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Commentary...

As we wrap up another calendar year
with this issue, long time regular colum-
nist/contributor Matthew Goldman is call-
ing it quits, he concludes his final column
opposite with, “And now I am off to wend
my autumnal estuary in the twilight, and so,
farewell all.” Matthew’s “From the Journals
of Constant Waterman” first turned up on our
pages in the July 1, 2005 issue and we reprint
that first essay below his swan song oppo-
site. After a couple of issues when it became
apparent that he intended to be a regular con-
tributor we moved his column to the “Op
Ed” page where it has appeared almost every
issue for now 12 years.

Regular readers may have detected hints
that something was about to happen when in
the October issue he stated, “One of these
days in the not too far off future I hope to
be caught up with all these carking projects
that distract me from the ocean. If and when
I sell my rental property in Mystic I’ll have
a bit of capital and far fewer responsibili-
ties. What a novel situation. Income enough
to feed MoonWind, and leisure enough to go
sailing for weeks at a time.”

Then in the November issue we learned
this was not to be when he told us, “Will
this be the last time I get to wet Moonwind'’s
anchor? It has come to selling my beloved
boat in order to pay our bills, as our Colo-
nial Cape in Mystic hasn’t sold. We are both
unemployed and eking but a precarious exis-
tence from our respective crafts.”

Matthew has pursued his craft as a
writer and illustrator rather than chase a
“career” for the money. Both his writing and
his illustrating have brought pleasure to those
fortunate to have come across his work. It
has not brought him fame and wealth. On our
pages over a dozen years several thousand
readers have enjoyed his columns (which he
shared with us without payment as we had
nothing with which to pay him for his work)
and more have acquired copies of his books
and illustrations therein. As the guy who for-

Bob Hicks, Editor

matted his regular columns (150+) for your
enjoyment every issue, I never tired of his
whimsical observations while adventuring
with his beloved Moon Wind.

His comment about “eking but a pre-
carious existence from our respective crafts”
describes a lifestyle with which I am quite
familiar. When I quit my engineering job in
the then new semiconductor industry in 1960
I embarked on that lifestyle and have been
living it ever since. There has never been
the “security” of predictable income but we
always managed to make enough to live on
and had a great time doing it (still are). Back
in the beginning when I found that my writ-
ing was not going to get published by any-
one, I figured the only way it would be was
to create a publication in which to print it, so
here we are.

Over our now 35 years a number of
devoted contributors have graced our pages
for the pleasure of sharing their stories with
us all. Unlike Matthew, some have suddenly
reached the ends of their lives while still con-
tributing. Robb White, Jim Thayer and Hugh
Ware are examples, still “in harness” when
the end came for them. Other early ones are
still with us as readers now. Their regular
presence on our pages over all these years
formed a sort of backbone on which we could
then flesh out each issue with the hundreds
of one off stories sent by so many. Thanks to
them all we always seem to have had enough
news to fill each issue.

The sudden departures of those like Robb,
Jim and Hugh didn’t give us time to properly
thank them for all they did for us. I think it
would be a nice gesture for those so inclined
to thank Matthew as he “wends his autumnal
estuary in the twilight” with a card to him at
30 Edward Ave, Griswold, CT 06351-3504 or
email at® matthew@constantwaterman.com.
Perhaps you’d like to buy one of his books
if you haven’t already, Journal of Constant
Waterman or Moonwind at Large, from his
website at www.constantwaterman.com.

On the Cover...

The Chesapeake Bay Maritime Museum’s Annual Mid-Atlantic Small Craft Festival sails
and rows on, #34 this year and as good as ever. Billed for years as a family oriented small craft
meet, this year the kids got to build and compete in cardboard boats, pictured on the cover is an
early stage of the race before the cardboard began to get soggy. Some families are now bringing
along their third generation to join the fun. Greg Grundtisch has more photos on pages 10 and 11.
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Some days we would walk into town from my aunt’s summer home
on Cape Ann to shop for groceries and visit the small library. It was here
that I met the Water Rat and the Mole. At age seven, they were just my
size, and I loved them at once and forever. The copy I read, and read,
and read again had no pictures. It wasn’t until decades later, on my third
copy, that I encountered Ernest Shepard’s delightful drawings.

Kenneth Grahame never talked down to his readers. He described,
with love, the River, the fields, the byways. He explored the thoughts
and emotions of his characters: their ecstasy, their depression; their
lassitude; their delight. The emotional and egocentric Toad; the stolid
Badger; the bold, ingenuous Otter — all came alive.

I purchased, a few years ago, a copy of Wind in the Willows for
my grandson, replete with excellent illustrations in color — a vibrant
and responsive interpretation of a lovely world still to be found if one
knows how to look. But three of the dozen chapters had been omitted.
Dulce Domum, The Piper at the Gates of Dawn, and Wayfarers All
had been left out. This is a grave injustice to the children who read this
classic. Some editor assumed that children have no need of wistful-
ness, nor paganism, nor dissatisfaction with the mundane. I suppose
that some good Christian took offense with the Pantheism of the world
of Kenneth Grahame’s creatures. Or who couldn’t abide the thought
of Awe in a modern child’s life. The cloven hoof reprehends the righ-
teousness of the educators who think corruption goes hand in hoof
with Panic.

We despise the thought of venery, of hunting. Bambi must not
be harmed. But it’s perfectly all right to encourage youngsters to play
with video games in which they blow up evil, cartoon enemies by the
carload, and modern warfare is no longer a hand to hand battle to the
death, but merely the video game of the high elevation bombers that
murder thousands of women and children, level hospitals, schools, and
churches with a single twitch of a trigger. Impersonal destruction can
be such fun! Bam! There goes another village! My score’s higher than
your score! Bam! Kill some Commies for Christ!

But the frenzy of the ravening wolf for the rabbit must never be
taught. Life and death and war must be neither a mystery, inspiration, nor
a reality. I became a vegetarian forty years ago after having killed numer-
ous animals. Did need demand, I would do it once again to feed myself.

The Wind in the Willows is an idyll, but an idyll inspiring thought.
The gamut of emotion is probed, and only the harshest emotions, the

throes of birth, of death, and mutilation, are omitted. An ideal world,
perhaps, but necessary to show the plausible, peaceful interactions
of simple souls. The violence at the end of the book, “The Return of
Ulysses”, would not offend a novitiate at a nunnery. The beating of the
weasels and stoats has not the blood and gore of a modern film, nor is
it touted as being an ideal to which we should aspire. The Badger spe-
cifically admonishes the Rat for passing out a brace of pistols to each
of the heroes. No shot is fired — a clubbing more than suffices. And,
even so, no bones are broken. Various weasels come by the next day
to apologize for their pillage. There are no grudges; no retribution or
revenge. The cudgels of the heroes are, metaphorically, soon cut up to
feed the kitchen fire.

And I, more interested in kitchen fires than gore, destruction, and
retribution, shall continue to rock by the fire and dream, or ply my
local River with Ratty and Mole. Our craze for violence, depicted daily
in close ups of blood and mayhem, serves no end except to glorify,
to promulgate violence. Shootings of schoolchildren, rape and mur-
der, infest our televisions and computers every minute. As ever, Alas!
Little boys stage mock battles to help become responsible adults. I,
too, killed my enemies with a wooden sword and imaginary bombs,
then graduated to hunting — but only animals. Generations of learning
to hunt other men has left the mark of Cain upon our brows, furrowed
now by intolerance, love of violence, and oppression.

Though domination is a virtue of the male of every species, it is
limited, with the beasts, to the interests of propagation and food sup-
ply. Only man harbors desires to rule others for the sake of ego; to
amass unwieldy wealth that must be defended; to design beliefs that
demand the suppression, nay, the deaths, of millions. Are we mad?

And so I sit on my river bank and dream of desultory days and
starry nights; or else go off in my boat with Ratty and Mole, little car-
ing if ever I return. And now I am off to wend my autumnal estuary in
the twilight. And so — farewell, all.

July 1, 2005: Constant Waterman First Appears on Our Pages

We had a wretched time fighting with the outboard. It had started
easily and taken us out of West Cove without complaint. We’d set our
sails for Stonington, Connecticut, and killed the little motor, tipping it
up and out of the water as usual. The breeze was ample and out of the
west and we had no need to tack the whole way down. We rounded up
off Stonington Point and steered to pass behind Sandy Point and enter
the channel that joins with the mouth of the Pawcatuck River. Drawing
4’, we hadn’t but a few yards breadth of safe water between the green
light and the shoals and in summertime the traffic through here can be
daunting. Prudence dictated, “have the motor running.”

I flopped the motor into the water, pulled the cord twice, and
it started, ran 20 seconds, and died. Again with the same result. We
passed the red marker and I jibed her about. I swore at the motor and
got it started once more. It caught, it kicked, it sputtered, it grunted, it
forswore service to all of mankind forever. I taught it a new word and
gave my attention to the tiller. The wind was dead astern and I slacked
the main. The genoa flapped twice and crossed to starboard, now we
were wing and wing, “wung out” as the old timers say.

The boom was nestled up against the shrouds and stooping down
and peering beneath it I spied a big Bayliner coming straight at us. It was
evident we would meet at the narrows with only the scantiest clearance.
On her foredeck lazed a bathing beauty clothed in little more than her
natural endowments. On our present courses my outhaul and his outrig-
ger were bound to get intimate. I straddled the tiller and hauled in the
main sheet, sailing by the lee for the merest moment. The bathing beauty
blinked as the shadow of my sail interrupted her tan and the skipper
fixed me with a baleful glare. “Sailboats,” I imagined him mutter.

He shoved his throttles forward as he passed the mark and the
Bayliner leapt with a growl and a roar. I slacked my main quickly, wal-
lowed once in his wake. and ran down the channel with nary a sound.
We rounded ‘22’ at the mouth of” the river and headed for the lee of
Napatree Beach. I brought her up shaking, and dropped the Danforth
and, just to be safe, payed out my whole rode, dropped a second hook
astern. I never did like using just one anchor when staying anyplace
where the tide would change. Much too easy to foul my anchor and
end up dragging and drifting.

This time of year a hundred small craft are sharing this anchor-
age and some are more savvy than others. Just upwind a larger sloop
was joined by two sisters and the three of them rafted together for the
night. The sunset was magnificent, the water placid. We lounged in
the cockpit and savored our supper. I lit the anchor light and we both
turned in.

At 5am I slid open the hatch and watched the sun climbing up
Watch Hill. When I looked about it seemed to me the three boats were
closer. “I need some coffee,” I thought to myself I went below and did
the needful, started the coffee and put on my shoes. When I came on
deck the three sailboats were just off my quarter and closing quickly,
their one anchor dragging. I uncleated my stern anchor but didn’t cast
it off. I hadn’t any time to fetch a buoy for it, let alone bend it on, but
I hated to lose it. Straddling the taffrail, the rode in one fist, I seized a
stanchion of the nearest boat and braced myself to keep us apart. Not
a big deal, just 20 tons of boats and my anchor trying to pull me over-
board. “Hello”’ I holleredm anyone below?”

After a moment a hatch was raised and a tousled countenance
squinted out. “Is anything the matter’?” he asked.
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Information of Interest...

Tell Your Story of the Hudson River
A Call for Oral Histories

Do you remember bluestone quarrying,
boat building and cement making along the
Rondout? Do you remember ice harvesting,
commercial fishing and other local indus-
tries on the Hudson River? Do your parents
or grandparents have wonderful stories of
life on the river and in the Hudson Valley?
The Hudson River Maritime Museum has
launched a renewed effort to collect the oral
history of work and life on the Hudson River
and the Rondout Creek.

So far the Museum has compiled a sig-
nificant collection of oral histories, including
recollections of local commercial fishermen.
These oral histories are invaluable and irre-
placeable resources for scholars, research-
ers and all those interested in preserving our
shared experience of life on the river. But the
Museum wants to capture as many diverse
voices as possible before they are lost. We
want to hear your memories. We are espe-
cially interested in hearing the histories of
women, boat workers and ordinary people
along the Rondout, in Kingston and Port
Ewen and up and down the Hudson River.

Trained staff members and volunteers
will conduct the oral history interviews
which normally take one to two hours and
will be arranged to fit your schedule. Please
contact Carla Lesh, Assistant Curator, at
clesh@hrmm.org or (845) 338-0071, ext 21
to set up your interview. We need your help
to preserve our history!

The New York Knicks Own Her

In response to Reinhard Zollitsch’s
reflection about the 117’ ketch rigged lux-
ury yacht Knickerbocker in his article in the
October issue entitled “Around Frenchman
Bay and Mt Desert Island, Maine,” please be
advised that the owners of the New York
Knicks are, in fact, her owners. Nice article!

S.L. Corkery, Long Island, NY

The Largest Lake?

In a recent “Commentary” (July) I noted
that you identified Lake Winnipesaukee in
New Hampshire as New England’s largest
lake. Vermont owns Lake Champlain (except
for its New York shoreline) and it is #1. Then
comes Moosehead in Maine. I don’t know
where Sebago in Maine fits but perhaps it is
smaller than Lake Winnipesaukee.

Jack Gregg, York, ME

Information Wanted...

Looking for Super Sunfish Type Mast
From time to time, over a long period of
time, I have studied the idea of arranging a
sailing rig other than that normally provided
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You wnite to us about, . .

by the maker of the boat. I have never really
considered building a boat but a rig change
often occupied my thoughts. The making
of a mast from wood has been brought to a
very high level of expertise what with “birds
mouth” joints in laminated, hollow, Sitka
spruce and so forth. That kind of thing has
always stopped me, I guess because I’'m just
too lazy. So I have looked around for satis-
factory alternatives. I have sought to find a
tapered, thin walled aluminum spar on the
shelf somewhere but, of course, such items
are hard to find.

One of the members of the “Darien Sun-
fish Yacht Racing Association” (the name of
the Connecticut racing club of which I once
was a member), John Black Lee, an archi-
tect in New Canaan, Connecticut, designed
the “Super Sunfish” with which you may
be familiar, having a jib headed single sail
sleeved (I believe) onto a tapered aluminum
mast. John arranged with someone to make
him a substantial number of those masts with
which John was able to supply the needs of
a number of enthusiasts who bought Super
Sunfish. John is, or was, about five years
older than I and, as he wound down his sup-
port of the Super Sunfish, the unsold masts
were sold off, the last of them as scrap metal.
What a shame. I had at the time neither the
means to buy them up nor a strong feeling
for how the resourceful boaters would value
them in the coming years.

Nevertheless, there must be a source
or sources for adaptable aluminum masts. I
contacted a company called American Flag
Pole Company to inquire about one of their
products, a jointed, stepped down unit that
might serve pretty well, but to get one they
insisted I buy their complete kit with flag,
halyard and the works, including their mast
top pulley fitting.

All of the foregoing has to do with
finding a source for ready made items that
would meet the needs of “you guys,” mean-
ing the rigger uppers out there. Have any of
you found something suitable to your knowl-
edge? Incidentally, I remember seeing a very
early Sunfish, or Sailfish, which had a beau-
tiful tapered mast. Too short, I suppose, but
they existed.

Garry Osborn, 7213 S Chase Way, Lit-
tleton, CO 80128

This Magazine...

Not Sailing Alone

I wanted to reflect on 87-year-old Win-
slow Maxwell’s interrupted cruise to Florida,
narrated by his vessel’s builder and part time
cruise companion, Tony Davis. The writer’s
anguish I can appreciate as he tries to recon-
cile profiting from a project hazardous to his
87-year-old customer’s health, the intrusion
of family feast day imperatives and his com-
mitment to launch the skipper successfully
on his voyage. Health concerns surface early
with the reference to balance issues, which
indeed also hinder my activities such as
scrambling forward to retrieve a mooring or
shifting adroitly to windward when tacking.

Maxwell’s odyssey reminds me of Tenny-
son’s Ulysses except that Ulysses felt that his
ship and crew were waiting for him, unlike
Maxwell’s solo voyage. Yet I don’t think he
felt he was sailing alone.

Bill Sayres, Wayne, ME

A Wonderful Tale
Bob, you have outdone yourself, pub-
lishing that October cover story by Tony
Davis, a wonderful rendition of boating, car-
ing and living life to its fullest. God bless.
Kent Lacey, Old Lyme, CT

Made Him Cry

I’ve been a subscriber and avid reader of
MAIB for years. I look forward to each issue
with great anticipation. The stories pique my
curiosity, satisfy my gearhead tendencies,
cause me to think and often make me laugh
out loud. Tony Davis’ beautiful story about
“The Maiden Voyage of the Gracie Anne”
made me cry. Thank you for that.

Peter Bachmann, Ridgefield, CT

Last Dream Fulfilled

What a wonderful tale of friend-
ship, aging and adventure. I'm sure Mr
Davis builds boats as well as he writes and
this fits the bill perfectly. It is more than
just an account of events but a story of a
last dream fulfilled with both human kind-
ness and perseverance and thank goodness
for the AIS tracker. This is the kind of stuff
that makes MAIB so enduring.

George Haecker

Going Out Gracefully

A wonderful commentary in the Octo-
ber issue. Much more to the point and heart-
felt than AARP which, I suspect, is written
by young people. I loved the cover story of
Winston Maxwell. It’s a story of the foot on
the gas until the foot no longer works. I hope
we all can be as true to our dreams and aspi-
rations. In 36 years with runabouts I haven’t
had quite such a determined octogenarian
customer. One man I bought a boat from
purchased a 23’ fiberglass boat he admired,
ran her 15 minutes in November and passed
away several days later. The dealer took the
boat back from his widow and sold it as a
“demonstrator.”

The “best” story, if talking about some-
one’s death can be a good, better, or best situ-
ation, was a good customer and friend who
decided to refuse treatment for liver cancer
and ran his boat by himself on a Sunday up at
his lifetime cottage on a lake in the Adiron-
dacks and died on the following Wednesday.
His son-in-law called me to let me know and
I said that I didn’t even know he was sick.
“Neither did I,” was the answer.

Boyd Mefferd, Boyd’s Boats, Canton, CT



Editor Bob’s Excellent
(Virtual) Adventures
(Postscript)

Upon viewing his page of my “virtual” kayaking adventures in
the November issue, photo wizard Harvey determined that the photos
did not present images that were “adventurous” enough and so here
we have an upgrade to a more spectacular scene based on my virtually
taking on the local surf caused by the passage of Hurricane Irma in
September. How’d that surfer guy get in my way like that?

SHAW ¢ TENNEY

MAINE CRAFTED SINCE 1858

Makers of the world’s finest
wooden oars and paddles.

Gear and Hardgoods for Life on the Water
800-240-4867 - SHAWANDTENNEY.COM
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Missed Op-Sails

I felt bad missing out on the last big
windjammer parade in Boston (in 2000) and
the equally big one in Halifax, Nova Sco-
tia, Canada the same year. I could have eas-
ily driven there, but I got totally overwhelmed
figuring out where I would see it from and
what I would actually see and how I would get
there and stay there, along with the throngs of
other spectators wanting the same.

So, when the next big Boston parade of
sail was announced, I decided to find a plan
B to see those big old windjammers like the
ones my grandfather had sailed on as a young
man. I felt I owed it to him to gawk, admire
and pay my respects to the bygone days of the
great commercial sailing fleet. He had told me
stories about sailing around the Horn to north-
ern Chile in the saltpeter trade as well as to
Sydney, Australia in the wool trade. As a kid
I had longingly looked at a picture of him
at the wheel, clad in full oilskins, as well as
marveled at the smallish bark Minna Helene
that he had sailed on. I wanted to do the same,
but as you know, German history made this
impossible, and I ended up being a university
professor in the far-away land of Maine, USA.

My gandpa W. Zollitsch at the wheel.

Barque Minna Helene.

But then one day, I heard that the Maine
schooner American Eagle was going to sail
from Rockland, Maine to Boston June 14-24,
2017 and be part of the Sail Boston parade on
June 17. 1 had sailed with skipper John Foss
twice before and instantly e-mailed him that I
would be interested in coming along, in cabin
J, as before.

Almost a year went by, and I had
already given up being one of the 28 lucky
guys seeing the parade, when I got a brief
note saying “you are on, in cabin J”. I was
elated. Just think, no long drive to Boston, no
transportation, parking, housing, feeding and
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An Inside View Of
The 2017 Sail Boston
Windjammer Parade

By Reinhard Zollitsch
reinhard @maine.edu
www.ZollitschCanoe Adventures.com

Getting ready for Sail Boston parade.

crowd problems (Boston expected two mil-
lion visitors). I was even going to be part of
the parade of 50 tall ships from 14 countries,
not just seeing it from some distant, crowded
viewing point, without food, beer and bath-
room. And to boot, I would get the chance
to sail on that lovely, classic 92’ wooden
Gloucester-built schooner for 10 days, sail-
ing down the Maine, New Hampshire and
Massachusetts coastlines to Boston Harbor
and back up again.

It helps to have an understanding wife
to let me go, help scrape up the money, and
drive me to Rockland, a mere 2 hours away
from our home.

The Sail Down to Beantown

At 6pm on June 14, 28 windjammer
fans from all over the US as well as 6 crew
miraculously appeared at the Rockland dock
for the check-in. Skipper, crew and the other
27 passengers were as excited as I was, and
everybody could not wait to get going. How-
ever, after a brief introduction and the obliga-
tory safety drill, most everybody hit the sack,
since we had a very long day ahead of us.

Author about to board Rockland schooner
American Eagle.

