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Introduction


OCEAN racing boats have probably changed more in the last ten years than anytime since racing yachts took to the ocean courses. Some of the change is related to materials: dacron sails and cordage; steel, aluminum, and fiberglass hulls; and the advance in electronic equipment. A large part of the change has been an assault on what, within a given rating rule, makes a boat go faster. This change has been so sweeping, the assault so effective, that it has led to a new international rating rule (I.O.R.).


Here is a personal view of those events and an account of one of the most incredibly successful individual records ever made by a designer and skipper. In 1965 Dick Carter was a skillful skipper, but an unknown amateur designer. Today he is one of the leading designers in the world and one of the formulators of the new international rating rule.


Sandy Weld has played a key role in this transformation as he helped prepare and sail Rabbit in 1965 for a summer’s campaign, then joined Tina in Copenhagen for the 1966 One Ton Cup competition and two Admiral’s Cup challenges on board Rabbit II and Red Rooster. In between he was fortunate enough to tuck in two other great races literally a world apart—the Bermuda race and the Sydney-Hobart race in Australia.


His account of the rapid design changes, the exciting boats on some of the great racing courses of the world is delivered in a modest, understated New England way.


Each year competition gets more difficult, demanding more concentration, greater attention to detail, and greater skill in steering and sail trimming. Fewer mistakes are tolerable if one is to win. As the intensity of racing increases, the ancient battle with fatigue and the need to think clearly and logically continue and become more critical—placing more and more importance on the crew.


Top boats must have skilled crews. The ability to concentrate and to fight fatigue must be in each member. Sometimes the spirit or the drive that lets a crew extend itself is a group product, but more often it comes from an individual within the crew. You know him: the first on deck at a watch change, the first to react to trouble, the first to remember after a period of prolonged stress that we all need food and then produce it. . . . the man who overcomes the inertia of the “way things are.” This sort of man, a person of many skills, is the “motor” that makes a good boat and crew tops. Sandy is a great “motor” and a great ship mate. This is his account of top flight ocean racing—the sport’s “leading edge.”


John A. Carter
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Rabbit’s launching at Breskens
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1. Tuning Rabbit



I arrived at the Maas Boat Yard in Breskens, Holland, during the middle of a drizzly Friday afternoon at the end of May 1965. It was my first meeting with Dick Carter and Rabbit. Rabbit wasn’t hard to find, sitting in her cradle on the edge of the quay with a half dozen men working on and around her at a feverish pace. Dick I found in a nearby shed checking over the spar. Our greetings were short; time was of the essence, for many things had still to be accomplished, supervised, and checked. I spent the rest of the afternoon following him about in awe. He dealt with one detail after another, from the placement of equipment to the color of paint for the interior.


Pressure was on to meet the launching schedule the next morning. Major projects included stepping the mast, rigging it, and reinstalling the depth sounder under the stern rather than where the equipment manufacturers indicated, the smooth leading edge of the forefoot.


Tasks, of which there were many, were completed so that when the riggers went home (long after the yard had closed for the day) we were basically ready for launching in the morning. Dick and I stayed busy on Rabbit long after the riggers had departed. We sorted out equipment, and in the process made lists of things still to be done, lists of things to be changed, lists of questions, and lists for the lists.


After dark Dick and I found our way to a small restaurant. It overlooked the harbor, which was filled with fishing vessels and sailing craft. Over dinner I learned about Rabbit and the hopes for the coming summer.


The plan was to have our first sail on Sunday, in two days’ time, and then spend a couple more days in the yard before departing Tuesday noon for Harwich, England, and the North Sea Race. This was to be a shakedown race, after which we would return to the yard for the finishing details before shifting our headquarters to Cowes, England. From Cowes we would participate in the Morgan Cup, Cowes-Dinard Race, Channel Race, and Cowes Week, ending the season with the Fastnet Race. This was all very tentative: some races might be dropped; others, like the One Ton Cup, might be added. It all depended on Rabbit’s performance. The summer’s goal was the Class III championship (awarded to the boat in Class III with the highest number of points in her best four Royal Ocean Racing Club races).


