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On the Covers...

Apparently under the influence of the
nearby Indianapolis Speedway and his
enthusiasm for NASCAR stock car racing,
sailor/sailmaker Dave Gray got all enthused
about Shp Briggs & Stratton outboard racing
and came up with his Hot Tub IV pictured on
the front cover.

On the back cover, replacing the long
running Heitage Kayak ad which has reached
the end of its run, is a larger view of James
Broten’s classic 1912 photo of his mother and
relatives rowing on Lake Minnetonka that
graced last issue’s “Commentary” page.
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Bob Hicks, Editor

Commentary...

The subject of megayachts, which I
brought up on this page in the October 15 is-
sue and elaborated upon with a three page
spread in the January 1, continues to elicit
correspondence. Latest to arrive is a five-page
printout of a Wall Street Journal website ar-
ticle sent to me by Dave Carnell. It is entitled
“Making Waves, An Echo of Louis XIV’s
Court,” and goes on with subheads about how
rising riches stir rivalry for ever bigger yachts.
While I cannot reprint the article in its en-
tirety due to its length and copyright protec-
tion, I thought I might extract some interest-
ing bits from it as a sort of wrap-up of our
look at the far end of the messing about in
boats scene before returning to our usual fo-
cus on boats we can afford.

One quote from the owner of a 100’
yacht was, “T used to think I had a good-sized
boat, now it’s like a dinghy compared to these
others. How big are they going to get?”

Today’s biggest yachts are loaded with
new technology and toys. Computer con-
trolled stabilizers which anticipate the rock-
ing movements of a boat and offset them with
underwater fins or gyroscopes, make
megayachts perfectly still even when an-
chored. High tech security systems, stereos,
theaters, and swimming pools have become
standard. Most come with garages to house
jet skis, motorcycles, small motorboats, and
other vehicles.

Microsoft Corp. co-founder Paul Allen
bought the 354’ Le Grand Bleu which has its
own 72’ sailboat on board, then he commis-
sioned the 414” Octopus, planned to be the
biggest yacht in the world. Octopus has a 59’
speedboat, personal submarine, swimming
pool, music studio, and a helicopter pad on
the main aft deck which doubles as a basket-
ball court.

While Octopus was under construction,
Larry Ellison, Oracle Corp. chief, was build-
ing his own superboat, originally slated to be
393°. Learning of Octopus, Mr. Ellison ex-
panded the size of his boat to a 452’ colossus
called Rising Sun. Now a Saudi family is
building an even larger ship called Platinum,
expected to be about 525’ long.

The author of the article concluded that
with more than two million millionaires in
the U.S. alone, the rich are finding it harder
to set themselves apart. Their quest for big
yachts as status symbols has resulted in the
average size of yachts growing from a 80’-
110’ in the ‘90s to well over 150’ today. The
market has more than tripled since 1997, with
some boats costing well over $100 million.
Dozens of boats longer than 200’ feet are now
under construction.

Where’s the money coming from? I
learned that the luxury boom in all sorts of
consumer goods stems from a huge increase
in personal fortunes. The wealth held by mil-
lionaires world wide is $28.8 trillion, more
than the annual gross domestic products of
the U.S., Japan, Germany, France, and the
United Kingdom combined.

The article points out that yachts are
among the hardest expensive trinkets to jus-
tify. Yachts are rarely used more than a month
or two a year, upkeep can cost millions of
dollars a year, and their value typically falls
after three or four years. A new paint job alone
can cost more than $100,000. And the show-
ing off with large parties offshore is seriously
hindered by international maritime law pro-
hibiting yacht owners from carrying more
than 12 guests, excluding crew members, al-
though some big boats can get permission for
36 guests.

The increasing demand from all these
monied folks is resulting in yachts becoming
mass market artifacts. Cheaper composite
material hulls and mass production tech-
niques now enable yacht builders to produce
larger volumes. There are 257 orders for
starter yachts (80°-100) scheduled for 2005,
up from 139 in 2001, according to ShowBoats
International, a magazine for yacht owners
(no reference given as to how to subscribe,
sorry). As of July, 2004 there were 35 boats
under construction of over 200’, including
five measuring 295°, according to the maga-
zine Yachts International (again no info on
how to subscribe).

A look at a typical 142’ three deck mo-
tor yacht at the Fort Lauderdale boat show
revealed how, with a touch of a button, two
giant sliding glass doors sprang open to the
sprawling living room. The carpet was hand
knotted from wool and silk in China, the bath-
rooms were fitted with Italian marble, and the
walls were paneled with African Makore
wood. The grand stairway, sculpted from
wrought iron and wood, spanned three flights.
Retractable plasma television screens adorned
almost every room, along with surround
sound speakers, audio players, and amplifi-
ers. Just filling the gas tank costs more than
$12,000.

How does all this strike hopeful new
owners? One owner, upon boarding his brand
new yacht, immediately decided to sell it.
When he stood on the deck, he felt too far
from the water. Not much chance of this in-
fluencing our attitudes about owning the boats
we manage to afford!



I was working in the yard, spreading a
layer of pelleted limestone on our beleaguered
lawns. It was late October and I hoped we’d
get an early snowfall before winter arrived in
earnest. My elders called this light snowfall
poor man’s manure. It is the gentle benedic-
tion of moisture on the dormant plants. It
settles down and melts slowly into the tired
soil, not abusing it like a sudden downpour
might. Far better to have a few light dustings
than an early blizzard. The people driving by
the property looked at me and I could almost
hear their thoughts, “lunatic...what on earth
is that crazy lady doing when she should be
sailing?” It was a balmy 55 degrees out and I
was happy spreading the second course for a
somewhat neglected lawn.

I admit to spending more time and ef-
fort on the perennial beds and caring for the
watercraft than considering the health of the
lawn. A dose of lime was in order. With a one-
two approach I hope to cure the lawn of long-
standing sourness. This spring I applied a
ground limestone which aided the spring
growth, this fall application will help with re-
seeding and the nutrient delivery. Each sea-
son comes along in its own good time, if we
stop to listen and observe we can keep in step
with the natural rhythms.

As I worked, staying out until the sun
was sinking behind the hill, I was startled and
stopped cold in my tracks. Out on the Sound,
amid the querulous mutterings of the gulls
and black ducks, came the haunting tremolo
of the northern loon. They’ve been raising
families on the northern lakes all summer.
They usually stay there until the water skims
with ice in late November. Perhaps they have
a winter mumble that my unschooled ear can’t
filter out among the rafts of ducks and gulls
out on the Sound, but this complaint was a
full throated summer call.

I’ve seen the loons diving and making
awkward flights up and down the shoals out
front, but it’s never accompanied by a sound.
I’m willing to wager a few dollars on the tim-
ing of when the overeager ice fishermen drag
their shacks out of the backyard and the mo-
ment when the loons stop vocalizing. It is not
something that you set a watch to, it is more
a feeling. Some years they go mute in No-
vember, other years they stop their “oddle 00”
in late December. To have one arrive in Oc-
tober suggested a long, hard winter might be
ahead.

My earliest memories of this prehistoric
creature comes from early messing about up
in New Hampshire with avid ornithologist
friends of my parents who had a summer
camp on Little Squam Lake. My father was
overseeing the construction of new dormito-
ries at The Holderness School. On a few oc-
casions he’d take me along as company and
I’d stay at the cabin with the older couple.
There I'd have the free run of the woods and
shore, always ending up out in an old canoe,
having been admonished to stay within 100’
of the shore and not to go further than the
birch tree and the hemlock stand at either end
of the cove.

The first night of my visit I was sleep-
ing out in a screened porch. The moon was
full, the adults at a neighbor’s cabin, and I
had just settled in, drifting on the edge of sleep
when the spine chilling wail broke the silence.
This was the era of late night low budget hor-
ror films on television. Lon Chaney and Boris
Karloff were well known and well feared visi-

Window
on the Water

By Chris Kaiser

Loonacy;
Falling Into Winter

tors to our screens. Long before Freddy
Krueger we had really scary stuff, based on
centuries old, therefore “true,” folk tales. I
awoke and waited for an ax to split me down
the middle. Silence, not a breeze moved the
leaves.

Ilay back down and tried to catalog the
sounds I knew from birds and beasts of the
forest. No owl, hawk, or fox could make that
maniacal sound. I started to settle in again
when the wailing tremolo lanced through my
ears a second time. This time it was closer
and it was coming from out on the water. |
stared hard, looking for a ghost Indian canoe
to drift up and disgorge its war party bent on
avenging the theft of their hunting grounds.
Nothing moved, then the sound was repeated.
I was about to make a dash for the other cabin
when I heard an answering call from across
the pond. More intrigued than scared at this
point, I crept out to the dock and sat watch-
ing for whatever was making the noise to
show itself.

Eventually I witnessed a miniature Loch
Ness Monster emerge into a broad path of
moonlight. The curved neck, ending in a dag-
ger like bill, was attached to a low riding body
that moved with exceptional speed. The head
was raised and tilted back a bit as the bird
emitted yet another wail. Its territory marked,
it dove and never appeared again. Even know-
ing the mysterious caller was a loon didn’t
prevent my being startled when the ululations
began each evening.

The next morning I asked my hosts about
the loons. They took me on a canoe tour of
the shoreline, ending at a small island of float-
ing weeds anchored to a lump of rocks and
mud about a hundred yards from shore. There
they showed me a nest, which was a mucky
site about 15” in diameter with a hollow the
size of a small basin to hold the eggs,. The
young were out and partially fledged. They
dove with the parent birds and then bobbed

to the surface like black fuzzy corks. After a
few dives the three chicks clambered up onto
the adult’s back and settled in for a nap.

Before we returned home that weekend
I witnessed the comical landings and the ar-
duous take off runs needed to get aloft by the
adult loons. An eight-year-old forgets more
than she retains, but when I came to live here
on the coast, our first spring was heralded by
the call of the loons that winter along the Plum
Island Sound. Memories of earlier messing
about opportunities flooded across a half cen-
tury to a moonlit pond. Perhaps we haven’t
had a loon spending the winter so nearby re-
cently, as I haven’t noticed the calls until this
one. Whatever the reason, I’m thrilled to hear
the call of these remarkable creatures once
again.

Like the pelagic stormy petrel, loons do
not seem to share the terrestrial based exist-
ence of humans and shore birds. The form of
the body is made for swimming and diving.
A loon on land is an awkward creature with
its legs placed at the stern end of the body.
On land the balance required to gain an up-
right posture is exhausting. Loons on land
push along on their keels like feathered sea
lions, on water this construction is a magnifi-
cent propulsion device. Nesting in grassy
hummocks and floating islands of weeds, the
birds are protected from attack.

Loon aerobatics are amusing. There are
long, lolloping takeoffs and spectacular land-
ings. To paraphrase the old barnstormers’
motto, “Any crash you swim away from is a
success.” When you observe the masterful
diving and fishing accomplishments by this
living fossil you gain a different perspective.
Able to dive to 90’ and traverse hundreds of
feet underwater in a single dive, the loon
hunts fish and shellfish for food. Small fish
are consumed underwater and only the larg-
est fish or shellfish are brought to the surface
to be chewed before swallowing.

Raising young in any bird population is
always fraught with danger. Gulls are self
predatory, ducks dim-witted, and land based
game birds at risk of pneumonia. Loons have
only a few major predators, big fish and snap-
ping turtles. To avoid these unseen hunters,
the parents raft the young on their backs from
birth to fledgling. Who hasn’t been touched
by an Audubon calendar photo of a parent
loon, with two or three bright red eyed ba-
bies peeping out from the folded mantle of
its wings. As with most wild non arboreal
nesters, the newly hatched young are ready
to run about and learn to eat from birth. The
baby loons will be in the water within a few
days of hatching, and although the parents
will feed them for a few weeks with regurgi-
tated fish and plants, the babies soon learn to
snap up the small water insects and tadpoles
as they become miniature reflections of their
parents.

All the above stored knowledge and
memories rushed through my mind as the first
haunting notes drifted across the mussel beds.
We’d just passed the full moon, an eclipsing
one at that, and I wondered if this was called
the “Loon Moon” rather then the Native
American’s “Hunter’s Moon.” October is the
butt end of the long barren season, all crea-
tures, are preparing for the loss of the sun and
the freezing of the earth’s bounty. Certainly I
can dub this the Loon Moon.

Perhaps I am, as the passing motorists
surmised, a bit of a Loonatic.
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Activities & Events...

Calling All Modelers

The USS Constitution Model Shipwright
Guild and the USS Constitution Museum will
present their 26th Annual Ship Model Show
February 1 through March 5 at the Museum
in the Charlestown Navy Yard National His-
toric Site in Boston.

Deadline for entries was December 10,
but if anyone wishes to know more about the
show with thought of attending, contact Sa-
rah Watkins, Curator at the USS Constitution
Museum, (617) 426-1812 ext. 126.

Tim Mahoney, USS Constitution Model
Shipwright Guild, Charlestown, MA

Youth Workshop: Half-Hull Model
Making

Area students ages 8 to 14 will be in-
vited to The Apprenticeshop of Atlantic Chal-
lenge in Rockland, Maine, during the winter
break, February 22nd through 24th, to build
half-hull models. Participants will have the
opportunity to work in a woodshop setting,
learning the basics of tool use, boat design,
and shop safety. While working as part of a
team and individually, each will create their
own finished piece of handmade traditional
maritime art to take home.

Before boats were designed on paper and
later on computer, half-models were used to
establish hull shapes of vessels and to make
slight modifications to see what they would
look like in three dimensions. Designers
would start out with a basic hull shape, and if
they wanted a faster boat they would carve
out the areas on the model’s hull to make the
craft more nimble. Builders would then take
the shapes directly off of these models for
lofting.

Atlantic Challenge has had great success
with school break model building workshops.
Parents have commented that the program has
helped their children to gain more self-confi-
dence by creating something with their hands,
and taking a project from the planning stages
to a finished project instills a sense of pride
and accomplishment.

The model making workshop will run
again April 19-21, 2005, during spring break.
To learn more about the half-hull workshops
or the Marine Mentoring Program, contact
Atlantic Challenge at (207) 594-1800 or visit
our website at www.atlanticchallenge.com.
Atlantic Challenge is a nonprofit educational
organization whose mission is to inspire per-
sonal growth through craftsmanship, commu-
nity, and traditions of the sea.

Trisha Badger, Atlantic Challenge,
Rockland, ME

Spring 2005 Boat Building Classes

The only one of its kind in Pennsylva-
nia, Workshop on the Water, housed inside
Independence Seaport Museum, is commit-
ted to furthering the skills and traditions of
wooden boatbuilding. The Workshop is dedi-
cated to, but not limited to, the building boats
indigenous to the Delaware Valley and the
New Jersey Shore. The skills of the builder,
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rigger, and sailor are promoted through the
construction and restoration of a wide vari-
ety of 19th century traditional boats from A
Cats to sandbaggers to skiffs.

In addition, the Workshop also offers
classes on various aspects of boatbuilding
taught by the Workshop’s own boatbuilders.
These classes are conducted over the course
of a weekend and are geared to providing the
amateur builder with the information and in-
struction needed to get started on his or her
own project. Students can learn how to draw
boat plans, bend wood, practice woodwork-
ing techniques, or even build a half model!
Two courses, “Boat Building 101: Everything
You Need To Know To Build Your Own Boat”
and “Half Model Making” are offered this
coming spring.

Independence Seaport Museum, dedi-
cated to exploring the maritime history of the
Delaware River, bay, and tributaries, opened
on Philadelphia’s waterfront in July 1995 af-
ter more than 35 years of rich history as the
Philadelphia Maritime Museum. The Mu-
seum is located on the Penn’s Landing Wa-
terfront at 211 S. Columbus Boulevard and
Walnut St. The Museum is open daily from
10am to Spm.

For more information call (215) 925-
5439 or visit the Museum’s website at
www.phillyseaport.org.

Designs...

Re: Bird Dog Net Boat

I’ve been interested in what I’ve always
called a “mullet boat” after seeing one so
loaded with mullet (early 1960s, upper Old
Tampa Bay) that I was unsure why it was still
afloat. [ have no firsthand experience with the
boats in the water, but I have paid some at-
tention to the design from observation and
talking to those who use them. I now live in
an area that has a long history with such boats
due to the expanse of very shallow water.

The story from a local fishing family that
includes one of the few persons still willing
to build one, is that there are good ones and
there are bad ones. A bad one is difficult to
control, The boats are as varied as their build-
ers. What I find as the most interesting varia-
tion is the line of the chine. I have seen some
with a smooth rise towards the bow like you
would expect in a normal outboard skiff, and
others with a radical break in the curve of the
chine. Most are somewhere in between. | be-
lieve the critical factor in the design is the
degree of rise from the breaking point and its
relation to the motor well.

As complete speculation, I suspect that
it is possible for the foot of the motor to ride
in the bow wave, thus allowing motoring in
water shallower than the depth of the prop as
long as the boat is moving at speed. This
riding the wave may explain the erratic be-
havior if not (or even if) well designed. I am
still not sure of the use of the tunnel unless it
is acting as an inverted skeg. It may have
some use ventilating the motor well when
using older outboards, but even then only
while planing (if a loaded boat ever planed
to the degree of freeing the tunnel).

Robb is probably right about the ineffi-
ciency of the design compared to a similar
skiff with the motor hung on the transom. It
would be interesting, though, to see how ef-
ficient such a skiff loaded at the bow and stern
like the net boat would be. Of course, the
problem of quickly dropping off the long gill
net under power has to be addressed along
with the perfect vantage point of the pilot for
running extremely shallow water. These are
very interesting boats with considerable his-
tory (since reasonable outboard power was
available). I have never come across any
study or review of the design or performance
of these boats, so I was glad to see Robb
White’s article.

Steve Kingery, Crystal River, FL

Information of Interest...

Dispro at Maine Boatbuiders’ Show

I plan to bring my Dispro engine to dis-
play in my booth at the Maine Boat Builders’
Show in March for those interested in this
unique engine.

Bill Sweeetman, Orr’s Island Boat
Works, 8 Park Pl., Orr’s Island, ME 04066,
<oibw @gwi.net>

Walt’s Cruising Ways

Walt Donaldson’s article on cruising his
26’ sharpie from Tampa to the Keys and re-
turn in last June’s issues prompted me to write
Walt, and I'm very glad I did. I asked him for
more detail about his trip, his cruising, sleep-
ing, eating, and cleanliness habits, and what
kind of gear he carried aboard. In short, I was
interested in his particular brand of seaman-
ship, and whether he followed practices which
were worth repeating or even emulating. He
had some interesting comments that I want
to pass on to you as they may be of interest to
your readers.

Walt says that his cruising methods are
not especially innovative or unorthodox but
that he has had 20 years windsurfing experi-
ence, sometimes in rough waters, and so he
may feel more comfortable in the water than
some, and that a wetsuit and snorkel gear is a
standard part of his tool kit. I think what he’s
saying is that the prospect of getting wet, in-
tentionally or otherwise, is not something he
worries about and that this gives him an added
comfort and safety level while small boat
cruising.

Walt’s cruising procedure is to live on
his boat rather than camp on land. He chose
a boat design that was big enough to walk
around on and sleep in, but small enough to
row. He puts a spray cover over most of the
middle section when underway and an aw-
ning for at anchor.

Walt says he sleeps in a bivy sack, a syn-
thetic fill sleeping bag, and lies on two sleep-
ing pads (probably like Thermarest). In hot
weather he hangs a bug shelter underneath
the awning. He carries charts, compass, bin-
oculars, GPS, and a weather radio.

Walt’s food consists mostly of beans and
rice, cooked once a day. He says that although
they take a long time to cook, he has a ritual
built around it. He also brings along fresh fruit
and veggies, whenever possible, and bread
and peanut butter. He cooks on an inexpen-
sive single burner propane stove which usu-



ally doesn’t last in the sea air more than a
season or two.

For a toilet he uses a sealable bucket,
emptied offshore, but he stresses that no toi-
let paper or chemicals go into the water and
that no waste goes into harbors or poorly cir-
culated areas. He says he never empties the
bucket in populated areas. He uses a Clorox™
jug inside of a black nylon stuff sack inside
of a clear vinyl dry bag for a shower.
(Sunshower™, available at most camping
stores, uses a similar sun heated shower ar-
rangement.)

It sounds to me as though Walt has a lot
of camping experience under his belt, prob-
ably on both land and water. He also has a
useful cruising ethic (essentially “Leave No
Trace”) that, while minimalist, is worthy of
following. He also has the ideal boat for shoal
waters. Walt himself noted that his boat and
his cruising methods may be less suitable to
conditions such as the coast of Maine (where
I sail), but that’s what makes small boat sail-
ing such a fascinating sport, isn’t it?

Reading about how Walt Donaldson
does it has given me some valuable informa-
tion, and I expect that many small boat sail-
ors have equally fascinating insights about the
nitty gritty of their cruising. I just hope they
will pass them along!

Bill Boyd, Yarmouth, ME

Information Wanted...

Wharram Multihulls and Seafood
Cooking

I am interested in obtaining information/
plans of the Wharram Tiki 21 and Tiki 31
workboat catamarans, photocopies of the Tiki
31’s bulkheads sizes, spacing from start of
hulls to the end sizes of bulkheads.

I’d also like to hear from anyone who
does crabbing and crab cooking.

Robert Simon, 288942 C2-C8,
Powhatan Corr. Center, State Farm, VA 23160

Projects...

Looking for a Winter Project

We are still hoping to get a boat to build
this winter. We have been building a model
of one of Reuel Parker’s sharpies. It is his
19°6” Ohio Pond Net Boat, ketch rigged, built
quarter scale. We think it would look nice with
a round stern shaped similar to the cockpit.

Rex & Kathie Payne, R.K. Payne Boats,
3994 SR 135N, Nashville,IN 47448, (812)
988-0427, http://home page.mac.com/
rkpayneboats

Opinions...

Robb Responds...

Mr. Abraham’s disapproval of my writ-
ing ain’t nothing new to me. If I could con-
trol myself, I would be a successful and pros-
perous writer. It even would carry over into
my lifetime work. If I could build Bayliners,
I would be rolling rich by now.

I had to go to the Duckworks website
and search up some of Mr. Abraham’s articles
he mentioned being published there, and I
found in one of them that he passed within
15 miles of my shop on his way to South
Florida. He did not stop off here but he did
drop by Cedar Key and, though he liked the
restaurants and the shoppes in town fine, he
did not like the water part... very critical of
the boat ramp and shoreside boat accommo-
dations. I thought his article wasn’t all that
fascinating.

I got a real nice letter from Joe Fossey
(the Dispro man). He is delighted that you
printed his article and I bet a bunch of your
readers are, too. I don’t see how anybody
could possibly not be fascinated by all that. I
also did not understand the intricacies of the
mechanics of the Dispro boat until they were
so clearly shown in Fossey’s drawings. Those
Dispro people are messers in the truest sense
of the word.

So is Reinhard Zollitsch. I have never
paddled a boat around Nova Scotia and never
will and would have had no idea of what it
would have been like if it hadn’t been for
Reinhard’s excellent and entertaining writing.
That’s the thing. You could not have left any
of that out without disappointing about
15/16ths of your readers. Good thing you
know what you are doing, ain’t it?

Robb White, Thomasville, GA

This Magazine...