Lines were cast off at sunrise (about
Sam) and we motor-sailed toward the break-
water lighthouse and the entrance of Mussel
Ridge Channel in Owl’s Head. Breakfast was
served on deck in that very protected thor-
oughfare. Visibility was great, but the wind
had sprung up from the southeast, and the
seas were getting noticeably rougher. We
put a reef in the main and were still heeling,
sailing hard on the wind, so that water came
rushing through the scuppers, keeping the
starboard deck wet and impassable. Every-
body on the foredeck got drenched, even
after we had lowered main and jib. So Skip-
per ordered everybody on deck to don life
jackets. Most of us wore Gore-Tex rain suits,
and quite a number of the guests were already
clutching water buckets, looking downright
miserable. I loved it! This was sailing for me!
On every bigger wave, when the boat fell off
the crest, the bell on the fore mast rang with
one eerie, ominous clang...

I had thought we would anchor off
Peaks Island in Casco Bay for the night as we
did in previous trips, but no, skipper pushed
on all the way to Gloucester, Massachusetts,
Beauport, “the good harbor”, as Champlain
had named it in 1605. After 17 hours and 120
miles we finally dropped anchor behind the
mighty breakwater off Niles Beach. Many
of us were breathing a sigh of relief, finally
being able to clutch a drink in one hand, and a
hunk o’ cheese ‘n’ cracker in the other. It was
10pm. This first day had definitely turned
out rougher than most of us had anticipated.
For many of the other passengers, it was the
roughest day at sea ever and all hoped for a
smoother second day into Boston.

We pushed off early again, about Sam,
but the reef stayed in and we encountered
about the same conditions as yesterday, plus
fog. We were instructed by the Sail Boston
organizers to anchor off Nahant, just north of
Boston Harbor, which would serve as the stag-
ing area for the parade the next day. Numerous
tall ships and schooners were already there,
bounding at anchor in the shallower waters
and big swells. Skipper Foss wisely decided to
sail deeper into Boston Bay and anchor in the
more sheltered gap between Long and Spec-
tacle Island. The Camden ketch Angelique
had the same idea. Good choice, since the fog
closed in for good.

What about the fireworks behind Spec-
tacle Island, but more importantly, the parade
tomorrow? Would it be canceled, or would all
boats ghost in a grey cloak of misty, gloomy
FOG? We did not come for that! And as I was
thinking those bad thoughts, the fireworks
started and were even visible high above
Spectacle Island. I called everybody on deck
to see it, and the mood improved noticeably.

We are off! Rockland breakwater light in background.



The Parade

Into the fog.

The fog on the morning of June 17 was
even thicker, but nobody spoke of canceling
the show. First we had to sail out again to the
staging area off Nahant, where we saw even
fewer boats... but they were there, for sure. We
heard a chorus of foghorns. We were then noti-
fied the parade was postponed for one hour,
then two... And would you believe it, the fog
lifted ever so slowly. We could see the big
3-masted barque Europa as well as the sleek
schooner Adirondack, with whom we were
to parade in. I also recognized the Canadian
schooner Bluenose 11, as well as the two Mas-
sachusetts based schooners Adventure and
Roseway. The Coast Guard barque Eagle led
the parade, followed by the huge square rig-
gers Esmeralda, Union, Guayas and Alexan-
der von Humboldt 11. There even was a repro-
duction of a 16th-century Spanish galleon in
the parade, the El Galeon Andalucia.

When we finally got to the entrance
of the inner harbor at Castle Island, it was
jam-packed with spectators, and the fog was
nothing more than a minor nuisance. The full
parade made it fine towards the Charlestown
Navy Yard, where tugs with big, padded bow
pushers stood by to assist the bigger boats
turning around. We headed for pier #4, right
beside the USS Constitution dock, in full
view of the Charles River locks, the Zakim
Bridge and the impressive Boston skyline.
Four other schooners tied up, two abreast, at
that same pier #4 (Angelique, Spirit of South
Carolina, Harvey Gamage, Shenandoah). It
turned into a jolly schooner gam.

Schooner gam along pier #4.

This was it, we were in, and the parade,
according to the news media, was a great suc-
cess, the biggest one ever, we learned, when
they came aboard to interview a few of us. As

Our parade group, the barque Europa and the schooner Adirondack.

Spectator crowds at Castle Island.

the sun came out, we felt very accomplished
and proud. We jovially waved to the end-
less stream of spectator boats filing by. I was
sipping a proper Sam Adams Boston Lager,
while taking many too many pictures. It felt
good! I did it! It all worked out, but was not
really easy.

Getting ship-shape for the many spectators
and cameras.

On shore, spectators ambled by, ooh-
ing and ahing at our boats, and asking many
questions, which I never mind answering,
being an old teacher and all that. Then sud-
denly there was a loud, agonizing scream
from a little girl who had scraped her knee
bloody tripping on the hard concrete side-
walk. I told the concerned young mother not
to worry, I would be right there with my first
aid kit. We washed the wound carefully, dried
it and put anti-inflamatory bacitracin and two
large Band-Aids on it. A granola bar from
my pocket made the little girl smile as she
walked away with her mom. My Red Cross
wilderness first aid course has come in very
handy in past years, for me and others around
me. I know, you don’t need wilderness first
aid to administer bacitracin and a Band-Aid,
but please do consider signing up for some
version of first aid and CPR, my friends. It
does not hurt at all!

Barque Picton Castle with Boston skyline.

The tall ships’ modern replacement.
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The Day Off

It was sunny and warm and we had the
entire day off till supper. The docks were full
of people, and there was lots to see and do.
There were five schooners tied up on our
pier alone, and there was the huge, old war-
ship, the USS Constitution, Old Ironsides, so
named because of her sturdy planking. How-
ever, she was still in drydock getting a major
overhaul, including new copper sheathing
below the waterline (to keep marine growth
from penetrating the wood). I also visited the
USS Constitution Museum, which 1 found
interesting, but less exciting than the real
world outside.

USS Constitution in dry dock.

After listening to two bands, mostly
playing sea shanties and Irish fiddle and
squeezebox music, I returned to my little
world aboard ship, wrote my diary, phoned
Nancy on my satellite phone (it was Father’s
Day) and alternately drank coffee and yet
another Sam Adams. Life was good.

A true tall ship.

Homeward Bound
Angelique, who was moored inside of
us, was itching to get back to Camden, hope-
fully in one long day and evening. So we had
to shift lines to let her out, and decided this
was our signal to leave also. The sun rose
beautifully in the east, as wood smoke wafted
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from the stovepipe, promising hot coffee and
biscuits. Nice, not to have to cook, I thought.
How different from all my coastal boat camp-
ing [ do in my 17’ sea canoe, carrying all gear
and food supplies for up to three weeks with-
out re-supplying, except for topping off my
drinking water, of course.

Homeward bound with wind abaft.

The good life.

The return trip up to Gloucester was
smooth with winds from abaft, and very
familiar. We saw a number of whales, but
most of them, so it seemed, surfaced on
the other side of the boat and were too far
away, so that I only saw half of them, if that.
But it was nice to know they were there.
In Gloucester we tied up at the Gloucester
Marine Museum, where we had tied up twice
before for the big schooner races there on
Labor Day weekend. The museum was again
somewhat disappointing. There was no pic-
ture of the local fishing schooner that won the
first hotly contested race between Gloucester
and Lunenburg, Canada, the Esperanto. Nor
did I see any photo of the eleven-time winner
of the more recent races, our Gloucester-built
American Eagle. 1 pointed it out to an offi-
cial, but only got a shrug in response.

What picked me up again, was seeing
our skipper rowing off in the smart little din-
ghy Roscoe to fetch lobsters for the big din-
ner tonight. Oh, were they good! And I have
to admit, I did not stop with one, but went
right on, since there were so many extras.
A glass of white Moscato wine washed lob-
sters, corn on the cob and garden salad down
beautifully. This was our celebration of the
big event, as well as a celebration for our
schooner American Eagle, which was built
here in 1930.

Approaching the Isles of Shoals.

Skipper getting lobsters for the crew and guests.

Our next stop was the Isles of Shoals,
off Portsmouth, right on the New Hampshire/
Maine border. A group of islands (Star, Cedar,
Smuttynose and Appledore) formed a per-
fect anchorage for our boat. This place (Gos-
port Harbor) was used as a major cod fishing
port in the old days. After that, it was used for
fancy summer vacationers, who lived, dined
and mingled there in a huge wooden hotel.
Nowadays it is used for conferences of all
sorts, mostly with an environmental or reli-
gious thrust. An oversized lobster boat serves
as a ferry to the mainland, Portsmouth, that is.

Anchored in Gosport Harbor/Isles of Shoals

I finally got the chance to row little Ros-
coe around the island archipelago. A beauti-
ful sunset in the west levered up an equally
stunning moon in the east. It was a beautiful,
clear, starry night.

Leaving the Isles of Shoals, we saw
some more whales, even followed them at
a distance, but then went back on course
towards Portland and anchored behind Peaks
Island in Casco Bay. I got yet another chance
to row little Roscoe, just as the sun set with a
glorious golden glow. It was summer solstice
(June 21), the longest day of the year.

Ironically, on the first day of summer,
the good weather pattern ended. It was a grey,
subdued day along a very familiar shore all
the way into Port Clyde, where we anchored
off the ferry dock to Monhegan. The wind had
dropped, and rain was forecast. We put up a
canvas sun/rain tarp, and enjoyed a somewhat
drippy supper of roast beef with all the fixings,
including hand-cranked ice cream. Not too
shabby, wouldn’t you say? But the row ashore



was canceled, which gave me more time to
read my book Tides, by Jonathan White, a
great read, and very much in keeping with my
surroundings. Most everybody else escaped
into their own little world, staring into their
laps, twiddling their smartphones.

The trip was definitely coming to an
end as we hit thick fog all the way to Owl’s
Head Light and to our anchorage just around
the corner in Broad Cove. Most everybody
seemed talked out, started pre-packing for
tomorrow, making phone calls, and having
one more last glass of wine or beer.

Early next morning we motored to our
dock in Rockland, very matter of fact, tied
and cleaned up and got off the boat. End
of trip. It always happens very quickly. An
exchange of e-mails, a last wave, and every-
body drove off in their cars to wherever they
had come from. My Nancy was there with a
smile, and we did not stop talking till we hit
Orono, where our big yellow Lab gave me
a huge welcome after my 10-day absence,
but also insisted we go for a walk in the park
immediately...which we did.

The Greater Picture

What a historic trip, seeing all those
windjammer giants, square-riggers and
schooners, all in one place. I felt very for-
tunate having been part of it. And as I found
out, the Sail Boston event was only a small
part of a much bigger sailing adventure,
the Rendez-Vous 2017 Tall Ships Regatta.
It all started in Royal Greenwich, UK as a
race to Sines, Portugal, and from there to
the Canary Islands, then across the Atlan-
tic to Bermuda, where they met up with
another group which had raced there from

Charleston, South Carolina. After the big
rendezvous on the island, which was get-
ting ready for this year’s America’s Cup
final races (Junel7-26), all windjammers
raced on to Boston. The final leg would see
the fleet race back from Halifax, Canada to
Le Havre, France, thus finishing a big circle
around the Atlantic. And since the year 2017
is also Canada’s 150™ birthday, most of the
windjammers would sail up there after the
Sail Boston event: to Québec City, Char-
lottetown (Prince Edward Island, the cradle
of Canada), to various ports in the Gulf of
St. Lawrence as well as Nova Scotia and
even Newfoundland.

In mid-August, Nancy and I watched
the windjammers come into the harbor of
Lunenburg, Nova Scotia, for yet another
parade. There were the three large square-
rigged barques Picton Castle, Lord Nelson
and Europa, as well as the schooners Blue-
nose 11, Spirit of Bermuda, Wylde Swan and
also our Maine schooner Bowdoin (plus a
few other boats). What a sight! It was Sail
Boston all over again for me, and I felt good
being able to show Nancy many of the boats
I had just seen there.

We got out of Lunenburg, though,
before the throngs of people descended on
that little, tight, former fishing/ship-build-
ing town. I again celebrated the occasion
with a home-cooked meal of steamed mus-
sels, washed down with my all-time favorite
Canadian beer “La Fin du Monde”.

While in the area, I also did a week’s
worth of solo outriggering on Mahone Bay,
a bay filled with 365 islands. You can find it
between Lunenburg and Chester, just a tad to
the south of Halifax. So, go to Halifax, my

boating friends! You will like this area, “Can-
ada’s ocean playground”. Happy birthday,
Canada! We love you!

Keep sailing/boating! Be safe, be cheer-
ful and enjoy!

For Extra Info

Sail Boston: A special issue of Marlin-
spike, Summer 2017, Number 15, Salem,
Massachusetts, 2017.

Allan Billard: Port Of Call, Tall ships
visit the Maritimes, Nimbus Publishing, Hal-
ifax, Canada, 2017.

Jonathan White: Tides, Trinity Univer-
sity Press, San Antonio, Texas, 2017.
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Start of the sailing race.

Due to other obligations and family
commitments we have been unable to attend
this glorious event for seven to eight years.
This year at the Mid-Atlantic Small Craft
Festival’s 34th at the Chesapeake Bay Mari-
time Museum in St Michaels, Maryland, we
finally made our long awaited return, not
only to enjoy the Festival but to bring the
lovely and talented Naomi’s beloved catboat,
Bitty Kat, the catboat we brought the very
first time we attended some 15 years ago.

Some of the Festival attendees have
been coming for many years attracted by the
great fun this event provides. There are sev-
eral families that are now attending with their
third generation. That says a lot for what this
Museum and its very talented and capable
staff have been doing every October for 34
years and its appeal is still going and growing.

Boats ashore.
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Return to the MASCF

By Greg Grundtisch

We arrived on a beautiful Friday after-
noon and were very warmly greeted by Mr
John Ford and the kind and helpful folks at
the registration table. After registration we
pulled Birty Kat to the launch area and got
all ready to launch. After rolling the trailer
to the water’s edge we had some helpful vol-
unteers assist us in lifting the catboat off the
trailer and into the water. Quick as a cat the
boat was in and I was onboard and paddled to
the nearest available space to tie up and get
rigged and ready for some sailing.

This festival of small craft is a family ori-
ented event, it has plenty for kids and parents
to do together as well as events for adults only.
The main events are the races, sail, paddle and
oar. These are somewhat non traditional as
most taking part don’t take them too seriously
(depending on how you define serious). They
are competitive, for sure, but with a lot of good
natured non serious banter and bluster.

Saturday is the main day for races and
sailing on the beautiful Miles River and pro-
tected cove of the Museum. There are dozens
and dozens of small boats of all sorts, both
traditional and non traditional designs. Most
are home built or restored along with others
that are common “off the shelf “designs. Sat-
urday evening offers the awards ceremony
after dinner and then a guest speaker. There
is stargazing and identifying later and some

Boats afloat.

that gather for some relaxing music playing
under the tent.

The events for kids include model boat
building and racing in the little pool, a card-
board boat race and a scavenger hunt on
Sunday morning. For the adults there are
workshops and demonstrations for building,
restoring and repairing boats, history talks
and discussions, sea chantey singing, astro-
nomical star gazing to name a few.

While Sunday morning finds some
informal sailing, a meeting takes place for
the volunteers and for those who may want to
help out next year. But most, like the lovely
and talented Naomi and I, are pulling boats
out and preparing for road trips home.

If you have never attended this very
special, one of a kind festival, or visited this
museum and its beautiful grounds with its
extensive collections and exhibits, you are
missing out on something you will not find
anywhere else. There are many wonder-
ful museums and boating shows and events
around the country but this one is special and
by far the best of its kind that we have expe-
rienced. Held on the first weekend in Octo-
ber every year, it has an easy going relaxed
friendly atmosphere with free camping for
the weekend and the staff and volunteers are
all super nice and helpful to all, especially
first time folks. Make plans for next fall you
will have one of the most fun and enjoyable
time you could ask for.



The cardboard boat race. Awards banquet. It’s a small craft. ..

Dock talk
Combined with WEST SYSTEM 105 Epoxy Resine,
blush-free 207 Special Clear Hardener™ gives the
discerning builder excellent wet-out, ideal cure times, 866-937-8797
superior strength and an unsurpassed water-clear finish. www.westsystem.com
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2017 Messabout

“Oh, what a
beautiful day!”

Photos by Carol Jones and Frank Stauss
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Double Reefed on Turner’s Creek

Or Steamships and Crimson Clover: The Float

Anyone can have fun when it is 80° and
sunny! There is no such thing as bad weather,
only bad gear! That’s how the emails started
after NOAA predicted high winds with gusts
to 26 knots and 80% chance of rain. After a
two-hour drive from Washington Crossing,
we pulled into Molly’s Mart in Kennedyville,
Maryland. The three cars with Marsh Cats in
tow looked like the carnival coming to town.
Molly sells the ramp passes. We opted for the
$30 three day pass. If you have no pass at the
ramp there is a $100 fine.

Molly’s does not take credit cards unless
you buy $20 of stuff. So cash it was as we
were scrutinized by the six mounted antlered
deer heads on the wall in the store. Then right
on Turner Creek Road and past a farm on
which there are 100 acre fields of red blos-
soms (I looked for the yellow brick road).
I found out later these are fields of Crim-
son Clover used for cattle feed. Quite a sur-
real sight. “Crimson and Clover” by Tommy
James and the Shondells recorded in 1968

By Pete Peters

came to mind. It has absolutely nothing to do
with the plants in the field.

At the end of the road is the ramp and
an old steamboat wharf. Prior to good roads
and the Annapolis Bay Bridge, the wheat
and farm goods from this area were trans-
ported to Baltimore via steamship which ran
on a regular basis. Today our motley crew of
Marsh Cats (4), Handy Cat and Sea Pearl 21
and Navigator shared the ramp with several
expensive bass fishing boats. We met Steve
Warfle sailing the Wild Cat, the Sea Pearl
21, Doug Oelle in Comfort, the Marsh Cat,
and Kevin Brennen in Slipjig, the Navigator.
They had all spent the previous rainy blus-
tery night on the Creek.

Winds of 16 knots with gusts to 24 knots
met us as we poked out the Creek and headed
downwind on the Sassafrass. We headed
toward the Granary restaurant in Georgetown
at the head of the river but sailed up Freeport
Creek instead. Beating now upwind in flukey
air we rafted up for lunch and a gam. Along

the way, we were met by the curious who lived
on the creek. I asked where we should assem-
ble for the July 4th parade of boats. Were we
too early? And then after a pause, “What time
would you like us over for drinks and dinner?
Is six o’clock good for you?” How suddenly
entertaining and popular we had become.

Double reefed now, we beat back up the
Sassafrass against a strong headwind, rafted
in Turner Creek and feasted on a variety of
one pot meals. There were Hormel noodles, a
dehydrated Campmore chicken dish, Camp-
bell’s clam chowder, sausage sauerkraut and
home fries and a few beers. “If I had a Boat,”
“15 miles on the Erie Canal” and “Psycho
Killer” were sung and sleep came easy.

Sunday brought higher gusts so we sailed
among the lily pads in Turner’s Creek, then
headed for home in the early afternoon. These
little boats performed well in high winds but
common sense and avoiding stupidity were
the order of the day. Double reefed, cold and
wet, we didn’t need 80° and sunny.
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The Adirondack Museum at Blue
Mountain Lake, New York, is now called
the Adirondack Experience. Marketing is
the reason for the change. After a stop at the
Lake Champlain Maritime Museum earlier
on our way home from our summer holiday
in Maine, we traveled further west through
some beautiful mountain and lake scenery
for this “experience.” The grounds are on a
mountainside that gently rolls down to Blue
Mountain Lake’s shore.

The museum is designed to give an idea
of the Adirondack Mountain’s general his-
tory as it relates to early logging and forestry
and also the area’s recreational development,
then and now. There is still logging and mill-
ing done in the mountains but tourism and
recreation are now the major industries.

The lovely and talented Naomi found
the forestry aspect of this museum most
interesting and spent much time discussing
its current environmental state as it relates
to invasive species. Her interest was piqued
as we were driving through the Adirondack
Park and noticed large stands of dead and
dying trees. The gypsy moth, green ash borer
and a blight that is now affecting spruce trees
were the main topics but there are many dif-
ferent environmental issues that are affecting
the trees, lakes, ponds and streams.

My interest was in the boats and boat
building that developed in this area then and

Catboat Waterwitch dominating three floors of main entrance lobby is

first thing to be seen upon entering museum.

Waterwitch from behind, two views.
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ADIRONDACK
EXPERIENCE"

The Museum on Blue Mountain Lake
By Greg Grundtisch

now. This was once the location of an event
called the “No Octane Regatta” (see August
issue, pages 10-11). It was held here for years
but suddenly ended. The few people I asked
about its demise did not know why it was no
longer held. They had heard of it but were
new to the “experience” and had not attended
any of the regattas. They said they would
get an answer for me but we departed before
learning the answer.

The grounds have dozens of theme
buildings that show early pioneer living, log-
ging camps, cottage life in the early days,
logging machinery and tools of the past, pho-
tos of the past, to name only a few. Oh yes,
there is a large building devoted to the boats
and boat building of the region. It was a very

rainy and windy day and I spent much of my
time in this building.

The collection goes back to early native
craft, to steam and paddle, to sail and row-
ing. There are some mahogany outboard
runabouts and the like in the collection as
well. There are volunteers available for
short impromptu tours of the boats as well
as answering questions about the boats’ his-
tories and development. There are volunteers
available to answer questions in all the other
exhibits, too.

