
































































Ed. Note: 
Part one of this article appeared two issues ago. Part two was 
promised if at least one request first was received. Well, two full 
memberships resulted from publishing Part I, so here is Part II 
with 110 apologies from the editor who suggests you the reader 
dig out Reporter No. 24 No. 2 and reread Part I as a refresher. 

OLD EMMA COMES 
TO BARNEGAT 

Part 2 
bv F. Slade Dale 

The 65-Year-Old Smack Meets with 

Some Difficu lty in Adjusting Herself 

to Modern Conditions 

N MANY ways the old-fashioned Emma 
C . Berry has bad a tendency to simplify 
ou r existence during the past year, but 
for the fust few days immediately fol­
lowing her purchase life seemed very 
complicated. 

No less a sailor than Conor O'Brien is 
responsible for giving suppor t to t he 

statement that the only way for two people to get 
through a long voyage together is to live in opposite 
ends of the ship and never speak to each other. Peter 
and I thought t.his would be a good idea to apply to our 
vessel, so we took up our quarters in the forepeak and 
left the two motors to t.bemselves in the after cabin. 
We didn't speak their hnguar;e and had no desire to 
le:tm it; in our innocence we thought it would be suffi­
cicn t to say "Good morning" to them when we got 
underway and "Good night" when we shut them off 
aft.cr n. successfu l day's run. 

But of course Lhc scheme didn't work, because the 
motors refused Lo be left alone and demanded constant 
company. Indeed, it is doubtful whether we would ever 
have reached Boothbay H:lrbor and the peaceful sim­
plicity which new canvas subsequently brought us, if it 
hadn'L been for n.n old shipmate who joined us at the 
last moment. Frank Coyle had cruised to Florida with 
me by sneakbox, six years before, and he still had 
cramps in his legs as a. result. I thought this would be a 

chance for him to cruise in a spacious bon.t, with 
broad decks on which he could promenade - 125 times 
around to the mile- and a cabin in which he could 
yawn without sliding back the hatch . The Emma C., I 
t.elegmphed, was greater in beam than Lhe length of our 

and she had two good, though old, mot.ors­
but. if he didn 't mind bringing a few tools . . .. 

'Ve hadn 't gotLen further than Shabbit Island Ledge, 

:n 

This photo of Peter Jenness (L.) and Slade Dale was provided and 
taken by younger brother Frank Jenness in 1930. Frank tended 
jib briefly on Dale's E scow in the mid '20 's, lives now in Maine 
and in a bit of a "small world' ' department is an old, fey friend 
of Sam Merrick and Ted Brennan 

which is the Robbin's Reef of Jonesport, when the star­
board motor cried for help, and no sooner had Frank 
applied first aid with a tourniquet around t he water 
pump and a wire and a piece of string on the ignition 
mechanism, than the motor on the port side wheezed a 
sad call for attention also. From that moment Frank did 
all his promenading below decks, and except for occa­
siona.l time out to catch a. wink of sleep or to take the 
wheel for a spell, he spent his days and nights hovering 
over his motors - his motors because PeLer and I had 
disowned them, come what might . There were various 
definite t hings wrong with t hem, which Frank succes­
sively repaired, but I forget the details of their ailments. 
I do recall, h owever, that the starboard motor was a. 
2-cycle affair with one cylinder, which meant, in lay­
man's language, that the chances '''ere two-to-one tl1a.t. 
it would give constant t rouble. And the port mot.or was 
a 4-cycle mechanism, wit.h only as many scheduled 
pxplosions, but it exploded in the crankcase as ofl.en as 
on the proper side of the pisLon, and it had valves and a 
clutch besides. Fran], said it had two cylinders. 

