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It’s hard to know how to start a page thanking people for their support of 
Huckins over a seventy-year period. Some of the people I must thank are 
people who changed the course of the company’s history before I was 

even born. David M. Goodrich supported Huckins from the outset, commis-
sioning Hull # 1 and two more boats thereafter. His second boat, an Offshore 
54, was the largest boat Huckins had built to that date, and he ordered it in 
1930, just as the Depression was really socking in. We launched his third boat 
just after World War II ended, on the day I was born. 

During the Depression, a good many angels stepped in to help out. Alfred 
duPont, Stephen Paine, William Laidlaw, Henry Barnard, Milton Beekman, 
Frederic Reid, Edgar Tolman — the list goes on and on. Irving Allen of Chi-
cago, whom I never met, I am bound to thank because legend credits him 
with persuading Time magazine to write a PT boat story in which Huckins was 
the star player, royally teeing off Elco. Charles F. Chapman, one of FPH’s 
oldest yachting friends, co-founded the United States Power Squadron with 
him. Chap figured centrally in my grandfather getting together with my 
grandmother. He gave my grandfather a page of advertising for every “Huck 
Says” column he wrote, and for many years Huckins Yacht Corporation had 
Page One in every issue of MoTorBoaTing.

Special angels, to me personally, were Carroll and Harriet Sayre, who built 
six boats (Carroll built four, Harriet another two after his death), including 
the first Airex boat. Howard Dobbs, also, had a special relationship with the 
company, building three boats with Huckins; he also built a large covered slip 
and donated it to the yard. Ken Weatherby, who has owned nine Huckins, 
designed his eighth boat in concert with us and continues to help us today 
with design ideas and technical advice. Inventor Fred Kirk joint-ventured four 
Kirklines with us. My good friend Sam Brown talked me into the crazy idea of 
building the only fifty-foot outboard motoryacht in existence. Calvin Hough-
land has owned four Huckins yachts and joint-ventured a seventy-foot sport-
fish with us, hanging in there as we slogged through the Luxury Tax years. 
Bill and Ruth Hall joint-ventured the new series of classic forty-four footers 

with us, and their love and support has been a mainstay over the years.
Then there are the Owners who, whenever things get tough, innocently 

show up for the odd paint job or refit; or the people like Leigh McMakin, who 
drags his friends here and makes them buy boats, and who doesn’t let a con-
versation take its normal course without a brief detour through Huckins lore.

The hard work that has gone into these pages started with my grandfather. 
I’d also like to acknowledge the work of C. Ross Littig, a Huckins PT-Boat vet-
eran, who used his own extensive library as well as the resources of the PT Boat 
association to set Huckins’ wartime story straight; Ginger Marshall Martus, for 
the Avocette III copy; John Clemans, who wrote special Yacht Portraits for us; 
Anders Jonsson, for travelling across the United States and the Bahamas tak-
ing photographs for the Yacht Portraits; Tam Elmendorf, for the hours spent 
researching, correcting, collating and faxing; Steven Mills, for recreating many 
Huckins drawings from the original blueprints; Michael Corley, for graphic 
production assistance; Darcey McNiff Thompson, for the beautiful design of 
this book; and Andrée Conrad, the book’s editor and chief writer, for sticking 
with it over the past three years. 

Our families are the people we should thank most. Long hours of hard work 
mean a sacrifice of time that could be spent together, and Buddy and I partic-
ularly want to thank our daughters, Benham and Field Purcell, whose entire 
childhood revolved around the yard, and who probably got sick of trying to 
explain their mom and dad to their school friends. Benham contributed a 
great deal of time and effort to the preparation of this book for publication 
and interviewed many owners for the portraits of the Fairform Flyer Fleet. 
Field, who is hiding out in the anonymity of a huge university right now, has 
always cheered us on, most recently by saying things like, “Isn’t that book fin-
ished yet?” a variant of her other favorite saying, “Isn’t that boat finished yet?” 
And above all, my mother, Ramona Archibald, has been the rock supporting 
all of us in good and bad times.
  Cindy Purcell, Huckins Yacht Corporation
  Jacksonville, December 1, 1997   
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In the mid- and late-1920s when Frank Pembroke Huckins was contemplat-
ing, then creating the yachtyard that still bears his name, I was forming my 
own understanding of the proper motor boat. In 1926, when racing out-

board boats was a popular national sport, friends at the Johnson Outboard 
Motor Company sent to my father a Class A outboard motor in racing trim. The 
motor was originally to be given to our neighbor’s son for his racing endeav-
ours, but he had graduated to larger boats, so at the rugged age of 13, I found 
myself racing against real men in the waters off Cold Spring Harbor, New York.  

I was a slim lad and the boat I raced was an even slimmer brat of a craft. The 
boat and I together weighed less than most of the other drivers competing. As 
fate would have it, I was first around the first mark and first at the finish. I still 
have the trophy, a silverplated loving cup, with my name boldly inscribed on it. 
Even at 13, I was waterwise enough to understand that less weight meant more 
speed afloat.

The year the Huckins Yacht Corporation was formed in Florida, my father 
was building his photo chase boat at City Island, New York. He had asked Fred-
erick K. Lord to design a fast, thirty-three foot V-bottom to be used along the 
New England coast. Mr. Lord was an old bachelor whose designs were a joy to 
look at, but as spare as his manner of living. His design, appropriately to be 
named Foto, was already fully framed in a yard on City Island when I returned 
home one day to find Mr. Lord in serious conversation with my father. Appar-
ently, neither had noticed in their perusal and appreciation of the plans that 
there was no head installed aboard the craft. Mr. Lord was earnestly arguing 

that the boat was perfectly balanced, would ride on plane magnificently and 
would Dad not agree that a bucket would be just as useful as a toilet and save 
loading a few unnecessary pounds aboard? My father fortunately did not agree 
with Mr. Lord, so a unit was ultimately installed. The extremes the designer 
would pursue to save weight aboard his fast craft made a lasting impression on 
me, so I could very well concur in later years with Mr. Huckins’ weight-saving 
concepts for his designs.  But more cogently, over the years the Fairform Flyer 
his yard produced was in my mind just a more developed and larger version of 
the photo chase boat I lived and worked with for more than half a century.

When the Huckins yacht was described as a cruising-sized planing boat, ex-
cellent in performance, lightweight, functional — a character craft — I under-
stood, for so was the hull that shared the years with me.  

I certainly enjoyed photographing Huckins yachts over the years. Though 
they have changed with time and the discovery of new materials, they have 
remained true to the basic concept of their founder through three generations 
of hands-on family management. In this whirling world, how many companies 
have done as well?
  
  
  
  Stanley Rosenfeld
  Sunny Isles Beach, Florida
  December 1997
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Early yEars

I was born February 10, 1886, in a little white house at 207 
Webster Street in East Boston. The house was still standing a 
year ago [1950], amid breweries, tenements and factories, in 
a neighborhood where little English is spoken. While we 
lived there, electric street cars were beginning to supplant 

the horse cars that went by our house. There I had pneumonia, and 
the nurse called my mother into the room to see me draw my last 
breath. I fooled them and lived to be a source of concern. My unde-
sirable qualities, of which I had many, I acquired by my own efforts. 
I inherited business integrity from my father, Frank Huckins, and 
creative instinct from my mother, born Eva Marian Close, an inter-
esting mother who stimulated imagination in her children.

Our family knew all the nice people in the Boston suburbs where I 
spent my childhood, but we were not even remotely connected with 
the aristocracy of Boston. My great-grandfather, John Huckins, was 
without doubt the social head of Bangor, Maine. My grandfather, 
Pembroke Somerset Huckins, moved to Boston — the “big city” — to 

Formative Years of
a yacht BuildEr

Frank Pembroke 
Huckins prepared early 
to drum up business. 

[The day FPH turned sixty-five, February 10, 1951, he began a manu-
script he titled “Boats and Women: The History of My Life.” It was by way of 
a confessional and last will and testament, as well as an apologia for being 
an irascible genius. It seems to reflect its author’s belief that he had very little 
time left to set things straight. FPH died three months later, in May 1951.]

pursue his fortunes. He died before I knew 
him. His son, my father, was a gentle man, 
as quiet as I am talkative, and as modest as I 
am forward. He won a reputation and a 
host of friends almost solely through being 
a sterling character. His word was as good as 
his bond in an era when sharp practice was 
“smart.”

My mother was a beautiful girl, probably 
quite spoiled, and Father was a sec-
ond-string suitor for years. She was in love 
with a flashy bank clerk, who at some stage 
absconded in a big way. In her grief, my 
mother found Father waiting at her door. 
He won her by default. He was a faithful 
husband and a good provider. I doubt if 
my mother ever had any searing love for 
him, or really appreciated his devotion 
and faithfulness.

When I was five, we moved to 20 Bel-
levue Street, Dorchester, then a respectable suburb of Boston. In the 
fall, we played football; in the wintertime, we flooded the yard and 
made a skating rink. I did all my early shopwork in the cellar of that 
house, which was almost wholly above ground and had large, sunny 
windows at one end. 
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T his cellar was where my love for boats and ma-
chines dawned. Here I lettered “Oder Box” over a 
container nailed to the door of a small room. 
There, I hoped to collect my first orders — for 
what I do not recall. At some age I acquired a wet 

battery and some clock spring to build a railroad track and an electric 
engine. Eventually the tracks ran all over the cellar. I was a rather 
puny boy, certainly no athlete, but on rainy days the neighborhood 
boys swarmed into the cellar. I was early known as “Huck the Cellar 
Boy.” To my sister Marian, two years younger than I, I was General 
Economazo Mourkaveen, she was General Marian, and we headed 
opposing nations that at times were at peace but more often not. 
Once we filled sugar sacks with soft ashes from the furnace and 
hurled them at each other like grenades, until the cellar, our hair, 
and most of the house were filled with ashes. That type of warfare 
ended in spankings for both of us and being sent to bed without sup-
per.

As a rule, I used the cellar for more constructive ventures. Once I 
set up an experiment with a gyroscope, consisting of a brass flywheel 
on a shaft, mounted on conical pivot bearings. I wound forty feet of 
fishline on the shaft and by walking away rapidly holding the end, I 
could get the flywheel up to a thousand r.p.m. or more. I would then 
unclamp the assembly, hold it in my hand, and study the gyroscopic 
effect. That is, until the day the string caught in the conical bearing 
and forced the flywheel loose. Dropping to the floor, it whizzed by 
me with great foot-pounds of energy and crashed through fifteen 
storm windows stored at the other end of the cellar.

When I was ten, I was given an engine lathe that ran on foot power. 
I drove that lathe the equivalent of several times around the world in 
the manufacture of various devices. One of these was the cannon that 
stands before my fireplace today. This I bored from a solid bar of 
brass, and later was nearly expelled from Harvard because of it.

Weary of pedalling, I built a water motor that ran off the faucet to 
drive my lathe. Although the water motor must have considerably 
increased my father’s water bill, it didn’t do much for the lathe. I re-
peatedly begged my father to have electricity connected to our house 
and even went so far as to buy an electric motor in anticipation. But 
Father, like most people then, thought electricity was far too danger-

ous to be wired into any 
home. I remember the first 
electric lights in our vicinity: 
dim carbon lamps at the Old 
Dorchester Club. They pro-
duced little light and went 
out whenever the voltage 
dropped.

I attended the Quincy 
Street Public Primary School 
only a block away from our 

house. There, I was more terrified than I have ever been since by an 
Irish boy named Jigger Glines, who beat up all the small fry. At the 
time I had no courage whatsoever. Mother, however, had the guts to 
raise hell with the school board when Marian broke out copiously from 
poison ivy in the school yard. I was very proud of Mother’s courage.

I was graduated from this institution of learning and sent on to Miss 
Davis’ Private School in Roxbury. Miss Davis was large, florid, and 
excitable. At this school I met the first four of my loves: Miss Mudgett, 

Eva Marian Close 
Huckins, FPH’s mother, 
whom he credited with 
stimulating his 
creativity from an early 
age. Top right, the 
Huckins home in 
Dorchester; below, in a 
Dorchester tree, 
General Economazo 
Mourkaveen (FPH) and 
his sister, General 
Marian. 



a teacher; Agnes Swain, with whom the ex-
tent of my conversation was “hello”; Avis At-
wood, twice my size and possessed of a 
brother who owned a tame squirrel; and 
Anna Faelton, who was large and muscular 
and habitually threw me to the floor to wres-
tle.

I elected to go to the Mechanic Arts High 
School, a place run with virtual prison disci-
pline, including marching between classes in 
lockstep. Riots were frequent. Most inmates 
of that institution planned to be blacksmiths 
and mechanics, while I had the idea I was 
preparing for M.I.T. At the outset, I held my 
nose and my head high, being far too good 
for the common herd. Somewhere along 
the way I realized my classmates despised 
me, and I began to try to make friends 
and influence people. By my senior 
year, I succeeded in getting elected Track 
Team Manager, about as well as I could do, 
not being an athlete. 

It was the Reverend Abbott Peterson, a Unitarian minister 
and a close family friend, who talked me out of going to M.I.T. and 
into going to Harvard. But I wasn’t well enough prepared for Har-
vard, so I took an extra year at Roxbury High School [Boston Latin]. 
This was an easy choice to make. I had fallen in love with Marian 
Dole, and she attended Roxbury High. I’d met her at the Unitarian 
church in Roxbury, where I was president of the young people’s soci-
ety. We put on plays and benefits, and I worked very hard — proba-
bly to make an impression on Marian Dole.

Eventually, I was admitted to Harvard conditionally. I had a poor 
memory to start with and didn’t really learn to work until much later. 
My grades were erratic. I drew an A in Civil Government but estab-
lished an all-time record flunking French four times. I obtained an A 
in Freshman English, which many others flunked, and in spite of fail-
ing the final exam. “This course was intended to teach you to write and 
speak well,” Professor Post remarked, awarding me the highest grade. 

“It seems to have accomplished its purpose in 
your case, even though you could answer none of 

the questions in the final examination.”
Never passing Elementary German 

queered any chance of getting a 
degree at Harvard, as did 
flunking the theoretical en-

gineering subjects, Calculus 
and Thermodynamics. At the 

same time I received honor marks 
in visual and practical courses such 

as Machine Design, Statics, Advanced 
Physics, and Descriptive Geometry.
My junior year was my last. Professor 

Lionel S. Marks, the famed head of the 
Mechanical Engineering department and 

author of The Mechanical Engineer’s Manual, 
realized my dilemma and said that if I went 

on, I would never obtain a degree and might 
not get the greatest benefit from my studies. 
He proposed that I abandon subjects that were 

beyond me and devote my remaining time to work-
ing with him on research.
Professor Marks and I jointly designed a type of indica-

tor for gases and gasoline engines, an instrument that was so 
nearly free from inertia as to quite faithfully follow the rapid pressure 
changes in the cylinder and thus produce “cards” far more accurately 
than any existing instrument. I made the instruments in Pierce Hall 
Laboratory, and we jointly tested and developed them on actual en-
gines in the Engineering School. Professor Marks obviously obtained 
the public credit for the instrument, which was used widely for some 
years thereafter among motor car builders. I obtained an intensity of 
education that was invaluable to me. It both sharpened my imagina-
tion and taught me the approach to research.

My other great joy was Machine Design, under Professor “Roaring 
Bill” Kennedy. Out of a class of well over a hundred, I was his star 
pupil. I did special design work throughout his courses which pre-
pared me for yacht building later. 
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One of FPH’s Mechanic 
Arts High School report 
cards. Characterized by 
extraordinary interest 
in some elective sub-
jects and zero interest 
in other required sub-
jects, FPH’s schooling 
prepared him well as an 
engineer –– and as a ra-
conteur.



The first two years I was at Harvard, I roomed at Dana Chambers, 
a private dormitory on Dunster Street, just off Harvard Square. Most 
of the time I was up to mischief involving the serious misuse of engi-
neering. For example, I punished a recalcitrant freshman who didn’t 
want to serve the upper classmen punch on Bloody Monday by lock-
ing him out of his room. I unhinged his closet and bathroom doors 
and wedged them against his room door and mail slot, preventing 
the door from being opened and anyone from looking in to see why. 
Using a length of metallic picture cord, I was able to pull his shade 
down and latch his window shut after I got out. 

The boy called the Dana Chambers janitor to open his door. Of 
course none of old Charlie’s passkeys worked. After three days, 
Charlie had to bring in the building’s owner, the Cambridge Savings 
Bank, whose officers hired someone to build an elaborate scaffold 
onto the fire-escape and a glazier to remove the windowpane — all 
of which they charged to the recalcitrant freshman. In the end, he 
served us punch with proper humility.

Well aware that pranks livened up life for a number of us, and for 
our personal safety, Charlie always shut the door to the building’s 
hand elevator. My classmate Gardner Swan tried the door every night 
for months, and finally caught Charlie in a moment of inattention. 
We hauled the elevator to the top floor, where we found a large metal 
coal hod and two metal ash barrels. We set the coal hod on the ledge 
between the hall door and the elevator well, tied it to the elevator with 
ten feet of string, closed the door, and went to bed.  

The next morning Charlie opened the elevator door on the second 
floor, where he had left the elevator every night for ten years, and 
found it missing. He pulled the rope to bring it down to him. It de-

scended ten feet and the coal hod hopped off the ledge, falling onto 
the elevator roof with the ash barrels and making a sound to awaken 
the dead. Charlie jumped back before the coal hod bounced off the 
ash barrels, bypassed the elevator through the second-floor recess, 
and clattered down the well into the basement. Charlie thought the 
whole elevator had dropped and went tearing down the spiral stair-
case. In the basement he found nothing but a coal hod. To this day, 
neither he nor the Cambridge Savings Bank have been able to figure 
how a coal hod could fall through a solid elevator.

My most serious offense involved the aforementioned cannon. In 
November of my sophomore year, early in the morning of the Har-
vard-Yale game, a football parade marched past Dunster Street. This 
was supposed to be the Harvard team that would beat Yale, which 
had never happened in living memory (and it did, 3 to 0).

My roommate, Jefferson Coe, suggested that it would only be patri-
otic to fire my cannon as the parade went by. We set it outside the 
window, ran a heavy rope through the carriage, made it fast to a radi-
ator, filled the cannon with powder, rammed some toilet paper in,  
and primed the touch hole. The deal was, I would load it if Jeff would 
touch it off. We were both nervous as hell and Jeff’s hand was shaking 
so badly that, instead of touching it off with the lit newspaper, he 
merely dusted the powder away. The parade was zipping by. I pushed 
him aside, struck a match, leaned out and lit the charge. 

It was the biggest explosion heretofore heard at Harvard. Across 
the street, a horse pulling a buggy tried to run through the orna-
mental grillwork in front of Dunster Dormitory, and somebody later 
told me a great cheer went up from the parade. There was general 
scurrying in the street. The cannon disappeared, leaving only its 
carriage tied to the radiator.

As it happened, Professor Monroe, the building’s proctor, observed 
the entire performance. In short order, he was hammering on our 
door but having been rendered totally deaf by the explosion (to this 
day, my ears haven’t fully recovered) we couldn’t hear him. He as-
sumed we were deliberately ignoring his knocking and called Old 
Charlie to let him in with a passkey. We couldn’t hear a word coming 
out of his bright red face. I tried to explain we had been deafened by 
the explosion but that only infuriated him more. After fifteen minutes, 
we dimly heard him say we had broken the laws of the college, the city, 
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Right, the famous 
cannon made by FPH at 
age 10 from a solid bar 
of brass turned on a 
foot lathe. The damage 
done to it at Harvard 
was repaired. The can-
non accompanied FPH 
all his life and is still in 
the Huckins family.
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By age fifteen, young 
Frank was running a 
water-taxi for the love-
lorn. He had discovered 
that boats were an ideal 
place to 
rendezvous with 
interesting members of 
the opposite sex. This 
important observation 
inspired his marketing 
strategy in later years.

the state, the country and God, and we were through.
I said we had only created the explosion out of patriotic zeal and 

that I had lost a cannon made in boyhood, with great travail, by rid-
ing a hundred thousand miles on a foot-lathe. I pleaded with him, 
saying that losing our hearing had already sufficiently punished us.

Two weeks later, Gardner Swan sneaked into my room with the 
barrel of my cannon under his coat, its muzzle nearly sealed shut 
where it hit the sidewalk. Gardner had been on his way to breakfast 
and the cannon missed his face by inches. He immediately grabbed it 
and hid it in another dormitory until the trouble blew over. To this 
day, you can see the bruise in the concrete sidewalk.

duxBury and Boats

Although during my father’s whole life he never lived in a  
home of his own in the city, he early built a cottage at Powder 
 Point in Duxbury. The town then was no summer                             

resort but a quiet little Pilgrim village with many examples of fine co-
lonial architecture, some built by ship’s captains in the days of the 
Yankee Clipper.

Our cottage stood near the Drown House, which belonged to one of 
my father’s business associates and was eventually moved onto a cor-
ner of our property and converted into a stable. The Drown House 
became our garage and the scene of my first boat-building. 

From a small cottage, our Duxbury house grew every little while 
until it had 175 lineal feet of piazzas, more rooms downstairs than we 
knew what to do with, and plenty of bedrooms upstairs. As was usual 
in those days, we had only one bathroom. At first it was merely a back-
house. All water had to be pumped very laboriously by hand. Then, 
where the Drown House once stood, there arose a windmill and we 
only went back to the hand pump when the breeze died.

Around 1906, a feeble electrical supply ran down from Plymouth to 
Powder Point. I took a $25 “contract” from my father to wire the 
house and install lights. He furnished the materials. He’d finally de-
cided that electricity was slightly less dangerous than filling and trim-
ming a couple of dozen kerosene lamps daily. The $25 at first seemed 
an enormous sum, but after weeks of work, I saw I had to be more 

careful how I sold my time. We installed an electric pump and had a 
wealth of water for the first time.

With her great energy and imagination, which she devoted almost 
wholly to us children, my mother made our summers wonderful. On 
one picnic, I recall, she rowed four children a distance of seven miles 
round trip, down to Clark’s Island where the Pilgrims first landed. 
She often rowed us up to Rainbow Bridge, and once rowed us clear 
through to Brant Rock, out into the ocean at Cut River, down outside 
in the ocean until we were off Duxbury Beach. There we made a por-
tage to get back into Duxbury Bay. These were the sweet days before 
outboards, motorcars, confusion and hurry. Age may dim my mem-
ory, but it seems to me that all mankind was more content in those 
days.
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Those were the days of the Powder Point Regiment, a small-fry imi-
tation of the Ancient and Honorable Artillery Company of which Fa-
ther was once commander. Our regiment was composed of soldiers of 
both sexes all about eight years old. We had wooden guns and uni-
forms, first acquired for a Field Day put on by then-famous humorist 
Oliver Herford, actress Gee Gee Hall, and John Phillips, publisher of 
American Magazine.

Our regiment built a fort in Oak Grove, surrounding it with a 
stockade, and we were attacked by the Duxburians, a crowd of 
youngsters from Powder Point Hall, a hotel. At first we threw acorns; 
closing ranks,  we drew our wooden swords. Military science finally 
reached the point where soldiers were wounded and parents stepped 
in to force a peace. Too bad the world today doesn’t have “parents” 
to step in and force their “children” to cease warlike preparation.

We had the first rubber-tired vehicle in Duxbury, a light, two-wheel 
gig drawn by our small horse, Dolly. One day, with Marian and I sit-
ting in the back with our heels hanging over the tailboard, Mother 
stopped to offer a lift to a grizzled old salt named Captain Killian. He 
rode half a mile, greatly impressed by the rig’s silence and speed. 
“Mrs. Huckins,” he said, doffing his hat when he got off, “that is the 

God-damnedest easiest riding kerrige I have ever been in.” Mother 
beamed and thanked him.

My brother Stuart was born in our Duxbury house when I was ten. I 
remember being perplexed at Aunt Flora, dragging us all around 
Duxbury that day to keep us away from the house so we would not 
hear Mother’s anguished cries. 

Probably at age twelve, I built my first boat in the Drown House, in 
its barn phase. The vessel was a rowboat, and I chose cypress, which 
when bone dry was so light that I easily dragged the hull down to the 
water to launch it. I happily rowed it around, leaving it tied up over-
night on the beach. Next morning the cypress had soaked up a hun-
dred pounds of water. I couldn’t even push it into the water. This was 
my first lesson on boat materials and construction.

Our next vessel was a “hand-propeller” boat, my father’s idea. A 
pair of hand cranks amidships drove the shaft through a set of 
step-up gears with a heavy flywheel. News of this boat spread fast 
around Powder Point, and a large contingent of my father’s friends 
were on hand when the boat arrived. 

We launched the boat, hopped aboard, and tried to turn the hand 
cranks. Nothing happened. Father’s friends all gave him the rasp-
berry. Later I noticed the shaft was bent and guessed the boat must 
have been dropped in shipment. I straightened the shaft, which 
made it possible to propel the boat by hand, only about twice as hard 
as rowing.

Once my father’s mortification subsided, I removed the hand-pro-
peller machinery and erected a mast and sail. She had no rudder, but 
by varying my position fore and aft in the boat, I could make her sail 
closer to or farther off the wind. I gained all my early knowledge of 
sailing from this boat, and even made excursions as far as Bug Light, 
five miles down Duxbury Bay.

A year later, a boatbuilder named MacIntyre who owed Father 
money built us a sailboat about sixteen feet on the waterline, a 
knockabout with a small cabin. She had a cockpit so small that to 
come about, you had to climb over the tiller. One weekend Father 
and I sawed the cabin off, turning her into an open boat with a coam-
ing. That made her a good little sailing boat for daytime use. I 
changed her name in honor of whatever girl I was going around with 
at the time.

The Powder Point 
Regiment forms in front 
of the Huckins summer 
home. 
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Here, young Frank 
teaches his younger 
brother, Stuart, how to 
heel in a boat slip.

Power boats were not yet common, and my first experience with 
one was an Alco vapor launch, owned by Mr. Lowe, a summer resi-
dent. The power plant consisted of a brass boiler filled with alcohol, 
heated by a large gasoline burner — a murderous combination. 
Whenever the boiler pump leaked, the gasoline fire ignited the alco-
hol. Old man Lowe kept a bucket of sand handy to extinguish the 
fire, highly beneficial to the mechanical parts of the affair. Also, if the 
burner was not adjusted exactly right, a huge column of smoke shot 
out of the smokestack, sometimes accompanied by a tongue of flame 
fifteen feet high. 

It was thanks to this tongue of flame that one day the Duxbury 
Bridge caught fire as we were running under it. The Duxbury Fire 
Department was quite pressed to put the fire out, and the town fa-
thers threatened to pass an ordinance prohibiting power boats from 
running under Duxbury Bridge. My father drew their attention to 
Federal laws assuring rights of navigation to all craft — a principle 
I’ve had cause to call upon in later years.

Duxbury met its first gasoline-driven boat around 1900. It was a 
Lozier launch, an open boat about twenty feet long, driven by a 

single-cylinder, two-cycle Lozier engine. The owner was our neighbor 
John Phillips, publisher of American Magazine.

A system of glass oil cups had toggle valves that could be adjusted to 
feed a certain number of drops per minute to various parts of the 
engine. This complex system of lubrication would have worked just 
fine, had Mr. Phillips not kept his supply of cylinder oil in an old 
varnish can. Of course the day came when he accidentally fed varnish 
into all the oil cups, whence it flowed into the cylinder and bearings, 
setting up and welding the engine solid. 

I appeared on the scene and offered youthful suggestions, irritating 
John Phillips to the point where he shouted, “Goddammit, if you can 
get it running again, you can use the boat whenever you want to.” 
This was one of the great opportunities of my life.

I went to work August 1, 1906, and worked steadily the rest of the 
summer. I took the engine apart and broke the glue joints where the 
varnish had welded the parts together. I made many wrong moves 
and always had parts left over. But by the middle of July 1907, I had 
liberated the entire engine of varnish, painstakingly reassembled it, 

and it was running again.
For the rest of that summer, I was the most popular boy in Dux-

bury. I had — wonder of wonders — a launch in which to entertain 
girls. I specialized in moonlight trips with wooing couples. I was 
usually too busy running the boat to avail myself of its amorous 
capabilities.

It was in this same period of 1906-1907, at age 20 and 21, that I 
persuaded my father to let me build a motor boat in our barn — the 
Drown House — during my college vacations. She was a twenty-five-



foot Brooks. The Brooks Boat Company 
of Bay City, Michigan, made plans, tem-
plates, and materials for building a stan-
dard line of boats.

The boat was designed as an open 
launch, but I turned her into a cabin 
cruiser. On weekends in the wintertime 
I made the controls and steering parts 
on my foot-power lathe in the cellar at 
Dorchester, the very one I had used 
years before to make the cannon. 

I bought a two-cylinder, five-horse-
power Buffalo engine to power the 
boat, and used it to drive the circular 
saw I’d made to cut the wood, as well as 
some other tools. I ran the engine exhaust into a steam box to 
bend the ribs. I suppose the only reason we didn’t die of carbon mon-
oxide poisoning was that in the summer the barn doors were always 
open.

Richard “Card” Hoit of Dorchester helped me in the construction. 
It was a vastly bigger job than I visualized and the boat was only half 
done in September 1906. In June 1907, we went back to work on it. As 
the boat neared completion, Father offered to put on a launching 
party if I could make a correct estimate of the launching date some 
time ahead. 

I thought August 15, 1907, was a safe date, and Father and Mother 
sent out engraved invitations for the nearest Saturday. They arranged 
for a special car to be attached to one of the trains from Boston to 
bring and return the distinguished guests. Card and I worked night 
and day to make that date, and it seemed like we ran into nothing but 
trouble. 

When it came time to install the engine in the boat, we rented an 
ancient three-horsepower, single-phase electric motor to drive the saw 
and other tools. The minute we threw the switch, the terrific voltage 
drop put out every light on Powder Point. As the motor accelerated, 
the houses’ lights all blinked. When the motor reached synchronous 
speed, good for maybe half a horsepower, the houses’ lights regained 
their glow, if somewhat dimmed. We’d hit a knot in the wood, or push 

the work into the saw the least bit 
too fast, and the motor would 

jump out of phase, dumping Pow-
der Point’s houses into darkness 
again.

Having no idea why their electric-
ity was failing, the citizens of Pow-
der Point complained to the power 
company in Plymouth. Card and I 
knew it was a race between finishing 
the boat and being found out. The 
day before we finished the boat, we 
were exposed and ordered to discon-
nect the motor. 

In getting the boat down to the wa-
ter, I had miscalculated on the size of 

the cradle and had Father ship two timbers for it, which 
together weighed more than the boat. We struggled toward the water 
for several days with the help of all the boys in Duxbury and Howard 
Mitchell, the head stevedore at the lumber yard. We got Kex (the nick-
name of my Harvard fraternity, Kappa Gamma Chi) to water’s edge 
just hours before her scheduled launch. I had worn myself down to a 
mere hundred pounds and was so exhausted that I hardly cared 
whether she floated or not.

Not so, my father and the two hundred persons who came to the 
launch from Boston, including the Governor of Massachusetts and at 
least thirty distinguished guests. At the appointed hour, my fiancée, 
Hazel Littlefield, broke a bottle over the bow and we pulled Kex into 
the water. She floated nicely and did not leak too badly. The engine 
started right up, amid delighted applause.

 We made a little foray out into the river and returned to the dock. 
The admiring guests swarmed aboard. I watched the waterline disap-
pear. My parents were very proud of my achievement, and my father 
suggested I take a few of the most distinguished guests for a brief run 
— just long enough to kill some time before the train with the special 
car took them back to Boston.

Off we went at a great rate (about six knots). We reached a point a 
mile up the river and were about to turn back, when a loud squeak 
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The launch of 25-foot 
Kex involved two 
summers of power 
outages at Powder 
Point, a splendiferous 
launch party whose 
guests included the 
Governor of 
Massachusetts, and a 
lesson on why bronze 
shafts should not be 
run in bronze bearings.
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FPH eventually joined 
the family lumber firm, 
working his way up 
from lumper to 
president. Here, he and 
a lumper heft choice 
pieces for the 
extension of Kex.

erupted from the guts of the boat. I peered with dread into the stuff-
ing box, and there was the propeller shaft, welded tight to the bear-
ing. That was how I learned you can’t run a bronze shaft in a bronze 
bearing. By the time we were ignominiously rescued by a sailboat, 
the train had left for Boston and I was in disgrace.

The sight of Kex just made me sick after that, and we ran the boat 
very little that summer. But a year later, I and my friend Russell 
Williams, an ex-steamship captain, left Gurnet Light at the entrance 
to Plymouth Harbor one night at two a.m., ran across Cape Cod Bay, 
around Cape Cod, down to Rollock Rip Lightship, and across to 
Nantucket in a matter of eighteen hours. We were seasick all the way. 
This was before the Cape Cod Canal was dug out, and it was quite 
an undertaking.

By the middle of my junior year, it was clear that I was interested 
only in engines and boats, and I thre                

In building Kex, I’d met Henry Rapp, the Boston agent for Buffalo 
Marine Engine. Rapp had been a paint salesman, an undertaker, 
and a few other things, and offered to sell me a half-interest in his 
business for $3,000. I jumped at the chance and asked Father to lend 
me the money. He agreed, so long as we incorporated as the 
Rapp-Huckins Company.

Eager to learn and please, I went out as a trouble shooter to learn 
the business. I became a first-class engine mechanic and could get 
an engine started when nobody else could. I traveled all over New 
England day and night, by railroad train and trolley, was treated as 
a servant by most boat owners (which was probably good for my 
soul), and impaired my digestion eating awful food wherever I could 
find it. 

I was taking in all the money, while Rapp sat in the office. I was 
drawing $30 a week, Rapp $30, and Mrs. Rapp, who kept our very 
irregular books, $25. After six months I suggested I should be sell-
ing engines, making the business grow.

This wasn’t to Rapp’s liking. He urged me to keep at the mechan-
ical work. I think he hoped I would get sick of it and quit. In Septem-
ber, Father took me to dinner and asked how I was getting along. I 
said, “Fine!” I was no quitter. A month later, he asked if I’d like to go 
into the lumber business. Though it looked like heaven, I said no, I 
had my money in the engine business and better stick with it.

Rapp began openly suggesting I get out. I assured him I was en-
tirely satisfied. This was my life’s work, I said. By then, we had a 
mechanic working for us so I could travel and sell engines. The 
company was actually making money.

But that was not Rapp’s plan. He began making me offers. I con-
tinued to assure him I didn’t want out.

By Christmas 1908, Father had talked me into going to work for 
him after New Year’s in 1909, whether or not I got out of the deal 
with Rapp whole. I could pay him back later, he said. I wouldn’t 
agree. Finally I blew up at Rapp and got him to pay me enough 
money with 6% interest to return Father’s money and leave me with 
$350. I handed Rapp my endorsed stock, walked out, stuck the 
check in the bank, wrote a check to my father, and mailed several 
hundred announcements to friends publicizing my new association 
with P.S. Huckins Company.  
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thE lumBEr BusinEss

On December 28, 1908, I went to work for P.S. Huckins 
Company as a lumber “lumper.” My father promised me 
advancement if I made good, and nothing otherwise. P. S. 

Huckins Company was founded in 1833 in Bangor, Maine, by my 
great-grandfather, John Huckins. He was 32 at the time. The firm 
name did not become P. S. Huckins Company until 1854, when my 
grandfather, Pembroke Somerset Huckins, took over. The early 
purpose of the business was to supply ship timbers for the Yankee 
Clippers. My five-times great-uncle, James Huckins, owned the 
Yankee Clipper Northern Light and established the house flag I now 
fly as a private signal on my yachts. 

I got up at five a.m. daily, took a street car from Dorchester to Bos-
ton, ate a lousy breakfast in an all-night restaurant, then walked down 
State Street and took the ferry to East Boston, reporting for work at 
seven a.m. Those were the days of sixty-hour weeks. I was paid six 
dollars a week. I worked hard in driving snow and below-zero tem-
peratures. After a while, I was making ten dollars a week.

The next month, my father took me on a business trip to Atlanta. 
From there we went by train to Kingwood, Georgia, with Martin Am-
orous, and saw the last of the famous Union-Pinopolis mills just as its 
timber was about to run out. We rode in a White Steamer automobile 
through roads of bottomless sand to Thomasville, and from there 
took another train to Jacksonville. 

There, we visited the Cummers, who were still operating a sawmill 
on the outskirts of town at Phoenix Park. If anyone had then told me 
I would become a resident of Jacksonville twenty years later, I would 
have thought them crazy. 

In March 1909, I was promoted to surveyor, with no increase in pay. 
I surveyed my first cargo of lumber from the schooner Samuel P. Bow-
ers. In the summer, I designed and superintended the building of an 
electrically-driven planing mill and band-resaw mill at the yard, 
which greatly reduced our costs. Finally, on October 1, I received my 
first raise, to fourteen dollars a week. 

On November 1, at my insistence, I transferred to the Boston 
office. Father said I could only make that transfer if I knew the yard 
business from A to Z. It took much cross-examination of yard em-

ployees before he yielded.
Father had run a one-man business for such a long time that he did 

not know how to let go any part of management. I had a hard time 
finding a niche. On January 1, 1910, I became assistant treasurer and 
my pay was raised to twenty dollars a week.

 On June 19, 1910, my pay was raised to thirty dollars a week and 
two days later I married and lived on it, nicely, as my sole source of 
income. My bride was Hazel Littlefield, to whom I’d been engaged all 
the way through Harvard. I’d ridden the street cars between Cam-
bridge and her parents’ house in Dorchester many nights when I 
should have been studying. 

Hazel was kind, grateful, virtuous, obedient and nice-looking. I 
have nothing but kind thoughts for her, and compassion. But before 
marrying, I never faced the fact that I didn’t love her. All I under-
stood was that when a man became engaged, he must think of noth-
ing but marrying and supporting the girl. 

At this time, we were reasonably happy, and business was reasonably 
good. On December 17, 1910, we moved our Boston office from 45 
Kilby Street to 40 Central Street, where we blew ourselves to new fur-
niture and for the first time had telephones at each desk. In the old 
office, we had one telephone booth and everyone had to walk to it.

We had a Hammond typewriter, and in order to make file copies, 
each letter had to be squeezed in a thick book between wetted, stink-
ing pieces of cloth. Carbon copies were not yet considered legal evi-
dence. Each morning, the letter press book had to be indexed. This 
meant if you were looking for the correspondence on a single subject, 
you had to wade through half a ton of these books. With difficulty, I 
persuaded Father to change to carbon copies and vertical letter files.

I had a terrible time figuring board measure and prices of lumber. 
Father was a shark at mental arithmetic and I couldn’t keep up with 
him until one day, a salesman brought in a Comptometer. On this 
new gadget, you could figure board measure and average price. The 
salesman agreed to leave it on a thirty-day trial. When Father came 
back from lunch and found this gadget on my desk, he hit the ceiling. 
He told me I was a moron for requiring mechanical aid for such sim-
ple tasks, but he let me keep it for the trial period. With his precision 
memory, on the twenty-ninth day he said, “Now you’ve fooled with 
that toy long enough. Hand it back to the man tomorrow.”
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FPH’s 38-foot Kex, built 
in 1914, was to 
contribute materially to 
the unravelling of his 
first marriage. FPH had 
by then discovered the 
yachtsman’s code —
work hard, play harder 
— which led to signifi-
cant changes in his life.

I was in anguish. I offered to pay for it in installments, out of my 
salary. Father said he could figure twice as fast longhand. I seized this 
challenge, and we set to work on a schedule of car sills in sizes like 3 
3/4 x 8 1/2, which entailed feeding lots of decimals into the Comptom-
eter. I proceeded very slowly, realizing a single error would be fatal. I 
was on my second re-check when Father said, “Aren’t you through 
yet?” We compared extensions and totals. On three items, we dis-
agreed. My heart went down into my boots, as Father never made a 
mistake.

But he had this time. In his haste, he’d figured too quickly and 
made three errors. He was furious. “Oh, I suppose you’ll have to keep 
the damn contraption, then!”

With my numbers deficit solved, I was ready to do anything. But 
Father kept on trying to play every instrument in the band, even 
though his health was failing. 

In the fall of 1910, I advertised myself in the paper and to my sur-
prise was offered the job of assistant treasurer at the New England 
Confectionary Company, a far larger concern than P.S. Huckins 
Company. I asked for a week to think it over. I went to Father and 
gave him a month’s notice. That day, he stormed at me and damned 
me to the Queen’s taste. I felt like a licked cur.

The next day he came into my office, broke down and cried pite-
ously, which nearly broke my heart. In the end, I thanked my pro-
spective employer and said that I had decided to stay on with P.S. 
Huckins Company. The event brought father and son far closer than 
we had ever been, and we continued in a close bond until his death.

On January 19, 1911, a month before my twenty-sixth birthday, I 
was elected president of P.S. Huckins Company. Father continued as 
treasurer. I was young, very sure, and very fresh. In a rising market, I 
got away with a lot of things that were better luck than judgment. The 
year before Father died, I bought five million feet of timber when the 
market was below the cost of production — shortly afterwards, En-
gland and Germany were at war and the lumber market shot up-
wards. Father thought I was very hot stuff. 

On November 6, 1915, Father died at age 56 of Bright’s disease, 
from which he had suffered for twenty years. 

When in January 1916, at age 29, I was elected a director of the 
Metropolitan Trust Company, the Boston newspapers said I was the 

youngest bank director in the city. After the man who had me elected 
died, I resigned from this board and sold my stock because I didn’t 
like some of the shenanigans his successor was engineering. Sixteen 
months later, the directors of the Metropolitan Trust Company lost all 
their stock and had the option of kicking in $60,000 or going to jail.   

In 1920, P.S. Huckins Company had a combined line of credit of 



$400,000, a substantial sum at the time. But in 1922, I saw the 
Manomet Number Four Mill in New Bedford — for whose construc-
tion we had recently furnished a million feet of timber — stand idle 
for over a year, unable to compete with the Southern textile mills. I 
sensed this spelled the end of the timber business in New England, 
and thought of selling out or liquidating. I wanted to get my mother 

and sister out of their investment in the yard and into safer securities. 
The idea of selling out was accelerated by the break-up of my sec-

ond marriage. Two divorces in Boston in seven years was too much. 
It was time to leave.

In early 1923 I sold P.S. Huckins Company to a major competitor, 
George McQuesten Company, at a figure decidedly higher than the 
value of the company when Father died. This enabled me to hand 
over to my mother, sister and brother enough liquid funds to enable 
them to live comfortably on income. The agreement included retain-
ing my brother in the combined companies. I held the title of presi-
dent for several years, until the various companies McQuesten had 
purchased were finally merged. Frank McQuesten formally con-
veyed back to me the name P.S. Huckins Company, and this con-
cluded my business connections, as well as my residence, in my 
native Boston.

First and sEcond marriagEs

I should here briefly recount the sad tales of my first two marriages. 
After an engagement of nearly four years, I was married to Hazel 
J. Littlefield on June 21, 1910, at her home on Bowdoin Street in 

Dorchester. For our honeymoon, we cruised the Maine coast in the 
twenty-five-foot Kex. All I remember is a bad thunderstorm in the 
Penobscot River. Afterward, we moved into a small apartment at 
1929 Beacon Street, near the Chestnut Hill Reservoir. We listened to 
streetcars in front of the building and the B&A Railroad behind it. 
The building was new when we moved in but was soon infested with 
cockroaches. The next year, we moved to a much nicer apartment at 
17 Strathmore Road in Brighton, just off Beacon Street. The only two 
events of consequence that took place during our stay at this address 
were a spectacular plumbing catastrophe, which was at first thought 
to have been one of my experiments gone wrong, and the birth, on 
May 26, 1912, of my son Pembroke. 

The next year we moved to 41 Dwight Street in Brookline, another 
pleasant apartment. We led a rather dull life, with a varied lot of ac-
quaintances who passed in and out of our lives without leaving much 
of a trace.
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Despite a skyrocketing 
career, two marriages 
and divorces did little 
to settle the young FPH 
into Boston’s social 
world. Here, in the only 
photo of its kind ever 
taken of him, 29-year-
old FPH revels in the 
glory of being Boston’s 
youngest bank director.
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But with one group I got in trouble while Hazel was in Maine with 
her parents for the summer a year later. By then, I had the thirty-
eight-foot Kex, and had nothing to do but work hard and in my 
spare time get in trouble. Kex became the habitual gathering place 
for Edson Smith and his fiancée, and Florence Ramsay and myself. 
On one excursion down Boston Harbor, it got so late we decided 
not to return. With neither apology nor explanation, Edson and his 
fiancée descended into the forward cabin, and Florence and I into 
the aft stateroom. 

We kept up our affair until Hazel came home from Maine. I told 
her what had happened. I talked it over with my father, who was mar-
velously mild and understanding. Hazel told her father, who sent for 
me. I shall never have a stronger word-beating in my life than at Lit-
tlefield’s hands. In the end, he suggested that instead of divorce, I 
find myself some whore but stay married to his daughter. I assured 
him that was not what I wanted. I wanted to marry my passion-mate. 
He called me every kind of a goddam fool— I didn’t know it then, but 
he was partly right. 

Two years later, Hazel contracted tuberculosis, and Pembroke came 
to live with me. I took Pembroke to see her in the various sanatoriums 
she lived in around Massachusetts.

Meanwhile, I was making clandestine trips by night to Andover, 
where Florence was teaching at some girls’ school. It was all furtive 
and secret because of the Massachusetts divorce laws in those days, 
and totally unsatisfactory, as I could seldom see her alone.

My father was then in his last sickness, and I spent a good deal of 
time with him. The family was living in a great apartment on Beacon 
Street. My sister Marian referred to it as “The Bathrooms” because 
there were nine rooms and six baths.

When the divorce became final in the fall of 1914, I still had to wait 
out Massachusetts’ two-year prohibition against re-marriage after di-
vorce. To hurry the process, I established legal residence in Nashua, 
New Hampshire, where I took a house at 36 Berkeley Street. I com-
muted daily from Nashua to Boston.  

Florence Ramsay and I were married in the Nashua house on Feb-
ruary 2, 1915, in the presence of her family and a number of my 
friends who’d come up from Boston. We took the chance of moving 
back to Boston in the fall of 1916, and settled into an apartment in 

the Hotel Kenmore on Commonwealth Avenue, in Back Bay. By 
1918 we had completed a beautiful colonial home at 174 Valentine 
Street in Newton. I was a member of the Harvard Club of Boston, the 
Eastern Yacht Club, Brae Burn Country Club, and the Neighborhood 
Club of West Newton. We attended club functions but were never in-
vited to people’s homes. This would be enough to crack up any mar-
riage.

In the summer of 1923 I cruised to Newfoundland in the sixty-foot 
motor yacht Kex, which provided me with more than enough terror to 
serve as some relief. That summer I became acquainted with the Bay 
of Fundy between Nova Scotia and Maine, where fog prevails an av-
erage twenty-six days out of the month, the ebb current runs south-
west all the way up to five knots, and the wind generally blows from 
the southwest. When I left on the hundred-mile run from Bar Har-
bor, I lay right in the trough, with the current running directly across 
my course. I was lucky to see as far as my jackstaff. Landfall was on 
cliffs several hundred feet high, running up out of sight in the fog, 
providing no clue whether I was north or south of my harbor.

I ran into Digby, thinking I was anchoring in a nice cove. The tide 
went out twenty-eight feet, leaving no water in sight anywhere, and I 
awoke sitting on my beam ends on a rock, a learning experience. 

In Digby, the steamship pier was unlike anything I’d ever seen, with 
a slanting ramp about five hundred feet long, mostly covered with 
green slime. Here, they would moor the steamship with a pair of wire 
cables and as the tide went down, they would keep moving her along 
while they loaded cargo from three-wheeled trucks on the end of a 
cable, which a sort of mine hoist let coast down to the cargo port. 

We landed with the dinghy at high tide and made it fast at the head 
of that ramp. Some hours later I came back with a fifty- pound hunk 
of ice in my arms. The tide had fallen, exposing a couple of hundred 
feet of slimy ramp. 

My companion very thoughtfully untied the painter just as I leaned 
over the stem to drop the ice in the bottom, whereupon the dinghy 
started down the toboggan slide with me lying on my ear still clinging 
to the stem. When it hit the water, I left my pants on the stem, and 
landed with my head jammed under the aft thwarts, nearly cracking 
my skull. 

It seemed a fitting end to a dreadful period of my life.
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truE lovE

I was done in, in Boston, by my own faults. 
I paused only long enough to spend a few 
months in the office and with my mother, 

brother and sister and in January 1924, took 
the train to Florida. Ever since my trip with 
my father in 1909 I’d made numerous short 
business trips south, enjoying all of them. I 
liked southern people. I had no stigma 
down there. It was all new.

In 1912, I’d met Commodore Charles 
F. Chapman, the editor of MoTorBoaT-
inG (now Motorboating&Sailing), during 
the formation of the United States 
Power Squadron. He suggested that I 
go to Miami Beach for the Interna-
tional Races. Miami was just then be-
coming famous as a resort. As the 
story develops, one may understand 
the tie between Chap and me, and 
the debt I owe him for happiness.

I borrowed a car and rode among 
the sawmills of north and west Flor-
ida, then proceeded to Miami in 
February 1924 to the then-new Fla-
mingo Hotel on the beach. I shall never forget the thrill 
of Miami Beach then. It was fresh and uncrowded, a flower of man’s 
imagination.

Chap had me join the Regatta Committee that put on races be-
tween the likes of Gar Wood, Sir Malcolm Campbell, et al. Instead 
of falling in with the galaxy of luscious young women, I socialized 
with the kind of people whom I should have gone with from the first 
— decent, interesting people. I mixed well and had fun, but still, I 
was lonely.

I felt I had made a failure of my personal life, that I was floating 
around in space. My ideas were not at all crystallized. I felt only a 
void. I was asking myself a lot of questions. I was well off financially, 

but my money was getting 
me nowhere.

One night during Re-
gatta Week, I was standing 
in the lobby of the Flamingo 
Hotel with Chap and a num-
ber of other yachtsmen, 
when a personable young 
woman sitting with another 
girl by the fire caught my eye.

I turned to Chap and ex-
claimed, “Now there is a 
good-looking girl.” With his 
usual irony, Chap said, “Well, 
why don’t you go over and 
speak to her?” I replied that one 
did not pick up girls at the Fla-
mingo. The yachtsmen took up 
the cry and dared me to try it. 
Finally I said if they’d be quiet 
and not disgrace me, I would.

I was in evening clothes and at 
least looked respectable. With great 
hesitation, I walked over, addressed 
the other girl, bowed from the waist 
in my best New England manner, 
and asked to introduce myself.

Never in my life have I been looked 
over more coolly. I almost fled. She was Agate Brown, daughter of 
the chairman of the Pittsburgh Plate Glass Company. She intro-
duced me to Mrs. Lysbeth Benham Archibald, 100 lbs., 5'0", with a 
beautiful, gracious voice, a lovely face and exquisite hair.

Never have I tried so hard to be engaging. After a few minutes, 
Agate invited me to sit down. We three engaged in small talk for ten 
minutes, when I turned to Mrs. Archibald and said, “I wish you 
would go over to the Casino with me and dance with me one or two 
dances.” She tipped her head to one side, laughed a little bell-like 
laugh, and declined. This was too fast for her. I determined that they 

FPH’s friendship with 
Charles F. Chapman, 
founder of the maga-
zine that is now Motor-
boating & Sailing, led to 
the creation of dozens 
of hilarious Huck Says 
columns. The first cov-
ered the scene on Mi-
ami Beach, where FPH 
met Mrs. Archibald, the 
love of his life.
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were staying at least until the next day and I might see them again. I 
bowed from the waist and returned to the gorillas, who were wild to 
find out what was going on.

They were still ribbing me about fifteen minutes later when the ele-
vator door opened. Mrs. Archibald stepped out to mail a letter. I 
made a beeline for her and renewed my suit, saying, “I wish you’d 
change your mind about dancing with me and go over for just one 
dance. I’m quite harmless, you know.”

She again tipped her head and made that tinkling laugh and said, 
all right, just one dance. I was a goner right then. Long afterwards, I 
found out that Agate had urged Betty to go back down. “You’ve been 
a widow quite long enough,” she told her. “My uncle Fred [with 
whom they’d just been cruising] knew his father well in Boston, and 
they are a fine family.”

Betty had come down to mail a letter when there were letter box 
slots on all the floors.

We went over to the Casino and danced, and I was lost. I was able to 
recognize a thoroughbred when I met her. Twenty-seven years later, 
I know that was the turning point of my life. 