This museum experience, as well as the
No Octane Regatta, was one we had planned
to attend for many years. We were quite
impressed with how extensive and expan-
sive, the grounds and facilities are. It would
be a fantastic area to row, paddle or sail.
The only very slightly negative aspect of the
experience we found was that there is lim-
ited food and lodging available nearby. But
there are some towns with more available
motels and restaurants within a 20 to 30 min-
utes drive. Lake Placid has anything a tourist
could want and plenty of very good places to
eat along with stunning scenery. And if that
isn’t enough, there is the North Pole. Yes,
there is a North Pole. It is about seven miles
from Lake Placid and Santa and his work-
shop is there. Yes Virginia? If the museum
“experience” doesn’t impress, the surround-
ing scenery definitely will.

A sailing canoe in the main lobby.

The main lobby featuring locally built boats.
At left an outboard runabout. At right a Hick-
man Sea Sled. In rear a steam launch.

Looking at the boats outside the main
boat building.



First canoe to be seen upon entering the
canoe displays.

Canoe display room.

Three canoes: In foreground a cold molded
hull, overhead a Wee Lassie, at right a
100-year-old native Canadian type canvas
covered hull.

Dugout canoe in foreground, birchbark canoe
inverted overhead.

Canoe camping setup.

An Adirondack Guideboat.

Adirondack Guideboat display.

Closeup of some older guideboats.

Adirondack built rowboats.

At left, Wanderer, a rowing/sailing boat,
17°x42”, 203 lbs, built by J.H. Rushton in
1889 in Canton, New York. In center a guide-
boat. At right, Helen, a Lake George row-
boat, 18’8”x40”, built by R.F. Smith & Sons
in 1908.

Skeeter, a gasoline powered inboard speedboat.

A naptha launch, 21°x5’4” built by Gas
Engine & Power Co in Morris, New Jersey,
in 1910.

El Legarto, a 1923 Gold Cup Racer powered
by a Packard engine.

WEST WIGHT POTTER OWNERS
WEB SITE

Technical & Modification Data
List of Potter Owners Worldwide!

Great Safling Storfes & Helpful Tips

No Dues.....Just Information!

www.wwpotterowners.com
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Reprinted from Dinghy Cruising, Journal of the Dinghy Cruising Association UK
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25 Years Ago in MAIB
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In the 1930’s Annapolis was sometimes
called Crab Town, a name some Annapoli-
tans considered a bit disparaging. It was,
after all, the Capital of Maryland, the site of
the US Naval Academy and St Johns College.
It has some of the finest examples of Geor-
gian architecture which put its founding well
back into Colonial times.

On a humbler level, Annapolis could
also take pride in oysters and crabs and the
work boats that brought them in. The oys-
ters were dredged by skipjacks or tonged by
deadrises. The crabs were caught on trotlines
or later in traps. The skiffs worked along the
shores of the creeks dipping soft crabs,

The larger working sail craft, the schoo-
ners, bugeyes and skipjacks, came into the
basin at Annapolis during the weekends
or anchored off it. Many deadrises, V-bot-
tom, narrow boats often powered with car
engines, were there any weekday in increas-
ing numbers, gradually taking over the place
of smaller sailing work boat of earlier times.

The latter were deadrises with center
boards and a single mast. Among them were
also the working log canoes with masts well
foreward with single sails. These were once
quite common. I knew five of them left rot-
ting at the head of the creeks along with larger
wornout schooners, skipjacks or bugeyes.
Sunk, or on the mud, they slowly disintegrated.

As a boy I rowed over or around them,
looking down at centerboard trunks, floor
timbers, deck beams and sections of deck and
side planking. I loved these abandoned boats
and the boats which had survived as working
oyster dredge boats or the skipjacks.

Around 1965 I found what was per-
haps the last working log canoe afloat. It
had a mast and rig, could have been bought
for $200, about a month’s pay for me in my
teaching job. I had to pass it up.

Grave Yard, abandoned bateau—A. Audrey
Bodine, Baltimore Sun

Skiff upside down under construction. Cedar

bottom planks, white pine side planking, oak
keel and transom— Will Ansel
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Running a Trotline
from a Chesapeake
Bay Crabbing
Skiff or Bateau

By Will Ansel

Skiffs under construction, 1970s. The pine
blocking in the forefoot joins keel, chine log
and stem— Will Ansel

Crabbing skiff with removable cuddy. Hooks and eyes secure it— Will Ansel

Years later I built my first scaled down
skipjack followed eventually by five more.
The boats had certain construction features
that were unique. The solid block in the fore-
foot is hewn to shape. Keel, stem and chine
logs are joined by the block. The keel is fas-
tened to the underside, the stem is fastened to
the raked forward end and the chine log lies
on the top at the block. The chine lands about
6” above the keel. Finally rabbets cut in the
block receive side and bottom planks.

I had to think through anew how these
all fit together with each subsequent boat.
Attempts to clarify with sketches were not
helpful. The blocks may have been the last
vestige of log canoe construction. Another
related construction feature was the twist in
the bottom planks as they approached the
block. Amidships the cross planking of the
bottom planks were herringbone fashion,
tending aft. They were laid square across as
planking moved forward. To achieve fits on
the keel and chine near the block, a twist was
hewn in thicker bottom planks.

The chine log itself provided a welcome
discovery. Laid flat it was dead straight, sprung
around the molds it had a beautiful sweep in
profile because of the flair in the sides.

Otherwise construction was much like
building a sharpie. The making of the clip-
per bow with the long head, trail boards and
bowsprit was pure pleasure.

I sailed the first boat and thought of
crabbing from it. Crabbing seemed the proper
way to use the boat, keep occupied during
summer and perhaps make some money or
at least provide crabs to eat. In exchange for
some carpentry work on his deadrise a water-
man taught me how to run a trotline. I bought
a crabbing license and with my 11-year-old
son Walter we became commercial crabbers.

Later after the summer of crabbing came
a realization that it had all been done before.
I discovered Howard Chapelle’s plans of
scaled down skipjacks he called “crab skiffs
or bateaus.” Topping that, Audrey Bodine,
photographer for the Baltimore Sun had pho-
tographed them. They had all the features
I admired in the oystering dredge boats or
skipjacks which led to my building of smaller
versions. Chapelle’s were used for oyster
tonging as well as crabbing.

They were V-bottomed boats with cen-
terboards. The proportions of the hulls fol-
lowed those of the oystering skipjacks with
a beam a third of the length of the hull. They



had clipper bows and long heads and were
rigged as were the skipjacks with well raked
masts, a leg of mutton sail and jib. His plans
showed very beautiful boats 10’ or more
shorter than the skipjacks oystering. My
boats were about 5’ or more shorter.

The “crab bateau” Chapelle documented
probably tonged for oysters as well as crabbed.
The crabbing they did was by running a trot-
line, like I did. I used an outboard engine. One
of the Chappelle plans shows an aperture for
an inboard, they too may have used an engine.
Running a trotline under sail would have been
beyond our ability.

The equipment for the trotline is direct
and simple. Most important is the line itself
which was made specifically for crabbing.
It was hemp, three stranded, loosely laid,
tarred. It was sold at Sadlers hardware store
by the Basin. Sadlers stocked wares for the  Bateau with rig removed for crabbing. (Audrey Bodine, Chesapeake Bay and Tidewater, Bodine
watermen such as galvanized boat nails, and Associates 1954.
galvanized pumps, Manila line, galvanized
cleats, blocks, oars, boat hooks, crab nets and
wooden bailers gouged out of a single piece
of pine. There was nothing of plastic and lit-
tle of bronze. Galvanized chain and anchors,
fisherman type, thimbles and shackles were
also sold at Dawes.

The crabber made or modified what he
bought to suit his needs of other equipment.
First the crabnet, a hoop with a twine bag at
the end of the pole was modified for trotlin-
ing. Chicken wire replaced the twine in the
hoop. The wire was formed into a shallow
basket inside the hoop. The crabs became
entangled in the twine hoop slowing the
operation. Dipping and emptying the crabs
had to be fast and continuous when trotlining.

The roller the trotline passed over was

awgsierizc%fogfe;;ﬁlf}%ﬁigg ‘;%eoggibgirkthgllg Plans and notes on Crabbing Bateau (Howard Chapelle, CBMM 1979). One of the older and
o smaller crabbing bateau. She was built by a skillful carpenter, probably about 1900. Lines taken

t?ig:gfgg:;gt:gigs'rg\tli%;;litgs dF}s}l:s fl(l)?l(i off at Lower Hoopers Island August 19, 1942. Length, rabbet to taffrail is 22°6”, beam 7°8”,
& stop : draft at skeg 1°2'/2”.

inner disks made a drum wide enough for

the eel bait to pass over with the line. The Sketch of Siff or Bateau. (Will Ansel)
roller turned on a rod mounted on some-
thing like an anchor’s cat projecting out on

the starboard quarter.

Walter baiting trot line— Erik Cederblom
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Setting the trot line. Note roller on starboard quarter— Erik Cederblom

Running down the trot line I am backing up
Walter— Erik Cederblom

Walter minding those claws. Note glove and

crab measuring gauge on the side deck—
Erik Cederblom
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Walter backing me up. He has crabs in his
net. None in mine— Erik Cederblom

The crabber also made a gauge to mea-
sure 7 across the crab’s shell, point to point,
the legal size. He also collected bushel bas-
kets, a boat hook for snagging the trot line,
two anchors, two short lengths of chain, two
buoys and a pot for course salt.

I had bought a British Seagull 40 Plus
engine for the boat. This mounted on a
bracket on the stern ran us along the crab line
at a speed right for dipping. The engine, now
50 years old, is still in my possession, still
running at the same noise level and speed.

For baiting the trotline we bought salted
eel. We cut it in 3”-4” lengths, unlaid the crab
line at 5’-6’ intervals putting a piece of eel
between the opened strands which we then
twisted back tight. The line was coiled into
the bushel baskets. This could be done on the
way under sail to and from our crabbing spot.

A word on crabs, in the Chesapeake
they are simply crabs. Elsewhere they are
sometimes called “blue crabs.” The crabs go
through cycles as they grow. The exoskel-
etons are discarded, shed, as they grow out
of them. The names for the crabs at differ-
ent stages of growth are peelers, soft crabs,
paper shells, hard crabs. The crabs which are
in edible stage are either soft or hard. The
crabs caught on the crab line are hard crabs,
the stage in which they spend most of their
lives. They swim, eat and mate as hard crabs.

If one looks at the crab’s underside, the
sex is obvious from the shape of the shell
plate. The female has a rounded broad center
plate, the male’s is long and narrow. When
we trot lined we took both males and females.

Peelers were sometimes caught and
kept because they would soon shed and
become a much more marketable soft crab.
Soft crabs were generally caught by men in
skiffs poking around roots of the trees, dock
pilings and other places safe “for the help-
less soft crabs. When I was a boy soft crabs
brought $2 a dozen.

Skiff beating out.

The trotline crabbers, Walter and myself,
left the dock and sailed down Mill Creek. We
baited the line and coiled it into a bushel bas-
ket if it had not been done and left salted from
previous trip. We crabbed at the mouth of one
of the creeks entering White Hall Bay, a bay
north of the Severn River around Greenbury
Point. Many other creeks entered the Bay
besides our Mill Creek.



At the end of the trotline was a short
length of chain to keep it on the bottom, a
light anchor and a line up to a buoy. They
were at each end of the 100 yard line. The
first anchor was set in about 10’ of water near
the mouth of the creek. The baited line was
paid out as the Seagull engine ran us across.
The other end of the line with its chain anchor
and buoy was set at the far end. We ran back
to the first anchor, cut the engine, laid about
for a quarter of an hour letting the crabs find
the eels and start eating them and hanging on
with their claws.

Looking around the Bay White Hall,
once a colonial governor’s mansion, was in
sight to the north. Near the mouth of one of the
creeks was Finisterre and a Rozinante yawl.

We waited for the crabs to get a hold.
Then we pulled up the line from the buoy, put
it over the roller and started the run along the
line on the engine. Walter and I took turns, one
steering the other at the bow dipping the crabs
as they came near the surface hanging onto the
eel. The chicken wire net in the hoop allowed
quick catching and dumping of the crabs. The
action had to be fast, they let go if you hes-
itated in the swoop with the net. Sometimes
these were doubles, two at the bait.

Walter caught far more than I did. He
went for every one. If we saw something
white coming up, it was the face or under-
side of a crab and we had to act fast. I was
slower trying to decide if it was a 7 keeper.
He went for them all, sweeping them out with
the net, swinging the net aboard into one of
the bushel baskets in one swoop, then going
for the next. He soon had them running all
over the floorboards, all sizes waving their
claws, in and out of the baskets.

The crabs ate the eels down to the back-
bones as we made runs along the line. Finally
the catch tapered off and ended crabbing for
the day. We pulled in the gear and picked off
the boards the escaped crabs which met the
legal limits and tossed them into the baskets.

Then we put up the sails and headed for
Mill Creek and the dock. While one of us
steered, the other coiled the line into the bas-
ket, replacing the chewed up eels. Then we
“salted back” all the bait, which meant rub-
bing the eels with salt, pickling them for the
next day.

Hard crabs— Erik Cederblom

Marketing hard crabs in the ‘60s in the
Chesapeake was no way to affluence. We
took the crabs to a buyer who, complain-
ing about the size of crabs, gave us $5 for
a bushel. However, we had plenty of crabs
to eat which we steamed with Old Bay Sea-
soning from Baltimore, washed down with
National Bohemian beer, also from Balti-
more. All part of our Maryland summers.

The waterman who taught me how to
run the trotline truly said, “Eating crabs is
like eating peanuts, hard to stop.”

On the engine heading home. Note the
roller— Erik Cederblom

Salting the bait on the line after day’s crab-
bing— Erik Cederblom

Sailing back. We generally sailed out to where

we set the trotline and used the engine running
down the line crabbing. (Erik Cederblom)
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One Month After

When Hurricane Harvey showed up
here it disrupted many lives along the Gulf
Coast. While we had left, we were still here
in our minds, and when we returned in real
time the tasks of recovery were all consum-
ing. When I started thinking again of sailing,
I knew progress was being made so I once
again went sailing. I took the little Red Top,
my 12’ Lehman, went south to see the view
from the water of Harvey’s wake. From a dis-
tance I could see the first house on the outly-
ing islands was gone, just posts remaining.
Sailing yet further south on the ICW before
heading out across the flats to a cut into the
bigger bay, Aransas Bay, through a chan-
nel that would be tricky if the markers were
missing, water being murky, the markers
were, thankfully, still in place.

The actual cut was much wider and
deeper, how much deeper I found out while
chasing down a treasure on the shore. Step-
ping out and pushing off, I found the sand
along the edge of the cut was gone, I never
touched bottom.

The wind was southeast, 15-16mph the
weatherman said. As I sailed away from the
cut across the shoals out into the bay, soon
the remains of the second house were vis-
ible as well. I’d call this a good scouring
by Mother Nature except for the amount of
debris left everywhere.

When we were chased out of Rockport
four weeks ago I took with me my carving
tools and some wood with the resulting prod-
uct to be for my daughter Rebecca and her
husband Conner. Looks like it will be arriv-
ing around Christmas. I’d tell you all what it
is, but then that would spoil the surprise.

Third Time

The third time I went sailing since Har-
vey blew through the area will also be the last
of counting the times anyway. That stuff gets
old fast. There was a Sea Fair going on up
at the Rockport Beach area so I thought I'd
sail north from Cove Harbor and take a look
see from the water. The wind from the north
was light with a promised strength increas-
ing through out the afternoon. Linda canceled
the noon lunch with the kids so off I went. I
was hoping to get far enough north to ride the
same norther back down with the hoped for
increase in wind speed.

It worked as promised by the Weather
Underground website, thank you very much.
As an added bonus, with the water being high
I figured I could go a bit further north and
come back along the beach, getting in close,
real close. The beach being nearly empty and
with the increase in depth of water I was able
to get up to within about 15’ off the beach.
It was pretty cool. What normally was ankle
deep was now knee deep and with both lee-
boards up it was a real gas.

Thinking that had I been doing such
in California the federalies would have
swooped down upon me, this was pretty neat.
Sailing past the only three people using the
beach, husband, wife and their child, shar-
ing a very short conversation as I sailed past,
I learned this morning just who these three
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Meanderings
Along the Texas Coast

By Michael Beebe

were, employees working on a house owned
by one of the coffee regulars at the office,
small world.

Sailing back to Cove was a downhill
ride, one which I had to be mindful of just
where 1 was, distancewise, off the beach.
The sun was setting and now shining in my
eyes making the many piers, between the city
beach and Cove Harbour that had been blown
asunder with too many piles just below the
waters surface, hard to see.

It was a good sail all in all. The Lehman
12’ is a fine little craft, does this area just fine.
I’'m thinking of removing the lead in her belly
and replacing it with water ballast, ballast
that can be removed or added to depending
upon wind strength. A bit much too involved
some might say. I’ve learned to listen politely
and go my way. I also learned that if I were to
listen to the many programmed OSHA think-
ers of today, they’d have me doing all my
sailing from an armchair or with the multi-
tude I’'m trying to get away from.

Sailing back into Cove I got two compli-
ments on the little gal, the second being the
memorable one. A young boy, 8 or 10, who
had just came in ahead of me with his dad on
their powerboat, walked down the dock ask-
ing to look at my boat, said it was nice. “Sure,
go ahead,” I said to the young man. In relat-
ing this incident to my wife I told her, “I set
the hook.” I had showed him how it was set
up for sleeping out at the local islands and
told him to “climb aboard, if you like, while
I go get my trailer.” He did and I did. After-
wards, climbing into his dad’s truck he looks
over and waved, saying, “Thank you.”

Went Out

Went out again with the Red Top on
a beautiful morning, left the dock about
9:30am. Nary a zephyr, I thought I'd have
to paddle out of the harbour so that is how I
started, then a ghost of a breeze came up and
we gurgled along quiet as could be. The fore-
cast wind was to hit 20mph about noon, I was
trying to get to the other end of Mud Island,
didn’t make it. I did get to Mud Island, shy
about a quarter mile from my chosen spot.

I noticed a cut left wide open from Hur-
ricane Harvey, what used to be a foot wide is
now 20 yards or so. I considered that route
but with the expected winds I didn’t need
any surprises, they came about 20 minutes
later. The wind speed increased faster than
I had ever experienced. Checked time and
gust when I got home, it had been hitting a
bit more than 30mph. I decided to anchor
off or just beach the girl. I also had a new
stove I wanted to try, a Triage from Sweden.
When I had things set, knowing the anchor
would hold, I brewed myself a cup of coffee.
Set up so as prevent any burns, the new stove
worked great, steady as can be, even in the
rocking and rolling.

I was hoping to wait out this wind
and I did, somewhat. I guess it dropped to
25mph or a bit less, The noise had started
to quiet down and the whitecaps were get-
ting smaller. With the anchor now tied mid-
point on the starboard rail, leeboards half-
way down, rudder as well, reefed main,
raised and luffing, up came the anchor with
the usual ball of mud. With the lee shore just
30’ away there was only time for two dunk-
ing of the anchor, it was enough. Now the
wind waves were breaking along the shore
in front of me just off the beach, I had to go
through them.

I was wet and soon cold, but the little girl
did just fine. For some reason I had left with-
out putting on foulies. Best I could do now was
to wrap up in the tent material I had handy. I
couldn’t leave the tiller, I was still too close to
shore to heave to, so using the tent as a wind
break did I just fine until I could get in closer
and grab my jacket. All in all it was another
good sail, from one extreme to another. Got
back in about seven hours later.

Concerning

Concerning yesterday’s sail from a dif-
ferent perspective, it could have been a disas-
ter. Let me go over the ways, there were more
than one. Getting off the beach on the lee-
ward edge of that wind was dicey enough,
add in the cold due to being wet and the wave
action, one misjudgment might have put me
up on the beach in a more unfriendly area
with a damaged rudder or such and no radio
or cell.

I had figured I could wait it out had that
happened, 1 had two sleeping bags, food,
stove and fuel. But further out, had I been in
the three quarter mile channel with the wind
blowing the direction it was, the next landfall
was a good four or five miles off.

A capsize would not have been good, no
good at all. That alone was sobering enough
to let me know I had better stack the odds
in my favor soon. A drysuit would solve that
problem. A better tent, maybe something like
Mr Rice used on his recent trip way down
south, Cape Horn.

Those who know me know as well my
eschewing of such safety gear. Nigh on 70,
save a few months, perhaps it’s time to take
a sobering look at my shenanigans. I act like
a wild and woolly teenager in an old man’s
body. That’s the reality of the whole thing. I
go out strong but reach the end much, much
sooner than ever before. I confess, I was on
the edge for several hours. And such as it is,
I will more than likely be on that edge again.
Lying won’t change a thing.

My sister asked, after Harvey, or said
pleafully, ‘Tell me you have insurance!’
My reply, “I can say so, but it won’t change
a thing.”

So will I be changing my sailing
approach? Yes and no. I will make the little
girl stronger, safer, get a drysuit, but yes, I
will still go off alone. I'd like to buddy boat
in those situations but, as a reality, it probably
ain’t gonna happen. I surfed alone, hunted
alone and will continue to sail alone. I even
drive to morning coffee alone.



Labor Day Weekend

Home half of the Labor Day weekend
and finally got good smooth warm paddling
weather. The creek all summer long was high
and swift. It gave a good upper body work-
out by paddling upstream against the current.
Fishing was hopeless...

