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Looking Ahead... 

Greg Grundtisch reports on “The Great 
Lakes Wooden Sailboat Society Regatta”; and 
I drop by the Essex Shipbuilding Museum to 
witness “The Launching of the Alewife’’, a 
1670s sailing cargo scow; 

Ron Hoddinott tells us how it is “Sailing 
With a Legend”; Gordon South experiences a 
blustery day afloat in “Last Sail of the Sea- 
son”; Francis Walter chronicles the “Delivery 
of the Kassablanca Too”; From Fore An’ Aft 

(1927) we read about “The Pilgim of the Pa- 
cific’; Dave Buckman concludes his cruising 
tale fom his book, Bucking the Tide, in “Two 
Guys Cruise Narragansett Bay to New Hamp- 
shire - Part - 3”; and Bill Gamblin’s “Looking 
Back” series tells about “Steering with the 
Sheets”; 

Andreas Jordahl Rhude discusses his sav- 
ing of an old Thompson sailboat in “An 
Oldtimer Returns Home”; Richard Kolin in- 
troduces one of his favorite things, “The 
Shoalwater Bay Oyster Dinghy”; Jim 
Michalak offers his latest design for review, 
“Caprice”; Mark van Abbema introduces his 
“Mark V39 Outboard Powered Cabin 
Sharpie”; Glen L introduces their “TNT...Tiny 
& Terrific”; Robb White continues his “Din- 
ghies - Part 3”; and Phil Bolger & Friends 
bring us an update on their “Viking Ship”. 
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Commentary... 
Bob Hicks, Editor 

In Issue #36 of David Stookey’s Open 
Water Rowing magazine, he announces that 
he is bowing out after five years. David cited 
several reasons for this, amongst them, he had 
found that time for his own rowing was di- 
minished by the need to spend time pursuing 
articles for the magazine, and that feeling that 
every outing he did undertake should be grist 
for the mill. To me the most telling reason was 
that he was finding that he was repeating him- 
self, much as the major consumer magazines 
rerun the standard stuff year after year for 
newbies, all the “getting into” and “how to” 
topics. He said, “if my writing is begining to 
seem repetitive to me, what must it seem like 
to my readers?” 

But, open water rowers do not despair, 
for David has arranged, in his exit from maga- 
zine editing and publishing, to be replaced by 
a sort of consortium of rowing enthusiast writ- 
ers under the overall direction of Doug Kid- 
der, the owner of Maas Boats, “who is orga- 

nizing a continent-wide group of editors to 
represent the wide diversity of our sport.” 

This announcement recalled to me the 
day five years ago when David visited with 
me for a few hours to talk about the realities 
of publishing small special interest magazines. 
I played the role of devil’s advocate to some 
degree, for this is not a business which prom- 
ises ample income, it has to be undertaken as 
a labor of love with just enough hope for fi- 
nancial return to sustain it. David absorbed all 
the bad news and went ahead anyway, to the 
benefit of many who are open water rowing 
enthusiasts. 

The danger of repeating oneself is high 
in any publication which intends to cover too 
narrowly focussed an activity, and open water 
rowing certainly is that. How much can you 
say about this sport before that repetition 
David found creeping up on him sets in, and 
for how long? Small club newsletters, often 
quarterly or even bi-annually published by 
volunteers who come and go, with no hopes 
for earning anything more than their costs of 
publication usually serve such narrowly de- 
fined interests. 

I have gotten away with this small maga- 
zine publishing for 44 years now because I 
soon learned back when I launched my first 
small, narrowly focussed motorcycle sport 
magazine that I had to broaden out its cover- 

age beyond the particular way I played that 
game to include the many other ways that sport 
is played, and also to reach outside of my own 
New England focus. I quickly acquired 
“freelance” writers and photographers, who | 
could not afford to pay, who had their own 
activities and events they wished to see in 
print. 

Over the 24 years of publishing my two 
different magazines catering to motorcycling 
sport, I never ran into any danger of repeating 
myself, as the activity was so vigorously grow- - 
ing that it constantly generated new issues and 
happenings. My comments thus ranged far and 
wide, as did the feature stories I personally 
wrote. 

With all this experience behind me, and 
having achieved a level of income that would 
support our undemanding lifestyle, I decided 
I’d had enough after 24 years and bowed out. 
Then, launching Messing About in Boats was 
a return to “square one”. Once again I was 
writing everything and once again we had no 
money. This was okay as we’d had so much 
fun the first time around that we looked for- 
ward to this new round eventually getting 
above water financially and attracting the va- 
riety of inputs it would need to prevent repeti- 
tion. 

The choice of title was deliberately made 
to invoke an open ended broadguage interest 
in boats and those who love them. It was done 
to encourage readers to share their experiences 
and thus avoid it being only what I had to say. 
Many of you have made this a success, there 
is no lack of variety and novelty on our pages, 
thanks to all of you who contribute. 

I do have to watch myself on this page, 
however, because I am now at that time of life 
when we tend to enjoy telling the same old 
stories over and over again. What saves me 
from becoming tediously repetitive (I do get 
into some topics perhaps too often) are the 
constantly new topics and issues which our 
broad guage activities and interests generate, 
upon which I find myself pontificating. 
David Stookey just gave me the latest, thank 
you David, and enjoy your newfound freedom 
from journalistic toil. And I wish Doug Kid- 
der and his continent-wide group of editors 
much success and enjoyment in their newly 
acquired labor of love. 

On the Cover... 

The Millenium Buzzard is one of the more exotic craft to appear annually in the Great 
Connecticut River Raft Race, Steve Layden has much more on this for us in this issue. 
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Although wooden passenger vessels help 
keep our maritime heritage and traditions alive, 
Coast Guard statistics indicate that the casu- 
alty rate is proportionately much higher for 
inspected wooden passenger vessels than for 
inspected passenger vessels built of other ma- 
terials. This is bad. 

A study of these statistics indicate hull 
failure as the major cause of casualties and 
the fact that the average age of the vessels suf- 
fering hull failure casualties is 38 years indi- 
cates a serious problem with our Coast Guard 
inspection system. However the Coast Guard 
is not solely responsible. Many of us in the 
industry knew that Coast Guard did not give 
their inspectors proper training or experience 
long before the statistics or the current new 
rules came out. 

However, rather than trying to change 
things, we remained passive as long as the 
vessels we each worked on passed inspection. 
It was our passiveness that allowed the Coast 
Guards system of training its wooden boat in- 
spectors to become, and remain, totally inept. 
It was also our passiveness that allowed the 
Coast Guard to implement the latest new rules. 
In short, these require any new wooden vessel 
that carries more than six passengers and op- 
erates in cold water to have four built-in, 
water-tight bulkheads. When coupled with the 
Coast Guard’s regulations concerning means 
of escape from compartments, this new regu- 
lation reduces any new, small wooden passen- 
ger vessel that is intended for use in cold wa- 
ter to little more than a floating box of lad- 
ders. These new rules will only hinder our 
industry and not help the problem. We now 
‘owe it to ourselves, our industry and to the 
passengers on wooden vessels to demand a 
change. 

After reading an article that appeared in 
WoodenBoat #161 which explained these new 
rules, I sent a letter to my Senator, John Kerry, 
that brought up some issues I had concerning 
them. Following this letter, I met with the 
Coast Guard in Washington where they ex- 
plained that most of their inspectors received 
one week of training in. wooden boat inspec- 

_tion school. This is an insult to those of us who 

have spent our lives learning the art. 
The Coast Guard also told us that they 

had sent five hundred people to school to con- 
duct six hundred wooden hull exams a year. 

A Look at the 

Crisis in USCG 
Wooden Vessel 

Inspections 
By Harold Burnham 

Knowing this, it is no wonder that wooden boat 
inspectors lack experience. If the Coast Guard 
had sent ten wooden boat inspectors to fifty 
weeks of school and let those ten inspectors 
gain the necessary experience by doing all of 
the wooden hull exams, we would not have 
any hull failure accidents on wooden boats. 

As the Coast Guard statistics clearly in- 
dicate, the new rules will have little effect on 
wooden passenger vessel safety. Further, their 
failure to even address the issue of inspection 
leads me to believe that they feel they had more 
important things to deal with than wooden boat 
safety. Sadly, in the wake of the September 11 
tragedies I must admit they do. 

Rather than forgetting about the safety 
of wooden passenger vessels, I have been 

working with some local inspectors from Bos- 
ton. While I have been sharing with them what 
I know about wooden boats, they have given 
me some insight about the Coast Guard. What 
I have discovered is that although there are 
those in Washington who would resist change, 
most Coast Guard inspectors I talk to encour- 
age it. Many of them recognized faults with 
the system and mention that this subject should 
have been brought up years ago. 

Luckily in this country it is never too late 
to do the right thing and these problems are 
not hard to solve. However, we must first get 
them recognized. Currently, under-trained and 
inexperienced inspectors are being asked to 
make decisions that our industry and our lives 
depend on. It is up to us to help them get the 
training and experience they need. 

The following remarks address the con- 
cerns I have with these new Coast Guard regu- 
lations, and some concerns I have developed 
regarding the Coast Guard’s ability to ad- 
equately inspect wooden hulled passenger 
vessels. 

As far as my background goes, while 
growing up in Essex, Massachusetts, it only 

seemed natural that I would play some role in 
our town’s shipbuilding industry as my ances- 
tors have been doing for the past eleven gen- 
erations or so. Unfortunately, back then, al- 
though the appeal for wooden boats was grow- 
ing, the market for new ones was shrinking at 
an alarming rate. I therefore found myself at 
Massachusetts Maritime Academy, pursuing 
a career in the merchant marines. 

At the same time I never gave up my 
dream of building wooden boats in Essex and 
when not at school or at sea, I continued to 
build and rebuild boats. Two of these vessels 
were small, authentic New England fishing 
sloops I used to start a charter business taking 
people lobstering under sail. In 1996, using 
my business as a model, Captain Tom Ellis of 
Gloucester, Massachusetts, hired me to design 
and build him an authentic representation of a 
Gloucester fishing schooner for commercial 
passenger use. 

Ten months later, the Thomas E. Lannon 

was launched and immediately became rec- 
ognized as a landmark by the people of 
Gloucester. Her constant presence in the har- 
bor serves not only as a reminder of the role 
Essex-built schooners played in the fisheries, 
but also of the role the fisheries played in 
Gloucester. What is more is that with the 
Lannon’s success, and afterwards my success- 
ful completion of the Chebacco boat Lewis H. 
Story, which I built for the Essex Historical 
Society, I am hoping to keep our town’s ship- 
building heritage alive for at least one more 
generation building traditional historic repli- 
cas and representations for commercial pas- 
senger use. 

Although when I started building the 
Lannon most folks thought I was crazy, with 
her success a lot of people have become quite 
optimistic about my career as a shipbuilder. I 
have received a good deal of national and in- 
ternational media coverage and recently, the 
Massachusetts Cultural Council awarded me 
a Traditional Artist Grant to help me pursue 
my dream. More importantly, last winter I was 
commissioned to do a preliminary design of, 
and proposal to build, a representation of 
America’s first naval warship, the Hannah, for 

a party hoping to use her out of Beverly, Mas- 
sachusetts, in a similar manner as the Lannon 
is used out of Gloucester. 

I bring all this up because in designing 
the Hannah, I discovered the new, unneces- 
sary, restrictive and burdensome regulations 
concerning wooden boats which came into 
effect on March 11th of this year. What is 
equally concerning is that in researching this 
regulation, I have developed doubts about the 
Coast Guard’s ability to insure the safety of 
our wooden passenger vessels. 

As far as the new regulation goes, it took 
me quite some time to figure it all out. I must 
congratulate Matt Murphy, editor of 
WoodenBoat magazine, for publishing an ar- 
ticle which was written by one of the bureau- 
crats who helped make the regulations. In 
short, the regulation requires any new wooden 
vessel that carries more than six passengers 
and operates in cold water to have four (the 
article states three, but it is four) built-in, 

water-tight bulkheads. What the article does 
not mention is that when coupled with the 
Coast Guard’s regulations concerning means 
of escape from compartments, this new regu- 
lation reduces any new, small wooden passen- 
ger vessel that is intended for use in cold wa- 
ter to little more than a floating box of lad 



ders. This is the reason why vessels under 65’ 
have never been subject to the regulations re- 
quiring subdivision (watertight 
compartmentation) and why vessels that are 
built of steel, fiberglass, aluminum or any other 
material are not required to have subdivision 
today. 

There are many aspects of this regula- 
tion that bother me beyond its stifling nature. 
First, it arbitrarily addresses wood as if wood 
were one material and second, it arbitrarily 
addresses traditional construction as if there 
were only one way to build a wooden boat. It 
is basic knowledge that there are different 
kinds of wood and that the properties of dif- 
ferent species of wood, such as oak and balsa, 
are as different as the properties of fiberglass 
and aluminum. It is also basic knowledge that 
there are many traditional ways to build a 
wooden boat which utilize the different types 
of wood in different ways, and it is again arbi- 
trary to classify all traditional methods as one. 

Further, to lump all mechanical fasten- 
ers including screws, nails and trunnels (and 
although not specifically mentioned in the 
regulation, bolts and rivets) as if they were all 

the same without even mentioning what ma- 
terial these mechanical fasteners were made 
out of is also arbitrary. It is basic knowledge 
that there is a difference between a wooden 
trunnel, an iron nail, a bronze bolt and a cop- 
per rivet, and the fact that the new regulation 
does not recognize any of this only proves the 
total ignorance of those responsible for its 
writing. 

What upset me more is that when I started 
calling the Coast Guard, the reason I was given 
for the institution of this “equivalency” was 
that USCG inspected wooden passenger ves- 
sels were “losing planks”. This is not logical. 
Equivalency means equal and anyone who has 
ever been to sea knows a sound, stable hull is 
equal to a sound, stable hull no matter what it 
is built out of. However, it is basic knowledge 
that an unsound hull is only equal to a death 
trap and a wooden vessel subject to losing 
planks is not and cannot be considered a sound 
hull whether it has bulkheads or not. 

On most conventionally-built, small 
wooden passenger vessels with longitudinal 
planking and transverse frames, it would be 
rare to find a plank which would not cross at 
least one of the bulkheads required by the rules 
for subdivision. Therefore, the “loss” of al- 
most any plank on almost any boat subject to 
the equivalency would cause the flooding of 
not one, but two compartments, and the sink- 
ing of the vessel in spite of the bulkheads. 
Then, of course, there is that cold water thing! 
If there was ever a pile of bureaucratic non- 
sense, this is it. A sinking vessels is a very 
dangerous thing, and whether the water is 
fifty-eight degrees or sixty-one hardly matters. 
The only way to insure the safety of a wooden 
hull is to insure that the planks will not fall 
off. 

Thankfully, the wooden boat building 
industry has developed standards of construc- 
tion to insure that our vessels are sound and 
that if they are properly maintained, they will 
remain so throughout their active lives. 

So, in looking at this regulation, there 
were three questions I asked myself. The first 
was: “Where did these ridiculous regulations 
come from?” The second was: “Why, with our 

time-honored standards, are Coast 

Guard-inspected passenger vessels losing 
planks?” And thirdly, I asked myself: What 
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has the Coast Guard done, beyond making 
these ridiculous regulations, to solve the real 
problem, which was of course the fact that 
planks were falling off Coast Guard-inspected 
wooden boats. 

The answer to the first two questions be- 
came readily apparent in the accident report 
of the El Toro II. The El Toro II was a 
34-year-old USCG-inspected passenger ves- 
sel which sank near Point Lookout. Maryland, 
on December 5, 1993, killing two of its pas- 
sengers and one of its crew. Listed in Appen- 
dix C of this report are six other wooden 
USCG-inspected passenger vessels which 
sank due to hull failure between 1973 and 
1989. For some reason, it seems as if the E/ 
Toro II casualty drew a lot more attention to 
the issue of wooden boat safety than did the 
other casualties. What caused the E/ Toro II 
accident was that she “lost” three planks due 
to failed fastenings. Interestingly, she was a 
deadrise (a type of boat with short transverse 
bottom planking) that happened to have five 
bulkheads and if these bulkheads had been 
made watertight, they may have kept her afloat 
until help arrived. Finally, it is also interest- 
ing to note that the cause of the three deaths 
was hypothermia (exposure to cold water). 

This latest regulation, which threatens my 
business building historic replicas and repre- 
sentations of indigenous New England schoo- 
ners out of only the best available materials, 
is nothing more than a kneejerk reaction to 
the sinking of a 34-year-old iron nail-fastened 
Chesapeake Bay deadrise that the Coast 
Guard, by all rights, should have condemned 
before it left port. 

From where I stand, the Coast Guard to- 
tally missed the boat with their regulations. 
Given the fact that the vessels listed in the re- 
port that sank due to hull failure averaged 
thirty-eight years of age, I see nothing wrong 
with the viability of wood as a construction 
material for passenger vessels. The truth is that 
most of those vessels were probably not built 
to last that long and anyone with even modest 
intellect can see that the Coast Guard inspec- 
tors were greatly lacking in their ability to 
detect an unsound hull. Yet, what is the Coast 
Guard’s response to these accidents? They 
blamed the hull material, the manufacturers, 

and while they were at it, they blamed the 
water temperature. Isn’t it strange that we are 
faced with these kind of regulations when the 
regulatory body itself is largely responsible for 
the accidents. 

Although I do not recognize deadrise 
construction as the best, these boats are about 
as simple and straightforward as wooden boats 
get. There are very few planks on the bottom 
of these boats that have any shape at all and 
there wasn’t a plank on the bottom of the E/ 
Toro I] that was more than 8’ long. Further, as 
none of her planks were fastened at more than 
five points, even a marginally-experienced 
boat carpenter should have been able to pull 
almost any one of the vessel’s bottom planks 
and replace it with another one in just a few 
hours. Doing this in front of the Coast Guard 
inspector would have allowed the inspector to 
check not only the condition of the fasteners, 
but the frames, stringers and chines as well. 
As terrible as it sounds, given the condition of 
the fasteners, the Coast Guard inspector should 
have been able to remove a plank himself by 
giving it a good kick from the inside. 

My seven-year-old son can tell you if you 
put an iron nail in salt water it will rust, and 

the fact that the Coast Guard inspector who 
looked at the E/ Toro I/ nine months before 
the accident didn’t pull any planks can only 
be attributed to total incompetence. Further- 
more, the fact that the inspector didn’t even 
check the fastenings in spite of the fact that 
the previous inspector told him to do so in the 
last drydock report can only be attributed to 
negligence. Also, that the previous inspector 
didn’t remove any planks or fasteners himself 
when he suggested that the next inspector 
should can only be attributed to more incom- 
petence and negligence. 

Add to this that six other Coast 
Guard-inspected wooden passenger vessels 
sank due to hull failure can only be attributed 
to an entirely failed system. What really both- 
ers me most, however, is that the bureaucratic 

response to these accidents was more igno- 
rant and negligent than the failed inspections. 

Looking at the 1996 Federal Register it 
appears that at the same time the Coast Guard 
was coming up with this “construction equiva- 
lency” for new wooden hulls, they were at- 
tempting to make wooden boats safer by re- 
ducing the drydock interval for wooden ves- 
sels over twenty years old, as if having your 
vessel inspected by an incompetent every year 
instead of every two years is actually going to 
help. 

The El Toro II sank less than nine months 
after her last inspection. The Coast Guard re- 
ceived a number of comments on this. Some 
folks believed “the 20-year age requirement 
is arbitrary and not supported by casualty sta- 
tistics”. Others said “age has nothing to do with 
a well-maintained vessel, regardless of hull 
material”. Still others said “if Coast Guard 
inspectors knew what they were looking at, 
ill-maintained vessels would be found, and all 
wood vessels would not have to be targeted”. 

Considering these comments, those in 
charge of the new rules decided not to require 
the reduced drydock interval for wooden pas- 
senger vessels. Part of their response states that 
“since the El Toro II casualty in December 
1993, the Coast Guard has revised Naviga- 
tional and Vessel Inspection Circular (NVIC) 
No. 1-63, Notes On Inspection And Repair Of 
Wooden Hulls, “to provide more detailed and 
current guidance on the inspection of wooden 
hulls. This should enable Coast Guard OCMIs 
to better target the marginally maintained 
wooden vessels within their zones and allow 
them to reduce the drydock inspection inter- 
val on select vessels when there is sufficient 
evidence of lack of maintenance.” 

Hooray for the NVIC! It seems that the 
bureaucrats in the Coast Guard felt that be- 
cause of the revised NVIC, they could ignore 
everything that the industry was telling them 
about inspectors not knowing what they were 
looking at and that there would be no more 
“lost” planks. At the same time, the bureau- 
crats could still justify the existence of their 
proposed construction equivalency as they 
didn’t get any comments on this. 

This was about as logical as kicking a 
dead horse and the trouble is that I was just 
sleeping. Although I must admit this kick has 
got me a bit miffed, I feel a moral obligation 
not only to try to eliminate the equivalency, 
but to do something to help solve the real prob- 
lem before anyone else is killed. 

The reason the wooden boat building in- 
dustry didn’t comment on the proposed regu- 
lation in the Federal Register is that there re- 
ally isn’t a major wooden boat building indus- 



try left and that none of us building boats have 
been reading the Federal Register. In fact, I 
only know of four vessels built in the past five 
years that would be affected by the new regu- 
lations. 

However, two of these vessels were rep- 
licas of important historic sailing vessels that 
serve as icons of their communities. Further, 
although we don’t pay as much attention to 
the regulatory process as we probably should, 
those of us building these vessels are also 
well-respected members of our communities, 
known for our integrity and our love for our 
craft. Keeping our traditions alive is not an 
easy task yet we feel it is an important one 
and we are going to do whatever it takes to 
preserve this important aspect of our maritime 
heritage. 