Comments on MAIB

Comments on MAIB subject matter, past,
present, and future, are interesting. Here are
a few more. We’ve been with MAIB almost
since its birth. Other boat-related magazines
we read are Soundings (good local stuff, real
estate, etc.) and The Cat Boat Bulletin. When
we give up on all subscriptions, yours will be
the last to go.

What’s the attraction? Phil Bolger’s col-
umn is always read first, never dull whatever
the subject (the proa “how to sail” was out-
standing). Always pushing the envelope. Oth-
ers: the Weston Farmer reprints, Hugh Ware’s
“Beyond the Horizon,” Mark Steele’s reports
on model yachts (have one Marblehead with
two on the way), specialty stories like the
current Dispro feature, Chris Kaiser’s “Win-
dow on the Water,” technical stuff from Robb
White and others, like the feature on hollow
spar making, and unusual cruise reports, like
the recent serial on circumnavigating Nova
Scotia. Great!

The greatest mini vacation we ever had
started with an MAIB article on the Steam-
ship Society, touting a three-night cruise on
a Blount ship from Rhode Island to Kingston,
New York, and return about 15 years ago.
We’d been on a few of the big ones but this
was fantastic! Time for more of these. We
wouldn’t have known about this if not for
MAIB.

What’s my recommendation for the next
25 years? More of the same!

Charles W. Schmitt, Glen Cove, NY

Editor Comments: Twenty-five years
will get me right up to 100. Can’t say as I'd
mind.

No Complaints or Suggestions

Thanks for another year of MAIB. I have
no complaints or suggestions about what you
select for publication. Your success in get-
ting out each issue is a triumph of small maga-
zine publication. Nor do I have any com-
plaints about slow post office delivery or
missing issues.

I will tell you what I like about MAIB.
First, I find your editorials on the inside cover
justify the subscription price, keep them up.
Second, I enjoy NOT knowing what I’'m go-
ing to find inside each issue. I don’t care if
someone shows up each issue or once a year,
it is the serendipity that makes reading MAIB
a delight. In fact, the best article I read in *04
could have been the one about tie downs on
various cars, you won’t find that in any other
place. Finally I like people talking about their
experiences buying, fixing, and launching
their own craft. In a world where we are sup-
posed to select from a preselected list, be it
fast food, medical care, whatever, it is won-
derful to get to share in the small victories of
people using their wits to mess about with
their own boats.

John Callahan, Dunstable, MA

Thanks for Info

Still working on my houseboat,
shantyboat, sailing barge, call it what you
will, thanks to MAIB and a few readers who
sent me information both old and new, but
all very useful.

Tony Tesoriere
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KAYAKS
Boréal Design
Wilderness Systems - Old Town
CANOES
Ranger - Old Town - Radisson
Hundreds on Display
FERNALD’S
On the River Parker
Rt. 1A, Newbury, MA 01951
(978) 465-0312

How to Build
the Ocean
Pointer
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




Patrick O’Brian’s
Navy

The Illustrated Companion
to Jack Aubrey’s World

Consultant Editor, Richard O’Neill
Running Press, 160 pp, $30

Reviewed by Bill Marsano

So far as publishers are concerned, they
ain’t over ‘til they’re over. I speak of (and
they profit from) World War II and the Age
of Fighting Sail. The former recently gave us
The Last Stand of the Tin Can Sailors, a fine
(and rare) account of our Navy’s noblest vic-
tory, now the latter brings us Patrick
O’Brian’s Navy, which is not, please note, just
for O’Brian fans.

All in all the book does an excellent job
of conveying the context from the British side
of the Royal Navy during its years of near-
constant war with the French. It’s large in
format, heavily and handsomely illustrated
with contemporary paintings, engravings,
watercolors, and cartoons, as well as modern
diagrams and maps. All are generously dis-
played. The text sometimes struggles to work
its way around them, especially as there are
frequent oversized quotations and framed text
blocks (“sidebars” containing abstracts from
contemporary diaries and news reports) that
occupy their own spaces.

Battle coverage is terrific. The Royal
Navy’s great triumphs are well detailed, as
are several notable if not-so-well-known
small actions, chosen for their display of
Aubreyesque daring and dash. And Lord
Cochrane, one of the primary inspirations for
Aubrey, gets extensive coverage all by his
heroic self. The Royal Navy’s internal world
is also very nicely explored, ratings and ranks,
manning and management (and mismanage-
ment: mutinies are included), rigs and rigging,
and, just when we run out of Frenchmen, pi-
rates and slavers.

Organization is something of a problem.
There’s a tendency, once a picture heavy de-
sign is established, for the text to be
straitjacketed, for subjects be treated equally
but inadequately, because the designers allot
them just so much room and no more and the
text must be squeezed or cut to fit. Here, for

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

Book Reviews

example, gunnery has so little space that we
get but a glance at the 32-pounder and never
hear of carronades until another section many
pages later. As a result, weaponry is merely
sketched. Likewise, that frequent O’Brian
phenomenon, the “weather gauge,” is not well
explained and it is divided between two sec-
tions. Medicine at sea? Considering the im-
portance of Stephen Maturin in the O’Brian
series, it’s almost ignored.

The book doesn’t explain, and none can,
the incredible fighting spirit of the British
sailor, be he Jack Tar or Dick Nastyface. They
were badly paid, ill fed, and worse housed,
they got little respect ashore or afloat, they
risked death for mutiny, and yet in the middle
of a mutiny rallied round so soon as the
French poked a masthead above the horizon,
and then they’d beat the tar out of them more
often than not.

Best thing to do is read this book through
and then reread the Aubrey-Maturin series all
over again.

(Bill Marsano is a professional writer
and editor, and a generally boatful person.)

Lighthouses
Of the South

Text by Elinor DeWire
Photography by Daniel E. Dempster
Voyageur Press, Stillwaer, MN
(651) 430-2210
WWW.voyageurpress.com
<books@voyageurpress.com>
$29.95

Reviewed by Ron Mclrvin

“Far in the bosom of the deep
O’er these wild shelves my watch I keep,
A ruddy gleam of changeful light
Bound on the brow of dusky night.”
Sir Walter Scott, Pharos Loquitur, 1814

So ends the text of Lighthouses of the
South, an interesting account of the light-
houses built to protect mariners from the coast
of Virginia, North Carolina, South Carolina,
Georgia, and Florida. There were 65 light-
houses built along this long stretch of
America’s coast, which included the outer
banks of the Carolina’s which was consid-
ered the worst stretch of coast anywhere in
the U.S. for shipwrecks. The tallest lighthouse

in the nation, at 198’, the Cape Hatteras light-
house, was built in 1803 on the Outer Banks
Hatteras Island to protect mariners.

The first of the 65 lighthouses was
built in 1767 at Morris Island near Charles-
ton, South Carolina, and the last lighthouse
was built in 1965 14 miles off Cape Henry
to guide ships into Chesapeake Bay, a time
period spanning almost 200 years. The
story begins when our nation was a colony
(before independence) and travels along
with the development of our country to the
present where approximately 40 of these
lighthouses, which are now all automated,
are cared for by the U.S. Coast Guard.

After independence, the lights were
under the “Lighthouse Establishment”
under George Washington. In 1852 the
“Lighthouse Board” was established. In
1910 the Board was dropped and “U.S
Bureau of Lighthouses” was established.
And, in 1939 lighthouses were placed under
the U.S. Coast Guard, where they remain
today.

The story is a chronological account of
lighthouse establishment in the south
including how the service was managed,
light locations chosen, and the lighthouses
that were constructed. The keeper’s story is
told, many stories, and they are interesting.
The keeper’s job was to maintain and keep
the light on through the night no matter
what, plus, he had to care and maintain the
tower, his residence, and himself, all for not
much pay. The keeper’s job was a lonely
one on many of the stations, and in addition
to extreme weather (hurricanes), keepers in
this region had to contend with mosquitoes,
alligators, and snakes.

Also, in addition to the main text, the
author has included short one or two page
sidebars spaced throughout the book with
more detailed accounts of special light-
house subjects which include:

Graveyard of ships: Outer Banks 2,000
shipwrecks.

The Travail of Cape Florida Light:
Indian attack.

Magic Lanterns: Story of the remark-
able Fresnel lenses.

The Builder of Iron Giants: Screwpile
lighthouses.

The Prison Light: Garden Key
Lighthouse and Fort Jefferson.

Built Upon Sand: Lighthouse founda-
tion difficulties.

The Slavekeepers: Black American
lighthouse workers.

The Sacrifice of Joshua Appleby: A
keeper’s sacrifice.

Haunted Lighthouses: Lighthouse
ghosts.

Keepers in Skirts: Women keepers.

There has been, and is still, a big effort
to save, restore, and operate lighthouses.
The author covers this effort in detail
saying, “The future looks bright for
lighthouses.”

The book size is 8-1/2” x 117, It is
printed on quality paper and has 121 color
and 17 black and white photographs. The text
is lively, the stories interesting, and the pho-
tographs are beautiful and well done. The
book includes a bibliography and an appen-
dix listing all the lighthouses of the south-
eastern U.S. coast. I enjoyed the book and
recommend it. If you like lighthouses, I don’t
think you will be disappointed.



Saturday Night Row

By Sharaon Brown

Mystic Seaport’s Boathouse pre-open-
ing ritual Saturday, September 25, 2004, was
routine. Staff and volunteers deployed the
oars and safety equipment, retrieved VHF
radios from overnight chargers, unlocked the
till and counted the float, recorded the times
of high and low tides, checked tickets for rides
on the catboat Breck Marshall and the
Herreshoff launch Resolute, communicated
breaks with the captains, and at 10am opened
the doors and put out the sandwich board
signs. Then we fine-tuned everything in an-
ticipation of customers.

Volunteer George Hess took a bucket
with sponges, brush, and soft rags down to
the dock and began methodically cleaning
each boat while quietly decompressing from
the pressures of his week’s stressful job load.
Young Mason Hall loaded up the Pete Culler
designed Butthead skiff Skye with similar
equipment, set his oars, and stroked out across
the channel to pump and clean the Beetle Cats
of overnight organic offerings. Captain Mark
Jalbert drove Resolute to the dock and staff
rushed to take his lines, greeting him warmly.
Out of sight, over on Middle Wharf between
the whaling bark Charles W. Morgan and the
training ship Joseph Conrad, Captain Brian
Hill was readying Breck Marshall, sizing up
the wind and debating whether to tie in a reef
for his 10:30am sail.

Our first visitor was boatbuilder Willits
Ansel. He sat outside on a bench gazing out
at the river and studied the boats and activity
on our floats. Sisu, his small brown and white
dog sat by his feet, focused on the shoreside
activity, people, and the passing horse and
carriage. Willits was relaxed and reflective,
waiting on his granddaughter, Evie. They’d
planned to go for a row on the Mystic River.
While catching up he shared two stories about
rowing in Maine, both involving his routine
route between the Georgetown house dock,

A photograph honoring cherished Boathouse colleague Mary Alice “Mimi” Gerstell Neary
(May 4, 1933-November 1, 2003) of Montclair, New Jersey was donated by the Lord family;
from left to right, S. Brown, P. Lord, B. Hammond, P. and K. Lord, M. Jalbert, G. Hess, G.
Colbeth, T. D’ Alessandro, and M. Dunn (Mason Hall Photograph).

where he keeps his smaller fleet, and his
mooring in deeper water in the adjacent cove.

His first was an account of how rowing
back from his boat his attention was drawn
by faint hails to the shore near his neighbor’s
property. He investigated, rowing toward the
beckoning cries, and there discovered his
neighbor immobilized on the bank at the
water’s edge where he had slipped and bro-
ken his leg. He asked for assistance and
Willits rowed to shore, to “town,” called the
emergency personnel, and waited to guide
them to the spot where his friend lay stricken.
The incident ended happily and his neighbor
fully recovered.

Willits® second account was of a less
serious nature. Whereas a current Mystic phe-
nomenon concerns reports of grey squirrels
swimming across the river, Willits recalled
encountering a moose swimming in the Maine
saltchuck, his head supporting massive ant-

Boatbuilder Willits Ansel and Sisu, his pound-rescued Lhasa Apso, relax at The Boathouse,
their stances reflecting their interests. The Friendship sloop, Estella A., lies under cover along-

side in the railway (Sharon Brown Photograph).

lers and his nose held upright at an acute angle
to clear the water’s surface. Fascinated, he
watched the animal reach shore and walk out
of the water, climbing up the bank shaking
his head and rack, scattering water in show-
ers, before disappearing into the forest. A re-
markable sight that even now is reflected in
Willits” quiet telling. It is the nature of being
on the water that even the routine is unex-
pected and interesting.

Back on the river under a brisk west-
southwesterly wind, Captain Mark Jalbert
drove Resolute with volunteer crew Ginny
Colbeth providing the narration of the water-
front vistas to passengers seated aft. George
and Mason checked out prospective sailors
and put them out in the Seaford skiff Helen
Packer, keeping a close eye on her progress.
Helen Packer shared the channel with Breck
Marshall, Resolute, the museum’s steam fired
passenger vessel Sabino, Voyager Cruises of
Mystic’s passenger schooner Argia doing
daysails, and departing visitors in power boats
waiting on a Route 1 bascule bridge open-
ing. Out of the channel, over the flats, her
progress was more apt to be impeded by the
helmsman’s lack of intake of the check out
instructions. As local author Steve Jones
would say, these are “thin waters.”

Later in the afternoon we paid special
recognition in honor of our dear colleague,
Mimi Neary, who died last November. Phil
and Pat Lord and their young daughter Kaylee
of Hampden, Massachusetts, brought a
framed photograph of Mimi to hang in The
Boathouse, near us with those of other col-
leagues who have crossed the bar. The pho-
tograph is of Mimi steering her Beetle Cat
Cats Meow III out of the channel in front of
her summer cottage at Pine Grove, Waterford,
Connecticut, with young Tim Lord as her
crew.

Earlier in the week volunteer Ralph
Eldredge worked to finish a new coat of paint
on the 10’ sailing Chaisson Dory tender which
Mimi’s daughters, Lisa and Mary Louise of
New York, donated to Mystic Seaport for use
at The Boathouse. We said a few impromptu
words in tribute to Mimi’s indomitable spirit,
posed for photographs, and as the Lords de-
parted, turned back to work. Mimi’s place in
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Peter and Patricia Bradford’s 18' gunning
dory Imp provisioned for gunkholing before
the Seaford Skiff Helen Packer heading in to
round up at The Boathouse dock, while
downriver, Mystic’s Voyager Cruises’ passen-
ger schooner Argia waits on the 4:40 p.m.
Route 1 bridge opening (Sharon Brown Pho-
tograph).

our hearts now permanently acknowledged
on the wall, we recalled images of her visits
to The Boathouse, sitting on the ramp record-
ing notes in her log of the tips she had just
picked up, whether it be docking the Good
Little Skiff Waldo Howland under oars or
sailing the Beetle Cat Leo J. Telesmanick
during one of the Boathandling Classes she
took each summer.

We were longing for one of Mimi’s rol-
licking great laughs while musing over her
incredible sense of style, her curiosity ex-
pressed on field trips to visit Greenport
boatbuilder Andy Langendal or her saucy talk
with a New Bedford trawler captain who
handed her a bag of fresh fillets, her delight
in capturing the moment with her Rollei, or
in Wayland, Massachusetts, where she turned
each page of an old photograph album, genu-
inely interested in the photographs chroni-
cling the life of John Gardner’s sister Sallie.

Young volunteer Shelby Farrell arrived
after lunch, flushed and dehydrated, having
been “lost” in the woods off Route 184 on
her shortcut walk from home to work. She
joked about her adventure, inhaled offered
sodas, and immediately sprang to action help-
ing land the Seaford Skiff with Evie.

In mid afternoon we were visited by
Mystic Seaport members Peter and Patricia
Bradford, of Middleboro, Massachusetts, fre-
quent visitors to Mystic Seaport’s Boathouse.
They rowed up from the Bay Street boat
launch in Imp, their 18’ gunning dory
launched in 1994 and built by Peter from John
Gardner’s plans. They beached her near the
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Australia exhibit next door and assured us
that Patricia’s signal cannon was carefully
hidden among their provisions. They had a
goal in mind, to accompany us downriver af-
ter work and celebrate sunset in style.

At 5pm, the end of The Boathouse day,
the skippers wrapped up, turned in their ra-
dios, filled out time cards, and tied up Breck
and Resolute at their respective docks, put-
ting them to “bed” for the night. Staff, Bryan
Hammond and Tia D’ Alessandro, supervised
making the drop and putting “night ties” on
the livery fleet, the locking rolling hitches
securing the bow and stern lines to the bar
cleats on the floats.

Volunteer Charissa Hammond provided
a surprise feast in the old electric frying pan
discarded by Amistad’s cook, James. Our ap-
petites wetted by the aroma of food, we were
attracted to her table and hovering about on
foot we wolfed down hot dogs and corn bread.
Only the empty pan remained to cool as we
hurriedly closed up and headed for the boats
on the dock.

Earlier Bryan and Mason retrieved the
whaleboat secured on a line off the Morgan’s
side and rowed her back to the Boathouse.
The Bradfords launched Imp from the beach,
and after much debate, as per usual, it was
decided that Mason would row the 10’
Chaisson Dory Tender Peter J. and Mike
Dunn would row Mary, his “honey,” the Rob-
ert M. Steward designed 11°3” flat-bottomed
skiff. The rest of the crew, Bryan, his par-
ents, Charissa and Grant, Tia, Ginny Colbeth,
Sarah Kate Ragsdale, and I would labor un-
der the now unfamiliar weight of the ash
whaleboat oars.

When finally clear of the dock we were
late, the time closer to 6pm, than we intended
and making way against the southerly wind
and an incoming tidal current. We were
sloppy and uncoordinated, but improved
somewhat when Sarah Kate took matters into
her own hands. She ducked under the oars
from her number three position and wrestled
the steering oar from Bryan. With Bryan on
stroke our pace increased, though still com-
paratively slow and jerky, and we provided
entertainment for diners eating behind the
picture windows of the S. & P. Oyster House.

Tourists licking ice cream cones peered down
at us from the Route 1 bascule bridge and our
colleagues steaming upstream aboard the pas-
senger vessel Sabino waved in acknowledg-
ment.

Only the bemused crew of the restored
converted sardine carrier Grayling hailing
from Brooklin, Maine, and waiting on a
bridge opening on the Stonington side near
Seaport Marine resisted. They peeked out of
the wheelhouse at our passing but would not
wave back. Grayling was returning to her
winter quarters at the Seaport where earlier
her handsome cruising companion, Burma,
the R.O. Davis designed motorsailer from
W. Hand’s office had tied up. We understood
from their reaction that we little resembled
the presentation made by the crack whaleboat
demonstration squad which normally repre-
sents Mystic Seaport at her oars. No bother,
we were safe and having fun and celebrating
the joy of being in a fine wooden boat.

The chatter ran the gamut and little re-
lated to rowing except for frequent remarks
about the oars, the current impending sunset,
and the Bradfords who were almost out of
sight. We were ecstatic and laughing and
many on shore, dilettantes notwithstanding,
were into our scene, cheered us on, some even
offering to trade places.

Gradually we achieved something al-
most respectable in cadence and just as we
poked out from the Amtrak bridge we heard
the cannon sound sunset. Luckily for those
in West Mystic the Bradfords had one live
cartridge and had to make good on their first
opportunity to fire. Goal achieved, they hu-
mored us by rowing alongside for a while as
we headed further down river kibitzing across
the channel like the returning crows overhead.
There was opportunity for antics. Ginny ex-
claimed many times that she had never been
in a whaleboat before and the experience de-
lighted her. She was our onboard policeman,
her retired school teacher principles keeping
a close eye on our behavior as the sky turned
a combination of bright yellow, pink ,and blue
against the dark, silhouetted shoreline and
boats swinging on moorings. Eventually we
absolved the Bradford’s of an escort role,

The Bradfords rowing Imp record the novice whaleboat crew for posterity; Sarah Kate Ragsdale’s
hair flies askew as she ducks the stroke oar (Sharon Brown Photograph).




The Bradfords’ cannon salute to sunset has
inspired Ginny to stroke with renewed vigor,
while Charissa cracks up at the jokes flying
the length of the whaleboat we are so fortu-
nate to be rowing (Sharon Brown Photo-
graph).

checking in via radio, and they quickly drew
ahead, their wake sparkling in the moonlight
on a course to Masons Island.

South of Mystic Shipyard we elected to
boat our oars and relax. Sarah Kate remained
at the steering oar, leading us in song, accom-
panied by ballet, and merely by her presence
challenged Mike and Mason to follow. It was
much easier on the return with the elements
in our favor and there were few boats under-
way in the dark. Using flashlights for run-
ning lights, we drifted back through the open
Amtrak bridge and upriver past people en-
joying post dinner conversation in their cock-
pits in the slips that line the channel, past the

Tia patiently teaching the crew the words to
the song she wrote with Sarah Kate to help
overcome adversity while on another rowing
adventure in a Whitehall, “...We row boats,
Dun Dun Dun...” (Sharon Brown Photo-

graph).

strollers and fishermen at Mystic River Park
on Cottrell Street where sharp eyes spotted
Mike’s mom, Ginny Pyne, doing doughnuts
in her Tahoe in the parking lot and keeping
an eye out for our return, and then zip under
the Mystic bridge and we were back in home
waters, laughing and singing all the way.
Bryan serenaded all alongshore with his
rendition of an old ballad with lyrics from
another era, and Tia and Sarah Kate tried in
vain to teach us the words to their song, which
they composed for inspiration while rowing
a Whitehall under difficult circumstances,
making progress at first only in circles. “...
We are French. Dun Dun Dun. We Row boats.

South of the Amtrak bridge, boat steerer Sara Kate exhorts with song, her crew including
Bryan and his dad Grant, to catch the gunning dory now hopelessly out of range passing Six
Penny Island way down river (Sharon Brown Photograph).

Dun Dun Dun. Little Boats. Dun Dun Dun.
In the Channel. We row with all our might.
Yet we are in the same place as last night.
Dun Dun Dun.” We cracked up.

We sped across the moorings dodging
the Beetle Cats and rounded Lighthouse Point
in the channel. The sky was brilliant with
stars, the moonlight reflection sparkling in the
water and the overhead squawks of black
crowned night herons punctuated the steady
chorus of shorebound crickets and cicadas.

Reluctantly arriving alongside the floats
at Middle Wharf we piled out leaving Bryan
to retie the boat and sort out the equipment.
Mason’s mom Susan met us and was easily
conned into rowing back around the Point to
The Boathouse with Mason in Peter J. We
put away the gear, secured the boats, and scat-
tered for home, carrying images that will pro-
vide spiritual sustenance on recall.

I met up with the Bradfords at the boat
launch outside Shipyard gate and we drove
to Mystic for coffee with /mp in tow. The
truck and trailer parked outside the house
under the street lamp was an impressive sight,
eclipsed only by that of the taillights of a
white Jeep Cherokee receding in the early
morning hours. Over strong brew at the Green
Marble we talked of wooden boats and coin-
cidences and cannons and John Gardner and
lost loves and good times.

You don’t have to cross an ocean or own
a boat or use gasoline or leave a wake to have
a great time on the water and share physical
and mental effort and nature and the simple,
lasting pleasures of life that are still free and
available for our taking.

