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  “Casey” Baldwin and William Atkin and the youthful crew of the Typhoon, all of whom have a serious belief in the importance of doing things for fun.
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FOREWORD





  If you’ve never joined William Washburn Nutting in the ecstatic froth of a wild North Atlantic gale, I envy you. You’re about to make a wonderful new companion.




  Bill Nutting was, first, a connoisseur of good pals. In the summer of 1913, with scant experience in sailing, piloting, or navigation, Nutting sailed the twenty-eight-foot cutter Nereis, mostly singlehandedly, from New York to Newfoundland. Along the way, he survived several near calamities. Off Nantucket he was knocked overboard by the boom; only dumb, bloody luck and a loose lazy jack saved him from drowning. But that summer’s experience inflamed his adventuring spirit, and the stories he published inflamed others. With friends he met during those travels, Nutting began to dream of a shorthanded transatlantic voyage—and of the boat that could accomplish such a trip.




  Above all, it was meeting Canadian engineer Frederick “Casey” Baldwin that set off the adventure you’re about to read about. The first British subject to take flight in March 1908, shortly after the Wright Brothers’ initial Kitty Hawk flights, Baldwin was the same man who would go on in 1919 to set the world speed record of more than seventy miles per hour across the water in a hydroplane that he designed and built with Alexander Graham Bell.




  For a shipmate, Nutting could have picked no one better. “Casey, drenched and grinning, was in his element,” wrote Nutting of their first great gale together. “The wind was still increasing, but there was no trace of concern in his voice as he shouted back a ‘cheerio’ through the racket. He was enjoying himself as only the man at the wheel can at such a time.”




  From the Manhattan offices of Motor Boat magazine, Nutting gathered around him a Parisian-style salon of other men—in those days it was an “all-boys club”—who were interested in something entirely new under the sun: sailing on the ocean “for the fun of the thing.” Again and again, he fired restless souls with words like these: “I think it is reasonable to say that a country is only as big as its sports. In this day when life is so very easy and safe-and-sane and highly specialized and steam-heated, we need, more than ever we needed before, sports that are big and raw and, yes, dangerous.”




  To that end, in 1920 he set out to sail a little forty-five-foot yacht named Typhoon across the Atlantic to Cowes for the British International Races and then back again—a pleasure cruise of seven thousand-odd miles.




  One of the first things Nutting did when Typhoon returned to New York that November was to propose what would become the Cruising Club of America (CCA)—established in 1922, with Nutting himself elected as its first commodore. The club’s purpose? “To encourage the designing, building, and sailing of small seaworthy yachts, to make popular cruising upon deep water, and to develop in the amateur sailor a love of true seamanship, and to give opportunity to become proficient in the art of navigation.” You can walk down the dock of any seaside marina today and judge for yourself what kind of success Nutting had. A whole industry speaks to it.




  However, it’s not for his seamanship that we remember Bill Nutting today. “He was a charming character and good company, a good sailor in some ways, but foolhardy and had too much courage,” recalled George Bonnell, an early CCA member.




  But at infectious enthusiasm, no one ever beat him. Shortly after founding the CCA and publishing The Track of the Typhoon, Nutting became infatuated with a boat type he’d seen on a Copenhagen canal during the war—the redningskoite, or Norwegian rescue boat, as developed by the Scottish-Norwegian designer Colin Archer (1832–1921). Virtually no one west of the Atlantic in 1924 had ever seen such a craft.




  On one winter’s evening, Nutting found a book that contained the line drawings for a Colin Archer–designed redningskoite. “The lines scale to about 47 feet overall. After a few rough measurements we decided that if the boat were reduced to 32 feet overall, we could get the headroom under a trunk of reasonable height and sitting headroom under the side decks, and so, for convenience, we had the design photostated 16 inches overall, or to a scale of one-half inch to the foot. With these lines to work from, I spent a couple of evenings making a skeleton model.”




