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Looking Ahead... 
It’s the dead of winter, so in this issue we 

bring you a bunch of adventure tales: 
Don Besom describes “‘Paddling the the 

Potomac”; Hugh Hagan reminisces about 
growing up on the Rappahanoc in “The River”; 
Arthur MacDonald tells of his enthusiasm for 
small boating on Greater Boston waters in 
“T’m Goin’ Sailing!”; Alan Earl chronicles an 

adventure in British dinghy cruising in “Inter- 
lude in a Dinghy”; and Liza Hageraats de- 
scribes Nova Scotia kayak camping in “The 
Owl’s Head Memorial Row-Around”. 

The Winters Brothers show us their “Res- 
toration of an Aristo Craft Sea Flash”; 
and Robb White brings us Part 2 of his “How 
to Build a Boat Like We Do It”. 

Joe Nickel tells us all about “Pop-Pop 
Boats”; while Phil Bolger & Friends have yet 
to check in. 

Lastly Robert Kimball, Sr. explains all 
about “Boat Portraiture”. 

On the Cover... 

The waters of Florida Bay can really go 
away at low tide as Ron Hoddinott and friends 
found our on their “Assault on the Marquesas” 
adventure featured in this issue. 
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Commentary... 

Bob Hicks, Editor 

Mid-February is the time of year when I 
usually hear once again about the annual gath- 
ering in early May of small boats at Cedar Key 
on Florida’s relatively unspoiled and secluded 
northwest coast. Hugh Horton has now given 
up on me ever attending, the invitation has 
always been extended and the appeal of the 
unstructured event has always been strong. 
Ron Hoddinot’s cover story in this issue about 
some trailer sailors’ cruising a bit further south 
off Key West reminded me of the attraction in 
early spring of the broad shallow waters, sandy 
islands, and warm breezes. 

Only once in 25 years of messing about 
in boats have we ever indulged in a trip south 
in winter to enjoy those appealing conditions. 
In February of 1987 friends who had chartered 
a yacht in the British West Indies found, at the 
last moment, that they were not getting the boat 
they had chartered, but a much larger one, and 
cast around for some company. Because we 
were self-employed and could get away with- 
out needing the boss’ permission they asked 
us to join them, and we soon found ourselves 
arriving in the BVI via jet and local air shuttle 
to instant summer. I reported in detail on that 
adventure in the March 15 issue that year. 

The Cedar Key gathering comes at an 
awkward time for us, as in early May Jane’s 
greenhouse is up and running at full speed and 
cannot be left for more than a day, and if I am 
to travel so far to some interesting boating 
activity somewhere, I prefer to do so with her 
company. Yes, I do go to some local events 
during her selling season (May and June) with- 
out her, these are obviously “business trips”. 
And, yes, I suppose I could fly to the nearest 
airport to Cedar Key, rent a car and drive over 
to join the activities as another “business trip”. 
The costs would be deductible business ex- 
penses, but really not affordable even so. 

And, I wouldn’t have my own boat (Seda 
Glider sea kayak currently) and would have 
to sign on as “crew” for someone who did have 
a boat with room aboard for me. To bring my 
own boat, as does Hugh from frozen Michi- 
gan, would entail two long days over the roads, 

not something I would enthusiastically under- 
take in my 1986 Subaru Brat pickup, and cer- 
tainly not alone. Otherwise it would be a man- 
ageable time frame to be away, probably six 
days in all. 

Last fall I actually went off for six days 
on a nostalgia trip to a reunion of fellow former 
off-road motorcyclists, veterans of that sport’s 
major annual international event, in which I 
competed twice. I travelled overland to St. 
Louis, Missouri with one of those vets, who is 
also a friend who lives an hour away, in his 
°87 Ford tin box van usually used to haul trash 
to the dump weekly, so we could bring along 
bikes (both his) to ride. This meant 46 hours 
over four days driving each way over endless 
Interstates amongst fleets of huge 80mph 
trucks to take part in a two day gathering. It 
was reminiscent of my old racing days when 
we travelled forever to compete, but I never 
thought I’d ever do that again. It took my 
friend’s enthusiastic prompting and arranging 
to motivate me to go. 

Travel to me is anathema, driving is a 
chore and the expense of flying is not justifi- 
able unless circumstances are really signifi- 
cant. I explain to many who suggest to me that 
I might like to attend their event or activity 
and do a story on it that indeed I would like to 
do so, were they not so far away. My present 
rule of thumb on such travel is that if I cannot 
get there in one day’s driving, it’s too far. The 
Missouri trip mentioned obviously violated 
this maxim, but unless you know my friend 
and his powers of persuasion, you cannot un- 
derstand this aberrant behaviour on my part. 

Well, this old stick-in-the-mud, stay-at- 
home attitude is partially offset by the vicari- 
ous experience enjoyed when I read and pub- 
lish your stories about youractivities and 
events. For real, as opposed to vicarious, plea- 
sures in messing about in boats, I can indulge 
in the provincialism of attending local activi- 
ties, and this is something that I could do more. 
Is this a New Year’s resolution? Well, I dunno, 

we'll see. 



The Joys of / 

Nature 

By Kenneth Murphy Hoa A Sak, 

Introduction 
Kayaking, canoeing, and trailer sailing 

lead us to many different bodies of water. We 
experience the open waters of oceans and bays. 
We explore lakes, rivers, and creeks. We al- 
ways seem to find a quiet place to anchor for 
the night. As we glide along the shore or swing 
about the anchor, we can’t help but observe 
the plants and animals that are attracted to the 
same quiet places. Salt water has its plants and 
animals, while brackish and fresh water are 
the homes of a different set of creatures. 

As editor of the Shallow Water Sailor, a 
newsletter that goes out to 130 trailer sailors, 
I started a periodic column concerning the 
natural things that are encountered while mess- 
ing about in boats. I suggested to Bob Hicks, 
“why not start such a column in MA/B?” He 
agreed, and so this is the first such column. I 
hope that the boatmen of MA/B will read and 
appreciate these monthly reports. 

Why do boatmen need such a column? I 
am reminded of a naturalist who was imagin- 
ing an average sort of person, with little knowl- 
edge of nature, walking through a woods. The 
naturalist thought, this was almost like a per- 
son walking through an art museum where all 
the paintings had been turned around and so 
the person could only see the backside of each 
painting. I have felt that way many times when 
J observe, from my boat, a plant or animal I 
had little or no knowledge about. 

So the point of the column is to “turn the 
pictures around” so we can better enjoy and 
understand what we see while on our little 
boats. 

| am just an average boater and certainly 
no trained naturalist, so I can use help from 

those with naturalist training and experience. 
Also, since my personal experience focuses 
on the Chesapeake Bay, I’m weak concerning 
fresh water flora and fauna. Therefore, I re- 
quest readers send their own experiences about 
nature to me at <kgmurphy@erols.com> for 
publication in this column. 

The Muskrat 
Now here is the perfect animal to start 

the series! The muskrat loves the water as 
much as we do. When you see a little furry 
head moving through the water in the marshes, 
it’s a good bet that it’s a muskrat! It is a com- 
mon and frequently seen aquatic rodent found 
throughout the wetlands of the United States. 
We have lots around the marshes of the Chesa- 
peake Bay. They are so plentiful, the folk on 
the Eastern Shore of Maryland trap them for 

meat and for pelts. “You ain’t tasted nuttin ‘til 
ya’ve tasted some good rat!” 

The muskrat is a large rodent. It has rich 
brown to blackish fur that is nearly waterproof. 
Its head is broad and blunt with short ears 
barely visible beyond the fur. Its tail is scaled, 
nearly hairless, and somewhat flattened on the 
sides. The accompanying pen and ink draw- 
ing, by Karen Teramura, comes from Chesa- 
peake Bay, A Field Guide by Christopher P. 
White 

These animals are really built to swim. 
With their webbed hind feet acting as paddles 
and their tail as a rudder, muskrats can swim 
at a speed up to 3 miles per hour and can even 
swim backwards. The muskrat can give a 
warning slap with its tail, similar to the bea- 
ver, and remain submerged for as long as 15 
‘minutes. 

Muskrats live in or near water most of 
their lives. They make their homes in bank 
dens or lodges similar to those of the beaver 
but smaller in size. Muskrats excavate dens 
by burrowing into the banks of slow-moving 
streams with their sharp front claws. The dens 
are complete with dry chambers and under- 
water tunnels, and there are ventilation holes 
which are hidden at the surface by shrubs, 
branches, and thick vegetation. The lodges, 
constructed with aquatic plants, brush and 
mud, are usually situated on a foundation of 
brush, or a stump or are occasionally built up 
from the bottom of the wetland. Several small 
feeding huts that are similar to, but less com- 
plex than the lodges, may be constructed 
within the muskrat’s territory. Here the ani- 
mal will periodically feed while protected from 
predators and harsh weather. So when you see 
this critter dive near the shore and not reap- 
pear, he probably has entered his den through 
an underwater passage. 

As you would expect, muskrats have a 
high reproductive rate, producing up to four 
litters per year, each with six to seven young. 
They are polygamous and breeding takes place 
from late March through July. After a gesta- 
tion period of 28 to 30 days, the young are 
born blind, helpless, and almost naked. In two 

weeks, their eyes open and in approximately 
eight weeks they are weaned from their 
mother. 

Muskrats are active throughout the year 
and, although mainly nocturnal, are sometimes 
seen during the day. They are susceptible to 
cold and wind, and spend more time in their 
dens during the winter. Although several may 
share a lodge during the winter, muskrats are 

highly territorial and aggressive toward each 
other. In fact, a female may kill newly-weaned 
young in an effort to drive them away before 
the arrival of a new litter. The muskrat’s nor- 
mal home range is usually within 200 yards 
of its den, although it may travel several miles 
over land in search of suitable habitat. 

The muskrat is mainly a wetland plant 
eater, although a clam, frog or fish will do fine. 
The shore people call ‘im rats, we call ‘im 
muskrats, and the egg heads call them ondatra 
zibethicus. But when I see one I think of Mr. 
Rat in Kenneth Grahame’s book Wind in the 
Willows. Mr. Rat said, “There is nothing - ab- 
solutely nothing - half so much worth doing 
as simply messing about in boats.” So when 
you think of the water and all the fun you have 
in your little boat, you also must think of the 
muskrat and of Mr. Rat who answers Mr. 
Mole’s question about why he loves the water 
so, by saying, “By it and with it and on it and 
in it. It’s brother and sister to me, and food 
and drink, and washing. It’s my world and I 
don’t want any other. What it hasn’t got is not 
worth having, and what it doesn’t know is not 
worth knowing.” 
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Ultralight Folding Hou 

19'x8’ 
200 Ibs! 

Campanoe. 
www.campanoe.net 888-865-3688 

FIBERGLASS REPLICA CLASSIC SAILBOATS 
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, LOA - 1274” 

Beam - 6'2” 

SA - 100sf 

Displ. 440lbs 

Construction 
12’ Cape Cod Catboat Fiberglass Hull & Deck 

ss are Varnished Oak Trim | on 48° 0” 

Bronze Hardware 

Wooden Spars 
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a CLASSIC CAT 
ea __—S«—«qwW4’ Classic Half-Decked Catboat 

BAYBIRD 
18’ Gaff Sloop 

Beam - 5’6” 7, 

SA - 145sf 
LWL - 16’ 

Draft 0’8” 

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) 



You write to us about... 

Activities & Events... 

Olympic Torch Carried by Canoe 
An event of considerable interest to ca- 

noeists has received little mention in the me- 
dia, so I thought an eye-witness report might 
be worthwhile. 

As dawn broke with a cloudy light, a few 
spectators brave enough to stand idle in a tem- 
perature of 18 degrees gathered along the Ver- 
mont and New Hampshire shores of the Con- 
necticut River to watch preparations for the 
Olympic Torch to be carried in a canoe from 
West Lebanon, New Hampshire to Lyman 
Point, White River Junction, Vermont. The 
date was December 29, 2001, and the Torch 
was en route to the Olympic Games in Salt 
Lake City, Utah. 

Of special interest was the fact that the 
three people travelling across the river were 
all members of the Vermont Abenaki tribe. The 
skilled paddlers were Chris Charlebois and 
Wes Dickman, and the young torch bearer was 
Casey Rae Fraties of South Hero, Vermont. 
The canoe was a wooden strip-built model and 
the paddlers were dressed in Abenaki attire. 

The canoe had been put into the water 
near a bridge at the only spot on the New 
Hampshire bank where the paddlers and pas- 
senger could step off rock ledge directly into 
the canoe. In what I assumed to be an Abenaki 
tradition, each member of the group took a 
single blade paddle and, in turn, blew pipe 
smoke over the entire surface. Contents of a 
pottery vessel were also tipped into the river. 

As the time of departure approached, a 
large crowd started to fill the bridge above and 
the Vermont shoreline. I overheard the pad- 
dlers discussing the crossing, a challenge in 
this area of shallow, frigid water and very swift 
currents. A rubber rescue raft came over from 
the Vermont side and soon we heard horns and 
cheers for the approaching caravan that accom- 
panies the running torch bearer. Down the hill 
came the runner and the flane was transferred. 

The canoe was pushed out from shore and 
the Abenaki paddlers headed north against the 
current, then turned south closer to the Ver- 
mont shore to fly down the river to its junc- 
tion with the White River. They turned up the 
White briefly and then landed heading up- 
stream at Lyman Point. The flame was passed 
on to the torch of another runner and we, on 
the New Hampshire side, thrilled to the sight 
of it being carried up the Vermont hillside. 

This eventful canoe crossing was short 
in time but will be long in memory. 

Nancy C. Jerome, East Thetford, VT 

Adventures & Experiences... 

Greetings from Jim 
A Happy New Year from the gang here 

at Grand Mesa Boatworks, may the new year 
hold plenty of time for fun. 

At this point I was going to segue into a 
full fledged commercial which would ease you 
from the mad rush of an over commercialized 
Christmas into the need for a simpler, gentler 
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lifestyle, exemplified by simple but satisfy- 
ing rowing and sailing craft. However, on read- 
ing it over I realized it was a pot and kettle 
deal. 

I got to thinking instead about what a fun 
year it has been and all the people who made 
it so. Thanks to all the Utah folks who were 
such good and helpful company on the 
Kokopelli. Special gratitude to Steve and 
Dewitt who have been a major help on the 
Novia project, I’d have probably never started 
it otherwise. Not to mention Dewitt’s resur- 
rection of the old schooner and Steve’s reju- 
venation of the tired pulling boat. 

Our old buddy Dennis, besides being a 
spark plug of the Kokopelli, hauled two hulls 
back to Minnesota. His emails are enlivened 
by photos of the great work he is doing. His 
lovely wife Linda actually seems to encour- 
age this aberrant behavior. 

The Bahia de los Angeles expedition was 
great fun thanks to Steve, Dennis and the Art- 
ist, who did all the heavy lifting. I know you 
all realize that I would love to help more but 
someone has to mind the video. 

Thanks also to all the friends and cus- 
tomers from So Cal to the northwest and across 
to the east coast who have helped with kind 
words and purchase money, especially the two 
big deposits on the as yet virtual 22’ fantail. 

Last, but by no means least, thanks to our 
link to the outside world, Bob Hicks, who 
cheerfully prints all the stuff we dump on him. 

As I write, it is only five days to the top 
of the night hump, from whence we can psy- 
chologically coast down to the long sailing 
days of spring. Think Starvation in May. 

Jim, Janis, Steven, Chip, Grand Mesa 
Boatworks LLC, 15654 57-1/2 Rd., Collbran 
CO 91624, <jimthayerboats@hotmail.com> 

Not Looking to Race 
I just read again “Push on Your Oars!” in 

the October 15 issue. I have an Old Town Pack 
canoe, only 33lbs and easy to put on my van 
roof. I frequently row it while fishing or when 
paddling is difficult. I sit on a boat cushion 
with my back at just about the center, wear 
sunglasses with a bicyclist clip-on rear view 
mirror, cost about $15. The only time it’s nec- 
essary to turn around is when the river is so 
narrow I have to paddle through. 
I also have a 12’ aluminum boat with two pairs 
of oarlocks for push or pull rowing. At 72 years 
of age I’m not looking to race anyone, I'll leave 
that to young kids like Curtis Nichols, he’s 
only 62. 

Edmond Bourgeois, Hudson, MA. 

Joined the Auxiliary 
Last month, influenced by 9/11 terrorist 

attack and my connection with the US Coast 
Guard as a retiree, I joined the Coast Guard 
Auxiliary. It is a great outfit and a great way 
for the boater to get involved in a civilian or- 
ganization promoting boating safety, and now, 
the very important task of relieving the regu- 
lar Coast Guard of non-military and non-law 
enforcement duties so they can devote more 
time to homeland security. They are stretched 
very thin! 

John Potts, Crownsville, MD 

Information of Interest... 

ACCESSAIL 2002 
During the latter part of 2001 we 

have been developing a sailing program for 
disabled sailors at the Duxbury Bay Maritime 
School. This program, called ACCESSAIL, 
drew over 35 participants in four “try sailing” 
days. Participants hailed from the Cardinal 
Cushing School, the Braintree Habilitation 
Assistance Program, the Massachusetts De- 
partment of Mental Retardation, the Carson 
Center from Westfield, and the Greenery in 
Middleboro. The response to these sailing 
outings from participants, instructors and vol- 
unteers was, in the words of a participant, “a 
great success and a once in a life time oppor- 
tunity!” 

Students, like the 96 year old mentally 
challenged gentleman who had always 
“wanted to go sailing” and the young woman 
born with spinal bifida and lower limb paraly- 
sis yet eager for a new independent adventure, 
typify the range and appeal of this program. 

Based on these’ experiences, 
ACCESSAIL 2002 will offer both a recre- 
ational and an instructional program. We were 
pleased to receive a private donation for the 
purchase of two Martin 16s which are designed 
to be sailed independently by disabled skip- 
pers. The Martins, on loan this past summer, 
received rave reviews from several notable 
Duxbury sailors and by three physically dis- 
abled students who had an opportunity to test 
sail them. These boats will be used in the in- 
structional ACCES.SAIL program next sum- 
mer. 

Duxbury Bay Maritime School, P.O. Box 
263A, Duxbury, MA 02331 

More on Houseboats 
The finest specialty book I’ve ever seen 

on houseboats is Handmade Houseboats, by 
Russell Conder, published by International 
Marine, Camden, ME. A possible companion 
is Shantyboat by Harlan Hubbard, published 
by University Press of Kentucky. It is so good 
Conder makes special reference to it in his 
writings. 

I enclose a page from an old Plans to 
Build From boatbuilding book about a sailing 
houseboat: 

Rufus, a Sailing Houseboat: Rufus is 
meant to move under.sail and power, although 
she’s unlikely to set any speed records. Icono- 
clast George Buehler has built his reputation 
designing rugged, salty-looking boats that are 
easily built using materials no more exotic than 
you can find in the neighborhood lumberyard. 



His plans catalog is worth sending for even if 
you don’t want to build a boat; it’s better read- 
ing than the National Lampoon. 

Here’s what George has to say about 
Rufus: “Some years ago I designed Rufus for 
a guy who lived along the Intracoastal Water- 
way in Florida. I had a lot of fun thinking it 
up, and I mean to own one myself some day. 
I’ve thought of building it way up the Colum- 
bia River and floating down to Astoria, or 
maybe building it at the headwaters of the 
Mississippi and floating down to New Orleans. 
Of course, it would be a fine craft for quiet 
fiords just about anywhere. 

The idea was a cheap and simple-to-build 
floating camp, with a small inboard or a 
“power” outboard, like a British Seagull, and 
a big sail to loaf along downwind. The hull is 
just a plywood box covered with fiberglass 
cloth and epoxy, and would be no challenge 
to build. 

The house is set well back from the hull 
to give lots of deck space. Since I designed it, 
I’ve thought I might extend the house clear 
out to the side decks and back to the stern, 
leaving the foredeck as the helm. One guy said 
he was planning to build it that way and at- 
tach a diving board to the back of the house 
roof, which sounds pretty good to me. This 
would open up the interior considerably and 
give room for permanent bunks rather than the 
fold-down system shown here. However, as 
drawn the extra deck space is nice for lolling 
about in warm climates, and gives holds on 
each end for crab pots, fishing gear, and the 
like. And folding up the couch to make a bed 
sounds like more hassle than it actually is. 

Length on Deck 33’; Beam 11’; Draft 
1°3” (leeboards up; Designer George Buehler, 
PO Box 966 Freeland, Whidbey Island, WA 
98249. 

Norm Benedict, Santa Maria, CA 

Editor Comments: We reviewed 
Shantyboat in our July 1, 1991 issue. Anyone 
wishing a copy of the review send us a SASE 
#10 size. Norm also sent us a 1904 book en- 
titled The Houseboat Book: Log of a Cruise 
from Chicago to New Orleans, which we are 
considering reprinting in serialized form this 
year. 

The Old Elcos & Other Goodies 
I enjoyed the Weston Farmer article about 

the old Elcos in the January | issue. A cousin 
of my mother had an Elco 34 which I had the 
pleasure of cruising on in 1946 after my dis- 
charge from the service. It was very nice boat, 
very comforable and classy. 

Ken Hankinson Associates, P.O. Box 
272, Hayden Lake ID 83835 has, or did have, 

the plans for the Elco 26, I bought a set in 1996 
and they were great, blue print sized. Also in- 
cluded was a copy of the Elco Boating of May, 
1929 which described the Elco 26 in great 
detail. The Elco 26 was designed in 1925 and 
“was to power boating in the ‘’20s, what Henry 
Ford’s Model T was to automobiling.” 

Other recent enjoyable and informative 
articles in my view were Berkeley Eastman’s 
“Houseboats You Can Build” in the January | 
issue, very interesting concepts and inexpen- 
sive, and Fred Shell’s CrabClaw Cat in the 
December 15 issue, which looks like a real 
winner to me. Now at age 81 I do enjoy a little 
comfort in a boat which will not easily spill a 
can of beer. I’ve owned a lot of racing cata- 
marans but now it’s time to slow down. 

Gordon Hurley, Wading River, NY. 
Editor Comments: Our December 1, 

1987 issue cover story was a six page feature 
on the Elco 26 entitled “ A Summer Home 
Afloat, Rent Free!”, including a reprint of an 
article, with photos, about it from Elco Boat- 
ing and a centerspread featuring full side and 
top view drawings. We can supply photocopies 
to interested readers for $1 to cover cost of 
copying and Ist Class mailing in a 9”x12” 
envelope. 

Information Needed... 

Cape Dory Typhoon Weekender 
I am seeking a replacement for my Cape 

. Dory Typhoon Weekender that was destroyed 
in a boatyard fire in late December, located 
close enough to Sedgwick, Maine to be trans- 
ported there, meaning, I suppose, more or less 
from anywhere in New Engalnd. 

J. Hillis Miller, Dept. of English & Com- 
parative Literature, University of California, 
Irvine, CA 92697, (949) 824-0672, 
<jhmiller@uci.edu> 

A Rowing Double 
Several years ago I built a WineGlass 

Wherry from a kit supplied by Pygmy Kay- 
aks. I have rowed her all over the New En- 
gland coast twelve months out of the year and 
she has proven to be seaworthy and just a de- 
light to row. 

Last summer my 24 year old son and I 
had the use of a friend’s Gloucester Gull to 
row double in several races here in Massachu- 
setts. Having now returned that boat to its 
owner we are looking to buy something for 
this coming season. 

Craig Robinson, 156 Lincoln St., 
Hingham, MA 02043, (781) 749-7954. 

Opinions... 

