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Looking Ahead... 
If our press deadline permits I will bring 

you my report on the “Lake Champlain Mari- 
time Museum Small Boatbuilders’ Show” 
which I expect to attend in early July; and I 
already have dropped by “A Gathering of 
Queen Mabs” in late spring and have a report 
on that event also. 

John Robinson follows up Hugh Hagan’s 
recent reminiscing in “The String is the River” 
with his own looking back in “Pirate Island”’; 
Mike Ives tells us all about “Kidney Stones & 
Cartopper’; Robb White concludes his two 
part tale of “Two Unliklely Adventures”; and 
Bill Gamblin concludes his “Looking Back” 
series with “The Halifax Race”; 

Wally Foster looks back over a life with 
“Wally’s Collection of Sloop Rigged Canoes”; 
and Jon Rieley-Goddard tells of his project that 
was “Born & Built in Buffalo”. 

Richard Ellison introduces us to his 
unique sailing pram, “Cygnet”; and Phil 
Bolger & Friends present “Update on Bantam 
2016”; and Alan Glos advises about “Out- 
boards for Dummies”; 

On the Cover... 

Following in the wake of its namesake 
anadromous fish, the 17th century scow Ale- 
wife battles her way upstream to a home at the 
historic Saugus Iron Works just north of Bos- 
ton. Jeff Hillier and I have six pages of com- 
mentary and photos of this saga of recreated 
antiquity featured in this issue. 
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Commentary... 
Bob Hicks, Editor 

I have from time to time on this page re- 
marked on the part that many of you play in 
making this magazine what it is, with its 
unique appeal to some of us in today’s world 
of boating who derive simpler pleasures from 
our small craft than those of the overt con- 
sumerism that the mainstream boating public 
blindly pursues. A letter from reader Bill 
Marsano of new York City offers an explantion 
of this appeal” 

“T confess at the outset that this Letter to 
the Editor is written under false presences for 
it is in fact a Letter to the Readership of MAIB, 
long may it wave. I take as my text the com- 
mentary signed by one Bob Hicks, Editor, in 
volume 20, No. 1. Readers will little note nor 
long remember what it says there, so I repeat 
the salient portion: ‘I am pretty comfortable 
with the magazine as it is because I’ve kept it 
simple and straightforward and never have 
been driven to trying wallpaper graphics lay- 
outs to hold your interest. Plain vanilla it is. It 
has been the ongoing support from many of 
you who provide much of the content every 
couple of weeks which has been vital to our 
being able to offer to readers real world sto- 
ries about messing about in boats well outside 
the consumer mainstream madness.’ 

I for one am not much for ‘modern’; if 
you want to know what ‘modern’ is, try lis- 
tening to the music. Nevertheless I propose 
major, even sweeping alterations to MAIB: 1: 
Hyphens ought to be used more often and 2: 
The free classified ads, so great a service to 
the boating gang, should absolutely require 
that the sale price be disclosed. I take it hard 
that anyone would offer goods for sale with- 
out disclosing the price, especially when tak- 
ing advantage of free ad space. Here let the 
renovations end. 

I have been looking into MAIJB for a 
half-dozen years now. When I began it was 
(as this superannuated gent recalls) a bit clum- 
sily printed and the photos looked as if they'd 
been carved out of potato blocks. Improve- 
ment, in printing quality or my prescription, 
has been steady ever since, and I take this oc- 
casion to ask the readership whether it is aware 
of what Bob Hicks has achieved with MAIB. 
It is that very rare thing called a “community 
of readers’, and it is not to be found in the 
above-mentioned “consumer mainstream mad- 
ness’. 

It is this community that makes MAIB the 
most dangerous boating publication I know of. 
I can buy any number of slick-printed 
two-pound-an-issue mainstream sailing mags 
from Hearst and the like and be persuaded 
within minutes that boating is utterly and ab- 

solutely beyond my scope of skill or finances. 
Two minutes with MA/B, on the other hand, 
puts me among friends and co-conspirators and 
could have me in a boat of my own by season’ 
s end if I don’t watch out. 

As a 40-year veteran of the magazine 
racket I know whereof I speak. I have written 
for several dozen magazines and a couple of 
newspapers; I have been on the staffs of about 
six magazines. In the end I ceased dealing with 
almost all of them because of loathing and 
contempt: They failed to establish such a com- 
munity, instead preferring to publish Gold 
Lists, Top Tens, so-called Readers’ Polls and 
other editorial flim-flam designed to spend 
readers’ money on their advertisers. Let me 
not seem too idealistic here: I also abandoned 
those publications because their publishers 
were obscenely greedy and disgustingly cheap 
while their editors were almost invariably un- 
skilled, lazy and stupid. 

So all of this babbling from your corre- 
spondent is to call readers’ attention to the very 
rare community that MAJB has created and to 
encourage them all to acknowledge, share and 

support it. You will not see its like again.” 
It happens that at this time I am casting 

about for ways to increase our readership, to 
reach out to others who might find what you 
have on these pages. A major source of new 
readers is the large number of gift subscrip- 
tions many of you buy for family and friends, 
usually around Christmas time, but also at 
other times appropriate to your own circum- 
stances, such as birthdays. I am very grateful 
for this manifestation of that support that Bill 
mentions. 

There is another no cost way you might 
support our effort if you like, and that is to 
send me names and addresses of anyone you 
might know who you think might possibly — 
enjoy the magazine. I will send each a sample 
copy for them to decide about its degree of 
interest to them. Those of you on the internet 
can email your suggestions to us at 
<officesupport@attbi.com>, which is our sub- 
scription fulfillment address. Postcards or 
notes can be mailed to us at 29 Burley St., 
Wenham, MA 01984-1943. 

Why this circulation promotion effort 
now? Well, we face ongoing costs of doing 
business which leave us a narrow margin of 
net income on which to survive. Building up 
our subscriber base from its present 4,500 is 
one way to widen this margin. Our US Postal 
Service has again jacked up its rates, so soon 
after the last increase, which is trimming that 
margin significantly. I gotta do something! 



Book Reviews 

Essential Sculling 

By Daniel J. Boyne 

The Lyons Press, 123 West 18 Street 
New York, NY 10011 

2000, Softbound $16.95 

Reviewed by John Hawkinson 

For a variety of reasons one often wishes 
to be 50 years younger, for example, to try out 
a new way to enjoy being out on the water. 
This book describes the steps needed to learn 
the art of sculling, describing it as, “an act of 
mysterious beauty.” Refuting the notion that 
sculling represents an_ injury-free, 
well-rounded exercise program, the book sug- 
gests that we “leave any preconceptions about 
this endeavor on dry land before pushing off 
from the float.” 

The author, Daniel J. Boyne, develops the 
topic of humility in describing his first at- 
tempts to row a single scull just after finish- 
ing high school. He describes his initial bleed- 
ing knuckles and occasional dunking while 
explaining that in the few years since this 
modest beginning he has advanced to head 
recreational rowing at Harvard. He has taught 
at least a generation of scullers and the book 
is in part the result of the requests of many of 
his students. The author quotes many re- 
nowned authorities on rowing, blending tra- 
ditional and current practice. 

Boyne’s goal was to cover the specific 
information needed for one to become a bet- 
ter sculler. This led to his further goal, “of try- 
ing to express the true essence of the sport, 
the pure joy of moving over the water feeling 
unencumbered by superficial concerns.” Few 
row perfectly in the eyes of a coach. There is 
a level of realistic ability that may not mea- 
sure up to the coach’s expectation. What is 
important is to find out what works for the 
individual...are you using your arms and not 
your legs? Do you have a weak back or some 
limitation of motion? He points out the simi- 
larities in technique between rowing four and 
eight oared shells and singles. In the single 
scull, if the solo operator lacks strength and 
agility or has soreness of back, legs or arms, 
these shortcomings cannot be masked by 
group effort. 

Whenever two boats share the same wa- 
ter several comparisons are mandatory: Which 
boat is newer, prettier, better kept, longer, but 

most important, faster. A speed contest is in- 
evitable. Racing is not requisite, but as a mea- 
sure of individual ability represents the chance 
for one to see how he is doing. How is it, the 
author asks, that some codger can appear in 
an old wooden scull just ahead of a youngster 
in a carbon-fiber dazzler and in the course of 
twenty minutes keep ahead and with no ap- 
parent effort make the fledgling rower’s ac- 
tions appear uncoordinated and wasted? 

Observation of good rowing technique 
shows the beauty of a properly executed catch 
(insertion of oar blade at the beginning of the 
power stroke) a strong coordinated drive and 
a smooth release (removal of blade from the 
water). The most beautiful to view is the deli- 
cate 90 degree rotation of the blade (feather- 
ing) during the recovery cycle...done properly 
this looks easy and to the seasoned sculler it 
is probably effortless, yet the novice tends to 
“muscle” the feathering motion which will 
fatigue and may lead to tendonitis. Feathering 
reduces air resistance and keeps the oar out of 
the water during recovery while balancing the 
boat. The author outlines the easy way to 
feather which amounts to relaxing the grasp 
and letting the hand open up (avoid the death 
grip). This may not be easy to accomplish in a 
livery rowboat even though the oars rotate 
easily. 

Several rowing problems are described 
with a caution to correct errors before they 
become ingrained. Suggested critical methods 
include review of videos to look at movement, 
posture and position. If one finds a problem, 

the author includes more than adequate diag- 
nostic insight so that one can understand what 
the problem is and then by a process of learn- 
ing Or corrective exercise, improve things. 

The illustrations show the correct and 
incorrect position for balance and smooth 
movement during catch, leg drive, release and 
finish. If evidence of specific muscle weak- 
ness exists, Boyne suggests ways to detect and 
to correct the problem. Torso training and land 
training outside of the rowing situation may 
be called for to cure problems since rowing 
alone overdevelops some muscle groups and 
overlooks others. 

We all tend to pull with the arms early 
since use of the hands and upper limbs is more 
a conscious act than what we do with our legs 
and feet. There is no substitute for coordina- 
tion during all phases of the rowing cycle. The 
legs do most of the work but require a strong 
back and arms to put the whole thing together. 

The theme of the book is that rowing is 
an acquired skill which evolves with the indi- 
vidual. No method is in itself wrong, but by a 
process of trial and error each rower discov- 
ers a vade mecum which eventually resembles 
the technique of more skilled and successful 
scullers. In these nine chapters no detail is 
found missing, and each is a monograph in 
itself. There is considerable information about 
boats and boat gear for sculling as well as the 
rudiments of rigging a boat. The twenty pages 
concerning technique clearly indicate how to 
get your oars in and out of the water. That’s 
what we came to find out. 

By C. Henry Depew 

Hydrofoil Sailing 

Boat speed is usually dependent on ei- 
ther waterline length or horsepower. A WWII 
American battleship was about 800’ long and 
about 100’ wide at the waterline. With the 
horsepower available, it could run at better 
than 30 knots since it was shaped like a large 
canoe. 

Another approach is to decrease the im- 
mersed surface as much as possible. This ap- 
proach utilizes the concept of a “wing in the 
water’. Back in the 1970s, the British were 
very involved in hydrofoil research. Any num- 
ber of Amateur Yacht Research Society publi- 
cations reported on the subject. As a result, a 
book was published that combined most of the 
basic research into one, very readable, source. 
To learn more about a lot of the initial research 
on “flying across the water” with sail as the 
power source, take at look at this publication: 

TITLE: Hydrofoil Sailing 

AUTHORS: Alan Alexander, 
Grongono, & Donald Nigg 

James 

PUBLISHER: Juanita Kalerghi, London 

DATE: 1972 

Boatowner’s 
Energy Planner 

“The battery 1s dead”, is not a good thing 
to hear on a boat. This is especially true if you 
need the battery to start the engine. Batteries 
are used throughout the modern boat to run 
the GPS, handheld radios, and otherwise sup- 
ply current to the “house” side of the system. 
Long-distance cruisers have come up with a 
number of ways to provide electric power with 
varying degrees of success. 

An initial step for most users is to increase 
either storage, production, or both. Another 
approach is to decrease the consumption. 
Given the limited storage area for fuel or bat- 
teries, work has been done with solar panels, 

wind and water generators, and much more. 

Some of the better early ideas, that are still 
applicable today, are included in this soft-cover 
book: 

TITLE: Boatowner’s Energy Planner: How to 
Make and Manage Electrical Energy on Board 

AUTHOR: Kevin Jeffrey 

PUBLISHER: International Marine/Seven 

Seas 

DATE: 1991 



You write to us about... 
Information of Interest... 

Bring on the PWCs 
The boat pictured was a common boat in 

the St. Michaels, Maryland area. The 
picture is from From a Lighthouse Window 
published by The Chesapeake Bay Maritime 
Museum in 1991 on page 66. It was used for 
market gunning, edged up to a flock of rafting 
geese where the guns were fired off. Another 
version, which is in the collection at St. 
Michaels and can be seen in their catalog, is 
called a “big punt gun”; it had a single barrel, 
9’ long, more like a cannon loaded with shot, 
which could fell 70 geese with one blast. The 
geese wound up on tables from Baltimore to 
the northeast. The practice was pretty much 
outlawed by the Federal Migratory Bird Treaty 
Act in 1918. 

The guns in the picture are mounted ona 
classic Chesapeake Bay crabbing skiff, the 
type was well documented by Chapelle in sev- 
eral of his works. Today it might make the 
thoughtless PWC operator think twice about 
his behavior! 

Mike Moore, Burlington, NC 

That 10’ Geodetic Kayak 
I have a copy of an old magazine entitled 

How to Build 20 Boats (1 think it is issue #5, 
probably ca.1942). These books were pub- 
lished each year for a number of years by the 
Fawcett Publications, Greenwich Connecticut. 

In this issue a geodetic kayak, which 
reader Robert MacKay recently inquired about 
on these pages, was displayed with plans. It 
was 10’ long, 36” wide, light woden frame 
covered with canvas. The designer was one 
Norman Mayer. I inquired of Mr MacKay if 
this was what he wanted to find, and offered 
to copy the plans for him if so. I have often 
thought about this project but never taken it 
on. 

J.P. Edwards, Danbury CT 

Opinions... 

Most Unusual Article 
“Dinghies Part 1” is the most “unusual” 

article I have ever read about dinghies. It is 
my understanding that a dinghy is a device 
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for getting to and from a boat. Accordingly, it 
doesn’t even have to be a boat. I have seen 
sailboards and ocean survival suits used as 
dinghies. 

As to my qualifications to speak of such 
matters, my wife and I lived aboard a 32’ 
Westsail for years and wandered about. I 
owned quite a few dinks in that period of time. 
Unfortunately, we are ashore now with health 
problems. 

In my humble opinion, there is no such 
thing as a good dinghy, there are only least 
bad dinghies. The characteristics that one de- 
sires in a dinghy such as load carrying capac- 
ity and the ability to travel long distances are 
also the ones that make it the least desirable 
for passage making. Both of these character- 
istics seem to be of primary importance to Mr. 
White. 

It is my belief that the most important 
characteristics are how well she stows and how 
well she will row out an anchor. It is impor- 
tant to be able to get her off the deck and filled 
with an anchor and rode either to set another 
anchor in a blow or to stop the boat from go- 
ing further aground when you miss a buoy or 
just poke in too far. 

To this end a light fiberglass 6’ dink that 
will carry a 3 or 4 horsepower motor seems 
the less bad. A rubber dink is a joke. A big 
boat with a big motor just takes too much room 
on deck for the boat, motor and lots of gaso- 
line. To assert, as Mr. White does, that it is 
satisfactory to tow a 16’ length 5’ beam witha 
9.9hp motor is simply ludicrous except on the 
smallest of excursions. I have no idea how you 
would get the thing on board much less how 
you would live with it on deck once you got 
her there. 

Most sailboats making passages average 
100 to 125 miles a day. Towing something like 
that would so drastically slow you down that I 
guarantee you that the crew would mutiny and 
cut it adrift. 

Yes, I have overloaded our small dink 
with too much food, water and people. Did so 
in Darwin, Australia where you have to an- 
chor way out because of the tide and bottom. 
Yes, I have towed her and had the wind blow 
her airborne and snap the towline. Did that in 
Greece. Yes, I have done all kinds of terrible 
things with her, to her, and her to me. I never 
said she was good, only less bad 

If your boat goes down midway across 
the pond, the 16 footer would be much better 
than 6 footer, there is no doubting that. How- 
ever, much as I regret to say it, if the boat goes 
down you are probably going to die. Yes, I 
have read ALL of the survivor books and am 
especially aware of the Dougal Roberston 
saga. When you read all 25 or so books you 
must remember all of the people who do not 
write books because they did not survive. In 
Hawaii, every year boats show up with NO 
ONE aboard them. If you are going to aban- 
don into a dink, or even a raft, perhaps you 
should get into her and let the boat sink from 
under you after you have tried every desper- 
ate measure you can think of to save her. 

While we were wandering about, I saw 
several nesting dinks that were designed by 
Danny Greene. They are about 10’ long with 

each section being about 5’ long. Because I’m 
ashore just now, I decided to make one. It is a 
first-class rower and my 3.5hp motor moves 
it along quite well. However, it does take a bit 
of time to launch and bolt the two halves to- 
gether. It stows quite nicely in about 5’. Next 
time we are able to go on an extended cruise I 
hope to give it a good shakedown before I 
decide to give up the 6 footer. Much as I like 
the 10 footer, I don’t like the idea that I can’t 
launch her very quickly. 

Frank A. Butler, Opinionated Sailor, 
Westsail 32 #0825 Intuition, N. Charlestown, 
SC 

Outboards Like Politicians 
Robb White’s advices warrant No. | at- 

tention. MAIB June 15, 2002 p.26 delineates 
2-cycle outboard motors’ many shortcomings. 
My viewpoint is these old-timers are like our 
political representatives, not necessarily the 
best but perhaps the least bad. Problem is, like 
with recalcitrant wives, what is the alternative? 
I’m a hobbyist wrencher and casual maintainer 
of things so develop quick & dirty solutions. 

Disassembling an ailing outboard is the 
last thing I do. Make up a socket for the mag- 
neto head, add some great solvent like 
Gumout, and remove the plugs and spin the 
heck out of the thing with a 3/8” drill. Then, 
how old or stratified is the gas and oil (petroil) 
mixture, providing even special 2-stroke oil 
is being used and not SAE crankcase drip- 
pings? Or, shake up the fuel can, or wobble 
the outboard on its bracket to enable mixing 
necessary for ring compression. 

Then, the all important spark plug, was 
it recommended along with its heat range or 
just some pickup item? With a dirt bike I se- 
lected the hottest plug I could find and renewed 
it every 20 hours or at a cost of $1.50 for the 
interim pleasures. And if Robb’s “cute old 
fashioned looking” refer to the WWII Seagulls, 
I couldn’t agree with him more, except they’re 
about the only game in town. Air cooled out- 
boards solved many problems, but were most 
additive to the helmsman’s breathing atmo- 
sphere. 

If anyone has a copy of John Steinbeck’s 
A Trip to the Sea of Cortez, in it Steinbeck 
denotes extremely funny unperformance of a 
“Hansen Sea Cow”, not wanting to upset the 
largish Johnson/Evinrude organization. Con- 
versely, in earlier days on a lengthy trip down 
the Baja Sea of Cortez they encountered al- 
most insurmountable problems with the fuel 
filter clogging. Out of desperation, they re- | 
moved the filter and experienced no more 
problems. 

The petroleum industry has thrown us a 
couple of curves with leaded and nonleaded 
fuel to learn about, but I’ve found the new 
synthetic oils are great, not some by-product 
up the fractioning tower to bleed off and sell. 
In restoring one old “Hansen Sea Cow” the 
oscillating ignition points were out of stock 
or virtually unaffordable. How I wished I had 
the know-how to plug in current from outside 
dry batteries that’d give immediate full spark. 

I’ve not tried those small cans of pres- 
surized ether used for starting diesels. I assume 
there will be an explosion somewhere and 
hope it is “friendly”. I’m looking foward ea- 
gerly to Robb’s continuations, telling it like it 
is. 

Norm Benedict, Santa Maria, CA 



We launched the Rescue Minor June 20th 
and she ran most marvelously. There was no 
ceremony to it. My wife and infant redheaded 
granddaughter and I just wheeled her down to 
Lake Jamonia about twelve miles down the 
road and untied the jackleg lines that held her 
on the trailer and she rolled off into the water. 

The boat sits about an inch and a half 
down by the stern at rest but it is actually that 
she is up by the bow.... the toe of the stem is 
right at the water. It is because the boat is so 
light. I knew it would be like that and hoped it 
wouldn’t be worse. When my wife and the 
baby got in up in the bow, she sat right down 
where she belonged. I hadn’t brought the en- 
gine house, so, when we fired her up, she cack- 
led pretty loud (about like a Kubota tractor) 
but didn’t vibrate or shake the boat at all. While 
she was warming up, I checked all around to 
see how much exhaust water the little Shurflo 
diaphragm pump | adapted to run off the cam- 
shaft was giving (plenty) and what the oil pres- 
sure was and all. I think I was a little scared to 
put the power to the wheel and see what was 
what. 

As soon as the propeller began to revolve, 
the stern picked up what felt like three inches 
and the boat began to move much faster than I 
would have expected from any planing boat 
at dead idle. Lake Iamonia is one of those lily 
pad lakes we have down here and there is only 
a narrow trail through the bonnets out to the 
clear water in the middle and I had fooled 
around looking at the engine and let us blow 
off so that we were heading for the lily pads 
but just a hint of rudder brought the idling boat 
right around. I have never seen an inboard boat 
turn like that. 

There ain’t no idle zone, so I ooched up 
on the throttle a little bit and the boat picked 
up speed just like a regular boat. I gave her a 
little more and she gave me a little more. I ran 
her on up and she ran on up. There was no 
perceptible rise to the bow at all and the wake 
never changed. The little engine smoothed out 
so that it was hard to detect any vibration at 
all when I put my hand on the cylinder head 

Yes, Atkin 
Was a Genius 

By Robb White 

to see if she was warming up or not. The boat 
steered so stably that I could hold the tiller 
and walk all around the engine to check on 
my doings. Which, the copper tubing wrapped 
exhaust manifold ran cold and the inlet pipe 
from the keel-cooler stayed cold. There were 
no oil leaks and no hint of a diesel fuel stench 
or exhaust but I did have a damned tiny cool- 
ant leak from the plastic overflow reservoir. 
The outlaw graphite-ceramic well pump shaft 
seal never gave a drop and the belt-drive trans- 
mission ran smooth as all get out. 