Willits, an accomplished writer and art-
ist, is retired from Mystic Seaport and was
here working on a special project with his son
Walter, Seaport shipwright Kevin Dwyer and
volunteer Bob O’Donoghue to build a couple
of 19’ (15’ bottom) Shelburne fishing dories
researched at the Nova Scotian John C. Wil-
liams Dory Shop Museum. The process is
being carefully documented for future refer-
ence. His classic, the 1978 paperback, The
Whaleboat: A Study of Design, Construction,
and Use From 1850 To 1970, published by

Mason cheers on this happy band of boaters;
smiles grace everyone’s faces and when they
can be persuaded to quiet, the scene is se-
renely peaceful (Sharon Brown Photograph).




All the world’s a stage, even a whaleboat,
where our helmsman, a dancer, reached into
her bag of talents to motivate a skeptical crew
with ballet (Sharon Brown Photograph).

Mystic Seaport is a standard reference and
Willits’ latest book, WoodenBoat’s 2001 pa-
perback A Kid’s Book On Boatbuilding is a
natural Christmas stocking stuffer. Bedtime
readings provoke recall of one’s hanging
about underfoot learning a craft or procedure
from some tolerant adult, roles my father,
grandmother, and neighbors fulfilled in my
youth.

An interesting comment in the letter to
the editor by Tom Pappell of Dix Hills, New
York, in the October 1 issue (2004) of Mess-
ing About In Boats regarding his enjoyment
of the personal bent in accounts of boats per-
tains to this thought. “... In many ways the
personal stories are as, or even more, mean-
ingful to me than anything John [Gardner]
wrote about boats.”
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It was just that more than 20 years ago
when I first started working at Mystic that
kept my interests alive and ultimately lead to
my work with John Gardner. Thirsty for in-
formation, I tailed the likes of shipwright
Willits Ansel, mercilessly questioning him
about boats and boatbuilding, reading, and
photographing. With a group from Shipyard
who gathered at quitting time, we hiked the
nearby woods in Stonington and North
Stonington in the late afternoons and “helped”
him build his York ducker in the broom closet
of the Mill, bringing beers for inspiration.
Luckily he tolerated my behavior and fostered
my education, as I now share with others.

The 28’ Beetle boat which we rowed was
featured on the cover of WoodenBoat No. 171,
along with an article in the same issue on her
construction by Tom Jackson (pp. 46-55) who
wrote from the vantage of working on the
boat. Willits came out of retirement after 12
years to build her in shipyard with Walter and
his shipyard colleagues, Rob Whalen, Sean
Kelly, and others. In fact, it pleased Walter a
great deal that volunteer Gordon Kyle and ev-
ery staff person of the department was in-
volved in the project. Built to high standards
as the Beetles would have in the 1800s, her
planking of northern white cedar from Maine
is batten seam construction and clench nail
fastened on steam bent white oak frames. Her
lines were taken off Charles Beetle’s last
whaleboat, a 28-footer built in the early 1920s
for The Mariners’ Museum in Newport News,
Virginia.

We can relate to Ishmael’s narrative from
the first page of Melville’s Moby Dick.
“...Whenever I find myself growing grim
about the mouth; whenever it is a damp, driz-
zly November in my soul; whenever I find
myself involuntarily pausing before coffin
warehouses, and bringing up the rear of ev-
ery funeral I meet; and especially whenever
my hypos get such an upper hand of me, that
it requires a strong moral principle to prevent
me from deliberately stepping into the street,
and methodically knocking people’s hats off
then, I account it high time to get to sea as
soon as I can. This is my substitute for pistol
and ball [suicide]. With a philosophical flour-
ish Cato throws himself upon his sword; I
quietly take to the ship. There is nothing sur-
prising in this. If they but knew it, almost all

Challenged, Mike was given impetus to follow suite in Mary with near disastrous results; even
at this distance the camera caught his body language and his facial expression of mischief,
surprise, and luckily, recovery. Plans for Steward’s Susan skift are available with an instruc-
tion booklet from William Steward 4335 Lucera Rd., Jacksonville Fl 32244 ( Sharon Brown
Photograph).




men in their degree, some time or other, cher-
ish very nearly the same feelings towards the
ocean with me.”

While novices at the oars we do heed
the serious nature of the work that whaleboats
all over the world accomplished and the hard-
ships the men endured, the danger of the
work, and in retrospect, the shocking reali-
ties of life at sea for years at a stretch. We are
not in disrespect of their provenance, but we
are rather more fortunate to be able to enjoy
the pure outcome of form and function and
benefit from the tradition of America’s fore-
most maritime museum where maritime skills
and crafts have been preserved.

We have a lot to be thankful for even
when personal hardships abound and news
of the world economic crisis, environmental
decline, and political unrest proliferate.
Whaleboat crew comments written in The
Boathouse Log after the row included
Mason’s, “That was awesome! The Boat-
house family,” Sarah Kate’s, “I can’t feel my
fingers or toes! It’s official, I’'m in love,” and
Grant’s summary, “Life is good, indeed.”
(Submitted: October 20, 2004)

Demonstrating her fine hull underway shortly after her 2002 launch, Walter Ansel tacks the
whaleboat upriver against a brisk northerly with an appreciative crew from Mystic Seaport’s

Shipyard aboard. Whaleboats rock! (Sharon Brown Photograph).

PO 144 Charlotte VT 05445
(802) 425-3926

Show Schedule
Jan 1-9 New York Boat Show, Javits Center, NYC
Jan 8-9 Shallow-Water Fishing Expo, Charleston, SC *
Jan 12-16 Atlanta Boat Show *
Feb 9-13 Central NY Boat Show, Syracuse, NY
Feb 17-20 Miami Boat Show *
Feb 26-27 Shallow-Water Fishing Expo, Atlanta, GA *
Mar 2-6 Southern Home Show, Charlotte, NC *
Mar 11-13 Canoecopia, Madison, WI
Mar 18-20 Maine Boatbuilder's Show, Portland, ME
May 13-15 Craftshow, Farmington, CT
May 13-15 Paddlefest, Inlet, NY *
May 28-30 Woodstock Craft Show, New Paltz, NY *
Jun 18-19 Clearwater Festival, Croton-on-Hudson, NY *
Jun 18-19 No-Octane Regatta, Blue Mountain Lake, NY *
July 16-17 Lake Champlain Maritime Museum, VT *
July 22-24 Craftshow, Okemo, NY
July 29-31 Craftshow, Stowe, VT

Aug 5-7 Champlain Valley Folk Festival, Ferrisburg VT * <

Aug 5-7 Craftshow, Manchester, VT *
Aug 12-14 Craftshow, Lake Placid, NY *

Aug 12-14 Maine Boats & Harbors Show, Rockland, ME *

Aug 19-21 Adirondack Living, Lake George, NY *
Sep 2-4 Woodstock Craftshow, New Paltz, NY *
Sep 9-11 Port Townsend Wooden Boat Festival WA
Sep 22-4 Norwalk Boat Show, Norwalk, CT

(Just to be safe, call or e-mail to confirm show dates.) 44. ft Vermont FIShII‘Ig Dory

www.adirondack-guide-boat.com

Well folks, he's done it again. For years,
Steve Kaulback, President and founder
of our company, has had a boat inside him,
trying to come out. The seaworthiness,

_ the weight, the speed and grace of our

Adirondack Guideboat is well known.
The only quality they lack is bolt-
upright stability. Fly-fishermen keep

~ asking for a boat in which they can stand.

Steve began with our 12-ft Vermont
Packboat, took its hard-chines, eliptical,
flat bottom, stretched it to 14-ft, made
it wider and deeper. If you go to our
website you can see better photos of it.

The boat is fast, stable, easy to row
and seaworthy. It's a Kevlar/glass
composite with polyester resin, 43"
wide at the gunwales, weighs 65-lbs
and will carry 700 Ibs. We think this
boat is going to be a wonderful addition
to our fleet. As always, the best way to
select a boat is on the water. The shows
where we will have our demo boats with
us have an *.




October magic was in the air Columbus
Day weekend as we boarded our wooden mini
trawler, The Mudlark, for a round trip jour-
ney from Ithaca to Onondaga Lake, Syracuse,
New York, via the Seneca River/Erie Canal
system. After the dreary, rainy summer we
still harbored hopes of yet a few nice days of
cruising. The weather report for the holiday
was “mixed clouds and sun,” a better fore-
cast than for most of the preceding months.
So while others were pulling their boats out
of the water, we “seized the weekend.” We
packed in supplies, fresh water, food from our
local Greenstar Co-op, freshly ground Mexi-
can coffee, and two bottles of Finger Lakes
wine. We plotted out our route, 81 miles, two
locks, two lakes, and mostly river and canal.
It would be our first overnight trip with our
new Yamaha 4-stroke 60hp motor and our
first venture beyond the local Finger Lakes.

And three lovely days of cruising it was,
with some wonderful birdwatching as a bo-
nus. Averaging about seven hours a day, The
Mudlark traveled through the brightly colored
autumn foliage of hardwoods, the marshes of
the Montezuma Wildlife Refuge, and long
stretches of shore covered with white pines,
hemlocks, and spruce. Our nights were spent
in silent, tree-lined hideaway bays along the
river listening to the lapping water and the
occasional rustlings among shore thickets. In
all we covered about 165 miles, including a
little exploration of the lakes.

As we got underway, Cayuga Lake was
sporting a south wind which, while it didn’t
auger well for the accuracy of the weather
report, certainly helped us up the lake in
record time. And that was a good thing. Hav-
ing failed to reckon on the problem of find-
ing gas so late in the season, we spent too
much time hunting for an open pump and thus
it was 4:55 when we reached the Cayuga
Lock. The locks close at 5:00, but fortunately,
the lock keeper on duty was a good-natured
fellow who seemed oblivious to overtime and
lowered us down to the Seneca River/Erie
Canal anyway. As he handed us our two-day
pass ($5 for 16’ and under, $10 for over that),
he told us that Hibiscus Harbor Marina (the
one place we hadn’t tried) was open for gas
daily until November 1 and on weekdays
thereafter. He also gave us a canal system
map, slightly outdated, but with phone num-
bers for marinas along the way.

The Cayuga and Seneca Canal rippled
with the breeze, and after passing a few miles
of summer cottages and shoreline homes we
took the entrance leading to the Clyde River,
and shortly thereafter dead-ended into the
Erie Canal. The left branch of the Canal goes
to Seneca Falls, Lyons, and eventually to Buf-
falo, but we turned right, on the Seneca River
section, toward Syracuse and the eventual
fork to Lake Ontario on one hand and the Erie
Canal going east on the other. By now the
banks were blanketed with the marsh grasses
and low trees of the Montezuma Wildlife
Area. The sky, slightly overcast at first, had
by now brightened up. Thus far we had seen
only one other boat, resting in a tiny inlet
before the Clyde River, soaking up the late
afternoon rays.

We anchored in a small cove about four
miles from the lock (marker W 539), well into
the Montezuma Marsh. Fish jumped, ducks
scurried out of our way, several red winged
blackbirds flitted through the trees, and the
sunset was a lovely rose red as we ate our
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Fall Magic
On the Erie Canal

By Nancy Lee Koschmann

first supper. Every so often a flock of Cana-
dian geese would rise from somewhere be-
yond our shore and fill the sky. The river sur-
face had become perfectly still and we
couldn’t resist trying to rock the boat to see
if we were really on water. Night fell and the
cries of the geese quieted, and we sipped our
wine in the soft glow of our gentle cabin
lights.

We were awakened the next morning by
a particularly large geese convention. We set
out about 9:00, coffee cups in hand, and con-
templated bringing back our canoe another
time to do several of the small creeks that
snaked off from the canal. As we piloted past
Howlands Island and the section of the Sen-
eca River that circles it, I began to worry
about how much gas we were using. The
marina [ had called on the cell phone was still
about 15 miles ahead, past Haiti, Frost, and
Hickory Islands, all small islands created by
side branches of the Seneca. It turned out that
we didn’t need to be concerned, our new 4-
stroke was doing better than efficient at ca-
nal speed. Even though we had planed most
of the way up Cayuga Lake, The Mudlark’s
tank was more than half full when reached
the aptly named Midway Marina.

We rang the old school bell hanging over
the well worn gas tank and waited as the min-
utes passed without a sign of human life. I
then called the number in the brochure again,
and although all I got was a recorder, within
moments Rich, the pleasant and knowledge-
able owner, appeared at the dock. He showed
us around the place and gave us advice on
marinas up ahead. He’d just purchased the
one at the top of Cross Lake and that, like
Midway, was open most of the year. How-
ever, he said, given the terrible summer just
past, he was worried about his investment.

Besides the lack of use and the hiatus in
boat rentals, the canal had overflowed sev-
eral times. Residents had sustained consider-
able damage to their docks, watercraft, yards,
and even homes. We’d noticed the collapsed
banks along several sections, as well as the
seemingly unusual amount of debris in the
shallower water. While we were chatting
Rich’s large, energetic, and friendly yellow
dog tried to board our boat, indicating he
might want to join our expedition. Rich ex-
plained the dog was on a new medicine for a
degenerative nerve disease, which left me
musing over the possibility of Rich actually
allowing the dog, in healthier condition, to
join us and the chaos that such a huge, woolly
creature would create in our tiny quarters. But
Ilike people who love their animals and I put
Rich on my Good People list.

We waved good-bye, assuring him we’d
stop on the way back, and headed for Cross
Lake. My partner was still smirking about the
usefulness of the cell phone, a piece of tech-
nology I had railed against acquiring, but I
warned him that if he didn’t want to end up
in the canal he’d better drop the subject. I
won’t admit it to him, but to you, dear reader,
I’ll say it straight, a cell phone is a great thing
to have for finding gas on the canal and call-

ing ahead to the locks, especially if you are
messing around in boats off season.

The scenery that day was lovely, even if
the sky was gray. So much for red at night,
sailor’s delight! But the scarlet swamp
maples, the golden birch, the yellowing ash,
the dark green willows about to drop their
pointy leaves, the occasional lacy larches still
bushy with brassy needles, these gave enough
color to brighten the entire trip. Late bloom-
ing goldenrod, purple asters, and leftover
creamy Queen Anne’s lace threw in their
dashes of cheer and we were thoroughly con-
tent to just watch the autumn world go by as
we put putted down the river canal.

As we got closer to the entrance to Cross
Lake, we were passed by a number of local
boats, some going considerably faster than
the no wake limit of the canal. Cross Lake
itself, however, was a gentle place with thick
woods and marshes at the north end and a
place to camp and picnic as well. Small Is-
land, actually a pile of rocks overrun by ram-
shackle duck blinds balancing in the wind,
lies in the south end of the lake and Big Is-
land, larger and partially wooded but not all
that impressive, sits in the middle of a hug
created by southeast arms of the river.

Canadian geese were everywhere, espe-
cially in the middle of the lake where a huge
throng of them totally ignored our little boat,
noisy as it was when we speeded up. Mal-
lards, too, many of them adolescents, were
familiar sights. Also floating by were brant
geese (smaller than the usual Canadian vari-
ety) and a small flock of snow geese in a va-
riety of color stages, white, blue, and some
in between. We heard woodpeckers and
caught the flight of numerous blue jays and
warblers. Many other birds flitted by but we’d
left our book at home along with our better
binoculars. At one point a wild turkey ducked
into some brush and a flurry of moving grass
and branches followed, suggesting a very
large family.

Somewhere between Cross Lake and
Baldwinsville, in the section after the State
Ditch Cut, two large swans swam past, one
in attack mode and one totally relaxed. Nei-
ther deigned to get out of our way and The
Mudlark had to swerve to miss them. They
were there when we came back, too, but then
were nested together in the weeds.

We worried aloud about the large num-
ber of blue herons poking here and there in
the shallows. Weren’t they supposed to be
going south or somewhere? I remembered
hiking along the trails of the mangroves in
Singapore where hundreds of blue, gray, and
purple herons were wintering over. One bird,
an elderly gray heron, particularly touched
me. It sat on a piling in the canal, its shaggy
wings pulled around itself, resembling an old
man with rounded shoulders huddled into a
fur parka. It looked as if it had flown there
straight out of a Japanese scroll painting.

Between Cross Lake and Baldwinsville
we entertained ourselves by comparing the
architectural design of riverside homes, com-
ing to the conclusion that the ones we liked
best were the small, modest ones that had
been there for some years. Their yards were
replete with pines and oaks and lovely gar-
dens, while the new developments wore that
stark, overly hygienic look. It was sad to think
of the beautiful woods and farms that had
been eaten up for those huge homes. No won-
der people are so concerned about unbridled



development along New York’s canal system.
The loss of wetlands and forests is a serious
issue for the ecological balance of the planet.
I made a mental note to write to my local rep-
resentative (which I did).

At Baldwinsville, where a sign pro-
claimed it to be the “Small Spa on the River,”
we took the right fork (the left fork ends in a
dam) to Lock 24. The town has a certain
charm with a well-kept riverside park, out-
door amphitheater, and no doubt a good deal
of history. Although half asleep now that Oc-
tober had set in, it’s probably a pretty active
little tourist spot in the summer.

After we re-entered the river the scen-
ery turned natural and wild again. There had
been several open pumps in Baldwinsville
and we understood why as we passed dozens
of people fly fishing from heavily powered
bass boats. We threaded our way in between
the boats at the neck and mouth of Onondaga
Lake. But by the time we had traveled up and
down the small lake, waving to the outskirts
of Syracuse at the far end, and were return-
ing to the lock, the weather had turned cold
and gray enough to send most of the fisherfolk
home. We were left pretty much to ourselves
once again.

Coming into Onondaga Lake we had
taken the south arm of the river and coming

My Wooden Boat!...On-Line

Forum...Calendar of events...

School Courses...Books...
Boat Plans...and more!

www.woodenboat.com

KITTERY POINT TENDER

10’ x 48” Handlaid Fiberglass Hull
Traditional looking Yacht Tender
Specially Designed for Ease of
Rowing and Minimum Drag When
Towing
Row & Sail Models

[BAY « MAINE BOATS)

P.O. Box 631 « Kennebunkport, ME 04046 « 207/967-4298
43°20.9N - 70° 28.7W

out we took the north arm. We ended up, of
course, in the same Seneca River but had
circled Klein Island, an area that looked once,
but not now, inhabited. Through the trees sev-
eral dilapidated, abandoned buildings could
be seen. In warmer weather it would have
been fun to explore a little.

We anchored the second night on the
south side of a long, narrow escarpment
(marker G391), less than half a mile north of
the State Ditch Cut. The threatening storm
had passed over and the air was calm and
good smelling. Here we easily imagined our-
selves miles from civilization, on both sides
of us were lovely, brightly colored woods and
the small arm of the river in which we had
anchored was covered with duckweed and
floating plants. Although it was plenty deep
for our boat, we had to swerve around float-
ing logs at the entrance. A few fish jumped
again but the chilly, cloudy night seemed to
discourage foraging for insects on the surface.
While many mosquitoes had swarmed around
the boat the night before (a slightly unnerv-
ing sight through the glass), tonight there were
none.

We pulled up anchor again about 9:00,
played around for a while in Cross Lake,
stopped to see Rich (but he’d left a note say-
ing he was at the Cross Lake Marina), and

then chugged past Howland’s Island and once
again into the Montezuma marshes. A young
eagle watched from a dead tree, testimony to
the returning and growing eagle population
in the area. A hawk glared at us from another
tree. The same friendly lock keeper lifted us
up to Cayuga Lake and, after exchanging
sympathetic comments about the bad season,
we wished each other a good winter and a
better summer next year.

Cayuga Lake was now churning with a
familiar north wind. After stopping at Hibis-
cus Harbor, which has a good marine store
and a popular restaurant open on the week-
ends from October through May, we headed
back to Ithaca. The waves whipped up even
higher and we enjoyed the mild roller coaster-
like fun of the crests and troughs all the way
home. We took turns piloting The Mudlark,
surfing as we call it, and by the time we
reached port in the late, misty afternoon we
were tired enough, and chilly enough, to call
it a weekend.

Hopefully next summer we’ll be able to
take a much longer canal trip, but we’ll also
save a couple of fall weekends for messing
around in the magical autumn colors. And I'm
still concerned about the herons, and
shouldn’t the swans also have also been on
their way?

® Boat Dealers
¢ Boat Builders
® Marinas :
® Boats For Sale

K 5y-1.

WWW. y—th;

® Nautical Books
® Plans and Kits
® Weather Instruments
® Free Classified

Tel 508-240-2533 Fax 508-240-2677 Email: info@by-the-sea.com

tel: 902-659-2790
fax: 902-659-2419 www.norseboat.com

DORSEBOAC

SAILING & ROWING CRUISER

V

This innovative 17’6” adventure craft
designed by Chuck Paine is lightweight,
seaworthy, beautiful, affordable...

the stuff legends are made of!

NorseBoat Ltd.
info@norseboat.com

13



There is a good-sized lake just over the
Florida line about ten miles from the shop.
Lake Iamonia (pronounced “ammonia’) is
one of three natural lakes nearby that were
“enhanced” by the government back in WPA
days. I'll name these lakes for you because |
like the sound of the words: Iamonia (nobody
knows what that means any more),
Miccosukee (means “Home” to the extinct
Indians of this place), and Lake Jackson
(named for Andrew Jackson, whose human
rights principles while he was working for
the government are the subject of skepticism).

Like Okeechobee, what they did to
enhance these ancient natural lakes was to cut
off the natural drainage out of the lake so the
water level was supposed to stay high and
stable enough to suit government purposes.
Unlike Okeechobee, the grand scheme didn’t
work with these lakes around here. They are
what we call sinkhole lakes because at the
bottom end of all of them there is a big
limesink where the water is very deep...
sometimes. What happens is that every now
and then, in sort of a cyclical manner, the
bottom of the limesink will open up and the
lake will drain absolutely dry in just a week
or two.

It was very perplexing to the owners of
high end real estate around Lake Jackson
down within the suburbs of Tallahassee when
that lake did that. All of a sudden their view
was transformed from a beautiful, idyllic
Florida scene worthy of reproduction in oil
paint into a mud hole with umpteen jillion
beer cans and bottles littering about 3,000
acres of mud so soft that nobody could walk
out there to pick them up. It was a mess and
it took about five years for the lake to come
back. Lake lamonia did that same thing not
long ago and is just now getting straightened
back up and the fishing is wonderful.

I’1l get back to that in a minute, but first
I want to try to explain the sinkhole
phenomenon. What the government did was
to dam off the lake from the sinkhole. During
the time when the lake would naturally be full,
the sinkhole (called the “basin’) was full, too.
Big trees grew all around the basin and the
water was very black and so deep that lily
pads and grass couldn’t grow all the way up
from the bottom and the basin was (is) very
beautiful. There are rumors of very big fish
living in the basin but, since the dam, there is
no place to launch a boat in there (except for
one of my little things...I think the first boat
in the basin at Lake Iamonia since 1935 was
a tin canoe).

What happened to put the government
plans to naught was that, just as soon as they
did all that work, another sinkhole opened up
and drained the lake anyway. Nobody knows
for sure the dynamics of the cyclical aspects
of the draining and filling, but one theory is
that the porous bottom of the sinkhole gets
stopped up by vegetation and root-reinforced
peat while the lake is more or less empty and
plants can get enough light to grow.