This summer’s campaign had been touched off two years before when Dick was loaned a 32-foot Medalist for the 1963 Fastnet Race. That race started in one of those wild sou’westers, providing a rough beat out through the Needles. Conditions were made even tougher by the strong outgoing tide. Even though the boat was one of the smallest in the fleet they held down the middle of the Channel to get the maximum effect of the strong favorable tide, while most of the fleet sought smoother waters close to shore. It was a tough first night, but the last night was even wilder and more exhilarating. A front caught them as they passed the Lizard on their way in. With a storm spinnaker up, the only boat carrying a spinnaker, they surged in to Plymouth on one wave after another, often with two people on the helm.


The Medalist was noted for her hard downwind steering, a point of sailing which particularly intrigued Dick. His past efforts in racing dinghies and offshore had always been concentrated on the sails and trim to get the most out of a given hull. The importance of improving downwind sailing turned his thoughts to changes in the hull. This was the first step in the transformation from the sailor Carter to the designer Carter.


He spent the next year or so analyzing hulls, trying to determine for himself what made a boat go fast. Other aspects also came under close scrutiny, such as wind conditions, race courses, and of course the rating rule. The whole concept of transferring one’s three-dimensional ideas onto two-dimensional paper with pen and ink so a builder could transform them into reality was nearly too much for him. With determination he put himself into a position where he had to produce a design: he made a “payment of intent” to Frans Maas Nv. in Holland to build a boat.


Then came a cable from Holland: NEED LINE PLANS IMMEDIATELY. Not a line had yet been placed on paper! His one drawing course at Yale had only taught him to draw straight lines; how was he to draw a boat with its many complicated curves? Somehow, though, he did it.


As he tells it, the excitement was almost unbearable as the ferry crossed the river Schelde to Breskens. How would Rabbit look in the flesh, as a three-dimensional shape, something one could walk around, climb on, and even go inside? When Frans Maas drove him to the yard, and there Rabbit was sitting on the quay, all he could say was “She looks like a boat! She looks like a boat!” Frans shrugged his shoulders as if to say “Why not?”


In studying ocean racing courses Dick concluded that the vast majority of one’s sailing time is spent with sheets eased rather than beating to windward. He also observed that when beating in an offshore race one was more than likely to experience a wind change prior to reaching the windward mark. His conclusion was that pure out-and-out boat speed when close reaching to running was more important than a boat’s ability to claw to windward. The English had acquired the reputation for close-winded sailing as a result of racing around the tide-infested Solent where a degree or two could mean the advantage of a lee bow tide or not.


When studying the courses he also looked at weather conditions throughout the Channel and Fastnet Rock areas. The analysis showed clearly that these areas have their fair share of light and variable wind. The ominous reports of the English Channel gales are true enough, but no one talks of the calms between them. Dick made a point of “over-canvassing” Rabbit in relation to boats of a similar size. This was to give her added power in light conditions where valuable time can be gained while distances are covered slowly. On the other hand, he has the greatest respect for the sea and was determined that Rabbit be competent in the worst weather the Fastnet could dish out. After all, one does not win races when hove to.


Part of the problem in carrying on during a gale is the stamina of the crew, and stamina depends on the physical and mental condition of the crew members as they step on board. During long offshore races this condition is affected by many things; one major factor is rest. Rest can best be obtained, or not lost, when the boat is sailed in a relatively upright position rather than on its ear, with the lee rail awash: one expends less energy moving around on deck as well as below. One also rests better in his bunk when the boat isn’t straining and at all angles.


Rabbit was designed to be sailed upright. This was not for her crew’s sake, but because a boat’s optimum speed is obtained when it is sailed in an upright position. Driving the boat hard with more sail than anyone else is dramatic, but it does very little for the speed of the boat.


The concepts that went into Rabbit were a low rating, and a proportionally fast boat in light to moderate winds and off the wind, capable of withstanding Fastnet’s toughest weather. The result was a 34ʹ × 24ʹ × 10ʹ × 4ʹ steel sloop. Her underwater body was a departure from the popular meter boat concept of reducing wetted surface to the minimum. She had very round bilges. The thickness of the keel where it joined the hull was a mere 6 inches.


