


































































































first one motor would cough and stop and then the
other. And when we thus came to a halt and all might
have been quict exeept for the tinkering of Frank's
wrenches or the sizzling of his arm on a hot exhaust
pipe, there was the moan of an onshore wind in our bare
rigging and the swash of waves on ugly rocks. Maine
cruising seemed to be lull of problems; I much preferred
Jersey sand and Barne-
gat mud.

In the three days
that we spent on the
way from Jonesport to
the sail loft in Booth-
bay Harbor we thought
a good deal about the
changes that time and
man had wrought in
Emma. We visualized
Skipper Berry standing
confidently at the
wheel of his substan-
tial ship, but we
couldn’t imitate him
successfully for under
our feet were two 50-
gallon drums of poten-
tial dynamite, which
slopped liquid gasoline
out of their leaky tops
and effused inflamma-
ble vapors into the
bilge. Sparks from the
exhaust pipes eddied
around the cabin
trunk, to be drawn
through the compan-
ionway into the abys-
mal depths of IFrank’s
engine room, and in
our minds it was just a
question of which tank

was gning to blow up The "Emma C. Berry”™ at her new home port, Hu’__\' Head,
after her voyage from Maine

first. John Berry had
slept peacefully in the
after cabin, surrounded on all sides by solid oak frames,
ouk planking, and locust trunnels, and with a sweetly
salted bilge to contemplate; but we had been displaced
from our lawful berths by the heat and filth of the
Machine Age, and the only thing we could contemplate
was the relief that would be ours when we were no
longer forced to enjoy the benefits of such modern
conveniences. Emma disliked this modern mechanical
touch too, and did her best to shake herself loose from
the motors, but it's hard work shaking ten tons of
pebbles and Emma had to give up the idea and bide her
time.

A week at Boothbay Harbor worked a big change;
John Howell and Sanford Hyler fashioned us a new suit
of sails out of No. 8 canvas, smartly tailored to fit all
the curves in Emma’s sprung spars, and the crew
stiffened up the masts with new lanyards and wired
home for money. Then, one afternoon, Emma sallied
forth in her new attire, with nothing but silence issuing
from her humbled exhausts, and the next evening she
completed her shake-down passage, a sort of old-maiden
voyage, when we groped our way to an anchorage out-
side Plymouth Harbor.

Under sail Zmma showed her true self; docile and
mellow she was, but capable of bestirring herself in
lively fashion when there was a wind worth getting

enthusiastic about. It was those motors which bothered
her, and while at first thought it might seem that a
mixture of grease and cylinder oil in the bilge would be
no worse than an emulsion of fish gurry and salt water,
still, there were the ethies of the thing to be considered;
smacks of the Civil War period were meant to sail.
We watched a rising breeze develop into a full-fledged
' October northwester,
and under the stern we
could see two deep
grooves cut in the wa-
ter by Emma's drag-
ging propellers. Being
timid yachtsmen and
not real salts, we began
to think about reehing,
but EFmma simply
braced herself with her
two hard bilges planted
far apart, and whistled
for more wind. We
wanted to foster such a
spirit, so we made
everything fast and
stood out from under.
Emma piled a tumbling
wave high under her
bow but reeled off the
miles in spite of it,
seven and a half nau-
tical ones every hour;
we could only guess
how much faster she
might have gone if her
clean run hadn’t been
cluttered up with so
many propellers. Frank
deeided that she was
trying to rid herselfl of
: the motors by dragging
F. W. Tupper them out t hro Ilgh
their stuffing boxes.

And as Emma boiled

along we wished all our

friends could be aboard, for this was sailing! Here we
had an old vessel rich in the sentiment that elings to
eraft, that serve a useful purpose in life, and endowed
with physical qualities not possessed by any yacht.
Ours was a vessel that wouldn’t make us slaves to paint
and varnish; we could welecome friends on board with
hobnails in their shoes, and we eould let the dory bump
alongside all night without worrying about the topsides.
Jeing more burdensome than the yachts we had cruised

in, Kmma would afford us a chance to stow all the extra
gear and duffle that we might accumulate, and when
we went sailing anywhere in a hard breeze we'd go
standing up, with bilge water lying in the bilge instead
of climbing into the loo’ard bunks. We could chop wood
on deck and not worry if smoke from the galley stove
smutted up the foresail; we could have a workbench in
the forepeak and a sail loft in the hold, and if we dropped
a marlinspike from the masthead we’'d know it wouldn't
go through the deck; we could confine our expletives
to the bother of retrieving the spike. If we wanted a
shelf put up in the galley we wouldn’t wait to have it
done in a boatyard; we'd do it ourselves with any old
piece of soapbox or driftwood, and we'd hang our clothes
on boatnails driven into the bulkhead. With empty
pocketbooks we could patch and splice and caulk our
way through a depression, and instead of looking



shabbier and shabbier our vessel would become, in our
eyes at least, more and more picturesque. We could
cruise to Baltimore and Norfolk and make an anchorage
alongside big schooners — and berate with feeling the
barges, tugs and motorboats whjeh have made things
what they are.