The launch site parking lot just had one
slot open and we squeezed the van in. Luck
was with us, the other parking lot would have
been a long haul to the creek. My new bursi-
tis knee would not like the hike.

The limestone smooth bank was a plea-
sure to launch from. Our last outing on the
Des Plaines River was a knee boots only
adventure through the slimy bank mud. It
only netted us 15 golf balls! Today was a
pleasure to launch wearing gym shoes onto a
smooth, current free, brown, but clear water.
After cutting through the first stretch Mike
and I spotted “Eddie the Egret” who let us
glide to within 30’ before launching himself
in flight. I jockeyed myself into position for a
camera shot with Mike and “Eddie” together.
The timing was perfect.

Mike with “Eddie the Egret”

Moving upstream we came upon a soft-
shell turtle sunning itself on a log. It was the
first one I've seen all year on the creek. The
heavy floods of both spring and summer, I
suspect, wiped out most of their generation.
Last summer I found their 20lb king/queen
floating dead in the backwaters.

Paddling further, we encountered the
local Great Blue heron who I’ve yet to name.
Once again he too posed for pictures with
son Mike. He then flew upstream and we fol-
lowed. Mike outdistanced me while I stopped
to fish for big Billy Bass. My last three out-
ings for bass here produced nary a bite. I
thought they too had all been washed over
the 8’ dam downstream.

Mike eyeing the friendly local great blue heron.

On my last outing, though I didn’t catch
any fish, I did manage to snag someone’s lost
line with a Pikey Minnow lure. After untan-
gling the fishing line and cleaning up the lure,
I brought it with me to try today. Several casts
over those old blue Gill nests netted a tug
on my line! To my glee, a small mouth bass

Early Fall Paddling
on Salt Creek

By Bob McCauley

popped out of the brown water. I hauled all
8” of him aboard my kayak. I then released
him and tried for more but that was all the
excitement that day. As I turned around and
paddled back I spotted another foot long bass
darting past my bow. I'll get him next time!

Head shot of that big Billy Bass, 8” long
between my feet. Our kayaks are a tight fit.

On the return I spotted two Cooper
Hawks darting in and out of the dead trees
playing diving tag games in the sky. Finally
I nosed my kayak onto another mud bank to
observe several friendly sandpipers feeding
for lunch.

The sandpiper having lunch.

Hey, LUNCH! Time to head back.
Mike caught up to me and we landed. It was
a peaceful paddle and the local folks on the
creek bank made for pleasant conversation.
Our two wooden take-a-part kayaks do draw
a crowd sometimes.

September 19

A passing cold front dumped 1” of rain
the night before. It raised the water level 6”.
We launched to a warming sun as it burned
off the lingering fog and clouds from the
night before. We felt a cool breeze from a
slight northerly wind in our faces as we pad-
dled upstream in search of “quietude.” But
it was not to be! We quickly paddled away
from the ear busting whine of a log chipper
munching on big logs across the creek at our
launch site! That sound always brought back
memories of working on the tree gang.

No birds were spotted until we scared
up the local great blue heron fleeing upstream
from us and maybe the noise of that chipper.
The local mud flat was deserted of birds.
However, to our surprise, we paddled up to
a cormorant sitting upright on a log sticking
out of water in the middle of the creek. We
quietly paddled to within 20’ of him and he
ignored us! I’ve never seen a cormorant act
so dumb! After photographing Mike and him
we kept going upstream to fish.

Mike only paddle’s length from the strange
cormorant.

Cormorant posing.

The current was light and son Mike
shot ahead to the island while I sat back and
plunked the water for bass. The fish weren’t
biting so I caught up to Mike at the island. He
already had looped it but trailed me as I tried
to do the same. He followed me around but
our “quiettude” was once again shattered by
noisy construction just north of the island. Oh
well, looping that island is always a maybe,
the water trail is an obstacle course what with
ducking under hanging branches and pushing
around sweepers.

We then headed back away from the
noise. To our surprise we spotted four great
blue herons, the most we we’ve ever seen
at one time. The local kingfisher flew by on
the way back also. There are a lot of schools
of minnows to feed those birds. Unbeliev-
ably that same cormorant was still sitting on
that same log as dumb as ever, maybe sick of
something and unable to fly. As we glided by
we could have touched him with our paddles.
The landing was quiet with that noisy chipper
silenced. At least it was a peaceful paddle in
the middle of the woods.

This was our first time out since we
marine varnished our hulls and the varnish
has an unbelievable odor that reeks even after
drying one week. It’s still sticky to touch. I
figured bathing them in the creek would kill
that odor. I transport them inside my van.
Hopefully that creek slime will kill that var-
nish odor. Time will tell...

It was just another great day to be out
paddling and gliding across that smooth
creek. I think paddling is good for the nerves
and soul. The only better day on the creek
was last spring when I glided up to a bed-
ded down fawn soaking in the morning sun
on our nearby mud flat. At 20" he/she rose for
its picture. Thank you dear deer! Thanks for
the memories, Mike. You all keep paddlin’.
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Pilot Gigs: A Brief History

How often does one get invited to attend
the launching of a 32’ rowboat, a Cornish
Pilot Gig, to be exact. If you are used to row-
ing out to your sailboat in an 8’ dink (offi-
cially known as a dinghy), 32’ looks like a
typo in that invitation. Fortunately, I had seen
large rowing gigs in the annual Blackburn
Challenge race around Cape Ann in Glouces-
ter, Massachusetts, with multiple rowers
(mostly 6) in them and a coxswain. But a spe-
cific “Cornish Pilot Gig”?

Thanks to Google 1 quickly got
informed. They were talking about a 32’ row-
boat used in the county of Cornwall (south-
west corner of the British Isles), the Isles
of Scilly to be even more exact. They were
rowed by six oarsmen, each sitting slightly
off center, pulling massive oars through the
water, while a coxswain who was sitting
in the very bow of the gig steered the boat
out towards big incoming windjammers or
freighters in need of pilots. Bishop Rock
Light in the Isles of Scilly has been the land-
fall for almost all overseas shipping entering
the English Channel. That was exactly what
we did on the 45’ schooner Fiddler’s Green
from Camden, Maine to St. Malo, France in
1977, and in 2011 on the classic 60’ yawl
Peter von Seestermiihe (formerly known as
Peter von Danzig) from the Caribbean island
of Antigua to Hamburg, Germany.

The entrance is a very tricky, rocky
place, further complicated by wicked tidal
currents and legendary fog. Many ships
ended up on the rocks. Even the mighty
7-masted schooner, the Thomas W. Lawson
out of Boston, foundered here, losing all but
two of her crew of eighteen. But more boats
were safely guided in by competent pilots
who were rowed out in very sturdy, seawor-
thy pilot gigs, nowadays of course replaced
by powerful pilot boats.

Those old pilot gigs were fast and often
raced each other in order to be the first to
deliver their pilot to the incoming big boat,
which meant money. And I read those boats
were also used as lifesaving boats, picking
stranded sailors off the many rocks around
the Scilly Isles.

A few of the old gigs survived, as did the
plans and molds for building them. When ocean
rowing turned into a sport in England, more
and more pilot gigs were built, and competitive
races were held annually. The Cornish Pilot
Gig was the standard. In 2012, for instance,
about 2,000 rowers in over 120 pilot boats par-
ticipated in the Pilot Gig World Championship
races in the Isles of Scilly. I have a hard time
picturing that many people, plus many more
onlookers, on those tiny isolated islands jut-
ting out into the open Atlantic. They look like a

The launching site.
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The Launching of a
32’ Cornish Pilot Gig
Rockland, Maine

By Reinhard Zollitsch
Photos by Nancy Zollitsch

“god-forsaken place” from out at sea. A Jacques
Cartier quote about the western shore of New-
foundland comes to mind: This shore is “com-
posed of stones and horrible rugged rocks...this
is the land God gave to Cain.”

Rowing clubs along our Atlantic shores
have picked up on that sport, I noticed. The
latest entry in that ever-growing fleet of
ocean racers is Spirit, built by members of the
Apprenticeshop, a marine boat building school
in Rockland, Maine...which finally brings me
back to my topic, the September launching of
yet another awesome rowing machine.

The Rockland Gig Spirit

I had to see it, and if possible try my
luck at the oars. And there she was, resting
comfortably on the lawn in front of the work-
shop, gleaming and reflecting the rich wood-
grain of the insides as well as the dark green
and lower white paint of the outside lapstrake
planks. I was duly impressed with the work-
manship of the many joints, the jaunty bow,
as well as the classic wineglass transom. I
saw a lot of quarter-sawn oak and flawless
cedar planking. I could hardly wait to see her
in the water.

But no, not yet. There were three other
rowing dinghies ready to be christened and
launched before the big gig. The ceremony

She is a big one.

had started at 10am, two hours after high tide.
There were so many long speeches by the
directors and each boat builder involved, that
I began to get antsy. The water will be gone
out of this little bight. Hurry up! We’ve got
to launch the big one! But no, first the three
dinghies were properly champagne-christened
(first swig for Neptune, then for the boat, and
the rest for the builder). Boats were carried
to deeper water, launched and rowed off on
their maiden voyages: first a 9’ Lawley tender,
then a 11°3” Susan skiff, and finally an Auk.
Then more speeches for the Cornish Pilot Gig,
including one from the sponsor woman.

By then the tide was out for good. Sea-
weed-covered rocks filled the little launch-
ing bight. There was no way to heave a heavy
32-footer into its element. So it was decided to
carry the boat to the paved boat ramp. Every-
body in attendance was called upon to lend a
hand, including me. We were at least ten peo-
ple on each side. The boat at first seemed to
float in the air, eager to get to the water. But it
got heavier by the minute. Were people drop-
ping out or were they just holding on to the
gunwales instead of actively carrying? Every-
body was also stepping on each other’s heels. I
was huffing and puffing, but held on and initi-
ated the 180° turn at the top of the boat ramp,
so that the gig could be properly launched
stern first. More champagne for Neptune, then
over the bow, and the rest for the builders. 1
could have used a swig also, but instead had
to listen to yet another speech. Finally the
boat made it into the water. She looked great!
Bravo! Mission accomplished.

At the floating dock, the rudder was hung,
thole pins were inserted into the gunwales, six
oars were brought down from the shed, and
six oarsmen, all boat builders or instructors,
stepped in. The sponsor woman got the honor
of steering, but almost sent the boat through
the underpinnings of the pier. I saw it coming,
watching the angle of the rudder, cringed and
made some audible remarks. The boat stopped
and then tried some more open water.

The Row

After a while, the boat came back to the
dock with everybody smiling from ear to ear.
They seemed very happy with the new 32’
beast. “So, who is next? Anybody want to try
her out?” “YES! ME HERE!” And the boat
filled up in no time. I got to row on position
two (counted from the bow). I was elated.
This was exactly what I had hoped for. I had
rowed in college, and rowed my own dinghy
forever, and considered myself a pretty good
oarsman. So were the other five rowers. Even
the coxswain knew what he was doing. This
was fun, but oh so different from rowing a
solo shell on sheltered waters.

The portage (author on starboard bow).



First, the oar weighed a ton, so it
seemed. There were tholepins instead of oar-
locks, no problem. But all of us left feather-
ing the oars for later. We had to get the feel
for the boat first. I missed a foot brace right
from the beginning. So I wedged my feet
against an upright under the seat in front of
me. But my, were those seats, the six planks
the six rowers sit on, slippery and hard. I
would need to tie in my canoe pad in order to
stay in place, wear rubberized pants or wear a
seat belt. (Just kidding!)

Getting ready for a test row, notice tholepins
instead of oarlocks.

Pushing off for a great row.

“You are all doing very well,” I then
heard the coxswain say. “How about ten big
ones. Let’s get her up to speed!” He did not
have to say that twice. We put our backs into
each stroke, and the boat came to life with a
splashy, sporty bow wave. It felt fast, and I
think we were fast, but also getting tired fast.
But like the first crew, we smiled from ear
to ear when we finally landed at the floating
dock, after a sizable loop through the harbor.

It is a real fun boat, I surmised, a real
team boat, which needs lots of training and
crew conditioning to finish the 20-mile
Blackburn Challenge in good standing, if
that is the goal. I have done the race in my
lightweight Hawaiian solo outrigger canoe
for the past 16 years, and know how long it
is, and how rough it can be. But this new gig
is fun, fast and a feast for the eyes. Congratu-
lations to the builders, the instructors, as well
as the school, to have undertaken such a big
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PO Box 350 Mystic, CT 06355

project and succeeded on all accounts. Well
done! Everybody seemed pleased, impressed
and gratified.

The crowd then drifted back to the boat-
house, talking shop and about their own row-
ing experiences, while nibbling on bacon
sticks, various veggies and yummy deviled
eggs. The champagne had been used up for
the four christening events. So orange juice
and bottled water had to do as fluid replen-
ishment. A good idea, since most of us were
from away and had to drive home.

Thanks, Nancy, for coming along. I
would not have missed this moment for
anything. How often would I get to see the
launching of a 32’ rowboat and even get the
chance to try it out. The day turned into a real
event. Awesome! Nancy and I talked about it
all the way home to Orono, and we thought
you MAIB readers might like to hear about it
also. Enjoy!
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Big River

The endangered Blanchard’s Cricket
Frog has not been heard in the Driftless
Zone of the Mississippi for over 50 years
but one was found near La Crosse, Wiscon-
sin. The Wisconsin Frog and Toad Survey,
a volunteer organization that actually pays
attention to all things croaking found this
species. The Badger folks actually run the
largest survey in North America and they
have a new endowment.

Although anyone who has ever read this
monthly article knows, they should not be sur-
prised by the constant and chronic discourse
on the Dead Zone in the Gulf off Louisiana. At
8,800 square miles, this void is caused by farm
runoff nitrates to the tune of approximately
2,800 railroad cars worth of toxic chemicals
per year running into the Gulf. Researchers
said it is virtually impossible to stifle this pol-
lution unless farmers upriver reduce chemical
usage by more than 60%. Monsanto, ADM
and friends simply are not going to let that
happen. It is all “fake news.”

First it was “kill all the elm trees”
because of Dutch elm disease, now it is “kill
all the ash trees” because of the Ash Borer.
The rationale for such botanic slaughter
escapes me. Isn’t it like Hitler saying he was
really trying to cure cancer in Jews, Jeho-
vah’s Witnesses, Gypsies and Communists
by killing them off? Anyway, 1,000 Iowa
oak trees are dying because of herbicide
used on corn and soybeans. Of course, the
Farm Bureau had no comment and Monsanto
feigned ignorance. An autumn float down the
OI’ Miss enjoying the turning colors may rap-
idly become a thing of the past.

Trivia: The Mississippi bluffs are cov-
ered with maple trees that provide so much
color in the autumn, but maples are not
indigenous to Iowa. Those bluffs were once
blanketed with oaks, chestnuts, walnuts and
a myriad of other hardwood trees. Between
1850 and 1930 these trees were clearcut for
lumber. My own paternal grandfather used
to talk about having the job of cutting down
every single tree on one such bluff near the
incredibly beautiful Wexford area. The native
trees were slow growth things and while lit-
tle seedlings tried mightily to proliferate, the
quick maturing and very mobile seeds of the
maples edged them out.

Effigy Mounds National Park, a
10,000-year-old Indian burial grounds, atop
the Towa bluffs looking down upon the Mis-
sissippi, is full of maples. The Park Service
has long debated whether to let the park stand
as it or try to put it back the way it was a cou-
ple of hundred years ago. The entire biologi-
cal environment has been altered. The wild
nuts and berries have disappeared, the hard-
woods are gone and the land itself is impas-
sible because of underbrush that could not
grow when the hardwood forest existed. That
argument has raged since I was a child.

FYI: Vacationers will find Effigy
Mounds museum and trails, the cities of Mar-
quette and McGregor, and Prairie du Chien,
Wisconsin, wonderful sites. The Villa Louis,
Camp Crawford’s Medical Museum, and a
riverboat ride will provide very inexpensive
couple of days of great history. Then make
the great loop up to Winona, Minnesota,
cross the river and come downstream to La
Crosse, Wisconsin. Quiet, inexpensive and
absolutely beautiful to say nothing about all
the history of the region.

Lock and Dam #2 has opened for oper-
ation again after a lengthy low water situa-
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Over
the
Horizon

By Stephen D.
(Doc) Regan

tion on the Ohio River creating an inability to
sustain necessary pool. Stealing a line from
author Michael Reisig, sometimes God just
likes to play pinball with us. Sometimes we
are the balls and sometimes we are the pad-
dles. While Houston and Florida were inun-
dated, sections of the Midwest couldn’t buy a
drop of rain.

Accidents

A traveling hamburger boat near Cor-
dova, Illinois, sank quickly after hitting a
wing dam. Several adults, a pair of small
children and a couple of dogs required rescu-
ing. Locals have already set up a GoFundMe
account to build a new one. Evidently the
hamburgers were really good.

Harbor pilots in San Francisco have
voiced their concerns about the rash of US
Navy collisions. One pilot stated that the Navy
Captains are poorly trained in basic seaman-
ship and lack appropriate certifications. Per-
haps more importantly, it is the Navy philoso-
phy that is the root of the matter. In Maritime
Law which ship has the right of way is very
specific, however, in Admiralty Law the mili-
tary ship always has the right of way until it
reaches “extremis.” Pilots stated that too often
Navy destroyers that can turn on a dime sim-
ply do not give way to merchant vessels that
take miles to maneuver. More about this later.

Two are dead, three are missing and
seven are hospitalized because of a collision
off Two Sisters Island between Singapore
and Palau Bata (Indonesia, for us folk who
took Geography in 1961). Kartika Segara, a
tanker, left the Port of Singapore and entered
the heavily travelled westward bound route.
The tug, Bina Marine 1, gave way but it was
followed closely by JBB De Rong, a dredger,
which smacked the tanker and capsized. VTS
operators warned both ships immediately
before the crash and those messages were
acknowledged. And ignored. Evidently JBB
De Rong did “de rong ting at de rong time.”

White Fleet

Hurricanes Harvey and Irma left the
White Fleet in total disarray. Hundreds of
ships were treading water in the middle of
the Gulf of Mexico and several were cruise
liners waiting to dump off passengers. Some
of the cruise ships rerouted to different ports,
that caused havoc with those who had planes
to catch at airports hundreds of miles from
where they disembarked and folks whose
cars were parked where they were supposed
to land. Cries of discontent were heard all
over the coast. Ironic, people take a nice
relaxing trip at sea to get away from the hub-
bub of life and immediately become irratio-
nal beings with short fuses.

Some of the fleet remained out at sea at
no additional cost to the vacationers. Still, there
was whining and bemoaning. On the other
hand, free food, several great bars, a sauna and
a great excuse for not getting back to work does
not seem too bad. Am I missing something?

Carnival, Norwegian and Royal Carib-
bean were among those who had a flood of re-
routing, cancellations and supply problems.
Nevertheless these companies managed to
provide evacuation for hundreds of stranded
Floridians who couldn’t get out of Irma’s
way. Adventurer of the Sea made a massive
humanitarian relief call at St Maarten. Maj-
esty of the Sea hauled relief supplies to St
Maarten and St Thomas. Carnival Cruises,
with assistance of shareholders, donated over
$2 million to Caribbean aid.

Quite obviously, Caribbean stops will be
greatly diminished as virtually all the Wind-
ward and Leeward Islands attempt recov-
ery. In another irony, the economy of these
islands necessary for recovery is primarily
based on tourism that will dwindle because
the islands haven’t recovered.

Gray Fleet

Great Britain’s First Sea Lord, Sir Philip
Jones, announced that the Royal Navy would
turn to unmanned entities for Anti-mine and
Hydrographic missions. Using autonomous
air systems, open architecture and artificial
intelligence, the Queen’s Navy will be at the
cutting edge of modern technology. Con-
sidering the American Navy’s collisions in
recent weeks, artificial intelligence has been
on the bridge for years.

Speaking of which, the Government
Accounting Office, the investigative branch
of Congress, provided intriguing data on the
lack of warfare certified crew aboard both
the USS John Mccain and the USS Fitzger-
ald. While finger pointing went in all direc-
tions, it must be noted that the Fitzgerald
scored zero in terms of certified crew and the
McCain had non certified people in six of ten
areas. The GAO said the Navy has far too
few trained and certified men and women,
sails while undermanned, has too many mis-
sions for each ship and tends to rely too heav-
ily on computerized systems. Further, GAO
suggested that the Navy turn to civilian com-
panies such as BP America, Boeing, Maersk
and Crowley for assistance in training.

This cannot be much of a surprise. The
step stones to ship command are lengthy
and bewildering. Junior officers start out as
assistant department heads before serving a
stint ashore, then they might go aboard for a
couple of years as a department head before
another tour ashore, they may have a third
cruise and a third shore duty under their belts
before obtaining the requisite position as
Executive Officer. After a few more years of
shore assignments they might obtain a com-
mand of a ship. They will sit on the bridge
for a couple of years and then shuffle off
to retirement (unless they sucked up really
hard and earned a star). Of course, there are
always occasional deviations from this pro-
cess. But carrier skippers probably spent far
more years flying than they did learning any-
thing about ship handling. Since World War
II the Navy has required all carrier captains
to be fliers and not surface warfare sailors.

In other words, most ships’ captains
are woefully inexperienced. It is one of the
reasons that former Navy skippers are NOT
qualified to sail a merchant ship.