  “Two ends without any ship between them,” quipped one CCA mate when Nutting showed him the model.




  But Nutting’s old pal William “Billy” Atkin helped him clean up the lines. Together they named the design Eric, for the Viking explorer Erik the Red, and Atkin published it. Alas, it was aboard someone else’s version of a redningskoite that William Washburn Nutting, with three shipmates, crossed the North Atlantic from Norway by way of Iceland in the summer of 1924, then set off from Greenland on September 8—and were never seen again.




  “It is more than too bad that Mr. Nutting should not have lived to see the popularity of his child,” William Atkin wrote many years later about the Eric design, “for some 175 sets of blueprints of the 32-footer were sold by the designer within three years after the plans appeared in Motor Boating, and many more have been sold since.” Argentine solo sailor Vito Dumas famously circumnavigated in an Eric during the 1940s. And the fact that Robin Knox-Johnston’s Suhaili, the boat that won the 1968 Golden Globe solo round-the-world race, was built to an Eric design inspired a California entrepreneur to commission an adaptation for fiberglass series production.




  The result was the Westsail 32—object of so much love and derision among sailors in the 1970s and beyond. (“Wet Snail,” anyone?) But the Westsail, with Nutting’s hand in its creation all but erased after the decades, was the very image that for decades launched so many ocean-cruising dreams. “This wonderfully sturdy sailboat,” ran one 1976 magazine feature,1 “embodies within its wide stubby hull all of the wanderlust fantasies harbored by each of us: that marvelous dream of shucking the niggling demands of daily life and simply taking off, boosted by the wind and sea, to probe the corners of the earth. A Westsail skipper turns each cruise into a long reach to Pago Pago.”




  Truly, Bill Nutting’s infectious enthusiasm—through the words he spoke with mates along the waterfront and those he published in the book you now hold—launched a thousand ships.




  A thousand ships, and counting.




  —Tim Murphy




  Cruising World editor-at-large Author of Adventurous Use of the Sea: Formidable Stories of a Century of Sailing from the Cruising Club of America




  Footnote




  1. “The Playboy Boat Stable,” Playboy, July 1976, www.playboy.com/magazine/artcles/1976/07/the-playboy-boat-stable/?srsltid=AfmBOopAjld4_S477DV0aNU8ZRyYDI775Bj1z9lBLKqzHxsJkAMtArWW.











  
PREFACE





   Except in the case of Shaw who writes a preface and then sticks on a play to justify it, prefaces are usually sort of afterthoughts put in at the beginning. Further than that, I don’t know much about them, but after looking over the rather technical beginning of this book, I feel that we need something of the kind to get the reader under way with sufficient impetus to carry him through the doldrums of the first chapter. Furthermore, there are certain things still to be said for which there seems to be no other place. And then, too, most books have prefaces.




  On a cold, blustery, late November day in 1920 a little black yacht beat her way slowly through the Narrows against an ebbing tide and a raw nor’wester and tied up at St. George, Staten Island. To the casual observer there was nothing unusual about the event, except possibly the lateness of the season, but to the practiced eye there were signs that spelled something more than a post-season run to the fishing banks. Her storm trisail, her tattered ensign, her decks and rail scoured white, the lifelines strung between her shrouds, all were marks that told of a battle with strong winds and heavy seas. She was the Typhoon, thirty-two days from the Azores, and in her short career, since her launching in July, she had completed a cruise of seven-thousand-odd miles that had taken her twice across the North Atlantic.




  It was not long before the reporters and the movie people found her—a horde of inquisitive visitors, who came aboard and asked endless questions, or left abruptly when the pitching of the little vessel in the harbor chop proved too much for unaccustomed stomachs. “Shades of Stephen Brodie!” I thought, when I read the harrowing accounts of our cruise the following morning and I felt myself losing standing as an amateur sailor and skidding into a class with Steve and the immortal who went over Niagara Falls in a barrel.