Interestingly, most of the wooden boat 
building industry now looks at the use of iron 
fastenings in a new wooden boat as bad prac- 
tice and most of the vessels we are building 
today are not the problem ones that the Coast 
Guard is having difficulty detecting, but some 
of the finest examples of American watercraft 
ever created. In my case, I use nothing but the 
best available materials including all bronze 
and locust trunnel fastenings in the hope that 
these vessels will not only represent our heri- 
tage, but will also reflect on our own integrity 
for generations to come. On the other hand, 
no matter how well we build our boats, at some 
point these vessels will need a regulatory body 
capable of insuring that they are properly 
maintained, or all of our efforts will be in vain. 

So why is it that I do not believe the NVIC 
solved the problem? Well, having looked 
NVIC over, I feel it is an excellent publica- 
tion. The trouble is that most of the material 
contained in it has been available to the pub- 
lic and to Coast Guard inspectors for a long, 
long time. In fact, much of the information in 
the NVIC was rehashed and condensed from 
a Navy publication that was written just after 
World War II. The ugly truth is that the prob- 
lem with Coast Guard-inspected passenger 
vessels is not what the Coast Guard doesn’t 
know, but what it has forgotten and in the long 
run, more regulations and publications will do 
little to fix this. 

The first paragraph of Chapter Four of 
the NVIC reads, “Inspection of wooden ves- 
sel construction requires knowledge and judg- 
ment. Inspection is made to determine that the 
vessel is safe and has reasonable chance of 
remaining so until the next scheduled inspec- 
tion. A good basic knowledge of wood con- 
struction and the deficiencies to which it is 
susceptible is essential.” 

For years I have heard stories about in- 
competent Coast Guard inspectors; my favor- 
ite is the one about the guy who dug away at 
the trunnel in the Essex-built schooner 
Roseway (a national historic landmark built 
in 1925) for half an hour looking for the fas- 
tening underneath it. What is worse is that I 
am still hearing these stories. In 1997, after 
the El Toro II, and after NVIC was revised, 
the Coast Guard officer inspecting the passen- 
ger schooner Thomas E. Lannon that I was 
building here in Essex, Massachusetts, asked 
me if I was using locally grown mahogany in 
the topside planking! Although stories like this 
seem absurd, given their frequency, I cannot 
blame the individual inspectors for their in- 
competence. 

From talking with Coast Guard inspec- 
tors and people in the industry whom have 

worked closer to the Coast Guard than I, it 
seems that there are three reasons inspectors 
are not gaining that basic knowledge of 
wooden boat construction. The first reason is 
that inspections are all done within districts 
and that a man might be inspecting a tank barge 
one day and a wooden passenger boat the next. 
Therefore, as wooden boats are becoming 

‘ scarcer, inspectors are not getting enough ex- 
posure to them to gain the necessary experi- 
ence to make proper inspections or logical 
conclusions about their seaworthiness. The 
second reason is that inspectors are being regu- 
larly transferred all around by the Coast Guard 
so that by the time an inspector learns a little 
about wooden boats, he gets transferred. The 
third reason is that inspectors learn a lot of 
basics overseeing new construction and as 
there aren’t many new wooden vessels being 
built, most current inspectors are missing this 
very unportant part of their education. Obvi- 
ously, when you combine these three factors, 

what you wind up with is the E/ Toro IT acci- 
dent. 

The 1994 NTSB report on the El Toro IT 
stated that the Coast Guard inspected about 
1,400 wooden passenger vessels a year and 
that at least 1,000 of these were over 15 years 
old. Given that few wooden vessels are built 
today and that after the accident, the Coast 
Guard stepped up inspection procedures on 
wooden boats, this number has in all probabil- 
ity been reduced considerably. However, given 
that many small wooden passenger vessels are 
also national historic landmarks and icons of 
our maritime heritage, I believe that number 
will never approach zero. 

It seems to me that as long as we have 
any wooden commercial passenger vessels out 
there, none of them will be safe unless they 
are inspected by people who possess that “ba- 
sic knowledge” mentioned above, and as time 
goes by, the wooden boats out there are get- 
ting older and older, so having good inspec- 
tors is becoming more essential with every 
passing year. What I suggest is that the Coast 
Guard pick a handful of its most knowledge- 
able inspectors and charge them with the 
drydock inspections of all wooden-hulled ves- 
sels. Further, I suggest that they leave these 
wooden boat inspectors in their positions un- 
til they retire. Finally, I would suggest that this 
ridiculous construction equivalency be re- 
moved as quickly as possible in order to help 
benefit inspectors with the experience gained 
from witnessing the construction of wooden 
boats. 

One inspector told me he learned more 
inspecting a vessel’s construction than he ever 
did in the schools or doing inspections in the 
field and I honestly believe that the Coast 
Guard’s flagrant attempt at snuffing out the 
remaining embers of our industry is not only 
sad and pathetic, but dangerous as well. 

Most builders, myself included, would be 
glad to discuss our methods with inspectors 
and help to educate them in any way we can, 
for we know that when we are through, the 
safety of our vessels will largely rely on their 
judgment. What I dream of is a day when Coast 
Guard inspectors possess that basic knowledge 
to provide helpful advice to people like me 
who are building boats. 

In conclusion, I would say that although 

a sound wooden vessel is equivalent to a ves- 
sel built of any other material, for preserving 
our maritime heritage and culture there is no 
equivalent to a traditional wooden boat. 

Like to Hear 

More from Harold? 

Harold Burnham, along with Mike 
Rutstein, will be talking on Tuesday, June 11 
at 7:30pm in the Waterline Center at the Essex 
Shipbuilding Museum, Essex, Massachusetts, 
about the Fame, Mike’s new boat being built 
by Harold for the charter trade in Salem. It is 
a 55’ reconstruction of a very successful Essex 
built schooner that sailed out of Salem as a 
privateer during the War of 1812. For more 
information or directions, call (978) 768-7541 
MWE 10 - 4, or leave a message for a return 

call anytime. 

ATLANTIC 
COASTAL 
KAYAKER 

Now in our 11th season! 

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

SUBSCRIBE NOW! 
Atlantic Coastal Kayaker 
will bring you 40 pages 
monthly all about sea 

kayaking, 10 times a year 
(March through December) 

All this for only $22 
(10 issues)! 

Like to see a sample issue? 
Just ask. 

Subscription Order Form 

Name: 

Address: 

City: 

States - eee Zap; 

Send check for $22 payable to: 

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



You write to us about... 

Adventures & Experiences... 

We’re Back on the Waterway Again! 
My wife Margaret and I traveled the ICW 

(Ditch, Intercoastal Waterway) from Virginia 
to south Florida this past year for the first lime 
in Traveller, our 1980 32’ Evasion Beneteau 
Ketch Motor-Sailer. We were totally entranced 
with the beauty and diversity of the waterway. 
We penned this song that we sang each day as 
we re-entered the waterway. It sounds better 
after the second cup of coffee! We would like 
to share this (at no cost) with other boaters 
who enjoy this same ICW experience. (Sung 
to the tune of “We’re Back in the Saddle 
Again’). 

We’re back in the waterway again, 
Back where the markers are our friends, 

Where the dolphins often play and 
seabirds swoop and sway, 

We’re back in the waterway again! 

We’re back in the waterway again, 
Back where fellow boaters are our friends, 

Where the tides come and go and 
sea breezes often blow, 

We’re back in the waterway again! 

We’ re back in the waterway again, 
Back where new adventures can begin, 
Where we’re free as the breeze and 

can travel as we please, 
We’re back in the waterway again! 

Copyrighted by Wm. H. (Bill) and Mar- 
garet Hummel, 2001, Wilmington, NC 

Information of Interest... 

LCMM Small Boat Show Coming Soon 
The Lake Champlain Maritime Museum 

will host our annual Small Boat Show on July 
6 and 7. We look forward to meeting new ex- 
hibitors and to welcoming back old friends. 
Our Small Boat Show has earned a reputation 
as one that provides great promotional oppor- 
tunities, superb organization and a spirit of 
camaraderie among visitors and boat builders 
alike. 

Our 2002 Small Boat Show will continue 
to celebrate the living tradition of boatbuilding. 
In conjunction with this year’s event we will 
premier a new museum exhibit titled 
“Boatbuilding in the Champlain Valley”, the 
first comprehensive overview of Lake 
Champlain’s historic vessels. As an added at- 
traction for visitors and to raise funds for mu- 
seum programming, we will host a “Shipyard 
Sale” offering used but still serviceable boats 
and accessories. We welcome donations of 
goods or equipment! 

We are proud of our relaxed and friendly 
environment and stunning location, and hope 
that you will join us at this year’s event. 

Lake Champlain Maritime Museum, 
RR#3, Box 4092, Vergennes, VT 05491, (802) 
475-2022. 
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What Happens at Atlantic Challenge Foun- 
dation 

Here at Atlantic Challenge Foundation, 
we build wooden boats, teach people to sail, 
connect people with their maritime heritage, 
offer community rowing and boating oppor- 
tunities, teach traditional skills, run leadership 
expeditions and involve people of all ages in 
community building activities. 

Why do we do all of this? The smile ona 
10 year-old’s face after a perfect docking. The 
look of pride and accomplishment when an 
apprentice launches that first boat. The confi- 
dent walk of youth returning from leadership 
expeditions. The look that passes between a 
middle school youngster and marine mentor 
when together, they’ ve worked out the answer 
to a difficult problem. These moments make 
all we do well worth the effort! 

Daily, we watch young people and adults 
alike take part in our programs. As they grow 
and work together, we see them discover their 
worth in a team, their own abilities and 

strengths. They emerge from their experiences 
as stronger individuals with a sene of their 
connectedness and worth in the community. 

The connection to traditional skills and ~ 
maritime history gives a solid anchor while 
self-confidence and skills give individuals the 
tools to soar. 

We invite you to join others in support- 
ing our valuable community programs. 

$50 provides a middle school youngster 
with two weeks of marine mentoring. 

$75 funds a lecture presentation for the 
community. 

$100 maintains a youth sailing boat. 
$175 teaches a young person to sail. 
$250 maintains a keel boat for adult sail- 

ing. 
$500 buys supplies for an expedition. 
$1,000 buys wood for apprentices to 

build boats. 
Thank you for your generous support! 

Atlantic Challenge Foundation is a 
not-for-profit 501(c)(3) educational institution. 
Your donation is tax deductible. 

Atlantic Challenge Foundtion, 643 Main 
St. Rockland, ME 04841, (207) 594-1800, 
www.atlanticchallenge.com,<info@ 
atlanticchallenge.com> 

Southern Boatbuilders Neglected 
So little has been written about southern 

boatbuilders that I thought it might interest 
some readers to know about the following 
book: 

Andrew Jackson Higgins & the Boats 
That Won World War II, by Jerry E. Strahan. 
The author details the engineering and manu- 
facturing innovations of this forgotten pioneer 
in boatbuilding. 

It’s on sale for $11.95 through July 31, 
2002. Cat # STJACP from the Louisiana State 
University Press, P.O. Box 25053, Baton 
Rouge, LA 70894-5053 

Stanley T. Markocki, Pt. Washington, NY. 

Last Chance to Get Your Copy 
A few years back | published Captain 

Nemo’s Cookbook Papers. Everyone's Guide 
to Zen the Art of Boating in Hard Times 
Illustrated---a Nautical Fantasy, by Hal 
Painter. This book had a brief previous incar- 
nation with a publisher who cancelled it sup- 
posedly due to dislike of its counterculture 
concepts. It supposedly received a big buildup 
before that company changed hands, but then 
it Was never seen again. How many boat books 
have been suppressed? I think it’s in a league 
of its own. One day I ran across a copy. I liked 
it and contacted the author. He jumped for joy. 
I reprinted it. You may have seen a classified 
ad for it here in MAIB. 

I find that boat culture books are sorely 
lacking which show plainfolks boat culture as 
it is today. This realistic, humorous novel is 
built up around a carefree view of what it 
means to be a non “Fancy Lad” boat person. 
It includes insights into life as a boat-bum ina 
marina in a yuppifying district (isn’t it fun?). 
It keys off of what it’s like to live aboard the 
usual not-quite-ready boat...while dreaming of 
far-off places...then to actually make an 
ill-advised getaway. I found it to be spot-on. 
It has it all, plus helpful visits from a cranky 
Nemo! He was very fed up with yuppies, too, 
if you recall. It even has recipes, suitable for a 
small galley even when hungover. I’d say this 
book fits in with the Tristan Jones vein of 
sea-literature. Toss in a bit of Pirsig’s Lila. Hal 
has, I'd say, a bit of the Tom Robbins way 
with words. 

The news here is that it’s going out of 
print again, probably forever. Hal died a couple 
years back and I’ve recently been requested 
by the family to cease publication. It seems 
very unusual to see a book cancelled first by 
its publisher then by its estate. And it’s a very 
good book! So get yours while you can. There 
aren’t many left. I’m selling them $20 (post- 
paid) a pop ’til they’re gone. Paperback, 135 
pp., decent quality printing and binding. You 
can order Via. PayPal, s0n se 
OutYourBackdoor.com website, or by 
snailmail. 

Jeff Potter, 4686 Meridian Rd. 
Williamston MI 48895,OutYourBack 
door.com, <jp@outyourback door.com> 

Grumman Memories 
Both recent articles on the Grumman 

Canoe brought back memories of when I was 
a river trip guide for local university canoe 
trips thirty years ago. We used Grumman Ca- 
noes that were probably new in the ’50s. One 
of the nice things about those canoes was that 
you could patch a leaking rivet (or other such 
minor problem) caused by a collision with a 
rock or tree stump using bubble gum and ad- 
hesive bandage. You chewed the gum, dried 
off the affected area, stuffed in the gum, and 
then covered the gum (and leak area), both 
inside and out, with the adhesive tape. The 
patch was good for a couple of days. 

C. Henry Depew, Tallahassee, FL 

Anchoring Information 
Anchoring to windward is difficult when 

the depth of the water exceeds the length of 
the rode. Assuming you have room downwind, 
a sea anchor or drogue (they are different) can 
be a survival tool of great worth. But, what 



size, how long a scope, when to deploy? These 
are questions that seldom have an answer be- 
yond, “it depends”. For enough information 
to use these tools properly and probably more 
technical information on the subject than you 
would possibly want, may I suggest: 

The Sea Anchor & Drogue Handbook, 
Daniel C. Shewmon, Shewmon, Inc. 1995. 

~ C. Henry Depew, Tallahassee, FL 32312 

Opinions... 

Jones Helps You Decide 
The good review of Tom Jone’s latest 

book, Plywood Boats, misses an important 
point. All your contributors give fascinating 
designs and ideas but only Tom Jone’s books 
give accurate, complete assessments to help 
you decide the best boat to build for your con- 
ditions. Others lay out information. He adds 
his reasoning. 

From kayaks to 26’ trimarans, he zeros 
in on the balance between cost, performance, 
and utility; on pros and cons of various con- 
struction methods; on the size to build; on 
weight saving; on rig; on designers, all based 
on his experience designing, building, and sail- 
ing his own 10,000 miles, including through a 
hurricane. 

For example: Good multihulls have fi- 
nally arrived. But years of subscribing to 
Multihull magazine were frustrating. Tom’s 
Multihull Voyaging book accurately zeroed in 
on the size to build; the balance between per- 
formance, utility, and cost; and how to sail 

them. 
Jim Wonnell, N.A., Merritt Island, FL 

More Ideas from Norm 
Canoe bows are notorious for lack of flare 

to breast oncoming waves or diving into the 
standing waves met in whitewater expeditions. 
Sketched is a simple triangular piece of ply- 
wood that’ll really make a canoe bow climb 
over oncoming slamming waves. A good in- 
stallation might include some attachment 
blocks and bolts or wingnuts. However with 
properly positioned drill holes this triangular 
wing may just be tied in place with high 
strength line. 

As a Master Salvager/Scrounger, I found 
“How Djinni Il Came To Be” in the April Ist 
issue a masterpiece of judgement and descrip- 
tion. As contributor Thomas F. Dawkins ad- 
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vises, discourage undertaking very radical 
conversions. However, one blessing is utili- 
zation of materials, money, and energies as 
time goes on. I found one technique to roughly 
determine the Center of Lateral Resistance 
(CLR) is to tie a line amidships and pull the 
boat sideways until a perpendicular hull 
balancee can be noted. 

Real economizing is obtainable using 
homemade Chinese junk sails as their Center 
of Effort (CE) is instantly changeable by re- 
positioning the yard or luff parrel. The mys- 
tery of perforated rudders remains in my mind. 
Do rudders work by deflecting water or by 
imparting a force vector from the dragging 
trailing edge? To really economize rudderwise, 
I find it interesting that workboats frequently 
weld a round bar vertically to the trailing edge. 
Claims are made for significant reduction of 
turning radii. 

Norm Benedict, Santa Maria, CA 

Projects... 

Rescue Minor Progress 
Back to the Rescue Minor. I built the big, 

funny looking engine house. With the engine 
sitting up high like that, it looks like some kind 
of companionway... just barely clears the tiller. 
I got it as low as I could though, even had to 
carve a little recess in the top to clear the ra- 
diator (day tank) cap. At least it doesn’t look 
as bad as an outboard motor hanging on the 
stern. 

I didn’t leave any room in there for any 
sound deadening foam or anything. She’ ll just 
have to clatter is all. I went to the tractor place 
and listened to one of those engines (Kubota, 
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this one has never had the oil in it yet) and it 
wasn’t unbearable. Of course, I don’t mind the 
sound of any engine as long as it ain’t skip- 
ping. 

I have a neighbor down on the island 
whose business is something to do with the 
rigging for utility poles, so he rigged the pil- 
ings of his house with cables, turnbuckles and 

screw anchors just like utility poles... a lot of 
them. I asked him what he would do when the 
wind got to whistling through the wires like it 
does on real utility poles down here. “It'll be 
music to my ears,” said he. 

I am ready to listen to some of the music 
of the Kubota. You know old Ferrari said that 
he liked the song of twelve cylinders. I think I 
am going to like the cackle of three. 

Robb White, Thomasville, FL 

This Magazine... 

Praise for Information 
I very much enjoyed Joel Herzel’s well 

written article on hollow shaft spoon blade oars 
made by the bird’s mouth method. I had never 
heard of this method and have subsequently 
had fun experimenting with it with the help of 
a dial caliper. I am now using this method 
making double bladed paddles. 

I bought one of Dave Carnell’s 
Matsushita saw blades, and it was the best tool 

purchase I have ever made. It ripped and 
notchd the bird’s mouth pieces in 9’ lengths 
flawlessly. 

I also agree that Lee Valley Tools (800) 
871-8158 is a great source for tools and other 
interesting products at good prices. 

Bob Cole, St. Augustine, FL. 

Crankier the Better 
I would like to take this opportunity to 

thank you for the enjoyment that I derive from 
your biweekly publication. I particularly like 
some of your editorials, the crankier or more 
counter cultural the better as far as I am con- 
cerned! I also enjoy the Bolger boat designs 
and the articles on boat theory. 

Currently I am running a small Island 
Packet cutter from my mooring in 
Quonochontaug Pond, but I also have a Bolger 
Bob Cat in the garage that I hope to get on the 
water very soon! 

Tobias M. Goodman, M.D., Weesterly, RI 

“AND THE OTHER © 
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If | had a jillion dollars to spend or maybe 
a little bit more, 

I'd run as fast as my legs would run straight 
to the ‘lectronic store. 

I wouldn’t care how fat or thin or if they 
ran on DC, 

I'd buy as many as flashed their screens or 
blinked a LED at me! 

Using PCs On Board is a short book ex- 
plaining the application of the laptop computer 
to yachting. All measurable information affect- 
ing the condition of a vessel can be gathered 
and displayed in a central location. In the 
twenty years since personal computing began 
there have been rapid decreases in computer 
size and cost with increases in speed and ca- 
pacity. Methods of navigation have become 
enmeshed in computer technology and, since 
small boats share with the giants, the same 
charts and notations apply. 

The authors are both sailors with strong 
leanings towards the application of comput- 
ers to yachting. Thornton’s background in- 
cludes yacht design and handicapping, as well 
as onboard computing. Buttress adds the di- 
mension of navigational expertise. The book 
was first published in Britain, but the material 
covered is both readable and applicable here. 
Computer technology is continually changing, 
and this book will require frequent updates to 
remain current. 

One basic discussion outlines the at- 
tributes of charts that can be read on a PC 
screen and linked to radar, sonar, and the glo- 
bal positioning system (GPS). There are two 
types of electronic chart: Raster charts are tra- 
ditional charts scanned into a digital file so 
that the picture on the screen looks like a pa- 
per chart. Our level of comfort with raster 
charts is based upon familiarity. Raster charts 
require large file sizes and the information on 
them cannot easily be changed. There is loss 
of detail when magnified to large scale. 

The second type, called a vector chart, 
stores many layers of information into a data- 
base from which a picture is generated. A vec- 
tor chart, unlike a paper chart, has little topo- 
graphic land detail, and the buoys appear as 
punctate dots in their location. Vector charts 
are high resolution, sharp and clear at all mag- 
nification levels and orientations, and they 
occupy a smaller amount of space on your 
computer. Vector and raster charts can be 
printed but they are primarily used with elec- 
tronic charting control programs. They allow 
you to connect a Loran or GPS receiver, which 
highlights your position on the chart. 

A global positioning system unit (GPS) 
tells current position, locates goals 
(waypoints), and tells how to get to them. GPS 
location, transmitted from satellites, is based 
on the WGS-84 datum, a grid of standard co- 
ordinates for the earth’s outlines. Datum may 

Give to me and I will give to you, 
says the Lord” 
(Milachi 3:6) 

Your boat & marine equipment are 
needed for His service. 

Cruising Ministries 
6110 Florida Ave. 

New Port Richey, FL 34653 
(727) 849-3766 

<graced@ gte.net> 

book Reviews 

A Boatowner’s Guide 
To Using PCs 
On Board 

By Rob Buttress & Tim Thornton 

International Marine McGraw-Hill 
Blacklick, OH 

2001, Softbound $19.95 

Reviewed by John Hawkinson 

be both vertical (depths) and horizontal, ‘which 
refers to the shape of land features. Satellite 
mapping and global positioning leads one to 
this caution about chart accuracy: an older 
chart may be based on a British Admiralty 
Survey done in 1812, whose datum is differ- 
ent from your GPS reading. Current GPS units 
have plotters and charting capability, run for 
8 hours, are waterproof and fit in your pocket. 

