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Commentary... 
Bob Hicks, Editor 

Outboards have had an ongoing low 
level presence on our pages because many of 
you utilize them on launches and on small 
sailing craft as auxiliary power. And from 
time to time they have surfaced in nostalgia 
articles from readers. Over the past couple of 
months an unusually large amount of out- 
board related material has come to hand, so I 
decided to put it all together in one special 
nostalgia issue for the motorheads amongst 
you. 

While the commonplace tales of old 
outboards focus on how frustratingly unreli- 
able they were, always, it seems, letting you 
down, they do have that aura of other older 
gasoline engine powered machines we used 
to use, cars, motorcycles, airplanes, etc. which 
required you to become your chosen 
machine’s close acquaintance, alert to its ev- 
ery need if you expected it to do its duty. 
Today’s cars, outboards, motorcycles, and air- 
planes are all so nearly perfect they are like 
appliances, no more intriguing to get to know 
than a refrigerator. 

Leading off in this issue are two reviews 
of the newest Peter Hunn book about out- 
boards, The Old Outboard Book. Dan 
McCarthy offers an informed, knowledgeable 
assessment of the book and lists three other 
books by Peter Hunn on outboards, published 
by Devereux Books. Stan Grayson of 
Devereux kindly supplied us with info on 
these books to supplement Dan’s review. And 
then Robb White contributes his own unique 
opinions on the book and old outboards. 

Brad Lyttle follows up on the reviews 
with three separate old outboard stories. One 
is all about his flirtation with outboard hy- 
droplane racing in his youth right after WWIL, 
in which he tells us why he chose not to pur- 
sue such racing after his first unexpectedly 
successful local race amongst the Thousand 

- Islands of the St. Lawrence River. 

Brad follows up this tale of long ago 
youth with two tales of contemporary resur- 
recting and updating a pair of old Sears Roe- 
buck outboards and what was marketed as the 
world’s lightest outboard, the Mighty Mite. 

Robb, with his usual eloquence, summa- 
rizes in his review why he bothers at all to 
have several old outboards around in running 
condition. “A smooth running, electronically 

ignited almost silent leak proof smokeless 
Honda 8 back there on the stern just does not 
give the same feeling of adventure. It is fine 
when I am going on with my regular busi- 
ness of going where I need to go and doing 
what I have to do, but when I am on a quest I 
like for the outboard which propels me on the 
adventure to act like they used to do.” He goes 
on to elaborate all the many charms of using 
old time outboards and how you felt like a 
team when you and it got it all together and 
headed off on another adventure. 

I think old outboards fit within our over- 
all messing about scope for anyone who en- 
joys restoring, repairing and/or using them 
because many of us are, to some extent, fall- 
ing back on old ways, rowing, paddling, and 
sailing traditional old boats or modern repli- 
cas thereof. Brad’s experiences in the late ‘40s 
with outboard hydroplane racing almost per- 
fectly paralled mine in motorcycle racing at 
that time, only I was not deterred by the ele- 
ment of danger and survived 18 years of such 
racing pretty much unscathed and forever 
supplied with great memories of what adven- 
tures those years added to my life. 

In his review Robb mentions adventure, 
this is still a desired goal today for many 
(safety and security certainly cannot be 
everyone’s goal?) but technology has entered 
the activities where equipment is part of the 
chosen game and made everything so much 
easier (and yes, safer, that word again) that 
the old challenges one faced have been over- 
come and rendered too easy, so the adven- 
turer today resorts to the more extreme sports 
approach. 

In the motorized craze of the last cen- 
tury as internal combustion engines moved 
into more and more activities involving go- 
ing somewhere, outboards, received with 
open arms as salvation from the drudgery of 
rowing or paddling or even sailing to get 
somewhere, became an integral part of small 
boating. Those who rose to the challenge of 
learning how to keep their outboards running 
well reaped large rewards, those who de- 
spaired of ever being able to rely on their 
outboards created a large body of oral his- 
tory of the impact of outboards on small boat- 
ing as infernal machines. 

nnn 

On the Cover... 

Befitting the special focus of this issue on old outboards is this old timey shot from Robb 
White with his take on what we are looking at. 
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Nature 

By Ken Murphy 

The Cicada 

By the time this issue arrives you may 
already know that this year is special for the 
cicada. A few may already have flown into 
your hair or, if you talk a lot, one may have 
popped into your mouth! The eastern parts 
of the U.S. are hosting the 17-year cicada, 
with the experts saying it should be a whop- 
per of a year with some trees being covered 
with as many as 50,000 singing, buzzing, and 
eating cicadas. 

One email I found on the Internet was 
from a woman in Ohio, it was a reminiscence 

about the last cycle of these insects 17 years 
ago in which she wrote that the singing was 
so loud she could not have a conversation 
with her neighbor. A similarly loud chorus 
might accompany your early spring cruise. If 
so enjoy, but keep your mouth closed! 

Cicadas are mistakenly called locusts, 
this name being best reserved for the grass- 
hoppers of the Old World. Cicadas are me- 
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dium to large insects with long transparent 
wings held peaked over the body when at rest. 
We are visited every year by the annual 
dogday cicada (Tibicen sp) that shows up in 
July and August. This is a large cicada about 
2” long. 

The 17-year cicadas are referred to as 
periodical cicadas. There are actually six pe- 
riodical species (Magicicada). Three emerge 
every 13 years and three emerge every 17 
years. These are all similar in appearance and 
are medium sized insects, smaller than the 
dogday species, with eyes, legs, and margins 
of the wings having some orange coloration. 
The periodicals also emerge earlier than the 
dogday cicadas, in May and June. 

The periodical cicadas are only found in 
the eastern United States. Because they live 
so long underground as nymphs, they are the 
longest-lived insect in North America. After 
spending all those years in the soil, the peri- 
odical nymphs dig their way to the surface. 
They then crawl up tree trunks and cling to 
the bark. Soon they break their outer skin and 
the winged adult cicadas emerge, leaving 
behind the outer skin casing which remains 
clinging to the tree. 

Adult males begin to sing with a shrill 
buzzing noise to attract females. After mat- 
ing, females use their saw-like ovipositors to 
split open the bark of hardwood twigs and 
insert eggs in two rows. After six or seven 
weeks the eggs hatch and tiny ant-like first 
stage nymphs drop to the soil to burrow in 
for the next 13 to 17 years. 

The particular 17-year cicada emerging 
this year is known as Brood X. It may well 
be the biggest insect outbreak on earth. Basi- 
cally, the only thing the adults do is mate, 
deposit their eggs, and die. They live only 
about three weeks and the whole show is fin- 
ished in a month. The next show will be 17 
years from now, in 2021. 

Contributions to this column should 
be emailed to Ken Murphy at 
<kgmurphy @ comcast.net> 

Burt’s Canoes 

Traditional Wood/Canvas Canoes 

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

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 

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 

Four Models. 
A Thousand Ways to Have Fun. 
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 



Activities & Events... 

No Octane Regatta 
The Adirondack Museum’s No Octane 

Regatta will celebrate its 14th anniversary this 
June. More than 100 boats along with more 
than 2,000 spectators gather each year for an 
early summer outing in the picturesque cen- 
tral Adirondack hamlet of Blue Mountain 
Lake in northern New York. The regatta at- 
tracts participants and spectators from Penn- 
sylvania, Virginia, Ohio, Wisconsin, Illinois, 
across New England, and eastern Canada, 
making it one of the most popular small boat 
gatherings in the northeast. 

This year regatta weekend begins on 
Friday, June 18, with a free cruise on Raquette 
Lake aboard the WW. Durant, followed by 
the “Splash into Summer” party at The 
Hedges resort located on Blue Mountain 
Lake. The following morning the “Log Driv- 
ers Breakfast” will provide plenty of energy 
for the variety of races and events that take 
place throughout the weekend. 

Call Andrea Grout at (518) 352 7311, 
ext. 130 or e-mail <agrout @ adkmuseum.org> 
for more information. Visit www.inphorminc. 
com/press_photos.cfm for images of the mu- 
seum and the regatta. 

Adirondack Museum, Blue Mountain 
Lake, NY 

Information of Interest... 

More on Copper Bottom Paint 
I have used copper naphthenate on the 

wet side below the waterline of my dinghies 
back in the 1950s/60s on ends of wood pieces 
such as ribs, rabbets, carlins, etc. and was 
looking toward using it again as I restart the 
Mower dinghy this fall that I set aside in 1967. 

I have been using the copper product as 
I rebuild the front porch columns of my 99- 
year-old house. My discontent on the bleed 
through and the stray info I thought I remem- 
bered reading about some agency’s adverse 
ruling on the copper were the causes of my 
letter to you asking for an update (“You write 
to us...” March 15). So now, based on your 
info, Pll use some other product on the wet 
side of the boats. 

I did get one letter with several options 
from a reader, which was appreciated, thank 
you for publishing my letter. 

[ really enjoyed Gene Bjerke’s article on 
“Speaking the King’s English.” I was under 
the impression that the port side was where 
the captain hid his personal stock of Portu- 
guese wine from the customs inspectors. 

Congratulations on 500 issues! Please 
keep on bringing us the excellent writing from 
readers for at least another 20 or so years as 
it may take that long for me to finish my cur- 
rent boat plans. 

Will D. Sinclair, Yates Center, KS 

Opinions... 

About Crystal River 
I couldn’t let Robb White’s comments 

on Crystal River (“Messer Hive Discovered,” 
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April 1) pass by without comment. I agree 
with most of his assessments, particularly of 
the traffic and the ability of the drivers in this 
state (Florida). It is worth mentioning, how- 
ever, that 90%+ of the drivers in this state 
learned to drive somewhere else. 

Those of us who live in the shadows of 
those ominous cooling towers have become 
used to the weekly (Fridays at noon) wail of 
the sirens. They do occasionally remind me 
of third grade in Tampa (in the shadow of 
McDill Air Force Base) during the Cuban 
missile crisis. We would practice ducking un- 
der our tables and covering our heads to pro- 
tect us from the nuclear blast a few miles 
away. We were prepared though, we each had 
in class a bag with clean underwear and some 
water. 

Back to the present. Not to long ago, af- 
ter the no name storm I believe, they added 
the capability of broadcasting over the warn- 
ing system. They test this occasionally and I 
have yet to fully understand what is being 
said. Kinda like the speakers at your neigh- 
borhood fast food drive through. We do have 
an anti terrorist plan here. Any good terrorist 
will surely do their best at destroying those 
fabulous cooling towers that they show when- 
ever the nuclear plant is discussed. Those 
cooling towers, as impressive as they are, 
belong, not to the nuclear plant, but to the 
adjacent coal fired plant. If there ever is an 
“event” at the plant we may not all need to 
try to escape, it depends on which way the 
wind blows. I am prepared, I still have my 
bag with the clean underwear and a bottle of 
water. 

This is a great place for small boats. I 
kayaked and sailed my canoe with manatees 
this winter in the Crystal River. There is the 
long, old winding, brown water Withla- 
coochee River, several other spring fed riv- 
ers, miles of salt marsh creeks, the Tsala 
Apopka chain of lakes, and the Gulf of 
Mexico. All in all, not a bad place for a 
messer. Hope to see, or have seen, some of 
you fellow messers in Cedar Key on May 1. 

Steve Kingery, Crystal River, FL 

Projects: 

Boat Shop Plans Are Floated 
The concept of a new boat shop next to 

the Marine Museum on Bluff Road in 
Amagansett, New York, paid for by the East 
End Classic Boat Society, is drawing high 
praise. A design sketch by David Stiles shows 
a structure reminiscent of a barn or a shed 
that measures 24’ by 44’ with timber frame 
truss construction and stress skin paneling. It 
would be built just southwest of the museum. 

The museum was once an Army barracks 
and the adjoining property, once owned by 
the federal government, belongs to the town. 
The board has paid for a survey of the prop- 
erty, a prerequisite to construction. Both the 
board and the East Hampton Historical Soci- 
ety, which oversees the museum, must ap- 
prove the project. 

Ray Hartjen, a member of the East End 
Classic Boat Society and the boat shop’s 
project manager, said that once the plan was 

approved, the next step would be to raise 
$200,000. 

Pat Mundus, a founding member of the 
society, said that the building was badly 
needed for the group to continue its work, 
which she said included school programs, and 
father-amd-son projects to teach kids high 
quality hand craftsmanship. “We are dedi- 
cated to preserving the tradition of boat build- 
ing skills. The main thing is, we want to doa 
community and family boat building pro- 
gram. People have volunteered their barns, 
but we have to have our own facility to do it. 
Building boats takes time.” 

Ray Hartjen, East Hampton, NY 

In Reply To Hugh Ware 
I really feel honored that you should take 

time to read what I’ve been writing (“You 
write to us...” April 1) I guess we belong to a 
mutual admiration society. I have read care- 
fully nearly everything you have written in 
“Beyond the Horizon.” Years ago I read The 
Waterway Journal and I rather miss this pub- 
lication. The things that you have written 
about remind me a lot of that publication, only 
on world wide oceans. 

Lets get back to your bad news about 
my Foam Barge. Read again, I said my buck- 
ets [plural] held about 120 lbs. of water. There 
were three of them. By your calculations that 
should add up to 125.1789615 Ibs., hey, not 
too far off. I must admit that the buckets were 
not full, they only had about four gallons each, 
but they still added up to the weight of a half 
grown grandchild. 

Now to bring everyone up to date on the 
Foam Barge, it has sat all winter. Now the 
ice is going out on my test tank and I tested 
my latest Sweat Dream today with a small 
skeg added on. After the test I pulled off the 
duct tape and put the skeg in a warm spot in 
the shop to dry. Now I have to get the Foam 
Barge out of there so I can glass on the skeg 
on and repaint the Sweat Dream. 

Last week I found three chunks of ash 
over 8’ and milled them to 1/2” x 1”. These 
pieces will be keels for the Foam Barge, all 
three of them. I glued on a foam wedge made 
of 1” foam to each. Today I faired up the foam 
so the keels would lay flat on the bottom of 
the boat, then rounded all the outside corners 
so the glass would wrap well. I was all set to 
glue them in place when | decided to put my 
mixing pumps into new cans. I found that I 
had a gallon of resin and a quart of resin. This 
mix will have a very, very slow cure. Soon I 
will finish that boat and retest it with it’s 
modifications. I will let you all in on how well 
it performs. 

Mississippi Bob, Apple Valley, MN 

Kayak Building 
Iran my mouth and might have to “help” 

a couple of young relatives build a pair of 



Joe Reisner’s kayaks this summer. I’ ve 
warned their mother she might have to do the 
work. In preparation for the project I think 
maybe I'll build one or two to find out if I 
still can. Bet I could find a couple of neigh- 
bor kids who might like to work on them and 
take them home. 

Ron Laviolette, Detour Village, MI 

A Capstan Hitch 
If you want to know how to tie a cap- 

stan hitch without buying Brian Toss’s book, 
then look at Picture #1. Several turns taken 
around the winch, then pass a bight under the 
standing part and loop it over the top of the 
winch in the opposite direction. Go to Pic- 
ture #2 and pass the bight under the bight 
again, but in the opposite direction, and then 
the loop over the winch in the other direction 
of the first bight. That will hold an angry horse 
and I use it some time on a jib sheet when the 
cleat is being used for some other stupid rea- 
son. Brian Toss adds two loops of the bight 
under the standing part and over the top and 
then tops it off with two half hitches. Maybe 
what is necessary for a tugboat, but the first 
two loops do the job for me. 

Sam Chapin, Key West, FL 
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Stretched Bantam 
Here are three photos of my 26’ stretched 

Bolger Bantam, including one in 16” of wa- 
ter amongst the mangrove islands of the In- 
dian River Lagoon here in Florida. I am very 
pleased with the result of the stretch job. 

The best advice Mr. Bolger ever offered 
was “shallow draft.” Despite millions of boats 
here in Florida, I always find peace and quiet 
in the large areas outside the channels where 
they cannot go. 

John Bartlett, FL 

This Magazine... 

Keeps My Priorities Set 
Today I’m off to spiling the sheerstrakes. _ 

I’m excited and a bit apprehensive, a combi- 
nation which leads me to do good work. Read- 
ing MAIB keeps my mind set to priorities we 
have, boats and their lore. Hearty congratu- 
lations on the 500th issue. MAIB is a success. 

Andrew Dugallo, Shoreham,. VT 

Their Own Priorities 
It seems that every one has their own 

priorities. [ read Kent Lacey’s article on the 
Trent Severn Waterway and what I learned 
was that he spent three summers doing a trip 
that I did in about a week. I also learned that 
he doesn’t like Raman noodles. 

I really want to go back and do parts of 
the waterway again and visit some of the 
towns along the route. The trouble with mak- 
ing boat deliveries is that you always travel 
at the pace of the skipper. 

'  Leat Noodles Raman at home, some of 
my best recipes include them. 

Mississippi Bob, Apple Valley, MN 

Loves the Rants and Raves 
I've been reading your magazine since 

1989 and I really appreciate the job that you 
are doing. I like “Windows on the Water,” the 
occasional historical pieces, the accounts of 
local messabouts, the arguments about ply- 
wood and rowing styles, and I love the want 
ads. 

But what I truly enjoy the most is the 
letters that rant and rave about the evils of jet 
skis and overpowered motorboats. Every time 
I read one, I’m comforted by the feeling that 
I’m not alone. 

Martin Kokus, Pippa Pases, KY 

COLUMBIA 
TRADING CO. 

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

On Line Catalog: 
www.columbiatrading.com 

1 Barnstable Rd., Hyannis, MA 02601 
(508) 778-2929 Fax (508) 778-2922 

nautical @capecod.net 

* Marine Art & Antiques 

There is nothing — ebeolutely nothing— 

half so mach worth doing 
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as simply messing about in boats. 

Simply Messing About In Boats 

Nautical Apparel @ Accessories 

from 

The Wind in the Willows 

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

New & 
Used Sails 

Buy ¢ Sell « 
Trade 

Discount 

Sunbrella 

Sails for Small Boats & 
Home Builders a Specialty 
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Furling Packages 

7060 15th Street East, #14 
Sarasota, FL 34243 

Phone: 800-507-20119 * Fax 941-758-2979 
Wwww.porpoisesailing.com 



Really Strong Opinions... 
Editor Comments: Occasionally we 

publish something that really seems to fire 
up strong opinions. In the March | issue, 
reader Brad Lyttle raised concerns about the 
safety of Derek Van Loan’s Sleeper design, 
subject of a current ongoing series on build- 
ing the boat by Don Elliott. Brad’s concerns 
were over the potential of being accidentally 
trapped belowdecks should the hatch fall 
closed and self-latch with someone within, 
and subsequent possible suffocation from 
perceived inadequate or no ventilation. Brad 
qualified his analysis of the safety aspects by 
stating, “Perhaps I do not understand 
Sleeper’s design sufficiently.” 

Before I published Brad’s letter I sent a 
copy to Derek and asked for his response, 

SOLID 
COMFORT 

BOATS Y 

Sailing Cruising Canoes 
Sea Touring Kayaks 
Anglers Sampans © 

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

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

KAYAKS 
Boreal Design 

Wilderness Systems - Old Town 
CANOES 

Ranger - Old Town - Radisson 
Hundreds on Display 

FERNALD’S 
On the River Parker 

Rt. 1A, Newbury, MA 01951 
(978) 465-0312 
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New 15’ Ballast Keel 

151.C.B; 

16-°’ B.K. 

18’ - 21’ 23’ 

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

(978) 465-0312 

which I then published with Brad’s letter to 
settle the issues raised. Derek pointed out that 
the hatch could not self latch, locking any- 
one below, and that the ventilation provided 
by the Maurice Griffiths hatch design used 
on many cruising sailboats (including John 
Manry’s Atlantic crossing tiny 13’ Old Town 
Whitecap sloop Tinkerbelle) for belowdecks 
ventilation precluded accidental suffocation. 

Reader Jon Knudson was not satisfied 
with this and wrote much more emphatically 
(with no caveat about whether or not he un- 
derstood the design) about his concerns with 
what he characterized as a “box that has been 
designed by some amateur who calls it a 
boat.” Since he was reiterating Brad’s con- 
cerns with considerably more emphasis, I saw 

no reason to publish his letter flogging what 
I considered a dead horse. This did not sit 
well and I heard again from reader Knudson, 
this time about a padlock he saw in the draw- 
ing that accompanies each installment article. 
I sent this along to Derek for further com- 
mentary. Herewith the exchange of corre- 
spondence that has ensued over this issue. 

First reader Knudson’s reply to my let- 
ter disagreeing with his concerns: 

“In regards to the locking hatch: If you 
look at the picture in your December | issue, 
you can see a padlock to lock the hatch closed, 
which means there is a hasp to hold said lock. 
If some stranger with evil in his/her mind 
came along and put something in that hasp, 
the person or persons inside would be locked 
in with no way out except to kick out the tran- 
som. Because of the limited depth under that 
deck, one probably could not get his legs up 
to break out the top and I am not sure a per- 
son would have enough upper body strength 
to do it either. If the boat was in the water at 
that time, the person might drown before they 
could slide out since there is very little wiggle 
room. 

