom Grimes. For more good stuff on 
P-19s, check out Judy’s page. http://hometown.aol.com/jblumhorst/ HomePage/index.htm 

Jack Wainio came from Wellington, Ohio with 
his new (to him) P-15, Bobber. I think Jack is 
the 3rd or 4th owner. It is his first Potter, but 
not his first sail boat. 

COLUMBIA 
TRADING CO. 

BUY - SELL « Nautical Books 
FREE BOOK - Ship Models 

Janet & John Ulmer of Canal Fulton, Ohio with their P-14 that they have sailed for more than 20 CATALOG * Marine Art & Antiques 
ane On Line Catalog: 

www.columbiatrading.com Otto Suchland of Lansing, Michigan sailing the famous P-15 So Small. He is the second owner. 
So Small is the boat that Judson Abbott sailed on Lake Michigan to South Manitou Island when 1 Barnstable Rd., Hyannis, MA 02601 
he had to be picked up by the Coast Guard after being swamped in a big storm (see article in (508) 778-2929 Fax (508) 778-2922 
Small Boat Journal #57 October/November 1987). What a feeling to be in the presence of such nautical @capecod.net 
a boat. To read the story go to http://home.worldnet.att.net/ ~e.zeiser/sailin/sosmall.htm 

} h : Great Lakes 
Small Craft Symposium 3 

Saturday August 19, 2000 
9:00 AM-4:00 PM 

Haithco Recreation Area 
Saginaw, Michigan 

Open to small wooden boats of all 
types-boat building seminars & 

demonstrations-boat raffle & door 
prizes 

Tri-City Amateur Boatbuilders’ Website: 
http://glscs.hypermart.net = 

Information: (517) 781-3546 
e-mail: gmcquinn@tm.net 



In October and November I was a guest 
artist at the Gammel Dok Pakhus in 
Copenhagen, Denmark. The Old Docks Ware- 
house was built in the early nineteenth cen- 
tury. The warehouses and buildings surround- 
ing the site date from the seventeenth century 
when much of this part of Kobenhavn was de- 
veloped as part of a vast plan to improve the 
defenses and commercial viability of a then 
extremely rich and powerful trading city. 
Along one of Copenhagen’s oldest commer- 
cial canals is a building with the double helix 
of four entwined dragons’ tails, the western 
world’s first open floor stock market. 

My studio and closeby apartment looked 
out onto the inner harbor as well as the 
Christhavn canal complex. As an avid sailor 
and owner of a Bud McIntosh built gaff sloop 
kept in East Boston, Massachusetts, living in 
Copenhagen was like dying and going to 
heaven. The canals on my side of the harbor 
were the mooring points for dozens of boats, 
ranging from iron coal barges converted to 
architectural offices to old wooden Baltic 
trawlers awaiting conversion to more pleasur- 
able pursuits or just offering a quiet place to 
have a beer or two. 

While Nyhavn, a historic canal adjacent 
to the ferry terminals for Sweden and Norway, 
is more famous for its collection of North Sea 
trading schooners, the back waters of 

Along the 
Copenhagen Docks 

By John Powell 

Christhana offered an endless variety of ev- 
eryday pleasure craft. It seemed like every turn 
or open space revealed another tiny fishing 
boat or sailing smack. 

The canal the boats pictured are moored 
in is the Christianshavn Canal, which is in the 
Christianshavn section of Copenhagen. This 
part of Copenhagen is new land from the 17th 
and 18th centuries. The area was initially de- 
veloped for naval use, Denmark traditionally 
laying up the fleet for the winter months. The 
last time this was done was the beginning of 
the nineteenth century when Nelson of 
Trafalgar fame burnt the Danish fleet before 
it could be fitted out and put to sea. He also 
bombarded and burnt a good portion of 
Copenhagen, this because the Danish king was 
reluctant to make a choice between Napoleon 
and the English and their Prussian allies. The 
Orlogsmuseet (naval museum) has a wonder- 

ful patriotic painting of fashionably dressed 
Danish men running down to the docks to 
launch the fleet as Nelson’s ships are sighted 
in the roads. 

Some remnants of the 18th century na- 
val works still exist, notably the sheer crane, a 

striking almost medieval appearing structure 
of brick and timber close to seven stories high. 
Many of the light ships that were moored along 
the long and complex coast of Denmark are 
scattered around the harbor, in use as restau- 
rants, private clubs and even a theatre of du- 
bious repute. Wandering late at night and lost 
in thought in a dank and misty city ve had 
more than one start stumbling over apparently 
hemp hawsers mooring a very real beaked 
bowed oak hulk to an up ended cast iron can- 
non set in Belgian blocked paving. Time for a 
glass of Gammel Dansk (old cane). 

The large schooner in the photos is used 
for excursions and is an early twentieth cen- 
tury coastal freighter. These ships were very 
common and a number of well known authors 
(Villiers, Conrad) started their careers on simi- 
lar ships. There is still an active fleet of small 
coastal motor ships, sort of a home grown 
tramp fleet, although, this being Denmark, 

everything is very shipshape. The schooner is 
moored near one of the brick warehouses from 
the 18th century that used to line the harbour 
front. 





By Johnny Robinson 

Nearing the end of a busy freshman year 
at Roanoke College, final exams loomed. Af- 
ter the dust cleared from the flurry of activity 
and concentration of energy in those final days, 
I pondered my plans for the summer break. I 
had none. Perhaps I would paint a barn or a 
house like I had done in previous summers; 
maybe I'd take a long trip after I first made a 
little money. 

A day or two after I found out that I had 
indeed passed all my exams, and with a com- 
fortable margin at that, I got a phone call from 
my friend George. He said that there was good 
work available for me if I was interested; a 
large, sea-going ship had damaged the Ben- 
jamin Harrison bridge near Hopewell, Virginia 
on the James River. It was anticipated that the 
bridge would be out of commission for at least 
six months while repairs were being made. In 
the meantime, a ferry operation was being put 
together to serve the vehicle traffic crossing 
that part of the James. Some deck hands were 
needed, and the pay was good, three bucks an 
hour, which was fine for summer work in 
1978. George knew the boss of the operation, 
and he had already signed up to work for the 
summer. 

I accepted the offer immediately, and two 
days later I was driving to Hopewell, which is 
east of Richmond, near the terminus of large 
ship navigation on the James River. 

From the moment I first reported for work 
on that bright June morning, I knew that I was 
going to be a part of a most unique operation. 
In securing a contract with the Commonwealth 
of Virginia, an entrepreneurial outfit from out- 
of-state had landed the job of providing ferry 
service for the duration of the bridge repair 
operation. 

The whole thing had been thrown to- 
gether rather hastily, the basic system consist- 
ing of the following: An extremely plain, utili- 
tarian barge approximately seventy by twenty- 
five feet, welded of steel plate, had been con- 
structed. This crude primer-colored hull pos- 
sessed about three feet of freeboard, and chain- 
link fencing about four feet high ran down the 
sides, a few chains stretched across the other- 
wise open ends. Also, at each end of the barge 
there was a ramp of 1/4” steel plate, measur- 
ing about fifteen by seven feet, attached with 
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My Summer As a Deck Hand | 

crude hinges. These ramps could be raised and 
lowered using a makeshift system of cables 
led amidships to a drum and wheel affair, 
which was mounted to a welder’s nightmare 
of thick angle iron stock on the side deck. More 
about this diabolical unit later. Propulsion of 
this odd craft was supplied by a small ex-navy 
tug, made fast alongside the barge in such a 
way that it could pivot at the bow and swing 
around to reverse the direction of the ferry. 

When I arrived at the wharf on that first 
day, I found out that actual ferry service had 
not yet begun due to various problems, so I 
was employed at rigging the aforementioned 
chain-link fencing. Also, I found out that a 

second ferry was being completed, as the con- 
tract stipulated two of them in service concur- 
rently. A few more days spent tying loose ends 
were required before we were ready, and just 
how ready we were was questioned through- 
out the summer. So began a most memorable 
time for me. 

My days on board the ferry started at 
06:00, and ended fourteen hours later, at 20:00. 
We deck hands wanted to work as much as 
possible, and Shelly, our pretty boss, allowed 
us to, with the understanding that no special 
“overtime pay” would be forthcoming. Heck, 
we were making $3.00 per hour; who needed 
overtime? Typically, there were two, some- 
times three, deck hands on board, plus the cap- 
tain on the tug. 

Our job as deck hands entailed many 
tasks, among them were securing the vessel at 
the ferry wharf, raising and lowering the steel 
ramps, and directing the vehicles to the proper 
position on deck. We also man-handled the 
heavy and unwieldy wooden accessory ramps, 
which were found to be necessary if we de- 
sired to load and off-load vehicles without los- 
ing various components of their undercar- 
riages. 

Once the ferry was loaded, the captain 

threw the little tug into reverse and into the 
narrow channel we churned. Upon reaching 
relatively open water, we managed the lines 
as the captain pivoted the tug around on her 
nose. In this way, we avoided the necessity of 
turning the barge around for each run across 
the river; it being hard enough to keep the ves- 
sels from running aground anyway. 

As the summer progressed, our bodies 
became bronzed and muscular. We learned to 
artfully toss the lines from the barge to the tug 
as she swung around, and to secure the lines 
to the twelve-inch cleats with a flourish of a 
few deft movements. Indeed, we attempted to 
show off to any young impressionable female 
who happened along. 

One thing kept us in check, however, and 
that was the grumpy, barking, and generally 
intimidating presence of Capt. Claude. A frus- 
trated military man and social misfit, he was a 
big fellow with wild hair and a permanent 
scowl on his weather-beaten face. When he 
barked, no, boomed, an order, we were com- 

pelled to act, rather explosively, even as we 
were settling into impressing some adolescent 
female on the fifteen-minute river crossing. 
Such was the Captain’s effect; instilling a cer- 
tain amount of fear in all of us deck hands. 

The only time I saw a glimmer of bright- 
ening to his visage was when he offered me a 
sip from the jar of his homemade peach brandy. 
Thinking that I should take advantage of this 
uncharacteristic charm of the Capt., perhaps 
over optimistically as a step toward friendship 
with the beast, I took a swig. The clear and 
volatile liquid burned a path down my throat, 
and effectively prevented my speech for a 
painful few moments. Finally, I hissed out 
something like, “wow!” It was all too obvi- 
ous to my “friend”, the Capt. that I was a mere 
college student pansy from a sheltered back- 
ground. Nevertheless, my display of hissing, 
complemented by my hands grasping at my 
neck, almost brought a smile to old Capt. 
Claude, and after that incident, he was much 
less vociferous to me than he was to the other 
deck hands. 

Cap’n Ron was another one of the tug 
captains with whom I worked regularly. Ey- 
eryone liked Cap’n Ron, a slightly-built, good 
natured guy who constantly clutched a coffee 
mug and sported a cigarette perpetually dan- 
gling precariously from his lips. Ron had 
roamed the ports of the Eastern seaboard for 
years, but had grown up on Long Island Sound 
and still possessed what I thought at the time 
to be a most unusual accent. Sometimes it was 
hard to understand the Cap’n when he started 
talking quickly, excitedly telling me about 
something, that cigarette dancing on his lips 
and blurring his words. 

Cap’n Ron had great enthusiasm for any- 
thing related to boats and life on the water. I 
often found myself sitting on the rail of the 
tug adjacent to the open door of the pilothouse 
on the river crossings, listening to Ron extol- 
ling the virtues and attributes of various de- 
signs of sailing vessels. He planned, when he 
finished his stint as ferry captain, to head to 
coastal North Carolina to run a boatyard, 
where he planned to produce a version of the 
Barnegat Bay catboat, a vessel with which he 
was particularly enamored. I lost touch with 
Cap’n Ron after that summer, although I think 
about him from time to time. I hope he got to 
build his catboats. 

There was seldom a dull moment on 
board the ferry. Once, another one of the deck 
hands, Chuck, was slowly lowering the steel 
ramp as we approached the landing, a bit pre- 
maturely it seemed. Chuck was the son of one 
of the ferry company’s owners, and didn’t 
seem to be sailing with a full load of ballast, 
shall we say, so we always kept an eye on OI 
Chuck. Chuck was lowering the ramp, using 
the big two-foot diameter steel wheel which I 



described earlier. He had his endearing “no- 
body home” look on his face, and I started 
moving toward him from across the barge, 
sensing impending doom. Just as I was about 
to yell, “stop lowering the ramp, Chuck!!”’, the 
big wheel instantly began spinning in a high- 
speed blur, throwing Chuck to the side un- 
harmed. A few seconds later, a loud wrench- 
ing womp sound emanated from the big steel 
ramp, and then relative silence. 

Turns out that Ol’ Chuck had lowered that 
ramp right down into the water while we were 
still traveling at ten knots or so. The force of 
the ramp hitting the water at this speed caused 
it to, ina few seconds, bend completely under 
the bow of the barge and rip completely off. 
Nobody was hurt, but what followed was most 
unpleasant, as Capt. Claude, now breathing 
fire, had to maneuver the ferry around back- 
wards, and we had to back the vehicles off the 
barge from the end that they were loaded from, 
where a ramp, thankfully, was still attached. 

A day later, a diver hired by the ferry 
outfit, located the wayward ramp on the mud 
bottom in ten feet of coffee-colored water. A 
rushed welding job later, we were back up to 
speed. 
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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 

The Picnic Cat 
by Com-Pac Yachts 

14’ length overall 
6’6” beam 

draft: 6” board up 
32” board down 

isplacement 500 Ibs. 
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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 

The summer went by in a blur, colorful 
episodes blending into others. One morning, 
as the dawn sky lightened. I arrived at the ferry 
landing to see Cap’n Claude and Bill staring 
down into the black water next to the ferry. It 
occurred to me that the spot they were peer- 
ing into was usually occupied by the tug, and 
sure enough, upon closer inspection, I noted 
the tug’s rust-streaked stack emerging from the 
water. I quickly accessed my memory bank to 
determine if I could in any way be connected 
in a causative way to this mishap. Finding 
none, I hung around to watch the proceedings. 
It was an interesting day; a day in which things 
such as a salvage crane, cables, pumps, and 
cussing stand out in my memory. 

The water of the James there really was 
coffee-colored, thanks to the industrial 
“progress” in the area. My fellow crew mem- 
bers and I never once considered swimming 
in the filthy water all that hot summer. At the 
ferry landing on the south side of the river, 
however, there was a local character of the 
canine variety who swam practically every 
day. We called the big, scarred black lab 
“Black Dog”, and his claim to fame was his 
enthusiastic diving ability. 

KAYAKS 
Wilderness Systems - Old Town 

CANOES 
Allagash - Old Town 

Mansfield - Alumacraft 
Hundreds on Display 

FERNALD’S 
On the River Parker 

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

Donate Your Project Boat 
Get Full Tax Value 

Will accept any stage of 
completion 
Will pick up 

Cruising Ministries, Inc. 
6110 Florida Ave. 

New Port Richey, FL 34653 

(727) 849-3766 
email: graced@ gte.net 

SOLID 
COMFORT 

BOATS Y 

Sailing Cruising Canoes 
Sea Touring Kayaks “&# 
Anglers Sampans & 

HUGH HORTON SMALL BOATS 
29474 Old North River Rd. 
Mt. Clemens, MI 48045 

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

“Black Dog” would horse around with 
us during the occasional slow time between 
runs, and would often carry a rock in his mouth 
for us to toss into the water for him to retrieve. 
These were big rocks, five or ten pounds, and 
it never ceased to amaze us to see him leap 
into the eight-feet deep water, disappear for a 
while and surface again with the rock in his 
mouth. Sometimes it was a different rock, but 
he never came up empty-mouthed. As a fu- 
ture dentist, | was fascinated with the way 
“Black Dog” had worn his teeth down to nubs 
from his unusual hobby. 

The days were long, and I was always 
rather beat by day’s end. At quitting time, the 
rest of the crew quickly made themselves 
scarce and I was left alone to contemplate the 
quiet magic of the summer twilight. I usually 
camped out of my Volkswagen bus, which I 
parked right there at the ferry landing. In the 
fading light, with the heat of the day dissipat- 
ing, I would sit in the open side door of the 
bus and eat my dinner of canned beans and 
fruit cocktail, reminiscing about the day’s 
events, and dreaming of adventures to come. 
The realization was not lost upon me that life 
was good... very good! 

Indian River Boat Shop 
Wooden Boats 

Classic Designs for Oar, Sail, Paddle 
Up to 18’ Made to Order 

P.O.B. 1526, Hobe Sound, FL 33475 
P.O.B. 354, Oquossoc, ME 04964 

(June-Noyv.) 
<indianriverboats @ aol.com> 
<www.indianriverboats.com> 

Wing Systems 
Touring Shell 

The 1 Boat Fleet 

‘ my 

A breakthrough in performance, ver- 
satility, safety and value. Wing’s Tour- 
ing Shell converts in minutes from 
aingle or double rowing shell into a 
single or double touring kayak. Easy 
enough for a child to handle, fast on 
smooth water, safe in open water. 
Cartop it anywhere. Touring Shell 
with one Plantedosi RoWing - $2,035, 
Touring Shell as single kayak - 
$1,675. Order directly for free ship- 
ping. Or call for more information and 
dealers. 