We are shown how it is possible to con- 
nect many devices to a PC. NMEA 0183 is 
the standard communication language that al- 
lows the computer to receive and display data 
from many different sensors (log, GPS, 
wind-speed and direction, radar and stored 
chart). Imagine being able to sit at one con- 
sole and in a flick of the dial be able to follow 
the radar screen, the depth finder, tide and 
current tables, anemometer, speed log, fuel 

flow and tie it all in with a Loran or GPS posi- 
tion on your chart plotter. Obviously each of 
these devices can stand alone and display its 
data, but gathering the input from devices or 
“talkers” into a central console allows one to 
see a larger picture. 

This book suggests that the smallest size 
boat where a PC would be workable to be 
about 25’. While the need for this technology 
increases with vessel size, the trade-off may 
be loss of basic skills. A computer will not al- 
low you to navigate better than traditional 
methods. Even though computer navigation is 
quicker, it minimizes rough weather errors and 
has less weight than tables and almanacs. One 
does not need a PC to obtain a GPS fix, but be 
prepared to substitute dead reckoning and 
manual navigation methods if the batteries fail. 

Using PCs On Board summarizes con- 
siderable material about electronic boating. 
They advise that in choosing a PC that there 
are many alternatives, all costly in dollars and 
watts. Software must be selected before the 
computer. The amount of electrical power 

needed (lots) is detailed in the chapter about 
installation. Battery DC must be inverted to 
120 volt AC to run and recharge a PC. One 
very proficient friend adds that, “obsolescence 
will undo your computer before the salt does.” 
New since this edition is similar software for 
the Palm Pilot, the increasingly popular small 
hand held computers. 

Weather forecasting and communications 
are vital needs when boating. VHF or HF (high 
frequency) radio, satellite imaging or 
weatherfax may gather weather reports. Com- 
munication uses similar technology, most re- 
cently concentrating on satellite transmission. 
VHF is line of sight (short distance), uses FM 
signals, is low cost, low wattage, and small 
size. Satellite operated cellular phones can be 
configured from local to world coverage, cost 
proportional to range, and for many have sup- 
planted HF radio. 

This book was printed about the time 
when the AT&T high seas radiotelephone ser- 
vice became defunct. Despite its vulnerabil- 
ity to variations in the environment, HF radio 
(amplitude modulation, of which SSB is a 
single side band minus the carrier wave and 
the other side band) remains the time tested 
offshore fail-safe. Radio or satellite may ex- 
change e-mail, and since the signal is text the ~ 
small message size is less costly. Fax costs 
more to transmit because the signal is graphic 
and has a larger message size. Specific satel- 
lite location beacons, EPIRBs, are activated 
at the time of disaster and their signals are 
closely monitored to achieve rescue. 

A diskette of demonstration software ac- 
companies this book, but is not described in 
the text. To view these demonstrations you 
must install them in your computer, and thus 
un-install later. This is time consuming and in 
deleting you may lose something of value. 
Similar material from U.S. vendors can be 
downloaded from the Internet with the same 
precaution. 

There is an extensive glossary, which 
must be consulted to understand the many 
abbreviations in the text. This glossary is weak 
in radio terminology; for example, CW means 
Morse code, not carrier wave, and bandwidth 
means the frequency range covered by a sig- 
nal, not the amount of data sent (although the 
bandwidth is proportional to this amount). 

The idea of sailing in a space capsule 
surrounded by flat panel displays, knobs, 
switches, LEDs and buttons while controlling 
all with a click of a mouse appeals to few of 
us. It is unlikely that 99.44% of the small boats 
we paddle, row, sail, and motor will require 
the plotting, charting, weather, tide prediction, 
organizational or other useful efforts of an 
onboard computer. Our craft generally lack the 
capacity to generate and store electrical power. 
Navigational skill and the ability to predict the 
weather and other conditions are based upon 
learning and experience, but must. be kept 
properly honed to be able to enjoy our boats. 

The basic needs can be contained in a 
compact weatherproof ditty bag. Most of us - 
are content with an accurate watch, a compass, 
a large-scale local chart, a tide table from the 
newspaper or local bait shop, and a weather 
radio. Two additional aids worth considering 
for longer outings are a hand-held GPS (which 
includes time) and a VHF radio (which in- 
cludes NOAA weather). Lastly, the conve- 
nience of a cell-phone to inform family or 
other well wishers of your lack of progress 
has a lot to recommend it. 



The Ancient Mariners is our little group 
of model boaters who sail every Thursday, usu- 
ally come rain or shine, at a pocketsized, by 
lake standards, stretch of water on Auckland, 
New Zealand’s North Shore. A mustard-keen 
but, one could say “highly unorganised” group 
of about twenty regulars, mainly retired model 
sailing boat enthusiasts, the AMs are about as 
laid back in our approach and our attitude to- 
wards our weekly sailings as a worm on a 
fallen leaf gently floating on the Onepoto wa- 
ters. 

AMs pay no subs or fees and are quick 
to emphasise that this is not a club, our objec- 
tives being to have fun, enjoy the sailing of 
our boats, and share friendship and fellowship 
amongst ourselves. As one of them, I would 
say we take seriously the art of not taking 
things too seriously! Whereas visitors may 
pick up references to Admiral, Commodore 
and the like, it is all in humour. All are equal, 
all are friends, and there are no office bearers 
or officials, everyone willing to give a hand 
to others. Many of the group have sailed and 
raced full-size boats in earlier years, some have 
raced 1 M and Marblehead model yachts be- 
fore exiting that scene because of the over- 
seriousness and often angry attitude of some 
sailors brought on by a razor-sharp competi- 
tive spirit. 

There are a few who sail such boats 
within the AMs, but since racing (aside from 
the one foot long Footy class) is a definite NO 
NO, those who sail are mainly attracted to the 
more classic scale and semi or stand-off scale 
style of boats, and the cruising or windling 
style of those who sail them. Sloops, schoo- 
ners, ketches, the occasional early NZ scow, 
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Taking Seriously the 
Art of not Taking 

Things too Seriously 

By Mark Steele 

sailing traders, Thames Barges, fishing schoo- 
ners, a couple of vintage Ten Raters, a Bristol 
pilot cutter, a Brixham trawler, and always a 
good few Vic Smeed Starlets are usually seen. 

Every November, our group stages a 
“Grand Day of Classic Sail” where those with 
similiar types of boats and the correct attitude, 
resident elsewhere in Auckland are invited to 
join the us for the occasion. 

With the Ancient Mariners the correct 
attitude is important, and never speaking to 
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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 

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 

Roomy, stable, ‘dependable. A 
. Small enough to 
big enough for the 

anyone and never offering even a pig’s grunt 
is not appreciated. Relaxation while messing 
about with model sailing boats is one of our 
group’s prime quests, and one in which being 
sociable to one’s fellow sailor is as important 
as the main objective. 

Wives are always welcome, and gener- 
ally come to the annual big day, when a 
pondside luncheon break is the highlight of 
the occasion. Launchings and christenings of 
new boats also get their support, and they are 
an important part of the Ancient Mariner scene. 

In a city such as Auckland, one that is 
chocka with everyday stress, one’s eardrums 
lambasted by noise, citizens in the main 
fiercely competitive in all sports, and even on 
the roadways, the Thursday windling scene as 
enjoyed by the Ancient Mariners provides the 
opportunity for grown men to sail their often 
magnificent models among friends in a peace- 
ful environment at Onepoto, in itself an oasis 
just a stone’s throw from cosmopolitan 
Auckland city. 

(612) 473-2360 
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The tony treasure cliff. 

Treasure Day Arrives 

As is tradition on Buckrammer, the morn- 
ing began with a fisherman’s breakfast of ba- 
con, eggs, toast, juice and coffee, all cooked 
on our dependable, coal-fired Shipmate Num- 

ber 2 stove. From the cockpit, as Caroline and 
I sopped up the egg-yoke “gravy” with our 
toast, we revisited the plans made on the pre- 
vious night. 

“If everything I’ve been told holds true 
then the treasure wreck lies in about 15’ of 
water just at the base of that cliff,” I said while 
pointing to a spot on the water about 100’ away 
from our boat. “We can just leave Buckrammer 
tied to this mooring and snorkel over from 
here.” 

A little put off by my matter-of-fact atti- 
tude, Caroline jokingly replied “10-4 Com- 
mander. I roger that plan... just like I did last 
night you big twinkle.” 

“Okay, okay,” I replied wincing, “let’s get 
our gear on and get wet.” 

As per “the plan”, Caroline and I quickly 
swam over to the base of the cliff and re- 

A morning’s treasures. 

Treasure Hunters 

Of Brenton Cove 

(The Girl, Me & the Cat) 

A Buckrammer Adventure 

Conclusion 

grouped on a little ledge-like outcropping at 
the cliff’s hottom for a last safety check of one 
other’s gear. Even this early in the morning 
(about 9am), the waters of Brenton Cove were 
a comfortable 78 degrees. “Ready to take the 
plunge?” I asked. 

“All set, maestro,” Caroline shot back. 
And down she went. “Last one to the bottom 
is a rotten worm.” 

Not to be out-dived (or is it out-doven?) 
by a mere teenager, I executed a little back 
flip and swiftly submerged as well. As the sun 
had not yet peeked over the cliff edge, the 
underwater visibility was limited to a mere five 

10 

to seven feet. The bottom consisted of a mix 
of mud and sand, easily disturbed into silty 
clouds by my swim fins. It took a few seconds 
for my eyes to adjust to the light and focus but 
when they did I was surprised by what I saw. 
It appeared as though we were surrounded by 
all manner of old bottles, cups, plates and metal 
parts. A brigade of Spider crabs and a number 
of Perchlike Cunner fish stood guard over the 
whole lot. 

Both Caroline and I carried nylon mesh 
laundry bags to hold any “treasures” encoun- 
tered underwater. With a few seconds of breath 
remaining, I quickly grabbed several of the 
bottles and an old cup and saucer, dropped 
them into the bag and then shot to the surface, 
I repeated this exercise a few dozen times un- 
til the mesh bag held about 20 pounds of as- 
sorted schtuff. Then, as per our 
spaghetti-dinner plans. I swam back to the 
ledge to wait for Caroline and to check out 
the haul. 

Caroline swam about 75’ further north 
along the cliff. From my perch on the ledge I 
could see that she was also finding lots of ar- 
tifacts as she made a series of 30 second dives. 
Within ten minutes she swam back to the ledge - 
as well. She flipped her dive mask up onto her 
brow. “Holy cow! I’m not sure whether or not 
this is a wreck or an underwater flea market. 
What gives with this place?” 

I had been puzzling the same thing ever 
since my first plunge. “Beats me!” I replied. 
“I’ve not seen even a hint of the actual ship- 
wreck, just mounds of glassware and other 

bric-a-brac. If this is a shipwreck site, then the 
vessel must have been carrying one strange 
cargo.” 

With this we decided to examine our 
finds. Sure enough, both Caroline and I had 
bagged a total of about thirty pounds of glass 
bottles, china and metalware. While most of 
it was cracked or missing chunks or rusted into 
amorphous masses, some of the pieces were 
in a condition pristine enough to be consid- 
ered collectable. We placed the best pieces on 
the ledge and returned the broken stuff to the 
sea. 

Caroline pondered, “Maybe the wreck is 
further out in the cove and all of this stuff is 
her “debris field”. Why don’t we explore a 
larger area?” 

This sounded reasonable to me. “Tell you 
what,” I said, “let’s put the good junk back 
into our bags then do as you suggest and ex- 
pand our search. If we find more high quality 
debris along the way, we’!1 put it in our bags. 
If you come across the remains of the wreck, 
give a holler and Ill do the same. If we don’t 
find the wreck, then head back to Buckrammer 
when you get cold. OK?” 

ZGooll” 
About 45 minutes later both of us were 

back in Buckrammer’s cockpit giving Mr. Sun 
a chance to work his warming magic. While 
we had once again filled our respective bags 
with lots of interesting salvage, neither of us 
had seen anything that even remotely looked 
like a shipwreck. 

Caroline and I, each wrapped in beach 
towels and sitting cross-legged on the cockpit 
floor, rummaged through and sorted our haul. 
Suddenly, from out of nowhere, a voice rang 
out. “Invite me on board and I'll tell you where 
to find the wreck.” 

My daughter and I looked at one another, 
eyes wide’ then simultaneously sprang to our 
feet. 



Cappy Marks the Spot 

“ Well, are ya gonna ask me aboard or 
did I row this whole gad-blasted way for 
diddly-squat-a-nooyears?” 

We found ourselves _ staring 
eyeball-to-eyeball with one of the saltiest old 
codgers seen on any waterfront by us before 
or since. He rafted alongside Buckrammer in 

a leaky old skiff accompanied by a scruffy little 
dog who itself looked like twenty miles of bad 
road. We grabbed the painter of the little boat 
as this curious character hauled himself over 
our catboat’s gunnels. 

“Names’ Fred Crowell, Captain Fred 

Crowell, late of the Shell Oil tugboat service. 
You can call me Cappy. Who are you?” 

We made our introductions. 
“Ahab an I wuz watch’n yer frum the ol’ 

fort over there an figgered you were look’n 
fer the ol wreck. Well I'll tell yer this. It sure 
as blazes ain’t where you wuz swim’n ’round.” 

Captain Crowell fixed the more controllable 

of his two eyes on us all squinty-like and 
smiled a Jack-O-Lantern smile. Ahab gave out 
a little condescending snort from his perch in 
the skiff (as only a dog can do). “But I tell yer 
wot. Fix me sumpfin to ett and a cuppa joe, 

hot and black, and I’ll put you right on top of 

the ol’ girl.” 
This seemed like a reasonable offer. 

Worst case, perhaps a sandwich and a hot cof- 
fee would persuade this guy to row back from 
whence he came. As Caroline whipped up a 
batch of “Dad’s Special Tuna” on Italian bread 
(two cans of tuna fish, juice from one half ofa 

lemon, chopped celery, and one tablespoon of 

oregano flakes all mixed with lots of mayon- 

naise) and I put the percolator on, Captain 

Crowell told us his story. (Ahab had decided 

to take a snooze under the skiff’s rear seat). 

In a nutshell, Cappy had spent the better 

part of his 86 years in various merchant ma- 
rine assignments all over the globe. While any 

one episode of his life would fill a book or 

two, the one relevant to our treasure hunt took 

place during the Second World War when he 

was stationed at Fort Adams for a few months 

during the summer of 1944. For recreation, 

he and the other swabbies would take a dip in 

the cove where we were now anchored. A few 

of the gang, Cappy among them, had water- 

proofed some aviators’ goggles and used them 

to explore the depths. During these explora- 

tions they had found not one but three wrecks 

in the cove. 
In his spare time, the Captain had done 

some research into the nature of the wrecks. 
He had learned that “our” wreck/ship had long 
ago been purchased by the owner of the cliff- 

top mansion in a derelict condition but fully 

ballasted with cobblestones. She was stripped 

of spars and valuable hardware then scuttled 

at the base of the cliff for use as (Gads!) a 

dockfooting. (The pilings are marked on the 

Brenton Cove map). Pop went our notions of 

silver-and gold. 
Of the remaining two wrecks Cappy had 

only been able to positively identify one, the 

Jem, a slave trader (much like the infamous 

Amistad). Jem was set ablaze, under suspicious 

circumstances, and sunk in the cove sometime 

before the Civil War. The identity of the other 

wreck remained an enigma. 
Cappy lit up a slightly smushed stogie 

and, using the burnt out match as a pointer, 
directed our attention to the base of the cliff. 

“You wuz swimm’n on the garbage dump of 
the ol mansion. See, they usta jest throw their 
trash right offen that cliff into what they must 
have figger’d wuz the bottomless sea. All of 
that junk you’ve got here in yer cockpit is jest 
household rubbish of rich people from the 
olden days.” 

Cappy shifted his pointing to a spot about 
400’ to the right and south, towards a dock at 
the base of another part of the same cliff. “If 
you want to be poking around the ol’ wreck, 
then you want to be swimm’n right over there. 
See those dock pilings?” 

Caroline and I nodded. 
“Those pilings go straight through the 

center hold of the ol’ girl. You can’t miss her 
even if’n you tried.” 

Mouths somewhat agape, my daughter 
and I thought about this for a few seconds and 
then simultaneously shot back to the Captain, 
“Let’s go diving!” 

Cappy, after grabbing an extra sandwich, 

offered to row us over. Soon, he, Ahab, 

Caroline and I found ourselves on the dock 
float supposedly right above the wreck. 
Caroline was first to put on her diving gear 

and enter the water. In a few seconds she sur- 
faced wearing an ear-to-ear smile. 

“Captain Crowell, you are dead on! Dad, 
we’ve got one of the prettiest little schooner 
wrecks right under your feet. What are you 
waiting for?” 

I squinched my flippers on and dove in. 

Sure enough, directly beneath the dock we 

found the amazingly well preserved wreck of 
a clipper-bowed schooner of about 95’ 
skewered by the pilings. She had sunken into 

the mud such that her decks were flush with 

the bottom of the cove. My daughter and I 

spent the better part of an hour probing the 

lost ship. Though we didn’t find any “specie”, 

in the process of examining the old girl we 

became familiar enough with her layout to 

draw mental pictures of what she must have 

looked like in her prime. She had been a 
beauty. Though it seemed a shame that this 

forgotten little vessel would serve out her fi- 

nal days as the foundation of a dock, at least 

she had not been lost forever in some 

shipbreaker’s yard. Instead, she still plied the 

waters pointing south and outward bound. 
Cappy rowed Caroline and I back to 

Buckrammer. On the way he told us how to 

find both the wreck of the Jem and the third, 

unknown wreck (which he estimated might be 

as old as the Revolutionary War based on some 

of the artifacts he and his sailor friends had 

salvaged back in the ’40s). But, cold and tired, 

Caroline and I would leave these explorations 

for another day. Thanks to the kindness of this 

ancient mariner, Caroline and I had discov- 

ered most of what we had sought. (‘cept the 

silver and gold, of course). 
Captain Crowell and Ahab dropped us off 

on Buckrammer and bid us safe passage. I of- 

fered to buy him dinner but he said that he 

had big plans for that evening. He would take 

another cup of coffee, however, black and hot. 

Some months later we learned that Cappy had 

passed away among friends in his home in 

Providence, Rhode Island about three weeks 

after our adventure. As of 2001, Ahab is still 

among the living instructing Cappy’s grand 

nephews in the fine art of dog nurturing. 

That evening, Buckrammer’s captain and 

crew, all two of us, got dressed in our Sunday 

best, and rowed over and beached Splinter at 

the innermost end of the cove. We then trudged 

up the road to the elegant Castle Hill Inn and 
Resort (www.castlehillinn.com) where we 

enjoyed a Gatsby-style, multi-course meal. 
Over dessert, a sumptuous strawberry 
shortcake, we planned our reluctant return to 
Westport on the morning tide. 

After supper, Caroline and I sat on the 
grassy knoll outside of the restaurant and 
looked across Rhode Island Sound towards 
Block Island, as the sun capped off a remark- 
able day with a spectacular sunset. 

“Well Dad, this has been quite a week- 
end. I’m afraid, however, that you'll still have 
to work your day job. No doubloons or pieces 
of eight. No treasure on this trip.” 

Looking Caroline in the face, I gave her 
a little misty-eyed wink and a hug. “Oh, I 
wouldn’t be so sure about that. I wouldn’t be 
so sure.” 

There ia nothing— absolutely nothing— 

half so much worth doing le 
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The lays comfortably at Barden’s Wharf in 
Marion on Buzzards Bay. (David Buckman 
photograph) 
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The previous day’s fresh winds saw a batten pocket tear which the skipper puts right in Marion, 
(David Buckman photograph) 
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With a reef in the main we jill about off Marion waiting to make a dash for the Cape Cod Canal. 

Two Guys Cruise 
Narragansett Bay 

To New Hampshire 

Pou 

Bucking the Tide 
Excerpts from the book by David Buckman 

Not long after midday the fog dissipated 
and Matapoisett Neck emerged to port more 
or less where it should have been. It was a 
weight off our shoulders. The wind started tak- 
ing off too, so we shook out the reef in the 
main, reset the jib and returned our attentions 
to more mundane matters like peanut butter 
and jelly sandwiches. 

Our conversations and moods lightened 
as we made along at five knots, the warmth of 
the sun on our backs. Washing into Sippican 
Harbor, in as civil circumstance as any sailor 
might wish, Scott tallied up the days results 

and announced that we’d sailed 37 miles in 
six hours. 

As we whispered past the neatly orga- 
nized avenues of moored boats, the town of 
Marion slowly revealed itself A place that 
shares the tone of Marblehead, Newport or 

Manchester By The Sea, we noticed that the 
Leight was closer in size to the tenders that 
hung off the sterns of the local fleet than any 
boat that had a mooring of its own. Drifting 
into the shallow waters off Little Neck, where 
the moorings thinned out, we skirted within a 
few yards of the lush green lawns of Tabor 
Academy. 

Scouting out the berthage options, we fi- 
nally came to rest at Barden’s Wharf, where 
we inquired about a place to lay. When the 
dockmaster asked where our boat was, we had 
to reassure him that it was the little sloop 
nestled among the tenders at the dingy dock. 
“Stay right where your are,” he finally offered. 
“If you’re cruising in that you deserved the 
best berth in town.” When we asked how much 
we owned him, he waved us away saying, “Be 
my guest,” over his shoulder as he turned to 
address weightier matters. 

Thanking our benefactor for his gener- 
osity, we walked into town on legs that retained 
something of the rhythm of the sea. With but 
$50 in cash between us the commercial quar- 
ter, though attractive, yielded little of interest 
and we resisted the temptation to commemo- 
rate our visit with a t-shirt, mug or plate. Am- 
bling down the tree shaded streets of the vil- 
lage we passed rambling seaside estates and 
took in its generous testimony to old money. 
Though our lot was light years removed, as 
we settled into the Leight’s berths for the night 
we consoled ourselves with the fact that we 
weren’t troubled by the stress afflicting those 
whose mission it is to maintain principal and 
generate dividends. 

