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Commentary... 
Bob Hicks, Editor 

It’s been a while since I discussed how 
things work around here on this page, but 
something has come up now that I thought 
I'd share with you. If nothing else, it shows 
that I am not totally a Luddite when it comes 
to today’s instant communication addiction. 
We are looking into the possibility of “mail- 
ing” certain subscribers’ issues via the internet 
in order to improve delivery time and reduce 
costs to subscribers. These certain subscrib- 
ers are the 100 or so who live outside the U.S. 
and thus do not get the benefit of the bulk 
mail postage cost that is part of the domestic 
U.S. subscription fee. 

It costs $6.60 in postage to mail a year’s 
worth of issues (24) to subscribers in the U.S. 
This leaves us $21.40 for everything else. The 
ADDED cost to mail to Canada or overseas 
runs from $16 for Canada to $49 for faraway 
places like New Guinea (yes, we have a sub- 
scriber in New Guinea). European subscrib- 
ers pay $36 extra, and this is for surface mail 
delivery, up to eight weeks overseas by boat. 
Even nearby Canada, where we mail the 
magazines by international air (it’s less than 
surface mail for some reason?) gets delivery 
measured in weeks. 

My technical advisors (!) have shown me 
how the magazine would go via e-mail. In 
essence, if you have the necessary computer/ 
internet setup you'd be able to view a page- 
by-page scroll on your screen. Presumably 
you could then print out your own magazine 
as a pile of 40 sheets of paper. My understand- 
ing is that you would need a high speed 
internet connection (cable, DSL) and Acro- 
bat Reader software (the magazine would be 
sent as a PDF file) which would provide the 
page-by-page print-out. 

This seemed to me something that might 
be welcomed by overseas readers who pay 
so high a fee for so slow a delivery. Obvi- 
ously, eliminating physically moving a maga- 
zine from here to New Guinea eliminates the 
postage entirely and the time delay becomes 
nil. What it does cost me to be able to e-mail 
each issue (via my daughter’s business 
internet connection we use for subscription 
fulfillment purposes) I do not know, certainly 
some time is involved for each issue to be 
“mailed,” whether or not this can be auto- 
mated or will require human oversight re- 
mains to be seen. 

We are going to test this with a few over- 
seas readers who indicate ability to receive 
such e-mail issues to see how it works out. If 
it proves successful we can eliminate their 
extra postage cost and treat them just like our 
U.S. subscribers; i.e., charge them just the 

standard $28 for a year. Whatever cost is in- 
volved in handling this small number of sub- 
scriptions this way will be covered by the 
$6.60 part of the fee that everyone in the U.S. 
pays. 

The internet addict immediately leaps up 
to tell me that, hey, if you e-mail all issues, 
U.S. as well as foreign, no more printing bill! 
No more postage bill! Hey, a subscription 
could be greatly reduced! Great for us! In- 
deed, if sufficient readers out there really 
wanted to receive the magazine this way, I 
could cut back on the print order to enough 
to serve those not desiring electronic deliv- 
ery and, of course, the concomitant postage. 
Of course, reducing the print order would 
increase the cost per issue of those still printed 
as economy of scale shrinks. 

As you can see, there are a number of 
variables involved in. pricing a subscription 
if circulation becomes split between print and 
electronic delivery, and at this point I haven’t 
even begun to look into this. One thing is quite 
clear, however. Just because printing and 
mailing costs disappear with electronic de- 
livery does not mean a virtually free ride. All 
my time and all the production and subscrip- 
tion management time still are there to be paid 
for. I mention this only because I’ve noted 
what’s happening in the world of music where 
consumers seem to think it quite all right to 
download free copies of what they want from 
some sort of sharing internet site, apparently 
believing the publisher of that music deserves 
no payment. 

All this is still a ways off, if it happens 
at all. While we undertake to run our first try- 
out Overseas, any of you who think you would 
like to become an electronic delivery reader 
can email us this fact at officesupport@ 
comcast.net. This should give us a feeling for 
the level of interest. Make it brief and don’t 
expect a reply. This e-mail address is for sub- 
scription fulfillment purposes only. 

On another topic, that of credit card pay- 
ment for subscriptions or renewals. We do not 
accept credit card payments, however, we 
have arranged with www.duckworks 
magazine.com, which does accept credit card 
payments, to accept subscriptions and renew- 
als via their website for $32. That’s $2 for 
the credit card company, $2 for duckworks 
to handle it, and $28 for us. Credit cards are 
a convenience for the user but not for us. We 
would have to wait for our money and 
wouldn’t get it all. Having to mail us a check 
has not stopped anyone who has called ex- 
pecting to order by credit card yet. 
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2 Iivastdugtthow tosh yrebootd bivek 
menh,.H r. ThéyAve fish- 
ormen, ORE on me er. Henry 
showed me how to dig up the best bait for 
flounder, sandworms, in the dark and smelly 
mud along the shore of Great Neck, New 
York. The sandworm is not like the gentle 
earthworm, but is a big nasty fellow with two 
black mouth pincers that will draw blood if 
you're not careful. I showed a brave front to 
Henry, not wanting him to think I was a sissy. 
After all, I was being treated like a fellow 
fisherman by these two men and so did my 
best to act like one. 

We did not use fishing rods, too costly, 
but used drop lines. Two flounder hooks were 
attached to the working end of the line along 
with a heavy lead sinker. Then, working from 
the line’s other end, it was first carefully 
flaked out in a figure eight on the ground be- 
fore the fishermen. They baited the hooks 
with sandworms, then twirled the hooks and 
weight around, and let go at a precise point 
in its trajectory to launch it out 50’ or more 
into Long Island Sound. The men taught me 
not to jerk the line when the first bite was 
felt, but to wait until the flounder had swal- 
lowed the hook before setting it and bringing 
in the catch. 

It might have been the third time I fished 
with Henry and Peter that I hooked my first 
eel. Fisherman do expect surprises, like an 
ugly blowfish or some other disagreeable 
looking catch. But I was not prepared for the 
eel. It was coiling its body around my line 
and twisting and turning. I tried to catch hold 
of it behind the head with my bare hands. Was 
that ever a mistake! The eel’s slime made it 
impossible to get a good grip. It was not only 
the slippery slime but the powerful coiling 
and uncoiling that caught me by surprise. 
Soon I was all slimed up and holding my line 
at arm’s length, keeping the repulsive, twist- 
ing eel as far from me as possible. 

Henry finally noticed, grabbed an old 
glove he carried with him, and said, “Look at 
that, what a beauty, big, too!” He popped the 
eel off my line and offered it to me. I shook 
my head no, somehow I had lost my voice. 
“Ken, you mean to say I can keep this baby?” 
Henry said with a big smile. “Eel for dinner 
tonight!” he said, picking up his string of 
flounder and threading the eel on. He looked 
at Peter and winked. I turned a little red from 
embarrassment, I had not acted like a real 
fisherman but like the little 14-year old that I 
was. 

Henry and his family no doubt enjoyed 
that eel for dinner. But it is curious that so 
few Americans eat eel. The possible excep- 
tions are those who are first or second gen- 
eration immigrants from Europe. My Italian 
father-in-law would tell of having eel during 
Christmas Eve dinner. The Frenchman, the 
Italian, the German, the Norwegian, the Bel- 
gian, all love eel. Eating eel is a Japanese na- 
tional pastime. But it’s not so here in the U.S. 
The Chesapeake Bay waterman would treat 
eel as a trash fish used only for bait. It was 
during the 1960s when a Dutchmen, George 
Robberecht, started airlifting American eels 
to Europe that American waterman discov- 
ered the economic value of the eel and started 
to catch them for the hungry European. 

Despite my repugnance of the eel, its 
amazing life cycle caught my imagination and 
so this article. We all know that salmon spawn 
in our fresh water rivers and then migrate to 
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The Joys of / 

Nature 

By Ken Murphy a 

The American Eel 

the oceans to grow and mature. The Ameri- 
can eel (Anguilla rostrata) and the European 
eel (Anguilla anguilla) do just the opposite. 
They spawn in the depths of the ocean and 
the young work their way toward their respec- 
tive rivers, maturing in fresh water. 

The life history of the eel remained a 
mystery until early this century. It had been 
common knowledge in earlier centuries that 
elvers (young eels that are about 2.5” long) 
run up into fresh water in spring and adults 
journey downstream in autumn. Myths grew 
to explain why this occurred and how and 
where eels reproduced. Aristotle speculated 
that eels rose spontaneously from mud. And 
so our ignorance persisted until such scien- 
tists as Johannes Schmidt of Denmark in the 
1920s discovered the eel’s breeding places 
and the history of the eel’s various stages of 
growth from the larvae, or leptocephalus 
stage, to the ribbon-like and perfectly trans- 
parent transformational stage, to the elver 
stage. 

RAINBOW 

; 
er i 

a tae 

i soc 

FIBERGLASS REPLICA CLASSIC SAILBOATS 
Construction 

4 We Cape Cod Catboat Fiberglass Hull & Deck 

: Varnished Oak Trim LOA 18’ 0” 

oy sat Bronze Hardware Beam - §’6” | 
SA - 100sf Wooden Spars SA - 145sf | 

} - Displ. 440Ibs NEW! ale i 
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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) 
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American and European eels mature in 

fresh water rivers and in the brackish waters 
of coastal bays over a period of up to 20 years. 
Once mature they begin their one and only 
migration back into the ocean. Once in the 
ocean they swim to such depths that they sim- 
ply cannot be traced. Once in saltwater the 
maturation process of ovaries and testicles are 
assumed to proceed. The breeding and spawn- 
ing activities remain a mystery because they 

' have yet to be observed. Spawning occurs at 
great depths in the Saragasso Sea. We know 
this because of the appearance of the newly 
hatched eels that are tiny, paper thin, free 
floating larvae. The adult eels that breed in 
the deeps of the Saragasso Sea are never seen 
again. Apparently once they breed they die. 

The spawning grounds of the American 
and European eels overlap so there is mixing 
of the larvae. But one miracle about the eel is 
that no American elver has ever been taken 
in Europe nor a European elver taken in 
America. Thus they must untangle from one 
another in the Atlantic and show up on their 
respective coasts several years after hatching. 
The American elvers swim up our rivers and 
the European elvers swim up their rivers. In 
fact, it is believed that each elver migrates 
up the particular river of its parents, ignoring 
the hundreds of other rivers along the coast. 
Amazingly, their navigation abilities must be 
all in the genes. No GPS needed. 

Contributions to this column should be 
e-mailed to Ken Murphy at <kgmurphy @ 
comcast.net> Stories or recipes involving eels 
gladly accepted! 

Used Sails 

Buy ¢ Sell « 
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Discount 
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Sails for Smail Boats & 
Home Builders a Specialty 
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7060 15th Street East, #14 
Sarasota, FL 34243 
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Activities & Events... 

2004 Cedar Key Small Boat Meet 
Cedar Key is in north Florida on the 

Gulf, a few miles south of the mouth of the 
Suwannee River. It’s an isolated cape of off- 
shore islands and was the railhead port be- 
fore and during the Civil War. Now it’s 
marshes and sea, not cutting cedars for pen- 
cils, capture fishermen and naturalists, art- 
ists and writers. There are no traffic lights, 
nor fast food, nor golf courses. 

This coming May, Saturday and Sunday, 
the Ist and 2nd, will be the 20th informal 
meeting of small boats at Cedar Key. Tides 
and weather are still the only organization. 
There are no planned events, signups, or fees. 

What boats? Shallow draft is what 
counts. Sharpies, kayaks and canoes, catboats 
and catamarans, trimarans, rowing skiffs, sail- 
ing dinghies, scows and sampans are all fine. 
Weather at this time of year can be light or 
breezy. But if it blows, whatever direction, 
there’s always an interesting place in a lee, 
even at lower tides, for paddlers. For sailing 
canoes, it’s paradise. 

So all shallow craft are always invited. 
Most years there’s at least one of each of the 
bigger and a few dozen or so total, with most 
types represented. Days are usually in the 80s, 
water temperature upper 70s. Because of nu- 
trients from the Suwannee and extra oxygen 
from riffling tides, the food chain is full. So 
think fishing, birding, and wildlife watching. 

However, using our boats at such a 
splendid place competes with socializing, 
even with old friends. So “catching up” is 
mostly among the oyster spits and islands or 
on a beach with whomever at the moment. 
Often through the weekend we’re not even a 
collection of boats and people. We’ re just in- 
dividuals in their boats, scattered across a 
lovely scape of sea, offshore islands, and salt 
marsh. 

You're invited. For further information 
contact me, Hugh Horton, at (586) 468-6456, 
<hhorton5976@ wowway.com>, Cedar Key 
Chamber of Commerce at (352) 543-5600, 
or Larry Page at (941) 746-2686. 

Hugh Horton, Mt. Clemens, MI 

Norumbega WCHA Paddling 
Our Norumbega Chapter of the Wooden 

Canoe Heritage Association, located in east- 
ern Massachusetts, has scheduled six spring 
trips offering a nice mix of different styles of 
paddling, with something for everyone. 

April 3: The Ipswich River in Topsfield. 
April 17: The Parker River in Byfield. May 
1: The Squannacook River in West Townsend. 
May 22: The Essex River in Essex. June 5: A 
central Massachusetts exploratory trip, the 
details have not yet been determined. June 
19: The Sudbury and Concord Rivers in Con- 
cord. 

These trips are for traditional wooden 
and wood/canvas canoes. Readers wishing to 
learn more about our WCHA chapter and 
these outings should contact me. 

Stephen Lapey, c/o Norumbega, 9 Doris 
— Groveland, MA 01834, (978) 374-1104. 

Summer Season at LCMM 
The Lake Champlain Maritime Museum 

is gearing up for our 16th Annual Small Boat 
Festival on July 17-18. We have moved the 
Festival from the weekend following July 4th 
due to our launching of the canal schooner 
Lois McClure in Burlington on July 3 (see 
review in March 15 issue). This year’s theme 
is “Get up, get out, and get moving in a small 
boat!” 

Beginning May 3 and running through 
October 17, the museum will host 45 events 
and workshops. For more information write 
Lake Champlain Maritime Museum, 4472 
Basin Harbor Rd., Vergennes, VT 05491, or 
call (802) 475-2022, or go to our website at 
www.lcmm.org. 

Mike LaVecchia, LCMM, Basin Harbor, 
VT 

Information of Interest... 

Chesapeake Baybird Class 
James Niederlehner (Information 

Wanted...March 1, 2004) wants to know more 
about the origin of the Baybird class. Perhaps 
I can help. The Baybird was designed by my 
father, J. Ramsey Speer, Jr. in about 1937, 
shortly after he and his father, J. Ramsey 
Speer, started Oxford Shipyard, Inc. in Ox- 
ford, Maryland. Father, one helper, and a mule 
felled the pine trees and sawed out the planks 
needed for the big boatshed and laid salvaged 
rail for the marine railway. They then went 
into the boat building and repair business. 

Initially they built Comets, the 16’ day 
sailer designed by the old Star champion, C. 
Lowndes Johnson, who had earlier introduced 
father to sailing. Then with, I suppose, dear 
old Lowndes looking over his shoulder, fa- 
ther produced the lines for Baybird and his 
yard, under the supervision of that fine 
boatbuilder, Price Sinclair, built a few of 
them. Neither then nor later, however, was 
father very good at promoting his products. 
I think the Yachting article Mr. Niederlehner 
mentions was the only printed notice of 
Baybird’s existence. As a consequence I don’t 
believe they sold more than four or five of 
the boats, even though she was well behaved, 
sea kindly, and a natural outgrowth of the 
Chesapeake tradition. 

Baybird was one of only three boats of 
father’s design that ever got built. A second 
was the Indian Landing 20, a 20’ hard chine 
plywood day sailer with a huge fore triangle 
and matching genny, a high aspect ratio main, 
and a heavily stayed plank on edge for a mast. 
Perhaps 25 of these boats were built between 
1946 and 1950. The other was the Cruiskin, 
a 26’ hard chine, fin keeled plywood cruising 
boat. Two or three of these boats were built 
around 1950. Both boats sailed wonderfully 
but neither was promoted sufficiently to gen- 
erate substantial sales. 

Oxford Shipyard’s (later Boatyard’s) 
main achievement on father’s watch was not 
in building but in rebuilding boats. We were 
proudest of the complete rebuilds we did on 
the Naval Academy’s two famous ocean rac- 
ers, Vamerie and Highland Light. Under other 
ownership just after World War II, however, 

the yard built two or three dozen of Bobby 
Henry’s well known Oxford 400. 

Having mentioned Lowndes Johnson, 
and at the risk of rambling, may I share with 
your readers the story of how Lowndes and 
his brother Graham lost the last race in the 
Star class internationals at Oxford in the early 
‘30s? Lowndes and Graham had sailed to- 
gether all their life so they had each other’s 
moves down cold. They operated like a well 
oiled machine and never needed to utter a 
word while racing. In this particular race the 
wind was, as it often is on the Chesapeake in 
the summer, zero knots gusting to one. 

With Graham at the tiller the brothers 
got a good start and found themselves ghost- 
ing along on the starboard tack in a nice wind- 
ward berth, then the wind ceased entirely and 
the whole fleet sat fully becalmed with the 
light Choptank chop slatting their sails. 
Lowndes spied a catspaw on the water to 
windward and nodded silently toward it. Gra- 
ham glanced that way and put the helm down, 
drifting painfully slowly up toward the bit of 
breeze. Soon they caught it and gained sev- 
eral hundred yards on the rest of the fleet. 
Then suddenly, their breeze dropped to noth- 
ing and at the same time the entire fleet to 
leeward picked up a good sustained wind and 
sailed off, leaving Lowndes and Graham high 
and dry in dead last position. It was then that 
Graham violated the practice of a lifetime and 
spoke. He looked at Lowndes and said, “Shut 
up, chatterbox.” 

Jim Speer (J. Ramsey Speer, IID, P.O. 
Box 2363, Rockport, TX 78381 

Drownproofing and Avoiding Hypother- 
mia 

Sam Chapin’s article on “Avoiding Hy- 
pothermia” in the February 15 issue provides 
a great addition to the drownproofing infor- 
mation developed by the U.S. Navy during 
WWIL. I took this course in the fall of 1945. 

We first learned to remove our navy trou- 
sers, tie knots in the legs, and fill them with 
air to act as makeshift PFDs. Then we learned 
to tread water for an hour with our wrists 
bound behind us. This was followed by tread- 
ing water for an hour with our ankles bound 
to our waist. This was to build confidence in 
survival if you had a broken limb. 

We learned to “bob” to the beach, sink 
to the bottom, then spring toward the beach 
with our legs, take a breath and repeat. Each 
“bob” would move us closer to shore. This 
could also be done with a disabled limb. 

Finally we learned to hyperventilate, 
submerge, and swim two lengths of the pool 
underwater on one breath, this was to be able 
to escape burning oil on the surface. I don’t 
remember any mention of hypothermia. 

Ruddy Ellis, Atlanta, GA 

Those Exeter Museum Boats 
Here’s some more info on those boats 

that used to be at that Exeter Museum which 
you have been featuring, from the January 
issue of Classic Boat: 

“The future of the collection of ethnic 
and European small coastal craft that used"to 
form the International Sailing Craft Associa- 
tion in Exeter (successor to the Museum) until 
1996 seems finally to have been secured. The 
collection, which has swollen from 150 to 400 - 
boats, is to be based in the fishing town of 



Eyemouth just north of the border on 
Scotland’s east coast. Part of the town’s Old 
Fishmarket will be turned into a revolving 
exhibition. Other plans include placing pon- 
toons in the harbor and holding boat building 
displays. The promoters stated, “We want to 
try and create a Mystic Seaport type place 
involving the townfolk.” 

They aim to be ready this April with of- 
ficial launch in August. 

Roy Terwilliger, Harwich, MA 

Opinions... 

Robb White’s Book 
I just bought How to Build a Tin Canoe 

by Robb White. I know it’s been out a while, 
I’ve been waiting for a friend to lend or give 
me their copy but no one would let go. I am 
about halfway through the book and it is some 
delightful reading. There is one problem 
though, trying to make it last. I am taking it 
slow, reading a few pages at a time, trying to 
savor Robb’s enjoyable turn of phrase, but I 
keep seeing that end out there. 

My advice to anyone who gets this book 
is to take it easy. It is a small volume and 
could be slurped in an hour or so of rabbit 
reading. But you won’t get all the “goody” 
that way, as Robb would say. And for Mr. 
White I would ask one minor favor, next time 
write a bigger book, something like War and 
Peace on the Waterfront. 

Hoz Joven 

Projects... 

Grumman Copy Progress Report 
Here are some pictures of the mold setup 

that Henry Champagney built with Sam’s 
plans for the Grumman copy. He had the ad- 
vice of the high school shop teacher whose 
class has built many strip canoes. They will 
build this boat, too, and Henry will donate 
the mold to the school so they can expand 
their repertoire. The kids are able to put on 
three strips to the class. They sell boats to 
finance their shop and projects. I think the 
U.S. government should send a swat team 
down there to Tennessee to try to figure out 
how to introduce that sort of divergent think- 
ing into the whole education system of this 
country. I am afraid that divergence is the 
product of one man (Martin...I forgot his last 
name) and I bet people who are able to handle 
such free thinking are few and far between in 
public education. Oh well. 

Sam is almost finished with the proto- 
type, and as soon as it is out of the shop he is 
going to set up the complete set of new molds 
that he built by the full-sized patterns in the 
plans and build another boat. We’ ll offer the 
plans for sale as soon as we get far enough 
along with the project to tell if everything 
works. I would be horribly embarrassed if 
something wasn’t right. Another thing is that 
I want to try this “improvement” out before I 
start the big talk about its superiority. | would 
hate to put my foot in my mouth...again. 