Which, I hope I ain’t ruined my credibil- 
ity too bad. She ran 18.6 knots on the 
gps and that with the 10” pitch propeller that I 
put on there to make sure I didn’t lug the en- 
gine while it was breaking in. That wheel let 
the engine run up to where the governor 
backed her offat 3,600 rpm. Me and Atkin 
think she 12-1/2” of pitch and I have that prop 
standing by ready to put on there. You know, I 
have the jackleg push-button prop nut and can 
change wheels by just reaching up under there 
with one hand. As an aside, that’s a wonderful 
rig. I can take the propeller off a sailboat while 
she is luffed up in the mouth of the river. I 
wish I could lay claim to the invention, but it 
ain’t nothing but something like a 
quick-disconnect like on a garden hose. 

The boat ran most marvelously. I would 
have been satisfied with 12-1/2 knots (my 
speed) and a slightly tender feel (about like a 
deep “V”’) but the boat was so stable that my 
wife and I could hardly alter the running trim 
by both us, and the baby, sitting on the same 
side. She turns about level and, even then, 
weight distribution doesn’t seem to affect the 
trim. I think the dynamics of the hull that con- 
trol the wake hold the boat in a tight grip. It 
feels like it weighs about 10,000 pounds. There 

was never much wake at all but, like Alex’s, 
there was a sporty looking rooster tail erupt- 
ing about 8’ astern. I have a little clamshell 
water pickup right behind the prop to give a 
little supplementary exhaust water at speed, 
and it is mighty effective (I could probably 
eliminate the engine-driven pump). The beau- 
tiful exhaust-water rainbow around the rooster 
tail made a most charming sight. 

All my fears are put to rest. She ain’t tippy 
at rest and she don’t rise up by the bow and 
try to skitter off on that little pirogue she car- 
ries on her belly. I couldn’t make her cavitate 
to save my life and the boat will turn, at speed, 
shorter than any outboard boat I ever had. I 
tried to make a wake to run back across so I 
could see what was what with that, but the boat 
doesn’t make enough wake for a valid test. I 
ran across the wake of an aluminum butt 
head-skiff with a nine point nine that was much 
bigger than the wake of the Rescue Minor. I 
don’t need no wake in no lake to tell me how 
she’ll do in rough water. I know a sea-boat 
when I see one. 

It is a wonderful boat and, as Alex said, 
“Atkin was a genius”. 

Great Lakes 
Small Craft Symposium 4 

Saturday August 18, 2001 
9:00 AM-4:00 PM 

Haithco Recreation Area 
Saginaw, Michigan 

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

demonstrations-boat raffle & door 
prizes 

Tri-City Amateur Boatbuilders’ Website: 
www.gougeon.com/GLSCS/ 
Information: (989) 686-3663 

e-mail: coats@cris.com 



It wasn’t until one week before Battle of 
the Paddles, that Roy and I gave any thought 
to producing a boat to enter the race. Roy 
Hendrickson lives a few hundred yards south 
of me on the northern tip of Pine Island, 
Florida. He and I make a point of criticizing 
one another’s work. Since he does more work, 
I tend to do more criticizing. 

The rules governing the construction of 
“Battle” boats were a model of simplicity. The 
boat and paddle (or oars, etc.) had to be built 
using the following materials only: One 4’ x 
8’ sheet of quarter-inch plywood, two 
two-by-fours, one pound of fasteners, one roll 
of duct tape. No glue was allowed, and no paint 
below the waterline where it might be used to 
cover unauthorized construction methods. 

Roy has probably built a dozen boats in 
the course of his life; a few of them were of 
his own design. He calculated that between 
us, we had far more knowledge of boat design 
and construction than the average bar patron, 
the talent pool from which we expected our 
competition to be drawn. Visions of wealth and 
fame danced though Roy’s consciousness: the 
last race of this sort held locally had paid 
$1,500 to the winner, and $500 to second 
place. I was more skeptical. I thought our vic- 
tory was far from a sure thing. 

Besides, why spend the time and energy 
to build a boat that would be used once, or at 
most, once a year for a few years? Why not 
spend a little more time and money and build 
a boat that would provide years of continuous 
service? On top of these considerations, we 
had yet to learn the size of the purse. Since 
the race was being held to benefit youth base- 
ball programs, the organizers were not likely 
to be generous. 

Roy had little interest in proceeding on 

Battle of the Paddles: 
2002 

By William Mantis 

his own. He had not recovered full agility since 
hip replacement surgery a year ago. So my 
participation was critical; I would be the pad- 
dler. 

What followed was a series of 
hard-headed negotiations. Who would pay for 
the materials? Who would go to pick them up? 
Who would pay the $20 entrance fee? How 
would the winnings be split? Who would get 
the final say as to design, in the very likely 
event that we disagreed? Since both Roy and 
I are tight with a buck, we lost a couple of 
precious days to the negotiation phase. Time 
was getting short. 

Meanwhile, our inexperience was be- 
coming painfully apparent. How do you cre- 
ate a watertight seam with duct tape? What is 
the minimum freeboard you can get away 
with? How much can you bend or curve 
quarter-inch plywood before it snaps? Along 
which axis will it curve more easily. Would 
lauan bend more readily than fir? Is it easier 
to persuade it to take a curve if you score it? 
How deep to score it? Could you soak a piece 
of lauan, made with interior glue, and get it to 
delaminate? Would the individual laminations 
then be usable? Or would the whole thing dis- 
integrate? What is a fastener, anyway: Staples? 
plastic ties? Where do most boats fail: 
Leaky seams? Getting swamped? Capsizing? 
What is the nature of the course we would be 
designing for: Long? Short? With turns? How 

Top Banana and Bare’s Tanning get away in the final, a demonstration of the advantage of a long 
waterline. 

Bare’s Tanning \eads Just a Cough’ n in their elimination heat moments before the latter cap- 
sized. 

many? How many heats would the boat (and 
aging paddler) have to endure? What kind of 
waves and boat wakes would we have to con- 
tend with? The clock was ticking, and we had 
raised some five years worth of questions to 
research. 

If we wanted a boat guaranteed to be 
speedy, we would want to incorporate either a 
long waterline or U-shaped sections to mini- 
mize wetted surface. Better yet, we would 
want both. But high-performance construction 
would also be a high risk proposition. We 
could spend a lot of time building, only to find 
that the end product would not work. Then, 
one of us would have to go out and buy an- 
other sheet of quarter-inch ply, an eventuality 
that would involve further time consuming, 
rancorous negotiations. 

Given the time press, conservative was 
the way to go. Don’t try to push the design or 
construction envelope; better to build some- 
thing we could be fairly sure would stay afloat 
for the duration. I believe it was Woody Allen 
who said, “Ninety percent of life is just show- 
ing up.” A similar rule holds for a Battle of 
Paddles: Ninety percent of it is just crossing 
the finish line. 

We did a couple of torture and delamina- 
tion tests, and we cut out a half-dozen graph 
paper models before finally admitting that 
there was just too much we didn’t know. Hay- 
ing given up the ghost, I took a peek at the 
entry my neighbor, Dick Grimes, was work- 
ing on. Dick had done his homework. He had 
entered two races previously and had clearly 
benefitted from the trial and error process Not 
to mention, he weighs a youthful 150 pounds, 
and he is a determined, aggressive paddler. I 
informed Roy that it was just as well we quit 
when we did. No way could we have brought 
home a first place. 

The first “Battle” boat Dick built in 1998 
was a seven foot dory; about what one would 
expect to produce from a single sheet of ply- 
wood. It was good enough to garner a third 
place. But Dick calculated that in order to win, 
he would need to build a longer boat. Three 
years elapsed before the next race material- 
ized. He had time to prepare. 

This time Dick built a flat-bottomed 
twelve-footer. He was surprised to find, in the 
course of the race, that water came in over the 
stern; not, as one would expect, over the bow. 
Whether the kayak squatted as it picked up 
speed or whether it got pooped by its own stern 
wave, the phenomenon had to be allowed for 
in the future. Dick’s 12-footer won him a sec- 
ond place and $500. First place was won by a 
16 year-old high schooler who had entered a 
number of competitive kayak races in the past. 
For this race, he had built a sixteen-foot 
flat-bottomed, open kayak. Dick figured he 
would have to do likewise. 

‘In anticipation of the Battle of the 
Paddles, 2002, Dick tried to duplicate his 
young adversary’s construction. The resulting 
kayak proved to be extremely unstable. Dick 
trashed it and went back to the drawing board 
and to the library to consult the authorities: 
Chris Kulczycki, Ted Moores, et. al. He ex- 
amined the various panel shapes that kayak 
kit makers produce. And he made a series of 
cardboard models. He settled upon a V hull. 

He cut four eight-foot-long panels that 
tapered from 12” amidships to about 8” at the 
bow and stern. At bow and stern, the angle 
described by the side panels is approximately 
60 degrees. The panels twist slightly as they 



proceed amidship where they join at about 
ninety degrees. The result is a hull with a very 
sharp entry, but with sufficient beam for ample 
interior volume and carrying capacity. At bow 
and stern, freeboard is adequate. Amidships, 
it’s marginal; 1-2 inches. Figuring that water 
would be most likely to enter in this area, Dick 
fashioned a duct tape deck or splash skirt over 
the central area of his kayak. To assure the 
deck’s integrity, the tape was doubled; lapped 
with sticky sides facing one another. Dick 
started in the center and worked forward and 
aft until he had used up his roll. 

But before fabricating the deck, the seam 
at the keel, running the length of the kayak, 
and the deck’s structural components had to 
be engineered. Here is where the two-by-fours 
came into play. Dick was merciless when it 
came to ripping them down. Nowhere on the 
kayak did any full-dimension two-by-four 
appear. Most of it had all been sliced into 
one-by-ones or half-inch lattice. A ripped 
two-by-two was set aside for the shaft of his 
paddle. For the keel seam, Dick twisted a duct 
tape rope to serve as caulking or bedding com- 
pound. He put a piece of lattice on top of that 
and stapled the bejesus out of it. Since he had 
learned not to trust the bond between duct tape 
and plywood, Dick also added staples wher- 
ever the two joined. Contrary to both his ex- 
pectations and conventional wisdom, his V 
hull was infinitely more stable than his dis- 
carded, discredited flat-bottomed version. So 
much for conventional wisdom. 

Dick made a couple of two-by-two 
crossbucks which he screwed to his cartop 
carriers. These made a nice, snug bed for trans- 
porting his boat. Having suffered sufficient 
embarrassment the last race, Dick’s wife, 
Cathy, vetoed the name Whistling Pussy Il. 
Dick settled on a more prosaic Top Banana, 
consoling himself in the knowledge that the 
new name makes for better press releases, any- 
way. 

The race was held in the wide, heavily 
traveled canal behind a popular restaurant and 
bar in St. James City. As they pulled into the 
parking lot, spectators were greeted by 4-O-2, 
a boat that had been a participant in the first 
historic race of its kind. Although that first race 
had occurred only eight or nine years earlier, 
the collective memory of that and subsequent 
races was vague. Two of 4-Q-2’s builders were 
on hand for the present event. A third had died. 
It was not clear what had happened to the 
fourth, Bob “somebody with an Italian last 
name.” Bob Whomever had been about 
seventy-years-old at the time. Since he had 
some knowledge of construction, not to men- 
tion the essential table saw, the others elected 

to make his garage 4-Q-2’s birthplace. 
Dick Grimes, working alone, had built 

Top Banana in six to eight hours. The con- 
struction of 4-Q-2, involving as it did the col- 
laboration of four men, reportedly took quite 
a bit longer. The name was chosen as the pre- 
ferred method of saluting opponents, as in: 
“Four Q Too, buddy.” 

The race course was 80 yards total; 40 
yards up, round a buoy, and 40 yards back. 
Boats were randomly assigned in pairs, the 
winner of each match-up proceeding to the 
next round, the loser was eliminated. Seven 
boats entered. Each boat was unique. Every 
imaginable hull shape was represented, as well 
as a couple of heretofore unimagined ones. 
Except for Top Banana, all boats were eight 
feet in length or less. Judges scrutinized them 

to make sure they conformed to the construc- 
tion guidelines and to assign one the “Best 
Looking” prize. The best looking prize win- 
ner, named Knot a Yacht, was built by a re- 
tired telephone repairman. He had opted for a 
conventional motorboat design with a sharp 
entry and a square transom. The boat’s widest 
point, twenty-five inches, occurred at the tran- 
som. Delicate stencils of marine life decorated 
the 12” high sides. Knot a Yacht had been 
bottom-coated with duct tape. 

Bottom Hugger was skippered by a 14 
year old boy. who had built the boat with the 
help of his uncle. This boat adopted a scow or 
barge shape. The rectangular stern transom 
was plumb, while the bow transom was angled 
at 45 degrees. Beam was 24” along the entire 
length. Sides (which were plumb) were 12” 
high. 

Pocket Rocket was unique in many re- 
spects, none of which were to its advantage. 
One critic opined that it had been “designed 
to carry akeg”. Pocket Rocket was built in the 
shape of a pentagon. At 40”, its water line 
length was less than its width (41”). It carried 
two skegs, keels, bilge boards or 

watchamacallems that increased the boat’s 
draft by at least 16”. It was was decorated in a 
patriotic theme; American flags (or derivations 
thereof) were prominent. 

SS Barbie, named for Barb’s Produce 
Stand just up the street, would probably be 
considered a broad-beamed, flat-bottomed 
canoe. Since the sides were convex, the chine 
logs could not be continuous and consisted of 
short 4” lengths of two-by-two. These were 
spaced; perhaps as much as one inch separat- 
ing one from another. Nevertheless, Barbie 
experienced no leakage in the course of the 
afternoon. The trick to creating water-tight 
seams, according to the builders, was to bake 
the completed boat in the hot sun to make sure 
the duct tape adhered. 

Bare’s Tanning was the only entrant to 
sport a solid deck and cockpit coaming as well. 
Its builder had introduced a gentle curve into 
both the bottom panel and the deck. The boat 
looked like a miniature version of what manu- 
facturers call a sport kayak or day tripper. 

Just a Cough’ n, an unlikely looking craft, 
came close to living up to its name. It lasted 
only ten yards into its first heat before capsiz- 
ing. This despite the fact that it had the largest 
keel of any of the contenders. In theory, the 
keel was to aid stability. If anything, it had the 
opposite affect. So much for theory. Cough’n’s 
problem, in all likelihood, was its narrow 
beam. Having an inexperienced skipper added 
to its difficulties. The boat’s construction, nev- 
ertheless, bears mention. Wherever possible, 
the builder avoided cutting the plywood 
through. Instead, he scored the material to half 
its thickness, using two passes of the saw to 
double the width of the cut. He was then able 
to fold the plywood along the cut to create a 
leak-free joint. 

The diversity in hull shapes made for an 
interesting race. It would also have been in- 
teresting to solicit predictions on which boat(s) 
would win. Many people, I suspect, would 
have been able to predict quite accurately. In 
general, if a boat looks fast, streamlined, and 
like it means business, it probably is, assum- 
ing, naturally, that the power plants are equal. 

Without going into all the details of who 
beat whom, by how much, and in what heat, 
let’s simply say that Top Banana paddled away 
from the competition. SS Barbie placed sec- 

ond. Bare’s Tanning swept to an easy victory 
in the consolation heat. Pocket Rocket ran dead 
last bya considerable margin, unless you 
choose to include Just a Cough’ n in the analy- 
sis. Cough’n entered only one heat, which it 
wasn’t able to complete. In actuality, Bare’s 
Tanning was probably a faster boat than sec- 
ond place Barbie, but Tanning had been elimi- 
nated from the running by Top Banana in the 
first round. 

Since Dick Grimes was the only experi- 
enced paddler in the crowd, the question re- 
mained: Which deserved more credit for the 
victory; the boat or its motor? Fortunately, for 
those of us who are kept up nights contending 
with such burning issues, two competitors 
sought to answer this very question. After the 
close of the formal race, Dick Grimes and Gail 
Bare exchanged boats and paddles. Dick, now 
in Bare’s Tanning, trounced Gail in Top Ba- 
nana. By Dick’s estimate, he was able to 
paddle 120 yards in the time it took her to do 
80. 

Everyone will take away a different les- 
son from an event. These are the conclusions 
I drew from Battle of the Paddles, 2002: 

A good boat is not enough to guarantee a 
win; it also must be well handled. C. A. 
Marchaj, who has researched aero and hydro- 
dynamic phenomena ad tedium, makes the 
same point with regard to sailing: The perfect 
boat, if poorly skippered, will be beaten by 
her well-handled inferior, virtually every time. 

On the other hand, there are some fea- 
tures of a boat that may eliminate it entirely 
from the running. For one, the boat has to have 
some minimum measure of stability, as Just a 
Cough’nso clearly demonstrated. For another, 
a square transom that drags water turbulence 
behind is almost certain death. No pulling boat 
or sailboat designed in the last couple of cen- 
turies has had a square transom that is par- 
tially submerged. To be successful, a low pow- 
ered boat either has to be double-ended, or it 
has to have sufficient rocker in the keel so that 
the base of the transom stands above the wa 

Bare’s Tanning has nice lines, but again short. 
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terline. The three fastest boats in this race were double-ended. Two of 
these were skippered by women, who laid no particular claim to supe- 
rior paddling skill or body strength. The bottom three finishers were all 
skippered by males. All three had square transoms. 

The ideal boat will vary with circumstances. If the race had been a 
long straightaway, Top Banana would have had an even easier time 
winning. But Banana’s long keel made her hard to turn. If the course 
had consisted of a series of small f~gure eights, Bare’s Tanning would 
have won. 

The ideal boat will probably be personalized. It will take into ac- 
count the skipper’s weight, agility, sense of balance and strength. There 
was nothing in the race to encourage this conclusion, I just wanted to 
slip it in, despite the absence of supporting data. 

A competition of this nature is a wonderful idea. It calls for dem- 
onstrating skills in a variety of areas: Design, construction, 
boat-handling. And it demonstrates how much can be accomplished on 
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SS Barbie, a nicely done up double ender, but short. 

a limited budget, using low tech methods. Top Banana, one suspects, 
would fare very well against professionally designed kayaks purchased 
at almost one hundred times her materials cost. 

The race’s venue, though unfortunate, is probably inevitable. To 
me, paddling or sailing is a quiet, meditative experience; entirely at 
odds with the party atmosphere of the typical sports bar with its smoke 
and noise. The bar ambience is not conducive to the sober assessment 
of the relative merits of various watercraft, or the sober assessment of 
anything else, for that matter. Unfortunately, only a sports bar, or its 
equivalent, is likely to realize any financial gain from sponsoring a race 
such as this. People are not likely to participate unless there is prize, 
and the prize money has to come from somewhere. That doesn’t pre- 
vent one from wishing it were otherwise. 

(Bill Mantis is author of The $50, 5 Hour Canoe Sail Rig. He can 
be reached through his web site www.Mediterranean Avenue. com) 

Top Banana arrives on top of its transport. 

Bottom Hugger featured transoms on both ends, ala scow. More drag. 

" 

Pocket Rocket was based on no known hydrodynamic principles. 

Just a Cough’n on its side showing keel, which did not stabilize the 
ultra narrow beam enough to prevent capsizing. 



Swan at anchor on the Maine coast. 

(This is why, despite the distance, the 
rocks, the cold and the fog, I like cruising in 
Maine) 

It’s late on a mid-August afternoon; light 
haze, soft sunlight, breeze from the southeast 
about 12 knots. Quiet. We’re anchored in a 
shallow cove, part of Pulpit Harbor, on the is- 
land of North Haven. I’m sitting in the cock- 
pit, lazily reading a book by a guy who spent 
a year observing osprey on Cape Cod. In the 
chapter I’m reading he’s describing his frus- 
tration at waiting for more than four months 
in the hope of actually seeing an osprey dive 
and catch a fish. Apparently these dives are 
unique; osprey are the only fishing hawk that 
immerse themselves fully in the water when 
they dive, hitting the water at speeds of up to 
forty miles per hour. 

Hmm, I muse, that would be something 

to see. Too bad I don’t have four months; I put 
the book down beside me to gaze around the 
harbor. Absently, I notice a large bird, looks 
like an osprey, I think. Suddenly it hovers 
about 100 feet above the water, wings flap- 
ping, staring down. Just as suddenly, it tucks 
its wings and dives like a fighter plane. Its 

Timberwind arrives in all her glory. 

Osprey, Sunlight, 
& Schooners 

By Paul Follansbee 

impact on the water is like that of a cannon- 
ball. I realize that I’ve heard this sound before 
without knowing what it was. Its head reap- 
pears above the surface and with a mighty ef- 
fort it lurches up out of the water, struggling 
to regain altitude, with a large fish clutched in 
its talons. 

As the hawk ascends, it deftly shifts the 

fish so that the fish’s head is forward facing, 
improving its aerodynamics, and with a cry of 
triumph flies to the upper branches of a tall 
pine tree overlooking the harbor. Spectacular! 
I shake my head in wonder. And to think it 
took that poor guy four months of diligent 
observation on Cape Cod to see that. He 
should’ve come to Maine. 

Still in a state of wonder at the osprey, I 
look out toward the mouth of the harbor in 

time to see a gaff rigged, topsail schooner, 
backlit by the sun, tack in close hauled past 
imposing Pulpit Rock, which guards the har- 
bor mouth. Beyond the schooner I can see the 
grey-blue Camden Hills, seven miles west 
across Penobscot Bay. The schooner is the 
Timberwind, which we consider the prettiest 

on the bay, and not just because our daughter 
is first mate on her. 

The Timberwind was built in 1931 (the 
same year my mother was born) spending 
many years, summer and winter, off Portland, 
Maine, before joining the charter fleet. Deep, 
and heavily built, she is the real deal. I marvel 
at the skill with which her captain and crew 
handle the 90,0001b, motorless vessel, guid- 
ing her effortlessly through the narrow en- 
trance under full sail. Her headsails come 
down in a rush, the foresail is backed to slow 
her, its peak “scandalized”’, and the anchor is 
let go with a clattering of chain. Ever so slowly 
she settles back, the heavy canvas mainsail 
gently flapping in the breeze, the American 
flag at her topmast snapping in the breeze 
against the blue sky, the flags of Maine and 
Nova Scotia at her foremast and cross trees. 

Across the water I can hear the Captain 
shouting orders: “Let go the throat, let go the 
peak, drop the line.” The sun sinks lower, sil- 
houetting the schooner, her masts and shrouds 

standing out in bold relief. I think I can see 
my daughter out on the bowsprit, although at 
this distance I can’t be certain, furling the 
headsails. The sun touches the mountain tops 
and a man on another boat plays Amazing 
Grace on bagpipes. The breeze drops away to 
nothing. Gulls work their way across the dark- 
ening sky, a pair of osprey soar, and terns dart. 
In the distance I hear a loon. 