Wing Systems 
P.O. Box 568, Dept. 2A3 
Oyster Bay, NY 11711 

For Orders: (516) 922-2656 Collect 
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I was past the most northerly point of my 
trip by now. I noticed each morning that the 
sunrise had moved from the right of my bow 
to the left. Geographically, I was going down 
to the Gaspé now. One more overnight in 
Anse-a-Valleau, where I was invited to a 
scrumptious chicken dinner by Jean-Yves and 
Rachel. I was getting apprehensive about 
rounding the Cape. The weather reports were 
only in French, and not having accurate 
weather and tide information made me very 
nervous. I had asked Jean-Yves whether he 
could get them for me, and he did, plus giving 
me lots of other information about the Forillon 
National Park at its tip. Thanks, Jean-Yves. 

With more confidence, I was headed for 
Cap de Rosier the next morning, where I 
wanted to hole up before rounding the 
“baddest point of them all”. But since I did 
not find a harbor, ramp or even beach where I 
could take out, I was drawn by the lure of the 
lighthouse on its point, and there it was, Cap 
Gaspé in the distance, a sheer rock face, a for- 
midable looking, long black silhouette with 
the sun behind it. Awesome. I poked my boat 
around the light-house point, because some- 
times it is easier to go ahead in the waves than 
turn and head back. I looked around the cor- 
ner and saw what looked like a breakwater 
with some buildings, maybe even a small har- 
bor, about three miles down the coast, and I 
was going for it. 

I was real excited to have made it that far 
having the Cape within sight. I made it fine to 
the harbor, found a small tidal arm to the right 
with a dock and some level grass beside it. 
How perfect can it get? Just to make sure, I 
went to the park check-in station to tell them 
what I was doing. I soon regretted my hon- 
esty because I was met with almost hostile 
inflexibility. “No camping except on assigned 
sites.” OK, I thought, gimmee your closest site, 
but remember, I come by boat and not by car. 
It was absurd, and even the supervisor was not 
willing to make an exception for a boater who 
had come 750 miles to round the Cape. 

I was not willing to take out about a mile 
and a half down the way on arocky beach with 
waves breaking on it, then find a small foot- 
path and portage my gear a good 1/4 of a mile 
to site #87 on B loop (or was it #285 on C?). 
Frankly, my dear... I filled out a “comment 
sheet’, using the word discrimination, which 
always gets everybody’s attention, but also 
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made a positive suggestion to address the new 
problem of sea-kayakers and canoeists and 
establish a specific area for them to put up their 
minimal tents since the park was blocking out 
about 20 miles of coast line. Assigning them a 
place to camp near the water makes more sense 
than chasing them off the rocky beaches 
around the points, which small boaters are 
forced to do with the present policy in place. 
All to no avail. 

I got back in the boat, not knowing what 
I was going to do. Backtracking five or more 
miles did not appeal to me. So I talked to the 
skipper and two crew of the tour boat which 
was to leave soon. No problem, they assured 
me. There is no wind out there, promise. And 
I fell for it, because I wanted to believe it. I 
had paddled only 6-1/2 hours today. I could 
do it, I thought hopefully and still somewhat 
upset. 

It went beautifully all the way to the 
point. The mountains, the end of the newly 
established International Appalachian Trail, 
were dropping straight down to the water, I 
guess 500 feet. Gray seals were everywhere. 
The tide was still going out until 4pm. I took 
pictures, I felt great, until I got to the point. 
Then suddenly all hell broke loose. Suddenly 
there was wind being funneled around the 
point, first right on my nose, then more and 
more on my left beam as I turned the corner, 
and then more aft. 

A tidal rip not more than 100’ offshore 
forced me to claw my way real close around 
one point after the other, one ledge after the 
next. I was working hard, making minimal 
progress and was seriously doubting my deci- 
sion to round the cape at this point. Waves were 
breaking, and I was dancing, bracing, sprint- 
ing and bracing again, but I hung in there and 
made it. The tourboat had also rounded the 
point and was putting its bow under, making 
it a very wet ride for those on the open deck. 
It was also ebbing out of the 20 mile long Bay 
of Gaspé and the wind was building out of the 
south. I had no rest until I got to the tiny har- 

bor of Grande Grave, where I simply gave up. 
I was spent after 10-3/4 hours in the boat. It 
had taken me three extra hours to cover the {1 
miles around the point. 

But then standing on terra firma again, 
everything was suddenly calm and surreal. It 
was Saturday, and lots of people had gathered 
in the harbor, to picnic, fish, look, hike, go 
sea-kayaking or whale-watching. I had de- 
cided to stay here, park-ranger or not. They 
would not find me, and they didn’t. Instead I 
met a lot of friendly people wanting to hear 
about my venture, kids who had never seen a 
boat like mine, a bent-shaft carbon fiber 
paddle, tent, self-inflatable sleeping pad or 
chair like my Crazy-Creek chair. Kids and 
parents tried out everything of mine, includ- 
ing my sleeping bag. It was fun. In return they 
came by later offering me food and drink and 
assured me they would not tell the ranger but 
rather approved of my illegal action. It was 
heart-warming. A wonderful sunset out my tent 
door crowned an otherwise very taxing day. 

From here up the bay into the harbor of 
Gaspé the next morning was a trip full of his- 
tory for me. In 1534 Jacques Cartier sailed up 
this bay, and made Gaspé harbor one of the 
first land-falls in the New World. From the 
Straits of Belle Isle between Newfoundland 
and Labrador he circled around the Gulf of 
St. Lawrence, going down the west coast of 
Newfoundland, touching on the Madeleine 
Islands, Prince Edward Island, Miscou Island 
in New Brunswick, into the Chaleur Bay, 
where he briefly stopped in Port Daniel and 
then in Gaspé, always looking for a seaway to 
China. After rounding the Gaspé he went 
across to Anticosti Island, missing the St. 
Lawrence completely, thinking it was just an- 
other big bay, and eventually drifted back to 
Belle Isle. 

It was a long quiet hitch up the bay to the 
long low sandspit arcing out from the left shore 
making Gaspé a perfect natural harbor. I imag- 
ined Cartier rounding the point, dropping an- 
chor off the sandy beach on the inside of this 
crescent peninsula, and checking things out. 
Maybe going ashore for some birds’ eggs, 
doing some fishing, repairing or cleaning the 
boats and most importantly, finding out who 
lives along its shores. 

It was Sunday; the churchbells rang as I 
stepped ashore, it was an awesome moment 
in time. 

After lunch I headed down the bay again 
on the western shore where I wanted to stop 
just before the next big point, St. Pierre Point. 
I was back to my old plan, exposed points are 
best rounded in the relatively calm early hours. 
I learned my lesson the day before, rounding 
the Gaspé. Impatience does not pay. 

And I found the perfect little hide-away, 
a tiny harbor near Cap-du Bois Brulé, where I 
nestled my tent and boat between old hauled- 
out fishing boats. I felt very alone there, until 
who should appear, but my three Connecticut 
sailor friends who had spent the previous night 
in Gaspé. But that was the last time I saw 
them, even though we were both headed to- 
wards Campbellton. Fog and head-winds must 
have slowed them more than me. 

The next day was spectacular. St. Pierre 
point was impressive, but even more impres- 
sive was the view from there across Malbaie 
Bay towards Percé Rock and Bonaventure Is- 
land with the spectacular mountain range to 
the right of “The Rock”. The sea was calm, 
but fog was drifting in from the ocean, slowly 



but surely enveloping Bonaventure, then 
creeping up on Percé Rock. Crossing over to 
the Rock took a good 1-1/2 hrs, which gave 
me ample time to admire this gigantic boul- 
der. It looks like the “Prudential Rock”. It has 
sheer sides and a most enticing arch at the east- 
ern end of it. 

Since the tide was low, I had to go around 
it, which I had wanted to do anyway. And when 
I came to the arch, I felt very tempted to thread 
the eye of the needle. It was shallow under the 
arch with lots of chunky rocks, loose ones, that 
did not grow there, but must have fallen from 
above. I sized up the situation, then kicked up 
my rudder, and paddled hard and went for it. 
The wind had freshened and was pressing hard 
through the arch. I scraped a bit here and there, 
but it was worth it. I had always wanted to do 
it, even back in 1963. So now I did it, and the 
rocks decided to stay up where they belong. 

While “The Rock” looked just the same 
as it did 36 years ago, the surroundings had 
changed drastically: there now was a dock with 
boat tours, rock and whale watching, a tourist 
information pavilion with stores etc. etc., the 
works. A quick phone call home, some unbe- 
lieving tourists from all over the world, even 
China, staring at my little boat and asking 
sweet, naive questions. A smile on my part and 
I was gone across the next big bay to Cap 
d’Espoir, Cape Hope. I liked that name (bet- 
ter than the English corruption of “Cape De- 
spair’’). | had paddled 28 miles today and had 
been in the boat for a total of 8-1/2 hrs. It was 
time to quit. | had earned my afternoon cof- 
fee, swim and reading. I also had read about 
Cartier having had trouble rounding this point, 
since it has a very long shallow bar extending 
far out into the bay. So I decided to tackle it in 
the morning. 

The calm protected cove just before the 
point was quite different in the morning. The 
wind had shifted to the NE and the waves were 
breaking on my rocky beach. So it was one of 
those plan C launches again. Put the boat on 
rollers, pack it, then push it in the water on a 
big breaking wave, jump in and paddle like 
mad before I get smacked by the next break- 
ing waves, which would not be too cool, be- 
cause the spray skirt is not zipped shut. 

So this is how this day, which turned out 
to be my worst day, began. When [| tried to 
jump into the boat my sandal got stuck in the 
thick seaweed and almost tipped me and boat 
into the water when I tried to pull my leg in. 
But one big jerk freed it, but “sans sandale”’. I 
can’t go on without sandals, I thought. So I 
beached my boat again. With one hand I tried 
to hold the boat into the waves and seaweed 
slop, while looking for my sandal in the goop. 
I found it, threw it in the boat, pushed, jumped, 
paddled all at the same time and threw my back 
out. The boat looked like a mess, I was wet, 
on half power and upset with myself that I let 
it happen with almost 200 miles still to go. 

The point looked hopeful, some old 
swells coming in and breaking here and there, 
but nothing that I cannot handle, I thought. I 
kept a keen lookout for the big breaking waves, 
all is fine, until I suddenly see a humungous 
wave rolling very threateningly towards me, 
it builds from over my left shoulder. Oh no! I 
yell, and steer and paddle as fast as I can right 
into it, and then it hits, hits me right in the 
chest and my face, but the boat punches 
through the white water. I reach over the break 
with my paddle and dig in deep on the other 
side of the wave. Phew, that was close, and I 
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am wet again, wet down to my underwear 
which I had just changed this morning. 

Later that morning with the waves still 
trying to pass me from behind, I suddenly no- 
tice a big black round torpedo-like thing with 
its own bow wave like a submarine or torpedo 
aiming right for me. Had I drifted into another 
target practice range like on Lac St. Pierre? I 
sprint, the “thing” is still aiming right for me. 
My heart-beat races. What now? Brace for 
impact! Which | did, slapping my paddle on 
the water like an outrigger, waiting for the in- 
evitable to happen. But nothing happened. I 
look all around, nothing. 

Then I see a huge seal behind me look- 
ing at me dumbfoundedly with its big eyes. 
He must have been surfing this wave for quite 
some time, just for fun, and suddenly saw or 
heard me slap down my paddle. I was so glad 
he could stop on a dime, because I could 

clearly see him just feet from my boat. Read- 
ing up on those seals in the Gulf of St. 
Lawrence, I learned they are gray seals, grow- 
ing up to 9’ long and weighing as much as 
650lbs. Colliding with one of them would have 
most likely flipped me. Not a pretty picture. 

Then the wind picked up coming at me 
over my left bow and I was dancing again, 
barely making it around the breakwater into 
Chandler harbor where I saw a shipwreck, a 
big Panamanian freighter high and dry on a 
ledge. Not a friendly sight. I had planned to 
round two more points and make it to New- 
port, but I simply did not have the heart and 
stamina today to go on, so I didn’t, and pulled 
out on a long sand beach in the inner harbor. I 
even indulged myself and ate out at the Chan- 
dler Marina just up the beach, the first and only 
meal out on this trip. 

(To Be Concluded) 
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I had heard the story before. It had been 
told me by the river boatmen, and the news- 
papers of the country had also repeated it. The 
common version of it was, that a poor man, 
desirous of supporting his large family of chil- 
dren, had undertaken to row on a bet from 
Philadelphia to New Orleans. If successful, he 
was to receive five thousand dollars. The kind- 
hearted people along the river had shown much 
sympathy for Mr. John C. Cloud in his praise- 
worthy attempts to support his suffering fam- 
ily, and at any time during his voyage quite a 
liberal sum of money might have been col- 
lected from these generous men and women 
to aid him in his endeavor. There was, how- 
ever, something he preferred to money, and 
with which he was lavishly supplied, as we 
shall see hereafter. 

So much for rumor. Now let us examine 
facts. A short time before Mr. Cloud’s death, 
two reporters of a western paper attempted to 
row to New Orleans in a small boat, but met 
with an untimely end, being run down by a 
steamboat. Their fate and Mr. Cloud’s were 
quoted as precedents to all canoeists and boat- 
men, and quite a feeling against this healthful 
exercise was growing among the people. Sev- 
eral editors of popular newspapers added to 
the excitement by warnings and forebodings. 
Believing that some imprudence had been the 
cause of Mr. Cloud’s death, and forming my 
opinion of him from the fact of his undertak- 
ing such a voyage in August,—the season 
when the swamps are full of malaria,—I took 
the trouble to investigate the case, and made 
some discoveries which would have startled 
the sympathetic friends of this unfortunate 
man. 

One of the first things that came to light 
was the fact that Mr. Cloud was not a married 
man. His family was a creation of his imagi- 
nation, and a most successful means of secur- 
ing the sympathy and ready aid of those he 
met during his voyage, though his daily 
progress shows that neither sympathy nor 
money were what he craved, but that WHIS- 
KEY alone would “fill the bill!” 

Mr. Cloud had once been a sailor in the 
United States navy, but having retired from 
the cruel sea, he became an actor in such plays 
as “Black-eyed Susan” in one of the variety 
theatres in Philadelphia. Mr. Charles D. Jones, 
of that city, who was connected with theatri- 
cal enterprises, and knew Mr. Cloud well, was 
one day surprised by the latter gentleman, who 
declared he had a “bright idea,” and only 
wanted a friend to stand by him to make it a 
sure thing. He proposed to row from Phila- 
delphia to New Orleans in a small boat. Mr. 
Jones was to act as his travelling agent, going 
on in advance, and informing the people of 
the coming of the great oarsman. When Mr. 
Cloud should arrive in any populous river- 
town, a theatrical performance was to be given, 
the boatman of course to be the “star.” Mr. 
Jones was to furnish the capital for all this, 
while Mr. Cloud was to share with his man- 
ager the profits of the exhibitions. 

A light Delaware River skiff, pointed at 
each end, was purchased, and Mr. Cloud left 
Philadelphia in the month of August, promis- 
ing his friend to arrive in Pittsburgh, Pennsyl- 
vania, in twelve or fourteen days. After wait- 
ing a few days to enable Mr. Cloud to get fairly 
started upon his voyage, which was to be made 
principally by canals to the Alleghany River, 
the manager went to Pittsburgh with letters of 
introduction to the editors of that busy city. 
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Swim of One Hundred and. 

Twenty Miles on the Mississippi 
— Twenty-four Hours in the 

Water — Arrival in the Crescent 

The representatives of the press kindly sec- 
onded Mr. Jones in advertising the coming of 
the great oarsman. Mr. Cloud was expected to 
appear in front of Pittsburgh on a certain day. 
A hall was engaged for his performance in the 
evening. An immense amount of enthusiasm 
was worked up among the people of the city 
and the neighboring towns. Having done his 
duty to his colleague, Mr. Jones anxiously 
awaited the expected telegram from Cloud, 
announcing his approach to the city. No word 
came from the oarsman; and in vain the man- 

ager telegraphed to the various towns along 
the route through which Mr. Cloud must have 
passed. 

On the day that had been settled upon for 
the arrival of the boat before Pittsburgh, a large 
concourse of visitors gathered along the river- 
banks. Even the mayor of the city was present 
in his carriage among the expectant crowd. The 
clock struck the hour of noon, but the little 
Delaware skiff was nowhere to be seen; and, 
as the sun declined from the zenith, the people 
gradually dispersed, muttering, “Another hum- 
bug!” 

At midnight Mr. Jones retired in anything 
but an amiable mood. His professional honor 
had been wounded, and his industrious labors 
lost. Where was Cloud? Had the poor fellow 
been murdered? What was his fate, and why 
did he not come up to time? Revolving these 
questions in his mind, the manager fell asleep; 
but he was roused before five o’clock in the 
morning by a servant knocking at his door to 
inform him that his “star” was in Alleghany 
City, opposite Pittsburgh. Mr. Jones went to 
look up his man, and found him in a state of 

intoxication in a drinking-saloon. A hard-look- 
ing set of fellows were perambulating the 
streets, bawling at the top of their voices, “Ar- 
rival of John C. Cloud, the great oarsman! Pho- 
tographs for sale! only twenty-five cents!” 

When the intoxicated boatman had re- 
turned to a conversational state of mind, he 
explained that he had actually rowed as far as 
Harrisburgh, Pennsylvania, where he had been 
most generously entertained at the liquor sa- 
loons, and had been so fortunate as to make 
the acquaintance of some “good fellows” who 
had engaged to travel in advance of his boat, 
and sell his photographs, sharing with him in 
the profits of such sales. He had made his voy- 
age from Harrisburgh to Alleghany City by 
rail, his boat being safely stowed in a car, and 
tenderly watched over by the red-shirted “good 
fellows” who had so generously taken him 
under their wing. The “great oarsman” had, in 
fact, rowed just about one-third of the distance 
between Philadelphia and Pittsburgh. 