As for the tryout, we are fixing to go to 
the Cedar Key Messabout on May 1. That’s 
the twentieth one of those events and they 
are planning a big deal with a steel band in 
the park on Saturday! Wow. I would go just 
for that but I might get to stand around on the 

beach and talk noise and look at boats and 
slap yellow flies with a bunch of messers, too. 

Which, I went to the store to buy a piece 
of plywood to make a cover for my 
granddaughter’s sandbox and Sam and I were 
trudging through the plywood section and 
Sam said, “Ain’t your ears burning?” 

“Why would my ears be burning?” I 
asked. 

“From the squawking of 5,000 messers, 
that’s why.” Luckily they had a sheet of 
Masonite. 

Robb White, Thomasville, GA 

Laying of the Keel 
On January 16, a keel laying ceremony 

took place at the North Carolina Maritime 
Museum for the periauger, a Colonial era 
logboat. Actually, the periauger does not have 
a keel. These workboats used by colonists in 
North Carolina during the 17th and 18th 
centuries were constructed using a cypress log 
that was split into two pieces and planked in 
the center to increase the beam. Rather than 
being called a keel, this center planking was 
known as the bottom piece or spine. 

The construction of the periauger is a 
joint project with Perquimans County, the 
Perquimans County Restoration Association 
(PCRA), which operates the Newbold White 
House Historic Site in Hertford, East Carolina 
University’s Program in Maritime Studies, 
and the North Carolina Maritime Museum. 
Once completed, the periauger will be located 
in Historic Hertford Harbor and eventually 
at the Newbold White House Historic Site as 
part of its hands-on educational pro- 
gramming. On hand for the ceremonies were 
Michael B. Alford, designer of the periauger 
and Craig Wright, boatbuilder for the project. 

Volunteers in the North Carolina 
Maritime Museum’s Watercraft Center are 
constructing the 30’ periauger weekdays 
9:00am until 4:30pm. Visitors may observe 
the development of this historic project from 
the observation deck inside the boatshop. No 
periaugers have been built since the early 19th 
century. This 18th and 19th century counter- 
part of a modern “pick up,” or delivery truck, 
will be a test of the skills and endurance of 
museum Watercraft Center volunteers as they 
grapple with the tools and skills used by those 
who built these utilitarian vessels a couple 
hundred years ago. The boat will be 
completed in April or May 2004. 

Jane Wolff, North Carolina Maritime 
Museum, 315 Front St., Beaufort, NC, 28516- 
2124, (252) 728-7317, www.ah.dcr.state.nc. 
us/sections/maritime 

River Wrights Boat Builders 
River Wrights Boat Builders was 

founded in 1999 in Hartford, Connecticut, and 
expanded to Bridgeport in 2002. We are part 
of the YBC, a youth business incubator that 
forms our crews from groups of urban high 
school kids who need some mentoring and 
structured activity. We provide that through 
the medium of a wooden boat building busi- 
ness. Our participants take a part in building 
a boat from start to finish. In addition, they 
help to create selling materials, make sales 
presentations, attend trade shows, and they 
receive a share of the proceeds when a boat 
is sold. Importantly, they learn teamwork, 
take pride in the finished product, and acquire 
a grasp of the basic elements of a small busi- 
ness. 

Three examples of our work include a 
restoration of a 1956 Old Town wood/canvas 
canoe, the construction of an 8’ Weekend 
Dinghy II from two sheets of plywood, and 
construction of a 136” flat bottomed ply- 
wood fishing/rowing skiff. 

Readers interested in learning more 
about our venture are invited to contact me. 

Ted Littlejohn, Program Manager, [nno- 
vation Center, 955 Connecticut Ave., Bldng 
10, 2nd Floor, Bridgeport, CT 06607, (203) 
333-3957, <TedLittlejohn @ hotmail,com> 

‘Every man shall give as he is able, 
according to the blessings of the 

Lord” (Deut 16:16) 

Needed: Boats and nautical gear 

Cruising Ministries 
6110 Florida Ave. 

New Port Richey, FL 34653 
(727) 849-3766 4 

cruisingministries @ hotmail.com 



Two rivers. Two journeys. Two genera- 
tions. Lewis R. Freeman traveled the Colum- 
bia in the years of my mother’s childhood, 
and Harlan Hubbard traveled the Ohio and 
Mississippi at the very beginning of mine. 
Neither book can be accused of a foggy “good 
ol’ days” bias because each is a contempo- 
rary account of its own time and its own river. 
To my eye each, in its own way, tells a story’ 
of days that we are the poorer to have lost. 

Originally published in 1921 and reis- 
sued 80 years later, Down the Columbia is a 
firsthand account of a courageous, if fool- 
hardy, run down the Columbia River “from 
snowflake to salt.” Freeman claims to have 
been the first he knows of to have run the 
entire length of the Columbia from its glacial 
sources all the way to the Pacific Ocean, al- 
though he acknowledges that all of the river 
he covered had been run by others, just not 
all in one run by any one man. 

His claim, if correct, likely means that 
he was the first, last, and only white man to 
have ever run the entire length of the Colum- 
bia. Within a dozen years after Freeman’s run 
the heart of the free running Columbia was 
in the process of being buried in a vast man- 
made, and still existent, lake behind Grand 
Coulee Dam, not to be run as a river again 
until the huge dam’s inevitable demise some 
future day. 

It is only fair to note that Freeman and 
party didn’t actually “run” the entire Colum- 
bia by boat. Parts of it were simply 
unrunnable, most notably waterfalls. So the 
“run” as described includes some portages 
and many stretches where it was all they could 
do to let the boat down by line, never mind 
trying to navigate it through. But they trav- 
eled the full distance under whatever terms 
were possible. 

Freeman and Dixon Price conspired to 
offend me, a denizen and lover of broad, shal- 
low, and fertile alluvial rivers, before I ever 
opened the book. The back jacket praises the 
mighty Columbia’s lack of delta, swamp, or 
wetland: “Of all the great rivers in the world, 
there are only two that have had the audacity 
to gouge a course straight through a major 
range of mountains. These are the 
Brahmaputra, which clove a way through the 
Himalaya in reaching the Bay of Bengal from 
Tibet, and the Columbia, which tore the Cas- 
cades asunder in making its way to the Pa- 
cific. But the slow: process of the ages by 
which the great Asian river won its way to 
the sea broke its heart and left it a lifeless 
thing. It emerges from the mountains with 
barely enough strength to crawl across the 
most dismal deltas to lose its identity in the 
brackish estuaries at its many significant 
mouths. 

“The swift stroke by which the Cascades 
were parted for the Columbia left “the Achil- 
les of Rivers” unimpaired in vigor. It rolls out 
of the mountains with a force which endless 
eons have not weakened to a point where it 
was incapable of carrying the silt torn down 
by its erosive action far out into the sea. It is 
the one great river that does not run for scores, 
perhaps hundreds, of miles through a flat mo- 
notonous delta, the one great stream that 
meets the ocean strength for strength. The 
Nile, the Niger, the Amazon, the Yangtse, the 
Mississippi, all of the other great rivers find 
their way to the sea through miasmic swamps, 
only the Columbia finishes in a setting wor- 
thy of that in which it takes its rise.” 
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Hmmph. It was then, and still is today, 
characteristic of many humans that in order 
to acknowledge the beauty of something they 
love they feel it necessary to denigrate that 
which somebody else loves. The glory of 
great rivers lies in their difference. It would 
be fair to say that not one of the earth’s great 
rivers is like the others. The grandeur that 
Freeman saw in the Columbia’s headlong rush 
to the ocean is different from, but no greater 
than, the grandeur of the great swamps and 
deltas that were, before arrogant humans de- 
stroyed most of them, the rich nurseries that 
helped fill the oceans, rivers, and the skies 
themselves with life. 

I swallowed my annoyance, grit my 
teeth, and waded in, and in the long run was 
glad that I had. There is much to be learned 
in Down the Columbia, only part of which 
would have been noticed by a 1920s reader. 
Freeman was a world river traveler, evidently 
quite well known in his day. This particular 
trip was born in a movie producer’s head, a 
plan to create a semi fictional, semi documen- 
tary film of a trip down the Columbia. As a 
result, a great deal of the text is as much about 
1920s era moviemaking as about rivers. It is 
sometimes difficult to decide whether this is 
a book about a river journey or a book about 
making a movie. I guess the answer is both. 
It features one cameraman, one hand-cranked 

movie Camera, and continuous stewing about 
excessive’ film consumption. Freeman is, and - 
refers to himself often as, the “Star.” The cam- 
eraman calls people “Toothogs,” meaning that 
they consume too much film footage with 
their slow action. One struggles to imagine a 
modern day cinematographer worrying be- 
cause the production was consuming too 
much film. 

For much of the journey the river is more 
backdrop than centerpiece of the story, until 
finally the miles of moviemaking end and 
only Freeman’s commitment to running the 
entire Columbia keep him traveling on to the 
sea. The writing style is, to a modern reader 
at least, excessively flowery, overwrought, 
and somewhat hard to read. I’m not positive 
that it wouldn’t have had at least some of that 
same overwrought feel even in 1921, but one 
gets used to it. The farther one gets into it the 
more comfortably it seems to flow. The flow- 
ery style does tend to get in the way of, rather 
than support, the story, but it’s not intoler- 
able. 

They began their journey in Canada’s 
Selkirk Mountains, high in the headwaters of 
the Columbia, which leads almost directly 
into a reach known as the Big Bend, known 
to be deadly. At this point I must admit that I 
know nothing at all about the Columbia and 
nothing at all about running rivers, even ap- 
proaching the Columbia’s magnitude and 
force, either. My whitewater experience is on 
Missouri’s Ozark streams, where one can 
approach most rapids sideways or backwards 
and toss one last cast into a shady backwater 
before dropping the pole, grabbing a paddle, 
and getting organized to zip through a few 
hundred feet of lively water where the worst 
that’s likely to happen would result in stories 
to tell to your friends in MAJB or over the 
dinner table at family gathering. 

Canada’s Big Bend of the Columbia is a 
whole different story. Nearly every rapids and 
chute is named after somebody who got killed 
there, and there are countless names left over. 
I have no idea whether, with modern 
inflatables and technology, running these 
waters has become commonplace, but it was 
a genuine life-threatening journey in a 
wooden 30’ double ender with two men row- 
ing and one manning the steering oar. If it 
was an adventure, and it surely was, it was a 
foolhardy adventure, but people have thrown 
themselves into foolhardy adventures for 
probably as long as there have been people, 
and this group survived nearly unscathed. 

The other strand that runs through the 
entire tale, though, is a totally unintended 
strand, a strand that clearly wasn’t even vis- 
ible to its author and likely was not visible to 
many readers of early editions, either. This 
tale is filled with descriptions of natural 
beauty and an odd, almost offhand sort of 
appreciation of it. That said, it is also a tale 
written 20-some years before Aldo Leopold 
would, in A Sand County Almanac, introduce 
the phrase and concept of a land ethic into 
the American consciousness. Freeman makes 
casual mention of tossing jelly tins into the 
river, of tossing rum bottles into the river, and 
in general the reader comes to understand that, 
without a second thought, they treated the 
river as a scenic wastebasket. 

One particularly colorful description of 
his passage under a new highway bridge as a 
crowd of people above threw their trash and 
garbage off the bridge into the river, and not ° 



coincidentally into Freeman’s boat, was, to 
my modern eye, thoroughly disgusting. The 
fact that some of the garbage wound up in 
his boat disgusted Freeman, but the idea of 
tossing it into the river in the first place didn’t 
seem to bother him at all. 

Freeman recurrently brings up the 
“waste” that the Columbia River represents, 
wasted horsepower with no generators span- 
ning it, wasted water running to the sea, 
wasted land too dry to farm. He fully sub- 
scribed to the early 20th century ethic of “rec- 
lamation.” Even as they traveled the river and 
commented on its beauty, he often remarks 
on the “need” to “harness” the mighty river. I 
guess it’s a case of “you don’t miss your wa- 
ter ‘til your well runs dry.” The beauty he 
praised had no “practical” value. He couldn’t 
see, or didn’t care, that the mighty salmon 
that ran the basin were suited exactly to the 
rivers that gave them birth, and that the dams 
and harnessing that he foresaw and advocated 
would surely be the end of the salmon, as they 
nearly have been in less than one human life- 
time. 

_ In spite of his praise of the mighty Co- 
lumbia, as seen in contrast to the lazy brown 
rivers he despises, he can’t think of much else 
to do with all this glory and beauty than to 
dam it up, drown it, use it to run generators 
for a people who haven’t the wisdom to use 
energy wisely and therefore can never have 
enough, and ship the river’s water to arid 
fields in order to grow produce cheaply 
enough to put other farmers out of business 
at their own taxpaying expense. 

As Freeman traveled he was assisted by 
an assortment of independent and self-suffi- 
cient men, river men who braved the fierce 
Columbia because they had learned to earn 
their livelihoods there. Freeman’s stories of 
these men give them credit for their intelli- 
gence, their wisdom, and their quiet courage. 
Their lives were often harsh and difficult, but 
they lived the lives that they had chosen and 
they were satisfied. These pictures bring 
memories of an America that I was born just 
in time to see end, and leave me still 
unconvinced that we have improved our na- 
tion, or even our economy, at least not when 
measured in terms of human satisfaction, in- 
dependence, and honor. 

It must be admitted that most of what 
seem to me to be flaws in Down the Colum- 
bia are flaws as seen by a reader who is mas- 
sively unimpressed with the 21st century. I 
found myself reading a tale written by one of 
the visionaries of the early 20th century who 
dreamed us into this mess and I kept shout- 
ing “fool” at his memory. 

In spite of all that, Freeman’s tale of his 
journey is unlike anything else I have seen 
anywhere, and from the strong men and 
wooden boats that carried him, to his conver- 
sations with steamboat captains who had 
braved an amazing length of the mighty Co- 
lumbia in stern wheelers, it is a story that will 
open your eyes, and one well worth the read- 
ing. 

Harlan Hubbard’s Shantyboat is a whole 
different kettle of fish. Where Freeman went 
seeking adventure and recognition, Hubbard 
and his wife Anna went seeking simplicity 
and a life in harmony with the rivers and the 
seasons. Where Freeman chose the deadly 
rapids of the Columbia, Hubbard chose the 
fertile and often lazy waters of the Ohio and 
the more dangerous Mississippi. Where Free- 

man relied on others to provide boats, provi- 
sions, and, to a significant degree, even the 
necessary muscle power to get him through, 
the Hubbards designed and built their own 
boat, grew their provisions or drew them from 
the river, and although they gladly accepted 
help and guidance where it came to them, they 
relied on themselves and were just as satis- 
fied to take their own chances and never 
looked for somebody else to get them through 
the journey they had chosen. Where 
Freeman’s journey was just that, a journey, 
one season on the river from start to finish, 
and then on with other adventures, the 
Hubbards built their boat looking for, as the 
subtitle says, a “River Way of Life,” then 
entered into the new life and lived it gladly 
and well for some years. 

At this point I should admit to readers 
that I am far from an unbiased reviewer of 
Shantyboat. This is possibly my favorite book 
of my lifetime, the understated journal of a 
man and wife who lived my dream before I 
ever knew to dream it. 

Harlan Hubbard was 21 when Lewis 
Freeman published his account of his jour- 
ney down the Columbia, an odd young man 
who valued his freedom and independence 
more than he valued what the world around 
him called success. He was an artist, a musi- 
cian, a reader, and a lover of the natural world 
around him, but he earned his livelihood as a 
day laborer and tradesman. He didn’t marry 
until his mid-40s when he married Anna, a 
musician and librarian nearly his same age. 

It seems strange that these two already 
aging adults, both intellectuals and quite re- 
fined in their own way, would soon settle 
down to building a shantyboat so that they 
could cast themselves adrift on the Ohio on 
what would be a journey of several years 
down the Ohio and Mississippi to New Or- 
leans. 

Hubbard describes shantyboats, and 
shantyboaters, in the early pages of his jour- 
nal, “The tradition of drifting was carried into 
our day by an amphibious race usually called 
shantyboaters. A shantyboat is a scow. with a 
small house on it. Nearly always a homemade 
job, it is put together of odd scraps of mate- 
rial and pieces. of driftwood and wreckage. 
The shantyboat may be embellished by any 
of the appurtenances of living. Yet it is more 
than a floating homestead, it is an ark which 
the river bears toward a warmer climate, bet- 
ter fishing grounds, and more plentiful and 
easier work ashore... 

“Some boats are so neatly constructed, 
fitted, and kept up, being painted hand- 
somely...that shantyboat is not a suitable 
name. Nor will houseboat do, it is too pro- 
saic a term for the unfixed dwelling of water 
gypsies and nonconformists. 

“The true shantyboater has a purer love 
for the river than had his drifting flatboat pre- 
decessors. These were concerned with trade 
or new land. To him the river is more than a 
means of livelihood. It is a way of life, the 
only one he knows which answers his innate 
longing to be untrammeled and independent, 
to live on the fringe of society, almost be- 
yond the law, beyond taxes, and ownership 
of property. His drifting downstream is as 
natural to him as his growing old in the stream 
of time. Away from the river he languishes, 
as if taken from his natural element. 

“T cultivated the acquaintance of old time 
river people whenever possible and listened 

to their yarns almost with reverence. The sim- 
plicity and naturalness of their way of life 
fascinated me and gave a definite shape to 
the vague longing which the flowing river had 
inspired.” 

Hubbard’s journal of building, with his 
new and beloved wife, his own shantyboat, 
and of living on it, drifting on it, living a very 
modest and yet satisfying life as a couple on 
this very small floating home, of tying up 
summers and gardening and then drifting 
winters to new gardening grounds where they 
could repeat the cycle again, is one of the most 
satisfying tales I have ever read. The 
Hubbards lived a life I admire greatly, both 
in their years on the boat and later, back in 
Kentucky on the banks of the Ohio once 
again. 

Hubbard’s writing is simple and un- 
adorned. There are times when it seems to 
flow very slowly and make a long story 
longer, but Hubbard was drifting a few miles 
a day, a few months of the year, and there is 
no hurry to the tale he has to tell. Not every- 
one in today’s hurry-up society could easily 
slow down to his pace and take the story in, 
but anyone who can enjoy rowing a boat or 
paddling a canoe in lazy waters should be able 
to find Hubbard’s pace comfortable. 
Hubbard’s line drawings and woodcut illus- 
trations scattered throughout the text add an- 
other dimension to an already wonderful tale. 

Shantyboat begins at the beginning, be- 
fore the boat is even begun, when Anna said, 
“Now we can build the boat we have so often 
talked of and drift down the river.” World War 
IT was in full swing and materials were hard 
to come by, but the Hubbards were able to 
find a building being wrecked and acquire the 
lumber and were able, as well, to find some- 
body to haul it to the river bank in a balky 
old truck. Almost immediately, in spite of the 
fast approaching winter, they abandoned their 
home on land and moved to a temporary 
shack on the river bank, a roof, three wood 
walls and a canvas cover for the fourth, and 
not even full standing headroom. The shack 
was built of wood which would later be re- 
quired to finish the boat and, as such, couldn’t 
be cut to make a better shack. I am amazed 
by their courage and with the ease with which 
they took on such a Spartan life, yet he speaks 
of their “cozy apartment, lacking only a win- 
dow or two.” 

Hubbard makes no claim of knowledge, 
no claim of expertise, but rather shares his 
learning experiences with the reader. He 
learns to fish, to hunt and prepare wild greens, 
and speaks of the special flavor of food got- 
ten with one’s own hand. 

The Hubbards built their shantyboat and 
found that there was so much to learn just to 
live on water in one place that it would be 
two years before they would cast off and be- 
gin their drifting journey. They would be five 
years on the way, drifting, gardening, paint- 
ing, and playing their music, making friends 
and learning and covering 1,385 miles of 
Ohio and Mississippi Rivers. 

Hubbard had a bout with appendicitis at 
Natchez, Mississippi, and while he was laid 
up he wrote out the journal of their experi- 
ences to date, which would become this book. 
The language, the illustrations, the journey, 
and Harlan and Anna Hubbard are all the fin- 
est of their sort. It is indeed a shame that, as 
Hubbard said more than once, the race was 
dwindling and today is all but extinct. 



As I watch from my Window on the 
Water, the new day develops like a Polaroid 
picture. My first view of Polaroid pictures 
came from my best friend’s father, Phil 
Myers. Not only did Phil amaze two young 
girls with the miracle of instant photography, 
he also showed us the fun of sailing. A con- 
summate “Messer,” Phil shared the intimacy 
and immediacy of sailing a small boat that 
was lacking when we’d be guests on larger 
craft. 

Phil would grab whatever crew was at 
hand and head out for the day. Sue and I were 
horse mad and spent most of our time in one 
barn or another, but by August the choice 
between sweaty horsehide sticking to bare 
legs and the rush of water beneath the hull 
was ano brainer. If we could manage to avoid 
taking her younger brother or sister it was all 
the better. However we got to travel out on 
the same Sound as I sail today was just fine 
with us. 

In the early years the boat was kept at 
the American Yacht Club in Newburyport, 
where I learned the implacable power of the 
tides on the mighty Merrimac River and the 
patience needed to maneuver about with other 
craft that were always larger than our tiny 
vessel. I can recall a scornful muttering is- 
sued from the helm in ever rising volume as 
we were hit by the wakes of careless power 
boaters trying to get their overpowered, un- 
der balanced tubs up onto a plane and im- 
press each other. The greetings from the lo- 
cal lobster men where sure indicators that 
we'd find a bargain at the dock when we re- 
turned. 