Where else but Maine? I haven’t done a 
thing, haven’t moved an inch, but I can’t imag- 
ine a better afternoon. In the cabin Debbie is 
cooking supper. I can smell garlic wafting out 
of the hatch, and something good is bubbling 
on the stove. We’re five hundred miles fiom 
where we live; why does it feel like home? 



Jib is attached to sprit from cockpit rotated 
ahead from lines aft end, or abeam for wing- 
on-wing with dog’s help. 

All is stowed. 

Build a Boat 
& Sail to Canada 

By Fred Plouffe 

Having spent the last fifteen years pad- 
dling, building, or repairing canoes it was time 
for something new; a sailboat? After seeing a 
Melonseed, we sent for plans. Studying them 
I felt that changes could be made to gain more 
space in the cockpit. The end result was a strip 
built version 138” x 4°10” x 6”, with the 
daggerboard removed in favor of twin bilge 
boards shock cord loaded and angled out 12 
degrees, the trunks being under the side decks. 
With the daggerboard removed, a cockpit 6’9” 
x 210” was achieved with 12” side decks. The 
original rudder flush with the keel was hinged 
and shock loaded also for a depth of 2’, to be 
used in either position. 

The sprit sail was increased from 54sf to 
82sf. A pair of 7.5’ oars and a wooden storage 
box/seat with cushion top made for auxiliary 
power. A one person tent with the floor split 
down the center and with both ends open, 
reached to the side decks for more space in- 
side when set up on deck. It extended 2’ onto 
the aft deck and 3’ forward. 

Now where to go from our western Mas- 
sachusetts home? The Hudson River, 
Champlain Canal and Lake Champlain were 
chosen and charts obtained. I would go as far 
as my two week vacation and weather allowed, 
with my wife Nancy to pick up me and the 
Goat at journey’s end. 

Day #1: The start was at a local boat ramp 
in Waterford, New York, where the Erie Ca- 
nal joins the Hudson River. By 8am on the 
last day of June we were off with food and 
gear secured under the decks, a small cooler 

holding drinks. Nancy and our dog would take 
truck and trailer to to Lock #4 on the Hudson 
to check our progress in the river current, my 
having only been on small lakes before. 

The current was light, as was the boat 
traffic and wind, which made for easy row- 
ing. First lesson came soon, the red and green 
bnoys are to be observed, cutting inside a green 
on a long curve finds one’s new oars getting 
traction on ledge 8” below the surface. 

The weather is good as I row past the 
somewhat industrialised canal banking over 
the first three miles. Soon Lock#1 is in view, I 
wonder how to make contact, I only have a 
weather radio. But the gates are open and the 
light is green, so in we go, there are no other 
boats in sight. The operator is friendly and 
helpful. I secure as instructed and up we go 
with no problems as our pit crew watches. 

Goal for the day is just above Lock #4. 
All goes well rowing at about 3 statute miles 
an hour. None of the normal S-SW winds arise. 
I’ve learned to point the Goat where I wish to 
go by looking ahead, then quickly looking over 
the rudder to find two objects to form a range 
astern, keeping the wake straight. Twelve stat- 
ute miles and four locks made today a good 
start. I used statute miles for the entire trip as 
that is what the river and canal charts used. 

Day #2: Nancy is on hand again today 
with her racing canoe, she will go up to Lock 
#5 above Schuylerville and paddle down un- 
til we meet, she gets bored just watching. It’s 
14 miles between Lock #4 and Lock #5. The 

weather is the same 70 degrees+ with a spotty 
south wind. Today is our first encounter with 
a large power boat, it doesn’t slow. I put the 
Goat's bow straight into the oncoming wake, 
it rides over easily, staying dry. I was glad it 
happened, observing the Goat's reaction, and 
it was kind of fun. 

Nancy.and our dog come into view about 
six miles up, I whistle and the little dachshund 
is up looking around with her front feet on the 
gunnels, making Nancy’s ride more challeng- 
ing. After pit crew checks on our well being, 
they turn upstream paddling at nearly twice 
our 3.5mph speed, who’s checking on them? 
The river is nicer now with houses spread apart 
along the west bank. There are a number of 
sand bars where it would be easy to stop and 
camp. 

The Rt. 29 bridge at Schuylerville is 
passed under with Lock #5 a mile above. The 
lock keeper wants the Goat’s registration num- 
ber as others have, again I explain the boat is 
home built with no engine, so he enters “Small 
Blue Boat” in his log. There are no lock fees 
for unpowered boats, I feel funny having tbem 
operate the locks just for the Goat. The plan 
was to stop above #5 but the weather is fine 
and so are we, it’s only a little past noon. 

We head for Lock #6 six miles further 
with Lock #7 in mind in a further seven miles. 
Arriving at Lock #6 in about one hour forty 
minutes, I haven’t been keeping time but want 
to see what I could do after more than half a 
day rowing. The current is almost non-existent. 
The wind comes south at 10+ to help the last 
mile to Lock #6. The keeper asks if I mind 
waiting five minutes, there are two power 
boats coming behind us. I wait gladly, time to 
eat and drink and rest a little. The two boats 
come in to be raised together, it’s our the first 
time in a lock with others. 

We let them pass ahead of us, the south 
wind taking their exaust with them. The wind 
is getting stronger but not steady enough yet 
to sail in the narrow three mile cut north of 
Lock #6 bypassing a rocky part of the river. I 
can see wind in the tree tops, we hurry to get 
out of the cut. Yes! wind 12+ from astern, the 
sail now up quickly with the boom almost 90 
degrees out to starboard for the last 4.5 miles 
to Fort Edward and Lock #7. 

With steady wind and the river fairly 
straight, the rudder has been in the up posi- 
tion drawing no more than the boat acting as a 
skeg. Both boards have been in their trunks 
reducing drag while rowing. The rudder is held 
straight by a shock cord stretched across the 
stern deck, with figure eight knots tied close 
together in the middle section. Under the tiller 
6”-8” forward is a small bronze jam cleat to 
hold the tiller in the desired position by en- 
gaging between two knots. When then rudder 
is set amidships for rowing, the boat will track 
straight, the shock cord allowing the rudder to 
move as needed when turning then back to 
straight. 

Also under the tiller is a clam cleat 4”-5” 
aft of the hand end that the main sheet can be 
put into under steady conditions. The Goat's 
sprit sailw/boom is sheeted through a block 
on the rudder head then foward where it can 
be held with tiller hand and adjusted with free 
hand. With sheet and tiller set and seat moved 
aft to sit facing forward the remaining miles 
to Ft. Edward were made by leaning the boat 
to steer, at almost 4mph. Lock #7 is 37 miles 
from Waterford, making 25 for the day, more 
than expected. I enjoy rowing and sailing even 



more, traveling at a pace to look at everything, 
talking to people as I pass by with no time to 
be at a destination. A good day! 

Day #3: We depart from Ft. Edward back 
down stream to Lock #7 where the canal cut 
starts, a little more than a half mile, to be there 
at 7am opening. It’s now after 7 at the base of 
the lock with its gates closed and red light on. 
After blowing a whistle for five minutes, I tie 
the Goat alongside and climb the grass slope 
to the top of the lock. The two lock keepers 
are found in the control house at the north end. 
Back at the south end they look over at the 
Goat and it’s the registration routine again, its 
logged as Blue Boat. 

The lock is full of water, I’m told to move 
away from the base of the gates for the surge 
will be strong in that area. Manning the oars, I 
position the Goat with its stern towards the 
doors with both boards down, just below the 
outfall and wait. The surge raises the stern and 
a free ride down to the fork is had. By the time 
I turn around and come back the green light is 
on. In the lock as the water rises I explain about 
the trip and boat to the keepers, as I do in nearly 
every lock and meeting on the river. I don’t 
mind they are very helpful. 

It’s only two miles to Lock #8, the last 
lift up, it’s waiting with open doors. The keep- 
ers call ahead when you’ re in the system and 
keep track of boats and their speed, don’t get 
to the next lock too soon for they may hold 
you if you exceed 10mph. Lock #8, being the 
last lift, brings one to the high point of the 
Champlain Canal, 139’ above sea level. At this 
high section good winds are expected, but 
there is none and it’s getting hot and dry. 

Less than two miles north of Lock #8 the 
feeder canal comes in from the west, I end up 
close to the east bank. From here on its down- 
stream to the lake, dropping a total of 44’. The 
eight miles from Lock #8 to Lock #9 are done 
at a slower pace with the temperature over 90 
degrees. Lock #9 is well kept with picnic ar- 
eas. I refill water bottles there. It’s midmorning 
so on to Lock #11, nine miles down stream. 
There is no Lock #10. Maybe I’ll stop at Lock 
#11 at Comstock. I rig the sail with the spars 
off the mast to form a canopy, it slows the row- 
ing even more. 

As we get within two miles of Lock #11 
enough canopy problems, down it comes. I put 
on a long sleeve shirt and wet towels on my 
legs. A mile from the lock, just south of the 
Rt. 22 bridge, two fast power boats approach 
from the south. They slow, I move over some, 
not much picking up speed to be at max when 
they pass. As the second boat clears I pull the 
Goat sharply over his wake to get her bow in 
the hole behind its stern. We don’t make it, 
ending up on the second wave back. Not the 
best but it works, now if I can keep the Goat 
straight we can surf as long as they stay steady. 
But the boats speed up, leaving us in turbu- 
lence after a few minutes slowing us back to 
3.5mph. 

We meet in the lock later and have a good 
laugh after I explain what we were trying to 
do. We pass down together, they offer a tow, I 
say no thanks I’m going to rest at the lock in 
the shade. The lock keepers are the same two 
from Lock #7. The older man is showing the 
new one all the locks he will be tending. Wa- 
ter bottles are filled and we talk for half an 
hour. They ask if I took a tow along the way? 
No just a short surf ride. I don’t think they 
believe any of it. After a fillup of their cold 
water I feel good enough to do the last seven 

miles to Whitehall, Lock #12. 
Knowing there are taverns canalside 

helps make up my mind, and the sun is now 
far enough over to westward to have tree shade 
on the west bank. We pass down Lock #12 
around 5pm. With the Goat tied to the tavern 
dock, I go inside for cheeseburgers with ev- 
erything plus a good number of ales. After 
more than two hours we depart for the New 
York State boat ramp at South Bay three miles 
into Lake Champlain. It will be our starting 
point tomorrow. Another good day except for 
the heat, haven’t been rained on yet, no prob- 
lems. So far it’s been fun. 28 miles today for a 
total of 63 from the start in Waterford. 

Day #4: At 6am the Goat heads north out 
of South Bay with mast on deck. It was taken 
down last evening to get under the railroad 
trestle that guards the north end of the bay. 
The round tapered mast sets through the 
foredeck into a socket, free to rotate 360 de- 
grees. The sail is rolled around it and lifted in 
or out as needed. All spars stow inside the boat. 
Bug repellent is needed to keep the many 
blackflies away. Oars are back in use with no 
wind again. 

The lake is narrow and swampy for the 
first 14 miles. On up to Benson’s Landing, 
which we make in 3 hours, the flies keep me 
moving. I continue to use statute miles as I 
have marked each one on the chart, and my 

the mileage was restarted at South Bay. There 
are number of fishermen to dodge around in 
this section, most being friendly and interested 
in our trip. The wind funnels through the high 
mountains to the west, only to die around the 
next bend, so the sail was not up for long. The 
weather radio called for S-SW wind, 10-15 for 
today.The hills and mountains close on either 
side will change that a great deal. One mile 
south of Benson’s Landing the lake widens to 
over 1/2 mile, and a light wind comes from 

astern. I keep rowing with the sail set out on 
starboard beam. Good speed is made getting 
away from the flies. The wind increases, as 
does the width of the lake, a mile north of 
Benson’s Landing. 

With the wind up to 15+ out the SW I’m 
able to broad reach at 5+mph. Oars are secured 
alongside the bilge trunks with their blades flat 
on the hull under the aft deck. Their location 
makes a good foot brace while sailing seated 
on the side decks. The temperature is mid 70s 
and the wind is getting STRONGER! More 
so above Chipman Point where the hills to the 
west are lower. I had planned on stopping 
somewhere in this area, leaving the decision 
up to the wind and weather. We continue while 
the wind is willing. 

The Goat must be making at least 6mph 
by the size of her wake, I judge this from many 
hours of watching the 3.5-4mph wake while 
rowing. I haven’t lowered a board yet but may 
have to for steering is not as good as it should 
be. Lowering the rudder helps some without 
increasing drag. 

Fort Ticonderoga comes closer and I 
think of all the people who worked and fought 
here, with the conditions they lived under. It 
makes this trip seem easy, help never being 
far away The course of the marked channel 
changes from NW to NE at Buoy 39 Marina, 
the green can out front is now #73. All the 
buoy numbers were changed at some point 
through out the lake. 

Having worked outdoors most of my life, 
by instinct I keep going as the weather is with 
us. On toward Larabee’s Point, keeping an eye 

for the cable ferry that crosses from Vermont 
which has been the eastern shore since 
Whitehall. My overall plan is to stay along the 
Vermont shore on up to the Canadian Border 
if weather allows. At home my working wife 
is aware of this, waiting with trailer to come 
fetch the Goat and myself should we come to 
a halt. 1 wonder if she still goes to empty park- 
ing lots to practice backing up the trailer. Speed 
is good as the large paper company building 
shows itself on the New York shore, with dark 
skies to the west of it. 

Checking the chart, I find coves & 
streams the Goat can get into if the thunder 
that’s heard comes to us. Coming abeam and 
downwind of the paper mill makes me wish 
to be upwind This wish is repeated often for 
the next three miles. The dark clouds and thun- 
der come closer from behind the high hills on 
the west shore, with wind almost stopping at 
times, then gusting. Sail is rolled & secured 
as are spars. Auxiliary power of the 7.5’ ma- 
hogany oars is brought on line, for the mile or 
so to Monitor Bay Park in Crown Point. 

We’re in front of the docks in 20 min- 
utes, just now being hit by large scattered rain- 
drops, with lightning now visible. I head into 
an empty slip where an elderly gent emerges 
from a old wooden cruiser. Inquiring about the 
slip, he says take it an come aboard before I 
get wet. Securing the Goat, I accept his invi- 
tation, it’s past noon, so I bring my lunch. 
Charlie, now retired, has lived and fished here 
all his life, and is proud of his well kept boat. 
Nearly an hour passes, as does the storm, so I 
thank my host and head for the lake. 

There is less wind now, but still south- 
erly. I set the tiller and cleat the sail out to 
starboard, its the only side its been on. Wind 
is steady, the skies clear, and we’re making 
3+mph. I arrange my sleeping mat and cush- 
ions in the stern so I can sit back with tiller 
passing either shoulder making course correc- 
tions as needed, the shock cord doing most of 
the work. 

It’s an uneventful two hours up to Chim- 
ney Pt. Bridge, only passing one fishing boat 
on the way. It’s quiet and scenic, the storm 
may have sent people home. Just past the 
bridge we look into Hospital Creek for 
tonight’s stop, it looks buggy. On to D.A.R. 
State Park, that’s very rocky. The Goat has 
performed well and deserves a better landing 
spot.There’s not much daylight left, but the 
weather is comfortable, wind dropping even 
more, speed is less than 2mph, back to oar 
power, raising speed to 3.5+mph. 



The lake widens just north of the bridge 
to 2-3 miles with only a light breeze. Eight 
miles more to Button Bay S.P. where the 
thought of a shower draws me. It’s hard to 
overcome the workday life of being someplace 
at a certain time, what does it matter what time 
we get there? I slow the rowing, although a 
3.5mph pace is fine for all day. The sun is be- 
hind the mountain when I pull the Goat onto 
the sand at the campground, where children 
still are swimming. Two boats are already an- 
chored in the shallow bay. I shower, eat, set 
the tent on deck and pull the Goat out to 3’ of 
water, standing on the anchor to set it. 

A check of the chart shows we’ve come 
47 miles since Whitehall, taking about 13 
hours, including stops of some 2 hours. I fall 
asleep quickly at dark. 

Day #5: I’m awakened at first light by 
the rocking of the Goat and the sound of an 
engine. Yes, wind from the S-SW, 15-20. I put 
the Goat on the beach and get back inside 
where breakfast is had sitting on foredeck 
while watching the now four cruising boats 
re-anchor behind the small unamed island in 
the bay. Button Island, a 1/2 mile west, is much 
larger, but is guarded by rocks below the sur- 
face. 

After stowing tent and gear in their wa- 
terproof bags tied under the decks, I put on 
rain gear and life jacket. Rowing close to shore 
toward the opening between the mainland and 
Button Island takes us where 2’ waves are 
coming through. I lower both boards for more 
stability. Centering on the opening before 
heading west will enable the Goat to take the 
waves head on, which she does well. Progress 
is slow trying to stay clear of the rocks on ei- 
ther side. We keep on west for almost 1/4 mile 
before turning north in order to have some lee- 
way. Now with the waves on the port beam, I 
must keep an eye for them. Nine of ten strokes 
is with the left arm to keep away from Ver- 
mont. Turning west with both hands on the 
starboard oar gives me ten seconds to set the 
tiller three knots over to starboard on the cord, 
rowing can now be almost straight on without 
going off course. 

It takes most of an hour to reach Basin 
Harbor where the wind is off the port quarter, 
rigging sail we’re up to 5-6mph. The wind 
comes astern as Diamond Island nears. I must 
decide before clearing Split Rock whether to 
take the west shore or stay on the Vermont side. 
Up north I want to go into Mallet’s Bay and 
The Inland Sea for its better shelter than on 
the main lake. And I don’t want to cross above 
Split Rock where it widens to 8-10 miles. If 
the west wind is too much north of the rock, 
where there are 1000’ high cliffs on the west 
shore, shelter on the east shore no longer ex- 
ists. We will run east into Converse Bay and 
hide behind the islands there. 

I wonder about being on the main lake, 

as I have since planning the trip. A number of 
cruising sailboats are well heeled to the north, 
this is where most sailing is done, from 
Westport 9miles back to the south on north to 
the Canadian border, with depths over 300’. 
Waves are seen which look to be 3’ high from 
this boat. I will try the Vermont side, heading 
for Thompson’s Pt., which marks the south- 
ern end of Converse. 

Once fully clear of Split Rock I’m sure 
of the wave heights and the wind is above 
20mph. We are close to a beam reach with one 
board down, as is the rudder, with speed near 
seven mph. The boards are faired one side giv- 
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ing lift to windward well at this speed, along 
with their 2.5’ draft. We are able to beat away 
from shore easily except that it becomes a wet 
ride if a breaking wave greets us. I learn to go 
behind them or surf ahead, making well over 
7mph doing so. The Goat takes a wave on the 
stern better than its bow with its 45degree rake. 

I feel better now but must stay alert for 
breakers and also the ferry coming out of 
McNeil Cove, we get a toot as we pass safely 
in front of it. The next shelter past Sloop Is- 
land, now off the port beam, is Meach Island 
four miles north. We make it there in good 
shape still surfing and dodging waves. Quaker 
Smith Pt. is the next haven but we go on to 
Saxton Pt., a cove one mile north that could 

be of help to a small boat.The wind is slowly 
shifting to the NW and getting stronger. Next 
comes Queneska Island, which we will go be- 
hind and take a break. 

In its lee I see the conecting ledge be- 
tween mainland and the island, as we get closer 
the 8’ width of water looks to be 6”-8” deep. 
Slowly moving foward I raise the board & 
rudder, moving aft to clear the bow, then when 

half over the narrow rib of stone I jump foward 
with only a tick as rudder clears. There 1s little 
shelter here, so after a drink and granola bar, 
we head for Rock Dunder in order to stay well 
clear of Shelburne Pt. a mile away. Wind and 
waves have increased, I have to work in order 
to stay away, once clear there’s room for er- 
ror. 

Upon clearing, a bearing is set for the 
mile long Burlington breakwater 2.5 miles NE. 
The Goat is now in the largest waves yet, the 
side deck being washed. I dodge as best we 
can as some breakers get inside. A half-mile 
outside the breakwater a large power cruiser 
heads our way. Six people come to the rail to 
wave and point at the Goat.The two story 
house passes within a hundred feet to port at 
displacement speed, sending its wake along 
with the waves. I point towards it and shake 
my fist, no more waving from the house, now 
the throttle is cut. 

We can’t take this on the beam so I bear 
off to gain speed, sheet in and round up to take 
the wake head on. If the Goat and I swim, the 
Coast Guard is a mile away and other boats 
close at hand. The house is now stopped 200 
yards away. The Goat has enough speed to 
punch through and over, slapping her bow 
down on the back side, almost stopped. There’s 
a cheer from the house. We head for the red 
roofed boathouse in the harbor, I’m hungry. 
Five ice cream bars and six large chocolate 
chip cookies fit right in with two milk shakes. 
It was just before 11:30 when we tied to the 
dock. I’m not certain when we left Button, 
6:am or later, less the hour up to Basin Har- 
bor, leaves 4+hours sailing covering, 25 miles. 

At lpm I start rowing NW towards 
Colchester Point seven miles into the wind. 
Progress is slow with two interruptions from 
boat wakes that throw the oars out of their 
sockets. It takes 3.5 hours. to reach shelter 
behind Law Island north of the point. There is 
no danger of drifting away as the Goat sits on 
white sand a 100’ shy of the shore. After rest- 
ing, I walk her a 1/4 mile north to the trestle 
which lets small boats into Mallets Bay 
through the old railroad causeway which forms 
the western end of the bay. 

The main entranc is two miles further 
north. With mast down, we pass into Mallets. 
In the shelter of the white rock causeway, sail 
is rigged to broad reach in the 20+ wind to the 

narrows that sepaerate the inner and outer 
bays, 3.5 miles east. The waves are about 3’ 
so breakers must be watched for as the Goat 
would not want one to board. I believe wind 
is now up to 25. There are sailboats all over 
both bays where we have learned to sail, but 
no problems as they have also learned right of 
way rules..We soon make the neck into the 
scenic inner bay, continuing east until we’re 
in the lee of the northern fingers of the bay. 

Here the sail is safely gybed, it does work 
on portside! Heading SE through many boats 
well heeled or moored, the Goat’s bow is 
aimed at the sand beach in front of a motel. 
Board and rudder hoisted 20’ off and the Goat 
puts her hull onto the sand. I roll the sail, take 
a clothing bag to the motel, shower and take a 
nap, returning after 6pm to secure spars and 
gear inside the Goat, putting the~ cover on 
for the night. She likes the smooth sand here. 
Then down the road for a fill of pizza and beer, 
it’s almost dark when I pull theGoat higher on 
the beach. 