Taking our breakfast in the cockpit, the 
warmth of the morning sun nourished us as it 
peeked over the rooftops of the grand cottages 
on Sippican Neck. Tuning in our little portable 
radio to a local AM station we learned that the 
local Daughters Of The American Revolution 
were throwing their not inconsiderable weight 
behind the Republican candidate for governor, 
what a surprise, and more importantly that a 
thunderstorm front with hail and high winds, 
were predicted to blow through by 
mid-morning. 

We could see the great billowing clouds 
gathering in the sky to the north and while we 
waited I sewed up a jib batten pocket that had 
come adrift the previous day and by the time 
that was put right, towering cumulus clouds 
with sooty gray bases reared into the heavens 
trailing feathery streamers of rain and jagged 
streaks of lightning. 

Waiting out three deluges, it was nearly 
noon by the time we got underway. Making 
the mouth of the harbor the scene laying ahead 
gave us pause for thought. We could see the 
last of the black bottomed storm clouds piling 
up on the eastern horizon. A fledgling north- 
erly filled in as we jilled about off Bird Island 
waiting for the storm to head out to sea and 
ready to sprint back into the harbor if need be. 
The trees on the island turned the pale back- 
sides of their leaves to the wind and we waited 
and waited. A hour later we finally let draw 
but were disappointed to find the breeze fresh- 
ening and veering to east of north, the exact 
direction of our course toward the Cap Cod 
Canal! 



Struggling into our foul weather gear, we 
mounted the rail as our little sloop laid her 
shoulders into the foam flecked seas and 
clawed her way to weather. With the last of an 
ebbing tide running its course we inched past 
Pocasset and Onset where we made into the 
canal proper. Timing our tacks to stay clear of 
the parade of shipping we swept past barges, 
tanker and tugs. Pulling abeam of the Western 
Control Station, the channel swung south a few 
degrees and to our delight we found that we 
could fetch the stream. Skirting close along- 
shore to stay well out of the traffic picnicking 
families waved to us and we could see impas- 
sioned lovers wrestling in the grass, watching 
us watch them. Approaching the Canal Basin 
at East Sandwich we entertained the idea of 
exiting the canal and making for the first har- 
bor to the east but given an updated forecast 
that called for winds to 30 knots the decision 
to lay low came easily. 

The small anchorage basin shattered my 
images of Cape Cod, as it looked more like a 
midwest steel mill industrial scene than a pris- 
tine anchorage, as a power plant with a huge 
smokestack belched smoke and the humming 
of turbines and other machinery filled the air. 
Adding to our subdued mood was the fact that 
we found not a single service, facility or exer- 
cise of bodily function that did not require 
payment of a fee, as Scott found out, much to 
his distress, when he was rash enough to visit 
the public bathroom without correct change. 

Thinking of all the beautiful places we’d 
laid without once paying a nickel, it seemed 
ironic to be paying for our exposure to air and 
noise pollution. Exacting cash from the 
huddled masses is something of an art form in 
Massachusetts. “Dammed liberals,” the mate 
muttered. “That’s what you get with the Demo- 
crats in power for a hundred years. You’ve got 
to pay to take a shit!” 

Waking to the sound of the jib halyard 
thrumming against the forestay, my first 
thoughts were of the pleasure of the day’s fair 
winded easterly run. When I peered out the 
cabin windows the telltales told a different 
story. I was crestfallen. Instead of the 
southwesterlies promised by the evening fore- 
cast the breeze held steady out of the north, 
northeast. We grumbled about the injustice of 
it all as we packed our sleeping bags away. 

The mate’s usually cheery countenance 
was positively dour when he announced, “I 
sure hope it swings around skipper, because if 
it doesn’t we’ve got a long, long day ahead of 
us if we’re going to make for Cohasset.” 

' The prospects of a 36 mile windward beat 
was daunting enough, but when we realized 
that our zigging and zagging, a lot of it against 
the tide, would nearly double that distance, it 
was sobering. We had the option of several 
intermediate ports, but knowing that we had 
to cover a hundred miles in the next three days 
we motored out of the canal at 8am. Hauling 
sail, we wore around to our first slant. Disap- 
pointingly it wasn’t until the bow was headed 
for Provincetown that the sails bellied out 
bravely. Gathering way she bustled along at 
five knots under an opaque ivory sky, the sun 
glinting low over the water to the east. 

Given his choice of assignment, the mate 
opted for the jib sheetman’s slot, undoubtedly 
under the assumption that it would best suit 
his sensitivity to manual labor. Applauding his 
decision early on when the breeze was civil, 
his plight deteriorated as the wind freshened. 
Though it was quite warm, there was plenty 
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The Leight found sailing in the Cape Cod Canal easy. (David Buckman photograph) 

A barge and tow cross paths with the Leigh in the Cape Cod Canal (David Buckman photograph) 

Cleve mans the bilge pump as the Leight beats to windward from the Cape Cod Canal to Cohasset, 

which amounted to more than 50-mile hard windward work. The Leight leaked rather vigorously 

during windward work. (David Buckman photograph) 



of spray spewing aft and our foul weather gear 
was essential but clammy. The bowman was 
not above lamenting his damp fate though he 
made no effort to volunteer for the helm until 
the bilges needed pumping. 

As we slantedg upwind in four or five 
mile legs, the low mainland shore offered few 
landmarks to measure our progress against and 
those we could make out were not infrequently 
the subject of speculation. Bashing into the 
frolicsome chop it was impossible to hold the 
binoculars steady enough to confirm much, but 
our doubts. When we finally confirmed our 
position off Manomet Whistle with some con- 
fidence, were we disappointed for our best 
guess had us east off Plymouth Harbor, a two 
mile dead reckoning gaff. 

Peeling offshore once again, we settled 
in for the long haul, the difference between 
our best guess and miles made to the good viv- 
idly illustrated. Looking for diversions to 
speed the passage of time we calculated that 
the waves we were plowing through crested 
roughly every eight seconds which amounted 
to over 400 waves an hour. If only half of them 
sent but a gallon of saltwater streaming aft, 
we were being pelted with a 200 gallon an hour 
shower. 

Bailing was a subject we could address 
with some authority. While she’d tightened up 
a bit from her first day deluge, every two hours 
or so one of us would go below to clear the 
bilges. While the influx was but five or six 
gallons, it went against every sailorily instinct 
I knew. In one such retreat I lost my grip on 
the bucket when emptying it. Executing a 
quick 180 degree turn, we brought the con- 
tainer abeam just in time to watch it settle be- 
neath the waves. We had a canvas bucket 
onboard too, but instead of risking its loss too, 
I stuffed the bilge pump hose into the center- 
board trunk and pumped directly overboard. 
The volume of leakage was more of an incon- 
venience than threat and laughter erupted when 
I reminded Scott how this rate of leakage paled 
compared to that of his sloop, Farstar, for 
whom the term, “sail and bail’ was coined. 

My inability to decisively address the 
Leight’s leaking was like a skeleton in the fam- 
ily closet, and while my lack of success in this 
regard might be freighted with unsavory im- 

Though it’s only 36 miles as the crow flies from the Canal to 
Cohasset beating to windward makes it a 60-mile grind. (David 
Buckman photograph) 
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plications by rigid linear thinkers, I’d adapted 
to it. | accepted the handicap and addressed it 
by developing efficiencies in evacuating it. I 
further salved my conscience by imagining 
that any sailor so afflicted was exposed to cer- 
tain elemental truths about life never plumbed 
by the high and dry. 

That said, however, I could easily imag- 
ine my discomfort in a court of inquiry regard- 
ing the Leight’s sinking when the prosecutor 
would ask in accusatory tones, “You knew she 
leaked didn’t you. You’ve known it for ten 
years haven’t you?” At my hesitant response 
of, “Ah, well, yes I guess so sir, but it wasn’t 
too bad,” the barrister would turn to the court- 
room gathering with a flourish and utter, 
incriminatingly, “It wasn’t too bad, he said. I 
submit that it was plenty bad enough and the 
skipper is guilty of gross dereliction of duty.” 

As we clung to the wind’s edge tena- 
ciously, the choppy jobble pounded the sloop’s 
arched bottom incessantly and irritatingly. As 
the wind freshened near midday, the steely seas 
became flecked with flashes of white. We dis- 
cussed the possibility of reefing several times, 
but held on under plain sail as the breeze toyed 
with us in the 16-20 knot range. Running 
athwart the tide it kicked up a lively chop. 

Riding the rail for most of the afternoon, 
we found that lively conversation kept our 
minds off the wearisome monotony of slash- 
ing away 45 degrees off a direct course to our 
destination. Though we fell into periods of si- 
lence when the scope of our circumstance 
pressed in upon us, we were of good humor 
mostly. Skirting the miles of sandy beach at 
Humarock we could see bathers splashing in 
the surf and to the north, the loom of Second 
Cliffs at Scituate. While it would take us a 
couple of hours to reach that point, the warm- 
ing temperatures near shore were civilizing as 
was the fact that shelter was close by if we 
needed it. 

At first we took the lighthouse at Scituate 
to be Minot’s Light off Cohasset but, drawing 
close enough to realize the error of our ways, 
we sailed into Scituate Harbor and took a look 
around. We were sorely tempted to call it day, 
but the evening hour having become so civi- 
lized, we pushed east another eight miles to 
improve our lie for the morrow’s run. 

As we threaded our way through the nu- 
merous shoals guarding the channel into 
Cohasset, for which the cruising guide issued 
dire warnings, the evening sun was slanting 
low when we came upon a prosperous look- 
ing village reflected in the mirrored stillness 
alongshore. 

This long awaited moment signaled a 
dramatic shift in the crew’s mood. Scott dis- 
appeared into the cabin and handed out two 
bilge cooled ales. As we toasted each other, 
the warmth of the setting sun was comforting. 
Letting go of the tension in our legs, arms and 
back we drank in every detail of the surround- 
ings. White Head and Bryant Point rose steeply 
from the water to a high promontory that was 
adorned with large old homes and expansive 
grounds. Further along a tree shaded village 
of colonial cast circled the shore of a snug 
headwater bight and church bells rang out the 
eight o’clock hour as we came to rest at the 
town’s dingy dock. 

Tallying up the fruits of our labors 
showed that our twelve hour bash netted us in 
the neighborhood of 60 miles of sailing to 
make good the 36 mile straight line distance, 
a thoroughly respectable accounting for a ves- 
sel of the Leight’s ilk, or even a larger craft. — 

Lounging in the cockpit as the setting sun 
filtered through a canopy of red oaks, we felt 
the concerns of our long day wash away. We 
were tired, but it was a good tired and to at 
last to be so civilly ensconced it seemed an 
even greater luxury. 

It took no little effort to extricate our- 
selves from a prolonged cocktail hour and 
walk to a nearby inn for dinner. Among the 
most underdressed of patrons we were re- 
ceived with skepticism at first. Not for long, 
however, for Scott a career generalist with a 
grounding in the haberdashery, lumber sales, 
newspaper and jewelry business can find com- 
mon ground with anybody and in a few min- 
utes had a lively conversation going with oth- 
ers at the bar. His social bent complimented 
my social dysfunction. 

Walking back to the boat afterward with 
the elixir of summer’s foliage in full bloom 
filling the air, frogs adding their chorus from 
the wetland sedges, we found the Leight bathed 
in a pool of silvery moonlight. 

(To Be Continued) 

The Leight lays at the town dinghy dock in Cohasset, quiet and com- 
fortable berth. (David Buckman photograph) 
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You’ve probably thought, particularly 
when you’re doing your best to catch the boat 
ahead, “I wonder if my boat would be faster if 
she were a bit slimmer forward, or a bit fuller 
aft, or a bit this or that”. Well, in 1937 this 
same question was giving Charley, a local 
boatbuilder, quite a headache. You see, that 
spring Don Holder had launched an 18 footer 
called Venture and she had cleaned up in the 
weekly small boat races, and there were only 
a few large boats in the club that could hold 
her. Charley’s problem was how to design and 
build an 18 footer to beat the Venture. 

In addition there was a matter of friendly 
jealousy between the two of them. Don was 
the grandson of the local sailmaker, and a 
founding member of the RK YC. His father 
was one of those “He could sail before he could 
walk,” types, and Don was raised the same 
way. In addition Charley was a senior and Don 
was 17 which didn’t help; especially since Don 
and a 13 year old boy made up the boatbuilding 
team for the Venture. 

Mind you there was a lot of advice, since 
the boat building took place in the sail loft, 
which, in the winter, was a spot where sailing 
types dropped by to exchange yarns, see how 
the boat was coming, and offer free advice on 
the work being done. Jim Logan, a 
semi-professional boatbuilder was particularly 
good at giving advice. 

But this is getting away from Charley and 
his problem. He had to decide whether his boat 
was to have soft bilges, like some of the 
Seawanaka Cup boats or was she to be hard 

Easy to use. Powerful. High quality exercise. 
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Looking Back... 

The Two-For-One Boat 

By Bill Gamblin 

bilged similar to the Smoke and Massachusetts 
Bay boats. Now remember, it was 1937 and 
money was hard to come by. Even though a 
14 footer from a very good builder would cost 
$300, and one from a fishing boat builder 
would be $35, wages of $7 to $9 a week with 
little or nothing left for luxuries made boats, 
even at these prices, a luxury that few could 
afford. 

So Charley was limited to one boat, 
which he would design and build. First, he had 
to settle the matter of the design; and his an- 
swer was original, he would build one side 
with hard bilges, and the other with soft bilges. 
He would find which would be the faster side, 
i.e. on which tack would she be faster, and then 
he would rebuild her with both sides the shape 
of the faster side! 

The photo was taken after the start of one 
of our weekly races. Venture is the dark boat, 
and the white boat behind her is Charley. You 
can see the range of sizes and types that we 
had in the small boat fleet. By the way, Char- 
ley, always a good sport, found out that he 
couldn’t beat Venture, regardless of the tack 
he sailed on! 
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“This is a lot of work for one day a year,” 
I thought to myself for the hundredth time. It 
was four weeks before the 2000 Connecticut 
River Raft Race, and I was building a new hull 
for our craft, the Millenium Buzzard. My two 
brothers and their high school friends built the 
first Buzzard in 1980, back when Star Wars 
and the Millennium Falcon were fresh in 
everybody’s mind. Since then, the circle of 
friends has grown from six Glastonbury High 
School students to include friends of friends, 
significant others, spouses, and of course, 
younger siblings like me. 

In fact, our group has become so large, 
that we usually enter four boats in the race and 
compete amongst ourselves for our own 
award, the Glastonbury Cup. The Cup is a 
sometimes coveted, but often spurned trophy 
consisting of a small galvanized bucket 
mounted on a finely crafted mahogany base. 
Ensconced within the base are the triumvirate 
of raftbuilding, drywall screws, duct tape, and 
epoxy, which can be heard rattling around if 
you shake hard enough. 

Now, despite my use of the words “race” 
and “compete”, bear in mind that the chief 
reason we’ve been doing this for so long is 
the camaraderie. It’s really just a good reason 
to meet up with old friends, reminisce, and 
catch up on everything going on in our lives. 
Of course, a scenic river setting on a beautiful 
summer’s day (it hasn’t rained yet, knock on 
plywood) provides a great setting for it all. 

I should really clarify the term “raft”. 
Don’t imagine a bunch of tree trunks lashed 
together with Huck Finn at the steering oar. 
The newest incarnation of Buzzard technol- 
ogy is a finely engineered plywood sharpie 
design agonized over by my brother Matt via 
many phone calls and emails from Florida. 
This is the first of two new hulls that will re- 
place the three existing ones, while still mak- 
ing use of the flying bridge deck structure that 
contains the sliding seats and provides an up- 
per level bridge deck, complete with steering 
station. In this transitionary year, she will op- 

The Great 

Connecticut River 

Raft Race 

By Steve Layden 

erate as a catamaran with two unmatched hulls. 
She has undergone more configuration 

changes over her 22 years than bears explana- 
tion, ranging from relatively mundane cata- 
marans and trimarans to an asymmetrical proa. 
My personal favorite was the year the Buz- 
zard absorbed my own raft, and we created 
the infamous 36’ “quintamaran”, with 8 slid- 
ing seat oars, twin square sails, and fore and 
aft rudders. A smile invariably creeps over my 
face whenever I think of that glorious year! 
You can really come up with some extraordi- 
nary ideas with the right combination of cre- 
ativity and insanity. 

But back to the task at hand. Thanks to 
good preplanning, the hull has taken shape 
relatively quickly, but also following the rule 
that boatbuilding takes twice as long as you 
expect. Building long-distance has made it a 
little more challenging. Since I had no yard, 
Rear Admiral Todd had generously agreed to 
provide construction space and use of his cov- 
eted table saw. This is especially noteworthy 
because he already stores all four rafts for the 
364 days they’re not in the water, and to top it 
off, he was helping me coat the new hull with 
fiberglass. 

We were entering a new era of Buzzard 
technology. Past rafts have emphasized 
low-cost construction, which did not neces- 
sarily translate into longevity, as rot usually 
limited the lifespan of a hull to ten years or 
so. In an effort to make this our last raft, Todd 
had procured some expired jet-black epoxy at 
a walk-way price that we were liberally using 

to wet out the fiberglass cloth. After several 
hours of hard work, we sat back to admire our 
efforts, and as the epoxy dried to a 
blacker-than-black gloss finish, Todd uttered 
with a grin, “Lord Vader, your raft is ready!” 

The race is organized into several classes. 
By default, most boats fall into “Cruising 
Class”, which consists of anything from a 
swim float with seated paddlers, to a raft of 
barrels with bicycle-driven paddlewheels, to 
relatively boat-shaped catamarans with oars. 
Then, there is the “America’s Class”, which 
are the fast boats. These are streamlined, low 
to the water, and usually powered by sliding 
seat oars. They can typically cover the 4.1 mile 
course in 45 minutes or so while it takes the 
rest anywhere from one hour to three. Bring- 
ing up the rear of the fleet is the “Sweeper 
Class”, which have conventional engines and 
are configured like a pontoon boat. They are 
charged with making sure every raft makes it 
to the finish, as there are occasional structural 
challenges on the water, and even a rare sink- 
ing. Some purists scoff at the idea of relying 
on a motor for propulsion, but these boats are 
usually enjoyed by their owners all summer 
long instead of for just one day, which makes 
the craft much more practical. ; 

Within our group of four rafts, the Buz- 
zard has become the catch-all boat, because 
she has the largest carrying capacity: her crew 
can vary from 5 to 15, while the others pretty 
much require a fixed number of crew based 
on their size and displacement. The others 
consist of the Chickasaurus Becks, which has 
been personed to victory by an all-female crew 
the past few years; the Mianus (named after 
the ill-fated bridge in southwestern CT that 
collapsed in 1982), which is consistently a 
top-three finisher in the years her rudder 
doesn’t break; and Nick Shade’s speed demon, 
Triceratops, which has won the race in alter- 
nating years. 

Right on schedule, race day arrives, and 
the newly modified Millennium Buzzard sits 
pertly in the shallows of the river while the 
crew loads on the numerous coolers, boxes of 
food, life preservers, and personal effects. As 
usual, the crew has converged from all over 
New England and beyond. So far, I think the 
record for most miles traveled to participate 
in the race was the year my brother Andy flew 
up from La Serena, Chile, some 5,000 miles. 
With everything and everyone aboard our re- 
spective rafts, the little flotilla heads upstream 
to the starting line to join the other rafts. 

The race begins between the railroad 
bridge and the Arrigoni Bridge in Middletown, 
Connecticut. Some excellent planning by the 
race committee has meant that the tide has 
been fair for each of the past several years. 
(Some people still don’t believe me when I 
tell them that the current flows upstream dur- 
ing certain cycles of the tides). For some of 
the slower boats, a fair tide is almost a require- 
ment if they want to finish without the assis- 
tance a sweeper class vessel. 

While we are anchored and waiting for 
the starting gun, there is a light north wind 
blowing downstream. Knowing how rare it is 
to be able to use our sail, Matt and I are ex- 
cited at the prospect and formulate our start 
plan with a twinkle in our eyes. And then, the 
Star Spangled Banner begins. As always, the 
Horrendous is blasting out the anthem over 
her sound system, and we join in with a rous- 
ing, if slightly off-key chorus of voices. As 
the loudspeakers fade to silence 



BOOMMMM!!! The only cannon ever pro- 
duced by Colt Firearms (but without 
management’s knowledge) signals the start of 
the race. 

Immediately our four oarsmen pull hard 
and get the boat up to speed. Within a minute, 
we pass under the railroad bridge ahead of the 
pack, looking back at the rag-tag fleet of toil- 
ing paddles, oars, and bicycle-riders. And then 
comes the order, “rest all oars!” Matt and I 
hoist the sail, and we continue to glide on in 
relative silence. 

Of course, the wind is too light to main- 

tain our top speed, and other rafts gradually 
leave us behind. But over our previous 20 
years, we’ve rowed hard enough and earned 
enough hardware not to care too much that 
we’re being passed. We consider firing up the 
erill, but in the end decide to take the lazy route 
and open more potato chips and have another 
round of beverages. At times, the wind dies 
completely and we row in a most relaxed fash- 
ion until the next zephyr catches up with us 
and we can sail another few hundred yards. 

Eventually, we ease our way over the fin- 

ish line and hit the beach at Dart Island. We 
are immediately accosted by the crews of the 
other Glastonbury craft and admonished for 
leaving them hungry and thirsty. Hey, it’s not 
our fault your boats aren’t designed to carry 
refreshments! But after setting up our sail as a 
sunshade and the first round of burgers have 
been downed, all is right with the world, and 
we get down to the real reason we’re all here, 
to socialize. 