I was also legally married to a woman I had not seen for some time.
Next day, I again looked Betty up. We went over to the Casino for 

a swim. We talked interminably. We were very frank with each other, 
and learned much of each other’s history. She was born in Marianna, 
Arkansas. She had married Cecil Archibald, a New Englander, when 
she was 18. She had a son, Kenneth. Cecil had died some two years 
before. Her sister, Babe, lived in Milwaukee. Betty’s maiden name 
was Benham. She’d traveled widely. Cecil was of a wealthy family.

I also found out she was leaving in three days. She danced beauti-
fully. She was gracious and witty but was also fearful of life and had no 
idea of re-marrying. I pressed her to find out when I might see her 
again. Finally she agreed, rather lightly, to meet me at the Edgewater 
Beach Hotel in Chicago at 4:30 on May 10, 1924. I kissed her good-
bye with a heavy mixture of emotions. 

I returned to Boston to examine my life and myself, endlessly. I 
faced the fact that I was drifting; that I had nothing in life; that I was 
proud of nothing that I had done; that I deserved no happiness but 
had a growing desire for substantial happiness.

I wrote long letters. She replied with far shorter ones. The time 

dragged on until May. I was fearful she would stand me up. At the 
last minute she wired, “I will meet you for tea as planned,” and I 
took the train.

She kept me waiting only fifteen minutes. We had tea and walked 
and talked and walked and talked. I had reached a hundred-percent 
decision and asked Betty to marry me, if I could obtain my freedom. 
She admitted she loved me but was not too sure about marriage.

In the fall of 1924 I went to Los Angeles, where Betty lived with her 
son Kenneth. She met me at the station. I never saw a woman with a 
whiter face. We both realized that a final decision would be reached 
at this third meeting. She was extremely fearful.

After meeting her friends and suitors, and finding how high a social 
position she held, I realized the task I had undertaken and the re-

Miami Beach days: 
before attracting the 
attention of a certain 
highly desirable widow, 
FPH spent some time 
on the beach
girlwatching, which 
resulted in several 
hilarious “Huck Says” 
columns.
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The crew of Kex on its 
way in November 1924 
to the Harvard-Yale 
game in New Haven, 
and after that, to Flor-
ida. From left to right: 
FPH, Harold H. Perrin, 
FPH’s lawyer, friend 
Howard Lyon, and Dick 
Walsh, a former lumper 
at the Huckins lumber 
yard.



17

sponsibility I would be assuming if my suit were successful.
Nor did I then have the slightest appreciation of the vast impor-

tance of nine-year-old Kenneth’s impression of me. I had never cared 
for small children, so I treated him rather casually. Surprisingly, we 
took to one another. He had some tools and a shop and our minds 
worked along the same lines. They have ever since.  

  

From lumBEr to millwork 
to Boat-Building

In the fall of 1924, I returned to Boston, attended to a little busi-
ness, fitted out the sixty-foot yacht Kex, and started south. My 
crew included my lawyer Harold Perrin, my friend Howard 

Lyon, and ex-lumber yard lumper Dick Walsh. We left in late No-
vember, just in time to take in the Harvard-Yale game in New Ha-
ven. The boat had no heating plant and I never came so near 
freezing to death. Dick Walsh and I made it alone from New Haven 
on. I spent the loneliest Thanksgiving Day of my life aboard at Ches-
apeake City, with a skim of ice around the boat and forty-five degrees 
inside.

I spent Christmas in Jacksonville, where I’d made many friends, 
and again thought about living there. 

In January, I pushed on south, with a boat drawing four feet in a 
channel that had all the way from one to six feet. The Intracoastal was 
then the orphan child of the Flagler System, before the government 
took it over. We’d spend hours in shoal spots, dredging the sand from 
under the bow, blowing it aft with the propeller, and nudging along 
a few feet at a time.

By the time we reached the southern end of the Indian River, I’d 
had enough. We went out the St. Lucie Inlet when it had not enough 
water to put in your hat. My iron keel struck bottom in the trough of 
every wave. It’s a wonder Kex did not break her back, but eventually I 
got through the breakers, which were mild that day, and ran outside 
the rest of the way to Miami Beach.

There, the Fleetwood Hotel had just been built in the Florida boom 
then heightening. Perry Stoltz, its owner, wanted to attract yachts-
men, so he offered me free berthage if I’d tie up there. Soon after, 

Betty arrived and we moved the boat to the Flamingo dock. Betty 
stayed in the hotel, while I lived aboard.

We were very much in love and in a miserable position. I needled 
Harold Perrin to get on with the divorce proceedings. In early spring, 
Lingan Alan Warren and his wife cruised back to Jacksonville on the 
Kex as chaperones for Betty and me. Betty, a southerner and a lady, 
was immediately well received in Jacksonville, where she stayed for 
some weeks before returning to California.

Warren, a lumber broker and a salesman, was married to the 
daughter of the executive vice president of the largest bank in Jack-
sonville. He had acquired an interest in the Drayer-Warren Com-
pany, which had a checkered history in the millwork business. At the 
time of our cruise up to Jacksonville from Miami in Kex, he was broke 
and living by his wits whereas I had just sold P.S. Huckins Company 
to McQuesten and my pockets were bulging.

Intelligent investment was among the important skills I’d not yet 
learned. I took some of my money and bought sixth-grade mortgage 
bonds in the Atlantic National Bank of Jacksonville, which was trying 
to bail itself out of numerous poor loans. Some more of my money 
went to buy marital freedom. The balance I let Warren pluck from me 
when he sold me a half interest in the Drayer-Warren Company.

My investment supposedly went to the Drayers for their “half inter-
est,” but Warren suddenly had a lot of money to put into real estate 
ventures and whatnot. I was ripe for the picking in that era.

The Florida boom was then on — and how! People were swapping 
two $50,000 cats for a $100,000 dog so fast it would make your head 
swim. I thought I was brilliant not to risk my money in south Florida 
real estate gambles. I could lose it just as fast in what I was doing.

We did one helluva business for a couple of years. I was the “manu-
facturer” (knowing nothing whatever about the millwork business) 
and Warren was the “salesman.” If Warren could sell at a profit, which 
at the peak of the boom he could not avoid, he did so. If he could not 
sell at a profit, he sold at a loss, however great, to get the business.

The first year, we did a capacity business and made a big paper 
profit. We spent this largely on more machinery at peak prices. The 
next year, we did twice as much business, ran a night shift, and made 
almost as much as we did on half the volume. We furnished the archi-
tectural woodwork for The Breakers in Palm Beach and many an-
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other famed building of that era.
The next year, the bottom dropped out of the Florida Boom. Noth-

ing daunted, Warren traveled far and wide, selling millwork for a 
great hotel at Old Point Comfort and for large buildings in Washing-
ton, Philadelphia, and wherenot. He was a born salesman. He would 
leave on a sales expedition with a memo in his pocket signed by me, 
putting a low limit of $65,000 on a job, and would come back with the 

signed contract at $35,000 and there was nothing I could do about it.
I don’t remember what we lost that year, but it was everything we 

had made to that date and then some. Warren was also a gambler on 
credit of the first water. The Raymond Concrete Pile Company could 
form the Raymond Bottomless Hole Company and Warren was per-
fectly ready to sell them. The friction got greater and greater as his 
wholesale credit risks came home to roost. As the losses piled up on 
the below-cost contracts he had closed, he compounded them by buy-
ing undergrade materials and trying to push them on the customers, 
doing nothing for our budding reputation.

By the end of 1927, we had reached the end of the millwork road. 
As there seemed nothing ahead but bankruptcy, my thoughts turned 
to my original love — yacht building.

I’d built my first power boat, as already recounted, in 1907; my 
second in 1914, and my sixty-footer in 1919. It was this boat I sold 
at great loss in 1926, to devote my energies to having Warren clean 
me out.

For some years I had been flirting with the idea for a seagoing type 
of planing hull, there being no such thing at the time. This was my 
opportunity. As we had no money by now to do anything, I interested 
Harold Perrin in putting up $10,000, coughed up my remaining 
$7,500, got an IOU from Warren, and formed the Warren-Huckins 
Yacht Corporation in February 1928.

I now went to work as never before. For the next twenty years, I 
worked an eighty- to a hundred-hour week, with hardly a letup. Here 
was something I loved. And now Warren did not own fifty percent, so 
he couldn’t sell boats at fifty percent of cost. On the other hand, I still 
thought he was the world’s most wonderful salesman and so imagined 
he could sell boats, as did he.

Just as we embarked on the venture, Warren came to me with tears 
in his eyes and said that Charlie Merrill had offered him a great op-
portunity that would lead to New York and fabulous riches. Warren 
said he needed to liquidate everything he had in the company, which 
came to $42,500, about exactly what I had originally put into it.

Warren never went to New York with Charlie Merrill. Instead, he 
became president of the Safeway Stores grocery chain.

And I launched Hull Number One, the Fairform Flyer 42’ Express 
Cruiser, in July of 1928.

Huckins Fairform Fly-
ers might never have 
become a legend 
without the “best 
decision I ever made” 
— Lysbeth Benham Ar-
chibald Huckins — who 
became the trustee of 
FPH’s life’s work. 
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Right to left, FPH’s 
close friend Charles F. 
Chapman, Betty 
Huckins, and FPH. 
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creating many friendships. Water, ice and gasoline we bought from 
the fish houses, who delivered the fuel in barrels. We took care to 
strain the fuel as we siphoned it into our tanks with a hose. 

Father was a cautious and learned navigator. Each day’s run was 
meticulously laid out in advance; alternative havens were plotted in 
the event of weather change or mishap. Our navigation equipment 
consisted of compasses corrected before the cruise, sextant, chro-
nometer, stop watch, Walker Patent Log, sounding lead, corrected 
charts, and relevant publications. At several of our ports of call, 

Father took me on Big Kex’s maiden cruise in the summer 
of 1921. We ran all along the Maine Coast and across the 
Bay of Fundy to Digby, Nova Scotia, and back to Marble-
head. She was laid up the summer of 1922, which we 
spent ashore in Bucks Harbor. The summer of 1923 we 

departed Marblehead, ran across Fundy to Yarmouth, around Cape 
Sable to Cape Breton, by way of Shelburne, Lunenburg, Halifax, 
Isaacs Harbour to Baddeck on Bras D’Or Lake. After a rest and tour 
of Alexander Graham Bell’s laboratory and shops, we made the run 
from Sydney to Port Aux Basques, Newfoundland, across Cabot 
Strait. Our cruising in Newfoundland included visits in the French 
islands of Grand and Petit Miquelon and St. Pierre. I was sent home 
by steamer in time for the start of school.

It was in these islands that Father demonstrated talents far beyond 
those of boat builder. He was careful with his money and knew a 
good buy when he saw it. After some haggling, he made a deal for 
fifty cases of scotch. My interest in the stuff at age eleven was aca-
demic, but I could tell the packaging was unique — six straw-
wrapped bottles to a burlap bag. The cargo was lovingly stowed port 
and starboard aft, and outboard of the berths at the turn of the bilge. 
The stash lasted for over two years. 

Cruising east of Mount Desert Island was the antithesis of yacht-
ing in the Twenties. Your vessel had to be so well found she could be 
a world unto herself, as shoreside services and provisions were mea-
ger at best. We bought milk and fresh foodstuffs from local farmers, 

My Father, the BoatBuilder
by Pembroke Huckins

FPH and his son 
Pembroke aboard 60-
foot Kex in Marblehead 
Harbor, 1924. Their 
relationship in later 
years was strained at 
best. 
Opposite page, Kex II at 
speed off the coast of 
Maine. 
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yachts were unknown, even mind 
boggling. Anyone who took to the 
sea for pleasure, in the opinion of 
those who did so to live, must not 
have all their marbles. 

As we passed close to lighthouses, 
the keepers and their families 
would rush out and return our sa-
lutes, waving and bonging the fog 
bell. They much appreciated it 
when we’d row in and give them 
our newspapers and magazines.

Big Kex’s last cruise began in No-
vember 1924, when Father and his 
second wife were separated. For 
the voyage south to Florida, he 
hired two paid hands. Father had 
adopted roots in Jacksonville, as 
the yellow pine timber for P.S. 
Huckins Company was shipped in 
schooners from Jacksonville and 

Fernandina to East Boston. In December I spent Christmas vacation 
on Big Kex, berthed at the Florida Yacht Club hard by a street, with 
our car parked alongside the boat. Milk, ice, and newspapers were 
delivered daily. Such luxury living aboard I had never encountered 
— and it was warm in midwinter!

The day after Christmas we set off for Miami. The Florida Intra-
coastal Waterway then was a private endeavor owned by the Florida 
East Coast Canal Company. The controlling depth was four feet. Kex 
drew four feet. Except for the railroad bridge in Jacksonville, which 
was operated by steam, the drawbridges were all hand operated. We 
encountered toll stations at Pablo [now Jacksonville Beach] and at the 
head of the Indian River. 

As may be imagined, it was a busy trip. We dragged bottom often, on 
several occasions went hard aground, making it necessary to row out, plant 
an anchor and kedge off. After three days, we decided the ditch was not for 
us and followed a commercial fisherman out of the Saint Lucie Inlet. The 
passage to Miami was long and rough, until the wind died at dark. There 

were few lights along Miami Beach then; the spectacular multicolored glow 
of the glass dome in the Flamingo Hotel acted as a lighthouse. 

We entered Government Cut about nine in the evening and an-
chored on the south side, near what is now Fisher Island. No sooner 
had we secured when a Coast Guard picket boat hailed us requesting 
permission to board. My mind snapped back to our inventory of 
stashed scotch, and visions of Durance Vile danced in my head while 
we hung fenders. Father cheerily invited the chief petty officer and his 
aide aboard. The chief advised Father he was going to search for con-
traband liquor. The chief conducted a polite search as he and Father 
engaged in small talk. Nothing was discovered. Father asked the chief 
if he was finished, the chief allowed as how he was, then my father 
said, “Would you gentlemen care to come below and have a drink?” 
They said that would be fine, and did. This, believe it or not, was the 
first major crisis of my life: my tension knew no bounds. 

Next morning we ran to the newly completed yacht pier of the 
Fleetwood Hotel in Miami Beach, immediately north of the County 
Causeway. Here we were met by Father’s longtime business associate, 
Lingan A. Warren of Jacksonville, who was the agent for P.S. Huckins 
Company in the South and co-owner of the Drayer-Warren Company, 
a millwork plant. 

Right after the new year, I went back to school in Boston, while Fa-
ther wintered on Kex in Miami Beach. Father and his guests, includ-
ing Ling Warren and Mrs. Cecil Archibald of Los Angeles, ran Kex 
back to Jacksonville. Soon thereafter Kex was sold. I last saw Kex in 
Mayport, Florida, in the summer of 1925, all torn up to install a diesel 
engine. She was a mess. Father was sad and quite upset.

The years 1925 and 1926 were a time of great change for Fa-
ther. He and Betty Archibald were engaged in 1925, and they 
married in January 1926. He’d already sold P.S. Huckins 

Company, and with the money bought Drayer’s share of Drayer-War-
ren Company. The millwork firm changed its name to the War-
ren-Huckins Company, with Florida Fairform Finish as its slogan. The 
millwork plant was long established, and stoked by Father’s expertise, 
Warren’s knowledge of the market, and the frantic Florida boom, it 
became a going concern — until the boom folded almost overnight in 
the spring of 1926. Thousands of building projects were stillborn. 

Big Kex’s maiden cruise 
in summer 1921 took 
FPH and his son to the 
rum-runners’ haven of 
St. Pierre. Here, Kex tran-
sits the canal 
approaching Cape 
Breton, which was half a 
mile long and had a sin-
gle lock.
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FPH’s sixty-foot Kex, 
created by rebuilding 
thirty-eight foot Kex, pro-
vided Pembroke with 
childhood 
memories of Maine, 
bootlegging, and a 
new stepmother.

Warren-Huckins was fortunate: its business-in-hand at the time of the 
bust, though tarred with the same brush, happened to be the architec-
tural woodworks for The Breakers hotel in Palm Beach as well as some 
old line banks and other clients with staying power. Despite the good 
business, however, some losses were sustained. Careful management 
and successful bidding on some work away from Florida, such as the 
new Chamberlain Hotel at Old Point Comfort, Virginia, kept the firm 
alive, but the honeymoon was over.

hull NuMBer oNe, 
the uNBrokeN record, aNd 

the MeetiNg iN hyaNNis

From the outset, Hull # 1 and her progeny spawned invention 
and innovation now commonplace. Her keel/stem was one-
piece, laminated-oak construction, secured with glue and 

bronze bolts. The glue of the time was not waterproof and was in part 
dependent on the boltings and coatings to prevent water intrusion. 
But even without glue, the unit was stronger and lasted longer than 
multiple-piece stem/keel construction. She was single planked above 
the chine, with diagonal inner planking below, separated from carvel 
outer planking by a canvas membrane. Hull #1 also was the only 
Fairform Flyer built with steam-bent frames. These were approxi-
mately 1" square, spaced 6" to 8" on centers, and fitted with fairing 
wedges for the chines.

I started work at Warren-Huckins in June after school ended, just as 
Hull # 1 was being planked. My first task was to coat the canvas mem-
brane with Jefferies Marine Glue ahead of the plankers. The first day, 
I had no hat and a headful of glue. That was my first lesson in boat-
building: gasoline is an effective scalp cleaner and brain penetrant.  
The planking was fastened with copper rivets and burrs. I bucked 
them all, then came outside and plugged and faired all the rivet 
holes.

My father’s curiosity made Huckins Yacht a successful enterprise, 
but not everything he was drawn to worked. After some investigation, 
he had chosen a new product for the trunk and housetop covering. 
Called “Prestwood,” this new invention by a Mr. Mason of Laurel, 

Mississippi, seemed to have great strength, a smooth finish and la-
bor-saving qualities. 

We installed and coated it, and it looked great. But after six months, 
the stuff was leaking at every fastening and molding, and sagging 
between the beams. We had to remove and replace it with conven-
tional wood, canvas-covered tongue-and-groove. Soon after that, 
Prestwood was greatly improved and re-named Masonite. Now, tem-
pered Masonite is one of the finest wood products extant, and has 
been used in Fairform Flyers extensively now for over fifty years.

Hull # 1 was powered by a pair of Kermath gasoline-driven en-
gines, six cylinders, flat head, 125 horsepower each at 1,600 rpm. 
The engines were fitted with bronze Schebler updraft carburetors, 
six-volt starting motors, gear-driven six-volt generators, and plane-
tary-type clutches and reverse gears. They were the high-speed en-
gines of the era and the first of a new model designed and built by 
Kermath. Marine conversions of automotive engines had not yet 
come on the market.

Completed in late July of 1928, Hull # 1 was trundled some two 



miles by Wood-Hopkins House Moving Company and set on a verti-
cal lift at Merrill-Stevens Shipyard. The launching, sponsored by 
Betty Huckins, was a well-attended success. 

The maiden cruise of Hull # 1 was from Fernandina, Florida, to 
New York City for the purpose of beating Gar Wood’s Florida to New 
York record, set in 1923. If the venture succeeded, it would draw at-
tention to the boat and to Huckins Yacht. 

Father planned the trip in great detail. His complement for the 
cruise was two long-time yachting cronies, his Boston lawyer, Harold 
L. Perrin, and Sidney Simmons, a Jacksonville ice manufacturer. The 
rest of the crew consisted of a chief mechanic, Bud Morgan from Ker-
math in Detroit, chef James, a retired Atlantic Coast Line Railroad 
dining car cook, and myself.

We ran the better part of the full first day at twenty knots, mostly in 
heavy weather. But after eighteen hours, the engines were flagging 

with exhaustion. Bud 
discovered that most of 
the valve springs were 
broken. He was to re-
place them twice 
during the cruise. 

Around noon, for-
ty-odd hours out of Fer-
nandina, we fueled at 
Taylor’s oil barge in 
Norfolk. The prospect 
of beating the record 
was still in our grasp. 
My father was at the 
wheel while the rest of 
us ate lunch. We were 
heading out between 
Cape Henry and Cape 
Charles in the run for 
New York when there 
was a thunderclap 
crash, a shudder, danc-
ing dishes, and then — 

silence. In our wake, just awash, lay a wounded piling or telephone 
pole. Below, a mangled propeller and bent shaft. Thank God, I 
thought, it wasn’t my turn at the wheel. 

We put back to Norfolk and spent twenty-four hours on a railway 
being repaired while the deadline came and went. This was a terrible 
blow for my father. I admired him for his philosophical manner, as he 
usually raised hell about minor and major things that went awry. 

In the course of the trip, Bud or my father discovered while working 
on the Kermath engines that either the flexing space of the springs 
was too small or the springs were too long, so that at each compres-
sion of a spring, it “two-blocked” and cracked from fatigue. After the 
cruise, Kermath at no charge replaced the faulty engines with a pair 
of their 200-horsepower Sea Wolf valve-in-head engines, Huckins 
Yacht continued to power its boats with Kermath engines until that 
company went out of business after World War II. 

The rest of the cruise, in which we went as far east as Mount Desert, 
Maine, was pure pleasure. We made transit through the old Chesa-
peake & Delaware and Delaware and Raritan Canals, then fitted with 
wooden hand-operated lock gates.

Harold Perrin accompanied us as far as Hyannisport, enjoying the 
interest Hull # 1 was attracting from yachtsmen along the way owing 
to her performance, workmanship and layout. We gave many demon-
stration runs and developed a good clutch of prospects, to the gratifi-
cation of Harold, who as a director of the company was anxious to see 
firm orders garnered. Since incorporation, cash flow had been all out 
and none in. 

On the cruise, my father and Harold had long talks about the future 
of the business and ways of raising capital. Father and his long-time 
friend, Commodore Chapman of MoTorBoaTinG, had taken care of 
advertising and promotion with the following arrangement: for each 
story father wrote for MoTorBoaTinG, he would receive one page of 
advertising. But until the first boat was sold, advertising was not going 
to do anything for payroll.

Harold arranged for my father to meet the investor Henry Baldwin 
of Springfield and Boston. The investment Baldwin made turned out 
to be the best and most interesting of his career. As a result of his par-
ticipation, he immediately became chairman of the board of Huckins 
Yacht Corporation, though he did not become active in the business 
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“Speed Run Hopes 
Pinned to Cruiser,” said 
the brief newspaper 
announcement of Hull 
No. 1’s maiden cruise 
from Fernandina to New 
York. Mishaps 
including a mangled 
prop and a bent shaft 
foiled the Huckins plan 
to beat Gar Wood’s Flor-
ida to New York record. 
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FPH’s longtime friend, 
Charles F. Chapman, 
founder and editor of 
MoTorBoaTinG, helped  
keep the Huckins name
before the yachting 
world through the 
Depression by giving 
FPH a page of 
advertising for every 
“Huck Says” column
he wrote.

until the start of World War II. Then, after the war, he and my father, 
along with Raymond Teller, Kenneth Archibald, and George Pills-
bury, and some years later Robert M. Steward, comprised the greatest 
team in yachtbuilding.

 
the early years:

iN the Wake oF the crash

Hull # 1 was sold in the fall of that year for about $15,000  
to David M. Goodrich, the tire manufacturer, and Hull # 
2 was begun in October 1928. The plant had been reorga-

nized for efficient construction of several boats at a time, that is, the 
millworks’ large lumber storage shed with railway tracks inside was 
laid out for simultaneous assembly of six boats up to sixty feet.

Hull # 2 was virtually identical to # 1 in configuration, arrange-
ment and dimensions, although oak sawn frames and seam batten 
construction were used and the topsides were bright- finished mahog-
any. She was delivered in the spring of 1929 to a baker in Brooklyn, 
New York. 

Huckins Yacht has never pushed yearly model changes. Through 
the years, changes in style and configuration from the subtle to the 
bombastic occurred according to the whims of my father and his suc-
cessors. Hull # 3 and every boat Huckins built for the next four years 
were like hulls 1 and 2. The length varied, with versions of 45', 48', 54' 
and 56' length overall having their beam and draft in proportion.

The company really got underway when my father took a small 
booth in the 1929 New York Boat Show, and came home in triumph 
with orders for six forty-five-footers to be delivered in June 1929. The 
boats were to be sisterships, all powered with Kermath Sea Wolfs, and 
all fully equipped including linens, cookware and Ovington’s Flag-
marked china, for $19,000, afloat at Jacksonville.

The plant became a blur of action, and during the winter and 
spring, four more orders came in. Carloads of white oak and mahog-
any, engines, and fittings rolled in. The work force was tripled; many 
of the men were former millworks employees, excellent woodworkers 
still smarting from the burst balloon of the Florida Boom. All was or-
chestrated by my father in the manner of a Prussian field marshal: 
when anything went awry, you could hear him all over the plant. We 

built the superstructures on jigs a long way from the hulls, and when 
they were completed, a bell rang, all hands assembled port and star-
board, and at command we lifted the superstructure, marched out the 
door down Fourth Street into the door of the building area, up tem-
porary ramps, and as a man lowered the structure on the hull coam-
ing — invariably, a perfect fit.

The six boats sold at the New York Boat Show, plus a 45’ commut-
er-type built on speculation, were completed and launched late May 
and early June. The proud owners assembled in Jacksonville for a 
“cruiseaway” to New York. It was a rousing good voyage. The com-
muter, called Pilgrim, was the flagship, and my father, Betty Huckins, 
her son Kenneth and I and a paid hand crowded aboard. Much to 
everyone’s relief, Pilgrim was sold as soon as we arrived at Manhasset 
Bay. I went back to Jacksonville and spent the rest of the summer 
working in the stockroom taking inventory, then on the loft floor until 
school.

In fall 1929, my father leased an abandoned lumber export termi-
nal on the St. Johns River and built a small yacht basin with slips for 
fitting out and storage. It was quite atttractive, and the dockmaster’s 
house at the end of the wharf had a lighthouse cupola. The marine 
railway had tracks of the same gauge as the regular railroad tracks 
and joined them at a switch in the yard. From that time on, launching 
new boats from Fourth Street and retrieving others for repair was 
simple, needing only only the services of a locomotive and crew.

The crash of October 29, 1929, made only a ripple in Florida; the 
state was still sorting itself out from the collapse of the Florida land 
boom. The Huckins Yacht Corporation, however, looked to all of the 
United States for its livelihood, and had a number of orders in hand. 
Several forty-five-footers were under construction along with a fifty-
four-footer powered with Sterling Dolphin Specials for David Go-
odrich. Goodrich, the owner of Hull # 1, Minim, had enjoyed her and 
sold her, and was now building Maxim.

Huckins first began to feel the shock from Wall Street when James 
A. Ward, a furniture manufacturer from Fort Smith, Arkansas, can-
celled the order he had made in the summer for a forty-five- footer to 
be delivered in December. I recall Mr. Ward as a gentleman and an 
admirable addition to the Fairform Flyer fleet. But the furniture in-
dustry and Mr. Ward’s private investments were very adversely af-
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fected by the Crash. He straightaway advised my father of his 
predicament. The boat was completed on schedule, and my father 
was able to sell her for Mr. Ward by midwinter.

From the standpoint of large yachts on exhibit, the New York Boat 
Show of January 1930 was no doubt the best ever held at Grand Cen-
tral Palace. For many old-time builders, it was Custer’s Last Stand. But 
for the Huckins Yacht Corporation, it was the only time in its history 
that it had a boat on display. 

The New York show and the Huckins advertisements in MoTorBoaT-
inG generated enough orders to assemble a New York cruise-away in 
June. The launching and outfitting for this cruise went off smoothly, 
thanks to my father’s new yacht basin. Only one untoward incident 
marred it: Todd, our truck driver, backed his machine off the end of 
the wharf into fifteen feet of water. He knew in midair, he later told 
me, that that was to be his last day at Huckins Yacht.

The June 1930 New York Cruiseaway went off without me, as I was 
put to work in the stockroom taking inventory as soon as school let 
out. My only break came thanks to Dr. Samuel C. Dobbs of Atlanta, 
who had bought Minim from David Goodrich. En route to her new 
homeport at Thunderbolt, Georgia, Minim ran across the submerged 
rock restraining wall at the north end of Jeykll Island. I had a hand in 
patching the damage and towing the boat back to Jacksonville for full 
repair. The rest of the summer I spent stocking and issuing material 
and working on the loft floor.

In the fall of 1930, I was enrolled at Staunton Military Academy in 
Virginia. That fall also ushered in a hard era for Huckins Yacht, with 
orders few and far between. Foreman Herschel Ward had been dis-
missed and replaced by a Canadian, Albert M. Whitney. At last, in the 
winter of 1933, a forty-five-footer was built for Alfred I. DuPont of 
Jacksonville.

Also completed in the winter of 1931 was Avocette III [see Hull #20], 
an elaborate forty-eight-footer built for Fred W. Voges of New York. 
Powered by twin 225-horsepower Sterling Petrels, she was fitted with 
a handsome open bridge sporting a brass-bound windscreen atop the 
aft trunk. Her turnkey price afloat at Jacksonville was $17,500. As of 
last year [1980] she was still in Mr. Voges’ loving hands, who keeps her 
in mint condition. When the Sterling Engine Company went out of 
business, Mr. Voges bought several pairs of new Petrels to keep her on 

the go.
By the summer of 1931, business at Huckins had slowed so much 

that employing me was out of the question. I found a summer job as 
a 15-cent-an-hour paid hand on a forty-six-foot wheeler cruiser in 
Jacksonville owned by a cafeteria chain. She was quite a party boat.

Father had never worked under greater pressure. His talents as in-
novator and inventor came into full flower, and he spent hours at the 
drawing board spinning out ideas and designs to breathe life into a 
dying market. He maintained his monthly full-page ad in MoTorBoaT-
inG by writing articles and the “Huck Says” columns for $150 each, 
the cost of the page ad. Henry Baldwin increased his interest in the 
business, enabling it to meet its obligations and continue to discount 
bills. Late in the fall of 1931 or early in 1932, the company received 
an order for a forty-five-footer, delivered by my father to Osterville, 
Massachusetts, in June 1932. The last of the 1929 class of for-
ty-five-footers was started on speculation. Father made a pact with the 
remaining workforce of six men to pay them half their wages in cash 
during construction, the balance in a lump sum when the boat was 
sold. She was sold soon after completion.

The early 1930s were the era of the little bargain boats. In 1933, my 
father designed a twenty-five-footer. With the same construction as 
her larger predecessors, she was powered with twin Kermath Sea Dog 
forty-horsepower gas engines producing a twenty-knot cruising 
speed. Her profile smacked of the twenty-five-footer my father had 
built years before in Duxbury. The cabin had about four feet of head-
room, the head was forward, the berths were port and starboard, and 
the athwartships galley had an alcohol stove and an ice chest one side, 
a sink and a cabinet on the other. Up two steps, you came to the 
self-bailing cockpit, with no windshield or awning. This boat and her 
sisterships sold well at $2,000. Later, fitted with semi-enclosed steer-
ing shelters having front and side windows, they sold for $2,500. A 
similar thirty-footer was $3,500. 

In the summer of 1933, I worked as a carpenter installing berths 
and as a member of the painting crew. The bargain boats kept Huck-
ins Yacht Corporation liquid at the bottom of the Depression, many 
of them going to people who in good times would have bought larger 
yachts, including a few former Fairform Flyer owners. The second was 
bought by Stephen Paine of Paine, Webber & Co. in Boston, a former 

Not only did FPH write 
his hilarious columns for 
MoTorBoaTinG, he 
illustrated them with 
self-deprecatory 
drawings by his sister 
Marian, such as the one 
on the opposite page il-
lustrating his  wedding 
to heiress Betty Ar-
chibald.



owner of a forty-five-footer which had been built for him.
But already by 1933 Mr. Paine signaled the Depression was on its 

way out by ordering a forty-eight-footer with engines in the stern. 
This would be the launch of my father’s design of the first reliable 
V-drive gearboxes.

Then came the big bargain boats. In 1934 Father designed a thirty-
eight-foot raised deck cruiser with an arrangement like that of Hull 
No. 1. The engines were installed fore and aft and fitted with multiple 
V-belt drives with cast aluminum sheaves for six belts on the engines 
and propeller shafts. The engines were mounted on aluminum 
I-beam mounts hinged aft with adjusting screw rods forward for 
maintaining belt tension and changing belts. Many of these 
boats were sold through 1936; they varied in length from 
thirty-eight to forty feet, and were priced from $12,000 to 
$15,000. The concept of the V-belt drive was a good one, 
but this was before belt manufacturers marketed matched 
sets of belts. At cruising speed, some of the belts bellied way 
out from centrifugal force, leaving the tight belts to do all 
the work and quickly wear out. Eventually, these boats were 
repowered with engines having Chrysler or Walter V-drives.

The summer of 1934, I worked in a garage repairing 
autos and pumping gasoline. The pay was better than 
Huckins Yacht — $11 a week, versus $10. At the end of 
1934, I dropped out of college and cruised around 
the world on the Dollar Steam Ship Line, for a fare 
of $864. This company sailed a ship every fort-
night westward from New York. You could 
hop off a ship at any port, make side trips, 
and join the next ship. Drinks at the 
bar were all fifteen cents. Most of 
my time ashore was spent visit-
ing boatbuilding yards, an 
education that has 
served me well. 

When I boarded the 
S.S. President Adams in 
Alexandria, a letter 
from my father was 

waiting for me. It was like many I had received from him: I was a wast-
rel, I would not cut it, etc. He closed by offering me a permanent job 
starting on my arrival home. He established a summer office in Dux-
bury, and left for Duxbury as soon as I got home. His instructions 
were that I was to start for Duxbury with a new belt-drive thirty-eight-
footer. He would meet me at St. Simons Island, a day’s run from 

Jacksonville. At St. Simons, I 
found a telegram saying 
he would meet me at 
Charleston, and so on 
until I reached Duxbury 
two weeks and twen-
ty-four belts later. 

My tasks at Duxbury 
were to look after this 
boat and keep her clean, 
take prospects on trial 
runs, change belts, write 
sales letters, etc. In the 
middle of the summer, 
my father headed off for a 
cruise Down East and told 
me to open all mail in-
cluding letters to him, 
and reply. One letter I re-
member well. It was from 
Irving R. Allen, owner of 
an advertising agency in 
Chicago. He and father 
had become good 
friends. Mr. Allen had 
purchased several used 
Fairform Flyers over the 
years, and had furthered 
the publication of several 
favorable articles about 
Huckins yachts. The last 
paragraph in his letter 

27



suggested that the boats were too boxy 
in appearance and that the sort of 
streamlining the competition was of-
fering ought to be incorporated in fu-
ture designs. In my reply, I agreed with 
enthusiasm. When Father returned, I 
was wrong, all wrong, and I was or-
dered to write to Mr. Allen telling him 
so. Within a week, though, from Fa-
ther’s drawing board came the Sports-
man 36, as streamlined as a bullet.

That summer in Duxbury, our best 
prospect was a highly successful New 
Englander whose ice cream business 
had expanded into a restaurant chain. 
Now he was opening restaurants in 
Miami and Daytona Beach, and 
wanted a forty-six- footer built. Prelim-
inary drawings were made, price was 
agreed upon and just as he was about 
to sign the contract, the restaurateur 
said he wanted a life rail around the 
main deck to keep his grandchildren 
from falling overboard. Father said no rail, it would spoil the appear-
ance of the boat. 

A few months later, Life devoted a fair amount of space to his cruis-
ing to Florida in his Elco — with rail.

The Duxbury demonstrator was sold up north for delivery in Florida. 
I ran her back to Jacksonville in late September. From then until 3:00 
p.m. on May 20, 1936, my duties at the plant consisted of time-keeping 
and payroll, looking after the yacht basin, but first and foremost selling 
boats. The majority of my time was spent traveling from New England 
to Texas, calling on anyone who was warm to hot. In this period, eight 
boats were sold. I sold three, Father sold five. 

My first sale was to Mr. Wayne V. O’Neill of Greenwich, Connecticut, 
who had bought a winter home on the river in Green Cove Spring. The 
estate had a fine boathouse sheltering a decrepit 25’ skipjack with a 
frozen engine. Mr. O’Neill walked into the office cold turkey and said he 

wanted to buy a boat. We went out into the plant and looked at a Sports-
man 36 about sixty percent finished. Back in the office, he asked the 
price. I said $7,200, twenty-five percent now, two other twenty-five per-
cent progress payments, and the balance when complete and ready for 
delivery. Mr. O’Neill gave us a check for $1,800 and left. The whole ca-
per took less than an hour, which I mostly spent thanking him. My next 
sale was a thirty-eight-footer with a belt drive to Messrs. Harrison & 
Dillard, oil well drillers of Houston. 

My third sale was a Sportsman 36 to a gentleman I’d met at the 1936 
New York Boat Show, who lived on a lake in upstate New York. We met 
at the Waldorf and he told me he wanted a Sportsman 36 — but it could 
not be any longer than thirty-four feet, because that was the length of his 
(stone) boat house with its hoist and cradle. We spent several hours mak-
ing sketches and calculations and shook hands on the thirty-four-footer, 
for which he gave me a twenty-five percent deposit. When I called father 
to tell him of my success, he went into a lather. The boat would not plane 
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Caroline, a 1934 
Huckins. An owner  sug-
gested to Pembroke that 
Huckins yachts were too 
boxy, so
Pembroke urged his 
father to change the de-
sign. “Wrong, all wrong,” 
said FPH — but Pem-
broke later had the satis-
faction of seeing the 
streamlined Sportsman 
36 come from FPH’s 
drawing board.
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properly, I should have made him enlarge the boathouse, and on and 
on. By the time I came back from New York, construction had started. 

No Huckins customer escaped Father’s lectures on construction, 
arrangement and layouts. His fetish for light weight came from 
achieving safe and durable lightweight construction after years of re-
search and trial-and-error. In those days, only so much horsepower 
was available within reasonable dimensions to allow him to produce a 
twenty-knot-plus hull with good accommodation. He would not stand 
for owners spoiling his boats’ performance by overloading. On the 
subject of lockers versus shelves, color schemes, weight distribution, 
etc., he was unreasonable. My father was uniquely gifted in his ability 
to insult customers and stay in business. Many an owner who got the 
full treatment would order successively larger boats. 

the stove

On May 20, 1936, my wife and I were scheduled to run a 
Sportsman 36 to Essex, Connecticut, the new location of our 
summer office. The boat was built in four weeks flat. The last 

interior painting was finished at the yacht basin the day before. The 
below deck arrangement had a bathroom forward, berthing/dining 
space, the galley, and steps up to a large cockpit. The galley stove was 
an E.J. Willis two-burner alcohol pressure stove with the pressure tank 
beneath and between the burners. My experience with this make of 
stove was considerable, and I knew that the warming and lighting was 
a ticklish business because they sometimes flared up and had to be 
doused, but performed well after heating up. 

To make an early start, we spent the night of May 19th on board the 
boat. My wife had gone ashore to make some farewell calls, and I lit 
both burners and watched until both burners had settled down to the 
proper blue flame. I put a coffee pot on one burner, pot for oatmeal 
on the other and went forward to shave. After a few minutes, there 
was a muffled explosion. I turned around to see the galley area in 
flames licking at the new paintwork above the stove. I emptied two 
Pyrene fire extinguishers in vain. From the wharf, my wife threw me a 
bucket. One bucket of water on the fire quenched it. 

I was singed and hurt from the Pyrene fumes, and asked my wife to 
call Father and tell him what happened. He ranted and raved at her 

and told her to tell me not to leave the boat until further orders. She 
was in tears. I sent her home as I knew whatever was coming next 
would be unpleasant. The fire damage was superficial: the fresh paint 
had blistered, but no woodwork was charred. Men from the plant re-
finished the damaged paint and installed a new stove. The tank was a 
brass seamless construction with a rounded front end and a brass 
plate at the back. This plate had dropped out and dumped all the 
alcohol. The men completed all repairs before noon.

About two p.m. a messenger from the plant delivered a letter to me 
from my father. Father was an accomplished letter writer. He rarely 
chided or corrected me face to face, but frequently I would find a 
letter on my desk lambasting me for my peccadillos. For the most part 
he was right, but this letter went too far. Because she was the bearer of 
bad news, first he cast aspersions on my wife. Then he went on to say 
that due to my carelessness I had caused the first fire ever on one of 
his boats, and I had besmirched the good name of the Huckins Yacht 
Corporation, and that I was never to mention the fire to anyone. He 
went on to instruct me to have the boat placed on a cradle for ship-
ment via Clyde Line ship to New York, where I could unload her and 
run her to Essex if I thought I could find the way. 

As far back as I could recall, I had been frightened of my father. I’d 
never disagreed or talked back to him, but now I became angry. I went 
to the plant and told him I had had enough and was leaving his em-
ploy. He said I would regret it. I never have. Within a week I was given 
a job as foreman with a stevedoring company at twice my former pay. 
It was a tough billet but a wonderful education. A year later I went 
into the boatbuilding and repair business where I remained for 35 
years until I became a surveyor. Less than a year after the stove fire, a 
Huckins owner told me the same thing happened on his boat. Frank 
subsequently ordered all these stoves replaced.

Four times, in 1938, 1939, 1941 and 1945, my father invited me to 
give up my own business and return to Huckins Yacht. These offers 
were generous, kind and appealing. I was flattered, but with the pas-
sage of years, I dared not make the move, and each time declined 
with sincere thanks. Each of these instances brought on another cool-
ing of our relationship. The last schism never healed. He died in 
1951. From then on, my part of the father-son relationship is a bur-
den that won’t go away.
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Building PT BoaTs: Huckins’ 
conTriBuTion To World War ii

PT 69 was Huckins' first 
PT boat, and after her 
participation in the 
Plywood Derby of July 
1941, Huckins was ac-
cepted into the fold of PT 
boat manufacturers 
which included Elco, 
Higgins, and the Phila-
delphia Navy Yard. Huck-
ins subsequently pro-
duced 18 boats –– only a 
fraction of hundreds 
made by Elco and Hig-
gins. The Huckins PT 
captains and crews 
swore by them and they 
were known in the navy 
as “the yachts.”

In Newport, Rhode Island, on June 10, 1995, a 
bronze plaque commemorating the officers and 
men who served in the Patrol Torpedo (PT) Boat 
service during World War II was dedicated at the 
Naval War College as a permanent exhibit at the 
College museum. The wording on the plaque is 
simple: “In memory of the officers and men of 
the Motor Torpedo Boat Squadrons who trained 
in the Newport area, who served around the 
world and lost their lives for their country, and in 
recognition of all PT boat personnel whose often 
daring, always dedicated service contributed to 
the winning of World War II.”

PT boats served in the U.S. Navy around the world. They served in 
the South and Southwest Pacific from Guadalcanal, to New Guinea, 
and back to the Philippines where they had distinguished themselves 
in the early days of the war with Japan.  They were in the Central 
Pacific from Panama to Pearl Harbor to Midway and farther North in 
the Aleutians. They participated in English Channel operations, par-
ticularly in the Normandy invasion and they served in the Mediterra-
nean from Africa to Sicily, Corsica, Sardinia, and southern France. 
Wherever they were, the squadrons all performed duties as ordered 
by the individual commands to which they were attached. 

Forty-three squadrons of PT boats were commissioned by the U.S. 
Navy of varying sizes but usually consisting of 12 boats. The usual 

complement on a boat was comprised of two officers and 12 enlisted 
men. A total of 511 boats was actually commissioned, mostly consist-
ing of boats built by the Electric Boat Company (Elco) and Higgins, 
both of whom had large manufacturing facilities suitable to mass 
production.  

Huckins Yacht Corporation built two squadrons of PT boats, a total 
of 18 boats. These were squadrons 14 and 26, both commissioned in 
early 1943. Squadron 14, consisting of five boats, PTs 98 through 102, 
was assigned to the Panama Sea Frontier and later reassigned to 
Squadron 4, the training squadron in Melville, Rhode Island. Squad-
ron 26, a fully-operational ten-boat squadron, consisted of PTs 255 
through 264. It served in the Hawaiian Sea Frontier, with a division of 
four boats operating from Midway Island, after relieving Squadron 1 
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John Fitzgerald Kennedy 
(above) was peripherally 
in the Huckins PT pro-
gram, delivering boats 
from Melville to Jackson-
ville, then from Jackson-
ville to the break-in cen-
ter in Miami. The boats 
were christened by em-
ployees’ wives (center), 
who were probably glad 
to see their husbands 
building rather than 
manning the 
expendable PT boats.

which had been there since before the war. The other three 
Huckins boats, PTs 95, 96 and 97, were part of Squadron 
4, the training squadron in Melville, Rhode Island. 

The story of Huckins’ participation in World War 
II certainly includes the operations of these two 
squadrons and the boats at the training center. 
The tale, however, begins before the outbreak of 
hostilities on December 7, 1941, where Frank P. 
Huckins played a major role in keeping PTs in 
the Navy’s forward planning at a time when 
early PT experiments were less than satisfactory 
and the Navy was about to abandon the broad 
aspects of the program.  

Huckins’ entry into the PT development  
program came after initial efforts had been 
made by various boat builders to construct a 

PT boat that would satisfy the Navy’s varied requirements. 
Twenty PTs were in service and others building before Frank 
Huckins secured a meeting with the Navy Bureau of Ships.  With the 
world of boat-building rather small, it was not surprising that Frank 
Huckins learned that the boats then in service were having severe 
problems.  He reasoned that with the experience of Huckins in the 
1920s and 1930s in building “the fastest seagoing boats in the world,” 
he could build a fast PT boat, and also provide a platform for the ar-
mament requirements of such a boat.  

In the fall of 1940, Frank Huckins met with Admiral James M. Irish 
(then a captain in the Bureau of Ships) to discuss the PT building 
program.  Irish indicated the Navy was fed up with the program, that 
the boats pounded too much and soon fell apart.  Frank Huckins told 
Irish he had a hull — the Quadraconic hull — that did not pound at 
any speeds it had been run. Irish was skeptical, but, as Frank said: “I 
wound up with a letter in hand, very clearly stating that the Navy was 
not awarding us any contract, nor did it agree to buy any boat we 
might build, but if we were sufficiently insane to run our necks out at 
our own risk, the Navy would loan us the engines, and take a look at 
what we produced.”  

Huckins began the task in December 1940 without much 
additional help from the Navy and no help from compet-

itors. It was literally building from the ground up. “We 
knew we could do it, but we also knew it would take 

a little time and patience on our part,” Frank 
stated. 

About this time, the fall of 1940,  the Navy be-
lieved the PTs then built, now part of Squadrons 
1 and 2, should receive more testing and or-
dered the two squadrons to Florida for the win-
ter to conduct “shakedown” cruises. Squadron 
1, composed of experimental boats that had 
been constructed as the result of a design com-

petition, never left Miami, and Squadron 2, com-
posed of the seventy-foot Elcos, did carry out 

cruises to Cuba, Puerto Rico and the Virgin Islands.
The shakedown experience of the two squadrons 

proved less than satisfactory and the commanding offi-
cers of each met with the Bureau of Ships, the Bureau of 

Inspection and Survey, and the Internal Control Board on 
May 19, 1941. There was general agreement that all PTs developed to 
date were defective either in military components or construction. 
The conference recommended comparative service tests be con-
ducted on PTs built or under construction by Elco, Higgins, Huckins 
and the Philadelphia Navy Yard. Until such tests were completed, no 
more PTs were to be built. 

Fortunately the PT boat under construction at Huckins was nearing 
completion. Delivered to the Navy in July 1941, it was run through 
trials by the Navy trial board and accepted  with enthusiasm as PT 69. 
Frank Huckins’s $100,000 gamble paid off, but “with a net profit of  
$28.60,” said Frank. 

 The comparative trials that had been ordered in May were sched-
uled for July 21 -24, 1941, and this  exercise came to be known as 
the “Plywood Derby.” (Subsequent testing was also conducted in 
early August.) This was a 195-mile offshore run designed to test the 
boats in an extended run and various sea conditions. Official results 
of the comparison test were contained in a forty-page classified 
document produced by the Bureau of Inspection and Survey, but 
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never released to the public. With so much riding on the outcome, 
various reports began to emerge. There were negative comments 
about the compensating ballast the boats other than the fully armed 
Elcos were required to carry. Much later (January 1944), in a re-
stricted report of his own made to the Price Adjustment Board, 
Frank Huckins refers to the report and its results. The Elco and 
Huckins boats made the best showing, with Huckins edging the 
Elco seventy-seven-footer in speed, turning circle, and pounding 
factor. Time magazine and some newspapers reported these results, 
which drew rebuttals from Elco.  The most important part of the 
report, however, was the trial board’s concluding  recommenda-
tions: 

A. “That the Huckins 72’ (PT 69) be considered acceptable for 
immediate construction.” B. “That the Elco 77’ design be consid-
ered for future construction provided changes in lines are made to 
reduce tendency to pound in  seaway and the structure is strength-
ened in a manner acceptable to BuShips.”

With the completion of the “Plywood Derby,” the Navy had gath-
ered experience with its development of a motor torpedo boat. 
But there was still more to come. In the fall of 1941, the CNO of-
fice and BuShips decided once again to increase the size of the 
boats.  A new conference of PT boat development was held when 
BuShips at the request of CNO invited the three contractors who 
had demonstrated their ability to build a PT — Higgins, Huckins, 
and Elco — to participate.  From this conference, held with the 
firm’s designers present, new specifications were set: 

“a. Length between 75 and 82 feet; b. Powered by three Packard 
Marine engines; c. Sustain a trial speed of 40 knots for 1 hour; d. 
Cruising range at least 500 miles.”

The specifications also stated clearly:  “The hull shall be the hard 
chine, stepless bottom type with lines formed with a view toward 
minimizing stress on the hull and fatigue on the crew under all 
conditions and to provide a suitable platform of torpedoes and 
gunfire.”  

Frank Huckins was elated.  The hull specifications sounded very 
similar to the Huckins Quadraconic hull, and he knew he could 
meet the other specs of speed and cruising range with three en-
gines.  In turning over PT 69 to the Navy, Huckins had given per-

mission for others to use his laminated keel, and on the Quadraconic 
hull, Frank says, “We effected a contract with the Secretary of the 
Navy, dated July 10, 1941, licensing  the use of the Quadraconic 
form of hull in consideration for payment ...”

Shortly after the specs were given, the three firms were invited to 
submit bids for up to thirty-two boats, the number for which 
funds were currently available. As a result Higgins was given a 

contract for twenty-four boats and Huckins for eight. Immediately 
after the entry of the United States into war, Elco received a contract 
for thirty-six additional boats. 

With the threat of war on the horizon, the Navy began to deploy the only 
boats it then had.  The original Elco seventy-footers were sent to England on 
lend-lease, Squadron 1 was sent to Pearl Harbor and Squadron 2 to the Pan-
ama Sea Frontier.  Squadron 3, consisting of six Elco seventy-seven-footers, 
was sent to the Philippines. Squadron 4 was commissioned in January 1942 
and  became the training squadron in Melville.

Huckins’ construction of 
PT boats introduced the 
diagonal planking sys-
tem and the quadraconic 
shape to PT building. 
The 18 Huckins PTs were 
almost all in good 
enough condition after 
the war to be sold in the 
open market.
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Assigned to the 
Huckins squadron on 
Midway, C. Ross Littig 
(above) served on Elco, 
Higgins, and Huckins 
PT boats. The seven-
ty-eight-foot Huckins, 
he says, “was better 
built, rode the waves 
better, had room for ev-
erybody, and was a 
nicer boat all around.” 
At World War II PT boat 
reunions, former Elco 
and Higgins crewmen 
rib Littig for having 
served on one of “those 
yachts.”

On June 16, 1942, Elco delivered PTs 103 through 114 in Squad-
ron 5. These were the first of the Elco eighty-footers. Frank Huck-
ins observed about them: “A miracle had occurred. The underwater 
form of the Elco underwent a metamorphosis, from the flat, 
pounding, runabout type of the Vee Bottom of Scott-Paine design 
to a shape miraculously resembling that of the Huckins Quadra-
conic Hull.”

In July and August of 1942, Huckins delivered PTs 95 through 
97 to Squadron 4, in Melville. These were the first of the Huckins 
seventy-eight-foot boats. In September of 1942 Higgins commis-
sioned squadron 13, with PTs 73 through 84 in New Orleans. 
These also were 78-foot boats and built to the new specifications.  

On Feb. 17, 1942, Huckins PTs 98 through 102 were commis-
sioned as Squadron 14 in Jacksonville, Florida. These were the 
remaining five of the original contract. The official record trail is 
somewhat obscured now, but apparently PTs 98 through 101 were 
first delivered to Melville and attached for a time to the training 
squadron. It is known that Jack Kennedy was commanding officer 
of PT 101 while serving as an instructor at the training center. Re-
cords also show that Kennedy took four PTs, 98 through 101, back 
to Jacksonville in January 1942, and that subsequently he was as-
signed to Squadron 14.  This was for a brief period since Kennedy 
had requested and received orders to the South Pacific. 