High on CrabClaw Cat 
I’m still on a high on Fred Shell’s 

CrabClaw Cat. Even if the rig weren’t as effi- 
cient as he feels/claims, I’d say that the lack 
of weight and top hamper even up the scales. 
I hope that he can explain his feelings about 
the great efficiency of the design. I’m guess- 
ing containment of air funneled back with 
some force. 

Shell’s reefing looks great; with a heavy 
enough yard and greased blocks it may not 
need even a downhaul. The only limitation 
against being hit with crippling gusts seems 
tack travel. Like to know more about that. I’m 
strongly in favor of unstayed masts on 
marconis where you can let the sheet go to 
have the sail fly harmlessly over a bow quar- 
ter. His bipod should also be a winner in lack 
of weight. 

I came across some rare info on hp/sf of 
sails. Believe it was something like Shp/1200sf 
on a run. Maybe less. The CrabClaw’s very 
low CE interests me greatly. Designers tell us 
what they think a sail will produce. Tom 
Colvin’s the only one stating the marconi’s 
singular advantage is going to windward. 
Baader’s the only one stating spinakers pro- 
duce only about 2% advantage due to the vol- 
ume of air that has to be pushed aside. 

I’m appalled at three spreaders on the 
“Cup” designs. Weight, air drag, hull drag from 
heeling, ballast, etc. I’ve experienced joining 
a friend on his Cal 30 too late to enter the Wet 
Wednesday. With only the working sails we 
sailed alongside the racers replete with spin- 
nakers. Explanation: Our bow was not de- 
pressed from downward force vectors. 

Got to thinking about the rather over- 
whelming task of building two hulls. Now if 
such small hulls cannot provide any habita- 
tion space for humans, maybe they can be 
made of a side-slab of 1/2”-1” plywood but 
with expanded foam affixed and covered with 
epoxied fiberglass. 

I have been looking into alternative 
means of carrying small boats, one approach 
being kits to lengthen pickup truck chassis. 
Just got a Heater’s catalog showing square 
tubing extensions capable of carrying up to 
350lbs. With some vertical members and wire 
bracing I imagine the 350lbs limit could be 
increased significantly. I remember various 
metal/pneumatic ways of stiffening rear axle 
assembles. First-rate trailer accessory shops 
have all manners and means of such items. 

Norm Benedict, Santa Maria, CA 

Projects... 

It’s a Swifty I 
Looking through the December 15 issue 

I noticed a familiar looking boat gracing the 
centerfold. A Swifty. A Swifty II! I recently 
took delivery of one of Fred Shell’s kits, I 
bought it for Shamus Doneagain as my wife 
won’t let me have any more boat kits or boats. 

I chose this boat because of its inexpen- 
sive price and very good looks. Talking wih 
Fred, I learned of his building process, and 
realized it to be idiot proof, or at least Shamus 
proof. 

It’s going together fast and easy, a 10 year 
old could do it. Shamus has it almost together 
in a couple of weekends while just messing 
about with it. This is by far the easiest to build 
and most complete kit I have ever found. The 
stitching holes are drilled, even the screws 
come with it. It’s missing only paint, and Fred 
would probably include it if you wanted. 

He has a most surprising list of kits avail- 
able. I'll report soon on how Shamus made 
out. 

Greg Grundtisch, Lancaster, NY 



Do Your Job! 
An Illustrated Bicentennial 

History of The 
Portsmouth Naval Shipyard 

By Richard E. Winslow 
The Portsmouth Marine Society, 2000 

306 pages 

Reviewed by Robert Osgood 

The reviewer wishes to state his bias flat 
out. I am a Navy veteran whose son lives 
within sight of the Portsmouth Naval Shipyard 
and have more than a passing interest in the 
sea. That said, I will attempt a critical review. 
Because I was to review the book, I perhaps 
did a more careful reading than I would other- 
wise have done. This brought to my attention 
the importance of the preface or prologue. 

In the preface, tbe author clearly states 

his purpose in writing Do Your Job! While this 
is not the first book to delve into the history of 
Portsmouth Naval Shipyard, I believe he in- 
tended it to be the most comprehensive. With- 
out reading the others, I have to believe he 
has succeeded. Winslow includes much new 
material and previously unpublished photo- 
graphs which he has gleaned from his research. 
As the subtitle shows, he wanted to honor the 

PNS’s Bicentennial. He makes very clear in 
the preface that he does not intend to cover in 

- any sort of depth the several important events 
usually associated with the Portsmouth Naval 
Shipyard. 

Those of you even casually acquainted 
with naval history would recognize that the 
1939 sinking of the submarine USS Squalus 
off the Isles of Shoals and the subsequent res- 
cue of more than half the crew using safety 
devices developed by Lieutenant Charles B. 
Momson, as well as the 1963 loss of the USS 
Thresher, are clearly a part of PNS history. 
Both subs were built at Portsmouth. Winslow 
wisely points out that the scope of the task of 
covering two hundred years of history prevents 
any sort of extensive treatment of these and 
other important moments surrounding Ports- 
mouth. Readers looking for more should look 
elsewhere, such as the full-length books tbat 

exhaust the subject. 
I myself lean toward books that deal with 

the issue in as much detail as possible. How- 
ever, the author should not be faulted on this 

score since he is compressing two hundred 
event filled years into one volume. That the 
author is well equipped to play this role can- 
not be doubted. He is the author of several 
previous books dealing with the Portsmouth 
area, as well as the shipyard itself, and his field 
of study is nineteenth-century American his- 
tory with an emphasis on things maritime. 

Portsmouth Naval Shipyard has always 
been known as the Yard by those living in and 
around the Portsmouth/Kittery area. The book 

would suggest that the relationship between 
the Yard and the townspeople has been noth- 
ing but harmonious. Given the economic im- 
pact of the Yard on the surrounding towns and 
the wide cycles of activity, this is somewhat 
surprising. I would tend to attribute it to en- 
lightened management at the Yard and perhaps 
the element of patriotism. Throughout the en- 
tire history of Portsmouth, it has been a 
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struggle for survival, as the forces in Wash- 
ington vacillate on the issue of military pre- 
paredness and the size of the budget required. 
In this case, of course, it is not only the mag- 
nitude of the budget as a whole, but which 
shipyards will be awarded the contracts. 

The Yard is now operating at about the 
same level as immediately prior to WW II, 
approximately 4,000 workers. The peak was 
reached in 1943 with a workforce of over 
20,000. The period 1941-1945 witnessed an 
unprecedented and unequaled achievement for 
the Yard with the building of seventy-nine sub- 
marines. Included in that record is the con- 
struction of the sub Cisco from keel-laying to 
launch in fifty-six days. Aremarkable feat. On 
January 24, 1944, the Yard launched four subs 

for a one-day record that still holds. 
The success which two hundred years of 

continuous operation validates appears to be 
the result of pride of workmanship, an aware- 
ness of the importance of efficiency and, of 
course, good political connections. The order 
of the preceding is deliberate. Do Your Job is 
successful in conveying to the reader the hearty 
sense of esprit de corps that has permeated the 
Yard throughout its long history. During the 
long years of World War II, there was a dra- 
matic sense of urgency. While not members 
of the armed services, the workers were, in 
every respect, as gung ho. 

In order to give prospective readers of 
Do Your Job a flavor of what awaits them, here 

are several unrdated, but interesting, bits of 

history gleaned from my reading. 
In 1884, the USS Jeannette expedition of 

twenty-five men was stranded in the Arctic. 
Navy Secretary William E. Chandler sent a 
three-vessel rescue party to search for survi- 
vors. Lt. Greely, the leader, and seven remain- 
ing members arrived at Portsmouth Naval 
Shipyard to a tumultuous welcome. This single 
event garnered much needed support for the 
U.S. Navy’s role in peacetime, non-military 
service. 

In 1918, a young Humphrey Bogart, 
while escorting a prisoner to Portsmouth for 
internment in the Naval Prison was injured in 
a botched escape attempt. He recelved wounds 
which remained with him for life. The result- 
ing lip scar may have even enhanced his movie 
career for it gave him a permanent scowl. 

On April 21, 1920, the effects of 
Probibition were felt at the Yard as the sub 
S-8 was christened using Portsmouth ginger 
ale instead of the customary champagne. With 
the repeal of the Eighteenth Amendment, ships 
were once more launched with the “real stuff”. 

In May, 1945, following Germany’s sur- 

render, several U boats were escorted to Ports- 
mouth, including U-234. What was special 
about U-234? It was known to be carrying 
important material and plans destined for Ja- 
pan. Additionally, on board were two high 
ranking Japanese naval officers whose pres- 
ence in Japan was sought. On May 19, the 
Coast Guard cutter Argo, under the command 
of Lt. Charles E. Winslow accepted the cap- 
tured sub off the Isles of Shoals and escorted 
her into Portsmouth harbor. Could it be that 
the author is related to Lt. Winslow? 

The two Japanese officers were not 
aboard as they had committed suicide and their 
bodies were dumped overboard. What devel- 
oped was a three-ring circus as conflicting 
agencies fought for control over unfolding 
events. The publicity value surrounding the 
arrival of this particular vessel and its crew 
was significant, but was tempered by the need 
for secrecy due to the ongoing war with Ja- 
pan. Portsmouth Naval Shipyard was once 
again in the spotlight. 

Although this book does not reveal it, this 
may not have been PNS’s finest hour. The 
German prisoners were not well treated and 
may, in fact, have been brutalized by prison 
guards. The prisoners were stripped of their 
personal possessions and the boat looted. The 
most valuable officers and crew were flown 
from Sanford, Maine to Washington. The re- 

mainder were transported to the Charles Street 
Jail in Boston. What had occurred was the re- 
sult of pent up anger and lack of discipline on 
the part of the Naval Prison guards and prob- 
ably should not reflect badly on the Yard work- 
ers. 

The Portsmouth Naval Shipyard, firmly 
planted in New Hamphire as a result of a re- 
cent U.S. Supreme Court decision, remains 
vibrant and open for business as a repair and 
overhaul faccility for submarines. Its domi- 
nance in the area is reduced as other indus- 
tries have prospered, but it continues to be re- 
ferred to by all as “The Yard”. 

As acomprehensive history of the Ports- 
mouth Navy Yard, later renamed Portsmouth 

Naval Shipyard, the book cannot be faulted. 
Winslow is an eminent historian, the notes are 

copious and the bibliography extensive. I 
would urge all who are in any way interested 
in the topic, broadly defined, to read and re- 
tain this volume. 

Portsmouth-Built 
Submarines of the Portsmouth 

Naval Shipyard” 

By Richard E. Winslow 
Paper Edition, June 2000, $15 
The Portsmouth Marine Society 
Box 147, Portsmouth, NH 03802 

Reviewed by Dick Hutchins 

We always called it the Yard in my fam- 
ily. Grandfather and Dad worked on the WWI 
subs. Uncle Harry was there the longest as a 
pipe fitter during WWII. Cross the I-95 Bridge 
over the Piscataqua River between Ports- 
mouth, N.H. and Kittery, Maine and down 

river lies Fernald’s Island, site of the Yard. It 

stands firmly within the borders of the State 



of Maine, despite numerous attempts by New 
Hampshire to annex it. 

The author of this bibliography, son of a 
career Naval officer, is very familiar with the 
area and submarines. He spent his early years 
at submarine bases in Pearl Harbor, New Lon- 
don, and Portsmouth. He is a researcher and 
librarian at the Portsmouth Public Library and 
the Portsmouth Historical Society. One of his 
other books, The Piscataqua 
Gundalow:Workhorse for a Tidal Basin Em- 
pire, should also be of interest to readers . 

This study covers the fifty-seven year 
period between the 1914 contract to build the 
L-8 and the 1971 commissioning of the Sand 
Lance. Some background is given from the 
beginning in 1800, but the focus is on about a 
dozen submarines with extraordinary 
histories.Among those covered are: Squalus, 
Dolphin, Surcouf, Sailfish, Trout, Grenadier, 
Crevalle, Archerfish, Albacore, and the 
ill-fated Thresher. 

This little volume is a “niche” book, it 
fills the spaces between a ponderous history 
and a cold impersonal listing of facts. The Yard 
covers about fifty acres of island, yet in so little 
space, a vast amount of American history has 
occurred. Isaac Hull was once commander 
here. David Farragut died here. Old Ironsides 
was renewed where nuclear submarines are 
now overhauled. As if to prove “There is Noth- 
ing New Under the Sun”, a cocaine ring was 
discovered at the Naval Prison in 1909! The 
Treaty of Portsmouth, ending the 
Russo-Japanese War, was signed here in 1905. 

Would I buy this book? You bet! No po- 
litical correctness here, just wood chips, 
grease, hot steel, and the smell of diesel fuel. 
Great stuff! 

Mini-Review 

By C. Henry Depew 

Many of us have sailboats in the 22’ to 
34’ range. How about a boat 24’ to 32’ in length 
(average length around 30’) with a six person 
crew designed for off-shore use? The 20’ mast 
could be raised (or lowered) while underway 
in most sea conditions because of the mast-step 
design and rigging arrangement. While the 
bow and stern raise higher, the depth amid- 
ships is about 30”. The basic design was per- 
fected in the 1870s to 1880s with the result 
seen on the water to this day. 

From My Old 
Boatshop 

One-Lung Engines, 
Fintail Launches & 

Other Marine Delights 

Weston farmer’s great book 
republished by Elliott Bay 
Classics with added Farmer 
material. 8-1/2”x11” hardcover, 
31 Chapters, 
profusely illustrated, with 
photos & design drawings. 
$49.95 + $3 S&H. 
Weston Farmer Associates 

18972 Azure Rd. 
Wayzata, MN 55391 

Want to know more about this boat de- 
sign? If so, find a copy of the Mystic Seaport 
Museum’s publication: 
The Whaleboat: 
A Study of Design, Construction, 
And Use from 1850 to 1970 
By Willits D. Ansel 
Published by Mystic Seaport Museum 1983 

One Reader’s 

Endorsement 

Six years ago a book was favorably re- 
viewed in this magazine (March 15, 1995). I 
recently ordered a copy from an ad in the 
classifieds (see end of this letter) and wish to 
give it my unreserved recommendation. 

Row to Alaska by Wind & Oar is a book I 
couldn’t put down. I read it through the first 
night and later reread it with undiminished 
fascination. An older retried couple with no 
rowing experience made a trip from the San 
Juan Islands near Seattle to Ketchikan, Alaska 
in a 17’ open dory. This 750 mile voyage, last- 
ing 67 adventure paced days, is something 
those of us who live in this area dream of do- 
ing. But we envision ourselves in a steel hulled 
vessel with radar, epirb, life rafts, inside heat- 
ers, etc. 

Why? Because these waters traversed by 
Pete and Nancy Ashenfelter are among the 
wildest remote regions of the settled world. 
Tidal currents are fierce, there are unprotected 
sections open to the North Pacific to cross, fog 
is frequent and thick, it rains most of the time, 
camping spots amongst the cliffs are scarce, 
as are sources of help in time of trouble. 

I think my fellow readers would be en- 
tertained and inspired by the well written nar- 
rative by Nancy, and her late husband Pete, 
Ashenfelter. 

Jack Hornung, Seattle, WA 

Row to Alaska by Wind & Oar 
A book about adventure of retired couple 

rowing up Inside Passage to Alaska 
Reviewed in March 15, 1995 issue 

$12 postpaid 
NANCY ASHENFELTER 

3915 “N” Ave., Anacortes, WA 98221 

356 pages, 

www.FrontRower.com 

FEATHERCRAFT 
FOLDING KAYAKS GALORE 

“For The Few Who Expect More” 
We Specialize in Folding Kayaks Exclusively 

KLEPPER * FEATHERCRAFT 
FOLBOT ¢ NAUTIRAID « POUCH 

All in stock * We ship * Why wait? 

Best Selection in the Whole USA 
Save $$$ when you buy from W.F.K.C. 

Toll Free (888) 692-8092 
Western Folding Kayak Center 6155 Mt. Aukum Rd. 

Somerset, CA 95684-0130 

www.westernfoldingkayak.com 

We buy used Klepper folding kayaks 

New 15’ Ballast Keel 

152Gb. 

16-" B.K. 

18a 21n 23: 

== 
REE, 

FERNALD’S MARINE 
Rt. 1A, Newbury, MA 01951 

(978) 465-0312 

New from Compass Classic Yachts 

14’ CLASSIC CAT 
| 
i 

Good looks + if + Seats 
Easy handling + | * Cockpit room 

Speed + * Comfort 
Versatility * : + Stability 

Forgiveness * 
LOA 14’ « 
Beam 7° + 

Draft 10” « 

j q 
' * Low maintenance 

§ + Affordable price 
* SA 130 sq. ft. 
+ Displacement 600# 

DEALER INQUIRIES INVITED 
Compass Classic Yachts, Inc. 

Box 143, South Orleans, MA 02662 
Shop 80 Rayber Rd., Orleans, MA 

(508) 255-5187, (508) 240-1032 

Wicked Fast 
Forward-facing rowing by Ron Rantilla 

401-247-1482 Rl 



Sunday August 12th was a great day for 
Human Powered Boats (HPBs)! 18 boats made 
it to Buffalo, plus a couple o 
kiddie-PowerPaddlers, Frank in_ his 

FinSwimmer attire, and Orrin’s “Grunge 
Bucket III” instant boat held together with only 
SikaFlex adhesive. There were two WaveBikes 
brought from Virginia by George Tatum and 
Jeff Herrick of NCF; Orrin Christy and Linda 
Lindsey had their SeaCycle; George Eicholzer 
and David Cruikshank brought their SeaCycle 
from Toronto; 

I towed the LegShell and a Wave Walker 
from Georgia; Jake Free debuted his OP-I 
Spirit boat from Indiana; Grant Brooks came 
in from Toronto with his new JetBlade 
paddlewheel add-on for canoes; the ProPhish 
guys came all the way fron Utah with three 
WaterSkippers; Ray Buresch of HydroBikes 
flew in from Minnesota to hook up with Jim 
Chilton who is the local HydroBikes dealer; 
and we had reps from Oak Orchard Canoe & 
Kayak in New York bring down a few stan- 
dard kayaks plus a Hobie Mirage tandem. 

I got in very late Friday night after 900 
miles over the road, then met Orrin and Linda 
at Hoyt Lake to set the race course early Sat- 
urday morning. Orrin had made an ingenious 
set of a dozen buoys with cement filled coffee 
cans or 2 liter pop battles on the lake bottom, 
a rope up to the surface and througb the handle 
of a fluorescent painted milk jug, tben down 
to a smaller cement filled can which he calcu- 
lated to the desired amount of ballast for the 
jug. Ray and Jim from HydroBikes dropped 
by during the setup, then headed for Niagara 
Falls. Moving the buoys around was easy be- 
cause they were self adjusting, so with me 
surveying from shore and their expert maneu- 
vering on the SeaCycle, we laid the 100m lane 
and slalom buoys faster than I’d seen it done 
before. 

In late afternoon the WaveBike team ar- 
rived (George and Jeff), Frank met us at the 
lake, and we all headed back to the RV park- 
ing lot to pitch our tents (we stayed at the KOA 
and slept amongst the rolling houses). Dinner 
during drywall installation at the Italian res- 
taurant was good, Jake and Felix joined us later 
and we sat around the campfire to talk boats 
and prop design, racing stuff, and even had a 

chess discussion led by Grand Master Frank. 
It was fantastic to finally put faces with so 
many e-mail addresses! 

Frank and I did the set up at the lake early 
on Sunday morning while the boaters prepared 
their craft. We were a bit worried about rain, 
but it never did more than sprinkle, and the 

sky cleared by late afternoon. Temps were in 
the upper 70s I guess, maybe 80, so it was a 
welcome relief from the heat wave that had 
been gripping the area. There was never more 
than a slight breeze during the event, which 
made for some great racing conditions. Also 
good news was that the City of Buffalo had 
left the three docks installed for the ASME 
Solar Splash event back in June, and that made 
life soooo much easier for everyone. 

There were a few weeds around the pe- 
rimeter of the lake, but not many and none 

along tbe race course. Water depth is about 7’ 
to 12’, and there was a nice long cement patio 
for spectators around one corner of the lake. 
The Art Gallery and Historical Museum across 
the street made a nice backdrop for us, the trees 
around the rest of the lake provided good scen- 
ery, and since there are not normally any boats 
allowed on this little lake, we had no wakes or 
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Buffalo HydroFest 
By Ron Drynan 

traffic to worry about. I’d call this one of the 
best HPB race venues I’ve seen yet, with the 
exception of its distance from where I live. 

There was one absolutely horrible catas- 
trophe, and I can’t begin tell you how bad I 
feel about it. Felix, his brother and Mom drove 

down from Montreal with his new boat Felix 
the Cat. The workmanship is impeccable, and 
he’s laid out the boat very much like Close to 
Perfection with one major difference; the 
props are directly below the riders’ feet, be- 
side each hull. The hulls are 24’ and only 6” 
wide, and from the looks of them they’re very 
fast. He’‘s even made them to break down into 
three 8’ sections each for easy stowing in a 
small trailer. In true HPB tradition the boat 
had never been water tested before the event, 
as he was still working on it at the campsite 
on Saturday night. I’d brought a couple of 
George’s Seagull props as loaners because the 
Bollys didn’t arrive in time, and we were look- 
ing forward to seeing this boat in action. 

Unfortunately, all the parts didn’t get 
stowed in the car or tent, and some low-life 
scum had the audacity to steal a box with some 
critical components right off the campsite! 
What in the world are those cretins going to 
do with a bunch of HPB parts? This left Felix 
unable to assemble his drivetrains, and he 
could not find #35 chain anywhere nearby 
despite trying Home Depot and a local hard- 
ware store. Between all the other boaters, there 
may have been enough spare parts and tools 
to get him up and running, but without tbe 
chain and a few other critical bits, it was hope- 
less. 

They handled the disappointment with 
remarkable grace, and showing great spirit 
they wrapped PFDs around the cross-braces 
for makeshift seats, then ran the boat through 
the 100m timing traps with canoe paddles for 
propulsion. I think their time was something 
like 46 seconds, which is in the same range as 
my PropCat V1.0, and faster than many of the 
manufactured boats could hope for! Once 
again Felix, I extend my sympathy for the in- 
justice done to you, and I’m very much look- 
ing forward to seeing your boat in full racing 
mode! 

There was an excellent corps of volun- 
teers helping take pictures, shoot video, time 
the races, coordinate demo-ride waiver forms, 
man the brochure tent, sell WaterCycling vid- 
eos, and help with take-down at the end of the 
day. My Dad, three of my sisters and a 
brother-in-law lent their services, as well as a 
buddy who lives in nearby Toronto Between 
them, Frank and the HPBers, everything found 
its way into and out of my trailer, and ran quite 
smoothly in between. 

The racing results can be summarized 
easily; WaveBike won. George was riding the 
racing version, and Jim Hawkings from 
Whitehorse, Yukon happened to be in Toronto 
visiting family so he dropped by the HydroFest 
and raced on a stock OEM WaveBike. George 
has done a fantastic job of tweaking the 
WaveBike into a racing machine, and between 

he and his guest mutant-pedalist, the rest of 
us mere mortals had no hope for gold. No dis- 
placement boat sprint records fell because 
George was just 35/l00ths on the wrong side 

of that nasty 20 second barrier, but watching 
the WaveBikes dominate every event from 
Sprints to Slalom to Criterium was quite in- 
spirational. 

George was kind enough to run my 
LegShell through the 100m, and it performed 
as expected with the two short floats, clock- 
ing in at 27.79 seconds. My lame attempt at a 
single, sleeker outrigger float failed miserably, 
but I’ve got big plans for improvements over 
the fall and winter. LegShell was not quite fast 

_ enough to beat Jake on his OP-1I Spirit boat 
after his best run of 27.76 seconds. We’ll have 
to wait for the pictures for details on the con- 
figuration of his long main hull with a large 
proa, but just to give you an idea, I heard some- 
one say they’re pretty sure they saw one like 
it in the movie Waterworld. 