Somehow, the weather for race day is al- 

ways fair, and today it was downnght spec- 
tacular, thanks to a delightful Canadian high. 
The shade is a popular lounging spot, and life 
jackets are used as impromptu pillows for 
those wishing to doze. The flying bridge deck 
is another popular spot to grab a few winks, 
and it’s a great place from which to view the 
tangle of creative rafts that line the beach in 
either direction. On shore, the annual game of 
coed beach volleyball provides entertainment 
for players and spectators alike. 

As with all good things, this day too must 

end. After all day in the sun and with full bel- 
lies, very few people have the energy or de- 
sire row, so it is much preferred to bribe a tow 
back upriver with a case of beer. We line up 
our rafts like ducks behind the tow boat, and 
prepare to enjoy the remaining time aboard 
our rafts for this year. The new hull has been a 
rousing success, and gives us hope that we will 
spend less time working on our boats in fu- 
ture years. With luck, we’ll be able to build a 
twin for it in the near future. 

Despite the numerous hands, it still takes 
until after dark to get the boats disassembled, 
packed onto respective trailers or car roofs, 
and hauled back to their resting place in Todd’s 
back yard. And so it ends for another year. It’s 
a lot of work for just one day on the water, but 
we’ve all been doing this since about age 15, 
and summer just wouldn’t feel like summer 
without the raft race. Besides, we have nearly 
12 months to recover before we do it again, 

(More Information: The 2002 Great Con- 
necticut River Raft Race will take place on 
Saturday, August 3rd, with the Captains’ meet- 
ing occurring two weeks prior. For more in- 
formation, go to http://www.geocities.com/ 
ctraftrace/. They have a lot of info on the 
course, rules, raft-building requirements, pic- 
tures, press, etc. If you want to build a raft, 
get an early start! As an energy filled teenager 

S\ M0LLETOWN, CT | MILEY 
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Pulling hard away from the start. Dark object at right is the “Captain’s Chair,” a reclining bucket 

seat from a Honda Civic. 

in 1990, I spent about 2 months (working 
mostly solo) during evenings and weekends 
to build a 24’ catamaran for a crew of 10 
people. Feel free to contact me: Steve Layden, 
12640 Grey Eagle Ct. Apt. 13, Germantown, 
MD 20874, (301) 972~6529, snizort@ 
netzero.net 
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Fort DeSoto 
Beach Fest 

By Ron Hoddinott 

(Reprinted with author’s permission from 
the West Coast Trailer Sailor Newsletter) 

Yes, the weather has been kind to our 
events this winter; the December gathering at 
Phillipi Park where we gathered in 80 degree 
weather, then in January at the Manatee River, 
and last month just a bit cool when we sailed 
to a picnic aboard the sharpie ketch Shannen. 

March was no exception, a brilliantly 
sunny day in the mid eighties, with cooling 
winds from the southeast. A fantastic gather- 
ing of wonderful boats made this a get together 
to remember, and perhaps also a preview of 
the Cedar Key even in May! 

I checked out the Ft. DeSoto boat ramps 
the weekend before, and was shocked to find 

out that over half of the ramps, along with their 
related parking areas, were closed off and be- 
ing renovated. In an effort to make it easier on 
the Squadron members who showed up, Bob 
Wood and I decided to launch our truly small 
craft, a Klepper double kayak, and a ae 
canoe, off of the beach. 

Build a scale model, then build the boat. 
Complete plans and instructions for building this 
11’ - 6” plywood and fiberglass rowing mini-dory 
PLUS a laser-cut basswood kit so you can build 
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I'd forgotten how long it takes to put to- 
gether a Klepper with sail rig, and although 
we arrived by 8:45am, | was still rigging the 
boat at 10:00am, and hoping I'd be able to 
catch up with everyone! Finally Bob and I 
launched and spotted several Squadron boats 
sailing out toward Bunce’s Pass and into the 
incoming tidal current, which by then was 
picking up speed. 

After reaching the Shell Key’s south 
beach, which was crowded with motor boat- 
ers, we reached across the pass to the Ft. 
DeSoto North Beach, and landed on a narrow 
sand spit that formed one arm encircling a shal- 
low cove. Dale Niemann in Bananas, the yel- 
low three metre trimaran, led a parade of a 
truly astonishing variety of sail craft into the 
beach. Steve Kingery, in the 15’ Drascombe 
Dabber, had sailed down from Crystal River, 
and been camping aboard for several days. His 
daughter came down with the truck and trailer 
to take him home. Also helping to make up 
the largest collection of Drascombes gathered 
anywhere in Florida was Holly Bird with her 
18’ Lugger, and a friend from the Drascombe 
Association who sailed a very well maintained - 
yellow 15’ Scaffie. Also joining us was Art 
Gregory with his Peep Hen. Art told Bob Wood 
that he’s been all over the country with the 
Peep, and is truly getting the most out of this 
ingenious mini cruiser. 

Paul and Dotie Waggoner were camping 
at Fort DeSoto Park campground, and sailed 
their Sea Pearl Tri, Wag’s Folly, to the event. 
Paul and Dotie really know how to camp, and 
are planning a trip to the North Channel in 
Ontario this summer. Steve Morrill and 
Marie-Claude arrived in Black Pearl, and it 
soon became apparent that we were headed 
for a record number of sailors for this event! 
Milton Watts brought his Compac Picnic Cat, 
even though he also has a Drascombe Scaffie, 
and Gordie Hill arrived with his home built 
Core Sound 17. 

Gordie spend Saturday night anchored 
behind Shell Key, and sent me some great shots 
for the website. Just when I thought everyone 
had arrived, another Sea Pearl showed up on 
the horizon, and it turned out to be a new friend 
who had read about the Squadron at Marine 
Concepts in Tarpon Springs. Then Mike Voh 
Behren, with Michele and Cassie and Molly 
arrived, bringing the number of boats to a 
record 13! There were so many people from 
the squadron that we took over the end of the 
sand spit and had to form two picnic circles to 
fit on the sand spit. 

What a great gathering! It was like being 
at a sailboat show for people who read Mess- 
ing About in Boats. The day also reminded me 
of being at Cedar Key during the Small Boat 
Meet on the first weekend in May. Many are 
the times that we don’t have this many differ- 
ent boats on the beach at Atsena Otie Key dur- 
ing that great event! 

Everyone had different ideas of what to 
do after lunch. Several took off to sail around 
Shell Key, and several wanted to take it easy 
on the beach. Several of us sailed over toward 
the campground. The wind was picking up in 
the afternoon, and whitecaps in the shallows 
indicated that the wind was up over 18 knots 
most of the time, with gusts into the lower 20s. 
I discovered that the Klepper’s best point of 
sail was downwind. I wasn’t heavy enough to 
hold her down when working to windward in 
that kind of wind. But off the wind, it was a 
different story! 



Scenes from March Beach Fest at Fort DeSoto Park 
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Dale arrives in Bananas. Look at that water! All but one boat is in this picture - 13 boats all together! 

The largest gatherings of Drascombes in the Southeast U.S.! Sawdust, Wag’s Folly and Black Pearl - left to right. 
Pee Cay 





Seal, 22’, 1984. 

Phoenix, 30’, 1970. 

William Rand, 22’, 1982. 

For those interested in traditionally built 
sailboats of the finest design, this event should 
not be missed. The Friendship Sloop Society 
sponsors several events each year in various 
locations along the New England coast, with 
this year a new one already held in St. 
Michaels, Maryland in May. 

The largest gathering of sloops will be in 
Rockland, Maine, on July 22-25, the 26th 
Annual Friendship Sloop Homecoming 2002. 
Originally held in Friendship, Maine in ear- 
lier years, it had outgrown that small town and 
has moved to the Rockland waterfront, at the 
town landing. The races are held just past the 
Rockland breakwater off Owl’s Head. 

The public has access to the sloops, and 
are encouraged ask questions and meet the 
members. The Society is there to promote and 
preserve these boats, and would like the pub- 
lic to be more aware of them. Friendship Sloop 
numbers are pretty much limited to the exist- 
ing sloops, with very few being built to re- 
place the occasional boat that ends up in the 

Salatia, 25’, 1989. 

Friendship Sloop Days 2002 
By Greg Grundtisch 
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Content, 25’, 1961. 

hearth. 
The most enjoyable event for the public 

is the Parade of Sloops. With all sails set, the 
boats parade past the waterfront to be reviewed 
by the spectators. They are announced as they 
pass, with a brief description of age, owner, 
builder, etc, and a cannon salute. This is the 
perfect opportunity to take photos and videos. 

There is an awards ceremony on Thurs- 
day evening, and a cookout. On Friday the 
sloops depart for the town of Friendship, to 
take part in Friendship Days, and a lobster din- 
ner. 

The lovely and talented Naomi and I at- 
tended last summer’s Homecoming 2001. 
Upon our arrival Harvey and Frances 
Rockburn greeted us. They own sloop #13, 
Easting, a Class A original, built in 1920. They 
made us feel most welcome, and offered the 
use of their cockpit as a base of operation for 
the event. Their hospitality and spirit of friend- 
ship are what makes being a member of the 
Society so enjoyable. 

Freedom, 28’, 1976. 

Celebration, 25’, 1980. 

Seamus Donagain was also there. He 
somehow got his hands on a half dozen cases 
of beer, and about as many of soda, insisting 
that all the members have a drink with him. 
That evening there was music and singing 
heard from some vessels, and a few members 
were late for the races the following morning. 

Naomi and [ also attended the first gath- 
ering in St. Michaels, Maryland. There were 
to be four in attendance, but only one made it. 
Capt. Tom Berry and crew, with Wenonah, 
sloop #118. The others had weather or boat 
problems, and missed it. This year more boats 
were expected in St. Michaels as word got out 
about how much fun it was, and how beauti- 
ful the location is on the museum grounds. 

There are also events in Southwest Har- 
bor, Maine, another in Connecticut, and two 
in Massachusetts. All are open to the public. 
You can talk to the owners, take part, or join 
up. You don’t need a boat to join, You will 
have a good time and will be most welcome. 

To learn more of the Society, or the up- 

Gaivota, 31’, 1982. 

Banshee, 25’, 1978. 

coming events this summer, you can contact 
the Friendship Sloop Society by mail or the 
web. It is a very informative and interactive 
web site. 

Web page: www.fss.org 
Snail mail: Commodore Paul Healy, 46 

Cedar St., Marblehead, MA. 01945 
Myself: Greg Grundtisch, or Seamus 

Donagain, 256 Iroquois Ave., Lancaster, NY 
14086, <grundy @ fantasiadesign.com> 

To join the Society: Mr. Doug Amsbary, 
1297 Easton Rd., Sugar Hill, NH 03585. 

2002 Schedule of Events 
July 13-14: New London, CT Regatta 
July 20: Southwest Harbor, ME Rendezvous 
July 22-25: Homecoming Rendezvous & 
Races, Rockland, ME 
July 26-27 Friendship Days 
August 10-11: Marblehead, MA Regatta 
August 31-September 1: Gloucester, MA 
Schooner Festival 
November 9: Annual Meeting, Durham, NH 

Corregidor, 25’, 1981. 

Sazerac, 35’, 1913. 

Chrissy, 30’, 1912. 

Tradition, 31’, 1981. 



I found my Friendship Sloop one wintry 
afternoon in 1951, sitting in a crowded boat 
yard at Onset, Mass. Her name was Voyager. 
She had been shored up and hastily covered 
with odd pieces of canvas many months be- 
fore. Snow was still lying about in patches as 
my partner Frank Westerhoff and I pulled back 
the cover revealing the lovely sheer of her deck 
underneath. Perhaps it was this very act that 
sold us on the old dowager, but whatever it 
was, we gazed at her hull and thought she 
looked like a queen on a throne amongst the 
lesser shapes of modern plywood boats that 
were stacked around her. 

Voyager measured 29’ x 96” with draft 
of 4°10”. The cutwater was quite fine with 
pronounced hollow at the waterline sweeping 
out to the firmness of her bilges and gradually 
receding into a flat run towards the elliptical 
transom. The proud clipper bow still bore the 
name of “Charles Morse, Builder, Friendship, 
Maine.” 

Perhaps if some knowledgeable friend 
had come along and tried to make us listen to 
reason, emphasizing that we were buying a 
boat that was built in Teddie Roosevelt’s era, 
we might have listened, but I doubt it. Once 
we climbed that ladder to her deck, we were 
hopelessly lost. It didn’t make any difference 
to us that the cockpit was a jumble of loose 
boards and the accommodations were little 
better than when the fish shared the hold, or 
that the gaff mainsail was in patches and the 
jibs black with mildew. To two bachelors in 
their twenties, Voyager was just what we had 
been looking for as we had crawled over ev- 
ery aging Friendship from Marblehead to Cape 
Cod. An hour later we were at the owner’s 
home to sign the bill-of-sale. 

Through the happiness of the occasion, I 
noticed the man’s wife and children were in 
tears. This was my first insight into the feel- 
ings these sloops engender. I thought about 
this later, wishing that I knew the full history 
of all the generations that had owned this boat. 
How many had reacted in like manner when 
she was sold? Who were the fishermen who 
owned her before the curse of gasoline en- 
gines, and where were the children that grew 
up on this boat and learned to sail and care for 
her? 

That day our minds were full of dreams 
of how we would fix up Voyager and sail with 
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Society Founder 
Passes Away 

Bernard MacKenzie, founder and Hon- 
orary President of the Friendship Sloop Soci- 
ety, passed away January [Sth at the age of 
80. Bernie, who owned #1 Voyager, and later 
#96, also Voyager, wrote the following article 
for the Sloop Society publication /t’s A Friend- 
ship, published in 1965. This article is an ac- 
count of the race which gave him the idea of 
establishing a Homecoming Race for Friend- 
ships. 

A Man and His Boat 

By Bernard MacKenzie 

comfort to far off ports, and how, snug in the 
cabin after a blow, we would be warmed by 
the old fashioned Shipmate stove, and plan 
new adventures together. 

Frank and I knew little about sailing and 
less about repairing boats, but after the old 
auxiliary engine had ground itself to pieces in 
the bilge, Voyager showed us how to sail. Our 
education came the hard way and she forgave 
us the many jibes, groundings, bad landings 
and squalls that she suffered at our hands. 

Later, Frank met a younger “bride” and 
left me alone with my sloop. Our association 
became more serious as I replaced mast, sails, 
motor, cockpit, and refitted the interior of the 

cabin. Decks required fiberglassing and new 
rigging was spliced. After this, the old girl 
seemed to have a new lease on life and no 
longer won the snail’s cup in the annual re- 
gatta. 

The era of the antiseptic-looking plastic 
boats had begun. They were beginning to dot 
our harbors, drumming out old wooden boats 
like Voyager with a tattoo of steel halyards 
against their aluminum masts. These were 
boats without souls: Cast in molds like tea- 
cups and built without the skill and honesty of 
good shipwrights. I would always look for the 
soap dish when I climbed into their round, slick 

cockpits. Surely the fine history and traditions 
of American yachting were not going to come 
to this. Somewhere J thought there must be 
other sailing men that understood the beauty 
of a well-designed and constructed vessel. Joe 
Richards and Howard Chapelle were with me, 
but the fact remained that, outside of the little 
town of Friendship, not a real Friendship Sloop 
had been built in the last thirty years. 

Nine years later, sailing had become a 
way of life, and Voyager had made many 
friends cruising westward to Nantucket and 
Newport, and eastward to New Hampshire and 
Maine. The people were more interesting than 
the harbors. They would row out to us at an- 
chor and give off sighs of pleasure when | ac- 
knowledged that she was a Morse boat. It was 
always the same interest everywhere we went. 
Finally, I realized they were in pursuit of a 
legend; the precious intangible commodity of 
the distant past that this vintage craft symbol- 
ized. 

I often wondered if this nebulous legend 
could be stirred to reality. Perhaps if I could 
reach other sloop owners, could get a few of 
them to sail back to the birthplace of Friend- 
ships, others would see that here was the per- 
fect cruising boat; as much at home in a gale 
at sea as she was ghosting along in a ladies’ 
breeze. How to reach them? How to make 
them see the possibilities? I was pondering this 
problem when the 1960 Boston Power Squad- 
ron race for Auxiliaries gave me the answer. 

It was Saturday, September 17th in Bos- 
ton Harbor and we were hopelessly outclassed 
by sixteen large, modern Marconi-rigged 
sloops and a few ocean racers. It was blowing 
northeast, and white-caps were beginning to 
form. The larger boats were rounding a wind- 
ward mark and all the others were privileged 
to start for home under this handicap system. 

Running downwind, our position looked 
good. We had passed most of the smaller aux- 
iliaries, but those spinnakers blossoming astern 
spelled real trouble. We had no spinnaker 
aboard Voyager, only a huge gaff mainsail like 
those used to get the fish to market long ago. 
Could we hold out with eight miles to go? We 
kept an eye on a blue-hulled splinter astern 
which was slowly closing the gap. That was 
Contessa. Then a touch of luck! The wind in- 
creased. We drove with a comber at our bow 
and a quarter-beam wave under our stern, sig- 
naling that this was hull speed and she would 
go no faster. We had to come on a reach to 
follow the course between two islands when 
BANG! our jib split from peak to clew! 

It took all three of the crew; Jean Sullivan, 
Bob Brown and myself to get this down and 
another set, while our race observer steered, 
eating humble pie for saying earlier that he 
thought Friendships were logy! Due to the 
delay with the jib, one of the big fellows was 
right on top of us, but going through the gut 
his parachute pulled him over, right down to 
the water. He would come up with tons of 
water pouring out of his chute, only to have it 
immersed again. 

. Running free in Quincy Bay, we were 
actually gaining on the fleet and we opened 
up a half mile lead not having to worry about 
spinnakers. The crew was joyous as we ap- 
proached the lonely committee boat, having 
clocked a seven knots between the last two 
buoys. The flash of the cannon’ cut through 
the stillness of the autumn afternoon, and its 
echoes even blew away the cobwebs down at 
Friendship. 



Sylvia II, plying the waters of her home on Peltier Creek, has seen and participated in a lot of 
history in her nearly 70 years 

Sylvia II is about to celebrate another 
birthday. It was on Bogue Sound, Valentine’s 
Day 1933, in celebrating William Riley Willis’ 
granddaughter’s first birthday, that a bottle of 
clam juice (prohibition forbade alcoholic bev- 
erages) christened the boat created from juni- 
per, live oak and heart pine. Wood was gath- 
ered largely from a lonely maritime forest on 
little populated Bogue Banks. 

For perspective: That same year Adolph 
Hitler became chancellor of Germany, and 
Russia’s Stalin, in the midst of his murderous 
purges and establishing collective farms, was 
starving millions. Japan was making a puppet 
state of occupied Mongolia. The world popu- 
lation had reached two billion (today’s is 6.5 
billion), and Admiral Byrd was wintering 
alone in “Little America” when William Riley 
Willis, in Promise Land at the foot of Tenth 
Street, after a year of hard work, launched his 
newly completed 36’ Core Sounder. President 
Hoover was still in office. No one had yet 
heard of fiberglass, or television, computers, 
jets or space travel. Nor were there tape re- 
corders, cell phones or global positioning sys- 
tems. 

Launched at the depths of a worldwide 
depression, Sy/via would soon be enrolled by 
the U.S. Customs, taking up a career of com- 
mercial fishing at a time when Coca-Cola or 
Pepsi cost a nickel (including return deposit), 
bread a dime, and top wages were a dollar per 
10-hour day. Refrigerators were for only the 
wealthy; the icehouse was one of the town’s 
more important industries, and outside priv- 
ies the norm. Dillinger was at large, gangster- 
ism at its height, and the most prosperous and 
important folks around were the bootleggers. 

Sylvia IT went to work on Core, Bogue, 
Albemarle and Pamlico sounds, the Neuse and 
Newport rivers. She managed to wangle a 
part-time job as a mail boat, but mostly she 
tended fish nets until the Second World War, 
when Carolina’s beaches became bathed in a 
thick layer of bunker oil from torpedoed ships. 
The air was thick from burning tankers, and 

Sylvia II Came 
From Historic Era 

By Bob Simpson 

(Reprinted with permission of author from 
the News & Observer, Raleigh, NC) 

the bodies of lost seamen washed ashore al- 
most daily. Called into active service, she re- 
ceived a citation for doing her wartime duty 
patrolling and delivering supplies to remote 
areas. 
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Peacetime found her back on the 
Morehead waterfront with returned veterans 
using her split bamboo fishing rods and loon- 
bone jigs, loading up with Spanish and blues, 
hogfish and croakers. In fall and winter, she 
was busy netting mullet, spots and blues, gath- 
ering shellfish for hungry seafood markets. 
Many a ton of seafood passed over her decks. 

By the ’50s, Capt. Theodore Lewis and 
Capt. Johnny Styron were operating 36’ sister 
ships, both named Sylvia, from alongside the 
Sanitary Seafood Restaurant. Because the U.S. 
Customs decreed there could be only one boat 
with the name Sy/via, a coin was tossed, Capt. 
Theodore’s Sy/via thereafter became Sylvia II. 

Sportsfishing was just beginning to hit 
its stride. New boats joined the waterfront fleet 
every season, bigger and faster, more luxuri- 
ous, and money flowed ever faster. Sy/via II's 
days as one of the queens of the fleet were 
numbered. 

On Groundhog Day 1976, from a calm, 
misty afternoon, winds began building out of 
the south. By 10pm they had attained hurricane 
force, and boats on the waterfront were danc- 
ing macabre jigs under the pounding. The seas 
were too great, no one could get aboard to help. 
Sylvia II’s starboard bow line parted, and the 
last of the old-time party boats came to the 
end of her career. 

Two days later, raised from the bottom, a 
patch over her wounds, she was dragged to 
Taylor’s Boat Works on Peltier Creek, where 
Craig Guthrie began restoration. A 
quarter-century later, come next Sunday, 70 
years after an adze began cutting away on the 
cypress log that would become her keel, a 
frisky old boat again will be celebrating her 
birthday on the Morehead City waterfront. 