Elco with its immediate order after Pearl Harbor went on to 
build a total of 320 boats, while Higgins built 205. Huckins was to 
build only 10 more boats, PTs 255 through 264 in Squadron 26, 
which became fully operational in the Central Pacific. PTs 255 and 
256 were put in service on February 25 and 26, and the squadron 
was commissioned March 3, 1943. The last Huckins PT boat, PT 
264, was put in service September 7, 1943.

Frank Huckins had the satisfaction of seeing the PT program 
take a giant leap forward when his hull form entered the develop-
ment picture in the summer of 1941 just when the Navy was ready 
to scrap the PT program.

Officers and men who served on the Huckins boats had nothing 
but praise for the boats’ operation. What follows is an account of 
life in Squadron 26, by an officer who served aboard a Huckins for 
21 months from Jacksonville to Midway.  

a TasTe for sPeed
The Huckins PTs in the Pacific, An Eyewitness Account

By c. ross liTTig

On graduating from midshipman’s school at Abbott Hall at 
Northwestern University, C. Ross Littig was commissioned an 
ensign in December 1942. After two months at the Motor 

Torpedo Boat Training Center in Melville, Rhode Island, Ensign Lit-
tig’s class was ordered to operating squadrons in the Pacific and Aleu-
tians, or to deliver new construction from the Higgins, Elco or 
Huckins factories to the various theaters of operation. 

With four other officers, Littig was ordered to the Huckins yard in Jackson-
ville, where Squadron 26 was being built. This was to be his assignment for 
twenty-one months, from the time the boats were commissioned in Jacksonville 
until he returned to the PT training center in Melville in January 1945, after 
which he and seven other officers were sent to the Mediterranean as replace-
ment officers for Higgins Squadron 22. Littig completed his Navy career in 
May 1945 as an instructor in the Navy ROTC program in Chicago.

An advertising executive with J. Walter Thompson in Chicago for 25 years 
until joining the Cramer-Krasselt advertising company in Milwaukee in 
1971, Littig retired as the latter company’s vice chairman of the board in 
1985. Ross and his wife, Regina, now live in Vero Beach, Florida. He has 
owned a number of power and sailboats over the years, though “unfortunately 
never a Huckins.” “I’d love to have PT 255 back again to run over to the 
Bahamas,” he says. “I always wanted something fast after the PT experience.”

The Huckins boats were assigned to two squadrons, 14 and 26. I was in 
Squadron 26, which had ten boats (PT 255-264), while Squadron 14 had 
five boats (PT 98-102). There were also three Huckins boats (PT 95-97) 
in the training squadron in Melville, Rhode Island. Although the Huck-
ins boats never saw combat, they served in the Navy all the way from 
Rhode Island to Panama to Pearl Harbor out to Midway and were an 
integral part of the PT fleet.

Huckins’ role in the war was small for a very simple reason: the com-
pany was up against tremendous competition from Elco, the Electric 
Boat Company of Bayonne, New Jersey, and Higgins, a boat building 
corporation in New Orleans, Louisiana. Elco was a huge company that 
had set records turning out sub-chasers in World War I. Higgins was 
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mass-producing landing craft when it started making PTs. Huckins could 
not compete with either company’s resources. 

Huckins was used to turning out yachts, carefully, one at a time. The 
company would have a number of PT boats under various stages of 
construction, of course, but would finish and launch PTs as if they 
were yachts. There were few Huckins PTs because they just could not 
be mass-produced. Huckins cranked out one a month which was too 
bad, because they were a very good boat. In the amount of time it took 
Huckins to finish one boat, Higgins and Elco could probably turn out 
fifteen. 

The Huckins boats were never deliberately scheduled not to go into 
combat. Squadron 15, all Higgins boats, was slated for duty on the 
Hawaiian Sea Frontier, but its orders were changed when two divi-
sions were on their way to Panama and it became the first PT boat 
squadron sent over to the Mediterranean Theater. The Huckins 
squadron might as easily have been sent to the Med — the Higgins 
boats were ready first. So Squadron 26, the Huckins boats, got Squad-
ron 15’s Hawaiian Sea Frontier assignment, and the Higgins boats 
went to the Mediterranean, where as a unit of the British Coastal 
Forces they saw a great deal of action. 

The men who served on the Huckins boats had nothing but praise 
for them — especially those who also served on PT boats built by oth-
ers. I served on Higgins, Huckins, and Elco boats. The 80-foot Elco 
was a very good boat, but the 78-foot Huckins I thought was superior 
to the 78-foot Higgins. It was better built, rode the waves better, had 
room for everybody, and was a nicer boat all around. 

Because the Huckins boats were more carefully built, they were 
stronger and when it was decided we should carry a 37-mm cannon 
on the bow, we had no trouble installing it forward of the chart house 
on the deck. On other PTs, the deck had to be reinforced to install the 
cannon.

The Huckins platform was very well designed originally to handle 
four torpedos, two 50-caliber gun turrets, and depth charges on the 
stern. At first we were using twenty-one-foot long World War I Mark 
VIII torpedoes that fired, often mis-fired, out of tubes using com-
pressed air. These were replaced by Mark XIII torpedoes, aircraft 
ordnance only fourteen feet long. To accommodate them, we re-
placed all the tubes on the boats with racks, and to fire them, all we 

had to do was pull the pin, pull a lever, and the torpedo would slip 
sideways into the water and head for the target.  

The Huckins boats had relatively high freeboard, giving us good head-
room below. You could actually stand up in the engine room, and the 
engineers had plenty of space in which to work. The quarters on a Huck-
ins were significantly more comfortable than on the other boats, too. We 
were two officers and eleven or twelve enlisted men. The crew lived 
aboard, mostly up forward. But the Huckins boat had a special design: 
way back in the transom, there were quarters in the lazarette for three 
enlisted men, next to the fuel tanks. This was not an enviable place to be: 
we carried three thousand gallons of hundred- octane gas in large rubber 
tanks, self-sealing in case they were hit by bullets.

A clear view of Huckins’ 
patented laminated keel, 
adopted by Elco and 
Higgins on BuShips in-
structions to keep the 
boats from pounding 
themselves to pieces at 
the forty-knot-plus 
speeds specified in the 
Navy contract. PT-97 
wound up as one of 
three Huckins PT boats 
in the Melville, Rhode Is-
land, training fleet.
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The Huckins PT boats 
would have seen 
combat in World War II 
but for a fluke in 
timing: a Higgins 
squadron ready first 
was sent to the 
Mediterranean, while 
the Huckins squadron 
went to the Hawaiian 
Sea Frontier.

All PT boats were powered by three Packard engines. The Huckins 
boats were every bit as fast, if not faster by a knot or two, than the 
others. The Huckins boats also maneuvered very well, handling hard 
right and left turns with no problems. Maneuvering in close quarters, 
they were beautiful. They would turn on their axis with one engine 
ahead and one astern. They were exceptionally easy to dock.

One disadvantage present on all PT boats was no direct control 
from the bridge for gear shifting. A control on the bridge signalled 
the engineer to pull a lever to change gears. You had to warn him you 
were coming into a dock and would be shifting frequently.

PT boats were basically disposable. The marine plywood construc-
tion allowed them to be built quickly, but by the end of the war, dry rot 
had set in and they couldn’t be mothballed as the steel hulls could. So 
a lot of the boats were burned, as happened in the Philippines, or sold 
for unbelievably small prices like $5,000. Hard use meant that many 
had broken frames or planking; the wood was just not that durable. 

It speaks well for Huckins double-diagonally-planked mahogany 
construction that all ten boats of Squadron 26 were sold commercially 
in Hawaii after the squadron was decommissioned in December 
1945. Huckins PTs, with their double-planked mahogany construc-

tion on what they called the Quadraconic hull, had the wood planks 
laid at right angles to one another. This created a much stronger hull 
with a much smoother ride.

The first six boats of Squadron 26 were ready to leave the yard June 
1, 1943. We pushed off as a division for Miami and the PT shakedown 
center there. It is a tribute to the durability, cruising radius, and the 
speed of the Huckins boats that we made the trip from downtown 
Jacksonville, out into the Atlantic, to downtown Miami, all in one day, 
in daylight. There were no stops, breakdowns or problems of any 
kind. As I recall, the weather was favorable and it was mostly a dry 
trip.

We stayed in Miami at the shakedown center for about a month, 
undergoing exercises with the center’s staff, experienced PT men 
from the Pacific. The boats were outfitted with a terrific gyrocompass 
and with radar, brand new at the time and mindboggling to us.

From Miami, we were to proceed over our own bottoms to Panama 
for further transportation. We made the trip in legs. The first night 
out of Miami, we stopped on the northern coast of Cuba for 100-oc-
tane fuel. Next, we rounded the eastern end of Cuba and put into 
Guantánamo Bay. We then jumped off for Kingston, Jamaica, and 
found ourselves in a following sea. One of the boats somehow took a 
big wave over the bow that punched a hole in the charthouse and 
washed a man overboard. All six boats were in radio contact and im-
mediately made a 180-degree turn to start the search. Within minutes 
we found “Frenchy” Du Bois, a radioman, on his back with his arms 
extended into a semaphore “R” for roger — a welcome sight. We pro-
ceeded to Kingston, where the charthouse was repaired, and made 
ready for the next leg, a big jump across the Caribbean from Jamaica 
to Barranquilla, Colombia.

The southeast wind continued and conditions were not great. The 
day we left, the skipper of our squadron, Tony Akers, who had been 
with General MacArthur in the Philippines, flew out of Kingston a 
hundred miles or so to check conditions, and came back with, “It’s a 
go.” This leg would be a real test of the durability of a PT. To make the 
distance in reasonable time, each boat had ten 55-gallon drums of 
100-octane gas strapped on the stern. Whenever possible, the fuel 
was dumped manually into our tanks by very dedicated PT crews as 
the boats bobbed around like corks. 
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We left around four o’clock and ran almost straight south into a sea 
on our port bow. It was a wet and bumpy trip all the way. On our boat, 
the officers had two hours on and two off at the wheel. When I was off, 
I’d curl up against the bulkhead in the engine room for a little rest 
— the seas were too rough to use the cabin. We made landfall on the 
nose about 11 a.m., and as we entered the river, another squadron 
came out, on its way to Panama. The six boats made the trip without 
a problem except for the weather. It was good shakedown experience 
for both boats and crews.

We spent a couple of days in Barranquilla, and then had an easy run 
west to Panama, where we transited the canal in a day and headed to 
Tobago, an island eight miles off the coast where PT squadrons gath-
ered to wait for transport. 

That ended our cruising. We made use of the next week’s run-
ning exercises at night against a personnel carrier, and some 
of the men were put through jungle training. After six weeks, 

four of our boats, including mine, were loaded on a tanker bound for 
Pearl Harbor, and in fourteen days we steamed from Panama to Pearl 
— a pleasant time, since the armed guard naval officer on the tanker 
had an ample supply of good scotch, and the tanker also served great 
food. We spent the passage cleaning up the PTs and getting them 
shipshape for arrival in Pearl. 

We had come to relieve Squadron 1. The Pearl City Yacht Club, their 
base, became ours, and it made a very nice base indeed.  The officers 
lived ashore, while the enlisted men lived on board the PT boats. As-
signed to the Hawaiian Sea Frontier, at first we did little. But in two or 
three months we were joined by our other boats, and we began some 
interesting exercises.

As new battleships, cruisers, destroyers or aircraft carriers would 
come out, they commenced training exercises outside of Pearl Har-
bor. One of these exercises was a simulated torpedo attack. We’d stand 
off the southwest corner of Maui at sundown, the fleet would come up 
between Maui and Lanai in the dark of night, and we would try to 
sneak in on them. On stormy nights in heavy seas, we were able to get 
in fairly close before they spotted us. But on still nights, they’d see us 
and drop star shells right over our stern. 

We went through this exercise sometimes three nights a week 

against different ships of the fleet. When the star shells started drop-
ping over our sterns, we were supposed to withdraw. If undetected, we 
could keep on going in. After several run-throughs, my crew started 
taking along tomatoes to lob at the ship’s bow, leaving the cruiser to 
explain the red spots all over its hull in the light of day.

Squadron 1 had been at Pearl since before the attack on December 
7, and all its boats were broken up. The first four boats of Squadron 
26 were ordered to Midway to replace the remainder of Squadron 1. 
We became the defense force of Midway Island along with an old 
four-stack destroyer, long after the battle of Midway was over.

Our chief activity on Midway was “ready-boat” duty. This involved 
tying up to the buoy in the Midway channel and keeping the radio on 
twenty-four hours a day, ready to fire up the engines at a moment’s 
notice. Each of our four boats took its turn, commanded by a single 
officer on duty twenty-four hours straight once every eight days. Our 
primary mission was to pick up downed flyers. The air was secure in 
those days, but the two squadrons of Marine F4Us and SBDs would 
run dawn and night patrols a hundred fifty to two hundred miles out 
from Midway, securing the surface, and sometimes things happened 
to them.

One day when I was on duty, a F4U crashed sixty miles out in the 

Squadron 26 was 
the defense force of 
Midway Island, along 
with an old four-stack 
destroyer. On ready-boat 
duty day in and day out, 
the squadron’s primary 
mission was to pick up 
downed flyers.
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FPH’s struggle to 
promote the Huckins 
role in the PT boat 
effort irritated Elco to 
no end. Easy to see 
why: FPH never dis-
guised his conviction 
that the PT program 
would have fallen apart 
without Huckins’ contri-
bution to the boats’ 
design and construction.

Pacific, near an island called Kure. This was an uninhabited sand spit 
west of Midway, and we knew its location well because we would escort 
two fishing vessels out there to catch fish to feed the sailors on Mid-
way. We’d also take the commodore out there every six or eight 
months to collect large and interesting Japanese glass fishnet floats 
that washed up on the sand.

We made the sixty miles without any idea whether the flyer was still 
alive. I ran at top speed and was there in an hour and a half. The F4U 
had sunk in about 30 seconds, but its pilot managed to deploy his life 
raft. We found him sitting in it waiting for us.

On another occasion when we were on ready-boat duty, we got a call 
that an SBD had crashed on the barrier reef attempting a landing on 
the Midway field. This time we were there in three or four minutes. 
The pilot was out of the aircraft with his life jacket on and waves were 
breaking over his head. One of my men dove in the water immedi-
ately, put a line around him, and we hauled him aboard. Sharks had 
been sighted in the water, so we broke out the Thompson sub ma-
chine gun and kept it ready. 

Another of our duties was to bury the dead. With eleven thousand 
servicemen on Midway, somebody died nearly every day. With a chap-
lain on board, we’d ferry the bodies out to sea for burial. We headed 
out at slow speeds out of respect for the dead. But once the burial 
service was over, we went full out back to base. (The chaplain was 
sometimes seasick.)

Though I was among many who wanted to see action in the South 
Pacific, there was work to do in Hawaii and I look upon it as time well 
spent. To this day, at PT reunions, I’ll say I was in Squadron 26, and 
men from other squadrons will say, “Oh yeah, you were on one of 
those yachts!”

address of frank PemBroke Huckins 
Before THe greaT lakes cruising cluB 

ChiCago, april 21, 1944

Mr. Commodore and fellow Aquamaniacs:
I thus address you because after nearly fifty years of observation I 

am convinced that anyone who owns a boat is only a little less crazy 

than the man who tries to build them. I very much ran my neck out, 
when in a moment of enthusiasm I agreed to come up here and 
speak. I am a boatbuilder, not an after dinner speaker. I have had 
stage fright for over a month. I recently said to my secretary, “What 
am I going to talk about for an hour up there?” She replied, “I don’t 
know what you will talk about, but you will probably talk for two hours 
if they don’t throw you out.”

I understand that what you want to hear about tonight particularly 
is the PT Boat. This also puts me on the spot. Although it all comes 
out in the papers and magazines, PT designers are not supposed to 
have ever heard of the boats or know anything. So whatever I say, 
however lacking in comfort to the enemy, will probably be used 
against me.

From another angle, I cannot be half as spectacular as the newspa-
per writers. At one time these boats got up as high as eighty miles per 
hour in the New York newspapers. Even in the yachting magazines 
they go a mile a minute. This makes our PT boat very slow despite 
certain naval officers claiming she is the fastest under service load of 
any of them. I cannot say how fast the boats in present service go but 
there is no naval secret about our original experimental boat, which 
having performed its purpose is not in combat service.

But I wonder how many of you have ever run at forty knots in a 
seaway. Possibly some of you THINK you have been that fast, because 
yachtsmen generally talk about forty knots as if it were nothing at all. 
Having run some 8,000 miles at sea at speeds from forty knots up-
wards, I am willing to admit that it is initially a rather terrifying expe-
rience and that a man of my age never does get used to it. I never had 
a chance to go out in good weather because that proved nothing. 
They saved all the stormy days for me, so that I could find out what 
made the boats crack up.

The difference in sensation between a thirty-knot cruiser, which in 
itself is a very rare article (despite conservative speeds) in the kind of 
weather in which yachtsmen care to run, and that of forty knots in a 
4,000-horsepower boat carrying a deckload of around 30,000 pounds 
of armament, in an easterly blow at sea, is the greatest contrast that I 
have ever encountered. A boat of that type snapping off the edge of a 
head sea, goes down far faster than the acceleration of gravity. Things 
on the floor up forward hit the ceiling if they are not tied down, and 
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my head hit the ceiling more times than I can count. Moreover, you 
can hit your head alternately on the ceiling and floor five or six times 
before you can again get a hold of something. And the Renegotiation 
Board is allowing me nothing whatever for these bumps.

The history of the PT Boat is something like this:
The Torpedo Boat idea goes back, of course, to the very earliest 

days of our Navy. It has been tried in every war, always unsuccessfully 
until this war. The Italians apparently originated the modern Motor 
Torpedo Boat.

Several years before we got in the war, the farsighted Navy Depart-
ment put out a design competition for a PT Boat. Neither Gar Wood 
nor I were invited. The men who offered designs were absolutely 
prime naval architects within their own fields but the planing seago-
ing hull has about as much relationship to a motor sailer or displace-
ment cruiser, as a Flying Fortress airplane to a snowplow. The 
resultant boats, of which several were built, were complete flops. 
Some broke in halves in the merest chop while others could not get 
out of their own way.

In the meantime, the Britisher, Hubert Scott-Paine, had developed 
a Motor Torpedo Boat in England but apparently got into some row 
with the British Admiralty. I understand his boat was rejected in favor 
of the Vosper. Scotty is a charming fellow but rather outspoken. He 
walked into our plant one day and with a quick glance at our PT Boat 
exclaimed, “Perfectly awful, perfectly awful!”

Shortly thereafter he connected up with Elco, with a contract that 
was to pay him beaucoup royalties on all future production, if and 
when his boat was accepted by the U.S. Navy. I have been told that the 
Navy turned a rather jaundiced eye on the project but that the Presi-
dent directed the Navy to order quite a bunch of them from Elco. In 
any event, Elco got the contract and along about 1940 they began 
going into service.

These were the boats that popped Jap planes while still sitting on 
steamships in Pearl Harbor, performed such heroic exploits in the 
Philippines, and took out MacArthur. So despite their deficiencies 
and despite Elco’s hostility to our part in the picture, I feel they merit 
great credit indeed for what they have done.

By the fall of 1940 the Navy was thoroughly sour on the PT boat 
idea. The Scott Paine boat had a runabout form of hull and you all 

know just how nice a runabout is in a seaway. Well, these PT boats 
were just like that. They pounded the brains out of their crews and 
they pounded themselves to pieces in no time.

I had been designing PT boats for a couple of years, marrying them 
to the Quadraconic Form of hull whose formulae I had developed 
several years before. It is difficult to tell this story without making it 
sound like personal bragging or an Andy Higgins publicity release. 
Such is not my purpose. To make things clear I suppose I should say 
that the Quadraconic Hull was a piece of fifteen-year research which 
we started in the 1920s, seeking a form of boat that would plane but 
not pound. The results were a hull that in boats over forty feet did not 
pound at all at speeds up to twenty-five knots and that in larger boats 

Bottom line on the PT 
experience was a $28.60 
profit on a $115,000 in-
vestment. The Navy later 
ignored the contract 
Henry Baldwin negoti-
ated for royalties on the 
Quadraconic hull.
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pounded very little at speeds under forty knots.
My trouble on the PT design was that I had not the slightest idea 

about armament and could not then pry any information out of any-
body. We had always fought shy of even bidding on any government 
boat and didn’t know how to get into the Navy Department. I had 
taken some officers out over the St. Johns Bar in an easter in a 45 and 
they seemed pleased but nothing came of it.

Finally nice old Senator Walsh of my native state of Massachusetts 
listened to me for an hour, introduced me to Admiral Robinson, who 
assured me there was nothing doing on any more PT boats but who 
turned me over to Captain (now Admiral) James M. Irish, then Chief 
of Design of the Bureau of Ships. I have never met a finer nor more 
competent man. He called in Commander Bill Leahy, able son of a 
great admiral and they talked turkey. The Navy had no funds avail-
able for more PT boats. They were quite sick of PT boats. A PT boat 
that would not pound itself to pieces would be just dandy but they 
didn’t think there was any such animal.

But if we wanted to suck on a proposition of building such a boat, 
on our own hook and risk, without any contract with the Navy and 
with no agreement to buy the boat, why the Navy would loan us a set 
of engines and give the boat a fair trial.

We sucked. Just why, God only knows. As I look back on it, I shudder 
at how blandly we faced economic oblivion. I thought I was very hot 
stuff and that the PT boat was a pushover with a Quadraconic Hull. I 
thought I had the boat all designed and merely had to build it in a 
hurry. At that juncture, the Bureau of Ordnance presented me with a 
carload of blueprints and I found out what a PT boat really had to 
carry. It was only about ten tons more than I had guessed. The tor-
pedo tubes were twice as big as I thought and loaded through the 
opposite end than I had assumed. Nothing fitted on the boat and she 
was altogether too small anyway.

So we started in to simultaneously design and build a PT Boat. I 
hung over a drawing board to the tune of ninety-one hours a week 
until I was about blind, wholly crazy and my ability to absorb Scotch 
practically gone forever. Nor has the Renegotiation Board allowed me 
anything for that, either.

We put well over a hundred thousand dollars into a prayer and were 
on the road to bankruptcy by the time the boat was done. We had no 

interference from the Navy because it was not their baby. They came 
around once in awhile, raised their eyebrows and walked out.

When it came to engines, they proposed to hand us a couple of 
motors that fell out of the airship Akron, or maybe they were spares 
— to which someone had married reverse gears suitable for a towboat 
— and a pair of pre-Civil War Packards. At that juncture I went really 
wild. I knew the boat could not perform with those engines. I yelled 
my head off. Captain Loring Swasey, Chief of Patrol Boats, and Com-
mander Guillot, engine man from BuShips, came down to Jackson-
ville to offer their sympathy.

They said I could have four new Packards if I wanted to take them 
away from the British; did I want to do that?  I said no, I couldn’t do 
that. England was about to be invaded along about then. But this 
seemed to strike a responsive chord because a bit later they found 
four engines without robbing the British, which bridged that chasm. 

Along in the spring of 1941, we finally launched the boat. She was a 
very pretty boat and ran like a bat out of hell, so far as speed was con-
cerned. Although she was a four-engined affair, the only one ever 
built, I was so far off on my propeller size that the engines never 
turned within 500 RPM of full speed whereby we had usable power 
only equal to three engines.

Everything was just ducky until we got her out into a seaway. Then 
we found we had solved the rubber shortage. She had the flexibility of 
front-row chorus girls. When the bow rose, the stern stayed right 
where it was. She wagged her tail like my dog Fairfa. If you want to 
know how far out of alignment a bunch of Monel propeller shafts can 
be bent without twisting off, I can tell you — about ten degrees. They 
and the Goodrich rubber bearings stayed right with her, regardless. 
The funny part of it was the boat did not break up, nor did she 
pound. The all-laminated construction bent — too damn much — 
but it didn’t break.

Then Captain Swasey and Commander Leahy arrived, went to sea, 
shook their heads sadly. A swell running boat, but . . .

We returned ashore, retired to a hotel for a three p.m. lunch, sup-
posed quiet, and a post mortem. At that moment a floor show started 
to rehearse. I have never been right in the head since. My naval 
friends tried to be very kind. We talked over possible means of elimi-
nating the Hootchy-Kootchy motion and we put them on the train.
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That night, in the small hours, the idea hit me of wrapping an oak 
bellyband around her waist, along the chines, which we did. The ef-
fect was unbelievable. The stern again became a part of the boat and 
the bellyband a permanent feature of PT design.

Early in July 1941, the late Admiral John W. Wilcox Jr., who later was 
tragically lost off the battleship Washington when he was in command of 
the North Atlantic Fleet, came down to Jacksonville with some fourteen 
members of his Board of Inspection and Survey. That was the crucial 
hour in my professional life. The boat would either be rejected, the com-
pany would whiff and I would be about as discredited a boat designer as 
could be –– or we’d have pushed our way into the PT picture.

It was a fairly moderate day outside, with a long running easterly roll. I 
was at the wheel, as tight as a bowstring, with Admiral Wilcox on one side 
or me and my devoted partner Henry Baldwin on the other side making 
encouraging sounds in my ear. The rest of the brass hats swarmed all 
over her.

We eased her up to thirty-five knots, turned and maneuvered her, 
started to open the throttles some more when the Admiral said, “That is 
fast enough to convince me. She is a fine performing boat.”  That 
brought my heart right up into my eyes and I could hardly see. And Bill 
Leahy eased up and said, “I wouldn’t know she was the same boat, Huck. 
They are pleased with her. Don’t worry.”

So I told the admiral she would go a lot faster without any harm and I 
got up a bit above forty knots, whereupon he said, “That is enough. I 
don’t want to do any harm to a good boat. I want this boat up north to 
show.”

When we got back to the dock, the Trial Board had a secret session 
down below while I walked around on air. After what seemed hours but 
was only a few minutes, they called me below, said they were well satisfied 
with the boat and a lot of other nice things and told Henry Baldwin to go 
along up to Washington and work out a price — that they were going to 
take her.

Then Admiral Wilcox turned to me and said, “Do you want to run this 
boat to New London?” I said, “No.” So he said, “Will you run her up 
there if I ask you to?” and I said “Yes.” He went on to explain, what was 
all news to me, that the Navy was running General Trials of all types of 
PT boats built to that time out of New London in about a week; that there 
was no time to train a Navy crew to get the best out of her; that he wanted 

our boat to do her best; and that if I was agreeable he would make ar-
rangements with the Chief of Naval Operations to put me in command 
for the purpose; and that I would have to leave as soon as the sale was 
consummated and the Navy took title.

So I wired to Perry Collins of Boston, a wool merchant, who is the best 
amateur navigator I know and is now a lieutenant commander in the 
Coast Guard, to act as executive officer, and to Bill Crosby, the editor of 
Rudder, to come along and bellyache about the heat, the smell, and ev-
erything. They accepted and I turned to my crew. They were composed 
of some of the men from our shop who had built her and as nervy a 
bunch as I would want to have aboard a boat. I explained to them that it 
wouldn’t be funny — that many bruises would be their least damage, 
broken bones quite likely and a watery grave quite possible. They all 
stuck.

We also had an engineer from Packard, by the name of Steve, who spe-
cialized in being disagreeable. Out of fairness to Packard, I must say that 
he has long since been detached from such work and that all the other 
Packard engineers are fine fellows but Steve was certain that nothing was 
right and had the faculty of always saying the wrong thing at the wrong 
moment.

The orders came down from Admiral Starke and we pushed off on 
Saturday morning, July 23, 1941, at 7:04 AM. Since it seemed inconceiv-
able that we could beat a motor car, we put Albert Whitney, one of our 
vice presidents, into my car with all the credentials, so that he could make 
the arrangements at the Charleston Navy Yard well before our arrival. We 
had an uneventful run, reaching the Charleston jetties shortly after noon 
and the Navy Yard at 1:32 PM. Albert Whitney arrived there at 3:30 PM 
after driving as fast as he dared.

In the meantime we were given a very suspicious reception at the Navy 
Yard. It being Saturday afternoon and everyone with more than one 
stripe and any imagination, away. To the warrant officers we were a Navy 
Boat manned by a bunch of civilians — that being contrary to all regula-
tions, and evidence that something was wrong. We were probably pirates 
or something. We had a helluva time. They weren’t even going to let us 
tie up, let alone supply us with 1,166 gallons of 100-octane gasoline.

Finally the car arrived, along with some higher officers, and we were 
well entertained that night at the officers club.

The next day we ran to Morehead City — a three-day run for a fast 
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cruiser — before noon, and kept on up the Inland Waterway to Bell-
haven for the night, it being shorter to Norfolk by that route. We 
reached Naval Operations Base at Norfolk the next day at noon and 
went through the same glassy-eyed reception until they had read our 
papers, which we had with us this time.

Our next leg was from Norfolk to New York in the teeth of a North-
easter — a three- to five-day trip for a cruiser — between breakfast 
and dinner. The Brooklyn Navy Yard sent us up Newtown Creek for 
gasoline. We tied up that night at the mouth of a large sewer, which 
very nearly polished off Collins and Crosby.

The final run up the Sound started off beautifully, in smooth water, 
hooked up close to forty knots, until fog drifted in off the Connecticut 
River. I reduced speed five times inside of ten minutes. I thought our 
dead reckoning had gone up the spout but I hadn’t reckoned with 
Perry Collins’ head. He had the faculty of merely looking cross-eyed 
for a moment and working out the most involved calculations men-
tally. He said, “Don’t worry — if you hold the present speed” (I was 
down to two engines with closed throttles and still going too fast), 
“you will make Bartlett’s Reef Whistle at 1:08 PM.” Which is precisely 
what we did.

At the mouth of New London Harbor, in pea soup fog, we got all 
fouled up with a flock of submarines, outbound. I very nearly climbed 
aboard some of them, doubtless giving them heart failure as well as 
myself. We eventually tied up at the Submarine Base where Collins 
and Crosby checked out so quickly that they hardly kissed me good-
bye and my faithful partner Baldwin came aboard.

He had been rolled by experts in the Navy Department, emerging 
with a profit of $28.60 on a $115,000 long-shot bet. However, that was 
a bit better than drawing a goose egg and he had wangled a contract 
out of them to pay moderate royalties for the use of the Quadraconic 
Hull. It looked as if we might still have a bit of compensation. The 
trouble is, the Navy has ignored that contract ever since and we have 
been too busy building war boats to dissipate any energy making a 
fuss about it.

A few days later came the famed General Trials, known ever after in 
the service as the Plywood Derby. Nobody who was in it will ever for-
get it. Whatever you have to say about the Navy, it is thorough. If 
there’s anything that can be done to a PT Boat that they didn’t do that 

week, I don’t know what it is, and I have been trying to unwind the 
twists in my spine that I got those days ever since. The Trial Board 
report covered forty-three pages of cold turkey fact. A copy, given to 
me later by Admiral Wilcox, is among my prized possessions. There 
were nine boats on hand representing three private makes and one 
built by the Philadelphia Navy Yard. We were the only one who had 
but one string to our bow. If our boat broke down, we were out.

The first day was spent in a complete examination of every boat, 
with all kinds of things rated and with every member of the board 
inspecting every boat. They even went so far as to find a bottle of 
Scotch in my bag, whereupon I was nearly court-martialed — it not 
having occurred to me that any boat should not have a bottle of 
Scotch aboard as a possible snakebite antidote.

Then we went out to a measured mile off Block Island for standard-
ization runs. This was followed by their dumping 17,700 pounds of 
copper ingots into our turrets, then taking us back to Block Island for 
more runs. This time the sea was of just the right length for the in-
gots. When she ran off the crest, she dropped out from under the in-
gots. They hit the deck a little later with a sound like dropping a 
freight car out of a tenth- story window. Every time they landed, my 
stomach shrank another inch.

We backed and turned and twisted, going from a standing start to 
full speed and then stopping in nothing flat and spreading everyone 
out on the sole down below, up against a bulkhead.

Finally came the never-to-be-forgotten day of the full speed sea run, 
in which nine went out and only six came back. And we still had the 
copper ingots in the turrets. In another boat that also had them, the 
ingots did not stay in the turrets. They went right through the deck 
and right through the bottom.

We had been told that the run was to be to Nantucket Lightship and 
back, whereby we had a set of courses all plotted in the log book. Five 
minutes before the start, because the wind had changed, we were 
switched to Fire Island Lightship and left with no courses at all.

All the boats lined up outside of New London Harbor, at a stand-
still. A nice new destroyer started four miles away. When she came 
abreast, we all were to start. And what a mess of a wash that kicked up.

Two Elco boats promptly ran away from us. It seems that one of 
them had special propellers and on both of them the engine stops 
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had been removed. The Packard engines have stops to limit r.p.m. to 
a dead safe level, far below the horsepower capacity at higher r.p.m. 
For that matter, if speed for advertising purposes is all that is wanted, 
it is easy to unload countless tons of armament and fuel, fit special 
propellers, block the stops and run well over a mile a minute with any 
PT Boat. But of course that is meaningless in a combat vessel, and we 
have always been content with our superior full load performance. 
The Navy took the facts into account in making up their report.

The fog settled down in no time, shutting out the Elcos ahead and 
the rest of the fleet astern, whereupon Henry Baldwin and Com-
mander Schwein, our able and affable Trial Board Officer, tried to lay 
some courses. They would lay the chart down on the wheelhouse floor 
with their knees on it, get the protractor on the compass rose and be 
all ready to swing onto the course, when old PT 69 would run off the 
edge of a sea and drop. Messrs. Baldwin and Schwein and their chart 
would come right up off the floor about a foot and then go back down 
again very hard. In a matter of fifteen minutes and badly skinned 
knees and elbows, they had at least six courses for every leg, all of 
them different. You could take your choice. 

By this time we were approaching the south end of Block Island and 
were about to head into the results of a fresh southwest wind running 
across an old northeast sea, with a nice ebb tide to help. I suppose to 
be in style I should say that the seas were forty feet high, standard size 
in describing any boating adventure, but they were actually eight to 
nine feet, which is more than I want to negotiate anytime, anywhere, 
in any boat, for pleasure. The Trial Board reported it as: “Moderate 
swell with cross surface chop.” This is doubtless battleship language.

In any event, I said to Commander Schwein, “Who is in command 
of this boat, you or I?” and he laughed and allowed as how I was in 
command. “In that event,” I said, “if we hit that sea ahead with this 
crate at wide open speed, she will fold up on the second crest. What 
shall I do?” He shouted in my ear to run her at whatever speed I con-
sidered proper, so I let her run wide open for just two waves. 

The only reason I hit the second one wide open is that I couldn’t get 
hold of the throttles. I damn near got torn loose from the wheel. I 
understand the whole engine room crew landed in a heap up against 
the forward bulkhead, twice whereupon Robbie, senior mechanic 
from our plant, hauled himself up through the hatch and yelled, 

“What the hell are you trying to do to us down there?” By this time I 
had throttled to about 38 knots on the theory that she might hold 
together for several miles. 

Nothing was in sight and you couldn’t see a quarter mile. I was torn 
between the desire for speed and the desire for survival. I yelled to 
Schwein, “I suppose you think I am yellow,” and he comfortingly 
yelled back, “No, I think you are a sensible skipper.”  Then I allowed 
to him that we were probably in last place by that time and he yelled 
back that he thought we were in third place. We had this same conver-
sation about every half hour for the next few hours. How he sensed we 
were in third place, God only knows, but he was very helpful indeed 
and a splendid fellow. He knew what I was going through. We were in 
third place all the way.

Along about noon it was fairly clear overhead but with little other 
visibility the Fire Island Lightship, now about due, was not to be 
found. At that juncture, I spotted a blimp in the sky away off to port. 
I said to the navigators, “Do you buzzards suppose that blimp can be 
hovering over the lightship?” and Schwein said that was exactly what 
it was doing. With appropriate compliments to the course-layers — 
only about ten degrees off — we swung over and around the light 
vessel, then headed back for Montauk Point.

All’s well that ends well 
— Huckins had 
outperformed the 
other builders in the
Plywood Derby. When 
FPH asked how that 
could be so, there had 
been so many things 
wrong with PT 69,
Admiral Wilcox said, 
“You don't know how 
many things were wrong 
with the other boats.”
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“Partly cloudy and a 
slight chop” — not the 
usual conditions en-
countered by PT boats in 
wartime. Here, PT-259 on 
her sea trial off Jackson-
ville. She was part of 
Squadron 26 and was 
fully operational in the 
Central Pacific for the 
last two years of the war.

We again went wide open. The sensation of swiftly climbing up the 
back of those “following” seas and falling off the front was the weirdest 
sensation I have ever had afloat. The seas appeared to be running back-
wards. Nothing equalled that for driving home the sense of speed in the 
PT Boat.

The motion was now easier on the humans but tougher on the boat. 
First she was hung up by the ends and then in the middle. Shortly, a 
British officer observer aboard, called to me, “I say, old fellow, do you 
know that something is adrift over here?” I relinquished the wheel and 
promptly lost my glasses overboard, trying to get a look at a piece of 
bellyband filler that had let go on one end. It refused to fall off and for 
the rest of the run mournfully slapped the side of the hull with resound-
ing cracks.

About this time, the bronze bolts in the motor hatches started shear-
ing off, until all three hundred of them had parted company and as 
each hunk of spray came aboard, it all ran through and down the necks 
of the engine room crew.

To make this shower bath really effective, the middle flange of the 
heat exchangers opened up on the crest of every wave and sent a terrific 

sheet of water upwards in the engine room. My, they had such a good 
time down there that day — soaking wet, in a roar that nearly  ruined 
hearing despite ear plugs, and thrown all over the place.

Halfway back to Montauk there was a sharp pop from the engine 
room and almost instantly all four engines stopped. Those on the 
bridge nearly broke their ribs on the chart table and the others mashed 
up against whatever was ahead of them. It seems that a high pressure oil 
hose had burst, adding to the other pleasures by squirting boiling oil all 
over them, whereupon Robbie ran his hand right across all four ignition 
switches, killing the engines.

This cost us 42 minutes and I was sure the race and everything was 
lost. By the time we got going, a couple of standard Elcos had got 
abreast of us, the fog having lifted a bit.

The next act was that the tactful Steve stuck his head out the engine 
hatch and yelled, “I want you to come down here.”  I asked him what 
was the matter now and he yelled, “The engines are coming up right 
out of the boat.”  I thought what a wonderful impression that must 
make on the Trial Board officer who heard it, went below and laid on 
my ear alongside the engines. They were bucking like a bronco. Since I 
didn’t see what I could do about it, I went back on deck.

Steve came right after me, again yelled before Commander Schwein, 
“Well, what do you say?” I said, “When they jump out of the beds, you 
jump overboard, or you can jump over now for that matter.” He said, 
“The hell with you,” and returned below. A nice helpful fellow.

At length we turned at Montauk and headed back for New London. 
At the harbor entrance the blimp was idling overhead. Commander 
Schwein said that it was going to photograph our turning circles. So we 
first turned one way and then the other, wide open and with full rudder, 
and again proceeded.

Damn well worn out by this time, we had almost reached the New 
London bridge when the blimp came coasting down over the hill blink-
ing at us. After reading it awhile, Schwein said they didn’t have their 
camera ready and to go back and do it again. This was about the last 
straw, but we eventually tied up to the dock for the end of the trials, my 
last hour as a civilian commander of a naval vessel and the most unique 
week of my lifetime.

Admiral Wilcox dropped by and congratulated us on our perfor-
mance. Thinking that we had made a lousy showing, I supposed this 
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was mere Oriental politeness. However, a few weeks later he sent for 
me to come to Washington. I appeared. He put his arm around me, 
said, “My boy, you will be glad to know that we gave PT 69 the highest 
rating.” I exclaimed, “Jesus,” and got a bit watery. He said, “What do 
you mean, Jesus?” and I said, “Because there were so many things 
wrong with the boat.” He rejoined, “That is exactly the way the de-
signer should feel, but you don’t know how many things there were 
wrong with the other boats.”

He went on to say that although he was not the contract end of the 
Navy, he advised me to go right ahead with an improved design and 
I assured him that I had been working on the redesign for over four 
months. He also told me that the Navy had subsequently applied 
propellers of the proper size to the boat, to develop full engine power 
and that she then made a full load speed of 52.5 knots. This made her 
the fastest seagoing boat that has ever been built. Subsequently the 
engines were taken out of her and sent to the Philippines as spares 
just before Pearl Harbor. PT 69, having served her purpose, was con-
verted to a Patrol Vessel.

That was the last time I saw Admiral Wilcox. Clean, straight, helpful 
and inspiring, he was the kind of a man who made you want to put 
out. The Navy suffered a heavy loss when he was swept from the 
Washington.

Through August and September I hung over the drawing board 
and made quick trips to Washington, finally moving into the May-
flower so as to be handy for daily runs through the wringer at the 
Navy Department. The Bureau of Ships, with no background of expe-
rience with the seagoing planing hull, wisely avoided undertaking 
any PT Design on its own hook. Everyone in the outfit from the jani-
tor up, however, was fully prepared to tell the other fellow how to do 
it. No two of them agreed on anything, which made it just dandy for 
the man behind the T-square.

At one point in the argument, the Bureau of Ships were going to 
throw us out on our necks because our design was too heavy. A civilian 
Naval architect in the Bureau had gone on record that no boat of the 
size and power contemplated could make the required speed if she 
displaced more than so much. Our boat ran over that figure by 4,000 
pounds. So Henry Baldwin and I went back to the hotel and cooked 
up a totally fictitious schedule that came within their figure, getting us 

over that hurdle. Later on, our boat displacing 10,142 pounds more 
than the alleged physical limit, handily exceeded the required speed, 
proving something or other.

After seemingly endless brawls, and a few weeks before Pearl Har-
bor, the three outfits selected to design and develop a PT boat, each 
independently, were drawn together in an impressive meeting pre-
sided over by Admiral Cochrane, shortly to become Chief of the Bu-
reau. Contracts for a considerable number of boats were awarded to 
each of us. We, being by far the smallest concern, received the small-
est number of boats.

The headache was then transferred to Jacksonville and the argu-
ments continued and increased, by wire, telephone, letter and trips 
back and forth. By the time the first boat was launched, I could hardly 
recognize my own child. There were, of course, a lot of things that 
happened, tragic at the moment, funny in retrospect, that I can’t tell 
about, but typical was the matter of propellers.

The Navy was to furnish the propellers, but I had assumed the de-
signer was to specify size. Having done so, the Bureau advised that 
they were furnishing a size totally different in both diameter and 
pitch than what I called for. This resulted in an exchange of a sweet 
pair of letters, in which I predicted that the Navy propellers would 
produce a speed at least two knots under mine and that at between 
1800 and 2000 r.p.m. they would cavitate and let go entirely. The re-
ply, in effect, told me where to go.

So I made a deal with Ted Meyer of the Federal-Mogul Corporation 
for a set of propellers, on a bet that if my size proved wrong, they 
would cost me $800 and if they proved right, nothing. The actual 
difference in speed proved to be 4.5 knots with the Navy propellers 
“letting go” entirely at 1900 r.p.m., whereby the propellers cost us 
nothing and our size was ultimately furnished by the Navy.

When it came to structure, it was my turn to be wrong. Scared by the 
flexibility of PT 69, I had gone to the other extreme, got the boat too 
rigid. Instead of bending in a seaway, things broke. I put in some 
weeks of hell, going to sea in heavy weather, crawling around in bilges 
watching fastenings or framing crack; then dragging what was left of 
me back to all-night sessions on the drawing board, for design and 
re-design. I must say that the Navy was extremely patient with me 
under those trying circumstances. We worked together diligently, to 
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The cavernous engine 
rooms were no place 
even for a dog (note 
Fairfa, suspiciously 
examining one ready 
for delivery). 

increase strength without increasing weight, in which more credit is 
due to Sidney Peters, a civilian expert in BuShips, than to me for fi-
nally conjuring up a satisfactory solution.

At the outset we had a terrible time with steering. No matter what 
kind of an orthodox shape of rudder we used, they cavitated at small 
angle. The engines all turned the same way and the boat always 
wanted to turn to port. In desperation I proposed taking all the rud-
ders off. Our local SupShips said I was crazy, predicting that the boat 
would just go into a tight turn to port and be unmanageable. I agreed 
to both remarks but tried it right on, with an escort boat to tow us in 
after we got into trouble.

Believe it or not, it didn’t matter whether you ran on the center en-
gine, the wing engines or all three engines, or at what speed, so long 
as r.p.m. were equal, she ran straight down the groove as if she were 
on a track and I could control her by working throttles, almost as well 
as with rudders. As one higher officer said, that confounded the con-
viction of every naval architect in and out of the Navy.

Then Lieutenant H. A. Scheel, a young reserve officer of the Patrol 
Section, BuShips, proposed a form of rudder that offended every rule 
of streamlining and naval architecture. I was ready to try anything, 
once, and the rudders worked like a charm, all of which proves that 
nobody knew much of anything about the PT Boat, including me.

In due course all problems were solved and we had a boat that could 
be driven into a heavy seaway at whatever speed her crew could en-
dure, without structural failure. I have been told that under full service 
loads our boats turn in a shorter tactical circle and are easier to main-
tain. As to audibility, they can sneak up to within half the distance to 
the enemy before being heard, than the contract called for, despite 
the fact our boats have neither mufflers nor underwater exhaust. And 
in the matter of range at contract cruising speed, they run precisely 
fifty percent farther on a given amount of fuel than was specified.

Then with the boats going overboard at fairly frequent intervals, we 
encountered a new kind of trouble, initially, in the young officers sent 
down to take them over. Doubtless because the Navy had a vast pro-
gram entailing more vital matters than PT boats, the training pro-
gram for PT officers was initially botched. With great numbers of 
young yachtsmen to draw from, youngsters who were crazy to get onto 
these boats, men from the top of the Rocky Mountains who had never 
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been near the water were generally selected. This greenness was com-
pounded by complete failure to teach them boat handling, chart 
reading or the traditions of the Navy — obviously not the fault of the 
boys but of those in charge of the training school. Many of those early 
arrivals had a sour attitude toward PT boats in general, a rather fur-
tive state of mind, without knowing on which side they should leave a 
red buoy or how to handle lines. Few had any of the earmarks of the 
typically alert naval officer, the indoctrination, pride of boat or knowl-
edge of how to manage their crews. As a result, they ran their boats 
aground, into one another and into docks, soon reducing them to 
something that neither looked nor smelled like the usual smart-
ly-maintained Naval vessel.

On one unforgettable day, I went up to Fernandina with Captain 
Irving McDaniel, SupShips of the Sixth District, to run back home 
with a pair of boats. Only one boat showed up. Her skipper explained 
that the other had broken down and was at anchor, out off the en-
trance . . . thank heaven it was not something we had furnished. We 
went out into a pretty strong Northeast sea. Instead of passing a line 
to the anchored boat, our skipper laid her right up alongside, appar-
ently with the idea of towing her in, lashed abreast like a pair of scows 
in a harbor. You all know what happened in that seaway. The first roll 
took the guard rail off one boat; the next crack took off the other.

Then the depth charges started slapping together and I said to 
Captain McDaniel, “How much does it take to set those things off?”

He said, “Don’t worry, if they go, you will never know what hit you.” 
I said, “My God, I ain’t no hero. I didn’t come out to get killed! Aren’t 
you going to do something about it?”  He explained that he was a 
Bureau of Ships officer and that although he could take the boat away 
from the CO, it was not according to Hoyle. So I damned the young 
ensign to his face for a fool and after he had done extensive damage, 
he decided he couldn’t tow that way, so he ran around to the other 
side and backed into the disabled boat, nearly smashing a hole in her 
sides.

This was followed by passing a line, which the receiver held in his 
hand until he was pulled over the rail. After a half hour the two boats 
got four or five hundred feet of hawser between them and started the 
tow. At that point our ensign stopped and had the crew take in about 
two-thirds of the line. I couldn’t stand it and asked what in hell he was 

doing now. He said that he was shortening the line “so she would tow 
better.” Can you yachtsmen imagine shortening a line to about a hun-
dred feet to tow a 78- foot boat in a seaway?

He started up one engine. The line tightened up like a bow string, 
but held. So he started up a second engine. The line still held but I 
got back of the turret so as not to get it in the ribs when it parted. That 
worked so well that he started up the third engine, whereupon that 
heavy line snapped like the crack of a gun, nearly winged a couple of 
crew on the way aboard. The disabled boat just barely didn’t go on the 
jetties before they made fast again.

The only satisfaction I got out of that experience was on account of 
our Aluminum Towing Bits. The Navy had condemned the design, 
wanted oak king posts weighing several times as much, but agreed to 
let me try them on the first boat, subject to a heavy test. Everybody 
had forgotten about the test and we had built a half dozen boats by 
that time, so it was just as well the aluminum bits held.

When I got back from that junket, I swore I would never go out on 
a PT boat after she had left our control, and never have. Sometime 
thereafter, perhaps partly as a result of whatever report Captain Mc-
Daniel may have made, training was reorganized. The type of com-
manding officer became of a different calibre entirely. Thereafter 
men reported for duty who had boat experience, who had pride in 
their boats, who thoroughly knew how to handle them and who con-
formed to the pattern of Navy tradition. I hear from some of them 
from distant scenes of action, and it is apparent that they and their 
boats are discharging themselves with valor and ability.

Like any normal citizen, I long for peace. There is no inspiration in 
building engines of destruction. My criticism does not apply to the 
Navy as such, which got caught short at Pearl Harbor but has done a 
magnificent job since. A small percentage of Reserve Officers, 
cloaked with authority for the first time in their lives, swell up into 
stuffed shirts. In general and with a few notable exceptions, the reg-
ular Navy officer is the highest type of man. He may be a bit 
case-hardened to new ideas, as often occurs among sheltered civilian 
junior officers, but every admiral I have met is as thoroughly wide 
awake and open minded as the best of our corporate presidents. I 
doubt there is any body of men with higher overall integrity or with 
greater devotion to duty.
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Of course, it was a bit galling, especially with a contract supposed to 
protect me against just that, to observe our big, politically potent 
competitor suddenly switch from its unsuccessful runabout form of 
hull, soon after PT 69 showed the way, to an underbody so closely 
duplicating the Quadraconic Hull as to be hardly coincidental, with 
neither official credit, nor to date, compensation. But if our contrib-
uting a form of hull that eliminated destructive pounding and saved 
the PT Boat from failure or oblivion has contributed to the war effort 
and victory by ever so small an increment, such was my purpose.

THe sHirT memo
January 11, 1944

          
From: Frank Pembroke Huckins, President, Huckins Yacht Corporation
To: Price Adjustment Board, USN, Washington, DC
Subject: The Shirt, To Be Or Not To Be.

Now comes another Balaam, full of trepidation; trusting he will not pass 
out of Washington in the same manner his forebear rode through Jerusalem.

As free from natural fertilizer as possible, attempting to retain the sense 
of humor, however grim, I shall attempt to present this drama within the 
confines of sustainable fact.

In pursuit of corporate survival, I must do two undesirable things, to wit:
 Blast my own horn, with apologies.

 Divulge various privileged and confidential information.
 Although prepared to support each quote, I prefer to with-
 hold names in some instances because of the danger of    

 reprisal against my informants.

1. THE QUESTION:
What have we contributed, if anything, entitling us to a compensa-

tion even greater than we will have received upon the normal conclu-
sion of our naval contracts?

2. THE ANSWER:
We have provided a DESIGN — a FORM OF HULL — that saved 

the PT boat from failure, thus both legally and ethically entitling us to 

greater compensation than we shall receive upon the normal conclu-
sion of our Naval contracts. The evidence follows:

3. EARLY PT BOATS:
Some years ago the Navy conducted a Prize Competition for a PT 

Boat design. The Navy apparently missed the few men with design 
experience with the seagoing planing hull. I heard about it a few days 
before the competition closed. Gar Wood was also apparently over-
looked.

In any event, several boats were built from the designs; all of which 
pounded their heads off in the merest chop and broke up or were out 
of the picture in no time.

4. THE SCOTT-PAINE ELCO PT BOAT:
Through many years of building submarines, the Electric Boat 

Company had intimate contact with the Navy. During World War I its 
Elco Division did a splendid job building small, displacement 
sub-chasers, largely for the British.

Although Elco may have built a few V bottom boats during the 
rum-running era (at least I saw such a boat under construction in its 
plant), neither they nor the Navy knew anything about the seagoing 
planing hull. In the event that your members may not be familiar with 
the subject, may I say that a displacement hull and planing hull bear 
about the same engineering resemblance as a steam roller and an 
airplane. Technique, design and fundamentals are wholly different, 
while performance required in the PT boat can be satisfied solely with 
the planing hull.

After the domestic-design boats folded up, Elco connected with 
Hubert Scott-Paine, who in England had developed a Fast Motor Tor-
pedo Boat. In the summer of 1939, as I recall it, Elco imported a 
Scott-Paine Boat that I understand had been rejected by the British 
Admiralty. That design subsequently proved just as unsatisfactory to 
the United States Navy, as will be shown, but Elco was awarded a con-
tract for some twenty-four of these boats and Scott-Paine (according 
to a statement he made to me personally) was paid $300,000 for use 
of the design — an unsuccessful design, mind you.