Derek’s/your argument that this special 
hatch allows air circulation may be true. The 
key word here is “allows.” However, there 
has to be some force to move that air, such as 
a blower or possibly exterior wind. Without 
that the air in that hull will remain in the hull, 
especially if it is being made heavier with 
every breath. You make mention of a 
backpacker’s tent. That is not comparable 
because the hull is more or less waterproof, 
which also makes it very resistant to the pas- 
sage of air, whereas the tent fabric will allow 
the passage of air. Bad example. If one has to 
build such a short boat to sleep in, I would 
really think about some sort of tent cover 
rather than the hard cover. 

You say you forwarded my letter to 
Derek for his direct repiy to me. I doubt he 
will reply since the letter I sent to him al- 
ready was quite a bit stronger than what I sent 
you for publication. I was aware you might 
not print my letter because of advertising his 
plans. Now that you have been made aware 
about the possibility of injury in such a plan, 
you had better hope nothing ever happens.” 

The letter reader Knudson sent to Derek 
was by way of Don Elliott, but actually went 
to Derek’s address: 

“Since I don’t know Derek Van Loan’s 
address, the next best contact is you since you 

are the person who is claiming copyright of 
the prints.and story in MAJB. 

I cannot believe you think that is a safe 
boat. It is nothing but a box that has been 
designed by some amateur who calls it a boat. 
I doubt you could get a publication such as 
Woodenboat to publish it. 

In the first drawing (December 1, 2003) 
you show a padlock arrangement to lock that 

’ hatch cover down. That means someone could 
be locked inside that “coffin” with no way 
out except to possibly kick out the transom. 
And they would probably drown if the “boat” 
were in the water. 

And for Derek Van Loan to say the 
closed hatch would supply enough air for two 
people to sleep in there is ludicrous, especially 
in a warm climate. One should realize that 
when we breathe in air the lungs extract oxy- 
gen from that air and we exhale carbon diox- 
ide. Carbon dioxide is heavier than air and 
therefore will build up in the lower part of 
the boat, gradually replacing the air with oxy- 
gen in it. Even with an open hatch, if there 
were little or no wind, people could suffo- 
cate in that boat. 

I get a real charge out of you printing 
“Copyright material do not copy” on the 
drawings. Who in their right mind would want 
to copy that sorry mess? I have built five or 
more similar hulls over the years but all were 
open utility boats for use in and around the 
harbor as tenders or maintenance boats. I can- 
not imagine trying to sleep inside one-third 
of the interior room of that hull. 

I am also amazed that the editor of MAJB 
let you put that crap in there. I hope you and 
the designer have plenty of liability insurance. 
If someone dies in that claustrophobic coffin 
you might need it.” 

Derek undertook to respond to this de- 
spite reader Knudson’s doubts: 

() Hu express concern over the [padlock 
arrangement) in Don Elliottéidrawing of 
Sleeper in the December 1, 2003 issue of 
Messing About in Boats. You haventf had the 
advantage of seeing the full plans that call 
for a hasp loop on deck that provides a place 
for the padlock to be locked. 

This holds the hasp in the unlatched po- 
sition and keeps the padlock from becoming 
lost. As for Uikicking out the transom, it 
would be far easier to merely force open the 
hatch cover which is constructed of 1/40 ply- 
wood. 

To your contention that there would not 
be enough “air for two,” you are full of your 
favorite metaphor. So far my vital signs and 
those of others are living proof that there is. 
When the weather is too warm I simply prop 
the hatch cover open. And California is cer- 
tainly a “warm climate,” where only the wind 
dies in the evening. 

Don Elliott’s splendid drawings accu- 
rately depict the accommodations for two 
people. Don’s drawings, as he repeatedly 
points out, complement the actual plans. This 
boat is not for the obese or for those who lack 
imagination.” 

Editor Wrap-up: Okay, there it is. lam 
not going to entertain any further correspon- 
dence on this subject as both sides have aired 
their views. 



As I wandered out to the front room this 
morning the sun was still asleep. I made the 
tea and was just pouring my first cup when 
the room was lit up by an emergency vehicle 
strobe light. Wait, fire engines have rotating 
lights, this was steady and too all encompass- 
ing to be a rescue vehicle. The sun had leaped 
from its cloudy bed and was flinging colors 
across the entire sky. This was no slight tinge 
or sailor’s gentle reminder that a red sky in 
morning should be a warning. No, this was a 
wanton display of passionate pinks. I’ ve seen 
flamingos that would have traded in their 
feathers for this hue. 

Normally the sunrise is controlled and 
stays to the immediate eastern horizon, often 
seeping out in fingers of color to tickle the 
clouds that extend out in front of the house. 
Rarely have I witnessed such a rambunctious 
splash of pigmentation. The whole vault of 
heaven was consumed in the fiery display. I 
stood in cold bare feet, a cup of hot tea for- 
gotten in my hands as I gawked like a coun- 
try mouse looking down Fifth Avenue. All 
summer I’ve been up for the sunrises, and 
wonderful as they were I realized that the best 
and most spectacular morning illuminations 
were those of the winter months. 

I suppose that there are a million scien- 
tific reasons for this phenomenon. There was 
a storm somewhere in the Namibian desert 
that tossed dust into the upper atmosphere, a 
little known volcano out in the Pacific Ocean 
has coughed up a clot of sulfurous gas, the 
wildfires out west have lifted the ashes of all 
those trees and houses up into the jet stream. 
Why is the effect of the solid reasons MORE 
in evidence in the winter then the summer? 
Were I penning a children’s story, I’d say that 
Mother Nature was giving us a brief taste of 
warmth and happiness to help us get through 
the long cold day ahead. I know.that it works 
in that very simple way for me. Each morn- 
ing, and many afternoons, I am cheered to 
witness the sun’s spectacular arrival and de- 
parture. I am almost guaranteed a sunrise 
every morning. It’s areally stormy day when 
I don’t see at least a sliver of sun cutting 
through the offshore cloud banks. 

On the snowy stormy mornings we may 
not see the sun at all, but due to the layering 
of the clouds, unless it is actively snowing, 
we'll have a reflection of the sun gilding the 
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water out on the bay. You have to look quickly 
as it is a momentary effect. The rays slice 
through the tattered clouds to reach the 
water’s steely surface. Like a thin gold wash 
over silver, the light is easy to miss. A phe- 
nomenon like Jacob’s Ladder is a common 
occurrence on a morning before a storm. The 
long golden rays spear earthward, piercing 
the bulky clouds, the ladders spread to be 
wider at their bases, bracing solidly for the 
use of angels. 

There is a particular hot, molten appear- 
ance to a sunrise that stirs the memories of 
long dead Viking ancestors. You could be 
from any culture and recognize this sunrise 
as one that could melt any metal you’d chose 
to place in its furnace. A Venetian would say 
that it was a giant retort of molten glass wait- 
ing for the blower’s pipe to be inserted. An 
Indian would see the burning ghats on the 
banks of the Ganges. It is a sunrise that may 
be ignored in the streets of Gary, Indiana, 
what’s one more Bessemer furnace to a tired 
swing shift walking out into a new day? Sit- 
ting here on the cold Northeast coast it is a 
shot of warmth that reaches deep within and 
jump starts a groggy engine. Starting the day 
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after witnessing this sort of sunrise is always 
easier. 

As the winter continues our clouds 
change in their appearance and mannerisms. 
There will be some mornings that arrive with 
a slice of bright tangy lemon rather than the 
expected OJ-colored sky. This is usually ac- 
companied by a thin high set of wispy cirrus 
clouds. These delicate Irish lace curtains 
across the sky don’t seem as capable of hold- 
ing all the violent reds and pinks as do their 
muscle bound cumulus cousins. The cirrus 
most often fade away as the sun climbs higher, 
rather like spinster aunts who, having intro- 
duced the honored guest at a party, then sit 
along the sidelines. 

The Christmas holiday sunrises last year 
were a varied lot. As the day progressed and 
the sun rose higher, a disturbing tinge of sul- 
furous brown was evident along the horizon. 
No leftover greeting of sunrise, this malodor- 
ous ring around the collar was proof that 
somewhere west or south of us the constraints 
on industry were failing. It usually takes a 
heavy thermal inversion to bring in this 
smoggy smudge. I suppose that the particu- 
late materials may be part of the equation for 
such spectacular sunrises. It would be more 
to my liking to have fewer or at least less 
colorful sunrises if it was proof that the Clean 
Air Act had some teeth in it and I wasn’t go- 
ing to be breathing this sludge and damaging 
my lungs with sunrise residues. 

Whatever the underlying reason for all 
the super color on winter mornings, I still feel 
like a kid standing at the ice cream counter 
slowly working my way through all 31 fla- 
vors, chosen at random by the server to sur- 
prise me. Being concerned with our coastal 
environment’s health, [ can only hope that 
there will be a way in the future to have my 
flavors and clean air, too. 

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

Lord” (Deut 16:16) 

Needed: Boats and nautical gear 
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Reviewed by Dan McCarthy 

Like the two previous versions, the Third 
Edition of The Old Outboard Book by Peter 
Hunn is fun and useful to more than collec- 
tors. The author has made improvements with 
each edition. This one features updated en- 
tries (into the 1970s), inclusion of Australian 
and British jewels (yes the mighty Seagull is 
there), expanded appendices, and Internet 
sites. 

The first few chapters concern the early 
development of outboard motors. I read these 
to answer questions I’ve had for a long time 
about the relationship between Johnson and 
Evinrude motors, Outboard Motor Corpora- 
tion (OMC) and Bess and Ole Evinrude, and 
then about Carl Kiekhaefer, Mercury, and the 
two Mariner brands. It’s all there. The inter- 
esting stories and history of early outboards, 
researched with care and documented with 
footnotes, but presented in a casual style with 
lots of pictures and drawings of old motors. 

Early history and individual chapters on 
the big brands, give way to chapters like “Pri- 
vate Brands,” “Where Have all the Old Out- 
boards Gone,” “Outboard Accessories,” and 
“The Antique Outboard Motor Club.” 

Chapter 9, “The Big List,” is the long- 
est chapter in the book, it’s a 43-page alpha- 
betical listing of old motors. Because I have 
a childhood recollection of poking around 
New Hampshire’s Lake Winnipesaukee in a 
Lightning with a trusty Scott Atwater thrum- 
ming away on the stern, I went right to the 
Scott Atwater listing where I devoured six 
pages and seven illustrations about the brand. 
I found all the brands I remembered and many 
new ones. Buccaneer, Mighty Mite, Gale, 
they’re all there. Each listing includes a brief 
summary likely punctuated by an amusing 
anecdote, drawing, or photo. 

Chapter 12, “Price Guide and Rarity 
Rating,” will give you an estimated value for 
a pre-war Lauson that is “mostly there” or 
*57 Lightwin in near original condition. The 
book closes with “Appendix A, Model Year 
Guide” where you can date an engine by the 
serial number, “Appendix B, Spark Plug 
Chart” where you will learn that one correct 
plug for a S5.Shp Oliver Challenger is a Cham- 
pion J 8J gapped to .030. There is a very good 
index as well. 

MAIB readers who are motorheads from 
those days will enjoy this book on a number 
of levels. Some will read it for nostalgia, oth- 
ers will get greasy fingerprints all over it as 
they identify, price and tinker with old out- 
boards. Everyone will like the stories and il- 
lustrations. 

Peter Hunn is curator of the Thousand 
Island Antique Boat Museum, a teacher at the 
State University of New York at Oswego, and 
a lifelong antique outboard lover. His other 
publications include The Golden Age of the 
Racing Outboard, Devereux 2000, Vintage 
Culture of Outboard Racing, Devereux 2001, 
and Beautiful Outboards, Devereux 2002. 

Reviewed by Robb White 

You know, I am not (or try not to be) a 
collector. I don’t want to be like these old sis-_ . 
ters around here with their antique furniture 
who love to talk about their Chippendales and 
the unique characteristics of various Persian 
rugs and the distinctiveness of 18th century 

8 

Book Reviews 

The Old 

Outboard Book 
By Peter Hunn 

International Marine 

US $21.95/CAN $34.95 

American credenzas and such. What these old 
gals are trying to do is regain their youth when 
they themselves were objects worthy of at- 
tention. Now, despite the nips and tucks of 
the best cosmetic surgery of the day, the only 
way they can get any attention is to show off 
what all they can buy instead of what all they 
came by naturally, so they collect “antiques.” 

Talking to other women about their pos- 
sessions is only the second most important 
attention-getting behavior. The most impor- 
tant is badgering some furniture repairman 
about fixing this old junk when it, as it al- 
ways does, continues to fall apart. There is a 
creed among these men that one must never 
use epoxy glue to put the damn thing back 
right. The reason is simple. When you charge 
$20 just to reglue a 200-year-old dowel, you 
want to make sure that it don’t stay glued for 
another 200 years. Antique furniture repair 
“is an art.” Art fart...I like hot melt glue my- 
self. 

I am not holding myself up as better than 
these fading flowers of the hot houses of long 
ago. Hell, everything I do is connected with 
trying to regain my youth and fool myself that 
the good old days aren’t gone. I know that I 
can’t get all frumped up and foxed out and 
go to the USO dance where the adoration was 

back in WWII but I can, dammit to hell, go 
down to the water with a boat that wouldn’t 
be out of place when I was a beady eyed boy 
back when the world was young and mostly 
unexplored and play like nothing has 
changed. 

After all, my eyes are still just as beady 
as they were then. A smooth running, elec- 

tronically ignited, almost silent, leak proof, 
smokeless Honda eight back there on the stern 
just does not give the same feeling of adven- 
ture. 

It is fine when I am going on with my 
regular business of going where I need to go 
and doing what I have to do, but when I am 
on a quest I like for the outboard which pro- 
pels me on the adventure to act like they used 
to do. I like to hear the spark advance lever 
rattle against the cowl. I like to see a contrail 
of blue smoke hanging above my wake in the 
early morning mist. I even like for my finger 
and thumb to have that ancient nostalgic 
stench from where I unscrewed the knurled 
vent screw on the gas tank and turned on the 
petcock to let the old familiar juice dribble 
into the float bowl of the carburetor (and prob- 
ably down the transom into the bilge). 

No high tech gadget, no idiotically deco- 
rated “home page,” no three lines worth of 
tower on a cell phone, no goddamn do gooder 
electronic squawk of the car to tell me that I 
have closed the door and put the key in the 
hole before I hooked up my seat belt (and I 
have been using seat belts ever since Fangio 
was winning all the road races in Europe) can 
tickle me like when an old outboard cranks 
with the first pull. I feel invulnerable while I 
diddle the choke to keep it running while it 
warms up enough to vaporize the fuel good 
enough to run lean like it ought to. I feel a 
communion with the past and all the old long 
gone mariners who did exactly that same 
thing for so many years as I adjust the high 
speed jet and feel the boat come up on plane 
to head out for the trip. The sound of the re- 
ciprocation of the old pistons and the whine 
of the old straight cut gears down under the 
water is music to my ears. 

Peter Hunn feels that same way and it is 
easy to tell by reading The Old Outboard 
Book. He is not only a collector and fixer of 
the old things, but he must run them all the 
time, too. He has done so much research on 
the myriads of old engines that I can’t be- 
lieve his catalog isn’t complete, but he says 
new information still trickles in about some 
old, long forgotten dream of some mechani- 
cal genius who put his family through no tell- 
ing what kind of hardship while he built his 
prototype and hard scrabbled up what it took 
to go into production. As new information 
surfaces, new editions of The Old Outboard 
Book are published. It is sort of like the 200- 
year-old dowel...can’t make a permanent job 
of it. 

Peter Hunn writes so well that you get a 
feeling for not only the old engines and the 
people who built them and used them, but the 
never ending hunt to find old specimens. This 
book isn’t just a dry list of facts like in an 
antique furniture book. The dry facts are in 
the book, too, and you can look up your old 
engine and find when it was made (my J80 
Johnson was built in 1936). 

I'll be damned if [ll give in and start 
collecting beyond what I need to make my 
expeditions. I have an old Neptune Mighty 



Mite and an Elto Pal both with bad coils and 
that is the extent of my non running engines. 
The rest of them run just as well as they did 
when they were brand new. They are (in or- 
der of the length of time I have had them) a 
1953 Evinrude Weedless Three, the J80 

Johnson, a 1946 Martin 60, and a 1973 
Johnson 9.5, and that’s enough... 

Except, a reader of this magazine just 
sent me the cutest, tiniest, little gas tank I ever 
saw. It is sausage style and wrapped around 
the flywheel of what must have been the 

littlest Johnson outboard motor ever built. I 
don’t think holds a pint of gas. Maybe I can 
go back in Peter Hunn’s book and find ex- 
actly what I am looking for and then get on 
eBay and find an old motor that would go 
cheap because it has a beat up gas tank but it 
is in perfect condition. Rats. 

The Vintage Culture % 

The Vintage Culture of 
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240 pages 
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Beautiful Outboards presents a select 
group of some 45 outboard motors, each cho- 
sen for its historical significance and its aes- 
thetic and technical merit. The photos are not 
snapshots. Following the format of the newly 
published Beautiful Engines, this book’s out- 
board motors are individually staged for por- 
trait type photography. Expect beautiful pic- 
tures and wonderful color printing. 

Together with the photos, descriptive 
text highlights the technical features of each 
engine, its importance in advancing technol- 
ogy, its place in the market of its era, and its 
collectability. As appropriate, the history of 
specific motors and how they came into the 
possession of the current owners is also in- 
cluded. The motors included come from im- 
portant collections in the U.S. and Canada. 

The period covered runs from 1901 and 
the first electric outboard motors, 1907 and 
the introduction by Waterman of the first 
gasoline “rowboat” motors, and continues up 
to the 1960s. It’s a time span that saw a won- 
derful variety of ingenious outboards from a 
wide variety of companies both large and 
small. Johnson, Evinrude, Mercury, Cham- 
pion. Elto, they’re all here in all their glory. 
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A look at a unique time in American 
boating life and culture. The Golden Age of 
the Racing Outboard is an encyclopedic re- 
source for those interested in collecting and 
restoring the fascinating variety of motors 
from the period. It also provides the most 
complete listing yet published of the boats, 
both factory built and those available as kits 
or plans, that once plied lakes and rivers 
throughout the country in countless races. 
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Sequel to The Golden Age of the Racing 
Outboard, this is the first book to capture the 
colorful story of the people, events, and or- 
ganizations that paved the way for modern 
outboard boat racing in America. The book 
offers a compelling, personal look at the fa- 
mous and little known men and women who 
participated in an immensely colorful and 
rewarding sport. Author Hunn ranges from 
those in the Prop Masters Hall of Fame to the 
amateurs who, racing tiny wooden boats, 
formed the sport’s backbone. The primary 
time period is from the late 1940s to the late 
1960s. 

Author Hunn stresses the important role 
of local clubs which organized “cottage rac- 
ing” events on lakes and rivers throughout 
the country. Hunn also explores the colorful 
world of racing related collectibles, from 
motors and much sought after accessories to 
publications, movies, toys, even kids’ lunch 
boxes with outboard racing themes. 
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The Continuing 
Adventures of — 

After You 

By Steve Tiebout 

(In the February 15 issue reader Steve 
Tiebout “wrote to us about...” a unique back- _ 
yard boat. We now have in hand reports from 
Steve on further adventures of this craft, Af- 
ter You, and in order to establish the basis for 
the now ongoing tale, we start off with a re- 
print of that earlier letter). 

Skipper has built a boat in the backyard, 
a 20’ sloop with a snug cabin. When he wants 
to go “sailing” he walks ten yards from the 
kitchen door and climbs a small stepladder 
to the cockpit and hoists the mainsail (of 
which he is proud, having hand sewn it from 
a new cream colored cotton canvas drop 
cloth). 

He has to admit that most of the time 
not enough wind gets through the trees and 
bushes to provide enough “action.” But on 
stormy days and nights things can be exhila- 
rating, even a bit frightening. The mast (a 
2”x4’’) whips and vibrates and the hull creaks 
and groans. The intrepid sailor plays the sheet 
skillfully to avoid an accidental jibe. It helps 
that there is no need to steer (there is a fancy 
varnished ship’s wheel, but it is not connected 

to anything). 
Night sailing is special. After getting 

unbearably cold “standing watch,” he ducks 
into the cabin and pours a steaming mug of 
hot buttered rum from the pot on the stove. 
That’s sailing, mon! 

A backyard boat doesn’t cruise or race 
or qualify one for club membership but it does 
have advantages. It can’t run aground because 
it is already there, and it doesn’t know there 
are such things as adverse currents and unfa- 
vorable winds. Leeway? Noway! Skipper 
appreciates the absence of an engine. No 
shocking first cost, no nagging fuel and main- 
tenance expenses. Navigation is a snap. The 
cardboard facsimile GPS can be adjusted to 
show any location (the boat recently rounded 
Cape Horn in a flat calm). 

As with all of Skipper’s previous boats, 
his wife has never been aboard the backyarder 
even though he told her, “I’ve named it after 
you!” He persuaded his friend Martin to come 
for a sail but Martin became bored. “You turn 
the wheel and nothing happens,” he said. This 
got Skipper thinking. Why not mount After 
You on a pivot and have the wheel turn an- 
other wheel athwartship under the stern? 