Phil would always plan the trips with 
attention to the tide and weather. This care 
was not lost on two girls who were used to 
having a self propelled means of getting home 
with the horses. His obvious concern for tides 
and wind direction altered the way I looked 
at/saw the world around me. I began to take 
into consideration forces outside my own ego. 
A teenage girl’s ego is nothing to sneer at, 
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By Chris Kaiser 

A Hole in the Water 

for something to make an impression through 
its armor plating is remarkable. The river and 
the forces of nature at work on a boat were 
attention-getting elements. Phil subtly 
equated these natural forces to other areas of 
our lives. The care needed to sail safely made 
the frustration in teaching a young horse a 
new command seem less impossible when we 
saw it took time and concentration to work 
with the elements surrounding the sailboat. 

With a love and understanding of sail- 
ing small craft, Phil took us on adventures 
that we thought were designed for our sole 
entertainment. I look back and see that we 
were potentially just a good excuse to go sail- 
ing when the lawns needed mowing or, more 
likely, as a good audience for a dyed-in-the- 
wool gunk hole sailor. 

Going sailing with Phil was never a pas- 
sive experience, he was always teaching us 
about wind and wave, both physically and 
metaphorically. My first experience of sail- 
ing alone was when Phil deemed Sue and 
myself competent enough to take the Townie 
out on our own. The boat had been moved 
down into the more protected waters of Plum 
Island Sound, moored at the Ipswich Bay 
Yacht Club. It was thought safer to loose a 
couple of teenage girls onto the waves within 
the comforting embrace of the mainland and 
the long arm of Plum Island then to chance 
our getting in trouble out on the river. I had 
never been really comfortable sailing the river 
until we had reached the Basin or the open 
coast. 

For our first solo sail we packed a lunch 
large enough for a half dozen starving Shang- 
haied crew. The launch operator earned his 
tip that day, we had several baskets of essen- 
tials that both mothers insisted we carry. Fi- 
nally we set out, sailing off the mooring like 
the pro Sue had become. We went immedi- 
ately down to Crane’s Beach and trolled along 
front, on the lookout for cute lifeguards and 
boy lobster men. We anchored off Steep Hill 
Beach and waded in for lunch and a bit of 
tanning. Memory fades, but I’m sure we so- 
cialized with whatever young males came 
along to “check out the boat.” When it was 
time to return home, we congratulated our- 
selves on NOT hitting any of the sandbars 
that Phil had such an affinity for. 

Perhaps we'd dozed in the sun too long, 
or had explained the intricacies of sailing to 

too many interested parties, but we left it a 
bit too late and had to return on a falling tide 
with quirky afternoon. wind shifts. Sailing 
back we noticed our perfectly executed tacks 
were getting us nowhere fast, in fact, we 
seemed to be sailing backwards. “Take the 
helm, Chrisy, [ll start the outboard,” was 
Sue’s comment. I was less then pleased to 
have to take the tiller and watch the set of the 
sail as | hadn’t developed the skills Sue had 
with more time on the water. After a couple 
pulls which failed to start the motor, Sue 
pulled the starter cord one final time with all 
her strength and watched in horror as the 
motor jumped off its cleat and sank below 
the transom! NOW we had a problem. 

The afternoon breeze died down and the 
outgoing tide made us wonder if one of us 
should have taken Portuguese in the ninth 
grade. Being a weekday, the usual powerboat 
traffic was absent, making us feel very much 
alone. 

Soon the practical matters intruded on 
our overall concerns, if we didn’t get back 
on time we’d miss getting picked up and 
thereby miss our movie dates that evening! 
Just then the wind shifted and carried us closer 
to other boats where we got help from a 
couple of 12-year-old boys in a whaler who 
gave us the look as if to say, “girls, what do 
you expect?” They towed us over to the moor- 
ing, helped hook us up, and were getting ready 
to ferry us over to the dock when one of them 
noticed a shadow hanging under the boat from 
the safety chain. The motor hung there, if not 
by a thread, at least by just a few bent links 
jammed into a narrow slot. 

Trying to explain what happened was 
going to be bad. Time and time again we'd 
been told to check and double check for the 
supplies and make sure everything was ship- 
shape before going out. Neither one of us 
would have mounted a horse without check- 
ing the girth and bridle fastenings, now here 
we were having almost lost an expensive 
motor to Davy Jones because we hadn’t 
checked its fastening. I can’t recall the end 
result of damage to the motor, but I do re- 
member that Phil took responsibility for the 
incomplete attachment, relieving us of tons 
of guilt. 

Here I am, looking out at this ever chang- 
ing yet enduring shore generations of 
“Messers” have enjoyed, the same coastline 
a younger me had reveled in the freedom of- 
fered by a small boat with a special man at 
the helm. It’s currently low tide and there are 
a few hardy souls plucking mussels off the 
beds out front. They have come in a small 
motor skiff now tied to a stake wedged be- 
tween the rocks. Hopeful gulls are swooping 
overhead and scolding the human poachers 
for the trespassing on the gulls’ private sea 
garden. 

I can drift backwards and enjoy 
yesterday’s adventures or project toward the 
coming season and imagine the adventures 
yet to be enjoyed. The one thing I can’t do is 
fill the hole in the water left when my friend 
and “extra dad” Phil Myers cast off his earthly 
lines and set sail across the bar for the ulti- 
mate adventure that faces us all. On our first 
day’s sail this spring, I'll take the helm and 
head over to hit the bar in his memory. I know 
the Captain will understand I’m not “sailing 
like a girl,” but paying tribute to an old Messer 
who influenced my love of the water and 
small boats. : 



Some places you can sail are like your 
home waters. If you sail outside San Diego 
Harbor, that’s one scale, New York Harbor is 
another. When the World Trade Center was 
still up we sailed by the Statue of Liberty on 
our way south, sailing snowbirds. The Em- 
pire State Building was tiny beneath the Twin 
Towers. Scale. Still another is Long Island 
Sound. The Prairie Creek Reservoir outside 
Muncie, Indiana, is another. Scale. Long 
Lake, Twin Lakes, Pamlico Sound, Tampa 
Bay, Bay of Islands, Ontario, all are one scale 
belonging to the landscape and lake/ocean 
scape, its location, and relationships to what 
else is around. When you sail your “home” 
waters you are invested into the scale, the 
landscape and the sizes it represents. After 
some experience there, you know how far 
away from that dock or this rock, that shore 
or this one, you are. 

You begin to understand the distances 
involved, the time it takes from here to there, 
how the winds and waters behave, and your 
comfort in similar surroundings is very high. 
Some of us love that comfort zone and don’t 
go further. Some travel. 

I liken it to skiing where someone stays 
forever on the beginner’s hills or never gets 
past the intermediate stage. They are com- 
fortable where they are, thank you very much! 
Attempts to move them up to a more ad- 
vanced level, new slope or ski area will meet 
with failure. Then there are those of us who 
really like trying new ski areas, new runs, and 
bursting over the edge on a new downhill 
stretch you have never skied before. One time 
like that I busted a mogul hill at a resort in 
Colorado and, because I’m nof much of a 
mogul skier anymore, the way I skied that 
hill was to die for, perfect timing, perfect turns 
throughout, with no errors. I will forever re- 
member that wonderful run. The same spirit 
drives some of us to try new places to paddle 
or sail and explore. 

That’s why I went to Lake Powell one 
late, snotty April and May, leaving northern 
Michigan behind to her sometimes thawing 
snow, cold and nasty rains. I'd skied in Colo- 
rado before but had not been south to New 
Mexico or Arizona. As I drove west, then 
south, then west, the desert appeared. Dry, 
scrubby landscapes punctuated by distant 
mesas and buttes. Mesas tend to be large with 
flat tops and buttes are smaller with more 
pointed and flat tops usually. I think of huge 
mesas and tall buttes. It works. 

As I drove over some of the blue high- 
ways to Page, Arizona, the vistas were won- 
derful and the sky matched the great sky of 
the open plains across America’s breadbas- 
kets of Nebraska, Iowa, Colorado, Kansas, 
and South Dakota. It also reminded me of the 
above timberline areas of the Yukon. I love 
big sky country and I love sailing. These are 
related loves, big sky, vast horizon, distant 
horizon, unknowns beyond the horizon. 

The first glimpse of Lake Powell at Glen 
Canyon Dam was a real eye opener. The pho- 
tos I took from the first pullover for a scen- 
ery stop are like all the good postal cards. The 
same view, the same huge lake dotted with 
mesas, convoluted shorelines, red and tan 
rocks, buttes, and tiny little fans of boat 
wakes. Boats smaller than ants. Scale. 

Scale gone awry. Scale not seen or ex- 
perienced before. Launch ramps eight lanes 
wide and what seemed a quarter of a mile 
long! A low water level of 96’ below the nor- 

Scally Scale 
By Anne J. Westlund 

mal 3,700’. Scale. Go over toward that beach. 
An hour later nothing has changed. I have mo- 
tored the calm, unable to sail and still going 
nowhere close to the beach. Scale. Suddenly 
I am in shallow clear water, time to drop the 
anchor and it is in a foot of water! Scale. I 
wade ashore with a bow stake and line, tie 
off, and look around. I am rimmed by land- 
scape and water over domed by sky. The sun 
is intense and nearly overhead. I walk up the 
sandy and sandstone littered slope. A half 
hour later I am not near the top. It is further 
away than it was. Am I shrinking? Scale. 
Have I forgotten how to walk? Scale. I look 
down and the boat is tiny, tiny, tiny, an ant 
boat. 

Charts don’t exist. Fisherman’s maps are 
all that is available. Bottom contours are 
marked on it’s waterproof surface, and are 
really topographical interval lines from pre- 
dam days when the Colorado River flowed 
free and wild. Careful piloting and frequent 
sights for bearings help me realize that some 
of those buttes and mesas are thousands of 
feet high and miles and miles away. Scale. I 
follow the 100’ contour line as the only guide. 
I can go all day in a little sailboat and still 
see the same butte on the far horizon. Scale. 
Did the deserts kill for lack of water or lack 
of hope after the geezer hiked for days, seem- 
ingly getting nowhere at all? Scale. 

Keeping track of my location is verifi- 
able due to the mile markers mid stream 
placed as if being 500’ below the level I am 
at is the real Colorado River. Scale. The GPS 
doesn’t help much. There’s no map in its data. 
Scale. 

I check my bearings and figure I can 
make it by 1600 hours. At 1700 hours I de- 
cide to beach it at the next likely spot because 
I figured the distance of that landmark wrong 
again. Scale. I anchor at 1830 for dinner and 
the night. Scale. 

Snug in my winter sleeping bag in May 
I think I am on Lake Superior as I turn over 
in the cool desert night. Then it comes to me. 
No moisture in the tiny cabin of my West 
Wight Potter 15 and I am in dry country, the 
desert. No dew on the cockpit seats in the 
morning and by 1000 it is hot out. Scale. The 
bit of laundry I did is dry in ten minutes. 

The canyon walls seem to be close. I 
edge and edge over knowing the water is dark 
blue, clear, and over 60’ deep right down off 
the walls. Above me is a white bathtub ring 
of alkaline scaled sandstone rocks, the high 
water mark towers 100’ above. I edge on and 
finally am closer to the wall. Overhead I think 
my mast might hit the indented wall, the cliff 
tops are many, many times higher than the 
high waterline of white. Scale. I meander with 
the narrowing canyon alone, hearing my 
motor chuckle the water around the bow. It’s 
noisy as if in a speaker funnel yet still enough 
to hear a Canyon Wren sing its descending 
trill. I cut the motor. All is silent. The bird 
lets loose loudly enough I think for an instant 
of covering my ears then leave them open, 
and my spirit open to the sweet blast of love 
notes it sings. Scale. 

The eagle from below was wider of wing 
than the 13’ Old Town Trapper seemed long. 
Spooked from its fishing perch during Rain- 
bow Trout spawning season, it flew at the 

spook, me. I had slapped the water a la bea- 
ver tail with a noisy “SPLAT.” The dawn was 
broken but full light was an hour away in the 
northern twilight. I rolled the canoe over to 
avoid the huge talons hanging down below 
the eagle like tree branches. I could just 
briefly catch a glimpse of the tail feathers star- 
tling white against the blue purple of the sky. 
Scale. 

I came up under the canoe, took a deep 
breath, and felt fully alive, glad I was not a 
blood bath of torn scalp. No sounds broke the 
stillness and echo chamber I breathed in. I 
waited. The water was cold but tolerable or I 
have forgotten or never knew. It was exciting 
and grand to have been rolled by an eagle. 
Scale. I was ten. Scale. Throwing the canoe 
up and over I crawled back in. The eagle 
watched from his branch looking no bigger 
than a robin. Scale. 

Fifty-nine days ona 15’ sailboat. Scale. 
Exploring places only a small dinghy could 
go. Scale. Traveling 400 nautical miles in 
about two months yet never more than 30 
miles from a village. Scale. Sailing all day 
and anchoring in 8” of sandy bottomed bay 
clear as gin. Scale. Waves to 3’ one hour and 
flat calm the next. Scale. Skirting the shores 
of Strawberry Point Lighthouse screaming 
along with the tiny boat under sail and hard 
sheets, I think that larger sailboat skippers 
must think the Potter captain is nuts. Scale. 

Diving off the side of Peapod, the wreck 
appeared close enough to touch. Down into 
the clear waters I dove, down and then floated 
back up. Too much body fat! Can’t get very 
deep without weights. Lazy, I drifted over the 
old lumber barge looking at the pieces and 
parts of the vessel, breathing through my snor- 
kel. Scale. Into my face, into my goggles, 
swam a huge bass, between me and the an- 
chor. Huge as a grouper, large as a shark, I 
jumped up, startled. Scale. 

I couldn’t see the opening. It appeared 
that it went between boulders and disap- 
peared. I edged closer and could feel the cur- 
rent grab the boat. I steered away and ap- 
proached again. Then a small boat skimmed 
out of the rocks to the left and I knew I had 
missed seeing the channel. I edged over care- 
fully and the way opened before me, then took 
a sharp right around a surface boulder. Pushed 
by the current the little channel passage took 
no time at all. Scale. 

What enchants? Is it the hawk taking the 
large dragonfly from my hair where it rested 
in the early morning coolness? Or the doe and 
two fawns bursting from cover to trot the 
beach into the woods? Is it the bear hesitat- 
ing at the water’s edge before stepping into 
the water to swim to the next island? Or is it 
the bear standing as tall as possible before 
that first step? Is it the full, ruffed face of a 
backwind blown wolf staring up in fright, 
startled at my silent approach? Is it the 
chuckle of wavelets torn by my bow in the 
heady wind on the windward side of an is- 
land where me and my boat as one tear 
through the flat water as birdsong fills the 
June morning? Is it the quiet damp of a foggy 
morning split by the squawk of a heron tak- 
ing flight? Is it the gathering in the rocks by 
the fire, surrounded by friends well fed by a 
shared meal of shrimp, chicken, steak, and a 
wee spot of wine? Or is it the hunger that 
grows as the ice melts and buds swell in the 
trees heralding another sailing season? It’s all 
these things and more. I love it. 
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Port Elgin, New Brunswick, ready to go. 

The Plan 
I had been thinking about paddling in 

Nova Scotia for a long time, but I somehow 
always went somewhere else in the Maritimes 
instead. I canoed around Prince Edward Is- 
land, followed the shores of New Brunswick, 
and even went around the Gaspe Peninsula, 
but never made the jump across the Bay of 
Fundy from St. John to Digby, or from Bar 
Harbor to Yarmouth with the super fast CAT. 
Either ferry could have gotten me there in a 
couple of hours. I even have good friends in 
Wolfville whom I should have visited years 
ago, but it wasn’t until last summer, August 
to be exact, that I finally decided to do some 
serious paddling in Nova Scotia. Ever since 
my horrific sailing experience off Nova Scotia 
in 1977, I have been shying away from that 
province. Enduring two days of 60-knot 
winds near Sable Island must have left an 
indelible impression on my mind that would 
not go away until I finally wrote down the 
events of that trans-Atlantic voyage 25 years 
later (MAIB, July 15, 2003). 

In previous years I had paddled to Port 
Elgin, New Brunswick, right on the border 
with Nova Scotia, so it was obvious for me 
where I would start my Scotia venture. I 
would follow the North Shore for almost 200 
miles, almost due east, to the Strait of Canso, 
separating Nova Scotia proper from Cape 
Breton Island, and swing around Cape Canso 
on the Atlantic to Halifax in a clockwise ro- 
tation for another 250 miles. I knew that 450 
miles (720 km) solo would be a significant 
stretch for 18-plus days, but not much longer 
than last year’s trip on the German Baltic. My 
17°2” Verlen Kruger Sea Wind sea canoe 
could handle all the supplies for such a trip, 

Into the fog... 
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Scotia On My Mind 
Around Nova Scotia 

By Sea Canoe 

By Reinhard Zollitsch 

Part 1: Port Elgin to Halifax 
-August 2003 

plus 5.5 gallons of water to be refilled in two 
ports, and I felt pretty confident that I could 
pull off another long trip like that. 

Nancy again sweetly agreed to car 
shuttle me to Port Elgin and pick me up in 
Halifax afterwards. I felt very lucky, as with 
all my previous long distance trips. Thanks, 
Nancy. So, on August 9, 2003, we drove the 
325 miles from Orono, Maine, to Port Elgin 
and checked into the little motel near the light- 
house and fort at the mouth of the Gaspereaux 
River, my put-in point. 

Fog, Rain, and a Heavy Boat 
Loading the boat the next morning was 

easy, since the high tide came right up to the 
road. But then I had to follow a compass 
course across Baie Verte to Tidnish Point, a 

good three miles away, because thick fog had 
settled in the bay and it was raining. A wet 
hug and a kiss goodbye, and I was off in my 
Gore Tex suit and floppy hat, a typical send- 
off. I promised to call Nancy each evening at 
6:00 pm (Nova Scotia time) on my satellite 
phone so that I would not worry that she 

would worry about me being out there all by 
myself. = 

It did clear eventually so I could follow 
the shoreline around Coldspring Head and 
Lewis Head into incredibly shallow Pugwash 
‘Bay. I had picked Bergeman Point at the tip 
of a peninsula sticking into the middle of the 
bay since it looked like the only deep spot to 
land at. By now it was low tide and my en- 
ergy was also ebbing. But I spotted a more or 
less level area on the sea wall for my tent and 
started portaging. 

The first three days of a trip are always 
the hardest for me. The boat is at its heaviest 
with all the supplies for 21 days plus 5.5 gal- 
lons of water and, being a pencil pusher by 
profession, I am not quite used to heavy lift- 
ing. To boot, I had to hustle my gear at low 
tide over a slippery boulder field to the sea 
wall. When it came to carrying the boat up, I 
was so spent I could barely lift the boat. I 
was devastated. I had to get it up there, it was 
low tide. Were age (64) and arthritis finally 
catching up with me? NO WAY! I heard this 
little adamant voice in me and jerked the boat 
up and lugged it over all those slimy rocks in 
one big launch to the sea wall. I almost pulled 
my back out in the process, which would not 
have been a pretty picture, but I felt I had to 
prove a point and ignored the warning signs. 

I huffed and I puffed, dropped the boat 
on a bed of seaweed and me on a big rock, 
and decided this was it. And while I was 
down, I figured it was also a good time for a 
water break and granola bar. At that point, I 
noticed to my chagrin that I had left my 3- 
gallon water container under my seat in the 
canoe, adding about 25 lbs. to the 65 lbs. of 
the boat! I could have been mad at myself, 
but instead I managed a tired smile because 
that meant I had ‘not lost it after all. There 
was hope for the rest of the trip, and believe 
me, this did not happen again. As a matter of 
fact, after that I would remove absolutely ev- 
erything from my boat, deck mounted spare 
paddle, bailer, air horn, and even the chart, 
and portaging the boat was never a problem 
again. 

Next morning I started my usual trip rou- 
tine: up at 6:00 am, off by 7:30 am. By then 
the tide was almost up to my tent and made 
life easy. I set my boat on driftwood rollers 
near the water’s edge, stowed my gear, pushed 
it into the water, and hopped in myself. 

My day started with a two-mile cross- 
ing to Fishing Point. Then I headed straight 
east for about 13 miles, following a red sand- 
stone shore that reminded me of Prince Ed- 
ward Island. Except for a brand new swanky 
resort area with significant golf course at 
Cape Cliff, the shore was almost empty, only 
a few small houses here and there, one church, 
but no real settlement. 

At Smith Point I had to go south for three 
miles and cross two long ocean arms. The 
wind had settled in the west/southwest and 
was suddenly whipping up whitecaps and 
streamers. I had to work real hard and dance 
the waves as they were cresting almost par- 
allel to my boat. Most of the ledges off Oak 
Island and Schooner Point had lots of gray 
seals on them, who were checking me out 
with a big splash as I paddled by. 

I decided to stop before Tatamagouche 
Bay, which would have a significant 2.5 and 
a 3.2-mile crossing, and pulled out on a long 
sandspit island around Malagesh. No slippery 
rocks to stumble over this time, just nice sand. ° 



Great, I thought, but the wind blew the sand 
all over the place. It got airborne and I had to 
close my tent and sweltered as a result. I 
needed shade and decided to look harder for 
a shady spot for my tent, come tomorrow. 