  Not that there was any very serious motive behind the cruise of the Typhoon. We were not trying to demonstrate anything; we were not conducting an advertising campaign; we hadn’t lost a bet. Nor were we subsidized by anybody who had—or was. I had the little vessel built according to Atkin’s and my own ideas of what a seagoing yacht should be and we sailed her across the Atlantic and back again for the fun of the thing. We feel that the sport of picking your way across great stretches of water, by your own (newly acquired) skill with the sextant, pitting your wits against the big, more or less honest forces of nature, feeling your way with lead line through fog and darkness into strange places which the travelers of trodden paths never experience, chumming with the people of the sea—these things, we believe, are worth the time, the cost, the energy—yes, and even the risk and hardship that are bound to be a part of such an undertaking. We did it for the fun of the thing and we believe that no further explanation is necessary.




  Explaining the cruise of the Typhoon on such grounds recalls that delightful situation in Henry Sydnor Harrison’s novel Queed, where the absent-minded young philosopher who has been knocked down in the middle of a crowded crossing by a huge dog pauses, before rising, to inquire of the young lady proprietor of the dog: “What’s the good of a dog like that? What is he for?” You will recall that the young lady replies, “Why, he’s a pleasure dog—a dog to give pleasure to people.”




  Typhoon’s was a pleasure cruise.




  How many, I wonder, of the really big expeditions of the past, things that would make the cruise of the Typhoon pale into insignificance, were inspired by a burning scientific purpose, and how many just from the love of action, the hardship, the fun? Recently I had the pleasure of meeting Capt. Robert Bartlett. Do you suppose that Capt. Bob was lured to the Arctic by any profound scientific conviction? Do you think that Theodore Roosevelt was driven through the African wilds and the Amazon basin as much by a scientific itch as by his love of adventure? Do you believe that my friend, the late Harry Hawker, attempted to fly across the Atlantic so much from an uncontrollable urge to demonstrate the feasibility of transoceanic air travel as from an exuberance of youthful spirit? Neither do I.




  Of course, these people all had at least an excuse whereas we hadn’t even a scientific shoestring, except possibly the vindication of our ideas about the seaworthiness of small vessels. But why have any excuse?




  To be sure it is always desirable to have an objective, especially when one is asking for several months’ leave, and we seized upon the British International Races for this purpose. Why not sail across and cover them for the magazine? The races were scheduled to start on the afternoon of the tenth of August and in order to reach Cowes in time we planned to start on the first of July. But, as always with a new boat, Typhoon was not finished in time. In fact she was launched three days after the date set for our departure and it was not until the eighteenth of July that we actually cast off. There seemed but one chance in a hundred that we could make it, especially after the failure of our motor at the start, but we did make it and that saved the cruise from becoming rather pointless in the eyes of those who require any further motive than the one to which I already have confessed.




  Many people who seem not to realize that size is the least important element in the seaworthiness of a vessel, felt that in looping the Atlantic in so small a boat we had taken too great a chance. The New York Tribune, for example, while it did run a bully full page story about the cruise, for which we are duly appreciative, printed an editorial in which it praised the accomplishment as a feat of seamanship but added that this sort of cruising is too dangerous to be considered sensible yachting and hardly the sort of thing for American yachtsmen to emulate. Now, apart from the question of the risk involved, which is largely a matter of personal opinion, I feel that what American yachting needs is less common sense, less restrictions, less slide rules and more sailing. As an example of what the ponderous technicians have done to yachting, take the situation of the Shamrock and the Resolute lying at their moorings on a day set for the last race for the America’s Cup because they could not risk their gear in a brisk, wholesail breeze. Contrast with this the picture of the crack Gloucester schooner, Esperanto, and this year the Elsie, beating it down to Halifax to meet the pick of the Blue Nose fleet, a prayer in the heart of every man aboard that it would “blow like hell.” Isn’t the latter picture more typical of what we should like our yacht racing to be?




  And is “Safety First” going to become our national motto?