Then, when it gets watertight enough,
the lake fills up and stays full for long enough
for the old vegetable material down there to
gradually rot and let the water trickle through
and then, all of a sudden, it all gets washed
away into the cavities and underground rivers
in the great Floridian aquifer from which we
all get plenty of some of the best drinking
water anywhere. You know the biggest single
spring in the world is down below Tallahassee
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Lake [amonia
Speckled Perch
Bonanza
By Robb White

in Wakulla County and was home to the
people of the last Ice Age who killed the
mighty mammoth and the colossal
megatherion with the exquisite Tallahassee
spear point which (in my humble opinion)
was the last exquisite thing to be named
“Tallahassee.”

I don’t know how it is that the fish
population in the lake grows so rapidly and
the fish get so big so quickly, but in about a
year-and-a-half after the lake fills back up it
is full of big, healthy, hungry fish and is a
regular bonanza for about three or four years
before it reaches the regular old equilibrium
of a pretty fair fishing hole. I think all those
bushes and weeds growing in the rich dirt of
the bottom of the lake enhances the
environment for everybody. That peat in the
bottom oxidizes, too, and I know that does
something. Whatever it is, it is certainly an
interesting phenomenon, and this year people
have been wondering what it would be like
when it finally got cold enough for the
speckled perch to start biting in Lake lamonia.

Speckled perch only bite down here in
the late fall, winter, and early spring. Nobody
I know knows what they do all summer long,
but they apparently lie around in schools in
deep holes and won’t bite. One of my buddies
says you can look at a fish finder and see the
school open up to let the bait pass through
but they won’t bite for anything. One theory
is that they fill up on little shad minnows and
stuff and just aren’t hungry. When they start
biting in the fall they are always very fat and
are developing good-sized roe, so it is obvious
they weren’t suffering all summer long. They
also grow a lot during the summer, and last
spring they were all little, hungry, and
plentiful.

Well, we had some good cold weather
which was associated with the same system
that brought all that snow up country and all
the local fishermen kept trying and finally,
the specks started. Wow, it was something.
They were pretty good sized (average a little
better than half a pound) and were biting like
crazy. The limit is 25 per person and nobody
had to fish more than two hours to catch that.
T hate to have to say it but a lot of these small-
time speck fishermen are selling their catch.
It is not illegal to sell speckled perch but it is
illegal to catch 25 and go sell them (or hide
them) and then trot right back down there,
but you know, when it gets too cold for yard
man work to pay off, the yard man falls on
hard times and a lot of self-employed people
around here have never adhered to the policies
of the government when unnecessary.

Independent working people have had
plenty of experience with the government and
only a stupid person would fail to recognize
that government programs really are not set
up to help small time folks...black or white...
here in the South. I'll just cite the agricultural
policies for an example. None of those
programs managed to elevate the small
farmers of this region to any level where they
could become major contributors to the

campaign funds of politicians like those oil
company style corporations that run most of
the agriculture in this country. I don’t know
about Norwegian bachelor farmers up north,
but there aren’t any small time farmers down
here anymore. These yard men just don’t
think the government is exactly on their side
so they don’t pay all that much attention to
any rules that don’t make sense to them and
have been taught by experience to think for
themselves.

Speckled perch (crappie) are apt to
overpopulate a lake in a little while and, when
that happens, the fish in the lake get littler
and littler and thinner and thinner until they
aren’t fit to eat. These in Lake lamonia right
now are very fat...and worth about one dollar
each. A day’s fishing is not only pleasant work
but the wages beat hell out of yard man work.

So as soon as I got the word, I got the
itch. Unfortunately, it was just before
Christmas and we are in the throes of trying
to build Christmas presents for the family
children and it is a job. We always start too
late and are still assembling rocking horses
and little boats and all in the middle of
Christmas Eve night. Old Sam is working
more hours at the shop now so he can have a
little spare change for the season, too, and
the baby is rampaging all over the place trying
to swallow screws and things, so there wasn’t
any time to go to Lake Iamonia and, since
the freezer is filling up with venison, no real
excuse.

But, Sam’s wife took Friday afternoon
off so he decided to take the baby to keep her
company and that left Jane and me all alone.
“Go get the minnows and I'll get the boat
ready,” she said as soon as Sam’s car was out
of sight. I hurried to the bait store/pawn shop
with my little icebox, but when I got there
the roach spraying man was there and so was
a fishing tackle salesman and I had to wait.
Charles (the proprietor) was teasing the roach
spraying man. “You know I ain’t gonna keep
giving you 24 bucks a month to come spray
that water around and not keep these roaches
under control,” he said.

“You think this is water?” said the roach
man. “Let me spray these crickets and we’ll
see,” said he, sidling over to the cricket box
where 3,000 bream crickets were chirping
their forlorn little, inbred tune.

“Naw, man,” said Charles, “I was just
playing with you, but you still ain’t got these
roaches under control in here.”

“That’s because they come in them TVs
you are always taking in on pawn,” exclaimed
the spray man. “I can come in here and kill
them all and then somebody will bring in a
TV just full of roaches and they’ll come out
and eat cricket feed and multiply like vermin
until I come back next month.”

“Yeah, well,” the bait man said, “two
days after you left last month, I went home
and took off my leg to get in bed and one of
them little German roaches crawled out of the
top hollow of my wooden leg!”

“That probably wasn’t a bait store
roach,” said the roach man. “That roach
probably crawled in there while you was
laying up down at that other woman’s house.”

At that the salesman chirped up.
“Charles,” he said. “I always wondered about
two things. One is, how come all y’all one-
legged men are all the time trying to put it to
some woman? Is it some kind of
compensation for being one-legged like how



a wheelchair man always goes about 25 miles
an hour when he is walking with you? My
brother-in-law runned over a chicken and
killed him while we were out strolling the
other day. The other thing is, do you take off
your leg before you get in the bed with the
other woman? I mean, if it was your wife you
would, but if it is the other woman you might
need it if her husband was to come home
unexpectedly.”

At that the roach man chimed in. “You
know, that probably was a bait store roach
crawled out of your leg...probably come out
of that TV you give the woman so she would
keep being accommodating to an old man like
you.”

“Dammit, y’all,” I finally had to say. “I
need me some minnows.”

I haven’t got any use for 12-1/2 lbs. of
speckled perch so I only got a dozen toughies.
“Tufty” is a trade name for minnows bred so
as to have very tough heads so they won’t
sling off the hook and no brains so the hook
through the head won’t injure them. You
know it don’t take brains to be bait.

When I got back to the shop, Jane got
up from where she had been sitting on a
bucket the whole time I was at the bait store
listening to all that nonsense and had the boat
trailer by the tongue (the Grumman sport boat
and its aluminum trailer, “Trailex,” came on
the UPS truck...don’t weigh enough to notice)
before I got turned around.

We were gone in a flash and 20 minutes
later were moseying out into the lake with
the electric trolling motor. Which, one of the
best things the government did was to outlaw
internal combustion engines on Lake lamonia
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during duck season. I used to be able to sell
rowboats to duck hunters back before they
invented the electric trolling motor. Jane
caught the first speck before we were off the
paved part of the boat ramp. Then she caught
nine more. I have always wondered at that
phenomenon. Here we were, both sitting in
the same boat and fishing with the exact same
chartreuse crappie jig with minnows so inbred
that I bet they couldn’t be differentiated by a
DNA test and she was catching the fish.

Of course, she was fishing a Mickey
Mouse Zebco and I had my Snoopy rig, but
the line was all the fish knew about and it
was old, blue DuPont Stren 4-1b. test off the
same spool. I was using the well proven
“Iverson slow wind” retrieve and she was
using the “Jane White lift and drop,” but in
the interest of science we switched
movements and she kept catching them Mr.
Iverson’s way. It is mystifying.

Finally I caught one or two and we went
home with a nice little mess of specks. While
we were getting ready to pull out I noticed
James (the yard man) come in and trot to the
truck with a little six-pack style icebox and
make a deposit of what I knew was exactly
25 speckled perch in his big icebox back in
the bushes and, before I could get backed back
down to haul my boat, he was pushing off.
“Going back, James?” I said.

“Yep....got to go help my cousin.” James
is a Viet Nam veteran and, you know, they
generally have a pretty well-developed sense
of skepticism.

How a yard man launches his
commercial fishing boat: They have it down
to an exact science. The boats are all butt
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headed. In small lakes, like Iamonia, the
preferred rig is a small aluminum Jon boat
with nothing but an electric trolling motor.

But if, like James, the man fishes in
bigger lakes like Talquin or Seminole, he has
a bigger boat with a little shape to the bow so
it won’t pound and throw water quite as bad.

They still prefer a butt head
configuration, though. They also like low
sided boats so they’ll be easy to get into or
out of.

Unlike organized fishermen, who would
be disenfranchised if they were seen in
anything with less than 200hp, these
independents have no use for ostentatious
bass boats and the favorite gas engine is the
OMC 9.9. If they are fishing Lake Iamonia
during duck season in their big lake boat like
James does, they just run the trolling motor
over the bow and don’t crank the 9.9.

When they arrive at the lake they back
down to the ramp immediately and get out of
the truck, unhook the winch, and set out the
anchor (a favorite is an automobile flywheel)
on the bank beside the ramp. Then they back
up fast and drag brakes with an exactitude
born of much practice and the boat slides off
the trailer with just the right inertia to fetch
up on the anchor line just enough to stop the
boat and ease it back in.

The man parks the rig and trots (the
invention of the riding lawnmower is taking
the spring out of that trot) back to the boat.
By then it is nosing up against the bank so he
climbs over the bow, gets in his swivel chair,
and is fishing before the ripples from the
launching are 20° away from the ramp.

SOLID
COMFORT

BOATS 7

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>
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Precision 18

Displacement 1100 Ibs. A
Ballast, Lead 350 Ibs. R I
Sail Area 145 sq. ft. .
Draft, Bd Down 4’3” Vi
Draft, Bd Up 1’6” /
LOA 17°5”
LWL 15°5”
Beam 7°5”

15’ C.B.
16-°" B.K.
18’ - 21’ - 23’

FERNALD’S MARINE

291 High Rd., Newbury, MA 01951
(978) 465-0312

RAINBOW

——

14’ Classic Half-Decked Catboat
Dealer Inquiries Invited

COMPASS CLASSIC YACHTS, INC.

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

FIBERGLASS REPLICA CLASSIC SAILBOATS

Construction

12’ Cape Cod Catboat Fiberglass Hull & Deck
Varnished Oak Trim | 5 1g' ¢

BAYBIRD
18’ Gaff Sloop

Iéce)aAm 1%2 Bronze Hardware pgggm - 56" J
SA - 100 Wooden Spars SA - 145sf
- sf ‘
Displ. 440lbs NEW! LWL - 16
Compass Draft 0'8”
g - CLASSIC CAT
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Fifth Day
Wednesday, June 16, 2004

In the early morning I awoke and strolled
down to the water’s edge. The sky was al-
most exploding with stars, a magnificent
aerial panorama. It would be, no doubt, an
ideal weather day on the river.

Later at daybreak I stirred from sleep,
awakened not from natural causes but from a
brief torrential downpour, followed by hurri-
cane-like winds. Every gust would shake the
tent so violently that, minus my body weight
holding it down, the pegs would have un-
doubtedly been yanked out and the whole
outfit blown downriver to land wherever. I
thought the tent seams might rips apart. I
stayed in my sleeping bag for 20 minutes to
save myself, tent, and equipment. In time the
brunt of the windstorm lessened, my tent
spared.

Knowledge is power. In anticipation of fu-
ture trips, Mike logs in Windy Camp Camp-
site on his topographical map.

The breakfast topic centered around the
terrible wind. Larry left our circle momen-
tarily to attend to some matter. Upon return-
ing he related his story. “The wind caught my
tent, tumbled it over, and it landed in a heap
at Dick’s tent,” he said. “I headed down to
retrieve it, not in any particular hurry as it
seemed safe. Then another gust lifted the
whole tent airborne over Dick’s. I ran after
it, as the tent landed finally about 2’ from a
creek.”

This high-flying event prompted wind
stories on previous expeditions. I had none
to relate but silently changed the Steak Night
name to Windy Camp. The others had some-
thing to say. “I was once on an all-ladies femi-
nist canoeing trip,” Carolyn recalled. “It was
wild. We had an Indian spiritualist along.
Every morning we would ascend the nearest
hill and the lady would identify the various
winds, north, south, east, west, and what they
meant. We even had a sweat tent with all the
women naked inside, followed by a dip in the
river.”

The weather had finally stabilized
enough to break camp. “Poling, poling, pol-
ing,” Mike would always sing as we shoved
off, a takeoff of Willie Nelson’s Rolling, Roll-
ing, Rolling. Upon peeling out to head down-
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“Canoeing the
Cascapédia: Québec’s
Salmon River”
Part I11

By Richard E. Winslow III
(For Ed Masteller, who would have loved this
trip)

stream, Mike continued his singing, “On the
river again,” in deference to Willie Nelson’s
On The Road Again. On a more serious note,
he commented on the early European explor-
ers who started at the mouth of rivers. “We
have it easy, the current carrying us down-
stream,” he said. “The French and English
explorers had to battle upstream against the
rapids to reach the headwaters, back break-
ing work.”

Don’t desert the expedition. Secret poling
conference evidently concludes that it is best
to head downstream.

Just 20 minutes into the morning paddle
we spotted a sign in English, “DANGER,”
hand painted in letters on a board stuck in the
gravel. I had no idea what to expect. We soon
came to a screaming right turn as the river
crooked. A second “DANGER” sign appeared
in a huge tree and log jam barrier, with a rag-
ing stream underneath, torn loose from the
main river to create an island. Heeding the
warning, we eddied out on river right for a
candy break. A full-force collision into that
log pile by inattentive canoeists would have
resulted in certain injury, if not death.

“This river reminds me of the Liard in
the Yukon,” Mike explained. “The channels
themselves and the mountains in the Yukon
are just a little bigger and higher.” In the raw
morning air, as [ watched the surge of water
tearing under that blocked-off passageway I
beheld the wild power of the Cascapédia, to
resemble the land of the Yukon which poet
Robert Service described as, “Where the
mountains are nameless, and the rivers flow
God knows where.” That description was just
as apt here.

Our party soon emerged into a widen-
ing of the river, in fact the Cascapédia was
picking up volume from ruisseaux (tributar-
ies) which, along with additional rainwater,
began to widen into a broader river. The
weather gods had now reversed their strat-
egy. The proverbial blue Dutchman’s pants,
rents here and there in the sky, kept expand-
ing as a bright sun shot through. It presented
ideal conditions to make up time for the pre-
vious lost half day.

The river cut through a redrock cliff sec-
tion with layers fractured to resemble stacks

of bricks. The bottom layer was solidly in-
tact, the whole wall still damp, with the sun’s
rays not yet reaching the bottom of the can-
yon.

Finally with an exit from the canyon to
a widening, the sun shot through to the wa-
ter. Salmon rose to the surface. Mike glanced
down. “There are three large salmon swim-
ming below,” he said. A short time later, “I
see seven more.”

Out of nowhere I heard a generator put-
tering on river left. The Cascapédia was now
aligned parallel to the paved highway Route
299, the north-to-south road across the Gaspé
Peninsula. Mike recognized the situation im-
mediately. “We’re approaching a fishing
camp,” he said, “and they have placed the
generator far enough away to lessen the noise
for the guests.” Larry had landed at the camp’s
dock and walked up to the main lodge. A
woman, a friend of Larry’s came out. The rest
of us stayed far enough away to allow pri-
vacy, but I heard the lady say, in keeping with
the traditional spirit of hospitality of the north,
“Come up to the dinning room for coffee and
refreshments.” Larry quietly demurred. “All
our fishermen are out on the river down-
stream,” she said. “They are allowed one fish
per person per day.”

Seen all along the Cascapédia on virtually
every camp roof, iron salmon weathervanes
honor the region’s world-famous fishing
reputation.

Resuming our paddle, we encountered
two or three green canoes, a sport, perhaps
two, in the middle with guides, one in the bow
holding a net, and the other in the stern han-
dling the outboard motor. They appreciated
our swinging wide to allow them plenty of
room for their casts, a standard canoeing cour-
tesy to leave fishing areas unruffled by our
paddle strokes and wake.

Before the white men came the Micmacs
fished for nothing, taking as many salmon as
they pleased. Now with the advent of civili-
zation, the average going rate (lodging, fees,
licenses, and mandatory guide service) is
about $1,000 a day. Like the few who can
afford horse racing, salmon fishing is like-
wise a sport of kings, and queens. Despite
their expenses, the sports, alas, had caught
nothing.

Soon we were hearing the sound of traf-
fic. When we emerged to view cars and log-
ging trucks on the highway, the drivers al-
ways waved and honked to us in a friendly
fashion. We waved back with free hands.



On my previous canoeing trips someone
would invariably say, two or three times a day,
“What a beautiful river.” If I did not hear those
words, I would have known something was
wrong. As Carolyn pulled up alongside our
canoe, she and Mike exclaimed the same
words, “It doesn’t get any better than this.”
We repeated those words every two or three
minutes, without any exaggeration of our feel-
ings. The river, the mountains, the forest, the
blue sky, the current, the salmon sightings,
and everything about it had enraptured our
minds. We pilgrims had finally found the
promised river, the Cascapédia.

“It doesn’t get any better than this.” My usual
view of the river with watery diamonds flash-
ing under the high noon sun.

When we approached another fishing
canoe, the friendly guides offered the usual
comments and added, “The worst rapids of
the whole river are about a mile ahead,” (or I
suppose, to an experienced whitewater canoe-
ist who wanted excitement, the best rapids).

As we raced along I noticed that through-
out almost the whole trip the full grown for-
est with so many tall trees had been left pris-
tine, all to my satisfaction. “These slopes are
so steep that loggers couldn’t safely cut it,”
Mike explained. “Bulldozers and trucks
would be unable to handle the grade and
would almost likely tumble down the
mountainside. Laws are in effect, in fact, to
ban such unsafe cutting.”

On one particular section with a road
curve above I noticed a parked car on the soft
shoulder. Mike began shouting to me. “Dick,
that girl is calling to you.” It did not seem
logical but I responded, “Let’s back paddle,”
as we swung toward the shore and grabbed a
branch before the current could sweep us
downstream. A woman was scrambling on the
side of the embankment. “Richard, Richard,”
she exclaimed. “I recognized your red hat.
I’m Sylvié from last year’s Coulonge River
expedition.” Yes, it was Sylvié and her boy-
friend who had spotted our canoes from the
road and stopped the car. Sylvié was a
Montreal bank official who happened to be
here on vacation. The odds for such a chance
meeting were just about impossible. Sylvié
and I compared all too brief notes as Mike
and I were compelled to catch up with the
others, already far out of sight.

“See you on the river,” is the canoeist’s
traditional farewell greeting yet it is most
often an illusion. You rarely, if ever, see your
canoeing companions again, and besides, they
seldom write letters. But this encounter con-
vinced me that if you paddle long enough, go
on expedition after expedition, you will even-
tually meet up with an old canoeing friend at
some remote place. I had now experienced
this miracle myself, a highlight of the expe-
dition.

Presently we heard a throaty roar down-
stream and soon viewed the rapids, Porcu-
pine Rapids, or the Rapids at the Forks as it
was locally known. In deference to the
fisherman’s admonitions, Mike and Larry
decided to scout it. Our initial on-the-water
reconnaissance was inadequate as we could
not see the whole route. For an overlook we
climbed up to the road. The Cascapédia had
picked up Ruisseau Indian Falls on river left
and charged ahead on a hard right fast turn.
Our guides gave it a Class 11 classification, a
moderately difficult run with obstacles. Con-
sidering it was in a wilderness setting, with
any injury which would require medical treat-
ment at a distant hospital, they added another
gradation to classify the prickly Porcupine as
Class III.

There were left to right, three possible
routes. The river left section began with blue
water, unraveled as a braided stream over a
gravel bar with battered tree limbs hung up,
half submerged in the water, half dry in the
sun. In river middle, the rapids tore around
protruding boulders for a relatively clear shot
to the “V” in the distance. The far river right
was a horse or a rapids of a different color,
continuous white water for probably a half-
mile. A dump at the top of the rapids would
have meant being swept down for a tumbling
ride with little chance (that we could see any-
way) of affecting a self-rescue. Survival at
the bottom was thus an option, not a certainty.
Our plan was to work down the left side, head
out gradually to avoid the rock pile, and catch
the middle trough.

“I’ll step out, Mike, and walk down to
the end of the rapids, and rejoin you there,” I
said. “Iknow my abilities in these tricky situ-
ations. If I don’t show, that means a black
bear got me.”

“You stay with me, Dick, otherwise a
truck will get you.”

With ample spacing for each canoe
ahead to have room and time, our canoes en-
tered the fast water. We maneuvered down
with much scraping. An inadvertent drift to

the right would have sucked the canoe into
the runaway rapid. We all, however, handled
the run with precision, escaping with much
splashed-up water in the hulls, lurching back
and forth. Vigorous bailing solved that prob-
lem.

Finding a campsite during the afternoon
was top priority with a string of marginal sites
at best which would have required much
brushing out. A lone canoe tied up at a dock
tipped off Larry to land. There were ample
sites in the ferns with the sweet aroma of a
poplar grove, like aspens. A rutted, half-aban-
doned road led up a hill to the paved high-
way. The din of traffic was far enough away
for an excellent night’s sleep at Canoe Camp.

(To Be Continued)

As equally adept along with his paddle,
spatula or ax, Larry uses a drawknife to shave
canoeing pole.
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International Scene

The European Commission is deter-
mined to criminalize seafarers who err, stat-
ing that its review of penal sanctions had been
fair and balanced and in line with existing
liability laws for other industries. The indus-
try said that statement was preposterous.

The Dutch transport minister warned the
shipping industry that it will see even more
“unnecessary” regulations if there is another
accident on the scale of those from the Pres-
tige and Erika. She admitted that post-Erika
regulations had gone too far but said politi-
cians were forced by public outrage and fail-
ure of the shipping industry to regulate itself.

Apostolos Mangouras, the master of the
tanker Prestige, has been detained in Spain
since that vessel sank in November 2002 and
much of its oil fouled the coast of Spain and
France. Even though a judge rejected the lat-
est appeal, Mangouras may be allowed to re-
turn to Greece until a trial. And Spain said it
had recovered the last of the oil in the sunken
Prestige’s tanks using an innovative new pro-
cedure.

Prices for Very Large Crude Carriers (big
tankers) are about one-third higher than last
year.

Hard Knocks and Thin Places

Most voyages are deadly dull routine but
there are exceptions. As usual, a sampling:

An explosion, or a carbon-dioxide inci-
dent, killed the master, chief engineer, chief
officer, and third engineer on the container
ship YM People 400 nm off Sri Lanka.

A vessel carrying illegal immigrants
from Africa capsized off Tunisia, drowning
at least 60.

Typhoon Songda caused the Indonesian-
flagged Tri Ardhiantu to run aground and roll
on its side, killing eight and leaving 14 miss-
ing.

Off East Sussex, the 2,000dwt freighter
Manaav Star ran aground. She was finally
refloated after two excavators dug a trench
and a large tug used one of the longest haw-
sers in the world to reach the high and dry (at
low tide) ship.

In Siberia, a small tanker caught fire near
the Yakut village of Yuryung-Hai. Six people
were saved, four with severe burns, while
another seven were missing.

Outside the port of Esbjerg in Denmark,
the windmill erection ship Ocean Ady hit the
dredger Thor R and the Thor R sank in less
than a minute. Nobody was hurt.