The disgusted manager left his man in 
charge of the new managers, and going at once 
to the editors, explained how he had been 
duped, and begged to be “let down gently” 
before the public. These gentlemen not only 
acceded to the request, but even offered to get 

up a “benefit” for Mr. Jones, who declined the 
honor, and waited only long enough in the city 
to see Mr. Cloud with his boat and whiskey 
fade out of sight down the Ohio, when he re- 
turned to Philadelphia considerably lighter in 
pocket, having provided funds for purchasing 
the boat and other necessaries, and full of righ- 
teous indignation against Mr. Cloud and his 
“bright idea.” 

The little skiff went on its way down the 
Ohio, and was met with enthusiasm at each 
landing. The citizens of Hickman, Kentucky, 
described the voyage of Mr. Cloud as one con- 
tinuous ovation. Five thousand people gath- 
ered along the banks below that town to wel- 
come “the poor northern man who was row- 
ing to New Orleans on a five-thousand-dollar 
bet, hoping to win his wager that he might have 
means to support his large family of children.” 
One old gentleman seemed to have his doubts 
about the truth of this statement, “for,” said 
he, “when the celebrated oarsman appeared, 
and landed, he repaired immediately to a low 
drinking-saloon, and announced that he was 
the greatest oarsman in America,” &c. 

The “boys” about the town subscribed a 
fund, and invested it in five gallons of whis- 
key, which Cloud took aboard his skiff when 
he departed. He plainly stated that the condi- 
tions of the bet prevented his sleeping under a 
roof while on his way; so he curled himself 
up in his blankets and slept on the veranda 
floors. The man must have had great powers 
of endurance, or he could not have rowed so 
long in the hot sun at that malarious season of 
the year. His chief sustenance was whiskey; 
and at one town, near Cairo, I was assured by 
the best authority, ten gallons of that fiery li- 
quor were stowed away in his skiff. Such dis- 
regard of nature’s laws soon told upon the 
plucky fellow, and his voyage came to an end 
when almost in sight of his goal. The malaria 
he was breathing and the whiskey he was 
drinking set fire to his blood, and the fatal con- 
gestive chills were the inevitable result. 

The papers of New Orleans had an- 
nounced the approach of the great oarsman, 
and the planters were ready to give him a cor- 
dial welcome, when one day a man who was 
walking near the shore of the Mississippi, in 



the parish of Iberville, and looking out upon 
the river, saw a boat of a peculiar model whirl- 
ing around in the eddies. He at once launched 
his boat and pushed out to the object which 
had excited his curiosity. Stretched upon the 
bottom of the strange craft was a man dressed 
in the garb of a northern boatman. At first he 
appeared to be dead; but a careful examina- 
tion showed that life was not yet extinct. The 
unknown man was carried to the nearest plan- 
tation, and there, among strangers whose 
hearts beat kindly for the unfortunate boatman, 
John C. Cloud expired without uttering one 
word. 

The coroner, Mr. Adonis Le Blanc, found 
upon the person of the dead man a memoran- 
dum-book which told of the distances made 
each day upon the river, while the entries of 
the closing days showed how the keeper of 
the log had suffered from the “heavy shakes” 
occasioned by the malaria and his own im- 
prudence. The story of the cruise was recorded 
on the boat. Men and women had written their 
names inside the frail shell, with the dates of 
her arrival at different localities along the 
route. I afterwards examined the boat at Biloxi, 
on the Gulf of Mexico, where it was kept as a 
curiosity in the boat-house of a citizen of New 
Orleans. 

They buried the unfortunate man upon 
the plantation, and Mr. Clay Gourrier took 
charge of his effects. The most remarkable 
thing about this rowing match was the credu- 
lity of the people along the route. They ac- 
cepted Cloud’s statement without stopping to 
consider that if there were any truth in it, the 
other side, with their five thousand dollars at 
stake, would surely take some interest in the 
matter, and have men posted along the route 
to see that the bet was fairly won. The fact 
that no bet had been made never seemed to 
dawn upon them; but, like too many, they sym- 
pathized without reasoning. 

Being forced to abandon all hopes of tak- 
ing the Bayou Manchac and the interesting 
country of the Acadians in my route south- 
ward, I rowed down the river, past the curious 
old town of Plaquemine, and by four o’clock 
in the afternoon commenced to search for an 
island or creek where a good camping-ground 
for Sunday might be found. The buildings of 
White Castle Plantation soon arose on the right 
bank, and as I approached the little cooper- 
age-shop of the large estate, which was near 
the water, a kindly hail came from the master- 
cooper and his assistant. Acceding to their 
desire “to look at the boat,” I let the two men 
drag her ashore, and while they examined the 
craft, I studied the representatives of two very 
different types of laboring-men. One was from 
Madison, Indiana; the other belonged to the 
poor white class of the south. We built a fire 
near the boat, and passed half the night in con- 
versation. 

These men gave me much valuable in- 
formation about Louisiana. The southern coo- 
per had lived much among the bayous and 
swamps of that region of the state subjected 
to overflow. He was an original character, and 
never so happy as when living a Robinson 
Crusoe life in the woods. His favorite expres- 
sion seemed to be, “Oh, shucks!” and his yarns 
were so interlarded with this exclamation, that 
in giving one of his stories I must ask the reader 
to imagine that expressive utterance about 
every other word. Affectionately hugging his 
knee, and generously expectorating as he made 
a transfer of his quid from one side of his 

mouth to the other, he said: 
“A fellow don’t always want company 

in the woods. If you have a pardner, he ort to 
be jes like yourself, or you’ ll be sartin to fall 
out. I was riving out shingles and coopers’ 
stock once with a pardner, and times got 
mighty hard, so we turned fishermen. There 
was some piles standing in Plaquemine Bayou, 
and the drift stuff collected round them and 
made a sort of little island. Me and Bill Bates 
went to work and rived out some lengths of 
cypress, and built a snug shanty on top of the 
piles. As it wasn’t real estate we was on, no- 
body couldn’t drive us off; so we fished for 
the Plaquemine folks. 

“By-and-by a king-snake swimmed over 
to our island, and tuck up his abode in a hole 
in a log. The cuss got kind of affectionate, and 
after a while crawled right into our hut to catch 
flies and other varmin. At last he got so tame 
he’d let me scratch his back. Then he tuck to 
our moss bed, and used up a considerable por- 
tion of his time there. Bill Bates hadn’t the 
manners of a hog, and he kept a-droppin’ hints 
to me, every few days, that he’d ‘drap into that 
snake some night and squeeze the life out of 
him.’ This made me mad, and I nat’rally tuck 
the snake’s part, particularly as he would 
gobble up and crush the neck of every water- 
snake that cum ashore on our island. One thing 
led to another, till Bill Bates swore he’d kill 

my snake. Sez I to him, ‘Billum,’ (I always 
called him Billum when I MEANT 
BIZNESS,) ‘ef you hurt a hair of the head of 
my snake, I'll hop on to you.’ That settled our 
pardnership. Bill Bates knowed what I meant, 
and he gathered up his traps and skedaddled. 

“Then I went to New Orleans, and out to 
Lake Pontchartrain, to fish for market. A lot 
of cussed Chinese was in the bizness, and 
when they found COARSE fish in their nets, 

they’d kill ‘em and heave ‘em overboard. Now, 
no man’s got a rite to waste anything, so we 
fishermen begun to pay sum attention to the 
opium-smokers in good arnest.” 

Here I interrupted the speaker to ask him 
if it would be safe for me to travel alone 
through the fishing-grounds of these Chinese. 

“Oh, shucks! safe enuf now,” he an- 
swered. “Once they was a bad set; but a change 
has cum over “‘em—they’re CIVILIZED now.” 

A vision of schools and earnest mission- 
ary work was before me while I asked HOW 
their civilization had been accomplished. 

“Shucks! WE dun it—WE WHITE 
FISHERMEN civilized ‘em,” was the em- 
phatic reply; “and not a bit too soon either, for 
the wasteful cusses got so bad they wasn’t sat- 
isfied with chucking dead fish overboard, but 
would go on to the prairies, and after using 
the grass cabins we WHITE fishermen had 
built to go into in bad weather, the bloody 
furiners would burn them up to bother us. They 
thort they’d drive us teetotally out of the 
diggins; so we thort it was time to CIVILIZE 
‘em. We hid in the long grass fur a few nights 
and watched the cusses. One morning a 
Chinaman was found dead in a cabin. Pretty 
soon after, one or two others was found floatin’ 
round loose, in the same way; and after that 
lesson or two the fellers got CIVILIZED; and 
you needn’t fear goin’ among ‘em nov, fur 
they’re harmless as kittens. They don’t kill 
coarse fish now fur the fun of it. Oh, shucks! 
there’s nothin’ like a little healthy CIVILIZA- 
TION fur Chinamen and Injuns. They both 
needs it, and, any way, this is a WHITE 
MAN’S country.” 

“And what of negroes?” I asked. 
“Oh, the niggers is good enuf, ef you let 

‘em alone. The Carpet-baggers from up north 
has filled their heads with all kinds of stuff, so 
now they think, nat’rally enuf, that they ought 
to be office-holders, when they can’t read or 
write no more than I can. I'd like to take a 
hand CIVILIZING some of them Carpet-bag- 
gers! They needs it more than the Chinamen 
or Injuns.” 

During part of the evening, Mr. Sewall, 
the nephew of the owner of the plantation, was 
with us round our camp-fire. We spoke of 
Longfellow’s Evangeline, the bay-tree, and 
Atchafalaya River, which he assured me was 
slowly widening its current, and would in time, 
perhaps, become the main river of the basin, 
and finally deprive the Mississippi of a large 
portion of its waters. From his boyhood he had 
watched the falling in of the banks with the 
widening and increasing of the strength of the 
current of the Atchafalaya Bayou. Once it was 
impassable for steamers; but a little dredging 
opened the way, while the Mississippi and Red 
rivers had both contributed to its volume of 
water until it had deepened sufficiently for 
United States gunboats to ascend it during the 
late war. It follows the shortest course from 
the mouth of Red River to the Gulf of Mexico. 

I left White Castle Plantation early on 
Monday morning, when I discovered a lot of 
fine sweet-potatoes stowed away in the hold 
of my boat. The northern cooper had purchased 
them during the night, and having too much 
delicacy to speak of his gift, secreted them in 
the boat. I fully appreciated this kind act, 
knowing it to be a mark of the poor man’s sym- 
pathy for his northern countryman. The levee 
for miles was lined with negroes and white 
men gathering a harvest of firewood from the 
drift stuff. One old negro, catching sight of 
my boat, called out to his companion, “Randal, 
look at dat boat! De longer we libs, de mor 
you sees. What sort o’ queer boat is she?” 

Twenty miles below White Castle Plan- 
tation is the valuable sugar estate called 
Houmas, the property of General Wade Hamp- 
ton and Colonel J. T. Preston. General Hamp- 
ton does not reside upon his plantation, but 
makes Georgia his home. Beyond Houmas the 
parish of St. James skirts the river for twenty 
miles. Three miles back from the river, on the 
left side of the Mississippi, and fifty-five miles 
from New Orleans, is the little settlement of 
Grand Point, the place most famed in St. James 
for perique tobacco. The first settler who had 
the hardihood to enter these solitudes was 
named Maximilian Roussel. He purchased a 
small tract of land from the government, and 
in the year 1824 shouldered his axe and camp- 
ing-utensils, and started for his new domain. 

He soon built a hut, and at once began the la- 
borious task of clearing his land, which was 
located in a dense cypress swamp, alive with 
wild beasts and alligators. A rough house was 
completed at the end of a year, and into it 
Roussel moved his family, consisting of a wife 
and four children. Here “he lived till he died,” 
as it has been expressively said. 

Octave and Louis, two of his sons, and 
both now grandfathers, still live on the old 
place, and are highly respected. Only a few 
years ago the old homestead echoed to the 
voices of five of Roussel’s sons, with their 
families; but death has taken two, one has re- 
moved, and two only now remain to relate the 
history of the almost unimaginable hardships 
encountered by the old and hardy pioneer. 
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There are at present nineteen families in 
the settlement, and they are all engaged in the 
cultivation of perique tobacco. An average 
farm on Grant Point consists of eight acres, 
and the average yield of manufactured tobacco 
is four hundred pounds to the acre. These 
simple-hearted people seem to be very happy 
and content. They have no saloons or stores 
of any kind, but their place is well filled with 
a neat Catholic church and a substantial 
school-house. Every man, woman, and child 
is a devout Roman Catholic, and in their daily 
intercourse with each other the stranger among 
them hears a patois something like the French 
language. The whole of the land cultivated by 
these people would not make more than an 
average farm in the north, while compared 
with the vast sugar estates on every side of it 
the dimensions are infinitesimal. 

Villages were now picturesquely grouped 
along the shores, the most conspicuous fea- 
ture in each being the large Catholic church, 
showing the religious belief of the people. 
Curious little stores were perched behind the 
now high banks of the levee. The signs over 
the doors bore such inscriptions as, “The Red 
Store,” “The White Store,” “St. John’s Store,” 
“Poor Family Store,” &c. Busy life was seen 
on every side, but here, as elsewhere in the 
south, men seemed always to have time to give 
a civil answer to any necessary inquiries. 

Only a month after I had descended this 
part of the river, Captain Boyton, clothed in 
his famous swimming-suit, paddled his way 
down the current from Bayou Goula to New 
Orleans, a distance of one hundred miles. The 
incidents of this curious voyage are now a part 
of the river’s history, and this seems the place 
for the brave captain to tell his story. He says: 

“T arrived at Bayou Goula on the ‘Bis- 
marck,’ about six o’clock on Thursday morn- 
ing; and, after considerable delay, succeeded 
in obtaining quarters at the Buena Vista Hotel 
in that village. At that point I engaged the ser- 
vices of a colored man named Brown, to pilot 
me down the river. At ten o’clock I took a 
breakfast, consisting of five eggs, bread, and 
a glass of beer, and ate nothing else during the 
day. At five o’clock precisely I took to the 
water and began my trip down to the city of 
New Orleans—a trip which proved to be a 
much more arduous one than I had anticipated, 
in consequence of the want of buoyancy in 
the water, the terrible counter-currents, and the 
large amount of drift-wood. It was some time 
before I could master the difficulty about the 
drift-wood, and at one time I was so annoyed 
and bruised by the floating debris, that I be- 
came somewhat apprehensive about the suc- 
cess of my enterprise. In some of the strong 
eddies particularly the logs played such fan- 
tastic tricks, rolling over and over with their 
jagged limbs and again standing upon their 
ends, that I feared I must either be carried un- 
der, or have my dress stripped completely off. 
By constant watching, however, I was enabled 
to steer out of harm’s way and to keep steadily 
moving down the stream. 

“Above Donaldsonville I was met by a 
fleet of boats filled with spectators, who ac- 
companied me down to that point, which I 
reached about eight o’clock in the evening. 
The town was illuminated, and the citizens 
tendered me a polite invitation to land and take 
supper; but of course I was obliged to decline, 
accepting in lieu a drink and a sandwich. Of 
the sandwich I ate only the bread. 

“Below Donaldsonville I was caught in 
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the great eddy. It was about four o’clock in 
the morning when I got into it, and it was good 
daylight before I succeeded in getting out again 
into the down-stream current. It was a singu- 
lar sensation, this going round and round over 
the same ground, so to speak, and for the life 
of me I could not understand how I seemed 
now and then to be passing the same planta- 
tion-houses and familiar landmarks. The skiff 
which accompanied me was also in the same 
predicament, sometimes pulling up and some- 
times pulling down stream. I tried to guide 
myself by the north star, but before | was aware 
of it that luminary, which ought to have kept 
directly in my front, would pop up, as it were, 
behind me, and destroy all my calculations. 
When daylight came, however, and the fog 
lifted sufficiently, I was able to paddle out into 
the middle of the stream, and keep down it 
once again. 

“Early in the morning, above Bonnet 
Carre, I asked several persons on shore for 
some coffee, but most of them seemed too 
much excited to attend to this pressing want 
of mine. At last a gentleman who spoke French 
got his wife to go and get me a cup of coffee, 
after drinking which I felt greatly refreshed. 
The sandwich and drink at Donaldsonville, and 
this cup of coffee next morning, were the only 
things in the shape of refreshments which I 
took during the twenty-four hours’ voyage. At 
times I was almost certain I was being attacked 
by alligators, and thought I should have to use 
the knife with which I always go armed, but it 
only proved to be the annoying drift-wood in 
which I would become fearfully entangled. I 
only suffered from the cold in my feet. These 
I warmed, however, after the sun came out, 
by inflating the lower part of my dress, and 
holding them up out of the water. 

“The banks all along the way were 
crowded with people to see me pass down. At 
one point, when I had allowed the air to es- 
cape from the lower part of my dress, and was 
going along rapidly, with nothing showing 
above water but my head and my paddle, I 
met a skiff, which contained a negro man and 
woman, who were crossing the river. The 
woman became fearfully alarmed, and her 
screams could have been heard for miles away. 
The man pulled for dear life, the woman in 
the stern acting the cockswain, and urging the 
boat forward in the funniest manner possible. 

“While in the great eddy | drifted into an 
immense flock of ducks, and but for the noise 
made by those in the skiff I could easily have 
caught several of them, as they were not at all 
disturbed by my presence, but swam leisurely 
all about me. 