Rabbit’s 4-foot draft was so shallow in relation to the size of her hull that when the rating was calculated she received a “shallow-draft” bonus. The draft was the minimum allowed under the rating rule without incurring a penalty. Rabbit’s stability was achieved through hull design rather than placing large quantities of lead as low as possible. The keel itself was fairly short and on its trailing edge was attached a small rudder, or trim tab. This innovation was new to me, but not to sailing. Designers have been experimenting with it since the late forties. Well aft of the keel and attached only to the hull hung a balanced spade rudder. This was the means of directional control. The trim tab was used for additional directional control when on a reach or to provide lift when going to windward—very much like the lift created by flaps on an airplane wing. Electronic equipment consisted of the depth sounder (which hardly ever worked) and the radio/direction finder. No fancy electronic wind indicators were used; just simple foolproof yarn tied to the stays. Simplicity was a theme throughout Rabbit.






Rabbit’s original bow pulpit. Note how securely one can wedge oneself into the pulpit with feet and legs, leaving both hands free.
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The spar was designed by Carter and built at Hood’s Yard. Ted Hood commented at the time, “Even the 12-meters don’t do it this way.” A simple principle was used in designing it: remove all windage possible, keeping in mind that it had to stand up in the Fastnet’s toughest. The result was that all tangs, fittings that attach the shrouds to the mast, were internal. All halyards were internal, including the spinnaker halyard. The normal lower forward shrouds were eliminated and replaced by placing one stay as a lower forestay. With a luff groove the spar presented practically no unnecessary windage. Any theoretical advantage, however small, was tackled as being extremely important, so that the aggregate could amount to something measurable. This was the first offshore spar to have everything internal.


Probably the biggest single innovation on the spar was the indented roller reefing gear. Roller reefing has most definitely taken over from the reef points and the task of tying in a reef, but it still isn’t the easy task it should be. This is primarily due to the so-called “roller reefing set back,” which still requires many hands to accomplish the job efficiently and quickly. By indenting the reefing mechanism into the mast it was hoped that with the tack attached nearly underneath the luff groove reefing and unreefing would become a simple one-man job. The elimination of slides and jacklines would make reefing and unreefing easier.


Another novel feature on Rabbit was her bow pulpit. It was a solid, four-legged structure secured to the deck aft of the headstay. Its purpose was to give a solid structure from which to work when on the foredeck. The conventional pulpits, on small boats in particular, are anything but solidly built or very well secured to the boat. The rule concerning lifelines stated that they must consist of metal tubing or wire, or a combination of both, encompassing bow and stern without a break at a height of 2 feet from the deck. This is under the title “Seaworthiness and Regulations,” and the obvious reason for having lifelines and pulpits is safety: a fence to keep the crew on board. Did it matter that the “fence” encompass every part of the hull? Apparently not, for recent practice had moved lifelines inside of side stays and stern pulpits inside of backstays on many of the new racing boats without any infringement of the rule. In defining the “bow,” Webster’s Dictionary refers to it as an area, “the forward part of a ship,” rather than a specific point. Dick was satisfied that he had improved the device and complied with the rule as it was written. More important, he had increased the safety at sea which was the reason for the rule.


Beside being safer, it allowed the headsails to be set outside of the pulpit. This would alleviate the plaguing problem of the sail leading up over a conventional pulpit and lifelines. The practical benefit of this was that it reduced one of ocean sailing’s major problems—chafe along the foot of the sail. The psychological advantage, however, outweighed the practical advantage in that Rabbit would have an unbroken marriage between sail and hull.


A year and a half of analyzing all this, countless changes, worries, and sleepless nights, resulted, finally, in our being in Holland. The Frans Maas Nv. Yard was selected to build in partly because the Dutch had more experience in welding thin gauge steel than anyone else, and partly because Frans, being a young designer, ocean racer, and builder, talked Dick’s language. Dick was impressed with the construction of Tonnere de Breskens, a Maas design of the previous year. When a question arose that Dick wasn’t sure of, his answer was “Do it as in Tonnere.” But no amount of assurance from Frans, who is a little more used to such launchings than Dick, could relieve his nervous anxiety. Would Rabbit actually float? Would she be anywhere near her designed waterline? Would she sail like a sailboat? If she actually behaved like a boat would she be competitive, or would he have to take the next plane home? After all, who ever heard of a man with no training at all designing his first boat and expecting it to sail well?