All hands are invited to her old home, 
the Sanitary Fish Market and Restaurant. Spect 
she’d be proud to have you sign her logbook. 
Cake and coffee, no gifts expected, however, 
maybe a token donation to The History Place, 
the new county museum, in her name, she’d 
be even more proud. Boats have souls, you 
know, why else are they called “she”? 
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Yacht tenders are serious little boats in 
our opinion, and if you do much cruising, you 
know what we mean. Unlike the little fishing 
boat or the beach plaything, they have to do 
everything well, or the owner is sorry, miser- 
able, or scared to death, in some cases. We'll 
take the things the dinghy needs to do well 
one at a time. 

Seaworthy and sea-kindly: That’s the first 
thing. A dinghy that isn’t good enough to get 
into and head across the Gulf Stream in bad 
weather after the sailboat hits the hideous “un- 
known object” is unacceptable. I don’t know 
how many times we have been caught when 
we thought the good weather would continue. 
It happened just this last Sunday. The weather 
forecast was for mild and calm, “Bay and in- 
land waters, a moderate chop,” said the artifi- 
cial German. Turned out that a low pressure 
area developed rapidly on the cold front that 
had brought the beautiful day on Saturday and 
during the night it had whipped up into “Cold 
and miserable, bay and inland waters rougher 
than a cob.” 

We had been in a hurry and left the big 
boat over on the mainland... came over in the 
old dinghy just to do a little clamming and 
spend the night on the island. My wife had to 
get back to teach school. No chance that the 
weather would get any better. I’m not gonna 
tell you that it was a pleasant trip, we got the 
slickey suits salty all right, but we slipped into 
the mouth of the river just like so many times 
before. Didn’t waste a drop of the clam chow- 
der. 

So what is seaworthy? It is just simply 
the ability of a boat to keep going in the direc- 
tion you want it to in the sea when it is rough. 
Do not confuse flotation with seaworthiness. 
An aluminum John boat with twenty five cu- © 
bic feet of styrofoam under the seats is still 
not seaworthy. Seg-kindly is another thing. 
That is the ability of the boat to keep going in 
rough water with us in it. I guess that the bar- 
nacle covered beer bottles that come all the 
way across the Atlantic to wash up on the 
windward sides of the Caribbean islands and 
Central America could be considered seawor- 
thy by some, but I like sea-kindly too. 

Pounding. I am not going to name any 
names, but a while back, there was a rash of 
fiberglass boats with two or three miniature 
hulls built under them sort of like oversized 
corrugations in roofing tin. They were ex- 
tremely seaworthy boats. At least one of them 
could be sawed in half and the man that did it 
could still stay in the end with the motor and 
the gas tank and presumably get himself out 
of the fix that he was in. In a moderate chop, 
they were fast and startlingly dry but if it got 
rough, they pounded so terribly that the per- 
son in the front seat needed a heavy duty sports 
bra and a fighter’s mouthpiece. 

If you used one for regular transporta- 
tion, you soon had to go see the chiropractor 
or the osteopath for your back. One teenager 
that we knew got some bad chest pains from 
hot rodding around in one that was geared up 
to go over fifty mph. The chest pains were di- 
agnosed as a heart bruise. Phooey on any un- 
necessary heart bruises, testicular hernias, and 
things like that. I notice that those “tri-hull” 
boats aren’t nearly as common as they used to 
be. 

Wet. Another horrible example of a mis- 
erable seaboat is what they call the aluminum 
“semi-V”’. They are just a flat bottomed skiff 
(which is the champion butt pounder of all 
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Dinghies 
Part | 

By Robb White 

time) with the tin in the front bent up into as 
acute a “V” shape as is possible with sheet 
aluminum (or in another failed past experi- 
ment, sheet plywood). This pitiful bow hits 
the water at exactly the same angle that chil- 
dren hold the flat of their hand when they 
splash water into each other’s eyes while they 
are swimming... the optimum angle to splash 
the most water dead to windward in a chop. 
All this water flies right back into the face of 
the person in the front seat. That is how you 
could tell that a man was chivalrous... when 
he put a steering wheel in his aluminum boat 
so his wife could hide behind him when the 
going got rough. 

Broaching. Another, much more serious, 
problem with these boats is when they go 
downwind, the bow hits the back of the wave 
ahead at just the proper angle to stop the bow 
and let the stern pass by so that the boat 
broaches to in the trough and sometimes 
throws people out or turns over and spreads 
gasoline all over everything. People who have 
to use small boats for a living have never been 
too enthusiastic about the “semi V”. One old 
crab trapper I know had this to say about them. 
“T would rather have a plain old flat bottomed 
boat... You know they gonna beat both you 
and themselves to pieces, but at least they 
won't root like a hog and turn over and drown 
you too.” 

So, what shape is right? Now as for me, 
I would rather have a boat with a subtly 
rounded shape to the bottom and sides and a 
hollow forefoot that won’t pound or root or 
throw any more water on you than is abso- 
lutely unavoidable. Boats shaped like that have 
been built for hundreds and hundreds of years, 
and the people who have to use small boats 
all the time still like that shape. There are 
plenty of different kinds of working boats built 
all over the world with that old fashioned shape 
and it will work beautifully for dinghies 

Flotation. I hate a boat that won’t float. 
The idea that some mishap at sea could cause 
my boat to just plain sink out from under me 
gives me the willies. Even wood dinghies need 
to carry flotation enough to keep them afloat 
so that they can be bailed out. Any small boat 
can get swamped sometimes. It would be piti- 
ful to watch your dinghy slowly be pulled 
down by the outboard when everything would 
have been manageable if it hadn’t happened. I 
sail around in little boats with no flotation at 
all (except the wood that they are made of) 
but I don’t put outboard motors on them. 

A good dinghy must be able to swim both 
ways. Lots of times, the sea is so rough or the 
gas for the big outboard has given out (or you 
just have a little one) or, for some reason, you 
are sailing or rowing the dinghy. When that 
happens the little boat needs to be a good dis- 
placement boat. You don’t want some pure 
planing boat trying to pull half the ocean along 
behind it when you are rowing three miles with 
fifty pounds of ice and ten gallons of diesel 
fuel and all the groceries you could find, upon 
which, there in the hot Bahamian summertime, 
perches the little woman and some of the little 
children. 

I know it doesn’t make any sense, but it 
seems to me that water is like air and that boats 
are like airplanes and don’t fly right when it 
is hot and calm. One thing I know, unless you 
never make much of a trip and never get too 
far from the gas pump and never plan to have 
your nine-point-nine stolen right off your boat 
in the middle of the night despite your best 
and most ingenious efforts, your dinghy needs 
to be a good displacement boat with no big 
wide deep transom dragging its tail behind 
you. Before you buy the inflatable or the cute 
little short, wide tri-hull, you better load it to 
the max and then row it two and a half miles 
(against the tide). Make sure the oars are cute 
and short too. After you do that, go borrow 
somebody’s real rowboat and do the same 
thing. Borrow those nine foot oars too. 

But why did you say that it has to be able 
to plane? So it’Il tow well, that’s why. Normal 
pure displacement boats like Whitehalls and 
double enders tow beautifully behind the big 
boat when you are going slow, but when the 
big boat exceeds the hull speed of those kinds 
of dinghies, they get wild and crazy back there 
and will soon dart off to one side and turn over 
and sink and cause you to have to do all kinds 
of exotic seamanship when you ought to be 
taking the joy of the fair wind that brought all 
that speed in the first place. 

People have made some cute little din- 
ghies that won’t tow worth a poot. Again, I 
ain’t going to name any names, but one fa- 
mous manufacturer of expensive fiberglass 
boats built a cute little fat, round bottomed 
dinghy that could pull an unbelievable wake 
when towed at six knots. I was on a big boat 
that towed one of those things once and the 
cleat that it was made off to was so well fas- 
tened to the yacht’s stern, that when they got 
up to about five or six knots, the pull of the 
dinghy on its half inch nylon painter flexed 
the fiberglass transom of the yacht so much 
that it jammed the lazarette lid by pulling the 
topsides in and distorting the deck enough to 
lock up the whole works back there. The poor 
people had to reduce sail to get the charcoal 
for the bar-be-cue grill. 

I studied these things a long time and, 
for a while, I thought that if you wanted a good 
easy rowing displacement dinghy, you had to 
take it on board when you exceeded its hull 
speed, then I saw some folks who had an alu- 
minum canoe coming along behind a ten knot 
shrimpboat. Now a canoe is the quintessential 
displacement boat, ought not to plane, no mat- 
ter what, but this one did, like a feather, didn’t 
even pull the kinks out of the black 3/8” 
polypropylene crab trap line that they were 
using for a painter. 

Iimmediately did some experiments. The 
flat rockerless keel of a canoe is just enough 
for it to plane on as long as it is empty. If you 
load it just a little bit, enough of the round 
shape is immersed to spoil the planing per- 
centage, and it gets wild and darts off and dives 
to the bottom (and dumps whatever you were 
using for the experimental weight like, say, a 
case of beer). Now we build a lot of little 
featherlight double enders that will plane doc- 
ilely along on the painter on their narrow plank 
keels. I even built a little wineglass sterned 
displacement boat, with good deadrise all 
along the run, except for a narrow plank keel 
that only petered out when it joined the 
sternpost... planed like a marvel. Shot up a 
roostertail liké a jet ski from the bottom gud- 
geon on the skeg at about fifteen knots. 



How about a regular planing outboard 
skiff for a dinghy? What if you want a true 
planing boat and have a world of money to 
buy all the three dollar gas you want and a 
credit card to buy another nine point nine any 
time you need to and you just don’t have time 
to row for miles and miles to do what you want 
to do when you go cruising? Now you know 
that the gas is going to give out or the nine 
point nine is going to poot on you eventually 
and you don’t want to kill yourself when you 
have to row the damned thing? 

I hate to admit it, but that’s me and my 
crew. We love to go long distances in the din- 
ghy. Shoot, my son even took his wife across 
the tongue of the ocean to Nassau from Andros 
in our dinghy. We like to anchor up in some 
place where nobody ever goes and go as far 
as possible down the coast in each direction 
in the dinghy. I used to sail in a wonderful 
little boat with my wife and my tiny tent, but 
now that I have all these grandchildren and 
they eat so much, we need to be back to the 
boat with the stove in it by dark. 

I have a regular planing skiff for a din- 
ghy, and it is a real pleasure. With the 9.9 it 
will run thirteen GPS knots with three people 
and a bunch of stuff... when we have gas. The 
places we go, the gas always gives out before 
it is time to leave and go back to work. Then 
we row it. It rows just fine. I found out that a 
long (about sixteen feet) narrow (five feet or 
so) very light (less than a hundred lbs) skiff 
with a planing boat configuration to the bot- 
tom will work just fine as a displacement boat 
if you load it light by the stern. When we run 
out of gas, we just stow the engine and row 
the boat. Such a boat tows wonderfully well 
even with the engine on it. 
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Why is this boat so long? I have seen 
many people planing along in a boat that was 
only twelve feet long. Yeah, but it takes a lot 
of horsepower and gas. There is a rule about 
planing boats that says, “The longer the boat 
is, the slower it will be going when it begins 
to plane, and the less it will take to do it.”” Once 
I built a short wide pram with a hydroplane 
bottom made to plane with about ten horse- 
power. It did too, but before it finally got 
around to it, it stood on its wide transom and 
poked its wide bow to the sky and wallowed 
around uncontrollably (just like a hydroplane) 
and then finally leveled out and flew like the 
wind, at least until the wind got under that butt 
headed pram bow, then it flopped like a mul- 
let. When I get time and collect up enough 
money so that I can afford one of our own 
boats, I am going to build a boat that is both a 
planing outboard boat, and a rowboat, and a 
good sailboat, both displacement and planing). 
Ha. 

Why all this emphasis on towing any- 
way? Because I like to have my dinghy in the 
water. I like the idea of, when that 5,000lbs of 
lead ballast snatches that big sailboat out from 
under us in the pitch dark and stormy night, 
we’ ll just cast off and hop in, and there we’ll 
be... us and old Satisfactory, ready for the next 
round. A dinghy more or less strapped down 
on deck or hanging over the stern on davits is 
not ready to leave. 

I also like to get off the big boat every 
chance I get. I don’t love big boats like I do 
little ones. You never get anywhere near the 
pleasure from them as they cost you in pain. 

One bottom job cancels out ten good long sails 
off the wind, putting a bulb in the masthead 
fixture, three, joker valve (and who was that 
masked man anyway) two, galled shaft, 
cracked swage, fouled bilge strainer, electri- 
cal problems, worn out stove pump leather, 
deck leaks, deck leaks, window leaks, oil leaks, 
fuel leaks, oil change, exhaust hose... Whoo, 
let me leave this mess, I'll think about all that 
tomorrow Miss Scarlett, let’s don’t forget our 
snorkels. 

(To Be Continued) 
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Colorado 

By Robert P. Scripps 

I commenced building this 40’ x 12’ x 2- 
1/2’ steel boat in 1996, with a scow type hull, 
1/8” plating, 2” x 2” x 3/16” angle iron for 
ribs spaced 4’, and 1-1/2” x 3/16” strips run- 
ning lengthwise, and 1/8” deck plate for deck. , 
8” slope forward and 6” aft on the bottom. The 
cabin top is marine plywood on square tubing 
frame. Steering by cables from wheel to tiller 
shaft, three rudders, and a bow rudder for 
sharper turning. Monkey rudders would help. 

A Dixon horizontal return tube boiler was 
installed in 1998 to replace a 40-year-old 
Bryan 100sf water tube boiler. The new boiler, 
has a 48” x 54” shell, 21” inside diameter fur- 
nace, 79 2” tubes, 210sf heating surface, cast 
iron grates for solid fuel and two Williams type 
steam atomizing oil burners. The safety valve 
is set at 180Ibs. 

The engines are 5” x 20” conventional 
stern wheel engines with slide valves. The 
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castings were made by A & A Foundry in San 
Antonio, Texas, from my patterns. The engines 
have Stevenson reversing gears with a reverse 
lever in the pilot house besides a lever by the 
engines, with the throttle by the engines. 

The starboard engine has a crosshead 
driven 1/2” x 20” displacement pump taking 
water through the hull to the boiler.The en- 
gines can exhaust through scape pipes and the 
boat also has a keel condenser. The condenser 
consists of two 3” x 2” x 24’ heavy wall tub- 
ing welded under the hull that could also act 
as skids. The exhaust goes into these with con- 
densate going into a hot well on deck and from 
there to a freshwater tank below deck. 

The boiler is fed with a 1/2” high pres- 
sure Penberthy injector, and it also has a 3” x 
2” x 3” Gardner Denver Duplex pump that can 
pump water from tank into boiler, or from an 
overboard hose with foot valve for washing 
deck or as a fire hose. These pumps are still 
being made, but very expensive. However you 
can get parts to rebuild these pumps, and that 
is what I have. There are also displacement 
lubricators on the steam lines to each of the 
engines. 

The boat has a 12 volt electric system, a 
1.5” + 1.5” x 1.5” high speed steam engine 
built by Anthony Beaver in England direct 
driving a 33amp alternator for running and 
cabin lights and a plug for a searchlight in the 
pilothouse. 

The stern wheel shaft has a 2-1/2” 
babbited Dodge bearings, the wheel is 7’ di- 
ameter and 6-1/2’ wide with 12 floats. With 
120lbs to 150lbs of steam the ‘wheel turns 
about 25rpm and can get up to 30rpm but with 
a lot of vibration. I have never taken an accu- 
rate speed recording but it is around 6-8 mph. 
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In June of 1961 I was sitting in an arm- 
chair in the deep, shaded cockpit of the sharpie 
Pointer (described in the last issue) in the an- 
chorage of Edgartown on Martha’s Vineyard. 
It was a pleasant day, but there wasn’t much 
wind and there was fog out in the Sound. I’d 
come around through Wood’s Hole the day 
before, in thick fog most of the way, and was 
indulging the singlehander’s freedom to 
change plans on a whim. I had meant to go on 
to Nantucket, but decided to take a day off 
from calculating the set of tidal streams. 

One incentive to stay put was the pres- 
ence on a mooring just inshore of me of a clas- 
sical catboat of the most engaging size and 
proportions. Her cabin trunk hadn’t been 
lengthened or raised, nobody had docked her 
boom, and she had all the proper gear that the 
rig needs to work well; to be reefed without a 
panic party especially. She’d probably had her 
sailing degraded by a propeller aperture in her 
skeg, but if so, it wasn’t visible from where 
sat. | guessed that she was a Crosby product; 
the various Crosby shops were just across the 
Sound, and something about the stem profile 
and the shape of her stern said “Crosby” rather 
than “Hanley” (around at Monument Beach 
on Buzzards Bay), or “Shiverick” (in Duxbury 
on Massachusetts Bay). Of course, she may 
have been built by any of dozens of boatshops 

Bolger on Design 
Catboat Ruminations 

which turned out nice cats, including on the 
Vineyard itself. 

I spent several hours of my day off mak- 
ing this drawing of her, and of the pleasant 
background of the waterfront of Edgartown 
just before The Season would open. Pointer 
and Dolphin had the anchorage to themselves, 
except for a big old working catboat without 
her rig, which was putting down a couple of 
new mooring posts in anticipation of the crowd 
expected in July. The scene was like a stage 
set with no actors; the houses looked inhab- 
ited, but the inhabitants were not visible. Dol- 
phin was ready to sail but would have to wait 
a little longer. She reminded me of a house cat 
sitting still in a window, watching for the 
patron’s return (never say a cat has an owner). 

Though Dolphin had probably been built 
as a pleasure boat, she is very close to her 
working ancestors. The men who went 
lobstering in boats like this would not have 
been likely to have the neat sail cover, and she 
wouldn’t have been so clean and unscarred. 

PHIL BOLGER & FRIENDS, INC. 
BOAT DESIGNERS, PO BOX 1209 
FAX 978-282-1349 
GLOUCESTER, MA 01930, USA 

STE! Elguler 

And the background would have been quite 
different, a row of tumbledown and patched-up 
shacks with rough skiffs, some derelict, on the 
foreshore. The supergentrified shore of 
Edgartown nicely symbolized the change from 
the barn cat hunting mice for a living, to the 
pampered house cat with all the proper 
innoculations The mouser is no longer needed, 
but she still needs human association, and it is 
not to be forgotten that she has not lost her 
mousing skill if there’s a chance to use it. 

Enjoying Pointer’s cockpit with a friend (right) 



I’ve been messing about with polytarp 
sail construction for about nine years and sell- 
ing polytarp sail kits under the name of 
PolySails for over half that time. During that 
time, I’ve probably cluttered up my mind with 
way too much information on polytarp 
sailmaking, old boats, and online marketing 
as nearly any visitor to my PolySail website 
can attest. 

To make this proliferation of data even 
worse, I try to dream up tests for the tarp ma- 
terials I supply in the kits. I also send out sur- 
veys to people who buy kits from me to learn 
what they think about the polytarp sails they 
make. Of course this obsession makes a con- 
venient scapegoat for lapses of memory, an 
overflowing job jar, and a failure to sock away 
adequate funds to retire even by 90. Fortu- 
nately, I have a forgiving wife and a family 
history of eccentricity to fall back on if I re- 
ally get desperate for excuses about spending 
time with polytarp sailmaking. 

The gist of what I’ve learned so far is that 
some kinds of polytarp make pretty damn good 
sails for some people who just want to mess 
about with small boats. Now immediately 
some readers will think to themselves, “Well, 
he’s just a biased so-and-so who wants to drum 
up some business,” or some similar thought. 
So I’m going to admit from the outset that 
enlightened self-interest is 90% of the reason 
for writing this article and sharing what I’ve 
learned is only about 10% of my motivation. 
After all, retirement is looming; and a part time 
income from selling sail kits 1s better than no 
income at all. 

Let me clarify what I mean by “some 
kinds of polytarp make pretty damn good 
sails...” Polytarp is generally made from three 

Messing About 
With Polytarp Sails 

Survey And Test Results 

By Dave Gray, HR Solutions/PolySails 

to four layers of polyethylene. The inner layer 
is woven from strands of the same stuff, but 
the weave can be very loose or fairly tight. 
Only when the weave is fairly tight is the 
polytarp material much good for sailmaking. 
Much of the common blue polytarp that you 
buy from your friendly home improvement 
store has only about a 6 x 8 scrim, or weave, 
per square inch. My white and light gray tarps 
have at least a 12 x 12 scrim and a 14 x 14 
scrim if I can get it. In terms of weight and 
thickness, the cheap polytarp might be only a 
3 mil; 2.5-0z/sq yd. material while the better 
grade is an 8 mil, 6.0-0z/sq yd material 

Another differentiating factor is color. 
White and some other light colors of polytarp 
tend to be U-V (ultra violet ray) treated. Dark 
colors are not. If you’ve ever used one of those 
cheap blue tarps outside for a boat cover for a 
season (if it holds up that long), you might 
know what happens when one of those tarps 
disintegrates. The darker, lightweight tarp tears 
at a touch and rains down microscopic flakes 
of tarp that are harder to get rid of than head 
lice. 

On the other hand, a marine firm that sup- 
plies the 14 x 14/sq in scrim light-colored tarps 
to the US Navy has to meet a standard that 
their tarps will last for at least one year in any 

weather conditions. One of my white tarp boat 
covers is now in its third year with no patches 
or visible signs of deterioration except that the 
bright white color has dulled somewhat. 

I’ve attempted to do some backyard tests 
on the polytarp I offer versus some other plas- 
tic types of material other people have tried 
for sailmaking. One is the popular house wrap 
Tyvek and the other is a pond liner material 
that a West Coast business uses in sails and 
kits they offer. I used a spring loaded fish scale 
to check stretch on the warp, woft, and diago- 
nal. The polytarp showed the least tendency 
to stretch each direction. 

I also used a 16-penny nail attached to a 
small postal scale to measure how much force 
was required to penetrate the materials. The 
polytarp offered about twice the resistance as 
the heavier pond liner and considerably more 
resistance than the house wrap. However, I’d 
highly recommend keeping all these materi- 
als away from sharp objects if you are plan- 
ning on using them for sails. Of course, I'd 
follow that recommendation with any sail 
material unless you just like that patched-up 
look. 