  However admirable this sentiment may be when applied to the ordinary everyday pursuits of life, it has no place in the glossary of sport. If you apply such a limitation to yachting or to football or to mountain climbing, you will emasculate it into a pale, weak thing unworthy of the name of sport. And if the risk were to be taken out of our sports we should defeat our own purpose for no one would go in for them—at least not while rum running offers so much excitement, or sticking up a bank.




  I think it is reasonable to say that a country is only as big as its sports. In this day when life is so very easy and safe-and-sane and highly-specialized and steam-heated, we need, more than ever we needed before, sports that are big and raw and, yes, dangerous. Not that we recommend taking chances with the “roaring forties” in the middle of November or crossing the Atlantic on the fiftieth parallel at any time of year. This sort of yachting, I suppose, never will be popular. But I do hope that if there is any result from this book on the Typhoon it will be to inspire a confidence in the possibilities of the small yacht and instill in the youngsters an interest in the sea and a desire to explore our wonderful coast line in their own little ships.




  The following story covers the history of the Typhoon from the time of her conception to the finish of her cruise a year later. I have kept the chapters in chronological order, pretty much as they appeared originally in the pages of Motor Boat. If the discussion of the boat itself seems dry and uninteresting to those unfamiliar with the language of the sea, they are at liberty to skip the chapter entirely or wade through it with the help of the glossary in the back of the book. I have felt that the few stories of this kind that have been published in this country have been lacking in the more technical side of the subject and therefore unsatisfying to the yachting enthusiast. Why the American publisher should be so squeamish about technical detail in a book of fact, when he will stand for any amount of it in the fiction of such writers as Kipling and Conrad and H. G. Wells, is difficult to understand.




  It is primarily for the yachtsmen and for the youngsters, most of whom have an inherent love for boats, that this book has been written, but if the story proves of interest to a broader audience and helps to establish what Slocum and Voss and Blackburn and Day already have proved—that the size of a boat has little to do with its seaworthiness—well, then I shall feel that unjustifiable pride that comes when you take a kid to the circus, to cover your own interest in the show, and someone praises you for your magnanimity.




  W. W. N




  New York City




  October 1921
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  HOW TYPHOON CAME TO BE DESIGNED AND BUILT




    It would be hard to say just when the idea of the Typhoon had its beginning. Possibly it was one night in October 1920 [This conversation actually took place in October 1919.—Ed.], in the snug cabin of the Elsie, way down at the other end of Nova Scotia. “Casey” Baldwin and I, not to mention Johnny Walker, had sailed up the Bras d’Or Lake after ducks and at nightfall had anchored in a little cove several miles from Baddeck. It had been a year since Baldwin had trod the gay white way and six since Nereis and I had plowed out the Great Bras d’Or Passage bound for Newfoundland. . . . There were many things to talk about.




  “Casey” and I did most of the talking, while Johnny, faithful fellow, just sort of stood by and furnished the inspiration.




  Finally we got down to the inevitable subject of boats and more particularly to cruising boats, for, after all, what sort of a boat can hold a candle to a cruiser for the great big gobs of enjoyment that it returns on the investment? Now, Baldwin has several boats, including the famous Scrapper, known throughout eastern Canada for her consistent showing in many a race. She’s a little “R” boat and when there’s a regatta on at Halifax or Sydney, Casey sails her down the coast, races her and sails her back again. Although the Scrapper is a rater, she’s a comfortable boat for two people, even for coastwise cruising, but the Elsie, in whose cabin we were sitting, was more nearly his idea of what a cruising boat should be.1
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  Gilbert Grosvenor’s Elsie, in whose cabin we conceived the idea that developed into Typhoon.




  When we got along to boats for short-handed work or even for single-handed sailing, Casey ventured the opinion that if, through any unkind freak of circumstance, he was ever doomed to sail alone from Baddeck to Broadway, he’d rather it would be a boat like the Elsie than one of the so-called single-handers. He is all for a big boat—as big a one as possible without going beyond the strength of one man in the matter of the main-sail and the ground tackle, which are really the limiting factors.