Night was well along before we turned in. I could have listened to Dick much longer, but we had to launch by noon the next day and be ready for our first sail Sunday. The moment of truth had arrived, with a busy time ahead of us.


Activity on Rabbit had begun when I arrived on the scene at eight o’clock Saturday morning. There seemed to be a never-ending amount of work to be performed and a rapidly decreasing time in which to do it all.


Shortly before noon Rabbit floated free from the railway. It didn’t take long to get to the other dock to check out her flotation. She not only stayed afloat, she was floating very near her designed waterline level. Dick was thrilled, but wasn’t allowed to gloat long, for there was too much yet to be done and there were too many decisions still to be made.


That afternoon the compass adjuster came around to adjust our two bulkhead compasses. The drill was to power out into the river mouth and swing around to known fixes on land. This we performed, but not in the orthodox manner. We had to power backward. The special folding propeller, shipped specially from California, U.S.A., had a right-handed pitch. The Norwegian engine required a left-handed pitch propeller to propel us forward. To run the engine in reverse to run the boat forward would have placed undue strain on the engine. So—the engine was in forward, but the boat went backward. Even though the compass adjuster seemed amused and confused by the goings-on, the compasses were adjusted and we survived our first outing. An additional entry was made on one of the many lists: cable for a correctly pitched propeller.






Rabbit
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Sunday morning arrived overcast and cold, normal for Holland at this time of year. Neither Dick nor I noticed the weather; we were too tied up in Rabbit’s first sail. Powering out of the harbor, again backward, we presented an odd sight to the few folks along the harbor entrance who were fishing, were on their way to church, or had just come down to the water.


The main was put on the boom; the outhaul gear wasn’t big enough, for I broke the wire running up inside the boom when I tried to get the sail hauled out. That was one experiment that didn’t quite work. A jury rig was devised to hold the sail in place and the main was raised. The luff groove arrangement worked all right, but it would have been easier with a couple more hands and more practice. I was too busy straightening things out to see a smile spread across Dick’s face as Rabbit fell off and began to gather speed. She wasn’t about to turn turtle, and she responded to wind and tiller. Up with the #2 genoa and we seemed to take off.


We sailed back and forth off Breskens. Two major questions had been successfully answered: she floated on her waterline, and she sailed with normal responses. The big question remained: would she be competitive?


Monday and Tuesday, work continued at a feverish pace. An amazing amount had been accomplished, but Rabbit was far from a finished product. The yard was happy that she was to return after the North Sea Race so that they could complete the work. It wasn’t until 1700 hours that we finally pushed off, having found a left-handed pitch fixed-blade propeller to propel us in the right direction until we could get another one from California.


On board for the passage with us was a Dutch lad just out of the Dutch marines. Mike had little racing experience, but brought a long heritage of water life, and an abundance of youthful energy. We were glad to have him: beside being another pair of hands, he had a light and heart-warming personality. We motored all night through a lumpy calm sea. By 0800 Wednesday morning we had the Galloper Light Ship abeam. After breakfast the wind came in from the northeast, and we sailed along at a comfortable 6 knots. With the sun out, it was almost warm by noon. What a joyful sail into Harwich harbor! During the trip new lists started: one for things to do and get in Harwich before the race, and another list of things to be done upon our return to Breskens. On entering Harwich we tied up alongside some other racers beside the Trinity House flagship.


Thursday and Friday morning we were busy hurrying around buying necessary equipment and provisions for our first race. We still didn’t know how she went in relation to other boats; we hadn’t seen a sailboat when under sail ourselves.


We visited a marine store in town in order to gather the navigational equipment—charts, tide information, parallel rule, and dividers—and some snap shackles. They didn’t have what we wanted in stock, but would send to London to get it.


The Trinity House ship didn’t like us tied up to her and requested that we anchor in the harbor. I cannot blame her; she might have to leave in a hurry. But being beside her made it more convenient to get ashore. We moved out to the anchorage and tackled the Avon inflatable rubber dinghy for transportation ashore. These amazing “boats” are used throughout Europe. They are not popular in the United States, partly, undoubtedly, because of the different racing safety requirements. The Royal Ocean Racing Club allows the inflatable type for safety—kedging—equipment, while the Cruising Club of America requires a solid dinghy carried on deck for the same purposes.