In the motel room, a look at the chart 

shows we’ve made 14 miles since Burlington 
with 39 being total for the day, 6 or more not 
being northerly. NOAA out of Burlington pre- 
dicts the same winds tomorrow, morning will 
tell. 

Day #6: NOAA was right. I don’t 
want to beat or row north and still am tired. 
I'll hang out, go to the laundromat, clean and 
repack the Goat. That’s all finished by noon. 
After lunch I go down the road to the Interna- 
tional Sailing School to visit its owner Robin 
and her instructors, who have taught Nancy 
and I sailing over the past four summers. With- 
out this schooling, I would not have ventured 
out past Split Rock. The office phone rings, 
it’s someone needing crew for their E-Scow, I 
decline, having had enough the past two days. 
Down at the school’s beach, it’s covered with 
cats and Sunfish. Their teaching boats, 27’ 
Solings, are moored out front. A young man 
works on his cat’s rudders on the beach, I help 
him the rest of the afternoon and we split a six 
pack.The only form of compensation I'd ac- 
cept. After another meal at a local tavern, I 
turn in early with a south wind forecast for 
tomorrow. 

Day #7: I’m rigging the sail in the dark. 
NOAA is right again, about 10 knots from the 
south. We’re off at 5am toward the Outer Bay, 
then turn north for the bridge in the center of 
Sandbar Causeway. The wind is more SE and 
stronger away from shore. The causeway is 
properly named as we are aground on sand 30 
yards from the bridge, getting out floats the 
Goat. Letting the sail swing foward, I walk 
her to and under the span with the 14’ peak of 
sail being cleared by submerging the rail. Into 
the knee deep water in the lee of the cause- 
way (U.S. Rt. 2) we slowly leave it astern. 

Next planned stop is Burton Island S.P. 
and Marina, 11 miles up the Inland Sea. We’re 
in 15+ SSE wind running and surfing along 
the western shore. By 8:30 Burton Island is 
1.5 miles off the starboard beam, we keep us- 
ing what NOAA has sent. Passing The Gut off 
to the west and on toward Knight Island where, 
on the north end, we make a short stop and go 
over the chart. 

It’s 10 miles to the two bridges on the 

southern end of Missisquoi Bay, then 4 more 
to the border, With the wind well over 15 & 
going our way, we surf often to the railroad 
bridge. It is already swung open leaving a 20° 
opening on either side of its center pivot. Us- 



ing the right side we slip through hoping any- 
one coming from the other direction will do 
the same. The Rt. 78 bridge comes quickly 
with easy clearance, past the bridge the wind 
is blocked by the roadway and adjoining Hog 
Island. A mile further we’re moving well again. 
We aim for the red nun thats on a parallel with 
Province Pt. hanging south off the Canadian 
mainland. Passing that line, which is a mile 
north of the 45th Parallel, we’re in Canada! 
Finding a few small fishing boats, we’re pick- 
ing up weeds and black flies in this shallow 
wildlife refuge. 

Having seen enough of Canada, we beat 
back to the bridges to have lunch at 1pm in 
their lee. The chart indicates we’ve covered 
34 miles since leaving a warm bed in Mallets 
Bay. We decide to go back south away from 
the Missisquoi River delta, home of many fly- 
ing insects. 

Rowing south 3 miles brings us to the 
northern tip of North Hero Island, which along 
with South Hero, connected by The Gut draw- 
bridge, divide the Inland Sea from the main 
lake. West of North Hero lies the Alburg Pen- 
insula and Isle La Motte with narrow passages 
running N and S between them. The Goat is 
headed down the Alburg Passage with North 
Hero to port blocking the wind somewhat. 
Three miles along the Rt. 2 bridge is overhead, 
four more puts us in shallow Carry Bay. On 
its eastern side, a small culvert allows us to 
squeeze back into the Sea. Having decided to 
camp at Burton Island after all, a course to 
Knight Island is set more than 2 miles SE. The 
island helps block fading wind, easing row- 
ing. Then another 2 miles to Woods Island, 
turning south for the final three to Burton. 

Vermont maintains two shoal draft mari- 
nas and a campground on the island, which 
can only be reached by shoal boats. A camp- 
site comes with the slip. After securing the 
Goat & setting up the tent, I shower and eat. 
Chart & radio time, winds continuing the same 
tomorrow. 21 more miles since turning back 
from the border, for a total of 55 today, due 
too the early start. Though the campground is 
near full it’s quiet as I fall asleep. 

Day #8: Strong winds through the trees 
wake me at Sam. After packing the Goat, 1.5’ 
waves driven by 1S5mph wind can be seen from 
the marina, which is well protected on its 
south, as they squeeze between St. Albans 
Point and the island. Through buoy marked 
shallows we head south 2 miles across the 
mouth of St.Albans Bay until we’re in the lee 
of Vermont’s 400’ high hills. Six miles of row- 
ing puts us off Beans Pt. where sail is hoisted 
and rain gear put on, it being cool and expect- 
ing a wet beat down to Sandbar Bridge. 

The Goat does not point high, partly be- 
cause of too much draft in the sail and lee helm 
I created when placing the bilge boards dur- 
ing construction. It takes three tacks to pass 
south of Cedar Island, continuing on to the 
western end of the causeway, then rowing a 
half mile east in the lee of the road. At the 
bridge, a walk to knee deep water on its south 
side and a scooter start with boards half down 
allows a tack out of the weedy area. Tempera- 
ture has warmed enough too shed rain gear 
for the 9-10 miles of beating to the motel in 
Mallets Bay. 

After doing the usual stowing and cover- 
ing of theGoat, I take a shower, visit the tav- 
ern to eat. A final chart session shows 30+ 
miles this last day for a total of 232+ statute 
miles in sevn days on the water. I know this 

was an easy sail without tides too contend with 
and amenities close at hand, along with good 
temperature conditions. Going through the two 
valleys with Green Mountains on on the east 
and New York’s Adirondacks to the west be- 
ing 4 to 5 thousand feet high, it made for a 
pleasant and very scenic trip. NEVER BEING 
RAINED ON!!! 

Two days later Nancy, with dog and 
trailer in tow arrives, we spend the rest of the 
day sailing about Mallets. Having loaded the 
trusty Goat the evening before, we leave early 
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for home the following day, all the way on 
Rt.U.S. 7 south. While driving I think of the 
changes to be made on theGoat during the 
coming winter, such as moving the mast aft 
two feet correcting lee helm and enabling me 
to tend sail from the cockpit. 

As for the trip,I would only change the 
bugs at both ends of the lake if I could. De- 
spite traveling through populated areas, there 
was enough space too be by myself at my own 
pace, while also meeting friendly and helpful 
water people. It was a Great Mess About! 

‘Ny 

/ 

Can you Canoe? 

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

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

for WoodenBoat Books. 

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

www.woodenboat.com 

-Sea 
=sea.com 
Dn 

Wit ® Nautical Books 

© Plans and Kits 

eal © Weather Instruments 

* ® Free Classified 
a 



Just because of coincidental peculiarities 
of situations, I have resurrected two old, sel- 
dom used boats from my vast fleet. The first 
time was when one of my sons borrowed the 
16’ lap-strake skiff we usually use to go to the 
coast to take to the mountains camping with 
his wife and brand new baby. You know, that’s 
how you are supposed to break in a new baby. 

One time (that’s one time) I bought a new 
pickup truck, a diesel, and I asked my friend, 
the independent diesel truck mechanic (don’t 
ever ask anybody at any dealership anything) 
what was the best thing to do to break in the 
engine properly. The reason I bought the thing 
in the first place was that I was selling a good 
bit of lumber and hauling it a long way over 
the road and got tired of my old junkpile break- 
ing down on me all the time and all that cold 
wind blowing up through the old license tags 
that I had pop-riveted over the worst of the 
holes in the floor, and buying all that gas. 

I would have bought an old second-hand 
diesel pickup, but they hadn’t been making 
them long enough for there to be any so I had 
to go out in the yard and dig up a jar. I had a 
load to go as soon as I got home with the new 
truck. Anyway, the mechanic said, “You break 
them in just like you do anew mule, take them 
out and work hell out of them all day long so 
they'll know what they are going to have to 
do.” 

That’s how you do a new baby, too. If 
you allow them to lie around too close to the 
thermostat when they are young, they’ll never 
develop the ability to regulate their body tem- 
perature by changing the circulation patterns 
of their blood and will have to hug the heater 
all the rest of their lives and might grow up to 
be helpless ninnies or nincompoops. We used 
to have to wash our boys in the freezing cold 
when they were little because there wasn’t any 
point to lighting a fire just to get ready for 
school. One time, my wife was doing that and 
when she got ready to dip the rag to wash the 
other one, it was frozen to the back of the chair 
she had it hanging on. Both of those boys 
turned out kind of capable because of such as 
that. 

Damn, I didn’t even get started with the 
boat story before I got sidetracked this time. I 
guess I am getting worse instead of better. But, 
the reason I loaned out the boat was because I 
knew we weren’t going to be able to go to the 
coast because I had over-obligated myself on 
these non-boat, moneymaking projects (I ain’t 
ever going to do that again). About Thursday, 
the spring got to be so pretty that I knew I 
wouldn’t be able to concentrate and my time 
on the job would be wasted and, besides, I 
might not pay attention and cut myself or 
something, but the boat was already gone. 

“Ha,” I said, “I got a dadblamed boat.” 
So I, like a child, dropped all my tools right 
where they were and went out to the shed and 
drug out the old take-apart skiff with its old 
Nissan 8 on its old rusty trailer with the 
wore-out tires. I think the last time it has gone 
anywhere was in ‘97 and the first thing I found 
out was that the shank of the engine was locked 
up dead ahead and wouldn’t steer. I tried the 
old grease-gun, heat-gun trick and got a little 
motion out of it but it was still as stiff as hell. 
Finally I had to take it apart and ream it out. It 
wasn’t as bad as you would think because I 
learned a long time ago that it is best when 
you buy a new outboard motor to take every 
single machine screw out of everything from 
the propeller to the shroud and grease it and 
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Two Unlikely 
Adventures 

By Robb White 

put it back in. Because of that, the old thing, 
though corroded to the point of worthlessness, 
came apart easily. 

While I was at it, I put anew water pump 
impeller in the foot (a lot of OMC parts fit 
Tohatsu/Nissan). I don’t ever put a motor up 
without taking the float bowl off the carbure- 
tor and drying the gas out so it won’t gum up 
the works. Leaving the carburetor dry like that 
keeps the needle out of the seat so it won’t 
stick or get deformed by sitting closed for years 
and years, too. It is a simple precaution and 
paid off handsomely this time. By the time I 
had replaced the rotten “O” ring in the fuel 
hose connector so the new gas would quit leak- 
ing out, the old thing fired off, first pull, but I 
didn’t have any water out of the pee-hole even 
though I knew the water pump was fine. 

No, I didn’t take the foot back off! I knew 
that a 3/16” bee had stopped the hole with dried 
mud and I reamed it out with piece of wire. I 
had pee-hole water then, but nothing out of 
the idle exhaust hole on the shank of the foot. 
“Dammit!” I exclaimed and started poking all 
up in there too, thinking that the 11/16” bees 
had been at work. I found that I had outfoxed 
myself because what I pulled out of there was 
an old, tight-packed, paper towel that I had 
stuffed in there in anticipation of the cursed 
bees. With that, it all came back to me and I 
remembered that I had put a “Q” tip in the pee 
hole too. I guess a pack rat or one of my grand- 
children had pulled that out. I had water and I 
had propulsion. 

All that remained was the old tail light 
ritual, which, at that, I must digress for only a 
second: Trailer tail lights will reveal the true 
nature of a person better than most anything. 
One of my cousins is emotionally incapable 
of fixing them. In only minutes he is on brink 
of hysteria. Me, on the other hand, I can cuss 
the the damned things for hours. Just a hint to 
any neophytes that might be among you, if it 
is acting crazy, like blinking the side lights with 
the turn signals, it is probably the ground. 

Another thing, while I am on this sub- 
ject: What the hell ails foreigners that, while 
you can buy a Cadillac so ridiculously con- 
figured that it has a GPS that will lead you by 
the hand on a computerized map of the whole 
world, or maybe even talk you through the trip 
(“You are on the wrong road! You are on the 
wrong road!” the mechanical female might 
chirp. “You should have turned right back there 
at the Burger King!”’) it is only the work of a 
minute or two to hook up a trailer tail light 
plug to that Detroit Iron, whereas, even the 
most rudimentary Japanese pickup truck takes 
a computer to get brakes, turn signals and tail 
lights. It reminds me of the old days when 
some cars were positive ground. Jesus, what 
was up with that? Some of them even had lug 
nuts left hand thread on one side of the car 
and right hand on the other. I think they call 
that engineering. 

Let me get back to the boat before it is 
too late, which, you know, that saying cames 
up pretty regular with me. We hooked the old 
raggedy mess up behind the car and hauled it 
to the coast lickety split. In the spring, after 

my wife gets out of school on Friday, it is kind 
of a rush to make that hundred miles in time 
to get across to the island before dark. She does 
not like to run twenty knots in a skiffboat in 
the pitch dark (well, 14.5 according to the 
GPS). The old Mercedes sort of likes 68 mph 
(phooey on Jimmy Carter) and that got us to 
the ramp barely in time. The sun set be- 
hind us half way across. The old house was 
cold and dark, the electricidad was on the fritz 
and everything was just right. I don’t know 
about most people but man, I think I was de- 
signed to live by the sea. We cooked our sup- 
per (he who relies on electricidad is a durn 
fool) and went to bed. 

I am not a good sleeper. I don’t know 
what it is but, even when I was a child, I got 
up in the middle of the night thinking of some- 
thing I needed to do. One time, I decided that 
I needed to carve a model airplane propeller 
out of a short section of hoe handle. I roughed 
it out with my sharp pocket knife (the only 
tool I actually need in this world). I was sand- 
ing the little thing with a nail file when a mi- 
raculous thought occurred and I got my 
father’s electric drill, chucked a dowel in it, 
wrapped some sandpaper around that and ap- 
plied it to the little propeller. Immediately, it 
wrapped up my skivvy pants so tight that the 
drill was twisted from my hand, the cord bound 
the trigger and it locked up. If it hadn’t blown 
the fuse, no telling what all it would have 
burned up. Before it choked down, it wound 
up a good bit of me in that knot and it took a 
lot of untwisting to get me turned back aloose. 
I sleep like a normal person within hearing 
range of the ocean. Down here, I sleep pretty 
good but when I sleep the best is in my little 
bunk on a tugboat. I like to hear something 
working hard when I don’t have to. 

So, I was ready first thing in the morn- 
ing. The spring harbinger of the return of the 
delightful mullet is the wonderful osprey and 
we had seen some of them working the river 
when we had put in and I knew just where to 
go to catch some, what they call “Spring Mul- 
let” which are the first arrivals. Some say they 
come up from South Florida and are not the 
same species as what they call “Native Mul- 
let” which are bigger, darker and smarter and 
who show up much later. Spring mullet are a 
pretty good fish if you haven’t had any mullet 
at all since the fall. They run about 13” long 
and grow fast during the summer until they 
are about 15” and pretty fat by fall but they 
never get to be as dark and massive as the old 
Natives which can be 20” by November and 
as big around as the business end of a base- 
ball bat and almost as hard. 

The lore of the mullet is not all that per- 
fectly understood. The spring fish mature to 
spawn by fall just like the natives and there 
might be some interbreeding but you can still 
separate them and usually catch a net full of 
the same kind of fish in a throw. The main 
difference, except for size and color that I no- 
tice is that the spring mullet stay stupid and 
the old natives get smarter and smarter as the 
summer goes by. I’Il have to write a book about 
mullet one of these days, but a north Florida 
native mullet is a smart fish. It doesn’t seem 
likely for a vegetarian (mullet are, except for 
shrimp-boat decimated sea turtles, the only 
vertebrate herbivores around here) to acquire 
such a skill as genius, but the facts are the facts. 
You know they are the flatout favorite food of 
anything that can manage to catch them so they 
have to be smart to get by. 



The little spring mullet are the prey of 
ospreys who are not strong enough to fly off 
with an old native. Until just recently the old 
natives were pretty much immune from the 
hazards of the air and they smugly messed 
around in water so shallow that they could be 
easily seen. If you waded too close, they would 
move back into the marsh grass where they 
were smart enough to know that a cast net 
would be propped up off the bottom by the 
grass and they could get out. 

In the last twenty years, the eagles have 
come back pretty good. Though they are no- 
where near as plentiful as ospreys, you see 
them all the time and sometimes you can see 
one of them hit one of those old big, dark 
mullet and snatch her (the females are the big- 
gest and smartest) right out of the water. A 
big roemullet is a heavy thing though, and 
sometimes the eagle can’t get her all the way 
out of the water and has to plane her along to 
the beach where he sits and glares around and 
casually eats her, starting with the roe. 

I am so far away from boats now that I 
guess I might as well tell this story. Mullet roe 
is probably the best delicacy in the world. If 
the Russian aristocracy had discovered it, it 
would be the caviar. Non-native Americans 
are, for the most part, unable to, as Charles 
Darwin put it, “allow their stomachs to soar” 
enough to get that high, but little babies who 
have not been retarded by the Froot Loop will 
tell the truth. If you give a banana sized piece 
of roe to a child with only two opposing teeth, 
that child will eat it and defend it as fiercely 
as any wild animal. 

I had an old candid aunt who loved mul- 
let roe beyond all things. One time, she was in 
especially good luck and the next morning, she 
felt the need to call her doctor, an old family 
friend, “Henry,” she said, “when I went to the 
bathroom this morning, all that was in the potty 
was a layer of clear oil on top of the water.” 
“Better lay off that mullet roe, Pace,” was the 
advice of the sage. 

Ihad seen the osprey and made my plans. 
But, during the night, I awakened enough to 
savor the anticipation and even in the house I 
could feel the feeling of fog. When we got up, 
it was thick as anything in Maine. As they say 
in Gulf of Mexico tugboat business, “Hell, you 
couldn’t find the dipstick in the engine room.” 
Nevertheless, we ate a hurried breakfast of 
Easter eggs and trotted down to try to feel 
around to find the skiff. I think we smelled it 
out and that’s one of the troubles with a 
damned two stroke outboard. They stink all 
the time, can’t stand to ride with one of them 
in the back of a station wagon. It is pitiful that 
such a stench can be a nostalgic thing to an 
old man. 

So we took off for Bullet Island. It was 
so foggy that I could barely see the water drip- 
ping off my wife’s hair and she was sitting on 
the thwart close enough to touch. My naviga- 
tion method in thick fog is kind of outlaw. I 
am afraid of getting run over. In a sailboat, 
you can usually hear another boat in time to 
try to figure out where it is, but even an idling 
outboard is too loud, so I stick to water so shal- 
low that anything that can get up in there with 
me will be so little that I can run over it. 

I don’t know anything about the big boats 
outside of the Gulf of Mexico, but the idea of 
blowing a horn is so alien to the maritime 
people of this region that I worked on a tug, 
off and on, for nearly thirty years and never 
knew what the horn sounded like. What they 

will do is run over you in the fog and it is your 
business to keep that from happening. All navi- 
gation signals are transmitted via VHF, “How 
about that two-whistle side there Cap?” was 
what I used to say. ; 

If some outlander was to blow the horn 
to signal his intentions, the signaled boat 
would reply caustically, “I guess that makes it 
legal don’t it?” and then, later, down the creek 
he would pass the warning to other commer- 
cial traffic, “Yall better watch out. Here come 
a Yankee yacht and he got a Kahlenberg on 
there that’ll blow you slap out of the water.” 
Which, I passed by a yard sale one time and 
there, bigger than life, was a genuine 
Kahlenberg horn sticking up out of a white 
plastic bucket. I couldn’t resist. Though it 
didn’t have any of the machinery with it, it 
will damn sure blow you out of the water with 
the air from a SCUBA tank. 

I didn’t have my Kahlenberg and my tank 
though, so we had to skirt down the edge of 
the beach all the way along the five miles of 
Dog Island between our little house and the 
pass. Bullet Island is on the bay side of St. 
George Island about another five miles along 
its coast and the pass is some two and a half 
miles along so that makes the total trip some 
twelve miles. Bullet Island is the first staging 
area for the distribution of the newly arrived 
spring mullet. I guess it is the shallow water 
around it that warms up and feels good to them 
or, maybe it is all the little creeks and marshes 
around there that makes them feel comfort- 
ably safe from porpoises (which are deter- 
mined, deadly predators of mullet) but I think 
it is tradition. 

Anyway, we used to sail there in the old 
days and it was an all day adventure. The name 
“Bullet Island” was given to the place by chil- 
dren in our family because it was used during 
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WwWiIlas a strafing practice range for airplanes 
from Camp Gordon Johnston and Tyndall 
Field. The bullets (mostly .50 cal Browning 
machine gun) and shell casings still litter the 
bottom all around the little island. When we 
were children, we used to step on the damned, 
little, rusted into sharpness, steel links that held 
the cartridges in a chain to feed into the air- 
craft guns but now, they have all rusted into 
nothing, thank goodness. 

Other artifacts around the place are an- 
cient whiskey bottles, some from during the 
Civil War when blockade runners used to wait 
in the shallow water for a fair chance (like a 
fog) to slip out past the Yanks. I guess they 
figured that, while they were waiting, they 
might as well have a little snort or two. You, 
know, from my fooling around such Civil War 
sites like that, I have just about come to the 
conclusion that the Rebs were a hard drinking 
crew... might have had something to do with 
losing the war. There are also old bottles from 
the thirties in the anchorage (called “Pilot 
Harbor” on the chart) behind Bullet Island. I 
imagine that the blockade runners of that time 
did the same thing as those of the Civil War. It 
is funny how some things never change, even 
on a sand-bar style barrier island, certainly the 
most ephemeral of places. 

There are also many pot shards and pieces 
of flint that wash out of the banks of Bullet 
Island. I know in my soul why they are there 
and what time of year those pots got busted 
and those flints got lost... spring mullet time. 
There is something about Bullet Island and the 
wonderful mullet and anybody with any sense 
at all (and ain’t too many anymore) knows it. 
I can imagine the old people camping on the 
little beach with their dugout canoes pulled 
up. In the fog, I think I can smell the smoke 
from their fire and hear them laughing. 