In other Gray Fleet news, the US
National Ice Center (really, we have an ice
center?) is currently operating with the Navy
and Coast Guard in airdropping ice buoys in
the Arctic. The Polar icecap has extraordi-
nary atmospheric lows similar to hurricanes.
These lows greatly influence weather pat-



terns and knowledge of them will enhance
weather prediction that has become less reli-
able than my grandmother’s aching bunions.
The buoys are expected to have a life expec-
tation of three to five years.

The complaints from Navy officers
and Chiefs about shoes lit up the computer
recently because of crumbling shoes. Bates
uniform white shoes are the regulation driven
shoe worn with white uniforms, however, the
soles crumble like crackers after minimal use.
One Ensign complained that her shoes liter-
ally crumbled off her feet while she was at an
award ceremony and she provided photos to
prove it. Of course, the Bates Company, that
supplies 60,000 shoes to the military each
year, denies any problem with their product
and returns the blame on the individuals.

Bates posits that the polyurethane is the
issue because it oxidizes easily and tends to
disintegrate when kept in dry areas without
proper ventilation, as in lockers and closets.
Dr Martens makes a similar shoe but it is not
regulation, a fact that bothers neither officers
nor Midshipmen. Most of the impacted per-
sonnel have gone out and bought their own
Dr Martens at about $100. Wolverine World-
wide, an American company, owns Bates. Dr
Martens is a European owned company.

Merchant Fleet

After learning of England’s unmanned
ships it was interesting to read that Rolls
Royce, Japanese shipbuilders and Kongberg
(a Norwegian shipping company) are work-
ing on an all electric, unmanned container
ship that is scheduled for completion by
2020. That’s about two years from now, isn’t
it? They are keeping close communications
with the Royal Navy and its unmanned tech-
nology. People in the know point to the US
Navy collision record as a rip roaring exam-
ple of human fallibility. They believe that the
best situation is when people are kept out of
the picture. Isaac Asimov might well have
been spot on vis-a-vis robots.

Cummins Marine now uses a 3D printer
with metal alloys to repair badly damaged
cylinder heads. Dr Niyanth Sridharan’s post-
doctoral research created a laser direct metal
deposition 3D printer with sensors for mate-
rial heat and climate temperature to create
“patches” or other materials. This machine
provides the extreme tolerance necessary for
such fine engineering and it ensures that the
cast iron elements do not break.

Sea Life
Since 1950 the world has produced
about 88.2 billion tons of plastic, most of
which ends up in landfills for all eternity.
Unfortunately a monstrous amount ends up
in the oceans and rides the currents. A major
gyre in the South Pacific has become an island

of plastic, going in circles and simply IS. In
July 2017 Charles Moore confirmed that the
plastic garbage patch the size of Mexico does
exist and is caught on a merry go round cur-
rent. Now Upgyres has decided that this isn’t
all as bad as thought. They propose that it can
be profitably recycled using modern technol-
ogy. Using solar powered robots to extract
four tons of plastic per hour, optical sorting
machines can separate the plastics accord-
ing to chemical composition and then can
store these plastics for pick up and recycling.
Don’t you just love it when one person’s
problems can become another’s opportunity!

The horrific 1900 hurricane that
destroyed Galveston, Texas, had winds of up
to 135mph, 3,600 buildings were utterly shat-
tered and the death toll was a gasping 6,000
to 12,000 people. The reason that Texas and
Galveston were so horribly unprepared is
because Washington believed that the storm
was not going to enter the Gulf of Mexico
but turn north and dump New England with
a lot of rain. What is so unbelievable is that
the US Weather Bureau was not allowed to
issue warnings in Texas because the informa-
tion about the hurricane came from Cuba and
the US government refused to accept infor-
mation from such an unreliable source as that
former Spanish colony. The Weather Bureau
could not proffer warnings because Washing-
ton refused to allow them. Aren’t you happy
that politics has improved so much since
those days!

Other Nautical News

Maritime Archeology has became a pop-
ular activity for amateur divers a long way
from salt water. The Great Lakes is a hot spot
for folks who want to play Robert Ballard
without all the financial support or equipment
he has and, better yet, the Lakes have lots and
lots of wrecks. The downside to this activity is
that the largest freshwater entity in the world
is astonishingly cold, incredibly deep and
has zero visibility (I love adjectives). If that
isn’t enough, the Great Lakes can be as calm
as bath water looking, for all the world, like
a huge mirror so solid you feel you can walk
from Duluth to Erie, Pennsylvania, right on
top of it. On the other hand, they can whip up a
storm before you can race from deck to wheel-
house and then sink you like a rock. Think of
the Edmund Fitzgerald.

Wrecks on the bottom tend to be in
fairly pristine condition because of the cold
and the depth. Several ships have been found
in virtually perfect shape. A favorite story in
the Great Lakes regions is about the Christ-
mas Tree boat that came to people on islands
or on the shores where other vehicles could
not provide service. Each December the
Christmas Tree Boat would come to these
outposts with a boatload of freshly cut pines

so that people could have Christmas trees.
These tough and rugged people would line
the shores and docks anxiously waiting for
the boat while celebrating the occasion.

One of the wrecks found was a Christ-
mas Tree Boat with an upright tree still
attached to the bow of the boat. Many of
the sunken vessels were lumber haulers and
this makes them especially valuable. The old
growth hardwood logs are in perfect condi-
tion and very valuable. Getting them off the
bottom of Lake Superior is a prodigious and
downright dangerous chore but the payoff is
exquisite. Alaska may have its Gold Fever
but the Great Lakes regions have their Old
Growth Fever.

Minds continue to blow as technology
exponentially tenders new virtually science
fiction possibilities. Boeing has plans for a
pilotless freighter that is a cross between a
plane and a boat. Being built by Singapore’s
Widgetworks, the Air Fish 8 skims across
the water on an aircushion but with wings
attached it can attain speeds roughly one
quarter of a jet. This unmanned thingamajig
has retractable wheels so it can cross water
and then run up a runway to a terminal. Cur-
rently the weight carrying ability is a miserly
one ton.

Can you imagine a world without
freighters carrying hundreds of containers
that are unloaded at a port, transported to a
rail car or truck and then delivered to any
place in the US? We will have uncrewed
thingamabobs that ride across the waves, run
up to the shore and then cross the US 40’ off
the ground over interstates (no more semis on
the roads). Some kid will control all this with
a joystick sitting on a sofa munching pop-
corn and sipping his Coke. Wild. Crazier, it’s
going to happen before we know it!

Small Boats

Wooden Boat had a fine article on his-
torians’ desire to have Mount Vernon, Wash-
ington’s home, run much as it did during his
Presidency. A proper small replica of a boat
that was used in the 1700s sent scholars scur-
rying though old files. In the day 1.5 million
herring and 10,000 shad ran up the Potomac
River and into the larder at Mount Vernon.
A group of boat builders successfully sub-
mitted a plan for a 21 version of a 30’ flat-
bottomed, doubleended Colonial Military
Bateau. Hand sawing from an oak log they
made planks measuring 21°x12”x2” for the
keel and 16’ cypress planks for the remainder
of the hull. Everything was connected with
clench iron nails and the boat made seawor-
thy with plenty of oakum, pine tar, beeswax
and pine pitch. She was hauled to the river for
her first meeting with water by a pair of oxen.
Almost makes one want to take another trip
to Virginia.
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It’s been miserable here this September.
I know, it’s always hot in September but it is
getting worse, not us getting older or anything.

We went to look at John’s new house-
boat today. He wants a small shantyboat that
he can take when he goes fishing a ways
from home so he doesn’t have to make the
long ride both ways in his fishing boat on the
same day. He’ll tow it, fish and relax in the
evening. He’s been dealing with a crazy old
lady for the last two months trying to see this
thing. I took a picture to show you what John
considers “old lady” stuff. We almost fell
over when she got out of her little car.

He did buy it but I forgot to take a pic-
ture of the boat. Here it is after we got it
home. It’s a Yukon Delta made in Elkhart,
Indiana, sometime in the middle of the last
century. It’s a 25’ tri hull with a 6’ tall cabin
on top. It’s exactly what he was looking for.
It will get stripped down to its bare essen-
tials, cleaned up, repowered, repainted and
will look like a jewel.

Richard’s Scamp is getting its makeup
put on, ain’t this little roller cool. He’s going
to name it Dirty Banana.
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By Dave Lucas

Jim’s Scamp is getting its interior put in.

Wally is almost ready to launch his all
weather commuter. It will have a really cool
breeze blowing through with the Dutch front
door open.

When the horrible hurricane was com-
ing to get us I only brought one thing in from
the shop, Queen Anne’s wheel that Howard
made for me from a 150-year-old red cedar
tree that grew on one of the islands right off
my beach. It blew down a couple of years ago
and washed up on my beach.

Here’s the latest on the Queen. After all
kinds of delays things are finally happening.
It’s been ten months since I pulled her into
this new shop and she should be floating by
now. The area in the back where the mat is
lying is the end of the equipment space. The
hull will be extended for an additional 5’ past
the back you see here. It will contain both of
the engines, the twin 28gal fuel tanks and the
generators (two Hondas, a 2kw and a 7kw).
The center will be open for walking down to
the swim platform and ladder. The dropped
area in front of the mat with the garbage can
sitting there is the bathroom, it’s 6’x8’.

Here’s the view from the main cabin
looking aft. All of the hatches in the floor are
for storage down the middle and access to
mechanicals on the outside ones.

The other view is looking forward to the
V-berth. It’ll have shelves along the sides as
well as the shelf up front. Helen can almost
stand up in it. The berth will have 6” memory
foam mattresses, we’re testing some out with
the seats in Lurlyne. All of the inside walls
are insulated with a cover of /4 plywood
over the foam.



The area over the shelf is the secondary
anchor locker. Up front is the primary anchor
locker that will have an electric windlass and
100’ of /4 chain hooked to a big plow anchor.
I just want to be able to push a button when I
want to drop the hook to take a nap.

Here’s the secondary anchor locker. It is
plenty big enough to hold a 20lb Danforth,
its chain and rode and enough room left over
for other junk. I like figuring out these com-
plicated parts like this or framing in the win-
dows. I get tired of crawling around putting
in fiberglass floors.

Looking through the bedroom window
at one of the captain’s chairs. I was sitting
there figuring out how to make really good
seats for us to endure longs days traveling the
world and the thought flashed into my head
that the most comfortable seats around are
upscale office chairs so we went chair shop-
ping for the best we could find. I'll mount
them on platforms so they can be solid and

still do all of their chair tricks. Needed leather
for wet cloths and such. I had to get them in
advance to get the positioning of the panel
and windows right.

Today was Helen’s 70th birthday so we
went for a boat ride, she’s easy to entertain.

2017
Our 26th Season

Atlantic Coastal Kayaker
224 Argilla Rd
Ipswich, MA 01938
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Fish or Cut Bait

Well, I think the entire Frankenwerke
crew called in sick today. Not even Jamie
the Sea Dog showed up for the morning staff
meeting. Just me, ‘n Tom and neither one of
us were all that enthusiastic either. Dithering
is what they call it. I keep thinking about the
current political aphorism gaining currency
in some of the more pointy headed circles
that I traverse, “When you realize that you’re
in a hole, stop digging!”

Then I start thinking about Chesty
Puller. When he got his arse surrounded at
Chosin Reservoir back in Korea, his idea
was it was a good thing because he could
now attack in all directions. But then he had
all them jarheads. I was all by myself today
and my command presence needed a bit of a
spiffing up, too. Dithering, I tell ya, and feel-
ing surrounded.

The problem centered on which path
to take, much like with Yogi Berra’s famous
quip, “When you come to a fork in the road,
definitely take one.” My problem was that the
“new” trailer wasn’t really ready to recover a
boat from the water. I wasn’t really sure that
if I managed to get MK back through the not
yet shaped supports she could conceivably
tip over while negotiating that damn hill at
the ramp. And the “old” trailer didn’t have
the winch stand, bow chock or keel guides.
Either way I figured it was time to bring the
boat home and continue with this game of
thrones. Still I dithered. Finally I decided
that I would have the best shot with the “old”
trailer. If nothing else, I figured that I could
just put the winch stand, keel guides and a
few rollers back on and be serviceable for the
remainder of the good weather. So I figured,
so we hooked up and went down that hill.
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It woulda been a nice day for a boat ride.
But we had work to do.

Without the guides and stops and such,
we kind of landed crooked. Not too bad. And
then things started to unravel like negative
tongue weight. As I crept up that damn hill I
could hear the hitch trying to lift off the ball.
What a creepy feeling that brings. I figured
it was better to keep going, ever s000000
slowly but keep going. Then it was downhill.
I watched the mooring lines that held her on
the rollers in the mirrors. So far, so good.

But what in the heck was that “klunk...
klunk... klunk... klunk...? The hitch maybe
maybe? As I backed in, one of the trailer tires
just didn’t look right. Hmmmm...

First glance, I wondered how and why
the little hub cap had gone AWOL. Second
glance, the spindle nut wasn’t in the middle
of the hole. Third, well, “Where the hell is
the outside bearing race?” After over 20,000
miles of travelling all over the damn place,
the wheel bearing chose to depart the ship
within a half mile of home. Thank you God!

The starboard side is the one that always
seemed a bit warmer to the touch when I
would check. Never hot, never squeaking,
always full of grease, just a bit warmer. But
the fun was only beginning. That negative
tongue pressure is a fancy way of saying
that the boat would tip over backward once
released from the hitch ball. Not a good thing
for the rudder and the motor and my sense of
equanimity. So I hooked up a chain fall to the
safety chain shackle that has also stood guard
for those same 20K miles and started taking a
load against the towing eye to slide the hull a
foot or two forward. Ka-thwack!

That shackle failed and sent the tackle
flying. Things were getting a bit annoying to
say the least. Now that I look at the results, I
am ashamed to admit that I thought this piece
of hardware store fluff had any chance of
holding anything on behind had the hitch dis-
connected (like it could have with that nega-
tive tongue pressure, for instance).



Anyhow, I had to get things balanced to
be able to get on with it. At that point I didn’t
know (still don’t) if the spindle would be ser-
viceable on this, the “old” trailer. It seemed
time for a bit of decisiveness on my part. |
decided to swap trailers right there in the
driveway. Devil take the hindmost!

Did I tell you that the keel wasn’t sit-
ting properly for any rolling around? Prob-
ably partly why the chain parted under mod-
erate pull. So the rig had to be backed in and
chain falls, slings, crane, jacks, dunnage,
wheel chocks, prybars and such had to be
mobilized. The keel was being mangled on
the roller rails.

This piece of the catacombs shows how
the bottom has never really gotten painted, or
faired, or even inspected regularly. It’s really
no place anybody old enough to know better
should be crawling with a paint brush after an
hour or so to get rigged,

It took about three minutes to shove the
boat over 3”. Then it was time to do the end
for end. The whole time that starboard wheel
was threatening to simply lay over and add to
the chaos. Then it got scary.

That boat weighs over 3,000lbs. The
only way I can get one trailer out from under
is to nose in to the garage door frame where
I have a couple of steel gussets that can carry
chain falls. Robust enough, but never actu-
ally intended for this sort of loading. Prob-
ably OK, I hope.

I figured I could maybe get Alice in
there for part of the pulling and shoving,
but not all. I came real close to upending a
ceiling-high paint shelf unit with the tractor
wheel. Not more than an extra '/>” of maneu-
vering space once in there. So another hour to
rig and cross fingers and pray.

And, then suddenly, it was game time.

Maneuvering those trailers in and out by
hand required periodic assists from the floor
jack to work as a sort of “bow thruster” to
get those tires to slide sideways, along with
12 to maybe 18 hundred pounds of trailer.
The whole time I was thinking nice thoughts
about the Chinese political prisoners who
made those Harbor Freight chain falls and
tow straps being pressed into service as a
travel lift.

Alice did her part but hydraulic fluid was
running past the seals on that little ram whose
day job is to lift the snow blade, not this unbal-
anced behemoth. But like with Chesty at the

Chosin, this was no time for cowardice in the
face of the enemy. Press on, regardless.

After more ooching and mooching, Tom
finally crawled under Miss Kathleen. Nei-
ther one looked all so very comfortable with
the arrangement. Nothing fits yet, not at all.
At least I could finally slow to a more nor-
mal heart rate and sort of begin to figure out
what’s next.

I really coulda used some of them jar-
heads. I'm kinda worried about what is gonna
break tomorrow. “Tennnnn-hutt! For’d harch!”

A Truce, of Sorts

There’s no doubting Chesty Puller and
his boys’ heroics and sacrifice at the Frozen
Chosin, but my analogy slaps me upside the
head for its hubris. That particular chapter in
American warfare ended up back at the orig-
inal line of scrimmage and, I must report,
that after about 12 or 14 hours of grunting,
groaning, pulling, shoving and burrowing; I
am right back where I was about two days
ago. Today was a day of splitting, prying,
lifting, shoving and careening. All of which
would have been possible in about 20 min-
utes if Miss Kathleen was still in the water.
But there’s this upside, if I had continued
to shape stuff and bolt stuff to my original
measurements, it all would have had to come
off once she went back in the water anyhow.
S000000, I’ll declare victory and call a truce,
until tomorrow anyway.

We who think of ourselves as “discov-
ery learners” must be fully prepared to accept
that phrase as a classic oxymoron. My ini-
tial assumption was that the roller track set
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under the stub keel would need to climb by
1'/2” from back to front. So yesterday, before
mounting the boat in the way, I set that track
on a 1'/2” thick piece of cedar. It was bolted
through but my guess was that I could “sim-
ply” split it out with a chisel if it needed drop-
ping back down to the frame.

And I had a similar “plan” with all those
wedges that I ground down and made a com-
plete mess of the place doing it. But now,they
were wedged under the boat and kinda picky
about their place in the cosmos.

Firmly stuck under the boat.

And that was all still copacetic until I
discovered the center of balance with a dual
axle rig is not the same thing as a single. |
hadda move the boat about 2’ forward to get
the requisite tongue weight and, to do that, all
those shapes and shims had to go.

First went the shim under the keel roll-
ers. That took about two hours of lifting and
careening and cajoling.
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Then came the other shapes laboriously
ground on the wide side of those 2”x6”’s. All
those screws had to be found and extracted to
avoid holing the hull. I think of ‘em as frags.

Seems my big bandsaw threw a capaci-
tor about two boats ago, but after initial fail-
ure to find parts for a 75-year-old Delta saw,
I just sort of forgot about it. My midsized
bandsaw needs track tires that never quite fit
when I order ‘em. That saw has been idled
for quite a while, too. My small band saw
from HF is a little wonder but I broke my last
blade the other day and can’t get one locally.
And well, you see resawing a bevel into
these boards just wasn’t a happening thing.
So, after spending a whole night shift making
those wedges, I spent half a day shift break-
ing ‘em out from under the boat.

Then, before beginning the process of
sliding the hull forward on the trailer, MK
slid sideways.

So that’s why mom always said “work
on a level surface.” Well, one set of wheels
was on the driveway, the other slowly set-
tling into the pile of grass clippings that will
probably turn to topsoil in a year or two. The
big shop crane isn’t real fond of working in
a peat bog and threatened to capsize several
times. The floor jack under the keel was simi-
larly prejudiced. But a combo of about five
jacks and good ol’ Alice the tractor got’er slid
back in no more than about two hour’s work.
I backed Alice in and blocked her wheels,
then with a chain fall hooked up to the draw-
bar, we started a tug-o-war. Remember that
old playground game we used to play back in
grade school? “Lift, wobble and skid?” Well,
we played that game for the longest time until
MK’s 3,000Ibs bested Alice’s 2,5001bs and
the tractor had been winched over to the boat.

Don’t ask me why I did it this way,
seemed like a good plan at the time. So the
durn boat was still crooked on the trailer and
hung up on the foundations for the bunks
and that, my friends, is because of that damn
roller track under the keel. Seems it was
going to need about 1'/2” of shimming to get
things working out. Yep, and a stack of wash-
ers or even bored out metal plates stacked up

won’t work because I can’t pull that 67x!/2”
carriage bolt out without the boat being
someplace else. I could have cut a slot in a
stack of aluminum plates if I had a working
bandsaw and enough scrap !/+” plate.

I told you this job is beginning to look
like the last 68 years in Korea. Back. Forth.
Stalemate. Try again. Stalemate.

So, we now have another 1'/2” shim in
place, this time, hardwood. Harder to split,
less likely to compress. Then with a whole
lot of judicious use of jacks and cranes she
finally slid forward to where (I think) she will
need to stay for the balancing act these trail-
ers do on the highway.

There were other “small unit skir-
mishes” and even some pitched battles fought
today. And the best we can report from this
particular foxhole is that there is still tomor-
row. We will likely try the same stuff and ear-
nestly hope for different results. Clausewitz
called it the “fog of war.”

Scared to Death

Oddly, for a guy who has always been
scared of heights, the ab-so-lut-ley last thing
I wanted to be doing this afternoon was head-
ing to the bottom of a certain steep hill. Look-
ing back, it wasn’t such a big deal but when
I started down the hill leading to our launch
ramp with Miss Kathleen just perched on the
inner bunks on Tom Dually’s fore and aft
frame members, I would not have been all
that surprised to have her join me in the driv-
er’s seat. We were lashed with several moor-
ing lines of substantial diameter but I needed
to launch again to be able to invent the bow
chocks. Mostly it was time to stop crawling
under that cockamamie trailer and work from
above. And that, of course, needed the boat
to be someplace else. I already tried that high
wire act with the crane and chain falls. No,
she needed to be back in the water.

