
























































Momentos
of seven decades
of cruising in
Maine waters...

Jordan’s Delight

Monhegan passage

Carver’s Harbor, Vinalhaven

in sturdy wooden boxes; the age of paper
cartons had not yet arrived. We had these
box boats first in Cambridge on the Charles
and later on the North Shore at Beverly
Farms. It was not long thereafter that my
older sister, Eleanor, and I put our pennies
togetherand managed to buya canoe, which
we paddled up and down the Charles.

My father did not approve of yachts and
my own first experience with sailing and
cruising was with my cousin Elliot Cabot,
whose father Charles had a knockabout. My
cousin’s family had a Norwegian choreman,
Chris, who had spent many years as an able
seaman on Norwegian square-rigged vessels.
He taughtus the rudiments of sailing includ-
ing sailmaking, splicing, and rigging, which
were priceless skills later when I had a vessel
of my own.

Occasionally in those schoolboy years, I
had a chance to race at Cohasset with my ma-
ternal uncles, who were charter members of
the yacht club there. By the spring of 1910,
when [ was about to have my 13th birthday,
one of my uncles evidently thought I was old
enough to have a sailboat of my own. He
persuaded my grandmother to give me a
Manchester one-design knockabout as a
birthday present. It was the happiest day of
my young life.

The previous year, my mother had given
me enough money to buy some wood from
a lumber store and I had built, with a little
help from Chris, a 12-foot skiff. I had taken
the design from a handyman book for boys
and had scaled it down a bit from a 14-foot
design. I didn’t know enough about boat
design then to realize that I should have
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scaled down the length more than the width.
As a consequence, the skiff was too narrow
and rather cranky. But with this skiff as a
dinghy for my new yacht, I felt competent to
cruise anywhere.

To be sure, my yacht was only 17 feet on
the waterline, butit had a self-bailing cockpit
and a cuddy with two wooden bunks. I
named the vessel Tulip and put out a moor-
ing for it off West Beach in Beverly Farms
where we were spending that summer. In
early July, during a northeast storm, the
screwshackle connecting the mooring chain
to the pennantlet go, and, to my dismay, the
vessel came in on the beach where the surf
banged it to the point of breaking two ribs
and some of the planking. My mother put
up the money to salvage the vessel and have
it repaired. Itwas alesson I never forgot. In
a lifetime of sailing I have, of course, had
other vessels grounded, but this is the near-
est [ ever came to a complete shipwreck.

In subsequent years, my family continued
to rent houses in Beverly Farms and later
bought a house near the railway station.
Soon Tulip became the boat to beat in the
Manchester fleet. We also raced at Marble-
head during the race week and occasionally
sailed across the bay to Cohasset to race
there. I still have in my cellar a collection of
the mugs we won in those days.

The worst wind I ever encountered in
Massachusetts waters was at the start of my
sophomore year in college, during a stay
with the Billingsfamily at Vineyard Haven. A
somewhat older friend had chartered alarge
catboat with a one-cylinder engine. A group
of about a dozen of us sailed it to Menemsha
for a picnic, while a couple of parents came
touring by car. By 4:30 in the afternoon
there were heavy black clouds approaching,
and it was decided that all the girls would
return to Vineyard Haven with the parents

by auto. The male members of the party
then set out into the Sound with three reefs
tied in the sail. When the storm hit us, it was
far worse than we had expected and we had
to lower the sail and tie it down. We started
the engine, butit overheated and gave up. It
was an open boat with no shelter, and the
raindrops were so large and the wind so
strong that we were takinga terrible beating.
We huddled together under the furled sail.
Spindrift and rain started to fill our vessel,
and soon waves, too, were coming aboard.
We bailed for dear life. We couldn’tsee and
had no idea where we were. The engine
having cooled, we managed to start it again,
which enabled us to heave to so we were
taking on less water. Our light clothing was
soaking wet. We were cold and exhausted
from bailing. After a few hours our engine
quit again.