If Skipper John Henry Berry thought he had any 
worries back in 1866 when he went codfishing along 
the rips of Nantucket Shoals, or anchored in 25 fathoms 
when the weather got thick or threatening; if he ever 
had occasion to doubt the gay young Emma's ability to 
beat her way down to Fulton Market with an cxtm big 
load of fish, or questioned her safety when hove-to under 
reefed foresail - if he ever had any misgivings under 
t,hese circumstances, his ghost must cedainly have 
paced our deck uneasily as we threaded ou r uncer tain 
way amongst 1\tfaine's rocky ledges. Not fit to go offshore 
without canvas, Emrna was no better equipped to go 
coasting under power ; occasionally, in a broad open 
space, both motors would perform rhythmically, but 
let us approach a narrow pass or a jagged rock a.nd 



first one motor would cough and stop and then the 
other. And when we t.hus came to a haiL and a ll might 
h:we been q uiet, except for t he t inkering of Frank 's 
wrenches or Lhc sizzlin,.; of his arm on a hot. exhaust 
pipe, there was the moan of an onshore wind in our bare 
rig~ing and the swash of waves on ugly rocks. Maine 
cruising seemed to be full of problems; I much preferred 
Jersey sand and narnr-
gat mud. 

In the three days 
that we spent on lhr 
way from .Jonesport to 
the sail loft iu Uool.h­
bay Harbor we thought 
a good deal about the 
changes t hat Lime and 
man had wrought in 
Emma. We visualized 
Skipper Berry standing 
confid ent ly at the 
wheel of his substan­
t i a l s hip , but we 
couldn't imi tate him 
successfully for under 
our feet were two 50-
gallon drums of poLen­
Lial dy namite, which 
slopped liquid gn.solinc 
out of their leaky tops 
and effused inflamma­
ble Yapors into the 
bilge. , ·parks from the 
exhaust pipes eddied 
around l.he cabin 
Lrunk, Lo be drawn 
through Lhc compan­
ionwny into the abys­
mal depths of Frank's 
engine room, and in 
our minds it was just :l. 
qucsLion of which tank 
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enthusiastic abou t . It was those motors which bothered 
her, and while at first thought it might seem that a 
mixture of grease and cylindrr oil in the bilge would be 
no worse t han n.n emulsion of fish gu r-ry and saiL water, 
still, there were t.hc ct hies of Lhe Lhing to be considered; 
smacks of the Ci\·il \~·ar period were meant to sail. 

We watched a rising breeze de\·elop inLo a full-fledged 
Ocl.ober nort.hwcster, 
and under the stern we 
could sec t.wo deep 
grooves cut in the \\·a­

ter by Emma's drag-

was going to blow UP The "Ernm(t C. /Jerr_y" at her rtCI (J home port, 
first. John Berry had after her myatJCfrom Maine 
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ging propellers. Being 
timid yachtsmen and 
not real salts, we began 
to think about reefing, 
bu t Emma s imply 
bmced hersel f with her 
Lwo hard bilges plan ted 
far apart, and \\·bistled 
for more wind . \V e 
wn.nLcd to foster such a 
s piri t., so w e made 
eve ry thing 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
tic:l.l ones CYcry hour; 
we could only guess 
how much faslcr she 
might. han' gone if her 
clean run hadn't. been 
cluttered up with so 
many propellers. Frank 
decided that. she was 
Lrying to rid herself of 
the motors by dr:tgging 
them out thro u g h 
their stuffing boxes. 

slept, peacefully in Lhe 
aft.cr cabin, su rrounded on :~II sides by solid oak frames, 
onk plankin~, :~nd locust trunncl~. and with a sweeLly 
i'alted bilge to contcmpbLc; but we had been displaced 
from our lawful berths by the heat and filth of the 
Machine Age, and t.hc only thing we could contemplate 
was t.he relief that would be ours when we were no 
longer forced to enjoy !.he bcnefil.s of such modern 
conveniences. Emma disliked this modern mechanical 
Louch Loo, and did her best to shake herself loose from 
the motors, but it's hard work shaking ten tons of 
pebbles and ~mma hn.d to gi\·e 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 l!J'mma's sprung spars, and t he crew 
stiffened up the masts with new I:.J.nyards 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 Hnrbor. 