We had very close results in the Slalom 
course, with George winning at 1:46.82, and 
everyone else ranging between 2 to 2.5 min- 
utes. For some strange reason I couldn’t talk 
anyone into running the LegShell through the 
slalom course, but it might have had some- 
thing to do with the fact that a Great Lakes 
coal freighter has a tighter turning radius. 

The 2km Criterium this year was the ex- 
act opposite of last year’s slug-fest through 
the wind and weeds. With a clear course, no 
wind, and mild temps, the entire field was run- 
ning on overdrive. Four boats including the 
two WaveBikes, Jake’s OP-1 Spirit, and Eric 
Seeman on the Wave Walker beat the previous 
course record. Jim Glover and Belinda 
Jeromechuck broke the Hobie Mirage 
tandem’s rear HydroSail holding clamp while 
making their last-lap kick. They’d been barely 
maintaining a lead on the WaveWalker and 
intended to sprint past Jake on the last corner 
because the Mirage can turn more sharply, but 
with only one cylinder firing and Jim paddling 
by hand they couldn’t make their move. 
George and David powered their SeaCycle in 
at just over 15 minutes which is within 20 sec- 
onds of the previous record, while George 
Tatum turned in an astonishing 11:39.88 to set 
the bar high for next year. 

As an added bonus, I’d arranged for the 
local ABC News affiliate to come back later 
in the afternoon for the multi-boat events, and 
they put a wireless microphone on George to 
have him provide commentary live from the 
leader’s boat. NASCAR’s got nuthin’ on us. 
Next year we’ll have to try an on-board cam- 
era to catch the visual from the rider’s per- 
spective. 

The Drag Races were run in two heats 
with Scott Winoker in the WaveWalker nar- 
rowly beating the SeaCycles and Mirage in 
the first round at 33.20 seconds. In the second 
round we saw Felix run 27.81 seconds in the 
LegShell, hot on the heels of the WaveBikes 
with Jim doing 26.03 and George winning at 
22.86 seconds. 

At the end of the day we ran the Static 
Thrust competition, and it yielded some inter- 
esting results. This was the only event 
WaveBike didn’t win, as they gave way to 
George and David on the SeaCycle generat- 
ing 721bs of thrust. George also gave way to 
gravity as he pushed the scale to 601bs. but 
fell off the boat on the side from which he’d 
removed the waterleg as part of his 
boat-weight reduction program. Frank was 
able to generate 46lbs from my LegShell with 
George’s Bolly star prop on it, then when he 
donned his mask and fins he registered an 
amazing 401bs. 



The crowd wasn’t as large as we’d anticipated, but attendance was light at the Jazz Festival across the street also, probably due to the threat of 
rain. We did get a good cross-over and many people came by to check out the crazy boats in the usually empty Hoyt Lake. I haven’t counted the 
demo-riders’ waivers yet, but there were quite a few and things really picked up late in the afternoon when the sun shone through and the concert 
let out. It was great to hear the crowd cheering during the Criterium and Drag Races. In addition to the Buffalo affiliate’s ABC News coverage, a 
local cable station had a camera crew on hand to tape a segment for their regular show called “Crossroads”. There were some interviews done and 
I’ve asked Orrin to tape both airings so we can see how they turned out. 

I'd like to extend my sincerest thanks to the City of Buffalo, Bufflalo CVB, Doug Milliken, Orrin Christy, Chuck Giglia, and Joan Bozer for 
helping with the pre-arrangements, my family and the other volunteers, plus the participants, all of whom came together to put on another great day 
of HPB fun. 

a Sa a dies 

Jim Glover and Belinda Jeromechuck on the 
Hobie Mirage Tandem. 

Heat one of the Drag Race has George Tatum ahead by a nose, Jim Hawkings in hot pursuit, and 
Felix Audet on Ron Drynan’s LegShell following close behind. 

TT i 

Grant Brooks on the JetBlade canoe. 

Jake Free running the 100m sprints on his 
OP-1 Spirit. 

enti. ee : meta 

George Tatum ran Ron Drynan’s LegShell 
Orrin Christy and Linda Lindsay on the SeaCycle racing against Jim Glover and Belinda through the 100m timing trap. 
Jeromechuck on the Hobie Mirage Tandem. 

: : ts, : “ : George Eicholzer and David Cruikshank 
Jake Free lounging on his OP-1 Spirit while chatting with Frank Teuton. brought this SeaCycle from Toronto. 



On June 12th, Bud Tritschler, Paul 

Waggoner, Hugh Horton and myself, Ron 
Hoddinott, met at 1-75 exit 21 and headed for 
Sugarloaf Key, just 17 miles from the end of 
the road in Key West. Our destination, The 

Marquesas islands, which lie some 17 miles 

west of Key West. The Marquesas are a caldera 
shaped group of islands possibly formed eons 
ago by the impact of a meteor. They are sepa- 
rated from a chain of islands west of Key West 
by arelatively deep channel known as the Boca 
Grande Channel. The tidal currents rush 
through this channel and kick up the seas, es- 
pecially when the wind is strong and opposes 
the direction of the tide. 

We checked into Sugarloaf Lodge at mile 
marker 17 to rest and be prepared for an early 
morning departure on the 13th. The rooms 
were adequate and reasonable for this part of 
the world. After settling in, Paul and Bud took 

Wag’s Folly makes her westing. 
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Hugh Horton’s black Puffin challenges a shrimper in NW channel. 
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Assault 
On the Marquesas 

By Ron Hoddinott 

a dip in the pool. Then we all headed into Key 
West for a memorable feast at the Two Friends 
Restaurant down on Front Street, near Duval. 

The next morning we made our depar- 
ture. Bud was the first off, and then Paul in 
Wag’s Folly. Whisper was launched, and we 
waited for Hugh Horton to pack and launch 
his 15’ sailing canoe, Black Puffin. Yes it’s the 
same one featured in the June issue of Sailing 
magazine. If you haven’t picked up a copy, do 
so soon (page 62). Waiting for Hugh came to 
be a normal part of our routine on this trip. 
When you’re trying to get everything in its 

place and the load balanced correctly, and you 
can’t do it while you’re underway, then you 
want to have it right the first time. 

Once we were all underway, we were 
greeted with 15-18 knot winds out of the 
east-southeast. We made great time going 
downwind. There were no intercoastal mark- 
ers in this area, so we depended on our GPS 
units to keep us in relatively deeper water. 
Relatively is the operative word. Most of the 
trip between Sugarloaf and Key West was in 
less than 3’ of water. As we neared Key West 
the wind increased and we picked up a favor- 
able current. My GPS said I was going 7.8 
knots, and I was moderately reefed. The 
speedy Sea Pearls had left the sailing canoe, 
with its shorter waterline length, a few islands 
behind. 

We pulled in behind a small mangrove 
island just north of Fleming Key to wait for 
Hugh to catch up before continuing. As we 
waited in the foot deep water, it gradually was 
reduced to 4”, and we were stuck. Rather than 
drag the boats over this mucky marl-like bot- 
tom, we decided that we’d come far enough 
for the first day, and put down anchors for the 
night. Hugh got in about 3 hours later and was 
able to sail in and raft up. 

The entertainment for the afternoon came 
in the form of two jerk skiers who decided that 
they would buzz the four sailboats at anchor. 
As they came farther and farther into our area, 
they soon realized that they couldn’t get out. 
If they got off they sank into the white marly 
muck. One even had the nerve to ask Paul if 
he could give them a tow. “No,” was the firm 
answer. You have never heard people complain 
or curse like these two when they realized that 
they’d have to wait a whole hour before the 
tide would free them. An hour must seem like 
lightyears to motor heads like them. 

Next morning we were anxious to make 
up for lost time. The weather was settled, 
though still windy. The weather forecast be- 
came something of a broken record during the 
week were in the Keys, east to southeast winds 
15 gusting to 18 knots, scattered afternoon and 
evening thunderstorms. Not too shabby if you 
want to make tracks to the west. We crossed 
the boisterous Northwest Channel, intercept- 
ing an incoming shrimper, and crossed into 
what is known as the Lakes Passage. This is a 
shallow body of water sprinkled with man- 
grove islands that spreads out like a huge 
tongue for 12 miles to the west of Key West. 

The last, and largest of these islands is 
Boca Grande Island. We passed island after 
island under greatly reduced sail, still making 
4.8 to 5.4 knots. Hugh had reduced his sail 
even further on the sail canoe, and continued 
to stop and readjust things, so that when we 
reached the beautiful beach on the west side 
of Boca Grande, he radioed that he was still 
back at Woman Key and that we shouldn’t wait 
for him. He said he had everything he needed, 
and that he’d catch up later. We took a swim, 
talked it over, and decided to head out across 
the Boca Grande Channel while the weather 
was settled. 

Although there were no thunderstorms, 
the wind was opposing the tidal currents, and 
it made the waves stand up straight and take 
notice. These waves made our Sea Pearls try 
to stand on their heads. Bud had more sail up 
than Paul or I, and took the lead. He also had 
water ballast in his boat. Thinking I was fine 
with all the supplies I had stowed down low, I 
declined to put in the water ballast. I could 



see from how steady his boat took the waves 
that the ballast was helping him. 

Whisper was being tossed around like a 
rag doll. Paul in Wag’s Folly, a Sea Pearl Tri, 
wasn’t faring much better. It was just a matter 
of keeping the bow headed toward the 
Marquesas, and hanging on. Only once did 
Whisper nearly broach. Later Paul said he 
could see most of the bottom of Whisper as 
she slid sideways over the wave. I radioed to 
Hugh, in Black Puffin, not to attempt the cross- 
ing. I really felt it was too rough for him. 

We made it across in about 80 minutes, 
even with five reefs in the main and four in 
the mizzen. Bud then led us around the south 
side of the island chain, skirting the shoals, 
and to the west side where there were reports 
of some very nice beaches. We pulled into the 
beach and tossed out the anchors. We had ar- 
rived. After a congratulatory beer, we took a 
walk to the north where we met a friendly com- 
mercial fisherman whose boat was anchored 
in a cut between the islands. Dinner was spe- 
cial that night. I made a fish salads, and Paul 
served his famous turkey casserole surprise. 
We washed it all down with a delightful 
Chardonney. 

The next day, Thursday, we decided to 
sail around the islands and see what there was 
to discover about them. We were making an 
exploration of the eastern side of the inner 
harbor, when my VHF crackled, “Whisper, 
Whisper, this is Black Puffin.” I sprang to the 
radio, and keyed the mike. “Where are you, 
Hugh?” 

“I’m right over here by Bud. We’re hav- 
ing a little chat,” came the reply. I couldn’t 
believe my ears. Hugh Horton had sailed the 
little Black Puffin sailing canoe across the 
Boca Grande Channel. The wind was just as 
strong as it was the day before, but the tide 
was flowing with the wind, making the seas 
more regular and less steep. “Did you have 
any trouble crossing?” I asked. “No, nothing I 
couldn’t handle,” was his reply. 

Relieved that we were all together again, 
we began our tour of the eastern, and northern 
sides of the island chain. The water was crys- 
tal clear, making the identification of the flora 
and fauna quite easy and interesting. Scores 
of shark were sighted, usually in pairs. Huge 
rays exploded from their shallow lairs at our 
approach. Sea fans, soft corals, and sponges 
in pinks, greens, and whites slipped under our 
hulls. Sea birds were roosting in their man- 
grove rookeries as we passed. Anhinga, cor- 
morants, ibis, osprey, egrets, and herons all 
had their special places staked out. Some took 
off in great numbers at our silent intrusion, 
while others complained vocally and loudly 
at our presence, but did not leave their nests. 

As we gradually gained the north shore 
we squared away on a wing-on-wing run and 
eased down along the north shore, skirting it 
by 30 yards or less. Now the beaches of the 
north islands came into view. Some actually 
had low sand dunes of 4’-5’ behind them. The 
western coast had one perfect camping beach 
with a deep lagoon, and a sandy point. We were 
warned, by posted signs however, that there 
was no camping allowed in the Key West 
Marine Sanctuary. 

We stopped for a rest and to gather the 
fleet on that perfect beach, before setting off 
to complete our circumnavigation of the is- 
land chain. The tide was dropping rapidly, and 
my attempts to follow a “blue lead” into the 
interior of the islands resulted in my bow be 

Sea Pearls reach Boca Grande. 

Paul Waggoner after passage to Marquesas. 

Typical mangrove shoreline, east and south side of Marquesas. 



Hugh soldiers on through the chop. 

Paul finds the “perfect beach camp” on the NW corner of Marquesas. 
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ing hard aground, while my stern stuck out 
over 20’ of deep water. I backtracked out to 
the Gulf, and came around to where Paul had 
found a way in from the southeast. Bud had 
already anchored in the pass where he’d met 
Hugh in the morning. It was almost sundown 
when I finally dragged myself into the anchor- 
age and tossed out the 1 1lb Bruce for the night. 

Friday was our day to return to Key West, 
or as far as we could beat. Again we awoke to 
the constant 15-18 knots out of the E-SE. We'd 
agreed that an 8am start would give us a good 
two hours to get across the channel to the rela- 
tive protection of the “ Lakes Passage”, so we 
were up early getting ready. Hugh was slow 
getting packed up and ready, so when the Sea 
Pearls had made it out of the anchorage, he 
wasn’t ready to cast off yet. Beating against 
these rough seas might just be harder for his 
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tiny craft than running, so I waited for him to 
get his tent packed and ready. 

Bud and Paul took off at what seemed 
like a great speed, even under several reefs in 
main and mizzen sails. Soon they were out of 
sight over the horizon. Meanwhile, I learned 
how to sail Whisper with just a reefed mizzen, 
tacking back and forth in front of the island 
where Hugh was camped. About 9:10, he fi- 
nally was ready, and shoved off from the shore. 
It wasn’t long after that he made what was 
probably a wise decision, and decided to put 
Black Puffin in tow, and came aboard Whis- 
per for the return trip. By this time the tide 
had turned and the seas were beginning to kick 
up. Whisper put her green bow through a few 
green waves, thoroughly drenching the inside 
of the cabin. Water regularly came aboard, 
even though we were reefed with five turns in 
the main, and four in the mizzen. 

Still, we were able to gain ground, and 
the Marquesas dropped off almost over the 
horizon behind us. We stayed on starboard tack 
for two hours before tacking for the Lakes. 
Port tack was somewhat calmer, as we were 

running with the tide, but we couldn’t point 
very high in the strong wind and seas. We came 
into the Lakes between marker 12 and 14 about 
12:30, two and a half hours after starting the 
beat. We were already tired, and had over 
twelve miles to go, directly up wind, to get to 
Key West. With the tide going out there was 
little water over the Lakes Passage, and we 
didn’t know how far we’d be able to beat be- 
fore running aground, so we decided to fire 
up the Tohatsu 3.5 to try to catch up with the 
other boats in the fleet. 

We ran the engine for almost four hours, 
reaching Key West about 4:30pm. We hadn’t 
heard from either of the other two boats, and 
couldn’t reach them on the radio, even though 
we tried several times. We were low on fuel 
by this time, and decided to stop at the Garri- 
son Bight City marina to fuel up before con- 
tinuing. To make sure we had enough fuel, we 
dropped the masts as we approached the bridge 
that separates Fleming Key from Key West. 

It was a risky maneuver in the choppy 
water of the bridge approach, with heavy boat 
traffic coming and going. As we approached 
the bridge we could see a literal waterfall of 
current rushing between the bridge supports. 
I didn’t think that we’d make it, but we gradu- 
ally crept forward until we were through. Mr. 
Tohatsu earned his keep that day. 

After taking on a little over two gallons 
of fuel at the marina, we inquired about a res- 
taurant, and were directed to a little rundown 
floating pub in a corner of the marina called 
“Harvey’s Runaground Pub and Grub”. It 
turned out to be a great stop. 

Two cold beers, a grouper sandwich, and 
a cheeseburger in paradise later, we shoved 
off to find a place to anchor north of Key West. 
We motored north for a few more hours until 
we located a spot called Long Point that was 
out of the wind and seas. We anchored for the 
night and cleaned and reorganized the boat, 
which was pretty much of a disaster after the 
long thrash to windward. We still didn’t know 
what had happened to Bud or Paul. 

Saturday we awoke, and while having our 
morning coffee, I spotted a Sea Pearl beating 
toward us. Bud slowly came up and stopped 
to let us know that he was okay, but had had 
enough and was on his way to Sugarloaf Key 
. We were glad that he’d made it, although 
sorry to see him leave. Shortly after that I heard 



Paul call on the radio. He was already at the 
cut through the mangroves that leads to 
Sugarloaf Key and the ramp. He also had to 
leave, due to work pressures. We told him that 
Bud was on the way, and he agreed to wait 

and tow Nutshell through the cut, as the tide 

was against them. Hugh and I decided that we 
might as well stay for another night at least, 
and after breakfast we headed for the Snipe 
Keys, which are the outer islands north of 

Sugarloaf Key. 
Hugh was again sailing his own boat, and 

I reefed down to almost no mainsail on Whis- 
per, so that I didn’t get too far ahead. We had 

waypoints in our GPS units to lead up to the 
narrow channels that lead to the out islands. It 
was still necessary to read the water to find 
the best channels, however. Once we arrived 

at Snipe Point, we were delighted to find a 

narrow beach and some other boaters using 
the area. One was a large pontoon craft that 
had brought a group out from Key West for a 
day of snorkeling, and kayaking among the 
mangrove islands. We were now in what is 
known as the “Great White Heron National 
Wildlife Sanctuary”, and again there were “No 
Camping” signs on the beaches. 

I anchored near the party boat, and went 

snorkeling over a nearby reef, while Hugh 
amazed the locals by sailing Black Puffin right 
into the maze of channels through the man- 
grove islands. I got to know Skip, the owner 
of the party boat from Key West, when he 
brought his yellow lab, Cooper, over to ad- 
mire Whisper. He was happy to give us some 
ice for our cooler before they raised their an- 
chor for the return to Key West. 

After they left I went looking for Hugh. 
He radioed his position, but I just couldn’t find 
him. Finally I just got out and started pulling 
Whisper against the wind and current through 
the one foot deep water. The pure white hard 
packed sand beneath my feet gave me good 
grip, but I still couldn’t find Hugh. “Where 
are you?” I called into the radio. “Just keep on 
coming around the corner,” he replied. Finally 
I saw Puffin pulled up on a perfect camp site 
beach. Surely no one would mind if he set up 
his Moss tent for just one night of “staying”. 
No one did. 

As the tide went out, Whisper was left 
high and dry. The beach was over 300 yards 
on all sides. We raised our glasses to the sun- 
set and hoped for a green flash. I told Hugh 
that the conditions were perfect, as I'd seen 
the flash three times before. Just as the upper 
limb of the sun set, there it was for just a sec- 
ond, a brilliant emerald the shape of a pill on 
its side just before the light winks out. ““There 
it is! Did you see it!”” Hugh was snapping pic- 
tures with his rented high tech camera, and I 
was afraid that he’d missed it 

“Yes! I saw it! I finally saw it!” he ex- 
claimed. We toasted the occasion with a rum 
and lime juice cocktail. Life was sweet. We 
rested well that night. Sunday we returned to 
Sugarloaf Lodge, getting in about Ipm. Paul 
had reserved a room, so we took long show- 
ers, and returned to the Two Friends Restau- 
rant for a last Key West dinner. Monday we 
began the long drive home. 

Epilogue: Paul Waggoner had an alter- 
nator go out on the return trip on Saturday. He 
was stranded on the Seven Mile bridge lead- 
ing to Marathon, but was towed off and was 
able to get a repair and get home the same 
night. A state trooper at the scene asked him, 
“You went out to the Marquesas in THAT?” 

Just a moment before the “green flash.” 

Packed up for home (Michigan for Hugh!). 



Nav station with chart, GPS, compass, fathometer. 

Mr. Auto on the tiller. 
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Day 8, Monday, May 14, 2001 
Chincoteague Inlet, Maryland, to Great 
Machipongo Inlet, Virginia (via the 
Atlantic Ocean) 

I weigh anchor at 5:45 AM on Day 8 and 
follow the buoys close to the beach, wonder- 
ing how well the inlet itself will be marked, 
for it is out of sight until I clear this sandy 
land. Yes, there is the inlet and it looks like a 
well-marked seaway out to the sea buoy, and 
wide, too. The chart and GPS are useless in 
leaving the inlet; reliance is totally on trusting 
the buoys and they do an admirable job. 

By 6:25 I am at the sea buoy of 
Chincoteague Inlet. I hoist a reefed main and 
unfurl a 1/3-reefed genoa with the wind off 
my starboard quarter as I sail on a southerly 
course two miles offshore. My speed is be- 
tween 4.2 to 4.8 knots until 10:30 when, you 
guessed it, no wind! So on goes the trusty 
Yanmar diesel. 

This ocean leg of the trip has three pos- 
sible destinations to find an anchorage. The 
first is to enter Wachapreague Inlet 24.4 miles 
away. The second option is continue on to 
Quinby Inlet 32.5 miles away. The third and 
final option is to enter Great Machipongo In- 
let 41.5 miles from my starting point this morn- 
ing. I figure I must depart from Great 
Machipongo Inlet to round Cape Charles and 
re-enter the Chesapeake Bay in the same day, 
as that will be a 35-mile voyage. So if I spend 
tonight in either Wachapreaque or Quinby In- 
lets, I will still have to stop over tomorrow 
night in Great Machipongo Inlet. My speed is 
proceeding nicely, even though I am traveling 
on the engine, so I opt to try for the southern 
most inlet, passing by the closer two. 

I am experiencing some 5’ to 6’ swells 
from the northeast but confused with some 
cross swells making for a confused ride. I see 
only a few boats all morning and no other sail- 
boats. At noon I see two dolphins nearby. My 
speed is about 5.9 knots. By 12:30 the wind 
shows up from the northeast at 6 knots, no re- 
lation at all to the forecast. At 1:07 I do spot a 
sailboat northbound a few miles further out 
than my track. 

At 1:30 PM I arrive off the Great 
Machipongo Inlet GPS waypoint but see no 
buoys to mark the charted deep-water chan- 
nel on the east/west line through the inlet. I 
did pass a north channel, which had buoys, a 
few miles back. Those buoys are charted close 
in next to the north shore of the inlet. Know- 
ing the shifty characteristic of these sandy in- 
lets, | am reluctant to follow my GPS course 
directly through the inlet, and I am reluctant 
to trust the charted depth to navigate to the 
buoys marking an alleged north channel. 

There is a Coast Guard station at 
Parramore Beach north of here, so I call 



Parramore Beach Coast Guard on VHF chan- 
nel 16 but get no response. I retrieve the list 
of telephone numbers for Coast Guard units I 
had printed from the Internet, get out the cell 
phone, and dial Parramore Beach Coast 
Guard’s number. A Petty Officer Biggs (or 
Diggs?) answers the phone in a very pleasant 
and professional manner. 

I tell him I am a retired Coast Guard Lieu- 
tenant Commander on my sailboat off Great 
Machipongo Inlet, but that I saw no buoys. I 
ask if it is it safe to enter from the east/west 
line. He explained that it was definitely not 
safe, that it was all shoaled up, and that the 
only channel now was the north channel. He 
compares charts with mine and reviews each 
buoy in the north channel; most helpful and 
he really knew the area. WELL DONE, Coast 
Guard! 