The North Shore 
Getting into the Routine 

Cape John, with its steep red sandstone 
cliffs, was a welcome sight after the two 
crossings. It looked just like the North Shore 
of PEI and continued like that for about 23 
miles all the way to Caribou Point, from 
where the ferry to Wood Islands, PEI, leaves. 
I found a perfect little pocket beach at trip 
mile #88, with a steep sandstone cliff behind 
me casting some shade. I felt good for the 
first time on this trip, not exhausted, hurting 
or overheating, just plain good. My trip was 
beginning. I was adjusting to the rigors of 
paddling 25 miles a day and learning what 
not to do along this coastline. 

Next morning was a paddler’s delight, 
sunny, calm, and warm with the tide almost 
high for an easy take-off. Navigation was a 
bit on the tedious side, you might say, 20 
miles straight to the east, but I accepted it 
gladly since it was easy, confidence building, 
and pretty. There was more sandstone shore- 
line with small towns, mostly summer colo- 
nies with modest houses and camps and their 
modern equivalents, house trailers, no devel- 
opments, marinas, or large, noisy beaches. It 
was quiet ashore and on the ocean. The lob- 
ster season was over and there is no ground 
fishing in Nova Scotia except for a few small 
outboard sport fishing boats with guys mostly 
hand lining. 3 

Otherwise the horizon was empty and 
the waters were unobstructed, no myriad of 
lobster traps as along our Maine shore to snag 
my rudder or grab my paddle. Granted, those 
lobster buoys are pretty in their colorfulness, 
but a real nuisance to small boaters, includ- 
ing sailors, let’s face it. Fortunately, Maine 
requires line that sinks, made of nylon, not 
poly, which floats on the surface and can re- 
ally do a job on your rudder or propeller. 
These floating lines can also be harmful to 
seals and whales, I hear. Nova Scotia and the 
Maritimes in general still allow floating poly 
line and, in my opinion, should switch to ny- 
lon for all the above mentioned reasons. 

Near Caribou Point I could see “The Is- 
land,” Prince Edward Island that is, 13 miles 

across Northumberland Strait, and ferry boats 
coming and going out of tiny Caribou Har- 
bor. The wind had freshened as I rounded the 
point and was blowing from the SW. Getting 
into picturesque Pictou Harbor was a good 
workout, but the lighthouse at the end of the 
mile long sandspit looked too enticing. I had 
to get there, it looked like a great stop for 
water and a granola bar. And it was, and a 
group of five sea kayakers thought so, too, 
but the belching paper mill up the bay on 
Abercrombie Point was an offensive sight and 
I pushed off soon to reach my goal for the 
day, Mackenzie Head at the eastern end of 
Pictou Bay. 

Rounding Cape George 
Seven hours for 26.5 miles, a long 

paddle, but a swim and later coffee on my 
small shady pocket beach picked up my spir- 
its in short time. After that I usually write my 
trip log and prepare tomorrow’s run by read- 
ing the official Sailing Directions for this area 

Red sandstone along the North Shore, NS. 

and Scott Cunningham’s Sea Kayaking in 
Nova Scotia, and transfer all the pertinent in- 
formation onto my Canadian charts. Tomor- 
row I would start the 40-mile-long hitch to 
the northeast to the rather intimidating look- 
ing Cape George. I should make it to the small 
harbor of Arisaig tomorrow if the weather 
holds. 

Then it’s supper time, the high point of 
the day. After supper is time for a quick call 
home and for some nonacademic fun read- 
ing, if possible something that fits into the 
area I am paddling in. This time it was Lone 
Voyager, the Blackburn story, his heroic sur- 
vival row and all his later ocean voyages, as 
well as a mix of the intense Perfect Storm 
and the whimsical new book by Robb White, 
How to Build a Tin Canoe. Sunset occurred 
at about 8:00 pm, Canadian time that is, as 
the tide came in again. 

Another calm sunny start to the day and 
good progress to Merrigomish Island, which 
is connected to the mainland with a three- 
mile-long very narrow sandspit bar. Suddenly 
the wind breezed up from the northwest and 
in no time there were breaking waves getting 
steeper by the minute. I considered bailing 
out at Bailey Brook, but did not like the sound 
of it and pushed on. After so many miles of 
beaches I figured I could always make a safe 
beach landing somewhere, but I was mis- 
taken. 

The shore got steep and rocky and very 
inhospitable looking. I realized I had to hang 
in there for another five miles to Arisaig, 
which had three breakwaters. Numbers | and 
2 formed the inner boat harbor with steep con- 
crete piers for big fishing boats to tie up to. 
So I aimed for the space between Numbers 2 
and 3, which turned out to be the town swim- 
ming beach. This area was wide open to a 
northwest wind and the waves were crashing 
on the shore. Since I had no choice, I was 
going to land there also. With spray skirt open 
and rudder up, I beached my bow, jumped 
out, and jerked the boat out of the surf before 
the next wave could fill it. No problem. Some 
kids came over to cheer and checked out the 
“beached white beluga” (my canoe), then 
went about their business while I set up my 
tent and followed my afternoon routine. At 

the fish pier I found a trash bin and a water 
faucet, which made Arisaig a very useful and 
necessary stop for me. 

I stared at tomorrow’s stretch around 
Cape George to South Lake for a long time, 
looking at every harbor and bight as well as 
every offshore rock or bar because the shore 
looked bold and very unforgiving. It also was 
a major point and would have tidal currents 
accelerating towards the point, or worse, 
meeting there. I was going to be ready, physi- 
cally and mentally. 

A dark sky over land greeted me the next 
morning. The wind was light but the sea was 
very confused, not just from rebounding from 
the steep rocky shore. It was tidal. I made it 
past Malignant Cove (what a bad name!) in 
2.5 hours to Livingstone Cove, where I took 
a short breather, drained and refueled my “en- 
gine,” and set out for the point rounding. The 
shoreline had changed drastically after 
Arisaig. The red PEI-like sandstone was gone. 
Instead the shore looked rough and ragged 
with sharp bluish gray, hard, smooth surfaced 
fractured rock interlaced with white lines. 
After Livingstone Cove, the rock changed yet 
again and took on a mocha brown rounded 
shape and had the consistency of coarse com- 
pressed gravel. It looked very gritty, soft, and 
geologically “young,” glacial, that is, and its 
shape and color reminded me of the “bad- 
lands” along the Upper Missouri River which 
I had paddled earlier this year in Montana. 

But enough of geology. I had to keep my 
eyes on the waves. The wind had picked up 
and the current was very noticeable, the sur- 
face of the water looked more and more like 
a tufted meringue pie. I was bounding, brac- 
ing occasionally, but most importantly keep- 
ing up speed, not standing still, because in a 
canoe one always has one vulnerable side. I 
had learned years ago that it is best to paddle 
and brace mostly on the windward side of the 
canoe, which is possible with a rudder. It’s 
like giving ten degrees side rudder, if you 
were a pilot in a small plane, to compensate 
for the drift or yaw. 

Paddling and bracing on the offwind lee- 
ward side will trip you up sooner or later. 
Wind and waves will throw your boat‘side- 
ways over your paddle, which inevitably will 
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My view of Arisai. 

Rounding Cape George. 

Strait of Canso locks. 
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end up under your boat with you still attached 
to it. Not a pretty picture. 

This scenario, by the way, is still one of 
the most frequent causes for capsizes at sea. 
So learn this little trick, if you don’t already 
know it, and practice facing the wind and 
waves, don’t shy away from the spray, face 
it! It is not safer to turn away from the on- 
coming danger and paddle/brace on the “safe” 
side, you will not get your paddle out of the 
water fast enough when a wave throws you 
sideways, trust me! The same is true for pad- 
dling a sea kayak, of course. You need to time 
your strokes and not be caught paddling or 
bracing on the leeward side when the boat is 
being rushed in that direction by an oncom- 
ing wave. 

Five hours into the day I rounded Cape 
George and, to my relief, found calmer seas 
and wind conditions on the other side. I even 
took pictures of the stunning mocha brown 
coastline and suddenly felt very accomplished 
to have rounded the Cape. The remaining 
stretch to Canso Strait was going to be a piece 
of cake. But eight miles later, at #164, South 
Lake, after 7:18 hours in the boat, I was “run- 
ning out of gas” again and called it a day. I 
was still on my predetermined 25 miles per 
day pace and refused to feel bad about get- 
ting tired. 

Barachois and Hops 
South Lake is one of the many 

“barachois” or “hops” along this shore, all the 
way to the Strait of Canso. They are small 
lakes, connected with the ocean through nar- 
row tidal guts, some navigable, others just 
shallow tidal inlets. Vikings used to like 
places like this in Europe because they pro- 
vided shelter when they were in and allowed 
them to go out with the tide. I noticed Pictou 
had such a neat “harbor lake” (appropriately 
named Harbor Lake), and I remember lots of 
them along the north shore of PEI. But like — 
any tidal estuary, those hops could also be 
wicked for boaters at the wrong tide. 

Tomorrow would take me further south, 
past the large tidal inlet of Antigonish, then 
east, past a string of more tidal estuaries like 
Monk Pond, Pomquet, and three large inlets 
around Tracadie. I would have to watch them 
carefully, but a flood tide is easier to traverse 
than an ebb tide. 

Sunrise was at 6:11 am right outside my 
tent door, and I was off in my wet clothes 
from yesterday. The wind was from the south 
and after rounding each point I had to head 
right into the wind. The water looked black, 
streamers were forming, and it was hard work, 
no shortcuts or straight lining today. At Little 
Tracadie Harbor I pulled out on a sea wall 
before the gravel bar. I had to do some land- 
scaping before I got a 5x7 spot that was level 
enough for my tent. The sandy beaches were 
gone, the shore got steeper again, more red 
sandstone. 

The Strait of Canso 
I woke up to a leaden sky and opted for 

Gore Tex. I had read up on the almost 20- 
mile long Strait of Canso, separating Nova 
Scotia proper from Cape Breton Island and 
its locks, the night before and I had every- 
thing ready, my VHF marine radio was set 
on Channel #11 to hail the lock master, my 
two water containers rested between my legs, 
and my wallet with Canadian money was in 
my side pocket in case there was a lock fee. , 



“Canso Locks, Canso Locks, this is sea ca- 
noe Sea Wind, sea canoe Sea Wind, asking 
permission to enter the locks from the north- 
west.” 

I mostly use my VHF radio to get the 
marine weather report but do not use it much 
to hail other people like marinas, draw- 
bridges, locks, and the like, but I instantly 
got a reply, “Sea canoe Sea Wind. I cannot 
see you. Stay back from the gates and I'll open 
up.” Then the locks opened, one wing that is. 
Some water poured out. I waited a minute, 
then paddled into the huge 820’ long, 80’ wide 
and 28’ deep lock chamber (I knew readers 
would ask how big are the locks...so here is 
the answer). Then a curious face appeared 
over the left pier. It was lock master Harry. 
“Any fee?” I asked. 

“Nope.” 
“Any drinking water at the locks?” 
“Right here,” he answered, while hand- 

ing me the hose. I was glad I was ready, be- 
cause there was no way for me to get out and 
get the containers set up. I filled them while 
we talked. Harry was impressed with my 
stickers on the boat, “Boston - St. John” and 
“Around the Gaspe,” and wished me good 
luck for my trip around Nova Scotia to 
Halifax. He was a very friendly, accommo- 
dating fellow. We could have talked longer. 
But then the other gates opened and when I 
got there, the tidal difference had already lev- 
eled off and I was out, from the Gulf of St. 
Lawrence to the waters of the Atlantic in just 
a couple of minutes. That ended the first leg 
of my trip, 200 miles from Port Elgin to Canso 
Locks. . 

(To Be Continued) 
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At my age (86) you would think I would 
have known better. It was a nice day in south- 
west Florida, a nice 5-10mph SSE wind. I had 
a quick sail from Shell Point across Rookery 
Bay and through the pass into First National 
Bay, all in a northerly direction. I sailed 
around the point on the right, then a starboard 
tack SE across an arm of the bay into an ap- 
parently blind mangrove corner, which I knew 
would open out into an S-curve channel that 
led into more bays and channels called Sand 
Hill Creek. 

Now I knew the tide was coming in 
rather strongly and I kept to the right of the 
first part of the S-curve, sailing, but with the 
wind very light due to the encroaching man- 
groves. I knew the tidal current might carry 
me to the outside of the curve if I lost steer- 
age way so I approached close to the right 
side. I suddenly realized the tidal current had 
seized my canoe, so I grabbed my trusty 
paddle and back ferried to stay on the inside 
of the turn. But just then a puff of wind came 
through the pass and hurled my canoe for- 
ward, straight for the mangroves on the out- 
side of the curve. 

This all took place in seconds. I thrust 
the paddle into the canoe and prepared to 
dodge the old broken mangrove branches that 
threatened to spear me. The canoe crashed 
with a bang into the shoreside branches and 
the mast and gaff went into the overhanging 
branches. As soon as we stopped the strong 
4-6mph tide sweeping under the hull from left 
to right started to roll the canoe upstream. All 
my weight on the starboard rail had no effect 
and the upstream rail went under. The canoe 

Trashed in the 
Mangroves ina 
Sailing Canoe 

By Bob Halsey 

filled with water and the current took hold 
and I was in the water. 

Now the canoe pivoted on the bow and 
moved in the current until the stern hit some 
old branches and hooked onto them. Now the 
canoe was locked in place with the stern 
hooked to the shore branches, open down- 
stream and the bow at 45 degrees to the shore 
with the mast and sail just under the surface 
of the water in a little opening in the branches. 
I was struggling to keep my paddle and dry 
box from joining my hat, water bottle, and 
sponge as they floated away. I moved to the 
stern, and tried to push it free. It would move 
only a couple of inches, then stop, locked 
tight. 

As [looked up I saw two fishermen in a 
Carolina skiff. The called over to me offer- 
ing help. I swallowed my self rescue pride 
and waved and called to them to come on 
over. They came upstream carefully to keep 
clear of the current and mangrove branches. 
I had to duck under some branches to get to 
the bow, carefully, not wanting to get snagged 
underwater. The men in the skiff now ap- 
proached me carefully and I gave them the 
end of my 3/8” bow line and they backed off, 
but could not budge the canoe. 

I then told them to go on, [I would just 
wait until the tide changed and I would then 
be able to release the canoe. But they refused, 
saying it would be two hours. I considered 
the possibility of hypothermia in the 62 de- 
gree water and windy air. They came up again 
and offered me their anchor line, which I tied 
to my stout stern thwart. I asked them to pull 
the stern upstream. They pulled away and I 
pushed away on the stern, there was a loud 
crack and crash, and the canoe broke loose 
and swung out into the current. 

I swam out after it and went into the bay 
below the pass. I tried to roll it up but the sail 
was wrapped high on the mast. In the middle 
of the bay it was only 3’ deep and I could 
untangle the rigging lines, straighten the sail 
and boom and mast, and stretch them out over 
the rails. The air bags floated the load. I coiled 
my rescuers’ anchor line and thanked them. 

I was able to get into the canoe with its 
rails just above the water. I retrieved my bailer 
which was tied to the boat and started bail- 
ing. Slowly it rose up and as it did I put my 
anchor overside to keep from drifting back 
into the mangroves. I bailed it out and then 
straightened out the mess, but kept the sail 
down until I paddled back up through the 
pass. The tidal current was much reduced by 
now. 

Back in First National Bay I put up the 
sails. The bend in the gaff made the canoe 
sail better on the starboard tack, but I got back 
okay despite my worries that the gaff might 
break. I was thankful for my sturdy self built 
cedar strip canoe, the help of those fishermen, 
and my guardian angel. 
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Return to Forever tucked into nook, North Channel of Lake Huron. Note raised fiberglassed 
galley section with fixed windows and dodger over cockpit. 

I find myself lying on the small 
dock. My shin really hurts. I look down to 
see a rapidly rising hematoma on it already 
the size of a grapefruit. My husband stumbles 
past me, “I’ve got to lie down.” What is hap- 
pening? Why did I misjudge the distance to 
dock so badly skinning my shin and barely 
fastening the line? Why did it take all my 
energy to get some ice out of the cooler for 
the now softball size swelling on my shin? 
What happened? 

My husband Bob and I left Manitowan- 
ing, one of the first European settlements on 
Manitoulin Island, shortly after daybreak on 
a clear, quiet morning. Although we have trav- 
eled the North Channel of Lake Huron for 
several years, this was our first visit to this 
small historic settlement located at the south 
end of a bay of the same name. Our sailboat 
is a 23’ 1975 Aquarius named Return to For- 
ever. She has been very accommodating as 
she very comfortably slips into the shallow 
nooks reserved just for the very shallow 
drafts, and we feel very safe exploring new 
areas off limits to larger craft. We set out to 
explore a new route that morning with a stop 
in Sheguiandah known locally as “Sheg,” a 
tiny village in the next bay north with plans 
to walk and fill the ever needed ice supply. 

The air was still, the sun was bright. We 
motored out with the canvas dodger over our 
heads to shield us from the sun. The water 
was flat as glass, reflecting the dark pines and 
light birches of the bay’s high hills. It was a 
lovely North Channel morning. In the dis- 
tance, however, the shore became more 
bluffed. The early morning land fog hung 
heavily over the point that we needed to round 
toward Sheg. Nearing the point we noted that 
marking our course became more difficult 
with the shortening visibility. We slowed, 
making sure to count the small islands, match- 
ing them to our chart. There was no notice- 
able wind and I remarked to Bob, “The air is 
certainly heavy.” 

I marked islands while standing in our 
raised galley mentally thanking our son for 
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Carbon Monoxide 

In The Small Boat 

By Jean Bloom 

his fiberglassing. He created a doghouse with 
6’ headroom and installed large side and front 
windows. Return looks like a little trawler. 
Our son Robert builds offshore racing boats 
at Douglas Marine in Douglas, Michigan. He 
fiberglassed the hull to strengthen it and built 
the doghouse from scratch creating a unique 
Aquarius. 

Suddenly, without thought, I just had to 
go forward and put my head out the opened 
forward hatch. With some fresh air I contin- 
ued to spot our way through the narrowing 
island passageway toward Sheg. Then the 
moment every sailor’s wife hates, the motor 
started to miss. No wind, a new area with lim- 
ited visibility, and a missing motor. “Is it wa- 
ter in the gas?” I called back. 

After what seemed a long time, but re- 
ally was only about 20 minutes, we finally 
spotted shapes of small cottages and docked 
boats. Circling the area we located “The Gov- 
ernment Dock.” In reality it was a launch 
ramp with a 10’ dock. It was this easy tie-up 
that I royally missed. I misjudged the distance 
and landed on my shin. Over an hour later 
my head was clear enough to walk up the dock 
to where my husband was laying under a tree, 
whereupon I was given the explanation for 
my sloppy landing. 

“We were almost asphyxiated, carbon 
monoxide poisoned,” he said. “I realized 
when the motor misséd it was missing oxy- 
gen needed to run.” “Oxygen,” I said. I 
thought our 4-stroke Honda just needed gas! 
My husband went on to explain that just as 
cars need thousands of cubic feet of air to burn 
their gas, so does our small 9.9hp engine. The 
engine was taking up what oxygen was left 
under the dodger, leaving us with the carbon 

monoxide. There was only enough following 
wind to balance our forward motion. The air 
was heavy. With our forward motion air was 
being sucked up out through the forward 
hatch, pulling engine exhaust into the cock- 
pit under the dodger where the steering sta- 
tion is. Neither us nor the engine was getting 
enough oxygen to breath. 

We had heard of the dangers to children 
dying of carbon monoxide poisoning because 
they were hanging onto swim platforms on 
the sterns of powerboats. We never gave it a 
thought on our small sailboat. Now we are 
installing carbon monoxide alarms. Perhaps 
we may be even more susceptible for carbon 
monoxide build-up, for with our efforts to be 
able to beach the Return, we have installed 
the Honda 9.9 motor inside the cockpit in the 
rudder well, replacing the Aquarius rudder 
with a Cal 21” kick-up rudder on the stern. 

In conclusion, when motoring in calm 
conditions we will all be wise to consider the 
chance of carbon monoxide build-up. I am 
very thankful for the instinctive drive to stick 
one’s head up through the hatch and GET 
FRESH AIR! 

(Bob and Jean Bloom now enjoy retire- 
ment in DeTour Village located on the east- 
ern end of the Upper Peninsula of Michigan, 
exploring the North Channel of Lake Huron 
in their 23’ Aquarius sailboat. The boat has 
been reconfigured to allow very shallow 
beaching. Their son has added a fixed dog- 
house with windows to increase the galley 
headroom. With a canvas dodger over the 
cockpit and lowered clear plastic sides they 
are very comfortable in their small boat in 
any weather. They always find those private 
places to enjoy. In the spring and fall the 
Blooms are found on their 34’ 1969 Nautaline 
houseboat. Since 2001 they have been trav- 
eling on the Mississippi, Ohio, and the 
Cumberland Rivers). 

Husband Bob motoring, “too much wind.” 
Dodger overhead. 



Back in 1980 I decided that it was time 
to go back to school for a master’s degree so 
I could get a real job. I'd been scratching 
along in the motorcycle shops for years and 
finally figured out that fixing toys wasn’t a 
reliable or lucrative occupation. Since I was 
giving up racing bikes, and was expecting to 
be short on cash for a couple years, I opted 
for a low intensity hobby to fill in between 
studying and part time work. I bought a cheap 
canoe and a used fishing rod and started going 
bass fishing with old Wayne who lived across 
the street from me. 

I hadn’t fished any to speak of since I 
was about 14 years old, when I saw my first 
motorcycle, and I’d never developed much 
taste for fish nor learned how to prepare them, 
but Wayne helped me work my way through 
the basics of both catching and cooking the 
Sunshine Bass that were stocked in every little 
permanent puddle in central Florida. I still 
recall how amazed I was that these things 
would mistake a glittery purple strip of plastic 
for something they’d like to eat. 