“At the Red Church, the wind blowing 
up against the current kicked up a nasty sea, 
which gave me a great deal of trouble. By sink- 
ing down very low, however, and allowing 
only my head above water, and taking the 
shower-bath as it came upon me continuously, 
I was enabled to keep up my headway down 
stream. When at my best speed I easily kept 
ahead of the boats, going sometimes at the rate 
of seven miles an hour without difficulty. 

“This feat was a much more arduous one 
than my trip across the English Channel. Then 
I only slept two hours, and was up again, feel- 
ing all right; but when this thing was over I 
slept all night, had a refreshing bath, and still 
suffered from fatigue, to say nothing of my 
swollen wrists and neck-glands.” 

Having finished his remarkable voyage 
successfully, Captain Boyton concluded that 

his life-saving dress had been fully tested in 
America, and determined to rest on his lau- 
rels, and avoid Mississippi debris in future. In 
consequence of being caught in the eddy be- 
low Donaldsonville, this great swimmer esti- 
mated the distance he traversed from Bayou 
Goula to New Orleans as fully one hundred 
and twenty miles. [*note] 

About dusk I rowed into a grove of young 
willows, on the left bank of the river, on the 
Shepard Plantation. My boat was soon se- 
curely fastened to a tree, and having partaken 
of my frugal meal I retired. A comfortable 
night’s rest was, however, out of the question, 
for the passing steamers tossed me about in a 
most unceremonious manner, seeming to me 
in my dreams to be chanting for their lullaby, 
“Rock-a-by baby on the tree-top.” Indeed, the 
baby on the tree-top was in an enviable posi- 
tion compared with my kaleidoscopic move- 
ments among the swashy seas. Many visions 
were before me that night, of the numerous 
little sufferers who are daily slung backwards 
and forwards in those pernicious instruments 
of torture called cradles. 

Memory brought also another picture I 
hoped it had been my good fortune to forget. 
It was a scene on the veranda of a country 
house. Five sisters, all pretty girls, whose grace 
and vivacity I had often admired, were there, 
each in her rocking-chair, and each swinging 
to and fro, as though perpetual motion had 
been discovered. Why must an American 
woman have a rocking-chair? In no other 
country in the world, excepting among the 
creoles of South America, is this awkward 
piece of furniture so popular. Burn the cradles 
and taboo the graceless rocking-chair, and our 
children will have steadier heads and our 
women learn the attractive grace of quiet ease. 

The following day I struggled against 
head winds and swashy seas, until their com- 
bined forces proved too much for me, and suc- 
cumbing as amiably as possible under the cir- 
cumstances, the little white boat was run 
ashore on the Picou Plantation, where the coast 
was fortunately low. The rain and wind held 
me prisoner there until midnight, when, with 
a rising moon to cheer me, I forced a passage 
through the blockade of driftwood, and being 
once more on the river, waved an adieu to my 
last camp on the Mississippi. 

I was now only thirty-seven miles from 
New Orleans. Rowing rapidly down the broad 
river, now shrouded in gloom, with the fleecy 
scuds flying overhead in the stormy firma- 
ment, I fully realized that I was soon to leave 
the noble stream which had borne me so long 
and so safely upon its bosom. A thunder- 
shower rose in the west—its massive black- 
ness lighted by the vivid flashes which played 
over its surface. The houses of the planters 
along the river’s bank were enveloped in foli- 
age, and the air was so redolent with the fra- 
grance of flowers that I seemed to be floating 
through an Eden. The wind and the clouds dis- 
appeared together, and a glorious sunrise gave 
promise of a perfect day. With the light came 
life. Where all had been silent and restful, man 
and beast now made known their presence. The 
rising sun seemed to be the signal for taking 
hold where they had let go the night before. 
The crowing of cocks, the cries of plantation 
hands, the hungry neigh of horses, the hun- 
dred and one sounds of this work-a-day worid, 
greeted my ears, while my eyes, taking a rapid 
survey of the surrounding steamers, coal-arks, 
and barges of every description, carried 



quickly to my brain the intelligence that I was 
near the Crescent City of the Gulf. Soon for- 
ests of masts rose upon the horizon, for there 
were vessels of all nations ranged along the 
levee of this once prosperous city. 

Anxious to escape the officious kindness 
always encountered about the docks of south- 
ern cities, I peered about, hoping to find some 
quiet corner in which to moor my floating 
home. Near the foot of Louisiana Avenue I saw 
the fine boat-house of the “Southern Boat 
Club,” and being pleasantly hailed by one of 
its members, hove to, and told him of my per- 
plexity. With the ever ready hospitality of a 
southerner, he assured me that the boat-house 
was at my disposal; and calling a friend to as- 
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sist, we easily hauled the duck-boat out of the 
water, up the inclined plane, into her new quar- 
ters. 

The row upon the Mississippi from its 
junction with the Ohio down to New Orleans, 
including many stoppages, had occupied nine- 
teen days, and had been accelerated by con- 
siderable night voyaging. The flow of the Mis- 
Sissippi was about one third faster than that of 
the Ohio. Lloyd’s River Map gives the dis- 
tance from the mouth of the Ohio to the cen- 
tre of New Orleans as ten hundred and fifty- 
five miles, but the surveys of the United States 
Engineer Corps make this crooked route ten 
hundred and twenty miles only. 

My floating home being now in good 
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hands, its captain turned his back on the wa- 
ter, and took a turn on land, leaving the river 

bounded by its narrow horizon, but teeming 
with a strange, nomadic life, the various types 
of which afforded a field where much glean- 
ing would end in but a scanty harvest of good. 
Already my ears caught, in fancy, the sound 
of the restless waves of the briny waters of 
the Gulf of Mexico, and my spirits rose at the 
prospect of the broader experiences about to 
be encountered. 

[*note] Since this voyage ended, Captain 
Boyton has, in the same manner, successfully 
descended the Ohio and the Mississippi riv- 
ers from Cairo to New Orleans. 

(To Be Continued) 
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Mystic Seaport, Beetle Cats and Danny 
Olsen 

Lynn and I went to Mystic in 1997. We 
discovered the boathouse there, which main- 
tains a fleet of small boats, both sail and oar, 
available for rent. The first boat we went out 
on was the Sandy Ford, a sprit sail catboat. 
Instead of a head bonking boom, the sprit rises 
from the mast at a sharp angle and supports 
the sail at the top. The bottom of the sail is 
nice, soft cloth, the sheet attached on the aft 
end. 

I had never considered catboats. I used 
to think they were heavy and slow. What I 
didn’t know was all the endearing traits pro- 
vided by their wide beams. They generally are 
as wide as half their length. Sandy Ford is only 
15’ long but makes you feel as if you are ona 
much, much bigger boat. This impression is 
created by her rock solid stability and by hav- 
ing plenty of leg room to stretch out and re- 
lax. She’s certainly no Hot-Rod, but she sails 
well and her heavy wood construction provides 
inertia to keep her moving through the lulls. It 
also smoothes out surface ripples, which con- 
tributes further to the “big boat” aura. This ex- 
perience made me an instant fan of catboats. 
Another plus of the wide beam is the resulting 
shallow draft. A catboat can skim over thin 
water where most other boats would be 
aground. I thought of the one that circled Guy 
and I while we sat stuck in Barnegat Bay that 
evening long ago. 

Sharon Brown is the docent of the boat- 
house. She is carrying on the work of the late 
John Gardner, America’s small boat guru. I 
told her of my newfound enthusiasm for the 
catboat idea and we discussed Beetle cats, of 
which the boathouse has several. The gaff 
rigged Beetle is named for its designer. Beetle 
was known as a builder of whaleboats, as in 
Moby Dick. He built the first of his new rec- 
reational designs in 1921. Something like 4000 
of them have been built since. The tradition is 
carried on today by Beetle Inc., owned by 
Charley York. Charley maintains a nice 
website for the boat. There’s a very active 
Beetle cat association, too. Most of their ac- 
tivities are in the Cape Cod vicinity. 

I was itchy for a winter project and 
thought it would be fun and challenging to 
build a Beetle. Sharon suggested that I visit 
the Beetle shop in South Dartmouth, Massa- 
chusetts, and speak to Bill Sauerbray. Bill 
works with Charley building new boats and 
caring for the existing fleet. He gave Lynn and 
I the “cooks tour” of Beetle Inc. We looked at 
retired boats outdoors and saw many of the 
little 12°4” cats snugly resting inside the stor- 
age shed on wooden racks. The paint shop is 
an artist’s delight with several boats getting 
preened in various colors lit by sunbeams com- 
ing through the dusty windows. In the boat 
building area the sweet smell of cedar was a 
treat for the nostrils. We saw templates and 
molds there, some dating back to the original 
production work. 

Charley discouraged my idea of build- 
ing a boat. Bill showed me a boat outdoors 
that he thought was an excellent candidate for 
a rebuild because it was fastened with bronze 
screws. Boats built prior to the early “70s were 
fastened with steel screws and suffered the 
effects of rust. 

If Lynn hadn’t talked me out of it, | would 
have put the boat on the roof of the car and 
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taken it home. She did have a point, though. 
The 6’ beam of the boat was far wider than 
my car. We would have looked like a little kid 
walking around with a big cardboard box over 
his head. 

Bill took a foot long piece of cedar plank 
and, using a knife, sharpened a pencil and 
wrote a name and phone number on it. The 
name and number belonged to Danny Olsen. 
Danny lives in Astoria, Queens, works as a 
carpenter at New York’s Metropolitan Mu- 
seum, and restored his own Beetle cat under 
Bill’s supervision. I called Danny and he in- 
vited me to go sailing with him. He moors his 
boat at a funky little boatyard, home to a sur- 
prising collection of well-used wooden clas- 
sics. It’s in a heavy industrial section of Col- 
lege Point, Queens. 

The sun was shining when I met Danny 
at his boat, but it was cool and gusty from the 
northwest, truly a November day. We teetered 
out in the dinghy and unwrapped the mooring 
covers. We decided to tie in a reef before we 
left anchor. Danny guided us away from the 
mooring and sheeted her in tight. The little cat 
eagerly bashed her way through the chop. 
Spray blew over the canvas covered deck and 
bent oak coaming. 

The shore opposite Danny’s boatyard is 

LaGuardia Airport. As we sailed near, a big 
airliner took off. It wasn’t too close, but I did 
notice that the passenger in the window just 
in front of the wing was reading Time Maga- 
zine. 

After a while Danny offered me the tiller. 
I eased the sheet until the forward edge of the 
sail just began to want to bulge inward. I pulled 
it back in just a notch and we continued to 
burble along happily and without the dramatic 
spray. Danny warned me not to steer too close 
to Rikers Island because a police boat would 
come roaring out to see what we might be up 
to. It had already happened to him. We sailed 
back and forth a bit in the main channel of the 
East River. Hell Gate was to our west and we 
could see Execution Rock in Long Island 
Sound to our east just beyond the Whitestone 
and Throgg’s Neck bridges. 

Getting back to Danny’s anchorage is 
easy. Simply line up the bow with Shea Sta- 
dium. 

I really don’t know why I haven’t begun 
restoring a Beetle myself. I would like to keep 
one on a trailer and “dry” sail it, but Bill ad- 
vised me that the Beetle, with its conventional 
build of cedar planks on oak ribs, likes to be 
“wet.” My plan of wet/dry cycles would prob- 
ably make for a leaky boat. Perhaps if I look a 
little harder, I might find a convenient place 
to moor one. 

A side trip on our visit to the Beetle shop 
was a stop at the Herreshoff museum in Bristol, 
Rhode Island. It’s housed in the old buildings 
in which Captain Nat’s creation took form. 
Many boats of his design are on display, and 
as we looked at them and touched them we 
realized why Herreshoff was called the “Wiz- 
ard of Bristol.” The shape of each boat is lovely 
and the construction details like the hand- 
shaped shear planks are amazing. The variety 
is wide, too. We saw huge America’s Cup de- 
fenders, a little sailing skiff on a wood trailer 
designed for it, and many sizes in between, 
both sail and power. I was surprised, but the 
nice people there pronounce the name 
“Herr’-ess-hoff.” 

Lynn and I have gone back to Mystic sev- 
eral times. We’ve gone for rides on the Breck 
Marshal, a 25’ catboat, and Resolute, a long, 
sleek Herreshoff design and former tender to 
one of the titanic J-boats which defended the 
America’s Cup in 1913 or thereabouts. We also 
took an evening cruise on the Sabino, a pas- 
senger steamer restored to better than new 
condition. I spent that voyage in the engine 
room with engineer Bill King. He had recently 
torn down both the engine and boiler to their 
bones and completely restored them. The 
boiler is stoked with coal by hand. The engine 
is a vertical, two-cylinder, double expansion 
model with all its shiny moving parts exposed 
to view. The engineer answers the polished 
brass telegraph bells by spinning the throttle 
valve and throwing reversing levers. Bill fig- 
ures the engine produces 75 hp at about 150 
rpm. It swings an enormous 48” by 72” prop. 

Wyvern, the Bay Hen, and Chance 

Steve and Pat Weingart are two of the 
most wonderful people I’ve ever met. When 
they lived in Peekskill, New York, Steve hap- 
pened to find a nice little sailboat without re- 
ally trying. They named it Chance. They sold 
Chance when they moved to Florida. It wasn’t 
long before they bought a new boat, a fiber- 
glass Bay Hen. Lynn and I visited them and 



we trailered the Bay Hen to Lake Worth. We 
dodged powerboats on the Intracoastal Water- 
way and had a picnic lunch on a quiet tropical 
island. I was struck by the contrast between 
the natural waterways and the forests of 
high-rise apartment buildings on the ocean 
beach. 

We did this in August and it was hot. The 
ocean temperature was 92 degrees. I didn’t 
realize how hot it was until after we were home 
and I looked at a picture Lynn had taken of 
me on the boat. I looked like a melted blob, 
despite my sitting in the shade of the canvas 
Bimini top. 

The Bay Hen is gaff rigged and has a 
dagger board on either side, which makes for 
a roomy cockpit. There are two berths below 
and sitting headroom. Steve and Pat made sev- 
eral trips to the Florida Keys. They sailed from 
island to island, diving at interesting spots and 
sleeping aboard. 

The Bay Hen was a fine boat and lots of 
fun, but Steve and Pat were dreaming of voy- 
aging to far off places. A bigger boat was called 
for. They found a nice 30’ Alberg. The previ- 
ous owner had painted a colorful dragon on 
each side. It rose and dipped along the water- 
line. They named the boat Wyvern, which I 
think is old English for dragon. 

They took Lynn and I for a day sail. We 
motored south on the inland waterway, open- 
ing three bridges on the way to Boca Raton 
Inlet. We entered the ocean but had to run a 
mile or so along the beach to avoid the sand- 
bar at the mouth of the inlet. We hung a left, 
raised sail, and the boat came alive. The Alberg 
shares a long keeled ancestry with the Alden 
and moves with a similar grace. 

Near the beach the Florida ocean is pale 
aquamarine. As we got farther out though, it 
changed to the deepest, purest blue I’d ever 
seen. There was a strong breeze from the 
southeast and we happily glided along throw- 
ing white spray back at the sparkling intense 
blue. We sailed to the horizon and returned. 
We paused in the bay at Boca and had a nice 
swim and a delicious dinner aboard. 

Steve hadn’t a chance yet to replace the 
battery, so the Atomic four was a bit reluctant 
to start. We got it running and proceeded home 
in the enchanting glow of the running lights. 
The engine ran fine and hummed until we got 
to the dock, almost. It stalled in the canal near 
the dock. Steve simply let her coast until we 
were abreast of her spot, threw the tiller over, 
and she smoothly made a tight U-turn and 
came to a stop as neat as you please. We sim- 
ply dropped the dock lines into place. 

Rainbows on the Hudson 

Lynn and I met Steve and Helen White 
through the Weingarts. Steve and Helen intro- 
duced us to the Croton Sailing School. It’s lo- 
cated in a park on the Hudson River at the town 
of Croton-on-Hudson. This section of the river 
is called Haverstraw Bay, and it is three miles 
wide and about five miles up and down. There 
are no rocks or obstructions, and the water is 
8’ to 10’ deep everywhere; of course, the main 
channel is somewhat deeper. 

We’ ve gone there more than several times 
and rented 24’ Rainbows. The Rainbow is a 
Sparkman and Stephens design. I believe 
they’re used for sail training at the Naval Acad- 
emy at Annapolis. The hull and decks are fi- 
berglass, the masts and spars are aluminum. 
The fin keel is cast iron with a large bulb on 

the bottom. The rudders have an interesting 
horizontal plane that I imagine adds control 
when the boat is heeled sharply. 

One of our first sails with Steve and 
Helen was kind of interesting. We had sailed 
across the river and were close to the main 
channel, which carries a lot of ship, tug, and 
barge traffic. Steve called ready about and I 
focused on the jib sheets. Steve’s next words 
were “hard alee” and then “shit.” I turned to 
look and there was Steve holding the entire 
tiller in his lap. The bronze fitting at the top of 
the rudder post had let go. 

We dropped the sails and reconnoitered. 
There was nothing aboard to give us leverage 
on the rudder. Helen and Lynn bent to the task 
of retrieving and untangling the wet, muddy 
anchor and line from the bilge. While they did 
this, we reset the mainsail and tried to maneu- 
ver. It worked. By playing the main sheet in 
and out and keeping light hand pressure on 
the rudder head, we were able to proceed 
slowly. 