I am not happy that I have to back track 
two or three miles to the north to transit the 
channel, but I do. I finally reach the anchor- 
age just to the south side of the inlet behind 
the beach in 14’ of water. It is only protected 
from the east, as to the west is a large shallow 
expanse of marshy water. Weather is not sup- 
posed to be a problem, but what do the fore- 
casters know, really! 

We anchor at 2:43 PM. I made about 45 
miles today, a record for Sandee Lee and me. 
The trip took only nine hours, mostly thanks 
to favorable seas and currents. Four very good 
hours were spent under sail and five with the 
engine. Thus far we have traveled 255 miles, 
which is over halfway in eight days! Only 227 
miles or so to go! Our average speed, accord- 
ing to the GPS, has been 4.2 knots. At 4:30 I 
have my solar water bag shower before the 
temperature starts to drop. Iam able to shower 
completely nude here as there isn’t any other 
boat or human anywhere in sight. This is an 
isolated area. The shower got real warm from 
the sun today and feels good. 

I sit up on the bow and just “smell the 
roses,” a rarity for me. I no longer have any 
anxiety about the rest of this voyage. I have 
made two major (for me and Sandee Lee) out- 
side passages in the ocean and transited three 
of the ocean inlets safely. Tomorrow I will be 
back in the Chesapeake Bay. I see and hear 
the sea gulls on the beach. The sun is bright 
but it may get quiet cool tonight. That is one 
big difference from my normal overnight trips 
in past summers, it has always been very, very 
warm and humid. On this voyage, since my 
frozen water bottles melted the third day, I 
have had no ice and have not missed it. I have 
drunk bottled water uncooled and, the past two 
evenings, have drunk canned Coke which was 
barely cool. I have not missed my nightly ice 
cream f ix nor TV, the two things Sandee says 
I am addicted to. I have no trouble giving them 
up when “messing about in a boat.” 

As I sit on the stern writing this, | am 
looking out the inlet mouth a short distance 
away into the Atlantic Ocean. Even though the 
surprise way I entered was not in my GPS, the 
GPS records the track actually traveled on the 
small screen and it remains there to retrace, if 
necessary, the next day. I plan to simply re- 
trace my track back into the ocean in the morn- 
ing. I have not run aground this whole trip and 
I don’t intend to, either. The GPS is accurate 
to within 13”! A truly amazing instrument! This 
evening I harbor no thoughts of selling the 
Sandee Lee and giving up sailing. Rather, I 
dream of what voyage I will undertake next 
May. Maybe I will just reverse my circum- 

navigation of Delmarva and travel counter- 
clockwise! Or, whatever. Oh how brave and 
fearless I am! 

I can hear the ocean waves crashing onto 
the beach in the distance, and I can actually 

see them on the north beach inlet entrance. 
This morning, I listened to the portable 

recreational radio while I ate my pop tarts at 
5:15 AM. I was searching for news reports, 
but found none. I did get a London AM radio 
station which skipped over here. I have no idea 
what is happening in the news for the past eight 
days, not a word. I even brought a pound of 
cashews (another passion of mine) but have 
only eaten a few of them. This is a different 
world. I had not thought once about my clay 
artwork until two nights ago when Sandee told 
me that I had sold $60 worth of art at the co- 
‘op, but none of that seems important here. 
However, I have thought about family, a lot, 
but many of the lesser things of life, clay art, 
TV, news, ice cream, cashews, long hot show- 
ers, special foods, are not a part of this world. 

When I served aboard my Coast Guard 
ships, I used to love to unplug the phone and 
get underway, no mail, just the sea and chal- 
lenge of the mission at hand, working buoys, 
navigating, rescues, oceanographic research, 
focused, no distractions from shore. I loved 
it. Every shore duty I got, I always pulled 
strings to get back to sea as soon as possible. 

This has been the best anchorage so far 
in the voyage. I have not seen nor heard any 
other boats or people. This is great. The roses 
smell so very, very good. I feel calm and peace- 
ful, just now, this kind of moment doesn’t hap- 
pen very often for me. When it does, it usu- 
ally means an overnight sailboat trip. A very 
fitting halfway point treat for me. I haven’t 
moored to a dock nor walked on dry land since 
Day 3 at Chesapeake City in the C&D Canal. 
This, to me, is boating! I am glad I came. 

It is 6:30 PM. I call my granddaughter 
Lanie and sing happy birthday to her while 
she is in the shower (any call from a boat at 
sea must go right through)! She laughs glee- 
fully as I sing and tell her that I just took a 
shower in my birthday suit, too, but outside 
under the sun! 

The wind shifts from the southeast to the 
north, it is no longer pleasant to sit outside, 

too cool and windy. The boat begins to rock 
and it is making sleep a little uncomfortable. I 
should have anchored in a better location, but 

how did I know the wind was going to shift, it 
certainly was not forecast, par for the course. 

Day 9, Tuesday, May 15, 2001 
Great Machipongo Inlet to Kiptopeke 
Beach via Cape Charles 

It is 4.30 AM as I turn on the marine 
weather forecast from my bunk. The computer 
generated voice assures me that the wind will 
be from the northwest at 10 to 15 knots today, 

right. Still a sucker for the weather forecast, I 

get up and by 5:40 we are underway heading 
out the north and only channel in and out of 
Great Machipongo Inlet. We, my Sandee Lee 
and I, head into a beautiful sunrise. I see a 
dolphin surface just ahead. My speed on the 
engine is 6 knots with and air temp of 60 de- 
grees and the wind from the northwest at 10 
knots, as forecast, so far. 

By 6:30 I am clear of the shoal and hoist 
all sails, all two of them, and secure the en- 

gine. At 7:00 AM the GPS indicates my speed 
is 5.3 knots, looking good with the wind off 
my starboard quarter. At 7:50 I see two fast 
yachts heading north. At 8:00 AM my speed 
drops to 2.6 knots for a while, but increases to 
4.5 knots by 8:18. 

At 8:30 I can make out Cape Charles 
Light House way off my starboard bow. At 
10:15 I start turning more southeast to round 
Cape Charles and head up into the Chesapeake 
Bay. This gives me a following wind because 
the wind has shifted abruptly from the north- 
west to the east with no warning. These winds 
are so inconsistent! My course is 246 mag- 
netic and I am running wing and wing with 
the boom to port and the genoa to starboard. It 
is awkward and cumbersome. The genoa 
slacks and then flaps taut, the boom snaps back 
and forth and a gibe can easily happen any 
second the instant I let my attention span wan- 
der from steering a strict course to keep the 
wind from directly astern, my least favorite 
course. 

Heading into sunrise leaving Great Machipongo Inlet. 



Chesapeake Bay Bridge/Tunnel. 

Heading south in coastal Atlantic Ocean. 

Dolphins (or porpoise)? 

Kiptopeke Beach concrete ships breakwater, Virginia. 
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I am tired of steering for the past four 
hours, so I engage the auto tiller. At 10:50 there 
is a slight change in wind direction and the 
auto tiller allows a gibe to occur. I look up 
and see that the topping lift has come un- 
hooked from the end of the boom and is swing- 
ing free from the top of the mast. This hap- 
pened as the boom hit the backstay as it 
slammed to the opposite side. If it pulls up the 
mast to the top I cannot retrieve it, I am not 
equipped to go up the mast. I swing into ac- 
tion like a madman! I secure the sails the best 
I can on a moving and rolling boat out of con- 
trol with the seas on the beam. I get up on the 
cabin top and I don’t know how, but I finally 
reach the end of the topping lift line and man- 
age to hook it back into the swinging boom 
with no damage done to the boat or myself. I 
resume course, wing and wing, with the fickle 
wind astern, hand steering myself. 

And what happens at 11:00 AM, after 5.5 
hours of reasonably good sailing? Yep, you 
guessed it, the wind dies, nothing, zero. On 
goes the engine. 

At 11:13, 1 identify the span of the Chesa- 
peake Bay Bridge Tunnel I am charted to go 
under way in the distance on the horizon. My 
speed is 5.6 knots as I have the good fortune 
of arriving at the Bay entrance at flood tide. 

At 12:30 PM, just as I make a course 
change to center up on the bridge span, the 
wind goes from zero to about 15 knots from 
the north, exactly the direction I need to travel. 
I never took down the main sail when I went 
on the engine earlier, so I give it a try attempt- 
ing to tack into the wind. I see a whole lot of 
dolphins, or are they porpoise, I do not know 
how to tell the difference. They are about 60’ 
away. I unfurl the genoa to try to work my 
way toward them. They surface again about 
30’ or 40’ away. There were too many to count. 
I take down all sail and proceed back north 
toward the bridge on engine alone. I can only 
make around 4 knots against the wind. 

I have two options planned for this leg of 
the voyage. I can proceed to the town of Cape 
Charles, moor there, and refuel if needed. The 
second option is to stop a little earlier at 
Kiptopeke Beach State Park and anchor be- 
hind the interesting breakwater consisting of 



nine or ten grounded WW II concrete ships. 
Since I do not need any fuel, I opt to anchor 
behind the breakwater at the State Park. It is 
now 2:15 and I have arrived. I drop anchor 
behind this impressive breakwater on 
Virginia’s eastern shore side of the Bay. 

Today’s trip was 35 miles in 9 hours with 
5.5 hours under sail and 3.5 hours on the en- 
gine for the last part of the trip. The GPS odom- 
eter shows, so far, 393 nautical miles traveled 
in 68:30 hours with an average speed of 4.3 
knots. | am tired, more tired than at any other 
time on the voyage so far. Perhaps I have been 
running on adrenaline to get back into the 
Chesapeake Bay. No days have been used for 
rest since Day 3 back on the C&D Canal, how- 
ever, even that day saw a few hours of travel 
early in the morning. 

This is a calm anchorage with the con- 
crete ships on the west and the State Park beach 
and a large concrete fishing pier on the east. 
The breakwater blocks the exposure in all di- 
rections except for a narrow opening toward 
the north. There are a few recreational fisher- 
men about, it is too early in the season and 
still in the 60’s to bring out more people to the 
park. 

Sandee’s note for the day says, “I’ll be 
keeping a journal of thoughts for you for when 
you return. I’m hoping this time apart will 
bring us even closer together.” Yeh! 

It is now 7:00 PM. The boat is rocking 

Ud We 

wildly in 2’ chops due to 20 knots of wind 
from the northwest! What is being forecast? 
Ten to 15 knots! Unbelievable! If this keeps 
up, there won’t be much sleep tonight. The 
pelicans are having a great time diving for fish 
all around the boat. Please, wind and sea, stop 
for the night! I have not rolled this much the 
whole trip. Last night’s rocking was tame by 
comparison. I admit it! In addition to verbally 
praising the wind this trip, I have also cursed 
the wind! Even this very day, in fact! It can be 
so damned unfriendly and downright mean! 
This is a terrible anchorage, in retrospect, I 
should have proceeded to the safety of the 
harbor of Cape Charles. 

Two other sailboats arrive, the large ex- 
pensive one settles on an anchorage between 
the end of the pier and the beach protected 
from the wind. The smaller boat moors along- 
side of the larger. They do not appear to be 
rolling much at all. Again in retrospect, I could 
have moored over there if the wind had been 
blowing like this when I arrived. Two out- 
boards are anchored next to the breakwater and 
appear to be waiting for the wind to subside. 

What a horrible ride tonight. I call Sandee 
on the cell phone to moan to her. She can hear 
the banging and groaning of the rigging as we 
roll about. Not much sleep tonight. 

(To Be Continued) 

Kiptopeke Beach concrete ships breakwater, Virginia. 
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Most everybody, at least in Maine, has 
seen the New Brunswick TV ad which shows 
this mile-long winding boardwalk through the 
dunes right along the water’s edge, a very 
unique and at the same time environmentally 
friendly structure. Every so often there were 
steps down to the beach, or pagodas with bath- 
rooms and change-up rooms for swimmers. 
But I was glad to see the light at the end of the 
tunnel, the dune that is. I was getting tired, 
and had to make an extra huge detour around 
the shoaling tip. Then it began to rain, and I 
knew the harbor across the bay, 

Sainte-Thomas-de-Kent, was it for the day. 
I had just enough energy to lug my gear 

up the ramp and pitch my tent right there on a 
tiny spot of grass, and start my cookstove in 
my tent for coffee and later real food. My food 
rotation, by the way, went like this: beef, beans, 
chicken, chili, spag (canned beef stew, baked 

beans, chicken stew, chili with beans, canned 
spaghetti with meatballs, always topped off 
with a delicious canned fruit dessert, no com- 
plaints here, and oh so easy and fast to whip 
up when I was tired). 

This overnight was serviceable at best, 
easy out and easy in on the ramp. Next day 
turned out to be an even longer day on the 
water, in an almost straight line to the south- 
east with a strong SW wind, which made cross- 
ing Cocagne Harbor and getting into Shediac 
hard work. I had decided to follow that 
needle-sharp Grande-Dique Point and go to 
the west of Shediac Island because of the ex- 

Sunrise at Robichaud. 

Prince Edward Island bridge, Cape Tormentine. 
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tensive shallows on the other side. It was rough 
and often wet going. But once in Shediac Har- 
bor, topping off my water containers, phon- 
ing home and stretching my legs for a bit, I 
was eager to put a few more miles under my 
keel so that I could make Murray Beach the 
next day. 

Cap Bimet sounded good, but it was all 
built up, and the dock belonged to a big fac- 
tory. So I went on, finding myself further and 
further off shore because of the shoaling wa- 
ter. The SW wind took the water even further 
out, and I swear I was much farther out than 
the chart suggested. At Robichaud, I was a 
good mile off shore, but found a tiny deeper 
stream leading up to a man-made harbor, 
which looked like a huge wooden box out of 
water, surrounded by extensive deep oozing 
mud. 

I distinctly disliked this scene and de- 
cided to follow the stick markers further up 
the little Aboujagane River. I madly paddled, 
poled and slithered against the strong ebbing 
current towards the first bridge, when suddenly 
on my right a beautiful white duny sandspit 
invited me to stay. Deep water and a steep bank 
to a level spot on the beach, perfect, I'll take 
it. 8:15 hours for 28 miles, plus 45 minutes 
for lunch and my service stop in Shediac, a 
very long day, in very shallow, windy condi- 
tions. 

The next day was going to be better, 
shorter and easier, I promised myself, and it 
was: only 22 miles to Murray Beach in an easy 
5.5 hours, without major stress or excitement, 
just hopping across Shemogue and Shebogue 
Harbor to the western end of Murray Beach 
Provincial Park. This is a very familiar place 
for me, since my family has stopped here many 
times on our way to Cavendish, Prince Ed- 
ward Island, mostly in the old ferry days, 
pre-bridge that is. It was just far enough to 
drive in one day from Orono, Maine and a 
perfect spot to get mentally ready for the is- 
land experience. Now it is a great spot from 
which to view the new (1997) 9-mile-long 
bridge. 

Life was easy that afternoon, and I was 
already planning going under the bridge, 
around the last point (Cape Tormentine) and 
into Baie Verte, “Green Bay”, towards Port 
Elgin. Swimming was great before the tide 
went out, which left plenty of time for rinsing 
the salt out of my paddle pants and shirt, and 
reading Chris Duff’s On Celtic Tides, describ- 
ing his solo circumnavigation of Ireland in 
1996. 

Surf greeted me the next morning with 
the incoming tide , what a surprise. Every day 
so far it had been ebbing from morning to 
suppertime, but now it was coming in, slowly 
over the last sand bank towards my shore. It 
made it somewhat easier for me, but I still had 
to punch my way through the surf, or better 
find a hole in the surf and speed out before the 
next wave train would break there. A north 
wind was sweeping lots of breaking waves 
across Northumberland Strait towards me, 

while the tide was running basically east to 
west. 

So occasionally the waves created by one 
force would jump on the back of the waves 
created by the other force, creating a wave of 
almost double the dimension, i.e. it would cer- 
tainly break with a mighty rush or roar under 
my stern. I would want to keep a close eye on 
the waves at all times and outsprint the break- 
ing part so I would not get slapped or whomped 
in the chest, not a pretty picture. 

But a rising tide made it easier for me to 
negotiate the major flats all the way to 
Jouriman Island and the bridge and even be- 
yond it. I had to try to get some pictures of the 
bridge while bounding off Gunning Point, but 
with paddle in hand, ready for a quick brace. I 
was amazed again about this tremendous feat 
of engineering, so simple and graceful in de- 
sign, very pleasing to the eye. The old ferry 
dock on Cape Tormentine, where many happy 
family memories started, was a sad juxtaposi- 
tion to the strong proud new bridge. The dock 
looked abandoned, totally dismantled; only the 
breakwaters were reminders of its former glory 
days when the mighty Abegweit, Holiday Is- 
land or Vacationland ferries docked or left 
every hour. 

Cape Tormentine was also a turning point 



on my trip. I would be going in a westerly, not 
easterly direction, for 20 miles to be exact. 
Upper Cape happened to be 25 miles away 
from Murray Beach, and Ephraim Island at its 
tip was just the ticket for me. The wild and 
woolly crescent causeway to the island offered 
just enough space for my little tent, so I ac- 
cepted its hospitality, despite the extensive 
mudflats all around. With the incoming tide, 
like this morning, leaving tomorrow should 
not be a problem, right? Just to be sure, | 
checked the tides:; it was finally coming in at 
8:00pm. Would that be high at 2:00am and 
ebbing already for 5 hours at 7:00am, my de- 
parture time? I hoped not, but since this was 
going to be my last day to Port Elgin, and I 
did not have any other options, I did not really 
worry much. It’s only 10 miles, I could por- 
tage that (like fun) 

My fears were unfortunately confirmed. 
When I first stuck my head out of my tent 
around 6:00am, the tide was already too far 
out for me to float or even drag the boat to 
open water. I was stuck on shore for an entire 
tide cycle, which meant I would not be able to 
get off from here till afternoon or later. Well, 
since that could not be changed, I enjoyed my 
leisurely breakfast of granola mix and pow- 
dered milk and did some prepacking, when 
suddenly at 8:30am, at its half point, the tide 
turned and came in again. as if it did that just 
to pick me up. I am not hallucinating, this was 
no miracle, no incantation on my part, but just 
a fact of the truly “weird” diurnal tide pattern 
in these waters. 

On second thought, however, the tide in 
Green Bay must have changed back to a 
mainly semi-diurnal pattern. It had ebbed for 
six hours, from 2:00am to about 8:30am, but 
only to its half point, and was now coming in 
again. “Weirdorama’’, my kids would say, but 
whatever the tide was doing, it was time to 
pack up as fast as possible, in case this tide 
changed its mind again. 

| jumped into my boat when the tide had 
swept over the muddy part of the tidal flats, to 
the outer edge of the shore rise. I smiled and 
often shook my head in disbelief all the way 
to Port Elgin, where I took out at the first 
bridge across the Gaspereau River at high noon 
at almost high tide. Port Elgin greeted me with 
a huge sign on the bridge, but also with a tor- 
rential rainstorm. 330 miles in 13 and a half 
days, very respectable for a fellow approach- 
ing retirement age, I thought to myself, stand- 
ing all alone in my rain suit munching my 
PB&J sandwich, carrot and applesauce in the 
pouring rain. 

It was a cold and lonely moment, a 

let-down after a successful trip. So I cranked 
right up again, activating Plan B. I had read 
that way back in time the ocean used to flow 
from Fundy to the Gulf of St. Lawrence, more 
or less where the state/province line and route 
#2 now run, 1.e. roughly from Sackville to Port 
Elgin. So why not go on, I thought, get a car 
shuttle to the route #2 bridge over the 
Tanbramar River near Sackville, from where 
I could paddle down the river into Cumberland 
Basin and into the Bay of Fundy and end up 
in St. John, where I had started out from last 
year on my way back to Maine. That would 
kind of close the entire loop from Lake 
Champlain, the St. Lawrence, the Gaspe and 
this year’s trip; connecting with last year’s trip 
and that of previous years, which together 
would bring me all the way to Boston. The 
pick-up for Nancy would also be much easier 

from St. John than Port Elgin, I thought dream- 
ily, and left her a message saying that I had 
activated Plan B. 

In minutes I managed to persuade a 
pick-up driver at a nearby house to car-shuttle 
me the 20 miles to the Tantramar River near 
Sackville, which empties into the Cumberland 
Basin and the Bay of Fundy. $20 American 
helped make up his mind to help me out. And 
I was lucky again to hit high tide at the put-in, 
so I could flush down the Basin with the ebb- 
ing tide of 4 knots. Two hours after my arrival 
in Port Elgin I was already on Fundy waters. 
But with each minute down the basin, I also 
noticed the water running out, like in a bath- 
tub, pushing me more and more into the middle 
of the bay, threatening to leave me stranded in 
a sea of mud and dirt. 

After only 10 miles down the bay, not 
more than 2 hours after high tide, I became 
concerned about my shore landing and opted 
to hole up in Allen Creek, where one lobster 
boat was moored. I had barely unpacked my 
gear onto the floating dock, when the water 
went out for good, leaving everything in a 
reddish-brown oozing muck, reminding me of 
pottery slip (liquid clay) or slurry. A few hours 
later the mud from this side of the bay was 
practically joining the mud from the other side 
of the bay. Great for shore birds, I thought, 
but a paddler’s nightmare. 

The tide roared in like a night express 
train and was gone in the morning. It looked 
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Dune grass at Ephraim Island, Baie Verte. 

Bridge across the Gaspereau River, Port Elgin. 
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dead low again at 9:00am. Not very promis- 
ing for long-distance tripping. After 4 hours 
of flooding, the tide finally was kind enough 
to pick me up at my little one-boat harbor, and 
I paddled hard from 1:00pm to 4:30pm, when 
it was time to get ashore again. 10 miles over 
“suck-water” (shallows that suck down your 
boat) to stay out of the strong flood tide and 
against a headwind, all the way down the bay 
to Slacks Cove at Cape Maringouin. 

The tide turned without the usual slack 
tide of about one hour. Even Reversing Falls 
in St. John is more or less calm for half an 
hour and allows you to pass through the nar- 
row gut in a small boat, as I found out last 
year (see MAIB, April 1-May 1, 2000). The 
Fundy tides way up here blow in at 4-5 knots 
one moment and out at the same speed the 
next, forming noisy intimidating 5’ high 
wave-trains around every point like Peeks Pt. 
and Ward Pt. 

The shore towards the point of the Cape 
Maringouin peninsula also suddenly changed 
to rugged cliffs, and the wind was picking up 
and veered to the SW, running straight against 
the current. I had the distinct notion that I 
should not be out here much longer. But there 
was no way to get out or go back. I had to 
hang in there for at least two more miles of 
steep cliffs on my right and rip currents and 
wave-trains on my left and hope I would be 
able to somehow get out in Slacks Cove, the 
last cove before the very point, which I defi 



Allen Creek, Cumberland Bay, one boat harbor. 