  I’m not. I think a single-hander should be as small as possible without sacrificing full headroom—say, 28 to 30 ft. on deck. Many a good boat is smaller than that, especially in England, where they have made an art of tabloid cruisers, but I’d put 28 ft. as about the limit. The righteous walk uprightly, as my friend Jim Pitkin would say, and you can’t get full headroom in a properly designed boat under 28 ft.




  But single-handing it, while a most worth-while experience, is, after all, not the most desirable way to cruise, and so we left this matter entirely unsettled and turned to the question of the most suitable type of boat for coastwise or even deep-sea cruising in general—a boat to accommodate, say, four persons. Many times before we had talked over the possibility of a cruise along the Labrador, or to Iceland, or even across the Atlantic, and so we kept at it until we had a pretty good idea of what a cruiser for this purpose should be.




  By this time Johnny Walker was merely the empty shell of a departed spirit and we decided to call it a day.




  In order to get to the subject of this story we’ll have to skip the harrowing account of how two sleepy mariners, each afraid of the ridicule of the other, went overboard for a swim on the following cold, rainy, late October morning and how an accommodating duck made it possible for a bespectacled editor to rise several points in the estimation of a skeptical engineer. Suffice it to say that we spent the greater part of the following day in the drafting room of the Laboratory giving expression to our conclusions of the night before. Result: a 40-footer, fisherman-style ketch rigged with an auxiliary motor.




  We tried a sort of bug-eye rig on the sketch we had made, with raking sticks and the typical leg-o’-mutton mainsail and mizzen, but found that, even with excessive height to the masts, we could not get more than 450 sq. ft. of sail on her, whereas such a boat ought to have about 750 to 800 ft. And that’s about as far as we got, for the weather improved and was too fine to stay indoors when the remarkable glider HD-4, the fastest thing afloat, was waiting impatiently for a crew.
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  The Bell-Baldwin glider, HD-4, at seventy miles an hour.




  After returning to New York I took up the cruiser question again with William Atkin. Time and again Atkin and I had talked over such a boat and we talked a lot more, but it was not until well after the first of the year that we decided that we’d done enough talking and if we really believed in such a boat she deserved to be built, and, furthermore, to be given a fair tryout.




  We decided to do it.




  Atkin was the logical man to draw up the lines. He is a clever designer of small craft; he knows precedent, but is not bound by it; in fact, he’s fairly bursting with sound original ideas which make my own look as reactionary as those of a hardboiled Republican Senator. Furthermore, having built many boats, he knows a thing or two about construction.




  I knew Baldwin would like to build her in the bully boat shop, which is a part of Dr. Graham Bell’s laboratory, and I knew all the men who worked there would welcome the change from a recent diet of lifeboats. And they are as skillful a crew as there is in Nova Scotia, the home of good boat builders.




  A wire confirmed my suspicions and we went ahead.




  Our first idea was that Typhoon should be 40 ft. on deck, which seemed a pretty big boat to me. Atkin got out the first set of lines, and we sent them post “haste” to Baddeck—and then waited to see what the effect would be. Baldwin went into telegraphic ecstasies over them at several cents a word, but suggested that we stretch her out to 45 ft. by spacing equally between stations. The ease of planking the longer boat would offset the increase in material, he said, so that the cost would remain substantially the same.
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  Typhoon, designed by William Atkin, embodied our ideas of what a small sea-going yacht should be.
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  Fitting out at Dr. Bell’s laboratory for the run to England.




  Reluctantly we wired back to do it and we were glad we did when it came to doping out the interior accommodations for four men.




  The next word from Baldwin indicated that he’d been figuring her displacement, for he suggested that in order to be on the safe side we’d better add three inches to her already liberal freeboard and if necessary sink her that much deeper with ballast. He believed we were figuring a bit too closely, considering the endless amount of junk we’d have to load her down with for the long cruise. We acquiesced reluctantly to this also, which necessitated certain slight changes in the flare forward and the tumble-home at the stern. The result is the lengthened design shown herewith.




