














LOG OF THE FISH HAWK 
While tracking down an N.C. Wyeth paint­
ing in the heartlands of rural Maine to photo­
graph for last year's ISLAND JOURNAL, Art 
Director Peter Ralston found his trip sud­
denly interrupted. He couldn't imagine what 
an acre of good-looking outboard boats was 
doing in a lot surrounded by chain-link fence 
out on a lonely highway in interior Maine. In 
the kind of inductive leap that separates the 
quick from the dead, he shifted from fifth to 
third gear and pulled up to the small sign 
that read "Seaway Boats, Winthrop, 
Maine." 

If he had stopped to rehearse his open­
ing line, ''I'd like to talk to you about dona­
ting a boat to the Island Institute ... , '' he 
probably wouldn't have crossed the thresh­
old of the offices attached to the boatbuilding 
sheds, where it was apparent the fiberglass 
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hulls were laid up. He who hesitates is lost. 
Figuring he had perhaps three minutes 

to make his pitch on that cold March morn­
ing, Peter talked fast enough to the recep­
tionist to convince her that she didn't want 
to deal with him without the benefit of her 
first cup of coffee, so she showed our art 
director into the cramped office of Nancy 
and Harry Farmer, co-owners of Seaway 
Boats with David and Ruth Alley, all of East 
Boothbay. 

When Peter was shown in, Nancy, a 
short, attractive blonde, happened to be 
talking with Bob Nash, who had recently left 
Boston Whaler to become Seaway's market­
ing director. On his feet and off the top of his 
head, Peter began explaining how Seaway 
could help the Island Institute. Whatever he 
said was good enough for Nancy to get Harry 

Farmer off the production line out back to 
listen to the rapidly forming proposal being 
made on behalf of the Island Institute out 
front. 

The Farmers and the Alleys are the kind 
of people you think about when you imagine 
the personal qualities that have built and 
shaped Maine for generations. They are 
deliberate, direct, hardworking, and proud 
of the boats they build. They are also stub­
born. Twice their boatyards burned to the 
ground in Boothbay, and in 1980, unable to 
afford the escalating price of land in the 
area, they decided to relocate the business 
inland, where land was cheaper and manu­
facturing jobs prized. 

That morning Harry, Nancy, Ruth, and 
Bob began to think about building a 23-foot 
outboard, their Seahaven model, for the 












































































































