Radios sometimes help, sometimes
don’t. The small converted fishing boat Inis
Mil sank while en route from Ireland to
France. Its crew of four floated in a life raft
off Cornwall for a week before being rescued,
saved by a mobile phone whose owner had
conserved the battery until land was spotted.

Although in radio communication, the
bulker Heng Shan and the smaller container
carrier MSC Lucia collided in Singapore wa-
ters.

In northern Greece, the master of the
Susie was talking on his cell phone and ran
the ship into a hillside.

Others can get into trouble without elec-
tronic assistance. The ro/ro Finnish Global
Freighter hit the bottom in Finland and the
master ran it ashore. Some oil spilled but was
contained.

The tanker Lucky Lady ran aground in
Indonesia and spilled part of its cargo.
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Beyond the Horizon
By Hugh Ware

Grounding of the Canadian freighter
Bahama Spirit closed the port of Charleston,
South Carolina, and 3,500 tons of its cargo
of crushed granite was dumped overside be-
fore it could be freed. The granite will have
to be cleaned up.

Farther south, the cement-loaded bulker
Federal Pescadores ran onto rocks while try-
ing to anchor off Ft. Lauderdale.

Even new ships ran into trouble (spelled
“the bottom™). The brand new Iranian con-
tainer ship Iran Ardebel ran aground in the
Bab al Mandeb Straits and was pulled free
with some difficulty.

Off Norway, the brand new LPG carrier
Marta lost power and started drifting towards
rocks and the master was unable to anchor in
the deep water. By the time local tugs arrived
he had anchored in shallower water only 50-
100 metres from shore.

And don’t forget the little boats and their
operators. After an October 1 cyclone passed
over waters off Gujarat in far-western India,
as many as 2,000 fishermen and 260-odd
boats may have gone missing. Authorities
confirmed that over 700 fishermen in 200
boats had yet to reach home ports.

Aboard the factory fishing vessel Aokai
in sub-Antarctic Circle waters below New
Zealand, the legs of Hugh Hope became
trapped in a fish grinding machine. One leg
was cut off and the other leg was pinned in
an auger. Doctors on shore decided it was best
to leave him there while the vessel headed to
port at its top speed. Meanwhile, he was read
messages from his family but Hugh Hope
didn’t make it.

The Grey Fleets

The Royal Navy minesweeper HMS
Grimsby hit the moored and unmanned ferry
Duchess M at Gravesend on the Thames and
badly damaged the 63-passenger vessel.
Complicating life for some time was the false
report of a man overboard.

The body of a female Royal Navy of-
ficer was found in her berth aboard the frig-
ate HMS Cornwall. Authorities suspect an ill-
ness was the cause.

But Royal Navy types concerned with
the new aircraft carriers must have felt that
progress is being made. The badly overweight
STOVL F-35 Strike Fighter has lost weight
and will now be able to use the carriers.

The last of four diesel-electric attack
submarines chartered by Canada left the U.K.
after trials (in which an attending tug had to
be beached) and promptly had a major elec-
trical fire north of Ireland. While being heli-
coptered to a hospital one man died of smoke
inhalation, and HMCS Chicoutimi was towed
back to the U.K. for repairs. The four subs
have been plagued by various problems after
being mothballed by the Royal Navy in 1994
in favorite of nuclear subs.

The Indian Navy held a joint exercise
with U.S. Navy vessels and aircraft. The
Malabar exercise concentrated on honing anti
submarine skills on both sides.

Farther north, and chillier, the Northern
Eagle 2004 exercise between 11 warships of
Russia’s northern fleet and several U.S. war-
ships included the cruiser USS Hue City.

Northern Eagle was the first bilateral exer-
cise between the two countries.

In recent weeks the Nigerian Navy ar-
rested 23 vessels accused of smuggling Ni-
gerian oil but has had a hard time keeping
them arrested. At least two, the Russian tanker
Jimah and the tanker African Pride, have es-
caped. Both were full of crude oil. The Jimah
was found at Dutch Island newly renamed
Lord. Allegations of bribery involving senior
officials were made during parliamentary in-
vestigations.

In a notorious chokepoint in the
Singapore Straits at night, the container ship
Merkur Bridge was passing the landing ship,
tanker RSS Persistence, when it had to sud-
denly swerve to miss the oncoming tanker
High Endurance. The LST was sideswiped
and the tanker was hit, starting two small fires
on it. All vessels stayed afloat.

A survey of New Zealand’s aging frig-
ate HMNZS Canterbury revealed that its
decks are now too thin to walk on safely and
hull plates are also thin. Authorities wanted
18 more months of life from the vessel but it
is no longer considered as fully operational.

Here to There and Back

Seventy-odd people on Norse
Merchant’s ferry Lagan Viking were trapped
behind a locked door when it would not open
after arrival at Belfast. The ship was taken
out into Belfast Lough where the next morn-
ing a shipyard crew burned a way in (or out)
and everyone departed some 14 hours late.

Cleveland has decided it wants to join
the modern ferry business and has selected
giant Dutch vessel operator Royal Wagenborg
to operate a freight and passenger service
between Cleveland and Canada. The firm is
well-known on the Great Lakes for its freight-
ers. Operations should start in the spring of
2006.

The operators of the fast ferry Spirit of
Ontario suddenly ceased operations after car-
rying some 140,000 passengers between
Rochester and Toronto this summer. Slow
actions and unexpected decisions by several
governmental agencies on both side of the
lake caused the company to need between
$3.5 and $5 million in the bank before re-
suming service. And a judge impounded the
vessel for an unpaid $372,868 fuel bill (that
represents about ten days of operation). The
company promptly asked for guardian cus-
tody of the ferry to avoid need for paying the
U.S. marshals guarding the vessel.

The new Alaskan fast ferry Fairweather
may be a handful in windy conditions. In 25-
knot winds at Skagway it clipped a pier, then
bumped into a dolphin and cut mooring lines
to a cruise ship. Unconnected with the above,
the ferry will be out of service while the crew
gets night training. Last May, when the crew
was trained, the Alaskan days were too long
to allow such training.

In Europe, P&O Ferries will not only lay
off 1,200 personnel, eliminate four routes,
transfer two vessels to Brittany Ferries along
with a further 350 jobs, and cut frequency of
service on five of 13 routes, but it will
outsource operational activities to third-party
ship managers

Norway has decided to allow ferry op-
erators to bring in seal hunters. Seals are con-
sidered to be a nuisance threat to the fishing
industry and the annual quota of 2,100 kill-
ings is not being met by local hunters.



In New Zealand, Tranz-Rail’s Cook
Strait ferry Aratere was in the narrow Tory
Channel under automatic course-keeping con-
trol when the master noticed the ship wasn’t
responding and used manual control. Manual
steering must now be used in those waters
and in Wellington Harbour although this may
mean hiring four quartermasters. The ex-
Spanish ferry, now American-owned, has a
long history of problems since being deliv-
ered in December 1998, including crushing a
fishing vessel while trying to berth at
Wellington in July.

And in New Zealand, Interisland’s rival
Cook Strait ferry Arahura returned from re-
pairs in Australia and the proprietors decided
to celebrate by providing free passages on
Fridays for two weeks. One small problem,
if you made a reservation by email there was
a credit charge of one cent because of soft-
ware requirements.

In Australia, Austal launched the largest
aluminium vessel ever built. The 127m (417°)
Benchijugua Express is a trimaran ferry for
the Fred Olsen company. It will be as fast as
a catamaran but with better sea behavior in
varying sea states and the builder anticipates
considerable military interest.

There was panic aboard the Mombasan
ferry Kilindini when engines stopped and it
started drifting out to sea. Two speedboats
brought out mechanics who fixed the prob-
lems.

This month’s ferry tragedy seems to be
the capsize of a ferry rated for 80 people on
the Jialing River in China’s Sichuan Province
because it was overloaded. About half of the
135 on board were saved.

Vacation Boats

The Rotterdam ran into the edge of Hur-
ricane Karl and engineers discovered “un-
precedented sediment” in the engines’ lubri-
cating oil filters. The engine stopped and so
the ship’s active stabilizers ceased working.
Five people were slightly hurt in the result-
ing 20° rolls and everyone was happier when
the engines started again.

Carnival Cruise Line had a net income
of over $1 billion in a quarter for the first
time.

The Jewel of the Sea pulled into Halifax
with a large finback whale, quite dead, draped
across its bulbous bow.

The Van Gogh T-boned the oil tanker
Spetses in fog off southern Spain and both
vessels were damaged but had no spills or
injuries. Authorities had radioed to both ves-
sels that visibility was zero but they managed
to find each other anyhow.

Seven crew members were testing the
lifeboats on the Empress of the Seas when
one plunged 60’ into the water. Four crew-
men were hospitalized. They were lucky. All
to often a death or two is part of such “safety”
exercises. Such was true when five Filipino
seamen in a raft were lowered into the Ocean
from the ore carrier Lowlands Grace off West-
ern Australia. The raft suddenly dropped
about 100’ and two were killed while the re-
mainder suffered severe injuries.

The disabled Norway may yet return to
its homeland because a French property de-
veloper could be ready to buy the vessel, once
the pride of the French merchant marine as
France. But he may have competition from
Dutch and South Korean bidders.

Pushing Metal

After a month of riots and protest,
Spain’s prime minister said he would save
Spain’s shipyards and solve the problems of
state-owned shipbuilder Izar. SEPI, Izar’s
parent company, wants to separate military
and commercial construction but almost no-
body likes the idea.

The German steel and coal union
claimed that German shipyards will cut em-
ployment by 41% next year.

Legal Niceties

The Justice Department announced that
the operators of the floating oil storage ves-
sel Anitra agreed to pay $1.5 million for re-
leasing 40,000 gallons oil below the surface
of Delaware Bay in 1996. Most of the oil
came ashore, befouling 50 miles of beaches.

Bulgaria called for the detention of the
Russia-bound Georgian cargo ship Al Taufik
after it hit-and-ran a Bulgarian fishing boat,
killing one in the Black Sea.

Australia fined the owner of the bulker
Pax Phoenix $62,000 for discharging oily
wastes into Great Barrier Reef waters in 2001.

In Montana, U.S. customs rejected a
containerized shipment of Chinese porcelain
vases when it detected wheat-like plant ma-
terial in them. Gamma ray technology was
used and similar inspections should be ex-
pected at seaports.

At Port Newark, an overpowering smell
led to the discovery of the body of an Asiatic
man in a container of artificial Christmas tress
from China.

Pirates, Terrorists, and Other Nasties

In one week the crews of two tankers
repelled armed pirates off Indonesia. Al-
though big ship piracy may get the headlines,
fishermen entering Somali waters are often
kidnapped and held for ransom by pirates
dressed in government uniforms. Also held
for ransom are the officers of tugs towing
barges in the Far East. Ransoms are usually
bargained down and the kidnappees are rarely
killed.

Environment

When the container ship Katerina ar-
rived at Long Beach, crew members told dock
workers they had thrown trash and discharged
oil and sewerage overboard. Coast Guard
inspectors found plenty of evidence and the
master, chief engineer, and second engineer
were arrested and now face up to 20 years in
jail.

Since 1843, the Royal Navy has planted
once totally barren Ascension Island with
tropical trees and plants from Argentina,
South Africa, and the Royal Botanical Gar-
dens at Kew. Now a luxurious tropical forest
covers Green Mountain and scientists are
puzzled because such a complex ecosystem
should emerge only through a slow evolution.

Odd Bits

When the sex trials started on remote
Pitcairn Island, its postmaster quickly con-
fessed to sexual assaults on two 12-year-old
girls in the “70s and early ‘80s. He will prob-
ably serve time in a new six-cell gaol, com-
plete with imported gaolers, about 150” from
his home. His confession may open the way
for confessions from 13 other defendants, but
they are simply “the tip of the iceberg.” The

47 inhabitants of the island are descendants
of the HMS Bounty mutineers.

The Icelandic container ship Dettifoss
carried a 22-tonne hunk of an iceberg to
Rotterdam from where it was trucked to be
shown outside a Paris museum. The purpose
was to draw attention to Icelandic science and
culture. The exhibition closes on January 5
but the ice may not last that long.

Using a steerable Azipod unit with
counter-rotating propellers in place of a rud-
der on two new Japanese ferries gave them
distinct advantages over similar but smaller
ferries using two shafts with rudders. The
older ferries used about 20% more fuel for a
slightly lower service speed.

Mexican customs officials were accused
of denying or delaying the delivery of fuel to
visiting ships.

Fishing boats closed several French
Mediterranean ports in a protest against ris-
ing fuel prices.

Dutch unions at the Port of Rotterdam
and elsewhere protested the government’s
plans to modify the Dutch welfare state by
increasing the age for early retirement
schemes from 55; for instance, raising taxes
and reducing the size of its armed forces, in-
cluding the Navy.

The Panama Canal is nearing its capac-
ity, carrying about 10% more Panama Canal/
Universal Measurement System tons than the
year before. This is partially due to more tran-
sits by Panamax vessels, particularly con-
tainer ships.

Divers located the wreckage of the
battleship HMS Victoria, which sank off
Lebanon 111 years ago after a collision with
HMS Camperdown. The admiral had ordered
a stupid and deadly maneuver to show off his
fleet to observers on shore. The Victoria car-
ried with it the admiral plus 384 other men.

And in the Canadian Arctic, a Royal
Navy team found parts of the engine and the
anchor of Victory, the ship carrying Sir John
Ross and his nephew, Sir James Clark Ross,
while searching for the Northwest Passage.
Trapped in the ice, the vessel was abandoned
in 1832.

So many intercontinental subseas fiber-
optic cables have been laid that several are
not being used so it is no surprise that Global
Marines is about to axe six of its 15 cable
ships.

The U.S. merchant fleet gained six ves-
sels when AP Moller Maersk transferred them
to serve long-term under the Maritime Secu-
rity Program that keeps militarily useful ton-
nage operating under the U.S. flag. But
Maersk may transfer several older vessels
from the U.S. flag since they no longer qualify
for a government subsidy.

In Jamaica, only four days after Kaiser
Jamaica sold its Discovery Bay bauxite-load-
ing facility, the loading shuttle collapsed
across the deck of the fully loaded Ocean
Galaxy, delaying its sailing and leaving the
port non-operational.

The new luxury sailboat Mirabella V,
famed for its world’s tallest single mast, ran
aground on the French Riviera while its crew
was dining.

The former tea clipper Cutty Sark needs
£25 million in major repairs and it will be
protected by a giant “tea cozy”” and suspended
in a web so visitors can walk underneath to
watch the rebuilding.
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The topsides.

il .
The two parts of the boat and the pile of stuff that came off.

The forward cockpit with the window and boot.

The Gift Boat

By Mississippi Bob Brown

One of the rules that I learned early on
was to be leery of a free boat. When a boat is
free, there is usually a good reason. Well
folks, I broke my own rule. A friend offered
me a free sea kayak and like a fool I took it
home. I really needed another new project.

The boat was an Eddy Line San Juan.
These boats are about 22” long. It will not fit
into my shop when it is reassembled. This
boat has had a hard life. A previous owner
had done a bunch of bad things to it. This
includes cutting off the last 3°.

The story that I got was as follows. A
couple owners ago the man wanted to make
a sailboat out of it and rigged it up as a
trimaran. The boat got a lot of added hard-
ware that Eddy Line hadn’t installed. Some
time later the owner made a motor boat out
of it by cutting a hole through the bottom just
forward of the front seat so an outboard could
be mounted there. He installed a boot made
of a rubberized fabric around this hole.

When I got the boat the hole had been
closed up with a clear plastic window. The
man must have liked the viewing ports be-
cause he installed one in the rear cockpit, also.
There was also a hole through the bottom
about 1-1/2” diameter just forward of the for-
ward bulkhead. I have no idea what it was
for. It had been closed up with caulk. There
was another hole through the deck just be-
hind the forward cockpit, forward of the cen-
ter cargo hatch. This must have been for the
mast step as there was what looked to be a
mast step glued inside near the keel. A mast
must have stood there as there was a lot of
hardware pop riveted to the deck and sides in
this area.

The “friend” who gave me the boat got
it with a Venture catamaran, attached between
the hulls of the cat for extra flotation, I guess.
I am also guessing that the stern got cut off
just behind the rear bulkhead because it was
to long to fit under the cat very well. The cut-
off stern section had what appears to be a sec-
ond mast step for a mizzen. This stern sec-
tion could be reattached with latches that held
it on yet allowed for its removal. There was
also a watertight (?) bulkhead installed in the
stern section. There was hardware attached
all over the boat, much of it I had no idea
why.

It is really hard for me to think that any-
one could be that hard on a boat. When I
worked at the yacht club they said that it only
took one bad owner to ruin a good wooden
boat. Maybe the same can be said about kay-
aks.

I feel that my friend gave me this boat
because I was one of the few people that he
knew who could put it back together. I thought
about it for a couple weeks before I started
anything. When I did start I did so by remov-
ing all the hardware. Much came off with a
drill to remove pop rivets. I saved all the hard-
ware to weigh when I was done. As I write
this I have removed 151bs. and I’'m not done
yet.

Some of the things that came off in-
cluded good through hull fittings that I will
save for some job. Why the bicycle head set
was mounted in the forward cargo compart-



ment, I simply can’t guess. This part lined up
with a hole through the bottom that had been
caulked over.

I removed the windows and a section of
sail track that went from the bow to the front
cockpit. This track ended at a large ring that
had been installed, for mooring, I guess. This
ring and its base weighed nearly a pound by
themselves.

I removed light sockets from each end.
These sockets were the kind that is used to
hold a stern light. There were bits of electric
wire inside the boat but they went from no-
where to nowhere. I found an electric bilge
pump inside the boat, looked good, I'll keep
it.

I had about ten hours invested in this
boat when I got bogged down with some re-
ally tough caulk that has to come off before I
can glass on patches. I’'m guessing it’s 52007
I also pulled off some Velcro type stuff from
the cockpit coamings. This material split leav-
ing a real gummy mess that doesn’t wash off
with either mineral spirits or acetone.

I was racing against winter as it would
soon be too cold to work with epoxy outdoors.
When the stern goes back on, the boat will
not fit in my shop. In November on the first
Saturday the weather was quite warm, nearly
record heat. I should have been out on the
lake but I was trapped at home babysitting.
To make the most of the day I decided to clean
out my shop. It really needed it. The boat got
dragged outside and an hour later the shop
looked presentable. I looked at the boat lay-
ing on my lawn and decided that it could stay
outside for the winter. I blocked it off the
ground right next to the kennel fence.

The day was so warm that I decided to
do some fiberglassing outside. I could make
the boards that would eventually cover the
holes in the bottom. I had the boat blocked
upside down and I simply cleaned the bot-
tom good near the holes to be patched and
taped down some wax paper next to the holes.
I built up some boards from three layers of
glass making patches large enough to cover
the holes. These boards have the same curve
as the hull where they were made. When I’'m
ready these boards will cemented down in-
side the hull covering the holes. When they
are cured I can then build up a smooth fair
surface on the outside.

Some of the caulk can be ground off
during the warm days of the winter but right
now I have another project that needs my at-
tention. The shop is cleaned out and I have a
fleet that needs paint and varnish. When that
is done there is a boat that I have fallen in
love with that I found in Chappelle’s book
about small American sailing craft. Chappelle
drew up the lines for a garvey that he mea-
sured in 1951. I want a boat that I can sail or
row that will fit into the back of my Ranger
truck. Chappelle’s boat was probably made
of New Jersey pine, the local product. Mine
will be built from a couple hundred dollars
worth of marine plywood that came from
Africa. Sorry, Robb, I like plywood.
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The after cockpit showing the rear window and lots of velcro.

The cut-off showing the after mast step and
watertight bulkhead.
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Boatbuilding can be a risky pastime.
Many of the risks that the boatbuilder faces,
such as dismemberment by power tools, be-
ing crushed by heavy objects, dangerous
chemicals, and for those of us who work in
wood, slivers, have been covered in depth by
any number of learned writers (see, for ex-
ample, David Carnell’s article about chemi-
cal safety in the October 15 MAIB). Those
risks, albeit serious, are not what this article
is about. No, my purpose is to acquaint the
aspiring builder with risks that have been
neglected by many, if not most, writers who
are concerned with the craft of boat building.

One danger facing the boatbuilder that
is often overlooked concerns the obsessive
behavior that seems to afflict many otherwise
reasonable people when they start building a
boat. I refer to this form of madness as
“WoodenBoat Syndrome” (so named because
the glossy pictures in this fine magazine have
been demonstrated to produce this malaise).

While the classic symptoms seem to be
most prevalent in those of us who build boats
from wood, those who build in other materi-
als are not immune from the obsessive/com-
pulsive behavior that is symptomatic of this
madness. Examples include waking from a
deep sleep to make notes about adding a small
cuddy to the 8" pram out in the garage, or
building a mock-up of the entire interior of
your 16° daysailer to evaluate seat spacing
when just setting two chairs 22” apart would
do, or having 12 different custom color paint
samples which cannot be returned made up
to get the color just so.

The important thing to remember when
afflicted with this syndrome is that no one,
other than your fellow travelers down this
path to madness, care one whit whether your
bungs are the same color as the wood or that
the grain of the bungs is properly aligned.
Efforts to work into the conversation the
clever way you split that $97 piece of teak so
that the grain of your coamings are perfectly
matched will only send your friends scurry-
ing when you round the corner. This kind of
high art is fabulous, but talking about it is
boring for everyone who does not worship at
the altar of mirror gloss finishes.

Closely related to WoodenBoat Syn-
drome is the risk of addiction. As you descend
ever deeper into your obsession you will find
yourself looking at plans for your next boat
before you have finished the one you just
started. However, like many addictions there
are moments of clarity wherein you will see
that you have a problem. For me, this mo-
ment always comes on the third day that [ am
sanding the interior of the hull, getting it ready
for the buff sandstone paint with just a hint
of medium ochre highlights. “I hate this, I
hate this, I’d really rather be sailing,” I say
over and over again.

After the first boat I waited a year to start
the next one. After the second boat, I couldn’t
stand the thought of starting another boat for
almost two months. Now, 18 boats later, I
have given in to my addiction. I start lofting
the next boat before the paint on the previous
one is even dry.

Once your addiction has set in, the next
risk follows naturally enough, the risk of ac-
cumulation. Unlike bottle caps or baseball
cards, the accumulation of boats, even small
ones, is not a harmless little quirk. Boats take
up a lot of space and boats rarely travel with-
out a lot of associated gear such as paddles,
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Other Risks of
Boatbuilding

By John Tuma

oars, sails, flotation vests, seat cushions, dry
bags, polypropylene underwear (because cot-
ton kills when it’s wet), and so on. At first it
doesn’t seem like much of a problem. That
double bladed paddle that you need for your
kayak stands neatly in the corner with the
brooms and the kayak hangs out of the way
from the rafters in the garage.

But a kayak is not a rowboat, and the
rowboat you need is too big to hang from the
rafters. So it goes on a trailer under the over-
hang off the garage and the riding mower you
just had to have, along with the wheelbarrow,
the bicycles, and other assorted garden tools,
are consigned to the shed in the back yard.
This is not an ideal arrangement because none
of these things, with the exception of the
riding mower, can be retrieved for use in less
than half an hour, but until now no one is
complaining too much. And your precious
rowboat, with the finely varnished oak rails,
the mahogany trim, and the hand carved
nameplate is safely stored out of the weather.