  Now look at the lines and the body plan carefully. You will see that she is somewhat over 45 ft. over all, 35 ft. on the waterline, by 12 ft. beam and slightly over 6 ft. draft. You will see also that she is not really so much of a fisherman as you thought—below the waterline. Note the slightly hollow waterlines and sections at the bow, which correspond somewhat to Herreshoff’s racing practice and to some of John Alden’s auxiliary cruisers. A McManus fisherman would have fuller waterlines and fuller sections, and this is true also of William H. Hand’s cruising schooners.
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  The much criticized lack of symmetry of the bow and stern is shown by the body plan.




  Referring to the body plan and particularly to the midship section, you will see that we have ample, though not excessive, beam. This feature, with the well-pronounced bilges, should give us plenty of stability. Atkin has kept the deadrise moderate, somewhat less in fact than is customary in the English cruiser designs and in the Gloucester fishing type. That fatness of the sections at the garboard characteristic of the English designs has been avoided, as we believe it detrimental to speed, although we have employed the reverse curve to the sections at this point, as it cuts down wetted surface considerably and gives a cleaner flow of water.




  The section at station E, you will observe, is practically a straight line like the forward sections of a whaleboat, and from that point forward there is a slight hollow, giving an easy entrance, great reserve buoyancy, dryness in a choppy sea and a very full deck line. Aft the sections show less deadrise as they near the broad stern, giving a flatter run and easier buttock lines than those of a fishing schooner. Those big Gloucester schooners are practically double enders, and while this feature is good in a boat of their size, a shorter boat, especially to make good speed under motor power, should, we believe, have a flatter run and easier buttock lines.




 [image: chpt_fig_006]




  The lines of the Typhoon, showing her hollow entrance and her broad, easy run.




  Notice the deep forefoot, which still leaves a good angle of drag to the long straight keel. I have been unable to see why it is that so many designers cut the forefoot away on a cruising boat where the ability to spin about on her heel is of little importance. Of course an easy forefoot is necessary with the knockabout type of rig where the stretched-out bow really takes the place of a bowsprit. Without it the boat would gripe and you’d never be able to keep her off the wind. But for a craft with a nose pole it’s different, and my experience with the old cutter type has given me a profound respect for plenty of forefoot. With it your boat will not be thrown off when trying to get to windward in a bad sea and she’ll lie-to in a moderate blow and let you go below and sleep without bothering with a sea anchor. Furthermore, she’ll lie quietly to her mooring without wandering all over the lot.




  You may think Typhoon dreadfully heavy in the quarters with such a broad stern, but remember that those quarters give us long running lines when heeled down—the very thing that is so valuable on racing craft that the “quarter-beam length” is penalized to keep the designers from carrying it to extremes. We lose slightly in this respect with our hollow lines forward, but we gain it aft.




  One reason why Baldwin was so taken with the design was that she is bound to be easily driven. He spoofed me a bit for holding out for a fisherman and then sending him the design of a “rater.” There’s some truth in his accusation, but while I’ve always felt that fairly symmetrical ends were desirable for a sea boat, I have been strong for Tom Day’s contention that a fast hull and a short rig make the best cruiser. Besides I like a broad stern and you’ll find that the Old Man does too. And remember the Spray, with a stern as broad as one of Bill Rogers’ jokes. Don’t let them tell you that a broad stern won’t run before a sea. It will rise up and over the sea instead of splitting it, and while this very fact may cause the bow to root if too fine, I feel that the tremendous reserve buoyancy of the forward sections above the waterline will prevent this in our case.