(To Be Continued) 
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My brother-in-law, Damian McLaughlin, 
moved to Cape Cod in 1969 and fell in love 
with sailing. He purchased the sharpie Pointer 
from Phil Bolger, (see MAIJB Vol. 20 No. 1, 
page 26). She came complete with the first 
ever Gloucester Gull dory. In her then current 
incarnation she was rigged as a cat yawl. The 
mainsail was almost an equilateral triangle 
since she had a 26’ boom, a solid wood timber 
about 5” square. The cabin was even more 
rudimentary than shown in Phil’s drawings, 
as it contained none of the chairs he shows. 
The furniture consisted of two halves of a V- 
berth mattress and a small shelf in the after 
part of the cabin. 

Damian invited me down for a weekend 
sail. We loaded her up with a cooler filled pri- 
marily with Ballentine ale, a couple of sleep- 
ing bags, pots and pans and our wives’ aunt’s 
antique Coleman stove. We set out from 
Meganset harbor and had an uneventful sail 
to Hadley’s Harbor. There I was introduced to 
the sailors’ staple meal of corned beef, fried 
potatoes and onions, washed down with plenty 
of Ballentine, delicious! 

Hadley’s was beautiful, with only a 
couple of other boats anchored there. This was 
in 1970; last year when we visited Hadley’s it 
was hard to find room to anchor. After a peace- 
ful night I awoke to see flames licking the 
overhead from the ancient Coleman camp 
stove. Realization that there was no forward 
hatch heightened my interest in Damian’s ef- 
forts to extinguish the fire. He was putting 
water on it and I was trying to tell him it 
wouldn’t work, but fortunately I was wrong. 
The fire was put out, the coffee made, and 
breakfast followed. 

After breakfast, the coffee, onions and ale 
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A First Cruise 

On Pointer 

By Bill Rowe 

had done their work and a trip to the head was 
in order. It was a bucket, of course, and its 
station was the high-sided forward cockpit area 
abaft the cabin. I had just gotten seated on the 
bucket when a pleasant, older woman came 
out on deck of the power cruiser anchored 
nearby and engaged me in conversation. I 
found it a challenge to carry on a casual dia- 
log while balanced over the bucket and trying 
to conceal my activities. However, she soon 

went below none the wiser. 
That day we sailed in light air to Lake 

Tashmoo on Martha’s Vineyard. Pointer’s 
shoal draft allowed us easy entrance over the 
bar, about 2’ of depth as I recall. We went 
ashore, wandered around the Vineyard and had 
dinner in a small restaurant. The next day we 
sailed home in very different conditions. There 
was a strong wind abaft the beam and a goodly 
chop. As we rolled along, we began to won- 
der if perhaps Pointer was carrying a bit too 
much sail. This was made clear when the boom 
caught on a wave top and she broached. She 
went over at least 70 degrees and we were 
standing on the backs of the cockpit seats. The 
boom and most of the mainsail were in the 
water. I asked if the boat had sufficient ballast 
to right herself. Damian replied that he hoped 
so. Pointer slowly came upright and we pro- 
ceeded carefully under a fisherman’s reef. 

We looked back a bit thereafter and our 
dinghy, the Gloucester Gull dory, was miss- 
ing. The sisal painter had parted (don’t use si- 
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sal rope for anything except decoration). We 
retraced our course and found her easily. Then 
came the capture, I was to snag her with the 
boat hook while Damian handled Pointer. We 
came alongside the dory doing at least 5 knots 
faster. I snagged a thwart and was given an 
immediate demonstration of Sir Isaac 
Newton’s three laws of motion. 

1: Every body persists in its state of rest 
or in uniform motion in a straight line unless 
it is compelled to change that state. In other 
words the dory wanted to continue on its 
course. 2: The acceleration of a body is pro- 
portional to the forces acting upon it and in- 
versely proportional to its mass. To get the dory 
to go at Pointer’s speed and direction required 
a lot of force. 3: For every action there is an 
equal and opposite reaction. The dory pulled 
on me as hard as I pulled on it. I was jerked 
backward by the force and fell across a partial 
bulkhead. It knocked the wind out of me and 
caused intense pain. Damian was yelling, 
“Don’t let go of the dory!” while I moaned in 
agony. When I came to my senses Damian was 
steering the boat with one hand and holding 
on to the dory with the other. I retied the bro- 
ken painter and we proceeded along. 

The rest of the trip was unevenfful with 
diminishing wind and waves. As we sailed 
back into Meganset harbor Damian began to 
sing. “Why are you singing?” I asked. 

“T sing when I’m happy and right now 
I’m really happy,” was the response. I under- 
stood perfectly. Since then I’ve been on a lot 
of cruises, but the first on Pointer remains a 
strong memory. After all, it couldn’t have been 
more fun. 
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Canoeing the Charles 

My friends Dot and Peg and I began early 
to cajole Jim Bergen into taking us out on the 
river. It had to be after he had finished wash- 
ing his canoes, but we would begin working 
on him early in order to condition him to the 
idea. Sometimes Jim would, sometimes he 
wouldn’t. We could never be sure until he 
walked over to the office where the paddles 
were kept, and even then he might be just teas- 
ing. He’d pull his watch out of his pocket and 
bend his wrinkled (sun wrinkles, not the 
wrinkles of age) face down to it and we would 
wait, hoping. 

If he snapped it shut and started for the 
office, we were sure. If he snapped it shut and 
started for the boat aisles, well, then we were 
sure the other way. Jim never wasted conver- 
sation. He always wore a white duck gob hat 
with the brim turned down, and to this day I 
don’t know if Jim had gray hair, blonde hair, 
black hair or no hair at all. His expression was 
tantalizingly impossible to interpret. We just 
had to watch which way he headed. 

The great joy of the canoe is its admi- 
rable silence in motion, silence that leaves the 
heron undisturbed in his triangular contempla- 
tion, that lets turtles sun like clusters of beads 
on their log, that lets bluejay and swallow con- 
tinue about their business, and the muskrat 
keep his v-trail crossing straight as a die, that 
barely ripples the water the canoe glides 
through. The canoeist need have no sense of 
intrusion And it is the learned discipline and 
skill of the canoeist makes it so. 

I never got to be master of the art that 
Jim was, but I did pretty well under his tute- 
lage, tutelage that consisted of a combination 
of show and scorn. And I learned the pleasures 
of the river as I slipped through the family 
authority and eased my way from “canoeing 
with Jim” to “canoeing by myself”. Perhaps I 
picked up that too from Jim, avoid discussions. 
Quite suddenly a world of exploration opened 
out for me. I knew the avoidable hazards, and 
I was learning the sweet delights of decision 
and going farther and of observing the 
always-changing, never-changing, river. 

Not that I could go very far on our beat 
of the Charles River. Downstream, below 
Nuttings, was the dam at Moody Street. Up- 
stream, beyond Norumbega Park, the river nar- 
rowed into a choked morass of lily pads and 
tussocks and waterweeds and mud. Between 
these limits it was glorious. 

Up around the S-bend, past the pumping 
station, into the wide water before Fox Island 
and Forest Grove, past the bridge to Purga- 
tory Cove (30 years later, at a reception in 
Istanbul, I was to meet a man who, when I 
told him I was from Waltham, Massachusetts, 
asked wistfully, “and is there still skating in 
Purgatory Cove?’’). A narrower channel, then 
the great swinging river loop which I could 
follow or I could take the “cuts”, a narrow 
opening that led into a lagoon with a corre- 
sponding cut on the other side out into the 
mainstream again; then the glimpse of 
Norumbega Park with its merry-go-rounds and 
caterpillar ride and miniature zoo to the left 
and to the right the flock of ducks who learned 
never to migrate, so well fed were they by pity- 
ing mothers and fathers and children, past the 
Lasell boathouse where the Indian canoes 
lurked, and then time to turn about and head 

On the Charles 
In the 1920s 

By Barbara Nichols Winslow 

(In our April Ist issue Barbara Winslow 
shared with us her memories of growing up 
on Boston’s Charles River in “The Boat- 
house”. Herewith are Parts 2 and 3 of a brief 
trip back into those long ago days.) 

downstream, perhaps to tie up and read and 
listen to the water sounds and the wood noises, 
observe the sunning snapper turtles on their 
rocks or the waterlilies resting on their pads. 

Races and Concerts 

I just missed the heyday of the canoe. I 
think I can remember one of the last regattas 
or perhaps it was just told to me by a vivid 
describer, when the river would be almost sol- 
idly bridged by canoes, with just enough of a 
channel left for the canoeists racing hellbent 
for election with jutting chins and flailing arms 
driving the paddles deep into the water and 
thrusting it behind them. There would be short 
sprints and longer endurance matches that 
ended far downstream at Nuttings Boathouse 
and Ballroom. I am sure I remember the big 
white police boat moving with the throaty 
gurgle of its engine downstream, keeping pace 
in case of an upset. There were single pad- 
dlers and double paddlers and occasionally a 
big Indian war canoe would come down from 
Norumbega, manned by stern and silent pad- 
dlers, to join in a race or just show off. There 
were clappings and shoutings and paddles held 
straight up in the air in encouragement and 
salute. 

When the races were over, some canoes 
would start for their various boathouse 
wharves, others, especially those containing 
one or two mixed couples, would paddle lei- 
surely upstream to assemble around Fox Is- 
land for the evening band concert. 

There was then a little wooden-railed and 
floored and roofed bandstand on Fox Island. 
Someone would row the chesty uniformed 
members of the band over to it, and there they 
would beat and blow out Sousa marches, 
Strauss waltzes and glittering glowworms 
while the dark came down, the bandsmen sur- 
rounded not by the waters of the Charles so 
much as by a rising and falling and swaying 
sea of canoes. 

Afficionados or eager suitors had little 
metal hoops covered with cretonne or plaid 
gingham to span over the forward section of 
their canoes, for all the world like berufffled 
pram bonnets, to keep the sun off, or the rain 
or the world out. A very cozy and comfortable 
arrangement, to loll on the matching mattress 
with canoes to either side and before and aft 
and everyone listening to the reeds and strings 
of the band sound over the water. My mother 
used to cluck in disapproval when a misty 
Sunday sunrise disclosed here and there among 
the friendly rushes at the foot of the cemetery 
two or three canoes, nodding their bonneted 

and befrilled canopies, that had not bothered 
to find their ways home at all the night before. 

We two girls weren’t supposed to guess 
at what made my mother disapprove. For that 
matter, I don’t think my mother thought my 
brothers guessed either, for she certainly had 
no hesitation about sewing my elder brother 
Hart a canopy out of discarded curtains for 
his canoe when he asked her to. I have thought 
since, combining my acquired knowledge of 
the delicate art of canoe balancing and of the 
gymnastics of the sexual act, whether my 
mother really had anything to base her cluck- 
ing on. 

But it must have been peaceful and one 
was as close to the nature of water, sleeping 
overnight bedded within the slim ribs of a ca- 
noe, as in a sleeping bag on earth. I suspect 
more comfortable, too, and one’s view of the 
night sky and stars, and of the doubled dark- 
ness of trees above and trees mirrored below 
at the edges of the Charles. 

Editor Comments: That heyday of ca- 
noeing on Boston’s Charles River that Bar- 
bara just missed was brought to life in our 
February 15, 1985 issue when we reprinted a 
1957 nostalgia article by Edward Joy, “Canoe- 
ing on the Charles...Gone are the Days!” That 
issue is out of stock but if anyone really would 
like to read how it was with thousands of ca- 
noes recreating on this urban river 100 years 
ago send me a stamped self-addressed enve- 
lope and we'll mail you off a photocopy of 
that article. 
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“Pick your weapon.” Unexpected words 
to start a boat building experience last Febru- 
ary when twenty “indentured servants” gath- 
ered in Essex, Massachusetts for the first of 
ten Thursday evenings at the boots of several 
talented boatbuilders. 
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The “weapon” was a red broad axe that 
raised specters of hooded executioners carry- 
ing out the king’s commands in Merry Olde 
England. And here we were, in merry New 
England, looking at a 40’ log that was said to 
“contain” a mast for our lighter, a re-creation 
of the small freight vessel thought to have 
moved iron ore along the Saugus River in the 
1650s for the Saugus Iron Works. 

True to the colonial spirit, most work on 
the boat would be done by hand. Thus, this 
array of mast-making tools: the fearsome 
broad axes, draw knives, planes, and sand pa- 
per (real sand from Cape Cod Bay, we were 
told). 

The idea for the boat did not simply hatch 
one dark and stormy night when a few Essex 
boatbuilders connected with some of the folks 
from the Iron Works. For more than 50 years, 
people at the Iron Works have searched for 
clues about the orignial boat. They have also 
been looking for ways to return the river and 
its extensive marshes to a more pristine state 
suitable for navigation. In the 1950s Howard 
Chapelle provided a drawing of a larger boat, 
a shallop, which he described as “The Great 
Iron Works Boat”. Only recently did the Essex 
boys take up the challenge. Trying to repli- 
cate cutting edge technology of the 17th cen- 
tury, they designed a 26’ scow-shaped vessel, 
sort of a streamlined barge, powered by oars, 
sails, tides, and prayers. 

Like many early colonial ventures, the 

Saugus foundry was financed by optimistic 
investors back in the motherland. It was 
manned by iron workers who, desperate to get 
a fresh start in the New World, responded to 
inducements offered on handbills and accepted 
years of indentured servitude. So how did 
Charlie Burnham, David Brown, and the other 

modern day shipbuilders finance their dream? 
They also advertised, easily luring twenty 
amateurs who rushed to Essex, arms out- 
stretched, pleading for their credit cards to be 
rung up. 

Bob Cameron welcomed us to the first 
class, introducing us to the eight or nine pro- 
fessional builders who were volunteering their 
time to guide us. It was good he did it then, 
because the “pros” soon became difficult to 
distinguish from the indentured. Only those 
who really needed a corporate organizational 
chart were able to deduce that Charlie was sort 
of the lead guy, and that David Brown was the 
ever-so-patient builder for our gracious host, 
the Waterline Center at the Essex Shipbuild- 
ing Museum. But there was zero hierachy 
among the pros. 

Typically, the professsionals seemed so 
intrigued by the challenges of being true to 
the times, that they simply melded into our 
teams of worker bees. The 20 of us were di- 
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Return of the Alewife 

Building 

By Jeff Hillier 

vided into five teams. Teams rotated weekly 
through the five major areas: one group started 
as shipbuilders one week, then sailmakers, 
hardware makers, sparmakers, and then rig- 
gers. But the atmosphere remained casual, and 

no one kept track of who went where; we were 

free to watch and take part in anything we 
wanted. For the most part, the teams did focus 
on their assignments each week, but much time 
was spent rubbernecking everything else go- 
ing on throughout the shop. The inexhaustable 
supply of Oreos (no, not double stuffers) 
proved an additional distraction. 

Shipbuilder: In our first assignment, our 
team tried to impersonate ship’s carpenters. 
All of the planks had been roughly finished 
for us by a sawmill. Even so, we were soon to 

experience the joys of a real pit saw, made by 
one of the pros. Colonial Shipbuilding Tip #1: 
A pit man soon develops a new understanding 
of the well-worn phrase, “Old Facefull”. My 
first task was to plane the edges of soon-to- 
be-joined planks, creating seams to accept the 
caulking and putty which promised to keep 
the water on the outside. The long shavings 
liberated by the plane were a joy, but within 
weeks, I would return to these seams with 
shoulder-wracking caulking irons and mallets, 
and bottomless cans of seam compound. 

Sailmaker: Josh Bevins, our resident 
sailmaker, soon proved true to his ominous 
words of the first night: “...you’re gonna sew 
‘til your hands are bloodied!” Romantic vi- 
sions of expansive sail lofts with skilled work- 
ers pushing precise stitches into billows of 
canvas soon gave way to the realities of per- 
manently puncturing my my landlubber hands. 
After two hours of agony, I had only 18” of 
shoddy stitches (which I carefully hid under 
folds of the sail). Yes, I did allow myself a 
two Oreo break. We used a modern day fab- 
ric, Oceanus, which captures much of the look 
and feel of old cotton sails. Tip #2: When a 
sailmaker offers you a needle and sewing 
palm, come down with appendicitis real fast. 

od . 

Hardware Maker: Now I know why the 
shipbuilders killed all of the elm trees in New 
England. It may be the wood of choice for 
deadeyes, but working with it leaves a lot of 
dull tools and weary woodworkers. But those 
deadeyes ‘do stand up to formidable forces 
generated between shrouds and chain plates. 
The oak we used for the cleats and blocks was 
more forgiving, and it allowed us the pleasure 
of creating some snazzy “hardware” for the 
boat. 



On two evenings we were able to watch 
a skilled smithy from the Iron Works make 
iron implements on a small forge. Curtis deftly 
showed us how to alternately heat and pound 
a piece of iron into a chainplate of the style 
that could have been used on the original 
Saugus vessel. Suddenly aware of the deriva- 
tion of “going at it hammer and tong”, most 
of us were quite content to just watch this one. 

Sparmaker: Week #4. It was our turn at 
that mast. Although I had taken some whacks 
earlier with the broad ax, I must admit to re- 
lief that most of that work had been completed. 
Having been squared and trued, it was now an 
eight-sided masterpiece . So we only had to 
go to sixteens and then round (well, sort of). 
The guys scheduled for the next week would 
become intimately acquainted with those long 
“Cape Cod” sanding belts used to strop the 
mast really round. 

Rigger: The quietest part of the shop was 
the area for worming, parceling, and serving 
the hefty lines which would become shrouds 
supporting the mast. Resident rigger Stanley 
Dulong talked softly, showing ancient tech- 
niques for protecting rope from wear and rot. 
In his hands the serving mallet possessed the 
strength and accuracy of a machine. And his 
flawless splices should be framed and exhib- 
ited in an art gallery. Stanley augmented his 
demonstrations with banter about the “real” 
days of rigging. 

Over the course of ten weeks, teams 
cycled twice through each area. With time, 
experience, and a little confidence, most of us 
jumped ship from our assigned areas with in- 
creasing frequency, didn’t want to miss a thing! 
The caulking mallet and its associated imple- 
ments drew me in, but the next morning my 

shoulder was screaming, “Bursitis, you fool!” 
Tip #3: You will recover faster from a serious 
run in with poison ivy than a stint at the wrong 
end of a caulking mallet. 

After several weeks, the professionals 
(volunteers, remember) began sneaking back 
to the Waterline Center nights and weekends. 
They claimed to be pushed by a deadline to 
have the boat ready for a big tide in late April, 
but we suspected they were just having a great 
time working on the boat, and with each other. 
One Thursday we came back to find the sec- 
ond spar had been squared up. Suspiciously, 
there were no large ax chips or shavings, only 
mounds of uniform little chips that looked like 
they had been chewed out by a chainsaw, a 
Gov. Bradford Model #1, no doubt. Tip #4: 
Surer than nicotine, your power tool addiction 
will creep back and take over your life. 

Inexorably, Launch Day approached. Full 
moons and flood tides seem unaware that man 
has conquered the earth. The days just before 
that Saturday morning, April 27, became in- 
creasingly frenetic. Seams to be filled. Exte- 
riors to be coated with a pine tar solution. Sails 
were finished only 12 hours ahead of time, yet 
a certain sailmaker clucked, “What’ve you 
guys been doin’... not finished yet!?” Others 
defended with, “It would’t be a real launch if 
the paint were dry!” Another tried to change 
the subject, “By the way, does this ship have a 

name?” 
The Saturday morning tide rose quietly 

along the Essex River, but the boatyard 
brimmed with a growing crowd of spectators 
trying to stay out of the way of the shipbuild- 
ers (the real ones, and those of us pretending, 
and after ten weeks we indentured put forth a 
camouflage of swagger and banter). 

The nameboard was in place: Alewife. 
Poised at the top of the ramp. Mast raised. 
Those glorious folds of Oceanus trying to get 
free. Stanley needed only one swing with the 
champagne. As slick as her namesake, Alewife 
headed for the water. Harold Burnham’s can- 
non roared, the crowd cheered, little boys (and 
a big one too) fell in, but not a drop of the 
Essex River dared enter our proud vessel. 

Watching vessel and crew heading down 
river and down wind, shore-bound skeptics 

grabbed cell phones, seeking a powered launch 
to retrieve her. Fear not; snappy seamanship 
prevailed. Despite the long oars and the sweep 
snagging amidst the check-by-jowl crowd on 
board, Alewife managed a stately return against 
wind and tide. 

After this abbreviated sea trial, finishing 
details are making Alewife ready for the voy- 
age past Gloucester and along the southern 
shore of Cape Ann to the mouth of the Saugus 
River. The mast will bow for the post-colonial 
bridges, and Alewife will squeeze her way up 
the silted river to a new home at the Saugus 
Iron Works. Tip #5: Sooner or later, an ale- 
wife always returns to its river. 

Along with seventeen other men and 
women, I am most grateful for this opportu- 
nity to work with the pros, learn so many tra- 
ditional boatbuilding skills, and feel a part of 
the wonderful spirit at the Waterline Center of 
the Essex Shipbuilding Museum. Thank you, 
Charlie Burnham and your many boatbuilding 
friends. 

More importantly, the Iron Works will 
finally have a vessel to show visitors how our 
ancestors annually moved 250 tons of ore and 
iron between Saugus and Boston. And the 
dream is that the Massachusetts State High- 
way Department, conservation folks, and even 
the U.S. Coast Guard will now look more se- 
riously at the wear, tear, and neglect of the 
Saugus River. 

When you are north of Boston, stop in to 
see the Iron Works and Alewife. You will, no 
doubt, be amazed by 17th Century iron mak- 
ing technology. The Saugus Iron Works is open 
almost every day of the year. Also, don’t miss 
the Essex Historical Society & Shipbuilding 
Museum just a few miles further up the road. 





Launching 
Photos by Bob Hicks 

There were a few last minute details to be dealt with but A/ewife took to the water as scheduled, with most of the 
building team gathered for the occasion. 
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Deliverance 

The “voyage’ 
the ramp truck of the Gaybrook Garage. It’s a long way around by sea 
from Essex, a trip the old iron work’s scows never had reason to make. 

Headed off upriver on the coming tide in a cold northeast rain, the 20mph 
wind on the nose at the start required oarpower. 

se 

The Lincoln Ave. bridge was the first obstacle to river navigation, nice 
timing was needed to catch the tide with just enough water to float off 
the bottom but not so much as to get stuck under the bridge. There’s a 
big water main hanging below the span partway through also. - 

Safely through. 
ny 

Photos by Peter Moore & Bob Hicks 

Poling in the shallows of the several oxbows where the tidal river winds 
its way through the marshes. 

