






























































In spite of her sixty-five years " Lmina” was a thoroughbred, beyond question

Old Emma Comes to Barnegat

And the Crew of “Postscript” Prepare to Take Up a New Form

of Yachting in Keeping with the Times

By F. SLADE DALE

ARNEGAT BAY is essentially salty, and it be-
longs to the sea as much by tradition as by the
never-ceasing How of its tidal waters, Over the

breaking bar of its inlet many a vessel has chanced her
way into shelter sinee the days of Henry Hudson, and
although history tells us that this worthy explorer him-
self took but one brief look at the breakers on the bar
and then headed the Half Moon offshore again with all
haste, humbler sailors eame in his wake to conquer the
surf and make Barnegat their home. So down in the
lower end of the bay, near the inlet, the baymen are
salty by nature, born in the sall meadows with the boom
of the surf in their ears.

But farther up, where Peter Jenness and I got our
start, and developed a weakness for old hulks, around
Bayhead, Kettle Creek and Metledeconk River, the
water isn't quite so salty, and the baymen are only
brackish too. Indeed, if it weren't for the vivid imagina-
tion and glib tongue of every true Metedeconker many
of the upper bay's recognized salts would never have
acquired their seagoing reputations. But swapping
varns is a highly developed art in Barnegat’s head-
waters, and by the time he's sixty nearly every Metede-
conker has talked himself into enviable standing as an
old sea-dog, even though his only offshore expericnce
was pound-fishing off the beach,

Up until a few years ago you could drop into Hulse's
general store almost any winter’s evening, "way up the
sheltered river, and listen to deep-sea thrillers that
would make you seasick — for the Metedeconker begins
his tale where Captain Voss leaves off. Being fresh-
water salts ourselves, Peter and 1 used to listen to these
colorful tales year after year with all the rapture of
which small boys are capable. We enjoyed them all, and
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we didn’t try to distinguish fact from fiction, nor ask
embarrassing questions when o particularly thrilling
incident, which we had come to know by heart, was
recounted with glaring diserepancies from time to time,
We grew to love the old boats which we heard so much
about, and we gloried in their triumphs over the ele-
ments. We gave rapt attention to the valiant Metede-
conker whose skilful hand brought his wvessel safely
through it all — and not a little thanks to providence
for sparing him so that he could tell us all about it.

We had our favorite stories, of course, and one of them
was Uncle Charlie Loveland’s tale aboul o pooping sea
that all but swept his vessel clean. This was a vivid
yarn about a deckload of green water and railroad ties,
and it required unusual exertion in the telling; often it
was hard to gel Uncle Charlie launched upon it. Bul let
somebody spit gencrously on the red-hot stove at just
the proper time, and the next moment you'd hear Uncle
Charlie starting in to tell about the big sea that hissed
just like that under the stern of the Annabelle— only
louder.

With a background like this it was only natural that
we should begin to lead fantastic lives ourselves, and
when we went sailing in the summer time we weren't
just two boys sailing our sneakboxes; we were lordly
captains of vessels made famous by the red-hot stove of
Metedeconk., Over and over again we sailed the old
Pauline up the bay in a howling northeaster, with fifty
thousand hard eclams on deck and nary a one washed
overboard. We drove the Jessie (. against a green-eyed
souther and put her across the bar in the Mud Channel
with less than three feet of water on it, and she drawing
every bit of four. We scuttled the Celestine off Brigantine
to quench a fire in her hold, then patehed her up, bailed




her out, and sailed her into port on time, and never got a
drop of water on the cargo. When we began to sink in
the old Harriet 8. Brooks off Sea Girt Light in 1866 we
set her down on the beach at the top o’ high water, and
so gently that we never cracked a timber; and we cursed
the cook for being a fool and breaking an ankle when he
jumped to the hard sand.

All these things and countless others we accomplished
in our sneakboxes in the summer time, after winter re-
hearsals around Mr. Hulse's stove. We decided that all
old boats had heroic pasts in keeping with Metedeconk
traditions, and we soon acquired warped ideas about the
virtues of every old hulk which we came upon. Even
Captain Dorsett's old hay schooner up Beaverdam
Crick took our fancy for a scason or two, and it was our
ambition for a long time to fix her up and sail her around
the Horn — a dangerous part of the coast which we
knew lay somewhere south of Barnegat, probably below
Atlantic City.