It rankled when Martin complained 
“nothing happens” as he turned the wheel of 
After You. But Martin had a valid complaint. 
A dummy wheel, no matter how beautifully 
varnished, can never give a sailor the “feel” 
of a boat. Skipper knew this in his heart. He 
couldn’t be proud of After You until he found 
a way to steer her. 

He had an idea. He sketched it on a nap- 
kin during the Wednesday morning coffee 
break of the Maritime Research & Retrofit- 
ting Volunteers and explained that he would 
mount the boat on a turntable with the stern 
hanging over the edge. There would be a car 
wheel secured athwartship to the transom and 
connected by a drive chain to the ship’s wheel. 

The Volunteers thought this was feasible. 
Mark said that the turntable looked like a 
pretty complicated undertaking. George took 
a napkin and sketched a boat trailer with a 
third wheel mounted crossways at the hitch. 
“There’s your turntable,” he said. The Vol- 
unteers then voted to present George with the 
prestigious Free Cup of Coffe Award. 

After the meeting Skipper and Martin 
went trailer shopping and found a rusty but 
serviceable bargain at the boatyard, plus an- 
other in the junkyard from which they re- 
moved the axle and a wheel. They also picked 
up a pair of sprockets and a drive chain. They 
drove to Mark’s shop and he welded the axle 
to the trailer, sprocketed the wheel, and 
mounted it. 

When the Volunteers came over to 
Skipper’s to put After You on the trailer, Irwin 
tested the ground with his foot and shook his 
head. Too soft, the trailer wheels would bog 
down. The consensus was that the trailer 
needed to sit on a concrete apron. They 
poured one that weekend, let it cure for sev- 
eral days, then jacked up the boat and low- 
ered it onto the trailer, making sure that the 
stern was at the hitch end. Mark had brought 
his welding torch and he welded a sprocket 
wheel to the helm and connected the drive 
chain. Skipper climbed aboard and swung the 
steering wheel to starboard. After You obedi- 
ently swung her stern to starboard. The crew 
cheered. He turned her to port. Then he 
cranked her around a full 360 degrees. 

Skipper hoisted the all natural fiber 
cream colored hand crafted canvas main and 
the Volunteers took turns at the wheel, tack- 
ing and jibing, reaching and running (well, 
virtually). Martin made the A-OK circle with 
his thumb and forefinger. Skipper lugged over 
a cooler of cold ones from the kitchen. George 
said, “All we ask is a tall ship and a star to 
steer her by,” and everyone raised a toast to 
After You, a proud ship after all. 

Martin bought a real boat, a factory built 
fiberglass sloop, and took Skipper sailing. Sea 
fever struck. Skipper found himself visualiz- 
ing seagulls and whitecaps and muttering, “I 
must go down to the sea again, to the lonely 
sea and the sky...” 

He made a scale drawing of his land- 
locked After You and sketched a big leeboard, 
a mizzen, and a rudder. He bought a five horse 
outboard and, with the help of the Maritime 
Research & Retrofitting Volunteers, After You 
was launched in the Hudson River at Pier 26 
on the first of August. Ignoring a pesky leak, 
Skipper, After You, and the inflatable After 
Thought set sail to circumsize Long Island. 

Skipper tells us that a circumcision of 
Long Island is an ersatz circumnavigation. 
You take the friendly inside route, going in 
at East Rockaway Inlet and avoiding a tedious 
outside ocean trek to Montauk Point. You can 
visit favorite restaurants like the Anchor Inn 
at Freeport and drop in on friends uninvited 
at places like Bayshore, Bellport, West- 
hampton Beach, and New Suffolk. 

Off Far Rockaway After You cruised 
close to the beach. This infuriated a lady life- 
guard in an angry red bathing suit. She ges- 
ticulated wildly, danced with rage, and radi- 
oed for the Gateway National Park police 
boat. By the time it came up to the attack Af- 
ter You was a innocent quarter mile offshore. 
Hah, hah! It roared right by, foaming at the 
mouth and throwing sheets of spray looking 
in vain. for a culprit. 



After You reached Bellport in time for 
the Annual Festival, to be greeted by the 
dockmaster with, “Something’s coming.” 
Something turned out to be Hurricane Bob. 
Skipper secured After You in the bullrushes 
up Beaver Dam Creek and his friend Alex let 
him put the inflatable and the outboard in his 
garage. Bob roared, the waters rose, but the 
worst was further east as was obvious later 
when After You got to Greenport. Through the 
picture window of Claudio’s Restaurant you 
could see dozens of boats on the beach at City 
Island. 

After You navigated Plum Gut with ease 
by simply following a fishing boat. An east- 
erly half gale blew her to New Haven in 
record time. Skipper celebrated with several 
martinis and a hefty steak. 

An exerpt from the ship’s log tells of a 
bright blue breezy day in the middle of Long 
Island Sound. All is right with the world un- 
til the mainsail sprit, under considerable com- 
pression, decides to soar skyward like a gi- 
ant arrow just as Manhattan, a huge self-pro- 
pelled oil barge, is charging down on 
AfterYou. Incredibly the outboard starts on the 

After You, a.k.a. Spirit of Warthog. 

" eOnt R | Pe 1 a a 

first pull for the first time in its young life. 
Skipper blesses it from the bottom of his 
heart. 

Also, we learn from the log that there 
was austerity at Oyster Bay. No restaurant, 
no oysters, only cold canned soup. But City 
Island had a wealth of restaurants plus fire- 
works in honor of San Genaro. 

Skipper found that cruising can be re- 
warding. While After You waited at Port Mor- 
ris for the Hell Gate tide to turn, a construc- 
tion crew working on a sewage project fed 
him homemade chili, steak, home fries, beer, 
and more beer from “Chuck’s Wagon.” “Hell 
Gate hath no fury,” Skipper reports. Its evil 
reputation apparently stems from the old days 
before the government set off a world record 
explosion that shattered its whirlpool rocks. 
After You slid through unscathed. 

As they rounded the Battery and headed 
for Pier 26, Skipper looked in vain for clouds 
of confetti and ticker tape and welcoming 
throngs. No matter. They had challenged the 
sea and won. Now it was time to retire to the 
tranquility of the back yard and do some se- 
rious virtual sailing. 
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“In the mind of the mariner, there is su- 
perstitious horror connected with the name 
of Pirate; and there are few subjects that in- 
terest and excite the curiosity of mankind 
more than the desperate exploits, foul doing 
and diabolical careers of these monsters in 
human form...” Charles Ellms, The Pirates’ 
Own Book, 1837. 

It was mid-week, the end of September, 
still warm, but a cold tang to the air. Leonardo 
Beach was empty, except for a woman walk- 
ing a dog. One or two diehard jet skiers 
buzzed on the other side of the Marina. The 
boat was heavy for one man, about 350 Ibs. 
But for the inflatable rollers, extravagantly 
purchased from a company in Southhampton, 
England, dragging it to the water’s edge 
would have been no easy task. Riding on 
cushions of PVC fabric and air, however, the 
boat slid easily down the beach. Del gathered 
up the rollers and threw them into the boat. 

A soft, blustery, northeast wind roiled 
Sandy Hook Bay. Small whitecaps dotted the 
gray-green water. The late afternoon sun, low 
and fiery red in the western sky, reflected off 
the slanted roof of the Grace Building and 
the twin towers of the World Trade Center. 
Del inserted the mast through the front seat 
and into its fixture underneath. He attached 
the forestay to the bow stem and rigged the 
small jib. He tied the mainsail to the hoops 
on the mast and attached the halyard. He 
slipped the pintles on the rudder through the 
gudgeon on the transom and inserted the tiller 
into the rudder. He laid two 9’ oars across the 
boat, resting them in the rear pair of silicon- 
bronze horns. The other two oars were left 
stowed under the seats as backup. 

Had he remembered everything? A com- 
pass on a lanyard around his neck. His zip- 
pered kit bag from L.L. Bean (of course) 
stowed next to the centerboard casement. It 
carried the essentials: folding anchor and ex- 
tra line, duct tape, a Leatherman Mini-Tool 
(pliers, knife, wire cutter, screwdriver), a 
flashlight, a battery operated navigation light 
(in case), a whistle, an air pump for the roll- 
ers, and a cut-off plastic Tide bottle for bail- 
ing. He had life jackets, a dive knife, a sleep- 
ing bag, a ground tarp, a slicker, and sand- 
wiches for a midnight snack. 

“Iron men in wooden ships,” that’s what 
the old timers used to say. Or at least that’s 
what the old timers Del knew said they used 
to say. He wasn’t sure he fit the description. 
Those iron men didn’t wear Sperry boat shoes 
sans socks, Lee blue jeans, a denim work 
shirt, and a NYFD baseball cap. They didn’t 
need the Kevlar vest (relatively bullet-proof), 
night vision binoculars, and the Stevens 
Model 311 double-barrel shotgun. The shot- 
gun was an afterthought. He carried his ser- 
vice revolver holstered under his arm, a .357 
caliber Smith & Wesson, the “military and 
police” model 65 (stainless steel) with a 4” 
barrel. 

What were they likely to be armed with? 
Military-style assault rifles? Not likely. 
Rather, he thought, 9mm autos or those popu- 
lar machine pistols, maybe the Cobray M-11 
or the TEC-9. Nothing very accurate. His 12 
gauge allowed for a variety of loads, lethal 
and non-lethal. Point it in the right direction 
and pull the trigger. That was usually enough. 
It was quick to reload and easy to clean (if he 
dropped the gun on the sand or in the mud). 

A thin line of cirrus clouds stretched high 
across the sky. A low was forecast. He hoped 

12 

Kidd’s Treasure 

By Marc J. Epstein 

Copyright, 1996. Marc J. Epstein. 
All rights reserved 

it arrived quickly. He needed a cloudy night 
sky. Sand on the beach whipped around, re- 
sponding to small gusts of wind that struck 
suddenly then disappeared. This wasn’t ex- 
actly an opportune time to go sailing, but a 
lone motorboat on open water, late at night, 
could be heard for miles around and he didn’t 
want to be heard. Plus, he could row the boat 
in a few inches of water. If they caught on to 
him, he wanted to navigate where the oppo- 
sition couldn’t. Low tide would strand a mo- 
torboat in the shoals around Spermaceti Cove. 

A last inspection. The skiff was an ob- 
ject of beauty in or out of the water, he 
thought, 16’ long with two rowing positions. 
Old-fashion construction; oak stem, sternpost 
and frames, lapstrake planked with Jersey 
cedar. A narrow, flat bottom with a planked- 
up skeg. Enough rocker to make it maneu- 
verable on the beach. Elegant sheer lines. For 
75 years fishermen worked the ocean waters 
off of Sea Bright, Monmouth Beach, and 
Long Branch in just such boats. One of the 
last of the builders, a guy in Lavallette, had 
built his. 

Del heard stories about Captain William 
Kidd since he was a little boy. A lone pine 
tree, “Kidd’s Tree,” in a meadow on Sandy 
Hook, “Kidd’s Meadow,” dug up repeatedly 
by treasure hunters well into the 1920s. No- 
body with any sense believed the tales about 
Captain Kidd’s treasure. Apparently, some- 
body did. Well, anyway, that’s what the wife 
thought. The husband was dead, shot in the 
head at close range with a .22 caliber pistol. 
Superficially at least, this suggested a mob 
hit. But why? The guy was a nobody, living 
in a small, converted summer cottage in High- 
lands. Clamming in warm weather, a little 
carpentry when it got too cold, a few proper- 
ties rented out. The wife couldn’t tell them 
much. Just her weird story about the husband 
floating a tale about buried treasure to some 
cronies at the Fulton Fish Market. 

Sailing a boat whose blood lines trace 
back nearly 150 years is different than sail- 
ing a modern boat. First, there’s wood versus 
fiberglass. Wood has a different feel. Then 
there’s design. Work boats require raw power, 
thrust to carry heavy loads (like a day’s catch 
of fish). You felt the power as it was commu- 
nicated from the sails, through the spars and 
mast, to the hull of the boat. Modern sailboats, 
geared to recreational sailors, were light to 
the touch. Sometimes faster, yes, but fragile 
and lacking in staying power. Anyway, that 
what he thought. The other thing about 
wooden work boats is that they were built for 
survival. They had to be rowed and sailed in 
heavy weather since you never knew when a 
sudden storm might hit. 

The sun was nearly down. He removed 
his shoes and rolled up his pants. Holding the 
boat by the transom he angled it into the wind 
and shoved off. He needed distance from the 
beach to set the sails. Quickly moving for- 
ward, he sat and began to row. Carried by the 
wind, the boat scudded toward the shoreline 
until he got it moving again with rhythmic 
strokes. Once into the wind, the boat settled 

down. Maybe it was in his genes. Anyway, 
he liked rowing. It was good exercise. You 
were in direct contact with the water. Even 
with your eyes closed you could feel the 
strength and direction of the wind and tide, 
the size of the waves, and how the wooden 
boat mamtaged its intimate relationship with 
the water. 

Delano Ross spent 23 years as a New York 
city policemen. Like the dead man, his grand- 
father was a clammer in Highlands, but not 
for long. From his grandfather Del understood 
the inner compulsion to earn your living from 
the sea. His great grandfather shared no such 
compulsion. He was a Broadway actor who 
built himself a summer house high in the 
Navesink Hills. Highlands was a thriving re- 
sort in those days. Lots of arty types attracted 
to cool ocean breezes, swimming, fishing, and 
sailing. 

Grandpa developed a pretty good clam- 
ming business with strong South Street con- 
nections until the Depression wiped him out. 
Nothing was left to his father except tenac- 
ity. Grandpa went to work for one of his 
former customers at the Fulton Fish Market 
and moved his family to Brooklyn. The fam- 
ily, now stranded on shore, turned to other 
endeavors. His father became a cop. He be- 
came a cop. 

Once he was beyond the State Marina 
channel markers, Del dropped the center- 
board. He set the jib, leaving it flapping in 
the wind. Then he inserted the sprit spar into 
the eye at the peak of the main sail. With one 
arm wrapped around the sprit spar, he hauled 
up the sail. Then he tied off both the mainsail 
halyard and the snotter that attached the sprit 
spar to the mast. The sprit spar ran diagonally 
from the foot of the mast to the peak. The 
boat nosed back toward the beach under the 
influence of the gusty wind. He quickly pulled 
in the mainsail sheet to get the boat moving 
and redirected the boat eastward. Once he had 
a solid heading, he sheeted in the jib and 
cleated it off. It wasn’t hard to navigate as 
long as he ran along the shoreline. The homes, 
streetlights, and marinas of Leonardo and At- 
lantic Highlands lit the way. 

Brought up on (and in) the water, help- 
ing his grandfather gather clams during sum- 
mers and vacations, Del’s father gravitated 
to NYPD’s marine unit. He wasn’t a diver 
but he could handle a boat as well as anyone. 
Eventually the unit became a closed shop as 
sons inherited positions from their fathers. 
Del followed his father into the unit. He was 
ten years on the water and graduated from 
City College when he got his gold shield. 
Assigned to the Detective Branch at Midtown 
South, he liked the challenge but missed the 
water. Still, when it came to floaters and other 
assorted crimes on the water, Del got the call. 

Tricky to rig alone what with the addi- 
tional sprit spar, once underway, the skiff 
showed its true colors. The boat’s high free- 
board gave it plenty of stability even in rough 
water. It sailed easily one-handed. With fully 
filled sail and heeled to the gunwales, it main- 
tained both its direction and its forward mo- 
mentum as it sliced through the 2’ chop. Also, 
once heeled, the flat bottom was no disad- 
vantage even in rough seas. The spritsail was 
a common rig in smaller boats until the end 
of the 19th century. It provided larger sail area 
with a shorter mast since the peak of the sail 
was held aloft by a spar. To reef the sail, say 
in a sudden squall, you need only detach the 



sprit spar and tie off the peak to the mast. 
Also, since the shorter mast required no 
shrouds or backstay, you could quickly stow 
the whole rig in the boat while underway. This 
was especially critical if you were departing 
and returning through the ocean surf, which 
is what local fishermen did. 

The open end of the Atlantic Highlands 
Municipal Marina faces east toward Sandy 
Hook. The south side has piers and a launch- 
ing area. The northern side is breakwater, a 
jetty that runs approximately three quarters 
of a mile, inside of which are sailboat moor- 
ings. The closed, west end is a high dirt berm, 
plus rocks and pilings, the latter, a bare skel- 
eton of the old railroad pier that burned in 
1966. 

They found the body on the beach, face 
down, just a few yards west of the marina. A 
middle-aged white male, fully clothed with 
no identification. The coroner said the body 
had been in the water between 12 and 24 
hours. The wife reported Leonard Boxwood 
missing. She identified the body at the 
morgue. There aren’t a lot of reasons to mur- 
der a clammer. The cops thought it had to be 
sex, drugs, or money. Apparently not. Still, it 
was hard to accept the idea of a “casual” crime 
like robbery-murder, not on the water. The 
wife told her treasure story to the Atlantic 
Highlands police and to the Monmouth 
County detectives. Nobody took her seriously. 

The sky darkened and a full moon rose 
over Sandy Hook. The bay glowed with white 
light. Del waited anxiously for the cloud 
cover and rain that was expected. New York 
glittered to the north. Ambrose Light, hidden 
by Sandy Hook, pulsed in the sky ahead of 
him. The last TNT ferry flashed by, Wall 
Streeters hurrying home to hearth and fam- 
ily. Del strapped the battery powered naviga- 
tion light to the forestay and turned it on. He 
didn’t want to be run over by a “head” boat 
going out for an evening’s fishing. 

Del didn’t take the wife seriously either, 
not at first. Her story was too fantastic or, 
maybe, silly. Charlie Nagy had called him 
when the Atlantic Highlands Police Depart- 
ment ran out of ideas. No motive, no leads, 
just a dead clammer. Del agreed to give At- 
lantic Highlands a freebie. [It made sense to 
do a little pro bono work for the locals. Del 
followed the path of least resistance, the only 
story he had, the wife’s story. 

He drove over to the Highlands to see 
her. The house was scrunched between a num- 
ber of like cottages, all right up on the street. 
The houses showed neglect, scruffy gardens, 
paint peeling, and roofs tar patched. Mrs. 
Boxwood was a small woman, tight-mouthed 
and plainly dressed. She invited Del to sit but 
didn’t say anything, no idle chatter. He re- 
ciprocated by getting right to the point. 

“Mrs. Boxwood,” he said, “I’m inter- 
ested in your treasure story.” 

For the first time she smiled, apparently 
surprised. He continued. 

“T don’t understand your husband’s fas- 
cination with Captain Kidd.” 

“Tt’s a family connection,” she replied. 
“A member of Kidd’s crew, Moses 
Butterworth, was a distant relative of my hus- 
band. Leonard was a dreamer. He believed 
that Kidd, or maybe Butterworth, buried trea- 
sure on Sandy Hook. He thought if he floated 
the idea in New York, someone with money 
might fund some research and excavation.” 

“T see,” he replied. 

“Billy Rosen, who worked for South 
Street Clams, took an interest in Leonard’s 
story. I don’t know where it went from there.” 

“Leonard told you that?” he asked. 
~XeSay, 
“Tell me more about South Street 

Clams,” he said. 
“T can’t really. They bought Leonard’s 

clams and they paid well.” 
“Who owns South Street Clams?” he 

asked. 
“A fellow named Angelo Martin. I’ ve 

never met him.” This wasn’t getting him any- 
where. One more time. 

“What leads you to believe that this trea- 
sure story has something to do with Leonard’s 
death?” he asked. 

She looked at her hands and didn’t say 
anything for a few moments. Then she an- 
swered. “Frustration, I suppose. I don’t have 
anything else.” 

Now Del was frustrated. “Mrs. Box- 
wood, please. Something is bothering you. 
You know this buried treasure story sounds a 
farfetched.” 

She gazed at him and remained silent. 
a Please; 
“You won’t laugh at me?” she said. 

“Those other policemen treated me like I was 
an idiot child.” 

“T’m asking. I really want to know.” 
“Alright then. One of Leonard’s prize 

possessions was Butterworth’s bible and a 
will leaving his share of the prize money to 
his wife. They were passed down in the fam- 
ily. Both of these items are gone. I can’t find 
them.” 

“Do you think Leonard showed them to 
Billy Rosen?” 

“T don’t know for sure, but they’ re gone. 
Leonard would never leave them with any- 
one. Someone took them and killed him.” 

Well, maybe. Feeling a bit better, Del 
thanked Mrs. Boxwood and drove home. 
There’d be no reason to dump the body in 
the bay, he thought, unless Boxwood was 
killed on a boat. I mean why cart a dead body 
out on a boat when you could just as easily 
dump it in the woods? And since the 
clammer’s boat was securely tied up in High- 
lands and, according to friends, hadn’t been 
out recently, this suggested someone else’s 
boat. 

Using his contacts at NYPD’s Organized 
Crime Intelligence Unit (OCIU) he requested 
a list of mobster types who had boats regis- 
tered in New York and Jersey. Lots of mob- 
sters were into boating, apparently. Big boats, 
little boats, very few sailboats. The list was 
in the hundreds, but only a few names had 
identifiable connections to the Fish Market. 
Bingo. One name was Boxwood’s best cus- 
tomer, Angelo “Big Beef” Martin, owner of 
South Street Clams. Not much to go on, but 
something. You had to wonder why a guy in 
the clam business was called “big beef.” An- 
other mystery. 