An abandoned railway trestle had just enough width for Alewife, but it 
took some gymnastics by one crew member to hook a line onto the 
trestle to help pull her through over the shallow bottom. 



“There’s a big tree down upstream,” said one local viewing the adven- 
ture. But Alewife was successfully poled past its outer limbs. 

Just upstream of the Hamilton St. bridge the remains of an old stone 
dam required exquisite timing and some engineering to surmount. Suf- 
ficient headroom under the bridge and sufficient water over the dam 
came into balance only briefly, and the final topping of the dam was 
achieved with a rockaby effort, everyone to the stern to get up onto the 
dam, then to the bow to get over. 
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Alewife’s rig was up after clearing the Hamilton St. bridge and a subse- 
quent overhead sewer pipe on pilings, and here she is as close as she 
can get to the old docksite in the foreground. The turning basin was 
dredged in the 1950s when the site was restored, but has filled in since 
with this silted up marsh. 

Coming up through the final narrows, threading her rig through the 
overhanging trees. 

Journey’s end, Alewife arrives at the head of navigation, beyond that 
footbridge the Saugus River comes down over a long rocky rapids. 

Now she belongs to the National Park Service, Alewife moored just 
below the footbridge where she can be viewed by park visitors. 



The Caillou 
A BETTER SMALL BOAT. | 

877 CAILLOU 

www.sail-or-paddle.com 

SEE US AT THE MAINE BOATBUILDERS' SHOW!! 

Leeboards 
Sail Right Up on the Beach 

- Convertible Cabin 
» Transforms in 2 Minutes 
to a Great Overnighter 

Unique Trailering 
Allows for Complete Set 

Up in 10 Minutes 

For Literature or to Receilf 

“The Not Quite 

Professional Video” 
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CALL TOLL FREE: 

1 (888) 881-BOAT 

Marine Concepts 
MANUFACTURING AND SALES 

243 Anclote Road ¢ Tarpon Springs, Fl 34689° wwwynarine-concepts.com 

Looking Back... 
By Bill Gamblin 

Jake’s Dream: 
The Built-In Depth Sounder 

The best kind of depth sounder that I’ve ever encountered was one 
in a fellow called Jake. That sounds a bit odd, so perhaps I'd better 
explain. Depth sounders were just a dream in 1942 and if we could 
have perfected Jake’s system we could have cleaned up! But, to get to 
the story, which is true, Jake came to me one day in March and said, 
“Bill I’ve iust bought the Dovekie, but she’s at Fredericton and I want 
to sail her down at the club for the summer. I don’t know the river, you 
do, so how about coming along for the trip.” 

Now it’s about 70 miles from Fredericton to the Royal 
Kennebecasis Yacht Club, along the Saint John River, which has been 
called “The Rhine of America”. Actually it’s better for sailing than the 
Rhine because of a peculiarity where the river enters the Bay of Fundy. 
Even though it is wide and over 400 miles long and has a number of 
navigable tributaries, it still empties through a rocky gorge only a few 
hundred feet wide. This is the Reversing Falls, which modifies the 30’ 
to 35’ tide in the bay, to a gentle 1-1/2’ tide in the lower part of the river. 
This peters out to nothing at all about 70 miles upriver. It is quite sur- 
prising for somebody on Washademoak Lake, which is a tributary of 
the river, to find that the lake has a tide, and a current which reverses! . 

Well, I agreed to accompany Jake on the trip. The only problem 
was that the river was in “‘freshet”, meaning that it was the spring run- 
off time, and water levels would be 15’ to 25’ above summer heights. 
This would prove to be a problem, but only in the area around Gagetown. 
The valley there was low lying, and there were numerous islands, which, 
with the high water, could only be told from the channels between them 
by the rows of trees that edged every island. As long as you kept the 
trees on the proper side you wouldn’t go aground. 

Dovekie was moored in a small creek across from Fredericton and 
we spent a few weekends getting her rig and galley ready for the trip. 
She had one piece of gear that I hadn’t sailed with, a Wykeham-Martin 
jib roller furler. These days a jib without a furler is as unusual as Dovekie 
was in those days. Finally we were ready and got under way. The first 
stretch was straight upwind and we made about 16 miles before it be- 
came so dark we had to anchor. 

Next morning we got underway in about 10 knots the nose. Around 
noon we reached Gagetown Cut, between an island and the mainland. 
All that could be seen of the island was a row of trees. We were on the 
starboard tack heading away from the mainland when I asked, “Jake, 
how far is it to that line of trees?” 

Jake turned white and yelled, “Come about, we’re going aground!”’. 
I threw the helm over and then asked Jake what was wrong. He said 
that the previous night he had a dream in which I had asked him, “Jake, 
how far is it to that line of trees?” and we went aground. Well, I looked 
at him and he looked at me, and we went aground in the channel! 

As I said this is true. I just wish there was a way of controlling 
Jake’s dreams. I don’t think it would sell well if it always ended up with 
the boat aground! 



Our Chesapeake Sport Tandem double 
sea kayak is ideal for light touring, exercise, 
or racing. While it shares the Chesapeake 
Double’s ease of construction and sturdy, 
fiberglass-sheathed hull, the boat is low and 
fine-lined, with a handsome sheerline and 
plenty of volume in the bow for lifting over 
waves at speed. This new boat has less over- 
all volume than the Chesapeake Double for 
those who don’t need to pack mountains of 
wilderness gear. The cockpits, grouped close 
amidships, keep the crew weight centered. 
Freeboard is lower so crosswinds have less 
grip on the boat. The hull weight is around 
65lbs, less than many plastic or fiberglass 
single kayaks! 

Laurel, Delaware, part of the Delmarva Pad- 
dlers Racing Circuit. Though it was their first 
time in the boat, they took first place against a 
competitive field. 

Hard chines permit a narrow waterline 
for speed with excellent secondary stability. 
A coordinated team can lean the Sport Tan- 
dem to carve turns. Designer John Harris re- 
marks, “The concept is very much like our 
North Bay Greenland-style hull, lengthened, 
with the same swoopy lines. Unlike the North 
Bay, however, the stern has been tweaked to 

take a standard Feathercraft K2 rudder.” A rud- 
der is a good idea on a tandem of this length 
and straight-line tracking ability. 

At 218” overall and 22” beam, the Sport 
Tandem is racy but still retains room for gear. 
The cockpit openings are 31” by 17”, as in | 
Chesapeake touring boats. It weighs (built of 
okoume mahogany) 65 Ibs. Adults of average 
size will find the seating comfortable. It is a 
perfect fit for experienced paddlers desiring a 
high-performance tandem kayak. 

The kit includes plans, instruction 
manual, pre-cut parts, hatches and bulkheads, 

full deck rigging, Keepers™ adjustable 
footbraces, epoxy kit, fiberglass for hull and 

CLC Sport Tandem 

10th Member of the 
Chesapeake Kayak Family 

Like all of CLC’s new designs, a proto- 
type circulated for a year among local pad- 
dling clubs for trial and comment. Ellis 
Andersen & Ron Vennell paddled the proto- 
type at last fall’s 2001 Broad Creek Blast in 

deck, foam seats and backbands. 
Chesapeake Light Craft, LLC, 1805 

George Ave., Annapolis, MD 21401, (410) 
267-0137 9am-S5pm EST weekdays, 
10am-2pm EST Saturday. 

Interested in traditional small boats? 

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

Easy to use. Powerful. High quality exercise. 

FRONT-ROWER Forward Facing Rowing Rig. 

Patent No. 5685750 

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

www.tsca.net 

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

Send $1 for brochure of $5 for video. 

Ron Rantilla 
30 Cutler Street 
Warren, RI 02885 

401-247-1482 
www.frontrower.com 

KEN FOUBERT 
Maritime Art 

Watercolors 

‘Charlotte, VT 
05445 
802 425 -3926 

84 Little Neck Road 
lpswich, MA 01938 

os 973.356.0941 
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Adirondack Guide Boat 
in eastern New England at 

Rowing Sport 
978 356-3623 
Alden Shells 

“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 

KLEPPER 
FOLDING KAYAKS 

www.westernfoldingkayak.com 
Largest Selection in the Whole USA 

Western Folding Kayak Center 

6155 Mt. Aukum Rd. Get more for your $$$ 
Somerset, CA 95684-0130 Toll Free: 888-692-8092 

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

Ait & TEN, 
(207) 866-4867 

Two by Foars 
By Mike Moore 

After cutting out some blanks for a new 
pair of oars I began to wonder how narrow an 
oar blade could be made and still be effective. 
The 5” wide blade oars I was working on re- 
quired the use of a 6” wide board and left two 
large chunks of waste wood from the throat of 
the oar to the handle. In Skiffs and Schooners, 
Pete Culler makes the statement that an oar 
blade should never be wider than 4” in order 
to minimize outboard weight. This is in oppo- 
sition to a lot of modern designs and models, 
most of which seem to run wider than 4”. 

I set out to determine if a pair of good 
oars could be made from 2”x4” lumber from 
the local lumberyard. I was allowed to pick 
through the stack and select a pair of 8’ Dou- 
glas Fir boards of equal density and straight 
grain. I used Culler’s. dimensions as a guide 
to dimension a 7-3/4’ oar, with a blade width 
of 3-1/4” throat width of 1”, and upper loom 
diameter of 1-7/8”. 

I used the construction technique outlined 
in Woodenboat, Number 127, “Making Oars 
and Leathers” by Eric Dow. The blanks were 
cut out according to a pattern, then the dimen- 
sioned edge of the waste pieces were used as 
a guide for cutting out two 1/2” thick strips 
about 2-1/2’ long. The strips were smoothed 
with a hand plane and glued to the face of the 
oar blank at the top of the loom in order to 
give enough thickness for the required 1-7/8” 
diameter. The oars were then shaped using the 
spar-making method of 4-8-16 sides to round, 
and some hollow was put into the blade with 
molding plane. 

I’ve found that painting or varnishing an 
oar can be awkward and time consuming. I’ve 
had good results by simply oiling the oars with 
a linseed oil-turps mixture applied with a rag. 
The oil dries quickly and after three coats the 
oar is pretty much water repellent, the oil 
should be reapplied regularly, but it is a pretty 
quick operation. I do take care not to leave the 
oars to bake in the sun and store them indoors. 

Performance-wise these oars seem fine 
for recreational use, they are lightweight and 
with a slightly higher stroke rate can move a 
boat as fast as the wider bladed oars, with less 

wasted wood. 



I live in Wolfeboro, New Hampshire, 
which is located in the heart of the Lakes Re- 
gion. I am approximately five minutes from a 
launch site on Lake Winnipesaukee, New 
Hampshire’s largest lake. The lake has land- 
locked salmon, rainbow trout, lake trout, large 
and small mouth bass, plus a few other variet- 
ies. The season here begins on April 1, but 
ice-out usually doesn’t occur until around 
April 20. Then the annual rite of spring fish- 
ing takes over. 

My transporter is a Ford Ranger pickup 
with an aluminum cap. The cap has a tubular 
rack mounted to it with a rubber hose taped 
on to protect the boats. I drilled the front 
bumper and installed two eye bolts to give a 
“Y” fastening for the bow line. On the rear, I 
put another eye bolt through the trailer hitch 
point. This, plus the two rack ropes, make the 
boat very secure. The cap can also serve as 
sleeping quarters during foul weather, in place 
of my tent. 

My canoe is a 14’ stripper of my own 
design. First, the ribs were formed over the 
mold. Then the tongue and grooved cedar 
strips were glued with gorilla glue to the ribs. 
It is a single seater with a removeable carry- 
ing yoke that attaches with two wing nuts. The 
outside of the hull has a layer of 60z fiber- 
glass cloth bonded with MAS epoxy resin. The 
inside was coated with resin and then the 
whole rig got a couple of coats of varnish. The 
boat weighs 40lbs. I can manage loading and 
unloading quite easily by myself. The seat is 

woven with rawhide 
as I have broken more 
cane seats than I care 
to remember. If I stay 
out long enough, I 
tend to develop the 
“waffle butt” syn- 
drome. 

My Northwoods 
paddles were carved 
from ash using plans 
from WoodenBoat 
magazine (Nov/Dec 
1985, #67). The ar- 
ticle was written by 
Rick Waters and it 
featured Alexandra 
Conover demonstrat- 
ing the process step 
by step. The handles \\ / 
of the paddles are Spare \\ i }} Netat 
oiled with linseed oil P*" \\ \ 02/9 
and the blades are var- Wee 
nished. They have a \/ 
nice flex to them and VV 
paddling with them is 
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Low Tech Fishing 101 
By Art Brunt 

a real joy. 
My pack basket was made from ash 

strips. It was my first attempt at basket weav- 
ing and all went well. The harness is nylon 
webbing. The basket carries my tackle box, 
rain jacket, water bottle, bug repellent, plastic 
bag for fish and a compressed air boat horn 
for self defense. There are many fast boats out 
on the lake and following a near collision, my 
kids presented me with the air horn. 

My rod holders are very simple, but ef- 
fective. They are cut from 1/4” plywood and 
will work with any canoe that has open gun- 
nels (see drawing). My longtime motto is, 
“Keep it simple!” As a result, my kids call me 
Mr. Low Tech. 
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My two fishing rods are a little embar- 
rassing to look at, but they do the job. One is a 
badly neglected purple fly rod that I bought 
from a student of mine in the mid-fifties for 
$3. I can faintly read Action Rod on it. The 
wrappings on the guides have been repaired 
with various colors of thread. The rod is badly 
faded and worn. 

The reel on this one is a Pfleuger Sal 
Trout that I bought at an auction. This matches 
the rod perfectly, as it is also pretty beat-up. 
This reel has no drag, so when the fish run, 
they really take off. I had a guy tell me that 
this reel is valuable as an antique. I find that 
hard to believe. The other rod is a Zebco I won 
as a door prize at a Salmon Unlimited meet- 
ing. It’s in a little better shape than the purple 
rod. The reel on this one is an old Penn level 
wind reel with a drag. This was a gift from a 
friend at work. On this one, I run a Cabela’s 
10 Ib. test wire line with a woven covering 
that changes colors every 10yds. As you are 
beginning to see, I’m not talking about a big 
investment in tackle here. 

Since the water is very cold, I dress in 

layers according to the outside temp. First, I 
don a layer of polypro. Next comes a wet suit 
top, topped with a flannel shirt. Then, possi- 
bly, I put on a sweater or windbreaker, or both. 
Some mornings the temps will be in the 20s 
and I’m plenty warm dressed this way. The 
most important thing is to wear a good quality 
PFD at all times. I also have a whistle tied to 
my PED, just in case I need to attract atten- 
tion. 

It amuses me to see the guys in the big 
boats dressed in down jackets, hoods, gloves; 
the whole nine yards. They’ll look over and 
see this old guy paddling along in just a flan- 
nel shirt. Because sound carries so well over 
water, I often hear some pretty funny remarks 
above the noise of their engines! 

Now that I’ve covered the equipment, 

let’s go fishing. You do remember the purple 
rod, right? One thing I neglected to mention, 
was that despite being a fly rod it is rigged 
with 6lb. test monofilament line. The mono 
line doesn’t leave a trail in the water like a fly 
line does. With this setup, the fly rides very 
close to the surface. When a salmon hits this, 
it is in the air “like right now”. This reel has 
no drag, so I wrap an elastic twice around the 
rod handle and once to the reel handle. When 
a fish strikes, the rubber band helps to set the 
hook. Then I release the reel handle and let 
the fish run. It’s a little on the primitive side, 
but it works well. The other rod has the wire 
line and with this I can vary the depth of the 
fly or lure in an attempt to locate where the 
fish are holding. 

I admit to being a distracted canoe pad- 
dler as I enjoy the mountain views and wild- 
life. I also keep track of the other boats in the 
area. As a result, I use a little trick to alert 
myself to a strike. I always allow about 6” of 
space between the rod handle and the pack 
basket. When I hear the rod handle sliding over 
the floor of the boat, I know I’ve either had a 
strike or snagged the bottom. It gets my atten- 
tion! 

Once I catch one I’m going to keep, I 
check to see what size bait fish they are forag- 
ing on. I try to match my fly size accordingly. 
I find that marabou type flies have good ac- 
tion when paddling. When I’m trailing two 
lines, I let out the mono first and then the wire. 
Otherwise, the wire will sink quickly and snag 
the bottom. 

Weather is also an important factor. If I 
get out before sunrise in foggy or cloudy con- 
ditions, flat water is okay. Once the sun hits 
the surface, I usually need a chop to be suc- 
cessful. When the wind is blowing, I pay close 
attention to the direction to avoid tangling the 
lines when playing a fish. If a fish hits when 
I’m paddling into the wind, I turn the boat side- 
ways and let it drift. This helps to keep a taut 
line. 

What really “makes my day” is catching 
one in view of a powerboat that is equipped 
with all of the electronic gear: Fish finders that 
tell the depth and size of the fish, downriggers 
that allow them to drop their lures to the exact 
depth and side boards that run the lines out 
about 30’ from the sides of the boat, plus a 
host of other electronic goodies. Some of these 
rigs look like Russian trawlers coming down 
the lake. 

Now, that is the basic text of Low Tech 
Fishing 101. Happy paddling and good luck! 
By the way, you don’t have to be a kid to fish 
like this. I’m an old buzzard who will turn 73 
shortly. 
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Preliminary Specifications 

Length 38711” 
Waterline length 3771” 
Beam overall 871” 
Beam at waterline 7’2” 
Draft at cutwater 171” 
Draft at 16’ midsection 8” 
Draft over lower unit 2’3” 
Complete weight wet (no crew/food) ca. 54001bs 
Max. est. payload (people, food, etc.) ca. 20001bs 
Typical two-some cruising displ. (w/50% fuel) at ca. 10” fwd/6” aft hull-draft ca. 55001bs 
Maximum endurance displ. for two w/full fuel & 10001bs for crew and food ca. 6400Ibs 
Absolute maximum endurance displacement at load waterline ca. 74001bs 
Diesel 30hp at 3000rpm 
Optional 5Ohp large prop 4-stroke outboard 
Maximum fuel load 220 gals 
Preliminary water tankage (to be refilled underway in part by rain-water) 50 gals 
Preliminary holding tank capacity 50 gals 
Preliminary battery capacity at 12v 350ah 
Range w/ full fuel at Smpg ca. 1100nm 
Range w/full fuel at 1Ompg ca. 2200nm (not improbable at most effcient hull-speed) or 

275 hrs/11+ days running continuously around the clock [in arctic summer]) 

Bolger on Design 
Sitka Explorer 

(Preliminary Study) 

First off, Sitka Explorer is just a 
concept-study for a longer-range coastal, riv- 
erine and lake cruiser for two, well-developed, 
but not yet buildable! Any takers to help sub- 
sidize the completion of plans? 

Second, she nearly offers Tahiti’s (#653) 
footprint while using the satisfactory Topaz 
(#650) lower planing speed hull geometry, 
20+knots, which shines in its low-wake char- 
acteristic at single digit speeds. 

Third, instead of using diesel power, she 
would be fine for displacement speed using a 
25-50hp large prop 4-stroke outboard, with 
more power, inboard or outboard, capable of 
planing into the high teens. 

Discussing Her Shape: Sitka Explorer’s 
fine bowed, simple to build, and stout hull 
concept, is based on a long lineage of sharpie 
developments. “Slenderness” begins at well 
above 4:1 length to beam ratio. Topaz con- 
firmed that such a shape is efficient indeed 
planing in the low-twenties, seeming overpow- 
ered with 75hp outboard. For two-some longer 
range live aboard coastal cruising, shooting 
for fuel efficient slenderness means shallow 
length for a given load/interior requirement. 

Sitka Explorer’s approx. 37’ of WL 
moves the theoretical hull speed up to just 
above 8kts. In a hull of her slender and shal- 
low proportions, 7’2” WL beam, and 
midsection-draft of around 8” fully loaded, 
with a length-to-beam ratio of over 5.1:1, these 
theoretical numbers though begin to lose some 
of their hard meaning. While more or less bind- 
ing for short and deeper boats, slender and 
shallow hulls can bend the rule quite a bit. 

As a phenomenon not at all unknown his- 
torically, current arbitrarily defined prefer- 
ences have long overshadowed the opportu- 
nities that slender and shallow hulls would 
offer in a comparatively light payload duty 
role. A smidgen of owners of unmodified 
power-sharpie Tennessee class boats of about 
30’ x 6’ claimed 10mph with 10hp (large 11- 
3/4” prop) four-stroke. In calm sea-condition, 
clients of similarly-proportioned but ballasted/ 
deeper 30’ sailing sharpies still reported full 
hull-speed even with two-stroke/small (8-1/ 
2-9") prop of 10hp. 

While as slender overall, Sitka Explorer 
offers more actual WL per given hull length 
and much less rocker aft than traditional 
sharpie proportions would allow. If these re- 
ports can be relied upon, power requirements 
to do full hull speed of around 8kts in Sitka 
Explorer should be in the 15-20hp range, if 
this power is efficiently transmitted through a 
larger yet prop, i.e. the proposed 15”/16” 



three-bladed operating at a zero static shaft 
angle and rather moderate slip. To go faster 
yet, we expect her slender and shallow shape 
not to have to get “over da hump”. Rather, 
with her nose rising somewhat and her straight 
bottom stern more or less staying where it is 
at rest, she might accelerate to where her 30 
torquey horses could achieve perhaps 10kts. 
How she will actually perform at full power 
remains to be shown, due to this being a some- 
what experimental, though not wild, concept. 
Obviously with full expedition load, full hull 
speed of around 8kts would be it. 

Traditionally, power sharpies suffer from 
various degrees of pounding in head seas, less 
an issue in riverine and other inland waters. 
This typically depends on the lengths and 
height of waves encountered. And with simple, 
light, slender and shallow shapes such as 30’ 
Tennesse, 39’ Dakota, 51’ WyomIng, or the 
mighty 63’ Illinois, wave bridging ability 
clearly increases with length, and thus the re- 
duction of drama running through choppier 
conditions. 

The advantages of these shapes is clear, 
though mostly overlooked by the mainstream. 
There is ultra-simple construction with mostly 
straight cuts, frequently at 90 degree, for rapid 
framing and joinerwork, the option of easily 
achieving massively strong bottom and 
topsides structures by just stacking the ply, 
super-efficient running i.e., low-hp require- 
ments for the bang, maximum stability per 
given beam, maximum useful interior floor 
space, and more. 