And the water happens to be at the bot-
tom of a steep hill. It was damn the torpe-
does, press on regardless time. I had spent
the day shaping the runners that will carry
much of the boat’s weight when carpeted and



smoothed up a bit. It’s a complex curve cut
into red fir 2”x6”s.

A moderately fair curve, but a variable
slope and the majority of it must be figured
in a 5’ tunnel under the boat and behind the
wheels and generally a muzzable SOB to
even see, much less actually measure. Four 8’
boards took about two hours apiece to shape
and tack into place. Everything will be bolted
and secured once I can get a '/2” drill in there
to do the boring.

I couldn’t just mark the boards and cut
‘em later, this is what the boat was sitting on
to go down that steep hill to get to the water.
Like that old kid’s song, “I don’t know why,
she swallowed the fly.” The whole time I was
trying to remember why I didn’t follow Mon-
tana Jim’s advice, it was actually my first
idea of how to do this never ending job. Like
he said, all I had to do was jack the bunks into
place and mount ‘em on metal stanchions.
All I had to do. Plenty strong and a lot easier
all around. Well, that’s not what I did. But I
did do lot of noodling on this and there were
seemingly good reasons for all of this.

It has to do with how a tapered, cam-
bered and rounded shape floats. It also has to
do with how all launch ramps are not created
equal. That,and how we trailer haulers should
“color inside the lines.” Certainly guys who
get paid to do this sort of mental gymnastics
already know how to do this stuff but some-
how the Frankenwerke staff has decided that
I should be able to figure this out, all on my
own. And here we are.

I thought that rollers would push up into
MK’s admittedly super annuated hull with del-
eterious effect so long and shaped to fit bunks
were the Big Idea. That’s not all bad, espe-
cially for a road warrior such as she, bouncing
and jouncing over hill, dale and metropolis.
But one of the reasons the folks of the Roller

School of Thought have been so pervasively
successful is that rollers actually WORK.
Granted, most boats sit passively most of the
time. Most boats take relatively short trips,
float for a while and then return to their nests.
I’'m dealing with a real road warrior that gets
launched sometimes several times in one day
at several different locations. We gotta be
ready for just about anything.

Of course, Tom was specifically
designed to work with ROLLERS. Yep, but
I figured I could make it work anyway, so
that’s pretty much how I ended up creeping
down that horrible hill hoping that the law of
gravity had been modified and the coefficient
of friction doubled, just for my benefit.

And yes. I think it must have been. Now
back into the shop for paint and miscella-
neous stuff that I haven’t thought up yet. I’ll
let you know how it goes from here.

There’s a Tunnel
at the End of the Light

Ever have one of those days when you
started early, were still at it until late and you
really can’t remember what you worked on?
Well this was one of those. There was an end-
less number of '/2” bolts that needed holes
and nuts and washers and ratcheting tight.
The old trailer gave up the tongue extension
that had once been the replacement tongue
that I installed in Lady Bug’s trailer, Quigley,
while parked on the street in Chula Vista, in a
towaway zone as I recall. Quigley died from
metal fatigue brought on by a form of leuke-
mia that only boat trailers contract. The dis-
ease is most virulent in areas of the country
adjacent to salt water. Now a portion of Quig-
ley’s prosthesis from that first emergency sur-
gery is carrying another member (3” steel
square tube) extracted from the remains of
a HF shop crane that the majority of is cur-
rently installed on Alice the Tractor’s back-
side for when we need to lift and drag stuff.

The winch stand from the old trailer
now sits atop a portion of that HF shop crane
stand and that’s all assembled with '/>” car-
riage bolts and 4” squares of 3/s” steel plates
that come from the lumber yard’s dock repair
supplies. The winch stand used to be quite a
bit taller and has been cycled through several
boat trailers. I think it started out on the EZ
loader frame that now serves as the bones of
my going to the dump trailer. That’s the one
when I was painting the wooden floor, box
and rails, I asked Dan at the hardware store
paint department to mix me up some primer
that would cover and be essentially the same
red as the topcoat. Well, Dan’s primer came
out blatantly as pink. Before I got the red on
it I was regularly using it to go to the dump.
Funny, nobody seemed willing to park next
to me where I have to back in to dump my
trash. Wonder why?

The treated 2”x10” is bolted on in a
way that it can slide forward a bit as may
be needed to support the bow roller. That’s
a sort of an unknown right now. I do know
that when the stern of the boat starts floating
and the hull starts rolling off, the bow takes a
plunge. I'm going to have to do a few tryfers
to see just how much of a plunge that is going
to be now and then position that bow chock.

The keel guides made from plastic plate
stock scrap left over from early on Lady Bug
projects, like the mast holder brackets and the
original mast raising gin pole socket/pivot
and even a step that was once inculcated
into Big Ole’s (my peripatetic Chevy van)
back bumper as a step to allow for access-
ing Quigley the trailer’s catwalk system that
allowed me to launch and recover that boat
without getting my shoes wet. The leavings
from all those projects are now more or less
positioned to guide Miss Kathleen's stub keel
onto the center line.
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A valuable book for building any
skin-on-frame canoe, kayak, or rowboat.
Plus the chapter on using willow for ribs
connects ancient techniques with modern
materials and design.

“inspiring...very clear and con-
cise... elegant simplicity...

Iain Oughtred

“...a logical progression...a good
bibliography... and a list of sources”.
Nim Marsh, Editor, Points East

“...graceful and beautiful craft.”
Matt Murphy, Editor, WoodenBoat
Magazine

“Hilary  Russell...has  demon-
strated...how to build a vessel that com-
bines beauty and practicality to a degree
rarely achieved.” George Dyson, Author
of Baidarka

To order Visit
www.berkshireboatbuildingschool.org
plus plans, parts, classes and more
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All of this sits on another refugee from
the scrap pile. The V-shaped projection
should be a dead giveaway, another portion
of another scrapped trailer, another EZ loader
from under another one of those boats that
has passed on through Frankenwerke at some
juncture. Dunno when, where, who anymore.

There’s a beginning of a rattle down
guide chute that will be expanded once we
can get a better handle on the intimacies MK
may show toward frame members, axles and
such when coming and going. The water is
already too damn cold to do any more diving
down and observing so this will be worked
out forensically, examining paint scrapes and
dings mostly. Lots of extrapolating.

The interior fore and aft bunks are all
doubled and bolted together, along with the
shaped pieces that are soooo0o0 easy to just
put my hand on and see and manipulate with
the boat not sitting on them. The outboard
bunks will either be widened, carved, car-
peted or left alone. I think of them as sort of
a set of training wheels that should help keep
MK in her assigned seat while travelling.

There is a very robust frame that hangs
the spring hangers and mounts the box fend-
ers that are about as stiff and substantial as
many of the lighter duty trailer frames I see
on the ramps around the country. Tom is cer-
tainly going to be hell for stout. When this
trailer was masquerading as a hay hauler,
Fred or one of his predecessors welded a
heavy piece of strap across the back. That
had to be partially removed to allow for the
MK’s keel to pass. I left the remainder await-
ing further observation of how things work
both underwater and on the road.

The remaining portions are quite sub-
stantial but also would serve as shin wangers
of the most obnoxious degree. All that had to
be sort of encapsulated (this time with some
of those cedar 2”x6”s that proved too splitty
for the bunk cap substrate.) They will be a
great place to mount some tail lights. And I'm
hatching a scheme to have a pull out stand up
boarding ladder that should hopefully make
quick access to the boat’s cockpit, stow out of
the way and not get in the way while launch-
ing and recovering. Just the foundation for that
invention is present right now but I have the
details more or less drawn on that mental etch-
a-sketch pad everybody here at Frankenwerke
brings to work every day.

One of the first things I can remember
doing today was replacing those hardwood
blocks (shimming up under the keel roller
track) with a stack of leftover leaf spring U-bolt
backing plates, all with convenient holes drilled
smack dab in the middle. I raised the forward
end to 1%/4”. Hope I guessed correctly.

When I dropped my time card in the
slot tonight there was a pile of tools and stuff
scattered all over the floor. I managed to
totally destroy a package of expensive Saw-
zall metal cutting blades on something today.
I nearly wore out a grinding disc on the angle
grinder. There was a stack of !/2” drill bits on
the floor, many of which showed telltale signs
of overheating (usually from drilling through
thick steel that has been “heat treated” with a
weld bead nearby).

Anyhow, if I can sort of bend my fin-
gers in the morning I think it’s finally time
to start covering up some of those rust spots
with paint. Much to do but maybe it doesn’t
seem like such a big job, if I can’t remember
what I just finished.

Denial maybe?




Norumbega Chapter
WCHA

By Steve Lapey

Norumbega’s 2018 Prospector Project moved
ahead at full throttle in mid October when
eight members gathered on a Saturday morn-
ing at the canoe shop to steam bend and nail
on almost all of the ribs. Of the 38 required,
34 went on without a hitch, but four of them
decided to crack or break in the bending pro-
cess and their replacements will be installed
when Jeff Morrill will be here to help. At the
next session we will be able to start tacking the
planking on. As usual the coffee pot will be on
at 8am. Greg O’Brien took some nice pictures,
here are a few of them.

John Fitzgerald, Bill Clements, Jeff Morrill. Doug Deyoe, Steve Hodge, Greg O’Brien, Gary
Amirault and Tom Beckford with most of the ribs in place.

canoe shop to get the first few planks on. Next
Saturday, October 28, we will meet again to
do more planking and the task should be fin-
ished on Saturday, November 4. At that time
the hull will be ready to come off the form.

On Saturday, October 21, we started
the planking on the new Prospector. Gary
Anmirault, John Fiske, John Fitzgerald, Steve
Hodge and Greg O’Brien gathered here at the

SHAW ¢ TENNEY

MAINE CRAFTED SINCE 1858

Makers of the world’s finest
wooden oars and paddles.

Gear and Hardgoods for Life on the Water
800-240-4867 - SHAWANDTENNEY.COM
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So here I am, sitting on this multi tal-
ented port cockpit seat (capable of playing the
roles of shop stool, galley seat and the sofa
on which I would land right after coming in
the front door (or functional equivalent). This
makes it a good place for pondering and for
doing a little retrospective to help in figuring
out the best way of assembling some of these
puzzle pieces I have apparently aquired.

First of all, I’'m remembering that in Part
IX the following thought had occurred to me,
“Are Dancing Chicken and the O’Day Mari-
ner beginning (so to speak) to carry on some-
thing sort of like a symbiotic relationship in
which each will help the other become what
they’re supposed to be?” Strange perhaps,
but true, at this point it seems obvious to me
that, metaporically at least, some such pro-
cess is indeed taking place.

For example, here’s another excerpt
from Part IX: “After church during the pot-
luck I showed it (i.e., one of the arch sections)
to one of the guys with whom I’ve been chat-
ting about the boat project and he looked at it
and said, “You’ve got your design, eh?” and
I realized that I hadn’t mentioned the arch
yet so he was thinking about the design for
Dancing Chicken.1looked at the arch section
and thought, “Wel,l y’know, maybe. Wow.”
I filled him in about the arch project but, of
course, at the same time I was also thinking
that it wouldn’t take much modification for
something like this to be part of the frame for
Dancing Chicken.

Meanwhile the weather was doing what
it was doing right before its brief summerlike
episode, which was making me think I"d bet-
ter start getting ready for anything, and fast.
So that was when [ started “...using Danc-
ing Chicken’s new work table to build the
sections of the arches for the cockpit cover. I
figure that she wouldn’t mind my doing this
since she would undoubtedly agree that it’s a
good idea to try to make sure that the place
where I plan to help her to come to full 3D
reality won’t get scrunched by snow” (me,
Part X).

Then, in the process of this, I started to
see how the Dancing Chicken puzzle pieces
(some of which, designwise, had up until this
point actually been missing, I’ll explain what
I mean by that in a moment) and the arch puz-
zle pieces were beginning to not only fit and
interconnect, but I could almost say to sort of
coalesce. I'll elaborate a little more on that in
a moment, too.

Essentially, while working on getting
Dancing Chicken’s nest (as I referred to the
O’Day in Part X) ready for the expected
weather, I seem to have been simultaneously
developing a design formulation from the
abovementioned puzzle pieces. This means,
for one thing, that as soon as I have all the
arches up (very soon now, I think) two things
will sort of synchronously occur. One is, I
will be able to give Dancing Chicken back
her work table and she and I can resume play-
ing “boat.” The other thing is that we will
then probably have a plan for the frames that
will actually work.

To illustrate this, the next two pic-
tures are of that drawing I made of Dancing
Chicken a while ago, attached to a temporary
work board. Right next to it is sort of a mul-
timedia rough sketch consisting of that draw-
ing with some parts for the arch laid over it.

That the arch pieces are extending
below the line of the forefoot of the chine in
the drawing is partly because I'm consider-
ing lowering that line a couple of inches. This
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Dancing Chicken

A MiniSaga in (?) Parts
Part XI

Copyright 2017 Gloria Sadler Burge

would bring it more to a point which seems
to be a rule of thumb for small craft of this
size, i.e., a point such that the “X” is about 6”
aft from the forward perpendicular and “Y”
is about 6” up from the baseline.

I’m realizing that doing the frames this
way will definitely open me up to hearing the
comment (such as that from my brother years
ago), “She’s absurdly overbuilt.” (I did actu-
ally reduce the size of the scantlings, etc, a bit
after he said that and it was probably a good
thing). However, it looks to me as though it
should work and sturdy is good, right? I like
sturdy. After all, I plan to go out on the water
in this boat.

Meanwhile, here’s that photo I included
in Part IX of one section of the arch and
below it is a Microsoft Paint drawing of a
version of the arch that would fit the curves in
the drawing (I figure that the angles extend-
ing below the curve can probably be sawn
and/or sanded off fairly easily).

I’m realizing that the junctures I drew on
the Microsoft Paint picture should probably
be more angled, as proper scarf joints should
be, but anyway that’s the basic idea (also, I'll
probably get a better idea about the optimal
angles as soon as I get “hands on” with it).
It’s similar to how Phil Bolger drew “Tor-
toise” except that if I build the frame with all

the layers that pertain to it as designed from
the pattern of the arches, it will be an inde-
pendent frame on which I can attach an outer
skin of whatever material I decide to use.
That way, I could pick something very light-
weight and easy to cut and handle.

In fact, I could actually continue with
what I had postulated as a possible plan of
action way back in Part I, "I think I might
build just the frames and then cover them
with something “quick and dirty” and take
her out on the water, not very far... in very
nice warm weather”” Hmmmm. Come to
think of it, how’s that for synchronicity and
congruence and stuff like that?

Here we are, in spite of a few minor
detours, following along the same lines that
were laid out for Dancing Chicken at the
beginning of her saga. Various circumstances
seem to have intersected providentially at
this point to enable several elements to com-
bine to make things more possible, or at least
more obvious, than they were back then.

For one thing, I really hadn’t figured out
a plan that I really liked for the curved parts
of the hull. Of course, there are various meth-
ods for doing that and, of course, I’d turned
various ones of those over in my mind but
none of them really appealed to me enough
so that I really felt comfortable in making
them my final choice. And yes, some of them
may have been easier, too. But one thing I
have definitely decided a long time ago is that
“easy” should not necessarily be selected as
the main preliminary criterion for anything.
And besides, I think that doing it this way
will be fun. Building the arches this way is
fun and if it’s fun I figure maybe it’s more
likely to actually happen.

The word “absurd” also occurred to me.
But have I mentioned that quotation before
with which one of my professors at Houston
Community College regaled us during one
of the classes? Anyway I think it goes some-
thing like this, “He who is afraid to attempt the
absurd will never achieve the impossible.”

Hmmm. Come to think of it, achieving
the impossible doesn’t really sound to me
like part of my goal at this point. And after
all, I guess I figure that I not only “attempt”
the absurd but, at times, I think I possibly
actually achieve it.

Meanwhile, it looks to me as though I
have again found or been given some viable
puzzle pieces. Will I actually be able to sit
down here on my multitalented cockpit seat
next to Dancing Chicken’s little work table
aboard the O’Day Mariner and put these puz-
zle pieces together in a way that will actually
work? We shall see.



Addiction

Last issue I started building a new small
sailboat. The big question is why? I certainly
don’t need another boat. The truth is that I
have an addiction. I have to be building a
boat. It really doesn’t make sense but here 1
am doing it again. In the last 45 years I have
built 76 boats. This one will be #77 and it
will be named the Great 77. The “Great” is
a mockery about its small size. I have built
canoes as small as a wood strip Sairy Gamp,
a copy of Ruston’s 9-footer and as big as 24°.
I built two 24-footers in Al’s shop at North-
west Canoe Company. The boats that I built
at my employers’ shops are not a part of my
76 boat total. Now I am working on #77. 1
call it an addiction. I just can’t help myself,
I just have to have a boat in my shop. You
readers of MAIB may realize that [ am not the
only contributor to the magazine that has the
same addiction.

In the last issue I began building a 10’
sailboat of my own design. After making a
cardboard model to scale, I cut out the pieces
for the bulkheads and side panels and con-
cluded with a photo of these pieces clamped
together to check if this design out of my
head would fit together OK. After seeing that
the parts fit I took this all apart and added
some inwales. These were milled out of some
3/4” square material that had been bundled up
and stored on the canoe rack in my garage. |
have kept these survivors from my shop fire
several years ago. I knew that I would use
them someday and this would be the job that
they would do.

These four pieces are 11° feet long
and 3/4” square, perfect for a 10’ boat. I set
my table saw up to a 70° cut and chose two
pieces and cut off enough material so that in
the walls they would give me flat surfaces to
attach the deck to when I reached that point in
the construction. They got glued and nailed to
the top edge of the side panels. I next notched
the bulkheads so the new inwales would fit.
Then I screwed on the other 34" square strips
near the bottom to the outside.

This was a temporary thing, they
would come back off later. I left these strips
extended past the ends of the side panels
down low. They came in very handy when I
reassembled the parts. The lower strips made
very good places to wrap some ropes around
and pull the sides into place. Things went
together much easier with the ropes. This is
shown in this photo.

With the ropes snugged up I was able to
fit the transoms and everything fell into place.
My plan was to epoxy in the tabs that would
hold everything together permanently. Before
I mixed any resin I wanted to make sure that
everything was square. I used some electric
fence wire (I have a quarter mile roll) to set
up two Spanish windlasses diagonally across
the opening between the bulkheads. I ran these
wires from one bulkhead to the opposite side
of the other. I set up two windlasses diagonally
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In My Shop

By Mississippi Bob

across the space then got out the tape measure
and checked the diagonal distances. I wound
up some on the windlasses until the measure-
ments were the same. Now I felt happy that
things were square and it was time to start tab-
bing everything together.

I had a roll of 3” fiberglass tape (60z
stuff) that I began to cut up into the lengths
of each joint that was being tabbed. I rounded
all the corners and pulled out a few loose
strands on each end. I don’t want all the loose
stuff showing up as I epoxy them into place.
It really makes thing much neater to have
everything pre-cut before mixing any resin.
One joint at a time I wet out the wood and
then wet out the tape on the side of a card-
board box. Then I lifted the tape and placed
it over the joint, centering it as best I could,
then worked it into place with the wet chip
brush that I had used to wet thing out. One
joint at a time and soon everything was
tabbed together.

Why the cardboard box you may ask? I
have learned that the resin from the first piece
soaked through, leaving enough resin to help
wet out all the remaining pieces. I keep lay-
ing each piece in the same wet spot from the
earlier ones. The box also makes a work-
bench at a convenient height to do the work.
I let things harden until the next day and then
removed the wires.

At this point the basic frame is set up
and very light. Time to roll it over so I could
start fitting the bottom. With the frame now
upside down I measured across the bottom
then cut an 8” plywood panel !/2” wider than
the maximum width. This would become
the forward section of the bottom. I now
removed the temporary outer walls so I could
draw the line that would match the sides.

The bottom panel lay pretty flat on the
side panels but I used one clamp at the tran-
som to hold it in place while I marked the
bottom panel. Holding my pencil flat against
the sides, I drew all the way along the under-
side of this panel this gave me a slightly
oversized bottom panel. I turned this piece
over and sawed it slightly more oversized. 1
put the clamp on the bow to make sure that
this plywood section was centered and then
started thinking about how to fasten it into
place so I could roll the boat back upright to
tape the inner seams.

I knew that I could wire tie this panel into
place but I wanted to try something different.
Years ago I had some business that required
that I talk to the late Dynamite Payson. I knew
that most of his boats were tack and tape con-
struction. I asked him why he didn’t use the
stitch and glue method. His answer was sim-

ple, he didn’t like getting blood all over his
pretty boats. OK, Dynamite, that makes sense
so I may try a new system.

I have seen an ad for Chesapeake Light
Craftkay showing them holding the deck
down with packaging tape while the epoxy
cured. OK, that sounds good. I have rolls of
duct tape on the shelf, maybe I could just tape
the bottom on long enough to epoxy and tape
the inside. A photo shows this mistake. Sure
looks like it should work. I used up a roll of
this tape. Another photo shows this done and
I’'m ready to turn things upright again. I set
the sawhorses up so that they were against
the bottom panel and turned the boat again.
Now I was ready to tape the inside seams and
I left to do other duties.