But for all our love of the bouncing Jessie ., the
flaming Celestine, the gurgling Harriel S, Brooks, and
Captain Dorsett's Rosamund, it was the Emma C.which
we especially revered. As fine a little smack as ever
worked the banks, we had heard them say, with more
than her share of seagoing virtues. If the performance of
our sneakboxes was particularly praiseworthy on a
windy day it wasn’t in them that we went sailing home
that night, it was in the Emma C. herself, all dry and
comfortable just like your own parlor. But where she
hailed from, or what she was, or where she was built, we
never knew; she was just a name around the Metedeconk
stove. But she was a wonderful vessel of course, for
Captain Joe Tilton had been her skipper, and Captain
Joe never went to sea in anything but the best vessels
afloat; he said so himself.

Then gradually the years began Lo deal harshly with
our idols of Metedeconk and we found ourselves explor-
ing new secas, with only vague memories of such com-
panions as the old Pauline and the Jessie . Uncle
Charlie Loveland, Captain Joe Tilton, and the Emma C.
all secemed to grow indistinet together, and like Santa
(Claus finally disappeared enlirely over the horizon of
our realistic world. We were left disillusioned, with a
growing suspicion that we could never find a yacht
capable of doing everything that real Metedeconkers
might expeet of their boats. We knew that some day
we'd have to find an old fishing smack or a cargo vessel,
or some sort of venerable hulk that could live up to the
traditions of our boyhood days. We'd be on the lookout
for some kindly old ship in which we could round the
Horn again with Unecle Charlie and Captain Joe, even
though we might have to do it all at anchor — or hauled
out on shore beyond the reach of hungry worms and
seeping water.

+ - +

More recently, in the fall of 1931 to be exact, Peter
and I found ourselves possessed of a modest surplus of
capital.

“We might put it in the bank,” we considered.

“Or buy an old boat somewhere.”

“ Maybe we should buy some good stocks or bonds,”
said [ thriftily, thinking of the bargains in Wall Street.

“No use taking a chance,” countered Peter, ““we
might as well blow it in on an old boat that we know
isn't worth anything!”’

So, having sold our Postscript the year before, with
the thought that even a small yacht might prove a
burden in a year of depression, we now found ourselves
distastefully marooned without a boat, and we concluded
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that we'd have to find an inexpensive substitute. We
therefore donned our shabbiest clothes, dumped our
duffle bags into the rear seat of the rustiest Ford in
Ocean Countly, and set out with only eleven dollars
between us — a state of affairs that would obviously
impair our credit amongst strangers and prevent our
laying down a deposit on the first nice old boat that we
might run across. We had had our unguarded moments
of enthusiasm in the past.

We set our course north and east for the coast of
Maine, and resolutely ignored Boston and Gloucester
on the way. A Gloucester schooner might make a good
ship for us, we thought, were it not for the fact that the
type has a wide reputation to be lived up to, and we had
no desire to be the lowly erew of a touted ship. What we
wanted was a kindlier vessel that would welcome a bit
of inexperience at the wheel, and that would just sigh or
creak gently when we did something wrong in a crisis.
None of these boats for us that take charge of things at
every opportunity!

To be sure, we gave fleeting thoughts to other boats
that we had met in our travels, but nothing that we had
known seemed to fit completely into the sentimental
background of our Metedeconk memories, We could
appreciate the qualities of a bugeye, for instance, if for
no other reason than because it hailed from the glorious
Chesapeake. A Pamlico Sound oyster dredger had a
ramshackle charm for us too, but this was getling away
from the sea and didn’t meet our mood any better than
the modern oyster fleet in our own South Jersey waters.
The cargo schooners and sponge sloops of the Bahamas
had attracted us in their native waters, but they needed
sheltering keys and obliging weather to make up for the
shorteomings of doubtful hulls. The buoyant spongers of
Tarpon Springs left recollections of beam and frecboard,
lively sheer and gay Greek paints, but two Melede-
conkers couldn’t enjoy sailing a boat with a name on the
bow which scemed to spell *Restaurant” in a forecign
alphabet. We were ready to concede something, how-
ever, to Greek boatbuilding artistry, and we decided
that our yawl-boat would be a Greek sponge dinghy
with red, blue, and yellow stripes around it in place of a
cotton rope. But what form the hull of our ultimate ship
would take depended on what we might find in Maine.
We knew that many an old vessel retreated there (o
spend her Jast days.

On a few controversial specifications, such as keels and
centerboards, and auxiliary motors, our minds were
already made up. But the matter of rig we were willing
to leave to fate, for it has never made much difference to
us whether the inaceessible reefpoints on the end of a
main boom were those of 4 sloop or a schooner. In pass-
ing up the benefits of an auxiliy motor we felt we
would be justified by any one of a dozen reasons, the
most obvious in our case being that no Metedeconker is
ever in a hurry to get anywhere. And if time is no object,
of what use is o motor?