Having scented these activities in the wind, I innocently opined to 
Preston Sutphen, General Manager of Elco, one day when he was in 
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The PT boats had no 
remote gear linkages 
and commands had to 
be shouted down to the 
engineer just as on a de-

stroyer.  

my summer office at Essex, Connecticut, that since I had had far 
greater experience in the design and manufacture of seagoing plan-
ing boats than anyone else in the World, I believed the Navy would 
benefit by including me in the picture. His reply was of the same or-
der as that of my father, when at age eleven I proposed to wire the 
house for electric lights.

I might append that I commenced research on the seagoing plan-
ing hull in the early 1920s, which research continues, and that in the 
meantime we built a large number of cruisers of that type that have 
run several million miles in many parts of the world and hold all 
world records for high speed over long distance at sea.

5. HUCKINS BUTTS IN:
Although I gratuitously gave all my time to Naval Design after Sep-

tember 1939, never before having attempted to build a boat for the 
Government, I skinned my nose several times trying to find my way 
into the Navy Department.

It was not until the Fall of 1940, that a suitable introduction brought 
me into the presence of Rear Admiral James M. Irish (then Captain 
in the design section of BuShips) whose manner and frankness were 
deliciously refreshing.

His implications were that the Navy was thoroughly fed up with PT 
boats, that they all pounded their heads off and soon fell to pieces. He 
added that the Navy had no appropriation available for ordering any 
more PT boats and were hardly in a mood for it anyway.

I allowed as how I had a hull — the Quadraconic Hull — of time- 
tested performance that did not pound at any speeds at which we had 
ever run them. He hardly believed there was any such animal.

I ended up with a letter in hand, very clearly stating that the Navy 
was not awarding us any contract, nor did it agree to buy any boat we 
might build, but that if we were sufficiently insane to run our necks 
out at our own risk, the Navy would loan the engines and take a look 
at what we produced — which we did.

The design problem was considerable. I had never been near a PT 
boat and it was a safe bet that Elco would not let me see theirs. I knew 
nothing about Naval requirements, nor ordnance, nor a lot of other 
things and could obtain no adequate information on the subject, 
whereby my principal source was a few pictures of PT boats in the 

Sunday Supplements.
We put every nickel we could beg, borrow or steal into a very dark 

horse, suffused with a flush of patriotism that from the viewpoint of 
subsequent events makes me laugh — almost to the point of tears.

We will pass over the birth pains of PT-69 and merely say that in July 
1941 she was accepted by the Navy Trial Board with some consider-
able enthusiasm. The Navy purchased her at a price leaving us with 
the magnificent profit of $28.60 on a risk of over $100,000. I trust 
that such is not the Price Adjustment Board’s idea of margin today; 
nor morally can you overlook that transaction.

6. THE PLYWOOD DERBY:
In the first, and last, comparative trials among competing makes 

of PT Boats ever held, the Navy ran the famed Plywood Derby out of 
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New London in July 1941. I shall produce figures and quote from the 
(restricted) Report of the Board of Inspection and Survey dated Au-
gust 14th, 1941, a copy of which you can easily obtain for verification. 
I confine my figures to the two makes producing best showing. The 
figures for Elco are the average of those boats entered that completed 
the course without folding up:

a. FULL LOAD MILE TRIALS:

  Elco  40.2 knots
  Huckins 41.5 knots

b. MANEUVERABILITY:
Turning circles, diameter, average of port and starboard:

  Elco  407 yards
  Huckins 305 yards

c. IMPACT i.e. POUNDING:
Average Accelerometer readings on 190-mile offshore high  

speed run: 

  Elco  3.295 g
  Huckins 2.05  g
  Elco pounding 61% more than Huckins

d. TRIAL BOARD CONCLUDING RECOMMENDATIONS:
“That the Huckins 72’ (PT-69) be considered acceptable for imme-

diate construction.”
“That the Elco 77’ design be considered acceptable for future con-

struction provided changes in lines are made to reduce tendency to 
pound in a seaway, and the structure is strengthened in a manner 
acceptable to the Bureau of Ships.”

7. THE WIND:
Merely to show how the wind blew, when Time magazine and various 

newspapers proceeded to report our accomplishments, when in our 
national advertising we repeated a long-established fact and slogan 

— “Fastest Seagoing Boats in the World” — Preston L. Sutphen, Gen-
eral Manager of Elco, wrote an abusive and threatening letter. He 
sent copies to each and every editor, trying to damage our standing 
and reputation. We continue the slogan.

This was followed by an avalanche of calumny against PT-69, all 
originating up at the Melville, R. I., base where Elco was apparently 
well entrenched. I understand from BuShips that Lieutenant Com-
mander Earl Caldwell, who, we understand, has never yet been 
aboard PT-69, wrote that she was worthless — at about the same mo-
ment that the late Rear Admiral John W. Wilcox, Jr., then chairman of 
the Trial Board, told me that she was the best of all PT Boat types and 
that upon installing propellers of the correct size (after I had left her) 
that she made between 52 and 53 knots — still an all-time top for any 
PT boat. Since he is tragically dead and direct verification cannot be 
obtained, he must have said the same things to his associates on the 
board, whom you might interrogate.

So they scrapped PT-69 — took the engines out, put in little en-
gines, made her into a Patrol Boat — which smells like damn clever 
business to my nostrils. Later, I talked with an officer intimately con-
nected with her operation, who stated that engine beds did not col-
lapse on subsequent trials, as was reported — because he was aboard 
during those trials and knew — that there was no legitimate reason 
for taking the boat out of PT service. It was fairly evident what was up.

8. MIRACLE:
A miracle then occurred. The underwater form of the Elco Boat 

suddenly underwent a metamorphosis, from the flat, pounding, run-
about type of Vee Bottom of Scott-Paine design, to a shape miracu-
lously resembling that of the Huckins Quadraconic Hull.

If you desire ocular proof, I suggest that you examine the models in 
room 32702, comparing the pre-Huckins-Elco with the post- Huckins 
Elco and with the underbody of the Huckins Boat.

Not being as simple as I look, we anticipated just that thing, 
whereby in process of the sale of PT-69 and before releasing drawings, 
we effected a contract with the Secretary of the Navy, dated 10 July 
1941, a photostat of which is attached, licensing use of the Quadra-
conic form of hull in consideration for payments set forth therein.

Payments due under that contract, if paid, would now have aggre-
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gated some $530,000. But it didn’t stick.
War came. There was but one duty — produce!  I started in on my 

second year of 91 hours a week of devotion to the Navy — just pray-
ing for the opportunity to do a big job for our country. I was, at the 
time, so full of it and so childishly trusting as to rejoice that my 
Quadraconic Hull had saved the PT program — hardly realizing that 
Elco was to be all but the sole benefactor — content that my great 
Uncle Sam would do right by us.

9. THE HANDOUT:
So a few weeks before Pearl Harbor, after the reserve lieutenants 

had fairly well slaughtered my new design and at the time they 
awarded Elco and Higgins contracts for about a hundred boats 
apiece, they gave us just enough of a hand-out so we wouldn’t squawk 
too loudly — eight boats — at a price per boat that we understand was 
$38,000 per boat under the Elco figure.

Later, as they added large numbers to Elco’s orders, they handed us 
a few more — to a final total of eighteen. So at a price for 18 boats of 
some $648,000 less than Elco got for the same number, we had to 
make 18 boats absorb development costs that Elco could spread over 
a couple of hundred — it costing just as much to develop one boat as 
a thousand.

If we had had Elco’s volume, we could have sold the boats at 
$70,000 apiece, or less than half the Elco price per boat.

While others were given Certificates of Necessity to build and amor-
tize beautiful new plants, we were given pats-on-back, told we were 
nice fellers — sorry, they couldn’t give us any bigger orders because 
our plant was too small.

So we built eighteen boats. The first three were awful. It took Elco 
some seventy boats to reach anything that would hang together (and 
the benefit of our hull), but by our eighth boat, we had something that 
could not be knocked to pieces, try as they did to break them up; 
whose speed was faster than the new Elco boat; that ran farther to a 
gallon. Then they messed up the design so badly that I refused to sign 
drawings on the last six boats — having contractual paternity without 
the pleasure.

As a last gasp, I prepared a brand new design, incorporating every 
possible improvement arising from mature experience, which was 

well received at the Bureau. I begged to build the one remaining boat 
to that design even though it would have cost us an extra $30,000.00 
to do so. But no soap.

10. THE WIND (continued): 
Efforts to discredit our boats continued to be cooked up at Mel-

ville. In one instance the Bureau received a report that two of our 
boats had collided due to defective steering apparatus. By coinci-
dence, Mr. Henry R. Sutphen, head of Elco, sat in my office the fol-
lowing week and volunteered that two Elco boats had just been in 
collision off Melville. Was it another fellow and girl, or what ? Presum-
ably what!

In another instance, half-trained boys laid two of them alongside in 
a NE seaway, slapping their depth charges together and tearing off 
guards and sheer. In still another, one of them while tied up at a Sec-
tion Base had a Naval Towboat hit it broadside in the dark. Although 
it did $12,000 of damage to the dock and only $7,500 to the Huckins 
PT Boat, which was still able to proceed under her own power, the 
aroma was bad.

Claims were made that the Huckins boat did not turn in as short a 
circle as the Elco, yet I have a letter before me from a far distant scene, 
from a commanding officer originally indoctrinated at Melville that 
the Elco was the only PT, stating that to settle argument, the latest Elco 
and Huckins were tested turning around the same centre, at the same 
time, at the same speeds. He says, “Your product turned inside the 
Elco at every speed .... on the 1500 turn the Elco was not even in the 
same water ....”

Similarly, a well-decorated naval captain, returned from the South 
Pacific recently, told me:  “It is difficult to get even 25 knots out of an 
Elco after it is in use a little while.” Yet Elco currently advertises “Mile 
A Minute Midgets.” And so it goes, ad infinitum, ad nauseam.

A bit hard to take and laugh. At one moment, in September 1942, 
we thought the Navy was coming through. They called up from the 
Bureau, said, “Can you take on thirty boats more and deliver on 
schedule?”  We replied, “You bet.” Nothing happened. We later heard 
that they had planned to take some of Higgins’ PT order away from 
him because his boats ran some ten knots under ours and with a ra-
dius so short that one of them had a hard time making Jacksonville 
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FPH and Henry Baldwin 
with three Huckins Yacht 
Corporation foremen, 
standing on the deck of 
Huckins’ first 
production PT boat.

from Miami at reduced speed without running out of fuel. But only a 
little while before, the Higgins steamship contract had been cancelled 
and there was merry hell to pay. Andy has powerful lungs and I guess 
they decided it just wasn’t healthful to cancel his PT Boats, no matter 
what speed they made. Don’t let this sound like discrediting Higgins. 
He has done a magnificent job developing and building the landing 
boats — his specialty. PT boats are a different horse.

And out of fairness, I don’t think the Bureau of Ships has been a 
willing party to this brush-off. Although their higher officers cannot 
discuss the matter, I detect in them embarrassment, even pain, but 
not guilt, when the matter comes up.

11. CONCLUSION:
We loaned the Navy our valuable Laminated Keel Patent, gratu-

itously, with many boats now being built for the government with this 
laminated keel. And we have given the Navy everything we had in 
devotion and skill, but I never have and never shall give away the 
Quadraconic Hull that cost us nearly twenty years of research and the 
profits of a decade to develop.

Had I been paid the same design fee for a successful solution that 
Scott-Paine was paid for a flop, the sum would have been $300,000. 
Had the Navy made good under the Quadraconic Hull license con-
tract, the sum would have been some $530,000 in addition to a 
proper development and manufacturing profit to the Company.

Neither having materialized, the proper thing to do would be to 
arrange a cancellation of that contract with the Navy, for me to then 
collect the $300,000 fee (à la Scott-Paine) from the Huckins Yacht 
Corporation, on which I would merely pay personal income taxes, 
before putting the balance back into the kitty for our future business. 
This would leave the Company with $64,000.00 profit or 4% before 
taxes, whereby there would be no thought of renegotiation and all 
would live happily forever after.

As it is, our depressing lawyer says you haven’t the authority to do 
that, in which event, if nothing slips, when our Navy contracts total-
ling $4,455,921.73 wind up next June, we shall have received a net of 
not over 5.4% or $240,000 — $60,000 less than Scott-Paine got for 
use of design only, not to mention the profit Elco made on the boats 
— and not enough for any assurance of survival in the postwar period.

Theoretically this doesn’t matter a damn to your Board. Practically, 
you were created by Congress, instead of a formula, as a Body of 
Brains in the service of equity — particularly equity to the Little Man, 
of whom much is shouted but whose business future threatens to be 
snuffed out by just such big concerns as Elco who have the money, the 
power and the influence to run a little outfit off the map, maybe.

Theoretically you are not concerned solely with profits before taxes 
but because you are men and not formulae, you know that what is left 
after taxes is what fills stomachs and meets payrolls.

We have never paid a dividend. We have no idea of paying any div-
idend. Our purpose is to protect the men and women in our com-
pany who have done a magnificent job for the Navy in a dilapidated 
and war-exhausted plant. They want neither political handouts nor 
the privilege of leaning on a WPA shovel. They want the privilege of 
building with their own hands a small new plant capable of compet-
itive survival after the war. To do that and have a slender working 
capital takes $250,000. As matters stand, we won’t have that much. 
We could try to get by on the $240,000 we may get out of it. We are 
entitled to at least twice as much for saving the PT program.

Three hundred forty men and their families — about one thousand 
Little People — await your verdict. I told them New Year’s day that our 
future balanced on a knife edge — whether we can go on and work out 
our destinies together or whether the chance would be suicidal and we 
have to run for cover, liquidate and quit before it all is consumed.

It is your opportunity. We have played the game on the square. No 
aunts have run any cafeteria; no mothers-in-law have leased us elec-
tric drills; no straw men have drawn salaries to later kick back nor has 
any other funny business been reported to for concealing profits. We 
have done a job. We are entitled to far more than we shall have made.

Our shirt is now at your disposal.
Frank Pembroke Huckins

President

Huckins received contract NObs-1349 from the United States Navy to 
produce Hulls # 133-165 as sixty-three-foot Air Sea Rescue Boats, and 
Hulls #166-169 as seventy-two footers of the same class. Little information 
is available about the Air Sea Rescue Boats, and the drawings were destroyed 
immediately after World War II ended.
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more planking, Granddaddy was designing the next Huckins. He 
did his design work at home, not at the office, and he would often 
work through the night. Dad remembers getting up to go to school 
on many an occasion and running into my grandfather on his way 
to bed. He was one of those people who could get by on catnaps. He 
would sleep three or four hours, then drive to the plant, supervise 
construction, take care of the books, and answer the mail.

Most companies in the world have a history of 
struggle behind them, and on days when our 
business seems a little more trying than usual, 
reading about my grandfather and “the good old 
days” makes me appreciate that it’s never been 

all smooth sailing here. While my grandfather was alive, the peace-
time history of Huckins was a struggle to find new buyers, and in 
wartime it was the struggle to get the U.S. government to pay us for 
the PT boats we were building and then to pay us for the hull design 
the government had shared with the other builders. 

My father was a witness and participant in the first part of this 
struggle. He worked at Huckins from Day One, except for the war 
years. Dad remembers very clearly the excitement of David M. Go-
odrich of the B.F. Goodrich Rubber Company buying Hull Number 
One. “Young man,” the legendary quote went, “I understand that 
you build an excellent boat. We have mutual friends to whom I have 
talked, and I would like you to build me a boat.” That day in 1928 
was the beginning of a long friendship and the beginning of our 
company. My father was fourteen years old at the time.

Dad was one of twenty-five who worked on Hull Number One in 
the summer of 1928. His humble task was to insert mahogany plugs 
in these first Fairform Flyers, which had conventional fore-and-aft 
planking fastened with hundreds of screws, each one of which re-
quired a mahogany plug. It was a mind-numbing job.

While Dad was busily tapping in plugs and the men were laying 

The STory ConTinueS
by Cindy Purcell

Opposite page: First
Rendezvous at Huckins 
Yacht Corporation in 
1970. As numerous
vintage Fairform Flyers 
returned to their birth-
place, the surprised 
Kenneth Archibald 
commented, “God, I 
hope they’re not all 
coming back for 
warranty work.”
Left, FPH in mock 
despair over some 
owner’s trashed rudders.
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Granddaddy was versatile and very intelligent with (usually) a 
wonderful sense of humor. There were few subjects in which 
he didn’t have some interest. His management style involved 

telling people exactly what he wanted, with no room for interpreta-
tion, and his drawings included every detail, from which no deviation 
was permitted. Once in a while, a worker might say, “This won’t work 
and I’ll show you why,” and he would listen and accept the suggestion 
if the worker was right. He was very demanding and didn’t suffer 
fools, period.

Dad was ten years old when he met FPH that first time and even 
though FPH was not a person particularly attracted to children, the 
two of them seemed to have melded from the beginning, probably 
due to his being a wonderful story teller. There was also a bit of brib-
ery. Wooing the mother necessitated winning the child, so a new toy 
or tool showed up now and then. 

Dad was two and a half years younger than Pembroke, who had 
spent his childhood summers cruising on the Kex with his father, 
whereas Dad had never been near a boat until his mother met and 
married my grandfather. Two years later the Huckins Yacht Corpora-
tion came into being and from then on, my father’s life was nothing 
but boats, boats, boats, morning, noon and night.

Dad liked to work with his hands and labored summers at the yard 
as an apprentice doing odd jobs. By age fourteen, he’d become inter-
ested in the actual building of boats. He worked at the yard after 
school, during the summers, and whenever he could. But when he 
got out of school, he went to work for Barnett Bank in Jacksonville, 
probably because they paid him more money than my grandfather 
would.

He worked at the bank for two and a half years, and in 1937 went 
steaming around the world with Pembroke on a semi-freighter. When 
he returned to America, Dad headed home to his native Los Angeles, 
where he met society belle (as the papers dubbed her) Ramona 
Walker, daughter of George Warren Hamilton of Pomona, and they 
were married on January 8, 1939. He got a job at Lockheed bucking 
rivets on Hudson bombers and later as an inspector of P38s and the 
first Constellation, then in the experimental department. He proba-
bly would have stayed in Los Angeles if he hadn’t received many ap-
pealing letters from Jacksonville. 

When Granddaddy wrote in 1945, he said it was the last time he 
would ask. This letter warned: Come now or never. He also said, 
“You’ll never get rich but you can make a decent living at it if you work 
hard.”

Dad had been living a war’s-end life of Riley. Mom told him it was 
time for him to straighten up and go to work. 

In February 1946, my father, my mother pregnant with me, my sis-
ter Field, my stepbrother Chuck, and my stepsister Pat drove from 
Los Angeles to Jacksonville. It was a horrible trip, with three blowouts 
and three-and-a-half children. They (we) arrived in Jacksonville on 
Washington’s Birthday, February 22, 1946, after three days’ driving 
with a single stop in one of New Orleans’ worst hotels, the only room 
available thanks to all the servicemen home from the war. 

On March 1, Dad started at Huckins as a woodworker making $1.20 
an hour, building bulkheads and frames. My mother got up with him 
every morning at five a.m. to look for a house. 

Our first six months in Jacksonville we lived in something that was 
put up overnight to accommodate returning troops. Then we moved 
to a house in Forest Park, where Granddaddy would come and sit in 
the back yard and watch my sister Field and (later) me play. Mom says 

My father, Kenneth Ar-
chibald, shortly before 
he was to meet FPH, 
his future stepfather. 
Right, my parents,
Ramona and Kenneth, 
shortly after their 
return to Florida.
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he would look at me and say things like, “I feel so sorry for that child. 
She has such fat legs.”

Everybody home from the war was great for the boat business. 
The day I was born, June 13, 1946, was the day the company 
launched David Goodrich’s third Fairform Flyer, the first boat out 
of the new plant at the yard’s current location on the Ortega River. 
Granddaddy had bought the property the previous year. My father 
always thought it brought him luck that I was born the day we 
launched the first boat out of this yard.

The cast of characters at Huckins at this time would be the com-
pany’s management team for many years to come. There was Ray 
Teller, whom Grandaddy hired to be the stylist on the postwar 
models. In 1944, when the company saw its war orders rapidly 
dwindling, a lot of people had to be let go, and Granddaddy made 
a fairly lengthy plea to his board of directors to explain why, with so 
little seniority, Ray had become so important to him. 

“I think Teller is the man I have been looking for, for many years, 
to aid me in design and advertising, to eventually succeed me in 
that work and to join in postwar sales efforts,” Granddaddy told the 
board. “He has high ability as an artist, appears able to absorb de-
sign and engineering as pertains to our boats, has a thoroughly 
cooperative and engaging personality, whereby he gets on well with 
all members of the organization and should get on with owners and 
prospects. If he has the guts to stand privation during the transi-
tion from war to peace, he should have a substantial future with this 
company.” 

Granddaddy knew he needed a trained artist and a stylist, and 
Ray was that. But he also thought Ray was the man to carry on the 
secret of the Quadraconic hull and use it in future boats to compet-
itive advantage. In the post-war years, Granddaddy was adamant 
that every boat the company built have a complete set of drawings 
so that innovations could be repeated in future models. Some of 
the best drawings in our files are Ray’s.

Another key player was George Pillsbury, the man my father came 
to consider his best friend. What Ray drew, George and my father 
executed. George was one of those rare individuals who could 
shoulder  more responsibility than anyone else and never show an 
outward sign of stress. He always had a smile on his face and could 

Huckins launched 
David Goodrich’s third 
Fairform Flyer, the first 
boat out of the “Florida 
Marina” (the yard at its 
current location) on 
June 13, 1946, the day I 
was born.

deal and mix with the whole world. He was the most self-confident 
individual I have ever known, the equal of anyone, no matter what 
their status or walk of life. He inspired a trust that owners still 
speak of today. 

George started out as a carpenter straight out of high school in 
1932 or 1933, and in the course of his many years at Huckins was 
laid off several times when the work grew thin. But as his skills 
improved he became indispensable. He earned my grandfather’s 
respect in a way risked by few who valued their jobs: he stood up 
to Granddaddy. George sometimes told the story of the first time 
he disagreed with some process Granddaddy had set up in the 
shop. George stomped right up to the office, stood right in front 
of Granddaddy and told him. Granddaddy blew up, but George 
stood his ground. In the end, Granddaddy backed off and not 
only did it George’s way but gave him a raise and not long after 
made him carpentry foreman. (Later, George became plant super-
intendent and, when my father became president, he became a 
vice president.)  
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George would regale us 
with the bilge-eye view of 
the Plywood Derby. He 
was the so-called engi-
neer of PT-69, the Huck-
ins PT prototype. While 
PT-69 went hurtling 
across the roiled waters of 
Long Island Sound at 
wide open throttle, 
Granddaddy and the 
Navy people at the helm 
would pull her hard to 
port and starboard to de-
liberately try and break 
her up. They kept send-
ing George forward be-
low to check on cracking 
and grinding sounds; 
Granddaddy thought the 
hull was coming apart. 
George, below-decks, was 

bouncing around like a ping-pong ball and survived only by wedg-
ing himself between things. For sure, it was the wildest ride he ever 
experienced, and it left him black-and-blue from head to toe.

Granddaddy had already made George carpentry foreman before 
my father came back to Huckins from California, and Dad worked for 
George for a couple of years before becoming Huckins’ first service 
manager. In those jobs, George and Dad shared a lot of responsibili-
ties and seemed in many ways tied at the hip.

Dad also learned a trick from George: the way to get along with 
Granddaddy when he threw his tantrums was every once in a while to 
tell him, “No, it wasn’t that way” and make him back down. Dad saw 
that Pembroke’s great mistake was that when his father blew up at 
him, he would never back him down. 

Granddaddy’s philosophy was that the boats ought to be sold from 
the design point of view, meaning Fairform Flyers were better than 
the boats anybody else designed. They were faster, they maneuvered 

better, they had better engineering in every respect than any other 
boat on the water.

They were also standard, not custom, and you took them as Frank 
Pembroke Huckins built them, with a light-pearl-gray hull, a light-
blue superstructure, and an interior that was cream and green, both 
upholstery and carpeting. The gray and blue were intended to take 
the glare off the decks of the boats, not emulate the PT boat colors, as 
some have written. The joke was, “Henry Ford built a black car and 
Frank Huckins built a gray boat.” This uniformity saved the company 
wads of production costs, especially with my mother making the cur-
tains and upholstery on a very small Singer sewing machine.

My grandfather sold as a builder and designer — the product he 
had to sell was his product. He was the man who conceived Huckins 
in the first place, he was the man behind the boat. He built himself a 
boat every year and set up a marketing program around it. He’d ad-
vertise in yachting publications (mainly MoTorBoaTinG), then cruise 
up the Intracoastal Waterway in the summer following a set schedule. 
Anyone wanting a sea trial on the latest Fairform Flyer could arrange 
to meet Granddaddy wherever he happened to be that week. He was 
a “star.” People fell all over themselves to get to see him and the new 
model, which, no matter what its length, always claimed to be the 
fastest cruising yacht on the water. Usually the new boat was sold, 
along with other orders for new construction, long before my grand-
father got to his summer office in Essex, Connecticut. He was very 
picky and exclusive about who became an owner, and would berate 
them if they did anything to “his” boats, altering their design or add-
ing excesss weight.

His partner Henry Baldwin, the other principal in the company, 
worked very differently. First, he didn’t travel often and mostly did his 
selling out of the office in Jacksonville. He was the “businessman” of 
the two. He was a Bostonian like my grandfather, but unlike him he 
was tactful. He would take clients out for a drink at the Florida Yacht 
Club and deftly start referring to a boat as their boat, and by the time 
the clients went home, they were convinced they wanted the boat. 
Henry was a good salesman, a smooth operator, suave, genteel, and 
was perceived as a “real gentleman” by most Huckins workers. (Buddy 
says he was the most “presidential” CEO Huckins has ever had.) His 
favored method of selling was to write letters, answer telephone calls, 

George Pillsbury, my 
father’s best friend, 
taught him how to 
stand up to FPH and 
live to tell the tale. 
George inspired a 
trust that owners still 
speak of today. 
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Henry Baldwin, FPH's 
partner, was the compa-
ny’s suave salesman and 
very “presidential” CEO. 
After the turmoil sur-
rounding Granddaddy’s 
death, he continued to 
be the company's CEO 
and chief salesman until 
shortly before his own 
death in 1971.

and chat with his equals as a man of affluence. He was a man of afflu-
ence — his original role in the company had been that of investor — 
and he was in his element when he was talking with the rich and 
famous who wanted to buy a Huckins. He was their match in negoti-
ating, and he was a closer.

When I think of Henry Baldwin, the first thing that comes to mind 
is his cars. Every day, he would make his grand entrance at the plant 
driving up in his Cadillac and sweeping out in his always immaculate 
suit and tie. He was the only Huckins executive who drove a fancy car. 
I’m sure he thought they were key to his image as the company sales-
man. He traded his Caddies every year or two, all but an absolutely 
gorgeous one, a ’60s model with huge fins, purple paint and a 
brushed stainless steel top. It was my personal favorite. The next year, 
he bought another Cadillac without trading the purple-and-silver one 
in. He kept it in the Huckins garage, the shed on the right as you 
come down the Huckins driveway. I’m sure that car is still some collec-
tor’s pride and joy.

Henry had the biggest office and the biggest desk, bigger even than 
Granddaddy’s. Occasionally he would address “the men,” which in-
cluded my father, Ray Teller, George Pillsbury, and everybody else, 
from a lofty place on the balcony. He never came down to the men’s 
level, and was always out of the office by mid-afternoon.

Granddaddy’s and Henry’s differences in style were enormous, and 
it seemed a miracle they worked so well together — the temperamen-
tal genius and the suave salesman.

My grandfather had made Dad service manager, which entailed 
repairing all the existing boats and doing all the warranty work. But 
the raft of new construction meant many hands were needed in all 
phases of construction and Dad swiftly became a jack of all trades. He 
wanted to learn everything he could as fast as he could. 

My father is a courageous but not a talkative person. This probably 
saved him from my grandfather’s wrath more than once, but in the 
end Dad’s reticence encouraged Henry to show his true colors.

Henry had always gotten along just fine with everybody, including 
Dad. Dad had admired Henry greatly when he was growing up. In the 
early years, “Mr. Baldwin” would come to Jacksonville on business 
trips, to check on his investment. When he became a full-fledged 
partner, he was the kind of man a young boy would look up to and 

want to pattern himself after. 
I remember my grandfather mainly as the master of the ugly dog 

Fairfa, who went everywhere with him, even to cocktail parties. The 
year I turned five, we were actually living in my grandparents’ house 
while my father built our own house on Holly Point. I hadn’t yet 
started first grade and spent the day in the company of Inky, a jet-
black cat Ray Teller had given to me. That cat was my constant com-
panion until my senior year in high school and never let anybody in 
the family pick him up but me. 

One day Inky and I came back from our wanderings to find some-
thing terrible had happened. Granddaddy was dead.

Granddaddy’s death made everybody sad. It also provoked a 
firestorm in the company, which I was supposed to know nothing 
about — but according to Dad, at one point in this period I turned to 
him, four feet tall, and said, “One day, I will run this plant.”

Granddaddy’s death was unexpected, although judging from the 



tone of his memoir he himself must have sensed time was getting 
short. Leaving everything to my grandmother didn’t clear up what 
would happen inside the company when he died.

It was because of what happened in the wake of Granddaddy’s 
death that Dad and my grandmother lost all respect for Henry Bald-
win. At first, Henry did his manners. He wrote a very nice letter to the 
press and all the Huckins owners saying how wonderful Granddaddy 
had been and what a tragedy his death was.

Then he gave an interview to the Jacksonville newspaper in which 
he insinuated that he was responsible for the design of Huckins 
Yachts. I can’t imagine that he thought my grandmother and my fa-
ther wouldn’t notice, but he tried to take credit for everything Grand-
daddy had ever done.

And that was just the first step. He then told everybody he was the 
company’s owner and tried to take over completely. I suppose, be-
cause he controlled two-thirds of the stock (which for some reason he 
had put in his wife’s name), he thought he could get away with it. But 
owning the majority of the stock didn’t really matter since Grand-
daddy and now my grandmother owned the part of the stock that 
happened to be secured by the machinery, designs, jigs, patents, and 
every other asset of the Huckins Yacht Corporation, including the 
rights to the Quadraconic Hull.

All this was clearly spelled out in the corporate documents, which 
my grandmother scooped up and carted over to her attorney. He 
made it plain and clear to Henry that the Huckins side of the business 
owned the company assets lock, stock and barrel.

Henry backed down. But his power play had shattered his relation-
ship with my grandmother, who from that point on hated him with a 
passion. It was not a pleasant situation, but with neither side willing to 
sell out, the dust had to settle. Dad and Henry over the years actually 
made a decent team. Henry, as CEO, chairman and president, ran 
the company and sold the boats. He never went out in the shop, 
where, as executive vice president, my father managed the construc-
tion of the boats. As long as Henry stuck to sales, and Dad stuck to 
construction, they had no problem with each other. Dad kept his 
mouth shut, ran the working side of the company, and was out on the 
floor from before dawn till way past dusk, overseeing new construc-
tion, service and repairs.

After my grandfather died, I was underfoot a lot at the plant be-
cause both my parents were working there. As I got older, I turned 
into something of a river rat. Practically from birth, I had been 
hounding Dad to build me a boat. He’d built boats for my sister Field 
and for our neighbors: why not me? I think in retrospect my grand-
mother might have told him not to. She was alarmed at this weird 
granddaughter and lectured Dad about me. He put me off by saying, 
“I’m not building you a boat until you can swim across the river.”

That was all it took. The summer I was nine — as a matter of fact, 
on the Fourth of July — I swam across the St. Johns, a mile and a half 
wide where we lived. Dad lived up to his bargain and built me a 
twelve-foot boat and, as a Christmas present, Dad ordered the latest 
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I was such a river rat
that Santa Claus 
delivered Christmas 
presents to me on 
board the Fairfly — or 
so my parents said. 
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Dad running the 
eighteen-foot runabout 
he built for me. It was 
an even more 
wonderful ski boat than 
the sixteen-footer he 
built for my sister Field.

twenty-two-horsepower engine from Mercury. Production was behind 
schedule, the Mercury people told him, and the engine would not be 
ready for Christmas. So Dad bought the current model twenty-five 
horse from a local dealer. Carl Kiekhaefer got wind of the engine sit-
uation and sent me a brand-new twenty-two horse with a silver cowl 
that had my name engraved in gold on both sides.

I spent every afternoon in this boat — until I stumbled across the 
sixteen-footer Dad had built for Field, on a trailer in its third or 
fourth owner’s driveway with a “for sale” sign on it. I nagged and 
nagged until Dad bought it back and restored it and its bright red 
Mercury outboard.

I was waterskiing competitively and that boat was just a wonderful 
ski boat.

At this time I was “an unthankful brat,” as Dad says, and while my 
sister Field was becoming social, I was becoming the St. Johns River’s 
prize tomboy. As fascinated as I was by the river and water, I was even 
more drawn to the plant. Dad taught me how to use all his tools, and 
I learned to build furniture and repair my boat when needed.

In the summertime we’d go to Long Island in late June, where my 
grandmother, Mom, Dad, Field and I would stay with Harriet and 
Carroll Sayre during the Frank P. Huckins Memorial Predicted Log 
Contest. Begun a couple of years after Granddaddy died, this thir-
ty-odd mile test of navigational skill was a big event in the Long Is-
land, Westchester and Connecticut boating season. Three or four 
dozen powerboats including a large contingent of Fairform Flyers 
gathered from all over the Northeast. Organized by the New York 
Yacht Club and run out of the Manhasset Bay Yacht Club and a couple 
of other clubs, the Fairform Flyers’ skippers’ performances always 
compared well to the predicted logs they had turned in the night be-
fore — a great testament to the boats’ dependability and seakindli-
ness in the sometimes nasty waters of Long Island Sound.

Harriet and Carroll Sayre, who built four Fairform Flyers called 
Deep Stuff between 1951 and 1960, were big supporters of the event. 
The Sayres’ two sons and I had a great time while the adults plotted 
courses and calculated revolutions per minute. Harriet was Huckins’ 
greatest fan, and after Carroll died she built two more Deep Stuffs with 
us, including the first Airex boat in 1976.

My behavior was becoming increasingly disturbing to my grand-

mother, who kept urging me to grow up and act more social. She de-
cided the cure for all this was for me to see how the refined people of 
Europe lived. She and her friend Helen Merrill Plummer took me 
under their wing one summer and we visited all the capitals of Eu-
rope. This was not my idea of fun. I loved the museums and chateaux, 
but seeing them with two old ladies who didn’t speak a word of any 
European language was a fate I wouldn’t have wished on the dog 
Fairfa. Rescue came when we got to Greece. Helen’s son Jimmy Mer-
rill, who had been living there for a few years and was in the process 
of becoming a very famous poet, was in his mid-thirties at the time, 
and with him I escaped from Helen and my grandmother to see the 
fabulous ruins and turquoise waters of the Greek islands. After that, I 
informed my grandmother I was flying home.

The strength of my grandmother’s will is legendary, and you got on 
the wrong side of her at your own peril. My next battle was to tell her, 
very firmly, that I was not going to make my debut. Just to get even 
she later made me sit for my portrait.

As for the situation at Huckins, my grandmother leveled the play-



together he couldn’t stop 
Ray from looking around 
at what the rest of the boat-
building world was up to. 
Granddaddy hated fly-
bridges; two months after 
Granddaddy died Ray in-
troduced the first Huckins 
flybridge. Granddaddy fa-
vored hard lines; Ray 
changed the Huckins style 
from hard to soft (well, rel-
atively soft). The engi-

neering training Granddaddy gave Ray was what kept our boats 
functioning and he became the torchbearer for everything my grand-
father stood for. And yet Ray was completely unlike Granddaddy ex-
cept in one major respect: he was a wonderful writer.

Ray had been an advertising copy writer, and words were certainly 
his forte. He wrote very articulate letters and spoke eloquently to own-
ers and prospects. Despite the fact that he and his wife pretty much 
kept to themselves socially, tending to their miniature poodles, he was 
very influential with prospective owners.
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ing field with Henry Baldwin, year after year passing on to my father 
as much of her preferred stock as the law would allow, giving him 
shares for Christmas and birthdays. By 1966 my father owned all of 
the Huckins side of the company. 

Owning these shares put Dad and Henry on a more comparable 
footing. Now Dad could keep Henry in check and make sure he 
didn’t drain the company dry, though to keep Henry selling, Dad had 
to live with the high salaries Henry paid himself.

For about ten years, Henry claimed he was the yard’s only salesman. 
Between 1951 and his death in 1971, the company sold over 150 
boats, which Dad and George pulled out all stops to produce. Ray 
Teller was chief designer, and my grandfather’s creative successor. 
He’d trained him in the use of the Q-curve and every other engineer-
ing tool he had at his disposal, but in the seven years they worked 

Above, Ray Teller, 
Huckins’ chief designer 
after FPH’s death. Top 
right, Mrs. FPH with 
Carroll Sayre, who 
built four Huckins 
yachts. Bottom right, 
Bob Steward, Huckins’ 
third designer. He 
introduced  the wide 
Quadraconic hull in 
’66 and Airex 
construction in ’76.
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Ray was so faithful to my grandfather’s way of doing things that of-
ten, people who were new to Huckins would become impatient with 
him for always “doing it the way Mr. Huckins would have wanted.” 
Ray made the few changes he wanted to after my grandfather’s death 
and then slammed the door shut on innovation.

By the late 1950s it was clear Ray needed help. That was the begin-
ning of Huckins’ long relationship with a young naval architect 
named Robert Steward.

A graduate of Brooklyn Technical High School, Bob had worked as 
an apprentice for Philip Rhodes in New York City, attending Pratt 
Institute at night. Bob worked for Rhodes for two or three years be-
fore moving to Newport Beach, California, where he went to Long 
Beach State for another two years. In 1958, Ray Teller heard about 
him from Rhodes and asked him to come work at Huckins. Bob 
stayed until 1962, when he was offered a job at a boat builder in Hol-
lywood, Florida, where he worked for a year. Then he came back to 
Huckins, where he worked until his retirement in 1982.

Bob Steward helped Henry sell the way Granddaddy had, by talking 
convincingly about the boats’ design and engineering, and the boats 
built during Bob’s years are some of the most highly sought- after 
classics afloat today.

In the early years of Bob Steward’s era, I was packed off to Converse 
College in Spartanburg, South Carolina. Miles from the water and 
way up in the mountains, I thought I would suffocate.

While I was at Converse, I met Buddy Purcell, who was at Wofford, 
the men’s college in Spartanburg. I was his worst nightmare. The next 
thing I knew, we had a love-hate relationship going. We were married 
the summer after I graduated.

In January 1970, Buddy and I came back to Jacksonville after a cou-
ple of wonderful years in Alaska. Neither of us had plans to become 
part of the company, and certainly I didn’t remember telling Dad at 
age six that I would one day run the plant. Buddy, as an Army officer, 
expected to be sent to Vietnam, but instead he’d been sent to Alaska. 
Then, when his tour ended, he was hired as a metallurgical engineer 
by Carpco, a Jacksonville mining equipment company. The farthest 
thing from Buddy’s mind was the idea of working at Huckins — that 
is, until Russ Alley, another Carpco engineer, made a bet with him. 
Russ would apply to the Air Force flight school to be a fighter jet pilot, 

and if he got in, Buddy had 
to apply for a job at Huck-
ins. It was the most far-
fetched thing either of them 
could think of.

When Buddy and I moved 
back to Jacksonville, the 
Huckins team consisted of 
Henry Baldwin, president; 
Dad, executive vice presi-
dent; George Pillsbury, plant 
foreman; Frank Peel, chief 
accountant; Ray Teller, chief 
designer; Bob Steward, chief 
secondary designer; Wilton 
Marks and Henry Chandler, 
draftsmen.

One November day in 1970, Russ Alley opened his mail and, mira-
cle of miracles, he’d been accepted into the Air Force flight training 
school to become a fighter jet pilot. Russ told Buddy and resigned 
from Carpco the same day. The bet was on: now Buddy had to go to 
work at Huckins. We happened to be over at the yard when Dad, half 
kidding, asked Buddy if he’d like a job in the paint shop. The yard was 
very busy and Dad was desperate for workers, but I did not know 
about the bet and I never dreamed Buddy would be crazy enough to 
take Dad up on the offer. Buddy and I went home and the next thing 
I knew, we were talking it over seriously. We were young, we didn’t 
have any children, we could afford to take a cut in pay. We could live 
on my teacher’s salary.

Henry Baldwin’s reaction was, “Over my dead body. I don’t want 
any family members working in the plant.” Dad called Buddy to say 
forget it, and we had the worst fight of our lives. Next day, Buddy was 
hard at work sanding boats. Henry paid no attention to him. 

Earning the wages of an apprentice painter, $2.50 an hour, Buddy 
was just another worker. He didn’t let himself think poorly of Henry, 
who was the president and apparent owner of the company and who 
never set foot in the paint shop. He and Paul Rogers, the company’s 
current president, started in the paint shop at just about exactly the 

I certainly didn’t 
remember telling Dad 
when I was age six that I 
would someday run the 
plant, but in 1972 I came 
to work, starting in the 
stock room.



came the company purchasing agent. Bob Steward taught me 
what I needed to buy for new construction, and George Pillsbury 
showed me what to order for service.

Dad, Bob, and George were the mainstay of Huckins at this time. 
Bob actually had more Frank Pembroke Huckins in him than Ray 
Teller did: he had Granddaddy’s perfectionism and intelligence, 
as well as great articulateness. He became president of the com-
pany in 1980, when Dad stepped up to chairman and CEO. Bob, 
a designer and naval architect through-and-through, was happiest 
when he was creating the next Huckins. Buddy and I were onstage 
too, having made our way through the departments.

Bob and Buddy got along famously. Buddy admired Bob’s 
broader sense of yacht design, and thought he was the epitome of 
a naval architect. Bob breathed it, slept it, talked it, played it. Ev-
erything in and around boats was exciting to him and part of his 
mind set. He had a dry sense of humor and a “Huckinsian” com-
mand of the English language. He believed you should write ev-
erything out and throw in a little humor: this made him one of the 
unforgettable names in the industry.

When Bob designed a boat, it was a Fairform Flyer, not a Robert 
M. Steward. During the time he was at Huckins, he was Huckins, 
and designed many of our most successful models. He had so 
many positive attributes, the most important of which was abso-
lute curiosity about the marine industry. He had so many things 
he wanted to do, and he wanted them all to go together. 

Bob became chief designer after Ray Teller died of lung cancer. 
He wasn’t an artist like Ray and didn’t much concern himself with 
styling. His goal was to modernize the Fairform Flyer of the 1970s 
and 1980s, which to him meant basically one thing: widening the 
hull. Bob realized that because of the increased loads that people 
were putting on their boats, they were losing some of their effi-
ciency, so he redesigned the hull to use with some models. He was 
also, in those years, the chief point person for all sales and pur-
chases of Fairform Flyers. Bob would design, sell, and follow 
through.

Bob’s “Wide” series started with a thirty-four footer in 1966. It 
came from breaking down standard Qs into wide Qs. Bob also 
developed a Wide 65 in 1971, and then in 1973 a 46 Sedan to 
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During the 1970s, 
Buddy and I made 
our way through the 
departments while 
Dad, George and Bob 
ran the company.

same time, and by 1974 Paul was Buddy’s boss, which we use to keep 
Buddy humble when we have to.

The following spring, Henry suffered a major stroke, from which 
he never recovered. When his health started to fail the previous 
year, he’d told my father that he would rather see the company go 
down the tubes than sell out to our family. Henry’s wife, Norma, 
had never given a thought to the company, two-thirds of which 
was in her name. She gave my father a bit of a hassle, and then 
sold him the Baldwin interest in the company. Later, he handed 
those shares down to Buddy and me.

I came aboard in 1972, when Dad became president of Huckins. 
I had been teaching high-school algebra, which I hated (teaching, 
not the subject). In Alaska, I’d had a wonderful job as a roofing 
and fencing estimator that built on what I had learned at Huckins 
during the summer of 1966, when I worked in the design depart-
ment as a gofer for Bob Steward and Wilton Marks. Wilton says all 
they taught me was how to trace. Not so — they taught me how to 
read blueprints, a skill I put to good use in Alaska, where I showed 
I could take blueprints to bid successfully. But when I got back to 
Jacksonville, every contractor in town laughed when I asked for a 

job as an estimator. “No place for 
a girl,” they’d say, so I ended up 
teaching school. 

I started in the stock room in 
Huckins and mainly worked the 
counter as a clerk. Then I moved 
to the upholstery department, 
where I worked for Tommy Cam-
eron. At that time, Huckins had 
an entire department — which 
Mom helped start up in the post-
war years — devoted to uphol-
stery, curtains, cushions, and 
bedding. My job was making the 

vinyl exterior cushions, although I also did some upholstery work. 
I recall having to make a whole set of plastic covers to protect the 
fancy silk upholstery and carpets one owner’s wife insisted on.

After our daughter Benham was born in November 1973, I be-
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supply an intermediate-size model that was also 
built as a 48. The Wide 54, the last of these mod-
els, came in 1979 as the basis of the two Fairform 
Flyer Sportcruisers, which were Ken Weatherby’s 
creation.

Bob had a great deal of charisma and was the per-
son that Buddy has had the highest respect for in 
the marine industry. Buddy learned boatbuilding 
from Bob and George Pillsbury, and they were real 
friends — when they weren’t feuding.

George and Bob were quite a team. In the same 
room together, they were a lethal combination and 
made people die laughing.

“I need a drawing,” George would say. 
“Why in hell do you need a drawing? If I gave you 

one, you would not follow it,” Bob would retort, and 
the banter would go on for hours. Bob was very 
smart and had that little kid’s curiosity that Paul 
and Buddy have, which keeps the company jump-
ing today.

Without a doubt, Bob was one of the world’s authorities on the 
construction of pleasure boats in wood. His Boatbuilding Manual, 
the fourth edition of which appeared the year before he died 
(1996), is the bible for anyone who wants to understand how to 
build a boat the right way. Most of what he wrote and many of the 
pictures refer to various models of Fairform Flyers. 

Huckins moved forward in sporadic bursts, not in a gradual evo-
lution that would have allowed us to continue to be recognized 
from the appearance of our profiles and details. From the earliest 
boats through the Sixties, all the Fairform Flyers looked alike — 
boxy. And the boating world had gotten used to that boxy look, 
which hit its peak around 1972, right when Buddy and I came in.

In 1976, Bob met Tom Johannsen, at that time the U.S. repre-
sentative for Airex, a PVC foam coring material made in Switzer-
land. Sandwiched between an outer and an inner layer of fiberglass, 
Airex achieved the same kind of weight-saving as balsawood cor-
ing, but its closed PVC cells would not wick moisture if punctured. 
(Early on, balsawood coring acquired a reputation for wicking, a 

Huckins’ first Airex 
boat was Harriet 
Sayre’s sixth Deep Stuff. 
You couldn’t possibly 
tell there was a revolu-
tion going on under that 
conservative looking 
skin — which may ex-
plain why only a few 
connoisseurs jumped 
on the Airex bandwagon.  

problem Baltek, the major manufacturer of balsa coring, soon 
corrected — but we went with man-made materials and over the 
years have stuck with them.) Sandwich construction out of Airex 
provided a hull with incredible stiffness for its weight, as well as 
insulated the interior against sound and heat, and eliminated in-
terior sweating. Bob was absolutely positive that the Airex “club 
sandwich,” as we called it, would allow Huckins to continue to 
derive terrific performance from the Quadraconic hull even as 
people demanded bigger, heavier boats.

Dad thought Airex was the greatest idea he’d heard in years. 
Harriet Sayre had told Bob and Dad she was thinking about 
building one last Deep Stuff. This was the boat for her, Dad as-
serted. She would go down in history, and Huckins would take 
one great big step into modern times and the world of composite 
boat building.

Hallelujah, Buddy and I said when we started work on seven-
ty-six-foot Deep Stuff, the sixth Sayre boat of that name, as the 
beautiful male mold         was lofted and the laminates started to 
be laid according to the schedule Tom Johannsen had engineered.
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Marrying into the 
country’s oldest yacht 
builder still in its found-
ing family’s hands 
turned Buddy Purcell 
into the world’s living 
expert on the fleet of 

classic Huckins yachts.

Building the Modern Power Yacht
Dale “Buddy” Purcell

CEO, Huckins Yacht Corporation

When I came on board in 1970, I didn’t have much contact 
with anybody in the front office. As Kenneth Archibald’s 
son-in-law, I got passed around from one department to 

the next. There was no program to take Buddy-son-in-law and teach 
him how a boat yard and yacht building company works just because 
someday he’ll be sitting in a big office pushing paper. 

I began in the paint shop under a fellow named Malloy. Malloy 
didn’t like dealing with me. I’d say he wasn’t anxious for me to dis-
place him or any of the other workers. Paul Rogers, the current pres-
ident of the company, joined the company at the same time I did, and 
ended up being my foreman in the paint shop.

To build a wooden boat, it took carpenters, not painters, and we had 
about twenty carpenters, most of them holdovers from the time of 
Frank Pembroke Huckins. George Pillsbury was their foreman. “Sure, 
I’ll find something for you to do,” George told me. About six months 

later, he said, “You can stay as a rough car-
penter, but you’ll never make it as a finish 
carpenter. I have to give you credit for ef-
fort, though.” I stayed as a rough carpenter 
for quite a while. George helped me through 
every department so I would know how a 
Huckins is put together.

Within a couple of years of coming to 
work at Huckins, we were in the throes of a 
full-blown recession. When I was hired, we 
were building the Rowinco and one other 
boat, and had seventy to eighty employees 
working on the floor — we were busy, ex-
cept when the plant closed for three weeks 
in the summer. We were still building dou-
ble-planked mahogany boats, and the yard 
was dependent on new boat construction 
for its survival.

Once the Rowinco was completed, the comptroller, the office man-
ager and a sales person all left the company at once. Suddenly, we had 
ten hours of work for eighty people. In a way, that recession was key to 
the survival of the company. All those old-timers used to building new 
boats with a famous reputation found it hard to take that their work 
now was going to be repairing the boats they had previously built.

Kenneth had originally been in charge of service. As Kenneth 
gained control of the company, George rose from carpentry foreman 
to plant supervisor to vice president. Mechanical, carpentry, electrical 
and paint on new boats all reported to George. Service on existing 
boats, which had been Kenneth’s province, became the responsibility 
of Ted Preston and eventually it became mine.

In the recession of 1974, it was George’s attitude that pulled us 
through. Somehow, he and Kenneth managed to get out the word 
about what was happening. Huckins owners wanted to see us stay in 
business, and a group of them communicated among themselves and 
gave us a lot of service work. Lionel Jackson, in particular, would 
round people up. “You haven’t had your boat down to the yard,” he’d 
say to another Huckins owner. “Time to get Ted to take it down 
there.”

Bob Steward, George and I all realized wooden boats were passé. 
Kenneth admitted wooden boat building had become an art of the 
past and didn’t fight the suggestion at all. But being a wood rat, he 
wanted to be careful we made the right move. Though he was very 
open-minded to new ideas, he’d resisted solid fiberglass for over a 
decade, letting other companies be the guinea pigs. Huckins had 
taken steps toward fiberglass by glassing over the mahogany hulls, a 
process now called cold-molded. But the company was now one of 
several wooden builders that had woken up to find themselves living 
in an era of one hundred percent fiberglass. 

Broward Yacht was in virtually the same situation. It had just struck 
a deal with Alcoa to go to aluminum, a route Kenneth felt deserved 
some consideration. He had worked with aluminum during the war, 
and the more he thought about it, the more he felt yacht construction 
in metal would offer more problems than solutions. It was harder to 
shape than wood or fiberglass, and a painted metal hull that looked 
like an airplane fuselage, without a lot of fairing, is not what the cus-
tom yacht owner is looking for. 
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Bill Harrah’s boat, Tahoe 
Star, which still takes 
high rollers on day 
cruises around Lake 
Tahoe, was the first 
Huckins styled by Gil 
Norush, the company’s 

current designer.

So when Tom Johanssen approached 
Bob Steward about Airex core, everybody 
concerned saw that fiberglass-Airex core 
construction would let us maintain every-
thing everybody thought was important 
to the company — performance, finish, 
durability — even though it would clearly 
have a different feeling than building a 
wooden boat.

The question was, who would step up to 
the plate. George knew each and every 
owner very well, and had introduced me 
to all of them. “This is Buddy,” he would 
kid. “Be nice to him and don’t throw him 
off your boat.”