When I returned a few hours later I
found that all the tapes had pulled loose and
the bottom was hanging loose. OK, wire ties
would save the day. The bottom panel was
still being held in place by the sawhorses but
the gaps between the sides and bottom were
much too big to work with so I began to drill
holes and tie thing back in place with some
soft iron wire. The old system worked well. I
did manage drill a '/1s” hole in the tip of my
left middle finger. OK, Dynamite, that’s why
I have a can of Band Aids on the shop shelf.

I fitted a butt block at the end of the for-
ward panel so I could add the last 2’ of the
bottom. One horse got moved to where the
butt block would fit. I had to epoxy the stern
panel to the butt block. I laid some wax paper
on the horse so that I didn’t glue it to the boat.
I put a couple of screws thru the butt block
and into the horse, then I could wire tie this
section also.

I wanted the finished boat to have radi-
used edges so I first did a fillet along the
inside so I would have something to grind
away without cutting through the bottom.
Following this fillet I laid in a section of 3”
tape and epoxied it into place. This combi-
nation gave me a fairly large radius on the
inside so the outside could also end up with
a good radius. The photo shows the inside of
the bottom taped. This photo also show the
location of the butt block.

What to do with the wires you may ask?
I cut the wire off where it enters the bottom
panel, then I heat the other end with a torch
until it is cherry red, give it a few seconds for
the heat to soak in until it softens the epoxy
and then the wires pull out very nicely. This
is where I am as I write this.
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Wood Mast Hoops

All hoops bent from clear, straight grain
oak and laminated for greater strength. Over
50 years of hoop making experience.

Stock sizes 2” 1.D. through 12” I.D. by
'/2” increments. Can be furnished copper riv-
eted or bolted with brass machine screws. Sizes
13” LD. through 24” 1D. by '/2” increments,
all bolted with brass machine screws. Bolted
hoops may be unbolted, installed on mast and
rebolted without removing any rigging. Other
sizes and/or shapes by special order. All hoops
finished with 65%-35% mixture of pure linseed
oil and pure gum turpentine.

Note rule of thumb in ordering mast
hoops: inside diameter of a mast hoop should
be 25% larger than the mast at its greatest point.

Don’t Need Hoops?

Take a Look at
Our Authentic Nautical Furnishings

Mast Hoop Tray
and Coasters

Mast Hoop
End Table
Mast Hoop
Napkin Rings
Mast Hoop
Coffee Table Mgf;cgl?;t)p

Putting that 65%/35% pure linseed oil/pure
gum turpentine finish on a batch of mast hoop
coasters for the upcoming holiday gift season.
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Mast Hoops Are Rolling Out the Door

At Pert Lowell Co. on the Parker River in Newbury, MA

It’s been a big year for Ralph John-
son, proprietor of Pert Lowell Co in New-
bury, Massachusetts. He’s been filling a
record number of orders worldwide for the
traditional wood mast hoops that have been
a stock in trade for the old timey boatshop
since WWII when his late father-in-law, Pert
Lowell, began making them for the US Air
Force for their towed aerial gunnery targets
(see the whole story on the opposite page
from our October 1, 1983 issue). Ralph even
was too busy to accept an invitation to do a
demo of his hoop making at the Sail Boston
extravaganza last summer.

Well, there were some mitigating cir-
cumstances to that invitation. It seems the
organizers offered him a small stipend to do
his demo at the Charlestown Navy Yard dur-
ing the tall ships visit. What an opportunity!

Ralph made the cover of the local Newbury-
port Neighbor this past summer.

But then came the fine print. He could not
bring propane tanks into the yard (a national
historic site featuring Old Ironsides, the USS
Constitution, see “Sail Boston,” pages 6-9) for
heating the boiling water needed to soften the
hoop stock before bending. He could not park
his truck onsite adjacent to his demo setup
(parking anywhere nearby was impossible).

Faced with these obstacles to prop-
erly doing his demonstration, Ralph politely
declined, anyway he had a firm order for 32
30” hoops to deliver to the Spirit of South
Carolina at the event. It seems that the ves-
sel had suffered major damage to its worn
out hoops in rough weather around Bermuda
enroute to Sail Boston and needed replace-
ments to be able to sail home. For Ralph this
was “A bird in the hand...”

The tall ships community has been a
boon to Ralph as they all need correct period
wooden mast hoops and Pert Lowell Co is
about the only game in town (like maybe
buggy whips?). But many owners of much
smaller private yachts hanker for the “real
thing” when they take a look at the plastic
hoops that come stock on their boats. Ralph
is seeing a steady flow of smaller orders for
smaller hoops as a result.

But wait, there’s another side to this
hoop thing. Ralph calls them “Authentic
Nautical Furnishings.” Hoops can be utilized
in a number of decorative ways far from the
beckoning tall masts (see at left), and as I
write this at the end of October with sailing
season over and holiday gift giving looming
ahead, the shop is busy turning out hoops of
all sizes for these potential gifts. Look into
this if you’re looking for affordable nautical
gifts with real character made by New Eng-
land Yankees and not in China.

Pert Lowell Co, Inc,
Lanes End, Newbury, MA 01951
(978) 462-7409
www.pertlowellco.com
pertlowellco@comcast.net



Messing About in Boats, December 2017 — 45



This report is to fulfill the promise made
after building both the Chuckanut 12 and the
Sawfish 12 to compare both on the water. My
objective is not to state which is the “best,”
but to point out the pros and cons of each and
compare them to a known benchmark, the
Wilderness Systems Pungo 12, one of the best
recreational kayaks ever made and one which
we previously owned for about 14 years and
still remains in production. All three are rec-
reational kayaks of approximately 12°x28”.

The morning of June 7, 2017, dawned
somewhat cloudy but with no rain forecast,
so we lowered the Sawfish and Chuckanut
from their garage ceiling hoists to the J-Racks
on the roof of our trusty Subaru Forester,
strapped them down and headed out the over-
head door. We didn’t get far! Even though
our previous plastic Pungos, when mounted
on Thule Stackers, cleared the door openings
with no problem, neither of these boats, with
similar beam measurements, would clear!

I had decided that our Thule Stack-
ers were not appropriate for the fabric cov-
ered Chuckanut 12 as the Stackers pushed
against the fabric in an unsupported area just
under the gunwale, threatening to damage or
stretch the fabric, so I had ordered two sets
of J-Racks from Amazon for $40 to handle
these more delicate boats easily. Unfortu-
nately these racks raised the boat about 17,
thus causing the clearance problem. No big
deal, we just removed the boats, moved the
Forester outside and remounted them.

Chuckanut (foreground) and Sawfish (rear).
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Sawfish 12
Chuckanut 12
WS Pungo120

A Comparison

By Jim Brown

The chosen venue was the Notchy
Creek Wildlife Recreation Area on Tellico
Lake near Vonore, Tennessee, which is part
of the TVA system of lakes and rivers. There
are two paved ramps and numerous grassy
areas suitable for launching kayaks.

The cast of characters: Jim Brown, age
83, 6’37, 220 lbs; Carole Brown, wife, age
78,5’4”, 130 lbs; Tom Brown, son, age 49,
6’27, 195 1bs. Jim and Carole have been rec-
reational kayakers on and off for about 20
years with no whitewater or big ocean expe-
rience, just smooth paddling on lakes or salt
water estuaries of the ICW, and we do not
consider ourselves to be much more than
novices. Tom had paddled kayaks only a few
times before. So we are not expert kayak-
ers, perhaps just typical casual kayak own-
ers. As the day progressed, the slight breeze
increased into a moderate crosswind.

So which will be your choice? It all
depends on who you are and what you want.
If money is no object, the best thing would be
to buy a new Pungo 12, or better yet, find a
good used one. I recently sold our two Pun-
gos (120 and 140) for $800 within hours of
putting them on the Knoxville craigslist. That
was before I realized what new ones would
cost these days. They were 14 years old but in
excellent shape and had always been stored
indoors or under a roof.

If you want to spend less money, like
working with wood, can obtain the marine
plywood for the frames and western red
cedar for the stringers locally for a good
price, like the appearance of craftsmanship
and the unique structure of skin-on-frame
and are agile enough for the more difficult
ingress and egress, go with the Chuckanut
12. I am sure you will be able to build one
that is lighter and for less money than was my
experience. For instance, I had used GCI Sit-
Backer stadium seats in both boats which cost
$27 each and weighed 3-51bs each depending
on mounts needed. Perhaps this boat could be
built in the 30-351Ib range.

If you want to spend even less money,
want the most bang for the buck, want the
lightest of these boats together with good rec-
reational performance
and don’t mind a little
wetter ride due to no
coamings, go with the

Sawfish 12.1 think this boat can be built even
lighter, perhaps down in the 25-281b range.

The consensus of our little group was
that we liked handling and paddling the Saw-
fish 12 better than the Chuckanut 12. The
Sawfish 12 had a 3” deep foam bottom strake
which gave it excellent tracking in the cross-
wind. It also had a neat place to carry a small
Playmate cooler in the bow and a waterproof
storage area under the rear deck for carry-
ing dry clothes or whatever. My Sawfish was
built somewhat differently from Rowerwet’s
instructions as it used four layers of 2” foam
rather than three and therefore had more free-
board than the original.

The Chuckanut was heavier and sat with
the bow high and the stern low, even with the
seat moved 3” forward of the rear bulkhead.
The crosswind tended to blow the high bow
off course. The seat should be moved further
forward. There was no convenient storage area
(my fault as I had mounted foam flotation in
areas that could be used for storage, though
that storage would not be waterproof). Also,
it was somewhat more difficult to dewater the
paddle drippings from the Chuckanut.

So what do we plan to do next? If I
were to build another kayak today it would
be another modified Sawfish 12. 1 have some
ideas for improvements but summer was
a time for paddling, not building, except
maybe on rainy days.

However, a more serious question for
Carole and myself is whether we really want
to do much more paddling. As you might
discern from our priorities, we are at an age
when we are not as agile nor physically able
as we once were, especially me. Other folks
with other priorities might well decide on dif-
ferent preferences from us.

One option for us is to make more use of
our Gheenoe 15-4, with its super reliable Shp
Mercury four-stroke, to explore the many
local lakes. I had bought the 1980 Gheenoe a
few years ago and restored it to like new con-
dition. It is mounted on a galvanized trailer
capable of carrying many times the weight of
the Gheenoe so no overhead lifting required.
Just hitch up and go.

I hope this simple comparison has been
helpful to anyone considering building a
kayak. Of course, there are many other pos-
sibilities and lots of plans are available these
days from sources like Duckworks Magazine
and Messing About in Boats, including every-
thing from gorgeous strip built museum-
grade pieces of art to ultra light designs by
Platt Monfort. A few pix are attached. Happy
building and paddling!

The pair make good paddling companions.
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A shorter edited version of this perspec-
tive ran on October 3 in the Gloucester Daily
Times, the paper of record in America’s Old-
est Fishing Port, in the seagoing business
since 1623. This particular perspective on
our fleet’s daily work bears bringing up here
in MAIB as well. But before bringing you
my original draft of the piece, I'll add some
extensive introductory remarks.

While there are quite a few professional
mariners reading MAIB, for us weekend, and
at best, part timers, bringing up the touchy
issue of pursuing “sinking resistance” is just as
important. On many boats it may only take a
bit of bad luck, a distraction running the boat,
someone else’s error, sudden bad weather to
produce tragedies, whether happening one at a
time or all coming together at once.

There are lots of ways to die on the
water and therefore often a bit or a lot more
to be done to at least keep the boat from
going out from under our feet. The daughter
of a man who died from a stroke while sailing
his 15’ Micro Cat Yawl wrote to us of how
comforted she felt, under the tragic circum-
stances, that the boat he had built to Phil’s
design had fortuitously sailed itself onto a
beach with her father aboard where folks
had found boat and dead skipper. She knew
that the craft had tracked steady and would
have been hard to sink the way he had built
her. Lucky for all that the boat did not test its
sinking resistance through a sharp edged col-
lision below the waterline and, of course, that
she was headed in the right direction during
moderate weather.

Over ten years ago a younger dragger-
man and his one man crew on his steel drag-
ger did not come back from an inshore fish-
ing trip during a cold but quiet January night,
with the substantial craft sinking, possibly
rolled by a tow wire between a tug and a
barge or catching an odd swell with too much
top hamper in the wrong place, or whatever,
speculations abound. Left alone ashore were
a pregnant widow with a three-year-old boy
on her hands, all three now facing life with-
out father. Some voices in the community
expressed frustrations with the Coast Guard’s
response time.

Following upon this catastrophe, more
energy seemed to have been spent on the
elaborate church funeral rituals than ever has
been spent on any waterfront wide discus-
sion to make the working fleet safer by rais-
ing awareness about pursuing a safer boat
configuration belowdecks and developing
best on deck and on wheelhouse gear weight
management practices. To this day there have
been no round tables, no meetings, no ongo-
ing conversations that we’ve been able to
detect. Apparently this is something we don’t
talk about.

A bit over a year ago a sizable wooden
fishing craft began to sink, was assisted and
then towed towards home by another fishing
craft with pumps running and with the Coast
Guard coming to assist as well, getting the
crew safely off her into survival suits and

Phil Bolger & Friends
On Design

Design Column #518 in MAIB
“Coming Back Home
from the Sea”

into the water, but with the owner appar-
ently succumbing to the stress, and then
the boat sinking as the water overwhelmed
the pumps. Dead owner/operator, surviv-
ing crew and heartache all around amongst
families and friends. No survivor forgets
that close call at sea, trauma all around. In
this context, the Coast Guard does all it can
between offering training for properly using
and maintaining survival suits and life rafts
for instance and keeping lifeboats and heli-
copters ready to go 24/7/365.

No boat can be made completely disas-
ter proof, but we can go a long way to make
her more forgiving when we make mistakes
or when uncontrollable events surprise boat
and crew. In our archives, quite a few types
going back to the first designs in 1952 do sug-
gest that builders and owners and our office
may want to explore greater margins of safety
on matters relative to sinking resistance, for
instance. We can always try for more.

I recently saw that draggerman’s young
family at the Fisherman’s Memorial Ser-
vice again late this summer. Stomach turning
realities and survivors, families and friends
related to the more recent tragedy spoke
about their losses. Always a moving, if not
disturbing event. While it is good to see the
resilience of surviving victims, their lives
will be forever altered in a darker way.

Phil and I had repeatedly kicked around
raising this issue, but even around this year’s
Fishermen’s Memorial Service quite a few
locals from different walks of life argued
against even considering such a piece since
there are always new widows, orphans, survi-
vors who have lost a family member, a friend.
Too raw an issue.

But, of course, to reduce the likelihood
of seeing more widows, more orphans, more
lost boats has been the long overdue issue,
if not even obligation. Hence the need to cut
through the passive acceptance of such dark
potentialities, whether as a matter of any
given “that’s how it’s always been in this
fishing cultur,” or worse, indifference if not
knowingly rolling the dice.

Fortunately, through the courtesy of a
resonant newspaper editor, this subject finally
got in local print and no blowback so far.
However, we can’t avoid wondering about
the most recent loss around that wooden craft
going down. On this daily paper’s Op Ed
page there was a generous but ultimately lim-
ited word count possible to make the argu-
ment and thus no room for illustrations but,
here in much heftier MAIB with a most col-

laboratively minded editor, this longer per-
spective is possible, this time with illustra-
tions. Here my draft of the GDT piece:

“On the Working Waterfront there is
never really a good time to talk about folks
dying at sea. Whichever way we have lost
loved ones and friends, the pain and gaping
holes in our lives will indeed be unforgettable
in the worst way. And while many losses are
often unavoidable, so many times we’d still
wish that you could have done something
to perhaps even prevent this horrendous life
altering loss.

The worst nightmare is the sinking of
a boat with all hands. The many thousands
of dead memorialized at our Man-At-The-
Wheel Memorial on the Boulevard died
under all sorts of circumstances, so many
vessels lost with all crew.

As part of our Working Waterfront, this
design office has done the work of designing
boats since 1952. While there are fortunately
no deaths related to our work, the many ways
to not come back home from the sea are
familiar. By design, or just vessel upgrades,
as far as plausible in the given project, we’d
want to minimize the risks of losing lives
at sea. Apart from greater peace of mind
amongst crew and their families, immediate
effects for boat owners should also be lower
insurance rates.

High on the list of priorities of design-
ers, builders, owners, but also crew of work-
and pleasure boats, should be the examina-
tion of what it would take to keep a hull from
sinking to begin with! So, instead of sick
Titanic jokes, what is called for is the stone
cold sober examination of the boat’s struc-
tural materials, geometries, onboard systems,
budgets, timelines and your own ethics:

1. We know that just about all woods
used in boat building since the dawn of man
will float, some better than others, but will typ-
ically stay at the surface of the pond or ocean.

2. We know that most manmade hull
materials won’t float, such as steel, alumi-
num, uncored fiberglass, ferrocement, with
some cored fiberglass laminations possibly
providing at least neutral weight submerged.

3. We know that seawater weighs 641bs
per cubic foot, fresh water 62.4lbs. So if we
want something to float, it had better weigh
less than the given water in which the boat
will be used.

4. Measured per cubic foot, Douglas fir
weighs about 331lbs, mahogany some 34lbs,
red cedar 241bs, meaning that they’ll support
another 25-351Ibs of additional weight easily
before being awash.

5. However, aluminum will weigh
around 1651lbs per cubic foot, meaning an
aluminum hull will sink if wide open inter-
nally when perforated, as will steel at 4901bs.

Apart from being much more sustain-
able, wooden hulls can thus be easier to keep
afloat after an uncontrollable hull breach due
to dramatic collision or just the ignomini-
ous failure of that $3.57 seacock hose clamp.
Why?
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a. We’d add up all the heavier than water
items aboard, such as drive train, winches,
hydraulics, anchors, batteries to figure out
what the actual weight is, that will contribute
to her sinking.

b. Then figure (tediously) how much
wood structure we have in that hull to float
it. If the hull won’t be able to support all that,
then we want to...

c. Consider the addition of closed cell
foam, white, pink, baby blue from the home
center, weighing in at just 1-2lbs per cubic
foot in as many cubic feet as necessary,
located reliably in carefully selected places
belowdecks to give her that additional margin
of error to survive the hull breach to at least
be towed home, perhaps even run home after
enough time for makeshift repairs. Properly
done to not harm the structure, many wooden
hulls can thus be upgraded towards staying at
the surface for comparatively modest money.

Hulls in steel, aluminum and most fiber-
glass laminates will need to have rigorously
built-in compartmentalizing throughout their
hull structure. With enough such watertight
divisions, such hulls can be made to survive
many catastrophic scenaria, like the 47 alu-
minum Coast Guard motor lifeboats down
on Harbor Loop have been tested to. While
these divisions should be integrated dur-
ing design and construction at modest cost,
more involved retrofitting of older hulls still
seems worthwhile investigating in light of
the crushing cost of losing lives.

We can’t fix all hulls and not all own-
ers would care to make their boats much
safer. Actually, many fiberglass production
and custom boats built for pleasure and for
work, including oceanic duty, do not have
this safety built in and they still sell. Even
new Coast Guard rules for the fishing fleet
have apparently no provisions towards hard
built-in sinking resistance of the future fleet
beyond just compartmentalizing.

In contrast, almost 40 years ago this
office designed e.g., a wood composite 50’
x 32,0001Ibs x 1,250sf sail area luxury yacht,
specified and built to be highly “sinking
resistant” via added built-in foam.

The 39° x 8400lbs x 225hp ply-
wood/foam/epoxy/fiberglass patrol boat we
designed for the US Navy and built at the
Maritime Heritage Center in collaboration
with the city, was launched in 2015 with a
substantial amount of what is technically
called hard built-in “positive buoyancy,”
meaning she should remain afloat after hull-
breach, hatches and doors open. Mayor Thek-
en’s test ride that summer was indeed aboard
one of the safer vessels in this port.

We even ran numbers on our 1969
design of the 450-ton heavy wooden 24-gun
frigate replica, HMS Rose, lead actress in
the 2003 movie Master & Commander, and
those suggested that upgrades could keep
that massive structure afloat towards her
50th without ruining her interior with com-
partmentalizing or intrusive piles of foam.

Clearly no need for more regulations! Just
prudent owner choices.

However, this design office won’t
assume responsibility for other peoples’
designs and construction. Similar to the for-
mat here, only informal counsel about the
basics involved would be available and never
for money!

So by the next Fishermen’s Memo-
rial Service in 2018, as fishing and yachting
folks here in America’s Oldest Seaport, we
will have perhaps begun taking increasingly
ambitious steps to reduce the risks for fur-
ther such loss of life. As a matter of our port’s
history, we sure should lead on this. We, of
all people, should reject the dark reflex of
accepting what in quite a few cases could
be preventable deaths! And don’t blame the
Coast Guard when the pleasure or fishing
boat won’t support its crew in the hours of
most urgent need.

Plenty of folks in town have seen this
piece. Next steps would be to indeed orga-
nize a round table on this issue, broadening
awareness of operators, their families and
friends, along with pulling together city and
federal resources to focus on the issue, from
our Harbor Master to the good folks serving
at our Gloucester Coast Guard Station and
the Boat Safety specialists out of the Boston
Base. Of course, nothing of the like may hap-
pen, with the dark acceptance of unnecessary
deaths to continue, but that would suggest
that I’d shut up, which I won’t.