View from Cape Maringouin/Slacks Harbor, fog and no water. 
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Into Sources: 
Canadian Charts: 4486, 4906, 4912, 4911, 4905, 4406, 4130 
Sailing Directions, Gulf of St. Lawrence, (Fisheries and Oceans, Canada) 
Sailing Directions, Nova Scotia and Bay of Fundy (Fisheries and Oceans, Canada) 
Canadian Tides and Current Tables, Gulf of St. Lawrence, (Fisheries and Oceans, 

Canada) 
G. Dohler: Tides in Canadian Waters, (Fisheries and Oceans, Canada) 
Boat and gear info: Verlen Kruger 17’ 2” Kevlar Sea Wind (sea-canoe with rudder, 

deck and sprayskirt), 1loz carbon fiber bent-shaft Zaveral canoe paddle and 
deck-mounted wooden bent shaft Mitchell 

VHF marine radio telephone 
Iridium satellite phone 
Airguide deck mounted compass and stop watch 
Reading: Chris Duff: On Celtic Tides, St. Martin’s Press, NY, 1999. 
Distances given in statute miles 
PS: My tidal observations in all instances were confirmed by the Sailing Directions 
and the Canadian Tide and Current Tables for the Gulf of St. Lawrence, both of which 
I purchased after the trip (out of curiosity). Fascinating reading, especially the tidal 
graphs for the Escuminac and Shediac area. 
Reinhard Zollitsch 61 North Main Ave. Orono, ME 04473, (207) 866-4872, fax: (207) 
581-1832, <reinhard@maine.edu> 
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nitely did not want to see today. 
I was truly thankful to reach Slacks Cove 

and find a rocky beach on which I could make 
a safe surf landing. I breathed a sigh of relief, 
as the boatload of Baptists from Swansea, 
Massachusetts must have done when they 
landed here in 1763, as I learned a bit later 
from a plaque on a stone memorial on a rise 
overlooking this beach. 

I felt humbled by the mighty forces of 
the sea, as my reading companion Chris Duff 
did on his way around Ireland. But supper felt 
great, and the view from my tent near the stone 

memorial was stunning in an awesome, pow- 
erful, misty way. After dessert I even strained 
to see across Shepody Bay to Grindstone Is- 
land and Marys Point on the other shore lead- 
ing to St. John, 3 or 6 miles respectively, but 
all I could see was the mouth of my little bay. 
The rest of the world was shrouded in fog, and 
the water had vanished completely. Was I go- 
ing to head across there tomorrow? I did not 
want to think about that now and zipped my- 
self into my tent and tried to get warm and fall 
asleep. 

The weather report next morning did 
not sound very promising for the next couple 
of days, which a look out my tent door con- 
firmed. Solid fog, I could barely make out the 
mouth of Slacks Cove , and wind, and the tide 
was again way out and would not come in until 
mid-afternoon. That was no time to get started, 

I thought, especially on an open water cross- 
ing, in the worst possible corner of Fundy Bay. 
You add the fog, the wind, the 5-mile long rips 
drawn on my chart near Grindstone Island, the 
shoals, the mud flats, and being solo. It just 
did not feel right. I also noticed that my strep 
throat and ear infection (diagnosed before the 
trip) were returning, and I definitely did not 
feel my best. I had the distinct notion my trip 
was grinding to a halt. 

Since the next couple of days would 
not be much better, and since I did not want to 
crawl up Shepody Bay to Moncton and then 
down again on the other side of the bay, I de- 
cided to call it quits and consider these last 20 
miles of my trip from Sackville to here an “ex- 
ploratory” trip, a piece of hard-earned frost- 
ing on the already great and wonderful cake, 
my 330-mile trip down the New Brunswick 
Gulf of St. Lawrence coast from the Quebec 
to the Nova Scotia border. 

It helps to have an understanding and 
supportive spouse in a situation like this. When 
I phoned Nancy on my new satellite phone, 
inquiring about the possibility of ending the 
trip here, and asking whether she could pick 
me up here, maybe tomorrow or whenever 
possible, her instant response was, “No... How 
about today?” What a sweetheart! I told her 
there was a dirt road leading right up to the 
monument and my tent, at the tip of Cape 
Maringouin. “You think you can find it?” (all 
this in one 3:53 minute phone call). 

The dirt road turned out to be 10 miles 
long, but she was there before supper time, 
just as a bagpiper, properly attired in kilt, 
sporran (leather pouch) and Glengarry (hat) 
stopped by to strut his stuff from the monu- 
ment bluff, his wistful music blending beauti- 
fully with the harsh unforgiving landscape 
around us. He turned out to be a retired col- 
lege professor from Mount Allison University 
in Sackville who then told us where we could 
eat out and spend the night in town before the 
long drive home the next day. So, all’s well 
that ends well. 



The sea lay low in the offing, and as far 
as the eye could reach, immense whitecaps 
rode upon it as quietly as pond-lilies on the 
bosom of a lake. Fleecy clouds dotted the sky, 
and far off toward the horizon a full-rigged 
four masted catboat lugged and luffed in the 
calm evening breezes. Her sails were piped to 
larboard, starboard, and port; and as she rolled 
steadily along in the heavy wash and under- 
tow, her companionlight, already kindled, shed 
a delicate ray across the bay to where the dull 
red disk of the sun was dipping its colors. 

Her cordage lay astern, in the neat coils 
that seamen know so well how to make. The 
anchor had been weighed this half-hour, and 
the figures put down in the log; for Captain 
Bliffton was not a man to put off doing any- 
thing that lay in the day’s watch. 

Away to eastward, two tiny black clouds 
stole along as if they were diffident strangers 
in the sky, and were anxious to be gone. Now 
and again came the report of some sunset gun 
from the forts that lined the coast, and 
sea-robins flew with harsh cries athwart the 
sloop of fishing boats that were beating to 
windward with gaffed topsails. 

“Davy Jones, I’ll have a busy day tomor- 
row,” growled Tom Bowsline, the first 
boatswain’s mate. 

“Meaning them clouds is windy?” an- 
swered the steward, with a glance to leeward. 

“The same,” answered the other, shak- 

ing out a reef, and preparing to batten the tar- 
paulins. “What dinged fools them fellers on 
the sloop of fishin’ ships is! They’ve got their 
studdin’ sails gaffed and the mizzentops aft of 
the gangway; an’ if I know a marlinspike from 
a martingale, we’re goin’ to have as pretty a 

The 

Four-Masted Catboat 
An Etching Of The Sea 

By a Landlubber 
(Found by Craig O’Donnell in The Century, 

Vol 50., ca 1880. Truly a salty tale) 

By Charles Battell Loomis. 

blow as ever came out of the south.” 
And, indeed, it did look to be flying in 

the face of Providence, for the mackerel ships, 

to the last one, were tugging and straining to 
catch the slightest zephyr, with their yard-arms 
close-hauled and their poop decks flush with 
the fo’c’sle. 

The form of the captain of the catboat 
was now visible on the stairs leading to the 
upper deck. It needed but one keen glance in 
the direction of the black clouds, no longer 
strangers but now perfectly at home and get- 
ting ugly, to determine his course. ““Unship the 
spinnaker boom, you dogs, and be quick about 
it! Luff, you idiot, luff!” The boatswain’s first 
mate loved nothing better than to luff, and he 
luffed; and the good ship, true to her keel, bore 
away to northward, her back scuppers oozing 
at every joint. 

“That was ez neat a bit of seamanship as 
I ever see,” said Tom Bowsline, taking a huge 
bite of oakum. “Shiver my timbers! If my riv- 
ets don’t tremble with joy when I see good 
work.””’Douse your gab, and man the taffrail!” 
yelled the captain; and Tom flew to obey him. 

“Light the toplights!” A couple of sailors to 
whom the trick is a mere bagatelle run nimbly 
out on the stern sprit and execute his order; 
and none too soon, for darkness is closing in 

over the face of the waters, and the clouds 
come on apace. 

Arumble of thunder, followed by a blind- 

ing flash, betokens that the squall is at hand. 
The captain springs down the poop, and in a 
hoarse voice yells out, “Lower the maintop; 
loosen the shrouds; luff a little, steady! Cut 
the mainbrace, and clear away the halyards. If 
we don’t look alive, we’ll look pretty durn 
dead in two shakes of a capstan bar. All hands 
abaft for a glass of grog.” 

The wild rush of sailors’ feet, the creak- 

ing of ropes, the curses of those in the rear, 
together with the hoarse cries of the gulls and 
the booming of the thunder, made up a scene 
that beggars description. Every trough of the 
sea was followed by a crest as formidable, and 

the salt spray had an indescribable brackish 
taste like bilgewater and ginger-ale. 

After the crew had finished their grog 
they had time to look to starboard of the port 
watch, and there they beheld what filled them 

with pity. The entire sloop of mackerel ships 
lay with their keels up. “I knowed they’d catch 
itif they gaffed their studdin’ sails,” said Tom, 
as he shifted the quid of oakum. 

The full moon rose suddenly at the exact 
spot where the sun had set. The thunder made 
off, muttering. The catboat, close-rigged from 
handrail to taffrail, scudded under bare poles, 

with the churning motion peculiar to pinnaces, 
and the crew involuntarily broke into the cho- 
rus of that good old sea-song, “the wind blows 
fresh, and our scuppers are astern’. 

In the ’70s many of us read Mr. Mates’s 
book and dreamed of finishing off a Westsail 
32 hull or a Sam Morse Bristol Channel cutter 
and cruising the world. And now, back to re- 
ality! 

Pamela stopped by the boatshop yester- 
day afternoon. After a quick look-see, she told 
me, “Better get this boat together again, 
Bubba! It’ll be sailing time soon!” Hard to 
imagine, with temperatures of 8 degrees yes- 
terday! But it’s 40 today and we’re optimis- 
tic. 

My Dovekie is 21 years old, sound hull, 
but needing cosmetics and maintenance. Af- 
ter hauling out in the fall, I first scrubbed the 
exterior. Everything was removed from the 
interior and the sail. and spars removed. After 
mulling things over, I decided to repaint the 
topsides. This would allow necessary work 
without worrying about the gelcoat. I removed 
the gallows, all of the screw fittings and many 
of the riveted fittings. Out came the sander and 
epoxy. First, all of the holes from old fittings 
no longer used were filled, all 18 of them. 
These had been taped over or filled with putty 
by the previous owner. Large cracks were re- 
paired. Gelcoat defects were filled. 

I was concerned about the deck cleats on 
the stem and for the forestay. I felt it was im- 
portant to reinforce the deck in these areas, so 
I fabricated pads out of marine ply, with ta- 
pered edges, and bonded them on both sides 
of the hull before installing new stainless 
cleats. 

This will significantly strengthen them, 
and could be done without extensive work to 
the hull. I made similar pads for the gallows. 
Again, this will prevent crushing of the 
airex-core sandwich. These were all painted 

To a Bare Hull 
(With apologies to Ferenc Mate) 

By Peter Neal 

when I did the topsides, but would look quite 
good finished bright. 

My mahogany leeboards were delaminat- 
ing, and one piece was missing. These were 
repaired with epoxy after consulting with Nick 
Scheuer as well as the staff at Gougeon Broth- 
ers. The old darkened, finish was removed, and 

the boards finished bright. Likewise the end 
of the rudder was split, so a mahogany shoe 
was fashioned, and again the whole piece 

stripped and refinished bright (epoxy and var- 
nish). 

The spars, tiller, and oars were stripped 
and varnished. I wrapped a leather sleeve on 
the sprit where it crosses the mast; this is a 

common practice. I also wrapped leather on 
the sculling oar. On the rowing oars I did some- 
thing different. I row a shell daily when the 
lake is free of ice, and like my Concept 2 oar 
locks and sleeves. I ordered plastic sleeves and 
secured them to the oar looms, this keeps them 

at the correct angle while rowing and is easier 
on the wrists. This approach has been used 
before. 

In talking to Moby Nick about building 
crew seats, I learned he had hinged the 
captain’s seat cover for storing; its easier. I 
thought about this and ended up making a 
helmsman’s seat of ash which gives me more 
storage space that is accessible while 

daysailing. 
I used templates to make marine ply 

plates and epoxied these in place with appro- 
priate corner braces. The centerboard trunk no 
longer wiggles, and I can put all my weight 
on the bow seat without it flexing around. 

I had a specialty welder build up the 
leeboard cams slightly, and grind them to the 
correct profile. This should help control 
“leeboard slip.” Loose leeboards have been a 
long-standing problem with Dovekies, and 
there are other solutions, such as putting a large 
washer between the board and the hull. 

All interior fittings were made secure. 
The interior was then lightly sandblasted, the 
exterior finish-sanded, and a two-part paint 
(Awlgrip) sprayed on the interior and topsides. 
Application instructions are available at the 
U.S. Paint website. The hull was not painted, 
maybe next year. I did add a waterline to the 
rudder casing to match the hull. 

Lines and bungee cord were replaced. All 
the fittings were rebedded in Dolfinite. I also 
built a new rowing thwart. 

All in all, no major changes were made. 
Some of the work was strictly cosmetic. No 
significant weight was added. Maintenance, 
repair, and reinforcement where necessary. 
Yes, this was a lot of work, but it was spread 
out over the winter. I’m sure the boat will eas- 
ily go another twenty-one years! 

(The Shallow Water Sailors are a group 
of sailors devoted to shallow water sailing 
small craft. The faithful keep in touch year 
round through its newsletter, The Shallow 
Water Sailor founded by John Zohlen and ed- 
ited today by Ken Murphy. Interested readers 
can contact Ken at 20931 Lochaven Ct., 
Gaithersburg, MD 20882). 
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Let me confess that building a wooden 
boat was never our intent, but I thought I might 
be able to handle the tasks involved with a res- 
toration of a small boat, and my wife, 
Gretchen, was ready to humor me. I really did 
think that I could replace a few split planks 
and broken ribs, and refinish the Rangeley boat 
that I found at the CWB in 3-4 months. It is 
also true that I am an incurable optimist. 

When my wife and I came to the Lake 
Union Wooden Boat Festival on the 4th of July, 
1999, I had the hidden purpose of wanting to 
buy the Blanchard Jr. Knockabout that was in 
excess inventory at the CWB, until I saw the 
Rangeley. The Rangeley was in sad shape, but 
when I saw her beautiful sheer, tucked tran- 
som, and proud stem, nothing else mattered. 

When I slipped up the tattered cover and read 
her name board, Evin, I had to have her. 

For those who are unfamiliar with the 
Rangeley, it was a lake fishing boat originally 
built by fishing guides in the Rangeley Lakes 
area of Maine. Its high tuck transom and its 
distinctive sheer are very attractive, but were 
primarily designed to allow the low freeboard 
boats to handle in the steep chop that can de- 
velop suddenly on the lakes. John Gardner 
took the lines off a Rangeley and published 
them in an early 1970s edition of the National 
Fisherman. The lines and details of the boat 
were later published in Building Classic Small 
Craft, Volume 1, (Gardner, 1977) at pages 
165-179. 

To cut to the chase, I nagged Bob all day 
and he finally agreed to sell me the boat, warn- 
ing me that the boat was pretty far gone. My 
other purchase that day was a used Stanley 9 
1/2 plane. Little did I know at that time just 
how intimately I would become acquainted 
with both Evin and the plane. For the moment 
I just thought about how I would get the green 
patina off of the copper rivets so that I could 
varnish the interior. 

We headed back for our home in Bend 
and, at a pit stop in Ellensburg, I discovered 
that Erin’s keel was suspiciously hogged. The 
next day, after a closer look at the boat, I knew 

I was in for a bigger task than I had originally 
thought. The scarfs were blown in the keel and 
hog, or keelson, 11 of the 22 planks were split, 
the sheer clamp was broken on each side, and 
1/3 of the 67 ribs were broken. 

The restoration began with grinding the 
roves off the rivets holding the garboards to 
both the keel/hog and the adjoining plank, and 
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Erin 
A Restoration Journey 

(Reprinted with permission from 
Shavings, newsletter of the 
Center for Wooden Boats) 

By Jerry Kolb 

driving out the rivets. Two major discoveries: 
First, there were over 130 rivets holding each 
of the 22 planks in the boat; and, second, the 
planks had been glued in with some extremely 
tenacious adhesive, that I later found out was 
the notorious 3M 5200. I did not fully appre- 
ciate the implication of the latter fact at the 
time, and proceeded to search for white oak 
for the keel and hog. 

Bend, as one may imagine, is not a hot- 
bed of wooden boat activity, however they do 
build a lot of custom homes here and I quickly 
located good, straight-grained, white oak in 
the 18’ length I needed. I had one piece sur- 
faced to 3/4” thickness for the keel and an- 
other to 1/2” thickness for the hog, and pro- 
ceeded to plane them to size, using the old 
pieces as patterns and my trusty block plane 
to remove the unnecessary wood. 

A moment for philosophical digression. 
Building a boat, like carving sculpture, is 
largely a matter of starting with a lot of wood 
and removing the wood that doesn’t belong in 
the boat. Both the keel and hog are made up 
of several continuously changing bevels that, 
themselves, are carved from curved pieces of 
wood. In short, the bevels continuously change 
in all three dimensions. I had had no wood- 
working training since 8th grade and would 
have considered such a task far beyond my 
skill level. Broken into smaller tasks, however, 
it was not so difficult. Yes, boat building is a 
metaphor for life. 

By the time I had removed the second 
plank, I knew that we would need to replace 
at least 20 of the 22 planks, because it was 
impossible to separate the planks without split- 
ting them, the 3M 5200. I still hoped to be 
able to save the sheer strake and the associ- 
ated rub rail and sheer clamp. The frames, 
however, would all have to go. The Rangeley 
uses white oak frames that are only 3/8” x 5/ 
8” in cross section, but which, except in the 

ends, extend from gunwale to gunwale. Erin’s 
had dried out so badly that they broke when 
any force was applied. 

We had decided to plank Erin in Alaskan 
yellow cedar. In Maine the boats were planked 
with eastern white cedar and were typically 
painted inside. We wanted to finish the inte- 
rior of Erin’s hull bright and thought, anyway, 
that white cedar would cost too much to get 
from the east coast. Yellow cedar is expen- 
sive, stinks when wet, and splits easily, but it 
is beautiful with 8 coats of varnish! At any 
rate, we trekked to Edensaw Lumber in Port 
Townsend in the Fall of 1999, and came back 
with six beautiful 2”x4” or 2”x6” planks 16’ 
to 18’ in length, strapped to the top of our SUV. 

The raw lumber had to be milled to 5/ 
16” finished thickness, and I had a local mill 
do the task. By December we were planking! 
I say “we” because this is a lapstrake hull and 
each one of the almost 3,000 rivets requires 
two people to set and buck. I know, the books 
say that riveting can be done by one person, 
but not by me. If it were not for the willing 
help of my wife, the project would have ended 
there. 

In planking Erin we removed two planks 
ahead of the one we were replacing, This kept 
the shape of the hull intact even though we 
were sawing through frames and used no 
molds. In reality we built her as one would 
restore a boat, removing damaged planks, us- 
ing them as patterns, and replacing old with 
new. 

I was worried about scarfing, and built a 
jig to use with a router that I had borrowed. 
By the time I had done two planks I was using 
the jig and my block plane, finding I could do 
just as good a job in half the time. 

Every project has a crisis, and we faced 
ours as we were about to install the fourth 
plank pair. For grinding off the roves of the 
old rivets I would hang the boat in slings from 
the ceiling of the garage, rotating it over in 
the slings and on to sawhorses to install the 
new plank. When I was rotating the boat to 
install the patterned and planed number 4 
planks, the rope of one sling broke, dropping 
the boat almost 4’ onto the keel where it met 
the transom. The transom cracked, and there 
was an almost continuous split in the second 
plank on the port side. I told my wife that our 
venture into boat building was over, that I 
would borrow a friend’s chainsaw, and dispose 
of the boat as firewood. 

There are also magic moments in boat 
building, and mine came just in time. I had 
sent a letter three months earlier to the last 
owner of Erin, seeking her history, and had 
had no response. The morning after the boat 
dropped, the last owner called and recounted 
her history. By the time we hung up, I knew I| 
had to finish her. 

The prior owner recounted how Erin was 
originally built from Gardner’s plans in Ft. 
Bragg, California, in the mid-1970s by a man 
who was turning 50 and in need of a purpose 
for his life. Her maiden voyage was from Ft. 
Bragg to Sausalito (about 170 miles) through 
the Pactfic and San Francisco Bay. The trip 
took 6 days and 5 nights, with the builder ty- 
ing up in kelp beds at night. 

The boat was actively rowed in San Fran- 
cisco Bay by two owners until 1997, when she 
was taken out of the water because of the El 
Nino winter. She dried out, cracked, etc., and 
was donated in June of 1999 to the CWB. 
Back to construction! We reinforced the tran- 



som, filled the crack with epoxy, brought the 
edges of the cracked plank into close proxim- 
ity and filled it, and went on with the plank- 

ing. I had a momentary thought of painting 
the inside of the boat through several planks 
to hide the crack, but finally considered that 
the crack was a part of the boat’s personality 
-and it would remain visible under the varnish. 

By the time we got to the sheerstrake, it 

became apparent that neither it, the outwale, 
nor the sheer clamp could be saved. The prob- 
lem was that they would have to be removed 
in order to put in the new ribs, and they too 
had received the 3M 5200 treatment. 

The ribs were sawn from white oak by a 
local mill and I had to buy about twice the 
footage I needed because of grain problems. 
It doesn’t seem to matter whether the grain is 
vertical or horizontal, but it does have to be 
straight or the ribs will break. We steamed 
them into place with a homemade steamer 
made of a large teakettle, a length of radiator 
hose and a box made of scrap 1”x4” pine. We 
steamed 4-6 ribs at a time and found that we 
had about three minutes to get each one firmly 
in place. This phase was much easier than we 
thought it would be, but it was, again, a 
two-person task. All of the ribs were in place 
within two weeks, but completing the rivet- 
ing process took several weeks longer. Each 
of the 67 ribs required 20 rivets (one at each 
plank lap), plus 1 or 2 screws into the hog. 

The quarter knees and breast hook were 
the next pieces prepared for installation. 
Shortly after I started the boat, a friend of mine 
gave me a curly maple plank that he had been 
saving for 25 years for a guitar body. I sawed, 
planed and sanded all of the knees from this 
plank and they finished to my expectations. 

Each of the outwales was scarfed together 
from two pieces of Honduran mahogany, and 
the companion sheer clamps were roughed 
together in the same manner. The outwales 
were planed to shape and a small groove routed 
in each as an accent. Before installing the 
outwales, arrowheads were carved at the stem 
end, with feathered tails carved at the stern. 
The decorations were then sealed and painted 
with gold paint. 

The outwales were installed with bronze 
screws every three ribs, countersunk in the rib 
and clamping the rib and plank to the outwale. 
The inwales were then installed, with bronze 
screws countersunk through the remaining 
ribs. Following this installation the quarter 
knees and breast hook received a final fitting. 
At this point the hull was essentially finished 
and it was strong! 

Finishing the inside of the boat began at 
this point, before installation of the thwarts and 
transom seat, so that we could get a buildup 
of several good coats of varnish before being 
obstructed by those items. We had not antici- 
pated all of the work this would entail. The 
combination of lapstrakes and ribs created 
somewhere around little 1400 “boxes” that had 
to be varnished. It was at this point that we, 
again, needed to remind ourselves that this was 

a boat, not a piece of furniture, and to get on 
with the work, despite the occasional run. 

Thwarts were edge-laminated from ma- 
hogany and yellow cedar. While this looks ter- 
rific, it was more motivated by the fact that I 
did not have access to a lot of power tools and 
had stock of certain dimensions on hand. We 
just got a little creative using 5/16” yellow ce- 
dar between wider pieces of mahogany. After 
installation of the thwarts, thwart knees, and 

transom seat, more varnish was applied (we 
used a total of six quarts), until the interior of 
the boat was complete. 

The boat was then rotated bottom up. We 
had decided to finish the sheer strake bright, 

the topsides white, and the bottom green. That 
meant that all of those rivet heads needed to 
be faired and sanded, another task that had not 
been foreseen. Three coats of primer, three 
coats of finish, and the boat was righted for 
the last time to finish the sheerstrakes and rub 
rails. 

An excellent set (two pairs) of custom 8- 
1/2’ oars came with Erin when we bought her. 
They had to be sanded and refinished which, 
if you haven’t done it, is a challenge. Varnish 
likes to run on vertical surfaces! 