Anyway, I was maintaining my standard 
of never getting things quite right in life and 
was pursuing a thesis in microbiology. The 
reason that was wrong just then is that in 1981 
President Reagan convinced the nation that 
the Soviets were about to beat us to the draw 
in the missile fight at OK Corral, and all the 
grant money in the country for graduate 
programs was then going to engineering and 
physics so we could build more sophisticated 
weapons. When my second thesis fell through 
because the grant wasn’t forthcoming, I 
needed to sort of kill some time there in the 
university while we dug up something else 
to try, so I signed up for a course in limnology 
and as a research assistant for the professor 
of that class. 

In case you don’t know (as I didn’t until 
I signed up for it) limnology is the study of 
fresh water ecosystems, lakes, rivers, and 
ponds. The research project Dr. Osbourn was 
pursuing was a study of herbivorous fish as a 
means of controlling the growth of nuisance 
water plants like Hydrilla and water hyacinths 
in isolated ponds and lakes. He’d been doing 
some widely regarded work with varieties of 
carp, but had decided to see if striped mullet 
had any future in the pond mowing business. 

Now there were at least three good 
reasons for trying them. First, they were 
indigenous, so he didn’t have to jump through 
all the hoops to get Dept. of Natural 
Resources consent to put them in ponds. 
Second, they live fine in fresh water but they 
can’t breed until they get back to the ocean, 
so their numbers are controllable. And third, 
but high on the list, there are hundreds of 
thousands of them in Lake Harney, which is 
connected to the St. Johns River, less than an 
hour’s drive north of Orlando. Ready 
availability of the subject had become a 
higher priority as the money supply drained 
away toward the next building on the campus. 
So Dr. Osbourn introduced me to the two 
other grad students on the project and we 
organized a mullet gathering trip. It was 
astounding. 

The device of choice was a shocker boat. 
These things are totally illegal if you don’t 
have a research permit, and for obvious 
reasons. They work way too well to let every 
yahoo with five grand go fill up his ice chest. 
It was a small pontoon boat with a Skw 110v 
generator sitting in the middle of the deck. 

Smoked Mullet 

Subsistence Fishing at a 

University Graduate Level 

The power leads were hooked up to a pair of 
chains at the bows and a pair at the sterns, so 
when the genset was running there was a 
sizeable potent field of electron flow under 
the boat. The first rule Doc set was, “If you 
drop your wallet, your wallet is GONE. DO 
NOT reach into the water.” 

Collecting was done after sunset. The 
technique was to aim floodlights at the water 
along the front of the platform and two or 
three catchers would stand at the rail with long 
handled, non-conductive dip nets. When a fish 
entered the field it would convulse and roll. 
The light would flash off the silver scales on 
its side giving the net handler a cue that there 
was about a half a second to take a lunge at 
the fish. If the net missed the fish would 
somehow invariably get in a good thrash, 
leave the water, and cover the next hundred 
feet skipping along the surface like a 
biological torpedo. Obviously the shock 
wasn’t doing them immediate mortal harm. 

Not everything that we netted was a 
mullet. When a fish flashed, first you had to 
react and then, if you got it, identify. [fit was 
a gar or a bowfin (also known as a mudfish), 
it was returned to the lake with great care 
taken to keep fingers away from the toothy 
part. There’s a reason those two have 
remained successful predators since the 
dinosaurs were hatchlings. If it was a bass, it 
went back, too, unless it somehow fooled us 
all until we got back to the lab, when it was 
too late, so it might as well be fried up. That 
didn’t happen much, though. 

Now the reason I was there 1s that they 
were having about a third of the mullet die 
within a day of capture and, though they 
suspected physiological stress, they wanted 
to rule out bacterial involvement. So when 
we got back to the university with a tank full 
of fish we’d unload most into the test ponds, 
but put a random sample of 20 into a set of 
aquariums. Dave and [ would sit up all the 
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rest of the night and the next day recording 
how each was doing. If they went into distress 
and died, we’d sample the skin and gut, plate 
it on growth media, and incubate the plates 
to identify what was there. Then we’d sample 
the ones that lived through 24 hours so we’d 
have a standard. At the end of it we’d have 
20 big fresh mullet lying dead on the lab 
bench. 

I hate waste. I couldn’t stand to throw 
them away and Wayne (remember Wayne, 
across the street) had showed me how to 
smoke fish slow in the barbecue grill with 
some hickory chips on the coals and the vents 
almost shut. So after 36 hours without sleep, 
I’d clean fish for an hour while the charcoal 
got settled down, then stack those fillets on 
the grill and go catch about four or five hours 
in the sack. In the morning I'd pack up all 
that mess and take it up to the fifth floor of 
the biology building, where someone else 
would hustle up some potato chips and 
condiments and we’d all eat the research 
specimens. 

Hell, we had to. Couldn’t afford to BUY 
food. Only engineers and football players 
could do that. But then we couldn’t be too 
mad at the engineers the day we took the food 
up to the roof so we could watch the space 
shuttle Columbia rise on its brilliant flaring 
tail out of the eastern horizon, with the ground 
shaking rumble of its power arriving a minute 
later from Canaveral, 50 miles away. A 
tremendous show to accompany the 
refreshments. Not all the tax money was 
wasted. 
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Three ribs were replaced first and then tensioned to keep the boat shape true. Dark area under 

rib is primer. All fastenings were copper rivets on all ribs and both old and new planks. My 

estimate is that about 1/2 of the old boat is original at this stage of its life, and I believe that it 

should last another 25 years or more with reasonable care. 

Planking the bottom with clear boards, caulking and primer coat finally finished the job in 

November, 2002 

The Whalen Boat 

By Chas. (Brand) Livingstone 

The Whalen boys lived on a 200-acre 
wooded expanse with spacious green fields 
that looked down on the St. Croix River at 
Red Beach, Calais, Maine. Jim, the oldest, 
and Frank (Pete) were bachelor boat build- 
ers, often called “Pete and Repeat” because 
they always repeated each other when they 
talked. They worked both here and in Port- 
land, Maine, during WWIL. They built mostly 
power boats for the local trade, boats up to 
50° and 60’ for the commercial or pleasure 
trade and lots of rowing boats. They had no 
power in their house or barn so every plank 
and rib was cut by hand and processed by 
plane and hand saw. 

John Gardner, who grew up a few miles 
up the river, in an interview article in 
WoodenBoat #40, by Peter Spectre, said, 
“When I was young I used to spend a good 
deal of time at a nearby boatshop owned by 
the Whalen boys. The shop had no power at 
all. Pieces were ripped out of rough sawn lum- 
ber with hand saws and then planed. They 
used adzes and broad axes. I was influenced 
by these men.” 

About 1928 they built a rowboat for my 
father, 15’ long and shaped just like a schoo- 
ner. It was a sturdy boat that we used hard 
during June, July, and August on the St. Croix 
River, rowing at first, sometimes tandem, five 
miles to Calais, four to St. Croix Island, and 
five to Dochet Island for camping. Later we 
had a Johnson 4-horse which must have run 
4000 miles before it wore out. 

Hard use all through the “30s and the 
boat was still sound, but in the early “40s my 
two brothers and I went away to school, then 
WWII service, then jobs, marriage, and kids 
kept the boat in storage, and the boat was 
neglected. But during the ‘60s it was rejuve- 
nated by a small boat builder in Eastport, 
Maine, Alfie Trott. Replacement of the stem, 
some helper ribs, a couple of bottom planks, 
and re-nailing made the boat seaworthy and 
kept it in use summers for the next 30 years 
in the tidal St. Croix River. 

Before the rebuild my son Alan stepped 
a mast at the forward seat and stayed it to the 
gunnels with a rudder attached to the tran- 
som, finding that it sailed very well on a broad 
reach or downwind. Beating to windward 
there is a fair amount of slippage for the keel 
is only 3” amidships and goes to 6” at the 
stern. We expect that she will be sailing again 
upon spring launch. Her schooner-like lines 
when sailing remind me of the times I 
watched many schooners sailing the St. Croix. 
I think the Whalen boys must have scaled 
down one of the many half-model schooners 
they had in their barn to arrive at this boat’s 
lines. 

By late 2001 my son Alan said, “this boat 
is dangerous and should be repaired,” and he 
was right. Most of the boat was now 75 years 
old and the rocky shores of the St. Croix had 
worn through the nail heads and she was leak- 
ing badly. I made contact with Dean Pike, a 
teacher at the Washington County Commu- 
nity College Boat School, in Eastport, Maine, 
and owner of Moose Island Marine, who also 
runs a boat repair shop and he surveyed the 
rowboat and gave me an estimate for a sub- 
stantial rebuilding of this fine-lined historic 



boat. The boat went into Dean’s shop and the 
man assigned to do most of the work had an- 
other job but would work on this project when 
time allowed through the winter of ’01 — ‘02, 
and spring, summer, and fall of ‘02. It was 
slow but thorough work over the year and 
careful attention was made to hold the shape 
of the boat while many new ribs were bent 
and bottom planks replaced. 

It took considerably longer to finish the 
work than I had expected because the dedi- 
cated builder, Pete Hilyard, a product of the 
Eastport Boat School a few years ago, was 
busier than expected with stevedore work at 
the Eastport pier. Over the next 12 months of 
intermittent work he very carefully removed 
planks, old ribs, caulking, and floorboards and 
removed most of the old paint. Pete replaced 
18 ribs, 10 half ribs, 8 keel blocks and 9 
planks, and secured hundreds of copper riv- 
ets. 

I trailered it back to my barn and in the 
summer of 2003 I finished the inside paint- 
ing and fixed new blocks to the gunnels, fore 
and midships, and mounted the brass oar- 
locks. I had bought a set of light strong oars 
from Shaw and Tenny a few years ago. They 
are 7-1/2’ long with leather and copper tips 
and a joy to row with. 

She is a heavy, strong boat again but one 
can ask if it was a financial success. It wasn’t, 
but I am a sentimental old codger (81) and I 
know that we have saved the Whalen’s boat 
design. I have felt so comfortable in this boat 
over the years, in any weather, and can’t wait 
for a spring 2004 launch in the St. Croix 
River. I could have had her in the water last 
summer but I had both knees replaced in April 
and that slowed me way down until too late 
in the fall. As a local historian with a history 
of “messing about in boats” I feel good about 
saving another piece of St. Croix River his- 
tory. 
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* Boats For Sale 

Dean Pike, who with a helper of his finished up the work and applied a prime coat of paint 
after caulking and I took delivery on November 7th, 2002. 

Ready for launching 2004. 
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Sam is putting the furniture in the 
Grumman Sport Boat improvement project. 
Well, actually, he is through. Furniture, to me, 
is the slowest and most aggravating part of 
boat building. We call anything that isn’t the 
hull of the boat “furniture,” that’s the seats 
and the foredeck and all. This boat even has 
a little live box under the front seat. All that 
stuff takes way longer than it seems like it 
ought to take and, if you don’t watch out 
you'll mess around and have to do a lot of it 
twice and make it take even longer. 

Fitting seats is a good example of that. 
Not only do they have to go where they are 
supposed to, and fit in that place, they need 
some kind of center support. Even a heavy 
3/4” thick seat will bend enough under a 
plump rump to spring at the sides. I like two 
props to the bottom of the boat under my 
seats. That way the seat can be thin and light. 
The live box under the front seat serves that 
purpose and I would put a flotation box un- 
der the stern seat to float the weight of the 
outboard motor in case I flip the boat in a 
high speed (7.2hp...) turn and sink it, but I 
want to be able to put the gas tank under there 
so I will be able to put my foot back in the 
very stern to tilt the motor when I come to a 
log or a stump in these boogery waters in 
which I intend to use this boat. 

It has four vertical stanchions to brace 
the stern seat. What I plan to do is to use a 6- 
gallon plastic gas tank and only put two gal- 
lons of gas in it and tie it under the seat to 
those stanchions. I figure that’ ll float the en- 
gine at least so the boat won’t hang vertically 
in the water. If I flip it, it ll serve me right to 
have to clean the engine and that thought 
might make me be more careful. 

The front of the boat will be floated by 
the PFDs tied up under the foredeck. I know 
it is against conventional wisdom, but I don’t 
wear a PFD unless I am out of range of some- 
thing I think I can swim to under the condi- 
tions. I can swim a hell of a lot faster without 
any PFD than I can with one, and hypother- 
mia don’t give a damn if you have your life 
preserver on or not. Anyway, old men like 
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Furniture 
By Robb White 

me are expendable, the world is just filling 
up with us and the yuppies need more room 
to drive. , 

We always glue the seat directly to the 
planking instead of adding the weight of a 
carlin or some kind of cleat. We have proven 
that a properly done end grain joint like that 
is plenty strong. It is hard to pull an inside 
measurement to get the length of both edges 
of a seat from planking to planking across 
the boat. That foolishness with using the case 
of the tape style rule to take an inside mea- 
surement just plain doesn’t work. The old 
folding rule with the little telescoping tongue 
was better, but I made a little inside measur- 
ing rig a long time ago and it works so well 
that I haven’t boogered up a seat in years. 

What it is is just two pointed sticks 
which slide alongside each other and are held 
together by two spring clamps. We mark the 
position of the seat just where we want it on 
the sides of the boat and span the width with 
the two sticks and telescope them until the 
two points of the stick just touch the two 
points of the place where we want the cor- 
ners of the seat and clamp them together. Then 
we can lay that out on the board we are going 
to use to make the seat. Once we get the width 
of one edge, we mark a mark square across 
the board and divide the difference of the 
length of the other edge so the seat winds up 
a symmetrical trapezoid (and you thought 
geometry didn’t have any use in everyday 
life). It is possible to pull a width down the 
middle of the seat to get a little of the curve 
but we just eyeball that. 

After you get the thing laid out, you have 
to think about the bevel so you won’t go back- 
wards and make the seat too short. On most 
of our transom style boats, the stern seat has 
to be beveled with the widest part on the bot- 
tom because of the tumblehome and the front 

seat is beveled the opposite because of the 
flare. Ke®ping such as that straight keeps the 
brains liquid and nimble so they won’t stiffen 
up on you before the time comes. 

You can hop for the bevel gauge (I in- 
herited mine from my momma) and do all 
sorts of contortions to try to make some math- 
ematics out of that complex rolling bevel, but 
we just eyeball cut it, then plane it absolutely 
perfect with the block plane. Which, at that, I 
need to tell you something. I love a plane 
more than about any other woodworking tool. 

I have a dearly beloved collection that I 
wouldn’t take anything for. When I go to the 
coast, I carefully hide my favorite hand tools 
in a secret hiding place and my planes go first. 
I have a quick release Stanley low angle block 
plane like none I ever saw before. It has an 
adjustable throat and all and will shave the 
end grain of a seat most miraculously, and 
when the shavings pack up in the narrow gap 
between the front shoe and the frog I can pull 
the little cap off and take the blade out in ex- 
actly one second. It is a handy little thing. 

But I don’t use it to trim seats. I use the 
little Stanley nickel plated, stamped, sheet 
metal model maker’s plane. It is low angle, 
too, and when I drop it on the concrete floor 
it just bounces two or three times and doesn’t 
even need to have its blade adjusted. My good 
block plane is for big deals like transom edges 
and frames. I hate to tell you another thing, 
too. I just use a plane to touch up the bevel I 
put on there by eye on the edge sander. 

I learned a long time ago to get the seat 
in the boat before you try to fit the center 
props. It’s possible to fudge the seat a bit fore 
and aft to get it to fit exactly right but you 
can’t do that if the position is fixed by some 
structure. Never build oarlock stations before 
the seats are fitted for the same reason. 

In this boat, I fooled around and built 
the live box in there before I fitted the front 
seat so that eliminated most of the fudge fac- 
tor. Not only will you not be able to move the 
seat forward into the taper of the sides of the 
boat, you won’t be able to raise it up or lower 
it down just a skoshe to make it fit, either. 
The whole thing has to come together at the 
same time. It was aggravating but we built 
the seat about an inch wider than the live box 
and started with most of that inch hanging 
over the back side so we could slide it for- 
ward to tighten up if we needed to as we re- 
fined the bevel. It got to fit before we got the 
seat centered, though, and we just quit right 
there so the front of the seat has a little less 
overhang than the back...dang...imperfec- 
tion...oh well. 

I wasn’t going to tell you this but I have 
to or my self respect will be jeopardized and 
I can’t have that. I built the live box on a whim 
one rainy weekend when Sam was not work- 
ing. I had to build it and fit it and fiberglass it 
inside and out. It wasn’t much actual work 
but it took a long time for the epoxy to get 
right at each stage so it was an all weekend 
project. I figured I needed to have it in there 
and finished when Sam came in on Monday 
morning, so I got up in the middle of the night 
after the last epoxy had got to where it wasn’t 
too sticky to handle and went in there and 
glued the box in the bottom of the boat and 
fiberglassed the joint real good so if the bot- 
tom were to flex a little, it wouldn’t break 
loose and make the live box leak. 

Even at 3:00 in the morning I had sense 
enough to Scotch Brite™ the place where the’ 



box was going to go so the epoxy would stick 
but, when I did that, I erased my marks. I 
knew about where they were supposed to be, 
though and I thought the box would only fit 
in the right place so I just lined her up sym- 
metrically with the strips in the bottom of the 
boat and glued her in there and went back to 
bed. 

The next morning, Sam came in and fit- 
ted the floorboards (more on that later). I was 
busy writing an article about shrimpboats for 
WoodenBoat to a deadline (it’11 come out in 
May) so I just let him have at it. 

After a while I noticed that the bandsaw 
was silent and there was no sound of screws 
being driven or anything and I went in there 
and he was staring at the live box and scratch- 
ing his head. “You know,” he said, “I don’t 
know exactly how to tell you this, Pop, but 
that live box is exactly one strip width off 
center,” 

In the middle of the night I had mis- 
counted strips and made a 1-1/8” error. Of 
course, I didn’t tell him that. “Of course it 
is,” I proclaimed. “I did that so the water in 
the live box off to port like that would offset 
the weight of the trolling motor on the star- 
board rail.” 

“Yeah, right,” he said and went back to 
fitting floorboards. 

Sail Maine on the Schooner 

Lewjs R.\ French 
/ 
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I don’t know if I told you this before or 
not but I love floorboards in a boat. There 
are a lot of pros and cons and all sorts of ar- 
guments about worms and minnows getting 
under there and lost hooks and all, but I hate 
like hell to fish in cold weather with wet feet. 
I even built a set of plywood floorboards for 
the old Grumman, but they didn’t hold up and 
I never got around to making a proper set. 

[ll tell you what a proper set is. The lum- 
ber needs to be quarter sawn. If you can’t get 
that, you need to make sure that the inside of 
the board (the part that faced the heart of the 
tree when the board was still in the log) faces 
up. Most people (including Howard I. 
Chappelle) erroneously think the outside of 
the tree is supposed to be on top. Lumber 
shrinks more on the outside than on the in- 
side, so you wind up with the boards cupped 
up. Think about it and do it right and your 
floorboards will be a pleasure instead of hav- 
ing the edges cupped up to splinter and check. 
I recommend tulip poplar (yellow poplar... 
Liriodendron tulipfera) for floorboards. It is 

remarkably stable and the annual rings are 
the same density so it weathers uniformly. 

Proper floorboards in a properly stored 
boat dry out real well so you can get away 
with a good little bit of sapwood without 
worrying about rot. I make floorboards 1/2” 
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A John Welsford design 

thick and put a good many little floor tim- 
bers to support them off the bottom of the 
boat. I fasten them down with enough screws 
to keep them from blowing out of the boat on 
the trailer but you can use all sorts of inge- 
nious toggles and little strings through the 
limber holes or you can just leave them loose 
between the frames of the boat. 

Never fasten floorboards down with 
Phillips head screws. I hate to be like this but 
I don’t have much respect for Mr. Phillips. If 
you want to get cute, those square drive house 
trailer style screws will run rings around a 
Phillips screw for holding onto the screw- 
driver but you don’t want to use them to hold 
the floorboards down, either. Like a Phillips, 
the little hole will fill up with stomped in mud 
and you might not be able to get the screw 
out when you drop the last shear pin and it 
rolls under the floorboards with all those 
mummified minnows and worms., You can 
usually get a straight slot screw out, though. 

So there it is with all the furniture in 
there. There are a few odds and ends like the 
drain plug and the bronze stem hardware and 
Pll cover that later. Another odd end is the 
rails. We’ ll put them on there in one day and, 
even though I had an article about rails in a 
previous issue, I'll touch that subject briefly, 
again, at another time. 

Sherpa 

9’ 0” x 4’ 7” 

‘Sherpa’, a new design by New Zealand boat designer John 

Welsford, combines easily-driven lines with a surprising 

amount of capacity; this is a big small boat. Oars, sail or 

power — all are satisfying experiences. 

Our kits are precision-cut by CNC routers from BS1088 

mahogany plywood. Fastenings and fittings are bronze, stain- 

less steel and nylon. They assemble easily on a furnished 

building jig along with our illustrated building manual. 

Drop us a line or e-mail for free color brochure. 