Under sail l'Jmma show<'d her true self ; docile and 
mellow she was, but, cap:1ble of bestirring herself in 
lively fashion when there ·was a wind wort,h geWng 
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And as Emma boiled 
along we wished nil our 

friends cou ld be aboard, for this wn.s sailing! Here we 
had an old ves~;cl rich in t he sentimen t thnt. clings to 
craft, t..hn.t serve a useful purpose in life, ami endowed 
with physicuJ qualities not, possessed by :tny yacht. 
Ours was a. vessel that wouldn't make us slaves to paint 
:wd vn.rnish; we could welcome friends on board with 
hobnails in !.heir shoes, a.nd we could let the dory bump 
alongside all night without worrying about the topsides. 
Being more burdensome than the yacht~ we had cruised 
in, Emma would afford us a chance lo stow all the cxt.ra 
gear and dume l.haL we might accumulate, and when 
we went sailin~ anywhere in a hard breeze we'd go 
standing up, with bilge water lying in the bil~e instead 
of climbing into lhe loo'ard bunks. \Ye could chop wood 
on deck and not worry if smoke from the galley stove 
smutted up the foresail: we could hn.Ye a \\·orkbench in 
the fore peak and a sail loft, in the hold, and if we dropped 
a mnrlinspike from the masthead we'd know it wouldn ' t 
go through the deck; we could confine our explcti ves 
to the bother of retric\·ing 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 hn.np; our clothes 
on boatno,ils driven int.o the b1rlkhcad. vVith empty 
pocketbooks we could patch and splice and caulk ou r 
wny through a depression, and insLead of looking 



shabbier and shabbier our vessel would become, in our 
eyes a~ least, more and more pict.uresque. We could 
cruise to Baltimore and Norfolk a nd make an anchorage 
alongside big schooners- and berate wi~h feeling the 
barges, tugs and motorboats whjch have made things 
what they arc. 

To be su re, we'd go places a little more leisurely, and 
require more Lime 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. lL would be a pleasant life 
a board Emma, awn.y from radios and telephones, and 
we could live chcn.ply, too. We'd be one of many strug­
gling liWc vessels along the seaboard, poorly rigged of 
necessity and financially unsound, endowed chiefly 
with a scarcity uf cargoes. And if we should just happen 
to cast admirin~ glances at a shiny yacht once in a while, 
nobody woultl know what our true thoughts might be 
and we could swear aloud at a ll 
her brass and varnish- and 
wait until nobody was watching 
before we looked her up in 
Lloyd's to sec who dcsigMd her 
and who might be her lucky 
owner. 

As Emma bowled along we 
sang her praises, and it was a 
lucky thing we did so while we 
could, for presently we com­
mit.tcd a tactical blunder that 
"riled" the old ship's nature. 
We chose a course homeward 
by way of the Cape Cod Cann.l 
n.nd at.lcmptcd to force Emma 
through it a~ainst her bct.ter 
judgment - 15mma, who had 
grown up on Nn.ntuckct Shoah; 
and knew her wny blindfolded 
around t.hc Cnpc. Motors n.nd 
~:u;ol inc and pro pel INs were n 
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discordant enough note in her ancient atmosphere, 
but anything as arti6cial as a dredged ca nal was pure 
poison to Emma. and she did her utmost to mark the spot 
once and for o.ll 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 onJy 
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 offici al-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 t rees 
took char11;c of our bow, a helpless rudder argued feebly 
with a fitful moLor on the starboard fJUar tcr, and the 
quickening cu rrent carried us bodily forward through 
the canal. The man in uniform shou Lcd to ask our ton­
nage and where we were going. W e gave him our ton­
nage, and as we sped past with the current, moving more 
like a cmb than a schooner, we told him that so far 
as dee!~ina.tion was concerned his guess was as good as 
ours . We hoped we'd fetch Lhe shores of J3arncgat, buL 
jus t. t hen it looked more like the abutment of the bridge. 