To be sure, we'd go places a little more leisurely, and
require more time to beat out of a narrow entrance, but
our season would be twelve months long instead of three
and, anyway, there’d be no hurry about anything. We'd
have room below for a coal stove in the middle of the
cabin floor, and if there was too much snow to work on
deck in January we could chop our wood in the hold and
spend the day roasting a leg of lamb or a canvasback;
we'd do our marketing in duck blinds and fish pounds,
and in the Chesapeake we could make all our anchor-
ages on top of oyster beds. It would be a pleasant lifc
aboard ffmma, away from radios and telephones, and
we could live cheaply, too. We'd be one of many strug-
gling little vessels along the seaboard, poorly rigged of
necessity and finaneially unsound, endowed chiefly
with a scarcity of cargoes. And if we should just happen
to cast admiring glances at a shiny yacht once in a while,
nobody would know what our true thoughts might be
and we could swear aloud af all
her brass and varnish — and
wait until nobody was watching
before we looked her up in
Lloyd’s to see who designed her
and who might be her lucky

As FEmma bowled along we
sang her praises, and it was a
lucky thing we did so while we
could, for presently we com-
mitted a tactical blunder that
“‘riled” the old ship’s nature.
We chose a course homeward
by way of the Cape Cod Canal
and attempted to force Fmma
through it against her better
judgment — Emma, who had
grown up on Nantucket Shoals
and knew her way blindfolded
around the Cape. Motors and
easoline and propellers were a

owner. [

discordant enough note in her ancient atmosphere,
but anything as artificial as a dredged canal was pure
poison to F'mma and she did her utmost to mark the spot
once and for all with the skulls and crossed bones of
her crew.

We tore down Cape Cod Bay and approached the
canal with a flourish; we got there so quickly that only
one motor was ready to run, and as we lowered sail and
were swept into the government waterway by a strong
current, we were dismayed to discover, simultaneously
with a signal from an official-looking person on shore,
that we had no control whatever over the direction in
which the hitherto docile Emma chose to point her rangy
bowsprit. A puffy head wind from behind the trees
took charge of our bow, a helpless rudder argued feebly
with a fitful motor on the starboard quarter, and the
quickening current carried us bodily forward through
the canal. The man in uniform shouted to ask our ton-
nage and where we were going. We gave him our ton-
nage, and as we sped past with the current, moving more
like a crab than a schooner, we told him that so far
as destination was concerned his guess was as good as
ours. We hoped we'd feteh the shores of Barnegat, but
just then it looked more like the abutment of the bridge.

We blew for the draw and it
opened just in time to let us
wiggle through with seant clear-
ance. The current was growing
faster than ever, for some strange
reason, and we were being swept
along at an inspiring gait, al-
though our inspiration was
mostly a sense of impending
trouble. Then a long streteh of
canal lay before us and we had
time to wonder what we would
do if we rounded the bend in the
distance and discovered at the
last minute that the draw tender
had not opened for us. We de-
cided to have a rehearsal in the
art. of coming to a stop, so we
planned the strategy that would
bring us head-on into the cur-
rent, with the least destruction
to Emma and the canal.

Top. "It is probably just her seagoing nature which accounts for all her virtues.” Above. "Outside the

windewo "mma” herself is lying peacofully in her slip™
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We hauled over (o
the north bank,
naled Frank's depart-
ment  for full speed
ahead on the starboard
motor, waited a mo-
meni, for a favorable
puff of wind and a little
more courage, and then
spun the wheel. Delib-
erately Emma started
to turn, got hallway
around, then picked out
one of the eleetrie light
poles that line the
south edge of the chan-
nel and headed straight
for it. The deck erew
was properly panic-
stricken. ‘‘Buack her,
back her!” we shouted
to I'rank, and rolled
the wheel; by some
miracle we swung back in time and Emma regained
mid-channel, doubtless wondering whatever made us
think she could turn around in a couple of lengths any-
way. We started forward again through the eanal, and
I'rank went to work on the other motor; we thought
that with its aid we might twist Kmma around by going
ahead on one motor and in reverse with the other.
Once, off Diamond Shoals, I had watched Captain
Barlow coax the four-master [lerberl L. Rawding from
one tack to the other by trimming the spanker to wind-
ward and backing the foresail. “She’s got to come,” he
had said, while we stood waiting anxiously [er her to
respond, “or break in two.” But Emma's feeble motors
could hardly have broken a matech in two and although
we triecd many mancuvers and all sorts of combinations
she always kept forging ahead through the canal, obvi-
ously with no desire to stop while she had such a strong
current, going in her direetion. We expressed our opin-
ions of the motors and they promptly retaliated by
quitting altogether. Then, without stecrageway, we
were more helpless than ever, and the landseape con-
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“We could chop wood on deck and not worry if smole from
the galley stove smutted the foresail”