With the wind still blowing from the 
northeast, Del continued to sail on a close haul 
directly east toward Spermaceti Cove. After 
he was safely past the Highlands channel, he 
turned off the navigation light. Tacking his 
way to Horseshoe, which was directly into 
the wind, was a waste of time. He would hold 
his easterly heading until he neared land, drop 
his sails, and then row to the southernmost 
end of the Horseshoe Cove. He’d anchor close 
to land so his boat would fade into the dark 

background of the Sandy Hook Peninsula. 
Martin’s boat was conspicuous consumption 
at its most American, a large Hatteras, hard 
to miss. If he ran into trouble he’d row inside 
the shoals of Spermaceti Cove where Martin 
couldn’t follow. During the summer, Horse- 
shoe Cove was a popular destination for lo- 
cal boaters. But as the weather grew colder, 
fewer boats stayed overnight. 

The connection between Boxwood’s 
death and Martin was still so tenuous as to be 
non-existent. He might have dropped the case 
but for one thing. The local paper, the Asbury 
Park Press, ran a story about a deal between 
the National Park Service, which runs Sandy 
Hook National Seashore, and Treasures Un- 
limited. According to the Press, Treasures 
Unlimited, recently incorporated in New Jer- 
sey, was authorized to search for “valuable 
property” on the Sandy Hook peninsula. The 
U.S. government and Treasures Unlimited 
would share the rewards if such “valuable 
property” was recovered. Intrigued, Del 
called Trenton to find out who owned Trea- 
sures Unlimited. One of the principles was 
Angelo Martin. Too many coincidences, Del 
thought, but what to do? The only thing he 
could think of was to see if Martin’s interest 
included a visit to Sandy Hook. Pretty slim 
pickin’s. 

The moon finally disappeared behind 
heavy cloud cover as the low moved in. Del 
was relieved. He hoped the rain would hold 
off. When he was close to Spermaceti Cove, 
he dropped the jib and detached the halyard. 
He re-attached it to the clew of the main sail 
and drew the boom, sail, and sprit spar up 
against the mast. Then he wrapped the sail 
around the mast, securing it with the sheet. 
He raised the centerboard and rowed north to 
his destination. 

He anchored and prepared for a long 
wait. He put on the Kevlar vest and a life 
jacket. He loaded the shotgun and checked 
his pistol. He took out the binoculars and be- 
gan scanning the bay. Leonard Boxwood’s 
fanciful tale notwithstanding, searching for 
buried treasure on Sandy Hook made no 
sense. Yet Martin had organized a business 
venture to recover something, presumably of 
great value, on Sandy Hook. If Martin’s boat 
showed up at Horseshoe, it would confirm 
that Del was on to something, what, he 
couldn’t imagine. It didn’t figure that Martin 
would travel by car. You don’t want to drive 
onto Sandy Hook in the middle of the night 
and thrash around in the woods. That would 
invite Park Police attention since the Park 
closed at dark. 

Horseshoe was the logical destination. 
South of Horseshoe you had the shoals and 
sandy bank of Spermaceti Cove to deal with, 
plus you were too close to Highlands. North 
of Horseshoe you were too easily seen by at- 
tentive eyes at the Coast Guard station. 
Martin’s boat was docked at Great Kills Cove 
Marina on the eastern shore of Staten Island. 
Del asked NYPD to put a watch on the boat 
and let him know if it left the marina. He 
didn’t have high hopes, but he’d gotten the 
call this morning. Martin’s boat had departed. 

It was starting to get chilly. Del wrapped 
himself up in his sleeping bag and ate a sand- 
wich. The night closed in on the bay. You 
could still see the twinkle of lights all around 
you at a distance, but nearby everything was 
black. At 3:35 AM, Del heard an engine. It 
was too late for returning “head” boats and 
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too early for commercial fisherman. Thirty 
minutes later Martin’s boat, or its twin, ap- 
proached Horseshoe Cove. Del wondered if 
it would try to work its way close to land. 
Not a good idea at night when the tide was 
out. The boat anchored 100 yards or so out- 
side thecove. A small dinghy was lowered 
from davits on the stern and two men rowed 
to shore. 

Del thought about his options. The boat 
registration number confirmed that it was 
Martin’s boat, but who was aboard? Plus, it 
would be nice to know what they were do- 
ing. Unfortunately there was no good way of 
doing either. If he rowed closer to the boat he 
might be seen, plus it was too dangerous. If 
he went ashore and tried to follow them, 
they’d hear him. He decided to give it up. The 
wind had shifted and was now blowing from 
the South. He’d have a straight shot back 
across the bay on a beam reach and then a 
quick row to Leonardo Beach. He dropped 
the centerboard and raised the anchor. He 
lowered the boom and sprit spar and detached 
the jib halyard from the main sail clew. He 
re-attached the halyard to the jib and raised 
it. Then he sheeted in the two sails. Like a 
thoroughbred nervously waiting in the start- 
ing gate, the sails gathered the wind and the 
skiff plunged into the night. 

(To Be Continued) 

Photo by Doug Lee 

100 Pier Avenue, Ste. 2, Stevensville, MD 21666 information and the 2004 sailing schedule. 



We were headed east about an hour out 
of Cape May, It was the winter of ‘58. I was 
on board the Coast Guard Cutter Agassiz. She 
was an old ship at that time, originally built 
for the Navy as a sub chaser, but by the be- 
ginning of WWII she was outdated and the 
Coast Guard got her. She was 125’ long, all 
wrong for the Atlantic. When the Atlantic gets 
rolling good a boat of that length will ride up 
over a wave then crash hard into the next one. 
Bigger or smaller would have been a better 
choice. She was notoriously a seasick boat. 

We had everything stowed and were get- 
ting into the routine of the trip. Our destina- 
tion was the Hudson Canyon on a mission to 
rescue an offshore lobster boat. The Hudson 
Canyon was an overnight trip each way. I 
went below to the galley and found our En- 
gineering Officer peeling spuds. I asked him 
why he was doing this and he reminded me 
that his duties also included the commissary. 
He was the head cook. 

I was an E3 and he was W1. Something 
was wrong with this picture. |) Where are the 
cooks?) I asked. | jJoe stayed ashore and Sam 
has his head in the john,{) he said. He had a 
large kettle warming on the diesel range. This 
pot was about half full and lashed down well 
on top of the range. I took over his duty and 
put together about 20 gallons of veggie beef 
soup. The diesel range began to make bad 
smells when the ship rolled 15 degrees or 
more, which is why Sam the steward was sick. 

I got the soup simmering and headed 
outside for some air. On my way out I half 
filled six coffee mugs, put them on a tray, and 
headed to the bridge. I was well received on 
the bridge. The coffee made the rounds and 
everyone was happy. 

The captain still had the deck. He asked 
me how things looked below. I told him that 
all seemed secure but the head was full of 
guys praying to the God Commode. [/iAI- 
ready,\ he said, Jis\going to get a bit rough 
tonight, they will really have something to 
holler about. Before it gets dark letis check 
everything on deck. I donif want you guys 
out there at night. {1 

I went back to the galley and turned the 
range down to low, then made a round of the 
ship. I left the galley heading forward across 
the engine room fiddly. I looked down into 
the engine room, there was a Fulchur in 
charge and a very sick-looking fireman to 
help him. The Coast Guard was run by 
Fulchurs and Midgits. The chief bosun told 
me that those families used to be the worst 
pirates and smugglers on the Outer Banks. I 
believed him. I also knew that these guys were 
good seaman and dependable. We had both 
families represented on this crew with two 
Fulchers and a Midget. 

I went out on deck and made a tour of 
the forward deck, checking all the hatch dogs 
and lashings. Back on the starboard side I 
checked the dogs on the two outside doors. 
This was the weather side and no good sailor 
would come out that side tonight. I went aft 
and checked the boats. They were both cov- 
ered so I checked the lashings on their cov- 
ers. The lazarette checked out and I headed 
forward again. 

I went back inside through the after door 
on the port side, this led me back to the gal- 
ley ladder. The air in the galley was getting 
pretty foul so I wasn’t going to stay long. I 
started a new pot of coffee and dumped the 
dregs. I checked the soup and added a hand- 

The Importance 
of Hot Soup 

By Mississippi Bob 

ful of salt. That fixed it, [half filled six mugs 
with soup and headed back to the bridge. 

The captain was gone and the OD was 
now the chief boson. “Any problems below?” 
he asked. 

I said, “Nothing that a new crew 
wouldn’t fix, there are more bodies in the 
head that anywhere else on board.” 

“The soup is pretty good,” he said. “Did 
Sam make it?” 

“No,” I said, “he is down in the head 
with all the deck hands, you can thank the 
engineering department for the soup.” 

There was a Fulchur on the wheel, Don 
Fulcher. He turned my way and said, “It looks 
like it will be you and I again tonight, 
Brownie.” 

The Chief said, “You guys think you got 
it tough, I have to motivate those guys in the 
morning so we can hook up our tow.” The 
Chief was big enough that I knew he could 
motivate them when they were needed. 

Don asked, “Can you take over for 
awhile? I’ve been here since we left Cape 
May. I have to take a leak.” 

“You might have to move someone out 
of the john so you can,” I said. “What are 
you holding?” 

“How often have you run to Hudson 
Canyon? You should have that one memo- 
rized by now,” he said. 

I said sheepishly, “Zero five zero, ve 
got the helm.” 

Don gathered up all the mugs and headed 
below. About a half hour later he was back 
with coffee and a report. [jIt really stinks in 
the galley, no wonder the cooks are the first 
ones down. | | 

It was a long night with Don and I spell- 
ing each other. The OD and quartermaster 
changed watches, but Don and I kept swap- 
ping jobs every couple hours. There was one 
other dependable deck hand on the crew, 
Bobby Matthews, but he was ashore on this 
trip. Bobby was good, he taught me all the 
basics of my job. The skipper tried to never 
leave port without at least two of us on board. 

Just before sunrise the captain was back 
in the bridge talking to the fisherman on his 
radio. There were many boats close in our 
area. He was trying to locate the disabled one. 
He had cut back on the power and the ship 
smoothed out quit a bit. Our rescue was lo- 
cated a couple miles to the north and it was 
time to rouse all hands and get ready to hook 
up our tow. 

One of the quartermasters relieved Don 
on the wheel and we both headed for the gal- 
ley for a bite. There were four seamen there 
each with a cup of soup trying to put some- 
thing into their very empty stomachs. The 
Chief had them up still rather green in color, 
but some of that veggie beef soup began to 
get their color back. 

Back on deck the gunner’s mate had the 
armory open and he was assembling a line 
throwing gun. We had a couple of old Army 
Springfields that had spools of line hung be- 
low the barrels that would get pulled out by a 
15-oz. projectile fired by a blank 30 caliber 

cartridge. He looked at me and handed the 
rifle to Don. “Last time you shot one of these 
things I remember three shots that you took, 
it took me two days back in port to untangle 
the birds nest that I got back,” he said to me. 
He made his point. 

There were still 15’ waves and the skip- 
per didn’t want to chance bumping the tow, 
it was nearly as long as our ship and some- 
what heavier. The Chief was on the afterdeck 
with us talking to the skipper through sound 
powered phones. When the skipper maneu- 
vered as close as he felt comfortable he gave 
the Chief the word and the Chief looked at 
Don and said, “One shot, Don.” 

You don’t shoulder fire a 15-0z. projec- 
tile unless you want to be set on your tail. 
Don set the stock of the rifle on the deck and 
braced it there with one foot, elevated the 
barrel, and fired. The line went snaking out 
over the lobstermen and settled down between 
the masts. It slid down the staysail and one 
of the lobstermen grabbed it. He attached a 
messenger line to our small projectile line and 
we pulled that over to our ship. We attached 
our towing hawser to their messenger and also 
attached a white canvas bag to the hawser. 
This bag was stenciled, “Greedy Bag.” 

The boys on the lobster boat hauled the 
hawser across and fastened it to a bridle on 
the bow of their boat. When they were done 
they held up the greedy bag and gave us a 
signal and our ship began opening a gap. Our 
hawser was 900” of 2-1/2” nylon. We kept it 
stowed on the 01 deck next to the smokestack. 
A couple of hands were feeding line down to 
us on the main deck and we were feeding it 
out over the stern. The Chief still had the 
phones talking with the skipper. 

As we approached 600’ the skipper 
slowed a bit while we made the line fast on 
our towing bitts, then he began easing ahead 
slowly while we got the tow following us. 
Nylon line stretches a lot. The line can be 
dangerous because it will stretch 30% of its 
length before breaking, then it will come back 
at you like acannon shot. Nylon was the best 
we had in ‘57. The perfect tow will be riding 
on the same slope of the wave that the tow- 
ing vessel is on. This does not happen easily. 
As the speed is increased the line stretches 
and adjustments have to be made as you settle 
into the towing. 

About a half hour of towing and things 
were settling in where we wanted them and 
the Chief handed the phones to Johnson and 
said, “You got the first towing watch. [ll send 
someone up with some soup.” Johnson had 
his rosy color back and the Chief knew he 
was up to the job. “Jim, you got the wheel 
watch, see you later,” he added. 

The return trips were always smoother 
because we were now running with the waves 
and were going slower. The ship was coming 
alive again. The Chief looked around and 
said, “You two get the head cleaned up and if 
that steward is still there tell him that I ex- 
pect a real supper tonight or he’s fish bait.” 

Don and I wrapped some chafing gear 
around the hawser while the Chief watched. 
When he was satisfied he said, “Let’s go cook 
up a big omelet before we turn in. By the way, 
the skipper said this guy wants to go to Fulton 
Fish Market. When we drop him off there we 
may just get a bit of liberty at Staten Island. 
We can count on lobster dinner after we dock 
this tow.” That was just fine with me, I knew 
a young lady who lived in St. George. 

15 



Bare hull. 

Linda on thwart. 

Oblique view of hull. 

The Urbanna Rocket 
By Dennis Bradley 

Wherein I describe crude attempts to fin- 
ish one of Jim Thayer’s Urbanna Rockets, a 
13’6” Whitehall, and also design, especially 
for her, a set of adjustable oarlocks. 

The Urbanna Rocket is one of Grand 
Mesa Boat Works’ Whitehalls built in 
Colbran, Colorado, by the infamous James 
Thayer. I’d been reading about his stuff in 
Messing About in Boats for years and was for- 
tunate to meet him in Louisiana about eight 
years ago. Since then Linda, my wife, son 
Hugh, many of his friends, and I have trav- 
eled extensively with Thayer and at times 
with Jan, his lovely spouse. To this point this 
has meant our visiting two hemispheres, sev- 
eral foreign countries, both coasts of the U.S., 
and its hinterlands in pursuit of beach cruis- 
ing opportunities and the weird and wonder- 
ful characters this activity attracts. 

Thayer is surely its leader by virtue of 
theory and practice. A more interesting and 
delightful gentleman I’ve yet to meet but self- 
effacing to a fault, geologist and teacher by 
schooling, but also writer, environmentalist, 
agriculturist, linguist, traveler, raconteur, and 
cosmopolite. And he knows everybody in the 
small boat field. Spend any time with him and 
you ll certainly learn something. Once while 
we were together in England, I was angry at 
another fellow involved in our joint efforts 
and complained to Jim, threatening to give 
the bloke a piece of my mind. Thayer paused 
briefly and asked me gently if I was certain I 
could spare it. At least this once I kept my 
mouth shut. 

If you get the chance, you must visit his 
yard, perched on a glacial bench overlooking 
one of the loveliest valleys in the Rockies. It 
sits north of and 3,000 feet below the crest of 
10,000’ Grand Mesa and only a few miles 
south of the Colorado River. Yep, that’s just 
a bit less than 7000’ altitude. In a few miles’ 
radius one can find alpine forests and tarns, 
bone dry deserts and canyons, and green 
meadows and pastures. Perhaps this was what 
attracted he and Jan to leave the Virginia Tide- 
water and bring civilization and culture to the 
rough-hewn spawn of mountain men and 
women. They saw the desperate need more 
than 30 years ago and rushed to fill the gap. 
But I digress, back to the boat works. 

Believe me when I say that the yard is a 
fantastic place with an alien feel to it despite 
the lovely view. Kind of like Jurassic Park 
with all sorts of living fossils here and there 
amidst the tumbleweed (which, as Thayer is 
quite a botanist, too, he lets you know is ac- 
tually Russian Thistle, another exotic intro- 
duction run amok). 

Some carcasses are various new hulls of 
fiberglass, Whitehalls, duckers, and other odd 
craft with/without fantail sterns. Their origins 
are Mystic Seaport, Chapelle, Gardner, and 
some of Thayer’s own designs. Some have 
been modified more for sail than rowing and 
some are expressly for the steamboat disease. 
And each began as a wooden boat built by 
Jim like the originals and from which he then 
built a mold. Like Dr. Frankenstein’s mon- 
ster, each of them is awaiting that stroke of 
lightning from some builder to animate them. 
And much like the monster, several have been 
cut apart in various, sometimes bizarre, 

schemes to make them into something else, 
something...well...better. Please don’t keep 
them waiting. 

Then there are the real fossils, to name 
two, a Star sloop sans its 800 Ib. bulb keel 
and some derelict Dutch double-ender of teak 
with most of its caulking hanging out. At 
7,000’ it’s almost like a miniature Ark high 
on the flanks of Mt. Ararat. And you’ ve read 
in an earlier MAJB about the Hampton boat 
that Thayer’s friends resurrected. And 
amongst all the quick and the dying, if not 
dead, are all the molds from which many of 
these marvels arose, some 13 at last count 
from 12’ to 22’! I think I saw two or more 
tractor corpses and odds and ends of other 
farm machinery, too. 

The buildings, the buildings!? Dwell- 
ings, two at least, there could be more. One, 
now occupied by another family, was de- 
signed and built by Jim and Jan some 30 years 
ago. Kind of has a Frank Lloyd Wright look 
about it with all the stone and wood and the 
many levels and angles and various clerestory 
windows here and there to catch the view. One 
trailer is their original home dragged from 
Virginia and over Loveland Pass because it 
wasn’t allowed through the Eisenhower Tun- 
nel. Another trailer is hidden just below the 
edge of the bench with its own deck, base- 
ment (referred to with some irony as “The 
Mine’), and added lean-to. I didn’t even no- 
tice it the first two times I was there as its 
weathered patina helps keep it hidden behind 
thick junipers. It is filled with boat books, a 
piano, and other neat stuff in more or less or- 
der, emphasis on more or less. 

And the sheds, three or four, filled with 
all sorts of boat stuff in various stages of as- 
sembly (or its opposite...one can’t be sure 
which direction things are moving), tools, 
kits, hulls, lumber, plywood, resin, fiberglass, 
hardware...you get the idea. A virtual won- 
derland for the small boat enthusiast. 

Which, of course, is the trouble, each 
hull, sitting forlorn amid the rubble as if aban- 
doned, like the Mary Celeste in mid-Atlan- 
tic, sails set, an uneaten dinner just served, 
and the sea like a mill pond. Each hull, its 
destiny unfulfilled. What could I do? And the 
choices, way too many. But on the fourth or 
fifth visit, after the 2001 Kokopelli Cruise on 
Lake Powell, and not being able to resist any 
longer (plus Thayer delivered the coup de 
grace, a ridiculously low price), we took two 
Urbanna Rockets home to Minnesota. I nested 
them on top of Julia May, our Bolger long- 
micro. The Rocket, a small Whitehall cut 
down at the sheer and cutaway at the stem, is 
named after Urbanna, Virginia, on the Chesa- 
peake near Jan’s girlhood home. 

Maybe the deal wasn’t really that great, 
one of the hulls was missing its gel coat? We 
can only guess but believe it had actually sub- 
limated (that is to say “evaporated’’) into the 
thin 7,000’ air from who knows how many 
years of harsh ultraviolet. All that remained 
was a fuzz that I removed with a 3-M scrubby. 
I may actually have Rocket Numero Uno. She 
also had a few hairline cracks from a rollick- 
ing trip across the boat yard, courtesy of a 
Rocky Mt. Chinook. Tumbleweed would have 
been a good name for her. 

Both hulls made it home safely and I set 
to work immediately on Hull #1. It was Oc- 
tober and I wanted to take it with me to 
Florida after Christmas and thought I really 
had to hurry. Fortunately, the weather was 



unseasonably warm and the work went rap- 
idly. There being no plans available, I was 
left to my own devices regarding seating and 
other details. Thayer merely suggested the 
location of the thwart and oarlocks for a lone 
rower. First thing, I put another layer of glass 
on outside. Next I attached oak inwales and 
outwales with spacers as the second step, as I 
reasoned that since the hull was very flex- 
ible, the wales would keep the hull symmetri- 
cal while I put in bow and stern seats and a 
floor. 