\ 

We blew for the draw and it 
opened just in time to let us 
wiggle th rough with scan t clear­
:tncc. The current, was growing 
faster than ever, for some strange 
reason, and we were being swept 
along at an inspiring gait, al­
though ou r i nspiratio n was 
mostly a sense of impending 
trouble. Then a long stretch of 
canal lay before us and we had 
time lo wonder what we would 
do if we rounded the bend in the 
distance and discovered at the 
lust minute that the draw tender 
had not opened for us. We de­
cided to have a. rehearsal in the 
arL of coming to a stop, so we 
planned t.hc strategy that would 
bring us head-on in to Lhe cur­
ren t, with the least destruction 
t.o Emma and the canal. 

T"l'· " It is probably just IJ('r scn(!oing nuturc which accuwrls fur n.lllu·r· virtw·.~." /(/,ouc. "Orllsitfc tlw 
window 'Emma' hersl'lj is lying l'''"r<jully in lwr ~ lip" 
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We hauled over to 
the nor\ h h:Lnk, ::;ig­
naled Frank's dcpart.­
nH'nL for full ::;pcc•cl 
ahead on I he• starboard 
mol.or, walled :L nw­
mcnt for a f:l\·or:thk 
pu iT of wind a nd a little 
more cou rap;c•, and Lll<'n 
spun the "heel. Delib­
erately /~'1111111t ::;tartccl 
to tum, got halfway 
around, t.lwn picked out 
one of Ow clc<:t ric lip;ht. 
p oles t.ha t line t h e 
south c•dt;t' of the chan­
nel and 11caded s t,r:tight 
for it. The deck crc•w 
wa.s proprrl y p~~ni c­
strickcn. "Hack her, 
bu.ck her! 11 we s hout.rd 
t.o Fra.nk, and rolled 
the wheel; by some 

"1r·,. nw!tl d"'l' wt111J "" tlt•ch ruul ""' •mrr.r if ,,m,!;,. fmm 
t/11• (!,Oift•y SliiV<' S/1111 1/t•d tf11• jort•Mii(" 

tinucd to fly past with 
unaba ted speed, until 
we heard the fonnitl­
ablc blast of a tug 
around t.hc bcncl. 
15mmn heard it too, and 
the instinct of sclf­
prcscn·ation, more 
than anything l he crew 
was doing, caused her 
to run her nose into 
the bank and pau~c a 
moment while IH'r stern 
swung a round with the 
current. "'We got an 
anchor overboa rd be­
furc she could gather 
slcrn way and by the 
Lime the tug reached 
us we had Lhings under 
control, and 15mma was 
vee red off Lo one side 
to lca.vc a safe margin 

miracle we s wunl!; bn.ck in t.imc and l!:mma regained 
mid-channel, doubtless wondering wha.Lever made us 
think she cou ld t urn around in a couple of lengths any­
way. We starLcd forw:ud ag:Lin Lhroug;h !.he canal, a nd 
Frank went to work on the other mo{,or; we thought 
that with its aid we mi~ht twist Emma around by going 
ahead ou one motor and in re,·ersc with the ot.her . 
Once, oiT Diamond Shoals, I hn.d watched Captain 
Da.rlow coax the four-master If crbe1·l D. Rawding from 
one tack to t.hc other by t.rimming I he spa.nker to wind­
ward ami backin~?; I he foresail. "She's got to come,'' he 
had said, while we ::;tood waiting :ll1xiom;ly f• n· her to 
respond, "or break in two." BuL fi:mma's feeble motors 
could hardly ha.ve broken n. match in two and although 
we t ric•d many m:\llcnvers and nil sor t:; of combination:; 
she alway8 kept forg;lllg ahead through t.he canal, obvi­
ously with no desire: to sl.op while ::;he had such :~ sLI'On~ 
cu rrt•nl. g;oin~ 111 her direction. \Ve expressed our opin­
ions of t he motors a nd they prompt.ly ret.a.liated by 
quit (.ing all.nget.hcr. Then, wit.hout. stccmgewa.y, we 
were more IH'Iplt•ss I han C'\'<' r , and t.he landscape con-