As we made our way east across the river 
we looked to our right. Approaching fast was 
an entire fleet of large sailing yachts, all fly- 
ing multicolored spinnakers and every other 
sail they had. Steve was a bit concerned that 
these big guys were probably racing for a fat 
purse and wouldn’t give us any slack. We fil- 
tered through the fleet easily. We then consid- 
ered the prospect of playing dodge ‘em with 
the moored boats and picking up a mooring in 
our hobbled condition. When another boat 
passed near, we hailed them and they radioed 
for the launch to come out and tow us to the 
mooring. Subsequent voyages have been a lot 
more peaceful. 

The scenery of the Hudson Valley is spec- 
tacular at least. The mountains on both sides 
are covered with trees that change their cos- 
tumes for each season. Cloud formations are 
influenced by the mountains and are unique 
every day. The sunsets behind the round moun- 
tain tops give truth to the fantastic colors seen 
in paintings of the area. Long freight trains 
run on the west shore and gleaming streaks of 
silver on the east shore are Amtrak and 
Metroliners running on the old right of way 
established by Commodore Vanderbilt. The 
cars of the Metroliner commuter trains each 
carry a name reminiscent of the rich history 
of the area, Franklin D. Roosevelt, Washing- 
ton Irving, and Sleepy Hollow, for example. 
Traffic on the river is light but interesting. 
There are oceangoing ships, jet skis, and ev- 
erything in between, power and sail. There are 
many curious and unusual boats amid the stock 
pleasure craft. A full size reproduction of 
Henry Hudson’s ship, Half-Moon, docks 
nearby. I’ve seen many small airplanes circling 
overhead, enjoying the scene from above. 

Rainbows are stable gentle boats and they 
can move along nicely. I look forward to 
spending many future afternoons afloat on the 
mighty Hudson. 

Dreams 

Ninety percent of the pleasure of activi- 
ties, I feel, is derived in the dreaming and an- 
ticipation. If that’s true, then I’m having a 
grand time. Many dreams and schemes are in 
the works. The Beetle cat restoration may be- 
gin before I know it. The smell of cedar would 
fill my garage, maybe I could turn a mast on 
the lathe, perhaps I could order a kit from the 
sail maker and sew it myself, maybe...John and 

Mary Jean Dux just installed a new diesel in 
their sailboat, orphaning the Atomic 4. 
Hmmm. I might build a little wooden runabout 
around the engine. A brass steering wheel with 
a mahogany rim would be fun to 
make...There’s a “30s style speedboat hidden 
in a nearby boatyard. Its shapely hull is made 
of steel. I wonder if a motorcycle engine could 
be adapted to it... 

PBS television ran a wonderful series 
made by an English film producer. It was the 
visual story of his dream vacation come true. 
He took an old Thames River barge and towed 
it with an even older tugboat. He left London, 
crossed the English Channel, and toured much 
of the continent via rivers and canals. If it’s 
ever on TV again, don’t miss it. It’s called 
“Barging Through Europe.” I may never be 
able to make such a trip, however our very 
own Erie Canal is beckoning. Hmmm. One 
hundred and fifty miles to Albany, 350 to Buf- 
falo, and there’s Niagara Falls and Lake Erie. 
Hmmm. Maybe I could find a nice boat to 
borrow... 

The Tom’s River Wooden Boat Show has 
been a treat to visit. It draws a nice bunch of 
nifty boats, boat owners, and builders. Most 

are native to New Jersey (boats and owners), 
and I see classic items there that I remember 
from my not so long ago youth. Little outboard 
runabouts built of diagonally laid up veneers 
that sweep back into distinctive tumblehome 
stems. Sleek powerful Pacemakers were the 
deep-sea fisherman’s choice in their day. The 
boats with an attitude the Garveys. They 
tonged for clams in Barnegat Bay during 
workaday life, but the addition of a big V-8 
from a car made them racers. They never had 
mufflers and always seemed to be painted gray. 
An occasional Barnegat Bay Sneakbox ap- 
pears at the show. Their cedar planked design 
goes back to the 1800s. Many of the show- 
boats have little “For Sale” signs on them. 
Hmmm.... 

A recent visit to the antique boat show at 
Mystic provided me a whiff of Uncle Joe’s old 
Elco when I poked my head into the bilge of 
one on display there. 

The next 50 years are full.of promise of 
boating adventures. I’m lookin’ forward to em. 

New from Compass Classic Yachts 
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If you’ve always thought of canoe-pol- 
ing as meant for expeditioners going up rap- 
ids or for goofy whitewater stunt action, think 
again. There’s a new way to pole in town. It’s 
a great way to go for shallow flatwater action, 
upstream and down. I’d never seen or heard 
of it done here in Michigan but I tell ya, it’s a 

great way to go. 
If you’re tired of bogging down in shal- 

low water and want to go faster than you can 
paddle... if you pine for a better VIEW of the 
river...try poling! It’s fast and scenic: Two as- 
pects I’d never heard bragged about it any- 
where else. Both of these aspects are best for 
water that’s 2’ deep or less, which is what we 

have a lot of in Michigan. 
With poling, since you’re standing, you 

get a better view of the river bottom all around 
you than any way else. I was amazed at the 
fish and aquatic life that I never saw in my 
previous paddling. What a new perspective. It 
was like floating in air down the river. The 
sky reflection on the water seemed a lot more 
crisp. 

But don’t forget to wear Polaroid glasses! 
(These should be a “must have” item for all 
canoeists. I don’t know why Id only used them 
for fishing before.) 

See, I'd been paddling a few times on our 
sucky local river last fall. The water was VERY 
low. But our local tree color was GREAT. I 
was underwhelmed by the view of the hori- 
zon. Our river runs in a woodsy ditch. So, 
sitting down low for paddling, I just plain felt 
trapped. Who'd put up with that? I stood up! 
Now, I paddle a tippy, narrow, flatwater kelvar 
racing canoe, a beat up old Wenonah Advan- 
tage, 16’6”, I think. Not the latest item, but a 
sporty 30-pounder anyway. I had no idea how 
poling would work out, but what the hey. I 
stood up. I could balance! So I rode my bike 
home and whittled a 12’ maple sapling from 
the stand in my yard (about one inch diam- 
eter) and rode back to the river. I hopped in 
and took off like a rocket. 

Poling is like riding a bike. When you’re 
moving, it’s very stable even in a race boat. 
Actually, | found that it was like lots of sports. 
I found it to be like skateboarding, 
snowboarding and windsurfing, with the foot- 
work and body English that I do. You can lean 
and bank and cut a small, light canoe around 
obstacles nicely when you’re standing up, 
braced. I also found it to be like cross country 
ski skating. I can get my whole body into it. 
Sure, I got wet a lot at first, but pretty soon 
balancing was easy and very stable. And 
mostly I just got my feet wet. (When you tip 
over in paddling, you often get a MORE wet.) 
What had me so worked up was that the view 
of the scenery was so much improved! Stand- 
ing in the boat and working my way up and 
down the river made me feel like was WALK- 
ING on top of the water. The woodsy canopy 
was much lower. It was very interesting hay- 
ing my head now halfway between the scen- 
ery and the water, rather than so close to the 
water. When poling a race boat, furthermore, 
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Canoe Poling: 
Not Just for Downeasters 

Anymore 
Great for Jetting the Shallows, 
Great Views & An Allbody 

Workout! 

By Jeff Potter 

you don’t stop to look in the boat much. You 
look up the river and that helps you stay ori- 
ented for best balancing. Well, it’s just so un- 
usual. I guess when you’re standing, you sim- 
ply get a much wider view of your surround- 
ings. A casual glance lets you see so much 
more of a river. It was delightful and I was 
hooked. 

When you’ re poling in shallow water, you 
don’t get very wet when you fall out. When 
I'd hit a log and get tossed, really I was just 
stepping out of the boat. OK, I was thrown, 
but it felt like just stepping out. I'd get hardly 
any water in the boat. And I could step right 
back in. It’s amazing how much easier the 
whole operation is than getting seated every 
time you get in and out of a canoe. 

When I encountered VERY shallow 
stretches, I could step and out and walk the 
boat through them with the bowline. It was an 
easy, casual affair. Walking an empty race boat 
is like walking air. Plus, just having the chance 
to WALK up a shallow river is a great thing 
(that only fishermen usually get to do). In 
rough paddling where there’s blowdowns, 
you’re in and out of the boat a lot. I call it 
Boat-O-Cross or Cross Country Paddling. 
Now it’s easy to treat those obstacles like 
simple hurdles. Much easier than workin 
from the seated position. : 

Amazingly, when you find shallow ob- 
stacles, you can stay in the boat most of the 
time. You put your weight on the pole, 
unweight your feet and hop the boat over that 
washed-log with ease in one shove. 

It’s surprising how warm the river water 
was all through October. I never got chilled. It 
really extended my “fun time in the water” 
season. It was very nice to get a little wet ev- 
ery day. 

So here’s the technique: I position my 
legs feet akimbo, snowboarder style. I make 
sure that I have a bow-light trim. To do this I 
stand behind my seat. I brace my shin against 
the seat thwart (a foam pad is essential.) I 
mostly use a strong right side, with left foot 
forward, but actually I can switch just fine for 
long distance workload balancing. When pol- 
ing “strongside” on the right, I grasp the pole 
with my right hand at its balance point, left 
hand about 3’ higher, maybe 2’ down from the 
end. I stand up tall and reach forward and plant 
the pole. When I’m really going for it, I shift 
all weight to my forward left foot and get the 
weight out there. Then I collapse on the pole, 
drop my butt and shove to the rear. I don’t let 
go of either hand. Then I recover and do it 
again. When I’m going gonzo, I push through 
with my right foot to get more distance and 
shift all weight to it off the left foot. ve also 
squirted the boat out from under me in doing 
this.) 

To get proper tracking control, I stand in 
the right side of the hull for strong rightside 
poling. This lets the curve of the tumblehome 
offset the overpowered rightside nicely. Com- 

bined with a light bow, a poleshove pushes 
you quite straight down the river. 

You will have to often switch to leftside 
anyway. To do this, I leave my feet and hands 
where they are and just whip the pole over the 
front of the boat. As I drop and shove, I let go 
of the “trapped” right hand and finish poling 
with left hand alone (much of the time). 

I find that this method, done smoothly 
with minimal bounce, goes VERY FAST in 
shallow water up and down stream. Sadly, I 
haven’t timed a comparison to race paddling 
yet, but I’ ve done enough to feel that it’s faster. 
When [ hit deep water areas, I can still use the 
pole, unless it gets over 5’ deep. I can always 
use the pole as a very effective paddle. There’s 
no need to lose way or balance due to surprises 
on the bottom. 

If I hit a sucky, mucky bottom, I push 
more gently, but if I get heavy polesuck, it’s 
easy to jerk out once you get used to it. 

I’ve read, of course, of the various New 
England fancy pole resources, so I suppose I'll 
be buying a “duck foot” from those ax-equip- 
ment people. “Real” poles often have “duck 
feet” on them that spread to keep a pole from 
sinking into mud as far. Then they collapse on 
recovery. The other end of a “real” pole usu- 
ally has a short rock stud for purchase on rocky 
bottoms. We Michiganders mainly have an 
“average” riverbottom. Not too mucky, not too 
rocky. My maple sapling has held up fine “na- 
ked”. 

I tried all kinds of tricks, including some 
I'd read about. Double overhand shoves, go- 
ing on down the pole. I tried some 
cartwheeling and baton-twirler handling. Each 
style has its place. 

I notice that I don’t do much of what I 
believe is the Harry Rock racing method. 
Harry is Mr. Poling, ve heard. But I just 
haven’t been able to find anything in print on 
sport poling. We may have to have a Michi- 
gan-New England tourney (on the river of MY 
choice). Harry, I gather, recommends a cross- 
hull stance (feet side by side) and a 
cartwheeling pole action for his top speed. 
Well, I find the cross-hull to be lousy for bal- 
ance. When [ hit a rock I go on my face inside 
my hull. Yuck. I see that cartwheeling, with a 
quick pole plant and weight-drop on each side, 
works quickly, but I really can’t get much 
oomph into it. I think that those New England- 
ers mainly use big heavy boats. I plan on try- 
ing even faster, tippier hulls for my Michigan 
Style. May the best win! 

In rocky areas, it’s great fun shifting my 
weight around from foot to foot or scootching 
back some, to dance the boat on through. It’s 
like strolling down a nice shady lane. Stream- 
hiking: I heard the Japanese call it 
‘“shwanboring”, anyone ever hear of this? 

I found I could really work the old arms, 
legs and torso! One shove sends me maybe 
12’ down the river. I could get much more body 
power by poling than I do by paddling. I could 
really dyno-shove the hull around with my feet 
just like a snowboard. Catch that rail! As a 
paddler, I tell you it is SO nice to stand up, 
stretch and work the legs when you’re on the 
water! 

What a new perspective! 
Oh, and bring your paddle along. When 

you do want to sit down in a deep section, a 
10’-12’ pole will tuck into the bow area of a 
solo flatwater canoe just fine without getting 
in the way of normal sit’n’switch paddling or 
your legs. i 



The Old J 80 Johnson 
By Robb White. 

The main goal in my life is to get to the 
day when I can quit burning gasoline. When I 
was a young man, I loved anything that burned 

~ the stuff and chased those machines with the 
same fervor that some young men chase 
women. I guess the same physiology drives 
both desires because... well.... anyhow it ain’t 
the same anymore but I still get a slight twitch 
when I see a little outboard motor. 

An old man came to the shop with an old 
outboard right about the time I shipped my 
last boat in August. I normally stop prosely- 
tizing about these boats then so I can have time 
to do my logging and sawmill work in the 
wonderful cool of the fall, so I agreed to fix 
the old motor for this man. He had an interest- 
ing story. It seems that when he was a young 
man, he had borrowed this engine from. his 
grandfather. Because he was young and had 
other things on his mind, he neglected to re- 
turn it until it had froze and busted. 

It was one of those old outboards which 
have a brass piston waterpump driven off of a 
cam on the propeller shaft. Since it is a posi- 
tive displacement rig the water squirts out of 
the pee-hole in a regular, strong cyclic way at 
the rate of about three strokes to the squirt (is 
this a metaphor?) and all the water does not 
drain back out of the engine when you shut it 
off unless you take out a little tap down on the 
foot that says “Drain”. If you don’t do that, 
when it freezes it makes a hell of a mess. 

It was an old Johnson from back in the 
days when “horsepower” was just beginning 
to be used to mis-describe the capability of a 
machine. This old thing was bragged up to be 
about Ihp in the days when people knew what 
a horse could do. No doubt, there were some 
who, after trying one out, raised their eyebrows 
when it could hardly push the boat through 
weeds that a horse would have dragged out of 
the pond and spread on the field for manure. 
Now I have a Sphp (peak horsepower) vacuum 

cleaner that runs on 22 guage wire. It might 
blow hot air as hard as a horse but not like 
five... not when they are at their peak anyway. 
That ain’t got nothing to do with this story 
though. 

What had happened was that my cus- 
tomer had ruined his grandaddy’s old Johnson 
and all his life had felt guilty about it. Though 
he didn’t say it, I bet his grandfather had never 
let him forget. Now this man, a successful 
businessman, retired, had gotten tired of look- 
ing at the old motor that he kept as some sort 
of override limit on his happiness after his 
grandfather had died. Somehow he had found 
out about the twitch I get at the sight of such 
and had brought the damned thing to me. “Can 
you fix it back to where it is as good as it was 
before it froze and busted?” he asked. 

“Does a sanctified Baptist love a shiny 
new S.U.V.?” said me. When I got it all taken 
apart (“Carb Cleaner” in the aerosol can, $1.69 
for two at AutoZone is just the ticket) I found 
out that what was busted was the pump hous- 
ing in the foot, the watertight clamp thing that 
held the foot onto the brass pipe that went up 
to the head, the tubes that conveyed the water 
up every whichaway to the cylinder... and the 
damned base of the crankcase where the wa- 
ter went into the engine of the thing. 

I fixed the waterpump by turning a little 
liner sleeve to fit the undamaged piston. I re- 
placed the busted tubes. | welded the alumi- 
num foot clamp after about five tries (old 
1920’s aluminum is strange stuff) cut new 
threads and reworked the seal but I was sty- 
mied about the busted crankcase bottom until 
I remembered a brilliant genius with whom I 
used to work back in the tugboat days. He cast 
a brand new one for me. Ain’t life sweet? 

The old motor ran good too... first pull, 
hot or cold... had to work the choke and single 
needle valve with some expertise. My grand- 
children and I took it to Lake Iamonia on my 
old Grumman Sport boat to see what it was 
like. Though it thrummed the aluminum pretty 
good, it didn’t vibrate nearly as bad as I ex- 
pected. It is one of those primitive old 
slow-speed, two-cycle engines that aspirates 
right into the cast iron cylinder when the little 
two inch piston opens the port at the bottom 
of the stroke. 

Since the fuel doesn’t go through the 
crankcase like modern two cycle engines, all 
that is lubricated by an expostulation of oil 
and gasoline (80z., a small Coca Cola bottle, 

to the gallon) from the cylinder at each com- 
pression stroke through little tubes to both 
crankshaft bearings and through holes in the 
crankshaft to the connecting rod joumal, wrist 
pin, and all, like a four cycle engine with an 
oil pump... kind of marvelous. 