All this would be flotation, a great idea 
except for the fact that, as I learned from 
Thayer too late, buoyancy under the floor 
makes the hull unstable when full of water. 
And so it does. You may want to put in re- 
movable floorboards instead. Regarding the 
stern seat, because the Rocket’s underbody 
is really a double-ender, it might be made 6” 
or so longer than I built her in order to allow 
the Adirondack chair and passenger to sit fur- 
ther forward. This would then lead to less 
adjustment in the oarsman’s position from 
solo rowing to handling a passenger. 

While all this was going on, my dinghy 
(a Bolger Nymph called Julia May Knot) with 
its unusual fore and aft thwart suggested an- 
other approach for the Rocket. Nymph’s seat 
allows the rower to shift her body fore or aft 
to compensate for her own weight, or for a 
passenger in the stern sheets. It also keeps 
one centered, an important objective while 
rowing any tender craft, or in life, for that 
matter. But the Nymph’s second set of oar- 
locks were not particularly useful, I never use 
the front ones. And they’re expensive, too. 
So I thought why not combine Bolger’s “lon- 
gitudinal thwart” with an adjustable/sliding 
oarlock base that one could move to precisely 
compensate for any load? 

My photos give you the idea, I hope. 
Chad, my bicycle equipment company friend, 
provided four “quick adjust” cam levers. A 
rough strip of rubber on the two halves of the 
oarlock base provides more than enough fric- 
tion. And there is an eye strap on the aft end 
of each base to which are attached two small 
inline fenders across the floor and to the base 
of the “thwart” to serve as footrests or 
“stretchers,” thus moving with the oarlocks. 
One could, of course, build a wider oarlock 
base to attach an outrigger for longer oars, 
the load on the gun’ls seems pretty low. But 
the Rocket is really too short for a sliding seat. 
Save that idea for using on one of Thayer’s 
larger Whitehall hulls. 

This use of a fore and aft “thwart,” as in 
Bolger’s Nymph, eliminates the cross-hull 
stiffening provided by a regular transverse 
thwart. So I considered, for a time, adding 
one or more ribs to resist that small portion 
of the rowing force that bends the gun’! in or 
out. But I thought the gunwales would be stiff 
enough and didn’t install them. Turns out to 
have been necessary and the second season 
found me installing three ribs midships. 

I finished the job with walnut knees and 
breast hook, paint of sapphire blue outside, 
beige inside, a homemade folding 
“Adirondack” kind of seat for a passenger, a 
rudder and yoke with steering ropes and 
handles all fancy tack-knotted, and a flagpole 
with Old Glory on its top. The classic wine- 
glass stern was trimmed with oak to resemble 
a sounding whale’s flukes. Her name, Linda, 
was routed into the so-called thwart that sits 
atop two stanchions and extends into the bow 

seat. Barkley Sound Sitka spruce oars with 
spoons at 7’6” seem a bit long, they overlap 
about 8” as I have it set up so far. I think I 
forgot to mention the beam is 43”. But I got 
used to it quickly and rather like the extra 
power I get. The oars are lovely and very rea- 
sonably priced, I thought. 

One final project was to build a dolly to 
move the Urbanna Rocket Linda around, as 
in Florida we used it on two bodies of water 
about 100 yards apart. Dolly I was built of 
wood and used two bicycle front forks. It 
moved the boat effortlessly but was too high 
and narrow. Dolly II (photo) built from PVC 
is much wider and lower, see photo, but its 
1/2” axle is a tad light. 

This is our first real rowing boat and we 
think it is a delightful way to get on the water 
and exercise at the same time. From her, 
Linda caught her first keeper snook. And the 
mangroves of southwest Florida are particu- 
larly lovely from the Rocket. 

r 

Linda’s snook. 

Oh yeah, I include a photo of a typically 
desperate looking Thayer. Contact him for 
price list and remaining inventory at: 

Grand Mesa Boat Works, Box 75 Route 
1, Colbran, CO 81624, (970) 487-3088, (970) 
241-6904, <Jimthayer boats @ hotmail.com> 
But hurry, they’re going fast. 

Dennis and Linda Bradley, 3411 Milton 
St. North, Shoreview, MN 55126, 651-481- 
0993, <brad1008 @umn.edu>. Note: That’s an 
L and 2 zeros, not “ohs.” 

Afloat. 

The dolly. 



Illustrated Boat Guide EXETER MARITIME MUSEUM OF BOATS 

> 

The Maritime Museum in Exeter has the largest collection of working 
. df boats in the world, and is still growing. It is to be found on the banks of the River 

Ny NR 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 y 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. 

sad OF BOATS This catalog lists all the boats in the possession of the Museum. Some of 
LY ey them are not on display, and others may be withdrawn for maintenance or sailing. 
& & 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. 

“> 112. SOMETIME ALASKAN WHALING UMIAK, “BRITISH PETE” 
oe Originally used by Eskimos for whaling and moving the family 

and their belongings to summer camps. She was converted with 
we a ruberised cloth for an attempted circumnavigation of 
gene Greenland by Wally Herbert. We are grateful to him and to B.P. for 

a tee oa ; letting us have “BRITISH PETE”. 

113. NAUTICA No-one will ever know how far Andrew Wilson 
travelled or what befell him but it is almost certain that his boat 
did most of the voyage from St. John’s, Newfoundland empty 
and that the boat broke up on the rocks off the Island of Luirsay in 
the outer Hebrides in April 1981. The boat was given to the 
museum by his father. 

114. CAPTAIN BLIGH’S LAUNCH This is an exact replica (though in 
some cases wood has been laminated) of the launch in which 
Captain Bligh was put to sea when the crew of the BOUNTY felt 
they could dispense with his services. He then sailed with 18 loyal 
sailors 3, miles to Timor and safety. The wooden beam is a 
windlass for lifting the ship’s anchor so that the ship could haul 
itself along— moat ph eS get into or out of harbour in calms or in 
difficult situations. We are grateful to David Lean the film 
producer for the gift of this boat which was built in New Zealand. 

115. EAST AFRICAN ? DUGOUT The most likely story as to how this 
massive dugout came to be lying in a Sussex hedge is that it was 
brought back by the chief engineer of the Beira-Mashonaland 
Railway. The museum is offering a reward for the name of the 
lake or river it came from and the true story behind it. 

116. AZORES WHALEBOAT This graceful craft is identical to those in 
use to this very day (1983) for hunting the sperm whale in the 
waters round the Azores. There has been virtually no change in 
the method of harpooning and killing the whale since Captain 
Ahab hunted Moby Dick. This boat from the Island of Fayal was 
bought with grants from The Science Museum in London and the 
Gulbenkian Foundation in Lisbon and was brought to 
Southampton freight free by Commodore Lines. 

117. PORTLAND LERRET. DORSET The diversity of Seine fishi 
boats is illustrated by many forms of craft that carry out this form 
of fishing (see 109). This boat derives its strength from planking, 
each fastened to its neighbour by closely placed rivets. Presented 
by Mr. Northover—a fisherman of the Chesil Bank for over 60 
years. 

CONCLUSION 



Well over a year ago, Mr. Bob Hicks 
offered me a skipjack backbone that he be- 
gan building in the early ‘80’s. (See June 15, 
2003 issue). I’m sorry to report I have done 
very little with it in terms of getting closer to 
completing the boat. The reasons are many, 
but the biggest obstacle was finding the 
proper place to build in as I have no shop of 
that size. Most of my building has been done 
in the basement, or outdoors, when the 
weather is tolerable. That’s about two months 
of the year here in western New York. 

So, what was needed for the skipjack 
project was a proper building shed so that 
work can be done all year, in any weather. To 
do this required the removal of a garden shed 
that my bride, the lovely and talented Naomi, 
has grown fond of over the years. But when 
hearing about a bigger and better shed that 
could house much more garden crap, she be- 
came most enthusiastic about the idea. 

The process began one day when my 
friend and brother-in-law, Dick Powell, asked 
me if I was ever going to get started. I told 
him how [had to tear down the old shed, and 
I was going to get started soon but I just didn’t 
have time. He asked if I wanted him to start, 

and when I shrugged and said, “I guess so,” 
the next thing I knew he was ripping off 
shingles and cutting up walls. The shed was 
gone that Saturday afternoon. The following 
weekend the site passed inspection from the 
town fathers and we were on our way. 

I have only weekends to do any build- 
ing and I’m not an experienced builder, so 
things went slowly at first, and even slower 
when I made the mistake of not keeping ev- 
erything square. I was very lucky to have 
Dick around to fix what I messed up and to 
keep me from making things worse. He is the 
real reason I have the shed. He did a lot of 
the work on it and made it look better than I 
would have ever been able to on my own. 

The weekends passed one after the other 
and it began to look more and more like a 

Building 
Dreamcatcher 

Part I 

The Building Shed 

By Greg Grundtisch 

Dream catchers. 

building. We had Mr. Tom Gruenauer, a no- 
table antique boat builder and restorer, come 
by to lend a hand with some of the building 
and get some ideas on how to arrange a shop 
properly. 

By late October the main body of it was 
finished, minus a few windows. My bride 
Naomi wanted to know where her garden crap 
was to go as there didn’t seem to be much 
surplus space with the skipjack and some 
benches and shelves taking up more space 
than anticipated. 

The look on her face required no re- 
sponse from me other than to tell her that the 
“revised plans” (like we had ANY plans for 
either shed), called for her own separate gar- 
den shed added to the main building. Her look 
was skeptical, and when she inquired about 
the reduction in her backyard space I replied 
honestly that it would reduce my lawn cut- 
ting time. This will give me more quality time 
to spend with you, my dear. Oh, did she ever 
swoon when she heard that. Or maybe it was 
swear, it really doesn’t matter. 

The building progressed into the addi- 
tion and the near completion of both, save 
some windows that will be added in the spring 
when I can figure the best location for them. 
The wood stove was to be installed before 
winter, but my goofs and the time it took Dick 
to fix them allowed the cold weather to ar- 
rive before it could be put in. So my winter 
work on the skipjack was cancelled due to 
sub-zero weather. But by mid-March the mer- 
cury had risen to over 30 degrees and it was 
time to get going again. 

The name of this little skipjack will be 
Dreamcatcher after the Native American fe- 
tish that is hung in the wind to capture dreams. 
This boat once captured the dreams of Mr. 
Bob Hicks, and I plan to make the dream 
come true for both of us. I had mentioned in 
a previous article that the completion date 
would be in early October, 2004, for the Mid 
Atlantic Small Craft Festival and/or the Skip- 
jack races in St. Michaels, Maryland. That 
date may be in question due to my winter 
procrastination, but I am still trying for it. 

I will be using marine fir plywood for 
the hull, cockpit sole, and deck, P.T. for gun- 
wales, chines, and stringers, cedar for seats 
and backs, fir or spruce for the spars, using 
the “birds mouth method” to assemble the 
latter, and silicone bronze fasteners and hard- 
ware. I’1l probably cover the hull with epoxy 
saturated glass cloth. Or so I plan. I’m open 
to suggestions. Let the boat building begin... 
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Many years ago, certainly around 1945, 
outboard hydroplanes were referred to as “sea 
fleas.” I became acquainted with sea fleas 
while “messing about in boats” during the 
summer of 1945. The acquaintance was part 
of an evolving experience of mine with small 
boats that began in the early 1930s. My fam- 
ily had a summer cottage and some other 
property on the Canadian side of the St. 
Lawrence River in the Thousand Islands area 
(at the very east end of Lake Ontario). About 
1933 we purchased a new boat, an 18’ lap- 
strake open outboard that we called Queen 
Mary. 

During the wintertime our custom was 
to store the outboard on a stand in the cot- 
tage. About 1944 someone broke into the cot- 
tage during the winter and stole the motor. I 
consulted the local town newspaper for a used 
motor to take its place. What I found was a 
larger version of the stolen 3hp Johnson, an 
Shp opposed twin. This motor was big and 
heavy. It had much more power than I ex- 
pected for it planed Queen Mary. 

I was about 17 then and had become in- 
terested in hydroplanes. Most of the fastest 
boats then had a single hull with a single step, 
but a new design called “three point suspen- 
sion” was coming into vogue, and some of 
these three point boats were exceptionally 
fast. The design featured a single hull with 
“sponsons” on the side. When planing the 
boat rested on one point at the stem and one 
point at the rear of each sponson, hence the 
designation “three point.” The design gave 
the boats greater stability and allowed air to 
enter under the hull and help lift the hull off 
the water. The design is commonplace now, 
but there were few three point outboard hy- 
droplanes around at that time. 

A friend of the family, who lived in a 
summer cottage in the islands, had been ex- 
perimenting with sea fleas several years be- 
fore, perhaps before World War IT. I knew that 
he had stored a sea flea hull under the front 
porch of his cottage. He was kind enough to 
give the hull to me. I installed it in the boat- 
house on our property and began to redesign 
it into a three point hull. 

The original hull was primitive. It had 
perpendicular sides and only one step. How- 
ever, it was sound. I built sponsons and in- 
stalled a steering mechanism that included an 
automobile steering wheel. When planking 
the bottom with 1/4” mahogany plywood I 
was careful to make sure that all of the screw 
head slots pointed in the same direction along 
the fore and aft axis of the boat. I put many 
coats of varnish on the bottom and polished 
the final coat until it shone. I painted the hull 
red. 

When we put the 8hp Johnson on the 
boat it was not far from sinking. However, I 
was amazed and gratified by my first ride. 
The quickness with which the hull rose out 
of the water and then accelerated until it was 
zipping over the surface of the water thrilled 
me. 

As soon as I realized that the motor was 
powerful enough to plane the hull and the 
three point design worked well, I made some 
modifications to the motor and the hull. I 
broke down the motor, cleaned all of the parts, 
installed new rings, removed the muffler, and 
sharpened and polished the two propeller 
blades. Also, I doubled the amount of oil in 
the gasoline. These changes substantially 
improved the power and efficiency of the 
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The Sea Flea with the 8hp Johnson. 

motor and made it run with a deafening roar. 
I added water deflection plates to the top of 
the hull at the stem since water tended to shoot 
off the vertical sides and strike the motor 
during turns. 

This sea flea then was quite impressive. 
I estimated that it was capable of more than 
40mph, a high speed for the time. At first I 
could not understand how an 8hp motor could 
drive the boat so fast. Finally I realized that 
the motor actually had a piston displacement 
about the same as the 22hp opposed Johnsons 
that were widely used for racing at that time. 
The 8hp Johnson was designed to run at a 
much slower speed than the racing motors, 
hence its lower horsepower rating. This de- 
sign characteristic appeared in the propeller 
as well, that had a rather large pitch, about 
10” as I recall. When the 8hp motor ran at 
about twice its normal speed it developed 
much more than its rated horsepower and its 
propeller was capable of translating these 
greater revolutions into a high boat speed. 

For several summers my brother and I 
enjoyed driving this sea flea around the river. 
It was particularly exhilarating to jump the 
wakes of the large tourist boats that passed 
nearby. Once, after jumping a wake, I was 
thrown out of the sea flea. Fortunately water 
sprayed on the motor, stopping it, and I was 
able to swim back to the boat and restart the 
motor. In addition to not having an automatic 
cutoff device on the motor, I believe that I 
was not wearing a life preserver. Folly in both 
respects. 

Toward the end of the summer of 1947, 
Gananoque organized a powerboat regatta at 
its Canoe Club waterfront. Outboard hydro- 
plane races were included. A citizen of 
Gananoque was an outboard racer and he had 
interested me in entering the regatta. He him- 
self had a stock sea flea with a 22hp Johnson. 
I entered, not expecting to do well. 

I entered the unlimited class race. Just 
before the race a number of us were testing 
our boats in front of the Canoe Club. I was 
idling into the dock when one of the largest 
and fastest boats ran into me. He struck my 
boat on the side, throwing me into the water 
and breaking one of the spray deflection 
plates and a small part of the stem. People 
quickly came to my aid and I was able to re- 
pair the boat. The accident stimulated the in- 
terest and sympathy of many of the specta- 
tors toward me and my boat. They seemed 
impressed that I was willing to persevere in 
entering the race after suffering such an acci- 
dent. 

As I recall there were about six boats in 
the unlimited class race. The largest and fast- 
est was the boat that had struck me. The na- 
tive of Gananoque was entered with his boat. 

Because of my inexperience I made no at- 
tempt to hit the starting line when the gun 
went off and was content to start behind all 
of the others. 

The race involved four laps around an 
oval course, At the end of one of the earliest 
laps I realized that my boat was about the third 
fastest in the field. I was not as fast at the 
large hydroplane, but I was almost as fast as 
the entry from Gananoque. After failing to 
pass the Gan boat on a straightaway, I suc- 
ceeded in passing her on a second. It wasn’t 
that I was a better driver, my boat was just 
faster. 

Before I passed the Gan boat, while just 
behind her, her driver suddenly gestured to 
me, pointing to the large hydroplane that was 
far in front. The hydroplane had passed in- 
side of one of the course markers. This meant 
that it was disqualified from the race. It also 
meant that once I had passed the Gan boat I 
would be first. This was the situation when I 
crossed the finish line. I recall also that my 
motor stopped about 100’ beyond the finish 
line. To increase the efficiency of the motor I 
had been leaning the fuel mixture with the 
needle valve and had leaned it too much. 

Technically I had won the race. How- 
ever, the driver from Gan, who I believe had 
been prepared to protest the outcome of the 
race as long as he came in second, discour- 
aged me from filing a protest after I had 
beaten him. Being rather young and shy I did 
not file a protest and was given the trophy 
for second place. Many of the spectators 
complimented me on the race and were im- 
pressed with my boat. 

A few weeks later my brother and I and 
several friends drove to Picton, Ontario, to 
watch the 135 and 225 class inboard hydro- 
plane races being held on Picton Sound. These 
classes were based on rebuilt Ford V8 135 
and 225 cubic inch displacement automobile 
engines and involved three point hulls. Many 
of the fastest boats in these classes in the 
world were there. One of the most colorful 
drivers was a 70-year-old man named “Pops 
Cooper.” He had a souped up 135 hydroplane 
that easily won its class. He then entered his 
boat in the 225 class races. 

I believe it was during the first race that 
Pops Cooper roared by just in front of where 
I stood watching in almost a dead heat for 
first with a 225 class boat. They rounded the 
turn to my right and entered the straightaway 
on the far side of the course. There was con- 
siderable wind, the water was choppy, and 
the boats were bouncing. Suddenly, as Coo- 
per was drawing into the lead, his boat shot 
straight up into the air about 15’, turned over 
backward, and landed upside down with a 
great splash. Rescue boats immediate went 
to the scene of the crash. Nothing could be 
done to save Mr. Cooper. He had been killed 
instantly. I have always remembered the in- 
cident and believed that such a gallant sports- 
man would have wanted to die in no other 
way. Mr. Cooper was the first person I had 
ever seen die. 

Witnessing Mr. Cooper’s death, and re- 
calling my own accident in my first race, 
made me realize that hydroplane racing was 
a dangerous sport, even at the level at which 
I had participated. I asked myself if I really 
wanted to continue risking my life that way, 
and decided no. While I drove my sea flea 
around the river for a few more summers, I 
never again entered a race. 



The summer before last my wife Pat and 
I went to the WoodenBoat Show in Rockland, 
Maine. The show was a real-delight and had 
attracted some very interesting and curious 
builders and live exhibits alongside the usual 
wooden boat fair kiosks and workshops. 

One of the more interesting boats to 
catch my eye, an eye now firmly fixed on the 
practical and handy for marine poking around 
and gunkholing, was an odd, squat, little 
double ended thing sitting on a stand in front 
of builder/designer Peter Hunt’s marquee, to 
which he had given the design name “Li’l 
Dubber.” As I walked around this “kayak,” 
as Peter called it (although it was really a 
double paddle canoe to my eye), its almost 
triangular body plan and sweeping chine set- 
tling broadly and ponderously into the wa- 
terline gave it the appearance of a bathtub that 
had been reworked into a toy boat. When Pat 
caught up with me, her off the cuff opinion 
was that it was an ugly duckling best left to 
its own destiny. 

I liked it. It had a certain indescribable 
“being there” character, a sort of gently as- 
sertive boldness of disposition in bulk. It had 
a sense of stability produced by the settling 
bathtub look, and finally, it had what is for 
me the utterly irresistible charm of reverse 
curve to its ends. I had a chat with Peter, who 
offered the display model for a paddle around 
the inner harbor, but I had to decline as I was 
babysitting my elder brother who was not far 
off staring maniacally at a giant fried seafood 
platter he had just purchased and I was con- 
cerned he might choke to death in the pas- 
sion of consuming it. 

But I did see the Dubber shortly after- 
wards poking around the boats and docks as 
other interested people took it out for trial 
runs. It looked like a stable boat and appeared 
to be very maneuverable with the designed 
rudder. My brother having passed the crisis 
stage of downing the seafood platter, I re- 
turned to Peter’s place and bought the plans/ 
building manual for the Dubber for $15. I fig- 
ured I could knock the Dubber off during the 
winter as I was waiting for a more suitable 
place to build my already lofted and templated 
current project, a 14’ Chamberlain rowing 
sailing beach skiff (as drawn by John 
Gardner). 