of clc~trance. 'vVc were at work on the motors with cold 
chisels ~tnd h:unmcrs when the tug swu ng by. 

"\Vhal the hell arc you doing t here'? 11 ~.;omcbody 
called Lo us, tugboat f:lshion. 

"We're not caLi ng lunch," we replied, and then 
though t of all the things we might have s~tid. 

AL the end of an hour Peter and I had completed t.he 
dcstmct ion of the starboard motor and were ready to 
gi,·e Frank a hand with his, but. he waxed us away. 
llis motor was just beginning to {,urn o,·er voluntarily 
wlwn one of the canal engineers' boats came up astern 
and an imposin~ officer began writing down our history 
in a. big black book, or as much of our hisLory as he 
could pi<•ce Log;ethcr from the name on our stern and 
!,he tclcphonc•d report of the official at the canal entrance. 

"You've got us all blocked up!" he bellowed, "and 
there's ~L hi~ tow coming through. You can't. stop in the 
canal!" li e didn't know gmwa. 

"If you'll Ri\'e w; :1 line and geL us Lurncd around 
:tgain, ,,·c c:u1 keep goinp;," we explained conficlcn!.ly, 
as we heard frank's motor idlln~?; nicely, "but we can ' L 
turn :Hound withou t. knocking do,,·n tho:-;c light :-;." 

"\\'pl l, 1nake it s n:1ppy ; 11·e \ ·e g;ot :t lo t t.o clo," replied 
t lw ollic·!' r, wi th a dC'grN' of prophecy 11 hic:h he d idn 't, 
n·:~ll;~,c·. t\t t lu· tir:-< 1 jc·r[, oft It!' lll\\'linl' O\ll' SIJITivinJ,!; lllo-

---- -- ·- ·:-::--.- tor thought t hat it h:ul hrrn rrlil'l'ed of il:'> dut.ie:-;, and it. 

~
-- -- -£=· .....:.1 ~. -,__ rl'i: IXL'd. It h:HI rc i:Jxc•cl l.>rfore, bu t ncn~r w 1th such a 
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'1'/w lint'·' nj 1/w " l •:mmn C. /Jr•rry," (milt in JIJ(J(t. '1'/u• tlt~trctllim·.~ .•itOII'II in lhc body ph111 
imlic.ntc the mid.-.•r·tirm nj 11 modem y acht 



loud noi~r. \\'h<•n Frank rc•portcd that. :~ connecting 
rod had <'OilH' I hrou J.!, h I he :;ide o f the cmnkcase I wa:; 
alrnm;t afrard to tell the ran:d office r of o ur ncwc:;L 
pli~ht; tlw only I inw l ha\'C' frlt n10r<• ch:tl!;rirwd ,,·a::; 
w h!'n 1 r:rn ou I o f J!:ts in t hr II oll:md Tu nnrl. The crew 
of thr en~inC'crs' boat wasn't plca:->cd with this develop­
ment, rit hN, and /~'mmn heard st runj; language on e,·cry 
hand, but having t:rkl'n hold of thr lion's tail they were 
afraid to let go, and thus it camr about that the shabby 
t~·uuna ,,·as towC'd maj<•:;tically the rrsl of the way 
t hrouj;h I he canal, to I he accompaniment. of much 
official (ootinj; of whi::;tlcs, which made her feel ,·cry 
important. 1\o matter what. the humiliation, Hmmn 
alw:rys s<•rms to COillC' oul on top. 