We missed the Lake Union Wooden Boat 
Festival, our original target, but we finally 
launched Erin in Elk Lake two weeks before 
the Port Townsend Wooden Boat Festival. Evin 
was so beautiful on the water that it surprised 
even me. We have a lot to learn about rowing, 

but it doesn’t matter because everyone just 
looks at the boat. 

At Port Townsend, Erin drew a lot of at- 
tention, and made us very proud. During the 
building process, we often questioned our san- 
ity, but our efforts were entirely validated by 
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the appreciation of the crowd. Erin had a per- 
sonality of her own, and we felt proud to be a 
part of her continuing history. 

Did we build a boat, or did we restore a 
boat? It was actually probably harder to build 
the boat the way we did (we had to remove all 
of the old rivets as well as install new ones), 
but virtually all of the boat is new. There are 
only seven pieces of wood from the original 
boat (transom, transom knee, thwart support 
spindles (2), stem, false stem, and name board. 
On the other hand, our motivation was defi- 
nitely restoration. The process of removing 
planks and patterning new ones brings the re- 
storer into close contact with the original 
builder. As little as is left of the original Erin, 
and even though she is, herself, a reproduc- 
tion of an earlier design, we like to think that 
we have helped to preserve her for the future. 

(The Center for Wooden Boats is a mari- 
time museum dedicated to the preservation of 
our small craft heritage through preserving and 
passing on the experience of heritage small 
craft. CWB is a “do touch” museum where 
people learn to paddle, row and sail heritage 
boats and build heritage replicas. 

Some museums have dust on theiri arti- 
facts. CWB has fingerprints. Dick Wagner, 
Founder). 

SR, 

KAYAKS 
Boréal Design 

Wilderness Systems - Old Town 
CANOES 

Ranger - Old Town - Radisson 
Hundreds on Display 

FERNALD’S 
On the River Parker 

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

16’ C.B. shown 
14’ Picnic Cat 

17’ Sun Cat 
19’ & 23” models 

in stock 

FERNALD’S MARINE 
On the River Parker 

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



ATLANTIC 
COASTAL 
KAYAKER 

Starting our 11th season 
with our March issue! 

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

SUBSCRIBE NOW! 

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: 

State: "2 hiner! todiny 

Send check for $22 payable to: 

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

Why Wood? 

By Charles Humpstone 

We know what Spray was made of, 
Slocum tells us. Books have been written about 
the building of dozens, then hundreds, of Spray 
look-alikes. She’s spawned more princesses 
than Queen Victoria: Whole schools of off- 
spring, bigger, smaller, in wood, fiberglass, 
aluminum, steel, even concrete. 

Of what flesh will my darling be? Time 
was, that would have meant basswood or oak 

for ribs? Plank with fir or pine? And how ap- 
plied: butted and caulked or laid on in over- 
lapping lapstrakes like clapboards on a house? 
Concerning masts and spars; no debate: 
spruce, forest not pasture. 

Not whether wood but what wood. 
Nowadays one chooses between wood and the 
others. If you can call it choosing. 

Left untended, wood rots. Unsupported, 
it sags. Uncovered, it warps and cracks. Most 
woods have to be painted or varnished every 
year, and, before either, scraped and sanded. 

You have to armor them against shipworms’ 
appetites with copper sheathing or a yearly 
coat of poisonous paint. All this takes skill and 
time. If the owner lacks either, all that can save 
his bright hull dancing under sail from becom- 
ing a broken hulk baring her ribs on a mud 
flat is a poultice of money, faithfully applied. 

Wood has another failing. No matter how 
well built, caulked and painted, your wooden 
hull will swell and shrink, depending on the 
weather, opened seams will leak, and you will 

pump. Maybe not much, but some. 
Comparing plastic’s strengths to wood’s 

failings, who could fault fiberglass? Isn’t it 
trustworthy, loyal, and friendly; obedient and 
thrifty; immune from rot, mildew and teredo? 
Fiberglass hulls are laid on molds, simple to 
build, and need neither paint nor covering to 
protect them from weather; only, once in a 
while, a touch of rouge and lipstick. As for 
aluminum, what more could be asked of a spar 
than that it outlive its owner with never a lick 
of varnish? 

These traits let boat owners store their 
vessels in a hundred thousand driveways, at 

risk only to the falling of tree limbs and bird 
droppings, and refloat them with no more pre- 
liminaries than the turning of ignition keys. 

My democratic heart thrills that innova- 
tion lodges a boat in every yard. My aristo- 
cratic eye (and isn’t every sailor’s eye an 
aristocrat’s?) weeps. The fast-receding 20th 
Century leaves a wake of bobbing plastic 
bubbles, that, however watertight, don’t look 
or feel or sound or, close up, smell, like boats. 

The fault’s, no doubt; with me. I’m sen- 

timental, nostalgic, inconsistent, a hypocrite. 

Don’t I take Dacron sails, that won’t mildew 
or rot, over their fragile cotton forebears, with- 
out a qualm? All right, speaking as a senti- 
mental, nostalgic, inconsistent hypocrite, I say 
that if the purpose of sailing is sensuous and 
aesthetic pleasure, fiberglass and aluminum 

have no more place in my sailboat than my 
bed. 

Take sound for a start. In the cabin of a 
wooden boat, you stand in a church’s choir, 
surrounded by water’s voices; you hear the 
rustle and slap of every arriving ripple. Under 
way, boat and water talk back and forth; beam 
seas clap and splash; head-on waves boom; 

following seas gurgle and hiss, against the hull. 
The wooden mast, standing on its wooden step, 
creaks and moans, protests against its confin- 
ing stays and wedges at every roll. 

These sounds, struck, transmitted and 
magnified by wood, carry wood’s music, its 
colors, timber’s timbre. They’re the ship’s 
song, and the sea’s. 

Let your hull be fiberglass, and its sound- 
ing board picks up the sea’s gurgle and splash 
as muffled thumps, the thuds of a drum with 
loosened snares. It’s a funeral march; no, it’s 
the field music for that somber ceremony 
when, stripes and crested buttons sliced away, 
a court-martialed malefactor, sullen and 
shamed, is marched off the field behind the 
backs of his former messmates. It’s the echo 
of misery and disgrace. 

That melancholy thudding is accompa- 
nied by the clang of halyards against the metal 
masts of any vessel designed by the calculus 
of free maintenance. These spars are hollow 
pipes; they, too, make music. Let a line slap 
one, let a fitting rattle against its fellow, and 
the spar rings a clang of protest. Pity the sleepy 
owner at his mooring, when, however dry in 

his berth under his seamless coach roof, how- 
ever peacefully he rests cradled by the econo- 
mies of a hull he needn’t paint, under spars he 
needn’t varnish, he’s driven into wet boots and 
bitter night to stifle with bungee cord the mad- 
dening chopsticks “ping-ping-ping” of 
wind-plucked halyards playing on his 
high-tech mast. 

Not just sounds; looks, too. The boat 
builder who pays most attention to the econo- 
mies of the new materials, takes fullest advan- 
tage of their character, creates a vessel of ex- 
traordinarily utilitarian appearance, most 
nearly resembling, in its smoothly curving, 
waterproof, gleaming whiteness, a winged, 
sea-going, porcelain urinal. 

This effect is achieved by laying up deck 
and cabin as a continuous whole in a single 
mold, the same way the hull is made, then 
bonding this impermeable lid to its waiting pot. 
The result is as watertight as a terrified clam. 

The resulting seamless cabin lines may 
deflect the winds with less turbulence and of- 
fer sea no entry, but the boat builder pays a 
terrible price. His efficiencies produce a 
streamlined outline appropriate enough for a 
racing hydroplane but outlandish, if land has 
any place in this discussion, on a sailboat that 
will move less than a dozen miles an hour, flat 
out. 

So what if those curves could add a frac- 
tion of a knot of speed? To be sure, I thrill 
when my boat edges past her sisters, but her 
speed, in absolute terms, is irrelevant. Sailing 
has more in common with dancing than with 
running. It’s the manner of a sailboat’s going. 

If getting somewhere as soon as possible 
is your object, a sailboat doesn’t answer. Air- 
planes do, and they may be as curved and aero- 
dynamically efficient as they like. Streamlin- 
ing on a sailboat points to velocity as an end 
in itself, when the true object in sailing, as in 
making music, is not to get from the begin- 
ning to the end before the others but to find as 
much beauty as you can along the way. 

Back to my choice. The only demerit 
against wood’s name is the carrying cost of 
upkeep and what earthly difference can that 
make to me? If she goes down part way across, 
so much the better; I save on yard bills and 

figuring out what to do with her the rest of my 
life. 



The garboard strakes are the hardest part. 
Mark them out by eye on a good, straight 
grained, quarter sawn board (stump end for- 
ward), cut it out, plane the edge fair, run the 
thickness planer (or abrasive planer if it is a 
crossgrained board) on both sides and resaw 
it into the two garboards and plane or sand 
them to the finish thickness. That resawing of 
a quartersawn board business is the trick be- 
cause it is important that the two planks are as 
identical as possible so that they will behave 
the same when you cup the hollow of the fore- 
foot into them. 

Fiberglass the insides (the parts of the 
board that were together in the middle before 
resawing) of the front ends of both planks (or 
all four ends in the case of a double-ended 
boat) for a little bit. Then cover the outside 
with that cheap plastic packing tape except for 
the end (or ends). You will then have two 
planks with the ends fiberglassed on the in- 
side and the middle of the outsides covered 
with an impermeable vapor barrier. 

With infrared light bulbs, heat the out- 
side ends (untaped parts) until a good cup is 
established to form the hollow behind the stem. 
Take off the tape, sand and fiberglass the whole 
outside of the planks. When the epoxy is 
clean-cut, leather-hard, trim the edges and sew 
the two garboards together with copper wire 
at the ends and along the seam that will be- 
come the keel (there is no keel rabbet, indeed 
no keel yet, the garboards meet in the middle) 
for a little way back from the ends (those parts 
that will touch the strongback at too acute an 
angle to hold with screws driven down through 
the garboards into the strongback). 

_ Then, screw and tape the two planks to 
the strongback (or rockerboard if the boat has 
a transom and rocker to the bottom aft, no 

small boat should have rocker to the keel if it 
isn’t a transom style displacement boat) in the 
shape that you want. It might be necessary to 
use prop-sticks from the ceiling or cross spalls 
pulled down by little popsicle stick Spanish 
windlasses to spraddle the planks just like you 
want them, but most of it can be done by pull- 
ing the outside edges down with tape to the 
strongback. Watch the rocker of the bottom of 
the boat and be prepared to snatch the whole 
mess off and re-cut the middle seam if it 
doesn’t seem to want to do right. 

Try to hurry so that the outside fiberglass 
doesn’t get too hard before things get right. If 
it does, a heat gun will soften up a little place 
so you can work it a little but be careful not to 
blister the fiberglass or scorch the epoxy. 
Watch for kinks in the edges of the planks. If 
you have to, screw little battens onto the bot- 
tom to keep the edges fair. After you get it 
taped and screwed and propped to suit you, 
rejoice and go fishing for the little bit of day- 
light you have left. 

Next morning is the time to tie the center 
seam with a strip of fiberglass. First super-glue 
a few little spots down the center seam to hold 
the two planks together while you remove the 
screws that were holding the center of the boat 
to the strongback. Don’t let the seam come 
open too much. You won’t be able to get all 
the way to the bow yet because of the wires 
sewing the planks together. When you get 
enough cleared out, put a strip of fiberglass 
down the middle, paint it with epoxy and set 
up a heat lamp. 

Work on carving the transom or build a 
few birdhouses, write a little drivel or carve a 
paddle while that strip gets hard, then super 

How To Build a Boat 

Like We Do It 
(At this time anyway...) 

By Robb White 

glue a few little places between the tie-wires 
up by the bow, gingerly remove wires and fi- 
berglass that “V” too. Stop short of the very 
end of the planks. Make sure you prepare the 
fiberglass sheathing on the inside of the planks 
before you glue new fiberglass onto the old. 
Don’t remove the wires or try to super glue or 
tape the ends of the planks where the stems 
will go. Don’t fool around and glue the tran- 
som to the garboards either, it ain’t time yet. 

Cut out a temporary stem or stems, mark 

the centerline on the outer edge, roughly (but 
symmetrically) over-bevel, cover with tape 
and screw them into the forefoot of the two 
planks. Don’t make a fetish of fitting but try 
to get the profile right. This stem (or stem and 
sternpost) are truly temporary. There is no way 
that the right bevel can be established when a 
boat is built by eye and the planks are forced 
every which-a-way all the time and nothing is 
final until it is finished. The stem is just some 
place to drive screws to hold the planks to- 
gether in the end of the boat while the shaping 
process is going on. 

Set up plumb lines fore and aft hanging 
down to the keel seam inside the boat and eye- 
ball the stem vertical while you fasten it with 
a tripod to the overhead. There is nothing so 
pitiful as an otherwise beautiful boat with one 
end leaning one way and the other the other. 
Try not to use but one screw to actually attach 
the stem to the tripod so that it will be easy to 
take the whole mess loose to take the boat off 
the strongback so you can take it outside to 
look at it at various stages of the construction. 

Make the transom, completely epoxify 
(we say “Gougeonize” for the names of the 
two boys who first introduced me to solvent- 
less epoxy back in the sixties) it with all three 
coats and scrape it smooth (a cabinet scraper 
works much better on epoxy than sandpaper). 
We hollow the inside of the middle of a tran- 
som out so that the edges are thick and the 
middle is thin. We also carve the outside so 
that it is convex both ways. Temporarily screw 
the transom to the garboard strakes and a tem- 
porary knee outside the boat so you can get to 
everything inside. 

The actual transom knee (if we even fit 
one at all) is one of the last things to go in the 
boat. Pay close attention to the rake. If the boat 
is to be run with an outboard, the transom angle 
is critical. If you must err, err on the side of 
too much rake. It is heartbreaking to build a 
boat such that the engine won’t tilt down 
enough to run level. You can live with one that 
doesn’t get full advantage of the shallow wa- 
ter tilt of the engine or you can modify the tilt 
mechanism, but there is nothing you can do to 
correct the former problem. It is possible that 
the forcing of the planking will decrease the 
rake as the boat is shaped too. Watch out. When 
you get the transom on there straight, brace it 
to the overhead so it can’t move any way at 
all. Leave the two plumb lines hanging so you 
can re-assure yourself. 

Then, heat up the room and turn on the 
de-humidifier (or the AC. The conflict between 
a powerful wood heater and a 15,000 BTU air 
conditioner will dry out the room pretty quick). 

Watch the garboard strakes. The part that has 
no fiberglass will begin to cup. After a while, 
you should have the two garboard strakes and 
the stem and transom all braced and shaped to 
suit you. By then, the outside epoxy will be 
hard, the planking will have adapted to the 
twist and will be cupped so that everything 
will stay right when you take off all the tape 
and sticks and junk that you have jacklegged 
up to hold it. 

While you ease the strain, watch what 
happens. You might have go back to 
jacklegging. If things stay sort of right, put a 
new screw through the fiberglass tape up by 
the stem (or stems) to hold the boat in the 

middle of the strongback and remove all the 
screws that were holding the middle to the 
strongback. Watch that the planks don’t pick 
up and hog the keel. If they do, push them back 
down and put a drop of super glue in the screw 
hole to hold them. Fiberglass the inside of the 
garboard strakes across the seam and the fi- 
berglass tape that is holding the two planks 
together. This will finally hold the boat so that 
the final shape of the garboards and their rela- 
tionship to the ends of the boat are set. You 
can take it off the strongbaek and wander 
around with it if you want to and it will stay 
straight. It is easy money from here on. 

Make two little diagonal braces from the 
strongback to near the edges of the garboard 
strakes near the center to hold things sort of 
stiff and level for spiling the next planks. You 
will probably have to remove one brace to 
make room for the spiling batten. Lay the 
spiling batten on there just right. We have a 
bunch of spiling battens, all covered with tape 
to keep them from warping and to make it so 
we can mark with a sharp permanent marker, 
which wipes completely off with acetone (I 
tried those dry erase markers that teachers use, 
but I kept erasing the line with my elbow). 

The lay of the batten for a boat that will 
have cupped planks and no bevel is different 
from that of a boat with beveled plank laps. 
On a boat with cupped planking, the batten 
must lie flat against the plank along the lap. 
On a boat with beveled laps, the batten lies as 
if it were a tangent to the arc of the imaginary 
frame at each station. We screw the batten to 
the planks of the boat so that we can be sure it 
is lying right. The batten, when it is finally 
right, will look funny to you if you are used to 
conventional lapstrake construction, but you 
will be able to see what kind of cup you are 
going to have to develop in the new plank. 

There is no chance to edge-set planking 
as thin as ours, even the least little bit, with- 
out making waves in the plank and bumps 
along the laps. The spiring battens we use 
around the turn of the bilge even have a 
pre-cup made into them so we can get it right. 
You have to manipulate the edge of the plank 
that is on the boat while you attach the batten 
so that it is has a fair run. A lot of the times, 
after the batten is on there, we can see an un- 
fairness in the edge and we have to take out 
screws and adjust the bend of the edge of the 
plank and re-attach the batten. This is no time 
to get in a hurry or get interrupted. Park the 
bulldozer in the driveway, feed the dog and 
change the baby. After you have walked 
around and around it fifty times, trace the edge 
of the plank and the ends of the boat on the 
tape with the marker and take the batten loose 
and go looking for a board to make the first 
broad strake. 

(To Be Continued) 

25 



‘“BOATHOUSL: 

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 

BOATBUILDING AND 
RESTORATION 
CLASSES 2002 

The Antique Boat Museum 
Clayton, NY 13624 

Wooden Boat Repair, Restoration 
& Refinishing Methods 

Feb. 23-24, June 8-9, Oct. 19-20 
Inboard Marine Engines: Winterization, Oil 

Change & Troubleshooting 
April 6, Sept. 7 

Traditional Lap Strake Boatbuilding - 
Rushton Iowa 
April 13-21 

Building an Adirondack Guideboat 
July 13-20 
Caning 

June 28-29 
Steam Bending 

Sept. 21 

rd 
Call 315-686-4104 for complete class 

descriptions and to sign up! 

Good Skiffs 

“belongs at 
F... the core of a 
cc basic boating 

= library.” 
That’s what 
WoodenBoat 
had to say 
about this 
wonderful 

= book that pre- 
sents a tantalizing variety of skiffs 
together with building and materi- 
als commentary. For a free cata- 
log that includes this and other 
unique books, write or call: 

Devereux Books, PO Box 503 
Marblehead, MA 01945 

(781) 631-3055 
www.devereuxbooks.com 

Goon 
SKIFFS 

Kael Stainbaugh 

Here is another traditional looking 
sharpie that made it through the prototype 
stage this year and into my $1 brochure. Sharp- 
ies, with their plywood flat bottoms, really are 
easier to build for most any builder, amateur 
or pro. They can have very shallow draft mak- 
ing them great for beaching or poking around 
in nooks and crannies that deeper draft boats 
must avoid. They usually can have more space 
inside, especially floor space, than other types. 
What they can’t do better than non flat bot- 
tomed boats is handle rough water. They slam 
and bang around as each wave meets that flat 
bottom. Pretty much for protected waters and 
you ought to think twice before taking one out 
into whitecap waves. 

My HC Skiff is a rework of a “typical 
sharpie skiff’ that appears on page 101 of 
Howard Chapelle’s great book American Small 
Sailing Craft. If you own only one book about 
small sailing boats this might be the one to 
have. The lines of my version are straight out 
of Howard’s offset table. By today’s standards 
it has a narrow hull, 18’ long and only about 
4’ wide on the bottom. The stem rides about 
an inch above the water, then the bottom goes 

straight to the deepest point of the hull at about 
half the length of the hull. Then the bottom 
sweeps way up above the waterline for a very 
high and small transom indeed. 

These were working hulls. Heavy loads 
could be carried without immersing the stern 
which is always harmful to a boat with no 
motor. You put everything in the stern and the 
transom still stays clear of the water. I think a 
hull shaped like this has a lot to admire and is 
little improved upon by any modern flattie 
skiff. Chapelle said the shape was common 
along the east coast from 1860 to 1900. 

The prototype shown here was built by 
Dan Roach of Danvers, Massachusetts, very 

close to where Chapelle found the original boat 
he surveyed for his book. Dan said the boat is 
fast and handy and can take all of the family 
including the dog. 

I used modern plywood construction on 
HC Skiff. The old boats were nailed together 
from 1” boards and left outside until they dried. 
They must have been very heavy both in their 
construction and soakage, not to mention the 

More New Boats 

The HC Skiff 

By Jim Michalak 

payload of clams and oysters. My version uses 
five sheets of 1/4” plywood and fives sheets 
of 1/2” plywood and will weigh about 450lbs 
empty. It’s all done with prefab parts, no jigs 
or lofting needed. The side to bottom joints 
are taped seam to avoid fitting a chine log to 
the sides that are twisting all along their length. 

I had to tinker with the sail rig, which 
was of the same style shown here but at least 
50% larger. On the heavy old boats that might 
have been OK but I’m sure it would have been 
way too much for the lighter plywood hull. I 
kept the large centerboard and the barn door 
rudder. I added hull air boxes bow and stern 
for a chance of self rescue after a swamping. 
Also added some bench seats where the origi- 
nal had three simple thwarts. 

Plans for the HC Skiff are $30 from me, 
Jim Michalak, 118 Randall, Lebanon, IL 
62254. 



Butcher Boy is the oldest surviving San 
Diego built water craft, She celebrates he first 
century in 2002, becoming the third member 
of the San Diego Maritime Museum fleet, af- 
ter Star of India (1863) and Berkeley (1898) 
to mark her 100th birthday. 

Butcher Boy began her long and varied 
life amidst modest origins, near the old foot 
of B Street, in the boatyard of local shipwright 
Manuel Goularte (who would later build the 
harbor boat Pilot, also part of the Museum’s 
fleet). The new boat first took shape as a 
whittled out model, without blueprints. Her 
lines, as they emerged, echoed those of the 
Columbia River salmon boats. The double- 
ended 29 footer is flush decked and gaff 
rigged, designed to be handled at the tiller by 
a single operator in the aftmost hatch. 

As one of many small workboats plying 
San Diego Bay and the ocean just beyond, 
Butcher Boy labored in aid of supporting the 
large windjammers that called for fresh gro- 
ceries and other supples, which would heave 
to off the Coronado Roads to avoid the time 
consuming navigating of our channel. 

Her gaff main, an enormous cloud of can- 
vas (some 604sf) made her exceptionally fast, 
and her large hogged b owsprit could carry 
tremendously large headsails off the wind. 
With copmpetition for business keen, a speedy 
boat was essential, and Butcher Boy was, as 
stories told, the swiftest of them all. 

A fledgling local yachting community 
took early notice of Butcher Boy, as many a 
weekday-workboat was chartered for week- 
end “Corinthian duty.” Motorboats, however, 
were supplanting sail-powered vessels and by 
1905, Butcher Boy \eft her work-boat days 
behind to become a full-time racing and cruis- 
ing yacht under the ownership of San Diego 

Butcher Boy 
Reprinted with permission from Full & 

By, the newsletter of the San Diego 
Maritime Museum 

By Terry Shewmaker 

yachtsman Kent Hamilton. 
The San Diego Yacht Club selected her 

to defend the Sir Thomas Lipton Cup that year 
against a four-boat field that included 1904 
SDYC winner Detroit, this time in the hands 
of the challenging South Coast YC (today’s 
Los Angeles YC). She placed second in this 
classic match-up that was contested in the 
Pacific off the Hotel del Coronado, and re- 
called in a diorarna aboard the Museum’s 
steamship Berkeley. 