tinued to fly past with
unabated speed, until
we heard the formid-
able blast of a {lug
around the bend.
ISmamna heard it too, and
the instinet of self-
preservation, maore
than anything the crew
was doing, caused her
to run her nose into
the bank and pausc a
moment while her stern
swung around with the
current. We pgot an
anchor overboard be-
fore she could gather
sternway and by the
time the tug reached
us we had things under
control, and Ewmina was
veered off to one side
to leave a safe margin
of clenrance. We were at work on the motors with eold
chisels and hammers when the tug swung by.

“What the hell are you doing there?” somebody
called to us, tugboat fashion.

“We're not cating lunch,” we replied, and then
thought of all the things we might have said.

At the end of an hour Peter and I had completed the
destruetion of the starboard motor and were ready to
give I'rank a hand with his, but he waved us away.
His motor was just beginning to turn over voluntarily
when one of the eanal engineers’ boats came up astern
and an imposing officer began writing down our history
in a big black book, or as much of our history as he
could piece together from the name on our stern and
the telephoned report of the official at the canal entrance.

“You've got us all blocked up!”’ he bellowed, “and
there's o big tow coming through. You can't stop in the
canal!” He didn't know Ymma.

“If you'll give us a line and get us turned around
apgain, we ean keep going,” we explained confidently,
as we heard 'rank’s motor idling nicely, “but we can't
turn around without knocking down those lights.”

“Woll, make it snappy: we've got alot to do,” replicd
the oflicer, with o degree of propheey which he didn't
reshize. AL the fiest jerk of the tow line our surviving mo-
tor thought that it had been relieved of its duties, and it
reluxed. 1t had relaxed before, but never with such a

The lines n_f the “Iomma C. Hl'rr_)'.“ Buile in 1066, The dotted lines shown in the l')mf_\‘ pfrul
indicate the midsection of u madern yacht
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loud noise. When I'rank reported that a connecting
rod had come through the side of the erankease T was
almost afraid to tell the eanal officer of our newest
plicht; the only time I have felt more chagrined was
when I ran out of gas in the IHolland Tunnel. The erew
of the engineers’ boat wasn't pleased with this develop-
ment, either, and £mma heard strong language on every
hand, but having taken hold of the lion’s tail they were
afraid to let go, and thus it came about that the shabby
Emma was towed majestically the rest of the way
through the canal, to the accompaniment of much
official tooting of whistles, which made her feel very
important. No matter what the humiliation, Emma
always seems to come out on top.

At Price’s Bend a few days later, however, we joined
the fleet of the Cruising Club, and Zmma and her erew
were subjected to severe serutiny. We prepared our-
selves for the ordeal by rehearsing a fietitious story de-
signed to conceal the faet that Kmma was aequired by
candle-light, and down in the hold we ripped off a
couple of pieces of the ceiling just to make it appear as
though we had made a thorough examination before we
purchased her. We beat aeross the Sound from Bridge-
port under full sail in o stiff breeze, and at the harbor
entrance we met Dorade, reefed down and heeled at an
angle that seemed seandalously yachty. Emma was
standing straight up on her feet and thought the com-
parison was all in her favor — but she was thankful
that Dorade was going in the oppuosite direction. When
we related all the exploits of some of the other promi-
nent boats that were present Kmma was duly humbled,
and as we drew close to the anchored fleet she began to
perceive that she would ecut a sorry figure in contrast
with such fine yachts, so she luffed away from the stylish
Mistress and eame to anchor alongside Moather Goose.