But it would be a little more difficult to expliain how a
fresh-water salt who had practically grown up under
the tarred whiskers of Barnegat’'s Commodore Crabbe
— and who was apprenticed aboard the Alice under the
shoal-draft tutelage of Henry Howard and Commodore
Munroe — could ever be found at the helm of a boat
with a keel. I shall attempt no explanation exeept to say
that when about to be spliced to the end of a centerboard
fall for life, Peter and I suddenly became involved in
the development of Postseript, and ignored all our carly
training in a desire to make sure that the new ship
would stay right side up a greater proportion of the
time than our sneakboxes had done.




So we went on our way to Maine to look for a pic-
turesque old boat with a keel, but we knew it would
have to be a shoal-draft keel in order to float over the
bar at Barnegat Inlet, and we told ourselves that this
being the case we might still get the blessings of (lom-
modore Munroe, Skipper Howard, and the Shellback
of Barnegat.

Our search was a long one, and discouraging too.
Maine's coastline seemed endless, and at first we thought

questioned fishermen while they baited their trawls and
patched their lobster pots. Waterfront housewives
dropped their washing, dried their hands, and put us on
the trail of likely vessels. Dogs barked at gates and
brought men outl of barns, and children told us where
to look for their grandfathers. Everybody was helpful,
and almost without exception knew of a boat somewhere
that was just the thing we were searching for. But in
each case the particular gem in question proved to have
just. burned up, or it had been converted,
abandoned or destroyed; or the worms had
gotten there ahead of us. Always we were
assured that just a few miles further there
were a lot of good vessels, ““There’s some
sloops at Camden.” “You'll find her at
Cutler.” “She was tied up at Machias.” But
as we gol further and further east we began
to hear of more and more good vessels in the
west, and we finally realized that it was all a
mylh; the old boats were gone and we were a
few years too late. We stopped at ISastport
to let the Ford cool off, while we pondered
dismally on our prospects.

And while we were pondering over our
problem, three fishermen, miles away in
Jonesport, with a box full of oakum and

In spite of “Fm-
ma's"" shallou )
n"raﬂ'. her wndor- -
f)f)f{\‘ nwas SI”J"H"]\' %

o
P
e ———y

o
-

Photo by F. W. Tupper

.

“limma” has a
solied backpround

of tradition

“'.I"r.'u'. she was a
Lietle helel veithout
her topmuasts™

that its supply of boats would be unlimited
too. But if we were light-hearted and confi- 3%
dent in the early days of our hunt we soon
grew apprehensive; the old boats were suffer-
ing an astonishing mortality and the modern
ones with their cut-down rigs and powerful
motors lacked color and personality. And it
proved harder to find o working boat that was
for sale than a yacht, for even in hard times a
man can cke out o serappy living with an old
lobster boat or a clam sloop, and he's not so
anxious to sell his vessel as the yacht owner
who finds that his boat only adds to the
complications of his cconomic situation.

We pressed our inquiries everywhere; in
stores and homes, in barns and boats. We




caulking irons, sheet metal, white lead, cedar wedges,
and other articles of last resort, stood pondering the
problem which confronted them in the form of a grace-
ful little schooner laid up alongside the dock over a tide.

“She's old for eertain,”” said one.

“A cat could jump through her anywheres,” said the
man at the stern. The man at the bow wasn’t saying
anything, but his hand spoke volumes; it was lost from
sight in a gaping cavity between the stem and plarking.

“There’s only two
things to do with her,”
mused the man at the
stern, ““keep patching
her up, or tow her up the
crick and leave her.”

“Or sell her fo some-
body quick,” added the
owner,

But as there was no
purchaser in sight the
Emana C'. Berry absorbed
another dose of oakum
and on the following tide
was off down Muoosabeek
Reach, with her hold full
of bail to sell to the
lobster boats. Iler fore-
sail was in tatlers and
her rigging looked ready
to let go at the Afirst
gentle breeze. The main-
sail and jib hadn’t felt
the tug of a halliard in
over a year, and lay
rotted in their stops. In
the after cabin, where
the skipper’s quarters
had once been, two
thumping mechanisms of
rust and corrosion urged
her forward down the
channel in a din of un-
mufled blasts, and two
jets of flame and smoke
came belching forth
through her eabin portholes to add fo her humiliation.