Alas, if only your boatbuilding mania
was confined to the accumulation of boats. It
is not. Your garage is now stocked with more
tools than your local hardware store and
you’ve erected a “temporary” building shed
out in the back yard. Your wife is getting an-
gry and keeps muttering, “It was a black day
the day that I met you,” whenever you are
within earshot. Her car is now permanently
parked in the driveway, the clean laundry is
frequently covered with sawdust, and except
for the swath of grass surrounding your build-
ing shed, which you faithfully mow with your
riding mower, none of the yard work is get-
ting done.

Now your rowboat is not the sailboat you
dream of, which is why a new boat is going
together in the temporary shed in the back-
yard. And so it goes. Each boat that is built
meets a particular need that cannot be filled
by any of the other boats in the fleet. And a
fleet it quickly becomes, because one of the
reasons that you build boats is to try out new
and unique designs that offer new and unique
capabilities.

This leads to the final stage of accumu-
lation, the storage facility. The kayak contin-
ues to grace the rafters in the garage, although
it hasn’t been used in two years. The little
outboard skiff you built last year now occu-
pies the space in the side yard that used to
belong to the rowboat, just waiting to go fish-
ing.

The little sailboat you built three years
ago is now stored in the storage facility
around the corner, along with the rowboat,
and while there is some reason to question
why you still cling to these boats, the clever
use of the storage facility has reduced the fric-
tion on the home front. Your wife continues
to accept that your madness is better than
drinking as a hobby, but only because sev-
eral of your boats are hidden.

One of the risks that has been well docu-
mented in the boatbuilding literature is the
risk that this hobby poses to one’s marital

relations. However, while the problem has
been well documented, the reasons why it
poses such a strain have not been explored in
adequate detail. Accumulation without ad-
equate provisions for concealing parts of the
fleet are certainly one reason for strain, as is
your demonstrated inability to have a con-
versation without describing in grotesque
detail the clamping sequence you developed
to insure a fair curve to the yard on your
batwing sail.

But the real reason for strain (other than
the “temporary” shed that now stretches the
full length of the back yard) is that a boat-
builder does not operate in the same space
time continuum as his wife. For example, she
pokes her head out the door to say that din-
ner will be ready in ten minutes. “Okay,” you
respond, “I just need to fit in this last garboard
clamp and screw it into place.”

Three hours later you have finished your
ten-minute job, dinner is cold, the kids have
gone to bed, and your wife is curled up on
the couch watching “Thelma and Louise”
while quietly plotting her revenge. Now does
not seem like the right time to explain how
you had to shim the garboard on the seventh
and twelfth frames to get a beautiful smooth
fit.

In this moment of clarity you realize that
something has got to change. So you decide
to become a professional boatbuilder. The
first step is to find a shop where you can work.
You get your tools out of the garage and your
wife can park her car in there for the first time
in years. Vegetables will grow where once
only boat shed could be seen. You won’t have
to hide your fleet, you’ll sell it instead. And
because boatbuilding will be your job, you
won’t be working nights and weekends.
Right.

Your madness is complete. The final risk
of boatbuilding to be considered here is the
“Professional Fantasy.” This one has been
explored in some depth in the literature. No
matter how alluring it seems, the bottom line
is that there isn’t any money in boat building
because (a) WoodenBoat Syndrome leads you
to spend 18 hours getting a perfect varnish
job on the coamings, because (b) when you
started it only seemed like it would take about
two hours to get the right finish, but (alas, c)
the whole rest of the world operates in the
same space time continuum as your wife.
How many $6,000 rowboats do you really
think you can sell?

As I said at the beginning, boatbuilding
is a risky pastime. In addition to the physical
dangers of working with tools and chemicals,
there is a whole range of psychological af-
flictions that are even worse. In the end it’s a
lot cheaper to just buy a boat and you’ll actu-
ally have the time to use it. Yep, buying a
boat is by far the best bet. It’s cheaper, faster,
and you get more time on the water.

Yep, you get more time on the water. It’s
faster. It’s cheaper. But to heck with the logic,
there just isn’t anything that compares to
watching that boat you built with your own
hands splash down for the first time...

(John Tuma builds boats in Fremont,
California. He sells them when he can and
stores them when he can’t. Right now he owns
only six boats and none of them are stored in
his wife’s garage. Mr. Tuma has been mar-
ried for many years, but despite this wealth
of experience, he isn’t yet sure how he will
successfully conceal boat number seven.)



Accommodations

and Sail Plan for the
Laura Catherine 20

By Michael D. Dauscher, Three Rivers
Boatworks

Much has happened since I last submit-
ted an article detailing the half-model of the
Laura Catherine 20, which was published in
the November 15 issue. Most of the plans are
finished in rough draft form and I am cur-
rently working on the final draft, copies of
which will be offered for sale to amateur
builders. At the same time, I have commenced
construction of the first Laura Catherine 20.
At the time of this writing the keel parts are
cut out and ready to be assembled. I will sub-
mit further articles detailing her construction
as things progress.

I built the sails for the hull model per
the sail plan I had drawn up. The foresail will
be loose-footed and will overlap the mainmast
just a bit. I’ve been entertaining the notion of
using double headsails on the prototype in-
stead of the single clubbed jib used on the
hull model. The masts will fold for ease of
trailering and I am currently looking into de-
signing an outboard motor well for those who
prefer not to use electric power. And there
will be a centerboard installed on the proto-
type, although the hull model doesn’t show
one. I’ve gone to great pains designing the
centerboard and leak-proof trunk in such a
way that they don’t intrude into the cabin. I
tend to dislike conventional centerboard
trunks in cabins because of the potential for
leaks and humidity problems.

Although the prototype will be used pri-
marily for day sailing, many prospective cli-
ents have requested cruising accommoda-
tions. With a 20’ loa, 6’ beam, and 4’3" head-
room, accommodations will be understand-
ably spartan. The standard layout features an
enclosed head and a small dinette that folds
down into a double berth. This will be the
layout used for the prototype.

The alternate layout sleeps three crew,
featuring a forward V-berth and an upper
cabin pipe berth to starboard. A portable head
slides out from under the port companionway.

I always welcome input from interested
persons. For those with questions about the
Laura Catherine, or any of my other designs,
I can be reached at: Three Rivers
Marineworks, P.O. Box 614, New Haven, IN
46774-0614, <ThreeRiversMarineworks
@juno.com>, www.3riversmarineworks.com
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When Dr. John Snow Glover of Char-
lotte, North Carolina, asked me to build a
model of the steam lighter Sophia, 1 jumped
at the opportunity. Here was my chance to
build a model of a local boat for a man of
local heritage who knew Sophia well. Well
indeed. In one of his letters to me he said,
“This vessel was very important to my grand-
father, John I. Snow, and his son, John G.
Snow. It allowed them to express their Yan-
kee ingenuity. I am not only named for
Grandpa Snow, but at the age of 12 my mother
sent me to him so that he might “straighten
me out!” It was the best summer of my life.”

Building the model: Since no lines ex-
isted of her, only her basic dimensions, length,
breadth, and depth, this was all designer Bert
Snow of Rockland, Maine, had to go by, along
with a few photos and his own memories,
having served aboard her as a youngster. All
this came together in mid-winter of 2000 in
the form of hull profile, plan view, and sec-
tional drawings at 3/8th scale. Since the pho-
tos of Sophia were taken over a period of time,
(40 years or more), each time period reflected
changes. After many hours of examining them
I picked the photos showing Sophia with the
least amount of change and appearing to be
in her very active mid-life. It took five months
from start to finish.

The lighter Sophia: Sophia, or Sophie as
she was affectionately called by her skipper
and crew of Rockland, Maine, was built in
East Boston in 1892 by the Lockwood Yard.
She was a twin screw steam lighter 81.4” long,
23.9’ beam, and 7.4’ deep, grossing 100 tons.
Her small twin engines developed only 150hp
but served her well and she always got there,
though admittedly a bit slow. When I asked
boatbuilder Ernest Gamage of Snow’s Ship-
yard, where Sophia was berthed, how fast she
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Sophia

By Dynamite Payson

was, Ernest replied that “she made eight
knots, four ahead and four sideways.”

Acquired by the Snow Marine Co. in
1908 and burned in 1965, Sophia had a long
and useful life taking any kind of job offered,
seemingly doing the impossible every day and
thinking nothing of it. Local author John M.
Richardson wrote about her in his book,
Steamboat Lore of the Penobscot, saying,
“probably no one vessel has ever spent a more
practical and sufficient life in local waters.
She is ready for any errand or any emergency.
When disaster strikes a ship it is Sophia to
the rescue with her powerful pumps and sal-
vage equipment of wreckmaster John I. Snow.
When a channel must be dredged, Sophia will
dredge it, when a wharf must be built, Sophia
will build it. That is always the story. Sophia
will do it.”

Included in her feats was the salvage of
the famed Bath tug, Seguin, which sank near
Richmond, Maine, and, according to sloop
owner Al Gould, one of the most memorable
feats Sophia did was moving the two story
Colonial house called the “spite house,” with
its four towering chimneys from Phippsburg,
Maine, to Beauchamp Point in Rockport,
Maine. This was all done in 1925 with the
house being moved down the Kennebec River
and up Penobscot Bay, a distance of 85 miles,
without damage, not even cracking plaster.

This is how the deal went. “There was a
summer fellow up at Rockport who bought a
beautiful lot of land on the shore a few years
ago. Down in Phippsburg he saw an old Co-

lonial house which he thought would look
well on his place on Beauchamp Point in
Rockport. So he went to Captain John I.
Snow, who was in the towage and lighterage
business in Rockland and an expert in sal-
vage and all maritime affairs, and asked him
to go look at the house and see whether he
thought he could move it around for him.

John went and looked at it and thought
he could. “How much will it be to move it?”
the man asked John.

“Well,” replied the captain, “for a long
time I have wanted one of those car floats
they have in New York harbor for my busi-
ness down here. I know where there is one
second hand, which can be bought cheap. I’1l
go get it, move the house, set it up down to
Rockport. When I've got it set up, you come
down and look at it. If the job is satisfactory,
you pay for the float and it belongs to me,
and if you don’t like the job, you can keep
the car float and we will forget all about any
charge.” So the deal was made. John got the
float, skidded the house in Phippsburg down
onto it, towed it around outside, and up
Penobscot Bay, skidded it ashore and into
place. Then the owner came down to look at
it. The job was perfect. Not even a crack in
the plaster.

“One day in Rockland I met John,” Al
continued, “and asked him about it. John did
not have much to say, as he is a very modest
man. ‘Wasn’t there any particularly interest-
ing thing on the way down?’ I asked.”

“Well,” said John, “there was one. The
fog shut in thick when we got out of Popham.
I had the tug out ahead and she was blowing
one long and two short. And to make sure, [
had a man up in the cupola of the house with
a fishhorn and he was blowing one long and
two short, too. When we got about off Se-
quin and were about to make the turn, I heard
a jangle of engine bells close aboard to star-
board through the fog. A moment afterwards
the white hull of a steam yacht broke out of
the fog. She had her engines going full speed
astern with a jingle. You see, her skipper had
got a glint in the fog and saw the house loom-
ing up dead ahead and thought he was right
on the beach, ‘though there was not less than
40 fathoms all around.”

As for looks and performance, Don
Rogers of Belfast, Maine, had this to say
about her. “Any nautical history of Maine
would be incomplete without mentioning the
lighter. It was probably one of the most un-
sightly looking vessels that ever sailed along
the coast. The deck houses of the little ship
gave the impression that someone from a farm
had designed them for they resembled many
of the buildings in that particular occupation.”

The fact that the lighter left its home port
and arrived at its destination was proof
enough that whoever was skipper (it might
have been Capt. John I. Snow or Capt. John
G. Snow, both master mariners) was a dog
barking navigator able to find his way along
the rocky Maine coast, often times by listen-
ing to the sounds ahead of him during peri-
ods of low visibility. The formula of time,
speed, and distance run when the Sophia was
underway often meant nothing. The able cap-
tain made his way by listening to the bell
buoys, horns blowing on the lighthouses, surf
on the ledges, gulls crying on the rocks, and
dog’s barking on shore in answer to Sophia’s
mournful whistle. No one ever heard of
Sophia becoming lost or going aground.



The Birth Of
the Pilgrim 17

By Bob Brett, BrettCraft Boats
Hampton, NH, (603) 490-0951

Last year, after completing a lofting class
with Greg Rossel at WoodenBoat School, 1
got the urge to tackle a project of my own
design. Although I am definitely not a ma-
rine architect, I do have a feel for what it takes
to make a boat look good and perform well.
So I listed all the characteristics that I per-
sonally wanted in a boat. The list was some-
thing like this:

About 17° long. A safe boat. One that
would pass the USCG level flotation tests. A
hull that weighed no more than 2001bs. A boat
that moved well through the water and could
be adapted to a sliding seat. Able to accept a
2hp motor over the side for emergency aux-
iliary power. Flat bottomed for stability and,
perhaps more importantly, so she would look
proud sitting on a ramp or beach, not flopped
over on her side. I wanted to emulate the bot-
tom planking of a dory, nice and rugged. A
rocky beach should not be an intimidating
place to land. I like plumb stems. Something
unique in the hull shape that would set it apart
from other boats. A nice seat in the back for
the pretty girl you’re courting to be comfort-
able in.

Ilook at boat design as an art form. It is
done best when both form and function come
together in synergy. Of course, beauty is in
the eye of the beholder, but I must say I like
how the Pilgrim 17 turned out. One limiting
aspect of the project was that the boat, when
completed, must be able to pass through my
bulkhead into or out of the basement. This
limited the size of the boat to a box 38” x 30”
x 17°. So that was where I started. I drew a
few concept drawings on paper, and when I
got something I liked I carved a half hull
model. I didn’t like the first two but the third
seemed to be a keeper. I liked the curvature
to the sides, the bluff bow, and the modified
drake tail stern. After I let the design stew in
my mind for a few weeks I committed to build
it.

I took the offsets off the half hull model
as accurately as I could. Then I plotted those
points on a slightly larger scale and chased
out any errors I could. When I was satisfied
that it looked good and would fit up the base-
ment stairs, I began lofting full scale. Loft-
ing was not so much of a problem except for
the fancy stern. It is curved and must inter-
sect with the curved sides at an angle. That
had me baffled for a while. Finally, I was able
to get my mind wrapped around all the com-
pound curves. But that was only half the prob-
lem. How do you actually fabricate the tran-
som? I made up a couple transom frames, they
looked like antlers from a wildebeest. There
had to be a better way. It took me about a
month until I finally said, “this is crazy, why
not just cut it out of foam?”” So that is what I
finally did, but that is getting ahead of the
story.

After the lofting was completed I went
back to the table of offsets to flush out any
remaining errors. Now convinced that I had
a set of good lines and numbers I checked
myself one last time by entering the numbers
into AutoCad. In 3D I could rotate the boat

to any viewing angle. I noticed that at certain
angles it appeared I had some powder horn
taking place in the sheer. This was corrected
by adding an inch or two to the height of the
bow. The final change was made to the loft-
ing diagram and table of offsets. Now I was
ready to begin construction.

My dad and I cut out the temporary
forms one morning in his basement. I brought
them home and installed them at the proper
stations along the strongback. I found install-
ing the bottom the most enjoyable part of the
project. I used white pine throughout the
whole boat. If it was good enough for the
dories of long ago, it was good enough for
me. Besides, white pine is my favorite wood.
The bottom was planked with 3/4” boards (D
select grade) purchased at my local lumber-
yard. I would have used local pine but I was
told it is not available anymore in long and
wide select grades. The stuff I bought came
from Canada. For the rest of the hull Tused C
select grade, which was very nice indeed. No
knots in the 16 lengths that I bought.

The sides are strip construction. I ripped
5/16” thick strips from 3/4” flat grained
boards to get rift grain boards. (This was true
at the end of the project, initially I had been
ripping the boards edgewise down the center
to get a matched set of planks. In the end I
feel that just cutting them off the edge of the
board worked out better and gave a nice quar-
ter sawn strip). For most of the hull I was
able to use the wide strips, only at the bow
where I have lots of shape was I compelled
to use square stock 5/16” on a side. Square
stock allowed for 2° of freedom, thus elimi-
nating edge set from the equation. I did not
use bead and cove strips in this build, as it
turned out it did not seem necessary because
of the radius of the hull. The inside of the
planks come together and the outside have
just a hint of an opening which is just what is
needed to get the epoxy to flow in between
the planks once all the strips are in place. I
would like to try bead and cove on the next
boat.

I made the decision to diagonally plank
the hull. This had several advantages; I could
plank up a 17’ boat with 16’ stock, and I could
avoid the tight turns in the bow until the last
few planks.

Now let’s get back to the transom. I took
a couple woodworking classes but none of
them prepared me to make such a complicated
piece. In the end I cheated, but it worked out
well because the foam gave me the flotation
that I wanted. The theory was to glue a bunch
of polystyrene blocks on there and just whittle
them down until they were fair with the hull.
It took some time to find the right technique,
but I did get it. Once the hull is fiberglassed,
the transom and the foam become one with
the boat and you would never know the foam
was there.

As in any construction project the fair-
ing process is a laborious task. Sanding and

checking for fairness can go on forever! When
I was satisfied, I brought out the 60z. fiber-
glass cloth. It was only necessary to make two
small incisions in the cloth to make it lay flat
over the entire hull. After the final coat of
epoxy was laid on the fiberglass it was finally
time to flip it over. This is one of the land-
mark events in every building project. It tells
me that I am just about halfway through.

The next step was to construct the for-
ward deck. I strip planked the deck and cov-
ered it with a layer of fiberglass. I wanted to
have a canvas look so I did not add the sec-
ond coat of epoxy. The textured finish is a
nice contrast to the smooth hull.

To add a little class and distinction this
boat has an authentic Windsor chair installed
in the rear. I had taken a class at the Windsor
Institute in Hampton, New Hampshire, and
discovered that these chairs were once so
common that they were actually used as gar-
den chairs. Well, I thought, if they could be
used as a garden chair then why not a boat
chair? It is very comfortable to sit in and pro-
vides a nice place to eat your lunch or a place
for that special guest to sit. In addition, it is
removable and makes a very nice beach chair.

To me the finished boat looks very el-
egant. She rows well and is surprisingly stable
for such a thin boat. The length to width ratio
is only 19%. I used it all summer and always
felt secure. It is a stable platform; in fact, one
day after swimming I was able to climb right
over the side without taking on any water.

This fall I took the boat to be baptized
at the Coast Guard testing facility in
Solomons, Maryland. After we loaded it with
nearly 1.5 tons of pig iron the maximum dis-
placement was verified to be 2,9051bs. From
there I derated the boat to 8721bs. (motor,
persons, and gear). The Pilgrim 17 passed all
the tests they could throw at her until the last
one. With no persons or gear in the boat, but
the outboard hanging off the side, it is re-
quired, when completely flooded, to float at
no more than a 10° angle. We were at 15°.
The good news is that a tad more flotation
strategically placed corrects the deficiency.

The final weight of the hull turned out
to be just under 180Ibs. The rowing station
adds 211bs. To this point in time I have been
transporting on the top of the truck. I set up a
collapsible rear support system. When load-
ing or launching I just back up to the water
and slide her in. The rear support is raised to
level the boat out while transporting. The boat
is so light in the rear I can hold it up in the air
with one hand while I raise or lower the sup-
port with the other hand. This seems to work
for now, but a trailer would probably be bet-
ter.

My plan for the future is to build more
of these pretty little boats. If there is interest
I may develop a set of plans, but for now I
want to get a few more under my belt and
test the waters. If all goes well, I will be a

busy guy.
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I’m still not certain why I built this boat.
I’m usually a sailboat kind of guy. In fact, I
was restoring one of my sharpies when I sud-
denly got this itch. Maybe it was the excite-
ment of the 2004 NASCAR Nextel Cup race.
Maybe it was just the need to speed up the
pace of my own life. Or maybe it was the
desire to try to “improve” on a wonderful Phil
Bolger/Dynamite Payson design that I’ve
learned to admire over the years. In any event,
here it is the fourth generation of the &’
wood/styrofoam/fiberglass/epoxy scow that
I originally named Hot Tub, whose heritage

New from Compass Classic Yachts
14’ CLASSIC CAT

Good looks* | * Seats
Easy handling «  Cockpit room
Speed ¢ « Comfort
Versatility ¢ * Stability
Forgiveness ¢ |« Low maintenance
LOA 14’ « Affordable price
Beam 7" ¢ ¢ SA 130 sq. ft.
Draft 107« « Displacement 600#

i i DEALER INQUIRIES INVITED
COMPASS Compass Classic Yachts, Inc.
YACHTS Box 143, South Orleans, MA 02662
Shop 80 Rayber Rd., Orleans, MA
(508) 255-5187, (508) 240-1032

Build the “Mummichog 12”

114" x 44" — 110 Ibs.
Simple tape seam construction
Uses less than 4 sheets of mar. ply.
Easy to row or push
w/ a 5hp outboard
Plans $50 pp — more at
www.chogboats.com

Jerry Mathieu Custom Skiffs
Box 3023, Westport, MA 02790
(508) 679-5050
(508) 636-8020
(774) 930-2546
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Go Kart on the Water
Hot Tub IV

NASCAR Themed
Racing Scow

By Dave Gray

is the Bolger/Payson Skimmer (for the full
history of this little boat, go to http://
members.aol.com/polysail/ HTML/
boatnote.htm or get a partial history from the
article in the January 15, 1999, issue of Mess-
ing About in Boats). This model, however,
really deserves the “Hot” part of the name!

For those of you who don’t follow
NASCAR, this is the Tony Stewart/Home
Depot prototype. Tony is a local Indiana boy
who started out in go karts and made it into
the big time. He joins an exclusive group of
Indiana racers that includes Jeff Gordon, Ryan
Newman, and others on the NASCAR circuit.
Of course, living near Indianapolis, racing has
always been in my blood. As a fan, it seemed
only fitting to add a little orange paint and a
few decals to customize this little racer (you
can see the color version on the website men-
tioned above).

Powered by the new 4-cycle, Shp, FNR
shift, environmentally friendly Briggs and
Stratton motor, this little craft should really
scoot. While I haven’t had the chance to test
this motor/boat combination just yet, we’ve
tested earlier versions of the boat with simi-
lar horsepower motors, and the boat planes
nicely on her skids at speeds comparable to
small tunnel hulls.

This latest version has a hull weight of
1141bs. as shown and 1701bs. with the motor
and (empty) 3-gal. tank that comes with the
Briggs motor. With the 3-gal. tank, the motor
can run wide open at 4000rpm for six hours
in just a few inches of water. The exterior hull
and interior floor are fully fiberglassed. Other
features include built in flotation panels of-
fering roughly 1201bs. of positive flotation
and a seat that slides forward and back for
legroom and/or trim and swivels 360 degrees
for fishing or just getting your legs situated
under the deck.

Nautical lighting, steering/shifting/
throttle controls, and a special trailer are in-
tended to be options for this model. Hardware,
including the rear navigation light and steer-
ing cables, had not yet been mounted when

these pictures were taken. Deck, windshield,
and seat assembly can be removed by loos-
ening a few of the stainless steel screws if
you just want to lighten the boat by about
401bs. or if you want to make room to offer a
thrill to a companion or two. While this boat
was intended to be a single seat racer, it would
also be easy enough to mount two of the plas-
tic seats side by side on the seat frame and
reconfigure the steering if desired.