By midnight the wind had abated some,
but we had no idea where we were and could
see no lights. Shortly after midnight we were
blown onto a beach. We pulled the vessel up
out of the surf the best we could and planted
the anchortokeepitfromdrifting off. Some
of us were trying, with no success, to light a
fire of driftwood when there was a cry that
they’d seen alight off to the right. We all ran
toitand found a big house. We pounded on
the door and a servant came to let us in.
Soon the owner, Senator Butler, came down
inadressing gown andimmediatelyordered
hot buttered rum for all hands.

We were told it had been a tornado and
that we were on the beach at Lambert Cove,
near West Chop. Many houses had lost their
roofs and no telephones were operating.
Soon the servant was sent a on a bicycle to
Vineyard Haven tolet the people there know
that we were safe. By dawn, men with axes
had cleared the roads and cars had come to
take us home.
























FISHING

MEN OF THE

IRON

The Elite Harpoon Boats from a Handful of
Maine Harbors Form a Culture All Their Own

PHILIP W. CONKLING
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It needs a strong nervous arm
to strike the first iron into
the fish; for often, in what

is called a long dart, the
heavy implement has to be
Sflung to the distance of
twenty or thirty feet.
Out of fifty fair chances for
a danrt, not five are successful;
no wonder that so many
hapless harpooners are madly
cursed and dis-rated....
for it is the harpooner
that makes the voyage.

FR®M MOBY DICK
BY HERMAN MELVILLE
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Pigeon Hill Harbor, Steuben

In predawn silence fim Salisbury, then a

young lobsterman, and his mate row a

squeaky skiff out to Salisbury’s 34-foot
lobsterboal, Jesse, a faint outline in the darkness
among the dozen or so other work boats in Pigeon
Hill’s tiny harbor. fim Salisbury has spent all his
spare time this past spring rigging the Jesse up
with a 20-foot tower or crow’s nest, which rises over
her pilothouse, and a bow pulpit that leans 8 to 10
feet out over the water. With these modifications
and with a pair of harpoons handcrafted from two
ash trees from his woodlot, Salisbury has got it in
his mind to find and strike an iron into the giant
bluefin tuna offshore.

Allspring long the commentary among the other
fishermen moving traps around the lobsterpound
wharf has simmered just below scorn, since no one
has ever, as far back as memory and therefore
history goes, harpooned a tuna from Pigeon Hill
Harbor.  Mostly they think it’s just like some
college-educated fool to go wasting time and money
way offshore on fish that aren’t there instead of
sticking to the certain business of making money
from the inshore lobster grounds. What I know,
from fim Salisbury himself, is that the giant blue-
fin areindeed out there somewhere, because the day
before Salisbury struck harpoons into two giants
and tailed them until darkness overtook the boat
and the chase.

Close, but now an immense ocean away.

January 9, 1990, Noon

Port Clyde

Lexi Krause spins his elegant, 38-foot Arco
Felice into Barstow’s wharf in Port Clyde,
loads a few bags of groceries and a couple of
coils of lines, and is quickly underway for
Monhegan on amildwinter’sday. Lexiand
his partner Shermie (actually Sherman
Stanley, Jr., to distinguish him from his fa-
ther, Sherman Stanley, Sr.) during the course
of a few months of fishing in 1989, have
harpooned and landed more giant bluefin
than any other fishermen along the coast of
Maine, and have thus earned themselves an
enduring placeamong fishermen’s most elite

ranks in the Atlantic: the men who seek and
slay tuna with harpoons. Now, a week past
the frenzied activity surrounding Trap Day,
the opening of Monhegan’s winter-only
lobster season, Lexi and Shermie agree to
takeadeepbreathandtellatunastoryortwo
before turning back to their winter hauling
grounds.

July 9, 1975, 7 a.m.

Mount Desert Rock

In the first faint hint of dawn, we cross over the
legendary shoals around the Petit Manan Barand
lay a course 30 miles south-southwest where wewill
begin searching for an abstract point on the chart:
the place a pair of Loran coordinates cross where
the struck tuna were last seen.