It was a combination of all of us, but I 
think probably it was Bob who said “Har-
riet, this is the way to go,” and made 
Harriet Sayre into the owner of our first 
Airex boat. She wanted this Deep Stuff  to 
be her greatest, and was all for it. We 
signed the contract for a $1 deposit and the promise of her fifty-
eight-footer in trade.

the airex era Begins
In a sense, there was nothing unusual about Deep Stuff except for 

her Airex hull, cored throughout. We had big-boat construction down 
to a science: we’d built the then world’s largest sportfishing boat, the 
Sportfish 80 that is now Silverqueen (Hull # 396 [1969]), and two 76 
Sport Yachts, one for Sam Kahn and the other for Ralph Levitz (Hull 
# 400 [1970] and 409 [1973]). We had been building in cold-molded 
and epoxied wood since the 1960s. Even with the Airex hull we were 
continuing to build a fiberglass-wood (cold-molded) superstructure.

When Bob and Tom Johanssen showed me the layup schedule for 
Harriet’s seventy-six-footer, it reminded me of a BLT and I said so. 
The name “club sandwich” stuck, and eventually the term “Airex 
Club Sandwich” made its way into the annals of boatbuilding.

The Deep Stuff turned out well. It went a little bit faster than we 

would have expected from wood, and it brought confidence back to 
the yard.

Our next two boats reflected the kind of turning point Airex meant 
for us: Bill Harrah, the owner of the famous Nevada casino chain, 
wanted us to build him an all-out high-speed Airex hot rod, while 
Harold Potsdam asked us to build him his fourth wooden Huckins. 

For the first Airex boat we took a dollar, and for the second a pur-
chase order. Instead of a contract, we received a Harrah’s Club P.O. 
that said simply, “1 @ Custom.” Harrah wanted the fifty-four-foot 
Tahoe Star (Hull # 418 [1978]) to replace the Hacker he kept on Lake 
Tahoe, and he’d hired his own stylist, Gil Norush, who had worked on 
airplanes and casino interiors before, but never a boat. The Harrah 
boat was the beginning of our long relationship with Gil.

Bernard MacArthur, a Huckins worker and serious gambler who 
later went on to win one of Florida’s first Lotto jackpots, eagerly vol-
unteered to supervise trailering the hull and removable flybridge 
cross-country, and assembling her once she reached Lake Tahoe. She 
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The “Airex Club Sand-
wich,” which shows the 
layered method of coring 
Huckins employed to 
ensure hull watertight-
ness. The last Kenakay, 
one of  Huckins’ most 
innovative boats. Ken 
Weatherby plugged 
every great idea in his 
head into her, including 
a raincatcher for 

cruising the Bahamas.  

was finally launched in the spring of 1978 and, with her 650-horse-
power Detroit Diesel 8V92s, tested at respectable speeds somewhere 
under forty knots.

I talked Harold Potsdam out of wood and into Airex. In the pro-
cess his order shrank from a 58 to a 48 — but it grew in width and 
became Bob Steward’s second widebody design. To protect Har-
old’s grandchildren, we built high gunwales in the cockpit, turning 
the boat almost into a sportfish, with two staterooms and the galley 
up. 

A devout Christian Scientist, Harold succumbed to an illness that 
his religion kept him from combatting medically. He put his affairs 
in order, we bought the boat back from him, and for the first time 
in history had a brand-new boat for the 1979 Fort Lauderdale Boat 
Show — and sold it right out of the show. The next boat we built was 
Ken Weatherby’s fifty-four-foot Kenakay, also on a wide hull.

We launched Kenakay a few weeks before a train came off the rail-
road track that runs alongside our yard and demolished all our old 
frames. Shortly thereafter Bill Hall decided he wanted to build a 
replica of Kenakay.

In 1980, we launched Howard Dobbs’ new seventy-two foot motor 

yacht, a scaled-down version of Harriet’s seven-
ty-eight foot Deep Stuff. The original owner of a 
Corinthian 53 and an Offshore 65, Howard 
thought he should have the first aluminum Bro-
ward, an infatuation that lasted until his first trip 
out an inlet. He then built a new 72 Huckins and 
cruised that boat for a very long time.

The year 1980 was busy for us. We had Bill 
Hall’s 54, Howard Dobbs’ 72, and the largest 
Huckins ever built, Sam Kahn’s 86. George was 
still the plant superintendent at that time. We 
coped with the huge amount of work by pulling 
people from the service part of the yard. Inter-
estingly, 1979-1980 was the first period in the 
history of the company that we made a million 
dollars in the service side of the business. 

Kenlane, Sam Kahn’s eighty-six footer, was ex-
actly ten years later and ten feet longer than his 
first Huckins, which was the first boat Bob Stew-

ard ever sold (Henry Baldwin, knowing Kahn wouldn’t buy a boat 
over the telephone, put Bob on a plane and told him to come back 
with the contract). Kahn’s philosophy was, if he was going to build 
a boat, he would always build something bigger, though this didn’t 
hold for Kahn’s last Huckins, a seventy-foot sportfish that we 
joint-ventured with Calvin Houghland. 

The son of Russian furriers, Sam always had a love of boats. He 
owned the largest American-flag fleet of tankers including Manhat-
tan, the first jumbo tanker to make the Northwest Passage. Sam ran 
his own boats: as soon as he stepped on board, the captain became 
the mate. Kahn fished Friday to Tuesday whenever he could. 

In the next couple of years, we built Randy Ringhaver’s Bree, 
the Poco Mas, Calvin Houghland’s 74 Sportfish Bright Hour — and 
we surprised the world by announcing we were going back into 
the semi-custom boatbuilding business, in partnership with a 
man named Fred Kirk. We were almost back to our pre-war roots 
as we built three Kirkline 58s and a Kirkline 60. The difference 
was the sizes and the prices, $765,000 for the 58s and $1.3 mil-
lion for the 60.
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Inventor F.J. Kirk joint- 
ventured four amazing 
sportfishing boats with 
Huckins after an 
amusing exchange of 
insults and a night on 
the town with Buddy 
and Bob.

Fred KirK
To say my friend Fred Kirk is mechanically gifted doesn’t begin to 

tell the tale. He was a classic case of dyslexia before anybody ever 
heard of dyslexia, and before he was even out of grammar school he 
knew no school was the place for him. By age 15 he was a talented 
garage mechanic, but he could see that profession wasn’t going to 
take him where he wanted to go. He needed to get into the kind of 
machinery that made things. 

“I looked into machines that made labels, faucets, you name it,” 
Fred says. “I wound up with an injection molding machine. They were 
brand new, nobody had a clue what they did.” So while the other two 
injection molders in the United States were making Tupperware and 
toys, F.J. Kirk was making complex, high-tolerance parts and casings 
for Dictaphone and General Electric. Then, for Dennison, he in-
vented and manufactured the Swiftach, that irritating two inches of 
nylon “wire” attaching a pricetag to practically every garment sold 
today. Now retired, Kirk has a part interest in Nylacarb Corporation, 
his son-in-law’s injection molding company in Vero Beach, which 
makes high-tolerance composite parts for NASA. 

Fred didn’t take up boating until he was fifty-one. He 
bought his first boat in 1955, a thirty-foot skiff that 
earned him a Barney Oldfield reputation among his 
friends. “I kept wanting to go faster and faster,” he says. 
He was researching how to cram another engine into 
his thirty-footer when a page-one ad in MoTorBoaTing 
caught his eye. “It said a Huckins would do thirty 
knots, so I thought why would anybody buy anything 
but a Huckins? I called Huckins and said, ‘If your boats 
really go that fast, I’m interested.’ The answer was, ‘We 
only build custom but we happen to have a thirty-four 
here for a mere forty thousand dollars.’ ‘Well,’ said I, ‘I 
can see why not everybody has a Huckins!’” 

Fred bought a slew of other boats, including a seven-
ty-three-foot Chris-Craft Roamer that did twenty-six 
knots and set a record for the run from Fort Lauder-
dale and Mystic, Connecticut. The record still stands 
in The Guinness Book of Records.

In the summer of 1977 Fred was vacationing in Nantucket when he 
saw a sportfish blaze by. He found out it was designed by Jim Smith, 
a man who built one-offs out of a shed in Pompano Beach. “Smith 
proved you could built a boat both light and strong, which appealed 
to my aviation background. But a Smith boat’s construction would 
scare a lot of people. Plywood is a lousy material — it rots and sepa-
rates if it isn’t protected. To make sure that didn’t happen, we used 
eleven drums of epoxy, and twenty-ounce fiberglass in between and 
on the surface of the plywood. The boat Jim and I built is still as good 
as the day it was built.”

Enter Bob Steward and myself, at the 1981 Fort Lauderdale Boat 
Show. We were minding our business promoting the genteel art of 
custom yacht building when Fred stopped by. We didn’t know him at 
all. “I build a boat that would make yours look sick,” he said. We ex-
changed insults until the show closed, then headed for the nearest 
bar. The next day, Fred took us for a ride, hangover and all. All I could 
say was, “We have got to built this boat!”

And then, of course, we got into it with Fred about construction 
technique and materials. Fred was sold on strip planking with ply-
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Huckins in Jackson-

ville: upper left, the 

lumber yard before the 

launch of Hull Number 

One; upper right, the 

new yard or “Florida 

Marina” just after World 

War II. Lower left, the 

Florida Marina before 

the fire; right, the Flor-

ida Marina today, with 

its state-of-the-art paint 

shed complex. 
wood. He thought Airex was an expensive way to save weight, and he 
thought all the stuff we added just to make the boat safe, four or five 
thousand pounds’ worth of safety gear, electric switches and whatnot, 
was ridiculous. He would always complain that none of the Kirklines 
we built were as fast as his. “The man I sold that original plywood boat 
to is more of a speed freak than I am,” Fred will tell you. “He installed 

$250,000 worth of M.A.N. diesels and now it does thirty-six knots. 
Even I don’t think speed is worth that much!” Our Kirklines will do 
upwards of 28.5 knots — and they raise fish besides. 

 In restrospect, at the time Huckins started building with Airex, it 
may have been too advanced for the American boat-buying public. In 
a very short time, we passed up what was accepted by the entire boat 
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The Huckins “family” 
today. Young, dedicated, 
self-motivated, energetic 
and highly skilled, the 
team includes quite a 
few dropouts from the 
corporate ratrace.

building community, fiberglass, and shot ahead to something too far 
ahead, cross-linked PVC foam. The more we yelled about how great it 
was, the more questions people fired back at us. The market was 
one-hundred-percent solid-core fiberglass, and the only people who 
were truly interested in what we were doing were making high-speed 
offshore powerboats — not much of a market, for one thing, and cer-
tainly not a category we wanted to get into.

Airex  didn’t hold much excitement for the ordinary yachtsman to 
relate to, and the world was full of Doubting Thomases for at least ten 
years. All anybody could remember was the original disaster of balsa 
coring, which meant there wasn’t enough American product out there 
to prove our point, and not enough years on the product that did 
exist. It didn’t matter that Johanssen had imported the technology 
from Europe, where it had been used to build pilot boats since before 
World War II. Sometimes it seemed as if the United States could only 
grasp using Airex in the manufacture of life jackets.

There were people — important boatbuilders — who understood 
core construction, though. Ray Hunt understood it. Roy Merritt be-
lieved in it. But none of them believed in cored bottoms. The trouble 
is, even cored sides with a solid bottom make a hull heavier than wood.

If it weren’t for Tom Johanssen, the boating business would still be 
that far behind. Every boat Huckins built after Harriet’s last Deep Stuff 
is cored, and they are all still in service today.

MY liFe as President
One of the the main jobs of any company president, and certainly 

of Huckins’ president, is to sell. As service manager, I had taken ser-
vice sales to over $1 million for the first time in the company’s his-
tory. And I had been the first person to sell a new boat for over $1 
million. In reality, no single individual can take credit for the sale of 
Howard Dobbs’ Howlen, but somebody had to negotiate what the 
extras were going to be, and I will take the credit for that.

But a company president also has to handle the big problems. I 
would say the biggest problem I ever handled was the fire in our 
paint facility in 1987. We had a paint shop and a spray booth and 
enclosed slip much as we do today, but in a different configuration.

The fire was determined to be arson, and the arsonist used our 

own lacquer thinner to set it. 
This person turned off the 
street light, saturated the car-
pets of a Bertram charter 
sportfishing boat with lacquer 
thinner, and lit a match. The 
fire took out the sportfish, the 
whole Huckins paint facility 
and one side of a Sparkman & 
Stephens sailboat. The law-
suits took three and a half 
years to resolve. We were in-
sured two cents on the dollar. 
Tearing down the paint shed 
and rebuilding it cost about 
$300,000.

That one event was com-
pletely traumatic to a nucleus 
of our employees, for whom 
the paint shed had been day-
time home. There was noth-
ing left. The psychological effect was disastrous, both for the younger 
workers who had been with us five or six years and the older workers 
who had been there fifteen to thirty-five years.

We rebuilt the facility using ourselves as the general contractor, 
working with an architect and putting the bits and pieces of Humpty 
Dumpty back together again. The insurance company negotiated 
settlements with all the people suing us for damages from the fire, 
which went into a huge admiralty law case to determine what the 
yard’s responsibility is in care and custody. Nobody was ever brought 
to trial for the arson. “You can’t prove anything,” we were told.

Today, Cindy, Paul and I are among the oldest people working 
at Huckins. It’s a very interesting company with a young, dedicated 
crew of highly self-motivated, skilled workers. We don’t have any 
way of turning this into the Mystic Seaport Boatbuilding School, 
and people who come here to work are expected to perform at a 
very high level after six months or a year. Our expectations of them 
are higher than their own expectations of themselves, and we are 
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Cindy and Buddy, 
taking the company in 
the direction of the 21st 
century. 

Right, Kenneth still 
comes to work every 
day for an hour or two. 
He has been the Rock 
of Gibraltar in the 
company’s existence. 

constantly asking them, “Are you as good as 
you think you are?”

Paul and I never tire of talking about boats, 
seeing how things work, figuring out what 
makes things better. You have to be moti-
vated, and to constantly refresh your own 
motivation. Boat building is a different seg-
ment of the manufacturing industry, with no 
real parallel. We don’t believe the only way to 
make money at boatbuilding is to manipulate 
a computer into designing a boat for an-
droid-shaped ballast and seeing if it sells at a 
boat show.

Our success has come from understanding 
what you have to do. You have to have new 
construction, and if you are creating new one-

off features, you try to be as cost-effective as you can. And you have 
to offer service for your old boats, as well as boats by other builders.

At Huckins we know the owner who’s just signed a contract is go-
ing to come back with a friend whose whole goal in life is to try 
changing the owner’s mind about the design. Lots of other builders 
won’t put up with that. They want the buyer to accept what they pro-
duce, come hell or high water. It’s a joke, but true, that you could 
build most boats of the size and calibre of a Huckins with fifteen 
people in six months for $1 million, but human nature for making 
changes makes a yacht cost $3 million and take two years.

In this company, our people keep a smile on their face while 
they are hanging upside down in the engine compartment of a 
production boat trying to find the dipstick on the outboard side of 
the engine. They don’t mind doing that anymore. I train them to 
be prepared.

Kenneth archiBald
My father-in-law is sort of phenomenal. He has always called me 

Dale, and has let me make my own way through the years. We have 
never had a strong private or working relationship. Cindy is the 
sounding board between us.

Kenneth’s approach to Huckins has always been to work hard and 

be a part of it, to bring in the talent so the company would succeed 
and run the finances and planning unobtrusively, by means of a pas-
sive, directive involvement. 

Kenneth genuinely loved George Pillsbury and Bob Steward, but 
never expressed these feelings. George knew how he felt, but I think 
Bob always wondered whether he really cared. 

Also, Kenneth was a believer in getting the job done during work-
ing hours, so that you could spend time with your family. He worked 
from 7:30 a.m. to 4:00 p.m. sharp, and was at home at 4:15 
promptly. He felt no anguish about not hanging around all hours, 
because he felt he had a group of people working for him who cared 
as much as he did.

I’m sure Kenneth thinks we think he isn’t quite dialed to modern 
methods. We have had our differences about the way a finish should 
be done — and no, he isn’t one for always doing it the way it has al-
ways been done. 

But he is a stickler for documentation, written orders, whereas we 
have gone to more modern management techniques, such as Mon-
day morning meetings where we all discuss what’s on our plate for 
the week and hash things out. Frank Huckins ran the company, and 
that was it — Kenneth followed in his footsteps to a great extent. 

Now we have meetings, which he isn’t very comfortable with. 
“Write it down and you will get 
responsibility,” he has said to 
me. “You’d be surprised at the 
number of people who will say, 
‘That’s not what I understood 
you to mean.’”

Kenneth has been absolutely 
consistent over the years. If he 
wants to talk, he does. If he 
doesn’t, he doesn’t. His gait, the 
way he covers the yard, the way 
he asks questions — he hasn’t 
changed in all the years I have 
known him. He has been the 
Rock of Gibraltar in all of our 
existences.
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george PillsBurY

George came from a small 
Florida town that made cut 
pulpwood, a business both his 
parents worked in. He started 
at Huckins in the 1930s, be-
fore World War II, and retired 
in 1982. We shared an office 
downstairs for about ten years 
and I considered him my sec-
ond father.

George never told a lie. He was short in stature and full of dy-
namic energy, charismatic and full of raring-to-go showmanship. 
One time, he went to the Dominican Republic to look at a Huckins 
an owner wanted to put on the market. 

The day after he got to Santo Domingo, a really bloody revolution 
started. The owner said, “George, I recommend you get below the 
window line.” 

Not George. He wanted to take it all in. When he finally got to the 
boat, he took his time looking into all the nooks and crannies before 
he would recommend anyone buy it. 

George always wore a hat, and if he took his hat off you knew you 
were fired. Or he would lift his hat to scratch his head and out would 
come the perfect solution to a problem.

George enjoyed life. He always had a smile on his face, and not 
age but sheer physical deterioration, climbing up ladders, walking on 
concrete and scaffolds, made his knees go and caused him to retire 
— but not until 1982, after we’d finished the Poco Mas [Hull # 427].

In fact, George got us through the recession of the early 1980s, 
when we desperately needed a boat to build. I had been talking to 
John R. Schuehle and Bill Gardner, and Bob Steward had drawn the 
Poco Mas, or at least parts of it. I mentioned it to George and he said, 
“I’ll call the Texans. I’ll sell them the boat.” The next thing I knew, 
he was on the phone with Bill Gardner. By the time he hung up, he 
had a commitment. George had a “Let’s go do it” attitude: he wasn’t 
going to let Bill say no, and I’m pleased to say Bill and John R. never 
regretted their decision.

BoB steward
Bob Steward always had about him an excitement that nothing 

could quell. Nothing was mundane or ordinary for him. Talking about 
the boating industry could never be boring, nothing ever lost its luster. 
He was a fabulous writer and had tremendous concentration and en-
ergy. If a project needed to be done and required a hundred hours of 
work, he would get it done in two days, no grumbling. His thought 
process was awesome. His mind was always in gear.

Bob’s goal was to expand the technical side of what Huckins was do-
ing. He has never gotten enough credit for this, to my mind, and every 
product of his ingenuity worked. I can’t think of a single boat I ever did 
with Bob that had a problem with any part of it. They were all one-offs 
and every detail worked perfectly. Where Ray Teller would take an exist-
ing Frank Huckins design and lop off the stern to achieve the length 
requested, everything we did with Bob, he redesigned from the ground 
up. To have that success rate with one-offs is phenomenal and speaks to 
his incredible ability as a yacht designer.

The outside world, however, had no perception of how radical 
Huckins was being, no idea that we were on the cutting edge. We 
would lay up a cored cambered roof with a 120-degree radius, thirty 
feet long and sixteen feet wide, and writers wouldn’t say, “Wow! No-
body’s ever laid up a section with that shape!” Bob Steward had confi-
dence, and inspired it in the people around him at Huckins.

What Bob brought to the table was a whole new set of values. He 
dealt with each construction with usually a hundred percent degree of 
success. No boat of his was ever an embarrassment to us.

Ed Cameron
When Bob Steward and George Pillsbury retired in 1981-82, we recruited 

Ed Cameron, who’d been a skipper in the Navy in World War II and after-
wards was hired by Frank Huckins to run boats. Ed had a lot of fine qualities 
and I talked him into coming aboard. He sold for United Yacht Brokers 
[later United Derecktor Gunnell] and represented Stevens Yachts at the 
same time. In 1985, after three years as president of Huckins, Ed retired to 
Daytona Beach where he has run the brokerage department at Daytona Boat 
Works for the past dozen years. He has sent us many owners and is looked 
upon by the Huckins family as one of our strongest advocates.

 

Ed Cameron, Huckins 
president from 1982 to 
1985, is still one of 
Huckin’s greatest 
advocates.

The revered Bob 
Steward. Left, George 
Pillsbury, Kenneth’s best 
friend and Buddy’s 
mentor.
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The YachT Building World’s 
BesT-KepT secreT

Paul Rogers
President, Yacht Corporation

I was born in Saugus, Massachusetts, and grew up right across the 
street from the Britt Brothers Boatyard in Lynn, where Frank 
Pembroke Huckins cut the Kex II in half and expanded it to the 

Kex III. I saw my first Huckins in 1958 at Point of Pines Yacht Club in 
Revere, Massachusetts. I don’t remember the boat’s name but it was 
docked there during the summer for years. 

When I was in the Navy and stationed at Mayport, I kept telling 
myself I would run by “that boatyard” when I got out. I came in look-
ing for a job as a machinist but when George Pillsbury asked me, 
“You a painter?” I said, “Damn right.” 

I started in Huckins’ paint department just before Buddy Purcell 
did, and became that department’s foreman (and Buddy’s boss) in 
1974. Promoted to service manager in 1980, I left Huckins for a 
year and a half in 1984 to run Classic Era Watercraft in Orlando, a 
small boatbuilder that made replicas of Hackers and other classic 
runabouts.

By 1986, I was back at Huckins. I came back for two reasons: I did 

not enjoy working for a company with a whole floor of boats that 
looked exactly alike, and I thought I could make a difference at 
Huckins. A year and a half away from the place had given me per-
spective: Huckins was (and is) one of this country’s revered names in 
motor yachts, and it was (and is) still making real classics.

I came back when we were building the Princess Pat, a seven-
ty-eight-foot yachtfish with Arneson drives, and the sixty-foot 
Kirkline. We also had a slew of boats in for service. The yard could 
not have been busier. The last thing I expected was what my first big 
project turned out to be.

On the evening of February 27, 1986, we were each one of us here, 
there and everywhere, out doing errands — Buddy and Cindy were 
at one of Benham’s basketball games, I was at home  — when, one by 
one, around 6:30 or 7:00 we heard the yard was on fire. We and all 
the workers came from all points of the compass to help the firemen 
as they tried every trick in the book to stop it.

A boat was on fire in the covered wet slip where we painted in-wa-
ter, and it spread to our out-water paint shed. It was well after mid-
night before the firemen got it under control, and the next day they 
determined it to be arson. The Bertram in the wet slip burned to the 
waterline, the sportfish in the paint shop completely melted (the 
owner never forgave me because I lost his loran book), and a sailboat 

was badly singed.
At 1 a.m. we were already meeting to figure out what 

we were going to do. In this business, you can’t take a 
month off to fix things, you have to keep on painting 
and building. We had to think on our feet how we were 
going to do this, but there wasn’t a doubt in anyone’s 
mind: we had to. In the wake of that fire, we took one 
day off, that Friday, so everybody could go through the 
ashes and figure out what had happened.

By  9 a.m. the next morning, the phone was ringing 
off the hook, all boatyards farther south looking to pick 
up business. But if you turn boat service work away, you 
never get it back. We said no thanks, and went ahead 
with our plan, which was to set up a temporary paint 
booth in the main plant, alongside the new construc-
tion. It was cramped, but we kept every bit of our service 

Paul Rogers, current 
president of the 
company, started at 
Huckins in 1971 and is 
now in charge of new 
boat production.

Princess Pat, the world's 
first large motor yacht to 

use Arneson drives.
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business, and then some: a lot of friends showed up in the months 
that followed. It took us until July of that year to get the mess 
cleaned up and the new building up.

Instead of building boats, I was put in charge of building the new 
paint shed. We hadn’t remotely planned for a new paint shed. 
Buddy and I became quick studies of what it would take to create a 
state-of-the-art paint shed that would let us work on virtually any 
size of yacht and put us ahead of potential future environmental 
regulations.

We paid for this shed out of the yard’s cash flow because the 
building had been built in the early 1960s and was insured at a very 
low rate. Then, as standard these days, all the insurance companies 
representing the various parties sued each other and battled it out.

We did the only thing we could do: the contractor and I orga-
nized the Huckins crew and built the shed bigger and taller with 
modern air circulation and lighting. We tore right into it, and cre-
ated what turned out to be one of the first really big paint sheds in 
Florida. What we found was that you could build a top-quality paint 
shed without having it cost a million dollars. Friends from all over 
the country were feeding us information that let us go around the 
middle people. And we had to rebuild from the ground up — the 
fire didn’t leave so much as a paintbrush. 

Boat builders from all over the state traveled up to Jacksonville to 
see it. The Monterey people were the first to arrive. Monterey even-
tually built a new shed that reflected what they learned from us.

We also bought a new Travelift, which would allow us to expand 
our business base to smaller boats, which we hadn’t really been able 
to handle before. The wider market of these smaller boats included 
mundane but profitable tasks such as bottom work.

None of this would have been possible but for the dozens of 
friends who showed up to have their boats painted. We didn’t make 
much money on those jobs, but didn’t turn anything away. Our goal 
was to make our troubles as insignificant as possible to the owners. 
Our chief challenge was to finish the Princess Pat and the Kirkline 60 
while the yard was in disarray, keeping the servicework going at the 
same time as we were building the new shed.

The first boat whose construction I had total charge of was Clam 
Digger, a seventy-foot sportfish designed by Jon Hall for a Chin-

coteague, Virginia, owner who had a fleet of offshore clamming 
boats and processing plants. This was one of the first big, fast sport-
fishing boats on the East Coast. It drew a little over five feet of water 
and had six-foot-eight headroom throughout, and six feet in the 
engine room.

This owner was very demanding, and I became the only person 

Bright Hour  alongside 
the seventy-foot sport-
fish its owner, Calvin 
Houghland, joint-
ventured with us. We re-
ferred to it as Shining 
Moment, though 
ironically it went on the 
market just as the Lux-
ury Tax went into effect.
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who could talk to him — by the way, he still owns the boat. It’s a great 
rough-water boat and he fishes it all the time.

This was how I discovered the job of a yacht builder hinges on an 
ability to listen carefully to what an owner is asking. This was the 
single most important thing we needed to be doing, if we wanted to 
succeed in the custom yacht business.

Our next project was Shining Moment, our second seventy-foot 
sportfish which we joint-ventured with Calvin Houghland. I was in 
on that from day one. I went for soft, round qualities, including a 
tumblehome stern.

Halfway through Shining Moment, a spec boat that at that time (as 
now) fit right into the market, which was gobbling up seventy-plus 
foot sportfishing machines along with hundred-plus foot motor 
yachts, along came the infamous Luxury Tax, a ten-percent excise 
tax on boats over $100,000. The Congress thought it would catch all 
the fat cats, and they didn’t realize there would be a trickle-down ef-

fect and the whole boating industry would plunge into its worst re-
cession in history.

So there we were, with a $2.3-million-dollar  spec boat under con-
struction that was to be completely tricked out with the best of every-
thing that money could buy, including our first DDEC engines. As 
the entire boating industry went to hell, we kept on building. The 
résumés poured in from all over the country, especially the North-
east, as everybody who had been laid off hoped we could give them 
work. I think Rhode Island suffered the worst, but the boating indus-
try everywhere in the United States lost hundreds of talented people 
to building frame houses and the like. It was truly tragic: nowhere 
else can you use your creative talents to such a degree as in boat 
building, and the industry was withering before our eyes. 

Bill Parfet eventually bought the seventy-footer, but it took us until 
the mid-1990s to really begin to get back on our feet after the Luxury 
Tax fiasco. Finishing the Cortina, the Rae Jean, and the 44s is just the 
beginning of a new, productive period for us. Our new models have 
such soft, modern lines, I think we really have a long future ahead of 
us with these new designs — and also with the nostalgia buffs Cindy 
has attracted with her 44s. 

I see us building one or two sixty-five to seventy-two-footers, mo-
tor yachts or sportfishing boats, on a constant basis, plus a few small 
boats. We have been asked to build ninety-five to a hundred footers, 
and we don’t  want to do that. We are in the right ballpark, mid-sized 
and better custom yachts that display exceptional craftsmanship.

The best-kept secret in the boating business is Huckins Yacht Cor-
poration. We have some of the finest craftsmen in the world working 
here, young and old.

Some of our workforce is businessmen who are dropping out of 
the corporate scene — they’re bored with their suits and ties and 
sitting in an office staring at a computer all day long. We’ve hired 
people from Wisconsin, Rhode Island, and California who are tired 
of office jobs and get a charge out of building boats.

We are also getting some marvelous young people, but we are 
finding that many won’t stay on the job long enough to learn it. The 
schools are telling them they are all aces and will earn huge salaries 
the day they graduate. They’ll work here at Huckins until they hear 
about union wages being paid for construction on a new building or 

Cortina, launched in 
1996, represents
another of Huckins’ 
new looks and incorpo-
rates dozens of the 
owner’s own ideas.
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bridge. It doesn’t occur to them that all they are going to learn is how 
to pour concrete. You can have a satisfying career building boats, but 
it takes time and persistence. We have some truly extraordinary 
craftsmen here who get tremendous pleasure out of their work, and 
whether they are building new construction or servicing and main-
taining existing boats, they are creating something unique and valu-
able. After all, a well-kept, thirty-five-year-old Huckins in the 
fifty-three to fifty-eight-foot range can still sell for $150,000 to 
$300,000 and up — and we expect our new boats to hold their value 
as well or better.

Huckins is doing well now, and both Cortina and Rae Jean will be 
seen and admired wherever they go. Cortina has already had a lot of 
good press. 

Both boats were built listening carefully to their owners, because I 
believe, whether you are doing service or new construction, it has to 
be fun for the owner and not confrontational. Our owners are con-
servative, knowledgeable people who want more than a production 
boat, who throw out ideas and want to see them put on paper. Corti-
na’s owner came in with hundreds of tearsheets from boating maga-
zines, each with a different idea on them for things he wanted on his 
boat. I tried to incorporate them all.

As a builder, it’s my job to make the experience of building a boat 
fun and entertaining for the owner. Most important is to provide 
owners with information about their boat as it progresses. Our own-
ers are a knowledgeable group of people, few of whom are first-time 
boat owners. It doesn’t take much to make an owner unhappy, and 
you can’t spend enough to shut up an unhappy owner. You have to 
listen to what they want. They are paying two million dollars to have 
you listen, keep a cool head, and put things where they belong. 

But we also need to pick our projects carefully: know when to walk 
away, and when a project goes forward, make sure both parties are 
willing to listen.

Every time I go to a boat show I hear somebody say, “Oh look, 
somebody’s bought the Huckins name and started it up again!” Our 
company has not been in the production boat business since World 
War II, but that is what most people think of when they think of 
Huckins. Our main chore these days is to get the message out that 
Huckins is here, and here to stay, as a custom yacht builder.

FairForm FlYers
pasT The Year 2000

Cindy Purcell 

Today, Huckins Yacht Corporation finds itself 
in the enviable position of having the draw-
ings to be able to recreate its own past, and 

being able to design its own future on that same basis. 
Our goal, as Paul Rogers says, clearly has to be to tell 
people we are here and what we do — it’s a good 
thing we are here to do it.

I have given a lot of thought to the circumstances 
that led to Huckins becoming “a secret,” let alone 
boatbuilding’s best-kept secret. I think it all went back 
to Bob Steward and the Airex revolution, which began 
in 1976. We were building boats in this space-age ma-
terial — but the boats’ style wasn’t changing with the times. The 
boats still looked like what we had been building from the time I was 
born through the 1960s. As other builders’ boats took advantage of 
fiberglass and made sleeker, rounder boats, people got used to that 
look, and we began to lose the kind of customer who buys a new car 
because of its contemporary styling.

Then, as we became aware we were losing the styling share of the 
market, we took quantum leaps forward. Kenakay, Pluto, Bree, the 
seventy-footers, Princess Pat, the motoryachts — great boats, but the 
trouble was, not one was recognizable as a Huckins yacht.

When Buddy, Paul and I came to work at Huckins, it was run by 
people who knew exactly how a boat should look — my father, 
George Pillsbury, Bob Steward. Then they began to retire, though 
there were many great people still working at Huckins, and my fa-
ther, George and Bob offered advice whenever we asked for it. 

But we wanted to get our own handle on the market. After a while 
it became clear that there were many markets, and we needed to 
pick not one but two: old and new. That’s why I am taking full ad-
vantage of the old styling in building our new 44s, the Offshore 40 
“replicas” of which we have already done three — and in the mean-
time we keep on building the modern custom yachts we have built 
for the past nearly thirty years.

Cindy, looking forward 
to what the Year 2000 
and beyond have in 
store for America’s 
oldest family-owned 

yachtbuilding company.
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The Huckins yard 
today, with owners’ 
boats under the shed; 
the machine shop; new 
construction underway; 
and a view of the yard 
approaching from the 
St. John’s River.

The result, for the last few boat shows, has been: “Gee, I’m glad 
Huckins is back in business.” Here is the kind of dialog I was having 
before that: we’d take a brand-new 70 Sportfish to the Fort Lauder-
dale International Boat Show, and people would think it was a 
brokerage boat. “What kind of boat is that?” people would ask me 

as I stood out on deck smiling to attract customers. “A Huckins,” I’d 
say. “No, it’s not,” they’d say. The two unwritten rules of boat sales 
are, don’t argue with knowledgeable boat owners, and don’t argue 
with potential customers. So I’d just keep on smiling and buff the 
rail or go below and read a book.
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Today, we are fortunate that styling is doing this retro thing and 
going back to the 1950s and 1960s in clothes, boats, cars, just about 
everything. We don’t have to copy anything, we can just get out our 
old drawings and provide modern interiors.

I had started to do this in 1989, and the Luxury Tax hit, along 
with the savings-and-loan collapse. We were going to do a Sports-
man 40 for a long-time, avid Huckins owner, and he had to back 
away from it because of the economy. If we had built that boat then, 
we would have beat Hinckley to several customers who were looking 
for a classy, old-style power yacht.

It is very important to us not to abandon our roots, and take care 
of the existing fleet of Fairform Flyers. Even the oldest boats in the 
mid-fifties size range will sell for $200,000 to $400,000 when they 
are well cared for, and yacht service is something we do better than 
any other boat yard on the East Coast — even when the boat is not a 
Huckins. We do two and a half to three million dollars worth of ser-
vice a year. Most of our owners say we are the only place to bring a 
Huckins for service, and a lot of people will tell you there is nothing 
prettier on the water than a Huckins that’s been kept up by the 
Huckins yard.

And Paul is building fantastic new boats for us. Paul’s philosophy 
is, “Keep it simple, surround yourself with great people, and great 
ideas will come.” He has built some very soft lines that are really 
strong, really there. Cortina and Rae Jean are only the beginning of 
what promises to be a long line of original Huckins yachts, not 
bleach bottles, mixing the realities of today’s boat owners’ needs 
with solid traditional features. They are comfortable to ride in, 
thanks to our Quadraconic hull design, and have a lot of personality. 
And both owners could not be more ideal spokespeople for Huckins: 
they are unique people, very knowledgeable, very easy to work with. 
Rae Jean will be seen in all the right places as she goes fishing from 
island to island. We expect people to find their way to us after they 
see her.

The last twenty-five years have really tested this company. They 
were certainly its most difficult years — we went through three or 
four severe recessions, and the Luxury Tax was the worst blow of all, 
not just for us but for the whole boating industry. We have come 
through all of this as a fine, small custom yacht builder as well as the 

The two faces of 
Huckins at the end of 
the 20th century: 
Rae Jean, the yard’s lat-
est sportfish, and the 
“new” Sportsman 44. 

superb caretaker of a fleet that is passing into the hands of young, 
new owners who are as passionate about their Huckins yachts as the 
Goodriches and Rockefellers of years gone by. 

My challenge for the twenty-first century is simply, “Are you ready 
for the next generation of Fairform Flyers?”





Yacht Portraits
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avocette iii
Offshore 48

Launched September 26, 1931

82

Owner
Jerry Bass

Home Port
Florham, New Jersey

years. Voges’ cruising guests included 
stars of Broadway and Hollywood includ-
ing Ginger Rogers, Gypsy Rose Lee, and 
a string of Ziegfield Follies girls. Voges 
kept Avocette in pristine condition, and 
ladies who arrived in heels were pointed 
to a row of white sneakers of varying sizes. 
Avocette lived at Manhasset Bay’s Port 
Washington Yacht Club, where Voges was 
Commodore for the 1943-1944 seasons.

As Avocette and Voges grew old together, 
he had her appraised. In 1978 the forty-

seven-year-old yacht was valued at 
$75,000 — but when Voges put her on the 

market a couple of years later, the buyer paid a rumored $20,000. 
Avocette fell on hard times. In storage at City Island, New York, an 

electrical fire damaged her forward cabin, and she deteriorated 
thereafter until Bob Tiedeman determined to save her. Tiedeman 
kept her under cover in Newport until he heard Jerry Bass of Flor-
ham, New Jersey, was looking for a new restoration project.

When Jerry began the slow, tedious job of dismantling Avocette for 
restoration, she was in pathetic condition, with rotted decks, de-
cayed superstructure, hogged hull, ribs weakened from a fall — and 
fire damage. He numbered and labeled each item as he removed it, 
using the old wood as patterns for new sections. 

Avocette is a glorious sight, her mahogany hull planking sparkling 
with varnish. She is ninety-eight percent original, and still has her 
victrola, hardware, handpainted lampshades and china, and built-in 
secretary with leaded glass. “She is so complete with parts, even 
spares, that I don’t have to spend a lot of time looking for things I 
might not be able to find,” Jerry notes. — Ginger Marshall Martus

The oldest known Huckins still afloat is Avocette III, whose 
original owner, Fred Voges, considered her his prize pos-
session for fifty years. Voges first set eyes on the Offshore 
48 at the 1931 New York Boat Show at Grand Central Pal-

ace when he was thirty years old and just beginning to taste the fruits 
of success. Her list price was $27,000 but Voges negotiated Frank 
Huckins down to $17,000 — it was the height of the Great Depres-
sion. Voges insisted on several tests of performance before he would 
sign the contract. Avocette probably came supplied with more “stan-
dard” equipment than any other yacht of her day.

Avocette was a celebrated sight on Long Island Sound for many 

Jerry Bass



HULL  # 177

For most of his 
adult life, Dr. 
Norman Cove, a 
Nassau dentist, 

has owned a Fairform 
Flyer and for the most 
recent ten of those 
years, he has owned two 
Fairform Flyers. Holger 
Danske and Winnie G are 
almost sisterships, an 
Offshore 52 and an Off-
shore 48 respectively, 
with identical layouts 
having forward V-berths; galley down, with head 
and shower stall opposite; main cabin with fuel and 
water below; engine room aft with V-drives; and aft 
cabin with individual side berths and connecting 
head and shower. The only difference between the 
two boats is that the center control cockpit is some 
four feet shorter on the Winnie G. Flybridges have 
been fitted on both boats (in the Bahamas it’s im-
portant to have altitude to read the water) and both 
are powered by GM 671 diesels.  

Winnie G, the yacht Norman makes the most use of, was originally 
built in 1946 for Frank Pembroke Huckins’ personal use. She is also 
one of the few Fairform Flyers that boasts a full-length keel. “I am 
not sure if it was original or if it was fitted by Winthrop Gardiner, the 
seventh owner, but it must have been a godsend when he was navi-
gating the Inland Waterway,” Norman notes.

Norman’s favorite cruising grounds are southeast of Nassau, in 
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the turquoise waters of the Exuma Cays. He’s also made many 
crossings to Florida. “All in all she has performed as a boat should, 
she is fast and economical and is a pleasure to handle in any seas.”  

For Norman, the Huckins experience consists in being able to go 
anywhere in comfort and classic style. Winnie G attracts attention 
wherever she goes, not least because Norman can show her off as a 
boat designed by Frank Huckins for himself.

Winnie G
Offshore 48

Launched July 23, 1947

Owner
Norman Cove

Home Port
Nassau, Bahamas

The Coves
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huckster
Ortega 33

Launched May 10, 1948
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Owner
Louis O. Hilton

Home Port
Palm Beach, Florida

sheathe over it with ply-
wood, fiberglass cloth 
and resin. The keel and 
frames remain original 
but the flybridge, which 
had been added by an-
other yard some years 
later, was removed. The 
bridge roof, in sad 
shape, was cut off and 
rebuilt to the original 
drawings. Huckster’s inte-
rior was cleaned and 
painted but otherwise 
stayed as original, with 

the exception of a new, Coast Guard-approved toilet sys-
tem and a new stove. Mechanically, the original Huckins 
steering, clutches and throttles also were kept. The instru-
ments were replaced and she was repowered with revolu-
tionary new Mazda rotary gasoline engines developing 
170 horsepower and weighing only 320 pounds each, 
which give her a top speed of 28 knots.

Lou and Buddy Purcell took Huckster on her shakedown 
cruise up the Saint Johns River to Palatka and back, along 

with thirty or so other antique boats from the Sunniland chapter of 
the Antique and Classic Boat Society. The fleet cruised under the ex-
acting gaze of connoisseurs of America’s finest antique boats; they 
could hardly keep their eyes off Huckster, and had a wonderful time 
inspecting her from stem to stern.

 Lou trucked Huckster to Moosehead Lake, Maine, for the summer 
and plans to bring her back to Florida for the winter.

Lou and B Hilton, owners of the 56 Linwood Fairway, recently 
acquired and refit Huckster, one of only two Ortega 33s. After 
purchasing Huckster, Lou had her trucked to the Huckins yard 
for a complete restoration. The intent was to re-establish the 

boat as she originally was during the lifetime of Frank Huckins.  
Her planking was badly weathered, but though it had lost resilience, 

it was not rotten, so the decision was made not to remove it, but to 

Huckster on Moosehead Lake
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Peter Ide grew up in 
Rhode Island on his 
parents’ Fairform 
Flyers. Winter vaca-

tions in Florida turned into 
a yen to spend twelve months 
a year in the Sunshine State, 
and in 1969 the whole fam-
ily moved to Fort Lauder-
dale along with their 45' 
Grand Manan, Hi-Lo IV.

At age fourteen, Peter 
went with his family on a 
flotilla cruise through the 
Bahamas on their 57 Out Islander, Meridian. Collette 
and her family were also on the cruise, aboard their 44 
Viking. That summer two young people with an enthu-
siasm for boating met and . . .

. . . in 1984 married, and have shared their love affair 
with boating ever since. Each of their several boats received plenty 
of tender loving care.

Then came Hurricane Andrew. When Peter began looking for an-
other boat, his father mentioned a Huckins that was available. Their 
first reaction was,“Yes, we would love a Huckins, but what about all 
the time, money and attention a wood boat entails? I don’t know.” 
Collette almost refused to look at the boat. “But I hadn’t even 
stepped aboard and I told Peter, ‘She’s ours.’” 

Ed Riggs, the previous owner, had taken care of her for seventeen 
years, investing a great deal of time and love in her, and building up 
the topsides to his preference.

The Ides bought her in December 1992. Ever since, they have 
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cruised on her in the summer and worked on her in the winter.
“Everywhere we go, we get a thumbs up,” says Peter, “but one Ba-

hamian immigration officer wanted to know if we were there to 
start a war [a reference to Fairmaiden’s PT-Boat-like appearance].”

Peter had a vision for Fairmaiden and, in consultation with Ken 
Weatherby, gave her a sleek new look (not pictured). By August 1997, 
Peter and Collette’s remodeling of the boat’s exterior and interior 
was well on its way to completion.

The Fairmaiden loves all the attention she is getting, and cele-
brates her fiftieth birthday in 1998 with everything new — genera-
tor, aft head, amidships dinette, built-in sectional sofa in the salon, 
and a fresh coat of paint throughout.

Fairmaiden
Offshore 48

Launched March 10, 1949

Owners:
Peter & Collette Ide

Home Port:
Fort Lauderdale,
Florida

The Ides
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triton
Seafarer 48

Launched December 29, 1949
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Owner
William B. Kendall

Home Port
Grosse Pointe, Michigan

have recopied and loose-
bound the Wooden Boat 
articles, passing them out 
to friends and acquain-
tances who show interest 
in Huckins (particularly 
the Plywood Derby arti-
cle). My note on the cover 
reads ‘Please return, pass 
along to a friend, or buy 
a Huckins.’ Most of my 
books have not been re-
turned!”

Bill’s story of the first 
time he and his wife 

cruised to dinner is well worth repeating. “In the Great 
Lakes region, many informed people have heard of Huck-
ins but not seen one. I believe Triton is one of two Huckins 
on the Great Lakes. I rushed our party through dinner to 
allow us to make it home before dark. As we made our way 

on the dock, a few people were at our boat admiring it,  then a few 
friends came by, and soon dusk was well on its way. We had a for-
ty-five-minute cruise ahead of us, and I hadn’t even checked to see 
whether the running lights worked. Now more people were showing 
up, admiring, asking questions; I think half the restaurant had come 
out, wondering what the attraction was. As darkness fell, I resigned 
myself to cruising up the Detroit River and into Lake St. Clair for the 
first time in the dark. We finally made a slow, clean getaway, feeling 
immense pride. P.S., the lights worked fine.” 

Triton resembles a Linwood owing to her deckhouse, planned for 
and added about eighteen months after her launch.

Triton, Bill Kendall’s Seafarer 48, was launched on Patty (Mrs. 
William) Kendall’s birthday: that is a starting point for the 
affection this boat provokes in the Kendalls. Triton is also the 
Fairform Flyer Jay Taylor so much regretted his father, to-

mato baron R.J. “Jack” Taylor, selling (see Hull Number 387, Floridian).
A practicing architect, Bill was bowled over by a single Huckins 

brokerage ad in the October 1990 issue of Motorboating & Sailing. 
“Tired of looking at the same old Clorox bottles, I was captivated by 
the Huckins and talked to broker Doug Finlay for the longest time. 
Willing to pay all copy charges, postage etc., I wanted all the articles. 
I fell in love with the company and its passionate, romantic history. I 

The Kendalls
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Music Man is a 
monument to 
one individual’s 
avocations: Dick 

Loderhose is not only a seri-
ous yachtsman and one of 
Huckins’ greatest enthusi-
asts, but also the extraordi-
nary kind of person who 
would turn his Huckins into 
a floating music conserva-
tory. Music Man is, to the 
best of any Huckins aficiona-
do’s knowledge, the only 
Fairform Flyer with a Hammond organ installed aboard.

Built in the year of Frank Pembroke Huckins’ death, 
Music Man was almost forty years old when Dick bought 
her. He had admired her for over twenty-five years and 
had made several offers to buy her when finally one day 
her owner called and made Dick’s dream come true. Deciding 
to have Huckins do a complete refit, Dick had a captain bring Music 
Man down to Jacksonville from New York. When the boat arrived at 
the yard, the captain complained to Paul Rogers that she was the 
worst-handling boat he had ever operated. On hauling the boat, 
they saw what the problem was: electrolysis had completely cor-
roded one rudder away, and only half of the other remained intact. 
Considering he’d been steering her with half a rudder, the captain 
changed his mind about her handling characteristics. 

Huckins set to work. The bottom and hull sides eighteen inches 
above the chines were replaced, as well as both sides one foot down 
from the shear. Approximately half of the frames were replaced. 
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Superstructure, decks and hull were fiberglassed and approxi-
mately seventy percent of the wiring was replaced. New paint and a 
new interior completed the project and this Fairform Flyer became 
one of the most classic, beautiful-riding boats in the fleet.

As a Huckins owner, Dick has a unique appreciation of the 
Quadraconic hull. “I have owned many boats, including two sixty-
three-foot Huckins Air Rescue Boats. They just had the most in-
credibly slick, smooth, fast ride. So when the chance came to buy 
Music Man, which had been called Banshee by its original owner, J.A. 
Sweetser, I knew I had to jump at it.”

“Great boat, beautiful looks and ride. She will always bring you 
home in style,” Dick says.

music man
Caribbean 58

Launched October 17, 1951

Owner
Richard E. Loderhose

Home Port
Palm Beach, Florida

Richard Loderhose



HULL  # 266

LoWashaWa
Seafarer 40

Launched June 19, 1952
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Owner
Robert G. Adair

Home Port
Cincinnati, Ohio

Lowashawa before her flying bridge was added

cruising with the original Gray Marine engines, the 
Adairs had her repowered at Richardson’s with Chrysler 
Crusaders. These are still in the boat today and keep her 
cruising effortlessly  at twenty-two or -three knots. A few 
years after the Chryslers, a flying bridge was added. 

Lowashawa is named after an eleven-acre island that 
Bob and his family have owned for the past forty-five 
years. The Ojibwa Indian name means “lying east and 
west.” Lowashawa is the flagship of his island fleet of 
several sailboats and two Lymans, a 1952 twenty-eight-
footer named Island Queens for his three daughters, and 

an eighteen-footer, Demi Queens. 
Lowashawa’s home territory is Lakes Huron, Erie, and Ontario as 

well as Georgian Bay, North Channel and the Saint Lawrence Sea-
way. The Adairs’ daunting cruising schedule means that Lowashawa 
averages about 3,500 miles in a season. At eighty-six years of age, 
Bob has a wonderful time with his wife, their daughters and their 
eight grandchildren on Lowashawa during the summer months.

Bob Adair became interested in Huckins during World War 
II, when he first saw the company’s PT boats as an LSM 
skipper in the Pacific. There, he often would tie up along-
side and talk to their enthusiastic crews. Bob is the fourth 

owner of Hull # 266. He bought her after she had been mistreated 
and had her completely overhauled at Cliff Richardson Boatworks 
in Ontario, Canada, where she still spends her winter months. After 
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Debbie and Fred 
Hobbs, as a flight 
attendant and a 
pilot for USAir-

ways, may spend more of 
their time in the air than on 
land, but the water is their 
true home. Some years ago, 
boating became more of a 
lifestyle than a hobby for 
them, and they cruised 
south to Miami for year-
round fun in the sun. After a 
couple of Gulf Stream cross-
ings (the part of the ocean that Joshua Slocum called the 
roughest in his solo circumnavigation) and spilled trays-
ful of Debbie’s wonderful but indelible Bloody Marys, 
the Hobbses realized they needed a boat bigger than 
their thirty-three-foot Egg Harbor sportfish.

At the 1992 Columbus Day Regatta, among the hundreds of boats 
rafted up at Elliott Key at the south end of Biscayne Bay, Fred spied 
the regal bow of a 65 Offshore with six or seven boats rafted under 
each wing. “I’m going to talk to the owner, Deb,” Fred said, disap-
pearing into the fleet of rafted vessels. 

The owners were Dave and Lois Ide, on their fifth Huckins. They 
happened to have their fourth, a Corinthian 47, for sale at their 
dock in Fort Lauderdale. “It was love at first sight,” says Debbie. “We 
made a deal that very day.”

Among the features the Hobbses love about Poseidia are the privacy 
of its layout, with one cabin forward and the other aft, saloon and 
galley in between, and its bridge deck, with U-shaped seating for 
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eight that converts into a king-size “outdoor” bunk for the Hobbses’ 
resident cruising partners, Dr. Jeff and Arjana Etchason.

To suit long-distance cruising needs — chiefly to get to Staniel Cay 
in the Exumas and back — the original Chrysler gas engines have 
been replaced by 275-horsepower Ford Lehman diesels. “I can’t tell 
you how much I appreciate their being under hatches aft in the 
cockpit,” Debbie says. “No more clutter in the saloon when Fred 
works on them.”

“What we really like, though,” says Fred, “is the feel of Poseidia 
when she is underway, the proud curl of her bow wave, and the slip-
pery, smooth wake off her tumblehome stern. And the way she’ll 
take a beam sea, then recover as if on hydraulic lifts!”

Poseidia 
Corinthian 47

Launched December 2, 1953

Owners
Fred & Debbie Hobbs

Home Port
Miami Beach, Florida

The Hobbses
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stradivarius
Grand Manan 45

Launched April 23, 1953
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Owners
Gifford & Louise Grange

Home Port
Jacksonville, Florida

floating home for an extensive 
excursion through the Bahamas, 
as well as cruising through Lake 
George to Astor and trips to St. 
Augustine, Fernandina, Palm 
Coast and Savannah, Georgia.