At Prier's Brnd a few days hter, ho,,·ryer, "·e joined 
the fleet of I he ( 'rui:-;ing Club, and 1-_'m111a a nd her crew 
were subjc•c·tcd to sr,·cre scrut iny. \\'e prepared our­
sch·cs for I he ordea l by rrlwa r:->ing a fictit iuus story de­
sig ned to con<·ea l I h C' f:rct that. Hmmn was acqui_rcd by 
c:wdle-lig,ht , and down in t he hold \\'C' ripped ofT n 
couplr of piecc•s of I hr ceiling just. to mak e i t. appc;~ r aR 
though we had made :1 I ltrlroug;h c:mm ina.t.ion before \\'C 

purchnl'ccl her. \\' r beat :~cro~o;s the ~ound from Briclg;e­
port under full ~ail in :1 s l itT brcrzr, and at the harbor 
cnlrancP \\'(' nrt•l IJomrlc, reefed clu\\'n and heeled at an 
an~lc that ~ccmcd :scand:dously y:1chty. Emma \\·as 
standing;~~ r:ri~odrl up on her feet and thoug;ht the com­
pari:;clll \\'a~ all in her fa,·or - but she \\'a~ thankfu l 
that f )onulc \\'as g;oing; in lh<' opposite direction. \\'hen 
\\·e related all the exploits of sorne of the other promi­
nent boats I hat "ere present J.;mma \\':tS duly humbled, 
and as wr drr\\' cltiS<' to the anchored flert she bc~an to 
pNcci \' C I hat l->IH• \\'Ould cuI a sorry tig;ure in contrast 
\\'ilh ~uch fine' yacht::;, so shr luffed away from t.he stylish 
,l/ tslr·c.~.~ and caul<' to anchor alonv;side M oilzC'r Goose. 

:-:omc of our ,·isitors, who came aboard after lunch to 
lo11k u:- '"·rr, 111anncd t hr p11111p:- and :spt•ul most of t.hc 
aftNnoon with us; when it luokC'd as I houg;h they mig;ht, 
Jw latc• for sllpJH'r \\'(' in~istrd that \\'('heard t hr pump 
suckin)!; air, and :dthou)!;h nobody bclicn·d us they took 
this opportunity fo r :t J,:;raceful ret.rcaL. The consensus 
of opinion ::o;c•rmed to be that /~11111111 \\'as a vessel wit.h a 
g;rC'at de• a I of char:tCL(' r , and with n distinct at.mosphcrc, 
especially, it was pointed out, in thr bil~e. Everybody 
to loo'ard knC'\\' that she had been a fis herman for years, 
and on C\'Cry h:tnrl we heard t.hc \\'hi::o;pcrcd word: 
" :-lixty-fi,· c yC'ar~ old and still )!;oing.~t1·ony!" 

Xm'llln'.~ rrnascenc<' \\':I S now n<'~~r :tt. h:tnd, but. before 
we laid her up we had :t last. r.xhilarat.int-!; sail in her ofT 
the .J crsry beach. Wt• passed the t.ip of :-iandy H ook at 
du::;k in a frr:->hcning brrc;r.r, :1nd had hopes of reachin~ 
lVIanal'(( ll:lll lnlrt :tl midniJ,:;hl, so that \\'C' could enter 
on t IH• last o f t hr flood tide. But the wind hradcd us as 
il fre~hcncd and :d hi)!;h \\'atcr we were far offshorr with 
no chance to~('( in the inkt. until the next day. ~o \\·e 
r.;ailed hack and forth ofT thr coast all ni~ht, carrying 
more l':li I 1 han \\'(' nerdrd because i I was easier for 
Emma to lui!. rt than for hN crew to take it in. The 
easy motion was a re,·elation, and although her bil!!:CS 
arc hard a ncl hrr beam J!r<'a t., it was apparrnt that l~mma 
h:ul learnrd a f<•w tricks about comfortable behaYiur 
oiTshore. :-;Jw carrie:-; hrr wei~hts high and I here arc ol her 