Beste ices, 

Offering 3, 4 and 6 day trips, come enjoy a truly 
unique sailing vacation. 800-GO-WINDJam or 

visit www.midcoast.com/-windjam for more 

information and the 2004 sailing schedule. 
www.kiboatworks.com 

100 Pier Avenue, Ste. 2, Stevensville, MD 21666 

KENT ISLAND 
BOAT WORKS 

410-604-6268 ~- 



Illustrated Boat Guide EXETER MARITIME MUSEUM OF BOATS 
The Maritime Museum in Exeter has the largest collection of working 

ye boats in the world, and is still growing. It is to be found on the banks of the River 
Ny df Rv Exe in the heart of the city and only five minutes from the cathedral. It is housed in 

a number of historic warehouses and in the Exeter Canal (dug in 1566). 
EXETER 7 The craft in this catalogue are in numerical order, the number of each boat 

MARITIME MUSEUM being found on the longer explanation that accompanies each boat. 
This catalog lists all the boats in the possession of the Museum. Some of 

wy them are not on display, and others may be withdrawn for maintenance or sailing. 
QY & » & The mention of a boat does not therefore imply that it is on display. Please enquire 

if there is one which you are particularly keen to see. 

Notice: this museum is no longer in existence. 

. HERO A steam launch of great beauty restored and returned to 
steam by Mr. Tom Trevethick for John Players of Nottingham, 
HERO has been seen at many regattas and featured in the TV series 
‘The Onedin Line’. She was probably built in the 1880s by Andrews 
of Maidenhead and spent her life running trips on the Thames at 
Windsor, but was rescued from dereliction in a Somerset farmyard 
by Mr. Christopher Stirling who now owns her. 

. DORDOGNE BOAT Probably the only example of a European 
boat of:this unusual construction still in existence. There is 
evidence to show that boats were built in this way in North 
Germany two thousand years ago, but much has yet to be 
learnt. It is noteworthy that although the boat is derelict, none of 
the ribs (which are made of chestnut) have broken. 

. INTERNATIONAL 14 FOOT RACING DINGHIES (ALARM AND 

. LIGHTNING) ALARM and LIGHTNING, both winners of the 
Prince of Wales Cup, are modelled on Uffa Fox's first really 
successful planing dinghy AVENGER. The International 14 was 
the forerunner of all the planing dinghies of today. 
The craftsmanship in these boats is outstanding: 

‘* i 

. MORGAN GILES INTERNATIONAL FOURTEEN This boat, 
with its bronze centre plate and bamboo mast, represents the 
era of Internationals before Uffa Fox’s break-through with 
AVENGER which putall craft before it out of date, as well as 
astern. This probably accounts for the fact that this boat, 
shipped to America in 1927, probably never raced there and is 
therefore in its completely original 1925 condition. 

. BRAZILIAN JANGADA A log sailing raft used on the North- 
eastern coast of Brazil. The sail is stitched to the mast and 
there is a centreboard. Obtained with grants from the British 
and Brazilian Governments. 
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- 93. SEDGEMOOR WITHIES PUNT Used in the drainage ditches of 
Sedgemoor in Somerset to carry bundles of withies for basket 
making or reed for thatching. The shape is governed by the 
width of the ditches. Presented by Mr. Alan Coggle of Somerton. 

- WESTERN SAMOAN OUTRIGGER A well made and 
symmetrical dugout with an outrigger closer to the hull than is 
usual in the South Pacific. An outrigger is not an indication 
that the boat needs support when sailing, it merely reflects the 
rand Nee of the hull and the conditions of water in which it 
works. 

. TUVALU OUTRIGGER A very light dugout from the South 
Pacific. Tuvalu is better known as the Ellice Island - part of the 
group of islands that Arthur Grimbell described in his 
delightful books ‘A Pattern of Islands’ and ‘Return to the 
Islands’. 

96. ZAIRE RIVER DUGOUT Absence of an outrigger on a dugout 
is usually an indication of sheltered waters - in this case 800 
miles up the Zaire. Presented to the Museum, along with all 
his annotated charts, by the navigator of the Zaire River 
Expedition, Squadron Leader Mike Barnard. 

. SIX-OARED GIG A beautifully proportioned and built rowing 
boat of about 1925. Presented by Mrs Pamela Poole of 
Corse Lawn in Gloucestershire. 

. WESTERN AUSTRALIAN RAFT A single-man raft 
representing a type of craft that probably existed on earth for 
upwards of 40,000 years. Presented by the Government of 
Western Australia to mark the 150th anniversary of the 
founding of the State. 

. BEACH REED BOAT FROM HUANCHACO, PERU A long 
graceful raft made of Tortora Reed carrying a single man 
riding “jockey-fashion.” Hence the local name of caballito. 

. SEDGEMOOR TURF BOAT The turf boat is used for 
transporting peat or turf used for fuel and cut from the 
Sedgemoor levels. It has been strengthened with bolts and 
rods but the bottom, made of one single plank of elm, is 
noteworthy. 



Articles on Robert H. Cloutman (1923- 
2002), boatbuilder of Marblehead, Massachu- 
setts, his father Albert Henry, and grandfa- 
ther Henry, published earlier in Messing 
About In Boats (June 1, November 1, and 15, 
2003) precipitated generous feedback. 

In June 2003 Bob’s daughter Jeannie 
Parker e-mailed, “As I was reading along (the 
manuscript), I wanted to share with you my 
ideas on what I have always thought of as the 
unique societal position of the boatbuilder/ 
boatyard owner. Because my dad worked with 
such a variety of people, from fishermen to 
doctors to mechanics to priests, he made close 
and lifelong friendships with all different 
personalities and economic classes of indi- 
viduals. He was as comfortable sitting out- 
side of a fisherman’s shanty as he was attend- 
ing a cocktail party at Leonard Cronkite’s 
house. His life was quite well-rounded and 
full, he loved to travel, he was a fabulous 
dancer, a voracious reader, an avid snow skier, 
and even had his scuba license! I also couldn’t 
help but think of how World War IT was the 
catalyst for so many changes-to-be to the 
small town, insulated lifestyle...how it opened 
up the world to that generation.” 

Jeannie shared a collection of old fam- 
ily portraits, tintypes, and a daguerreotype. 
They were held by Bob’s mother, Alice Horne 
Cloutman, a pillar of the Baptist Church who 
never remarried after Albert’s death in 1951, 
though she lived another 41 years and died at 
92 years of age in 1992. The formal images 
of stern, hardy looking ancestors include 
Bob’s great grandfather, Albert Imperial, and 
Bob’s grandparents, Henry and Harriet Alice 
Imperial Cloutman, dated 1888, the year of 
their marriage. 

At the 2003 John Gardner Small Craft 
Workshop in Mystic, Richard Sleeper of Troy, 
New York, introduced himself, having read 
my account of Bob’s “little sailboat” in the 
June | issue of Messing About In Boats. He 
spoke of his father, Thomas Till Sleeper of 

Robert H. Cloutman, 
Boatbuilder 

Postscript 

By Sharon Brown 

Marblehead, who from 1946 through 1991 
built four modified Chamberlain Swampscott 
dories, a Sam Brown double ender, and sev- 
eral stitch and glue kayaks. I subsequently 
learned from Tom that he was the one who 
collected Albert’s plans for the Peabody Essex 
Museum in Salem some years ago. 

In July, Bob’s grandson, Nick, laid out 
family photograph albums on the dining table 
and I turned pages which chronicled Bette and 
Bob’s life outside of boats. I lingered over 
frames of Bob, Alice, and Albert at Graves’ 
New Hampshire camp, and Bob and David 
Johnson in 1938 in the cove off Brown’s Is- 
land in the 14’ sloop that Albert had built in 
the cellar. The yearbook entry for Bob, 
Marblehead High School Class of 1941, was 
prescient, “Bob’s happy combination of wit 
and gravity have won instant and universal 
approval.” There were wedding pictures of 
Margaret Elizabeth Carter, then assistant head 
nurse at Salem Hospital, and Bob with best 
man Walter Barlett on May 2, 1945, and a 
record of Bob’s Navy service from Decem- 
ber 1942 through his discharge in March of 
1946. Afterwards, on a stunningly beautiful 
morning, | walked Old Burial Hill Cemetery 
above Redd’s Pond and read the weathered 
grey headstones of Cloutmans buried there. 

Also in July, Tom Sleeper generously 
shared a copy of his notes on the Cloutman 
plans. But I was not to learn until November 
that Tom died on his morning walk outside 
his Marblehead home on August 14. The news 

On the left, Albert Cloutman, superintendent of James E. Graves, Inc. at the Beacon Street yard 
in Marblehead where he worked until 1946. With Albert is Harold Smith, founder of Salem Oil 
& Grease, and Marquis S. Smith, both of whom competed against Albert in the Alpha/ 
Beachcomber dory races sponsored by the Corinthian Yacht Club (Robert H. Cloutman 
Collection). 

‘ 

Bob Cloutman at the helm of the lapstrake 
sloop which his father Albert designed and 
built for him ca. 1934 in the cellar of their 
Norman Street home in Marblehead (Robert 
H. Cloutman Collection). 

was numbing and we are bereft of his knowl- 
edge. His obituary in the Marblehead Re- 
porter outlined his lifelong interest in boats, 
his passion for wooden boatbuilding, and his 
active volunteerism in many groups, includ- 
ing his work at the Peabody Essex Museum. 

Almost a year after Robert Cloutman 
died, I viewed the plans which he donated to 
the Peabody Essex Museum. Drawings P3317 
to P3336 (A to E) are those of his father Albert 
H. Cloutman (1897-1951). Across the table 
from Curatorial Assistant, George Schwartz, 
of the Maritime Arts and History Department, 
I examined each sheet, occasionally supple- 
menting Tom’s notes taken in May 1994. 
Without Bob or Tom to elucidate, the pencil 
sketches on scraps of paper, formal ink draw- 
ings on linen, and job estimates in pencil re- 
mained mute, the magnifying glass given to 
me by John Gardner only serving to accentu- 
ate my ignorance. 

There were exceptions. Sheet P3325 is 
a pencil drawing by A.H.C. dated March 19, 
1932, of the 15’ lapstrake (referred elsewhere 
as 14’ or 14’8”) decked sailing skiff with slid- 
ing gunter main. This is the sloop which 
Albert built in his cellar and which Bob 
learned to sail and donated to Mystic Seaport 
Museum (Accession No. 79.26 with three sta- 
tion molds 69.58.1-3, see MAIJB June 1, 
2003). P3321 is a sheet of lines for the 32’ 
Eastern Yacht Club launch dated December 
19, 1936, built by Albert in 1937 at James E. 
Graves, Inc. (copy in Bob’s collection as pre- 
viously noted, MAIJB November 15, 2003). 
P3319 is a drawing of the lines of a 30’ 
lobsterboat with offsets which appears to be 
the lobsterboat, Bob, which Albert designed 
and built for himself and launched in 1944. 

Sheet P3324 holds the lines of a 31’6” x 
10’ V-bottom lobsterboat which Tom noted, 
“three built in winter.” That would be the 
Patty Z., Millie IJ, and another for the 
Zdanowicz brothers in the winter of 1948 (see 
Wooden Boats To Build And Use, by John 



Two views of the Lizzie H., a 30' V-bottom lobsterboat designed by Albert Cloutman and built in his Calthrope Road boat shop with Bob for 
Marblehead fisherman, Ed Hawkes: shortly after her launch (left) and later, with a rig for towing with her boom (right). “She was pretty wet 
going to windward in a good breeze,” Hawkes added (Edward F. Hawkes Collection). 

Gardner 1996, MAIB November 15, 2003). 
P3330 is a pencil drawing of a 15’ x 4°11” 
rowing skiff drawn by A.H.C. and dated May 
1949 and January 1951 and is likely the plan 
for the rental skiffs which Bob and Albert 
built for the Marblehead Transportation Com- 
pany (Maine Coast Fisherman December 
1951) and Bob later donated the molds to 
Mystic Seaport Museum (Accession No. 
1969.59.1-1969.59.11). 

Other plans, all drawn by Albert, in- 
clude: a 15’ x 4’ dory with tombstone tran- 
som dated January 11, 1935 (P3331), the 32’ 
x 10°2” runabout Honker, drawn December 
9, 1936, and built for Link Davis of 
Marblehead by James E. Graves, Inc. 
(P3326), alterations drawn March 26, 1938, 
for James E. Graves, Inc. of the 33+’ x 15°3” 
power cruiser Margaret, owned by M. 
Ferguson (P3322), a21°6” x 5’7” sailing dory, 
drawn April 9, 1938 (Iwl 17°2”, sail area 123sf 
main, 27sf jib, total 150sf, P3336), a 22’ x 
7°6” double ended dory dated November 15, 

1938 (P3337A), and a 25’6” round bottom 
lobsterboat drawn in November 1947 
(P3323). Miscellaneous sheets and scraps of 
paper, include sketches of a 21’ catboat, with 
estimates for labor and materials, for W.F. 
Roy, a 18°3” loa double ended dory, a 7’2” 
skiff, a 15°6” skiff, and a 19°3” loa dory 

Bob was loathe to discard that which he 
thought would be of value to the small 
musuem near his summer camp on Sokokis 
Lake in Limerick, Maine. He donated more 
than 50 items (in 1985, 1986, and 1992) once 
belonging to his father and grandfather to 
Willowbrook Museum at Newfield. He rec- 
ognized the dory skiff on display there, do- 
nated to Mr. King, the founder of the museum, 
as one that he and his father Albert had built 
in 1949. 

Fred Bartlett’s V-bottom lobsterboat, 
Millie II, built by Albert and Bob Cloutman, 
was featured in a brief article comparing the 
lobster fisheries of Beverly, Massachusetts, 
and Point Judith, Rhode Island (Maine Coast 

Fisherman, December 1950). Though sepa- 
rated by a mere 75 miles, not only did the 
price of lobsters vary by 10¢ a pound, but the 
approximately 40 lobstermen operating from 
Beverly in 1950 fished an average of 260 
traps, setting ten traps per trawl vs. the 20 or 
so Pt. Judith boats which averaged 100 traps 
each, deployed singly, and commanded the 
higher per pound price of 45¢. Both fisheries 
had adopted flat traps over the half round 
variety which they deemed less practical. 

I was unsuccessful locating the 
McCorisons of Dark Harbor, Maine, who in 
the mid-1950s were milling wood and dis- 
cussing with John Gardner their plans to build 
Albert’s 31° V-bottom lobsterboat in cedar 
with locust frames and considering rock 
maple for the keel (Maine Coast Fisherman, 
April 1957), and attempts to locate phoio- 
graphs of the Patty Z., reputedly at a dock in 
Gloucester, or the Stella Z. II (Wooden Boats 
To Building And Use, Chapter 12), last re- 
ported at the Hawthorne Cove Marina in Sa 

Albert (left) planes the bottom bevel to accept the garboard for one of the skiffs he built in his shop with son Bob (right) before his death in 
November 1951. Bob identified one of these skiffs in the collection of the Willowbrook Museum, Newfield, Maine. He donated the molds to 
Mystic Seaport Museum, and later, the plans to the Peabody Essex Museum in Salem (Robert H. Cloutman Collection). 



lem have also been foiled. But, I did meet 
one of “Bobby’s pals,” Dan Brayton, Sr. of 
Marblehead aboard Deva, his 36’6” L. 
Francis Herreshoff designed double ended 
ketch (WoodenBoat No. 157, 2000), at Mys- 
tic Seaport. He spoke highly of Bob, who did 
some work on his Meadowlark and planned 
the installation of Deva’s Westerbeke diesel. 

It was interesting to learn that the rud- 
der of the 24’ x 11°3” Eldredge-McInnis, Inc. 
designed catboat, Trim Again, which is un- 
der repair for her Old Lyme, Connecticut 
owner, in the shop of Taylor & Snediker 
Woodworking in Pawcatuck, Connecticut, 
was built in 1959 for Stanley W. Ferguson 
(1887-1963). It was his 50’ express cruiser, 
Trim-Too, which was destroyed in an explo- 
sion in 1940 next to superintendent Albert 
Cloutman’s office at Graves Beacon St. yard. 

With reference to planking the 38’ picket 
boats during the war effort at Graves, some 
recall that it was one round of plank finished 
per eight hour shift. There were three planks 
in each strake and two strakes per round. Each 
night that John Gardner worked planking the 
boats, depending upon the amount of back- 
ing out necessary, with one man spiling each 
plank and two men hanging the plank, fas- 
tening it on the boat, it was possible to go 
around the boat once only, six planks tops. 
There was enough variation from boat to boat 
that it was not efficient to make a pattern for 
each plank as is common in production shops. 
Some dispute the total of 64 picket boats built 
at Graves, believing the total was actually 73. 

Walter J. McInnis of Eldredge-MclInnis 
of Boston was the design agent for the 38” . 
picket boat. According to Robert L. Scheina 
(1982, U.S. Coast Guard Cutters & Craft of 
World War II, Naval Institute Press, Annapo- 
lis, Maryland), 538 picket boats were built at 
different yards around the country, 68 before 
December 7, 1941, and 470 after. Weighing 
up to 15,700 Ibs., the carvel planked hulls, 
38° loa x 10°4” x 3’, were powered by vari- 
ous engines depending on the boatyard con- 
tract and achieved maximum speeds of up to 
19kts. Ubiquitous during the war, the two man 
cabin patrol boats were used for policing har- 
bors and the coastline and other adjunct Coast 
Guard work. 

A table in Scheina’s book prepared by 
W.D. Wilkinson indicates that James E. 
Graves, Inc. used 225hp Kermath gasoline 
engines and built 34 boats in 1942 (20 cost- 
ing $11,595 each and 14 costing $11,767 
each) and 30 in 1942-43 ($11,156 per boat). 
By this account Graves built a total of 64 
picket boats. No wonder that 20 years later, 
when John Gardner was commenting on boat 
shop production work, he opined from per- 
sonal experience, having planed up thousands 
of feet of northern white cedar planking for 
over a year. He stated that no time would be 
wasted “on being fussy where it was not nec- 
essary.” And he added, “I got so I knew ev- 
ery plank and could have got them out in my 
sleep” (letter K. Durant, September 15, 1964). 

I learned also that Lincoln Hawkes of 
Marblehead worked on the larger sea sleds 
built at Graves (Maine Coast Fisherman, May 
1960). He “worked with the machine shop 
crew during construction and was the engi- 
neer during trials and subsequent delivery to 
the navy at Norfolk.” Rich St. Pierre of Sa- 
lem still has occasion to fire a cannon built 
by Lincoln’s brother, Bill Hawkes of 
Marblehead, “out of a big shaft of a boat that 
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In Marblehead Ed Hawkes (back to the camera) and crew haul Gerry Smith’s gunning dory, 
Republican, at the end of duck hunting season. This 17' dory built in Smith’s Pond Street shop 
in 1960 was featured in John Gardner’s last book, Wooden Boats To Build And Use, published 
posthumously in 1996. Gerry’s son, Lyman now rows Republican on lakes near his home in 
South Sutton, New Hampshire. This is the boat which inspired Ed, his son Ted, and Bob 
Cloutman to build a 16' copy in his shop in 1976 (Edward F. Hawkes Collection). 

The Perkins family of Marblehead, eight-year old Ned, his brother Robert, sister Susanne and 
their mother, Hazel Stone Perkins, enjoy flounder fishing in this 1945 photograph of one of 
Gerry Smith’s gunning dories near Brown’s Island (Edward Perkins Collection). 

we hauled. The carriage is made from the 
Mohawk. The wheels are made from Old 
Tronsides’ lignum vitae blocks, and the bot- 
tom of it, an axle of live oak, is made from 
the battleship New Hampshire.” Rich added, 
“Smart as a whip, Linc Hawkes. I used to 
bring my family down on Sunday morning. 
He used to play the organ. No music. He 
worked with John at Graves” (personal com- 
munication, 2002). 

Ginny Bates Williams shared informa- 
tion about her father, Mandon Bates (1915- 
2001). Predeceased by Virginia, his wife of 
48 years, he founded Bates Boat Yard at Little 
Harbor, Marblehead, fished commercially, 
and worked at marine railways in Gloucester, 
Manchester, and Graves. Then, with 
Marblehead neighbor Ed Hawkes, he formed 
the marine survey firm Bates & Hawkes, do- 
ing buisiness in Boston for 18 years before 
retiring in the 1970s. Despite taking up civic 

duties at his summer home in New Durham, 
New Hampshire, he was still living in his 
Marblehead, Norman St. home on a swelter- 
ing afternoon in the summer of 2001 when I 
“interviewed” him through the screen door, 
hollering to be heard, while he rested com- 
fortably out of sight in his skivvies. 

In mid-December Gerald Smith’s son 
Lyman wrote, “I well remember the 
Cloutmans. I was about 12 when Albert died 
but I spent four wonderful years running one 
of his 26’ launches for the Corinthian Y.C. 
while in high school and college. Mrs. 
Cloutman (Alice) walked by our house on 
Pond St. every day. She was one of the nicest 
ladies Marblehead ever had. Dad worked with 
Bob at the shop on Calthrope Rd. during win- 
ters when he was on Mercury. And I skated 
against Bob on Redd’s Pond. He was better 
than good and he spotted me about 20 years! 
[hadn’t seen him for years until he and Bette 



arrived at Dad’s funeral. I was devastated to 
see how terribly bent and hurting he was from 
the arthritis. They were all such wonderful 
people, the spirit of Marblehead.” 