The day breaks over an oily gray ocean swell 30
miles offshore as the Jesse rounds up under the
furthermost rocky outpost off the Maine coast —
the magnificent lonely sentinel of Mount Desert
Rock.  Salisbury scrambles aloft into the tuna
tower and begins running hour-long transects
away from the Rock, scanning the surface where
low sky meets rolling sea, looking for an orange
buoy that may still be attached to one of the two
giant bluefin he ironed the day before.

After three or four hours of anxious silent
searching, Salisbury puts the helm over sharply.
Looking out in the direction of our new heading,
Salisbury’s mate, Al Richardson, and I are aware
of the faint outlines of gray gulls darting and
wheeling over the gray ocean sutface. [im quietly
calls Alto the helm in the crow’s nest while he moves
quickly, catlike, down to the deck to check the
bronze-tipped harpoon and the 150 fathoms of line
attached to the buoy that have been carefully rigged
and stowed aft. Alhas slowly and steadily opened
the throttle to run down on the area where the birds
are hovering and dipping. He must try to get a
sense of whether there are tuna beneath the gulls,
and if so, which direction they're traveling, so he
can maneuver theJesse to comein behind the fish.
Meanwhile, fim has moved into the bow pulpit
with the long harpoon and stands leaning slightly
Sforward, arms raised, silhouetted in the pose of a
fisherman holding the most ancient and honored
weapon for catching the largest fish in the sea.










































































































































Banding puffin chichs on Matinicus Rock

seabird nesting sanctuary and is managed
and protected by seabird wardens employed
by NAS. The Coast Guard maintains all aids
to navigation and makes any necessary capi-
tal improvements to the lightstation facili-
ties.

Four Audubon field staff live from May to
August in the old keeper’s house, a granite
dwelling built in 1854. They also use the
smaller house and the boathouse, and they
count birds from the top of the stone light-
house tower.

What is the impact of the work of four
people on a small, rocky island 20 miles off
the coast of Maine? Audubon naturalist in-
terpreters talk with the few hardy tourists
each summer who come by tour boats from
Rockland to view the wildlife on and around
Matinicus Rock. When bird and whalewatch
boats approach the Rock, Audubon staff
members row out to meet them, board the
boats, and give a short talk about the proper
protocol for appreciating and protecting
the natural resources of the island.

Information gathered on Matinicus Rock
has other outlets as well. One is the Gulf of
Maine Tern Working Group, a group of
biologists concerned with conserving the
tern population. Audubon’s findings are
also presented to (and recently published
by) the International Congress on Bird
Preservation (ICBP). Dr. Steve Kress, who
manages Audubon’s seabird sanctuaries,
speaks highly of the Congress and those who
contribute to it: “It takes a lot of bird counts
and a lot of people watching to understand
the trends,” he says. “The Congress brings
together people who would otherwise work
in isolation.”

OnMountDesertRock,researchand man-
agement efforts focus on sea mammals, not
sea birds. This 3.5-acre island (five acres at
low tide) is devoid of vegetation and does
notsupport the same colonies of birdsfound
on the other two islands. Sighting and pho-
tographing whales is Allied Whale’s primary
research activityon Mount Desert Rock. This
non-profit whale research organization,
which is based at the College of the Atlantic
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in Bar Harbor, carried out its
first whalewatch from the
Mount Desert Rock light-
house towerin 1972, fiveyears
before the lightstation was
unmanned. The group com-
piles and maintains the cen-
tral catalogs for the North
Atlantic populations of
humpback and finback
whales.
On a clear day Allied
Whale project workers can
see up to 10 miles out to sea
from the 90-foot stone tower.
When whales are sighted, the
researchers launch two 14-
footinflatable rafts to motor
out to photograph the
whales. Staffin the boats com-
municate with the tower by
radio. If the whalesare hump-
backs, the researchers photograph the ani-
mals’ tails. If they are finbacks, the research-
ers focus on the blaze and chevron patterns
on the head and dorsal fin, and on any dis-
cernible scars. Depending on the weather
and sea conditions, photographing can take
minutes or hours, reports Kim Robertson,
director of the research project. The photo-
graphs are used to identify individual ani-
mals. Photos of identified whales then are
included in the catalog.