Butcher Boy later garnered success else- 
where, winning the first two J.H. Williams 
Challenge Cups (1905, 1906), and numerous 
other offshore regattas under a succession of 
owners for the next two decades. She is alive 
today as a splendid example of an age gone 
by. Butcher Boy also flew the Commodore’s 
-pennant (1908, 1925) as SDYC flagship. 

By 1930, however, Butcher Boy left San 
Diego with yet another owner. A new phase 
of her life began, with new racing and cruis- 
ing venues: Newport and San Pedro, San 
Clemente and Santa Catalina and the Channel 
Islands. With each new owner came a slightly 
different configuration both on deck and in her 
rig. 

By the spring of 1971, word reached 
longtime San Diego yachtsman Joseph Jessop 

Sr. that Butcher Boy still existed, somewhere 
in Southern California. Old Joe Jessop loved 
a challenge. Teaming up with Capt. Ken Rey- 
nard, the formidable leader of Star of India’s 
restoration, they began their search. 

They inspected a small boat in the 
Playa del Rey area that was promising yet sus- 
pect, as more than one vessel had carried the 

Butcher Boy name. Joe was later to say, “I was 
sure it wasn’t Butcher Boy.” But close 
examination convinced them this was indeed 
the 1902 incarnation of their quest. On her sail 
back home, Butcher Boy’s crew marveled at 
her still-legendary speed, reported by Reynard 
as “about 6.7 knots under sail, in only a mod- 
erate but fair wind!” On this return voyage, 
Butcher Boy carried a symbolic slab of bacon 
to celebrate her homecoming in a fashion 
worthy of her long ago beginnings as a meat 
boat. 

Today, Butcher Boy is embarking on 
her second century as a vital reminder of early 
San Diego maritime history. She has been re- 
stored to her original workboat appearance, 
and with the aid of a custom trailer often makes 
appearances at wooden boat shows and yacht 
club openings. She also serves as flagship of 
the Maritime Museum’s Small Craft Collec- 
tion. Presently she resides in storage at the B 
Street Pier terminal, not terribly far from the 
site of her old launching-place (since filled in 
by dredging), awaiting a permanent home of 
her own at the Maritime Museum’s proposed 
new facility along the Embarcadero. 

(Note: Research by Terry Shewmaker, 
volunteer researcher at the San Diego Mari- 
time Museum. Contact her at < 
BoatShewSD@aol. com>) 

FEATURES 

LARGE 45 SQUARE FOOT SAIL 
COMPLETELY PORTABLE 
FAST RIGGING ACTION 

HIGH STRENGTH TUBING 
MARINE QUALITY THROUGHOUT 

America’s Largest Sceboat Manufacturer 

Wind Products 
2485 Rosstown Road 
Wellsville, PA 17365 

(717) 432-1074 
windproducts@email.com 

SEND $1 for 
brochure 
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Bolger on Design 

Marlin 
A Lighter Sportfisherman 

32’0” length on deck 
11’0” breadth on deck 

2°11” draft 
8500 Ibs. displacement 

This design was commissioned in 1957 
by a charter fleet operator in Guaymas, 
Mexico, for day sport fishing in the Sea of 
Cortez, with special attention to shade; note 
the flip-up awning over the fishing cockpit, 
gathered up with brails instantly on hooking a 
fish. Several of them were built elsewhere. We 
were recently shown some action video of one 
in Connecticut that had just been nicely refur- 
bished at thirty odd years of age. 

They were lightly-built boats, with 3/4” 
carvel planking on light sawn frames on 18” 
centers and 3/8” plywood decks, but some of 
them stood up very well, partly because they 
could run quite smoothly without stressing the 
structure heavily, even in a steep chop. The 
lightweight theme was followed with single 
engines, a gasoline 308ci 6-cylinder Palmer 
as designed (about 150hp), minimal cabin ac- 
commodations and superstructure, and com- 
paratively low and light fish-spotting positions 
on the gin poles instead of a tower. 

At the time all this was not unusual; the 

heavy sport fishing boat in the nowstandard 
fashion was just beginning to be seen and was 
looked down on by serious sport fishermen. 
Twin screws were condemned as line-catchers 
and twin-screw maneuvering “for sissies”. All 
this weight-saving allowed the boats to float 
on an 8’ wide waterline with a half-entrance 
angle of less than 12 degrees; that is, very nar- 
row and extremely sharp-bowed. The sharp 
bow called for a deep forefoot to float the for- 
ward end of the boat. With engine and tank 
weight, the only heavy items, well amidships, 
the flat stern was only a couple of inches un- 
der water. 

The result was that they could, and can if 
they haven’t been “modernized”, run up to 
twenty knots with a beautifully clean and low 
bow wave and very low and light following 
wave. They accelerate with no labored 
breaking-free of their stern wave, and can be 
swung sharply at a standstill in spite of the 
big skeg protecting the propeller. At reduced 
speed they’re very economical. For that mat- 
ter they are very economical at high speed 
compared with modern boats that can keep up 
with them, especially in rough water. 



Flaring sides to the wide deck breadth, 
combined with the fine lines that make little 
spray and lay what they do make low, well 
aft, and close alongside, make them very dry 
boats. The deck ergonomics are good; it’s easy 
and quick to get around on top of them from 
bow to stern. 

Most people find them very good look- 
ing. But with all these virtues, boats like this 
have not been built for decades. Reasons: They 
cannot carry much weight, especially weight 
high in or over the boat; if you want a deck 
lounge with a flying bridge on top, and a tall 
tuna tower on top of that, you can’t have a 
boat on these proportions. It would first bog 
down and then roll over. The perilously low 
cockpit (at the time, in a serious sport fishing 
boat, it was expected that a man could stand 
on the cockpit sole at the stern and touch the 
water with his fingertips) is a hazard in the 
light boat and would be suicidal in a heavy 
one. 

The cabin is just a cuddy, its major con- 
cession to luxury being an enclosed toilet (with 
3/8” partitions). It’s just a rain shelter or emer- 
gency overnight on the very narrow transom 
berths. That pointy bow pre-empted anything 
more. 

Their top speed is limited. The strong 
variation in their deadrise aft becomes increas- 
ingly inefficient at the top of the speed range, 
and at some point the deep forefoot is forced 
up out of the water and the boat becomes un- 
stable. Some of these boats are alleged to have 
run as fast as 25 knots, but if that’s true (and 

we suspect fast watches and short miles) that 
is the limit. They likely show to best economic 
advantage at 15 knots cruise give or take a 
couple. 

They feel comparatively unsteady. The 
combination of wide deck, narrow waterline, 

and light weight, means that when somebody 
goes forward beside the bridge, her weight is 
winged out a foot and a half from the water- 
line. The boat will heel noticably, which makes 
some people uncomfortable. On the other 
hand, if you want to go offshore fishing, 
“sea-legs” seem a prerequisite anyway. 

From the designers’ point of view, such 
boats are liable to uncomprehending abuse. A 
few years ago the owner of a boat contempo- 
rary with this one and rather similar except 
for being much bigger, showed us proudly how 
he had “upgraded” her. He had built a 
deckhouse with a lot of built-in furniture over 
her bridge, a flying bridge with shelter over 

that, and erected a thirty-foot tuna tower on 
that. The gasoline engines had been replaced 
with much more powerful diesels and tank 
capacity increased. The cabin had been out- 
fitted with refrigeration, holding tanks, and so 
on. Most of the added weight had happened 
to be placed near the center of flotation so she 
was on her fore-and-aft lines and did not look 
overloaded at first glance. 

But the fishing cockpit, very large, and 
too low by present standards to begin with, 
was now so close to the water that when I 
stepped on the rail to board her, water washed 
in at the scupper on that side. It frightened me 
to be below decks in her in a marina berth. 
The owner insisted that she was a fine sea boat, 
with many open water passages and danger- 
ous inlets to her credit. He was furious when I 
would not write a testimonial, and cancelled a 

commission to design a new, bigger, bout. 
It’s a fact that she had not capsized up to 

that point, and as far as we know, she still has 
not. By any calculation we can do, she is a 
menace, as, by the way, are a large number of 
other boats that we see around, but it is amaz- 

ing how few of them get into serious trouble. 
In that state she recently was on the market 
again as a “Bolger” design. 

1/36 Scale Model 
Bay Hen 

By Bill Zeitler 

My Bay Hen PMT ( Poor Man’s Trawler) 
Amenity, a21’ sharpie sailing vessel converted 
into a Shp shallow water power cruiser appar- 
ently impressed my good friend Mr. Herman 
Hopple of Chambersburg, Pennsylvania. In 
addition to Herman being a Marsh Hen sailor 
(with sails!), the “Grand Poohba” of the 

“Hensnest” cybersite of Hen-boat lovers, he 

is obviously also an excellent craftsman. 
Herman has been out with me a few times 

and surprised and astounded me by making a 
1/36 scale model of my boat. The model is 
only 7” long, exact to the customized details 

and even sports a nano-Honda 5/4 cycle en- 
gine with a 1/8” diameter rotating prop! 

It’s just too nice to take with me into my 
bathtub, so it is proudly displayed on the man- 
tel over my fireplace. Herman must have used 
a jeweler’s loupe and tweezers to make this 
scale model with a built-up hull and cabin. The 
cruiser-man is Just a tad larger then 1/36 but 
all that was available from a model train sup- 
ply store. 

1/36 size Amenity is barely a handful. 

Fullsize Amenity at dockside. 

piece eta 

Herman Hopple at work on the tiny Amenity. 



Builders & 
Restorers Cape Cod’s 

Sailing Headquarters 
& Wooden Boat Center 
*Established 1951* 

Proud Builders of 
Arey’s Pond Catboats 

O’CONNELL’S 
New Boat CONSTRUCTION 

WOoDEN Boat REPAIR 

VENEER OVERLAYS 

SPAR CONSTRUCTION 

somes couiliniine Se 
_ 

14CAT” 
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 

@ 

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 

Robb White & Sons, Inc. 

Custom Small Boats 
Forty Years 

P.O. Box 561 
Thomasville, GA 31799 

THE ADIRONDACK GUIDEBOAT 
by the 

Indian Point Guideboat Company 
493 Engle Rd., Industry, PA 15052 

Phone (724) 643-6001 Fax (724) 643-5457 
www.by-the-sea.comm/indianpointboat/ 

Gardner Callanen, Boatbuilder 

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

Pert Lowell, Co. I Nc. 
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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 

(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 

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 

.! eta sae * 

C. Stickney Boatbuilders Ltd. 

HC 61 Box 1146, St. George, ME 04857 

(207) 372-8543 

email: stickney@midcoast.com 
Wooden Boat Construction & Repair 



William Clements P.O. Box 87 
Boat Builder No. Billerica, MA 01862 
Since 1980 Telephone (978) 663-3103 

+ Now building “SMALL,” an elegant 14’ Updated British Dayboat 
é an Antonio Dias Design 

ra E-mail: bill@boatbldr.com Web site: boatbldr.com 

A ** WOOD BOAT and CANOE RESTORATION SUPPLIES*** 
Z MAS EPOXY ** TARGET COATINGS 

CANOE CANVAS ** TRADITIONAL CANVAS FILLR 
BRASS CANOE TACKS & STEMBANDS 

AND MORE!! 
For free catalog call (800) 896-9563 

This Space 
TRADITIONAL WOODEN ~ 

Repmeenesionarons| | AVallable 
ROB BARKER 

615 Moyers Ln., Easton, PA 18042 

Phone / Fax (610) 253-9210 

"SUTHERLAND ~ 
BOAT & COACH 
4th Generation Boat Builder 

Builds & Restores 
Wooden Sail / Row Boats 

Motor Launches & “Woodie” Wagons 

Le age: ge eh eee .s 
%, sc a ee ee S 

Budget priced 
for the small 
boatshop 

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

(607) 868-3993 
ONLY $30 / 

ISSUE ‘2 #2 eo. 8.82 Feneoesdsa aia. 

Builders of Traditional and 
Contemporary Rowing and Sailing Craft 

SOLID Bens NlS Kenton Drive, Reach 5,000 Seas 
www.CullisonSmallCraft.com small bo at BOATS 

enthusiasts Sailing Cruising Canoes 
Sea Touring Kayaks “ pay 
Anglers Sampans CWE 

Hansen & Company 
Builders of Practical & Impractical 

Boats 
Gloucester Gull Rowing Dories, Messing About in Boats 
Kayaks & Other Small Boats 2) B rl , 

Deeid Hatisen 207-594-8073 9 Burley St 
P.O. Box 122 dgehansen@aol.com 
Spruce Head, ME 04859 

HUGH HORTON SMALL BOATS 
29474 Old North River Rd. 

Wenham, MA 01984-1943 Mt. Clemens, MI 48045 
(810) 468-6456 

<huhorton@tir.com> 

HADDEN Boat COMPANY 
Wooden Boat Construction & Repair 

REDD’S POND BOATWORKS 
Thad Danielson 
1 Norman Street 

Marblehead, MA 01945 

thadd@mediaone.net 781-631-3443 888-686-3443 

Wooden Boat Building, Classic Designs, 
Traditional Construction and Materials 

Currently building 
34’ W. Atkin tunnel stern 

Sea Bright Skiff 

11 Tibbets Ln., Georgetown, ME 04548 207-371-2662 
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Plans & Kits 

Glen-L marine designs 
G oO NW PO Box 1804/AM2 

9152 Rosencrans Ave. 
Bellflower, CA 90707-1804 

562-630-6258 fax 562-630-6280 

roo al VE 9’ Stotch & Glue 
—— Kid’s Tugboat 

Plans & Patterns $47 

WWW.GLEN-L.COM 
Gigantic 216-page Design Book -- lots of photos 
& info; over 240 designs, ONLY $9.95, “How to 
Epoxy Manual” $2. Complete catalog on-line 
www.Glen-L.com or phone 562-630-6258 to or- 
der. MC/Visa/Disc/Amex 

A light- | 
weight, 
sturdy} 
wooden (i 
beauty} 
anyone can | 

build from " 
our pre-as- | 
sembled == , 
kit. Price, incbading ait $975. Catalog of 13 
kit designs handcrafted 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 

‘TUBBY TUG” 

THE SIMMONS 

Siete 
Classics of the North Carolina coast 7 7% 

Sea-Skiff 18 Sea-Skiff 20 Sea-Skiff 22 
pictured twice that size 20% bigger than 

from the sounds to the Gulf Stream. 

Outstandingly seaworthy, 30 mph with low es eee el fea 
power, light, simple (flat laps, straight — + 20-40 HP ae *50-70HP + 12” draft 
planks) plywood lapstrake construction. *P'!"s- S89 US * Plans - $50 US myst A 

* cabin versions 

Detailed plans and directions; no lofting. - sketched 
+ Plans - $50 US 

Information packet - $1 

Cape Fear Museum Associates « 814 Market St. - Wilmington, NC 28401 + 910-341-4350 

WESTON FARMER 
BUILDING PLANS & ARTICLE REPRINTS 

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

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

WESTON FARMER ASSOCIATES 
18970 AZURE ROAD, WYZATA, MN 55391 

A Top-Rated Sea Kayak 
The Coho: “Of all the boats I have reviewed, 

the Coho is my hands-down favorite.... 

I would recommend [her] to 

anyone, whether novice or 

an experienced paddler,” _ 

V.S.—Sea Kayaker sa, cmaae & mS) 

Oct. 1998 ‘ 

(612) 473-2360 

John Lockwood, Designer 

30-Year Wilderness Paddler 

Computer Design Pioneer 

15 Kits - 5 Plan Sets 

Ultra-Light 

Stitch-n-Glue 

Best Kayak Kits 

Since 1986 

Pygmy Brats Inc. 
For a Free Color Catalogue Write: PO Box 1529 « Dept. 2+ Port Townsend, ‘WA 98368 

(360) 385-6143 * Read the Reviews of our kayaks at: www.pygmyboats.com 

SKIPJACK COASTER 
$31.95 $36.95 

DRAKETAIL 
$26.95 

MODELS THAT REALLY SAIL 
Rupser BAND & Sait Powerep Kits 

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

GREAT FUN IN POOL, POND OR SEA » ORDER YOURS TODA 

Order #800-533-9030 (U.S.) VISA/MC accepted 
Other Kits & Plans Available, Catalog $1.00 

SEAWORTHY SMALL SHIPS 
Dept. M, PO Box 2863 

Prince Frederick, MD 20678, USA 

Visit our Home Page at: http//www.azinet.com/seaw.html 

PIRAGUA 
14’ x 33” x 70 POUNDS 

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

118 E. RANDALL, LEBANON IL, 62254 

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 
15654 57-1/2 Rd., Collbran, CO 81624-9778 



ATKIN 
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 

apatkin@aol.com 

Build a Steam Launch 

« PLANS, HULLS, BOILERS, ENGINES FOR 

VICTORIAN LAUNCHES 

* COMPOND AND TRIPLE EXPANSION 
ENGINE CASTINGS 

+ SEND $20.00 FOR STUDY 
DRAWINGS PACKET 

ELLIOTT BAY STEAM LAUNCH CO. 
6744 SE 36th Avenue, Portland, OR 97202 

Tel. 503-775-5954 ¢ Fax 503-775-9073 

www.steamlaunch.com 

Building a Boat? 

Let Greg Rossell help. 
He has written Building 
Small Boats, which covers both 
traditional lapstrake and plank on 
frame construction. 278 pages, 
hardcover, $39.95. 

Order Toll-Free 1-800-273-7447 
or visit our site and click the link 

for WoodenBoat Books. 

WoodenBoat, PO Box 78 
Naskeag Road, Brooklin, ME 04616 

www.woodenboat.com 

* Boat Dealers 

* Boat Builders... 

* Marinas 

* Boats For Sale 

fee TI AN 
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Tel 508-240-2533 Fax 508-240-2677 Email: info@by-the-sea.co 

Pea fie! ep a av: TTY, 
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STUDY PLANS BOOK $5.95 

INSTRUCTIONAL VIDEO $19.95 

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

(207) 882-5504 60 == 
www.geodesicairoliteboats.com 

SWAMP YANEEE 
BOATS 

Three Ultralight Stitch & Glue Versions 
1. Ruston’s “Wee Lassie” Solo Canoe 
2. Rob Roy Type Decked Solo Canoe 
3. Touring Kayak 

Information Packet $2.00 

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

(203) 488-5932 

It’s Not ust Art, It's a Crafi! 
Unique Wood-Strip, 

Performance, Sea Kayaks 

Kits, Plans & 
Finished Boats 

Send $3 for a catalog to: 
Nick Schade 

Guillemot Kayaks 
Apt. M, 824 Thompson St. 
Glastonbury, CT 06033 

ph: 860-659-8847 

http://www. KayakPlans.com/m 

My Wooden Boat!...On-Line 
Forum...Calendar of events... 
School Courses...Books... 
Boat Plans...and more! 

www.woodenboat.com 

DENNIS DAVIS DESIGNS 
Elegant economy. Build canoes, kayaks, or 

dinghies. Each from just two sheets of 
plywood. Or try my 3-metre trimaran from 

four sheets. $2.00 for illustrated leaflet. 
D. Davis, 9 Great Burrow Rise, Northam, 

Bideford, EX39 1TB, UK 

| es €a.com 
un * Nautical Books 

* Plans and Kits 

* Weather Instruments 

__& ° Free Classified agente 
ae 

Designs by Platt Monfort green heron 
the maximum car-top cruiser for two 

| 

The cee detachable raili 
enclosing panels, and let you stand and 
move saround as on a much larger boat 

13.5ft.x 6ft. SA.90 hull 130 Ibs. | 
clear, carefully illustrated instructions and 

full size patterns $60, study plans $5 

THOMSON SMALL BOATS. 
BOX 670, VESTAL, NY 13851 

Can you Canoe? 

Let Mac McCarthy 
show you how to build a 
Wee Lassie, the 11’6” wood-strip 
double-paddle canoe, featured in 
his book Featherweight Boatbuilding. 
96 pages, $19.95. 

Order Toll-Free 1-800-273-7447 
or visit our site and click the link 

for WoodenBoat Books. 

WoodenBoat, PO Box 78 
Naskeag Road, Brooklin, ME 04616 

www.woodenboat.com 

KayakCraft 
by Ted Moores 

Take a great 17’ sea 
kayak design, add Ted’s skill and 
craftsmanship, and you have a book 
to guide you through a great 
experience. 176 pages, $19.95. 

Order Toll-Free 1-800-273-7447 
or visit our site and click the link 

for WoodenBoat Books. 

WoodenBoat, PO Box 78 
Naskeag Road, Brooklin, ME 04616 

www.woodenboat.com 



CONRAD NATZIO BOATBUILDER 
SANDPIPER SHOVELER 

13°9” Sailing Skiff 9°9” Pram Dinghy 
With Choice For Daysailing, 

of Rig Camping 
Children’s Boat 

www.cicboats.com 

Kits, Plans & 

Boatbuilding 

Materials 

OYSTER- 
CATCHER SPOONBILL 
15°6” Flatiron 15°10” Sailing 
Sailing Skiff “ Scow For — 

For Daysailing Camping Or 
& Camping As Outboard Launch 

PLANS FOR EASY HOME BUILDING 
Visit us on Www.broadlyboats.com 
or send $1 for details of each boat 

Conrad Natzio Boatbuilder, The Old School, Brundish Road, 

Raveningham, Norwich NR14 6NT, UK, 
Tel.Fax +44 1508 548675 

Interested in traditional small boats? 

JOIN TSCA! 
MEMBERSHIP INCLUDES: 
* ASUBSCRIPTION TO THE ASH BREEZE 
* MEMBERS’ DISCOUNT BOOK SERVICE 
¢ INSURED SMALL CRAFT EVENTS 

The Traditional Small Craft Association is a non- 
profit tax-exempt educational organization which 
seeks to preserve and encourage the design, construc- 
tion, and use of traditional small craft. Annual dues 
$15 (tax deductible). 

www.tsca.net 

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

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

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

——————— 
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—_ Chesapeake Double & Triple 

Name 

Street Find what you need at www.clcboats.com 

Chesapeake Light Craft Request a free catalogue: 
1805 George Avenue 410 267 0137 bs Harold H. Payson & Co. 

iy eee ee re aie Zip 

Annapolis, MD 21401 j Dept. MB, Pleasant Beach Road + South Thomaston, ME 04858 kayaks@clcinc.com 50794-7587 



PADDLES & OARS 

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

WN © TENA, 
(207) 866-4867 

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 
Ph: (888) 564-1020 
Fax: (207) 564-3667 

Web: www.woodencanoes.com 

OKOUME -« SAPELE - TEAK 

MARINE PLYWOOD 
Hardwood Plywood 

Hardwood Lumber 

1 (800) 899-1664 
We Ship Anywhere! 

MAINE COAST 
LUMBER 

35 Birch Hill Road 
York, ME 03909 TEAK & HOLLY - LAUAN 

Yld * VAVH» * didS 

Gear 
Hammock 
The 
Marlinspike Artist 

Supplies 

UN 
Your on-line source for 

backyard boatbuilding. 

Guess 
SEC 

ae - a ok 

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

508.888.7960 

Atlantic White Cedar 
Custom cut to your specifications from our own 
logs which we bring up from Florida. Lengths up 
to 24’. 

LZ 

Cypress and other species available upon request. 