And finally, in a letter to his Dory Book 
collaborator, Sam Manning (January 31, 
1963), John Gardner shared photographs of 
his “second 19° surf boat being built at Bob 
Cloutman’s in Marblehead. This boat has a 
pronounced sheer curve, possibily its most 
sightly and and characteristic feature.” The 
tense might lead you to believe that the boat 
was built in 1963, but it was actually built 
earlier, in the winter of 1960-1961. It replaced 
the boat built at Frederick J. Dion Yacht Yard. 
of Salem by John Gardner with Fred Dion’s 
son, Richard “Dick” Dion, from lines which 
grew tattered on the shop wall over the years, 
“19-Foot Surf Dory, Lines Plan and Offsets, 
Sheet 1, and 19-Foot Surf Dory, Construc- 
tion Details, Sheet 2. As built for the Texas 
Company per order NYF-91900-L of April 
14, 1955, Improved and redrawn March, 
1956, Re: Lines and Offsets, Sheet 1, Mate- 

KAYAKS 
Boreal Design 

Wilderness Systems - Old Town 
NOES 

Ranger - Old Town - Radisson 
Hundreds on Display 

FERNALD’S . 
On the River Parker 

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

Wing Systems 
Touring Shell 

The 1 Boat Fleet 

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

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

For Orders: (516) 922-2655 Collect 

rials List, General Specifications, Building 
Notes, John Gardner.” 

After 55 years of marriage, Bette is 
adapting to solo with Callie, a kitten, gift of 
her grandson. She celebrated Thanksgiving 
2003 with family at the camp. “In September 
the whole family came and we hired a boat 
and went out to Half Way Rock where we 
scattered some of Bob’s ashes. We will scat- 
ter some at the camp. He’s everywhere!” 

There is more to tell about Bob, his fam- 
ily, and colleagues, and their contribution to 
the tradition of wooden boatbuilding. Perhaps 
these remembrances will smoke out other 
leads and eventually more information about 
John Gardner (1905-1995), the person who 
first wrote about the Cloutmans 46 years ago 
while he was working at Dions. 

Lunch at Maddie’s in late November 
revealed that the Alpha/Beachcomber silver 
plate trophy won by Albert has still not made 
its way back. 

“See you later, Bob.” 
(Submitted: December 29 , 2003) 

The 

Smart 

Bilge 
Pump - 

the 

simple 
solution 

for the 

small 

craft 

owner 

Call (800) 350-0564 
or see 

www.jrsupplies.com 

KITTERY POINT TENDER 

10° x 48” Handlaid Fiberglass Hull 

Traditional looking Yacht Tender 

Specially Designed for Ease of 

Rowing and Minimum Drag When 

Towing 

Row & Sail Models 

(BAY ¢ MAINE BOATS) 
P.O. Box 631 » Kennebunkport, ME 04046 » 207/967-4298 

43° 20.9'N - 70° 28.7'W 

The surf dory which John Gardner designed, 
and built in 1955 with Dick Dion, for the 
Texas Petroleum Co. Damaged beyond repair 
in a bad landing on a beach in Nicaragua, Bob 
Cloutman built her replacement in his 
Marblehead boat shop in the winter of 1960- 
61. Behind her in the shop at Frederick J. Dion 
Yacht Yard, Salem is the the 39' auxiliary 
cutter Blue Peter wrecked in Hurricane Carol 
(John Gardner Photograph). 

ATLANTIC 
COASTAL 
KAYAKER 

Starting our 13th season 
with the March 2004 issue 

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: 

State. =< Ain: 

Send check for $22 payable to: 

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



Sleeper’s plans and instruction sheets are 
very complete and have everything one needs 
to build the craft. The instructions even give 
additional information on how to do some 
special tasks and also how to set up the boat 
for sailing. 

Most builders will be able to read the 
Sleeper’s blueprints without any problem 
whatsoever as there are many isometric or 3D 
views to clarify all details. Along with this 
information there are a couple pages of pho- 
tos of various construction steps. Therefore, 
any average person, even without basic boat 
building skills, should be fully capable of 
building Sleeper. With the aid of all that in- 
formation and this series of articles building 
Sleeper should be completely trouble-free. 

One area that might give some problems, 
that is, for one who is not real good at read- 
ing blueprints, is the drawing on the plans for 
the mast support and its installation. It is 
drawn clearly and has a small 3D drawing to 
clarify how it is built. However, I can see 
where some may have to study the details on 
the drawing for some time before it becomes 
clear. For those people I have prepared a 
sketch along with a few building notes. 

Sleeper’s mast is located forward on the 
hull, and the mast and its support is designed 
so the spar can be raised and struck easily at 
any time. 

Copyright Don Elliott 2002 

Building Sleeper 
Part 10 

By Don Elliott 

SLEEPE 
CARTOPPABLE SAILING 

i CRUISER. 
| THE Swiss AgemYy 
| VHF OF Boats 

SLPPPRS TWO 
BFOOT LOA (f.4m) 
4 FOOT BRAM (1,24 
WRIGHT {40)lbe6(S@«a) 

OPSIQNED BY 
DEREK VAN LOAN 

1986 

On Page 15 of the instructions there is a 
detailed explanation of how to build the mast 
support and cut the hole in the deck to re- 
ceive it, so I will not repeat that information. 
Various tips and hints are given in Sleeper’s 
instructions to make certain that every essen- 
tial step is covered and this series is just an 

additional aid for the building process. Sim- 
ply maké certain that the hull is level in all 
planes so that the spar will stand straight. 

Below is a sketch of the mast support, 
left off this view for clarity is the forward 
brace, and this brace is clearly visible in the 
drawing above and is shown on the plans in 
detail. 

At the mast foot is a support (View 1 in 
the sketch) designed with a drain hole in it. 
This allows any standing water in the mast 
pocket to leave that area. In Step 2 it is im- 
portant not to install any ring nails in the area 
where the boltholes will go (or you will be 
drilling through them). To avoid this condi- 
tion, lay out the hole for the bolts on the back 
piece of the mast support prior to nailing it in 
place, and hammer the nails around these fu- 
ture bolt location. 

Note in View 3 that one of the fasteners 
is an eyebolt, the other three are simply plain 
carriage bolts. This eyebolt allows a line to 
be attached at the bow. The plans specify the 
material for these items and all fasteners 
should be fully bedded down with compound 
at installation, this will prevent rot from oc- 
curring at the bolts. An oversize washer 
should be used on the tow-strap/tether eye- 
bolt. Sleeper’s instruction and plans give de- 
tails on how to seal the mast support area. 

(To Be Continued) 

Mast foot 

Hull bottom a f 

panel 

Eye bolt- tow and 

tether. 

Carriage bolt 

Copyright Don Elliott 2002 

Drain hole 
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There's Only One String to Pull. 
Since 1962 we’ve been building easy-to-sail, roomy, 
strong and stable, traditional catboats. Keep it simple. 

See our 15 footer, 18 footer with or without a cuddy, 
and our 22 foot cruiser. On our web site or in our 

brochure. 

MARSHALL 
CATBOATS. 

Box P-266, South Dartmouth, MA 02748 
www.marshallcat.com * 508-994-0414 



Building A Stitch and 
Glue Melonseed 

By Phil Maynard 
Reprinted from the Mainsheet, Newsletter of 
the Delaware River TSCA 

I took the two pages from Chapelle’s 
book and developed sections that could be 
built in plywood/stitch and glue/multichine 
construction. I tried to hold as closely as pos- 
sible in overall dimensions to the original, 
except for three areas: 

1. The bow is radically different in or- 
der to build in plywood, the original was not 
at all possible in plywood. The garboard/ 

: = ee ‘ ; : ‘. ar » ; re em etes me 2 
middle plank joint does not rise in elevation . “ bd eX or am 
going forward as is convention, instead it F ae 
dives down to make the bottom plank “dis- or ie a, ' : ae 
appear” since the middle plank had a much 
better chance to follow the forward sections 
whereas the bottom plank could not. 

2. I straightened the back lower run (that 
seemed to me better than trying to follow the ' 
original sections which were not very clear : 
from the Chapelle sections just exactly what 
they were anyway). 

3. I increased the camber of the deck 
beams (to give more room under the forward 

deck, otherwise it was so tight as to make it 
almost unusable). 

Hauling the Melonseed, I use a truck 
cradle instead of a trailer. It may look unstable 
but it actually handles better than a trailer. I 
have lights on the top of the rear deck and a 
rubber trailer roller in the very back of the 
cradle. I can launch and retrieve the boat di- 
rectly into the water by myself. In the cradle 
photo, the upper rack on the truck was to carry 
a rowing scull and is not part of the 
Melonseed cradle rig. I also built a dolly so 
that I can store the boat on its side in my ga- 
rage so it does not take up so much space. 

From the beginning I put effort into try- 
ing to make it easy for someone to duplicate 
my boat if they were so inclined, even though 
I was building a one-off. I was always think- 
ing from the beginning “how could the boat 
be mass produced and what can/should I do 
now towards that end?” That may, of course, 
be a moot point and I’m sure there are many 
ways to improve what I did from that point 
of view, but that was my intention anyway. 

I have lots of photos on my website, 
wwwprnaynard.lunarpages.com, and I was 
going to develop a set of plans but have been 
busy with other things. 

You can reach me by e mail at <phil@ 
pmaynard.lunarpages.com> 



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

Bolger on Design 

Victoria 

Recreational 

Rowboat 

Design #218 
Length 15’6” - Breadth 42” 

Publication of my Spur rowing boat in a 
big circulation magazine produced a flood of 
letters asking for plans. Knowing how much 
skill and patience it had taken to execute that 
design, I thought that broadcasting the plans 
was a bad idea that would lead to a lot of frus- 
tration, and refused to release them. I think 
now that I had no business making such a de- 
cision for other people (some of whom prob- 
ably had enough skill and patience to get it 
done). I should just have made it known what 
I thought about it and let people make their 
own decisions. However that may be, the edi- 
tors of Popular Boating commissioned a de- 
sign that, I thought, would be what these 
people ought to want and would enjoy if they 
got it. Victoria was the result. A good many 
plans sets were sold and a few of them got 
built, not many as rowing for pleasure was at 
a low ebb at the time. 

John Hoagland of Longmeadow, Mas- 
sachusetts, was one of the select few. He made 
a lovely job of the boat which, while not in 
the class of difficulty of Spur, was demand- 
ing enough. The dark boat (actually bright fin- 
ished) is his, I’m sorry but I’ve lost the name 
of the builder of the white boat, which looks 
like an equally good job. When MAIB pub- 
lished my account of Spur, John wrote me 
saying, among other things, “You do your- 
self a disservice if Bolger & Friends does not 
follow up on the Spur I article with a piece 
on Victoria. It is my humble opinion that 
Victoria is one of the best human propelled 
boat designs, ever.” He has a point and, after 
all, there can’t be too much written about the 
pleasures of rowing. 

This design, made in 1964, stands up 
quite well. The sharpness of the bow is exag- 
gerated, as the shape of the bow flat in plan 
view shows, but too fine is better than too 
blunt and these boats certainly go against 
choppy water with a beautifully smooth ac- 
tion, and go cleanly at all times. John may or 
may not be rowing fast in his photo, there’s 
no telling because with a light load his 
Victoria won’t make appreciable waves at any 
speed. If one of these is towed she has no 
more, maybe not as much, drag as the usual 
8° pram or inflatable. The catch to using her 
as a tender would be a great reluctance to run 
her into the usual dinghy park. , 



When I designed SPUR II 30-odd years 
later, | gave her less rake to the stem for a 
longer waterline and lower sides amidships 
for a lower angle of oars. We like Spur II very 
much, but it’s doubtful that the difference in 
action is detectable in a recreational rowing 
context. I do like Spur II’s style a trifle bet- 
ter, and with fewer strakes with smaller laps 
she was faster to build. These were the rea- 
sons for making a new design, other than that 
I simply like drawing rowboats! 

I also eliminated most of the seating flats 
and positive buoyancy compartmentation, the 
reason for that being to save weight in a boat 
we carry on a cartop rack rather than a trailer. 
John Hoagland’s boat weighs 160 lbs., of 
which probably 50 is in this interior joiner- 
work. It doesn’t make a big difference afloat, 
but for carrying around on shore it does. There 
is one difference afloat. I had a chance to try 
an ultralight version of Victoria with a shell 
of 3/8” Airex foam very thinly sheathed with 
fiberglass and with a single light thwart. It 
weighed about 90 Ibs. and its most notice- 
able quality was acceleration. When I took a 
stroke, she leaped ahead. Contrary to some 
opinions, this is more valuable than momen- 
tum in rough water. She also had a very short 
braking distance. Of course, all that positive 
buoyancy might be a comfort in some circum- 
stances, but we’ve been through some very 
rough water in Spur II and never come close 
to needing it. She is unsinkable, of course. 

Plans of Victoria, our Design #218, are 
available from us for $75 ppd. first class mail, 
to build one boat. Phil Bolger & Friends, P.O. 
Box 1209, Gloucester, MA 01930. 

ANNOUNCEMENT 
BART 

HAUTHAWAY 
BOATS ARE BACK 

Lightweight Fiberglass 

RUSHTON CLASSICS 
19-LB TO 29-LB MODELS 

28lb Rob Roy 

Double Paddle Canoe 

Contact 

CAL-TEK KAYAKS 
P.O. Box 202 

HL area Att Sesh Rowing Cruisers RURESEONAMLN DS Of 1 , an 
Skua Available in Fiberglass Fixed- and Sliding-Seat (781) 985-5 666. 
www.by-the-sea.com/middlepathboats Send $3.00 for Brochure www.erols.com/cal-tekengineering 

20 High Performance _ __ 
Models in Wood/Epoxy 
Composite Construction 

Photo: “Skua” 



Builders & 
Restorers 

SOLID 
COMFORT 
BOATS 

Cape Cod’s 
Sailing Headquarters 

& Wooden Boat Center 
*Established 1951* 

Proud Builders of 
Arey’s Pond Catboats 

Sailing Cruising Canoes 
Sea Touring Kayaks 
Anglers Sampans 

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

(586) 468-6456 
<huhorton @tir.com> 

we a 

14° “CAT” 
12’ Kitten - 16’ Lynx 

20’ Cruising Cat 
Traditional elegance with a fiberglass 

hull, teak trim & floorboards, 
all fittings solid bronze 

sitka spruce spars 

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

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

areyspondboatyard 
E-mail: catboat@cape.com 

Quarrier Boats 

Race Winning Fixed Seat Rowing Boats 
Fast, Durable, Good Looking 

P.O. Box 125, Alstead, NH 03602 - (603) 835-6985 
qboats.home.comcast.net 

Robb White & Sons, Inc. 

Custom Small Boats 
Forty Years 

P.O. Box 561 
Thomasville, GA 31799 

THE ADIRONDACK GUIDEBOAT 
by the 

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

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

Gardner Callanen, Boatbuilder 

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

> ss JK: 

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

Mast Hoops 

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

Deadeyes - Bullseyes - 
Custom Bronze Hardware 

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

(978) 462-7409 

Hansen & Company 
Builders of Practical & Impractical 

Boats 
Gloucester Gull Rowing Dories, 

Kayaks & Other Small Boats 
Dennis Hansen 207-594-8073 
PO. 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 
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C. Stickney Boatbuilders Ltd. 

15 Wiley’s Corner Rd., St. George, ME 04857 

(207) 372-8543 

email: woodboats@msn.com 

Wooden Boat Construction & Repair 



(607) 547-2658 
Tom Krieg’s Boat Shop 
(At 6 Mile Point on West Lake Rd.) 

P.O. Box 1007 
Cooperstown, NY 13326 

Builders of Traditional and 
Contemporary Rowing and Sailing Craft 

Woodenboat Restoration & Rigging 

Richard Cullison 
301-946-5002 

11515 Kenton Drive 
Silver Spring, MD 20902 

www.CullisonSmallCraft.com 

REDD’S POND BOATWORKS 
Thad Danielson 
1 Norman Street 

Marblehead, MA 01945 

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

Wooden Boat Building, Classic Designs, 
Traditional Construction and Materials 

John Lockwood, Designer 

30-Year Wilderness Paddler 

Computer Design Pioneer 

15 Kits - 5 Plan Sets 

Ultra-Light 

Stitch-n-Glue 

Best Kayak Kits 

Since 1986 

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

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

I would recommend [her] to 

anyone, whether novice or 

an experienced paddler,” 

V.S.—Sea Kayaker Magazine 

Oct. 1998 

Pygmy Boats Inc. 7 ee 
For a Free Color Catalogue Write: PO Box 1529 + Dept. 2+ Port Founwend, WA 98368 

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

THE SIMMONS 

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

Outstandingly seaworthy, 30 mph with low 
power, light, simple (flat laps, straight 
planks) plywood lapstrake construction. 
Detailed plans and directions; no lofting. 

Information packet - $1 

Sea-Skiff 18 
pictured 
Says F 
¢ 5S” draft 

* 20-40 HP 
* Plans - $40 US 

Sea-Skiff 20 
nice that size 
¢ 19°4" x 7°6” 
¢ 10” draft 
* 50-70 HP 
¢ Plans - $55 US 

Sea-Skiff 22 
20% bigger than 
the 20 
POV Ox: 6 ou 

* 12” draft 
« 70-90 HP 

* cabin versions 
sketched 

¢ Plans - $55 US 

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

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 

HADDEN Boat COMPANY 
Wooden Boat Construction & Repatr 

Experience the Original 

1888 N.J. Melon Seed 
W.P. Stevens ~ H.I. Chapelle 
Patience Launched June 2003 

Order yours now. 

11 Tibbetts Lane 

Georgetown, ME 04548 

207-371-2662 

Tt! ee It's a Craft! 

Unique Wood-Sirip, 
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 

Building 

Small Boats 
by Greg Rossel 

BUILDING 
SMALL Boats 

Traditional lap- 
strake and plank- 
on-frame construc- 
tion methods are 
featured in this thor- 
ough yet reader- 
friendly book. 

278 pgs., hardcover. 
$39.95 + $5.50 postage. 
The WoodenBoat Store, 
PO Box 78, 

Brooklin, Maine 04616 
www.woodenboatstore.com 
Call Toll-Free 1-800-273-7447 



The Best 

Boats 

You Can 

Build. 

— eee 

For a free catalog of boat kits, plans, and 
boatbuilding materials, contact: 

Chesapeake Light Craft 
1805 George Ave. Annapolis, MD 21401 

410 267 0137 
info@clcboats.com 

www.cicboats.com 
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PIRAGUA 
14’ x 33” x 70 POUNDS 

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

118 E. RANDALL, LEBANON IL, 62254 

NAVIGATOR 
a John Welsford design 

Catalog of 20+ Welsford plans - $15 ppd 

DUCKWORKS 
608 Gammenthaler 

Harper, TX 78631 

Duckworks Boatbuilder's Supply 

www.duckworksbbs.com 
"everything for the 

home boatbuilder" 

a" , 

articles/forums/photos/more 

sa WWw.duckworksmagazine.com 

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

PLEASE SEND ME: U Complete construction plans and instruc- 
tions for $40.00 0 Study plan packet for Bobcat and 36 other easy- 
to-build Intant Boats for $5.00. 
BOOKS: OQ Instant Boats, $16.00 Q Build the New Instant Boats, 
$19.95 QO How to Build Your Own Boat, $20.00 Q Build the Instant 
Catboat, $12.95 QO How to Build the Gloucester Light Dory, $7.95 Q 
Keeping a Cutting Edge: Saw Filing, $7.95 Q Boat Modeling with 
Dynamite Payson, $19.95 Q Bolger’s 103 Small Boat Rigs, $28.95 
U) Boat Modeling the Easy Way, $19.95 Add $1.00 S&H 

Name 

Street 

City we — State Zip 

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

207-594-7587 
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WOODEN POND MODEL KITS 

SKIPJACK COASTER 

RECECECEECEEEEE ES CECE EE ECECEEEECECEECECEEEEEEECEERLER 

DRAKETAIL 

MODELS THAT REALLY SAIL & 
Rupser Bano & Sait Powerep Kits ts 

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

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

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

SEAWORTHY SMALL SHIPS f 
Dept. M, PO Box 2863 

Prince Frederick, MD 20678, USA 

Visit our Home Page at: http//www.azinet.com/seaw.html 
SS CECCE EE CECE EE CECE CEEEEE EE CEEEEE CEEEECE CEEECEECEE EEE CECEEEECCECEE' ¥) 
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GLEN) HUGE BOAT GLEN 
BUILDER WEBSITE: 
WWW.GLEN-L.COM 

Most informative site on the web: Over 200 Plans & 
kits, “Project Registry” lists boats in progress, online 
catalogs & ordering, customer boat photos, FREE info 
on various building methods, online newsletter & much 
more! Your one-stop “_ building resource! Hlard-copy 

catalog $9.95- 21g page illustrated 

‘Glen-L marine designs 
PO box 1804/AM44 

{ 9152 Rosecrans Ave. 
Bellflower, CA 90707-1804 

562-630-6258 

FAX 562-630-6280, 

KayakCraft 
by Ted Moores 

Learn from a mas- 
ter! Ted Moores has 
been building and 
teaching in the art of 
strip-construction 
for years. The book 
includes four Steve 
Killing designed 

kayaks. It’s packed with Ted’s tips and tech- 
niques, so results will be great. 
185 pgs., softcover. 
$19.95 + $4.50 postage. 
The WoodenBoat Store, 
PO Box 78, 
Brooklin, Maine 04616 
www.woodenboatstore.com 
Call Toll-Free 1-800-273-7447 

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 

Vans bak ‘enh ooh 34 vi", 

Wabadadavass 42-7 Designs by Platt Monfort 
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A light- | 
weight, | 
Situ ied. iy ie 
wooden |g™ 
beauty i 
anyone can § 
build from F 

our pre-as- | = 
sembled —=& = 
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 

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

www.woodenboat.com 

WEE PUNKIN 

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

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

STUDY PLANS BOOK $4.95 

INSTRUCTIONAL VIDEO $19.95 

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

207) 882-5504 CO = snl 
<gaboats.com> 

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 
www.atkinboatplans.com 

CONRAD NATZIO 
BOATBUILDER 

A range of small 

craft plans for 

very easy home 

} building in 

A plywood 

7 

For details, visit the website: 

www.broadlyboats.com/sections 

or contact: 

CONRAD NATZIO BOATBUILDER 
The Old School, 

Brundish Road, WOODEN 

Raveningham, 

Norwich NR14 6NT 

U.K. 