  A noticeable thing about Typhoon is her sheer—another thing that I’m keen for. Doesn’t she seem to fit the sea better than some of those flat-sheered ladies? Some will argue that a sea comes aboard most frequently amidships, and that freeboard is just as essential here as at the ends, but, where headroom is not at stake, I’ll take mine at the ends. And I’ll have the bowsprit follow out the line of the sheer; it not only looks better, but it helps to keep you out of the water when you’re on the end of it muzzling the jib in a seaway. Notice that the low point of the freeboard is nearer amidship than is usually the case, allowing plenty of rise to the stern, where freeboard is just as desirable as at the bow; and notice the bully profile of the short sea-going ends.




  Before dismissing the subject of the Typhoon’s lines, I want to call attention to the fact that the fineness of the waterlines and the forward sections is not so great as it at first appears, due to the short overhang and the exceptionally deep forefoot. If the forefoot were to be cut away in the customary manner and the lines faired up, this apparent fineness would not be nearly so noticeable and there would be just about as much boat left as in the orthodox design.
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  Typhoon’s bow, showing the full length boom for the jib.




  Everyone knows the ancient arguments pro and con the various types of rig—the advantages and disadvantages of the schooner, yawl, sloop and ketch, and while many would prefer the schooner or yawl rig for a 45-ft. auxiliary, we have chosen the ketch. We feel that the various combinations of sail permitted by a ketch and the shorter main boom make it more desirable for our purpose than either a yawl or a schooner, even at a slight loss of speed. This is largely theoretical, for our experience with the rig is not great, and we may be wrong. The total area of the three sails is about 950 sq. ft.




  There was a lot of discussion about the headsails. First, Atkin drew in a jib and forestaysail because the size of a single jib terrified us. We felt that it would give us greater sail combinations for bad weather and would allow us to tack our forestay down to the stem head. Then Casey took the floor in behalf of the single jib and reminded me that Elsie’s jib gave us no trouble when we had sailed her short-handed.




  Then I remembered the heart-breaking job of casting off and belaying two sets of headsail sheets on the old Nereis every time I came about, and while this could have been simplified by sheeting the forestaysail to a traveler, the impression was so vivid that I yielded without a struggle to the single jib. There is no question as to its greater efficiency. And with such a bowsprit as we have indicated, the added security of a forestay to the stem head is of little consequence.




  Possibly the thoroughgoing motor boatman, by this time, may be a bit fed up with this lengthy discussion of Typhoon’s lines and rig, to the exclusion of her power plant. We ask his indulgence and wish to explain that Typhoon makes no pretense of being a motor boat. She is an auxiliary and an auxiliary of the only type that is worth bothering with—that is, a boat that can take care of herself on any point of sailing, except possibly in light airs, when her motor will be depended on to drive her. And may I be permitted to voice the opinion that a little sailboat dope administered in mild doses will do no harm to those of the motor boat fraternity who have arrived without the experience of the windjammer.




  Now let’s look at the deck arrangement. You will see that we have played for simplicity, with as few openings as possible. The cabin trunk,
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  Simplicity was the keynote of the deck plan, with as few openings as possible.




  six feet in width, is rectangular, leaving broad decks on either side, and the sides of the trunk extend aft to form the coaming for the bridge deck and cockpit, making an unbroken erection with nothing to stop green water in its passage along the waterways.




  I have always liked a bridge deck on a seaboat. It strengthens the boat by permitting continuous deck beams; it gives a lot of room above the motor space and is even more useful as a seat or table than equivalent space in the cockpit would be. The self-bailing well is six feet square, and we have left it open without side seats, so that we can get down in the lee of the coaming out of the wind. The deck fore and aft of it will be used for seats and because of the depth of the well, two little corner seats are indicated, which may be used either as seats or as foot-rests when seated on the after deck. They occupy the corners only so as not to interfere with anyone standing at the wheel.




  The mizzen mast is supported by a king plank extending from the bridge deck and flanked by natural crook knees to take the side thrust. It steps in a bronze socket in the cockpit floor and the step is supported by a stanchion to the keel.
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  Snug in the lee of the coaming.