The plans called for an epoxy saturated, 
‘glassed boat. My first and last epoxy project, 
a kayak I began a couple of years ago and 
which I eventually had to pass on two-thirds 
finished to fellow SWBANS member Ken 
Lamb, had produced so many rashes and 
welts, even with gloves and mask, that I had 
resigned myself to never touching the un- 
pleasant two-part stuff again. But the Dub- 
ber seemed a quick, attractive little project, 
and [ ruminated that perhaps I could get in 
and out of the project faster than my aller- 
genic mechanisms inside could register any- 
thing happening. I was also determined to 
build it cheaply using subflooring plywood 
(meranti) instead of using the 5 ply mahogany 
that went into the previous, unfinished kayak, 
since the designer specified it and cheap lauan 
interior door plywood was apparently no 
longer available. 

The first thing I found out as I scarfed, 
then drew, faired, and cut out the Dubber’s 
bottom piece was that meranti is a ghastly 
wood to use for building. It has sharp splin- 
ters that raise themselves in scalpel-like flakes 
anywhere along an open edge. Pretaping cut- 
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ting lines helps, but even the tape, if it has a 
good adhesive, will lift flakes from a cut edge. 
Working this plywood up into a boat is akin 
to knitting with razor wire. Meranti also has 
prickly areas over its surface that grab at cloth 
or any other material drawn over it to wipe 
sanding dust from the work area. Compared 
to the mahogany it was cheap (one quarter 
the price), but the mahogany was almost a 
solid wood compared to the meranti. Since 
even the larger version of the Dubber I had 
chosen to build uses only three sheets of ply- 
wood, were I to do it over again I would prob- 
ably use the mahogany. 

The bottom piece is cut out and then the 
two ends are drawn together, under consider- 
able pressure, carefully and slowly to make 
up the reverse stem and stern (this piece is 
the white bottom in the photos). This was an 
exciting moment since the tension is consid- 
erable and nerves tingle as the expectant loud 
report of the bottom bursting into two pieces 
hovers about the process. However, easy does 
it and the stem and stem seams came together 
smoothly and were wired sequentially in 
place. 

The side pieces were cut out and wired 
to the bottom, then the two plywood frames 
were got out of leftover plywood and mounted 
in place. All joints then received a fillet of 
thickened epoxy. The wires were removed, 
the hull sanded, the wire holes filled (op- 
tional), the cloth stretched over the bottom, 
and three coats of epoxy applied to the bot- 
tom. Making the cloth round the sharp cor- 
ners of the chine, stem and stern was tiresome 
and required considerable cleanup later, al- 
though a person more experienced in this 
boatbuilding medium would have had less of 

a problem with this part, which required some 
imaginative darting. 

The bottom, sides, and all edges were 
sanded, faired and rounded, and then the 
whole boat inboard and out was given two 
coats of epoxy. The rudder blade was got out 
of 1/8” aluminum, the rudder head out of 
some 1/2” plywood lying around, the 
coaming pieces from a no longer used 14” loft- 
ing batten, the rudder pedals from leftover 
meranti plywood, and the fore and aft deck/ 
side braces from a support that used to hold 
up a bookshelf in my study (I couldn’t resist, 
it was just the right size and grain pattern). 

The coaming needed steaming, it’s quite 
the bend, and not having a steam box I 
wrapped the 8’ lengths of 7/16” x 1/4” pieces 
in some wads of leftover gauze cloth and then 
poured boiling water over the gauze The cloth 
held the heat in and after 10 minutes the 
coaming bent willingly into place. 

I finished by varnishing the sides, paint- 
ing the bottom, the inboard surfaces, and the 
rudder head white. I painted the frames, seat 
back, rudder pedals, and the double paddle I 
had made a sort of tile red that had resulted 
from throwing together the different remains 
of four or five paint jobs into an orphaned 
can of alkyd enamel of unknown hue or ori- 
gin. 

Late this last spring everything was 
rigged up and ready. I launched the Wee Tub 
(as she was christened, affectionately by me, 
more ironically by Pat) and took her for a 
paddle. This was a revelation. The Wee Tub 
is very stable, paddles like the dickens, but 
best of all acts as a solid platform for my 
dreamy Nonpareil Advanced Position (NAP) 
paddling for slovenly gunkholing, for gener- 
ally poking about, the rudder helps her turn 
on a dime and, in short, has proved to be a 
delightful little marine vehicle for the point- 
lessly minded shoreside or wharfside vagrant. 

The only changes I will make to this oth- 
erwise fine design are the seat back support 
should be fixed in place for a particular pad- 
dler rather than being a simple board and 
piece of rope support affair, and the rudder 
blade kickup line cleat will be moved from 
the side deck, where it pulls the rudder to the 
cleat side of the boat when hauled in, to a 
jamb cleat at the top of the rudder head. 

Pat asked for a trial paddle in the Wee 
Tub, just to say she did. Off she went pad- 
dling about, coming back after an unexpect- 
edly long time away around the bend in the 
lake, beaming and looking for all as though 
she had been using the Wee Tub for years. 
and asking when orders were being taken for 
“her” Dubber this coming winter. So it’s an- 
other $15 off to Peter Hunt and another win- 
tertime encounter with more of the nasty goo 
that makes so many fun boats. The total cost 
of the Wee Tub, including manual from Pe- 
ter, was $210. 

Plans from Peter Hunt at Little Dubber 
Kayaks, The Shed for Sail Studio, P.O. Box 
135, Norton, MA, 02766, or at http:// 
www.kayakdesigns.com/. 
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Before you start reading this thing, I 
have to tell you that I fell asleep while I was 
writing it so it must not be the most enter- 
taining sort of literature. I would pad it out 
with a few political statements but I am suf- 
fering from political ennui here lately. If I 
were you, I would flip through the magazine 
and see if Reinhard Zollitsch is out there 
somewhere on another of his solo trips. 

Back in the old days of internal com- 
bustion in small boats, the engines were all 
raw water cooled. That means that the cylin- 
der block and the cylinder head were cooled 
by sea water (or lake or river water if you 
were lucky). The simplest of that system just 
had an open top cast iron pot made onto the 
whole cylinder of the engine, and the opera- 
tor dipped overside with the bucket and 
poured some new water in there when the old 
boiled out. The engine was actually cooled 
by evaporation which is real effective accord- 
ing to the laws of physics. 

The other option was that seawater was 
pumped into water passages cast around the 
cylinders and head and then overside out the 
exhaust pipe. The weak links in that were the 
pump and the operator. Those old-time en- 
gines were made of such thick and durable 
stuff (cast iron pistons!) that it didn’t hurt 
them all that much to run dry and seize, and 
lots of operators let the stopping of the en- 
gine signal them that it was time to do some- 
thing to the pump. If you run a modern en- 
gine with lots of aluminum parts hot enough 
to seize, it will never be right again. 

When I was a boy, we had an old Model 
H John Deere tractor that we had let freeze 
and burst and the jacket of the old horizontal 
cylinders wouldn’t hold water anymore. We 
only used the old tractor to pull a middle 
buster to lay by rows of Irish potatoes, so we 
poured in the water and it poured right out 
again and we ran the old thing until it seized 
and then took a little break until it cooled 
enough to crank again and plowed another 
row or two. We did that for years. 

Finally a brilliant genius amongst us 
wrapped the cylinders with an inner tube and 
wired it on there sort of like a hose clamp 
and the old H would cover up three more rows 
before it ran dry and seized. We did most of 
the work on the place with a 9N Ford, and 
later a Jubilee, but they wouldn’t pull a middle 
buster like the old Model H. They were cute, 
though, and drove about like a little car. 

How in hell did I get sidetracked like 
that? Anyway, the thing that killed those old 
raw water cooled marine engines was rust. 
The good ones had such thick cast iron in 
them that it took a long time to rust all the 
way through and let the water get in with the 
oil and the oil get in with the water and the 
compression get out into the air, but often the 
water passages would get stopped up with rust 
and cut off the flow. 

Usually the first thing to stop up was the 
exhaust manifold where the water got to last. 
You would think that since oxygen is driven 
out of water by heat, the cooling water would 
be so anaerobic when it finally got all the way 
to the manifold that there wouldn’t be any 
oxygen left to rust anything. I lay awake many 
a night wondering why the manifold rusted 
up so bad until I finally figured it out. 

What I think happens is that the whole 
engine gets hot when it is running and when 
itis shut down, it contracts. The pump keeps 
the water from running out the bottom, so 
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when the water in the engine shrinks down 
as it cools, it has to back up and either air or 
new oxygenated water is drawn into the wa- 
ter passages of the manifold. Anyway, the 
prudent mariner of yore kept an eye on his 
exhaust water and if it decreased significantly, 
even when the pump was working right, he 
took the manifold off and chipped the rust 
out. 

On a right made engine, the manifold 
was held onto studs by brass nuts so they 
would come loose easy, then the only prob- 
lem with the job was rust on the sealing sur- 
faces of the engine and manifold and the gas- 
ket. Usually you could draw file the iron sur- 
faces right there in the boat and sometimes 
get away with reusing the old asbestos gas- 
ket. Manifold (and I include the exhaust el- 
bow in that term) and pump maintenance was 
a regular thing with people who used those 
old engines a lot and they would run a long, 
long time if that was done right. 

One rule that was often overlooked with 
folks who did not use the engine all that much 
was the “never shut down a raw water cooled 
engine when it is cool” rule. The cool water 
in the engine will have a lot of oxygen in it 
and that’ Il make it rust up. When I first started 
working on sailboat engines for a little spare 
change, I found that the little Atomic Four 
(which is nothing in the world but a Farmall 
Cub tractor engine...little flathead mess which 
can’t stand hardly any rust at all) would rust 
out so quick that it didn’t make any sense 
unless you thought hard about it. 

What was happening was that folks were 
just running the engine a little while to get 
out of the slip and back in, and the little thing 
never even got warmed up enough to drive 
the oxygen out of the cooling water and all 
those convolutions of intricate water passages 
in there amongst those four tiny cylinders 
were getting stopped up with rust. 

An old Graymarine was a much better 
engine (y’all really want to know all this ob- 
solete crap?) if for no other reason than it had 
enough room in the water holes for a little 
rust. If I had to use an Atomic Four just to get 
into the slip, when I got home I would tie her 
down and let her rip a little while I was un- 
loading the junk to the car. Ain’t no chance 
that all that power would pull up too many 
pilings or break too many dock lines, but the 
engine might heat up enough to do a little 
good. It might even burn some of the carbon 
off the valves and make it start better. Not 
much chance that you would wear it out. You 
know a little engine just like an Atomic Four 
will pull a Hobart welder (or a Farmall Cub) 
for 40 years. Not running an engine is much 
worse on it than running it all the time. 

So I have been working on this old 
Easthope Longstroke engine. It ain’t in very 
bad shape. The water passages in the cylin- 
ders aren’t hardly rusty at all and the head 
has big old water passages that were easy to 
scale out mechanically with little cold chis- 
els and homemade crooks and reamers, but 
the peculiar exhaust intake manifold was an- 
other story. Easthope made much of that in- 
novation in their literature a long time ago, 

saying that it increased the efficiency of the 
engine. 

The way it is made is the intake part of 
the manifold is completely surrounded by 
exhaust gasses, so I guess the incoming mix- 
ture is heated sort of like how the iron nozzle 
of an old fashioned blow torch heats the gaso- 
line to make that amazingly hot combustion 
that is so superior to the burning of liquid 
gasoline. The manifold is a complicated little 
casting and has small (for Easthope) water 
passages and they were packed so solid with 
very hard rust that the casting had swelled up 
and cracked all over. I was going to throw it 
away and set to for about four or five days to 
braze up a new one out of bronze (which I 
could have easily done...in four or five days), 
but I was intrigued by the notion that I could 
clean out the passages one way or the other 
and braze up the cracks and use the original 
manifold. Of course, I would probably have 
three or four days in that job, too. 

It was a conundrum. [ had already drilled 
as much rust as I could get out with a ma- 
sonry bit in a hammer drill (it was just as hard 
as poured concrete) and was still puzzling 
over it and peering down in the manifold with 
a flashlight at all the rust packed in all those 
inaccessible places when my son came in for 
work. “Why don’t you electrolyze it out?” he 
suggested. 

“Dang,” I thought to myself, “I ought to 
have thought of that.” I already knew that a 
battery charger would clean rust off cast iron 
because one time I built an inside ballasted 
sailboat and used old iron window weights 
for the ballast. I didn’t want them to rust up 
my bilge water too bad and they had been 
lying around in a big extremely rusty pile at 
a scrap yard for decades, so I set up a rig in 
an old cut off steel hot water tank so that the 
window weights hung by wire hooks in a so- 
lution of lye and water. The hooks rode on 
steel rebar which rested across the top of the 
tank. I insulated the bars with garden hose 
and hooked up a big battery charger so that 
the tank became the anode (positive) and the 
window weights became the cathode. 

The battery charger was one of those old 
filling station style that will put out about like 
an electric welder and, boy, it boiled that lye 
like all get out...cleaned those window 
weights up right down to the grey iron (actu- 
ally black in this case) in a hurry, too. 

The only trouble with the rig was that 
there were so many of them that by the time I 
got through the anode had sacrificed itself to 
the point that it was leaking so bad I had to 
put it into a plastic garbage can to keep it 
working, and then it collapsed in there and 
let the cathode come in contact with the an- 
ode and the short circuit burnt up a good bit 
of wiring in the battery charger and I had to 
fix that. 

Anyway, I should have remembered that 
method because it sure worked on the old 
manifold. I used a smaller battery charger and 
a junk stove lid for the anode inside a plastic 
bucket and the activity wasn’t quite so spec- 
tacular, but the rust is gone from the mani- 
fold and so is the paint. It is a good thing I 
did that because there were a bunch of more 
cracks under the paint that I would have 
missed in my brazing operation, but I'll get 
that jigsaw puzzle put back together now (I 
hope). 

Oh yeah, the saga of the window weights 
went through several other stages. I dipped 



them in red lead paint and let them dry real 
well and they stayed clean in the bottom of 
the old open boat for many years. Finally the 
old boat wound up in the hands of someone 
who didn’t have any use for it and it rained 
full of water and sank in the 90’ hole at Nutall 
Rise in the Aucilla River. It is still down there 
and probably still in good shape. I wonder 
what the archaeologists of the future will 
think when they come upon that artifact. The 
world will have progressed into such high 
tech by then that the notion of an open sail- 
boat will be so alien to their culture that they 
won't know what it is...let alone all those 
window weights. 

So now I have all the water passages 
cleaned out in the old engine. Does that mean 
that I am going to slap it back together and 
fill it up with salt water. Hell, no. [ don’t like 
raw water cooling even if the engine is made 
for the duty. I know I made my feelings 
known about heat exchangers, too. I believe 
raw water cooling is better than the double 
jeopardy of a salt water cooled heat ex- 
changer. Heat exchangers are a stop gap in- 
vention so that modified automobile engines 
with all those dissimilar metals could be put 
into a boat by anybody. I'll keel cool the old 
Easthope and let antifreeze circulate in those 
ancient waterways. 

I can’t slap it back together anyway be- 
cause I don’t have a durn head gasket. I used 
to make them all the time out of asbestos. You 
used to be able to buy it in big sheets about 
1/8” thick, but not anymore. I know asbestos 
did a world of damage to a lot of people but I 
don’t believe head gaskets are all that dan- 
gerous. Of course, I wouldn’t know unless I 
read about ten pounds of government docu- 
ments. Anyway, now the substitute is some 
weak ceramic powder held together by some- 
thing like fiberglass. It is so flimsy that they 
press a finely perforated steel plate onto one 

_ side to help it hold up against the compres- 
sion of the engine. It is extremely hard to cut 
without tearing up the fiber/ceramic part. I'll 
figure it out. Might have to mill it out on my 
milling machine and just sacrifice a three 
dollar Chinese end mill. 

Electrolytic Cleaning of Iron: It is sort 
of like voodoo. In theory, it is like electro- 
plating but nothing actually gets plated onto 
anything. I guess it is because the sacrificial 
anode is the same metal as the thing you are 
trying to clean and the metal ions that are re- 
leased oxidize before they can plate onto the 
cathode. Never use any metal that makes a 
poisonous salt when it is broken down (like 
stainless steel, copper, or galvanized iron) be- 
cause the solution will wind up poisonous and 
you’ ll have a disposal problem unless you are 
irresponsible, and then when you pour it out 
on the ground you will have committed a sin 
and St. Peter will chalk up another mark 
alongside your name on the heavenly spread- 
sheet. 

An iron anode just makes a solution of 
iron oxide which isn’t half bad and might 
actually do some good in the garden if what 
you are trying to grow needs a little basic soil 
and a little trace of iron. The bubbles that boil 
to the surface with all that rust are hydrogen 
and oxygen, the products of the electrolysis 
of water, and you know they want to get back 
together in an explosion so it is best to keep a 
little breeze around the operation so when you 
strike a little spark fiddling with the battery 
charger clips. 

There is a funny thing about how it 
works. The rust is almost instantly cleaned 
from the part of the cathode that is closest to 
the anode, but down in the interstices it is 
much slower. It is almost as if the action 
works like light and can’t shine around cor- 
ners. Only one side of this manifold was open 
and that’s the side I kept toward the anode. 
The other side...in the “shade”...was almost 
as slow to clean as the water passages way 
down inside the thing. It doesn’t make good 
sense to me. I mean, if you were to stick a 
household wire into a swimming pool and get 
out on the fiberglass diving board and clench 
the other wire in your teeth, it wouldn’t mat- 
ter what was between you and the other wire 
when you dipped your toe in the water, you 
are still going to do the bellyflop. 

And it ain’t just the AC factor, either. 
Back a long time ago, the factories and ma- 
chine shops around here (Yes, Virginia) used 
440 volts DC and the old timers said that DC 
would bite you just as hard as AC. It really is 
a conundrum. Maybe the rust is bombarded 
by iron ions and if they have to travel any 
distance or go around any corners, they oxi- 
dize before they can do a complete job of 
bombardment. I don’t know, y’all, but I bet, 
if some of the readers of this magazine have 
managed to get this far they’II be able to ex- 
plain it...somebody like, say, Dave Carnell. 

Oh yeah, don’t tell me electrons actu- 
ally flow from negative to positive. I already 
knew that and it might have been me that told 
you. Of course, I have never seen an electron 
in person so I’m just repeating a theory I read 
in a book with thousands of pages. I know 
one fact, though. If you hook the rig up back- 
wards you'll turn your precious cylinder head 
into junk in a hurry. No matter which way 
the electrons move, the right way is black to 
“precious” and red to “sacrificial.” 
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A few other handy tips about raw water 
cooling (real quick...[’m feeling sleepy 
again): 

1. If you have to take a raw water cooled 
engine out of a boat, leave it absolutely full 
of hot salty water. If you drain it it ll rust much 
worse. If it has to stay out for a long time, 
rinse the passages out and fill the engine with 
hot antifreeze solution. Any iron that was ever 
in contact with salt water is predisposed to 
rust even if it has been rinsed. The objective 
is to exclude oxygen. 

2. A zinc anode in a water cooled engine 
makes a world of difference. If the manufac- 
turer didn’t provide a way to do that, you 
might be able retrofit an anode in the line 
somewhere. You have to connect it electri- 
cally to the engine block some way, and you 
need to think about any particles of zinc that 
might come off as the anode sacrifices itself. 
You don’t want any of that to stop up the water 
passages or get in the pump. The manifold is 
an ideal place for it if there is room. A lot of 
marine engines have a zinc thermostat 
housing...keep your eye on it. 

Another cute trick is to spray that zinc 
paint (called “cold galvanizing”) in there. If 
you spray that up inside the hollow of an out- 
board shank and paint the downshaft and all, 
it ll do a lot of good. 

3. Back in the ‘50s and ‘60s Thetford 
Chemical Company made this cooling water 
treatment system that I believe actually 
worked. It was a container full of clear crys- 
tals in the intake line to the engine. I have 
never been able to find out what those crys- 
tals were but they lasted for years, and I have 
never noticed much rust in an engine that had 
that setup. Of course the presence of such an 
after market rig on an engine might indicate 
that the owner of the engine knew some raw 
water cooling lore. 

Boaters’ Cards and Stationery 
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See web page - www.ironworksgraphics.comviwgstationery.html 
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Robb White’s articles about repairing old 
outboards prompts me to describe the expe- 
riences that I had several years ago resurrect- 
ing two old Sears motors. One was a “Ted 
Williams” 7.5hp, a compact, two-cylinder, al- 
ternate firing machine that seems to have re- 
sembled the 9.5 OMC that Robb has written 
about in that much of the motor was hung 
behind the transom of the boat to decrease 
the motor’s height, and hence its tendency to 
foul fishing lines. Probably the 7.5 was first 
sold about 1966. It had a reverse mechanism, 
an automatic bailing pump with an intake pad 
that could be set in the bottom of the boat, 
and a “weedless” propeller. I inherited the 
motor from my brother after someone had 
forgotten to grease its gearbox and all com- 
mercial mechanics had given it up as irrepa- 
rable. 

In taking apart the gearbox I found that 
the forward and reverse gears had lost their 
teeth, either through abrasion or melting, and 
that the fore and aft main propeller shaft bear- 
ings were worn oval. Also, the lower roller 
bearings of the driveshaft had burned out and 
the driveshaft itself had become heavily pit- 
ted. I could see why the motor had been aban- 
doned. 