There are no seals on anything (except a 
regular adjustable, leather packing gland, 
“Chicago Rawhide” on the propeller shaft) and 
that makes it smoke out from under the fly- 
wheel a little bit while it is cold but when it 
warms up, it is cleaner running than a British 
Seagull. It has a dry exhaust and you can see 
how much it is smoking and lean it on down 
with the big-knob style needle valve. Got a 
big aluminum take-apart muffler sort of like a 
Model T which it is good to avoid when you 
have to tilt it, that and the spark plug and the 
flywheel. It is a lot like handling a crab. 

I had it running in my garbage can rig 
when the man came back. He watched it for a 
while, then he gave me a check and said, “You 
keep that thing”. 

Mark Steele in America’s Cup 
Challenge City Tells Of 

An America Model in 

Auckland 
2884 4 

A great deal has been written over the 
years about the yacht America, and among the 
fine books on this famous yacht, I consider 
The Low Black Schooner by yacht historian 
John Rousmaniere the most excellent. 

Iam sure that a great many modelmakers 
have undertaken both static and sailing mod- 
els of America, but here in New Zealand, RC 
sailing models of this famous vessel are rare, 
in fact I had never heard of one until New 
Zealand professional ship modeller, Peter 
Sewell contacted me and turned up for a sail 
with his three-eighth-inch to the foot sailing 
model. 

Peter is a very meticulous and highly 
skilled modelmaker, whose work covers a 
wide spectrum, and whose models grace the 
homes and offices in many countries. He lives 
and works from home at Clevedon, south of 
Auckland, and America is his first RC model, 
in fact he has now built several hulls in 
fibreglass from a custom wood mould. 

The writer has had a go, and the boat sails 
very well and there has been interest both from 
overseas and locally due to the America’s Cup 
held in Auckland, and perhaps further stirred 
by the fine display models in the Dennis 
Conner cup collection that has been on dis- 
play at the Stars & Stripes Challenge base. 

Peter’s model has a deck made from 6mm 
planked kauri, masts and spars made of cedar, 
and sails of Dacron spinnaker cloth. Beauti- 
fully made deck fittings are a mixture of kauri 
and rimu. 

One of the wonderful aspects of model 
yachting, I think anyway, is the wide variety 
of subjects chosen by modelmakers, a choice 
that covers the widest possible spectrum from 
commercial fishing vessels, to cruising boats 
under sail, to those that race. In another ar- 
ticle I’d like to show readers by way of a voy- 
age through several countries, what other 
model enthusiasts I am in touch with are do- 
ing. Perhaps some readers may then agree that 
the choice of subject is limitless, and-who 
knows, someone else’s choice of model may 
just get you going. 
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| have made thousands of oars in my time. 
Usually I’m standing/sitting in a bar listening 
to a Foremost Authority (FA) tell me Some- 
thing Vitally Important (SVI) (to them any- 
way) and I pick up the plastic stirrer, flatten 
and curve one end, pinch in the middle, voila, 
a nice curved spoon oar, and I row happily 
away in my skiff Reverie until, “You haven’t 
listened to a word I’ve said,” or the equiva- 
lent comes through, sometimes with oaths, 
sometimes with tears. But what bore can com- 
pete with an oar? 

me ie ae ee * ‘ 

» KS : 
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Pulchritude, oars and the blanks, also blank 
stares from the watchbirds that watch you ! 

Several days ago I heard a voice and it 
said, “Make Oars!” Now these voices don’t 
come very often (not since I stopped drinking 
anyway) and as you probably know from your 
voices they are just frightening enough to con- 
sider obeying. I have probably handled hun- 
dreds of real oars in my time but my knowl- 
edge of how they are made is (still) abysmal. 

There are, true, several set of oars in my 
garage of the “beach find” type. Some even 
come close to matching. There was no real 
need to “Make Oars!”’, but a voice is a voice! 

The only oars I remember actually buy- 
ing were a pair of beautiful varnished spruce 
jobs at Abercrombie’s on Madison Avenue in 
1958 after an unexpected bonus materialized. 
They were $15, which doesn’t sound like much 
these days, but neither would the bonus. 
Chickenfeed we’d call it today, but in those 
days it would make Frank Perdue’s feed bill 
for a week. Naturally I took the oars to the 
office for a couple of days so people could 
fall over them, then hung them on my apart- 
ment wall where they covered a nasty, drafty 
crack. Also good for drying socks. They were 
about the only things that weren’t stolen when 
my burglers made their first pass. Don’t think 
a garden apartment on the West Side is such a 
great thing unless you like traffic that removes 
your material things wholesale. 

These oars had wonderful thick oiled 
leathers and a “keep” (button?) ring of similar 
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“T Made Oars!”’ 
By Foster Nostrand 

material secured with dozens of shiny brass 
nails, and copper guards on the tips of the 
blades. I took them out weekends to my job as 
lifeguard at Beekman Beach on Oyster Bay. 
Pretty spiffy, my own private oars! And they 
looked great right up until I broke both trying 
to row the lifeguard skiff after a windblown 
beach ball, about the only “action” we ever 
got. 

And where did they break? Right at the 
oarlock where those dozens of brass nails 
shone so brightly holding on _ the 
“keeper’’(button?). On both of them. At the 
same time. The fastenings took so much space 
in the wood the break was inevitable. I learned 
rule one: “Never use your own oars on the 
job.” I paddled the boat back with one blade 
half, sitting in the extreme bows to much lout- 
ish laughter by the other “guards”. 

The lifeguard skiff, by the way, was a 
graceful little marvel made by Pete Layton in 
his Oyster Bay boatshop, probably as good a 
model of a flat bottomed rowboat as has ever 
been built. Her rowing lines precluded the ef- 
ficient use of an outboard, so the model is 
never seen today. She was a princess and ev- 
erybody loved her, even the night people who 
regularly stole her for after hours adventures. 

The supplied oars were tough ash jobbies 
with no sissifying leathers and I do believe 
they abraded the galvanizing off the locks be- 
fore they showed any wear at all. Heavy to 
carry, but I learned then that a nicely balanced 
pair of oars doesn’t weigh a thing when you’re 
rowing, They were also handy in leveraging 
the boat over when we washed her and jack- 
ing up the Volkswagens for the mysterious 
repairs we all used to do. 

Anyway, realizing that I knew nothing 
about making oars (and how do they make a 
needle?) the only obvious choice was avoid 
all that boring research work and make a pair 
“my way’. This simple phrase has, over the 
years, caused strong men to blanch, but there 
were no strong men involved; only me, and 
the project proceeded solo. 

I did go to my local, very trendy boat 
supply house and try to price a 6’ pair. They 
are big in titanium shafted boron fiber Kevlar 
kayak double paddles for $200, but no wooden 
oars. “No call for ‘em,” said the twelve year 
old clerk. “Nobody ever even asked me for 
oars!” I scouted two pair at different “antique” 
stores: $38 bucks for a bowlegged set that was 
so chipped they looked like ice saws (which 
they also had for sale at $150). The others (at 
$55) weren’t a pair at all, but shared those 
egregeous oarlocks that are pinned right 
through the loom, precluding balancing, feath- 
ering or sliding them smoothly into the boat. 

The oars in my garage were all “found”, 
many on Oyster Bay beaches. In the old days 
they rented rowboats with two sets of so called 
oars, no lunatic would rent an outboard motor 
to the kind of inept boater who could and fre- 
quently would, lose an oar overboard. But 
enough of the philosophical meanderings. 

To make oars, I needed wood. I buy an 8’ 
2”x4” at Home Depot (HD) that is “fir”. It is 
so wet I saw it down the middle and sneak it 
into my “office” where it rests unnoticed for 
two weeks next to the radiator. Both pieces 
develop alarming warps, but by some miracle 

straighten themselves out after time. Well, al- 
most. Tlie wood looks too white to be fir, but 
what do I know ? The big guy at HD in the 
fetching orange apron said, “fir” and it only 
cost $2.50. The scrap was impressively tough 
to break up for the woodstove, if that means 

anything. 
The first cuts on the tablesaw remove 

stock to create a taper, but on one plane only. 
Now my favorite tool of all, the bandsaw, 
comes into play to produce the curves for the 
blade and the side pieces. I have decided to 
glue the oar blades together as my only “good” 
oars look like they were made that way. My 
bandsaw, a really cheap one, now sprangs the 
last blade and I’m back to HD. None of their 
blades are the right size! My saw calls for 56 
and 1/8; HD has 56 and 7/8 if they had them, 
which they ain’t. Why the difference, I ask. 
Where is 56 and 1/8 standard ? Orange apron 
ventures “Tibet?” 

Now, to find out where in blazes I got 
the saw? You guessed it. Harbour Freight! 
They have blades (at least in their catalog) for 
half the price of HD (who didn’t have them) . 
I hurry off an order for five, and wait and wait. 
After a while I call and find I gave them a 
bum credit card number and they decided not 
to do business with me. Reorder. Six days later 
and $15 “air express” fee, they arrive. I am, 
you understand, aflame to “Make Oars!” By 
some miracle these blades were the right size, 
sharp as sawblades. I ordered more, and a 601b 
vise, only because shipping was free! 

Next the loom was trimmed to the taper 
and the “spoon” curve and side pieces cut. For 
some reason my $2.50 “fir” and the new 
bandsaw blades had a mystical way of creat- 
ing their own path. The grain in this wood was 
most strong willed. I could have saved a lot of 
trouble by taking more care in scribing and 
cutting the curved blades, but my father ac- 
cused me of doing things by the “crash, bang 
method” and he was right about a lot of other 
things too. 

After planing and fiddling, the pieces fit 
well enough for the epoxy glue which fortu- 

The “glue tool” makes nice punctures and 
roughs up the stock, the better for the epoxy 
to grab. ‘ 



nately has well known “void filling” capabili- 
ties. First I ran my “glue tool” up and down 
the glue surfaces. This is nothing more than 
several old crosscut saw blades bolted to- 
gether, which rolled over a wood surface pro- 
duces a nicely punctured and roughed up 
glueline. I had oars after a fashion. But full of 
“irregularities”. Nothing that a heavy grinder 
wouldn’t remedy. Somewhat. So, oars! 

Then began the advertising copywriting: 
“No two alike!”, “Recycled materials”’, “Hand- 
made by retarded veterans!” The chafe guards 
were cut from old firehose with the bandsaw 
(a most versatile tool) and stuck on the loom 
with 3M’s 5200 (a miracle adhesive if you’ ve 
got plenty of time. Don’t buy “Fast Cure 5200” 
‘cause it sets up in the tube). I am still waiting 
for an answer, rebate, replacement for a 
crosslinked tube that I send back to 3M. Looks 
like they had a turkey with the “fast cure”. 

The “keeper” is a rubber grommet you 
can find lying about muffler shops when 
you’re having your “guaranteed for life” muf- 
fler replaced for $300. “Oh we replaced the 
muffler free. It was the resonator and the 
tailpipe and the fastenings that cost $300”. 
Another story. These keeper buttons can be 
slid (with difficulty) up and down the loom to 
adjust for oarlock widths. The oars are like all 
my boats, look good but don’t look too close. 

So far, exactly nobody has said, “Hey, 
where you get those beautiful oars?” But then, 
nobody around here even looks my way when 
I’m out rowing. Or sculling with the “falling 
leaf’ method. Thing is, I know how to make 
oars and will make a much better set next time. 
And we all know my “tidewater? oar sets in 
the garage are worth a fortune at antique fairs. 

~ Right? Yeah, right! And I settled with my per- 
sonal demons one night during a wind storm. 
I stood on the back stoop and during a par- 
ticularly loud squall, yelled up into the swirl- 
ing oaks, “I made oars!” and I’ ll swear a small 
voice replied, “So?” 

Setters PEPER ee ti sMconsenttesicoccs, 

The “finished” (well, a little more sanding and 
varnishing) product. The “tidewater” oars in 
the background are worth thousands at antique 
markets. Right? 

Proof! Oaring with the rows as people around here are likely to say. 
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PHIL BOLGER & FRIENDS, INC. 
BOAT DESIGNERS, PO BOX 1209 
FAX 978-282-1349 
GLOUCESTER, MA 01930, USA 

The 7’9” pram dinghy Nymph, that we 
designed for Dynamite Payson, and which he 
assembled so quickly and neatly that he said 
it “boggled the mind”, has been built by the 
hundreds. We see them go by in tow of 
up-scale auxiliaries all the time, and they don’t 
look out of place. They’re so pretty, and so 
well-liked that we suggested to Dynamite that 
a 2/1 scale-up would make a neat little cruis- 
ing boat. He was interested so we went ahead 
with it. We got a set of lines and offsets, and 
expansions of all the panels (that is, we had 
enough to assemble the shell of the boat, or to 
make an accurate model), and the sail and spar 

Bolger on Design 
Pocket Cruising Pram 

“Nymph Cubed” 
Design #527. 15’6”x 7’0”x 10°6”: 
Designed full load displacement 

1800Ibs 

plan shown here, all laid out. We had quite a 
bit of construction and cabin arrangement in 
pencil. 
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Mike O’Brien’s 
Boat Design Quarterly 

Designs for paddle, oar, power and sail - includ- 
j ing hull lines never before published. From the 
j boards of Atkin, Benford, Bolger, Chapelle, 
j Gillmer, Stambaugh, Stephens, and other lead- 

i ing designers. 

Subscriptions - $24 (four issues) 
BDQ, P.O. Box 98, Brooklin, ME 04616 

At this point we had misgivings about it. 
It had begun to look like a long job to finish 
after the first rush of basic assembly; the old 
story, that a bare hull looks deceptively like a 
boat, that has trapped a lot of people includ- 
ing some who should have known better. The 
ergonomics of the cuddy were unsatisfactory. 
And given the prejudice against pram bows in 
anything but tenders, and the unfamiliarity of 
the lateen rig, it seemed likely that it would be 
a hard sell regardless of its merits. We put it 
aside for reflection and never went back to it. 

It would have been a highly respectable 
sailer of its class. No boat eleven feet on the 
waterline is going to sail very fast, but it would 
have felt spirited and been handy. It would 
have looked neat and shipshape under sail 
since it was laid out in such a way that two 
people could sit on the weather side without 
spoiling her fore-and-aft trim. It would have 
carried enough ballast to carry sail very well. 
It’s too low-sided to have a seagoing range of 
stability though the high bilge and low rig 
would have made it forgiving enough for 
fine-weather coastal cruising. For that matter, 
much worse seaboats have crossed oceans, 
with luck and skill. 

She would have been noisy at anchor, 

with much slapping under the flat part of the 
bow overhang. As some antidote for that, she 
could usually get into a very smooth berth, 
between her less-than-knee-deep draft and 
ability to strike her rig down for less than 
four-foot bridge clearance. She would dry out 
nicely upright on mud, but you’d have to be 
very careful that there was nothing there but 
mud since the designed hull planking was go- 
ing to be only 3/8” thick. Making part or all of 
her ballast in the form of a steel shoe under 
the midships bottom would have been a good 
idea. There is no place to get really comfort- 
able in the tiny cuddy and it would be bound 
to be damp with drip from the hatch. 

The pros and cons of the lateen rig are 
expounded in Chapter 20 of our book 103 Sail- 
ing Rigs (which we can supply for $25ppd). 
The very short mast, only 11’ long, 1s handy 
when the rig has to come down. The absence 
of a boom to drag in the water in a knock- 
down is a major safety item. The sail is pow- 
erful and close-winded if it’s well cut and 
knowledgeably handled. It has good reefed 
balance and lowers and furls quickly and reli- 
ably. It does not need any expensive fittings 
to work. The 22-1/2’ foot yard would be more 
or less unhandy in a berth or on a trailer, though 
it can be left standing, or partly raised, with 
the sail brailed to it, when she’s afloat. We’ ve 
designed several lateeners, and sailed tradi- 
tional lateeners in the Mediterranean; they 
work well enough to be used more than they 
are. 

This is one of those designs that is good 
fun on paper, especially for the very young, 
not good value in reality. 



Reproduction of Charles Lawton 

10’ Yacht Tender 
Cedar on Oak 

Designed by Charles Lawton of 
Marblehead, MA, ca 1980. Built: 

C. Stickney, Boatbuilders Ltd. 1997 
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C. Stickney Boatbuilders Ltd. 

HC 61 Box 1146, St. George, ME 04857 

(207) 372-8543 

email: stickney@midcoast.com 

Wooden Boat Construction & Repair 

( , 

SmaliCrast 
Builders of Traditional and 

Contemporary Rowing and Sailing Craft 

11515 Kenton Drive 
Silver Spring, MD 20902 

Richard Cullison 
301-946-5002 

www.CullisonSmallCraft.com 

Builders & 
Restorers 

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 

329 Mascarene Rd., Letete, NB E5C 2P6 
Canada - (506) 755-2486 

independence Boatworks 
Builders of Small Wooden Boats 

Specializing in 
traditional lap- 
strake or clinker 
style hulls for 
rowing, Sailing or 
just puttering 
about. 

Ei : 

John Bresnan 
07243 Independence Rd. 

Defiance, OH 43512 
(419) 782-2876 

Robb White & Sons Inc. 

R.OF BOX 561 
Thomasville, Georgia 31799 

(912) 226-2524 

Custom Designed Wooden Boats Since 1961 

CE ap) K« 

CUD “pont 
Yr 

Steve Kaulback, Master Boatbuilder: offering wooden guideboats (13-19 feet}. 
Kevlar or- fiberglass guideboats (15 feet). Ultra-light pack boats, 10-12 feet). 
Oars, paddies, seats and hardware. Workshops and restorations. Wood boat 
kits and supplies. Call or write for information on prices, show and class 

schedule. Shop visits welcome, call ahead. 