  To prevent water, taken over the stern or running aft, from coming back into the cockpit due to the lift of the sheer at the stern, a coaming has been placed across the deck, and in the angle formed by this and the side coamings, the quarter bitts are placed.




  Eventually we shall want some sort of a hatch or skylight in the cabin trunk, but since we should have to keep it battened down on the cruise across the Atlantic, we have decided to leave the cabin top unbroken for the present except for the companionway. We are using swing ports, the kind with the collar, in the forward and after ends of the trunk, and oval deadlights with brass frames in the sides. The glass for these, as well as for the deadlights in the hatch covers, is laminated, non-shatterable Triplex. It is a half inch in thickness, and even if cracked by a flying block or the fluke of an anchor, it will remain watertight.




  We have spared no pains in the matter of the standing and running rigging. Harry Greening made up the galvanized plow steel wire for our shrouds and stays especially for us in his wire works at Hamilton, Ontario, and with this we are using bronze turnbuckles and bronze outside chain plates. The turnbuckles are of the type with the tobin bronze screw in the middle, and were made by Merriman Bros., of Boston, the master hands when it comes to such fittings.




  Merriman also made our blocks. They are of lignum-vitae and bronze, with bronze roller sheaves, and I’ll stack them up with anything obtainable on either side of the Atlantic.




  For our running rigging I went to the Columbian Rope Co. We already had had some experience with the fine white bolt rope put out by this concern, and we are using it on the Typhoon for everything from signal halyards to sea anchor cable. Besides the running rigging, sheets, lazy jacks and lifts, for which we are using sizes from ⅜ to ⅝ in. diameter, we are carrying 75 fathoms of 1 in. manila for towing, warping, etc., and for use with the drogue. All of it is three-strand in preference to four-strand; it handles better and I think lasts longer, because the inside has a better chance to dry out.




  Our anchors are of the regular kedge type with the sliding stock, the big one 100 lbs. in weight and the regular service one 60 lbs. The chain for these was made for us by the American Chain Co. It is ⅜ in. galvanized and the 75 fathoms we are using weigh 720 lbs. We are using some of this chain for the bobstay, with a ⅞ in. bronze turnbuckle, as this stay is the keystone of the whole rig, especially on a boat without a forestay tacked down to the stem head.




  In her interior arrangement Typhoon is more radical than in her lines and for this I must plead guilty. I have never liked to see a boat cut up into 6½-foot compartments, and I decided long ago that mine at least wasn’t going to be that way. Jack Hanna once said, and he hit the nail on the finger that time, that until a generation or so ago, the kitchen fireplace was the social center of 90 per cent of the American homes. That’s the idea behind Typhoon’s interior. The galley is the important thing. Jack said also that everyone on the ship is going to crowd into the galley and offer suggestions anyhow, and you might as well make it accessible and comfortable, and that is just what we have done. The Shipmate range, the second size by the way, is right aft where the motion is the least and within easy reach of the cockpit, and the table, sink, food lockers and plate racks are arranged alongside. Except for the toilet room and a hanging locker, the rest of the cabin is open and in full view of the galley stove. Some super-sensitive people may feel that such an arrangement isn’t refined. Possibly not, but I know from experience that Typhoon’s interior will be comfortable, and that is the first consideration. American yachting is suffering from an overdose of refinement. There is a type of prosperous yachtsman who will go to elaborate lengths and fabulous expense to finish a room in his country home to look like a regular ship and then turn around and disguise his yacht until it looks like the boudoir of the Sultan’s favorite. Typhoon is a ship to take anything that comes, comfortably and without a whimper; beyond that we have not tried to go. Her finish will be plain. She’ll look like a ship below decks and she’ll smell of tar and probably of cooking, with possibly just a suggestion of fuel oil and St. Pierre rum, and we won’t have to apologize to a hob-nailed fisherman or to Sir Thomas himself, if he chooses to come aboard.
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  Typhoon’s accommodation plan.
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