Some of our visitors, who eame aboard after lunch to
look us over, manned the pumps and speol most of the
afternoon with us; when it looked as though they might
be late for supper we insisted that we heard the pump
sucking air, and although nobody believed us they took
this opportunity for a graceful retreat. The consensus
of opinion seemed to be that fmma was a vessel with a
ereat deal of character, and with a distinet atmosphere,
especially, it was pointed out, in the bilge. Ilverybody
to loo'ard knew that she had been a fisherman for years,
and on every hand we heard the whispered word:
“Nixty-five years old and still going strong! "

Lmma’s renascence was now near at hand, but before
we laid her up we had a lagt exhilarating sail in her off
the Jersey beach. We passed the tip of Sandy Hook at
dusk in a freshening breeze, and had hopes of reaching
Manasquan Inlet at midnight, so that we could enter
on the last of the flood tide. But the wind headed us as
it freshened and at high water we were far offshore with
no chance to get in the inlet until the next day. So we
sailed back and forth off the coast all night, earrying
more sail than we needed beeause it was easier for
Emma to lug it than for her crew to take it in. The
easy motion was a revelation, and although her bilges
are hard and her beam great, it was apparent that Kmma
had learned a few tricks about ecomfortable behavior
offshore. She carries her weights high and there are other
technical factors in her favor, but underneath them all it
is probably just her seagoing nature which accounts for
all her virtues, for fmma never heard of such things as
moments of inertin, radii of gyration, or metacentric
heights. She hadn't even heard of initial stability until
Pete and 1 talked about it, and for sixty-five years she
had thought of herself as simply “stiff."”

But she has an old-fushioned wisdom and a philo-
sophical reasoning that has opened her eyes to many
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truths, one of them being that the greatest single con-
tribution to seaworthiness and comfort offshore is a
moderation of gait. IEven in the old days, Lmma ex-
plained, it was necessary to hustle to market and race
other boats, and all that sort of thing, but notwithstand-
ing this incentive nobody tried to build a really speedy
fishing smack; they'd pay dearly for it if they did. What
they built were smart sailers that could carry generous
cargoes; little vessels that would handle properly and
that would be easy on erew and gear — and that could
always be counted upon to come home. There are more
boats that are seaworthy because of their slowness, says
Ifmma, than there are boats which are slow because of
their seaworthiness.

We entered Barnegat by the back door, erossing the
bar at the mouth of the stone jetties in Manasquan In-
let, with searcely a foot of water under our keel. After
dragging bottom for three miles Emma emerged from
the eanal into Barnegat's headwaters, glanced around
approvingly at the protecting shores that were close at
hand on every side, and decided that she had gone far
enough. It was two weeks before she could be persuaded
to move from the spot in mid-channel where she had
planted her long keel, and it took a belated welecome on
Barnegat's part, in the form of an extra high tide, to
put her in a tractable mood again. Then we had her
hauled on the ways and stripped out clean inside, and
after a few new frames had been seattered judiciously
in her ends she was patched and caulked below the
waterline so that she would stay afloat while the long
process of rebuilding was underway.

Some day, we have promised Iimma, we'll sail her
away to some picturesque shipyard and spend the winter
replanking her, but for the present she’ll have to be con-
tent with the work that's going on inside. We've ceiled
her with 2-inch long-leaf pine, her new bulkheads are
made of 2V3-inch cypress that we picked up at an auc-
tion, and her floor beams eame off a wreck that Heaven
and a northeaster sent us last winter. Of course fmma
is destined never to acquire a yachty glamor; her age,
the depression, and an indolent crew will effectively
prevent it. Never, I'm afraid, will she reach the pin-
nacle of rejuvenation which should properly be the
climax of a romantic history, for we've determined to
stop working on her as soon as she's ready to suil again;
after that we'll spend most of our time cruising, and
we'll fix things only when they give way. We're no longer
Boy Scouts and we're free to venture forth with all the
unpreparcdness that marks vessels which can’t quite
pay their way. If we carry away a mainmast, as has
been delicately predicted, we'll have to prop up the re-
maining one with a watchful eye and coax Fmma
inshore to the nearest pine tree. We'll eruise cautiously
for a while, within pumping distance of the mainland.

At the present moment a dripping northeaster comes
sneaking in under the door and little rivulets wet my
carpet, which is one of Emma’s old jibs. Outside the
window Emma herself is lying peacefully in her slip,
where she has been lying patiently for u year and a
half while Peter and I work on her occasionally and
talk about her a great deal; little waves lap pleasantly
against her sides, and a halliard slaps against her main-
mast. Some worm-caten sheathing on the dock thuds
against the stringers, the wind moans steadily down my
stove pipe, and from time to time I ean hear Peter’s
hammer down in Emma’s hold. Except for the constant
booming of the surf over on the beaeh there are no other
sounds; no radio, no trolley cars, no automobiles — just
Fmma and her simplicity. It's really not a bad way to
spend your life, rebuilding an old boat — even if you
never finish,
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Gifts for Your Sailors