“We have had a great deal of 
her rebuilt where age has tried to 
catch up. She’s been repowered 
and her generator replaced. A 
great deal of fiberglass has been 
added to her bottom, decks and 
gunnels. And we’ve installed a 
new refrigerator, hot water heater 
and two new air conditioners that 

heat and cool. With the microwave, auto-coffee maker, and ice 
maker, she is close to being as comfortable as our home. We 
have two full bathrooms, one with a tub. 

“And despite these amenities’ weight, Stradivarius’ perfor-
mance reminds me of a fast, highly maneuverable runabout,” 

he says, adding: “Few boats could expect to retain as much value as 
Huckins Fairform Flyers.”

Postscript: After the above note was written, the Granges took Stradivarius 
to Hilton Head for a week’s vacation and on the return trip, approximately 
twelve miles due east of Doboy Sound (between Savannah and Brunswick, 
Georgia) she hit a submerged object and sank in forty-five to fifty feet of water. 
Water rushed into the forward section, but her sound design and construction 
kept her afloat for more than an hour. Gifford and Louise were rescued by a 
small fishing boat and except for a few bruises Louise suffered climbing from 
boat to boat, the Granges came out of the ordeal safe and sound. Not so 
Stradivarius, which sadly has not been found after several attempts.

Boating enthusiasts their whole lives, Gifford and Louise 
Grange have owned both power boats and sailboats. “When 
I developed tendonitis in my elbows, it seemed like a good 
time to switch from sailboats. The Stradivarius and her crea-

ture comforts have made it possible to entertain friends on many 
occasions,” Gifford says proudly.

Well known at the yacht clubs and marinas of Jacksonville, the 
Granges refer to Stradivarius (named after the eighteenth-century 
Italian violin maker whose instruments have long been the symbol of 
precious things made out of wood) as their home away from home.

The Granges have taken advantage of Stradivarius’ qualities as a 

The Granges
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Swept Away is named af-
ter Lina Wertmüller’s 
flaky film about two 
people marooned on 

a desert island. Swept Away 
owners Chris and Lynn King, 
though they were married on 
April Fool’s Day, 1995, don’t 
give the slightest impression 
of flakiness.

Chris paid $45,000 for 
Swept Away in 1987 — sounds 
like a deal until you consider 
she had four inches of water 
in her bilge, her brightwork was painted over, her win-
dows and frames were leaky and rotting. “So?” said Chris 
to the broker who expected him to fall to his knees when 
he was told it was a Huckins.

“But then,” Chris continues, “something caught my 
eye. I went back to look three times. I researched Huckins 
and called Buddy Purcell.” Buddy showed him all the bills for work 
done on the boat at Huckins, which included replacing the keel in the 
1960s. “I’m glad you called,” Buddy said. “We lost track of this boat 
for a while.”

Lynn met Chris after he bought Swept Away. Fortunately, Lynn liked 
old things — houses, cars, clothes, men — and over the past decade, 
Chris and Lynn have transformed Swept Away from an almost-ship-
wrecked hulk into a “Megatrends” modern home that is half house, 
half office.

The first bit of weight Chris added was a stainless steel bow rail, 
whose graceful angles become the leitmotif for the angular, Art Deco 
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patterns of varnished wood, white, and emerald green.
“Next,” says Chris, “I added davits for our thirteen-foot inflatable. 

I designed them to go with the flip-down dive platform.”
Everything on Swept Away furthers the pleasures of living aboard: 

ham radio (Lynn holds the ham license), computers, electronic key-
board, nine-speaker entertainment system — and of course freezer, 
icemaker, you name the appliance, as well as twelve large six-volt 
batteries, arrayed in a split series. “We use 32-volt bulbs that cost $20 
apiece,” notes Chris. “They are hard to find so we keep lots of spares 
on board, which add even more weight. Fortunately, her original 
Detroit Diesel 671s still run great and push her along at a lively clip.” 

sWePt aWaY
Offshore 52

Launched September 10, 1953

Owners
Chris & Lynn King

Home Port
Ft. Lauderdale, Florida

The Kings



HULL  # 313

LadY susan
Corinthian 48

Launched February 8, 1956
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Owners
Richard & Susan Rogers

Home Port
Jacksonville, Florida

Archibald was president and CEO then, and 
Buddy Purcell was just beginning his career 
on the plant floor in the carpenter crew. I 
have maintained interest in the company 
and its boats ever since. In fact, I still have 
the catalogs and correspondence that Doro-
thy Marks, Frank Huckins’ long-time secre-
tary, provided me during that early visit. 
And working on boats has been a primary 
avocation for the past twenty-five years.

“In looking for a boat with better perfor-
mance, we found the famous Romay II, a 
Linwood 56 owned by Lord Martonmare, 
Hamilton, Bermuda. We completely refit 

her and named her Lady Susan. Somehow in the end at fifty-six feet she 
was too large for us and Hanna, our English Cocker Spaniel and con-
stant cruising companion. So she is now Jay Taylor’s Floridian — ideal for 
Jay and his family. Now, we are refitting this Corinthian 48, and calling 
her Lady Susan.”

Lady Susan was a bargain when the Rogerses bought her, but needless 
to say she required a fabulous amount of work, including replacing the 
sides of the aft trunk cabin — in fact, much of the wood that had not 
been previously glassed was replaced. Over the past winter, she was 
stripped and totally repainted at Huckins. New window glass and port 
lights were installed, and new mahogany trim, finished bright, sets off 
the new paint job.

“The rebuilt engines were installed about five years ago, and the lay-
out of the boat — with the two good-size staterooms fore and aft of the 
saloon, the two full-size heads, and the galley aft of the saloon — was 
ideal for our purposes. This was a boat we could enjoy cruising, and 
indeed we will.”

Perennial torchbearers of the Huckins name, quintessential 
Huckins historians, and model restorers of Fairform Flyers, 
Dick and Susan Rogers are the epitome of the exacting, discern-
ing owner that Frank Huckins always hoped would own his 

boats. And the Rogerses don’t come to Huckins blinded by the glory of 
the name, either. “After life in the slow lane on a forty-six-foot Dutch-
built double-ender, we bought a new 48 DeFever with 375hp Cats for 
greater performance and cruised the East Coast, the Hudson and Erie 
Canal for about four months, and then sold it,” Dick relates. “We were 
just not happy with the trawler performance.” 

Bankers all their lives, Dick and Susan grew up in Ohio and moved to 
Florida in the mid 1980s. “I visited the Huckins plant in the early 1970s, 
and Wilton Marks, a long-time employee, gave me an extensive tour of 
the facilities and the cold-molded hull construction process. Kenneth 

The Rogerses
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Huck Finn, first in 
David & Heather 
Launius’s “fleet” 
of two Huckins 

yachts, had been a familiar 
sight in the Chicago yachting 
community long before they 
purchased her. Originally 
named Maroli, the Sportsman 
34 was commissioned from 
Huckins by Sam G. Goss, the 
president of Halsam Prod-
ucts, a well-known Chicago 
firm. Goss bought her in Oc-
tober 1956, and after nine 
months of anticipation, she was trucked up to him the following May. 

It took ten years of heavy use on Lake Michigan for Goss to decide he 
wanted bigger engines, and in early 1967 he traded the boat’s original 
135-horsepower Chrysler Crown Specials for 210-horsepower Chrysler 
V-8s. The result was a boat that not only planed gracefully past most of 
the motor yachts on the lake, but blew the doors off anybody who tried 
to pass him.

In the summer of 1978, the twenty-year old Maroli became part of the 
collection of  James R. Lewis. Thrilled with the deal, Lewis renamed his 
new acquisition Huck Finn and proudly showed her off for the rest of the 
season — only to have his boat shed’s snow-laden roof collapse on top of 
her that February. The damage occasioned an enthusiastic refit, and 
Lewis kept Huck Finn until the fall of 1984, when Joe Wright, another 
member of the Chicago Yacht Club, fell in love with the boat and made 
Lewis an offer he couldn’t refuse.

David and Heather knew Huck Finn well, as Joe was one of their boat 
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huck Finn
Sportsman 34

Launched April 3, 1957

Owners
David & Heather Launius

Home Port
Chicago, Illinois

A familiar sight on the Chi-
cago waterfront

cleaning customers. These were the years when sixty-five-foot Rowinco 
[Hull # 415] was the Launiuses’“Holy Grail” and any Huckins, by asso-
ciation, was a sacred object. Their company was taking outstanding care 
of Huck Finn, and they couldn’t believe their eyes the day Joe Wright’s 
“for sale” sign went up. 

Today, Huck Finn is about as Bristol a boat as there is on the lakes, and 
she attracts attention wherever she cruises with her bright yellow super-
structure and her bright blue topsides. The color scheme is that of the 
flag of Sweden, in honor of Heather’s ancestors. The Launiuses felt they 
had to make Huck Finn an honorary Swede: due to an extraordinary co-
incidence, Heather and the boat share the same birthday.

Huck Finn is an integral part of the Launiuses’ daily life. “She is just 
perfect for cruising the Great Lakes,” says David, “and in fact she has 
never been out of fresh water. We take people out for a casual dinner, or 
cruise over to Burnham Harbor to hear U2 or the Rolling Stones from 
the water. I can’t imagine life without her.”
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chimera ii
Seafarer 48

Launched November 3, 1958
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Owners
Walter Goodman & 
Robert Flanders

Home Port
Miami, Florida

ins, in 1970, along with the dunnage boxes. 
“Then, when we bought her in 1985, we 

put her through a complete refit at Huckins 
and added the permanent Bimini. The ele-
ments are all pure Art Deco and the entire 
appearance straight back to Frank Huckins 
— just like the Broadway type style Huckins 
always used on the transom,” Bob notes. 
“Most importantly, during the 1985 refit we 
unzipped the bottom and put a new one on, 
and replaced the heavy Cummins 300 die-
sels with lightweight Cat 3208 Ts.”

Last year’s refit covered all the plywood 
frames around the windows with faired fi-

berglass, and replicated much of the boat’s original upholstery and 
drapery with the exact same Brunschwig chinoiserie-patterned cot-
ton print. Its predominant red sets off the lipstick-red leather-up-
holstered Art Deco chairs, copied from the great ocean liner S.S. 
Normandie and the salon’s hundred-year-old Turkoman rug. 

The salon was doubled in size during the 1985 refit, to eighteen 
and a half feet by ten feet, and is a marvelous sitting room — or an 
ideal dining room — for as many as twelve guests. The portside 
bulkhead hides a fold-out bed. The lights in the salon, as every-
where else in the boat, are authentic 1950s fixtures.

Practically unique for a Huckins, Chimera II has her engine room 
amidships under the main salon, and her Cat 3208 Ts turn eigh-
teen-foot propeller shafts, instead of  the usual V-drive.

Best trip? “Five years ago, to the Dry Tortugas for New Year’s,” 
says Bob nostalgically. “The boat tracked so well, we hit the Tortugas 
beacon right on the nose after thirty-eight miles of open water, nav-
igating only by compass.”

Chimera is every inch a show boat, and no wonder: its owners 
are Walter Goodman, an internationally known dog show 
judge and American Kennel Club director, and Bob Flan-
ders, a commercial interior contractor and stylist. Not only 

do their professions require a highly exacting eye, but both men look 
for a boat’s pedigree, and for its value as a work of art. 

Chimera II has metamorphosed over time to her current state of per-
fection. Originally built with the intention of adding a flybridge at a 
later date, Huckins installed the flybridge for her second owner in 1964, 
at the same time as the salon was enclosed and the boat was repowered 
with Cummins diesels. The drip-rail wings were added, again by Huck-

Goodman & Flanders
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Tom and Margaret Purcell ac-
quired the Seann Truibhas (Gaelic 
for a dance performed in cele-
bration of wearing the kilt) in 

September 1995 and spent a couple of 
years transforming her from a boat suitable 
for anchoring off the coast of Maine into a 
Florida/Bahamas boat par excellence.

The first order of business when they 
took possession was to hew to the letter of 
Frank Huckins’ advice about excess 
weight. “We followed the manual that 
came with the boat,” Tom notes, “which 
warns, ‘[Overloading with] an unconscio-
nable excess of stores, equipment and apparatus that has no proper 
place on such a boat, and other unnecessary junk . . . kills the speed, 
runs up fuel consumption to a ridiculous level, [and] destroys the 
buoyancy and marvelous sea-keeping qualities of the Quadraconic 
Hull.’

“So we removed or restored every piece of equipment that had, 
over the years, been disconnected, bypassed or rendered ineffec-
tual,” Tom explains. “This included pound after pound of excess 
piping, tankage, obsolete parts, filters, propane stoves and two extra 
constavolt systems, not to mention several hundred feet of electrical 
wire that had been bypassed over the years. Removing this gave us 
the ability to add a generator, air conditioning, electric hot water 
(instead of the propane hot water heater in a hanging locker for-
ward), electric range, microwave, and holding tank.

“Then we discovered that a second water tank had been removed 
— but its fill valve was still on deck,” Tom says, laughing. “So my first 
attempt to clean the boat and fill the water tanks flushed out the 
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bilges nicely — from the anchor locker to the forward V-berth.”
Tom replaced the old Crusader 350s with fuel-injected Marine 

Power 350s, a good match on speed, weight and performance. 
“Cindy [Purcell] recommended that we retain the [characteristics of 
the] power package the boat had been designed for rather than 
consider diesels,” Tom notes. “We are attempting to keep the boat 
as close to her original lines as possible.”

Tom gets a charge out of what he calls “modern plastic boats” try-
ing to overtake Seann Truibhas. “You should see the looks of aston-
ishment on their faces when we push the throttles down and easily 
outrun them. It’s nice to see the boat living up to her heritage.”

seann truibhas
Sportsman 40

Launched April 14, 1959

Owners
Tom & Margaret Purcell

Home Port
Jacksonville, Florida

The Purcells
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drY martini
Linwood 53

Launched June 12, 1961
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Owner
Guy LaMotta

Home Port
Syosset, New York

two marinas and a yacht club. 
Boats have always been Guy’s pas-

sion. Turning a hobby into a profes-
sion led in 1966 to Guy’s creating 
Manhasset Bay Marina in Port Wash-
ington. With the help of his wife, 
Pam, Guy has built Manhasset Bay 
into the largest marina in the area, 
docking 286 vessels. 

In 1985, Guy went back to college 
to earn a degree in Environmental 
Science. Today he sits on many advi-
sory committees dealing in coastal 
zone management.  

Also in 1985, Guy bought Dry Mar-
tini, a 1961 Linwood 53. He brought 
her back from Fort Lauderdale to 

Manhasset Bay Marina, where he completely refit her with a double 
bed in the aft stateroom, teak decks, mahogany trim and sliding 
mahogany doors in the wheelhouse, off white paint for the super-
structure, and buff decks atop a hunter green hull. 

“Where ever Dry Martini goes, she draws a crowd,” Guy confesses, 
and he loves to run her around the waterways and inlets of the 
Northeast. Favorite passengers include his wife, his son, Guy Jr. 
(the manager of Manhasset Bay Marina), and his two daughters, 
Nadine (the manager of his latest venture, LaMotta’s Waterfront 
Restaurant) and Nicole, a recent graduate of New York’s prestigious 
Fashion Institute of Technology.

In the summertime, you’ll find Dry Martini off Manhattan, Mon-
tauk, Block Island and Newport. In the winter months, you’ll find 
her at all the favorite stops along Florida’s east coast. 

At the age of twelve, Guy LaMotta was puttering about in 
Manhasset Bay on New York’s Long Island Sound in his 
twenty-foot Chris-Craft. Years later, he was able to put this 
experience to work when he served in the U.S. Navy as 

captain of a harbor craft, and then as captain of the harbor police. 
Now a successful entrepreneur, Guy enjoys just about anything life 

has to offer. His investments range from restaurants and a horse 
farm, to antique cars (including a 1932 Ford Roadster, two rare vin-
tage Thunderbirds, a 1955 MG TF 1500, and a 1964 Amfibicar), 

The LaMottas
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J
acksonville archi-
tect, engineer and 
contractor Pres-
ton Haskell is no 

mere builder. The grad-
uate of Princeton and 
Harvard is president of 
The Haskell Company, 
which designs, con-
structs and develops 
commercial property 
the world over. No 
doubt Jacksonville ben-
efits from the $400 mil-
lion in revenues Preston Haskell’s company 
generates annually.  

Preston has the world of custom yachts to 
choose from, and he chose a Huckins formerly 
owned by R.H. Dobbs, who commissioned 
some of the most beautiful Fairform Flyers 
ever built. Haskell uses Casa Mia, his Fairform 
Flyer Corinthian 53, to entertain clients while 
discussing business, and she can often be seen 
cruising the St. Johns River with Preston’s 
business associates and clients aboard. 

Yet Preston and his wife Joan don’t always 
make business a part of their time on the water. They like to take 
Casa Mia to such destinations as the Bahamas, St. Augustine, and 
Fort George, or even just to entertain their friends, children and 
grandchildren aboard.

Casa Mia is never at the dock for long. Her captain, Rocky Nep-
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shinsky, runs her continually, with or without her owners and the 
boat’s guests are always aware they’ve had a unique experience on 
board. Preston keeps Casa Mia in a local Jacksonville yard, and 
Rocky maintains her in Bristol condition. She is a show stopper, 
betraying no sign of her nearly forty years of existence.

casa mia
Corinthian 53

Launched September 28, 1961

Owner
Preston Haskell

Home Port
Jacksonville, Florida

Preston Haskell



HULL  # 373

WindsonG
Linwood 56

Launched December 9, 1963
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Owner
Name Withheld

Home Port
Jacksonville, Florida

When he acquired her in 1989, 
this owner added the Windsong’s 
flying bridge. Since then he has 
made only minor cosmetic 
changes, such as repainting the 
interior and the exterior, replac-
ing the interior fabrics and elec-
tronic work. “We have tried to 
keep the boat original,” he notes. 
He has kept the boat profession-
ally maintained.

A lifelong resident of Jackson-
ville, Windsong’s owner is proud to have a boat that was built in his 
home town. “When you live in Jacksonville all your life, it’s hard not 
to know about Huckins and admire them.” It is because of his love 
of yachting and his desire to own a Huckins that Windsong was able 
to return to Jacksonville after many peregrinations throughout the 
Northeast and the Eastern Seaboard.

The Windsong is a beautifully kept fifty-six Huckins Linwood 
that can be seen plying the St. Johns River on any given week-
end. She makes her home in Jacksonville, Florida where her 

owner, his family and their friends keep her cruising in the St. Johns 
coastal waters and the Bahamas. “I intend to keep her for a very long 
time,” maintains her owner, an intensely private individual.
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The lives of the family of 
Huckins owners revolve 
around and about the 
water. Such is the case 

for the Thyrres, who have lived in 
many places in this hemisphere. 
Over time they have gravitated to 
the one place that for more than 
thirty-five years has given them 
almost everything they needed: 
pleasurable adventure and the 
opportunity to interact as a closely 
knit family. That one place is liv-
ing on the water in Coral Gables 
with their own boat and their own private dock.

Though they have owned a number of cruising boats 
over the years, for the past fifteen years their cruising has 
been done on their customized Huckins Seafarer 64, Ro-
mar. With four grown children and four grandchildren as 
well, the Thyrres can look back on (and look forward to, 
also) year after year of Romar carrying them to one wonder-
ful Bahamian island getaway after another.

Getting away from it all has also included extensive 
cruising from the Florida Keys up the East Coast to New England wa-
ters. This has been a wonderful experience for all the children, who 
have learned responsibility and self-reliance in life itself as well as the 
handling of the Romar. All three sons, Peter, Eric, and Alec, can right-
fully be said to be good boat captains. Daughter Kristina has revived 
the old Lloyd’s Register of Yachts with her successful Star’s Registry of 
Yachts and Yacht Clubs.

A true second home, the Romar in a few respects would probably 
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romar
Seafarer 64

Launched April 30, 1964

Owners
Rolf & Muffie Thyrre

Home Port
Coral Gables, Florida

Rolf & Muffie Thyrre

make Frank Huckins roll over in his grave. Part of the customizing over 
the years has provided a large and roomy flybridge, as well as an upper 
saloon with large windows for tremendous visibility, along with a most 
comfortable environment due to more than adequate air conditioning. 
Many other amenities have been added over the years. The truth is, 
while she does cruise at a more sedate pace, she is eminently seaworthy, 
reliable, fuel-efficient, and fully found. Romar is, indeed, a very hand-
some boat, still turning heads when entering a harbor.
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dancinG doLPhin
Out Islander 56

Launched December 16, 1964
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Owner
Donald Wrinkle

Home Port
Nassau, Bahamas

for eight years, selling her to her 
present owner, Dave McGrath of 
Lyford Cay.

“We finally found our dream boat 
in the Out Islander 56, Skip says. 
“We purchased her through Ed 
Cameron. This boat perfectly suited 
our needs for traveling about in the 
islands with family and friends.

“We’ve made many trips with the 
Dancing Dolphin and have used her 
for a variety of purposes. There have 
been many times when we have felt 
sure we would have been chastised 

by Mr. Frank Huckins for abusing his design, but he would 
have been pleased to know she has taken all of it in stride.”

Dancing Dolphin was hauled and reconditioned as well as re-
decorated in 1992 at the Huckins yard in Jacksonville. Interest-
ingly, one of the men who helped build her was still at Huckins 
when she came back for her refit, and he assisted with it. 

“We have been most pleased with her performance and ap-
preciate the secure feeling we get when we make our regular 
trips in sometimes very rough waters back and forth from our 
other home on Whale Cay in the Berry Islands,” says Skip. “I 

especially appreciate the accessibility of the engines, and the ample 
storage space and general comfort is most pleasing for Jean. Best of 
all, our Huckins is economical and has more than enough speed for 
our needs. We’ve converted the master stateroom berth to a queen. 
Also, we installed a hoist and brackets for a small dinghy on the for-
ward deck, and we added a transom door in the stern and a hardtop 
on the flybridge.”

Skip and Jean Wrinkle celebrated their fiftieth wedding anni-
versary in 1997, in the turquoise waters of the Bahamas. Liv-
ing in the Bahamas, it’s not surprising that their major recre-
ation centers around the water all year around.

They purchased their first Huckins in 1981, a Cockpit Sedan 40 
named Miss Annie, which they renamed Step Two. They considered 
her the second step toward their eventual dream boat, and kept her 

The Wrinkles
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It took Drennan Dobbs Jr., an Atlanta 
orthodontist, over three years to find 
a classic yacht to restore that would 
still cruise and fish with speed, com-

fort and reliability. But in 1982, he finally 
found exactly the boat: a one-owner, com-
pletely original Huckins Linwood 58. Elu-
sive, as he called her, ran trouble-free 
from Fort Lauderdale to the Huckins 
yard, where she underwent a complete 
restoration, emerging six months later 
virtually the same as the day she was 
launched in 1966.

Being completely respectful of the tra-
ditions, designs, and history of Huckins, Drennan found himself 
challenged by several problems. For one: how do you outfit a bridge 
with full modern electronics and keep it “original”? Drennan and 
Huckins designed two electronic modules, trimmed to match the ex-
isting woodwork, to serve as lightweight portable bridge instrumen-
tation consoles. These modules plug in for crossings and long-dis-
tance cruising, and store neatly below when not in use. “We don’t 
have to worry about expensive electronics exposed to the elements, 
the risk of theft, or unsightly holes and alterations in the bridge,” 
Drennan explains. “Best of all, we keep the integrity of the original 
Huckins bridge design intact.”

The purist approach also obliged Drennan to keep Elusive’s salon, 
galley, and other interior features as original as possible. Entertain-
ment amenities such as TV and stereo are all hidden in original cab-
inetry. Even the engine room has remained “stock” and pristine, from 
the 8-71N Detroit Diesel engines, to the Mercedes generator.

After twelve years of trouble-free duty, Elusive underwent her sec-

ond complete refit in 1995. “Never anything that would violate the 
original design,” says Drennan, “just minor, extremely subtle im-
provements.” The changes included dark gray tinted window glass in 
the salon to shield the interior from the sun, and make it difficult for 
bystanders to see in. Unobserved themselves, Drennan and his 
guests often watch other yachtsmen gazing appreciatively down the 
length of Elusive’s perfect hull lines, her exquisite mahogany toe rail-
ings, and mirrored Awlgrip paint finish.

Elusive is a rare example of how sensitive preservation of a yacht’s 
original design can blend with an owner’s creative adaptations to 
bridge the decades with elegance, serviceability, and performance.

eLusive
Linwood 58

Launched February 16, 1966

Owner
M. Drennan Dobbs Jr.

Home Port
Fort Lauderdale, Florida

Drennan Dobbs
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subito
Sportsman 56

Launched June 13, 1966
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Owner
Tom Denhart

Home Port
Portland, Oregon

Subito was forced out of the 
shipping lane by an unmarked 
and very aggressive shrimper. 
Her port rudder hit an immov-
able object, ripping a hole the 
size of a football in her stern. 
“She was down in two min-
utes,” Tom recounts, “not 
enough time to think, only 
time to react and ground her 
on the shoal bank. My Bristol 
dream was half underwater in 
the middle of nowhere.” First 
the salvage, then hauling the 
boat overland, then an en-

counter with the Oregon border patrol were experiences Tom 
would not like to repeat. And his insurance underwriter didn’t 
want to pay off on the policy until the job was bid every possi-
ble way. “It’s not as if Portland has hundreds of people who do 
this kind of work,” said Tom.  

Months later, Tom and the refit crew lowered Subito into the 
waters of the mighty Columbia River, secured her to Vorlage, 
the only other Huckins for a thousand miles, and gently towed 

her to his big boathouse. The second refit involved replacing the 
drowned original engines with new, lighter, 435-horsepower 3208 Cats. 
“We put her in the water just before the New Year. Subito was a resound-
ing success at twenty-six knots, with not a shrimper in sight!”

“This drama took place at the same time as I was fighting a very se-
rious illness,” Tom notes. “Subito and I have bonded in a most unusual 
way.  We are two old classics, both now refit and ready for many more 
years of service.”

It was after seeing Tiger Warren’s Vorlage [Hull # 401] that Tom 
Denhart found Huckins, and Huckins found Hull # 386 for Tom. 
When Subito, as Tom called her, left Jacksonville on her own bot-
tom for the trip home to Portland, Oregon, she had been pains-

takingly restored by Huckins and was as fit and Bristol as a yacht can 
be.  

The best laid plans . . . First Subito outran Hurricane Allison, a fast 
run from Apalachicola to Mobile. Back on her course toward Galveston, 

Tom Denhart
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Jay Taylor grew up on boats, one 
of which was his father’s Huck-
ins, and claims that all the sail-
boat racing, fishing and cruis-

ing prepared him to work in the 
family’s tomato growing and pack-
ing business. “The teamwork that 
went into it and all the time spent 
doing all those things together re-
ally paid off when it came time for 
my brother, father and me to work 
together professionally,” Jay notes.

After owning many boats, Jay’s fa-
ther worked up to a Huckins, and 
Jay was hooked for life. When Jay married Ginny, he did not 
know he was marrying into another Huckins family; his new 
wife’s grandfather had owned several Fairform Flyers.

Jay bought a string of smaller boats for himself, among them a 
Boca Grande 26 with all the charm of a vintage yacht, and a classic 
Bertram 31, written up in several magazines when Jay had it re-
powered with modern lightweight diesels. As Jay’s family grew, so 
did the need for a bigger boat. So next came a Hatteras 41 in 1989. 
This gave him the room he was looking for, but something was miss-
ing. Tied up at Miller’s Marina on Gasparilla Island, Jay and Ginny 
watched as a Trumpy glided by. Her comment that “we ought to 
have a classy boat,” was all Jay needed to hear. Classy became classic 
and the very next day Jay called Ed Cameron, who’d retired from 
the presidency of Huckins to run the Daytona Boatworks brokerage. 
Ed referred him to Huckins broker Doug Finlay, and Doug told him 
to come on up.

Enter Dick and Susan Rogers, quintessential Huckins aficionados.  
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They’d just completed a spectacular restoration of a fifty-six-foot 
Linwood, which was turning heads everywhere and wasn’t for sale 
at any price. Unfortunately, there was nothing blocking Jay’s view 
of this boat when he and his brother drove into the Huckins yard. 
“Oooh, you are in a heap of trouble,” Jay’s brother said.

Dick and Susan’s boat was the epitome of everything Jay had 
come to admire in a classic yacht while growing up. The Romay II 
had been the property of Lord Martonmare, the governor general 
of Bermuda, and her logs contained many an adventure, including 
a hair-raising crossing to Bermuda in a hurricane.  

Now, as Floridian, she is Jay and Ginny’s eighteen-knot home away 
from home. “We sit on the foredeck in our easy chairs [with booties, 
to keep from marring the deck] and watch the sun sink into the Gulf 
of Mexico, and think we’ve died and gone to heaven,” Jay says.

FLoridian
Linwood 56

Launched August 30, 1966

Owner
Jay Taylor

Home Port
Palmetto, Florida

Jay Taylor and son Jeremy
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bountY
Caribbean 65

Launched May 29, 1966

Owner
Roger Healy

Home Port
Bay Shore, Long Island

entail transporting a very large 
number of children between 
Long Island and Fire Island. It 
was then that he decided he 
needed a bigger boat.  

“The first Bounty,” Roger re-
counts, “was a sixty-five-foot, 
triple-screw Huckins, the per-
fect boat for our family. It 
proved the seaworthiness of 
Huckins yachts in November 
1973, when we were crossing 
from New Jersey to Norfolk in 
the open ocean in heavy fog. 
We were pinned against the 
bow of a barge going north 

and towed, stern first, for over an hour, unable to reach the 
tug by radio. While there was much cosmetic damage, the 
inherent strength of the hull prevented a tragedy. Com-
plete repairs were made by Huckins, in spite of other prior 
commitments, when president Ken Archibald heard of the 
accident.” The Healys haven’t stopped cruising since.

In 1982, former Huckins Yacht Corporation president Ed Cameron 
let Roger know that a sixty-five footer with a flybridge was available 
and the Healys obtained their second Huckins.“The yacht had been 
commissioned and built to do light-tackle bonefishing in the Keys,” 
Roger notes. “It had a track system to raise and store four dinghies on 
the cabin top, as well as large storage boxes on the swim platform. 
The initial color of this boat was to match the underwing feather color 
of flamingoes — pink. Modifications were made by Huckins and we 
picked Bounty up in 1983 and have been enjoying her since.” 
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Roger Healy is a family man who makes his living as a con-
tractor in New York. With a family of fourteen, Roger never 
has to worry about finding a crew for his sixty-five-foot 
Huckins, Bounty. Roger grew up on the shores of Long Is-

land Sound, where he began boating at a very young age.  
Like their father, his fourteen children, four girls and ten boys, all 

grew up with boating as a major part of their lives. It was one of Rog-
er’s daughters who was the inspiration for his purchasing Bounty. 
Roger and his wife Kate were planning a birthday party that would 

The Healys
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F  rom her home wa-
ters around the 
Statue of Liberty to 
the warmth of the 

land of magnolias and ca-
suarina pines, from the 
rocky harbors of the North-
east to tropical ports filled 
with cocoa, coffee and ci-
gars, Christina is a voyager. 
Her hull (since this photo 
painted indigo) and Mat-
terhorn-white deck afford 
her the majesty and her 
shapely Huckins lines the art that attract gazes wher-
ever she goes, in inland waterways or on the open sea. 

Christina has only grown more beautiful with the 
years. Her shapely aft deck lounge is ideal to sit and 
drink in the sunsets. A refit, new paint, new decor — 
like a world-class fashion model, Christina continues 
to appreciate every bit of attention lavished on her, 
and grows more lovely every day.

A yacht so pampered has to be close to her owner’s heart, and Rob-
ert Perpignano takes his relationship to Christina personally and seri-
ously. “No photograph of this vessel can convey what Christina means 
to me,” he says. “Her sun-warmed mahogany guardrail try in vain to 
separate me from the vastness of the ocean. As I lounge on her bow in 
pillowed comfort, the moist air sweeps my body as she parts the water. 
It is beyond pleasure. 

“She has traveled many places, in warm and frigid weather, with 
every manifestation of color depth and conditions. She’s my shuttle to 
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christina
Offshore 65

Launched December 28, 1966

Owner
Peter Robert Perpignano

Home Port
Sea Cliff, New York

Bob Perpignano

the bustle of New York, to the solitude of Booth Bay, to the serenity of 
the Ortega River. She’s towed skiers, parasailers and surfers over tail 
water and towering wakes, across rivers and oceans, and away from 
rocky shores. She’s visited white sand and warm surf, and seen many 
adventures unfold. She’s been home for family, friends, a special 
young girl, dogs, cats, and stowaways. She carries fishing and diving 
gear and enough supplies to go anywhere. Some would say she’s un-
necessarily burdened — and yet look how fast she is, for quick get-
aways from things we don’t need in this world, and for quick arrivals 
at places that provide a treasury of memory exceeding all fantasy.”



HULL  # 390

Mas suerte
Out Islander 58

Launched May 25, 1967
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Previous Owner
John R. Schuehle

Current Owner
William Martin

Home Port
Huntington Bay,
New York

twenty-six and a half knots at 
wide open throttle.”

Mas Suerte was a head-turner 
from Day One, and one acquain-
tance did more than turn his 
head. “This man wrote what he 
was going to call my boat on a 
napkin,” says John R. “What he 
wrote was Sediwud, said-I-would, 
and he showed me the napkin 
and confessed that he had sworn 
to himself that one day he would 
own exactly this boat.”

To ease the pain of putting Mas 
Suerte out for adoption, John R. 
chartered Hull # 402 for a trip to 
the Keys. Meanwhile, Huckins 
was building him the famous sev-
enty-four foot Sportcruiser Poco 
Mas, which was launched in 1982 
(see Hull # 427).

Fourteen years later, when the 
Poco Mas found itself back in the Huckins yard being “freshened 
up,” as George Pillsbury used to say, lo and behold, what should 
John R. find parked in the very next slip but Mas Suerte. 

“Huckins kept parking the boat right next to me,” John R. says, 
trying to pretend his arm was twisted. “Because her current owner 
had other interests, she too was in need of freshening up. So I re-ac-
quired her, had her painted and freshened up, and sold her again 
when the next person asked what it would take.” That next person 
was Skip Martin, and Mas Suerte is now called Spice Trader.

John R. Schuehle started his Huckins experience with Hull # 
361, a Corinthian 53 which he sold to buy the Mas Suerte, the 
most beautiful Huckins he says he’d ever seen. But John R. 
preferred performance to  beauty, and the first thing he did 

with the Mas Suerte was take her out for a run at wide open throttle 
and destroy her engines. There was a silver lining even in this cloud. 
“I replaced the busted Caterpillars with 8-71 TI Detroit Diesels, 
which let the boat come up five inches in the stern and we picked up 
five and a half knots,” John R. notes. “The new engines gave us 
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A busy couple with a commuter 
marriage made possible by a Piper 
Aztec, Gray Lang owns a real es-
tate firm in Jupiter Island, Flor-

ida, and Missy Lang runs the family horse 
farm and some garden clubs in Kentucky.

“I’d always had a dream about Fairform 
Flyers,” says Missy about their search for 
a Huckins. “I’d seen them when I went 
cruising with my parents. I remember 
one in particular called Bubbles. We were 
in Nassau in the late Forties or early Fif-
ties. She was so lovely. Gray was always a 
sailboat person. Being as I was not a very 
competent first mate on a sailboat, he agreed to a power boat so long 
as it was a Huckins. But he said we’d better hurry up and get one 
while we both could still walk,” says Missy.

“So we flew all over looking for a Huckins and finally found Hull # 
374, a Linwood 53 built in 1964. We were refitting her in Fort Lau-
derdale when the boat in the next slip caught fire and its tuna tower 
fell over on our boat. The boat that started the fire burned to the 
waterline and sank, whereas our Huckins burned to the water line 
and did not sink. Instead, one of the starters shorted out and fired up 
an engine, which ran for eight hours. The fire department was pet-
rified that our boat would kick into gear and the hull would plow 
through the marina in flames.”

“Both engines from that boat are now in Lou Hilton’s boat (Hull # 
404). Immediately thereafter, Ivan Megwinoff sold us this boat (Hull 
# 392). He was an engineer and the original owner, and the boat was 
like new.”

For eight lovely years, the Langs would conspire to get away on 
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Malo, which lived in Palm Beach. In their search for the perfect spot 
in the Bahamas, the Langs pushed the envelope, cruising far out-
side ready fuel availability and putting Malo’s shoal draft capabilities 
to the test. “We proved Malo could plane in two inches of water,” 
Gray brags. “And we’ve even bought fuel by the drum at Acklins and 
hand-pumped it on board.”

The Langs recently sold Malo III to Palm Beach friend Leigh Mc-
Makin, while they finish building their dream house in the Exumas. 
“It’s only on loan,” says Missy, in denial.

Malo III
Linwood 56

Launched June 13, 1967

Previous Owner
Graeme Lang

Current Owner
Leigh McMakin

Home Port
Palm Beach, Florida

The Langs
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la salona
Offshore 65

Launched December 14, 1967
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Owner
E. Burke Ross

Home Port
Palm Beach, Florida

trepreneur doesn’t provide 
an abundance of hours for 
boating, but La Salona is an 
irresistible incentive for 
Burke to make the time. La 
Salona has given him more 
time with his six children 
and his wife, Shelagh, who 
spend summers cruising 
the Rhode Island and Mas-
sachusetts coast, and win-
ters in the waters around 
Palm Beach.  

At the dock La Salona is 
never unoccupied. Burke’s 

daughter often has friends aboard the sixty-five-foot 
home-away-from-home. According to Leigh McMakin, it 
is quite a sight, “All those women and only sixty-five feet.”  

An avid roller hockey fan and team owner, Burke is 
never at a loss for something to do. He owns arena foot-
ball teams, enjoys fishing, and has a passion for roller 
blading.  

Burke’s refit of La Salona was through-and-through  
and yet entailed only minor changes to the basic yacht. “Except for 
the completely new galley,” he notes. “We took everything out and 
started from scratch.”

The interior of La Salona was styled by Palm Beach interior stylist 
MiMi McMakin (Leigh’s wife) and it is a show stopper that people fly 
in from distant places to see. The epitome of a well-kept Fairform 
Flyer, La Salona has the style, class and grace that the Huckins name 
has represented for seventy years.

Burke Ross was talking to Leigh McMakin about investment 
property, thinking more along the lines of an apartment, but 
when you talk to Leigh McMakin the conversation always 
tends to veer toward Huckins. So instead of an apartment, 

Burke invested in La Salona, a Huckins Offshore 65.  
After a refit involving restoration, an exterior paint job, and a com-

plete restyling of the interior, Burke’s apartment-substitute has be-
come truly the investment he envisioned. His busy lifestyle of an en-

La Salona bridge
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At the ripe age of thirty-nine, 
when I had owned no fewer 
than seven boats, I was 
thumbing through the bro-

kerage pages and came across 
Seahorse, a beautiful but forsaken fif-
ty-three- foot Huckins.  

Two days later, after what can only 
be described as a shameless display 
of groveling on my part, my wife, 
Leah, and I flew south and were put-
ting Seahorse through her paces. We 
signed a contract that afternoon.

Seahorse was in terrible shape after 
two years of wasting away in the brokerage pens of South Flor-
ida. The only thing in reasonably good shape and working or-
der was a flashlight. The lowest quote I could get for a refit was 
from a yard that was just finishing gold-plating the underwater 
running gear of some emir’s Feadship. They said that with ap-
plied restraint they might hold the cost of the Horse’s resto-
ration to just under the price of a new Citation III. 

But I wanted the work done in a place neared to home (Birming-
ham, Alabama) and after some legwork found a boatyard on the 
eastern shore of Mobile Bay staffed by a group of young pros who 
were eager to make a name for themselves. This would be their larg-
est undertaking to date.

Leah and I, with another couple, embarked on the first of many 
great Horse adventures to deliver Seahorse to Eastern Shore Marine, 
which happens to be an hour’s flight from home by Cessna 182. For 
the next seven months, the restoration crew was blessed with my 
constant companionship and nautical omniscience.
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In the end, the Horse was, stem-to-stern, a vision to behold. In the 
ensuing years, we voyaged from the deep canyons off Louisiana to 
the azure waters of Bimini. At each full moon in June, we could be 
found morning, noon and night in Boca Grande Pass, angling for 
tarpon. The fish would roll right up alongside us.

At every marina I pulled into over the years, invariably some salty 
dog would be waiting dockside to help with lines and comment with 
awe, “She’s an old Huckins, isn’t she?” For the time Seahorse owned 
us, we were good stewards and she responded thrice in kind. She 
will be remembered well by the McGriffs. — Lee McGriff III

seahorse
Sportsman 53

Launched June 26, 1968

Previous owner
Lee McGriff III

Owner
C. Kendall Wise

Home Port
Naples, Florida

Seahorse bridge
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sIlverqueen
Sportsman 80

Launched December 19, 1968
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Owner
Withheld by request

Home Port
Withheld by request

possible, to give the origi-
nal 16V71s a chance to 
bring the boat up to its 
or iginal  twenty-knot 
cruising speed. Layers of 
paint and unnecessary fi-
berglassing were stripped 
away, and exotic compos-
ites with stronger, stiffer 
capabilities replaced fi-
berglassed wood when 
possible. Silverqueen’s 
hull, built with rock-solid 

double diagonal planked mahogany covered with 
epoxy resin and fiberglass cloth on the exterior and 
epoxy coated on the interior, remains original.

According to Silverqueen’s captain, “The owners re-
ally love this boat. It’s very distinguishable, unique, 
one-of-a-kind. At the time she was built, she was the 
largest sportfishing yacht in the United States. The 
boat is in outstandingly good shape. We use her ex-
tensively, and taking her out of service for a refit for 

four and a half months was really painful.”
Silverqueen has ample accommodations for an owners’ party of 

six, with a master stateroom and two guest staterooms with ensuite 
heads, and separate quarters accommodating a crew of five. “We 
have two mates, a chef and a steward,” says the captain. “Our chef 
is excellent, and specializes in cooking the catch for lunch usually 
dolphin, snapper or tuna.” When Silverqueen heads for the deep 
blue waters of the Gulf Stream, a short ride from her home port in 
the Florida Keys, she rarely comes home empty-handed.

Silverqueen, whose owners wish to keep a low profile, is not a 
charter vessel but is kept to take important clients fishing, 
mainly in the Florida Keys. Recently the beneficiary of a com-
plete refit that brought the yacht’s exterior back to its origi-

nal appearance, Silverqueen no longer has anything old-fashioned 
about her. Heads, lighting fixtures, paint, wallpaper, carpeting were 
all re-done at Huckins according to styling planned by Gil Norush.

The recent refit was the first since the owners bought the boat in 
1974. Part of the procedure involved eliminating weight everywhere 

Silverqueen bridge
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Retiring at age fifty may be a thing 
of the past, but not for Susan Lee 
owner Lee Stahl. Lee feels that 
there is no way he and his wife, 

Susan, could enjoy their boat if he had to 
work every day. He is retired from the 
transportation business and doesn't plan 
on returning anytime soon.  

Lee first became interested in Huckins 
from listening to his father's continuous 
chatter about how wonderful the boats 
were and how well they ran despite the fact 
that he had never been aboard one. His 
father’s enthusiasm brought Lee and his 
wife to the Huckins yard in late 1982. “When Susan walked out of the 
salon, her eyes were sparkling and I knew that this was the boat for 
us,” says Lee, reminiscing about the day they discovered Susan Lee.  

They bought the boat in 1983 and at once began a major resto-
ration. In late 1988 early 1989, Susan Lee was repowered with 800 
horsepower M.A.N. diesel engines which ran through new V-drives. 
The muffler and exhausts were reworked and incorporated into the 
swim platform. New steering, throttles and electronic equipment 
were installed, and, last but not least, new interior decor completed 
the package. The M.A.N.s give her a cruising speed of twenty-four to 
twenty-five knots at 1,800 RPM, and a top speed of thirty-two knots. 
Besides her speed, she is also famous for her five-trumpet Kahlen-
berg air horns that sit on her bridge roof.

Lee and his wife Susan spend five to six weeks a year aboard the 
boat, cruising Lake Michigan, Lake Huron, Lake Superior’s south 
shore, and up to Canada. 

He admits sheepishly that on their six weeks out, “Eighty-five per-
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cent of the time we are tied up somewhere, and not at anchor.”  
When they are not boating, Lee and Susan are likely to be found 

snow skiing, “the only winter vacation we can take where everyone is 
happy,” says Lee referring to his two daughters, Wendy and Kelly. 
“By the time we get tired of snow skiing, it’s time to go boating again. 
We love our life.”

The love of their boat is intense and despite all the offers the Stahls 
have had from others to buy Susan Lee, they hope to cherish her al-
ways as their own.

susan lee
Linwood 58

Launched May 12, 1969

Owner
Lee A. Stahl III

Home Port
New Buffalo, Michigan

Lee A. Stahl III
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vorlage
Linwood 58

Launched February 9, 1970
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Owners
Henry T. Swigert &
William S. Warren 

Home Port
Portland, Oregon

Tiger Warren and the 
Swigert  c lan now 
proudly own.

By 1986 Vorlage was 
a bit down on her 
heels, not from over-
use, but quite the op-
posite, from underuse. 
She had only 500 
hours total time on 
her, and she’d been 
sitting in a boathouse 
for six or more years 
virtually unused and 
uncared for. “I de-
cided to fix her up and 

start using her again.  Now, twelve years later, we ha-
ven’t stopped using her.” Like everything he does, 
Tiger turned the restoration of Vorlage into a special 
project involving total commitment.

“I commenced what was to become a total refit of 
the boat. Virtually every system including engines 
and V-drives has been replaced. The entire goal of 
having a very fast, very usable cruiser never compro-

mised the original Huckins craftsmanship.”
Vorlage is, as she was from the beginning, a family boat, and Tiger’s 

brother and uncle are both avid members of the Huckins “family.” 
For four or five weeks every summer, Tiger, his wife, Wendy, and 
their six children cruise to Canada and Alaska. The Warrens keep 
Vorlage on the Columbia River where yachtsmen, having been over-
taken, admire her as a work of art from the stern.

Portland, Oregon, businessman Tiger Warren grew up with 
Huckins in his blood. Tiger’s grandfather, Ernest G. Swigert, 
first commissioned fifty-two-foot Vorlage from Huckins in 
1960. But unfortunately in 1968, a rock dike traveling at 

twenty-three knots struck Vorlage, putting a new and improved Vorlage 
on the drawing board for Swigert, who came back to Huckins for his 
second chance. The resulting fifty-eight-foot Linwood is the boat that 

Hank Swigert
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Like many other 
Huckins owners, 
Lou Hilton is an 
avid yachtsman, 

pilot and car collector. 
Lou acquired Fairway, his 
first Huckins, after being 
kidnapped and brought 
to the Huckins yard by 
Palm Beach buddies and 
Huckins aficionados Gray 
Lang and Leigh McMa-
kin. “They dragged me to 
Huckins to see Banda, 
only she had been sold 
that day,” Lou recounts. 
“So instead I saw Alley Cat, which is much like Gray’s 
boat Malo III, and decided to buy her.” Alley Cat was 
the comfortable and practical yacht that Lou and his 
wife B had been seeking to suit their cruising needs. 
B, a native of Germany, and Lou, a native of Maine, 
split their time between Palm Beach and Maine. 
While in Maine, Lou dabbles in real estate as well as 
the hotel business and cruises on Moosehead Lake in 
his Ortega 33 Huckster, the newest prize in his an-
tique fleet which has consisted of a 1929 30' ACF, a 1939 38' Mathews 
and a 1955 Chris-Craft. He has also been known to buzz the lake in the 
only DC-3 in the world equipped with floats. In Palm Beach, Lou 
spends his time on the boat while B spends hers playing tennis and, as 
Lou puts it, “raising” her four grandchildren.

When cruising, Lou and B usually head for destinations such as Key 
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Largo and the Bahamas, as well as Jacksonville for occasional neces-
sary upkeep. “When you own more than one old boat,” says Lou,  “up-
keep is the name of the game.”

Like all Huckins owners, no matter what other hobbies he has, Lou 
always finds time to spend on his Huckins. “Even if I am just sitting 
aboard at the dock reading a book, I feel as if I am home.”  

FaIrway
Linwood 56

Launched May 27, 1971

Owner
Louis O. Hilton

Home Port
Palm Beach, Florida 

The Hiltons
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hIgh Brass
Sportsman 76

Launched October 31, 1972

114

Owner
Charles A. Perry

Home Port
Jacksonville, Florida

it would be fun to bring her back to 
Jacksonville himself, down the coast 
of Baja California and Central Amer-
ica, through the Panama Canal, 
across the Gulf of Mexico, and 
through the Okeechobee Waterway 
up to Jacksonville. It was a remark-
able trip during which skipper and 
crew survived a storm that almost 
destroyed them all. 

The High Brass stood up to the 
storm and, according to Charlie, had 
it not been a Huckins, he feels he 
would not be around today to tell the 
tale. The ship’s log and members of 
his crew vividly describe the ordeal 

and bear witness to the yacht’s seaworthiness.
Once home safe and sound, Charlie set about bringing High Brass 

up to mint condition, both mechanically and cosmetically. He went to 
great lengths to research and recreate the original look of the inte-
rior, completely restoring the extraordinary hand-crafted wood carv-
ings specified by the original owner, Ralph Levitz of the famed furni-
ture store chain. Charlie also re-painted the exterior and replaced the 
teak decking and woodwork.  

High Brass can be seen plying the waters of the St. Johns River from 
Jacksonville to St. Augustine, and often ventures to the Bahamas, the 
Florida Keys and occasionally to Hilton Head and the Carolinas. The 
Perrys’ second home much of the time, for a while High Brass was 
their first: while their house on the river was being remodeled, they 
spent six months living aboard. Charlie says he had to pry Kristine 
from the helm when the house was ready.

For Charlie Perry, boating and yachts are everyday life. Not only 
is Charlie the founder of one of the first and largest marine 
manufacturers representatives groups in the Southeast, he’s 
also owned four Huckins yachts, ranging in size from for-

ty-seven feet to his present seventy-six footer. His corporate office is 
across the street from Huckins Yacht Corporation, which makes it 
convenient for service.  

When Charlie bought High Brass in San Diego in 1993, he decided 

Charlie Perry
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Thad Moseley grew up 
in Jacksonville and 
had always known 
about Huckins and the 

family of Fairform Flyers. While 
employed in the oil business in 
Miami during the 1980s, he 
bought Pathfinder (Hull # 347), 
the only Doghouse 43, and lived 
briefly on her at Monty Trainer’s 
in Coconut Grove. A Huckins 
fan practically from birth, Thad 
became a true believer when 
Pathfinder  survived a fast-
er-than-forecast front that 
turned a three-hour crossing 
from Walker’s Cay to Fort Pierce into a sixteen-hour ordeal, 
with green water washing over the flybridge. Pathfinder’s 
last stand was a tornado on Offat’s Bayou behind Galves-
ton, Texas. “Anything less than a Huckins, and quite possi-
bly we wouldn’t be here to relate the experience,” says Thad.

Thad and his wife, Fiona Strathern, purchased their 46 Sport-
cruiser in 1994 and named her Linda Louise for their mothers, “who 
have been among our best influences and strongest supporters.” 
Hull 412 came to Fiona and Thad in all her original green glory: 
grasscloth wallpaper, mahogany covered in pale green paint and 
avocado-colored Formica fronting all the mahogany drawers.

Thad and Fiona had the carpet and linoleum throughout replaced 
with grey Pirelli rubber flooring; the green and pink paint stripped 
off the mahogany and replaced with varnish; the Formica drawer 
facings removed and varnish applied. The galley Formica was re-
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placed with natural Spanish granite, cut three-sixteenths of an inch 
thick and laminated with fiberglass and epoxy to save weight. The 
mahogany dinette table had its paint removed and was varnished 
and its Formica top replaced with granite. Additionally, the original 
fifteen-cubic-foot refrigerator was replaced with under-counter Sub-
Zero refrigerator and freezer units.

After the renovation was complete, Fiona, Thad and their two cats 
lived aboard Linda Louise for a couple of years. They have just 
moved ashore after enjoying a grand three-month cruise up the East 
Coast to Nantucket, and hope to enjoy many more years cruising 
with Linda Louise.

 lInda louIse
Sportcruiser 46

Launched October 15, 1973

Owners
Thaddeus M. Moseley & 
Fiona Strathern

Home Port
Bridgeport, Florida

Thad and Fiona
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step two
Sedan 40

Launched May 9, 1973
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Owner
David McGrath

Home Port
Nassau, Bahamas

on his Huckins Se-
dan 40, Step Two. 
Dave uses his boat 
when ever he has 
f ree  t ime.  He 
fishes, cruises and 
picnics in different 
areas of the Baha-
mas.  