Aft, on deck, stood a bucket of water; at regular in-
tervals the man at the wheel dipped up a cupful and
threw it expertly through the companionway in the
general dircction of one of the red-hot exhaust pipes,
and an immedinte response of steam and pungent odors
told him that the side of the eabin trunk was fireproof
for another three minutes. I'our gallons of gasoline, a
quart of oil, a bucket of water, and one major break-
down, were the hourly averages when the ancient £mma
was coordinating at her best. And a hundred and thirty
strokes on the pump.

But for all her worries the Emma C. Berry showed
unmistakable signs of her breeding, and with her easy
sheer and graceful form still intact after a hard life of
fish and freight she clung tenaciously to the memories of
her launching at Noank in 1866, when she knew that
she was the most popular vessel in a fleet of more than a
hundred smacks.

It was not a 65-year-old schooner, however, that
brought us to George Beal’s waterfront one evening a
few days later. After all the old wrecks we had scen
along the coast we were afraid of anything more than
half that age; and we had concluded that a sloop, and
not a schooner, would be more our size,

(=]

N

Yachting

T'l{lf' f\"f'b‘l‘ i’r;_\‘nuf S!HJH'.\' o SCrre l‘yr l‘f!”l’”f‘fﬂ I‘h‘ﬁ!i”(:f[‘l'&“ l‘vr lflf'r t_}]ﬂe

““Something under forty feet, sloop rig, and not too
old,” we told Beal.

“Let me sell you my boat,” Beal replied with fervor,
“she’s just what you want — maybe a little longer,
forty-six feet, and a little older, she’s sixty-five, but
she’s only gol one more mast than a sloop.”

“Sounds like just the thing,” said Peter laconically.

“And in good shape too,” added Beal, “I put in some
new frames six years ago, a new stern, and new planking
amidships where she had
a fish well. She's really
almost. o new boat. In
faet,” he added, warming
up to his subject, ‘‘in
fact I'd rather have her
than a new boat — but
I'd sell her.”

“What's her name?”
we asked, with only cas-
ual interest,

Y Emma
Beal.

“What!" we roared.

“Emma C.," repeated
deal, “Lmma C. Berry.
Sometimes we call her by
her first name, sometimes
by her full name, and
sometimes just the Berry.
And sometimes,”” he
added with more sin-
cerity than salesmanship,
“sometimes we call her
a damned old sieve. But
she'd make you a good
boat, with a little more
work done to her.”

But we weren't listen-
ing to DBeal; we were
harking back to TUncle
(harlie Loveland and
Captain Joe Tilton
around the Metedeconk
stove; they weren't call-
ing her an old sieve, they
were saying that she was the finest little smack off
Nantuekef.

It was midnight before we located the Emma; we
searched in Beal's motorboat amongst islands and rocks,
lobster buoys and fish nets, until our persistence was
rewarded. We saw two raking masts against a black sky
and then a dim form below them gradually turned into
an anchored hull, Peler and I strained our eyes in the
darkness, and yet were at the same time almost afraid
to look. Here was {o be a terrible disillusionment, or the
fulfilment’ of a dream; for once the sanctity of those
Metedeconk tales was to be put to the test — and sup-
posing the Kmma ', should fail us! But no danger; as we
came alongside she emerged from the darkness like a
beautiful apparition, or an angel, or whatever it is that
registers o sweet vision on two fevered brains. She was
lovely and that was all there was o it; we fell in love
with her at sight and have stayed so ever since. Perhaps
there were other Emma C.'s besides the Berry, we
thought, but if this wasn’t the little smack that Captain
Joe used to praise to the skies, it was surely one that he
would have raved about if he had known her. True, she
was a little bald without her topmasts, and there was an
old automobile tire hanging over the side from a broken
rail, and a rusty exhaust pipe stared at us from a cabin
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port — and somebody had patehed her with a plank
that took o great-cirele course over the turn of her bilge.
But we weren't bothered with mundane considerations
like these; here was a ship from the heavens, and we
knew that if we lived long enough all these things could
be corrected, one by one.

“She's ours!"” | whispered to Peler as we stepped
reverently to her deek, and although it seemed to give a
little under my foot and felt a little punky I knew that
we could fix that too, for I recalled that “though the
Mary Jane be rebuilt frame by frame, the Mary Jane
she still remains,”

“Where does she leak most?” Peter asked the hands,
as Beal was pointing out to me the soundest portions of
the rigging,

“Up forward,” said one,

“Aft," eame simultancously from the other. Beal
rroaned.

“These fellows are thinking of buying her,” he has-
tened to advise the hands, as a precaution against any
further blunders. But of course we weren't thinking of
buying her at all, she already belonged to us and all we
had to do was to justify the price Beal was asking,

““She’s a nice boat,”" Peter was saying, “ but he's ask-
ing three times what she’s worth. It wouldn’t cost such
an awful lot to build another one like her.”