Flag $60.00
Men's Belt even sizes 30-40 $15.00
Ladies’ Belt even sizes 22-30 $15.00
Wool Ski Hat one size fits all $25.00
Key Fob $ 5.00
Playing Cards $ 5.00
Decal $ 1.00
Patch $ 2.00

Send order to: Sherri Campbell
122 Laurel Avenue
Toms River, NJ 08753

All proceeds go to NCESA Make checks payable to NCESA

Reporter photos

another happy tow to the bar, ar "'Riding off into the Setting Sun™’
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Let’s Hear It For Ted!

by Sam Merrick

This is a sneaky piece about Ted Brennan, who is relinquishing
the high office of Editor with this issue of the Reporter. It’s sneaky.
because unknown to Editor Ted, this information has managed to
get into the Reporter without his knowledge — something that
hasn’t happened since Vol. | No. | (Spring 1965) showed up six
years after the birth of NCESA. Somehow, beyond even the
memory of the willing victim, Ted agreed to be “‘Publisher™ of
the Reporter with Bill Bentsen **Chairman of the Editorial Board™",
and George Eddy “*Managing Editor.”” By the spring of 1967. Ted
announced the departure of Eddy to take charge of the then new
One Design magazine — for pay. Bentsen had left to sail M-20’s.
So there was Ted alone, **Publisher-Editor", from which august
station he was subsequently upgraded (following a unanimous vote
of himself) to **Editor and Printer’s Devil™". By 1977, he got more
circumspect as “‘Editor."™”
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Teddy *‘roughing it'" down in the islands

By whatever title, Ted has engaged in a labor of love (and fun,
too) in getting out these twenty-five years 58 issues (my count)
of the Reporter for the education and amusement of E boaters.

The 38 represents not two per year (the recent custom), but
sometimes three or four per year, or one — depending upon Ted’s
not somewhat disorganized time clock. Always there was the
Brennan touch, the cartoons of crazy sailors. egg-head old-timers
and the gamut of weather **enjoyed" in racing. Too also were the
beautiful line drawings, the arrangement of “*pics’™ and their
incredible captions.

Ted grew up in Point au Barques — a town north of Detroit where
Lake Huron is joined by Saginaw Bay. During WWII, he
miraculously escaped death in a plane crash while training for the
Navy. Shortly after he had the good fortune to marry **Maudie™
thanks to the good offices of the same George Eddy whom Ted
met as a fellow convalesent in the hospital.

Ted’s association with scows started in 1960 at a party where
martinis often provide flight to the imagination — even a trip to
White Lake for a $500 investment and an incumbrance-on-trailer
for the Wilmette back yard. Then ensued a search for enough water
nearby on which to float the vessel called Ineptune — eventually
he stumbled on Lake Geneva. Other Ineptunes came along but with
such a name, you can imagine what followed.

Ted and Maud became Lake Geneva residents in 1973 in a
comfortable house with several hundred steps down to a boat house
where is housed a beautiful 1930 vintage power boat which
furnishes them moonlight voyages on the far reaches of the lake.

Ted’s artistic interests run to boats — especially wooden boats,
whether gas, steam or sail powered.

He makes annual pilgrimages to the Bahamas to participate in
folk-event called Out Islands Regatta.

Until surgery deprived Ted of his regular voice, he was prin-
cipal trombonist of any collection of jazz jammers willing to play
all night.

Not all of our members know Ted, but all of them are grateful
for what he has done for our class. This is our way of saying thanks,
Ted. You're going to be one tough act to follow.

NOTICE TO SAIL MAKERS

Sail labels can now be
acquired from NCESA

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

NCESA labels $5.00 each

All jibs in 1990 series must
have 1990 stamp and must
be measured. All jibs to be
remeasured in 1990.

TO JOIN

NATIONAL CLASS E ASSOCIATION

Contact

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

NOTICE TO ALL REGULAR MEMBERS

Regular Members . . . .. 95 .+« 33000
Associate
Boat Transfer ......... ... .. ...

1990 ANNUAL DUES

5.00
10.00
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" 1990 JOHNS®N CLASS E SCOW
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'.. ’
Deck Plug and New Split Hull Mold

Featuring all new deck mold and innovative new hull molds
eliminating bonding seam. Newly designed cockpit combing
for greater crew comfort. Triple laminated bulkheads, board
boxes + side trusses for maximum everything.

price makes 1990 the year to buy your New Johnson E.

Call For Details
Johnson Boat Works

4495 [Lake Ave » White Bear Lake, MN 55110 « (612) 429-7221

One design hull shape, superior construction, and unbeatable
|
} Since 1896

NATIONAL
CLASS E SCOW

= ASSOCIATION |