I got in touch with Sears and was sur- 
prised and pleased to find that they still had 
replacements for all of the damaged parts 
except the driveshaft. I ordered the parts. In 
examining the shaft, I noticed that it was sym- 
metrical with the exception of a small hole 
for accommodating a pin that drove a cool- 
ing pump impeller that was drilled through it 
about one quarter of the way from its lower 
end. By turning the shaft end for end and drill- 
ing a hole in what then had become the lower 
end, I was able to take the pitted part out of 
play and have an undamaged section for in- 
sertion through the new roller bearing. All of 
the rest of the parts, including new piston 
rings, went in as they should. In order to sim- 
plify the gearbox and thus relieve the old 
motor from some strain, I deactivated the re- 
verse mechanism. My main interest in small 
outboards has always been that they operate 
well in forward mode. Reverse has always 
seemed a potential source of mechanical 
problems. 

Because an ear had broken off the part 
of the gearbox housing closest to the propel- 
ler, I made a steel piece that could clamp the 
damaged part to the main part of the housing 
by means of a bolt. 

In all but one respect I was impressed 
by the design of the motor. It seemed thought- 
fully engineered, being compact for its power. 
The one exception was its carburetor, that was 
unlike any carburetor I had ever found on an 
outboard. Most of the carburetor was behind 
the streamlined aluminum motor housing. To 
take the carburetor out and clean it, it was 
first necessary to remove the motor’s entire 
power head. This obviously was a major prob- 
lem, for nearly every season I made the mis- 
take of not running the carburetor dry before 
storing the motor, and the next spring there 
was no way to make the motor run again with- 
out taking the carburetor off and cleaning it. 

I solved the carburetor problem by cut- 
ting away the section of the housing that kept 
the carburetor from being removed. I marked 
the cut lines in pencil, drilled a series of ad- 
jacent holes along the line, and connected the 
holes until the piece fell free. To replace the 
piece, I screwed several 1/8” thick dur- 
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aluminum tabs to it that enabled it to be se- 
cured back in place with more machine 
screws. This worked fine and did not seem to 
significantly weaken the housing. Once this 
alteration had been made it was easy to re- 
move and clean the carburetor. 

This repaired engine I used for about 
seven seasons. As far as I could see it ran as 
well forward as it did when new, easily plan- 
ing a 12’ power skiff. Its operation at low 
speed was exceptional, quiet, and steady. So 
that I could obtain the proper trim for the skiff, 
I made a steel handle extension that enabled 
me to steer and control the speed of the mo- 
tor from the center of the skiff. 

I’m not using the motor now because its 
carburetor again needs cleaning and a smaller, 
simpler motor will suffice. As far as I can see, 
if thoughtfully maintained, the 7.5 would 

operate indefinitely. 

The other Sears motor that I worked on 
was a 3.5hp motor sold around 1968. This 
was about the simplest outboard imaginable, 
which was its main virtue. Almost nothing 
could go wrong with it that could not be 
quickly fixed. The motor consisted of a one- 
cylinder, two-cycle, air-cooled engine atop a 
shaft that was equipped with a propeller. The 
engine was the kind used in lawn mowers and 
probably was made by Tecumseh. While the 
cylinder was air cooled, the exhaust manifold 
was cooled by water that was pumped into 
the top of the driveshaft housing and then 
sprayed into the housing. I had to consider- 
ably rebuild the motor because it had been 
entirely submerged when mounted on a sail- 
boat that capsized and had not been dried out 
quickly enough. Rust had ruined the upper 
crankshaft roller bearing and the bearing’s 
crankshaft journal. 

The main problem was the damaged 
crankshaft. I found a machine shop in Chi- 
cago whose specialty was rebuilding the 
crankshafts of diesel engines used in trucks. 
They were considerably amused by the chal- 
lenge of building up and then resurfacing the 
crankshaft journal of a motor as small as 
mine, but did an excellent job at a very low 
price. I obtained a new roller bearing for the 
shaft from a bearing supply firm. 

The motor went together well but did not 
run properly. It overheated. However, the 
motor was so simple and tough that it would 
run even when overheated and even when the 
four bolts that connected the powerhead to 
the driveshaft housing became so loose that 
the powerhead rattled about. After disassem- 
bling the housing, I discovered that the rub- 
ber cooling pump impeller had worn out, pos- 
sibly because I had once run the motor dry to 
test it (this was a temptation with an air- 
cooled motor). It was not obvious that the 
motor had to be run with its propeller hous- 
ing submerged in order to prevent damage to 
the pump impeller. 

Again I was able to obtain a new impel- 
ler and several gaskets and seals to replace 
the ones that had been cooked when the mo- 
tor overheated. 

The repaired motor did not run quite as 
well as it had when new, but it was powerful 
enough to barely plane a 10’ power skiff. This 
surprised me because I did not see how any 
one-cylinder 3.5hp motor could plane any 
boat. In studying the motor more, I realized 
that its one cylinder had a large piston dis- 
placement and that its propeller had consid- 
erable pitch. It was just a matter of getting 
the motor to run fast enough and the boat 
would plane. I’ m still using the 3.5. It is some- 
what noisier than modern outboards of 
equivalent power. 

In the year 2000, when I did this work, 
parts for many brands of old outboards could 
be obtained from Certified Parts Corp., P.O. 
Box 8468, Janesville, WI 53545, (608) 752- 
9441. 

Robb White Comments 
Wow. Brad Lyttle’s outboard motor re- 

pairing was sort of humbling for me, I thought 
I was the only one who would put $2000 
worth of work into a $50 object, and he 
doesn’t like the reverse feature of a boat mo- 
tor either. I guess I'll just have to make room 
in my exalted position for some company. 

That Ted Williams 7.5hp engine was (I 
believe) the last gasp of Scott Atwater (after 



they became Scott McCollough). They were 
pretty popular with fishermen around here 
because they hung down behind the transom 
like the OMC 9.5 and didn’t cost nearly as 
much and you could get them on the Sears 
easy payment plan. Things like the carbure- 
tor that couldn’t be removed to clean the jet 
without taking the whole power head off the 
engine were what did Scott in. They did a lot 
of that kind of “engineering.” 

The air-cooled engine Mr. Lyttle so he- 
roically maintained in running condition was 
called an Eska in non-Sears circles and was 
the cheapest American made engine ever. 

Briggs and Stratton is building a four-cycle 
engine sort of like that now. The Eska was 
two-stroke and had what looked like a Clinton 
engine on it. The cheapest outboard made now 
is a “Cruise and Carry” which is, I believe, . 
built by Tanaka (the weedeater people). Sears 
sold that as a “Gamefisher” for a while and 
might do it still. I ain’t been to Sears since 
they quit sending me the catalog. 

Despite Mr. Lyttle’s fondness for it, I 
never got to be all that crazy about an air- 
cooled engine in a boat, either as an outboard 
or inboard. They are loud and blow hot air all 
the time. Son Sam and I are looking on the 

internet (well, Sam is) for a small, water °* 
cooled engine to put into a little Atkin style 
tunnel boat about the size of a Grumman 
Sport boat that I am thinking about building 
as an experiment. The Rescue Minor runs so 
efficiently that I believe 4hp or so would be 
plenty. Sam found the perfect engine for it, 
too. It is a 50cc water cooled, four-stroke en- 
gine that only weighs 32 Ibs. and that includes 
the transmission and kick starter! Guess who 
makes it? Piaggio (Vespa). Of course, it ain’t 
got no reverse and is probably real expen- 
Sive. 

The 
Mighty Mite 

By Bradford Lyttle 

Several years ago I saw an ad in a boat 
magazine for a 2hp outboard made by Nep- 
tune named [|Mighty Mite.(The motor was a 
discontinued model and a closeout. It cost 
about $250 new. I ordered one. 

The Mighty Mite was a peculiar motor. 
It was the lightest gasoline outboard I had ever 
seen, weighing about 22 lbs. Its power head 
seemed to be well made, its one-cylinder, two- 
cycle engine having a cast iron sleeve. How- 
ever, its propeller seemed hardly designed 
with an eye to efficiency at all arid its plastic 
shroud made important parts inaccessible. 

: I made several changes in the Mighty 
Mite that greatly improved its efficiency and 
ease of operation. One was to replace the two- 
bladed propeller with a more efficient three- 
bladed propeller, perhaps of Michigan brand. 
Fitting of the three-bladed propeller to the 
motor required making a 7/16) x 1/20 sleeve 
to fit the propeller to the shaft and turning 
down the propelleris hub somewhat with a 
lathe. This propeller caused the motor to run 
at a slower speed, but it was much more effi- 
cient than the propeller that came with the 
motor. 

A second change was to deactivate the 
motor|s clutch mechanism. The clutch was a 
simple dog that was either fully engaged or 
fully disengaged. It struck me that trying to 
engage the clutch while the motor was run- 
ning at considerable speed might damage the 
clutch or other parts of the motor. I perma- 
nently engaged the clutch. 

A third change was to remove the shroud 
and add an aluminum guard for the flywheel 
so that my fingers could not be caught in the 
flywheel. 

Other changes were to add a bracket on 
the top of the motor to carry the small plastic 
gas tank and a carrying handle. 

This motor has served me well for many 
years. It is just right for bringing a 14’ sail- 
boat into harbor from Lake Michigan and can 
be easily adjusted and serviced. 

I noticed recently that a Mighty Mite, 
reportedly with good compression, was for 
sale on eBay for $65. 
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There’s been some revival of interest in 
the inverted vee “Sea Sled” concept lately. It 
originated in 1911 when Nova Scotian Albert 
Hickman, who had been designing pointed 
bow, flat bottomed speedboats, put vertical 
metal plates under the forward chines of one 
of his boats to trap a cushion of air under the 
hull and supposedly reduce its resistance. The 
trapped air caused the propeller to race and 
lose thrust, leading to his invention of the 
surface propeller with half its swept disk clear 
of the water and the shaft emerging from the 
transom (the same principle as the prop riding 

Sea Sled Concept 
Length 22’6” 
Breadth 7°10” 

Draft (propeller) 2’0” 

racing hydroplanes of 40-odd years later, 
which pushed smooth water boat speeds up 
toward 200 mph). 

The next step was the Sea Sled with the 
inverted vee hull shape replacing the plates, 
which he spent the rest of his life promoting. 
The preliminary sketch here shows what they 
were like, except for the conventional pro- 
peller and rudder arrangement which I hoped 
would give better low speed maneuvering 
than the surface props of the Sea Sleds. Note 
the large clearance between the hull and the 
propeller to avoid the air ingestion problem. 

This concept was made sometime in the 1950s 
and went no further, partly because even then 
I was not enthusiastic about it. The forward 
cockpit was intended to mitigate the problem 
of arranging accommodations around the in- 
truding tunnel of the Sea Sled shape. 

At the time, and later, I had direct expe- 
rience with several Sea Sleds of Hickman 
design and others, and became convinced that 
there was no future in them. I used a couple 
of small ones, including some rough water 
experiences, and had a good chance to ob- 
serve others. One was a 50-footer built for a 
U.S. Air Force competition for a “crash boat” 
(to rescue downed fliers). I had done some 
work under Douglas van Patten on another 
boat in the competition, had an acquaintance 
in the Hickman office, and was on familiar 
terms with the Sea Sled’s professional trials 
skipper, so I took a close interest in the boat 
as she was built by Graves Yacht Yard in 
Marblehead. 

In particular I watched her undergo a 
spectacular heavy weather trial in Salem 
Sound. There was a lot of wind from the east 
and a big and steep sea was running. She was 
run very fast, at least 30 knots, I’m sure, 
against this sea. She kept going, leaping be- 
tween crests, and was completely enveloped 
in dense clouds of spray blasted straight ahead 
of her by the pressure of the trapped air un- 
der her. She was not stopped and her con- 
struction stood the stress. Eventually she re- 
turned, streaming water from end to end and 
up to the mastheads and maneuvered clum- 
sily (like all surface propeller boats) into her 
berth with her two 1,500hp Packard V12 en- 
gines growling and barking ahead and astern. 
She had passed the test at a cost of a broken 
arm and several broken ribs among the bridge 
crew and observers aboard. 

If there was a G meter on board I did 
not have access to it, but simply watching her 
action and its consequences, plus experiences 
with the smaller boats in smaller waves, con- 
vinced me that if the complex shape of the 
Sea Sled was any softer riding than a perfectly 
flat bottom, the difference was not significant. 
The shape has numerous disadvantages, start- 
ing with the intrusion into cabin or cargo 
space of the high keel line, as illustrated by 
my sketch here (note the keel emerging from 
the forward end of the cockpit and the mid- 
section showing the higher cabin sole). Oth- 
ers are relatively complex construction by one 
off methods, comparatively deep hull draft 
due to the displacement volume lost in the 
tunnel, slow turning due to the flat sides car- 
ried far forward and deep, and the tendency 
to blow spray straight ahead noted above, 
where it blows back over the length of the 
boat. 

As the description above shows, Sea 
Sleds work. My point is that a straight garvey 
shape with a flat bottom curved up to the deck 
forward is simpler and roomier, faster with 



any given power, shallower, and drier (or not 
as wet!) in rough water, handles better at low 
speed, and does not slam appreciably worse 
in rough water. Absent any comparative test 
of accelerations that I’m aware of, this last 
point is subjective, but the slamming of the 
Sea Sled is intolerable at any rate. 

The original Boston Whaler prototype 
was a Straight Sea Sled. Eric Tasker and I did 
exhaustive (and punishing!) rough water test- 
ing of it for Fisher Pierce, the result of which 
was that it was modified with the central vee 
filling in most of the tunnel under the hull. 
The remaining twin vestigial tunnels were so 
small that they can’t have been much differ- 
ent in action from a flat bottom. They re- 
mained to salvage expensive production tool- 
ing, and I suppose to look less crude than the 
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straightforward garvey, or Johnboat, shape 
that it had really become. 

The garvey shape has the disadvantage 
that if the profile curve of the bottom is given 
a gentle sweep for least resistance at moder- 
ate speeds and least tendency to throw spray 
ahead, it lacks buoyancy under the bow and 
may get its deck in the water in a steep sea 
before it starts to lift. To improve this action 
I developed the box cutwater extending for- 
ward under the up curved flat bottom. If this 
cutwater is correctly shaped it works well. 
Most of the boats we’ ve designed with it have 
pointed bows, but this is mostly cosmetic 
since most people dislike the looks of the 
square across garvey bow. 

The action of the boats, at least the full 
planing types, is not much different from that 

of the garvey shapes which would have more 
deck space and would perhaps be a little drier 
in some sea conditions. The cutwater, ex- 
tended aft as a box keel, channels air clear of 
the propeller. Later we gave some deadrise 
on each side of the flat bottom of the box keel, 
carried up into the overhang of the garvey 
bottom. This had little or no effect on the head 
sea action, but it eliminated the skidding and 
tripping tendency of high speed flat bottoms. 
With pointed or square across upper bows, 
these last types seem close to a rigor. 

They still slam in a head sea of the wrong 
length, but having seen, for instance, a lethal 
11 gravities recorded in a extreme deep vee, 
I do not think that this can be eliminated in a 
practical boat operating at high speed along 
a gas to liquid interface. 
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Designed by Charles Lawton of 
Marblehead, MA, ca 1980. Built: 

C. Stickney, Boatbuilders Ltd. 1997 
7 

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 

Woodenboat Restoration & Rigging 

THE ADIRONDACK GUIDEBOAT 
by the 

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

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

Gardner Callanen, Boatbuilder 

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

pert Lowell, Co, Inc 

\ 

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 
P.O. Box 122 dgehansen @aol.com 
Spruce Head, ME 04859 

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 

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

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



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 

Plans & Kits 

Wabadaderars2t- Designs by Platt Monfort 

STUDY PLANS BOOK $4.95 

ROAR 2 
14 x 4 x 75 Ibs. 

Jigless Taped Seam 
$15 Plans - $1 Info on 16 Boats 

JIM MICHALAK 
118 E. Randall, Lebanon, IL 62254 

INSTRUCTIONAL VIDEO $19.95 

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

207) 882-5504 ox ‘iis 
<gaboats.com> 

John Lockwood, Designer 

30-Year Wilderness Paddler 
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 «& Pe 15 Kits °5 Plan Sets 

Ultra-Light 
anyone, whether novice or Stitch-n-Glue 

an experienced paddler,” 

V.S.—Sea Kayaker Magazine _ 

Oct. 1998 

ad x 

Since 1986 

Pygmy Boats Inc. ee anaes 
For a Free Color Catalogue Write: PO ox 1529 ¥ Dept. 2¥ Port Townsend: WA 98368 

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

THE SIMMONS 

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

Outstandingly seaworthy, 30 mph with low 

Sea-Skiff 22 
20% bigger than 
the 20 
¢ 216” x 8'°3” 

Sea-Skiff 20 
twice that size 
° 1974” x 7’°6” 
¢ 10” draft 

Sea-Skiff 18 
pictured 
Bae Fie yop Gone Be 
¢ 5” draft 

Computer Design Pioneer 

Best Kayak Kits - 

* 20-40 HP power, light, simple (flat laps, straight 23050 FE sas 
planks) plywood lapstrake construction. 
Detailed plans and directions; no lofting. 

Information packet - $1 

* 50-70 HP 

¢ Plans - $55 US 
* 12” draft 
* 70-90 HP 

* cabin versions 
sketched 

* Plans - $55 US 

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

’ HApDDEN Boat COMPANY 
Wooden Boat Construction & Repair 

Experience the Original if 
Je 

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 

GES HUGE BOAT Ses 
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, ctistomer boat photos, FREE info 
on various building methods, online newsletter & much 
more! Your one-stop boat building resource! Hard-copy 

catalog $9.95- 216 pagesiillustrated. 

‘Glen- -L marine designs 
PO box 1804/AM44 

I 9152 Rosecrans Ave. 
“Bellflower, CA 90707-1804 

a” 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 

“Ted Moores 

Building 

Small Boats 
by Greg Rossel 

BULEDING 

SMALE 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 Siore, 
PO Box 78, 
Brooklin, Maine 04616 
www.woodenboatstore.com 
Call Toll-Free 1-800-273-7447 



The Best 

Boats 

You Can 

Build. 

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.cilcboats.com 

ae 

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” 

ety 
see 

SF Pad 

; articles/forums/photos/more 
= Www.duckworksmagazine.com 

Ala its Not ust Art, Iisa Crafi 
Unique Wood-Strip, 

Performance, Sea Kayaks 

Kits, Plans & 
Finished Boats 

Send $3 for a catalog to: 
Nick Schade 

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

ph: 860-659-8847 

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

PLEASE SEND ME: UO Complete construction plans and instruc- 
tions for $40.00 0 Study plan packet for Bobcat and 36 other easy- 
to-build Intant Boats for $5.00. 
BOOKS: OQ /nstant Boats, $16.00 UO Build the New Instant Boats, 
$19.95 QO How to Build Your Own Boat, $20.00 UO 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 4 Boat Modeling with 
Dynamite Payson, $19.95 QBolger’s 103 Small Boat Rigs, $28.95 
QO) Boat Modeling the Easy Way, $19.95 Add $1.00 S&H 

Name 

Street 

Civ ee eee eal Zip 

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

207-594-7587 



WEE PUNKIN | 

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

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

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

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

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

apatkin @ aol.com 
www.atkinboatplans.com 

CONRAD NATZIO 
BOATBUILDER 

A range of small 

craft plans for 

very easy home 

building in 

plywood 

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 |SiiinE 

SKIPJACK COASTER 

DRAKETAIL 

MODELS THAT REALLY SAIL 
Rueser BAND & Sart Powered Kits 

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

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

Order #800-533-9030 (U.S.) VISA/MC acce nce 
Other Kits & Plans Available, Catalog $1. 

SEAWORTHY SMALL SHIPS 
Dept. M, PO Box 2863 

Prince Frederick, MD 20678, USA 

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

beauty 
anyone can 
build from 
our pre-as- FF 
sembled 
kit. Price, aati 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 

mmm = Howto Build ee 
ce On fe) the Ocean 
Pointer uc 

A 19’6” 
Outboard Skiff 

by David Stimson 

This new book 
—_ ; 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 

"ARCH DAVIS DESIGN: 
Plans and Kits 

for the Home Boatbuilder 

www.by-the-sea.com/archdavisdesign/ 
37 Doak Road, Belfast, ME 04915 

207-930-9873 

SPACE 

FOR RENT 

ADVERTISE YOUR 

PLANS / KITS HERE 

ONLY $18 PER ISSUE 

BOATS 
29 BURLEY ST., WENHAM, MA 01984-1943 

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 



GAMBELL & ree 
SAI pe ES 

Rigging 
16 Limerock St. Camden, ME 04843 

(207) 236- 3561 
www.gambellandhunter.com 

Quality Cedar Strips 
MAS Epoxy 

Supplies - Tools 

Canoe, Kayak & Rowinc Boat Kits 

Ss the NEWFOUND 
=> WOODWORKS inc. 