A second power option is the electric
trolling motor. A 30-341b. thrust electric mo-
tor will provide ample speed for messing
about on most small lakes and ponds. The
electric motor is a good fishing option and
probably about right for youngsters eight and
older to operate. Although the battery can be
weighty, the motor itself is much easier to
handle than the 561b. Briggs, both on and off
the boat. I was able to test the electric option
in our lake, but our lake is off limits to gas
powered motors. Winter now has a fairly
strong grip on our region with the lake’s start-
ing to ice over, so the Briggs testing will now
have to wait for spring.

Electric power is usually the option I
choose if I'm loading a Hot Tub into the bed
of my Dodge Ram pickup. With the wind-
shield removed, the boat fits nicely under the
bed cover. The combination of the bed cover
on my short bed extending over the stern and
the deck extending out to the bow prevents
unexpected showers from soaking the inside
of the boat while it’s being transported. Strap
on wheels can help ease the task of getting
the boat to the water if no ramp is readily
available.

My intent is to have at least one more of
these boats ready to go by spring so that I
can go racing around with friends. If the con-
cept proves interesting to other boaters and
the NASCAR crowd, I think I can have plans,
kits, and maybe a few more finished boats
ready to offer by midsummer. Stock class
rules and a racing venue would be the next
logical steps.

Of course, maybe I'm just dreaming. But
then, I was messing around with lawnmower
engine powered soap box derby cars a few
years before the go kart phenomena began.
According to the World Karting Association,
since the 1950s when karting began,
.. .karting has spread around the world, form-
ing a true grassroots of motorsports and
spawning a multi billion dollar industry.”
What if just messing around with 8’ boats did
that? Or is there a clear line between dream-
ing and messing about that I still need to de-
fine? Feel free to weigh in!



Ah, the magic of sailing is something
that is indescribable to the lubber, unfathom-
able to the uninitiated, and irrational to the
cognitive oriented, but it is there. Existential
thinkers posit the problem, “to be or not to
be, that is the question.” Magic just is. It ex-
ists. Period. There is no explanation for it, no
logical rationale to comprehend. I am not talk-
ing about David Copperfield kind of magic
which is illusion, tricks, and misguiding. I am
talking about the real stuff. The recognizable
but totally illogical, incomprehensible, im-
measurable stuff that exists.

I learned about magic very, very early
in my fledgling year of sailing. Discovery
taught me several canons of the magical wa-
ters. Each season magical laws are ascer-
tained. Not unlike our knowledge of space
where each additional telescopic photo and
fresh extra planetary satellite proffers greater
knowledge, sailing seasons provide us with
more understanding of the laws of magic.

Some Primary Laws of Magical
Disappearance.

1. The Disappearance of Tools: Another
writer noted that every time he started a new
project around the boat, a tool disappeared, a
ratchet, a plier, a saw. It was not only consis-
tent over time, it was common among all sail-
ors with whom he shared his learning.

1-A. The Law of Need (corollary to Law
#1): I totally concur but add this slight varia-
tion or addendum, the loss is proportional to
the need at that time. If you have everything
in place for that last bolt to finalize the project,
the bolt will disappear. If you have the plan
in hand, all the boards ready, measured, and
marked, the pieces all clamped, then the saw
will disappear.

My encounter with this magic came
when I needed to move my boat immediately
to anew anchorage. My new (read that “brand
spanking new, straight from the store, still in
the package, receipt in the pocket” new) an-
chor which had held my boat with incredible
firmness literally disappeared from the end
of the rode. I hauled up the rope which was
heavy from the weight of the anchor right up
to the side of the boat only to pull the end of
the line out with the anchor gone, gone, gone.
Furthermore, this anchor was attached with
the best of the U.S. Navy’s Boot Camp
marlinspike expert knot, an anchor knot with
a double half hitch on a bowline on a bight.
Moby Dick couldn’t get away from that knot.
Three honest to God Chief Bo’sun Mates
couldn’t untie that thing. Answer: magic.

1 -B The Law of Value (second corol-
lary to Law #1): Right along with the law of
need comes value, the more valuable the item,
the faster it will disappear. How expensive is
your GPS toy? If it is really good and expen-
sive, the chances of it quickly evaporating into
the ethers are very high. The $2 compass from
WalMart will somehow float up from the 7i-
tanic, but your Garmin 459XLM thousand
dollar GPS will fly away as soon as you turn
your back on it. I know, I have gone through
several.

I discovered that even with a small din-
ghy a good fish finder is a wonderful way of
knowing water temperature, depth, speed,
etc., as well as showing you the abundance
of fish beneath you. These are not particu-
larly inexpensive for us dinghy people. Two
have magically disappeared from the bottom
of my boat while sailing in gentle breezes on
Pleasant Creek Lake in Iowa. Of course, it

The Laws
Of Sailing Magic

By Stephen D. (Doc) Regan

must be magic since both were tied to some
part of the boat.

Even a whole mast, boom, and sail can
disappear. Once, in early April when the ice
had left my favorite lowa lake, I sailed my
beautiful Boatex 1200 and magically capsized
for no reason at all (in a section of the lake
where my other materials had disappeared, I
call it the Burmudowa Triangle). I righted my
boat only to find that boom, mast, and all had
magically disappeared. Further proof can be
added that the entire Linn County Search and
Recovery team could not find any semblance
of it after going through many, many air tanks
while on the hunt. I know, I dived on the site,
too.

2. The Primary Laws of Magical Waters:
Anything that is considered a body of water
is, by definition, magic. Consider that water
drains in clockwise spirals in one hemisphere
and counter clockwise in the other. Water
turns to ice and ice floats. As a former aca-
demic dean I have tolerated a plethora of lec-
tures replete with diagrams, statistics, and
mathematical formulas. From this I have de-
duced that: a) H 0 is water, b) EEMC?, ¢) K9P
is what is on my deck compliments of my
dog.

As for all the prosaic and terminally
boring attempt to understand water, the physi-
cists are all crazier than loons. All of it can
be easily explained: it’s Magic.

2-A. The Law of Weird Waters: As just
written, the Burmudowa triangle (Iowa’s ver-
sion of the Bermuda Triangle) is a spot half-
way across the lake between the handicapped
fishing dock (I don’t know if the dock is for
handicapped people or just handicapped fish-
ermen) and directly in line with the dam. It is
here where all dinghies must overturn. It is
also the only spot on the lake that is greater

than 25° deep. Here it is 65’ of highly sludgy,
dirty, cold, and dark water. Having dived on
that spot I can attest that visibility is abso-
lutely zero, a visual equal to physics abso-
lute zero. Other sailors tell me that such spots
are not unusual, especially on lakes with
“newbie” sailors.

3. The Primary Laws of the Wind: It is
totally impossible for a sailor to understand
the wind. If the breeze at your residence is
gale force, the Law of Wind says that the lake
will be quieter than bath water. If you hap-
pen to step outside to see nary a leaf bobbing
and if you decide to go to the lake to clean
the boat or whatever, thou shalt find an un-
named hurricane blowing steadily.

3-A. Corollary to Law #3: When you
have friends on your little craft and you are
trying to impress them with your nautical
skills, the lake will have great and splendid
breezes all over its entire surface EXCEPT
wherever you happen to be. That spot will be
stiller than a dead man’s breath.

3-B. Second Corollary to Law #3: A sec-
ond corollary is that if you are somewhat of a
neophyte sailor, the lake will be extraordi-
narily moderate in winds EXCEPT where you
are. That specific place will have white caps,
rogue waves, and a frequency to amplitude
correlation that would flip an aircraft carrier.

3-C. Third Corollary to Law #3: A third
corollary is that the probability of the second
corollary is perfectly correlated to how many
people are watching you or how much you
want to impress the people in your boat. If
you are single and male with a gorgeous,
bodacious Swedish blonde, bikini clad
Victoria’s Secret model in the boat sailing on
a park pond, the chances of a tsunami the size
of the Sears Tower hitting you are precisely
100%.

A myriad of other nautical laws exist,
some of which I shall ponder in future edi-
tions of this epistle; however, I propose that
other seafaring philosophers add their per-
spectives as well. To understand water, we
must hang together. Sailors must hold on to
each other or Neptune will devour us all just
for the hell of it.
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UNIQUE ARAN, CELTIC, AND GUERN-
SEY SWEATERS HAND KNIT FROM
AI\II\Q}HERAL UNDYED WOOL SPUN IN

THE YARN IN THESE SWEATERS IS
SPUN AT BARTLETT YARDS ON A SPIN-
NING MULE SYSTEM CREATED NEARLY
200 YEARS AGO. SINCE IT RETAINS
ITS NATURAL LANOLINITIS WATER
RESISTANT.

BEAUTIFUL, RUGGED, AND STRIKING,
THESE SWEATERS WILL KEEP YOU
WARM AT WORK OR PLAY.

FOR SAMPLE PHOTOS VISIT US AT
OUR WEB SITE OR E-MAIL FOR INFOR-
MATION.

www.sv-moonshadow.com
sweaters@sv-moonshadow.com
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PHIL BOLGER & FRIENDS, INC.
BOAT DESIGNERS, PO BOX 1209
FAX 978-282-1349
GLOUCESTER, MA 01930, USA

The rotomolded kayaks are so cheap and
so good that there’s not a lot of point in home
building. It’s wonderful to see so many people
take to this kind of recreation. I don’t know
what L. Francis Herreshoff would have made
of a serious mass market for kayaks (“double
paddle canoes” he always insisted was the
correct term). Some of the best of his writing
was praise of the kayak as the most value for
recreation of any boat type. He had elitist ten-
dencies, though, and I suspect that he would
have had mixed feelings about every Tom,
Dick, and Harry, to say nothing of Jane and
Mary, appearing on his favorite waters. He
would have had to agree that they’re a huge
improvement on jet skis at any rate! It saved
some bitterness that he died before those ap-
peared.

It did seem that there was a niche or two
left among the kayak designs on offer. Be-
sides, there are people who like to build their
own regardless of what they can buy. This
design was meant more for comfort and less
for athleticism than the standard type, easier

“Every man shall give as he is able,
according to the blessings of the
Lord” (Deut 16:16)

Needed: Boats and nautical gear

Cruising Ministries
6110 Florida Ave.
New Port Richey, FL 34653
(727) 843-8053

cruisingministries @hotmail.com
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Bolger on Design

Plywood Kayak
Diamond

Design #615

19°6”x 1’117

to get into and out of, not encouraging trying
the eskimo roll, with a little more freedom of
movement, even to lying down in it in a pinch,
and with a generous space for stowage, about
48” x 217 x 157, accessible without getting
out of the boat. This space could even take a
small child or a dog, preferably well disci-
plined and in warm water.

This is a stiff boat that doesn’t depend
entirely on the paddle to stay the right way
up. Again, not right for the eskimo roll but
not so demanding of concentration. She’s not
very wide, 23”, which I like because it’s con-
venient when you need to get a stroke close
alongside the boat without leaning over much.
But the square midsection makes for stabil-
ity, and beam and buoyancy are carried well
fore and aft. The flaring bow tends to keep
the spray down and the buoyancy high up
tends to stabilize her in waves. If the ends
are filled with foam she’ll float right side up
if she’s flooded and it’s possible to get back
into her afloat.

The length is misleading on account of
the very long, pointy ends. It wouldn’t make

much difference, except to style, if the tips
of bow and stem were clipped off 6”- 8” short.
The waterline length is less than 15’ in nor-
mal trim.

The shape of the ends shown in the sec-
tions suggests a complex form, but in fact
there is no compound curvature and no tor-
turing. The bottom and ends are wrapped up
from a single rectangular 20’ x 2’ panel. It
starts with a perfectly flat diamond shape
amidships which is doubled up, to stand step-
ping on and sitting down hard. Beyond the
diamond a gore is cut into the centerline of
the panel which is wrapped up on each side
and taped back together to form the profile
and chine line shown. Thicker plywood than
the 1/8” specified will take this curve and the
final shape is a pure segment of a cylinder,
with the straight lines along the cylinder form-
ing the waterlines on each side.

The one in the photos was built by Bob
Cushing of Cazanovia, New York, one of our
favorite builders. It’s much overbuilt on ac-
count of some 1/4” ply being on hand, and
weighs 551bs., which is more than a kayak
should weigh and at least 151bs. heavier than
we calculate for the structure as designed.
Nevertheless, it seems to be as fast and easy
to paddle as the run of kayaks and does ev-
erything well, except the eskimo roll.

Plans of the Diamond Kayak, our De-
sign #615, two 227 x 34” sheets with “instant
boat” panel diagrams for no loft assembly,
are available for $50 to build one boat sent
First Class Mail, folded, from Phil Bolger &
Friends, Inc., P.O. Box 1209, Gloucester, MA
01930.



14’ Picnic Cat

17’ Sun Cat
Other models
in stock

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

-BOATHOUSK: -

ALDEN OCEAN SHELL & STAR
APPLEDORE POD
MAAS AERO & 24
TRINKA 8, 10 & 12 DINGHIES
EASTERN 18 COMMERCIAL OB
BRIDGES POINT 24
THULE RACKS
ROWING INSTRUCTION
55 Spicer Ave., Noank, CT 06340
(860) 536-6930

There i mn.lling— lLlolute]] notlling—-
half a0 mach worth doing ZT

as nmyly mutmg nl)onhn boats.

Simply Messing About In Boats
Nautical Apparel & Accessories

from

The Wind in the Willows

The Design Works
toll free 877-637-7464
www.messingabout.com
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Having gotten so confused with all this
valuable boatbuilding information I send in
to our nifty editor, I can’t remember if I, right
in the middle of something else, explained
how boat stems have evolved in this shop or
not, but somebody asked me and he reads
every word in the magazine so I must not have
thoroughly covered the important subject of
stems yet.

But, before I start, I need to touch briefly
on that yahoo in Hugh Ware’s section in Oc-
tober 1 who drove off the ferry dock trying
to pass a stopped car. Damned fool. I had a
buddy who ran the swing bridge in
Apalachicola for 40 years and he said that
kind of thing happened all the time. I don’t
know if they were Texans or not, but they
would come up on a row of cars stopped be-
cause the bridge was open and blast right on
by. It is hard to believe that kind of thing un-
til you notice how many tire tracks there are
running up the concrete wall that serves as a
railing for these modern bridges.

I am worried about the condition of the
citizens of this country and the country itself
as a result of the proliferation of stupid
people. Where did all these fools come from
and how did they get to be like that? I hope
to hell they aren’t registered to vote. You
know all that “get out the vote hype” might
be the wrong thing to do. We might be better
off with just a few voters who had the gump-
tion to register on their own without having
to be advertised into it. We sure don’t want
the likes of that Texan who ran off the ferry
dock with his two children in the car doing
anything important like canceling my vote.
Leave them sleeping dogs lie is my notion.

Now, I love the stem of a boat. That’s
the prettiest part to me. I love that little place
where the bevel changes to the square stem
head and the other place down at the forefoot
where the bevel changes to the square of the
keel. I am (if [ do say so myself) a stem art-
ist. I have gradually evolved the whole op-
eration through a series of various methods
to get it right. Before I tell you the methods,
I'1l tell you what “right” is.

The stem of a boat should be small look-
ing compared to the rest of the vessel unless
it is a tugboat or something. A big ugly stem
has no place on a small boat. Because of my
prejudices about that, I don’t make rabbeted
stems anymore. | always plank the boat so
that the planking comes together at the bow.
That allows me to make the stem as thin as
possible. If I had 1/2” of wood between the
planking at the web of the rabbet, the stem
would have to be half an inch thicker.

The stems need to be proportioned to the
boats though. For an example, the stem on
that big old clunky Rescue Minor is 1-1/4”
thick. Old New 16’ skiff has a 17 stem and
my little 12’ sailing Felucca is only 7/16”.
These strip planked sport boat copies have
5/8” thick stems. The way I work it is that I
fasten the planking to a temporary inner stem
so that the corners of the pairs touch and,
when the time comes, I cut the plank ends
back so that they wind up looking about right.
That allows me to adjust the stem profile a
little bit and also taper the stem thickness so
that it is thinner at the bottom and thicker at
the top.

I trim the ends of the planking smooth
and square with a little bitty belt sander
(Makita 9030, a useful little thing usually
found only in machine shops). That heats the
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planking up pretty good so after I put a little
strip of tape on any place I sanded through
the tape that was already on the temporary
stem I can slap the epoxy to the plank ends
and it’ll soak in good. I keep heating with
my heat gun and applying epoxy until the end
grain of the planking is completely saturated
and shiny... takes a long time and many coats.
After it is cured, I touch it another little lick
with the tiny belt sander to flush up any ep-
oxy and fit the outer stem.

I used to laminate them but when I got
my little track loader to skid logs with, I dug
some stumps and sawed the buttress roots into
some good sized slabs with the grain exactly
right to make a stem out of. I use swamp
hickory (H. aquatica) for epoxy boat stems
because it glues real well but I use live oak
on conventionally built boats. I sort of rough
out the shape of the stem and carefully fit it
exactly to the ends of the planking. When it
fits well, I screw it to the temporary inner stem
and shape it more closely to the “proper”
shape.

When I get it looking about like I want
it, I take it off, heat it, and put the glue to it

until no more will soak in. I also hit the ends
of the planking another lick just to be sure.
Then I mix some dookey out of epoxy and
sifted hickory sanding dust, smear it on the
ends of the planking, screw the permanent
outer stem back on there, and clean up what
all squeezed out.

After the glue hardens I take out the
screws holding it to the inner stem and also
the screws holding the inner stem to the plank-
ing. Then I pry the inner stem out of the boat.
If done right, that outer stem just glued to the
ends of the planking will hold the boat to-
gether for the whole fairing operation. On
these strip planked boats I don’t fit the inner
stem until after the boat is completely
fiberglassed inside and out. That way I can
lap the fabric around the planking where the
inner stem was and make it not only rot proof
but strong as all get out.

When [ fiberglass the outside of the boat
(which I do before the inside... that way I
can use the scraps on the inside where all
those little laps won’t show so bad) I lap the
fabric up on the stem a little bit and wait un-
til the epoxy is just exactly the right hardness
to cut with a knife. Then I carefully cut the
fiberglass exactly where the rabbet line would
be and peel it off the stem itself. After all is
hard and the last coat of resin has filled the
weave of the cloth, I scrape the stem care-
fully to final shape and epoxify it. When I
am through you can’t tell where the fiberglass
butts into the stem anymore.

Shaping the stem: There are some rules
about shaping the stem that were not made
by me but are a tradition in boatbuilding from
way back. Don’t make the stem bull nosed at
the bevel from the planking to the cutwater.
That means the angle of the bevel of the stem
should not be more obtuse than the angle of
the planking. It is alright for the stem not to
fair in exactly at the same angle as the plank-
ing... as a matter of fact, that’s what differ-
entiates a wood boat from a plastic boat, but
it should never be bullnosed and it should not
have any convexity to the faces of the bevel.

I always put the final shape on a stem
with a convex hook burr cabinet scraper (the
most useful shaping and fairing tool, in my
opinion). That way I can actually cut a slight
concavity to the face of the bevel which looks
very sharp and good, particularly up at that
cute place where the bevel rolls out to the
square of the stemhead. You want that inter-
section of angles to be sharp and precise. Paint
will dull it a little bit but it’ll never look ugly
like the impotent looking “stem” of a fiber-
glass boat.

The inner stem: I ain’t going to lead you
by the hand, just fit the damned thing and
dook it in there real good. After I get it rasped
and sanded to fit good, I always do the epoxy
job on it while it is out of the boat. It is hard
to scrape (I never sand epoxy) up in the apex
of the planking and you want the thing to look
finished. It is important for it to be well sealed
with epoxy. I always use a lighter wood than
hickory for the inner stem. There will be no
force on it to amount to anything and it is
actually just a glue block so any light wood
(cedar) will work fine.

Make it so that it cuts off short of the
breast hook. There is no need to fit the top of
it exactly to the bottom of the breasthook. I
always leave about a 1/4” gap up at the top
but I pour the epoxy to the end grain of the
inner stem so it’ll be well sealed. After the



breast hook is on there you can glue a block
to both it and the outer stem so the boat will
look like it has a one piece stem with a regu-
lar rabbet and all. Only a nosy expert will be
able to tell that you have actually got a three
piece stem. I always fit the outer rails exactly
to the stem with a miter. You know it is sort
of tricky on a double ended boat to get both
ends exactly right. The best way to do it is to
put the outer rail on in two pieces and scarf
them somewhere around the middle of the
boat after the ends are fitted.

Stem hardware: I used to flip through
hardware catalogs all the time trying to find
the right stuff and I finally realized that there
was no “right stuff” so I started doing it all
myself out of rods and half round and all. Now
the only hardware I buy are stern handles, oar
locks, and drain plugs. Those chrome plated
through bolts with the eye on them are no way
to hook a wood boat to a trailer. Even if you
epoxify the thing through the stem it’ll come
loose and make a capillary to wick in water
and start rotting of the stem. A “U” bolt is
better but I don’t even like them. I like to
braze a “U” of rod onto the stem band and
rivet the whole business clear through the
stemhead.

On boats meant to be towed on a painter,
I always make a cross bushing down low so
the boat won’t get turned over by a snatch on
the towline. You don’t want an eye down there
to catch water and fling it up over the bow
into your eyes, so I make it so I can put a
shackle in there. The bronze bushing keeps
the shackle from compromising the epoxy. On
my boats it looks like the bushing is a weak
link because it is right there at the very apex
of the stem band, but it ain’t. What I do is use
a rod for the stem band instead of a strap. |
learned a long time ago that any cutwater

thicker than 5/6” will throw water on you.
That’s why fiberglass runabouts are all so
cutaway at the bow. All that overhang catches
the water that is rising up the ugly, blunt
cutwater of the boat.

I file a groove in the front of the stem
with a rat tail file until a 5/16” bronze rod
will fit. Then I drill for the bushing right be-
hind the rod and fasten the rod into its groove
with copper rivets all the way through both
the inner and outer stem either side of the
bushing. That’ll hold the towline. I also rivet
all the way through the stemhead fitting where
the upper eye is brazed on. I know you al-
ready know about my fetish about not allow-
ing metal to penetrate wood without a thick
epoxy barrier to isolate it. I drill those rivet
holes oversize and heat them and epoxify
them to a fair thee well and then fill them
with epoxy dook and redrill the holes in that
hard plastic and glue the rivet in there, too. I
have never had a customer pull the stem band
off one of my boats. But the reason I went to
rod style stem bands was because I, myself,
once clipped a stump and pushed a half oval
stem band off sideways and had to fix it. A
bronze rod fastened into a groove will stay
with you.

I don’t know about the rest of the coun-
try, but down here stemheads are the Achil-
les heel of a boat. The end grain loves to check
in the hot sun and then water gets in the
checks and makes them worse. Even epoxy
won’t keep that from happening for very long.
I like a bronze stemhead cap bedded onto the
epoxy on the stemhead. You can’t use brass
half oval because it won’t bend worth a flip...
has to be bronze. I have a lifetime supply of
old Tobin bronze propeller shafts and I rip
pieces off of them to make stemhead hard-
ware. You can saw bronze on a regular wood

cutting bandsaw. It doesn’t even seem to dull
the blade.