Sitka Explorer reflects many of these 
positive attributes, but without having to ac- 
cept most of the bad ones. Several recent de- 
signs feature the same strong bottom construc- 
tion of Bolger Boxes but with the bow pulled 
up far above the waterline and a variable 
deadrise cutwater of developable shape at- 
tached to its underside. The principle here is 
to combine the solid stability of a flat-bottom 
amidships and aft with the slicing character- 
istics of a sharp vee-shaped bow. Rather than 
having to build a full-hull-length vee bottom 
just to get a sharper bow, which frequently is 
still too blunt on more beam than our Slicer 
design , we just add fairing nose to the under- 
side of a stout bottom! In Sitka Explorer’s case, 
her bow is both wholesome to look at, as fine 
as we need it for rule-bending performance, 
and structurally/construction effortwise re- 
markably easy to fashion out of untortured 
plywood. 

And we never break through this bottom, 
making thus the nose a potentially sacrificial 
buffer if one runs into floating logs, onto un- 
charted rocks or just gets caught by naviga- 
tional errors; the hull thus should not take on 
any water, irrespective of how massively that 
vee has been chewed up. When hauled out, 
you cut away the debris back to the bottom 
proper, and attach a new construction of the 
old vee-nose for ready and undramatic recom- 
missioning of the boat. 

Thus the vee-nose consists only of the 
extension of her stem into a sub keel, two de- 
veloped 1/4” plywood panels draped over one 
or two frames and glassed heavily for abra- 
sion and impact resistance, and probably a 
mild lamination in the vee-edge to apply a 
metal edge band. This vee-nose assembly is 
attached for ease of fit and work to the bottom 
when the bottom is still upside down but has 
already been completely sealed and sheathed, 
to keep the rot out of it, perhaps unavoidable 

even with the nose volume fully foamed. Ac- 
tual attachment of the vee-nose would just be 
glass-tape and epoxy. 

The bottom-proper of Sitka Explorer 
would thus be of two 50/50 staggered 
(no-scarph) layers of 1/2” ply for 1” thickness, 
finished both sides, including adding the nose, 
before placing it right side up, with the bow 
resting on the shop floor and the rear midsec- 
tions blocked up level to account for the 4” 
difference. On this plumbed and trued plat- 
form you erect the various bulkheads and 
frame on its upper side. Due to the straight/ 
flat midsection from bow to stern, not many, 
if any, temporary molds or other support struc- 
tures should be necessary to proceed rapidly. 
Even after you’ve finally hung the complete 
topsides panel, her stern will still allow more 
or less level ground access to her interior for 
non-acrobatic progress on the joinerwork, 
plumbing, and electrics. 

Her mild flare is a mix of light aesthetics 
and the interest to keep waves running aft 
along her body from climbing/spraying any 
higher than necessary. That protruding bottom 
at the nose should act very well as a spray rail, 
without tacking one on later, usually unsightly 
and indicative of something predictable hav- 
ing been overlooked during the design-phase 
(we’ll see how much we’re overlooking!). 

In general, her bulkheads/frames and 
built in joinerwork complement each other 
structurally, to allow a stiff envelope without 
much dedicated effort spent on adding struc- 
tural supports. Thus between her 1” bottom, 
her 1/2” Payson jointed topsides and house 
structure (2” foam between 1/4’ply in roof), 
Sitka Explorer’s structure should be rapid to 
assemble, stout to handle serious cruising, for- 
giving enough (under the bow) to shrug off 
nasty surprises or blunders at the wheel, and 
yield an efficient shape with few gentle curves. 

Part of the overall coherence of simplic- 
ity, shape and easy structure is her unexpected 
stern shape. Aesthetically, this plywood stern 
offers tremendous visual opportunities from 
most if not all angles over any square tran- 
som. It complements the bow, and it largely 
hides the excrescence of the outdrive or op- 
tional outboard, either up or down. Thus you 
have an almost pointed stern and still enjoy 
the virtues of out-drive/outboard propulsion 
largely without lumpy disruption of her lines. 
To us, that stern makes her shape visually co- 
herent through and through. 

Functionally, it offers WL length with- 
out the wetted surface, weight, necessary con- 
struction effort, and dynamic bulk (in follow- 
ing seas for instance) of a traditional transom. 
It combines her narrow fore and aft 
powerplant/drive assembly on a dead straight 
weight-carrying bottom with a gently curved 
topsides above a sharp-edged chine. The wa- 
ter flow along this stern/aft-midsection should 
be efficient both at displacement speeds and 
the intermediary stage before full planing, 
which would happen only far beyond her 
target-speed of 1 Okts. In this rule bending hull, 
as indicated by her truly shallow draft, she 
needs no further water plane area available 
from a square transom approach. Finally, ma- 
neuvering in close quarters will be easier with- 
out that transom corner always sticking out. 

Yes, there is a net loss in deck space. But 
we figured that her 15’ long house roof would 
allow sunbathing (though not by 23 litigious 
lawyers assembling all on the same side to ogle 
that mermaid) and if push comes to shove, you 

can strap a bicycle next to the dinghy(ies), 
store long boathooks and spars for dinghy sail- 
ing rigs, all without disrupting the wheelhouse 
hatch, nameboard, searchlight, photovoltaic 
panels etc. No flying bridge though, please! 

Finally, a word on her overall length. You 
can comfortably build a 39’ boat in a 35’ shop 
by building just the forward 3174” first, com- 
plete, fully finished, then move it out, either 
just 8’ through the door, or completely, to then 
build her stern-section/power-pack separately 
to be attached to the hull in less than a day 
outside when the time comes! Since her 1” 
bottom is dead straight aft, you should be able 
to build a well-fitting add-on stern without too 
much geometric grief. With straight bottom 
and 90 degree de facto transoms aligning and 
eventually connecting both sections, plus some 
care, alignment outside later still does not seem 
a particularly scary proposal. Actual union of 
the pieces would be bolts, and epoxy, then 
slurry and then tape with a perfect finish. Or 
you could just bolt them together with good 
ring gaskets around the underwater bolts to 
keep the seep out. 

Her Interior Layout: The drawings are 
quite clear about her accommodations. We 
came up with at least three rather different 
versions, but found only two worthwhile rep- 
resenting here. Asymmetries of one of them 
are quite significant on the plans, should on 
that stiff bottom not be too pronounced, as the 
as yet unplaced batteries for instance could 
trim her athwartships to make up for all that 
starboard joinerwork; also notice the portside 
holding tank. At any rate, after some back and 

forth we concluded that on her narrow beam, 
not much moving weight, people, diminish- 
ing provisions, and water weight migration 
into the holding-tank, is ever far enough from 
her centerline to really give you annoying trim 
problems port to starboard. 

The location of her fuel tanks, a compara- 
tively significant variable weight overall of 
1,500lbs, allows decent trim fore and aft, irre- 
spective of particular fuel load, with little noise 
from transverse sloshing due to the tall and 
narrow shape. The engine/outdrive weight, 
plus the completely separate starter batteries 
in the engine compartment, will make her trim 
bow up when at rest without crew sitting for- 
ward. But she should not trim head down with 
four adults sitting in the wheelhouse, and with 
just one or two crew a light noseup trim is only 
beneficial to dry slicing action at the bow. In- 
deed, apart from her ground tackle in its bow 
compartment, and a few fenders and lines in 
that bow cockpit/seatbox, there is little weight 
to keep that bow from performing well and 
predictably in rougher waters. In the 
above-mentioned Two-some cruising mode on 
half fuel load she will show additional inches 
of bottom paint all around. 

Her interior volume offers lots of elbow 
room and stowage volume. In keeping with 
our Glass House concept, she offers near 360 
degree view from the helm. Only the enclosed 
permanent head seems to interrupt the field of 
view, but its walls could be made transparent 
with Lexan and inside curtains on either all 
three forward and aft facing panels or just with 
a glass in the door only cum curtain assembly. 
With just the dinghy perhaps in the way, if you 
don’t tow it during lower speed sightseeing, 
standing anywhere forward gives immediate 
full circle perspectives even with a solid head 
wall aft. 

Incidentally, the toilet is a version of our 
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“Don’t look down” outhouse type, in which a 
well gasketed and reliably doggable lid keeps 
an otherwise plain holding tank with toilet seat 
from misbehaving out there; an automatic or 
manual switch turns on a small 4” computer 
fan ($5 surplus) that extracts the gases from 
the inside of the tank via a PVC pipe up to the 
roof to a 90degree and 45degree 4” PVC swan 
neck, to keep any smell from filling first the 
head and then the boat. A big Edson pump will 
allow pumping things out offshore or the 
pumpout station’s/boat’s trunk is plain stuck 
through the top opening for evacuation. Ergo 
no flushing water, no fancy hardware, no 
valves, no underwater through hulls, lowest 

plumbing efforts conceivable, greatest reliabil- 
ity, and that big 2” Edson pump is good for 
other things. 

Otherwise her plumbing is supposed to 
be hand pumped to header tank type with grav- 
ity feed for minimal plumbing effort and maxi- 
mum reliability, a Pacer | qt/stroke does won- 
ders and offers a minor workout. With a sight 
glass, or a somewhat transparent tank, use can 
be carefully gauged for sensible consumption 
efforts, unlike the all you can pump electrical 
approach. 

Her Power Pack: Finally, her powerplant 
is an advanced 30hp air oil cooled 2-cylinder 
industrial duty super simple FL1011F series 
diesel made by Deutz. Since the mid-eighties 
they have built several hundred thousand of 
this engine family, powering everything from 
NATO field equipment to civilian pumps, gen- 
erators, construction-equipment, etc., etc. They 
use an oversized oil pump to direct 1/3rd of 
its flow to the typical bearing, underside of 
pistons etc. for lubrication and on the hot spot 
cooling, while the other 2/3rds are used, like 
regular water/glycol based coolant, as cool- 
ant circulating throughout the engine, with the 
extracted heat dumped through an engine 
mounted oversized oilcooler. Thus there is 
no freshwater pump, no saltwater pump, no 
strainers, impellers, heat exchangers, hoses, 
clamps etc. to buy, install, see corrode and age 
rapidly in salt air. 

This is as reliable as anything ever can 
be in engine land, short of a turbine, of course. 
There is just an oil thermostat that controls 
the flow, and that single belt that drive the fan, 
incorporated into which physically is a 60amp 
alternator. Unlike any Lycoming or Continen- 
tal, amongst the last larger displacement air 
cooled engines in use, there is no cold shock 
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possible. With an optional 24v starter system, 
these units get going at down to -30 degrees, 
not an issue for you, unless you choose to live 
aboard her up on land in Alaska and that cold 
snap gets you. 

For true powerhouse capability, this en- 
gine can readily swing an additional monster 
290amp brushless industrial duty alternator to 
produce up to 3.4kw of electricity. But a stock 
automotive alternator (non marine since on 
diesel engine) of 140amps for just $200 might 
allow rapid battery charging on a distant an- 
chorage, or running big searchlights to find 
them logs in your path on that urgent 
night-passage with Mark Twain’s Log in your 
hand. 

Thus this engine is not an aftermarket/ 
makeshift marinization job, like most marine 
pleasure boat diesels in the market. In fact, 
you would install the Deutz completely un- 
modified. Period. Warranty intact, with just the 
fuel to connect, and the starter-leads to hook 
up. We would go fancy and get super soft en- 
gine mounts and the small Aquadrive CVjoints 
to make it as quiet and smooth as possible! 

The drawings of that stern engine com- 
partment show a straightforward dry exhaust, 
a baffled, in the lee of the house, cooling air 
intake box to starboard, and the ducted hot air 
exhaust being dumped through the transom 
right above the outdrive. Its combustion air 
intake is up under the house overhang for high 
and dry pickup, and thus the option in case of 
utter catastrophic collision amidships for in- 
stance to keep the engine running with her 
awash inside a foot or two, until her natural 
buoyancy keeps her from going down any fur- 
ther. Without any engine vital electrics in- 
volved, this is a nice bit of worst-case insur- 
ance allowing her run semi-submarining to be 
beached or even brought in over longer dis- 
tance to be repaired, or cannibalized by you. 

Compared with the outboard option, vi- 
tal reliability is clearly superior, no 
waterpumps to fail, ignition components to go 
south, water intakes to get clogged, or inter- 
nal corrosion from saltwater dependence. Con- 
sider that most commercial fishing vessels are 
single screw, and with clean fuel doable on 
board with generous filtering plumbing, reli- 
ability is clearly a multiple of that of outboards. 

And if you want, and we would offer this 
anyway, there could be a quick mount bracket 
inside her stern on which to quickly hang a 
6hp outboard of any make to run either to a 
settlement, or at least into the known paths of 
periodic traffic; two 6gal tanks of gasoline 
could sit in boxes on top of the engine room 
hatch for self draining storage. 

The other end of her propulsion package 
is that Cat-Drive which comes in lengths of 
up to 48” from input to output shafts. Sitka 
Explorer needs just the 800mm unit, which 
will support the 30hp diesel torque quite well 
with its low-geared 15” or 16” prop. The point 
about using these in this country largely un- 
known units is that they offer complete retrac- 
tion of the drive cum prop out of the water for 
absolutely minimal corrosion potential, an 
option not available from any American maker. 
The 60 degree total swing port to starboard is 
not great, but acceptable for an IO-drive, and, 
with the bite of 15”/16”’prop, precise and pre- 
dictable maneuvering should be possible. Ac- 
cording to the factory(!), when at rest in order 
to minimize corrosion the drive leg can readily 
be raised manually, i.e. via rope actuated re- 

lease of the lock and vertical rope pull on the 
unit, crude, effective, cheap, and reliable! A 
field kit is supposed to allow unscheduled 
maintenance and basic repairs without major 
machine shop support. And buying extra 
spares will give you that easy feeling on longer 
more remote stretches of water. 

Incidentally, “no heat” on any outboard 
means that its combustion related heat emis- 
sions are dumped and lost, whereas the Deutz 
unit allows routinely the use of a fan powered 
oil radiator inside the boat cabin to use its heat 
to warm up the boat, like the heater-core in 
your car, saving fuel on, or replacing, running 
any dedicated cabin heater! 

Finally, and finally indeed, a diesel en- 
gine allows one fuel operation on board Sitka 
Explorer. Between engine heat when running, 
and stove heat when resting, she can be kept 
warm at any time, and for quite some time with 
that large fuel capacity, trading warmth for 
some range. Apparently there is a growing 
number of reasonably responsive diesel based 
cooking devices available now, allowing cook- 
ing without heating the boat all the time. 

An alternative way of cooking, not in- 
conceivable on a powerboat which has all the 
charging power you could ever burn, is to use 
in strong but limited bursts electric power, i.e. 
a microwave for a few minutes at a time to get 
that can of stew heated up or just that cup of 
cocoa in the morning, or even a single hotplate 
for 10min. max. pancakes or stir-fry. In a 
displacement-speed hull, doubling the battery 
capacity to allow somewhat more indulgent 
electric cooking and baking is quite possible. 
We would try to do without the concerns and 
plumbing issues of propane on board and ex- 
periment with a mix of diesel power, diesel 
heat, and electric cooking. 

This preliminary study has lingered a few 
years after the initial client got spectacularly 
unreasonable and we parted company, we have 
one every year or two, perhaps enough for a 
juicy book someday. As mentioned, Topaz has 
since shown how these simple shapes work 
without much fuss up into the low twenties, 
and with some luck a dramatically accelerated 
schedule may show us Tahiti running, albeit 
uncompleted, some time this summer. 
Sitka Explorer should fit many would be 
power cruising couples’ needs, at a fraction of 
the running expense the typical trawleryacht 
would impose, with a likely multiplication of 
these powerboats’ reliability. She’ll be ther- 
mally sound and highly sinking resistant by 
the time we’re through with the plans. And . 
with her maximum beam of 871” she may 
readily cross piggy-back the continent, or the 
Atlantic, where a 40’ container would other- 
wise ride on the road, the rail, and nestled atop 
a pile of containers on a fast cargo ship. 

Of course, and with great care(, and a 
manic eye on the weather report and iceberg 
sightings, hopping from coastal and island port 
to port, topping off her fuel, she might be as 
safe as many sailing craft crossing the Atlan- 
tic on the northernmost route, while smooth- 
ing along faster than most of them at 7-8kts, 
depending on the the distance to the next die- 
sel can. Coastal and extensive autonomous riv- 
erine and large lake exploration, though, would 
be her most suitable range of itinerary, with 
her minimal draft for any diesel powered 
liveaboard cruiser, and stout field repairable 
structure. ; 

Finally, there could be a third layout that 
has not yet found its way into these drawings... 



SOLID 
COMFORT 
BOATS GY 

Sailing Cruising Canoes 
Sea Touring Kayaks ~/ 
Anglers Sampans © 

HUGH HORTON SMALL BOATS 
_ 29474 Old North River Rd. 

Mt. Clemens, MI 48045 
(810) 468-6456 

<huhorton@tir.com> 

BOAT & COACH 
4th Generation Boat Builder 

Builds & Restores 
Wooden Sail / Row Boats 

le 

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

(607) 868-3993 
8 Be. a2 Fendt DBA DA 

Building a Boat? 

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

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

for WoodenBoat Books. 

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

www.woodenboat.com 

Builders & 
Restorers 

New from Compass Classic Yachts 

14’ CLASSIC CAT 

Good looks* | 7 + Seats 
Easy handling * | * Cockpit room 

Speed» — + Comfort 
Versatility ¢ ‘ + Stability 

Forgiveness * + Low maintenance 
JA 14’ * + Affordable price 

Beam 7’ + + SA 130 sq. ft. 
Draft 10” + + Displacement 600# 

DEALER INQUIRIES INVITED 
Compass Classic Yachts, Inc. 

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

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

Hansen & Company 
Builders of Practical & Impractical 

Boats 
Gloucester Gull Rowing Dories, 
Kayaks & Other Small Boats 

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

Reproduction of Charles Lawton 

10’ Yacht Tender 
Cedar on Oak 

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

C. Stickney, Boatbuilders Ltd. 1997 
4 F , 

. % . \. 
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C. Stickney Boatbuilders Ltd. 

HC 61 Box 1146, St. George, ME 04857 

(207) 372-8543 

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

Robb White & Sons, Inc. 

Custom Small Boats 

Forty Years 

P.O. Box 561 
Thomasville, GA 31799 

Sailing Headquarters 
& Wooden Boat Center 
*Established 1951* 

Proud Builders of 
Arey’s Pond Catboats 

as 
RTT 

14° “CAT” 
12’ Kitten - 16’ Lynx 

20’ Cruising Cat 
Traditional elegance with a 

fiberglass hull, teak trim & floor- 
boards, all fittings solid bronze 

sitka spruce spars 

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

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

areyspondboatyard 
E-mail: catboat@cape.com 

o>. 

TRADITIONAL WOODEN 
BOATBUILDING 

REPAIRS & RESTORATIONS 

ROB BARKER 
615 Moyers Ln., Easton, PA 18042 

Phone / Fax (610) 253-9210 



O’CONNELL’S 

WOODEN BOATS 

Phe: ER ESD 

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 

\SmallCraft 
Builders of Traditional and 

Contemporary Rowing and Sailing Craft 

Richard Cullison 
301-946-5002 

11515 Kenton Drive 
Silver Spring, MD 20902 

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 

Pert Lowell, Co. J, - 

2 a x. 

W f 

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 per-haps 

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 

Srerery LOA- 124" 
7 4 Beam - 6’2” 

# 4 SA- 100sf 
. Displ. 440lbs 

Construction 
12’ Cape Cod Catboat Fiberglass Hull & Deck 

Varnished Oak Trim | 9, 48°97 ——— 

Bronze Hardware 

Wooden Spars 

NEW! 
Compass 

BAYBIRD 

18’ Gaff Sloop 

Beam - 5’6” 

SA - 145sf 

LWL - 16’ 

Draft 08” 

CLASSIC CAT 
14’ Classic Half-Decked Catboat 

Dealer Inquiries Invited 
COMPASS CLASSIC YACHTS, INC. 

Box 143, S. Orleans, MA 02662 * (508) 255-5187, (508) 240-1032 
(Shop @ 80 Rayber Rd., Orleans, MA) 

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 

Currently building 
34’ W. Atkin tunnel stern 

888-686-3443 Sea Bright Skiff 

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



Plans & Kits 

Plans for Heirloom | 
Cradle Boats | 

and Watercraft : 
Developed and 
Drawn with the 
Amateur Builder 

Beach Cruiser ieiind Cradle Boat 
Footloose Baby Tender 

Jordan Wood Boats 
P.O. Box 194 + South Beach, OR 97366 * 541-867-3141 

www.jordanwoodboats.com 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 

Pon bed ha ia Ae J 
Dratadradavmr)-4) Sad 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 
Ss 

as 

Bluejacket 24 
www.geodesicairoliteboats.com 

STRONG, SAFE, 
INEXPENSIVE!!! 

A lightweight, trailerable cruiser that planes 
from 22mph down to 10mph on only 5Ohp. A 
handsome cruiser with roomy forecabin and 
pilothouse, private head, and classic lines. 
Stitch & glue plywood for ease of constrution. 

Plan package $150 

Tom Lathrop 
P.O. Box 752, Oriental, NC 28571 

(252) 249-2646 
Harbinger@cconnect.net 

he aes 

QUICK and EASY way to turn YOUR 
canoe, kayak, or any easily driven and 
somewhat tender small boat into a 
SIMPLE KNOCK-DOWN MINI-TRI! 

Your small kids and grandkids will be 
delighted and you will be so confident in 
their safety. 
NO HANDS - GO LIKE THE DICK- 

ENS sailing fun for the old man as well! 
Plans and instructions, prepaid, 

$17.95. 
Gerard Van Wyk 

4253 Red Bush Dr., Grandville, MI 49418 

It's Not Fust Art, 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 

http://www. KayakPlans.com/m 

WESTON FARMER 
BUILDING PLANS & ARTICLE REPRINTS 

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

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

WESTON FARMER ASSOCIATES 
18970 AZURE ROAD, WYZATA, MN 55391 (612) 473-2360 

A light- 
weight, 

sturdy 
wooden 
beauty 
anyone can 
build from 
our pre-as- : 
sembled 2 
kit. Price, including 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 

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 

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 

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

www.woodenboat.com 

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

Kits * Plans * Books 
Cove & Bead Strips — EPOXIES 

the NEWFOUND = Catalog 

WOODWORKS ine. $3." 

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

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



-clcboats.com 

Kits, Plans & 

Boatbuilding 

Materials 

Eastport Pram 

DORITA 
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 
a 1”= 1’ scale model to see how the boat Is built 
before making a major commitment. 