More than 4,000 individual humpback
whales have been catalogued since the rec-
ord-keeping project began in 1976 with one
of the first matches from Bermuda to Mount
Desert Rock, Robertson says. More than 220
organizations and individuals from the Car-
ibbean to Iceland have contributed to the
humpback catalog.

Anotherspecial focus of Allied Whale’s ef-
forts is now on the finbacks. “Little is known
about them,” says Robertson. “Where do
they winter? Where and when do they breed
and calve? We know that humpbacks go to
the Caribbean, butwe don’tknow where the
finbacks go.”

Allied Whale began counting and identi-
fying finback whales in 1985. Roughly 500
finbacks have been identified to date. A few
hundred photographsawait cataloguing, says
Robertson, and those sightings are from the
Gulf of Maine only. In addition to the photo-
graphs taken by Allied Whale, about 10 other
groups or individuals have contributed
photographs to the central catalog.

Allied Whale puts eight researchers at a
time on the Rockthroughoutthe four-month
research season: four staff and four volun-
teers. The volunteer program, which began
five years ago, allows students to spend one
or two weeks on the Rock. They learn re-
search techniques (including how to iden-
tify and count different species of birds,
seals, whales, and dolphins), record data,
and catalog photographs of whales. They
also watch for boats, noting what type they
are — fishing, tour, or pleasure — and
whether they have a noticeable impact on
the whales.

The group uses the tower daily, except on
foggy days when the fog horns blare. They
also use the boathouse for storing boats,
fuel, nets, and other items. The 10-room
lighthouse keeper’s dwelling serves as both
staff residence and office.

Conditionson MountDesert Rockare not
unlike those the lightkeepers encountered.
There is still no plumbing, and the weather,
of course, is the same. There are differences,
however. The first floor of the house has
electricity, installed in the early 1980s. It
runs more than lights: a computer helps
with cataloguing the whales. And while the
early lightkeepers’ resupplies of food and
fuel had to last several months, Allied Whale
researchers receive fresh supplies every two
weeks, weather permitting. Robertson re-
calls 20-foot waves washing over the island
during Hurricane Gabrielle in September
1989. Due to rough seas, a helicopter had to
bring in supplies and evacuate stranded vol-
unteerswith pressing responsibilitiesashore.

What else is different? Isolation? “No,
that’s the same,” says Robertson. “But the
food’s probablybetter! And we have agreen-
house.” Lighthouse keeper families used to
haul burlap sacks of soil to the rocky island
and plant flowers and vegetables between
boulders. These spotty gardens lasted only
until the next raucous sea scoured the is-
land. In 1982 Allied Whale constructed a
small greenhouse where staff members now
grow flowers for color, and vegetables for
freshness in their diet.

Mount Desert Rock may be remote, but it
is not unvisited. Educating the public is an-
otherimportant part of what these research-
ersdo. “We have crazy days,” says Robertson,
“days when 20 boats are on one whale. We
give them guidelines from the National
Marine Fisheries Service so they know how
much distance to keep between themselves
and the whales, how to approach the ani-
mals, and the maximum number of boats
that should be on one whale at a time.”

Theresearchers’ presence on PetitManan,
Matinicus Rock, and Mount Desert Rock is
likely to continue for some time. The Coast
Guard is pleased to have them there, and no
one doubts the importance of their work.
The researchers hope to add new studies
and management projects to their current
efforts, when and if funding becomes avail-
able.

“Without the terns, you’d be missing some-
thing,” says Tom Goettel. “Terns have an
economic use: they attract tourists. But you
don’t have to make an economic argument
for everything. Human beings are at a point
where we should recognize the value, from a
sociological or psychological point of view,
of having all species around.” Two hundred
years after Maine’s first lightstations guided
the way, these remote ones continue to aid
in safety, survival, and welfare — not just for
mariners and a few endangered species, but
perhaps, in the long run, for us all.

Deborah Davis, author of the children’s novel
The Secretof the Seal, lives in Camden, Maine.













































