Tel/Fax: 01508 548675 Veannacen tartar 



GAMBELL & HUN Tep 
SAILMAKERS 

Sails aa 

RIGGING’ 4-4 
16 Limerock St. Camden, ME 04843 

(207) 236-3561 
www.gambellandhunter.com 

Attend our fall & winter one-day 
workshops where we will show you 

the construction techniques 

Cuwor, Katax & Romo Boar Kits 

Pan : inc. 
3-74-5872 ven & 

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

supply ready to ship. 
Call or write for info. 

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

(804) 758-2721 

Supplies 

TRADITIONAL 
MARINE STOVES 

a * 

CAST IRON 
PORCELAIN ENAMELED 

WOOD BURNING 
HEATING & COOKING 

COMPACT 

NAVIGATOR 

STOVES 
509 Double Hill Rd. 

East Sound, WA 98245 
(360) 326-5161 

WWW.MARINESTOVE.COM 

Introducing The System Three SilverTip Marine Epoxy Series: 

* SilverTip 

dason Cajune 
Owner: Montana Boatbuilders, inc 

& Boatbuilding instructor 
©2004 Systom Three Resins, Inc_ All Rights Resorved. 

Application Specific. No More Guesswork. 
Professional boatbuilder Jason Cajune knows a lot about wooden boat construction. 

Marine Epoxies 
Are Fasy to Use 
and Deliver 
Exceptional 
Results.” 

Jason uses our new line of ready to use, application specific epoxies, The SilverTip Marine Epoxy Series. 

The SilverTip Series are five products, each engineered for a particular job. No more messy, unpleasant fillers. 

No more guesswork and wasted time - just easy to use epoxies that simplify construction and give exceptional results 

each and every time. Get your SilverTip Trial Kit at systemthree.com so you can experience and test these 

high performance epoxy products. Included in the kit is a $10.99 coupon redeemable towards a future purchase 

of SilverTip Products. Pros like Jason Cajune are using SilverTip Marine Epoxies - shouldn’t you? 

‘ ~ Cverre © 

ae 
haha ro —— 

Find a dealer near you, call: 1.800.333.5514 or visit: systemthree.com 

Quikfair GelMagic 
EZ-Fillet 

34 

MetiWeld 
Silvervip 

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

SV SUEUTHREE croxy 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 By 
¢ Sikaflex Urethane Sealants 
* Gloucester Marine Paints (40-50% discount) 

¢ 2 part Urethane Pour Foam 

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

LOW , Silicon Bronze Wood Screws 
ar Nails & Stainless Fasteners 

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

FIBERGLASS SUPPLY 
SUPPLYING QUALITY MATERIALS TO BOAT OWNERS, 

HULL FINISHERS AND BOATYARDS FOR OVER 20 YEARS. 

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

F Cane: 800-333-0314 

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 

CUT COPPER CLENCH NAILS 
Pure half hard hand drawn copper made 

on old Atlas Company machines. 
3 diameters: 1/16”, 3/32”, 1/8” 

11 sizes: 3/4” to 1-3/8” 
For sample packet & information send $3 

To order call 603-433-1114 or write 

STRAWBERY BANKE MUSEUM 
PO Box 300, Portsmouth, NH 03802 

SEE SMALL-CRAFT SAILS 

AND GET A QUOTE AT VER 

www.dabblersails.com o 

<z 
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 
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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 

mas Firth Jones). 

“Ocean Planet”. 
the only all American-made Open 60> 

Phoenix Resins/MAS Epoxies is a proud sponsor of _ 
; “Ocean Planet” 

Phoenix Resins, Inc. 2615 River Road #3A Cinnaminson, NJ 08077 

1-888-627-3769 www.masepoxies.com E-mail - masepoxies@aol.com 

Ocean Planet, September 14, in a spirit of remembrance, perserverance and 
solidarity for the tragedies of Sept. 11. Photo by Latitude 38 

g SPRINGFIELD FAN CENTERBOARD COMPANY 

MATSUSHITA 
Carbide-Tipped Blades 

Smoothest cuts. Thinnest kerf. Least power. 
“..much better than any other circular saw 
blade I ever used” (Robb White). “Cuts better 
than blades costing three times as much” (Mac 
McCarthy, Feather Canoes). “I’ve fallen in 
love with the 7-1/4” Matsushita blade” (Tho- 

Best Buy: 7-1/4” comb., 1/16” kerf, $26 ppd 
Check or M.O. to: 

DAVE CARNELL 
322 Pages Creek Dr. 

Wilmington, NC 28411-7850 (910) 686-4184 
<davecarnell @ec.rr.com> 

YANMAR 

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 

« 

bed 

E-mail: oibw @ gwi.net 

PADDLES & OARS 
7 

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

ait & TEN, 
(207) 866-4867 

P.O. Box 87 
No. Billerica, MA 01862 
Telephone (978) 663-3103 

<hill@boatbldr.com> 
<www.boatbldr.com> 

William Clements 
Boat Builder 
Since 1980 

WOOD BOAT and CANOE 

RESTORATION SUPPLIES and TOOLS 

U.S. MADE SILICON BRONZE WOOD SCREWS 

MAS EPOXY**TARGET COATINGS 

CANOE CANVAS**TRADITIONAL CANVAS FILLER 

BRASS CANOE TACKS & STEMBANDS 

AND MORE!! 

For free catalog call (800) 896-9536 

MAINE COAST LUMBER, INC. 

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 

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

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

HARDWOOD LUMBER * SOFTWOOD LUMBER * 
HARDWOOD PLYWOODS * MELAMINE ¢ MDF « 

MARINE PLYWOODS « MDO « PARTICLE BOARD ¢ 
SLATWALL ¢ LAMINATE ¢ EDGE BANDING * VENEER * 

HARDWOOD MOLDINGS ¢ CUSTOM MILLING 

| 
We Deliver www.mainecoastlumber.com 
ME, NH, VT, MA, RI email: info@mainecoastlumber.com We ship UPS 



Classified Marketplace 
BOATS FOR SALE 

Jozyboat, 16’ single touring kayak w/42” open 
cockpit. Exc cond. Hull 7mm okoume ply. Del 
paddles incl. $495. Li’] Beauty, 14’ dbl kayak/ 
canoe, light weight. $300. 
BERNIE GODBOLT, West Creek, NJ, (609) 494- 
6634. (23) 

Necky Pinta, kevlar, w/rudder. High vol & wght 
capacity, lg bow & stern storage. Rides high & dry, 
dble chined hull, gd tracking & speed. W/Werner 
carbon paddle, wheels to move on land, car rack, 
cockpit cover. Exc cond, stored inside. Priced at 
$2,500. 
CHERYL PAPPAS, New London, CT, (860) 235- 
3236. (24) 

16’ Classic Wood Sloop, full keel, Marconi rigged. 
Cuddy, OB, trlr. Surveyed & insured. $5,000. 
HOLT VIBBER, Waterford, CT, (860) 442-7376. 
(23) 

ee Wy 5 M ! | i] ! 
16’ Comet, Oberg/Branning #3943, FG hull w/ 

flotation fwd & aft. Alum spars & CB. Fair cond, 
ready to sail. 2 sets sails include, Seidelman Dacron 
sails & Doyle hard sails, both in gd cond. $900. 
Trlr available at additional $400 or may be 
borrowed for delivery. Pictures available by email. 
RANDY BRUBAKER, Newfield, NY, (607) 564- 
7838, <rabrubaker@juno.com> (23) 

36 

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. 

*52 Lyman 15’ Ski Boat, refurbished ’84. 35hp 
Merc OB purchased new same yr. In dry storage 
all but 8 of last 20 yrs. Fast, fun & beautiful. $3,500. 
JERRY MACKEY, Oak Park, IL, (708) 524-0219, 
<mortsnus @netzero.com> (24) 

13’Catspaw Dinghy, new. Cedar on oak. Dk blue 
w/red sheer. Nat Wilson sail & Shaw & Tenny oars. 
A great rowing & sailing boat. $7,500. New 15' 
Matinicus Island Peapod, cedar on oak. Dk blue 
hull w/white sheer. A beautiful rowing boat. 
$6,100. For more information please call Tony or 
Bob. 
THE CARPENTER’S BOATSHOP, Pemaquid, 
ME, (207) 677-3768, <boatshop @ midcoast.com> 
(24) 

a 
A 
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Old Shoe Cat Yawl, by Bolger. 11°7” x 5’ x 15”, 
SA 92sf, disp] 8211bs. Small Micro, a little ship vy 
well built °89. Gd galv trlr. $3,000/offer. 
JOE TRIBULATO, Watsonville, CA, (831) 724- 
2999" (23) 

30’ Sisu Downeaster, Royal Lowell design. ’80 
hull powered w/4-53 Detroit Diesel engine compl 
overhauled less than 500 hrs ago. Injected 140hp 
drives hull at max of 10-1 1kts, cruises comfortably 
at 8-9kts w/fuel usage 2-3gals/hr. Two 80 gal Diesel 
tanks w/level indicators. 4 bladed prop, spare prop 
on 1-3/8” SS shaft. All commercial grade 
equipment. 1.91:1 Borg Warner hydraulic gearbox, 
commercial electr fuel pump, Racor water removal 
filter system. 4 deep cycle batteries, 60a alternator. 
Raytheon radar, Garmin GPS, Raytheon sounder, 
VHF electronics, all antennas mounted on mast. 
Manual anchor windlass on bow, 16’ mast w/cargo 
hoist, deck light. Simple open bridge, extended 
pilot house. Extra large Olympic V-berth below, 
small galley w/1l5gal fresh water system w/foot 
purnp. This hull is now produced by Eastern Boats. 
It is a classic downeast sea boat, fine for coastal 
cruising. Asking $35,000. Pictures on web at http:/ 
/mysite.verizon.net/vze8686p. 
JOHN BEIRNE, Ipswich, MA, (978) 356-7485. 
(24) 

17’ Conn. River Drag Boat, recently restored w/ 
new spars, new sails by Nat Wilson, sweeps & new 
galv Venture trlr. $2,800. Folbot Super, 2 person 
folding kayak w/wooden cross frames & compl sail 
rig. In gd cond. ’67 Wittholz 25’ Catboat, Roy 
Blaney bldr. Albin 10hp engine upgraded °03. In 
exc cond. Located Sag Harbor, NY. 

RAY HARTJEN, East Hampton, NY, (631) 324- 
2490, <rhartjen@hamptons.com> (24P) 

17’ Marsh Hen, unique day sailer/camp cruiser. 
Dodger & full length tent. Traditional looks w/gaff 
rig, tanbark sail. Trlr w/new tires. $1,700. 

DON WALLACE, Springfield, VA, (703) 922- 
9055, <Dwal792183 @aol.com> (24) 

785 Gloucester 16, FG, slps 2 in cabin, sloop w/ 
self bailing cockpit, steel CB, galv trlr, Minnkota 
electr OB. $1,450. 
HAL ZIEGLER, New Milford, CT, (860) 354- 
0064. (24) 

16’ Evinrude‘“Sweet 16” Tri-hull, 88hp I/O, 
closed deck. Nds restoration. Classic ’64 w/ 
futuristic look. Asking $300 for boat, $500 w/trIr. 
MARTIN KOWAC, Hamburg, NY, (716) 627- 
2805. (24) 

Muskoka Classic Gentleman’s Runabout Mab, 
blt by Minett Shields (Canada’s finest) in 34. 
Designed by John Hacker, mahogany, oak frames, 
21° loa, 6’ beam, 20” draft, 160hp GM V8. Speeds 
to 40mph. Prime cond. $65,000US, $95,000CAN. 
DAVE PARDOE, Huntington, MA, (413) 667- 
3118 before 6/15, (705) 765-5089 after 6/15. (24) 



AS-29 Alisa, our planned | yr family cruise has 
been postponed, so sadly Alisa is for sale. Chines 
& bilgeboard cases nd work, grt springtime project. 
A steal at $5,000US or will trade for gd cond trailer 
sailer (preferaby Bolger or similar), Yamaha 9.9hp 
4-stroke w/high thrust prop & extended foot, 
controls mounted in cockpit. 7oz tanbark mainsail 
in vy gd cond, exc stitching & tack, clew & head 
patches. Details at http: www.fsanmiguel.com/boat. 
FRANK SAN MIGUEL, Landenberg, PA, (610) 
274-3381, <sail@fsanmiguel.com> (24) 

Decked Dbl Paddle Canoe, Harry Bryan’s design 
used in WoodenBoat School. 12’ x 30”, epoxy glued 
lapstrake mahogany plywood plus FG on bottom 
& garboards. Approx 40Ibs. Exc cond. $657. 
C. CAMPBELL, E. Marion, LI, NY, (631) 477- 
0650. (24) 

Compac 16, °82, perf cond. Trlr, 2hp Nissan, new 
sail & tiller covers, upgraded blocks & cleats. Sails 
in exc cond. Halyards lead back to cockpit. Black 
walnut woodwork on foredeck. Draws only 19”, 
sails like a dream. Cockpit as large as some 30 
footers. Enclosed cuddy cabin & self bailing 
cockpit. Custom fitted winter cover. $3,500. 
BURKE LIBURT, Orient, LI NY, (631) 379-1627, 
<burkecrossroads @earthlink.net> (24) 

25’ Gulfweed Hanna Schooner, °42 2 masted 
fixer-upper. Universal engine, newer sails. $500 
firm. 26’ Douglas Steel Cruiser, 60, 283 Chevy 
w/Borg Warner trans. Hvy duty dual axle trlr. 
Asking $3,800 OBO. 
ANN SOUTH, Columbia Station, OH, (440) 236- 
5610. (24) 

16’ Old Town Wahoo Canoe, #184720 white FG 
bit 4/70 comp! w/mast, sail, mahogany leeboards, 
kick-up alum rudder, tiller extension, paddles, 
sweeps, sliding rowing rig, bracket for 2hp OB. 
Lightly used, beautifully maintained, stored inside. 
Valued at $3,000. Reasonable offers considered. 
SARAH THOMSON, Carlisle, MA, <miller.do@ 
mykairos.com> (24) 

NY 17’ Whitehall Rowing Boat, if you like to row 
you will love my boat. It is the premier rowing 
boat. Blt of cedar, oak, mahogany & teak. Sails of 

tanbark Dacron, jib & sprit main. Trlr galv, wet 
only once Oct 22 to launch for photo taking. 
Starting price for whole package orig $6,000, now 
$5,000. 
WALT STEIN, Bayshore, NY, (631) 666-6274 
anytime (no machine). (15) 

11-1/2’ Wood Norwegian Pram, lapstrake, rove 
fastened, WoodenBoat supervison of Simon Watts. 
Never christened/named. $2,000 OBO. 
WILLIAM MUNSON, Mystic, CT, (860) 572- 
1587 (23P) 

16’ Herreshoff FG Bullseye Sailboat, blt °65 by 
Cape Cod Shipbuilding. Vy gd cond, custom Triad 
trir, main, jib, genoa sails, extras available. $7,750. 
MERV TAYLOR, Lincolnville, ME, (207) 789- 
5676, <merv @midmaine.com> (24) 

‘06 Parsons Bros 16’ Adirondack Guideboat, Old 
Forge, NY. $14,000. 
BILL WHEELER, New Preston, CT, (860) 868- 
0828. (24) 

BOATS FOR SALE 

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. F 
FERNALD’S MARINE, Rt. 1A (at Parker River), 
Newbury, MA 01951, (978) 465-0312 (TFP) 

Rowing Shells, Fernald’s Marine now dealer for 
Alden rowing shells. Over 57 years selling rowing, 
sailing craft, canoes, kayaks & skiffs at River Parker. 
FERNALD’S MARINE, 291 High Rd., (Rt. 1A), 
Newbury, MA 01951, (978) 465-0312 (TFP) 

SALES & RIGGING FOR SALE 

Small Boat Sails, call for size & cond. 
MERV TAYLOR, Lincolnville, ME, (207) 789- 
5676, <merv @midmaine.com> (24) 

GEAR FOR SALE 

There is nothing — absolutely nothing— 

half 80 much worth doing 4) 

Famous Quotation & Illustration 
from The Wind in the Willows 

Join us in expressing Ratty’s sentiment to the 
world. T-shirt $17.50, Long Sleeve T $22, 
Sweatshirt $28, Tote Bag $18. Shipping $4.75, 
orders up to $25, add $1 for each additional $25. 
THE DESIGN WORKS, Dept MC, Box 880, 
Silver Spring, MD 20918, Toll free 877-637-7464, 
www.messingabout.com (TFP) 

Have You 

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 0457°-USA, 
(207) 985-6134, Fax (207) 985-7633, <crew 
@norsgear.com> www.norsgear.com (TFP) 
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Dickerson Kerosene Burning Stove, Bristol 
Model. Incl tank, fuel filter, 3” smoke pipe damper. 
Free in Norwalk, CT. 

SIMON MILLER, Norwalk, CT, (203) 854-5367. 
(24) 

BOOKS & PLANS FOR SALE 

Nutmeg (aka $200 Sailboat), Bolger design, 
15°6”x4’6”. Plans w/comp!l directions. $20. 
DAVE CARNELL, 322 Pages Creek Dr., 
Wilmington, NC 28411, <davecarnell @ec.rr.com> 

New from Compass Classic Yachts 

14’ CLASSIC CAT 
fea 

= 

Good looks* ; + Seats 
Easy handling « ; * Cockpit room 

Speed ¢ ; * Comfort 
Versatility * ¢ Stability 

Forgiveness * ¢ Low maintenance 
LOA 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, (S08) 240-1032 

Forward facing rowing 

Uses arms or legs or both. Great 

full body exercise for 1 or 2 
rowers. Boat kits and rowing rigs 

made by Ron Rantilla in Warren, 

RI. Please visit our website: 

www.frontrower.com 

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 1804MA44, 9152 Rosecrans, 
Bellflower, CA 90707-1804, 562-630-6258 
www.Glen-L.com (TFP) 

Dory Plans, row, power & sail. 30 designs 8'-30'. 
Send $3 for study packet. 
DOWN EAST DORIES, Dept. MB, Pleasant Beach 
Rd., S. Thomaston, ME 04858. (TF) 

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

16’ Shearwater, comp! set of plans for building 
JoelWhite design. Double ended pulling boat that 
can also be sailed w/CB trunk installed. Incl full 
sized patterns for frames, etc. Glued ply planking 
over laminated frames & stems, Based on type 
found on west coast of Norway. New $75 plus s&h. 
Cost to you $65 inclusive. 
RICHARD BJORUM, 2038 Town Rd. 492, 
International Falls, MN 56649, (218) 286-3438, 
<bjtroll @northwinds.net> (23) 

How to Build 
the Ocean 

Pointer 
Ad Gia: 

= Outboard Skiff 
| by David Stimson 

This new book 
wees a shows you how to 

strip-build this good 
looking round-bilge skiff. 
57 pgs., softcover. 
$17.95 + $3.85 shipping (US) 
The WoodenBoat Store, 
PO Box 78, 
Brooklin, Maine 04616 
www.woodenboatstore.com 
Call Toll-Free 1-800-273-7447 

Fad a 
www.forteRTS.com 

MISCELLANEOUS MARINE RELATED 
FOR SALE 

www.kleppers.org. (TFP) 

WATERFRONT PROPERTY 
FOR RENT OR SALE 

Island Property For Sale, grt location on 
WestChop/Tisbury/Martha’s Vineyard. Just over | 
acre of perf land in secluded West Chop area. 
$475,000. 
GREG DAY, Princeton, MA, (978) 464-5799. (24) 

wat ih com aif 

a Ts 
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) 

Get Away Vacation Rental, secluded home on 
Lake Huron 3 miles from DeTour Village in the 
UP of Michigan. Direct access to famous North 
Channel of Lake Huron. Over 500’ of private 
waterfront, private dock on protected Lake Huron 
bay. 6yr home on | floor sleeping 6 w/compl 
apartment over attached 2 car garage sleeping 7. 
Features full laundry, hot tub, deck, sandy beach. 
Home $800/wk. Home & apartment $1,100/wk. 
Apartment $300/wk. 
ROBERT/JEAN BLOOM, Detour Village, MI, 
(906) 297-6105, rjbloom@ sault/com (2P) 

Burt’s Canoes 

Traditional Wood/Canvas Canoes 

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

Battens, Carbon Spars, Poles, Gaffs, Tiller Extenders 

Forte braided tubular tapered battens improve durability and save weight. Need new 

spars for a custom boat? Replacement spars for a current design? Call us for a quotation. \ 

You will be pleasantly surprised! Aerospace quality construction at affordable prices. 

NEW BEDFORD, MA. USA for info WWW.FORTERTS.COM contact@forferts.com 508-991-4828 

t 



Fishing 
gr SOP OOOE? Vapare se he "AMO A AMAT 7 “Aa 

Le oS até y 

f tam ereezing Y(t ave RUN i > {OUT OF BAIT! < 
a ¥ 

te ee 7 ee 

EN You" 

BUY THAT MAN } 
~ A BOAT... - “IN IT ALL DAY AND 

DRINK BEER! _ 



wwwheritageka2y2ks.com 

<HERITAGE> 
a a 

PRSRT STD 

U.S. POSTAGE PAID 

PLATTSBURGH. NY 12901 

PERMIT +148 

sissisiz = = 