technical fac tors in her favor, but underneath them all it 
is probably just. her seagoing nature which accounts for 
all her virtues, for gmma never hrard o f such things as 
morncnt,s of inc rti:t, r:Ldii of j;yralion, o t· meLaccntric 
hci~ht.s. :-:he hadn't, e ,·cn h(':trd of initial stability until 
Pete a nd l L:Li krJ about. it, and for sixty- five years she 
had t.huu~ht of hcrsrlf tU> s imply "stiff." 

But, s he h:ts an old-fm;hioned wisdom and a philo­
sophic:d reaso ning t.haL has opened her eyes to many 
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t ruths, one of them being that. the greatc:;t single con­
tribution to seaworthiness a nd comfort oiTs hore is a 
moder:L~ion o f gait. Even in the old days, b'mma ex­
plained, it. was necessary to hustle to market and r ace 
other boats, and all that sort of t hing, but. noLwithst.and­
ing t his incentive nobody tried to build a really speedy 
fishing smack; t hey'd pay dearly for it if they did. \Yirat. 
they built. were smar t sailers that could carry genero us 
cargoes; little vcssrls that would handle properly and 
that would be easy o n crew and gear- :wd that. could 
always be counted upon to come home. There arc more 
boat.s that arc seaworthy because of their slowness, says 
J~mma, than there a rc boats which arc slow because o f 
thei r seawor thiness. 

W e entered na.rnegat by the back door, crossing the 
bar at t.he mouth of the stone jetties in 1\'l::tnasquan In­
let. with scarcely n. foot of \\'atcr under our keel. After 
dragging bottom fo r three miles Emma emcrj.!;ed fro m 
the canal into HarncgaL's headwaters, glanced around 
approvingly n.t the protecting shores that \\'Cre close at. 
hand on every s ide, n.nd decided that she had gone far 
enough. H wa:; two weeks before she cou ld be persuaded 
to move fro m t.he s pot. in mid-channel \\'here she had 
pla.n Led he r long keel, [tnd it took a belated welcome on 
llarneg:tL':s p:trt, in the form of an extra. high tide, to 
put her in :t Lraclablc mood again. Then we had he r 
hauled on the ways and stripped ouL clea n inside, and 
aftrr a few new frames had been scattered judiciously 
in her ends she was patched :tnd caulked below Lhe 
waterl ine so Lh:tl she would stay afloat while the long 
process of rebuilding was underway. 

::5ome day, we have promised Hmma, we'll sail her 
away lo some picturesque shipyard and spend the \\'inter 
replan king her, but for the present she'll ha\·c lo be con­
Lent wit.h the work that's going on inside. We've ceilcc.J 
her wit.h 2-inch long-leaf pine, her new bulkheads a rc 
made o f 2,!.t2-iuch cyprc::,.-, that. we pickcJ up at. an auc­
t,ion, and her floor beams came ofT a wreck that, Heaven 
and a northeaster sen t us last winter. Of coursr Emma 
is destined ne\'er t,o acqui re:-.. yach ty glamo r ; her al-(e, 
t he depression, a.nd an indolent. crew will effectively 
prevent it. Never, I'm afraid, will she reach the pin­
nacle of rej uvcna.t.io n which should properly be the 
climax of a roman Lic history, fo r wc\·c determined to 
stop working on her as soon as she's ready to sail again; 
nJtc r Lha.L we' ll s pend most of o ur time cruising, and 
we' ll fix things only when they gi\'C way. \'\' e'rc no longer 
l3oy Scouts and we 're free t.o venture forth with a ll the 
unpre paredness t,hn.t marks vessels which can't quite 
pa.y their way. If we carry away a mainmast, as has 
been dclic:\tcly predicted, we'll have to prop up the re­
maining o ne with a watchful eye and coax Emma 
in:;hore to t he nearest pine t ree . 'Ve' ll cruise cautiously 
for a while, within pumping distance of the mainland. 