P.O. Box 14 
ner Vermont 

(802) 425-3926 

seas ev 
0 ~ wm 

SUTHERLAND 
BOAT & COACH 
4th Generation Boat Builder 

Builds & Restores 

Wooden Sail / Row Boats 

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

(607) 868-3993 
Ba Bae a2 eenertseea ena. 

CUSTOM 
BOATS & YACHTS 

Since 1970 
Wood/Epoxy Construction to 55’ 
Damian McLaughlin Jr. Corp. 

North Falmouth, MA 02556 
(508) 563-3075 

<dmc@gis.net> www.dmcboats.com 

16’ Custom Built Skiffs 
Plywood, epoxy, fiberglass. Strong, capable, 
and good-looking. Built to last a lifetime. 

Starting at $975. 

Bill Greenough 
Berlin, CT (860) 828-0425 

S Q 
Car seO 

TRADITIONAL WOODEN 
BOATBUILDING 

REPAIRS & RESTORATIONS 

ROB BARKER 
615 Moyers Ln., Easton, PA 18042 

Phone / Fax (610) 253-9210 ~ 



Cape Cod’s 
Sailing Headquarters 

& Wooden Boat Center 
*Established 1951* 

Proud Builders of 
Arey’s Pond Catboats 

<i. 

14’ “CAT” 
12’ Kitten - 16’ Lynx 

20’ Cruising Cat 
Traditional elegance with a fiberglass 

hull, teak trim & floorboards, 
all fittings solid bronze 

sitka spruce spars 

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 

Hansen & Company 
Builders of Practical & Impractical 

Boats 
Gloucester Gull Rowing Dories, 
Kayaks & Other Small Boats 

Dennis Hansen 207-594-8073 
P.O. Box 122 dgehansen @aol.com 
Spruce Head, ME 04859 

(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 

HADDEN Boat COMPANY 
Wooden Boat Construction & Repair 

Bay PointRd. Box51 Georgetown, Me 04548 207-371-2662 

Pert Lowell, Co., I Nc 

JK 

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 

O’CONNELL’S 
New Boat CONSTRUCTION 

WOODEN Boat REPAIR 

VENEER OVERLAYS 

__ SPAR CONSTRUCTION 

Dedicated to the Creation 
and Preservation of 

Vintage Wooden Watercraft, 
on the eastern shore of the 

Chesapeake Bay. 

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

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

FIBERGLASS REPLICA CLASSIC SAILBOATS 
RAINBOW Construction BAYBIRD 

dice Cape Cod Catboat Fiberglass Hull & Deck 18’ Gaff Sloop 
# LOA- 1274” 

Beam - 6’2” 

SA - 100sf 

Varnished Oak Trim LOA 18’ 0” — 

Bronze Hardware = Beam - 5’6” 
Wooden Spars SA - 145sf 

Displ. 440lbs NEW! LWL - 16’ 
Compass Draft 0'8" 

CLASSIC CAT 
14’ Classic Half-Decked Catboat 

Dealer Inquiries Invited 

COMPASS CLASSIC YACHTS, INC. 
Box 143, S. Orleans, MA 02662 * (508) 255-5187, (508) 240-1032 

(Shop @ 80 Rayber Rd., Orleans, MA) 

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

i: 
Small Point Harbor, HC 32, Box 301, Phippsburg, ME 04562 - (207) 389-1794 



Shoestring Shipyard 
Go Back to School! 

Three-day Weekend Boatbuilding 
Classes. Build your very own Frugal 
Skiff (8’, 12’ or 14’ versions) with per- 
sonal instruction. 

Fall/Summer 2000 Schedule 
July 14-16 

August 11-13 
September 22-24 
October 20-22 

November 17-19 

View stock plans, books and kits for 
other Shoestring designs at our on-line 
catalog www.shoestringshipyard.com 

PO Box 117, Sagamore Beach, MA 02562 
www.shoestringshipyard.com 

508.888.7960 

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

Kits * Plans * Books ~ 
Cove & Bead Strips EPOXIES 

WOODWORKS ine. $3.” 

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

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

PIRAGUA 
14’ x 33” x 70 POUNDS 

$15 PLANS - $1 INFO ON 16 BOATS 
JIM MICHALAK 

118 E. RANDALL, LEBANON IL, 62254 

WESTON FARMER 
BUILDING PLANS & ARTICLE REPRINTS 

Plans & Kits 

ILLUSTRATED CATALOG 
Over 200 designs. Famed Atkin double- 
enders, traditional offshore and coastal 
cruising yachts, rowing/sailing dinghies, 
utilities, and houseboats. $10 U.S., $15 
Canada, $18 overseas airmail. Payment: 

U.S. dollars payable through a U.S. bank. 

ATKIN DESIGNS 
P.O. Box 3005, Noroton, CT 06820 

HOBBYCRAF1 T KAYAKS 
BUILT FOR JUST $85 

Brochures $2 
Complete Plans & Manual $16 

HOBBYCRAFT KAYAKS 
1178 Laurel Fork Rd., Vilas, NC 28692 

WEE PUNKIN 

“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 

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 (612) 473-2360 

A light- 
weight, 
sturdy 
wooden 
beauty 
anyone can 
build from 

our pre-as- 

sembled : 
kit. Price, including sail, $975. Caraing of 13 

kit designs handcrafted i in Vermont, $5. Two- 

hour demonstration video, $23. 

SHELL BOATS 
561 Polly Hubbard Rd., St. Albans, VT 05478 

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

The $50, 5 Hour Canoe Sail Rig: 
a complete builder/user/experimenter/ 
historical guide and philosophical 
treatise, by William C. Mantis 
109 pages, 29 diagrams 

www.MediterraneanAvenue.com 

or send $9.95 plus $2 postage to 
Mediterranean Avenue Press, 306 Irvine Ave.., 

St. Paul, MN 55102 

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 © 

gyre: ae Try, 

PGE OER, Designs by Platt Monfort 

STUDY PLANS BOOK $5.95 

INSTRUCTIONAL VIDEO $19.95 

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

207) 882-5504 oz 
www.geodesicairolite.boats.com 

LN It's ue Just 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 ~ 

http://www. guillemot-kayaks.com/ 
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You can build this Fine Fapjily Dayboat 
in your garage with a screé 

sander, and a glue pot! 

13’ Dayboat Kit 
for Homebuilders, 

Molded Lapstrake Hull, 
Precut Plywood Parts, 

Accessories 

ANTONIO DIAS 
DESIGN 

171 Cedar Island Road 
Narragansett, RI 

Bobcat 1273” x 6’0” 
Designer Phil Bolger and builder Harold Payson have de- 

Design Booklet 02882 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 

$10.00 U.S. 401 783-4959 
$13.00 Elsewhere www.diasdesign.com 

investment in time and money. 

CONRAD NATZIO BOATBUILDER 
SA ; SHOVELOR : 

Beovueaeire! ff 9°9” Pram Dinghy to-build Intant Boats for $5.00. 
With Choie For Daysailing, BOOKS: U Instant Boats, $16.00 O Build the New Instant Boats, 

of Ris Camping $19.95 O) How to Build Your Own Boat, $20.00 QO Build the Instant 
e Children’s Boat Catboat, $12.95 OQ How to Build the Gloucester Light Dory, $7.95 Q 

Gee Keeping a Cutting Edge: Saw Filing, $7.95 4 Boat Modeling with 
OYSTER- Dynamite Payson, $19.95 QO) Bolger’s 100 Small Boat Rigs, $19.95 
CATCHER SPOONBILL Q) Boat Modeling the Easy Way, $19.95 Add $1.00 S&H 
15°6” Flatiron 15°10” Sailing 
Sailing Skiff Scow For _ Name 

For Daysailing Camping Or 
& Camping As Outboard Launch 

PLANS FOR EASY HOME BUILDING 
For study plans send $1 for each boat to: 

PLEASE SEND ME: ©) Complete construction plans and instruc- 
tions for $40.00 O Study plan packet for Bobcat and 36 other easy- 

Street 

City eS eee AT) 

Conrad Natzio Boatbuilder, The Old School, Brundish Road, Harold H. Payson & Co. 
Raveningham, Norwich NR14 6NT, UK, Dept. MB, Pleasant Beach Road * South Thomaston, ME 04858 

Tel.Fax +44 1508 548675 207-594-7587 

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

SUSUELUTAREE cpoxy 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 

FIBERGLASS CLOTH * TAPES « MATS ¢ ROVINGS « KNITS 

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, VA 23175 

(804) 758-2721 

Supplies 

* REICHOLD Polyester Resins (gals, pails, 
drums) 

* NESTE GelCoats A 
¢ Sikaflex Urethane Sealants 
¢ Gloucester Marine Paints (40-50% discount) 

* 2 part Urethane Pour Foam 

PADDLES & OARS 

Marine Plywoods 

Western Red Cedar Canoe Strips 

Boat Lumber 

Canoe Gunwales, Seats, etc. 

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

LOW Silicon Bronze Wood Screws 
ee Nails & Stainless Fasteners 

Epoxies & Fasteners 

Boat Building & Repair Supplies 

- Bear Mountain Canoe Plans 
Top Quality Products * Competitive Prices * Fast Knowledgeable Service 

All items in stock and ready for immediate shipment SA A A A A A 

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

’ ¥ Buffalo & Toronto 

Fax (800) 894-1783 
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 

2 
Catalog: 8OO-333-0314 

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

Free Catalogue Available! 
We ship anywhere! 

free catalog. 

Box 213MB 
ORONO, ME 04473 

(207) 866-4867 



| | Dry-Dock 
Cover raemht “plate 

(800) 789-8] 43 www.ds-sewing.com 

Cover Your Boat 
.. With the Best! 

€ BOATS. AND YACHT Sigg) 

' CanoeCart 
=" .. Transport your canoe and gear 

over walking distances. 

Would you like to: 

There is nothing— absolutely nothing— 

Lele ereck Spocth chia 1 

Call, or visit 

www.Canoecarts.com 

Telephone: 508-823-4403 

GAMBELL & HUNTEp 
SAILMAKERS 

Unig 

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

RAKA EPOXY & FIBERGLASS 
We have several types of epoxy resins with different mix 
ratios for coating, gluing and composite construction. Our 
large fiberglass inventory include smany weights of stan- 
dard woven materials as well as a good selection of biaxials 
and triaxials. Carbon and kevlar fabrics are also available. 
We offer the lowest prices and same day UPS shipping. Our 
normal store hours are from 9am to Spm Monday to Friday, 
but calls are welcome seven days a week until 10pm. Write 
or call us or see our internet site for complete info and prices. 

RAKA, INC. 
41 No. Congress Ave. #8B, Delray Beach, FL 33445 

Ph. (561) 279-8929 - Fax (561) 279-2539 
www.raka.com 

Get more use out of your canoe? 

Launch solo, 

Go on expedition and portage? 

Appropriate Technology Associates 
PO Box 241, Taunton, MA 02780 

Skiffs, Catboats, Marine Engine History & More 

Write for Free Catalog 

and bring along your gear? 
Shirts & Tote Bags 

from The Wind in the Willows 

The Design Worky 
Call Toll Free 1-877-MESSING 

www.MessingAbout.com 
See our classified ad for more info. 

us on the web: 

VER 
2 
< 
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¢ Specializing in 

aerodynamic designs 

for small craft - 

¢ Gaff, gunter, lug, 

lateen, leg-o-mutton, 

sprit, square, etc. 

¢ Tanbark, white, or Egyptian Dacron 

ue Books 

Devereux Books 
P.O. Box 503 

Marblehead, MA 01945 

www.devereuxbooks.com Stuart K. Hopkins 
PY O. BOxe235 

Wicomico Ch., VA 22579 

(804) 580-8723 

This is a quarter page ad space. 
It costs $45 per issue. 

Not much if you offer a product 
or service useful to smal! boat 
people (like the adjacent ad). 

4,700 of them are current 
subscribers who read the 
magazine every two weeks. 

This size ad gets more attention 
than the smaller ones do, obviously. 
If this interests you, contact me by 

mail or phone (no email or fax 
here, sorry). 

Bob Hicks 
Messing About in Boats 

29 Burley St. 
Wenham, MA 01984-1943 

(978) 774-0906 
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MARINE PLYWOOD 
Hardwood Plywood 

Hardwood Lumber 

1 (800) 899-1664 
We Ship Anywhere! 

MAINE COAST 
2 LUMBER 
= / 35 Birch Hill Road 

York, ME 03909 
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ee boat lumber 

Boatbuilding materials, CNC service 
Help for boatbuilders and owners since 1972 

1019 Third Street, Anacortes, WA 98221 
800-228-4691 fax: 360-293-4749 

email: boatkit @ flounderbay.com 
www.flounderbay.com 

CUT COPPER CLENCH NAILS 
We have old Atlas Co. mahines. Pure half 
hard hand drawn copper. Just the thing for 

lapstrake canoes, skiffs, dories. 
3 diameters: 1/16”, 3/32”, 1/8” 

11 sizes: 3/4” to 1-3/8” 
Send $3 for Sample Packet & Info. 

STRAWBERY BANKE MUSEUM 
POB 300MB, Portsmouth, NH 03802 

ORR’S ISLAND 
BOAT WORKS 

Award Winning Dealer 
9-465hp Diesels 

Full Parts Inventory 
Expert Lae Assistance 

8 Park Place (800) 339-6777 
Orr’s Island, ME anee (207) 833-5852 

E-mail: oibw @ gwi.net 

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 
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Don't start your project 
without these! 

The Gougeon Brothers The WEST SYSTEM 
On Boat Construction Technical Manual 

A 297 page book on lofting, A great way to get familiar with 
safety, tools and construction WEST SYSTEM, the universally 
methods for building boats trusted boat building and repair 
with wood and WEST SYSTEM __ products. Everthing you need 
Brand Epoxy. Includes hundreds _ to know for bonding,laminating, 

of detailed illustrations and fairing, coating and finishing 

photographs. your project. 

Hardcover, $27.50 29 pages, illustrated, FREE 

WEST 
SYSTEM. 

BRAND 

Gougeon Brothers, Inc., Dept. 77, P.O. Box 908, Bay City, MI 48708, Ph. 517-684-7286 



Classified Marketplace 
BOATS FOR SALE 

13’ Daysailer, full keel design, strip planked wood 
construction in vy gd cond. Gd dacron main & jib. 
Roomy, comfortable, exc sailing qualities. $1,200 
OBO. 
TOM DAWKINS, Middletown, CT, (860) 632- 
0829. (02) 

Outer Island, strikingly elegant low volume 
Greenland style wood-strip sea kayak. Meticulously 
crafted by prof woodworker to Jay Babina plans. 
18°x 21” w/low lay back deck. VCP hatches, 
Beckson day hatch & custom slide controlled skeg. 
Superb performance & guaranteed conversation 
piece at the put in. Call for photo, references & poss 
east coast delivery. $3,500. 
BERRY CLEMENTS, Webster, NC, 
586-8045. (02) 

Pearson Ensign 22’, Hull #538, w/4hp Johnson OB, 
main, wkng jib, roll/furl genoa. 
N. NUGENT, Huntington, NY, (516) 549-9152. (02) 

(828) 

O’Day Daysailer II, Ready to sail. In gd cond w/ 
full sails & spinnaker. No trlr means bargain price 
of $500, OBO. 
WALTER WETHERELL, Lyme, NH, (603) 
795-4600. (02) 

Bolger Rubens Nymph, 4°6” beam w/daggerboard. 
Stable, responsive sailboat, exc rowboat. $600. 
MIKE SACEK, Ringoes, NJ, (908) 806-6131. (02) 

16’ Sea Shark Runabout, pre-°81 mfg FG V-hull. 
No motor, no trlr, has windshield & steering. OK 
cond, gd fishing boat. Cash sale, moving. $250. 
ED CASS, Eliot, ME, (207) 748-0929, 
<edeshea @ttlc.net> (02) 

Boreal Design & Wilderness Systems Kayaks, we 
are now new regional dealer. Still dealer for Old 
Town canoes & kayaks going back over 50 years! 
Hundreds are on display at our store. 
FERNALD’S MARINE, Rt. 1A (at Parker River), 
Newbury, MA 01951, (978) 465-0312 (TFP) 

H-28, blt in Newburyport *50, for sale as I have 
moved inland. In gd cond, lying on the hard in Port 
Townsend, WA. Asking $6,500, offers considered. 
DAVE BRUNKOW, Bend, OR, (541) 388-4327, 
<dbrunkow @coinet.com> (03) 

*45 17’ Old Town OTCA Model Sailing Canoe, 
w/all equipment but sail, incl 2 slatted backrests w/ 
orig corduroy covered horsehair cushions. Extra 
gunwales & caned seats. Vy gd cond. Asking $1,200. 
HARRY DUDLEY, Manchester, MA, (978) 
921-6660 X3268 days, (978) 526-1176 eves. (02) 

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 us 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. 

36’ Modified Herreshoff Meadowlark Ketch, 
30hp Yanmar less than 100 hrs. “85 by Doug Higham 
in Vineyard Haven. Available again, repainted in fine 
shape. In water, Osterville, MA. 
WILL J. PRICE, Osterville, MA, (508) 428-9733. 
(02) 

98 West Wight Potter, 15° like new. Well found, a 
sweet, solid boat. Call for pictures & list of equip- 
ment. $5,500. 
JAMES JENNRICH, Estes Park, CO, (970) 
586-6975. (02) 

‘94 Aquaterra Scimitar, yellow poly sea kayak, 
15°x23”, 55lbs. Comp! expedition rigging w/all ac- 
cessories. Like new. $1,200 OBO. Delivery possible. 
Solo Canoe, blue FG w/maple trim, 13°x28”, 35lbs. 