To check the strength of the white 
polytarp material, I supported a 42lb battery 
on a3’ x 4’ piece of white polytarp that I sus- 
pended from a couple of two by fours with six 
nails, three on each side. If my calculations 
are correct, the force exerted by the battery is 

- about ten times more than would be exerted 
on the material by a gale force wind under the 
Beaufort Scale. Even so, I wouldn’t want my 
customers to test their sails or their luck in that 
kind of wind. For more detailed information 
on this particular test as well as other tests I’ve 
tried, check my web site at http:// 
hometown.aol.com/polysail/HT | ML/ 
index.htm 

Earlier, I qualified my thesis by saying 
that some kinds of polytarp make good sails 
for some people. If you are a big boat, 
long-range ocean cruiser type, or one of those 
overly serious club or class racers, then 
polytarp sails are definitely not for you. Simi- 
larly, if you are of those WoodenBoat aficio- 
nados with a fat wallet, a penchant for classic 
boats, and friends in high places; then tarp sails 
probably seem like a travesty to you and your 
commercial sailmaker. 

I usually get to talk with people who are 
buying my kits, unless they simply decide to 
pay online. Most of the time, I try to find out 
what kinds of boats they’ ve built or what kind 
of boat will carry their finished sail(s). Of the 
folks who buy my kits, it turns out, many are 
novice builders and sailors. (I have to insert 
here that messabouters are universally nice 
people to work with). Their projects are 
smaller boats with one sail, or at most, a jib 
and a main. 

Inevitably, their boats have unstayed 
masts they’ve built themselves, too. I specu- 
late that as these builders get near the end of 
their initial boat projects, they start calculat- 
ing how much more they spent than they in- 
tended on their boats, and how much they still 
might have to invest in a functioning sail. 
That’s about the time that many of these folks 
start seeking out a less expensive alternative 
and end up calling me. 

There also appears to be a group of cus- 
tomers who just want to be able to say that 
they’ve constructed everything, including the 
sail, all by themselves. For some reason, this 
group of customers seems to be dominated by 



professionals, doctors, lawyers, consultants, 
etc. I’m always a little puzzled about why 
someone with an MD or PhD attached to the 
name would want a cheap sail kit. That’s one 
question I probably won’t be asking in my 
surveys, though. 

Another group of customers seems to be 
made up of experimenters. A customer from 
this group usually buys a kit with the idea of 
making more than one sail from the material. 
This customer expects to find the best sail 
shape(s) for his or her boat, with the idea of 
developing a completely unique sail and/or 
upgrading to a “real” sail later. 

Recently, Sam Hamlin, a teacher at the 
Shore Country Day School in Massachusetts, 
contacted me for material to make nine D-4 
sails for the boats his class of 15-year olds had 
constructed. We were able to work out a deal 
using the “economics of scale” so that the sails 
cost considerably less than $40 each. This was 
the second school order I’ve processed, and, 
as a former teacher myself, I’d like to reach 
far more of this group of “customers”. 

For the last two years, I’ve sent out sur- 

veys with self-addressed, stamped envelopes 
to everyone who purchases these PolySail kits 
to get feedback on product quality and service. 
(My real job often involves evaluation 
projects.) The response rate was a phenom- 
enal 38% last year and 30% (so far) this year. 
Altogether that means 36 individuals took the 
time to fill out this survey. (Those numbers 
should tell readers that this is not a high vol- 
ume or high profit busines (just in case one of 
you was considering selling polytarp sail kits.) 
J asked 23 questions in four categories that 
covered everything from the ordering process 
to the performance of the finished sails. Cus- 
tomers could also add comments and did not 
have to respond to all questions, but most did 
anyway. In the interest of space, I'll try to sum 
up their responses. 

Everyone who responded was very posi- 
tive about the service and the product. I got 
high marks in the categories of Price/Value and 
Ordering, Shipping, Handling, and Packaging. 
Nearly everyone thought the kit was fairly 
priced, advertised accurately and fairly, and 
would consider purchasing another kit if the 
need arose for a new sail. One customer sug- 
gested that I didn’t need to include some items 
that were duplicates of items already owned 
by most messabouters, such as the utility knife 
and measuring tape. Another person said he 
would probably buy all the kit materials lo- 
cally if he could find the white polytarp. Ev- 
eryone responded positively to the questions 
about how we handled their order and ques- 
tions. 

Another category where we asked ques- 
tions was identified as Instructions/Construc- 
tion. Here we asked about problems follow- 
ing the generic instructions, construction time, 
and whether customers stitched or taped their 
sails. All but two of the customers responded 
that they had encountered no major problems 
following the generic instructions or using the 
kit materials. Of the remaining two custom- 
ers, one reported problems making the tapes 
adhere in high humidity areas such as Florida 
and suggested that we warn others of this po- 
tential problem in the instructions. 

Another customer indicated that we had 
allowed too much for the shrinkage of taped 
edges, reporting that his sail ended up four 
inches too long along one side. When asked 
how the instructions could be improved, one 

customer recommended more diagrams, while 
another suggested a short video. Most custom- 
ers, however, seemed to agree with the people 
who said, “They worked for me!” or “Instruc- 
tions were fine.” 

Construction time was a major variable, 
depending upon the number and complexity 
of the sails, and whether the edges were taped 
or stitched. Most of the fledgling sailmakers 
reported taping their sails and said the con- 
struction time was about 4 hours or about what 
our ads had led them to expect. One poor fel- 
low reported taking 16 hours to construct a 
taped jib and main for a 12’ dinghy. A couple 
making a jib and main for a Weekender said it 
took them a full day to complete. Another man 
reported 8 hours of construction time. No one 
else reported over 6 hours construction time. 
At the opposite end of the spectrum was Steve 
Bosquette, a customer who reported taping up 
three sails for his schooner in only two hours. 
I think that’s quite a feat. 

The fourth category was identified as 
Performance/Appearance. I first asked about 
the kind and size of the sail(s) customers were 
making. Again, the responses were highly var- 
ied. Shipp Webb of Sewanee, TN made a little 
Leg ‘o Mutton sail for his small canoe that 
couldn’t have been much over 10sf. Chuck 
Leinweber and his wife Sandra, on the other 
hand, used up a 550sf PolySail Kit to make a 
200sf lug main and a 30sf mizzen for Pearl, 
their Jim Michalak-designed Caprice. Sprits, 
Bermudas, lugs, gaffs, junks, crabclaws, 

lateens, jibs, mizzens, genoas, spinnakers, our 
customers have made them all from polytarp. 

Occasionally, I'll find that the material 
was not used for sails at all. Paul Gray noted 
that he had built a roof for his kids’ playhouse. 
Others have made bimini tops, boat covers, 

and temporary boatbuilding shelters. Our most 
common requests, though, are for kits to build 
sails for the Stephenson Projects’ Weekender 
or one of the many Phil Bolger designs that 
uses the 59sf Leg ‘o Mutton sprit boom sail. 

The survey next asked what kinds of 
boats the sails powered. Once again, the re- 
sponses were many and varied. Up to the time 
Chuck Leinweber told me of his plans to use 
PolySails on his Caprice, all of the boats that I 
knew carrying PolySails were within our rec- 
ommended limits of 20’ and 1000\bs. I think 
that, as sailed, Chuck’s boat was pushing those 
limits at 25’and about 1300lbs with three crew 
aboard. Smaller Bolger designed boats, such 
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as the Brick, Teal, Featherwind, and Surf are 
among the more popular boats using PolySails. 
Jim Michalak’s designs also carry their share 
of polytarp. 

However, PolySails have also been con- 
structed for a 14’ Lund fishing boat, a 14’ West 
Wight Potter, an 11’ Capri, a 
customer-designed 19-1/2’ sharpie, and a 20’ 
Trimward(?) Kayak. While I have yet to get a 
response from catamaran owners, I know sev- 
eral kits have been ordered for cats as well. 
Each call, it seems, broadens the list of appli- 
cations that are possible. The limits of the 
material are still being tested, with doubled 
polytarp offering further possibilities for 
heavier boats. 

When we asked if the sail performed as 
well as the customer expected, the answers 
were nearly all positive from those who had 
actually had a chance to try their sails (some 
northern customers who responded were still 
ice-bound when the surveys went out). One 
first timer reported a “hard experience”, but 
that was our only negative response. Some 
sailors said the performance was “fine”, “‘bet- 
ter than expected”, “exceeded my expecta- 
tions”, or “surprisingly effective”. Most sim- 
ply answered. “yes”. 

A similar question asked if the sail mea- 
sured up to their expectations in appearance, 
and whether they had received any comments 
from others. Again, most responses were posi- 
tive. The fellow from Florida who had trouble 
with the tape adhering offered the only out- 
right “no” response. Others would probably 
agree with Don Williams of Olympia, WA who 
responded, “Yes. However, I was not able to 
make it wrinkle-free 100%.” Other comments 
ranged from, “That’s a tarp!” to “Could not 
tell that they were not Dacron.” One man 
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stated, “It looks great. It would be perfect if sewn.” Another said, “Ap- 
pearance is good. May be heavier than necessary, but I don’t know if 
lighter material would hold up.” Another customer said, “People are 
stunned that I made them myself.” 

Only a few of our customers were sailors experienced enough to 
respond to the question about whether PolySails were comparable in 
performance to commercially made sails. Five who did respond replied 
“yes” to the question; however, one of the five qualified his response 
with “...relative to price/value”’. 

I also asked questions about the adhesion of the tapes used in con- 
struction and the overall durability of the sail. It was clear from five of 
the customer responses that the vinyl tape tends to lift after a period of 
time. How soon that happens depends a great deal on the location of the 
customer, the relative humidity, how the sails were stored, how often 

the sails were used, whether the sails got wet, and other factors. 

One customer responded, “I regret not stitching the sail. After wet 
storage, the vinyl tape edges came undone.” Another said, “The vinyl 
tape did not stick all that well. I would have liked it to be wider.” Still 
another customer reported, “Tape has let go in last four months since 
sail construction.” Two other customers whose projects (not sails) were 
constantly exposed to the elements reported that the doublefaced tape 
failed after a year of exposure. However, most of the builders, includ- 
ing four of the ones that reported troubles with the tapes, responded 
“yes” when asked if the sails were as durable and long lasting as they 
expected. “Only used one season, but seems fine,” was the description 
by one customer. Another commented, “Hasn’t fallen apart yet,” while 
still another customer said, “Tape stayed put, even though we didn’t 
sew the sail.” The man in the middle seems to be the fellow who said, 
“Vinyl held almost all season.” 

I recognize that the vinyl tape presents some adhesion problems, 
as does the double-faced tape offered in the kits. However, our back- 
yard tape tests demonstrated that only a very, very expensive tape of- 
fered better adhesion than the vinyl tape we were using. Of four 
double-faced tapes we tested, the brand we supply held best in our 
weather conditions. Stitching the sail perimeter still offers the best 
long-range results, but taping is great for getting a new boat out on the 
water or trying out a different sail plan. 

For people who like to mess about with homebuilt sailboats, 
polytarp sails offer an inexpensive, easily constructed means of power- 
ing a boat. As Emeliano Marino, author of The Sailmaker’s Apprentice, 
wrote, “Perfectly acceptable dinghy sails can be made from Tyvek, 
polyethylene tarp, London Fog raincoat material, bag nylon, or tent 
canvas, not to mention old sails. Tarp or Tyvek sails may be taped to- 
gether and require no sewing:” If my surveys are representative of just 
my customers’ views, there might well be over 100 polytarp sailmakers 
from the USA, Canada, and Australia who agree with this veteran 

sailmaker. And judging from the number of hits on my website instruc- 
tions, there could be hundreds more. 

(If you want to try your hand at making a polytarp sail, see the 
instructions on my website at http://hometown.aol.com/polysail/HTML/ 
instructions.htm or call me to order a kit at (317) 915-1454.) 
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REPAIRS & RESTORATIONS 

ROB BARKER 
615 Moyers Ln., Easton, PA 18042 

Phone / Fax (610) 253-9210 



O’CONNELL’S 

WOODEN BOATS 

Dedicated to the Creation 
and Preservation of 

Vintage Wooden Watercraft 
on the eastern shore of the 

Chesapeake Bay. 

Marc Barto « 12319 Coopers Lane 
P.O. Box 611 ¢ Chestertown, MD 21620 

(410) 778-3213 Fax (410) 778-8138 

ae. 
SmaliCratt 

Builders of Traditional and 

Contemporary Rowing and Sailing Craft 

11515 Kenton Drive 
Silver Spring, MD 20902 

Richard Cullison 
301-946-5002 

www.CullisonSmallCraft.com 

(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 

> les jaar es 

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 

This Space 

Available 
Only $30 per Issue 

Your ad here will let 5,000 

subscribers know that you 

are in the boatbuilding 

business, and perhaps 

amongst them you will 

find some new customers. 

It’s a low cost way to find 

out. 

Write or Call 

Messing About in Boats 

29 Burley St. 

Wenham, MA 01984 

(978) 774-0906 

FIBERGLASS REPLICA CLASSIC SAILBOATS 
RAINBOW 

] LOA- 124” 
Beam - 6’2” 

SA - 100sf 

_ Displ. 440lbs 

Construction 
12’ Cape Cod Catboat Fiberglass Hull & Deck 
—e a Varnished Oak Trim | 9, 18:9) pe 

Bronze Hardware = Beam - 5'6” 

Wooden Spars 

NEW! 
Compass 

CLASSIC CAT 

BAYBIRD 

18’ Gaff Sloop 

SA - 145sf 
LWL - 16° 
Draft 0°8” 

14’ Classic Half-Decked Catboat 
Dealer Inquiries Invited 

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

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

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 

Wooden Boat Building, Classic Designs, 
Traditional Construction and Materials 

888-686-3443 

Currently building 
34’ W. Atkin tunnel stern 

Sea Bright Skiff 

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



A light- & 
weight, 
Sat 7 dy 
wooden 
beauty 
anyone can 
build from 
our pre-as- |= 
sémbled ™™ 
kit. Price, er watinis sail, $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 

It’s ie It's a Craft! 
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 

13’ x 30” DOUBLE PADDLE CANOE 

TAPED SEAM PLYWOOD 

NO JIGS - NO LOFTING 

$15 PLANS 

$1 INFO ON 18 BOATS 

JIM MICHALAK 
118 E Randall, Lebanon, IL 62254 

Shoestring Shipyard 
Boat plans, books, kits and 
boatbuilding classes for 
the backyard boatbuilder. 

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

508.888.7960 

Plans & Kits 

Build the Mark V 39° 
Simple flat-bottomed hull, no lofting, 

Over 8 knots with 25 hp outboard. Nice 
roomy cabin, 6’8” headroom. Study 
plans $5.00, building plans $85.00 

Mark V Designs 
1019 Riviara Dr. 

Boonville, MO 65233 
<http://markvdesigns.com> 

PAIIET TY, 
Drataradarar?- od. 4, Designs by Platt Monfort 

STUDY PLANS BOOK $5.95 

INSTRUCTIONAL VIDEO $19.95 

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

207) 882-5504 Co = i 
www.geodesicairoliteboats.com 

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

Kits * Plans *« Books 
Cove & Bead Strips EPOXIES 

te NEWFOUND Catalog 
WOODWORKS in. $3. 

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

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

48” x 18” McKenzie River 

Dory Rocker 
Fast Build Stitch & Glue Full Scale Patterns 
10pp Directions, Illustrations, Color Photos 

$15 Plans, $175 Precut Parts 

Terry Lesh 
80 Bennet Cr. Rd. 

Cottage Grove, OR 97424 

_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 

Glen-L marine designs 
PO Box 1804/AM2 

9152 Rosencrans Ave. 
Bellflower, CA 90707-1804 

562-630-6258 fax 562-630-6280 

ae ‘TUBBY TUG” 
9’ Stitch & 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 

SWAMP YANKEE 
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 

puILDA LITTLE DUBBER 

KAYAK size 7-1/2’ or 9’ 

Weighs 25 to 30 Ibs. easy 
stitch pa glue 

humor filled ~~ 
manual $15 + $2 shipping gree 
Peter Hunt - The Shed for Sail Studio 
PO Box 135 Norton, MA 02766 508-285-4984 
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CONRAD NATZIO BOATBUILDER 
SANDPIPER SHOVELER 

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

of Rig Camping 
Children’s Boat 

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 

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 

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

SUSUELUMHREE 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 

¢ Gloucester Marine Paints (40-50% discount) 

* 2 part Urethane Pour Foam 

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

LOW . Silicon Bronze Wood Screws 

gyre Nails & Stainless Fasteners 

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

FIBERGLASS SUPPLY 
SUPPLYING QUALITY MATERIALS TO BOAT OWNERS, 

HULL FINISHERS AND BOATYARDS FOR OVER 20 YEARS. 

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

F 
Catalog! 800-333-0314 

Supplies 

SEE SMALL-CRAFT SAILS 

AND GET A QUOTE AT LER 

www.dabblersails.com 

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

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

PLEASE SEND ME: UO Complete construction plans and instruc- 
tions for $40.00 O Study plan packet for Bobcat and 36 other easy- 
to-build Intant Boats for $5.00. 
BOOKS: QO /nstant Boats, $16.00 O Build the New Instant Boats, 
$19.95 0) How to Build Your Own Boat, $20.00 \) Build the Instant 
Catboat, $12.95 QO How to Build the Gloucester Light Dory, $7.95 Q 
Keeping a Cutting Edge: Saw Filing, $7.95 Oi Boat Modeling with 
Dynamite Payson, $19.95 Oi Bolger’s 100 Small Boat Rigs, $19.95 
Q) Boat Modeling the Easy Way, $19.95 Add $1.00 S&H 

Name 

Street 

City) ee Sale ee 

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

207-594-7587 

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. 
Pag 1780 Remlik Dr. Urbanna VA 23175) 
< (804) 758-2721 
=) 

OR CONTACT US AT 

. dab@crosslink.net 

° Ph/fax 804-580-8723 kK ; 

ADDLES & OARS 

a 
° PO Box 235, Wicomico Ch., VA 22579 E A 

Stuart K. Hopkins, Sole Prop a 

GAMBELL & HUN TER 
SAILMAKERS 

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

Box 213MB 

ORONO, ME 04473 
(207) 866-4867 



H;( ~~ 

Clearly the best 
WEST SYSTEM® Brand 

207 Hardener fs 

For fabric applications and clear coating, 
WEST SYSTEM 105 Resin & 207 Hardener 

= Maintains clarity and has extremely low blush 
formation—as low as "no blush" epoxies 

= Requires fewer coats to fill fiberglass weave 
than other epoxies 

= Apply three or more coats in one day and sand 
the next—your projects get finished faster 

Kayak built by 
Ted Moores, master 

builder, teacher and 
: author of Canoecraft & 

Kayakcraft. Ted has used 
WEST SYSTEM Brand 

products for 29 years. 
He recommends105/207 

for the ultimate clear finish. 

www.bearmountainboats.com 

BRAND 

= Epoxy products 
Reliable solutions 

ase Gougeon Brothers, Inc. 

G : 989.684.7286 
www.westsystem.com 

Call today for your FREE User Manual & Product Guide 

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

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 

Wood Canoe 

Hardware 

NNN PRT ERATURE 2 

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! 