Accord ing  to 
Dave, the boat’s in-
terior was redeco-
rated recently, but 
he spends his time 

having fun and letting people enjoy his boat 
so it won’t be long before it will have to be 
redone again. He says, “We just pull up the 
deckhouse carpet when we fish and at the 
end of the day we rinse off the fish blood 
and put it back down.” Don’t get him wrong: 
Dave is not intentionally trashing his Huck-
ins. “That is just my lifestyle, lots of fun, lots 
of people, lots of beer and lots of fishing.”  

Dave’s favorite spot aboard his Huckins is 
on the flying bridge. “I love the open feeling,” he says. “I can enjoy 
my whole boat from up there.” Occasionally Dave has been known 
to fish from the bridge. “The hard part is reeling in the fish. They 
kind of pull you toward the water.” 

Despite his jet-set life, like all Huckins owners Dave never has a 
problem finding time to spend aboard his Huckins. “Except per-
haps when I am golfing,” he says.

Dave McGrath is a traveler, fisherman, investment banker, 
Honorary Consul General of Panama to the Bahamas, and 
last but not least a Huckins owner. Not that any of these 
things relate to the other but they keep Dave, a native of 

Panama but now a Bahamian resident, busy. When he is not travel-
ing to Europe to sell collectible coins or to Miami to wheel and deal 
with international investment bankers, Dave can be found fishing 

Dave McGrath
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David Launius is a dynamic and 
creative entrepreneur. Heather 
Launius is the voice of reason 
and stability. Together, and with 

the help of some special people, they 
have built their businesses and obtained 
the boats of their dreams. 

In 1977, with their three dogs and 
camping gear packed up in a borrowed 
car, David and Heather were on Christ-
mas break from college and ready to hit 
the road from Chicago to Key West. On 
their way out the door, David’s Aunt Jose-
phine handed him a box of nuts and 
asked him to deliver them to a dear friend 
of the family, “Uncle” Captain Al in Fort Lauderdale, Florida. Re-
luctantly, the mission was accepted. Although the tantalizing nuts 
tempted the two on a budget, they miraculously made it to their 
destination without being eaten. David and Heather were not to go 
unrewarded, for much to their surprise, “Uncle” Captain Al turned 
out to have a job that supplied David with a lifetime’s worth of am-
bition and inspiration. He was the captain of Rowinco, a Huckins 
Out Islander 65 built in 1974 that summered in Chicago’s Belmont 
Harbor. It was fate. David had found a second love. 

The following summer, David became a volunteer apprentice to 
Captain Al, who taught David the fine art of yacht care and proto-
col. The owners of Rowinco, Jim and Jackie Beirnes, noticed David’s 
love for the boat and his ambition. 

Once David learned the trade, he was hired as first mate on an-
other yacht. In 1979, Heather joined forces with David and they 
started their first business maintaining boats. In the following years, 
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their (ad)venture grew into multifaceted businesses: Three Twins 
Inc., which does yacht maintenance and snow plowing; and We’ll 
Clean Inc., a chain of hand car wash and detail shops. 

David kept in touch with Jim and Jackie Beirnes over the years 
and they became good friends. When the Beirneses were ready to 
part with the Rowinco, they wanted David and Heather to have her 
knowing that they would appreciate her as much as they had. The 
Beirneses made it very easy for the Launiuses to acquire her, and the 
Launiuses have kept her original name, color and design. Rowinco 
stays in Hollywood, Florida, where Captain Carson Werner main-
tains her in Bristol fashion. Captain Carson is not only a perfection-
ist at his job, but also a dear friend and confidant. He makes it pos-
sible for David to sleep at night without worrying about Rowinco. 

The Launiuses enjoy sharing their story because of the Beirneses’ 
faith in them. “Jim and Jackie entrusted us with something of con-
siderable value. We have and always will work to continue earning 
their trust and friendship.”

rowInco
Out Islander 65

Launched May 23, 1974

Owner
David & Heather Launius

Home Port
Hollywood, Florida

David & Heather
Launius
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heaven can waIt
Sportcruiser 48

Launched September 27, 1979
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Owner
Emanuel M. Alexiou

Home Port
Nassau, Bahamas

and swift negotiating, 
Manny became the proud 
owner of Heaven Can Wait.

When he first acquired 
the yacht it was, he says, 
“in pretty good shape, ex-
cept that it needed a Bi-
mini top and some other 
minor cosmetic changes.” 
Adding a transom door to 
the stern leading to the 
dive platform, changing 
the bow rails to one-inch 
aluminum railings, and 

adding some updated electronics are a few of the 
changes that he made. Her classic lines, her unique 
features and her openness, the things that lured 
him to Heaven Can Wait, remain unchanged. Like 
many other Huckins owners, Manny loves the feel-
ing of the inside being light open and airy.  

When aboard Heaven Can Wait, Manny and his 
family are usually fishing, diving and cruising 

throughout the Bahamas. Manny generally fishes every other week-
end. “We pull up all kinds of fish,” he says, “mostly dolphin, king 
fish and tuna.” Since his family is so large, Alexiou truly appreciates 
the large amount of storage space his boat has and the fact that she 
never feels crowded. “I love the absolute comfort of the space that 
you feel.”

Manny’s cousin also is a Huckins owner, which makes him very 
proud. “I like the family atmosphere of Huckins owners, and to have 
my own cousin as part of that outside family is a good feeling.”

A successful Nassau lawyer whose life revolves around his 
wife, Rosemary, and their six children, Emanuel Alexiou 
has been a yachtsman since childhood. “When you live in    
 the Bahamas all of your life, it is hard to avoid being a 

boating person.” But although he was a very experienced yachts-
man, Huckins meant nothing to Manny. He became a Huckins lover 
and owner purely by accident. He was out cruising in the Exumas 
one day, saw this handsome boat moving along smartly, and radioed 
the owner of the boat that he wanted to buy it. After some fast talking 

Manny Alexiou
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The crystalline waters of Aruba, its vast, 
sugar-sandy beaches, its old Dutch 
towns reminiscent of colonial days past 
are not the first place you would expect 

to find a Huckins yacht. But Eduard DeVeer, 
owner of exclusive Seaport Village and Marina, 
has an eye for the unexpected and he knew that 
the seventy-two-foot Huckins motor yacht, orig-
inally built for Howard Dobbs, Jr., would turn 
heads all over the Antilles.

An elegant cruising yacht with a large flybridge perfect for enter-
taining, the Seaport Fantasy is a familiar sight in all the ports off the 
north coast of Venezuela. This is because she is one of Aruba’s most 
delightful charter yachts, the crown jewel of the Seaport Village 
property. Her well-equipped, roomy galley makes her ideal for ca-
tered cruise parties of up to thirty-five, but her spacious, well-laid 
out quarters also make her well suited for intimate cruises through 
the nearby islands with four guests.
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Seaport Fantasy began life as Howard Dobbs’ private yacht. How-
ard built three boats with Huckins, this Howlen (now Seaport Fantasy) 
being the largest. Eduard DeVeer saw her at the Huckins yard and 
realized at once she would be a most appropriate centerpiece for 
his Seaport development. And now in Aruba, Seaport Fantasy, built 
nearly thirty years after Frank Pembroke Huckins’ death, is doing 
what FPH would most have wanted her to do: promoting the joys of 
life on the water to potential Huckins owners of the future.

seaport Fantasy
Motoryacht 72

Launched January 8, 1980

Owner
Eduard DeVeer

Home Port
Oranjestad, Aruba
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pluto
Sportcruiser 54

Launched August 23, 1980
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Owner
William M. Hall

Home Port
Jacksonville, Florida

spacious. From its clean decks 
with natural teak toe rails to its 
huge salon and cabins, Pluto is 
filled with one ingenious idea 
after another. Pneumatic win-
dow openers, practical chart 
drawers, perfectly fitting dish 
drawers, and tons of storage 
(“We lose stuff because of the 
amount of storage,” says Ruth), 
make Pluto the ideal cruising 
boat. “I asked for twelve-volt 
power throughout so we could 
anchor out on batteries over-
night,” Bill notes. “I asked for 

small, 30-amp shore lines, one for the air conditioning, the 
other for everything else. The electric panel Buddy de-
signed lets us use appliances in appropriate combinations. 
We don’t have to turn off the air conditioning to cook.”

Bill and Ruth have had a blast cruising the Chesapeake, 
the Florida Keys and the Abacos. The whole point of Pluto 

was to be able to cruise the remotest waters and enjoy them. The 
boat is powered and propped to do a smart twenty-five knots.

The one detail designed for Pluto that Bill and Ruth decided they 
had to get rid of was the catch basin meant to capture rain for the 
on-board water system. “We got rid of it because the minute it 
started raining,” Bill says, laughing, “we discovered every place in 
the world has Australian pines. I didn’t need all those pine needles 
clogging up the boat’s water system. Now we carry five hundred 
gallons of fresh water and buy more when we need it. Maybe one day 
I’ll get a twelve-volt watermaker.”

Pluto is the second of the two Huckins Sportcruiser 54s, and it is 
still the property of its original owner, Bill Hall. A hotelier and 
land developer whose home office sits inconspicuously next to 
the Huckins yard, Bill built Pluto after months of watching Ken 

Weatherby’s Sportcruiser 54 Kenakay (Hull # 420) come together. 
This new Sportcruiser was a concept that had arisen when Weath-

erby, who’d owned half a dozen Fairform Flyers over the years, de-
cided to design “the perfect superstructure” to go on top of Bob 
Steward’s new Wide 54 Quadraconic hull. 

Huckins built a boat for Bill and Ruth that was both utilitarian and 

Ruth and Bill Hall
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Randy Ringhaver, 
president of Jack-
sonville-based Ring  
 Power Corpora-

tion, one of the world’s larg-
est Caterpillar dealerships, 
grew up in his family’s Saint 
Augustine boat yard. He has 
known Huckins Yacht Cor-
poration all his life, as Huck-
ins is a longstanding Cat cus-
tomer. Was it a shoo-in that 
he would build with Huck-
ins? “Not at all,” he says. “I 
shopped around — and 
found that the dollars I 
wanted to spend would be better spent at Huckins than in 
any other yard I looked at.” 

To build Bree, named for his daughter, Randy and his 
wife, Paula, worked through all their likes and dislikes to 
make Bree into exactly the sportfishing machine they 
wanted. Many details on Bree were revolutionary in the 
sportfishing industry when the boat was launched, includ-
ing hydraulic gears as advanced today as they were in 1981. 

A recognized contender on the tournament circuit, Bree’s 
ability to raise fish is nothing short of amazing, according 
to Randy and Paula. “Our cockpit fishes so well that we have put an 
eight-hundred-pound blue marlin in the boat in twenty-one minutes, 
which is pretty remarkable,” Randy notes. “The boat has a low tran-
som that allows us tag and release fish quickly and easily.”

“I wanted a boat that would not produce a lot of white water while 
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trolling,” he adds. “When we caught a four hundred pounder off the 
coast of Venezuela on twenty pound test, we had to back down in four- 
to eight-foot seas. Thanks to the Quadraconic hull, we had good 
speed. We fished in twelve-foot seas and forty-knot winds in Palm 
Beach on the last leg of the International Billfish League tourna-
ment, and not only came out unscathed — we won.” 

Bree
Sportfisherman 50

Launched June 6, 1981

Owner
Randal L. Ringhaver

Home Port
Orangedale, Florida

Bree’s galley
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poco Mas
Sportcruiser 74

Launched June 9, 1982
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Previous Owners
John R. Schuehle & Wil-
liam  B. Gardner, Jr.

Current Owner
Michael Holden

Home Port
Greenwich, Connecticut

Long, sleek, and powered by twin 1,000-horse-
power TCX 12V-71TI diesels turning thir-
ty-inch full-cup props through ZF V-drives, Poco 
Mas became a familiar sight slicing through the 
waters of the Florida Keys and Gulf of Mexico, 
on her runs back and forth from the Bahamas 
to her home port of Aransas Pass, Texas. “We 
have had her airborne,” John R. says of her 
speed. “She’s averaged thirty knots for seven 
days at a time and has never been passed. And 
she is a piece of cake for one person to handle.” 
One feature that made it possible for Poco Mas 
to meet her performance guarantee (and live to 
tell the tale) is her strong, lightweight Airex 
construction and her exceptionally rigid inte-
rior. She is a model performer in the Huckins 
fleet.

Her interior is elegance epitomized, and her 
pilot house is a model of comfort and utility. 
“She was the last boat built with original Huck-
ins controls,” notes Schuehle. “Kenneth Ar-
chibald, Frank Huckins’ son, made her steering 

wheel by hand. It’s things like that, that make her so special to us.”
John R. laughs because Brenda, his new bride of two years, tried 

to remodel the boat. “She wanted to move walls and take out this 
and add that, and I had to explain to her that it was a yacht, not a 
house,” says John R. “We decided to let Poco Mas go to a fine new 
owner and get a sixty-foot interim replacement, while Paul Rogers 
at Huckins draws up a new, very fast Huckins that represents exactly 
what we want. I have complete confidence in Paul’s ability to carry 
the Quadraconic hull tradition into the next generation.”

Texas car-and-truck dealer and ranching magnate John R. 
Schuehle likes his boats big and fast. On commissioning 
Huckins to build his seventy-two-foot Sport Cruiser Poco 
Mas, John R. included several speed and performance 

conditions in the contract.
Poco Mas, “a little more” in Spanish, is the thirty-second boat John 

R. has owned, and his third Huckins. She passed her performance 
test with flying colors and became one of the most widely writ-
ten-about Huckins yachts ever.
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Calvin Houghland, a Ten-
nessee businessman with 
Florida interests that in-
clude a 47,000-acre cattle 

ranch, is an avid sportsman who has 
done his share of big game hunting, 
as well as a yachtsman and angler. 

Born in Kansas, Calvin was raised 
in Nashville where he still spends 
much of his time promoting the Ir-
oquois Steeplechase, an interna-
tionally recognized equestrian 
event with which he has been associ-
ated since its inception in 1940. 

Calvin has been involved with Huckins since the late 1950s, 
when he acquired a Grand Manan 45. In 1964 he built his first 
Huckins, a Linwood 56, followed in 1971 by a Sportcruiser 65, 
and in 1984 by a Sportcruiser 74. In 1990 he joint-ventured a 
70 Sportfisherman with Huckins, bought by Sam Kahn, a pre-
vious owner of two Huckins sportfishing yachts, one a Sports-
man 76 (Hull # 400) and the other a Sportcruiser 86 (Hull # 
422). All of Calvin’s yachts are named Bright Hour, which is 
also the name of his Florida ranch and his farm in Tennessee. 
His Bright Hours have cruised the Bahamas, Mexico, Venezu-
ela, Guatemala, Haiti, Cuba, Dominican Republic, Virgin Is-
lands and all of the inhabited and uninhabited islands be-
tween Florida and Panama.

All of Calvin’s Huckins yachts have been designed for long-range 
cruising, but also for what he refers to as “his motley crew,” longtime 
friends who join him for fishing, swimming, diving, and living off 
the “candy from the sea.” 
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Calvin’s yachts are much like himself, impressive and capable of 
doing almost anything. Aboard Bright Hour his interests are dis-
played everywhere, from fishing and hunting trophies on the wall, 
to horse pictures on the desk. Calvin loves to partake in all aspects 
of life, but especially those hours spent on his Huckins.

BrIght hour
Sportcruiser 74

Launched September 15, 1984

Owner
Calvin Houghland

Home Port
Brentwood, Tennessee

Calvin Houghland
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awakenIng
Kirkline 58 

Launched August 11, 1984
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Owner
Emanuel Alexiou

Home Port
Nassau, Bahamas

plane as well as 
her shallow draft 
and her fuel effi-
ciency.
  Manny, a native 
Bahamian who  
spends most of 
his time running 
his construction 
company, is re-
sponsible for a 
major part of the 
bui lding that 
goes on in the 
Bahamas. His job 
requires him to 

travel  from island to island, and what better 
way to travel than aboard his Huckins.

Manny has made changes to Awakening, but 
nothing very drastic. He has very little time to 
cruise and fish but when he does, his favorite 
spots are in the Abacos, Exumas and the Berry 
Islands.  A single man with no children, Manny 
relishes his unlimited freedom.  

“Often I just sleep on the boat. When we are 
out on projects it is easier to stay aboard,” he ex-

plains, adding that prior to owning his Huckins, Manny owned many 
runabout type boats, definitely “nothing as special as Awakening.” 

Though currently he uses his boat mainly for working reasons, Manny 
plans to go on a bona-fide pleasure cruise one of these days, “without 
making any stops to check on job sites.”

After cruising with his cousin aboard Heaven Can Wait, his Huckins 
Sportcruiser 48, Manny Alexiou decided that a Huckins was ex-
actly what he needed in his life. He bought his Huckins  
 Kirkline 58 Sportfisherman Awakening in Ocean City, Maryland, 

and he loves everything about the boat; especially how easily she gets up on 

Manny Alexiou
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Jay Johnson is a man who 
knows what he wants out of 
life: “Big fish and the perfect 
boat for raising them.” A car 
salesman for over thirty 

years, Jay owns dealerships in Ten-
nessee and Virginia. Jay and his 
wife, Karen, live with their five chil-
dren on a small lake in Abingdon, 
Virginia, “with its fair share of bass.” 

Jay became interested in Huckins 
yachts when his friends and his 
yacht broker led him to the Moody 
Blues, a Huckins Kirkline 60 sport-
fishing yacht that met all of his re-
quirements. It was fast, fuel efficient and had a shallow draft. 

“I took pictures and drawings of the boat home before I 
bought it,” he says. “I had a commercial artist white out this 
and black out that so that I could see the structural changes 
I wanted to make. That’s when I decided I loved her.” An-
other factor that influenced Jay’s decision was the idea of 
becoming part of the Huckins family. It’s a nice feeling to 
have that you’re part of this particular family when you are 
cruising down the waterway.”

Jay has spent a huge amount of time “bringing his boat into the 
Nineties.” He has completely re-painted her, replaced ninety percent 
of the electronics onboard with more modern versions, put on a full 
tuna tower, changed the windscreen, altered the bow rails for a 
slicked-back Nineties look, redecorated the accommodations and re-
fitted the engine room. Despite all the changes, Reel’n and Deal’n is 
still recognizable as the only 60 Huckins Sportfisherman, attracting 
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admiring attention as the Johnsons fish the Bahamas, the Keys and 
the North Carolina coast. 

Raising both blue and white marlin on a single three-day outing in 
the Bahamas, the Johnsons are thrilled with the boat’s fishability. But 
Jay gives his wife a lot of the credit, too: “Karen is a hard-core fisher-
man and she raises her fair share of fish on any given day.”

Whoever is responsible for the good luck and good times, Reel’n 
and Deal’n is an oasis of peace and happiness in this family’s busy life.

reel’n and deal’n
Kirkline 60

 Launched August 2, 1986

Owner
Jay Johnson

Home Port
Abingdon, Virginia

Jay and Karen
Johnson
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MIgratIon
Sportsfisherman 70

Launched May 13, 1991
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Owner
William U. Parfet

Home Port
Key Largo, Florida 

But, as he put it, “The 
realities of a full-time 
job and family com-
mitments precipi-
tated the need to try a 
power boat.”

In the early 1970s, 
he and his wife, Bar-
bara, bought a 31 
Bertram. “That boat 
and a chart of Geor-
gian Bay gave our 
family many years of 
Great Lakes cruis-
ing,” Bill says. 

“But as our family grew to seven children and 
our interest in boating expanded, we kept buying 
bigger boats and extending our cruising season 
and range. Today our Huckins, aptly named Mi-
gration, spends winters in South Florida and most 
summers in the Great Lakes. 

“While cruising we prefer to lie at anchor. Last 
summer, Migration spent three weeks in Lake Su-
perior and never tied to a dock. We tied to rocks 
and trees in the beautiful bays along Superior’s 
Canadian shore — a cruising life most people 

would associate with sailboats. But we have the power to set up and 
go when we need it.”

“In the winter, we are frequent visitors to the Bahamas,” Parfet 
says. “The Huckins is the best boat we have ever owned. It’s stylish, 
fast, comfortable and easy to handle — isn’t life great?”

Health care and medical research executive Bill Parfet began 
his boating life on a small inland lake in Michigan, in a 
Penguin his father gave him for his eighth birthday. His 
childhood on the water grew to some very intense sailboat 

racing. Over the years, Bill has competed in both Snipes and Stars.  

Migration’s salon
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Corbin Day, one 
of the newest 
members of 
the Huckins 

family, is a laid-back in-
vestment banker from 
Birmingham, Alabama. 
Corbin is a man who 
wants only simple good 
things out of life and 
out of his yachts. 

In June of 1996 
Corbin took delivery of 
Cortina, his new Huck-
ins 65 Sportscruiser. Like his lifestyle, he built a 
yacht that would be easygoing and easy to maintain 
without a captain. He wanted to be able to cruise, 
unassisted and independent, from Bay Head, New 
Jersey, to the Bahamas, two of his favorite fishing 
and cruising spots. 

Cortina delivered this independence, and now 
Corbin and his wife Dodie, when they are not trav-
eling to Europe, skiing in Colorado, or entertain-
ing their four grandchildren, cruise the East Coast 
and the Bahamas aboard Cortina. Like Corbin, Dodie loves boating 
and has no problem performing the role of first mate. From the 
cherry interior to the integrated swim platform, Corbin says, “This 
boat offers all the comforts of vacation living.” 

Corbin’s favorite features on Cortina are its spaciousness and large 
expansive windows. “We never feel closed in,” he says. “When we are 
in the main salon, we are in one big, well-lighted open space. Yet if 
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we want privacy we just go to the pilot house.” Cortina easily cruises 
at twenty-two knots and comfortably sleeps six to eight people. Ev-
eryone aboard pitches in, but the yacht requires so little mainte-
nance that most guests spend their time reading in the pilot house 
or sunning on the bow.  

It’s a new look for Huckins, styled by Gil Norush — but the per-
formance and owner-friendliness are there, through and through.

cortIna
Motoryacht 64

Launched April 23, 1996

Owner:
Corbin Day

Home Port:
Birmingham, Alabama

Cortina main salon
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roxanne
Sportsman 44

Launched November 11, 1996
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Owner
Robert F. Chafin

Home Port
Orange Beach, Alabama

ing diving platform, she also has a truly fishable 
cockpit — and outriggers are even an option.

The appeal of classic Huckins yachts to collec-
tors who value the best that the past has produced 
— actually preferring it to what the present has to 
offer — confirms that their styling is ageless. 
Cindy added four feet to the original model (the 
Sportsman 40) to be able to offer more salon 
space, a larger head with stall shower, and a state-
room with a queen-size berth She’s cleverly used 
this vintage shell to incorporate modern layouts, 
materials and power packages.  

Not only does Roxanne have thoroughly modern 
styling sophistication and uncluttered comfort, it 
has state-of-the-art Caterpillar diesels that deliver 
thirty-one knots and afford a five-hundred mile 
range at twenty-four knots. In combining old and 
new, Huckins has stressed the latter in en-
gine-room layout, ease of maintenance, furnish-
ings, lighting, mechanical components (such as 
air conditioning), and Core-Cell construction 
techniques. This new “old” Huckins yacht is not 
merely in tune with the dawn of the twenty-first 
century, but, as befits the Huckins heritage, actu-
ally ahead of its time. 

“The Baby Boomers want toys that remind them of the best time of 
their lives — when they were kids,” Cindy says. Roxanne, Bolero (Hull 
# 442) and the growing family of “new” 44s fits right in with current 
clothing and shoe styles, as well as the popularity of songs from the 
Fifties and Sixties, and of new roadster-style automobiles.

— John Clemans

Bob Chafin’s Roxanne is the first of three new 44s that Huckins 
has already completed, and she is living approbation of Cindy 
Purcell’s hunch that a new boat with a vintage look could pro-
vide its owner with exactly what he wanted — classic grace and 

elegance, as well as modern fun-in-the-sun. Roxanne has superb off-
shore capability, making her ideal for trips to the islands. An outstand-
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Huckins has been building sportfishing yachts for 
half a century. Ed Hinkle’s Rae Jean is the compa-
ny’s latest, and she is a magnificent seventy-footer 
that features state-of-the-art propulsion technol-

ogy, space-age communications, and the most modern ma-
chinery and appliances available. But Rae Jean has the same 
fuel-efficient, easily planing Quadraconic hull as Huckins 
sportfishing yachts of past decades, providing a soft, stable 
ride as well as excellent tracking.

Like other offshore anglers, Ed Hinkle values a boat that 
will stay on plane in severe weather and that can outrun 
squalls and buck big waves. The record of Huckins’ sportfish-
ermen in these departments is admirable, as is their ability to 
raise fish and nimbly maneuver during a fight. The pair of 
1,250-horsepower Caterpillar electronic diesels provides a 
muscular power package for Rae Jean, and Huckins’ Core-
Cell sandwich construction ensures a strong, lightweight hull.

Superb craftsmanship is on display inside this new Sport-
fish 70. The curved surfaces of the sapelé (South African 
mahogany) paneling, trim and cabinetry create a warm and 
rich ambiance that combines nautical tradition with high-
tech minimalism. The artistry of the joiner work and inlays is 
outstanding. A dumbwaiter serves the enclosed bridge from 
the galley, where the appliances include a stainless steel fridge and a 
deep fryer. Accent strips of mahogany run fore and aft in the head-
liner. Modern halogen lights combine with such vintage touches as 
shower doors of frosted glass and mahogany. 

Huckins’ uncanny ability to consolidate the new and the tradi-
tional is apparent in two traditional yacht features: Rae Jean’s aft 
deck, overlooking the cockpit, and the crew’s quarters aft of the en-
gine room. The aft day head is discreet as well as convenient. 
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Huckins pioneered big sportfishermen; thirty years ago, Huckins’ 
Sportsman 80 was the largest sportfish ever built. With seventy-foot-
ers increasingly common, Huckins’ experience in this category is a 
distinct asset.

With a luxurious master stateroom and two guest staterooms, Ed 
can take family and friends virtually anywhere on this handsome, 
high-performance fishing machine and live in comfort after a day of 
offshore action. — John Clemans 

rae Jean
Sportfish 70

Launched June 7, 1997

Owner:
Edward Hinkle

Home Port:
Lexington, 
North Carolina
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Bolero
Atlantic 44

Launched September 10, 1997
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Owner
Federico Kong

Home Port
Key Biscayne, Florida

including a cockpit that makes a great fishing platform, 
the Atlantic 44 is more of a motor yacht. The inviting sa-
lon, the accommodating bridge deck, the amenities for 
entertainment (including two refrigerators, three ice-mak-
ers, a built-in ice chest, a home-style stereo system and 
television) all make Bolero delightfully livable and ideal to 
take friends and family cruising. The bridge seats seven 
including the helmsman, and has a built-in wet bar along 
with an impressive amount of storage space.

Capturing the classic grace and elegant design for 
which Huckins has long been famous, Bolero is more than 
up-to-date beneath the surface. State-of-the-art electron-
ics and a high-end Caterpillar power package make han-
dling Bolero a delight — in her home waters of Biscayne 
Bay, or farther afield in the Bahamas and Florida Keys.

Bolero’s rich Awlgrip finish means that little of her cruis-
ing time has to be wasted on maintenance. Bolero’s large 
windows and excellent ventilation bring the great views 
and atmosphere of pristine anchorages and pretty mari-
nas right into the salon. And when it’s time to head home, 
Bolero benefits from Huckins’ legendary Quadraconic hull 
and sophisticated core-construction techniques, which 

produce the lively performance (top speed is thirty-one knots) and 
offshore seaworthiness characteristic of all Fairform Flyers. Coming 
or going, in any conditions, Bolero is as rugged and sure-footed as any 
yacht in her size range.

This updated classic breathes fresh air into a market where exterior 
styling often features change merely for the sake of change. Bolero’s 
first outing was to the Fort Lauderdale International Boat Show, and 
the boating public’s enthusiastic reaction proved that truly handsome 
yachts have timeless appeal.                                            — John Clemans   

F  ederico Kong’s Bolero is the second in Huckins’ new line of 
best-of-both-worlds 44s, the Sportsman 44 and the Atlantic 44, 
soon to be joined by the Ortega 44. Coming almost eight 
months after Roxanne (Hull # 440), Bolero shows the yachting 

public’s growing interest and acceptance of modern boats based on 
vintage concepts. 

As a model, the Atlantic 44 offers even greater cruising comfort 
and entertainment potential than the Sportsman 44. While the 
Sportsman 44 is designed to provide optimal access to water sports, 
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The drawings represent the full range of Huckins models 
from 1928 to 1998, though every yacht built is not shown. 

Pre-War Yachts

1. Model name:  Sportsman 32
Introduced:  1937 (Drawing from 1937)

1. Model name:  Baybird 28
Introduced: 1943 (Drawing from 1943)

2. Model name:  Ortega 33
Introduced:  1948 (Drawing from 1948)

3. Model name:  Probono 34
Introduced:  1952 (Drawing from 1953)

4. Model name:  Menemsha 34
Introduced:  1951 (Drawing from 1951)

4. Model name:  Offshore 40
Introduced:  1936 (Drawing from 1936)

5. Model name:  Ocean Sport 45
Introduced:  1929 (Drawing from 1929)

6. Model name:  Offshore 48
Introduced:  1930 (Drawing from 1930)

7. Model name:  Diesel motor sailer 58
Introduced:  1939 (Drawing from 1939)

2. Model name:  Sportsman 36
Introduced:  1936 (Drawing from 1936)

3. Model name:  Sedan 38
Introduced:  1935 (Drawing from 1935)

Post-War Yachts
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5. Model name:  Gurnet 34
Introduced:  1951 (Drawing from 1951)

6. Model name:  Sportsman 34
Introduced:  1957 (Drawing from 1959)

7. Model name:  Sportsman 36
Introduced:  1960  (Drawing from 1960)

8. Model name:  Tournament Fisherman 36
Introduced:  1975 (Drawing from 1975)

11. Model name:  Ortega 40
Introduced:  1949 (Drawing from 1949)

12. Model name:  40 Sedan
Introduced:  1973 (Drawing from 1973)

13. Model name:  Doghouse 43
Introduced:  1959 (Drawing from 1959)

9. Model name:  Doghouse 40
Introduced:  1946 (Drawing from 1947)

10. Model name:  Sportsman 40
Introduced:  1946 (Drawing from 1959)

14. Model name:  Sportsman 44
Introduced:  1996 (Drawing from 1997)

15. Model name:  Atlantic 44
Introduced:  1997 (Drawing from 1997)

16. Model name:  Neptune 45
Introduced:  1946 (Drawing from 1952)
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17. Model name:  45 Sedan
Introduced:  1947 (Drawing from 1947)

18. Model name:  Piscatory 45
Introduced:  1947 (Drawing from 1947)

19. Model name:  Grand Manan 45
Introduced:  1951 (Drawing from 1955)

20. Model name:  Corinthian 45
Introduced:  1955 (Drawing from 1955)

23. Model name:  Neptune 47
Introduced:  1956 (Drawing from 1956)

24. Model name:  Offshore 48
Introduced:  1946 (Drawing from 1950)

25. Model name:  Sea Farer 48
Introduced:  1947 (Drawing from 1947)

21.   Model name:  Sedan 46
Introduced:  1962 (Drawing from 1962)

22. Model name:  Corinthian 47
Introduced:  1953 (Drawing from 1956)

26. Model name:  Corinthian 48
Introduced:  1956 (Drawing from 1956)

27. Model name:  Sportsman 48
Introduced:  1956 (Drawing from 1956)

28. Model name:  Sportcruiser 49
Introduced:  1979 (Drawing from 1979)
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29. Model name:  Corinthian 50
Introduced:  1959 (Drawing from 1960)

30. Model name:  Sportsman 50
Introduced:  1959 (Drawing from 1959)

31. Model name:  Atlantic 50
Introduced:  1962 (Drawing from 1962)

32. Model name:  Linwood 50
Introduced:  1968 (Drawing from 1968)

35. Model name:  Offshore 52
Introduced:  1947 (Drawing from 1951)

36. Model name:  Oceanic 52
Introduced:  1947 (Drawing from 1947)

37. Model name:  Linwood 52
Introduced:  1952 (Drawing from 1957)

33. Model name:  Sportsfisherman 50
Introduced:  1981 (Drawing from 1981)

34. Model name:  Outboard 50
Introduced:  1985 (Drawing from 1985)

38. Model name:  Atlantic 52
Introduced:  1956 (Drawing from 1956)

39. Model name:  Corinthian 52
Introduced 1957 (Drawing from 1957)

40. Model name:  Bahamian 53
Introduced:  1956 (Drawing from 1958)
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41. Model name:  Corinthian 53
Introduced:  1957 (Drawing from 1957)

42. Model name:  Linwood 53
Introduced:  1958 (Drawing from 1961)

43. Model name:  Atlantic 53
Introduced:  1959 (Drawing from 1965)

44. Model name: Caribbean 53
Introduced:  1960 (Drawing from 1960)

47. Model name:  Passenger for hire 54
Introduced:  1978 (Drawing from 1978)

48. Model name:  Sportscruiser 54
Introduced:  1979 (Drawing from 1979)

49. Model name:  Corinthian 56
Introduced:  1962 (Drawing from 1962)

45. Model name:  Offshore 53
Introduced:  1962 (Drawing from 1962)

46. Model name:  Sportsman 53
Introduced:  1968 (Drawing from 1968)

50. Model name:  Out Islander 56
Introduced:  1964 (Drawing from 1964)

51. Model name:  Linwood 56
Introduced:  1964 (Drawing from 1966)

52. Model name:  Sportsman 56
Introduced:  1966 (Drawing from 1966)
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53. Model name:  Caribbean 58
Introduced:  1951 (Drawing from 1951)

54. Model name:  Linwood 58
Introduced:  1966 (Drawing from 1971)

55. Model name:  Out Islander 58
Introduced:  1967 (Drawing from 1967)

56. Model name:  Offshore 58
Introduced:  1971 (Drawing from 1973)

57. Model name:  Kirkline 58
Introduced:  1982 (Drawing from 1982)

58. Model name:  Atlantic 60
Introduced:  1957 (Drawing from 1957)
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59. Model name:  Kirkline 60
Introduced:  1986 (Drawing from 1986)

60. Model name:  Offshore 64
Introduced:  1948 (Drawing from 1962)

61. Model name:  Sea Farer 64
Introduced:  1955 (Drawing from 1955)

62. Model name:  Motoryacht 64
Introduced:  1996 (Drawing from 1996)

63. Model name:  Corinthian 65
Introduced:  1969 (Drawing from 1969)

64. Model name:  Sportcruiser 65
Introduced:  1971 (Drawing from 1971)
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65. Model name:  Out Islander 65
Introduced:  1974 (Drawing from 1974)

66. Model name:  Motoryacht 68
Introduced:  1982 (Drawing from 1982)

67. Model name:  Sportfisherman 70
Introduced:  1988 (Drawing from 1991)

68. Model name:  Sportfisherman 70
introduced:  1996 (Drawing from 1997)

69. Model name:  Motoryacht 72
Introduced:  1980 (Drawing from 1980)

70. Model name:  Sportcruiser 74
Introduced:  1982 (Drawing from 1982)
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71. Model name:  Sportcruiser 74
introduced:  1983 (Drawing from 1983)

72. Model name:  Sportsman 76
introduced:  1970 (Drawing from 1970)

73. Model name: Motoryacht 76
introduced:  1977 (Drawing from 1977)

74. Model name:  Yachtfisherman 78
introduced:  1986 (Drawing from 1986)

75. Model name:  Sportsman 80
introduced:  1968 (Drawing from 1968)

76. Model name:  Sportcruiser 86
Introduced:  1980 (Drawing from 1980)





A p p e n d i c e s
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The Huckins Quadra-
conic Hull is the perfect 
planing hull, displacing 
far less than the boat’s 

own weight.

The QuAdrAconic hull
FundAmenTAls

Certain fundamentals must be made clear in order to 
grasp what follows:

1. displAcemenT is the weight of water displaced by a floating 
object; hence the weight of the vessel itself. 

2. displAcemenT boAT is one that continues to displace the same 
volume and weight of water at any and all speeds as she does at rest.

3. plAning boAT is one that at some speed arises bodily in the 
water and then displaces less than her own weight. Such must not be 
confused with a displacement hull that, when high power is applied, 
rises, her bow high and immerses her stern deeply, appearing to 
plane but in fact displacing just as much water as at rest.

4. The pArAdox oF plAning. The best illustration of planing is 
the skipping stone. Although the stone weighs more than the volume 
of water it displaces, it has shape and enough velocity to wedge itself 
on top of the water, and it planes. 

Unlike the skipping stone, the planing hull is not supposed to 
sink after planing velocity is lost. 

If the bottom of a boat has a wedge-shaped bow and sufficient flat 
surface to ride on, at some speed she will arise from her at rest posi-
tion, climb out partially on top of the water, thus paradoxically dis-
placing a volume of water weighing less than her own weight.

With planing as its sole objective, a hull shaped like a toboggan 
obtains the desired results, as in waterskis.

5. cenTer oF grAviTy (cg) is the point at which any mass may 
be suspended by a single cable and not rotate.

6. cenTer oF buoyAncy (cb) is the center of gravity of the wa-
ter that the boat displaces. It is the point at which the buoyancy of the 
water pushes upwards. Unless CG, pushing down, and CB, pushing 
up, coincide vertically, the boat will change her position in the water 
until these points do coincide, even if she has to turn bottom up to 
satisfy this physical law.

7. sTAbiliTy has to do with the inherent relationship of CG and 
CB. If a boat is sufficiently topheavy, she may stay right side up so 
long as she lies at rest in perfectly smooth water, but if a wave rolls her 
to one side, CG may travel sideways faster than the CB can stay with 
it and the boat capsizes. In a proper hull, under wave action, CB 
travels away from its normal position faster than CG, thus setting up 
a moment of force, a righting force, to bring her back on an even keel.

To illustrate, let us take a cylinder and a raft. In the cylinder, CG 
is in its axis. CB coincides, vertically, irrespective of the angular posi-
tion of the cylinder. There is no righting force. Hence the cylinder can 
roll over and over with wave action, unrestrained.

In the raft, at rest, CG and CB coincide vertically. Now let a wave 
tend to tip the raft, CG remains in the center of the raft, but due to 
the corner being more deeply submerged, CB runs ‘way out to star-
board and sets up a powerful righting force.

Hence, all else being equal, the more nearly the underbody of a 



boat approaches the cylindrical, the less her stability; while the more 
nearly the underbody approaches raft-shape, the greater her stability.

8. pendulum roll. As the name implies, pendulum roll ap-
pears in the hull of lower initial stability. The typical round bottom 
displacement boat, whether it be cruiser or ocean liner, heels through 
a considerable angle before the righting moment develops enough 
force to bring her back to an even keel. If you sit on the yacht club 
porch at any quiet anchorage, containing a number of yachts of dif-
ferent types, exposed to the wash of passing ships, you can readily 
observe the phenomenon. A series of waves roll in. All boats initially 
roll to a greater or lesser angle under the force of the first and suc-
ceeding waves. The more stable boats roll but slightly, and quickly 
return to normal. The least stable hulls roll deeply on the first wave, 
more deeply with each succeeding wave and after all of the steamers’ 
wake has passed, continue a pendulum roll, for a considerable period 
of time after the water is perfectly smooth.

This pendulum roll is the major cause of seasickness. A boat with 
that characteristic rolls continuously at sea, even in calm weather.

9. criTicAl speed. Divested of complicated engineering lan-
guage, the critical speed of a displacement hull is the speed at which 
she may be propelled with a moderate and normal application of power. 
In a typical displacement cruiser of forty-foot length, this is in the 
neighborhood of nine knots. For velocities beyond the critical speed, 
power must be greatly increased, usually by a geometrical ratio. In 
other words, if the critical speed of a certain displacement hull were 
nine knots with a 100 h.p. engine, a 1,000 h.p. engine might not 
drive her but a few knots faster.

In a displacement hull, critical speed increases as hull length in-
creases, on what naval architects refer to as the speed-length ratio.

In the planing hull, no such rule applies. A little short, fat racing 
boat can be fast as a hull many times as long. The critical speed in a 
true planing hull is the velocity at which the boat rises bodily in the 

water and begins to displace a weight of water less 
than her own weight. In a properly designed and 
properly loaded planing hull, this critical speed is 
almost exactly the critical speed of the typical 
displacement hull, in the neighborhood of nine 
knots, for a forty-footer.

In sharp contrast to the displacement hull, the 
properly designed and properly loaded planing 
hull, having reached the planing point, obtains 
an increase in speed in almost a direct proportion of 
increase power, through a considerable range. If 
100 h.p. drives this planing hull at ten knots, 200 
h.p. likely drives her at twenty knots, while the 
displacement boat of the same size might require 
1,000 h.p. to reach that speed or might never 
reach it with any amount of power that could be 
installed in the hull.

To be sure, there are certain hybrid hulls that 
confuse physical law, because they have sufficient 
flat underbody to partially plane at their highest 
application of power.

10. pounding. Although pounding is some-

146

Through much of 
this century, Fairform 
Flyers have planed past 
displacement hulls and 
so-called semi-planing 
hulls.
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The most and least effi-
cient forms of a hull, but 
the top vee shape lacks 
balance and requires 
certain details to become 

a true planing hull.

thing that, once experienced in a boat, is not soon forgotten, it is 
difficult to define exactly. It is the effect produced when a wave 
strikes a considerable area of hull all at once. To attempt an illustra-
tion, if the bottom is dropped so that its flat surface strikes the water 
all at once, it pounds. If the bottom rotates downwards into the water, 
it does not pound. You can obtain the same effect quite convincingly 
by first jumping from a high springboard and landing in a pool flat, 
and then, if you recover, do it gracefully with your body entering the 
water head first.

To say that there are hulls that do not pound under any conditions 
is far from fact. Even a schooner or a battleship, jumped high 
enough in a storm sea and bringing the afterbody against a wave all at 
once, pounds.

Hence pounding must be defined from the viewpoint of frequency 
— whether a chronic or rare condition. As a practical matter, it has to 
do with hull entrance, the bow, the part that enters the sea first. If it 
pounds, the condition is chronic and the hull will not only knock the 
teeth out of the passengers but will destroy the boat itself, by re-
peated shocks that no hull can continue to withstand.

11. dissipATion oF energy. If a hull offered no resistance to its 
passage through water, infinite speed could be obtained from the 
slightest application of power. In practice, hulls dissipate their power 
in the following ways:

a. Wave making
Pushing the water aside, piling up waves, is where most of the 

energy disappears. The deeper the hull and the faster it is driven, 
the higher the waves and the greater the dissipation of power.

b. Cavitation or drag
Power is lost dragging shafts, struts, rudders and the stern itself 

through the water, leaving a partial vacuum in the wake and pull-
ing a greater or lesser stern wave to fill that void.

c. Skin friction
The friction of submerged surface of the hull, propulsion and 

steering apparatus passing through the water. As speed is in-
creased, smoothness of hull becomes increasingly important. A sin-

gle barnacle can cut the velocity of a fast boat by several knots.

Obviously the hull having the least transverse submerged area to 
push water aside, with the fewest projecting parts to cause cavitation 
and with the least submerged area, is the fastest.

12. slip. A propeller is a helix or part of a screw thread. It screws 
itself along through the water, carrying the boat with it. Pitch is the 
distance that the propeller would advance in one revolution were it a 
bolt in a nut. Because the “nut” is water, a fluid, it slips as the propel-
ler moves through it. Slip is the distance that the propeller failed to 
advance, as related to its pitch. Slip is expressed as a percentage. If the 
theoretical speed of a boat is twenty knots and the propeller slips ten 
percent, the actual speed will be eighteen knots.

Granting that in two hulls, the correct size and rotational speed of 
propeller have been selected for both, the boat with the lesser slip at 
any given boat speed, has the more efficient hull. In fact there is no 
more obvious nor readily available means of measuring propulsive 
efficiency than propeller slip.

hull Form
1. mosT ineFFicienT. The most inefficient form of hull is doubt-

less a rectangular prism, resembling The Ark or a barge, where car-
rying capacity rather than speed is the primary objective.

2. mosT eFFicienT. Probably the most efficient so far as speed is 
concerned, is the same barge, built very lightly, but with the bottom 
resembling the teeth of a saw, providing sufficient power is applied 
to wedge this hull up on top of the water, where she rides merely on 
the points of the teeth. She thus has the minimum submerged cross 
section and has the least underwater surface to dissipate power in 
skin friction. But of course if that hull is turned from a straight line at 
speed, disaster may follow.

An approach to this sawtooth hull is found in some of the smaller 
racing motor boats, the sawteeth being known as “steps.”

3. The runAbouT Form. The next most efficient, from the 
speed viewpoint, is the runabout form of hull. By the very process of 
obtaining a maximum planing area, her entrance consists in a flat V. 
This hull is satisfactory for use in runabouts used in calm water, has 
the capacity of carrying a considerable load of passengers in terms of 
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length, at high speed, but by no possibility can such a hull be used at 
sea because of destructive pounding.

4. The plAning seAgoing hull. Before specifically coming to 
the Quadraconic Hull, let us enunciate the characteristics impera-
tively indispensable in any planing hull to be used at sea.

a. Pounding
It must be as free from pounding as the best displacement hull. 

Otherwise it is no seagoing vessel.

b. At below planing speed
At below planing speed, i.e., when running as a displacement 

boat it must be as seaworthy as the best displacement boat. Other-
wise it is no seagoing vessel. 

c. Planing speed vs. cruising speed
Minimum planing speed must be far below sustainable sea speed. 

This factor is of the most vital importance. It is not at all under-
stood by the layman yachtsman.

d. Low planing speed
The speed at which the boat climbs out and planes must be very 

low. It must be no higher than the “critical speed” of the displace-
ment hull.

5. AcTion AT seA. For example, if a planing hull must reach a 
speed of forty knots before she starts planing and if she has a sustain-
able cruising speed of sixteen knots, under the resistance of very lit-
tle sea, she will be “knocked down” from her planing position. She 
will then struggle along at the break of planing speed, trying to climb 
out. She may get back on top once in a while but she will generally be 
struggling. She is therefore neither fish nor fowl, neither a successful 
planing boat nor an honest displacement boat.

The planing hull is notoriously inefficient at just below and just at 
planing speed, at which speed she consumes inordinate power and 
fuel and is as undesirable as a displacement vessel driven above her 
“critical speed.”

Hence, in order to be a successful seagoing planing hull, she must 

plane at a speed so far below cruising speed, that in a seaway she ei-
ther will never be knocked down to below planing speed, or if 
knocked down, will instantly regain planing position.

Moreover, if she is deliberately throttled to below planing speed, 
she must be able to “take it” as successfully as the best displacement 
hull. Otherwise if in a gale she experienced power plant failure or 
had to be slowed because of fog or any other cause, she would not be 
a seagoing vessel.

6. A sepArATe science. The planing hull is an entirely seperate 
science from that of displacement naval architecture. Commodore A. 
Loring Swasey, USNR (ret.), one of the world’s leading naval archi-
tects of motor yachts a generation ago, made this refreshing state-
ment to me in the early days of World War II: “Huck, I know nothing 
of the planing boat. Let us understand that at the outset. It is a sepa-
rate science.”

On the other hand, civilian experts made the flat statement to me 
that no seventy-eight-foot vessel, propelled by 4,000 h.p. and having 
a displacement in excess of 96,000 pounds, could make a speed of 40 
knots and was going to reject my design because it displaced 106,000 
pounds. As a matter of fact, those boats made speeds of from 42.5 to 
45 knots when loaded to 106,000 pounds displacement. The expert 
simply knew nothing of the planing hull.

A typical example of what can happen is a yacht that was designed 
by an expert in the displacement field. The owner had obtained all 
the Huckins catalogs and pictures. This yacht, which closely resem-
bled a Fairform Flyer in appearance, was of approximately the same 
size as one of our models, powered with identical engines and having 
a Vee bottom that looked something like a Quadraconic Hull, had a 
sustainable cruising speed of slightly over nine knots (our boat 
cruises at nineteen knots) and a top speed of under eleven knots (the 
Fairform Flyer’s top is over twenty-three knots). She obviously never 
planed and wallowed through the seas trying to climb out.

Two other naval architects have competently specialized in the 
seagoing planing hull — Commander Lindsay Lord, who has gone 
into the mathematics of the science even farther than I have, and 
Dair Long, both of whom have designed very successful craft.

7. limiTATions oF The plAning hull. The planing hull is not 
a cargo vessel and cannot be made a cargo vessel. The planing hull 



must be regarded more nearly from the viewpoint of an airplane than 
as an ordinary boat. If you overload the airplane, it will not take off. 
If you overload the planing hull, it will not take off.

Because of failure to recognize that principle, the layman-yachts-
man falls into many a pit and causes endless headaches to the de-
signer of the seagoing planing hull.

The typical displacement yacht cruises at about 9.5 knots. If you 
add another thousand pounds of weight, she cruises at 9.4 knots. 
The loss of speed is inappreciable. She makes no speed anyway and, 
so long as you don’t sink her, you impair her inefficiency very little by 
piling on the weight.

The opposite is true of the planing hull. Like the airplane, there is 
a critical relationship between planing area, power and load. Both the 
airplane and the planing hull may be designed to carry a heavy load. 

The PT boats were initially designed to carry 32,000 pounds of 
military load and make at least forty knots.  The Huckins PT Boat 
eventually carried 40,000 pounds of military load and still planed, 
made better than the prescribed speed and was serviceable at sea — 
for the simple reason that Huckins anticipated this overload in the 
original design.

But it must be made crystal clear that, if a planing hull is loaded 
appreciably beyond her designed capacity, her performance is increas-
ingly impaired as load is increased. Obviously the smaller the boat, 
the bigger percentage of overload an extra hundred pounds rep-
resents.

With a certain proportion of yachtsmen, it seems quite impossible 
to convince them of this inherent limitation to the planing hull. 
Many a man, in his desire for the outstanding performance of the 
Quadraconic Hull, feels rebuffed because he cannot double his fuel 
capacity or add other impossible weights and still retain the speed 
and operating economy. Hence it is critical that all weights must be 
known and be provided for in the initial design. Otherwise the plan-
ing boat will be somewhere between a disappointment and a failure.

The QuAdrAconic hull
1. derivATion. The term Quadraconic is not a mere euphemism. 

It is the proper name of specific formulae, partaking of four conical 
intersections, that generate a specific form of hull. This text will by no 

means divulge either Quadraconic Formulae nor even reproduce a 
single accurate line. It will set forth the characteristics and results 
obtained.

2. chArAcTerisTics. The Quadraconic Formulae generate a hull 
that is as free from pounding as any displacement hull; that at below 
planing speeds is as seaworthy as the displacement hull; that attains 
planing at extremely low speed, in fact as low as the “critical speed” of 
a displacement hull of equal size; that has a sustainable sea speed at 
least fifty percent higher that minimum planing speed; and that ob-
tains considerably higher sustainable speed on any given ratio of size, 
length and power, than other seagoing hulls whose buoyancy and 
seaworthiness are exceptional and free from pendulum roll.

When this statement was first made, it was generally met with ridi-
cule. Then ensued a long, uphill climb, in which the seagoing planing 
hull was disgraced and discredited by less efficient Vee bottom designs. 
A gradually increasing number of courageous persons who acquired 
Fairform Flyers found that they performed as represented.

The use of PT Boats in World War II unquestionably did more to 
enhance the reputation and establish the facts about the Quadra-
conic Hull than would have another decade of private use.

In general trials of all types of PT boats, the Huckins PT, carrying 
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The Q-curves of the 
Quadraconic Hull are 
quite distinctive and 
clearly visible in this hull 
under construction.
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over 30,000 pounds of military load, planed at less than ten knots, 
while other designs had difficulty in climbing out at twenty knots. In 
the production boats, all within a foot of the same length, all with the 
same engines and the same tanks, a radius of twenty knots of 500 
nautical miles was required. The Huckins PT ran a 751-mile radius.

3. non-pounding. The Quadraconic Hull does not pound be-

cause it has nothing to pound with. There is no low Vee up forward 
as there is in a runabout.

4. non-rolling. It has no pendulum roll because there is alto-
gether too much resistance in dragging the sharp corners of her 
chines through the water, and because, like the raft, a powerful right-
ing force develops the instant the boat moves from the vertical. She 
follows the surface of the sea — an easy and comfortable motion as 
compared to the pendulum roll.

5. Speeds. With normal load, the various Quadraconic Hulls plane 

at between nine and ten knots. Normal sustained cruising speed 
varies in the various models, with various power plants, at between 
seventeen and twenty-five knots, or so far above planing speed as 
never to be knocked down in any ordinary seaway.