It wasn’t long before the various pieces were together and blown up. They make a very stable raft, with built-in fenders (the whole side) eliminating the “Don’t bang the boat” and “Watch the paint” so often heard around U.S. waters. The freeboards aren’t very high, and with any more than four persons, in a dinghy of the size Rabbit had, the trip could be a bit wet, especially if some motor boat happened to pass that kicked up a little wake.


Friday morning Dick and Mike were headed ashore to check out the arrival of our equipment. Mike had the dinghy alongside while Dick and I were still below. All of a sudden we saw, through the cabin window, two feet fly into the air. Simultaneously we heard a surprised “OH!” We were both on deck in a jiffy, just in time to see Mike pull himself out of the water over the dinghy’s stern. He had jumped from Rabbit’s deck into the dinghy, planning to land evenly on both feet on the dinghy’s bottom, thus avoiding the need to step on one side and the possibility of turning over. His landing was good, but with his weight too far aft the dinghy shot forward, resulting in his somersaulting over backward.


It was just what we needed. As Mike sheepishly crawled out of the water, Dick and I stood on deck laughing. That broke the tension and nervous excitement which had been building up within us.


Mike changed, and tried again. Dick wouldn’t get into the dinghy until after Mike had done so safely. They made it ashore in one piece and dry. The fellow at the marine store wasn’t in; neither were the items that had been ordered from London. He returned about an hour later, but without the charts, parallel rule, and dividers. We had given up on snap shackles. Time was too short to do anything now. We would have to settle for the borrowed chart we had used to cross over from Breskens, a small-scale chart showing the eastern approaches to the English Channel. It covered the entire area of the race, but didn’t have some of the buoys in the channel off Harwich indicated by the course circular.


The fleet was heading for the starting area; ready or not, we saw that the moment of truth was approaching fast. Dick was surprised we didn’t hear his heart pounding.


Our start, Class IIIb, was at 1345. The rest of the fleet was ahead of us, fighting its way out of Harwich in a 5-knot headwind and incoming tide. The #1 genoa was out of the bag for the first time; luckily it seemed to fit well. We were on the leeward end of the line and moving with clear air when our gun went. There was a crowd of boats at the windward end of the line, which had a better chance of fetching the first channel buoy about one mile distant than we did, but we were, we hoped, in less foul current. Aladdin, van de Stadt’s Sprinter class, sailed by the notable Dutch designer himself, was to windward and moving well. She was a known rival. We rounded the first channel marker right in her wake. Rabbit was going well; the rest of Class IIIb was scattered out behind and we were quickly moving up with the stragglers from Class IIIa, who had started 15 minutes ahead of us. We followed the fleet out of Harwich on a very close reach, really footing, but not pointing as high as most of the fleet. Efficiency through hull speed seemed to compensate for their sideways slippage, for Rabbit did not fall off to leeward of them.






Harwich–Hook of Holland Race



[image: Map: Harwick to Hook of Holland route of the race course in a zigzag via West Hinder light vessel and Smith's Knoll]





What a day to discover that one’s first design could sail so well. The sun was out in full force, the wind at about 5 to 6 knots, and we were just able to lay our course to the first light vessel, West Hinder Light Ship, 80 miles away. Dick was overjoyed with Rabbit’s performance as we kept sliding past boats in Class IIIa; Aladdin had been left astern also. All afternoon the conditions remained the same; we just kept checking off the miles and boats we passed. An awesome feeling began to grow on us as bigger boats appeared ahead and slipped astern. Then, toward evening, Hestia, a Dutch sloop in Class IIIa, appeared abeam. Raced by the van Beuningen family, she is a legend in European waters for winning races. She had won her class in the last four North Sea Races and won overall three times. She was also a sure member of Holland’s One Ton Cup team. Needless to say, we were overjoyed to see her abeam. As darkness fell and the tide changed, the wind dropped as well. Because of darkness and the concentration needed to keep Rabbit moving, we lost track of which lights belonged to Hestia. We changed back and forth from genoa to spinnaker, fighting to keep her going. The midnight to 4:00 A.M. watch was particularly long and tiring. Rabbit kept moving ahead all the time, but just barely.