Melonseed

Keep the rail of your
boat from damaging your
oars. Designed for the
skiff, these
raised oval oarlocks do
a perfect job. For a com-
plete catalog of all BRIS-
TOL BRONZE unique
Bronze fittings go to:

BRISTOL BRONZE makes a wide variety
of sizes of Clew Outhauls. Don’t ruin your
sails with the bleeding rust of Stainless Steel.

Bristolbronze.com or
call us at
(401) 625-5224.

For a complete catalog of fittings go to:
Bristolbronze.com
401-625-5224
P.O. Box 101.
Tiverton, R1 02878-0101
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The 50-footer is Design #380, Tonweya, of
1979, a centerboard Chinese lugger measur-
ing 50’ x 13°x2°9” x 1,258sf of sail. To sup-
port “sinking resistance” of her wood com-
posite construction, she was designed to
carry closed cell foam in compartments in
her front and rear quarters to make sure she
could float her near 8,4001bs ballast keel.

Every reader of MAIB remembers the near-
endless discussion of building and testing
Design #681 SACPAS-3/Gadabout measur-
ing 39°1” x 7°5” x 14” x 8,4001bs x 225hp x
25+knots. Beyond being of plywood epoxy
fiberglass construction, she carries closed
cell foam along some two-thirds of her length
in a topsides belt ending forward beyond her
helm station, in her vee nose, under her aft-
cockpit and in her rooftop lamination.

Design #225 HMS Rose of 1970 was fea-
tured just recently in MAIB of March 2017,
in much of her glory of 114°10” x 30’ beam
x 12’ draft x 458 long tons. just not under the
solar/wind power of her 13,000 square feet
of sail. Woodenboat #172 of May/June 2003,
p.104-106, featured Phil’s review of Capt
Daniel S. Parrotts Tall Ships Down, a book
length accounting of how modern replicas
suddenly capsize and sink.

On the occasion of that opportunity to
write on the issue, we had explored a range of
our designs as to what it would take for build-
ers and owners to keep them afloat, includ-
ing Design #225, HMS Rose, between her
massive wooden structure and placing foam
disguised as cargo and cabins mostly in her
hold, we found that we could more than bal-
ance out her 125 tons of ballast. Flooded, she
would not be fit to sail but should stay afloat
at the surface and rolling deep and slow.
Whether repaired and pumped out then and
there or towed to port, she should not become
a tragic total loss.
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Our ‘73 Ford Mustang was not run-
ning right. I took it into a local shop to see
what was wrong (electronic ignition prob-
lem). While I was there a man brought in
his car because the speedometer was no lon-
ger working. After looking into the prob-
lem, the shop manager informed him that he
would have to take the car to the dealership
to have the instrument panel module replaced
as the problem was in the electronics in the
panel and the whole panel would have to be
replaced and reprogrammed (estimated cost
$600). Considering some of the instrument
setups I am seeing on the new boats, I wonder
how long it will be before those in the boat-
ing world will be stuck with the same prob-
lem. Gauge acting up? Replace the whole
panel as we cannot replace/fix the gauge.

The old lubricant spray cans usually had
a stiff, add-on plastic tube to direct the spray
into a small area. Sometimes the tube stayed
in place while the lubricant was sprayed
where it was wanted. Sometimes the tube did
not stay in place and the spray went every-
where. When the can was empty, it and the
tube were usually discarded and a new can
(with tube) purchased. We have a number
of plastic bird feeder “baskets” with small
drainage holes in the bottom. Of course, the
bird food covers over these holes and they
need to be cleaned out from time to time.
Guess what? The small tubes that came with
the lubricant cans have just the right outside
diameter to slide into the holes and clean
them out quite nicely.

The 2016 recreational boating statistics
are out. You can look at the data for your state
as well as nationwide. Florida came in first
in the number of casualties and deaths while
California came in second in the number of
casualties but third in the number of deaths.
The total recreational boating deaths was 701
and the number of injuries was 2,903 out of
4463 reported casualties. Of course, not all
accidents are reported and the count only
includes registered vessels which can lead
to slightly inaccurate data. One time I did
a careful study of the full Coast Guard rec-
reational boating statistics to see when was
the “safest” time to be on the water and in
what kind of boat. The answer was a 14’-16’
foot open boat with a 5-10hp outboard motor
between lam and 4am with poor visibility
and small craft warning (resulted in the least
reported accidents and deaths).

From
the
Lee Rail

By C. Henry Depew

I am not sure that a 12volt battery that
weighs over 150lbs is desirable for recre-
ational craft. Of course, with cold crank
capability of over 1,000amps such a battery
might be desirable in some locations/seasons
(wintertime?) and the ability to replace a
weak or bad cell at the dock (or on the water)
could also be beneficial. If interested in more
information, take a look at <www.rollsbat-
tery.com>.

Sailors use safety harnesses and tethers
connected to jacklines on the boat in rough
seas. Sometimes the equipment fails or some-
thing else goes wrong and the sailor is swept
overboard. One of the potential problems with
tethers is that the length needed to get to vari-
ous parts of the boat is longer than needed
to keep the sailor onboard so the sailor gets
dragged alongside the boat when he goes
overboard. Commercial seamen have the
same need for tethers in some conditions and
one solution is the adaptation of a traveler car
to a rail that allows the seaman to move about
the vessel and still be attached to the ship.
Look at the mainsheet traveler system on most
medium to large sailboats and you will get the
idea. Instead of a block, the tether is attached
to the traveler car and moves along the trav-
eler rail with the sailor/seaman. Of course, a
special run of the proper size rail is needed on
both sides of the boat and the traveler car to
make this work. But the removal of the jack
lines would be one less item to trip over in the
dark or in rough weather.

For those of you who read the above and
say, “But I have lifelines and stanchions to
keep people onboard,” be advised that people
have been washed between the life lines and
stanchions are known to fail under load. In
fact, my boat partner lost his footing and took
out one stanchion and bent another in rough
seas. He stayed onboard but we had some
repair work to do when the boat was back at
the float.

If you have inflatable PFDs, you may
want to check with any airline you may use to
make sure they will accept the CO, cylinders
that go with the inflatable. It seems that some
airlines will allow the cylinder in the bag-
gage and some will not. In other cases they
can be in the carry-on (will be inspected by
the TSA people) or not depending on the air-
line. It might be easier to purchase an inflat-
able online and have it shipped to your travel
destination timed to arrive when you do.
Some of those who scuba dive run into the
same type of problem with their air tanks and
ship them via FedEx or UPS to where they
are going. If you use the ordering or shipping
approach, it is a good idea to have a desig-
nated recipient at the other end who knows
the material is coming and will hold it for you
once it arrives.

Many years ago, we had a sailboat race
from Shell Point to Dog Island (northern Gulf
of Mexico below Tallahassee, Florida. In past
years we would sail around Dog Island and
back to Shell Point. This time we decided to
race to Dog Island and spend the night and
then have a second race back to Shell Point the
next day to avoid the rounding of Dog Island
(and the narrow Intracoastal channel on the
bay side) at night. It was a great race over and
everyone had a good time at the party. We all
anchored our boats and went to sleep.

However, it became windy overnight
and about 2am one boat’s anchor started
dragging. Of course, it was upwind of most
of the anchored boats and the late night
became a frantic time of fending off the boat
as it came into the anchored fleet. The boat
was secured and no one was hurt and none
of the boats damaged. But the failure of one
anchor to hold caused a lot of anxiety before
it was over.

This event came back to mind as I read
about boats damaged by storm wind and high
water resulting from the hurricanes that came
through Florida this year. A number of boats
were damaged/sunk because one or more
boats in the marina came loose and started
drifting. Unlike our situation at Dog Island
(plenty of people available), in these cases,
everyone had gone to high ground and there
was no one to do anything about the drift-
ing boat(s). Even if your boat is well secured
for storm winds and water, what about those
around you and how much insurance cover-
age do you have in such a case?
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Builders of the famous Town Class sloop
in wood or fiberglass as well as other
custom traditional wooden boats since
1934.

Mast Hoops

Mast Hoop Fasteners - Sail
Hanks - Parrel Beads -
Wood Cleats - Wood Shell
Blocks - Deadeyes -
Bullseyes - Custom Bronze
Hardware

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

Builders & Restorers AREY'S DOND
Cape Cod’s

Sailing Headquarters

& Wooden Boat Center

C. Stickney Boatbuilders Ltd.

15 Wiley's Corner Rd. St. George, ME 04860 *Established 1951*
207-372-8543 Proud Builders of
9,
Custom Wooden Boat Arey’s Pond Catboats

Building & Restoration

14’ Cat — 16 Lynx Cabin
16’ Lynx Open — 16° Launch
18’ Daysailer
20° Cruising Cat

10/6” Yacht Tender Elegant 21’ Launch

K Traditional Elegance
E-mail woodboats@msn.com All boats built to the highest standards.

Blog Hulls are wood or fiberglass with
http:://blackguillemot.wordpress.com/ teak or mahogany trim.
Solid bronze hardware,

Sitka spruce spars.

Brokerage Boat Sales
APBY Sailing School
Mooring Rentals and Storage

Box 222, S. Orleans, MA 02662
(508) 255-0994
www.areyspondboatyard

Wooden Boats Built to Order

Row, Power, or Sail — Phil Bolger Designs
Bare Hulls, Complete Boats
Lumber Yard Skiff Plans,

Shoal Draft Our Specialty
Check Out My Website

www.oldwharf.com

Or Give Me a Call at (508) 349 2383
Walter Baron, Boatbuilder
170 Old Chequessett Neck Rd, Wellfleet, MA 02667

ARCH DAVIS DESIGN

Penobscot 13 sailing
and rowing skiff,
little sister to the

well known
Penobscot 14.
Glued lapstrake
construction.

Launched September 2012 12°97x4°3”.

www.haddenboat.com

120pounds.

Call or e mail Rowing version
Arch Davis at 207 930 9873 $4,450.00.

archdavis @myfairpoint.net
37 Doak Rd. Belfast, ME 04915
www.archdavisdesigns.com

Sailing rigs available.
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Hansen & Company
Builders of Practical & Impractical
Boats
Gloucester Gull Dories & Other Small Boats
www.hansenandcompany.blogspot.com
Dennis Hansen 207-594-8073
P.O.Box 122 dgehansen@myfairpoint.net

Spruce Head, ME 04859

YOUR AD HERE
$6 / ISSUE

maib.office@gmail.com

Unique Wood-Strip
3 Performance, Sea Kayaks

Kits, Plans &
Finished Boats

Send $3 for a catalog to:
Nick Schade
Guillemot Kayaks
54 South Rd.
Groton, CT 06340-4624
ph: 860-659-8847

Plans & Kits
i nrandtes/ Designs by Platt Monfort
A\.&.?./.v YRR NG
STUDY PLANS BOOK $4.95

INSTRUCTIONAL VIDEO $19.95
NOW ON DVD ALSO

Monford Associates
50 Haskell Rd. MA, Westport, ME 04578
(207) 882-5504

http:/fwww.KayakPlans.com/m

4
Mo

<gaboats.com> J

PIACE YOUR
ADVERTISING
FOR
PLANS & KITS
HERE
$18/Issue

maib.office@gmail.com
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TOTO

13* x 30” DOUBLE PADDLE CANOE
TAPED SEAM PLYWOOD
NO JIGS - NO LOFTING
$15 PLANS
$1 INFO ON 18 BOATS

JIM MICHALAK
1024 Merrill St, Lebanon, IL 62254

WESTON FARMER

defining specs, plans, contents, prices, etc.

WESTON FARMER ASSOCIATES
7034-D Hwy. 291, Tum Tum, WA 99034

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

READ & ENJOY A WESTON FARMER BOAT STORY. We have 20 article reprints on small
boat designs 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.

H.H. PAYSON AND COMPANY

Plans ¢ Patterns ¢ Articles * Books
Instant Boat Series * Downeast Dories * Model Building

Visit our website @ www.instantboats.com
Call, write or email for information or help with your project.
H.H. Payson & Company
PO Box 122
Spruce Head, ME 04859

Going forward in the spirit and tradition of Dynamite Payson.
Just Do It!

Dennis Hansen Boatbuilder 207-594-7587
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Supplies

Atlantic White Cedar

Custom cut to your specifications from our own
logs which we bring up from Florida. Lengths up
to24°.

Cypress and other species available upon request.

Woodcraft Productions Ltd.
P.O.Box 17307
Smithfield, RT 02917-0704
Tel (401) 2322372 » Fax (401) 232-1029

YOUR AD HERE
$30 / ISSUE

maib.office@gmail.com

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

Call or write for info.

J.D. ENGLAND CO.
1780 Remlik Dr., Urbanna, VA 23175
(804) 758-2721

DUCKWORKS

BOAT BUILDERS SUPPLY

« plans

« hardware

« custom sails

« epoxy/supplies

« sailmaking supplies

« tools and MORE
low prices, fast service

www.duckworksbbs.com

Messing About in Boats, December 2017 — 55




DN =

456 Fuller St.
Ludlow, MA 01056-1309

YOUR AD HERE
$12/Issue

maib.office@gmail.com

RAKA Marine

www.raka.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 includes many weights of standard 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 fom 9am to Spm Monday to Friday. Write or call us
or see our internet site for complete info and prices.

3490 Oleander Ave., Ft. Pierce, FL 34982-6571
Ph. (772) 489-4070 — Fax (772) 461-2070

I

,_/ - ;ﬁ}.,l Small Craft
V[ Salils

el

=Sew Tec

A'n_y Sail , Traditional to High Tech,
to 100 sq. ft.
Re-cuts , Repairs & Custom Canvas Work
In business since 1990 - sewtec.us

sewtec@hughes.net - 850-773-7929

56 — Messing About in Boats, December 2017



CLASSIFIED MARKETPLACE

BOATS FOR SALE

‘86 Sarasota Cat, a true reproduction Beetle Cat,
fiberglass w/flotation, new North sail, new running
rigging, fresh paint & varnish, trlr, in gd cond. Ask-
ing $5,000. Will consider delivery. Located central
west coast of FL.

GLENN OSOLING, Tarpon Springs, FL, (727)
512-4245, gosoling@iCloud.com (1)

Robb White Rowboat, the Frank Jarrell boat,
16°x68”, 1251bs. Old growth heartwood tulip pop-
lar glassed inside & out. This boat appears on his
website and is described in #160 May/June 2001
WoodenBoat magazine. Trlr & 2 pr Shaw & Ten-
ney oars made for this boat. $5,000. More info at
camperbob@Att,net.

BOB JARRELL, Cobb, GA, (229) 942-0670,
camperbob@Att.net. (1)

LFH-17 17’ Rowing Skiff, designed by L. Fran-
cis Herreshoff, built by Najjar. Glued lap ply &
completely epoxy encapsulated. Sliding seat &
fixed seat. Spoon blade oars. Removable caned
passenger seat. $3,000 or trade for 12’ ultra-light
solo Packboat

JOHN, (585) 217-8778, jernst1080@gmail.com (1)

Concordia Beetle Cats (2), both can be sailed as
is but really need cosmetics. 71 restored ‘04(?)
by IYRS, $3,000. *78 unrestored, $2,000. Both to-
gether, $4,000.

BOYD MEFFERD, Canton, CT, (860) 693-4811. (1)

Adirondack Guide Boat, black hull, cherry trim,
sliding & stationary seats. Custom fitted trlr. Cus-
tom boat cover. All in exc cond. $3,800. Located in
Kentucky. To see more photos go to saslyter.com
STEVEN SLYTER, (502) 479-9200, steven@
saslyter.com (12)

CLASSIFIED ADVERTISING
INFORMATION

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

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

Non-subscribers and commercial busi-
nesses may purchase classified ads at 25¢
per word per issue. To assure accuracy,
please type or print your ad copy clearly.

Mail to Boats, 29 Burley St, Wenham,
MA 01984, or e-mail to maib.office@gmail.
com. No telephone ads please.

‘89 Nimble 24 Canoe Yawl, shoal draft trailera-
ble, Tropical Version (deeper keel, 30” draft, no
obstruction to flat cabin sole). A quality boat, well-
equipped, in gd shape, in regular use, presently at
Willsboro Bay on Lake Champlain. Gd trlr with
sliding tongue extension for surer ease in launch/
retrieval. Winter cover. Offered to MAIB readers
at a special price considering we are (some of us)
cheap: $5.400 firm for a while. Price goes up $200
a month starting now. It’s advertised elsewhere at
various prices, all whimsically low.

MASON SMITH, Long Lake,NY, (518) 624 6398.(12)

26-1/2° 1912 Wilbur Morse Friendship Sloop,
Venture is an original “Class A” Friendship Sloop
built & designed by Wilbur Morse in Friendship
Maine in 1912. She was initially a working lob-
ster boat out of Boothbay, & has been sailed for
recreation since at least 1944. She was completely
rebuilt in 1971 by Jarvis Newman & Ralph Stan-
ley in Southwest Harbor with white cedar over
oak frames & silicone bronze screws. 1976 Volvo
MD6A 10hp Diesel engine fully rebuilt in 2010. In
1955 she was featured in the movie of the musical
“Carousel”. She was also illustrated in an article on
Friendship Sloops in Nautical Quarterly #5, 1978,
& in WoodenBoat by Joseph Gibbons, 1991 (pp 86,
87). She is in good condition & located in Beverly,
Massachusetts. $15,000 or best offer.

BILL FINCH, owner, (978) 922-4950, cell (978)
998-9021; broker KATHE WALTON, Newman
Marine Brokerage, (207) 244-5560, email: info@
jarvisnewman.us. (1)

13’ ADK Guideboat, ribs laminated spruce, pine
planking, cherry trim, cherry oars, yoke, paddle,
floor rack. Inside natural, outside blue.

DONALD GILLESPIE, Adams Cntr, NY, LMSG-
315-232-9616. (12)

GEAR FOR SALE

MARINE EPOXY. No blush, no sanding, low
viscosity, flexible, easy to use 1:1 mix. Silicon
bronze fasteners, fiberglass, flotation foam. Web-
site: www.clarkcraft.com. Free How To Catalog.
CLARK CRAFT, (716) 8732640, e-mail: clark-
craft@localnet.com. (5)

‘11 Mercury Sea Pro 25hp O/B, 2-stroke, long
shaft (207), tiller steer. Upgraded to 30hp, low
hours, new water pump impeller in 2016. Motor
runs. $500 with tank. Located in Ocens County,
NIJ.

DANE MARTINDELL, Manchester, NJ, (732)
657-5135 (lv. mess.), danemartindell@gmail.com
12)

British Seagull CPC, ‘63 w/new engine block &
rings, etc, long shaft, clutch, runs very well, $500.
Minnkota Riptide RTSSS, remanu-factured, 42
overall, 32” transom to motor, salt water, 12V, used
once, $350. Buy both & stand incl free.

DAVID KELLAND, Lexington, MA,
(781) 861-8981.

There ia nothing— absolutely nothing—
half 0 much worth deing 1,?_

TE=TONNTT

n-’mply messing about in boats.

Famous Quotation & Illustration
from The Wind in the Willows

Join us in expressing Ratty’s sentiment to the
world. Tee Shirts, Long Sleeve Tees, Sweatshirts,
and Tote Bags. Order on-line or by mail. Visit
www.messingabout.com for more info or to print
an order form.

THE DESIGN WORKS, 9101 Eton Rd, Silver
Spring, MD 20901 (301) 589-9391 (voice mail only)

BOOKS & PLANS FOR SALE

BOAT KITS PLANS PATTERNS. 200+ de-
signs on our website @ www.clarkcraft.com. Free
How To Booklet.

CLARK CRAFT, (716) 8732640, e-mail: clark-
craft@localnet.com. (5)

IMAGINE THE PRIDE YOU’LL FEEL on the
water in a boat built with your own two hands.
Send $9.95 for Book of Boat Designs describing
300 boats you can build.

GLEN-L, 9152 Rosecrans Ave, Bellflower, CA
90706, (888) 700-5007, www.Glen-L.com/MA
(online catalog) (12)
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Give

Christmas 6ift
Subscriptions
to pour friends
who mess about
in boats...

It’s a gift that keeps on com-
ing all through the year!

To order, complete as many
of the order forms at the
right as you need (or copies
of them) and send them to
us at the address below
with your check for $32
(U.S. only) for each gift
subscription order. If you
prefer to pay by credit card,
you may do so through
www.duckworksmagazine.
com for $36.

We will mail out gift
announcement cards in
time for Christmas deliv-
ery if we have your order
in our hands no later than
December 15, 2017. If you
wish, we will send the
announcement cards direct-
ly to you if you prefer to
personally deliver them.

All gift subscriptions will
begin with the January
2017 1issue unless you
specify othewise.

m@@suag
abewt in

BOATS

29 BURLEY ST., WENHAM, MA 01984 (978) 774-0906

GIFT SUBSCRIPTIONS ORDERED BY:

NAME:
MAIL ADDRESS:
CITY:

STATE: ZIP:

GIFT FOR:

NAME:
MAIL ADDRESS:
CITY:

STATE: ZIP

GIFT CARD SHOULD READ FROM:
[ ] SEND ANNOUNCEMENT CARD TO ME

GIFT FOR:

NAME:
MAIL ADDRESS:
CITY:

STATE: ZIP

GIFT CARD SHOULD READ FROM:
[ ] SEND ANNOUNCEMENT CARD TO ME

GIFT FOR:

NAME:
MAIL ADDRESS:
CITY:

STATE: ZIP

GIFT CARD SHOULD READ FROM:
[ ] SEND ANNOUNCEMENT CARD TO ME
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Shiver Me Timbers zy: zosert 2 summers

Family Boating
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