Vy gd cond. $450. Delivery possible, 
STEVE TOLLE, Rochester, NY, (716) 266-6736. 
(02) 

26’ River Cruiser, °97 strip plank redwood/epoxy. 
Cruise 6.5 knots w/Yamaha 9.9hp 4-stroke OB. 
Trirable one of a kind. $12,000 OBO. Nd to sell so 
I can build bigger boat. Located Ft. Myers, FL. 
MARK VAN ABBEMA, Boonville, MO, (941) 826- 
3420. (02) 

Westerly Windrush, 25’ twin keel pocket cruiser. 
Blt to Lloyds spec in °67. New Ritchie compass, 
new Origo 2 burner gimballed stove, new Apelco 
VHF, new 150’ anchor chain, new autohelm. °98 
9.9hp xtra long shaft Evinrude. Located in ME. Ask- 
ing $6,000. 
JOE THERIAULT, Lisbon Falls, ME, 9207) 353- 
4798. (02) 

Night Heron Prototype, trimaran 22-1/2’ x 14° folds 
to 8-1/2’. B.S. 1088 occume plywood, 1150!bs. 2 
bunks, sitting hdrm, working sails. May launching. 
$13,900. 
JONES BOATS, Tuckahoe, NJ, (609) 628-2063. 
(02) 

Dovekie 21’, shallow water champion, Hull #42, 
bow CB, crew seat, FG gallows, modern back porch, 
sun bimini, w/gd cond canvas, sails, & soft hatch 
covers. Edey & Duff trir w/roller bunks & longer 
tongue for easy weight distribution, E&D motor 
mount. $4,900. 
NORMAN HUDSON-TAYLOR, Washington, DC, 
(301) 229-2163. (02) 

10’6” Canoe, FG single seater, Itwt blt by Puddle 
Dippa, w/dbl paddle. Exc cond. $250. Bolger/ 
Payson Cartopper, 10°6” rowing, sailing boat w/ 
leathered oars & sailing equipment. Professionally 
blt. Exc shape, ready to give someone lots of fun 
and exercise. $750. 
C.H. BENNECK, 164 Carriage Dr., Glastonbury, 
CT 06033, (860) 633-4531, <chbenneck@ 
juno.com> (03) 

ons ee eee 

11°6” °35 Old Town Sailing Dinghy, wood/can- 
vas, AA grade. Mahogany transom, seats, gunwales, 
rudder & 24” mahogany deck. No cracked ribs or 
planks. Orig canvas & varnish. A rare find. $1,250 
OBO. 18’ ’38 Old Town Sponson Wood Canvas 
Canoe, AA grade, mahogany irim, exceptional orig 
cond. Must see. $1,850 OBO. 
PAUL LITTLEFIELD, Rochester, NH, (603) 332- 
4876. (02) 

37 



*96 Crestliner Kodiak, 18° skiff welded alum, flat 
floor, factory option bow rail and lights, rated for 7 
people, has 4 aftermarket padded swivel seats. ’96 
Karavan galv trlr, raised lights, spare tire, jack. “99 
Yamaha 25hp long shaft, 4 stroke tiller steer, rope 
start, 4 yrs left on transferable warranty, dolefins 
and skeg guard, 20hrs use, has had break-in servic- 
ing. $5,900, will consider separating motor from 
boat & trir. 
GENE HICKEY, Glastonbury, CT, (860) 633-8157. 
(02) 

23’ PennYan Sportfisherman, ‘79. Same boat they 
make today. New Pleasurecraft 350 marine engine 
freshwater cooled installed ‘98, fewer than 5Ohrs. 
Swim platform, bridge, galley, bunks, electronics, 
trim tabs, tandem trlr. In Deer Isle, ME. $9,500. 
GEORGE ZENTZ, Concord, MA, (207) 348-7717 
or (617) 489-3411. (2) 

19’ Alden Ocean Rowing Shell, 2 person, exc cond. 
Sliding seats & oars incl. $2,000. 
ART GREENBAUM, Brattleboro, VT, (802) 257- 
1248 (pm). (03) 

18’ Diesel Launch, Seabright Skiff model, riveted 
lapstrake plywood over oak frames, decked, oval 
coaming, Yanmar 1GM engine. $3,200. Caledonia 
Yawl Building Form, $100. 
JEFF HALL, Nahant, MA, (781) 581-1686. (03) 

16’ Clipper Trimaran, by Fred Shell. Cabin slps 2 
adults. Fast, stable, trailerable, grt boat for whole 
family. See “Sailing Misty” in MAIB Dec 1, ‘96 & 
in Nov 15, °95. $6,500. 
STEVE TITCOMB, RR! Box 2592, Blue Hill, ME 
04614, (207) 374-2315, <tsticomb @acadia.net> 
(03) 
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14’ Perception Kayak, green, tracks well, comfort- 
able, w/wooden dbl paddle. Purchased new in ‘98, 
used | season. Cost $900, will settle for $500 OBO. 
ANTHONY DELIMA, Mattapoisett, MA, (508) 
758-6265. (03) 

Klepper Aerius II Folding Kayak, w/paddle, in 
exc cond. Rigid as a hard shell kayak, tracks abso- 
lutely straight. Weighs 42lbs. Low wetted area w/ 
moderate stability. Vy safe w/incl inflatable bow & 
stern bags. New price of boat & equipment $3,000. 
Asking $1,800. 
RANDY SLAUGHTER, Cambridge, MA, (617) 
547-6056. (03) 

19’ Alerion Cat, less than | yr old. Awlgrip (green) 
hull, many extras.-Nd to sell due to transfer abroad. 
Located Bald Head, Island, NC. $30,000 OBO. Will 
pay for transportation to destinations east of Mis- 
SiSSippI. 
KOOS RASSER, Milford, OH, (513) 248-0681, 
<JCRasser@cs.com> (03) 

16’ Adirondack Guideboat, cedar lapstrake, West 
System. Drawn from Rushton’s lines. Sliding seat 
& sculls. Blt “91 by master boatbuilder. Museum 
quality, used 3 times. $3,500. 
JIM ALEXANDER, Philadelphia, PA, (610) 667- 
5376. (O2P) 

Flying Scot, Douglass ‘82, white hull, blue trim. 
dry sailed. Boat & TeeNee trir in exc cond. 2 suits 
North sails w/windows, 2 spinnakers. Motor, mount, 
compass, anchor, 2 covers, extras. $5,400. 
LESLIE MIDDLETON, Charlottesville, VA, (804) 
293-3079, <lesliem @cstone.net> (03) 

8’ Brittania Folding Mahogany Dinghy, assembles 
in 2 minutes, folds to 5’x 20”x 8”. Cap 3 persons. 
Incl oars, motor bracket, anchor, cushion. Used 5 
times. Cost $1,630, sale $850. Sail kit available from 
distributor. 

JOHN SUTHERLAND, Mt. Laurel, NJ, (856) 423- 
0301 days, (856) 234-7270 eves. (03) 

12’ Gaff Rigged Sailboat, 6’ beam, wood w/FG 
overlay in “86. All rigging stored inside. $750 OBO. 
Poss trade for kayaks. 
RICK TRASK, Mashpee, MA, (508) 477-43 14. (03) 

Windward 15 Sloop, marine ply unfinished hull 
only. $250. Wooden mast $100. 
PETER BROWN, Alexandria, NH, (603) 744-5163. 
(03) 

10’ Fold-A-Boat, alum V. $375. 
ROBERT O’NEILL, Brick, NJ, (732) 477-1107. 

(03) 

17’ O’Day Daysailer, ‘82 FG w/galv trlr. Vy gd cond 
w/gd sails. $1,500 OBO. 
B. KAVANAUGH, Wallkill, NY, (914) 895-8568. 
(03) 

BOATS WANTED 

Dovekie, preferably w/back porch, bow CB. 
DONALD JANES, Ft. Myers, FL, (941) 693-1307. 
(02) 

Small Cruising Catboat, or gaff rigged sailboat in 
gd or gd restorable cond, preferably w/trr. 
ROBERT IVES, Branch Rd., Pemaquid, ME 04558, 
(207) 677-3768. (02) 

Drascombe Longboat, w/trlr, willing to pay top 
dollar for boat in gd cond. 
WOODY BOWMAN, 1697 N. Centerline, White 
Cloud, MI 49349, (231) 689-2022. (05) 

SAILS & RIGGING FOR SALE 

White PolySail Kits, 10° x 20° Tarp & Tape Kit only 
$39.50. 
DAVE GRAY, 7404 Madden Dr., Fishers, IN 46038, 
(317) 842-8106, <polysail @aol.com> (6P) 

Collection of Small Boat Sails: Dacron main, 
Beirig, luff 19°1”, foot 10°9”, gd/exc. $150. Dacron 
main, luff 15°4”, foot 7°7”, like new. $150. Dacron 
main, Mills, luff 14°4”, foot 10°7”, gd. $95. Canoe 
sail, Grumman, luff 10’, foot 10°, exc, w/all spars, 
leebds, mast step. $250. Gaff headed main, luff 34”, 
foot 7’, leach 11’, gaff 76”, w/boom, gaff, no mast. 
From Peanut pram. $150. 
PETER BROWN, Alexandria, NH, (603) 744-5163. 
(O2P) 

GEAR FOR SALE 

There is nothing— absolutely nothing — 

half so much worth doing = 

(\ 

as simply messing about in boats. 

Famous Quotation & Illustration, from The Wind 
in the Willows. Tee $16.50, Tank $16.50, Long 
Sleeve $21, Sweatshirt $26, Tote Bag $16.50, Ship- 
ping $4. VISA/MC/AMEX. Other designs avail- 
able. 
DESIGN WORKS, Dept MC, Box 880, Silver 
Spring, MD 20918. (301) 589-9391, Toll Free 877- 
MESSING. <www.MessingAbout.com> (TFP) 

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) 

Drop-in Sliding Seat Rowing Rig, for a canoe. 
Had one in the early to mid *80’s made out of 
chrome. New or used, will also pay shipping. 
SANDRA WHITE, Groton, CT, (860) 448-9369, 
<srwhite33 @juno.com> (02) 

BOOKS & PLANS FOR SALE 

$200 Sailboat, Bolger design, 15°6”x 4°6”. Plans 

w/compl directions. $20. 
DAVE CARNELL, 322 Pages Creek Dr., 
Wilmington, NC 28411, <DaveCarnell @ worldnet. 
att.net> (TF) 



BOAT PLANS-PATTERNS-KITS-Especially for 
amateurs, over 240 designs, you name it, we have 
it. Boat plan leader fro over 45 years. NEW year 
2000 DESIGN BOOK, 216-PAGE Illustrated, new 
format, more photos & information, only $9.95 (Sent 
AIRMAIL). Includes FREE “Boatbuilding Sup- 
plies” Catalog. Epoxy manual $2.00. “How to Fi- 
berglass” video $32.95. 
GLEN-L MARINE DESIGNS, Box 1804/MAO, 
9152 Rosecrans, Bellflower, CA 90707-1804. MC/ 
VISA/DISC/AMEX 562-630-6258. www.Glen- 
L.com (TFP) 

4 a = 

Build 13-1/2’ of Bliss, from 2 sheets of plywood. 
Plans $26. Illustrated leaf let of 16 craft $2. 
DENNIS DAVIS, 9 Great Burrow Rise, Northam, 
Bideford EX39 1TB, England. (EOIP) 

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) 

BOOKS & PLANS WANTED 

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

The Antique Boat Center 

Restoration, refinishing, repair, 
evaluation, set-up & water 
testing, also upholstery, custom 
covers & trailers for classic boats 

Restored or Good Original Boats: 
¢ 1961 Century Resortenado 19’, Interceptor 240 HP 
¢ 1956 Cruisers Labstrake 14’, 30 HP Evin Lark 

¢ 1954 Penn Yan Captivator 14’, 25 HP Evinrude 
¢ 1956 Penn Yan Swift 12’, 15 HP Evinrude 

¢ 1951 Custom Craft Utility 15’, originally had center deck 

Restorable Beauties: 
¢ 1956 Shepherd Utility 23’, New 350 straight drive 

Exercise Rowing Machine Plans. 
JOE DESLAURIERS, 24 Ladyslipper Ln., 
Brasstown, NC 28402. (02) 

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. 14”x 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) 

Build a Boat, unique boat building program. Flex- 
ible scheduling. Three boats to choose from. Call 
for brochure. 
THE LITTLE BOAT SHOP, New Bedford, MA, 
(508) 992-1846, <shopboat @aol.com> (2P) 

Nautical Carving, eagles, quarterboards, & tran- 
soms. Also hand carved boat portraits for hanging 
or as a useful mast hoop tray. Most portraits from 
$125 - $225. 
LOUIS N. CARRERAS, Woodcarver. P.O. Box 
1054, Shirley, MA 01464, <wckl @bicnet.net> (3P) 

Swans Island ME House Rental, $700/wk. 6 fer- 
ries/day. Slps 4 or 5. 
IVER LOFVING, Swans, Island, ME, (207) 773- 
9505 or (207) 526-4121. (05) 

MARINE RELATED ITEMS WANTED 

Apprentice Boatbuilder, for boat shop at Strawbery 
Banke Museum in Portsmouth, NH. Some tradi- 
tional boatbuilding experience req. Gd communi- 
cation skills a must. April-October. 
NICHOLAS BROWN, Strawbery Banke Museum, 
Portsmouth, NH, (603) 422-7541. (02) 

$10,000 
$4,000 
$3,500 
$2,000 
$1,000 

$6,000 
¢ 1967 Century Resorter 17’, New bottom & all parts to restore $1,800 
¢ 1954 Century Viking 19’, mahag lapstrake w/ complete hardware $900 
¢ 1951 Chris Craft Sea Skiff 22’, excellent hull, M engine $600 
¢ 1960 Lyman Utility 16’, original paint, needs decks 
¢ 1929 Hickman Sea Sled 13’, utility style, needs deck work 
¢ 1951 Chris Craft Riviera 18’, needs decks & interior 

$800 
$1,600 
$1,200 

¢ 1958 Whirlwind Utility 14’, light & rigid, needs paint $900 
¢ 1955 Penn Yan Sealiner 13’, striplite hull, bleached $1,200 
¢ 1956 Dunphy Molded Utility 15’, unique, original trailer $500 
¢ 1956 Old Town Strip Utility 16’, rare, old 30s style $500 
¢ 1957 Lyman Utility 15’, in use during ‘99, needs deck work $500 
¢ 1965 Thompson Lapstrake Utility 16’, w/ opening windshield $400 
¢ 1958 Whirlwind Junior Open 12’, $600 
* 1954 Whirlwind Open Fishing 12’, good hull but needs attention $400 
¢ 20 restored 1950s Evinrude outboard engines 3-35 HP available 

Call (301) 627-2114 The Antique Boat Center 

Boats on video 

$15.00 

15200 Mt. Calvert Rd. 

Croom, MD 20772 

ATLANTIC 
COASTAL 
KAYAKER 

Now in our 

Oth Year! 

Would you like to 
read more, lots more, 
about sea kayaking? 

Atlantic Coastal Kakayer will 
bring you 40 pages monthly 
all about sea kayaking, 10 

times a year (March through 
December). 

Accounts of Paddling 

Adventures 

Expedition Reports 

Paddling & Rescue Techniques 

Wildlife Appreciation 

Kayaking People 

Equipment Evaluation 

Reflection & Insights 

Access to the Sea 

Kayaks You Build 

History & Culture 

Events Reports 

Places to Paddle 

All this for only $22 
(10 issues)! 

Like to see a sample 
issue? Just ask. 

Subscription Order Form 

Name: 

Address: 

City: 

Slaleee.: een Alp): 

Send check for $22 payable to: 

Atlantic Coastal Kayaker 
P.O. Box 520, Ipswich, MA 01938 
(978) 356-6112 (Phone & Fax) 



My Best Seller_ 

My 15 foot Ultra Dory builds in 30 to 40 hours 
Priced from $569 for wood kit to $965 for complete kit 

Highest quality materials and workmanship 
We guarantee your success! 

Visa & MasterCard 

21 Palfrey Lane 
Glasgow, VA 24555 

www.upperdeckboats.com 
Call Andy Wolfe * 540-464-5018 

Video 
$5 

Front 
Rower” 

forward 

facing 
rowing 

ae system 
Aquamotion Systems, 30 Cutler Street 
Warren, RI 02885 (401) 247-1482 

Design and Build Your Own Boat 
By Computer! 

Create and fair full 3D hull shapes interactively 
Use state-of-the-art surface modeling techniques 
Any hull shape allowed - round or chine hull 
No lines drawing experience required 
Eliminate lofting by hand 
Plot lines drawing automatically 
Plot full-size frame and plate shapes 
30+ calculated values - disp, LCB, stability 
Stretch, shrink, or modify existing hull shapes 
Low cost professional software: JUST $395. 
Call, write, or fax for our free literature 

60 knot commuter 

New Wave Systems, Inc. 
79 Narragansett Ave., Jamestown, Rhode Island 02835 

Tel: (401) 423-1852 Fax: (401) 423-1810 
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CALL TOLL FREE: 
1. (888) 881-BOAT 
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