Shortly after 5:00 A.M. we rounded the West Hinder Light Ship behind several Class II boats; Hestia was 10 minutes behind us. All day we fought our way north in light and spotty conditions, changing sails constantly. We continued to pass boats bigger than ourselves, boats with 30-foot waterlines and longer; Rabbit’s is only 24 feet! Only when the wind went to nil did the bigger, heavier, and deeper boats pull out on us. To our delight Hestia stayed in sight behind us all day. We caught Firebrand, a new Sparkman and Stephens boat and a top contender for the British Admiral’s Cup team. Tonnere de Breskens, the Dutch Admiral’s Cup team member designed by Frans Maas, was seen. We were losing our sense of perspective.


Night again brought less wind and a good deal of slatting about, with constant work in an attempt to keep the sails drawing. It would have been nice to be moving faster, but at least the activity kept us warm. We were now feeling the effects of the North Sea, and even in June with little or no wind it was extremely cold. Luckily it wasn’t a blustery northerly, for I hardly had the clothes to keep warm as it was.


As the sun rose early Sunday morning we converged on the Smith’s Knoll Light Ship under spinnaker with a small patch of wind. Would it carry us around the Light Ship? We just made it before the wind changed. The tide turned west at the same time, leaving several boats unable to get around. Hestia had sneaked around ahead of us, 15 minutes earlier. Throughout the morning we held our position with her in a light southwest wind. During the afternoon the wind dropped again, leaving us unable to keep our spinnaker full due to the rolling of the boat and the lack of wind. Hestia, being just that much deeper, remained steadier in the water, keeping her spinnaker full, and became smaller and smaller as she drew ahead. Finding that we could carry the spinnaker further forward, we hardened up and headed southward. By evening Hestia was on the horizon abeam and ahead, heading toward the finish.


During the night the wind swung around, enabling us to head for where we thought the Hook of Holland to be. By daylight fog had descended on the coastline, making our approach a bit uncertain. Our limited navigational equipment and knowledge of the area were offset by the constant freighter traffic heading east. The only place safe for them to be going was the Hook of Holland on their way up river to Rotterdam. We followed them in, staying just north of the river’s current as it flowed into the sea. There is a marked color difference as well as a difference in water movement. Border Law, an English Class I boat, followed us in.


We picked up the finish line and crossed at 0732 Monday morning, 3 hours behind Hestia. The big question was whether we should have stayed with her. They seemed to think so, as they apparently had a better breeze later.


We motored up the river to Rotterdam, escorted in real style by four British mine sweepers—we were completely unnoticed by them. Rotterdam Harbor covers many miles on both sides of the Rhine River where it passes Rotterdam, and continues downstream for quite a distance. There is much activity along both banks, with constant traffic moving up and down river. It is nearly as dangerous on a boat there as it is in a car in Paris.


We tied up at the Royal Maas Yacht Club and discovered that, out of 107 starters, we were the 11th boat to round the Smith’s Knoll Light Ship and 11th to cross the finish line on a boat-for-boat basis. That wasn’t bad, but on top of that we had given the fleet up to an hour’s head start. On corrected time we finished second in Class III, behind Hestia, who had never seen another Class III boat after Smith’s Knoll in all the years she has raced in the North Sea Race. Overall we finished third. Not bad for a boat that hadn’t been released from the yard!


The rest of the day was spent straightening things up on board and relaxing, either sleeping or watching the fleet come in. As the afternoon wore on, we heard comments that we were being protested for not having an authorized bow pulpit, since it was located aft of the headstay. The result sheets in the club listed us as second in Class III. At about 1700 two Race Committee members came aboard for the “normal” inspection. (Rabbit had been measured in Holland, but not inspected with regard to meeting the safety regulations; this is done at the discretion of the Race Committee at any time they choose.) They made a thorough inspection, measuring the height of the lifelines in several different places, ensuring the proper stowage of chain, and so forth. The only comment that they made was that we should have a halyard for the racing flag so that it could be lowered when we were not racing. I had sewn ours to a metal flagstaff welded to the top of the mast about an hour before the race started. It served the dual purpose of a racing flag and wind pennant.


We felt better, for no mention was made of a protest or of the location of the bow pulpit.


A couple of hours later, as we crowded in to the prize-giving dinner, I happened to notice that Rabbit had been crossed off the result sheet and “disqualified” written in. Dick was able to speak to Alan Paul, the R.O.R.C. secretary, for a couple of minutes before the meal began. We had been disqualified for “having the bow pulpit halfway down the foredeck.”