603-744-6872 (WANS 
www.newfound.com <=Ls 

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 

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. Silverlip Marine Epoxy Series: 

‘SilverTip 
Marine Epoxies 
Are Fasy to Use 
and Deliver 
Exceptional 

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

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

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

3 Gal. Unit $147.00 

FIBERGLASS CLOTH ¢ TAPES * MATS * ROVINGS « KNITS 

> 

¢ REICHOLD Polyester Resins (gals, pails, 
drums) 

¢ NESTE GelCoats Bs 
¢ Sikaflex Urethane Sealants 

¢ Gloucester Marine Paints (40-50% discount) 

¢ 2 part Urethane Pour Foam 

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

LOW _ Silicon Bronze Wood Screws 
es 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 

Catsiee! 300-333-0314 

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 

dason Cajune 59 
Owner: Mogtana Boathuiiders, ine 

& Boatbuilding jastractar a 

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

SEE SMALL-CRAFT SAILS 

AND GET A QUOTE AT LE R 

www.dabblersails.com om 

< 
a 

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 Tnal Kit at systemthree.com so you can expenence and test these 

high performance epoxy products. Included in the kit is a $10.90 coupon redeemable towards a future purchase 

OR CONTACT US AT 

° dab @crosslink.net 

° Ph/fax 804-580-8723 

° PO Box 235, Wicomico Ch., VA 22579 

Stuart K. Hopkins, Sole Prop 

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

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

QuikFair fairing Patty + GelMagic Hon Sagging Adhesive + MetiWeld Malti-Sabstrate Adhesive 

EZ-Fillet Wood Fleur Patty - Silvervip lamiaating Resio 



EETOP Ake 

Mis 

Wood Canoe 

Hardware 

Peveacen by Tesrrtensenn a ncrors >a 

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 

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 

E-mail: oibw @ gwi.net 

PADDLES & OARS 

leg 

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

Ath & TEV, 
(207) 866-4867 

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

<bill@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-F7am-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 



BOATS FOR SALE 

Classified Marketplace 

Redwing 18, new construction. Professionally 
built using stitch & glue & BS1088 plywood. 
Custom outfit for buyer. Ready for a summer 
cruise. 
CHESAPEAKE MARINE DESIGN, Severna 
Park, MD, (410) 544 9553, <cmdboats.com> (4P) 

15’ Sweet Pea, Phil Bolger designed surf dory w/ 
7-1/2’ Shaw & Tenney oars, slip keel, rudder & 
mast but no sail. Featured in Boats with an Open 
Mind. Delivery can be arranged in the Delaware 
valley. $600. 
JACK MIZRAHI, West Chester, PA, (610) 793- 
0114 aft 7pm, <jmizrahi@.girardcollege.com> (2) 

21’ Bolger Dovekie, “79 Hull #12. Dodger w/vinyl 
window, cockpit cover, soft hatch covers, cockpit 
seats, bow cb, 2 tanbark sails, compass, oars, 
Danforth anchor w/chain and nylon rode, & port 
quarter motor mount. Original Edey & Duff 
lowboy trlr w/new (never wet) axle, springs, hubs, 
bearings, & grease fittings, 2 spare wheels, & light 
bar. Clear Florida title. ‘94 4hp Yamaha long shaft 
2 stroke in exc cond. $3,150. 
PAUL LEFEBVRE, Gainesville, FL, (352) 376 
4977, <lefebvre @bellsouth.net> (2) 

11’ 6” Cartopper Sailboat, Phil Bolger designed, 
incl hefty galv trlr & other extras. High level of 
finish. Exc boat. $1,195. 
ROB MAJEWSKI, Lewes DE, (302) 644 4612, 
<Robert.Majewski@comcast.net> (2) 

16’ Classic Runabout Hull, cedar on oak, 
mahogany foredeck, teak benches. Vy gd cond. 
$200. 
JURGENS, Hamilton, MA, (978) 468-1721. (2) 

bees iin 

‘74 Hunter 25 Pop Top, 25’ sloop w/fg hull, 8' 
beam, 4' draft, v berth w/head, sink, & alcohol 
stovetop, 5 berths total. Incl 100% jib, 130% 
genoa, 2 mainsails (1 brand new), bunk cushions, 
new running lights, masthead light, lines, hull 
paint, battery, cabin carpeting. ‘01 Johnson 81hp 
ob, less than 50 hrs. Surveyed 4/20/01. Grt Ist boat, 
nds a little TLC. Currently dry docked in Warwick, 
RI. $5,500/obo. 
LANCE & AMY HARRY, Warwick, RI, (401) 475 
3629, act soon, this deal won’t last!! (2) 
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CLASSIFIED ADVERTISING 
INFORMATION: 

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

A one-time charge of $8 will be made 
for any photograph included with any ad 
to cover the cost to us of the necessary 
halftone. For return of photo following 
publication, include a self-addressed 
stamped envelope. 

Non-subscribers and commercial 
businesses may purchase classified ads at 
$.25 per word per issue. To assure accu- 
racy, please type or print your ad copy 
clearly. Mail to Boats, 29 Burley St., 
Wenham, MA 01984. No telephone ads 
please. 

tm. O 

Bolger Cartopper, Itwt rowing/sailing skiff. 
Beautifully built of finest materials: okoume 
marine ply, System 3 epoxy & 2 part urethane 
finish. Weighs 100lbs. bare; 129|bs. fully rigged. 
Galv Mercury trlr has never been in water. 
Bohndell lug sail, spruce spars, oak tiller, all 
stainless or bronze hrdwre. Rigid foam under deck 
& floor. Incl paddle, 7’ oars, rowing seat & all 
rigging. $1,595. 
WESLEY EWELL, Pocasset, MA, (508) 564 
6844. (2) 

13’6” Chamberlain Dory Skiff, w/trlr, cb, gaff 
rig., from Gardner’s Dory Book. Marine ply on 
laminated spruce frames. Strong, light, beautiful. 
Sails well, rows like dream, seaworthy. $2,850. 
DAVID GILROY, E. Granby, CT, (860) 658-9972. 
(2) 

17’ Kevlar Old Town Canadiene Canoe, like 
new. $1,095. Grumman Sport Boat, exc. $895. 
Duck Boat. $595. Sailing Pram. $495. 7’ Dinghy. 
$250. 
FERNALD’S, Rt. 1A, Parker River, Newbury, 
MA, (978) 465-0352. (2) 

18’ Old Town Paddle Boat, ’34 square ender 
comp! rblt by professional rebldr in °03. New 
canvas on hull & sponsons. Orig oars. Rows vy 
well. W/trlr. $5,500. 
BILL HOPKINS, New Preston, CT, (860) 868- 
9092. (2) 

16’ Super Dink, performance prototype written 
up by John Gardner in National Fisherman. 
Participated in Yachting ’s “One of a Kind” regatta 
“77. Constr. fg over 3/8” pve foam core. Teak trim. 
Wt. 160Ibs, S.A. 100sf. Exc cond, trir incl. Selling 
because too old now to be messing about in boats. 
Asking $1,200, make offer. Stonington Pulling 
Boat, by Golden Era °79, 16’ long, 31” beam, 
weight 125Ib. approx. In exc cond. Oars & dolly 
incl. Asking $1,000, make offer. 
GEORGE HART, Old Saybrook, CT, (860) 388- 
3806. (2) 

12’ San Francisco Pelican, plywood day sailer in 
gd cond. Mainsail gd cond, jib almost new. On tilt 
frame galv trlr. In grt cond. Launch in 10” of water. 
$725. 17’ Folbot Greenland II Kayak, 2 person, 
folds into 2 bags, w/rudder, down wind sail rig in 
3" bag. Vy gd cond. $900. 
FRED MOLLER, P.O. Box 727, Wells, VT 05774, 
(802) 325-3411. (2) 

17’ Conn. River Drag Boat, recently restored w/ 
new spars, new sails by Nat Wilson, sweeps & new 
galv Venture trir. $2,800. Folbot Super, 2 person 
folding kayak w/wooden cross frames & compl sail 
rig. In gd cond. $800. ’67 Wittholz 25’ Catboat, 
Roy Blaney bldr. Albin 10hp engine upgraded ’03. 
In exc cond. $19,500. Located Sag Harbor, NY. 
RAY HARTJEN, East Hampton, NY, (631) 324- 
2490, <rhartjen@hamptons.com> (1P) 

20’ Eastporter Power Boat, fg ’85. Designed & 
used as island ferry. 120hp Mercruiser I/O drive. 
Compl w/2 axle galv trlr & 8hp ob on bracket. 
$9,730. Call, email or write for compl description 
& pictures. 
KARL WEBSTER, P.O. Box 261, Brooksville, ME 
04617, (207) 326-9781, <ksw@midmaine.com> 

(2) 



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) 

3 FG Sailboats, w/sails $500 each! Wife wants 
them gone. All in gd shape but nd some TLC. 22' 
Wind Rose, ‘76(?), 23’ Columbia, ’73, 25’ 
Coronado, °68. Rbit 22’ Catalina, ’74. Epoxy 
encapsulated in & out, Pettit paint, Mahogany 
dinette, new electric, pull out galley. Beautiful 
cond, sat | yr. $4,000. Also some OB motors, steel 
boat cradles & spare parts available. 
HOWARD SCHULTHEISS, North of Baltimore, 
MD, (410) 287-2546 wknds or Ive message. (1) 

11’ Shellback Dinghy, brand new; lapstrake 
plywood; incl rudder, C/B & spars, bright 
mahogany transom, bright finished open gunnels, 
beautiful & well bit. $3800. 8' Plywood Pram, 
newly painted; solid; incl C/B & trunk. Sailing rig 
available; $300. 
MIKE KIRSCH, Beverly, MA, (978) 927 4305, 
<mak @nii.net>(1) 

Com Pac 16, 83. 16’ x 6’ x 18” 450# keel. Galv 
trlr. Boat & trir never in saltwater. Recent tires & 
bunk cushions. Fresh bottom paint. $1,500. 
Mercury Shp/4 cycle o/b, long shaft, 4 amp alt. 
NEVER USED. $1,100. Boat & motor $2,500. 
JOHN COOPER, San Antonio, TX, (210) 828 
3165, <jcooper@stic.net> (2) 

14’ Cape Dory Handy Cat, Cape Cod style 
catboat. ’71. Gaff rig. Sitka spruce spars, teak 
coaming & seats. FG hull. 4.5hp British Seagull 
OB, cover & trlr. All in vy gd cond. A comfortable 
classic day sailer. $6,950 compl. 
ERIC KRETZMANN, Mansfield, OH, (419) 589- 
4050, <kretzmann.4 @netzero.net> (1) 

ROB ROY 23 
wt Elasstc Canoe Yaul 

23’ Rob Roy, ’87, Ted Brewer design FG canoe 
yawl by Marine Concepts. Gd cond, well equipped. 
*97 galv trir, 97 Honda 8hp OB, low hrs. $10,500. 
JOE VANDERWERF, Hendersonville, NC, (828) 
692-7718, <jnVanderwerf@mchsi.com> (1) 

150 Lyman Wooden Runabout, 057, nds 
restoration. W/trlr. $1,500. 160Lyman Wooden 
Runabout, [165 in petty gd cond, mostly restored. 
W/Shorelander trir in gd cond. $1,800. New 
Mariner OB, Model 25M rigged on 16(. Lyman 
in perf cond, sold separately. $1,750. 15 
Lighthouse Mariner 15 Wherry, rowing boat. FG 
w/wood trim. Custom made in Maine by Maine 
Coast Boathouse, trimmed by Eric Dow. In perf 
cond. $3,200. All must be picked up at 
Brattleboro, VT. 
PHYLLIS BENAY, Brattleboro, VT, (802) 254- 

Sel chan, sliding seat open water rowing shell, 
19° long, fast, stable & safe. Mfg. by Little River 
Marine. $1,200. 
BOB CUSHING, Cazenovia, NY, (315) 687-6776, 
<RBRTBOBCAT@AOL.COMS> (2) 

21’ Paul Gartside Sloop, plank on frame, oak 
backbone, copper/bronze fastened. Nds skilled 
person to finish her. Asking $27,000. 
JOHN DAVIES, ME, (207) 
<jmjdav @hotmail.com> (1) 

i) 

326-8704, 

Friendship Sloop, Society registered #141, Sea 
Dog bit ‘73, Portsmouth, NH. By James Hall. 
Yellow pine on oak, spartan interior, sailable cond, 
nds cosmetics & some deck & coaming work. Vy 
gd 7hp. Volvo diesel, one cyl. Fun daysailer, 
cockpit for 6+, vy seaworthy, gd looking! $9,500. 
Located Buffalo, NY. 
GREG GRUNDTISCH, Lancaster, NY, (800) 724 
0576, <grundy @fantasiadesign.com>(1) 

Middle Path Skua Rowing Cruiser, FG hull w/ 
varnished mahogany trim. 2prs 7-1/2’ leathered 
oars, 2prs bronze oarlocks. Mint cond, used twice, 
always garage stored. Asking $2,500 OBO. Inq for 
more info or pictures. 
PETER THIBEAULT, Brighton, MA, (617) 730- 
4950, <peterthibeault @ hotmail.com> (subject line 
“Skua for sale”). (1P) 

18’ Folding Kayak, Russian manufacture, vy high 
volume, 2 folding paddles. $450;—13’ FG 
Peapod, daggerboard well, 8’ oak oars. $550, 13’ 
Burro Camping Trailer, fg. $2000. Will consider 
fg canoe, lg cockpit kayak, small boat trir or 
something interesting in trade. 
MARTIN KOKUS, Pippa Passes, KY, (606) 368 

2340, <martinkokus @alc.edu> (2) 

Cape Cod Catboat, gaff rigged w/spruce spars & 
alum mast. SIps 2+. Custom trimmed in mahogany 
& teak. Traditional cabinetry in cockpit & 
companionway. 4hp Yamaha 4-stroke w/less than 
10 hrs. Sink, stove area, new sail & sail cover. Well 
cared for & hauled by local marina. Hvy duty trlr 
incl. New boat worth well over $24k. $13,000 
OBRO. Pictures available by email. 
JOHN LARRABEE, Orland, ME, 
<johnb153 @ yahoo.com> (1) 

96 Melonseed Skiff, 13°8”, light brown fg hull, 
by Crawford Boat Building Co. Load Rite trlr. Both 
in vy gd cond. $5,500. 14’ O’Day Puffin Sloop, 
in fair cond w/tlr in less than fair cond but 
serviceable. $550. 
ED GREENE, P.O. Box 1482, Duxbury, MA 
02332, (781) 934-2909. (2) 

Finn #761, Olympic Class single handed 14’9” 
planing sailboat. Ready to sail. Incl galv trlr. $900 
obo. 
H. CHAMPAGNEY, 77 Halladay Dr., West 
Suffield, CT 06093, (860) 668 7695, 
<HMChampagney @msn. com> (2) 

12’ Aluminum Boat, 2hp Honda OB, galv trir, 
extras. $1,200 firm. 12’ Porta Boat, in vy gd cond. 
$500 firm. 
CHARLES MENDEZ, Wantage, NJ, (973) 875- 
1631 5-8pm. (1) 

20’ Victorian Fantail Launch, custom mahogany 
cockpit & trim, 9.9 Honda in well, bronze wheel 
& cleats, new EZ Loader trlr. $18,500. 

JOHN RUGGERIO, 9 Lakeside St., Salem, NH 
03079-1962. (1) 
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Rowing Shells: Maas 24, (194, ultralight open 
water racer, carbon fiber, white, exe cond. 
$1,350. 2 Alden Ocean Shells, 1 single (16(|) and 
1 double (18{). Both (175, both in gd owing cond, 
both navy w/light blue decks. $700 for the single, 
$800 for the double. 3 Oarmaster I Drop in 
Rowing Rigs. $150 ea. F. Colar Spoonblade Oars, 
$150/pair, for use with the Aldens. Small Craft 
A.R.S., 220, white, fully rigged w/FG oars, 

$1,000. 
RICHARD SPRINGER, Brooklyn, NY, (718) 996 
8461, <rs.es @earthlink.net> (1) 
Tremolino Trimaran, FG, trlr, spare lg rig, 
outriggers. $3,500. 
JOHN BARTLETT, FL, (772) 979-4293. (1) 

16’ Kittery Skiff, wooden ocean rowing shell 
assembled from Alden/Martin Marine kit). 

Oarmaster I unit, F. Collar oars. $950. 
BOB KUGLER, Franklin, MA, (508) 636 2236, 
<enku45 1 @charter.net> (2) 

15-1/2’ Knockabout Sloop, marine plywood hull. 
Taped seams, oak ribs, mahogany trim. Sitka 
spruce mast & boom. Thurston dacron sails. 
Racelite fittings. Incl trlr. $750. 
AL MICHAUD, 11 Forest Rd., Foxboro, MA, 

(508) 543 9495. (2) 

13’ Daisy, sail/row/motor boat: see WB #126 & 
MAIB, Oct, 15, ‘99, Okoume plywood & epoxy 
constr, bright finish. Dabbler tanbark sail. $700. 
JOHN LONGBOTTOM, S18P1, 417 Birdwood 
Av., Haddonfied, NJ 08033, (856) 428 7032. (2) 

13’ Salisbury Point Rowing Skiff, Lowell Boat 
shop 81. Nds little work. $1,000 OBO. 
JON SAWYER, Lowell, MA, (978) 423-3155. 
(IP) 

Traditional Hand-Crafted Wooden Adirondack 
Guideboat, comp] w/caned seats, oars, paddle, & 
yoke. Exc cond. $5,500. 
TOM WHEELER, Wallingford, VT, (802) 446- 
3582. (3P) 

BOATS WANTED 

Town Class Sailboat, wood or FG. 
MIKE BRENNAN, Narragansett, RI, (401) 789- 

0980, <MDB Workskiff @cox-net> (1) 

GEAR WANTED 

Trailer, new/used for 19’ keel/CB sailboat similar 
to Joel White’s Flatfish. Draft 2’, wgt 2,500Ibs. 
CARL KAUFMANN, Block Island, RI, (401) 466- 
2510, (401) 486-1888. (1) 

Douglas Deltor Oars, | pr approx 298cm in gd 
used cond. 
JOHN BAHRT, Portsmouth, NH, (978) 777-5410 
X1519 wkdys. (1) 
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GEAR FOR SALE 

There is nothing— absolutely nothing— 

half so much worth doing y 

y 

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 (TEP) 

A Tough Jacktar, holding his billy stick (18th C. 
British sailor) is featured on this T-shirt. Dramatic 
woodcut printed on an Ash Grey shirt. The words 
say it all! Perfect gift for any sailor, rower, or old 
salt! Medium-X large $17.00, XXL $19.00, S&H 
$4.50 in North America. We accept Visa, Master 
Card & American Express. 
NORS, P.O. Box 143, Woolwich, ME 04579 USA, 
Phone/Fax (207) 442-7237, <crew @norsgear. 

com> www.norsgear.com (TFP) 
se SS 

BOOKS & PLANS FOR SALE 
SSR 9 RS a A RE IEEE 

100lbs Boat Magazines, mostly Messing About 
In Boats. FREE for cost of shipping. 
MARTIN KOKUS, Pippa Passes, KY, (606) 368 
2340, martinkokus @alc.edu (2) 

ey 

Nutmeg (aka $200 Sailboat), Bolger design, 
15°6”x4’6”. Plans w/compl directions. $20. 
DAVE CARNELL, 322 Pages Creek Dr., 

Wilmington, NC 28411, <davecarnell @ec.rr.com> 

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

MAIB & SBJ Magazines, a pile 42” high about 
4/Sths MAIB & 1/5 SBJ. $50 plus you pay shipping. 
BOB WHITTIER, Duxbury, MA, Fax only (781) 

934-1392. (1) 

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) 

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) 

WoodenBoat, # 96 #112 & a few older issues. 
BOB BROWN, 12936 Galaxie Ave., Apple Valley, 
MN 55124, (952) 432- SBM le 
<Bobsboats2 @aol.com> (1) 

MISCELLANEOUS MARINE RELATED 
FOR SALE 

www.kleppers.org. (TFP) 

MISCELLANEOUS MARINE RELATED 
WANTED 

Sailboat Delivery Wanted, from Traverse City, 
M1] area to Rochester, NY or Baltimore, MD area. 

Boat is full keel w/durable steel cradle, measures 
22’6” loa x 7°5” beam x 2’6” draft, 4,100lbs. 
DANIEL BOLBROCK, Brewster, MA, (508) 385- 
4259. (01) 

WATERFRONT PROPERTY 
FOR SALE OR RENT 

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/comp! 
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) 
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Anyone. 

Go explore that nearby lake... check out that local creek... paddle along a rustic 

New England harbor... all in our easy-to-paddle FeatherLite kayaks. User-friendly, 

they come with large, non-confining cockpits and are easy to carry at only 37 lbs.! 

These are the perfect all-terrain recreational vehicles. 

Discover kayaking in your own backyard! 

The FeatherLite % ‘Sea, 

stable Shallow-V fh At omfor table Foam Seat, 

uilt-In Flotatior Ihe 1, Adjus rable peat, Footbraces & More. www.heritagekayaks.com 

<HERITAGE> 
—- KAYAKS 

55 Ballou Boulevard, Bristol, RI 02809 * [401] 253-3408 + Fax [401] 254-6994 
Just enjoy and take it all in, even in the snow! Bradley Lake, Andover, N.H. Photo: Brownell 
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