Yl4d °° VAVH * didS 
py MAINE COAST 
= LUMBER 

| 35 Birch Hill Road 

York, ME 03909 TEAK & HOLLY - LAUAN 

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

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

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

STRAWBERY BANKE MUSEUM 
POB 300MB, Portsmouth, NH 03802 

YANMAR 
Diesel Power 

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 



Classified Marketplace 
BOATS FOR SALE 

18’ Friendship Sloop, Phil Bolger’s “Monygram” 
design. Beaut classic shape, blt 75, hull, rig & sails 
in gd cOnd. Deck & cabin nd work. Compl w/tan- 
dem axle trir. Considering part trade for catboat sail 
and/or rig (approx 200sf). 
ART KLEINER, Florence, OR, (541) 902-0979, 
<boats@artcanoes.com> (3) 

11.5’ Beverly Sailing Dinghy, ’88, Cape Cod Ship- 
building. FG hull, alum mast. Beam 4.5’, CB, 
207|bs, 66sf main. Exc cond. $1,800. Galv trlr $150. 
Located in ME. 
JAMES FAY, Weston, MA, (781) 893-5086 or (207) 
371-2374, <jfay@mit.edu> (3) 

Sunrise Skiff, 12’, 54” beam. New mahogany con- 
struction. Navy blue topsides, red bottom & buff 
interior. Bright seats, rub rail, transom, knees, & 
breast hook. Two rowing stations. 85lbs. Will take 
a small OB. $950. Susan Skiff, blt in 1987 by the 
Rockport Apprenticeshop. Cedar on oak, lapstrake. 
Newly restored. 2 rowing stations. Set-up a lug sail, 
unused mast, sail, & spars. $1,000. 
JOHN LARRABEE, E. Orland, ME, (207) 
469-2670 after 6pm EST. <johnbIS53@ yahoo.com>. 
(3) 
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CLASSIFIED ADVERTISING 
INFORMATION: 

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

A one-time charge of $8 will be made 
for any photograph included with any ad 
to cover the cost to 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. 

ns oe 

Blueberry, 20°3” wood/epoxy *’88 gaff headed 
sloop by Phil Bolger. Draft 2°10”, displ 3,400Ibs, 
straight keel. Recently replaced main & staysail. 
10.3hp 2 cyl Vetus (Dutch) diesel aux. 2 comfy 
bunks & mini settee. Sea Swing stove, VHF, ground 
tackle, potti & other cruising gear. Fully described 
in Bolger’s Boats With an Open Mind. My book 
Blueberry gives a full account of design & construc- 
tion. Age of skipper suggests it’s time to sell. $6,900. 
At Reynold’s Garage & Marine, Hamburg Cove, 
Lyme, CT, season’s dockage paid. 
DAVID D. HUME, 340 Darling Rd., Salem, CT 
06420, (860) 859-1058, <clhume@ worldnet.att.net> 

State of Maine contact BOB CONGDON, (207) 
734-8840, <rcongdon@midcoast.com> (3) 

14’ Peep Hen, ’89, green hull, tanbark sail, cabin & 

cockpit cushions, bimini, swim ladder, °97 3hp 
Johnson OB w/f&n, trir. Vy gd cond. $3,800. 
DAVID SOUSA, New Bern, NC, (252) 636-1548. 
(3) 

16’ Com-Pac Sailboat, °81. Classic safe, easy to 
use family sailboat in vy gd cond. W/jib, genoa, 
main, new main sail w/Com-Pac logo and hull #, 
new main sail cover, anchor & line, galv Magic Tilt 
trlr w/new winch stand, bearings & spare. $3000 
firm. 
PETER HAYES, Topsfield, MA, (978) 887-6137, 
<p-dhayes@attbi.com> (3) 

°83 Marshall Catboat Hull, 26’ x 12’ x 2’6”. FG is 
about 7/8” thick at keel, solid, no core. Finished 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 arrange- 
ment below. Nds cosmetics & 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. (4) 

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’ Baby Knockabout Sloop, bit °28 by Cape Cod 
Ship Corp. Cedar on oak, no broken bones. Orig 
mast & spars vy gd cond, orig sails for patterns. 
Lake sailed only, Catskill Mts. Bottom scraped & 
painted °01. Nds canvas decking, seatsw & trim. 
Also 24’ alum flagpole mast (new). In cradle w/cast 
iron rail wheels. $1,000 OBO. 
JOE POND, P.O. Box 418, Grahamsville, NY 
12740, (845) 985-2323, 2620. (1) 

*52 Wenaumet Kitten, blt & maintained by 
Bigelow. Compl refastened ’88. New CB °00. W/ 
spinnaker & boom tent. $4,500. 
R. WOGISCH, 2 Meredith Way, E. Harwich, MA 
02645, (508) 430-7305, <cf109@aol.com> (3) 

Classic Coho, 13’7” LOA,-3’6” beam, wineglass 
transom, teak decks, rails, curved coaming, custom 

bronze oarlocks & stem, FG, weathered spoon blade 
oars. Blt late *60ws by E.D. Stokes. $2,000. Will 
deliver in northeast. 
GEORGE HAUX, Skaneateles, NY, (315) 685- 
6222, <HAUX@LOCALNET.com> (3) 



15-1/2’ Crescent CB Sailboat, plywood, gd cond. 
Pamco trlr, 3hp Johnson, mainsail, jib & halyards 
in exc cond. Varnished tiller, paddle, flrbds. Water- 

tight bulkheads & toolbox, life jackets, flares. All 
equipment exc cond. $1,800 OBO. 
TOM SMEREKA, Grosse Isle, MI, (734) 576-4169. 
(3) 

GJAC, Matt Layden designed sharpie coastal 
cruiser, 14.5’ x 4’ x 1’, ballasted for stability, 100sf 
R standing lug in gd cond, roller reefing and furl- 
ing, scull & push pole. Leebrds, kick-up rudder. 
Some cruising gear incl: anchor, chain & line, cook- 
ing gear, fenders & some extra line. Galv trlr w/ 
new wheels & tires. Consider all offers. Located in 
Od i 
DON MUSANTE, <DGMusante@AOL.COM; 
(860) 448-3615. (2) 

Adirondack Guideboat, 15’6” 55lbs, cedar hull, 
cherry decks, gunwales, & seat surrounds. Seats & 
backrest wicker. A head turning beauty. Transpar- 
ent FG covers the hull inside and out to add strength 
& reduce maintenance.Designed by H.D.Grant, dean 
of guideboat builders in 1904 at the peak of his ca- 
reer. This 3yr old boat rows like it was on ball 
bearings.The price $5,995 incl a pr of soft maple 
(the best) hand carved guideboat oars & 2 sets of 

traditional bronze Adirondack oarlocks. [Il be row- 
ing around Mystic ,CT on on June 1 & 2, also at the 
WoodenBoat show in Rockland, ME 7/12-14. Can 

also deliver the boat to upstate New York around 
June 16. 
CHUCK RAYNOR, Richmond, VA, (804) 359- 
5524, <Loftysail@earthlink.net> (2) 

°52 Lyman 16’, |18hp Evinrude, on trlr, in storage 
many yrs. $1,500. Come see. 
BRIAN QUINN, Rowley, MA, (978) 758-1950 cell. 
(2) 

10’ Acorn Dinghy, just compl & waiting for the 
paint to dry. Over 200hrs invested bldng this attrac- 
tive traditional design. 6mm mahogany marine ply- 
wood w/’fir laminates & mahogany trim. $3,500. 
Will also bldng mold for cost of materials. 
LARRY DOW, Eliot, ME, (207) 439-8488, 
<sailse32@aol.com (2) 

36’ Ohlson Sloop, °63 Goteburg Sweden. Vy fast, 
full keel. Mahogany on oak. Comp! w/all equipment, 
gear, rigging & cradle. Nds comp! rbld. Hull in fair 
cond. $7,000 w/almost new Westerbeke, $3,000 w/ 
0. 
HOWARD GMELCH, PO Box 641, Bacliff, TX 
77518, (281) 559-1092, <hrgmelch@earthlink.net> 
(2) 

Newport 17 Sailboat, overnighter (2 berths) w/huge 
cockpit. FG constr, CB, lifting rudder, 4hp Mercury, 
trir, fully equipped. $1,500 takes it. 
PETER JEPSON, 21 Marsh Ave., Newbury, MA 
01951, (978) 462-1175. (3) 

27’ Bristol Weekender Sloop, Alberg design, 8’ 
Beam, 4' Draft. 5 sails, full keel, Universal Atomic 
Four 30hp engine, Edson pedestal wheel w/4” 
Ritchie compass, Kenyon knot meter & apparent 
wind meter. Cockpit engine gauges, 3 Barlow 
winches w/handles. Teak cockpit grates. Used in 
fresh water only. Steel storage cradle, in storage NH. 
$9,000. 
DAVID WELLS, Wolfeboro, NH, (603) 
569-6685,<wells@ wsbtech.com> (3) 

Two Adirondack Goodboats (what are they? Look 
at www.adirondackgood boat.com.). Bodid IT, once 

on the cover of this magazine. This unique 
Adirondack Goodboat specially built for composer, 
poet, teacher (Carnegie-Mellon Institute), and bass 
trombonist (of the Pittsburgh Symphony) Byron 
McCulloh. For his last season of using her, Byron 
had me restore her thoroughly. She has sponsons, a 
bowsprit for a jib set flying, a taller, hollow mast 
and larger mainsail (there’s also a storm sail), and 
larger leeboard and rudder. Drop-in sliding seat and 
Swiss sculls. Caribbean blue out, gray inside. W/ 
customized trlr & cover, a sacrifice at $3,000 (pho- 

tos on the website). Wake Robin, a standard 
Adirondack Goodboat in as-new condition, newly 
painted in Epifanes light green outside & varnished 
inside, w/beautiful red cedar interior. W/trlr, cover, 

bow flotation bag, PFDs, S & T spoonblades, sail 
rig w/scarcely used Douglas Fowler lug-sail, and a 
scarcely used Nissan 3.5 hp, $4,500. WO/ sailing 
rig, $3,500. 
MASON SMITH, Adirondack Goodboat, Long lake, 
NY, (518) 624-6398, <mason@telenet.net> (3) 
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Beetle Cat, classic, fiberglass over wood hull. New 
flr bds and CB, w/fresh varnish & white paint, green 
bottom paint & green deck paint. Also new green 
compl canvas cover, & alum trlr. Motor bracket. 
White sail, rigging vy sound. Beige canvas moor- 
ing cover. Ready for the water. In Newbury, MA on 
trir. $12,000 OBO. 
JOEL PLASTRIDGE, Essex, MA. (978) 768-1125. 
(2) 

21’ Planing Daysailer, designed for performance 
& bit as prototype for new class. Sophisticated de- 
sign features rotating mast stepped on deck, 
mid-ships traveler, airfoil section board & rudder, 
yet it is a boat & not a sailing machine. Fair & 
smooth hull intended to be used as plug. Wood-core 
FG constr, alum spars, Hood sails, trir. $3,000 
MAT LEUPOLD, Wayland, MA, (508) 358-4897. 
(2) 

16’ Golden Eye Kayak, beautiful, fast & stable boat. 
Asking only $450. 
WIL SMITH, Cape May, NJ, (609) 884-1803. (2) 

23’ Birdwatcher, 96 Phil Bolger design. Lauan 
mahogany ply w/1” marine fir bottom w/West Sys- 
tem ® epoxy, SS fittings. Professionally blt. Galv 
trir, 3.Shp Chrysler OB, porta-potti, oars, row box/ 
seat, many extras. All in gd cond. A Itwt shallow 
draft cabin/cockpit sailboat, one of Bolger’s favor- 
ite designs. Asking $3,900. 
STEPHEN ANDERSEN, Estes Park, CO, (970) 
586-2787. (2) 

18’ Herreshoff America Catboat, FG °91, I5hp 
electr strt Johnson in well, galv trir. All round gd 
cond. $5,800. 
ED HAMMER, Newbury, MA, (978) 465-0736. (3) 

15’ Potter, 91. Colored sails in new cond, lights, 
rails, pulpit, brass footsteps on transom, multiple 
other dittys. Lightly used. Trlr is exc w/new tires & 
bearings. $4,000 firm. Can bring to Portland if 
needed. 
BILL WEYMOUTH, 516 Martin Woods, Palermo, 
ME 04354, <weymouth!@larck.net> (2) 

13’ Chamberlain Dory, lovely wooden boat, 4 oars, 
sprit rig, motor, trlr. $1,200 OBO. 
NEVILLE WOODRUFF, Grand Jct, CO, (207) 781- 
8270. (3P) 

Alden Ocean Rowing Shell, 18’ dble model (can 
also be used as a single), in gd cond, incl refinished 
oars & dolly wheels. Asking $1,500.00. 
DAVE NALLETT, Keene,NH, (603) 355-1194. (3) 
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14° RKL Little Rangeley Guideboat, dark blue 
Airex hull w/buff interior. A show stopper w/lots of 
teak & brass. Piantedosi removable sliding seat w/ 
laminated spoon blade sweeps & Shaw & Tenney 
spoon oars w/bronze oarlocks & leather collars. 
Folding anchor & custom cover. Barely used, must 
see. Delivery possible. $2,750. 
DAN BOLBROCK, Rochester, NY, (716) 720- 
1799, <ralphy2100@aol.com> (2) 

Herreshoff Design Dinghy, 12’ x 51”, hand blt of 
pine/oak, bronze/copper fasteners, 2 rowing stations, 
oars, trir. $1,200. 
A. BEAULIEU, Somersworth, NH, (603) 742-4004, 
<abeaulieu@peoplepc.com> (2P) 

°97 Melonseed Skiff, gd cond, Incl sail, optional 
oars, cushions, cover, trlr. 
Ready to launch. Black hull, beige deck, tanbark 
sail. $2,700 firm. 
GEORGE, (781) 749-8238, <geofrode@earthlink. 
net (2) 

16’ Touring Kayak, based on Herrseshoff double 
paddle canoe. Single/double. Wood & epoxy. New. 
$850 w/paddle. Dolly available. 
BOB COLE, Orangedale, FL, (904) 284-2063. (2) 

91/2’ Joel White Nutshell, exc Shore Sail. Sapele 
plywood, interior finished bright. New hollow mast. 
Sell for cost of materials $1,385. 
ROBERT SCULL, Wicomico Church, VA, (804) 

580-7402. (3P) 

19’ Cape Dory Typhoon Weekender Sloop, all new 
sails, roller furling, stnanding & running rigging, 
compass & jack stands. 6hp Johnson OB. $7,200. 
BOB CRINK, Edgecomb, ME, (207) 882-8018. (2) 

°87 Starwin Sloop. $4,000. Grumman Gulfport 
21. $1,500. Dory Sloop, pine on oak, t’bark sails, 
bronze fastenings, trlr, blt °87. $4,000, 
CARPENTER’S BOAT SHOP, Pemaquid, ME, 
(207) 677-3768. (3P) 

Westerly Nomad, 22’, tri-keels, MD1 diesel engine, 

3 sails (main, genoa on jib furler, spinnaker), 
Trowbridge trlr. In gd. cond. Located Nantucket Is- 
land, MA, $6,000 US. 
FRED HEAP, Nantucket, MA, (508) 228-9904, 
<FFHEAP@ yahoo.com> (3) 

38 

BOATS WANTED 

AME Alcort Minifish. 
AL COURTINES, Springfield, MA, (413) 731- 
9393, (508) 428-8943. (TF) 

Westerly 25 or 26, any cond, must be reasonable. 
16’ - 18’ San Francisco Bay Pelican, unfinished or 

used. 
KARL MULLER, Toast, NC, (276) 728-3447. (2) 

Mad River Canoe, Guide model, in Royalex. 
JOHN HESLIP, Silver City, NM, (505) 538-5881, 
<heslip@zianet.com> (2) 

Grumman Sportboat. 
ART BRUNT, P.O. Box 1295, Wolfeboro, NH 
03894, (603) 569-4948. (3) 

Sunfish, or similar fun, family boat for small lake 
in New England. Can make repairs. 
JOHN LARRABEE, E. Orland, ME, (207) 
469-2670 after 6pm EST. <johnbI53@ yahoo.com>. 

(3) 

SALES & RIGGING FOR SALE 

Solid Wood Masts, several round & square, other 
small spars & sails. 
HOLT VIBBER, Waterford, CT, (860) 442-7376. 
(2) 

GEAR FOR SALE 

8hp Evinrude OB, ’86 model, X-long shaft, w/al- 
ternator & tank. Well-maintained. “3R” guarantee. 
$695. 8 Sheets 4x8 Okoume Plywood, 9mm (3/ 
8”) thick. Sold as package below wholesale. $395. 
JAY MOORE, Marblehead, MA, (781) 631-9454. 
(3) 

30’ PVC Gunwale Guard, 
new flexible white, nice profes- 

sional finish for a skiff of 12’- 
14’. #2004-F in Hamilton cata- 
log. Pd $1.99/ft. Save 50%, $30 
plus shipping. - 
HANS WAECKER, 47 
Bowman’s Landing Rd, 
Georgetown, ME 04548, (207) 
371-2282.) 

Trailer Hitch, HD chassis mnted. Fits Volvo 700 
and 900 series & all °91 to °95 models. Rated 
3,500lbs. Cost new: $125; now $75 OBO. Can be 
picked up or shipped UPS. 
ERIC RUSSELL, Brooklyn, NY, (718) 646-1224. 

(2) 

Bulb Fin Keel, 42” long x 24” deep, 400lbs, re- 
moved from 16’ boat. $75. Bulb Fin Keel, 54” long 
x 28” deep removed from 22’ boat, 900Ibs. $150. 
Measurements approximate. 
HOLT VIBBER, Waterford, CT, (860) 442-7376. 
(2) 

|= Life's 100, Short 
To Own An Ugly Boat | 
“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) 

Authentic Canvas Bosun 
Bucket, Made in Maine! 
Traditional 18th century 
English maritime design 
Made of extra heavy- 
weight natural canvas. 5 
handy outside 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 accept 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 (TEP) 

Johnson Sailmaster, LS 9.9hp OB, late 80s model 

used rarely. Newer battery & 2 gas cans incl. $500. 
VISTA DRAYTON, Littleton, MA, (978) 772-9493. 
(2) 

There is nothing — ae nothing— 

half so much worth doing ie 

as simply messing igs m boats. 

Famous Quotation & Illustration 
from The Wind in the Willows 

Join us in expressing Ratty’s sentiment to the world. 
T-shirt $17, Long Sleeve T $22, Sweatshirt $27, 
Tote Bag $18, Shipping $4.75, orders up to $50, 
over $0 pleas inquire. 
THE DESIGN WORKS, Dept MC, Box 880, Sil- 
ver Spring, MD 20918. Toll free 877-637-7464, 
www. messingabout.com (TEP) 

9-1/2’ Nutshell Pram Molds & Strongback. Free. 
DICK KREUTER, Lawrenceville, NJ, (606) 392- 

S22 ake) 

BOOKS & PLANS FOR SALE 

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, 3907 “N” Ave., 
Anacortes, WA 98221 (TF) 

WoodenBoat Magazines, 1978-1994 inclusive, 

complete sets, mint cond. $595 plus S/H/I/ 
WoodenBoat Magazine, Vol 1 No 1-6. $100 plus 
S/H/. 
R.A. NOTARISTEFANO, 3 Jay Ct., Northport, NY 
11768, (631) 757-3087 eves. wknds. (3) 

Chog 18 New Design! Tape seam skiff built w/lines 
taken from a Westport work skiff. 17°10” x 673” 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 (4) 



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

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) 

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) 

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) 

Magneto, for Albin 0-11 1 cyl gas engine,&/or parts 
motor. 
TOM RATLIFF, Endicott, NY, (607) 754-5853, 
<tratliff@ stny.rr.com> (2) 

“Sleeper”, 7°10” car toppable sailing cruiser. SIps 
2 below deck. Plans $37, info $3. 
EPOCH PRESS, 186 Almonte Blvd., Mill Valley, 

CA 94941 (TFP) 

Classic Boats Monthly, 37 issues from No.1 in Sep- 
tember °71 to last issue in September, 1974. $20 
plus shipping. 
HANS WAECKER, 47 Bowman’s Landing Rd, 

Georgetown, ME 04548, (207) 371-2282. (3) 
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Build 13-1/2’ of Bliss, from 2 sheets of plywood. 
Plans $26. Illustrated leaf let of 16 craft $2. 
DENNIS DAVIS, 9 Great Burrow Rise, Northam, 

Bideford EX39 1TB, England. (EOIP) 

BOOKS & PLANS WANTED 

Used Navigation, nautical, topographic & road 
maps, charts, atlases, & guide books. 
DAVID WILSON, 741 Halltown Rd., Portland, TN 
37148, (615) 325-9057, <davjun@bellsouth.net> (2) 

MARINE RELATED ITEMS FOR SALE 

Swan’s Island ME House Rental, $700/wk. SIps 
4 or 5. Boat & kayak launching sites. 6 ferries daily. 
IVER LOFVING, Swan’s Island, ME, (207) 773- 
9505 or (207) 526-4121. (TF) 

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

www.herknperk.com: You've seen the rest; come 
see the best. Herkimer & Perkins: Building Back- 
yard Boats in Buffalo, NY. (3P) 

cottage off lower Potomac River nr Leonardtown, 
MD. Suitable for 3 couples or 2 families. Slps up to 
10. Incl protected deepwater slip & several small 
craft. $1,000-$1,350/wk. 
LEONARD EPPARD, Lorton, VA, (703) 550-9486. 
(TF) 

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 

Things You 
Should Know 

About Delivery of 
Your Magazine 

Because we publish twice a 
month and mail by 3rd Class bulk rates, 
we experience continuing problems 
with some of you receiving your maga- 
zines regularly. 

These problems usually are re- 
lated to your moving (permanently or 
seasonally) or going on extended va- 
cations WITHOUT LETTING US 
KNOW because the post office WILL 
NOT FORWARD 3rd Class mail. 
Since we are unaware of your having 
changed address, we continue mailing 
issues to your old address and the lo- 
cal post office throws them away. 

In 4 to 6 weeks they send us an 
address change correction as we re- 
quest on the back cover of each issue 
where your address is imprinted (at a 
cost of $1 to us). By this time we have 
mailed you additional issues, all of 
which have been trashed. We correct 
your address, but by now you have 
missed several issues. 

Often many of you wish us to re- 
place the missing issues. But we have 
already mailed them to you at the ad- 
dress on record here, and mailing re- 
placements involves the cost of the re- 
placement issues and additional post- 
age ($1 each by Ist Class mail) beyond 
the subscription fee you paid. We have 
to ask for additional payment to do this. 

All of this can be avoided by your 
LETTING US KNOW when you 
change address, permanently, season- 
ally, or on extended (two weeks or 
more) holiday, 4-6 WEEKS IN AD- 
VANCE. 

Things You 
Should Know 

About Publication 
of Your Classified Ads 

If we receive your ad just before 
going to press, there will be a 2 week 
interval during printing before the 1s- 
sue containing it will be mailed, and a 
further 10 days to 2 weeks while it is 
in the mail en route to you. If we re- 
ceive your ad just after going to press, 
a further 2 weeks is added to the in- 
terval before your ad will be in read- 
ers’ hands. 

Thus, it can be from 3 to 6 weeks 
before your ad will appear. You can 
receive up to two more issues after 
sending in your ad before it will ap- 
pear, it will not be in the next issue 
you receive for certain. 



< HERITAGE > 
FEATHERLITE 
ANGLER 
“I have laid aside business 

and gone a-fishing” 

The Compleat Angler 

by Izaak Walton (1595-1683) 

A good decision Izaak ... you would 

have loved the FeatherLite Angler, a 

user friendly, highly stable kayak with 

a huge 500 pound capacity, specially 

equipped for fishing. The Angler 

features two built-in rod holders, a 

convenient coiled paddle tether, a large 

non-confining cockpit, adjustable foot- 

braces, built-in flotation, accessible 

cargo storage, deck rigging and 

convenient end carries. For your 

comfort afloat, the Angler also 

provides a thick, pressure molded 

foam seat with an adjustable, padded 

backband. A built-in skeg lets the 

kayak track well while still permitting 

excellent maneuverability and good 

cruising speed. Weighing only 38 

pounds at a manageable 9'5" in length, 

it's truly a breeze to handle, on or off the water. The Angler is molded in rugged polyethylene, well able 

to absorb hard knocks without complaint, finished in an inconspicuous low glare sand matte color. Easy to 

transport, easy to launch and easy on the budget, the FeatherLite Angler is ready to take you where the big 

ones are! 

SUGGESTED RETAIL $479 

Heritage Kayaks * 55 Ballou Boulevard * Bristol, RI 02809 * (401) 2535-3408 © www.heritagekayaks.com 
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