Only $29.75 plus $3.50 postage. (U.S. & Canada) 

Sassafras 12 / 

Mill Creek 13 

Nts 
Jimmy Skiff 

_—S 
Sassafras 14 

LS 

Chesapeake 14 

Mill Creek 15 

Ted Jones’ 

Gundalow Boat Shop 
603 Brown’s Ridge Road 
Ossipee, NH 03864 

e-mail:laj@worldpath.net 

Chesapeake 16LT 

eee 
Sassafras 16 

(ee ee ae 
Chesapeake 16 

( —— =” Gy 
West River 162 

E 
West River 164 

Mill Creek 16.5 

Chesapeake wag 

Chesapeake 17 

Annapolis Wherry 

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. 

John's Sharpie 

Chesapeake 18 A 

———sSS 
West River 180 

ee ees 
North Bay 

PLEASE SEND ME: U Complete construction plans and instruc- 
tions for $40.00 O Study plan packet for Bobcat and 36 other easy- 
to-build Intant Boats for $5.00. 
BOOKS: ) /nstant Boats, $16.00 OO Build the New Instant Boats, 
$19.95 O How to Build Your Own Boat, $20.00 QO Build the Instant 

, Smaersersk: Catboat, $12.95 QO How to Build the Gloucester Light Dory, $7.95 UO 
Oxford Shell Keeping a Cutting Edge: Saw Filing, $7.95 QO Boat Modeling with 

Dynamite Payson, $19.95 Q Bolger’s 103 Small Boat Rigs, $28.95 
QO) Boat Modeling the Easy Way, $19.95 Add $1.00 S&H 

North Bay XL 

SS _] 

Pax 20 

LAVYS) LHS] Ay Vvse vss -) 
Chesapeake Double & Triple 

Name 

Street 

Find what you need at www.clcboats.com 
City oo eee eee Stale ee 

Chesapeake Light Craft Request a free catalogue: 
Harold H. Payson & Co. 

1805 George Avenue , 410°267+0137 Dept. MB, Pleasant Beach Road « South Thomaston, ME 04858 
Annapolis, MD 21401 info@clcboats.com 207-594-7587 



Glen-L marine designs 
PO Box 1804/AM2 

9152 Rosencrans Ave. 
Bellflower, CA 90707-1804 

562-630-6258 fax 562-630-6280 

GLEN 

mcy¥, ‘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 

AN 
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 

Wood Canoe 

] Hardware 

| 

CANOE HARDWARE 

1/2”, 11/16”, 7/8” Canoe Tacks; 3/8” Oval 
Brass Stem Bands; Clenching Irons; 3/16” 
Bronze Carriage Bolts; Canoe Plans; Clear 

White Cedar. Price List Available. 

NORTHWOODS CANOE SHOP 
Ph: (888) 564-1020 

Fax: (207) 564-3667 
Web: www.woodencanoes.com 

Supplies 

GAMBELL & HUN TER 
SAILMAKERS 

r 

IGGING 

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

17 White Birch Lane 
York, ME 03909 
(207) 363-7426 
(800) 899-1664 

Fax (207) 363-8650 + 
M-F 7am-5pm 

puiLDA LITTLE DUBBER 

KAYAK size 7-1/2’ or 9’ 

Weighs 25 to 30 lbs. easy 
stitch and glue 

Pit Very stable 
4Y Yi ~ 

humor filled : me 

manual $15 + $2 shipping mel 
Peter Hunt - The Shed for Sail Studio 
PO Box 135 Norton, MA 02766 508-285-4984 

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. 
1780 Remlik Dr. Urbanna VA 23175 

(804) 758-2721 

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 

66 Larrabee Road 
Westbrook, ME 04902 

(207) 856-6015 
(877) 408-4751 

> Fax (207) 856-6971 
| M-F 7:30am-4:30pm 

Saturday 8am-12pm 

HARDWOOD LUMBER * SOFTWOOD LUMBER » 
HARDWOOD PLYWOODS * MELAMINE « MDF + 

MARINE PLYWOODS + MDO « PARTICLE BOARD > 
SLATWALL + LAMINATE ¢ EDGE BANDING + VENEER » 

HARDWOOD MOLDINGS « CUSTOM MILLING 

We Deliver 
ME, NH, VT, MA, RI 

RAKA EPOXY & FIBERGLASS 

vive ‘mac 

= 
www.mainecoastlumber.com 

email: info@mainecoastlumber.com We ship UPS 

We have several types of epoxy resins with different mix 
ratios for coating, gluing and composite construction. Our 
large fiberglass inventory include smany weights of stan- 
dard woven materials as well as a good selection of biaxials 
and triaxials. Carbon and kevlar fabrics are also available. 
We offer the lowest prices and same day UPS shipping. Our 
normal store hours are from 9am to 5pm Monday to Friday, 
but calls are welcome seven days a week until 10pm. Write 
or call us or see our internet site for complete info and prices. 

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

Ph. (561) 279-8929 - Fax (561) 279-2539 
www.raka.com 
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Clearly the best 
WEST SYSTEM® Brand 
207 Hardener 

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 

Gr 
989.684.7286 

www.westsystem.com 

Call today for your FREE User Manual & Product Guide 

Gougeon Brothers, Inc. 

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 

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

SUSULUMAREE 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 We PRICE Silicon Bronze Wood Screws 

ON: 
S Nails & Stainless Fasteners 

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

9 

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 

cht, 800-333-0314 

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 

SEE SMALL-CRAFT SAILS 

AND GET A QUOTE AT ER 

www.dabblersails.com @Y 
2 

>.) 
a 

OR CONTACT US AT 

° dab@crosslink.net 

° Ph/fax 804-580-8723 

° PO Box 235, Wicomico Ch., VA 22579 

Stuart K. Hopkins, Sole Prop 



Classified Marketplace 
BOATS FOR SALE 

The Real Thing, MAB, 21’ gentleman’s runabout 
blt by Bert Minett, Canada’s greatest boatbuilder. 
Designed by John Hacker in ’34. Beautifully grace- 
ful, mahogany on oak frames, speeds to 44mph. 
Afloat at Lake Joseph Muskoka. 
DAVE PARDOE, Huntington, MA, (413) 667-3118, 
(705) 765-5089. (6) 

_ FG Lightning, #10988, yellow hull, white deck, 
SS CB, alum spars, 2 sets sails w/ trlr. Gd cond, 
race ready, located in Elizabeth, NJ. $1,800. 
ROBERT A. CALANDRA, Maplewood, NJ, (908) 
482-5240. (6) 

St. Pierre Dory Hull, 27’ x 9’, solid FG, never been 
in water. Located in NW Vermont under cover. 
$2,400US. 
JON KNUDSON, PO Box 47, Alburg, VT 05440. 

(6) 

21’ Sea Pearl, CB model w/water ballast, in perf 
cond compl w/sail covers, boat cover, convertible 
cockpit tent, trir, motor mount bracket (no motor) 

& 10° oars. Asking $3,900. Klepper Aerius II 
Kayak, comp! w/paddles, sailing kit (main & jib), 
custom boat cover. Asking $2,500. 
RUDY DOORMAN, Napa, CA, (707) 265-8415, 
<rdoormann@vom.com> (6) 

Bought as a Project Boat, °76 22’ Catalina sail- 
boat, keel/dinette model. Needing some additional 

TLC (cabin had been flooded with rain water under 
previous ownership), on a custom Triad trir need- 
ing lights. 5 gd sails incl main, jib, genoa, spinna- 
ker, storm sail, plus boom cover. Enclosed head w/ 
Y valve and other miscellaneous eqpt. Have installed 
supplemental keel bolts & cleaned up cabin. Ran 
out of time and space. $800.00. 
EUGENE TRAINOR, Scituate MA, (781) 
545-7942. (6) 

21’ Swampscott Sailing Dory, Alpha/.Beach- 
comber based on John Gardner’s plans. Mahogany 
frame, marine fir & okoume lapstrake planking. 
West System (c) Epoxy. Hollow spruce spars. Leg 
O Mutton main & small jib. 9’ oars. 551b thrust 
Minnkota RT55/B/N salt water trolling motor w/ 

215amp battery bank (approx 3-4knots @SOamp/ 
hr). W/trlr. $4,000. 
ED TIBBETTS, Lynn, MA, (781) 599-8530, 
<tippytib@attbi.com> (6) 

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. 

*92 Friendship Sloop, 22’, 3’ draft, 9’ beam. Blt by 
Harold Burnham, Essex, MA. Oak frames & floors, 
pine planking, bronze fastened, full keel, epoxy over 
plywood deck, cuddy w/accommodations for 2, new 
Oceanus sails (gaff rigged main and self-tending jib), 
spruce spars, new standing & running rigging, ’00 
6hp OB. A joy to sail, simple, beautiful, strong & 
dry. Have sailed her from Gloucester to Maine many 
times and am looking for an owner who will enjoy 
her, as we’re trading up to a bigger boat. Exc cond. 
$14,500. 
PAUL COLE, Wayland, MA, (508) 653-9431, 
<paul.cole@attbi.com> (6) 

40’ Stadel Ketch, compl, blt ME °53. Refastened, 
new overlay decks, interior removed, some 
reframing necessary. Located Annapolis, MD. 
$5,500. 17’ Old Town Canoe, transom stern, spon- 
sons. Dissembled, compl, vy restorable, no broken 
frames. $600. 
ALAN CADY, Edgewater, MD, (410) 268-1808. (6) 

14’ Playbuoy Pontoon Boat, °98. Mercury |5hp 
electric start OB, Playbuoy factory trlr. Exc cond, 
stored in garage. $4,800. 14’ Hunter 140 Sailboat, 
°00, Like new, fast boat. North sails, roller furling 
jib, tiller ext, wind indicator. W/Northeaster galv 

trir. $3,400. 
JOHN RUGGERIO, Salem, NH, (603) 898-5395. 
(7) 

24’ Bristol Sloop, 9.9 Yamaha w/remote. Stak Pack 
tanbark main w/lazy jacks, furling jenny, spinnaker 
& working jib. 7 coats West barrier coating on bot- 
tom. Bow & stern pulpits, lifelines w/2 gates. Cock- 
pit grating. VHF, compass, speed, depth. 5 jack 
stands. Totally restored ’95. $5,900 OBO. 
JIM TOMPKINS, Grand Island, NY, (716) 773- 
5268, <jtboatworks@aol.com> (7) 

Chog 18 Prototype, a special skiff. 17°10” x 673” 
x 23”. At 500lbs it pushes easily. All the best mate- 
rials, 9mm okoume sides, 3/4” marine fir compos- 
ite bottom and a full 1-1/2” composite transom. 
Show quality finish. In water. Available with a new 
(leftover) 00, Mercury Bigfoot 4 stroke, or hull only. 
JERRY MATHIEU, Box 3023, Westport, MA 
02790, (508) 6769-5050, (508) 636-8020. (7) 

16’ Alden Appledore Pod, w/Oarmaster rowing 
unit & E. Collar Sitka spruce oars. Fiberglass w/ 
teak trim. $700. 
MICHAEL HARRIS, Seaford, DE, (302) 628-9092. 
(7) 

Drascombe 21 Cruiser, cabin version, custom 
opening ports, exc galv trlr. $7,700. 
KEN PAGANS, Corpus Christi, TX, (361) 949- 
9386, <grove777@aol.com> (7) 

Twin Foils, experimental design demonstrated at 
Mystic Seaport Small Craft Workshop °99 and fea- 
tured in MAIB 12/1/99 issue. Two home-built hulls; 
one w/leeboard, one w/sail. Windward hull modi- 
fied pram 9°4” x 4’9”, leeward hull modified punt, 
11°8” x 4’6”. Connecting lines eliminate heeling 
moment. Tack by shunting. Parts incl both hulls, 
stock aluminum sailboard mast, custom masthead 
fitting and butt extender, rigging w/fittings, control 
lines, 2pr oarlocks (one bronze), 2 custom rudders, 
leeboard, custom reversible dacron sail. Hulls nest 
for trailering. $300. 
JOHN L. DAVIES, 18 Prospect Hill Rd., Lexing- 
ton, MA, (781) 862-7518 home, (781) 862 1109 
work, <jldavies@tiac.net> (7) 

Chesapeake Deadrise, 32’ x 10’, built °89, 
Deltaville, VA. Hull in exc shape, cross planked 
bottom, strip-planked from chine to rail, all about 
1-1/2” thick, monel & stainless fastened. Volvo 
Penta (just rblt May, ’02) w/280 outdrive. Small 
cuddy forward, pilot house aft, all open between. 
$14,000 OBO. 
NED COSTELLO, Middle Haddam, CT, (860) 
267-6847, <nedcoz@aol.com> (7) 
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16’ Gloucester Gull Light Dory, custom oars. New. 
$800 OBO. 12’6” x 6’2” Wide Catboat, Bobcat, 
gaff rigged 110sf sail, spars & rigging compl. New, 
never launched. $2,000. 17’ Crab Skiff, Surf, Bolger 
design, tanbark sail (finished May ’02), semi-wish- 
bone tiller, aft & fwd removable floors, fwd rowing 
seat (removable), aft side seats (permanent). $1,200. 
DAVID FARRIS, Medford, MN, (507) 446-8685. 
(7) 

79 Pacific Seacraft Mk 2, LOA 26’3”, Beam 8’, 
Draft 3°3”, displaces 4,750lbs. 2 sets sails, 8hp 
Yanmar diesel, steel cradle. No trlr. Located Mil- 
waukee, WI. Asking $19,200. 
JAMES BARTHOLOMEW, Milwaukee, WI, (414) 
541-1132, <jamesjimbart@aol.com> (7) 

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) 

10’ Acorn Dinghy, attractive Ian Oughtred design. 
Glued lapstrake 6mm marine mahogany plywood. 
New. $1,750. 
L. DOW, Eliot, ME, (207) 439-8488. (7) 

Free for Restoration: ’59 (?) Sloop, 21.5’, slps 4. 
Marconi rigged, mahogany plywood, It wt, triple 
keels, fully equipped. Blt in Ukraine. OB power 
available. °18 (?) 18’ Old Town Canoe, currently 
FG covered, gd overall cond. Vy restorable. Both 
located in E. Hampton, CT. 
RENE SHOOK, E. Hampton, CT, (860) 262-4132 
eves until 9pm. (6) 
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22’ Aquasport, center console FG open boat. Hull 
in gd cond. Nds some interior work. No motor. Gd 
tandem axle trlr. Located in Marion, MA. $2,200 
OBO. 
JACK LEVINS, 158 Main St., Franklin, MA 02038. 
(6) 

16’ Beetle Boat Co. ’50s Classic FG Sloop, spin- 
naker, lots of extras, reconditioned trlr, all in gd cond, 
ready to sail. Located Roanoke, VA, you pick up. 
$3,500. 
MIKE MOORE, Burlington, NC, (336) 584-1267. 
(7) 

16’ West Point Skiff, ’99 cntr console, strip plank 
constr. Blt-in 12gal gas tank, GPS/chart plotter, 
knotlog & fish finder. 40hp Honda OB. E-Z Loader 
trir. One of a kind! Exc cond. $17,000. 
ROBERT CRUNK, Edgecomb, ME, (207) 882- 
8018. (7) 

BOATS WANTED 

AMF Alcort Minifish. 

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

SAILS & RIGGING FOR SALE 

White Polytarp Sail Kits. Construct a sail in about 
4 hrs. No sewing required. 
DAVE GRAY, 7404 Madden Dr., Fishers, IN 46038, 
(317) 842-8106. (17P) 

GEAR FOR SALE 

4hp Evinrude Long Shaft OB, $200. Several old 
fashion Yachtsman, Navy and Danforth anchors. 
TONY GAMBALA, East Boston, MA, (617) 569- 
3462. (6) 

20H Danforth Anchor. $60. 30’ Mast Ladder. 
$100. Origo Heat Pal, (new). $40. Lots of misc 
gear, call for info. 
JIM TOMPKINS, Grand Island, NY, (716) 773- 
5268, <jtboatworks@aol.com> (7) 

Marine Gear: 2 galv dbl pulleys, | shaft, mntd on 
wooden block for 1/4” line. $5. 16’ 3/16” black ny- 
lon forestay w/turnbuckle & 2 14’ 3/16” black ny- 
lon shrouds w/thimbles & turnbuckles. $5. 2 galv 
4” turnbuckles, | iron 4” turnbuckle, | alum 3” turn- 
buckle, 1 bronze 2” turnbuckle. $5. 1 ea 1/8 & 3/8 
shackles, 1 galv shackle w/3/4” throat. $3. 8 galv 
2” diam rings, 6 brass rings. $3. Galv dbl pulley w/ 
eye for 1/4” line. $2. 4’ galv chain. $2. Single pul- 
ley flange mnt for 1/4” line. $1. Galv screw ring- 
bolt, 3/8” shank, 3/4” ID eye. $1. Hvy hook w/1/2” 
eye ring. $1. 6 S hooks. $1. 2” snap hook & 1 w/ 
swivel. $2. 2-1/2 pr turnbuckle jaws, 10 steel U 
clamps for 1/8” wire. $5. 2 ton hydraulic jack. $5. 
1/3hp 110vac motor. $5. Bit brace. $2. Reciprocat- 
ing sander. $2. Fine grit grinding wheel, 3/8”x5-1/ 
2”, 1/2’ hole. $1. Spruce dinghy gaff, oval shaped, 
1-1/2”x2-1/2”x104”, nds refinishing. slight bend at 
foot, 1/4” 4’; Prints & instructions for building FB11 
sailing dinghy, gd for float boat/load carrier, rows 
easily, smart sailer, beamy & stable. Incl stem, dag- 
ger board, frame parts, | frame, gussets & filler 
pieces. $10, U pick up; Motor stand for 3hp-Shp. 
$5; Goodyear tire, never used, still inflated on 4 hole 
trir wheel. $10. PFDs, 2 adult & 1 child’s sizes. $10. 
1 8lb Danforth shackled to 50’ of 1/2” nylon ode w/ 
whipped loop on end. N/C Items: Home made chain 
plates, SS 1/16”x1”; 1 3/8” x 6” bright steel 
lagscrew; 2 1/4”-20 x 6” machine bolts w/hex heads; 
1 1/2 x 3x 7 cariage bolt w/ nuts; Plastic sleeve 3/ 
4” ID x 4” length; Galv thimble for 1/4” line; 4-1/ 
2” galv cleat; Jacknife w/3” blade, can opener, screw 
driver, bottle opener. How to Builds for small boats 
& a few compl plans for various others. Write & let 
me know if I can help you. Moving, so must empty 
hold. All prices negotiable. 
JOE ROGERS, 24 Wood Terr., Framingham, MA 
01702-5822, (508) 812-4206. (6) 

5’ Ash Oars, gd cond. $10 pr. 
JOE ROGERS, Framingham, MA, (508) 872-4206 
eves EDS time. (7) 

There is nothing— absolutely nothing— 

half 80 much worth doing y 

v 

as simply messing about in 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 $50 pleas inquire. 
THE DESIGN WORKS, Dept MC, Box 880, Sil- 
ver Spring, MD 20918. Toll free 877-637-7464, 
www. messingabout.com (TFP) 

“Life’s Too Short To Own An Ugly Boat’? Bumper 
Sticker, $2.00 ea, add $1 postage for up to 20. Call 
for prices on T Shirts & Coffee Mugs too! 
SOUTHPORT ISLAND MARINE, P.O. Box 320, 
Southport, ME 04576, (207) 633-6009, 
www.southportislandmarine.com. (TFP) 

FG Canoe Molds, hull & deck for 18’ decked ca- 
noe to be produced as “Electra Ghost Canoe”. Elec- 
tric powered. Some compl parts, etc. etc. $3,500. 
ALAN CADY, Edgewater, MD, (410) 268-1808 (6) 

Sailboat Winches, brand new Harken & Lewmar 
16ST self tailing winches, 40% off retail prices. 
Aluminum $350, Chrome $325, Lewmar ST 
Chrome $500. Will ship anywhere prepaid, guaran- 
teed 

ALAN STEWART, Bar Harbor, ME, (207) 288- 
3400, <bozatura@aol.com> (7) 

A Tough Jacktar, holding his billy stick (18th C. 
British sailor) is featured on this T-shirt. Dramatic 
woodcut printed on an Ash Grey shirt. The words 
say it all! Perfect gift for any sailor, rower, or old 
salt! Medium-X large $17.00, XXL $19.00, S&H 
$4.50 in North America. We accept Visa, Master 
Card & American Express. 
NORS, P.O. Box 143, Woolwich, ME 04579 USA, 
(207) 986-6134, Fax (207) 985-7633, 
<nors@loa.com>, www.norsgear.com (TFP) 



BOOKS & PLANS FOR SALE 

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

CA 94941 (TFP) 
om 

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) 

Row to Alaska by Wind & Oar, new book about 
adventure of retired couple rowing up Inside Pas- 
sage to Alaska. Reviewed in March 15, 1995 issue. 

$12 postpaid. 
NANCY ASHENFELTER, 3915 “N” Ave., 
Anacortes, WA 98221 (TF) 

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) 

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

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

(TFP) 

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) 

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) 

MARINE RELATED ITEMS FOR SALE 

Swan’s Island ME House Rental, $700/wk. Slps 
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) 

TOE INS ET 

Vacation Rental Waterfront, 100yr old refurbished 
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) 

There is nothing— absolutely nothing — 

half so much worth doing / 

Simply Messing About In Boats 

Nautical Apparel @ Accessories 

from 

The Wind in the Willows 

The Design Worky 
toll free 877-637-7464 
www.messingabout.com 

ATLANTIC 
COASTAL 
KAYAKER 
Now 1n our | 1th 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: 

SIstCr ee eee AID: 

Send check for $22 payable to: 

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

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 



< HERITAGE > 

fy HERITAGE 

ANGLER 

“I have laid aside business 

and gone a-fishing” 
The Compleat Angler 

by Izaak Walton (1595-1683) 

® Large Open Cockpit 

® Only 37 Pounds! 

© User Friendly 

® Great Stability 

® Rugged Polyethylene 

® Built-In Rod Holders 

© Paddle Tether 

® Built-In Flotation 

® Deck Storage Webs 

® Ample Storage 

© Padded Seat 

@ Adjustable Footbraces 

@ Adjustable Padded Backband 

® Convenient End Carries 

© A Built-In Skeg for Tracking - Maneuverable - A Breeze to Handle! 

SPECIFICATIONS SUGGESTED RETAIL 
Length 9'5" 

Width 30" $479 

Weight 37 Ibs. 

Carrying Capacity 300 Ibs. 

Heritage Kayaks * 55 Ballou Boulevard = Bristol, RI 02809 « (401) 253-3408 = www.heritagekayaks.com 
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