“But it would take sixty-five years,” I reminded him.

“Moo would like her all right,” said Peter, thinking
dutifully of our little mascot of the West Indies, *“we
could have a bigeer sandbox than in Postseript and we
could keep some mice in the bilge; perhaps we owe it to
Moo to buy her. And besides, she's really an antique,
and they always cost more than they're worth.”

S0 we gave Beal the shoek of his life by paying what
he asked, then formally took possession by signing some
papers in the (‘ustoms IHouse and burning a sulphur
candle in the forepeak. We bought her by candlelight,
without seeing her bottom and without looking under
her llooring or behind her eeiling; we were afraid if we
looked we would find something wrong — and  then
what would we do?

Of course, as anyone will tell you who knows anything
at all about old boats, the first thing to do before con-
sidering purchase is to make a thorough examination.
This doesn't mean sticking a penknife into the topsides
as you come alongside, or looking in the bilge for water;
it means ripping up the flooring and ceiling and looking
al the vitals of the ship. It means hauling out, and
searching for worms and rot in keel and deadwood, stem
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and rudderport; it means making a mess of another
man's boat — and it's seldom done. We had no inten-
tion of doing all this, and no desire, for the ship was
afloat and we expected to be able to keep her so until
we could get her home to Barnegat. The Kmma (.
had nautical “it” and that was our first essential. She
had proper proportions, graceful sheer, a low, unob-
trusive cabin trunk, and perfection in a score of details
relating to the eargo hold, the rail, the bowsprit and the
rig. She was o thoroughbred beyond question, perhaps
the very lust of o distinctive type. Everyone who had
known her had admired her, and some of the folks in
Jonesport thought it was silly for anybody to design new
boats when they had one like her to copy. She'd make a
comfortable home at sea for some time to come, we
{hought, and when she got really old she’d look great on
shore, with llower boxes along each rail.

We emerged joyfully from the Customs House and
when the ancient Zmma heard the news that her hard
days were over she literally wept for joy — at the rate
of 2 hundred and thirly strokes every hour. Bul she
needed new canvas for Lhe juunt to Barnegad, so we set
out down the Rewch and hewded west for Boothbuy
Harbor, to the tune of deafening blasts from the eabin
portholes, which said to everyone for miles around,
“There goes old Emma.”

And as Beal Island faded astern, and with it Kmma’s
old associations, Peter and 1 eame into undisputed
ownership of this vague thing we had bought in the
night, Our spirits rose, and our cournge too; we dared
begin looking around in dark corners of the bilge. Fven
if all her frames weren't sound, we thought, at least she
had a solid background of tradition, and we could buila
on that,

We diseussed changes that we'd make and places
where we'd sail: for now that we had o eargo hold we'd
have to visit many ports and pick up many cargoes.
There was stone 1o be brought for o bullkhead, and seed
oysters for new beds; sponges and beacheombings to be
gathered in the Bahamas, and cordwood to be earried
for Commodore Bonnell; gravel and fertilizer in the
Chesapeake, and tomatoes in the fadl for Campbell's
soup. The venerable Enoma heard all our talk about the
improvements and changes that would make all this
aclivity possible.

“Bub gosh,” she thought, “I've heard new owners
tulk like this since '66: 1 hope these fellows really do
something about it — before 1 get old.”
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NATIONAL CLASS E ASSOCIATION

Contact

Sherri Campbell — Secretary-Treasurer
122 Laurel Avenue ® Toms River, NI 08753

NOTICE TO ALL
1988 ANNUAL DUES

Regular Members .................%$30.00

ASROCIANE = crvsvsnsvumesnssesssons D00

Boat Transfer

=

NOTICE TO SAIL MAKERS

Sail labels can now be
acquired from NCESA

Sec/Treas. Sherri Campbell
122 Laurel Avenue. Toms River, NJ 08753

NCESA labels $5.00 each
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Our commitment to you doesn’t
end with your boat purchase. Our
reputation for service increases
every vear: On site regatta support,
overnight part deliveries, and
technical assistance by our
enthusiastic staff.

YOUR BUSINESS IS
IMPORTANT TO US!
CALL TODAY.

(612) 429-722

Johnson Boat Works
4495 Lake Avenue
White Bear Lake, MN 55110

NATIONAL i, wosTNGE
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CLASS E SCOW LAKE GENEVA,
u ASSOCIATION . PERMIT NO. 71:'.7