At the present moment a. dripping no rt hraslcr comes 
sneaking in under the door anrl li ttle rivulets wet my 
carpeL, which is o ne o f Emma's old jibs. Outside the 
window Em.ma herself is lying peacefully in l1cr slip, 
where she has been lying palienLiy for a year a nd a 
half while Peter and I work on her occasionally and 
Lalk about her a gre:tt deal; little waves lap pleasantly 
a~ainst her sides, and a halliard slaps against her main­
mast. t:iorne wonn-ealen s heathi ng o n the dock thuds 
a~ai nst thr sf ringers, the \\·ind moans steadily down my 
slo\'e pipr, :tnd from lirnc t 0 I imc r can hrar Pete I'::; 
hammer down in l!:mma's hold. Except. for the const an t 
boom ing oft he surf u,·cr on the beach thrre arc no ot hr r 
sou ncb; no ra dio, not miley cars, no :wLomobiks - ju:-;t. 
Hm11111 and hrr si mplicity. l l 's really nul a bad \\':ty to 
spPnd yo ur life, rrhuilding; an old boa(, - C\'CII if you 
never fini sh . 
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Gifts for Your Sailors 

Flag 
Men 's Belt even sizes 30-40 

Ladies' Belt even sizes 22-30 

Wool Ski Hat one size fits all 

Key Fob 

Play ing Cards 

Decal 

Patch 

Send order to: Sherri Campbell 

$60.00 

$15.00 

$15.00 

$25.00 

$ 5.00 

$ 5.00 

$ 1.00 

$ 2.00 

122 Laurel A venue 

Toms Ri ver. NJ 08753 

All proceeds go to NCESA Make checks payable to NCESA 

Reporrer photos 

CIIUJfher happy row ro tlte bar, or ''RidiiiR tdT i111o 1he Scrting Sun ·· 



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 infom1ation has manaoed to 

. 0 
get 1nto the Reporter without his knowledge - something that 
hasn't happened since Vol. I No. I (Spring 1965) showed up six 
years after the birth of NCESA. Somehow, beyond even the 
memory of the wi ll ing 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 - fo r pay. Bentsen had left to sail M-20's. 
So ~here was Ted alone. " Publisher-Editor' ', from which august 
stat1on he was subsequently upgraded (following a unanimous vote 
of himself) to " Editor and Printer's Devil". By 1977, he got more 
circumspect as "Editor." 

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. 58 represents not two per year (the recent custom), but 
somet1mes 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 ··pies·· 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 WWIJ, he 
miraculously escaped death in a plane crash while tr~ining 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 parry 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 !neptune - eventually 
he stumbled on Lake Geneva. Other lneptunes came along but with 
such a name, you can imagine what fol lowed. 

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 o n the fa r reaches of the Jake. 

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 
fo lk-event called Out Islands Regatta. 

Until surgery deprived Ted of his regular voice, he was prin­
c ipal. trombonist of any collection of jazz jammers willing to play 
all mght. 

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

NOTICE TO SAIL MAKERS 
All jibs in 1990 series must 
have 1990 stamp and must 
be measured. All jibs to be 
remeasured in 1990. 

TO JOIN 

Sail labels can now be 
acquired from NCESA 

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

NCESA labels $5.00 each 

NATIONAL CLASS E ASSOCIATION 

NOTICE 10 ALL REGULAR :MEMBERS 
1990 ANNUAL DUES 

Contact 

Sherri CampbeJJ - Secretary-Treasurer 
122 Laurel Avenue • Toms River. NJ 08753 

Regular Members 
Associate .. . .. . . 

. $30.00 
5.00 

10.00 Boat Transfer . .... . .. . . . .. . ... .. . . 
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