Dinner was good and there was plenty of wine, but those of us on Rabbit just weren’t in the mood any longer. During the awards the commodore made several remarks about the “little boat Rabbit” which did very well, but was disqualified for incorrect placement of her lifelines. A great many people expressed disappointment at the way the disqualification was handled. Most were not convinced that our bow pulpit complied with the rule, but felt strongly that we should not have been thrown out of the race. Two courses of action had been open to the Race Committee: a warning to change the pulpit before the next race, and application of the usual 5% increase in time (this wouldn’t have changed the final outcome at all).


We were none too happy about being disqualified, but to have it happen without a hearing or an attempt to notify us was unbelievable. The obstacles of campaigning with one’s home base 3,000 miles away were large enough; to be treated this way as well was almost too much.


The Race Committee’s contention was that the bow pulpit was unsafe, that Dick should have known about the meaning of the rule, that they had tried to contact him about it that afternoon, and that they were very sorry.


Dick and I met Lucas for supper at one of his favorite small eating establishments. He had located two hands to help us return to Breskens. Our route was to have been inland via the canals and rivers, but, because of the growing length of lists—to which had just been added a major project, “change bow pulpit”—and the short time before we had to get the boat to Cowes for our next race, we chose the offshore route. We left Rotterdam at 1:00 A.M. Wednesday to catch the tide down river. At the river mouth, with the tide ebbing and a strong west sou’wester (right on the nose) kicking up a short steep sea, I was reminded of the Buzzard’s Bay entrance to the Cape Cod Canal during a sou’wester.


Setting the main and #2 genoa, we headed south along the coast. Our two Dutch friends, who came along because of their local knowledge, had never been down the coast, and retired to their bunks shortly after leaving the Hook of Holland. Dick and I navigated between buoys by watching for breaking seas which indicated the edge of the long shallow bar that follows the coast well offshore. We arrived in Breskens by early afternoon after a good sail.


Work on board commenced almost at once. Our lists were found and handed over to Peter, the competent yard foreman. The immediate problem was what to do with the bow pulpit in order to comply with the Race Committee’s interpretation of their rule. There were two alternatives: to convert to a conventional pulpit, and give up the clean flow along the deck resulting from the sail’s foot not having to rise up over the lifelines; or to come up with a method of keeping that clean flow along the deck. We decided to concentrate on a new method. We had to create and build a bow pulpit to encompass the forestay and still allow the genoa to be set outside of it and the lifelines. The practice common today of sheeting the genoa completely inside the lifelines had not then been adopted.


The solution, a combination of our ideas and the creative ability of the master welder at Maas’ Yard, was anything but simple. The new pulpit took many shapes, changing this way and that way as the welder understood what we were trying to do; we appreciated the flexibility of welding. There was also the language problem, for we spoke no Dutch and the welder spoke very little English. But that wasn’t as serious as it could have been in other circumstances; there seems to be an international understanding among perceptive craftsmen concerning their trade.


The pulpit which finally resulted was a three-legged affair, with the forward stanchion (or leg) an inch in front of the forestay and parallel to it. The angle of this stanchion was the major change from a conventional pulpit. Normally, this stanchion is an extension of the bow’s curve, thus extending from the stem fitting out in front of the boat. Tubing attached to the top of this stanchion leads back on either side of the foredeck to a set of stanchions and is then connected to the wire lifelines. Thus a railing is formed to help keep people on board. This requires that the headsails be hanked on inside the railing and led up over the lifelines to be sheeted in outside the lifelines. The result is a bad section of sail as it folds up over the lifeline, causing poor air flow, loss of valuable wind through the resulting hole, and an unesthetic-looking section in the otherwise perfectly set sail. One solution, of course, is to fasten the tack up off the deck high enough to allow the sail to clear the lifelines. This, though, leaves a much larger area through which valuable air is lost between the foot of the sail and the deck, and there is no allowance given in the rating rule for the distance off the deck of the foot of the headsail. Our ingenuity and persistence created a pulpit allowing the headsails to be set outside of it and flush with the deck, but also complying with the rule’s interpretation that it should be forward of the headstay.
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