Woodcraft Productions Ltd. 
P.O. Box 17307 

Smithfield, RI 02917-0704 
Tel (401) 232-2372 
Fax (401) 232-1029 

ORR’S ISLAND BOAT WORKS 
Award Winning Dealer 

9hp-500hp Diesels 

Full Parts Inventory 
Expert Technical Assistance 

8 Park Place (800) 339-6777 
Orr’s Island, ME 04066 (207) 833-5852 

E-mail: oibw@ gwi.net 

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

M ade by hand with 
traditional fish- 

ing net methods and 
materials. Knotted 
from cotton seine 
twine with solid brass 
or stainless steel 
rings at ends. 24” and 

| 360 Oneaberly Rd. 36"long. $15.00 and 
Wakefield, RI 07879 $20. 00, includes ship- 
lel: (401) 783- 5404 ping and handling. 

Shoestring Shipyard 

| 

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

SUSUEUTAREE epoxy resin 
Simple 2:1 mix ratio * Available in 1.5 qt.-15 gal. units 

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

3 Gal. Unit $147.00 

FIBERGLASS CLOTH « TAPES « MATS * ROVINGS « KNITS” 

* REICHOLD Polyester Resins (gals, pails, 
drums) 

¢ NESTE GelCoats Bs 

¢ Sikaflex Urethane Sealants 
meet Marine Paints (40-50% discount) 

2 part Urethane Pour Foam 

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

PRCT OW Silicon Bronze Wood Screws 
ea ES Nails & Stainless Fasteners 

Top Quality Products + Competitive Prices * Fast Knowledgeable Sci 

All items in stock and ready for immediate shipment 

FIBERGLASS SUPPLY 
SUPPLYING QUALITY MATERIALS TO BOAT OWNERS 

HULL FINISHERS AND BOATYARDS FOR OVER 20 YEARS 

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

Free 
Catalog! $00-333-0314 © 

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

lapstrake canoes, skiffs, dories. 

3 diameters: 1/167, 3/327, 1/87 
11 sizes: 3/4” to 1-3/8” 

Send $3 for Sample Packet & Info. 

STRA WBERY BANKE MUSEUM 
POB 300MB, Portsmouth, NH 03802 

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

Kits ¢ Plans * Books 
Cove & Bead Strips 

7 WOODWORKS inc. $3. 

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

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

EPOXIES 

MATSUSHITA 
Carbide-Tipped Blades 

Smoothest cuts. Thinnest kerf. Least power. 
‘“..much better than any other circular saw 
blade I ever used” (Robb White). “Cuts better 
than blades costing three times as much” (Mac 
McCarthy, Fe: ather Canoes). “I’ve fallen in 
love with the 7-1/4” Mz itsushite 1 blade” (Tho- 
mas Firth Jones). 
Best Buy: 7-1/4” comb., 1/16” kerf, $26 ppd 

Check or M.O. to: 

DAVE CARNELL 
322 Pages Creek Dr. 

Wilmington, NC 28411-7850 (910) 686-4184 
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‘We wrote tne book on epoxy. 
Right now, when you order our $10 Trial Kit from System Three, you'll 

also receive THE EPOXY BOOK free. 

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

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

you won't find anywhere else. 

So for only ten bucks you'll get THE 

EPOXY BOOK, plus 12 ounces of resin 

and hardener, fiberglass cloth, brushes, 

measuring cups, fillers, a roller cover, 

squeegee and gloves. It's a big box of 

Stuff that will give you a hands-on 

understanding of how epoxy works. 

Send us the coupon below or call our 

order desk at 1-800-333-5514 and 

use your credit card. Call now and 

your kit and book will be on their 

way to you today. 

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

SMOMEMI [1 
See us on the web at: 

http://www.systemthree.com 

Name: 

Address: 

City: ; ; Telephone: 

System Three Resins - 3500 West Valley Highway N + Suite 105 - Auburn, WA 98001 

(800) 842-3411 x 203 

SEE SMALL-CRAFT SAILS 

AND GET A QUOTE AT LER 

www.dabblersails.com 19% 

< 
a 

OR CONTACT US AT 

dab@crosslink.net 

Ph/fax 804-580-8723 

PO Box 235, Wicomico Ch., VA 22579 

Stuart K. Hopkins, Sole Prop 

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 

Burt’s Canoes 

Traditional Wood/Canvas Canoes 

BURT LIBBY 2103 Hallowell Rd. 
(207) 268-4802 Litchfield, ME 04350 

TRADITIONAL 
MARINE STOVES 

CAST IRON 

PORCELAIN ENAMELED 

WOOD BURNING 

HEATING & COOKING 

COMPACT 

NAVIGATOR 

STOVES 

718 486 8049 
WWW.MARINESTOVE.COM 



Classified Marketplace 
BOATS FOR SALE 

Sea Pearl 21 Cat Ketch, Hull # 201, marconi 
rigged, leeboards, green hull & gold sails. Hutch 
trir, Johnson 4hp long shaft OB, pram top. One 
owner boat which has been garaged since new when 
not in use. Extensive boat & cruising kit equipment 
incl. List available on request. Selling as package 
only. $7,000 firm. 
RICHARD J. DIX, P.O. Box 103, Hesperia, MI 
49421, (231) 854-3545. (19) 

16’ Hobie Catamaran, comp! w/trlr, beach dolly 
& storage box, all in vy gd cond, incl trampoline, 
life vests & accessories. $700 OBO. 
BOB REDDINGTON, Bay Head, NJ, (732) 295- 
1590, before 9am or after dark. (19) 

23’ Swedish Ljungstrom Hull, probably beyond 
repair but also have most of rig parts. 
NOBLE ENGE, 3348 St. Rd. 13, Switzerland, FL 
32259, (904) 287-2820. (19) 

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) 

18’ Alden “O” Boat, marconi rig, CB daysailer, 
pank on frame, blt ’98, launched ’01. $15,000 w/ 
trir. 
CHIP FLANAGAN, Portland, ME, (207) 799-3400, 
www.chipboat.com. (19P) 

Bolger Micro, in progress. Hull 80+% compl. Nds 
raised deck & sliding hatch. Masts are laminated & 
tapered, nd finishing. Lead keel poured & ready for 
attachment. Most small parts fabricated & ready for 
installation. Comes w/blueprints & building key. 
$750. 
BOB GERFY, Lopez Island, WA, (360) 468-4992, 
<rgerfy@interisland.net. (20) 

Nimble 20, tropical version. Dk green hull w/buff 
topsides. Bronze fittings w/teak trim, companion- 
way doors & interior. 3 tanbark sails in exc cond. 
Johnson 6hp Sail-Master engine, galv trlr w/new 
axle, new wheels, & 7.50x14 tires, spare wheel. 
Compass, Danforth w/rode, 12v battery, Pioneer ste- 
reo, fenders, docklines, etc. West Marine 9’ dinghy. 
A freshwater boat in gd cond, ready to go. Asking 
$10,000. 
TERRY HEINZ, 11963 Argenta Rd., Argenta, IL 

62501, (217) 795-2348 eves. (20) 

14’ Brockway Skiff, °93, clean, orig example of 
Earl’s classic wooden skiffs, w/’93 9.9hp Mercury, 
new galv trir, anchor/rode, 7’ oars, lines, etc. $1,950 
firm (pictured). 17’ Sea Kayak, °93 Wilderness 
Systems SeaLution XL model, Harry Tieken design, 
light use, list $1,350 new, asking $650 OBO. 14°10” 
Thompson Sea Mate, °65 vy gd orig example of 
this classic wooden lapstrake runabout, w/SOhp 
Mercury & trailer. One of the last built by Ray Th- 
ompson at the Peshtigo WI plant. $1,650 firm. 
BERNARD DENOYER, Ridgefield, CT, (203) 
438-7481 please leave message. (19) 

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. 

16’ Classic Wood Sloop, full keel, marconi rigged, 
cuddy, OB & trlr. Compl rblt, surveyed & insured. 
$7,000. 
HOLT VIBBER, Waterford, CT, (860) 442-7376. 
(19) 
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‘72 Marshall Catboat Hull, ’83, 26’ x 12’ x 26”. 
FG is about 7/8” thick at keel, solid, no core. Fin- 
ished out by Concordia Yachts, S. Dartmouth, MA. 

Chosen for its stability for a man in a wheelchair. 
75hp, 4cyl FWC Volvo diesel, 2:1 reduction w/less 
than 100 hrs. Edison hydraulic steering & wheel. 
Twin bilge keels. 2 bronze seacocks are only holes 
in bottom of boat. 5 dbl bronze steps on rudder & 
hull, 4 10” & 1 12” cleats, 4 chocks, 12 HD 
chainplates for any combo, dbl rubrails w/1/2 rnd 
guard, all above hvy bronze. Cabin section about 
1” of insulation, 9 cabin windows all opening, 
molded in deck shelf entire hull length, full length 
engine stringers 2” x 10”, extra stiffeners in hull. 
Crows nest, 2 gin poles. Gear that goes w/boat too 
much to list or remember. Also scale model of boat 
incl. $25,000. °72 Marshall 22, new sail & sail cover 
*99, 22hp Palmer (gas) runs vy well. Larger sail area 
than normal. Open arrangement below. Nds cosmet- 
ics & repairs around deck icebox. Sailed every day 
from May to November weather permitting. 
$19,000. 
BOB REDDINGTON, 235 Lake Ave., Bay Head, 
NJ 08742-4750, (732) 295-1590 before 9am or af- 
ter dark, at 81 I still go out to play every day. Sorry, 
no email. (20) 
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°06 WW Phinney Cat Boat, Matchless. LOA 26’. 
Beam 11’ 6”, draft 3’/5’, Power Westerbeke 4-107, 
Sail full batten Gaff 620sf area. This boat is a float- 
ing museum, an antique, not unlike my grandfather’s 
axe I inherited, (3 new handles, 4 heads). She is of- 
fered fully found for $45,000 firm. Serious parties 
can request a listing document for $5. Viewing by 
appointment. 
PETER HANEY, PO Box 3262, Bourne, MA 02532, 
(508) 759-9613. (20) 

Classic 18’ Pete Culler Kingston Lobster Boat, 
dbl sprit rig. Professionally restored in *’90s, now 
used as electric launch w/onvboard charger. Perfect 
picnic boat, well maintained. Trlr. Pd indr storage 
until spring. $8,500 OBO. 16’ Lowell Kayak, from 
Herreshoff design. Dbl paddle, folding seat, bright 
interior, coaming, transom & rails. $2,500 OBO. 
JANE MOODY, Newburyport, MA, (978) 462- 
4470, <janemoody@aol.com> (20) 
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FG Sailing Sneakbox. $350. 8’ Sumner Dinghy. 
$60. 
ROBERT O’NEILL, Brick, NJ, (732) 477-1107. 
(19P) 

12’ Bobcat, spars & sail exc, trlr gd, hull nds work. 
Asking $350. 
AMEY OR RICHARD GARBER, San Francisco, 

CA, (415) 863-0361. (20) 

Fleet Reduction Sale, #1 Whitehall Dinghy, 12’ x 
4’ rowing/sailing Jarvis Newman FG replica, 60sf 
sprit rig, pivoting CB, water-tight flotation-storage 
compartments, varnished mahagony gunwales, 2 
rowing stations. Vy solid clean cond. $400 firm. #2 
Whitholtz Catboat Dinghy. 11’ x 5’ FG, nds only 
minor interior work to compl. Vy fair & pretty; 
comes w/rudder, wood spars & brand new 75sf gaff 
sail. A grt project boat! $500 firm #3 Panther 
Daysailer, ultra high performance FG, 15.5’ x 7’, 
similar to Vanguard Vector but without asymetrical 
spinnaker. Planes in 12kts of wind. 100% ready to 
race or daysail. Comes w/exc sails & trlr.$400 firm. 
#4 MX Ray, as their ads say, “Simply the world’s 
fastest single handed monohull.” Has repeatedly 
been clocked at over 22kts, planes in 10kts of wind. 
13’ x 5’, 120lbs, carbon fiber spars, asymetrical spin- 
naker. Comes w/dolly & trlr. Cost over $6,000 in 
1997, sacrifice for $1,300 firm. #5 Whitehall Din- 
ghy Hull Shell, 10’ x 4’ FG rowing version. New, 
never finished, It wt has bulkheads installed to en- 
able it to be made into nesting dinghy. $150 firm. 
All boats are located in central Florida. 
JAY LUDVIGH, Deland FL, (386) 734-7129 eves 
6-8pm. Please talk to answering machine, we screen 
all our calls, < eludvigh@stetson.edu. (20) 

Bein, 

33’ Knutson Pilot Sloop, designed by Aage Nielson 
at Sparkman & Stephens. Blt °48. Universal 3cyl 
2 hp diesel, Nat Wilson sails. Exc cond. Specs & 
photos available. $38,000. 
BARBARA CELTO, Centerbrook, CT, (860) 767- 
0425. (21P) 

BOATS WANTED 

PennYan Swift, 12’ runabout, or Aristo-Craft Tor- 
pedo (2 seater), 14° runabout. 
JIM MANNING, Beverly, MA, (978) 922-6655, 
<pegrettiM@aol.com> (19) 

Small Boat, 13°-15’, single cyl engine 5-8hp. 
GERRY BUNTING, 150 Willow St., Roslyn, Hts, 
NY 11577, (516) 621-8886. (19) 

Pulling Boat, 18’-20’,,wherry preferred. Looking 
for fixed seat double for recreational & competitive 
rowing in New England. 
CRAIG ROBINSON, 156 Lincoln St., Hingham, 
MA 02043, (781) 749-7954, <ctrobinson@media 
one.net. (20) 

Ued Iceboat, any cond. 
GERMAINE CONNOLLY, Springfield Center, NY, 
(540) 338-5556, <gconnell@cvm.fda,gov> (20) 
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SALES & RIGGING FOR SALE 

Sail Rigs, salvaged from 2 vintage 15’ loa Snipe 
Class. 2 masts approx 17’, 2 booms approx 8’, | 
daggerboard. 2 sets older dacron sails (mains & jibs). 
No rigging to speak of. Free to a good home, take 
one or both. No guarantee. 
DANIEL COAKLEY, Arlington, MA, (781) 646- 
6355, leave message. (20) 

SALES & RIGGING WANTED 

Lightning Mast, wood (preferred) or aluminum. 
AL FITTIPALDI, Titusville, NJ, (609) 818-0350. 
(20) 

GEAR FOR SALE 

Classic Wood Cleats, guaranteed, stock or custom. 
Free information. 
WINTERS BROTHERS, P.O. Box 494, Caledonia, 
MI 49316. (21P) 

- Life's Too Short _ 
| 
| ses 

“Life’s Too Short to Own an Ugly Boat” Bumper 
Sticker, $1.50 ea, add $1 postage for up to 20. 
SOUTHPORT ISLAND MARINE, P.O. Box 320, 
Southport, ME 04576, (207) 633-6009. (TFP) 

Thule Roof Rack, fits car w/gutters. Kayak stacker 
& adj cradles for kayak/small boat. $70. 
LARRY TYTLA, Waterford, CT, (860) 444-2538. 
(20) 

Authentic Canvas Bo- 
sun Bucket, Made in 
Maine! Traditional 18th 
century English mari- 
time design Made of 
extra heavyweight natu- 
ral canvas. 5 handy out- 
side pockets with a 
double-weight web 
handle. Great for boat 
gear or onshore use! 
10.5” tall X 8.5” wide. 
$25, S&H $5. We ac- 
cept Visa, MasterCard 

& American Express. 

NORS, PO Box 143, Woolwich, Maine 04579 USA, 
(207) 985-6134, Fax (207) 985-7633, <nors @ 
loa.com>, Www.norsgear.com (20) 

There is nothing — absolutely nothing— 

half so much worth doing 

5 erences 

as simply messing about in boats. 

Famous Quotation & Illustration 
from The Wind in the Willows 

Tee $16.50, Tank $16.50, Long Sleeve $21.50, 
Sweatshirt $26.50, Tote Bag $18.00, Shipping $4. 
VISA/MC/AMEX. Other designs also available. 
DESIGN WORKS, Dept MC, Box 880, Silver 
Spring, MD 20918. For more information call toll 
free 877-637-7464 or visit our website www. 
messingabout.com (TFP) 

GEAR WANTED 

Used Water Rower Machine, working cond, in 
New England.Gd home, won’t work it too hard. 

WAYNE DONELSON, Ashburnham, MA, (978) 
827-6639, <donelson@tiac.nec> (19) 

Swap, S5Ohp 4 cyl Mercury OB w/short shaft, my 
boat takes a long shaft. Want to swap motors or find 
long shaft w/blown powerhead from which to sal- 
vage long shaft lower unit. : 
BOB WHITTIER, Box T, Duxbury, MA 02331, Fax 
(781) 934-1392, <whittier@mymailstation.com> 
(19) 

Boom Brake, for 30° sloop. Iceboat Skate for Ice 

Fish alum iceboat (pr. okay). Blt unknown. Have 
front skate. 
E. CASS, 81 HCR, Wellington, ME 04942, (207) 
683-2435, <edeshea@tdstelme. net> (20) 

BOOKS & PLANS FOR SALE 

*“Sleeper’’, 7°10” car toppable sailing cruiser. Slps 
2 below deck. Plans $37, info $3. 
EPOCH PRESS, 186 Almonte Blvd., Mill Valley, 
CA 94941 (TFP) 

BOAT PLANS & KITS - WWW.GLEN-L.COM: 
Customer photos. FREE how-to information, online 
catalog. Or send $9.95 for 216-PAGE DESIGN 
BOOK, includes FREE Supplies catalog. Over 240 
proven designs, 7°-55’. “How To Use Epoxy” 
Manual $2.00. 
GLEN-L, Box 1804/MA2, 9152 Rosecrans, Bell- 
flower, CA 90707-1804, 562-630-6258, www.Glen- 
L.com (TFP) 

Nutmeg (aka $200 Sailboat), Bolger design, 15°6"x 
4°6”. Plans w/comp! directions. $20. 
DAVE CARNELL, 322 Pages Creek Dr., 
Wilmington, NC 28411, <davecarnell@att.net> 

(TFP) 

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

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) 



New Design! Tape seam skiff built w/lines taken 
from a Westport work skiff. 17°10” x 6°3” It wt, 
strong & easy on the eyes. Building Plans $75, Visa/ 
MC JERRY MATHIEU, CUSTOM SKIFFS, Box 
3023, Westport, MA, 02790, (508) 679-5050, (508) 
636-8020. 

MAIB, 103 back issues from ’97. $25/OBO. e-mail 
for compl list. 
DENNY ORTMAN, 20 Maple Rd., York, PA 17403, 
(717) 741-4345, dennyo@juno.com (20) 

Afloat, complete sets of all 14 back numbers of this 
°00s British version of Messing About in Boats ed- 
ited & published by Carol & Dennis Davis. $30US 
payable to Dennis Davis sent by sea mail. 
CAROL & DENNIS DAVIS, 9 Great Burrow Rise, 
Northam, Bideford, Devon EX39 1TB, ENGLAND. 

(20) 

Small Boat Journal, pilot issue 3/79 through #72 
(#21 & #23 missing) plus 5 from ‘’90 & ‘’91. $100 
OBO plus shipping. 
LEON BAKKE, 1872 Walnut, Muskegon, MI 
49441, (231) 755-7528. (19P) 

WoodenBoat Magazines, 1995: 123, 125, 127. 
1996: 133. 1997: 135, 136, 137. 1998: 140, 141, 
144, 145.2000: 152, 153, 154, 155, 156, 157. $2.50 
ea plus p&h. Messing About in Boats Magazines, 
2000: Vol 18 Nos 1-14, Vol 17 Nos 18 & 20. $.30ea 
plus p&h. 
HOLT VIBBER, Waterford, CT, (860) 442-7376. 
(19) 

WoodenBoat Magazines, #6-160, some missing. 
Nobody wanted the whole lot for $300 so they’re 
available individually while they last at the follow- 
ing pricing postpaid: Single issue $5, 6 issue pack- 
ets $18, 12 issue packets $30. I'll prorate odd 
amounts to suit. Call w/your needs, I'll hold your 
issues awaiting your check. 
BOB HICKS, Wenham, MA, (978) 774-0906, 6- 
9pm best. (19) 

Flicka Sailboat, 20’ lod, | only comp! set of blue- 
prints, plans to build one boat. $350. 
GEORGE HAUX, Skaneateles, NY, (315) 685- 

6222, <haux@localnet.com> (19) 

Copies of Plans, from 20 Boats, Boatbuilder’s An- 
nuals, Boatbuilding Annuals, Motorboating Ideal 
Series. 
BILL SHAUGHNESSY, 16219 Lake Saunders Dr., 
Tavares, FL 32778. (20) 

From My Old Boat Shop, Weston Farmer’s great 
book republished with added Farmer material. 
$49.95 + $3 S&H, or send SASE for descriptive 
bulletin. 
WESTON FARMER ASSOCIATES, 18972 Azure 
Rd., Wayzata, MN 55391 (TF) 

MARINE RELATED ITEMS FOR SALE 

Help Wanted, Why go to grad school. Join our fast 
paced 86 year old team. We need bright, computer 
literate, hands-on people to work in our engine & 
marine gear center. We are looking for people in 
customer service, shipping/receiving, etc. Running 
shoes, a laptop, simple hand tools and a can-do atti- 
tude geare; = all pemplusses. PVISIC® | US“ mat 
wwwFoleyEngines.com, then fax a letter to (508) 

799-2276. 
FOLEY MARINE & INDUSTRIAL ENGINES, 
Worcester, MA 

Canoe Stabilizer 

COLUMBIA 
TRADING CO. 

BUY - SELL - Nautical Books 
FREE BOOK - Ship Models 
CATALOG 

On Line Catalog: 
www.columbiatrading.com 

1 Barnstable Rd., Hyannis, MA 02601 

(508) 778-2929 Fax (508) 778-2922 
nautical@capecod.net 

¢ Marine Art & Antiques 

There is nothing— absolutely nothing— 

Lal wv mech vordl Suing 
iy 

as simply messing hea im boats. 

Simply Messing About In Boats 
hirts & Tote Bags 

other designs available 

toll free 877-637-7464 
www.messingabout.com 

Ideal for safe, comfortable canoeing. Especially recommended for 
novice canoers - young or old. Also great for whitewater canoeing, 
hunting, fishing, or freight. Works on either side, allows for easy 
docking. Easily installed - no tools necessary. 
Only $159.50 U.S. 

Canoe Stabilizer Sail 
Now a canoe sail that really 
works. Attach easily to the 
canoe stabilizer and presto, 
you have a sailboat. 1800 
square inch Dacron sail. 
Complete with rudder, lan- 

yard, and sail support. 
Only $299.50 U.S. (Op- 
tional lee board available - 
only $79.00 U.S.) 

Mermaid Stabilizer 
PO. Box 1072 

North Battleford, Sask , Canada 

SIA 3&6 

Phonel Fax: (306 ) 398-2889 
1-300-215-5307 

Internel. Altp./ /waw.w2d com/mermaid 

©-mail: mermard@ w2d com 



«  Arunaway best seller, the FeatherLite is a 

e beautiful lightweight kayak with a large 

cockpit, adjustable footbraces, built-in 
6, HERITAGE 

flotation, a comfortable seat and conven- 

ient end carries. Highly stable and user friendly, it's a breeze to handle 

on the water... or on and off your vehicle! 

The FeatherLite Pro also includes molded rubber end carries, deck 

rigging and a shock cord "Paddle Park" feature. Both lightweight, 

rugged kayaks at affordable prices. 

Length 9'5" SUGESTED RETAIL: 

Weights 36/37 lbs. FeatherLite $299 

Carrying Capacity 300 lbs. FeatherLite Pro $399 

< HERITAGE > 
Heritage Kayaks = 55 Ballou Boulevard = Bristol, RI 02809 = (401) 253-3408 =» www.heritagekayaks.com 

If the FeatherLite is not available through a nearby retail dealer, Heritage can coordinate delivery through a participating dealership. 
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