You know the bandsaw rule about not
cutting across any cylindrical object don’t
you? You might get away with it 50 times
but eventually it is going to roll on you and
hang up the blade and if the bandsaw has any
power or weight to the wheels it is going to
hurt you. I know a man who cut the whole
palm of his hand to the pure bone, tendons
and all, sawing PVC pipe on a bandsaw. Don’t
do it. Do your cross cutting with a hacksaw.

On Old New I capped the stemhead with
a thick fiberglass (polyester resin) thing
shaped like the stemhead and glued on be-
cause I stupidly put all stainless steel hard-
ware on there in a misguided attempt to keep
the bronze from eating the outboard motor
and stainless steel doesn’t bend as well as
brass. I ought to have used bronze. The durn
outboard motor rusted up just as bad with the
stainless steel hardware as it would have with
bronze. That’s why I built the Rescue Minor.
I am tired of outboard motors for everyday
propulsion.

Now in closing, I am going to offer my
opinion about the politics of the day. We will
have already elected one of these dream teams
by the time this gets to you and [ hope it turned
out for the best, but this election has not built
up a whole lot of confidence in me. I don’t
believe we actually know all that much about
either side because of how the “information”
in the attacks from both sides is all so incred-
ible sounding. We are electing people to run
this country strictly on the basis of bullshit it
seems to me. They must think most of us are
as stupid as those people who run off swing
bridges and ferry docks and they might be
right... that’s the pitiful part.

Captains come in all sizes. Some are big
captains, some are little captains. No, it’s not
how tall they are, it’s all about how big a boat
they can operate.

One of the most interesting questions
that continually comes into Sea School, the
College of Nautical Knowledge, from pro-
spective captains planning to attend their
classes is, “how big a license can I get?” The
answer is, it depends. It depends on experi-
ence and it depends what license the appli-
cant is qualified for.

After 27 years of trying to answer this
question with a straight face, Executive Di-
rector Bob Arnold comments, “I ask them if
they have experience driving the Queen Mary.
When they say no, [ usually say, ‘well I guess
you can’t have a license that big.”” Bob usu-
ally answers, “the normal license is printed
on 8-1/2” x 11” paper, but the size of the li-
cense is really the restrictions written on the
license.

There are basically three levels of li-
censes, small boats up to 100grt which could
be up to 150°, mid level vessels over 100grt,

Size Matters

By Bill Baxter, Maritime Press International

and up to 1600grt. Above that level we leap
into small ships up to unlimited supertank-
ers. We call this last group unlimited tonnage
licenses. GRT refers to gross registered ton-
nage which has absolutely nothing to do with
weight, but refers to air space of a 100cf
which might be considered taxable freight
carrying space

Within the small level licenses there are
divisions based on type of work and number
of passengers. The primary small license is
operator of uninspected passenger vessel
which we call 6 PAK because it is limited to
no more than six passengers. This is the most
commonly asked for captain’s license. The
next step for carrying more than six requires
a license that is termed Master. Both of these
licenses are passenger carrying only licenses.
To operate tugboats/towboats in this size cat-

egory requires a license as Master of Towing
Vessels.

There is another term used by the Coast
Guard which may explain it all more simply,
and that is “entry level license.” This means
a license you can acquire without having pre-
viously held a license. Included in this group
are the 6 PAK and the Master up to 100 GRT.

So, how do you get a license for a big
ship? The answer is practice, practice, prac-
tice! Experience while holding a lesser license
helps. As an example of success, a Sea School
student started out with a 6 PAK license nine
years ago and, by selecting proper and pro-
gressive moves up the ladder as well as five
additional licenses along the way, has recently
reached the pinnacle and obtained a Master
unlimited license. This license means he is
legal to operate any U.S. Flag Vessel. A boater
with 360 days of boating experience on al-
most any vessel from a 16" Hobiecat to a 65’
yacht can obtain a 6 PAK license for any ves-
sel up to 100grt.

For more information contact Ron Wahl
at (800) 237-8663.
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Pert Lowell, Co,, In c
2 o P <

Builders &
Restorers

AREY'S pOND

Cape Cod’s
Sailing Headquarters
& Wooden Boat Center
*Established 1951%

Custom
Small
Boats

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 -

Reproduction of Charles Lawton

10’ Yacht Tender

Cedar on Oak /
Designed by Charles Lawton of ,
Marblehead, MA, ca 1980. Built:

C. Stickney, Boatbuilders Ltd. 1997

C. Stickney Boatbuilders Ltd.
HC 61 Box 1146, St. George, ME 04857
(207) 372-8543

email: woodboats @msn.com
Wooden Boat Construction & Repair

Proud Builders of
Arey’s Pond Catboats

—

14’ “CAT”
12’ Kitten - 16’ Lynx
20’ Cruising Cat
Traditional elegance with a
fiberglass hull, teak trim & floor-
boards, all fittings solid bronze
sitka spruce spars

Custom Bronze Hardware

Pert Lowell Co., Inc.
Lanes End, Newbury, MA 01950
(978) 462-7409

Dennis Hansen
P.O. Box 122

Hansen & Company
Builders of Practical & Impractical
Boats
Gloucester Gull Rowing Dories,
Kayaks & Other Small Boats

Spruce Head, ME 04859

Box 222, 43 Arey’s Ln. (Off Rt. 28)
So. Orleans, MA 02662
(508) 255-0994
http://www.by-the-sea.com/
areyspondboatyard

207-594-8073 .
E-mail: catboat@cape.com

dgehansen@aol.com

Rex & Kathie Payne

3494 SR 135 North

Nashville, IN 47448
«.PH 812.988.0427

R. K. Payne Boats
http://homepage.mac.com/rkpayneboats

" Happen Boat CompaNny
Wooden Boat Construction & Repasr
Experience the Original
1888 N.J. Melon Seed
W.P. Stevens ~ H.I. Chapelle

Patience Launched June 2003
Order yours now.

11 Tibbetts Lane
Georgetown, ME 04548
207-371-2662

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

Small Open Boats

Providing space, tools, materials,
and advice for the amateur
or professional boat builder

2970 St. Leonard Rad.
P.O.Box 569
Port Republic, MD 20676

sobs@direcway.com
Ken Spring, Manager
Phone: 410-586-2900
Fax: 410-586-3600

WWW.S0bS.US




Robb White & Sons, Inc.

Custom Small Boats
Forty Years

P.O. Box 561
Thomasville, GA 31799

(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

13’ x 30” DOUBLE PADDLE CANOE
TAPED SEAM PLYWOOD
NO JIGS - NO LOFTING
$15 PLANS
$1 INFO ON 18 BOATS
JIM MICHALAK
118 E Randall, Lebanon, IL 62254

SWIFTY 12

|
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A light-
weight,
sturdy
wooden
beauty
anyone can
build from

our pre-as-
sembled
kit. Price, including sail, $975. Catalog of 13
kit designs handcrafted in Vermont, $5. Two-
hour demonstration video, $23.

SHELL BOATS
561 Polly Hubbard Rd., St. Albans, VT 05478
(802) 524-9645
www.by-the-sea.com/shellboats

Plans & Kits
—— GLEN ——

BUILD IT YOURSELF
& SAVE!

Visit our HUGE website:
www.Glen-L.com/AM

* Hundreds of boat designs you can
build

e Full size plans & kits

¢ Online ordering: supplies, epoxy,
fastenings, hardware & more!

¢ Free online how-to info

* Free online catalog or end $9.95 for
hard copy
Glen-L marine designs, PO box 1804/AMSS,

9152 Rosecrans Ave., Bellflower, CA 90707-1804
562-630-6258

Bluejacket 24

A lightweight, trailerable cruiser that planes
from 22mph down to 10mph on only 50hp. A
handsome cruiser with roomy forecabin and
pilothouse, private head, and classic lines.
Stitch & glue plywood for ease of constrution.

Plan package $150
Tom Lathrop
P.O. Box 752, Oriental, NC 28571

(252) 249-2646
Harbinger @cconnect.net

mDesigns by Platt Monfom

STUDY PLANS BOOK $4.95
INSTRUCTIONAL VIDEO $19.95

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

207) 882-5504
L 1= 07
<gaboats.com>
\_ 5 J

It's Not Fust Art, It's a Craft!
Unique Wood-Strip,
Performance, Sea Kayaks
Kits, Plans &
Finished Boats

G Send $3 for a catalog to:
W’ g’“ Nick Schade
Guillemot Kayaks

Apt. M, 824 Thompson St.
Glastonbury, CT 06033
ph: 860-659-8847

http://www.Ka yakF->/ans. com/m

specs, plans, contents, prices, etc.

18970 AZURE ROAD, WYZATA, MN 55391

WESTON FARMER
BUILDING PLANS & ARTICLE REPRINTS

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

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

WESTON FARMER ASSOCIATES

(612) 473-2360

_WEE PUNKIN_
A

“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
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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

The Best

P.O. Box 3005, Noroton, CT 06820
apatkin@aol.com B oa t s
www.atkinboatplans.com Y
ou Can

NAVIGATOR el L Build.

a John Welsford design T “

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"”

e :

articles/forums/photos/more
s www.duckworksmagazine.com

. =

Bobcat 12°3” 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: 0 Complete construction plans and instruc-
tions for $40.00 O Study plan packet for Bobcat and 36 other easy-
to-build Intant Boats for $5.00.

BOOKS: Q Instant Boats, $16.00 Q Build the New Instant Boats,

$19.95 Q How o Build Your Own Boat, $20.00 Q Build the Instant For a free catalog of boat kits, plans, and
Catboat, $12.95 Q How to Build the Gloucester Light Dory, $7.95 Q ildi i .

Keeping a Cutting Edge: Saw Filing, $7.95 Q Boat Modeling with boatbwldlng materlals, contact
Dynamite Payson, $19.95 Q Bolger’s 103 Small Boat Rigs, $28.95 °

O Boat Modeling the Easy Way, $19.95  Add $1.00 S&H C h esapeake nght C raft
Name

1805 George Ave. Annapolis,MD 21401
410 267 0137
City State Zip info@clcboats.com
Harold H. Payson & Co.

Dept. MB, Pleasant Beach Road * South Thomaston, ME 04858
207-594-7587 www.clcboats.com

Street
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Wood Canoe

[
Pure half hard hand drawn copper made
Hardware Supplles on old Atlas Company machines.

CUT COPPER CLENCH NAILS

3 diameters: 1/16”, 3/32”, 1/8”
11 sizes: 3/4” to 1-3/8”

CANOE HARDWARE
1/27,11/16”, 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 16 Limerock St Camdeh ME 04843 J.D. ENGLAND CO.
07 561

Web: www.woodencanoes.com

G AMBELL & H UN TE’R To order call 603-433-1114 or write
L T SA[LMAKERS STRAWBERY BANKE MUSEUM

R /ggmg

WWw., gambellandhunter com (804) 758-2721

For sample packet & information send $3

PO Box 300, Portsmouth, NH 03802

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.

1780 Remlik Dr. Urbanna VA 23175

DVD Movie

..lummmn||||mmmm|m..|.,§ ‘{&

AN 2 456 Fuller St.
SRy Ludlow, MA 01056-1309
\)

“Rowboats for Touring”

Featuring forward facing
rowboats. Send $5 to
Ron Rantilla, 30 Cutler St.,
Warren, Rl 02885.
www.FrontRower.com

RAKA EPOXY & FIBERGLASS

We have several types of epoxy resins with different mix
ratios for coating, gluing and composite construction. Our
large fiberglass inventory include smany weights of stan-
dard woven materials as well as a good selection of biaxials
and triaxials. Carbon and kevlar fabrics are also available.
We offer the lowest prices and same day UPS shipping. Our
normal store hours are from 9am to Spm Monday to Friday,
but calls are welcome seven days a week until 10pm. Write
or call us or see our internet site for complete info and prices.
RAKA Marine
3490 Oleander Ave., Ft. Pierce, FL 34982-6571
Ph. (561) 279-8929 - Fax (561) 279-2539
www.raka.com

MAINE COAST LUMBER, INC.

4 Warren Ave.
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 g5
M-F 7am-5pm =

HARDWOOD LUMBER ¢ SOFTWOOD LUMBER °
HARDWOOD PLYWOODS « MELAMINE ¢ MDF
MARINE PLYWOODS * MDO ¢ PARTICLE BOARD -
SLATWALL « LAMINATE *« EDGE BANDING ¢ VENEER -
HARDWOOD MOLDINGS « CUSTOM MILLING

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

ﬂANDMADE

AMAN S KNIy
ﬁ 207-882-9820 £s

CUSTOM
DESIGNS

Up (s
. W D SHARR!
CasseT M. 04570
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Atlantic White Cedar
Clearly the best _. Coon a0yt s fon ot o

to 24°.

WEST SYSTE M® B rand ‘ . % : Cypress and other species available upon request.
207 Hardener (A

Woodcraft Productions Ltd.
P.O. Box 17307
Smithfield, RI 02917-0704
Tel (401) 232-2372
Fax (401) 232-1029

Boathbuilding Supplies

STRIP « STITCH & GLUE » PLYWOOD & FIBERGLASS CONSTRUCTION

SUSTEITHREE erox resin

Simple 2:1 mix ratio * Available in 1.5 gt.-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 A
« Sikaflex Urethane Sealants
* Gloucester Marine Paints (40-50% discount)
Kayak built by « 2 part Urethane Pour Foam
Ted Moores, master

! builder, teacher and Microballoons ¢ Silica Powder « Wood

/ author of Canoecraft & Flour Pigments ¢ Milled & Chop Fibers ©
Kayakcraft. Ted has used Squeegees Syringes * Brushes ¢ Rollers ©
WEST SYSTEM Brand Paper Pots ¢ Gloves Coveralls * And More
/ products for 29 years. LOW  gilicon Bronze Wood Screws
He recommends105/207 PRICES Nails & Stainless Fasteners
for the ultimate clear finish.
www.bearmountainboats.com Top Quality Products * Competitive Prices * Fast Knowledgeable Service

Il items in stock and ready for immediate shipment.

' N’
FIBERGLASS SUPPLY

SUPPLYING QUALITY MATERIALS TO BOAT OWNERS,
HULL FINISHERS AND BOATYARDS FOR OVER 20 YEARS.

For fabric applications and clear coating, syerM P.O. Box 399, E. Longmeadow, MA 01028
WEST SYSTEM 105 Resin & 207 Hardener SRAND & Fax (413) 736-3182 - www.mertons.com

F
= Maintains clarity and has extremely low blush u Epoxv prOd UCts Catl':l:f)g! a““'s 3 3'”3 l 4
formation—as low as "no blush" epoxies Reliable solutions

= Requires fewer coats to fill fiberglass weave
than other epoxies

ﬁ Gougeon Brathers, Inc. YANMAH

= Apply three or more coats in one day and sand 989.684.7286
the next—your projects get finished faster www.westsystem.com
ORR’S ISLAND BOAT WORKS

Award Winning Dealer 9hp-500hp Diesels

i Full Parts Inventor
Call today for your FREE User Manual & Product Guide Expert Technical Assisiance
8 Park Place (800) 339-6777
Orr’s Island, ME 04066 (207) 833-5852
The E-mail: oibw @gwi.net
Smart
Bilge

Pump - Quality Cedar Strips
the MAS Epoxy

simple o
N Supplies « Tools
Boaters’ Cards and Stationery for the CanoE, Kavax & Rowine Boar Kirs
o et o e sk o - small e NEWFOUND
artist/printer. Other stationery options available. For samples Cau (800) 350-0564 Craft WOODWORKS
C‘E“g&i; :d eB d ;Szprll d dhe C’:‘ 064:: or see owner inc.
.S. Baldwin, Box , Killingsworth, . f
See web page - www.ironworksgraphics.com/iwgstationery.html WWW-JrsuppheS~C0m / W 60ie7‘f]%0?1813§ com ”“‘s
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Clasgsified NMarketplace

BOATS FOR SALE

16’ John D. Little Catboat, lapstrake plywood,
‘89, vy fine cond. 1 owner professionally stored &
maintained. Sail, cushions & cover in exc cond.
Spartan Marine ob mount, anchor, compass,
portable toilet incl. Gorgeous boat, built by a real
craftsman, winner of Catboat Association Broad
Axe Award; see Sept/Oct 90 WoodenBoat
“Launchings” p. 108. $12,500 or offer.

PAUL BURKE, Worcester, MA, (508) 793-7365,
<pburke@clarku.edu> (19)

‘85 Catalina 22, solid, recently rebuilt (‘93)
extendable tongue trailer w/surge brakes, bearing
buddies, exc wheels & tires. 95% fresh water boat.
Swing keel. Keel support bolts, keel pin, bushings
& stainless steel winch wire all replaced & like
new. Main w/double reef points, 130 and 150
Genoa, storm jib. Boomkicker. Vang, downhaul on
main and headsail. All controls lead to cockpit for
safe single handed sailing. Set up to trailer w/quick
release forward stay & forward side stay adjusters,
Mast Up device and single person mast raising
system. Stereo. New Standard, VHF fixed mount
radio. Depth sounder. Knot meter. Compass. Porta
Potti. Removable galley. Bimini. Many other
extras. Set up to cruise & day sail. Original (‘85)
Mariner 4hp 2 stroke in gd cond incl. (‘01) Honda
8hp 4 stroke, like new, w/4 seasons of use available
for additional fee. Have sailed and cared for this
boat since ‘92. 2nd owner. Located in Roanoke,
VA. $5,750.

HUGH J. HAGAN III, Roanoke, VA, (540) 774-
6976, <hhaganl@cox.net> (18)

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.

14’ Sturdee Dory, ‘71. Nicely restored. FG original
gelcoat, mahogany seats & oak trim finished bright.
‘03 15hp Murcury ob freshwater use only. Loadrite
trlr. Oars, anchor & rode, fire extinguisher. All in
exc cond. Asking $3,500

BOB GROESCHNER, New Milford, CT, (860)
354-8048, <karamaru @charter.net> (19)

Cape Dory 10, rerigged as a sloop. Quality boat
w/teak, bronze, well maintained. Great sailer. $500
obo w/trlr.

KEN SENZIG, 21 Fisherman’s Cove, Lake Placid,
FL 33852 (18)

21’ Dovekie, ultra shoal draft sailboat by Phil
Bolger. Hull #64, green & white. Tanbark sail,
wood spars, bow cb, back porch, motor mount,
oars, Bruce anchors, gin pole setup & rebuilt trlr.
Orig owner’s ,manual, large collection of SWS
Newsletters pertaining to Dovekie info & folklore.
Wonderful camp aboard sailboat. Reluctant sale.
$4,500. Nr Ft. Myers, FL.

TERENCE CLEMENTS, Bokeelia, FL, (239) 283-
4946 (19)

GEAR WANTED

25hp Long Shaft Outboard, must be running but
old OK.

MALCOLM FIFER, Warrior, AL, (205) 590-0169,
<msfifer @bellsouth.net> (19)

GEAR FOR SALE

Thereis notlling— n.l:lolntely nmlﬁng—-
half s0 souch worth doing
g e

e SN o

as simyly measing l]);)u( in boats.

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 $22.50,
Sweatshirt $28, Tote Bag $18. Shipping $4.75,
orders up to $25, add $1 for each additional $25.
THE DESIGN WORKS, Dept MC, Box 8372,
Silver Spring, MD 20907, Toll free (877) 637-
7464, www.messingabout.com (TFP)

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)

BOOKS & PLANS FOR SALE

“Sleeper”, 7°10” car toppable sailing cruiser. Slps
2 below deck. Plans $37, info $3.

EPOCH PRESS, 186 Almonte Blvd., Mill Valley,
CA 94941 (TFP)

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 BOOXK, 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)

Build LOON, fast, stable, roomy large pirogue/
canoe 20’ x 3°5”. Paddle, row, or power. Great boat
for fishermen, hunters, or families. Builds from
2x4’s & 4 sheets 1/4” plywood. Beautiful, with
simple construction & no lofting or jigs. Ideal for
first time & experienced builders alike. Plans $45.
ZACH GARRETT, P.O. Box 326, Broken Arrow,
OK 74013. Or order securely online at
<www.boat-design.com> (19P)
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Robb White & Sons Sport Boat, handy, pretty,
proven 16’ x 43” strip planked skiff. Will plane
with 2 adults with 4hp. Full sized mold patterns,
complete instructions. $75. SASE for photos &
specs.

ROBB WHITE & SONS, Box 561, Thomasville,
GA 31799 (TFP)

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>

Li’l Beauty, a most versatile touring kayak, can
be built w/only $85 in materials in either 12” or
14’ lengths, in 2 short wknds! Being a boat camper
I’ve often slept in comfort in the 7 cockpit, in my
sleeping bag! Construction manual has color
photos & full size templates for only $20ppd. check
payable to Walter Head.

HOBBYCRAFT KAYAKS, 1178 Laurel Fork Rd.
Vilas, NC 28692 (TFP)

__|pneRopec
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25 Water Street, Newburyport, Massachusettes 01950

(978) 462-8681

LoweLL’s BoaT SHOP

Offering 27 Workshops in 2005

From Woodworking for Women
To Celestial Navagation to Small Engine Repair
To Nantucket Basket Weaving...

Check out our website for full listing.
www.themaritimesociety.org

P.J. Roar, a 15’ marine ply sliding-seat sculling
boat. Compl plans incl sliding seat assembly & full-
size frames. Hull 591bs, rigging 171bs. Car-toppable
by one person. Plans $30. Extensive construction
manual $10.

JOHN NICHOLSON YACHT DESIGN LLC,
Alexandria, VA, (703) 946-4635 www.jnicholson.
net, http://www.jnicholson.net (1P)

MISCELLANEOUS MARINE RELATED
FOR SALE OR RENT

www.kleppers.org (TFP)

BOATBUILDING INSTRUCTION

Class to Build Your Own Sailboat, Sailor Girl is
a great 127 sailboat that is also fun to row. You can
build yours in this 4 day class, including sail.
Complete builder’s manual available for $30 which
is deductible from tuition. May 12-15, 2005. Class
& materials $950.

JOHN WILSON, 406 E. Broadway, Charlotte, MI
48813, (517) 543-535 (24P)

WATERFRONT PROPERTY
FOR SALE OR RENT

S

] —
CulE - e oM
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)

Getaway Vacation Rental on Lake Huron,
secluded home on Lake Huron 3 miles from
DeTour village in the U.P. of Michigan. Direct
access to famous North Channel of Lake Huron.
Over 500’ of private waterfront w/200” on protected
Lake Huron bay. 7 yr home on 1 floor sleeping 6
w/compl apartment over attached 2 car garage
sleeping 6. Features full laundry, hot tub, deck,
sandy beach. Home alone $800.wk; home &
apartment $1,100/wk; Apartment alone $300/wk.
ROBERT/JEAN BLOOM, DeTour Village, MI
49715, (906) 297-6105, <rjbloom@sault.com>
(3P)

Space Available
$18 / Issue

Call 978-774-0906
7-10AM or 5-9PM EST
29 Burley St., Wenham, MA 01984

Photos, quotes at

Small-Craft & Cruising Sails

Bermudan, gaff, gunter, lug, sprit, etc.
for skiffs or schooners

Aerodynamic designs in
cream, tanbark, white

www.dabblersails.com

e-mail - dab@crosslink.net
ph/fax 804-580-8723

or write us at PO Box 235
Wicomico Church, VA 22579
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Stuart K. Hopkins, sole prop
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