Innumerable instances have been reported by owners and others, 
of displacement boats being held down to six to seven knots or less 
and making heavy weather of it, while the Quadraconic Hulls stay up 
at sixteen knots, riding on top of the water instead of plowing through 
it.

6. buoyAncy. The Quadraconic Hull is extremely light. For gen-
erations weight was considered synonymous with strength. If it was 
heavy, it was strong per se, regardless of materials used. 

The fact that impact and inertia of any moving object is in propor-
tion to weight was overlooked. The heavy displacement boat plung-
ing down from the crest of a sea had such great momentum and 
inertia that she kept right on going until her bow was buried in green 
water. The typical narrow forebody gave her no forward buoyancy to 
resist the plunge. The Quadraconic Hull is apparently incapable of 
sticking her bow into solid water in a head sea. At least it never has 
happened, even in hurricanes.

7. non-pooping. To be pooped is to be overtaken by a sea and 
overwhelmed by it. Quite aside from the fact that at normal cruising 
speeds the Fairform Flyer runs away from a following sea, even if at 
rest or with bare headway, stern buoyancy is so great that the stern 
rises far too quickly for any sea to grasp her. In fact, many owners 
carry their dinghy hung against the transom and in every port some-
body asks them if the following seas don’t tear it off. It doesn’t even 
reach the dinghy.

8. non-broAching. I once had a sixty-foot displacement yacht 
that, despite a rudder as big as a barn door, used to become home-
sick in a following sea, broach, careen around with her rail under and 
start back home, helm or no helm. As all yachtsmen know, broaching 
is the process of having a following sea take possession of the boat, 
swirl her around, lay her down maybe on her beam ends and maybe 
turn her over and swamp her.

I have taken various Quadraconic Hulls, including the smallest, 
out over the Saint Johns Bar in an easter, in the full ebb of the cur-
rent and tried to turn them over. Under such circumstances, there 

The various reinforce-
ments present in a 
diagonally-planked 
Quadraconic Hull add 
to its strength and 
performance.
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are three breaking seas, thin, sharp and about eleven feet high, with 
which to play. At all the way from dead slow to full speed, I have run 
with these seas, both having them overtake the boat and having the 
boat overtake the sea. It has never taken full rudder angle to hold 
the boat on her course. No broaching and nothing approaching a 
broach.

Moreover, I have taken those boats and run them parallel to the 
sea and on the inside, breaking face of them, with the boat tipped 
up against that face at an angle that might roll some boats bottom 
up. In some instances, I have then turned them away, with the sea, 
without any difficulty of control, and in other instances, I have 
turned up against the sea and shot into the air. I have been unable 
to lose control, roll the boat bottom up or break her up under the 
stress. To the highly experienced yachtsman who has really been 
to sea in heavy weather, this report will be astounding, as you know 
that such experiments would be inadvisable with some hulls. 

Safety under such trials is obtained by the combination of ex-
tremely light weight that enables the boat to instantly respond to 
a rising sea, to the large volume of hull immediately above the 
waterline that provides enormous excess buoyancy and the remark-
able structural strength of the hull, which successfully resists the 
rapidly varying torsional stresses imposed by such rapid motion.

Such antics as have been described are no pleasure to the test 
pilot. The almost instantaneous acceleration and deceleration, 
the quick twist and change of direction, are as much of a test on 
the human body as the hull. But, for both the PT Boat and the 
peacetime Fairform Flyer, they were essential to satisfy the de-
signer, as was their capacity to successfully withstand the most ex-
treme conditions.

9. FlAT running. The most difficult characteristic of all to 
obtain was flat running. It took fifteen years and the PT Boat re-
search. A prewar boat at about twenty-eight knots would have had 
her stem stuck up in the air, impairing visibility for the steersman. 
A postwar boat at the same speed had no such impaired visibility.

10. The propellers of a Quadraconic Hull never come out of 
solid water and race. This hull rides on its tail. The center of buoy-
ancy, center of gravity and center of longitudinal rotation are all 
far aft. This is particularly so in the engines-in-stern models.

11. relATive dryness. As has 
already been said, solid water 
never gets aboard. Spray never 
comes aboard unless it is blown 
back aboard, there being no way of 
thwarting the laws of nature. A 
thin bow wave is turned out and 
down at a low angle, by means of 
the chine bellyband that proved so 
effective in the PT Boat. But noth-
ing on earth can prevent spray 
from being blown back aboard by a 
sufficiently high wind from the 
wrong direction. Running head on 
or nearly head on to the sea, the 
boat is almost bone dry. Running 
with the wind or nearly with it, she 
is almost bone dry. With the wind 
as far as 30 degrees off the bow, 
spray seldom comes aboard in any-
thing short of a strong wind, but 
when the wind is nearly abeam, 
spray is blown back aboard, as it must be in any boat.

12. moTion. At below planing speed, motion is the same as in 
any displacement boat except for reduced roll.

At above planing speed, in the cruising range, motion is totally 
different from the displacement boat. There is a complete absence 
of pendulum roll. The motion is quicker and of far less amplitude 
than in the displacement hull. She generally follows the surface of 
the sea, with an absence of exaggerated motion caused by inertia.

Obviously the faster she is driven into a head sea and the 
sharper the sea, the greater is her vertical acceleration and decel-
eration. Description is difficult but we claim it is easier to keep 
your balance in a Fairform Flyer of a given size at twenty knots, 
than in a displacement boat in the same seaway at half the speed.

Chairs stay put. A highball placed on the chart table does not 
slide off even in a rather heavy seaway. Cooking utensils in the 
galley do not drift around.  

The Quadraconic Hull’s 
performance, perfected 
through the war years, 
was a continuing source 
of pride to FPH.
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Chapter I
introduction

Greetings! You are welcomed to Membership in the 
Fairform Flyer Fleet.You are now the owner of the 
finest yacht of its kind and size in the world. It is 
not perfect, but it is as nearly perfect as long devo-
tion on the part of many men can make it.

The degree of success that you henceforth obtain 
from this Avenue to Health and Happiness lies 
largely within your own control. If you are kind to 
her and take good care of her, she will respond with a 
lifetime of service. If you abuse and neglect her, you 
can reduce her to a vengeful hag, who will hate you.

This Instruction Book has been prepared with 
great care and merits being read and referred to 
frequently. Too few owners read the Instruction 
Book and often write in for information that is 
fully set forth herein. The moral is plain.

We maintain a thoroughly competent service 
manager and service department, ready to serve 
you in any proper manner. Owners will obtain the 
best results by handling service matters with the 
service manager. On the first few days that you op-
erate your Fairform Flyer, we beg of you, for your 
own good, to be very cautious and run at well under 
cruising speed. Because an alarming number of 
owners choose to ignore this advice, the trouble they 
get into the first day or so is ridiculous. The Fair-
form Flyer is approximately twice as fast as any 
boat with which you have had experience. As a re-
sult, many an owner, and some professional cap-
tains, start off in a hurry, get miles ahead of where 
they think they are on the chart, pile up ashore, 
cause expensive repairs and waste far more time 
than if they had heeded our admonition. Hence, 
take it easy at first, thoroughly digest this Instruc-
tion Book, adhere to its precepts and be kind to her, 
and you will have years of joy aboard.

Hull ventilation plate

Chapter II
Fundamentals

1. Cautious Operation
When in doubt, stop. Nearly 100% of ground-
ings, collisions and accidents occur by taking 
chances. Don’t take chances! 

2. Engines
Proper attention to lubrication of engines and 
mechanisms is 95% of successful operation. 
Don’t tinker with your engines and don’t let 
anyone else tinker with them. More engines 
are put out of whack by tinkering on the part 
of amateurs and half-baked mechanics than 
from all other causes. Give them the right 
kind and amount of lubrication and otherwise 
leave them strictly alone so long as they run 
properly. If anything goes wrong, employ 
only the highest grade engine expert.

3. Ventilation
Keep your boat properly ventilated twelve 
months of the year. Foul air is the primary 
propagant of bacteria and decay.

Continuous engine room ventilation is built 
into the boat through the Huckins thermosy-
phon system, which comprises sufficient hull 
vents and air ducts to provide circulation of 
air while furnishing enough air for proper 
engine combustion. The hull vents, whether 
they are in the sides or in the transom, such as 
for engines-in-stern models, should be open 
at all times. Do not hang covers or strips of 
canvas where they will cover up any of these 
vents and shut off air circulation.

4. Cleanliness
Keep her clean, inside and out, twelve months 

of the year. “A clean tooth never decays.”

5. Propellers
Never run with a bent propeller, except at 
slow speed and only far enough to reach a 
point where the bent propeller may be re-
placed. Never cruise without a spare pair of 
propellers.

6. Advice
Be careful from whom you accept advice, as 
regards operation or equipment. There are 
many amateurs with cockeyed notions who 
freely advise yachtsmen as to all kinds of 
things, generally detrimental to the boat. 
There are others, selling service or equipment 
or receiving graft or kickbacks, who suggest 
all kinds of things, generally undesirable.

7. Professional Crews
If you employ a captain or crew, be dead sure 
that you hire men of integrity and ability and 
pay them generously so that they will serve 
your interests solely.

8. Load and Overload
The remarkable speed, the remarkable fuel 
economy and the superb buoyancy and seawor-
thiness of the Fairform Flyer arise from the 



combination of her Quadraconic form of hull 
and her light weight.

Her design and her standard performance 
envisage a normal load of persons, apparel, 
food stuffs and drinkables. With comparatively 
little impairment in performance, the addition 
of such X items (Optional Extras) as we con-
sider suitable for a model of that size is contem-
plated. The design does not contemplate the 
addition of any other weights,.

Despite our making it crystal clear to every 
purchaser that the remarkable performance of 
the Fairform Flyer cannot be maintained with 
overloads, we have several instances annually in 
which some owner flagrantly disregards our in-
junction, loads his boat with an unconscionable 
excess of stores that he never uses, equipment 
and apparatus that has no proper place on such 
a boat and other unnecessary junk, until he kills 
the speed, runs up fuel consumption to a ridic-
ulous level, destroys the buoyancy and marvel-
ous sea- keeping qualities of the Quadraconic 
Hull, and then squawks to us about it.

This is very pointed notice to you as an owner, 
that if you do such things contrary to the spirit 
of our agreement under which we built the boat 
for you, we shall entertain no complaint from 
you whatever. You will thus become unworthy of 
ownership and a liability to the fair name of the 
Fairform Flyer. 

And any difficulties that you experience, 
whether it be because of impairing the seawor-
thiness of the boat, ruining engines from over-
load, dissatisfaction with speed or fuel con-
sumption, will be you own responsibility.

If you overload an airplane, it won’t take off. 
If you overload a Fairform Flyer, it won’t take 

off.
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9. Sliding Windows and Flush Hatches
It is substantially impossible to make sliding 
windows in superstructures and flush hatches 
in decks, bridges and over lazarettes water- 
tight, nor do we represent or guarantee that 
they are watertight. Under certain conditions 
with the boat stern to the rain, there will be 
slight leakage in the sliding windows, for 
which we provide a gutter to take care of the 
leakage except under highly adverse condi-
tions. 

Chapter IV
luBrication

1. Engines
Unless you have specified otherwise, the oil 
pans of your General Motors Diesel Engines 
have been filled to the proper level with Texas 
Ursa HD 30 Oil. This is a break-in oil and must 
be changed after 100 hours of running to a Se-
ries 1.30 weight oil. This oil is identified by the 
symbol SI-30. You are not committed to any 
particular brand of oil, but it is of the utmost 
importance that you use only a Series 1 oil. En-
gine oil and filter elements should be changed 
after each 100 hours of running time. Never 
overfill the engine. This only wastes oil. At the 
time that you accepted your yacht, you or your 
captain was shown the engines controls, and 
spots to be lubricated were pointed out. Do not 
neglect these, they are all important. Use oil 
from sealed cans or strain through a gauze filter.

2. Reverse Gears
As these units are entirely separate from the 
engines, and their lubricating systems are in 
no way connected with that of the engines, it is 
not necessary to change this oil unless and 

until it shows signs of blackening and rising.
When this happens, a leak has developed 

between the engines and the reverse gear, a 
condition that should be corrected without 
delay. The reverse gear, oil filter element 
should be changed each time the engine oil 
filter elements are changed. Use oil from 
sealed cans or strain oil through a gauze filter.

3. Vee Drives
The Vee Drive in the engine-in-stern model 
has been designed with your convenience in 
mind. It uses the same type and weight oil as 
is used in the engines. There is no need for a 
special oil.

The Vee Drive is pressure lubricated, and 
the oil is cooled by a heat exchanger. There is 
a strainer on the suction side of the pump. 
This should be checked and cleaned after 
each 100 hours of running time, or more of-
ten if overheating or loss of pressure is indi-
cated. This oil need not be changed more of-
ten than once each season unless trouble or 
failure is encountered. Oil must be kept at the 
level marked on the dip stick. Use oil from 
sealed cans or strain oil through a gauze filter.

4. Steering Gear
On the top of the gudgeon pin of the rudders, 
immediately aft of the Transom, are Alemite 
fittings. These should be filled full from a 
grease gun with waterproof grease at least 
once a month while the boat is in commission.

Otherwise, rudder bearings may freeze and 
cause damage or disaster. Quarter blocks of 
aircraft type with sealed ball bearings requir-
ing no lubrication, but a little grease on the 
steering lines will make for easier steering.
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Bushings in steering wheel spindles are of 
the centered type, supposedly retaining oil for 
long periods, but these bearing should be 
oiled once or twice a season.

5. Controls 
The bearings and clevis pins or sprockets and 
chain of gear and throttle controls should be 
kept free by greasing or oiling every two 
months while the boat is in commission.

6. Fairform Electric Pumps
The electric pumps have sealed-in ball bear-
ings that require no lubrication.

7. Propeller Shaft
No lubrication should be applied to the pro-
peller shaft. In the event that the shaft is to be 
uncoupled and withdrawn, all oil should be 
wiped from the shaft to prevent damage to the 
Goodrich cutlass bearings.

8. Jackshaft
The jackshaft pillow bearing is self-lubricated 
and requires no additional lubrication. How-
ever, it should be periodically checked to be 
sure the bearing is free running.

The Sier-bath coupling on the V-drive 
should be greased about twice a year. To grease 
this unit, remove the slotted plug in the side of 
the housing and insert the fitting supplied 
with your grease gun. Insert about two table-
spoons of grease, but do not overgrease. Re-
move fitting and replace plug after each greas-
ing. Certain lubricants are specifically 
recommended.

9. Shaftlog Seal
A spring-loaded shaftlog seal is furnished, re-
quiring no lubrication and probably no re-
packing more often than every three years.

10. Other Lubrication
Operating mechanisms of the Fairform elec-
tric toilet should occasionally have a few drops 
of oil. Particular attention should be paid to 
the flushing valve stem. The packing nut 
should be removed occasionally and a drop of
oil dropped on the valve stem. The packing 
nut should not be tightened more than finger 
tight to assure freedom of operation.

If the bulkhead valves become stiff, they 
should be withdrawn and greased. Any other 

leverage or linkage should be occasionally lu-
bricated.

If the boat is equipped with the Fairform syn-
chronizer, the Fairform Recording log or any other 
special mechanism, such require lubrication as set 
forth in the instructions pertaining thereto.

We repeat that proper lubrications is the 
very essence of successful boat operation and 
longevity of engines and mechanisms.

Chapter IV
Fuel and Fuel systems

1. Fuel Tank
All tanks are fitted with an induction pipe 
through which the fuel is drawn by the engine. 
This induction pipe is located on the aft side 
of the tank and, when possible, at the star-
board end of the tank. With larger diesel en-
gines, two induction pipes are installed, one 
port and one starboard. Fuel supply lines are 
run aft to the engine compartment and are 
connected to a sump or water trap. These 
traps are in turn connected to the engine 
through suitable fuel filters, thus assuring an 
adequate supply of clean fuel to the engine.

It is of the utmost importance that you obtain 
fuel completely free of foreign matter. If for 
some reason this is impossible, strain the fuel 
through a fine gauge filter. Water is the greatest 
problem. At the first indication of water in the 
fuel system, stop engines and remove the wa-
ter. If only a small amount of water is present, 
it may be drained off through the sump. First 
drain the water from the sump, then close the 
drain and start the engine. Run the engine 
about two minutes. Stop engine and drain 
again. Repeat until water no longer appears.

There have been instances where someone 

The rudders of a Fair-
form Flyer merit meticu-
lous maintenance, 
including once-a- month 
lubrication.
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has stuck a water hose in the fuel tank. If this 
happens, move sufficient weight to list the boat 
in the direction of the induction pipe. Then 
disconnect the fuel line from the sump and at-
tach a pump to the fuel line and pump until 
pure fuel appears. After this, drain the sump 
frequently until all signs of water disappear.

2. Gasoline
With the advent of the high-speed gasoline 
engine, it has become necessary to move away 
from the conventional marine white gasoline 
due to its low octane value and to adopt the 
higher octane or high test gasolines which 
have proved satisfactory in the new high-
speed engines. CAUTION: When filling gas-
oline, extinguish all fires and douse cigarettes. 
Be sure gasoline contains no water or other 
foreign matter. If in doubt, strain it.

3. Diesel Fuel
A good #2 diesel fuel, produced by a reputable 
processor, should be used exclusively. Be sure 
that it contains no water or other foreign mat-
ter. Bear in mind always that more diesel en-
gine trouble is caused by polluted fuel, than by 
all other causes put together. If in doubt, strain 
it. Fuel filter elements should be changed after 
100 hours of running time. CAUTION: Extin-
guish all open fires in the area of filling.

4. Fuel Gauge
Our boats are equipped with a hydrostatic 

type of gauge in connection with a pump that 
must be pumped to obtain the correct read-
ing. Tanks should not be filled beyond the full 
mark on the gauge.

5. Fuel Connections
The fuel connections are of the highest cate-
gory and, upon installation, are carefully 
tested. If these connections should be taken 
down, for any reason, they must be reassem-
bled with great care and carefully examined 
for tightness. If there is even the slightest 
odor of gasoline in the boat, all fires should be 
extinguished and a search made for the 
source, before running farther.

6. Fairform Sump
The Fairform sump is installed in the engine 
compartment of all models, both gasoline 
and diesel. Such is merely a means of decreas-
ing velocity of flow sufficiently to precipitate 
water or solids into the bottom of the sump. 
Such has proved far more effective than 
strainers, provided the sump is regularly 
drained.

By means of a draincock in the bottom of 
the sump, and a can, cup or glass placed 
thereunder, the sump should be drained each 
morning prior to starting the engines. If this 
practice is consistently followed, much trouble 
will be avoided.

7. Engine Connections

Fuel lines are connected to the engine by 
means of Aeroquip Flexible connections. Un-
der no circumstance should these connections 
ever be eliminated, as they obviate crystalliza-
tion of fuel tubing, one of the most prevalent 
causes of fire.

8. Laying Up
If the yacht is to be laid up for a period of 
many months, and it is considered undesir-
able to fill the fuel tank completely, then the 
tank should be thoroughly drained. To do 
this, disconnect the fuel line at the tank. Re-
move the fittings from the top of the induc-
tion pipe.  Remove the induction pipe from 
the tank. Insert a suction pipe or hose into the 
tank. The above should be done with the 
yacht listed toward the induction pipe so that 
all fuel can be removed from the tank. This 
done, close all openings loosely with rags to 
prevent dust and bugs from entering the tank.

A simple procedure is to fill the tank and 
stick a rag loosely into the vent. This proce-
dure, however, should be followed only if your 
yacht is to be laid up in your own private boat 
house and away from the danger of fire.

9. Warning
Under no circumstance should the fuel line of 
any auxiliary apparatus that the owner may 
install be connected to the fuel line to either 
engine, or to the engine’s fuel sump. It should 
be connected separately to the tank with its 
own sump. Most fuel tanks have been pro-
vided with an auxiliary fitting that will permit 
a future additional induction pipe and line for 
auxiliary generator and fuel heater, if this 
equipment is not originally installed.

Shaftlog seal
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Chapter V
Water

1. Cleanliness
We deliver the boat with water tank and pipe 
entirely free from foreign matter. It is the own-
er’s responsibility to keep it that way. If he has 
the slightest doubt as to the source of fresh 
water taken through a hose, he will do well to 
use a funnel with gauze strainer. Sand, mud, 
tadpoles and whatnot can reach a water tank 
from a sketchy source of fresh water, if you do 
not watch out.

2. Supply
In the standard fresh water pressure system, 
fresh water is supplied to lavatories, galley sink 
and baths by means of a Crowell Automatic 
Water Pressure System, Model FAS. The type 
and other relative information is included in a 
copy of the Final Inspection Report, which is 
given to the owner. Accompanying this Instruc-
tion Book are instruction sheets by the manu-
facturer of this system, covering maintenance, 
adjustment and other data which should be 
referred to in order to get acquainted with this 
system and for future reference.

Other pumps in the boat are of the centrif-
ugal, impeller type with motors of a voltage 
to suit the electrical system of the boat. If a 
pump should fail at any time, and the pump 
is of our manufacture, it should be returned 
to us for exchange, or if of another manufac-
ture, it can probably be exchanged or re-
paired more quickly if sent directly to the 
manufacturer. 

Refer to the copy of the Final Inspection 
Report for correct data on the various water 
pumps.

3. Laying Up
If the boat is to be laid up in a freezing climate, 
particularly if she is to be out of water, the wa-
ter tank and the whole water system must be 
completely drained by removing plugs or un-
screwing unions at all the low points.

4. Fresh Water Pressure System
The pressure maintained in the water system is 
based on the full flow of water available through 
the capacity of the pump. The differential be-
tween full pressure and the low pressure at 
which the pump will start is worked out so that 
the water pump will maintain a constant sup-
ply of fresh water at all outlets. This differential 
is adjusted before the boat is delivered and 
should not normally require any further ad-
justment by the owner, unless some changes in 
the water system have been introduced after 
the delivery of the boat, or the failure of some 
component to function.

Do not alter any of the adjustments or set-
tings of the fresh water system until the manu-
facturer’s instructions have been studied and 
you are absolutely sure of the cause of trouble.

Normally, after a faucet is opened, the fresh 
water pump will operate continuously until just 
after the faucet is turned off. The nature of this 
system is such that the air in the pressure tank, 
under compression, may break down, the oxy-
gen and hydrogen in the air combining to in-
crease the amount of water and decrease the 
amount of air under pressure in the pressure 
tank. When this occurs, it will be noticed that 
when water is drawn, the water pump will be 
heard to operate spasmodically during the 
time water is drawn. To bring the water pres-
sure back to normal, follow this procedure:

a. Open the switch near the pressure tank la-
beled “FRESH WATER PUMP SWITCH”.

b. Open a faucet so that the water will run for 
about half a minute to bleed the pressure tank 
and part of the connecting lines.

c. Remove the small plug in the top of the pres-
sure tank and run off some more water to be sure 
there is plenty of air in the tank and adjacent 
line.

CAUTION: Do not remove the pipe plug be-
fore operations (a) and (b) have been com-
pleted, or a stream of water will shoot out of 
that plug all over the place.

d. While one of the faucets is still open, replace 
the plug in the top of the tank and make up 
tight. This should bleed the pressure tank and 
system of excess water.

e. Close the fresh water pump switch, thus com-
pleting the operation.

5. Water Gauge
A hydrostatic-type gauge identical to the fuel 
gauge is installed. Operation of the gauge 
entails pumping air out of the gauge line be-
fore taking a reading. A general instruction 
sheet furnished by the manufacturer accom-
panies this manual.

Chapter VI
Bulkhead ValVes & Bilge PumPs
1. Bulkhead Valves
Your Fairform Flyer is built with several water-
tight bulkheads as an outstanding safety fea-

The Huckins electric 
bilge pump is installed in 
each of the watertight 
compartments and can 
be switched on from the 
control panel.



The boat is delivered to you after having all 
possible debris removed from the hull by 
means of a powerful vacuum cleaner. As time 
passes, however, lint and the like inevitably 
reach the bilges and can clog the strainers.

Hence, the strainers should be examined 
every month or so and any accumulation of 
rubbish around them removed. If a pump 
fails in service, it may be exchanged at a nom-
inal charge, by returning it to us.

A bilge pump is installed in each of the wa-
tertight compartments excepting the rope 
locker. Each bilge pump has its independent 
ON-OFF switch on the bridge, usually in the 
control board, handy to the steersman. In 
engines-in-stern models, there are two bilge 
pumps (with independent overboard dis-
charge lines) operable by a single switch on 
the bridge and an additional ON-OFF switch 
in the engine compartment. The bilge pumps 
in this compartment can be readily turned on 
if inspection of the engine compartment 
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shows the need for pumping this area.

3. Bilge Alarms
Each compartment containing a bilge pump 
also has a sealed float switch,connected to a 
bull’s-eye alarm adjacent to the bilge pump 
switches on the bridge. These float switches do 
not automatically actuate the bilge pump, but 
are designed only to signal the steersman via 
lighted bull’s-eye and audible buzzer alarm 
when a compartment has more than the mini-
mal amount of bilge water in it. The lighted 
bull’s-eye indicates the necessity of turning on 
the corresponding bilge pump, which should 
be run for a few seconds after the light goes 
out. After turning on the bilge pump, investi-
gate the source of excessive bilge water to be 
certain that there is not a leaking condition 
that requires further attention.

Great care must be observed to avoid leaving 
the bilge pump turned on and allowing it to 
run with the pump dry for any considerable 

ture, insuring flotation even if a hole is 
knocked in the bottom, providing the bulk-
head valves are closed. Each of these bulk-
heads is provided with a bronze bulkhead 
valve whose stem extends through the floor of 
the cabin or hold.

These valves are in the open position when 
the handle extends fore and aft and are closed 
with the handle athwartship. Care must be ob-
served not to pull the handle upwards and thus 
pull the valve out of body. Since bilge pumps are 
provided for the various watertight compart-
ments, it is advisable to maintain the watertight 
integrity of the watertight bulkheads by keeping 
the bulkhead valves closed. In the event of a 
bilge pump failure in one of the compartments, 
the bulkhead valve at the forward end of this 
compartment can be opened, permitting bilge 
water to run into the next forward compart-
ment from which it can be pumped out. These 
valves should be kept in free operating condi-
tion, greased occasionally when necessary.

The forward collision bulkhead is also fitted 
with a valve for drainage when water accumu-
lates in the rope locker. This valve is located 
next to the keel, on the aft side of the bulk-
head, accessible through the berth or locker in 
this area. Keep this valve closed, opening it 
only to drain the water into the second water-
tight compartment bilge, where it can be 
pumped overboard.

2. Bilge Pump
Your boat is equipped with Huckins electric 
bilge pumps. Other than the intake strainer at 
the bottom, the pump unit is interchangeable 
with other Huckins pumps in the boat, such as 
the shower sump.

The Fairform Flyer 
control panel has been 
carefully designed to 
provide all necessary in-
formation for the boat’s 
successful 
operation with perfect 
clarity and visibility.
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period, as this will rapidly wear out the pump 
bearings, run down your batteries and possi-
bly burn out the motor. 

Chapter VII
FairForm Precision controls

1. Throttles, Gasoline Engines
Located at ends of control cabinets, throttle is 
closed with hand levers pulled aft; open, 
pushed forward. Friction device is rubber, lo-
cated within control cabinet.

Connection to engine is by means of 
sprocket, chain, turnbuckles and cable which 
should be occasionally oiled and greased. 
Keep free from slack.

2. Throttle & Stop, Diesel Engines
Located inboard of the gear levers on each 
control, at opposite ends of control board. 
Throttle is closed when pulled aft; open when 
forward.

Throttles have a friction adjustment which 
is set at the factory to offset the spring tension 
on the engine controls and thus permit the 
throttles to remain set in any selected position 
from open to closed. Once set, the throttle 
lever tension should not require further ad-
justment.

Boats equipped with a Fairform automatic 
synchronizer have a maximum tension set in 
the starboard throttle, with a lesser minimum 
tension set in the port throttle, to reduce the 
friction for a smooth movement when the 
synchronizer is engaged.

To stop the engine, move the start-stop 
switch on the control panel to the stop posi-
tion. This operates a solenoid on the engine 
which shuts off the fuel supply.

If an engine, for any cause, cannot be shut 
down with the Start-Stop switch, or manually 
shut down at the governor, an emergency 
STOP lever for each engine, located at the 
steering station, can be pulled to close the com-
bustion air intake openings on the top of the 
engines equipped with this feature. The closing 
device on the engine is spring-loaded and, 
once tripped, will remain closed until reset, on 
the engine, before it can again be started.

Throttle connections to the engines are by 
means of sprocket and chain, which should be 
kept tensioned by means of in-built turnbuck-
les, to barely avoid any slack in warm weather, 
but no tighter. If adjustment of turn-buckles is 
required, be certain to again lock the turn-
buckle. Occasionally grease the chain and oil 
bearings.

3. Choke, Gasoline Engines
If engines are equipped with manual chokes, 
the controls are located in the forward out-
board corners of control board. 

• Pull up to choke. 
• Maintain in choked position only long    

       enough to start engine. 
• Then fully restore to normal position. 
If you run with a choke partly on, or hung 

up for lack of lubrication, raw gasoline will 
be drawn into cylinders, scoring walls and 
ruining engine.

4. Gear Controls, Gasoline Engines
Outboard levers on control cabinet. Ahead 
position ahead. Reverse position aft and down. 
The neutral position is with the lever substan-
tially vertical; a detent on the engine can be 
felt by the hand, to determine exact neutral.

5. Gear Controls, Diesel Engines
Outboard levers at end of control cabinet. The 
control is equipped with three detents, easily 
felt when gripping the hand lever. Ahead de-
tent is ahead; middle detent neutral; aft de-
tent, reverse. Levers are set up to move with 
finger tip ease. Unnecessary pressure exerted 
on the levers in either direction will result in 
nothing more than stretching the control ca-
bles.

Connections to engine are by means of 
sprockets, chain and cable. When delivered 
new, the control cables have been fully 
stretched during the testing period, and turn-
buckles, taking up any remaining slack, have 
been wire-locked. Undertake periodic inspec-
tion to be sure cables are taut and turnbuckles 
locked. Cables may be tightened via turnbuck-
les, but do not alter angular position of control 
levers. If disconnected for engine servicing, be 
certain angular positioning is restored. Keep 
chains greased and bearings oiled.

7. Tachometers
Short of laboratory instruments, there is no 
such thing as a tachometer that is accurate 
throughout the scale or that does not change 
its reading as time passes. Tachometer manu-
facturers’ guarantees allow 5% error. In a sin-
gle screw boat, no one is aware of tachometer 
error, but in a twin screw boat, an occasional 
owner complains that tachometers do not 
read alike at synchronous speed. This is a mat-
ter of no importance. The normal operator 
knows his correct cruising speed at a certain 
reading of the starboard tachometer, even 
though the tachometer may be in error.

Tachometers obtainable today are generally 
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non-adjustable. If adjustment is possible, the 
tachometers are set as closely as possible to 
indicate the correct engine speed at maxi-
mum cruising. Engine RPM is checked with 
accu- rate test tachometers before delivery of 
the boat and cruising speeds of the boat are 
noted on the performance sheet provided, in 
accordance with the bridge tachometer read-
ings, by which the boat is normally operated.

8. Control Board
Because neither instruments nor switches are 
watertight, every control board located on an 
open bridge is provided with an adequate 
cover. Unless this cover is kept in place when 
the boat is not being used, and at all other 
times when rain or spray are coming aboard, 
or when hosing down, instruments and 
switches will be damaged or destroyed.

The control board contains all the instru-
ments and gauges identified on the Control 
Board Schedule that follows. The instrumen-
tation is closely tied in with the Fairform 
Safety System.

The control panel is generally hinged, if not 
easily reachable from below, so the underside 
will be accessible for servicing. To move the 
panel, remove the screws along he outboard 
edges and swing the panel up for inspection.  
When replacing panel, be certain that all wir-
ing clears controls.

Chapter VIII
starting and stoPPing

1. If Boat Is Received by Rail or Steamship:
Generally, we leave oil in the engines and 
other mechanisms, after tuning up, even 
though shipment is to be made by public car-

rier. Before starting, lubrication oil levels 
should be checked in the engine and (if 
V-drive) the gear box.

Fuel tanks are supposedly drained dry before 
shipment, but there may be enough fuel may 
remain in the tank to run the boat a short dis-
tance to some dock. The safer method is to have 
safety cans, with at least ten gallons of fuel, avail-
able for pouring into the fuel tank, at the time 
the boat is unloaded and before starting up.

2. If Boat is Received Afloat:
If the boat is delivered to you at the Florida 
Marina, we shall have filled the tank and de-
termined that lubrication is at proper level. If 
the boat is delivered to some distant point un-
der her own power, there will obviously be 
some oil in the engines and some fuel in the 
tank, but both should be promptly checked.

3. Starting the Engines
Before starting up you new Fairform Flyer, 
have her made fast to dock or barge, so if she 
jumps ahead because of dragging clutch, no 
damage will be done. Be certain that your re-
verse gears are in neutral. 

Your throttle should be opened about ten 
degrees from the closed position. You will soon 
determine the proper position for starting, 
such that the engines will neither race nor idle.

With gasoline engines, you pull up the choke 
and press the starting button of one engine, 
which should start immediately. You should 
then restore the choke to the off position, ad-
just the throttle to about 800 RPM. Then start 
the other engine. In the case of diesels, there is 
no choke and you merely press the starting 
button. With either engine, if starting is not 

substantially instantaneous, some investiga-
tion should be made. Engines in proper order 
start almost instantly, particularly diesels. The 
diesels should idle at not over 600 RPM or as 
low as they run evenly.

Each diesel engine starting switch is adja-
cent to a warning bull’s-eye on the control 
panel. The bull’s-eye is lighted when the 
starter is engaged and goes off when the start-
ing solenoid disengages. If the light remains 
on after the engine has started running, it in-
dicates that the starter has not disengaged 
and is creating a battery drain comparable to 
a dead short. If this occurs, immediately open 
the main starter switch in the battery starting 
line to cut off current to the starter, before in-
vestigating cause of starter failure. Before 
starting engines the first time, determine the 
location of the main starting switch in this 
boat, so no time will be lost in searching for it. 

4. Stopping
Idle engines for at least a minute before shut-
ting down. Stop gasoline engines by opening 
ignition switches. 

5. Getting Underway
Be sure all your lines are cast off. A surprising 
amount of damage can be caused by starting 
off with the stern line still made fast, possibly 
tearing the towing bit out of the deck, parting 
the line or wrecking the dock.

Now engage your clutches gently and watch 
where you are going. Gentle operation is the 
earmark of the experienced and capable 
yachtsman, who thus greatly prolongs the use-
ful life of his boat.

For the first ten minutes of operation, hold the 
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speed of gasoline engines at not over 1000 RPM 
and diesels at not over 800 RPM, to allow ample 
time for engines and oil to warm up. The useful 
life of engines is greatly increased by thoroughly 
warming them up before opening up.

Chapter IX
maneuVering

1. Caution
The prime rule for all sane yachtsmen 
when approaching a dock is to bring boat 
to full rest, a hundred feet or more off the 
dock, to permit the stern wave to run under 
you, to have still water and to have the boat 
fully in hand. Only the Smart Alec tears up 
to a dock and slams on his reverse – eventu-
ally to have a wreck.

2. Throttle Setting
Once coming to rest, throttles should be set at 
their closed position (closed position should 
be about 800 RPM with Chrysler engines and 
about 600 RPM with diesels). Once so set, no 
further throttle movement should be required 
during maneuvering.

3. Maneuvering
Your Fairform Flyer is capable of precise and 
impressive maneuvering, if properly handled. 
The owner or captain will do well to study the 
accompanying diagrams and to learn how 
beautifully he may manipulate the boat.

Rudder position is shown. Gear position is 
marked as follows:

A. Ahead N: Neutral R: Reverse
Never make your stern fast first or cast it off last.

• N

• A

• A

• N

• N

• R

• R

• N

• R

• A

• A

• R

• A
• R

• 

• 

4. Straight Ahead 5. Straight Astern

6. Ahead & to Starboard 7. Ahead & to Port

8. Astern & to Starboard 9. Astern & to Port

10. Rotation Clockwise, To Starboard:  To Port:

11. Boat Secured to Dock, To Move into Dock: 12. Stern Secured to Dock, Boat Out of Control:

• N

• A

• A

• N

• N

• R

• R

• N

• R

• A

• A

• R

• A
• R

• 

• 
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Always make your bow fast first, making the 
stern fast only after you are alongside dock 
and your gears in neutral.

Always cast off your bow line last, after you 
have let go the stern line.

Chapter X
sPeeds

1. Performance Data
A graphic performance sheet accompanies 
this instruction book, indicating boat speeds 
at various RPM, under normal conditions.

2. Variation
Performance will be depressed by an increas-
ing seaway or heavy currents or overload.

3. Overload
Performance is badly depressed if you over-
load your boat with canned and bottled goods 
beyond normal requirements or if you load 
her up with unnecessary heavy equipment 
and furnishings. Such will impair speed, in-
crease operating cost and shorten engine 
useful life. There have been several instances 
of owners unconsciously badly overloading 
their boats and then wondering why perfor-
mance has been impaired. It is one thing to 
carry an excessive volume of stores for some 
particularly long trip and it is quite another 
thing to senselessly load her up with supplies 
and equipment that you never use.

4. Minimum Speed
Although fishing models may be operating at 
trolling speed without damage, if gasoline 
engines are habitually operated at closed 

throttle or nearly closed throttle, they will 
eventually “load up,” gumming up valves, 
pistons and piston rings.

5. Cruising Speed
Cruising speed indicated on the performance 
sheet is the maximum speed at which engines 
may be operated without diminution of useful 
life. If you desire minimum operating cost, 
rather than maximum cruising speed, you 
may very properly operate at a speed materi-
ally below the cruising limit indicated. The 
least efficient speed is around the planing 
point, as shown on the speed curve. Operation 
should be at least 100 RPM above this point.

6. Top Speed
Operation at top speed, for any considerable 
length of time, is decidedly detrimental to 
engines. Any speed beyond indicated maxi-
mum cruising greatly shortens the life of your 
engines as well as increasing operating cost. 

7. Reasonable Speed
You have the fastest yacht of its kind and 
power in the world. Do not make yourself ob-
noxious in running by other yachts at anchor 
or docked, at a speed that will disturb them 
and that in many instances has encouraged 
the passing of restrictive marine speed laws.

In running at night or in a fog when visibil-
ity is impaired and you are nearing the coast 
or possible obstructions, reduce your speed 
sufficiently to have the boat under complete 
control. When in doubt, STOP!

If, at speed, you run up onto something in a 
hurry, and, in your excitement pull through 
into reverse without first closing throttles to a 

maneuvering speed, you will almost surely 
wreck your reverse gears and incur an expen-
sive repair bill.

8. Loss of Speed
Every once in a while, after a season or two, an 
owner reports that his RPM or Speed or both 
have fallen off and asks US to tell him why. We 
cannot tell him why without examination of 
the boat, but we can tell him most definitely 
that it is one or a combination of the following:

One or more of his propellers are bent—-
which he usually denies. Nobody every seems 
to want to admit that he has been aground or 
hit a log. His rudders may even be bent from 
a heavy blow.

He has loaded his boat down by installing a 
grand piano or accumulating enough canned 
and bottled goods with which to circumnavi-
gate the globe. He usually denies this, but we 
once took over a ton of junk out of a Sports-
man 36 and have seen similar things happen 
over and over.

The bottom has remained unpainted for a 
long time and has gathered a crop of barnacles 
or he may have a few fathoms of line wrapped 
around the propeller shaft. The engines may be 
out of kilter from any of dozens of causes. Some-
one may have tried to “improve” our carburetor 
or spark adjustments, disastrously. The plugs 
may have fouled. The engine may be gummed 
up from inferior or insufficient lube oil. The 
cure for that is obviously at the hands of a high 
grade service man, such are available at the en-
gine-makers agency in every major port.

Chapter XI
grounding & collision

1. Bent Propellers

Performance will be 
badly depressed if you 
overload your boat with 
canned and 
bottled goods, or 
unnecessary heavy 
equipment and 
furnishings.
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If you run aground, you will almost certainly 
bend one or both propellers. In that event, 
you should proceed at slow speed, to the near-
est service yard that has safe equipment for 
hauling out your boat, and have the propeller 
changed. Do not kid yourself about bent pro-
pellers. If there is the slightest unusual vibra-
tion, your propeller is bent. If you continue to 
run at other than slow speed with a bent pro-
peller, you will tear up your bearings and 
greatly shorten the life of your engines.

Despite the closest observation, you will occa-
sionally run over a submerged log and bend a 
propeller, just as you occasionally have a blown 
out tire on your car, but if you carefully avoid 
running through floating debris, you will greatly 
reduce that hazard. For removing propellers 
under water, an X24 Huckins underwater pro-
peller puller, especially made to suit the propel-
ler on this boat, may be purchased from us.

2. Repitching Propellers
Be sure that propeller repitching is done by a 
competent concern with proper equipment.

3. Grounding
The sure way to avoid grounding is to know 
where you are. If you do run aground on ordi-
nary shelving shores, you can generally 
promptly back off on your own stern wave, if 
you instantly close your throttles, pull back 
into reverse, then open your throttles moder-
ately and back off on the lift of your stern 
wave as it runs under the boat. But if you run 
up over a rock, no such method is effective. In 
that event, carefully sound and explore the 
situation before further maneuvering.

Unless you run up over a rock and down the 

other side, it is most unlikely that you will bend 
either shafts or rudders. However, a bent shaft 
is incurable and the shaft should be replaced. 
Bent rudders can generally be straightened.

4. Collision
Only through gross carelessness is it possible to 
have collision with other boats or docks. The 
obvious preventative is to operate at reduced 
speed in fog or darkness and to approach 
docks slowly in the manner already described.

Chapter XII
hauling out

1. Hauling Diagram
A hauling diagram of your boat accompanies 
this Instruction Book. It should be put in the 
hands of any concern engaged to haul your 
boat, whereby if that concern fails to provide a 
proper cradle, the responsibility will be 
squarely on it. Two additional copies of the 
hauling diagram are provided, obviating re-
moval of the diagram bound in this manual.

If you have lost the hauling diagram, our 
service department can give you duplicates 
from the hull number and model of your boat.

2. Hauling Out 
Probably more damage is caused to yachts by 
being improperly hauled out of water and 
stored, than the damage received when afloat. 
Such being the case, you should have your 
boat hauled only by a responsible concern, 
with a railway or lift of sufficient capacity.

Although it is a fact that Fairform Flyers have 
been hauled out on the most primitive cradles, 
on the most flimsy railways, or been lifted out 
or the sterns raised by straps, and have survived 

damage, such things are risky and ill-advised.
It is far better to haul out at a responsible 

yacht yard that will support the boat as shown 
in our hauling diagram. Because our boats 
have very shoal draft, the tendency of incom-
petent boat yards is to pick the boat up on the 
chines rather than on the keel, thus subject-
ing her to a stress that no boat can withstand.

The boat should be supported on the keel, 
with a sufficient number of keel blocks, all in 
a straight line and, underneath bulkheads, 
as shown in the hauling diagram, with suffi-
cient clearance for shafts, propellers and 
rudders; then with poppets drawn in against 
the chines merely to hold the boat upright. 
Bright screw heads in the sides of the hull 
above water mark the main bulkhead loca-
tions for proper positioning of the hull on 
the hauling cradle.

In the case of engine-in-stern models, par-
ticularly the diesel-driven models, 48 ft. and 
upwards, the stern should be shored by a block 
under the keel, at the transom, as soon as the 
boat is hauled out, if she is going to remain out 
of water for more than a few minutes.

3. Water Coolant Equipment 
Upon hauling the boat for any length of time, 
be sure that all equipment is checked when 
such equipment requires cooling by sea water, 
if such equipment will be in operation during 
haul out. For instance, water-cooled condens-
ers for electric refrigeration in certain boats will 
require a continuation of water supply, fresh or 
salt, while refrigeration is in operation. If such 
a provision is not made on the boat, then be 
sure to turn off the refrigeration system so that 
the sea water pump will not run dry.

A bent propeller is a sure 
destroyer of 
bearings. The X24 
Huckins prop puller is 
designed swiftly to re-
move a damaged prop, 
sparing your engine.



165

Chapter XIII
electrical

1. Batteries 
Regardless of boat’s size or model, the battery 
capacity is the result of hooking up a number 
of standard-size units as set forth in Section 4. 
The make and size of the battery unit is deter-
mined so as to furnish the maximum capacity 
for the electrical load in the individual boat. 
The make and size of battery unit may vary 
from boat to boat, but replacement batteries 
for your boat should be of the same make and 
size as those originally furnished in order to 
maintain a successful electrical system. The 
make, model and capacities of the batteries 
are recorded in final inspection data sheets.

2. Battery Care 
Distilled water or rain water caught in 
non-metallic receptacles, should be frequently 
added to hold electrolyte level above the top 
of the plates.

Batteries should neither be overcharged nor 
completely discharged. Under no circumstances 
should batteries be stored where the tempera-
ture may drop below 32 F, because if batteries 
freeze, they will almost certainly explode when 
again put in service. Nor should marine batter-
ies ever be subjected to an excessive charging 
rate because such may also result in subsequent 
battery explosion. The charging rate for a single 
set of batteries should not exceed 25 amps while 
15 amps is still safer; a double set not over 50 
amps, with 30 amps still safer.

Battery acid and electrolyte, if not properly 
respected and handled, can be a prime source 
of destruction to hull structure. Careless han-
dling of battery acid, through hydrometer 

testing, over-filling of cells or spillage of elec-
trolyte, often results in acid reaching into bulk-
head and planking areas, where even a small 
quantity will rapidly destroy the wood and ne-
cessitate costly repairs.

Batteries have been placed in fiberglass 
lined containers with a well space provided 
between batteries and container walls to catch 
any acid that might inadvertently overflow or 
be spilled in filling or testing. Remove any ac-
cumulation of acid from the container as soon 
as possible and check the container periodi-
cally for possible leaks that would permit acid 
to seep to areas below.

If a hydrometer is used, be sure that it is not 
left lying on top of any of the batteries, as has 
been the case in many instances. Hang it up in 
some out-of-the-way place and provide a lead 
drip container, so as to catch any acid drip 
from the hydrometer.  

3. Battery Replacement
Unless batteries have had unusually good 
care, it is well to replace them after three years 
of service. An old battery, particularly if it has 
been mistreated, can be a source of explosion. 
Such explosions in other boats have often 

been mistaken to be gasoline explosions be-
cause in most instances a battery explosion 
sets off the gas tank, obscuring the cause. 
When replacing batteries, be certain to leave 
sufficient space for catching spilled acid.

4. Battery Connection 
The battery system in this boat is comprised 
of two separate sets of batteries. One set is for 
ship’s service and the other is for engine start-
ing circuits. Each set is comprised of one or 
more groups of batteries.

In boats with the 12-volt system, two 6-volt 
batteries are connected in series to form a 
group. Two groups connected in parallel form 
a set. In the 32-volt system, four 8-volt batter-
ies in series form a group.

Change-over switches are employed to in-
terchange battery sets and utilize all the avail-
able power when needed and also permit si-
multaneous charging of all batteries by the 
battery charger. Such a Battery Change-Over 
Switch Circuit is diagrammed on the preced-
ing page and operates as indicated below:

Position #1. Both switch blades will be in the 
“up” position. The Port Engine Alternator and 

The Huckins Battery 
Change-Over Switch 
Circuit involves four 
positions. See text on 
the next page for the 
function of each position 
of the switches, which 
allow use of all available 
power when needed.
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Battery Charger will charge ship’s service bat-
teries. The Starboard Alternator will be charging 
the starting batteries.

Position #2: is the reverse of Position #1. Both 
switch blades in the “down” position, the Port 
Engine Alternator and the Battery Charger will 
charge the starting batteries and the Starboard 
Alternator will charge the ship’s service batteries.

Position #3: Left-hand switch “up” and right 
hand switch “down.” Both batteries are con-
nected to ship’s service and are charging on the 
dock charger. Engines’ starters are disconnected. 
This is the proper position to leave the switches 
when at dock.

Position #4: Left-hand switch “down” and 
right-hand switch “up”. Both batteries are con-
nected to the engine starters for maximum 
power. The ship’s service is cut off. Both switches 
should be changed to the #1 position as soon as 
the engines are started.

4. Battery Connection 
Regardless of the number of cells or the volt-
age system in the Fairform Flyer, all charging 
is done into one set of batteries and all load is 
taken from the one set. The number of cells 
used is dependent on the size boat, the volt-
age system and the normal load. Thus, on 
boats under 40 feet, with a 12-volt system, 4 or 
6 batteries are connected in groups. Two bat-
teries are connected in series in each group, 
and the groups are connected in parallel.

In the larger models with diesel engines, the 
32-volt system consists of two groups (or where 
electrical load demands, three groups in par-

allel may be installed), connected in parallel, 
each group of four 8-volt batteries in series.

Do not allow any alleged expert to persuade 
you to divide the battery or install any system 
other than the one we furnish.

5. Voltage 
Chrysler-driven models have a 12-volt system; 
4-cylinder diesel models may also have a 12-
volt system in the small boats or a 32-volt sys-
tem in the larger boats; 6-cylinder diesel mod-
els are 32 volts. Refer to Final Inspection Data.

6. Cutouts
Some smaller boat models with simple electri-
cal systems are equipped with fuses or are 
equipped with self-restoring thermal cutouts 
that open under overload and close again af-
ter a short period.

If your boat is equipped with a DC Distribu-
tion Panel where manual resetting circuit 
breakers are used, the various circuits are set 
up according to their safe load capacity and 
toggle switch. Circuit breakers of comparable 
capacity are identified with their ampere rat-
ings and toggle handles.

The switches are ON when in the UP posi-
tion, OFF position is DOWN.

For additional safety, many more circuits are 
used than normally considered acceptable, so 
as to properly protect equipment rated lower 
than the maximum capacity for higher am-
perage equipment that might otherwise be 
included in the same circuit.

To retain safety features of this system, it is 
therefore important that any future changes in 
wiring or equipment be carefully considered 
before adding to existing circuits, any equip-

ment of either higher or lower amperage.

7. Alternators 
Engines are generally equipped with Alterna-
tors of equal size, only one of which may be 
used to charge a battery group at one time. 
Rate of charge will vary with battery condition, 
as indicated by the ammeter on the control 
panel and the battery condition meter (Char-
gicator) if included in the equipment ordered.

Single group battery systems comprised of 
one or more sets of batteries to operate all 
DC requirements, are charged by one alter-
nator, as selected by the switch on the Bridge 
Control Panel. 

When only one engine is operating, such as 
for trolling, switch to the alternator on the 
operating engine. When both engines are 
running, either alternator may be switched 
on, but do not manipulate the switch when 
engines are running faster than at idle speed 
or a little above.

Divided battery systems having separate 
groups for engine starting and ships service, 
will have an alternator connected to charge 
each group. The master change-over switches 
will handle the assignment of alternator to 
battery as described above. Refer to Wiring 
Diagram if in doubt as to the type of alterna-
tor-battery hookup. 

On diesel boats, an engine with alternator 
may be run as a generating set while the boat 
is at rest at an RPM sufficient to charge, with-
out impairment to the engine. Gasoline en-
gines are not designed for continuous idle 
running and should never be run idle at any 
length of time for operating the alternator 
only, except in emergency.
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8. Ignition
The tenderest part of the ignition system of 
gasoline engines is the condenser attached to 
the distributor. If the ignition system sud-
denly fails, especially after the boat has been 
idle for some time or after winter storage, it is 
a safe bet to replace the condensers. They cost 
little and spares should be carried.

9. Theft Switch
Boats with an open bridge are generally 
equipped with a disconnect switch (marked 
THEFT SWITCH) on the starting relay line 
located within the boat. This will prevent the 
unauthorized starting of engines when the 
boat is left unattended.

10. Starters
Gasoline Engines:  Starters are generally similar 
to automobile engine equipment with which 
most all yachtsmen are familiar. Trouble shoot-
ing starter failure should thus follow similar 
procedures, but do not overlook the possibility 
of corrosion in the starter buttons on the control 
panel. The starter circuit from the battery may 
be disconnected by opening the main starter 
switch which controls the starter circuit only.

Diesel Engines: Because of the very heavy 
starting load requirements of diesel engines, 
and the subsequent high amperage require-
ments of the heavy starter solenoid, the start-
ing circuit includes a relay (in the engine 
compartment) to relieve the start-stop switch 
on the control panel of excessive starting load. 
In the event of failure of components in the 
starting circuit that would prevent cut-off of 
current after engines have started, a red bull-
seye adjacent to the start-stop switch on the 

control panel will remain lighted, after the 
start switch is OFF, as a warning of failure.

11. Replacement  
Replacement lamps, pumps and all other 
electrical accessories should be purchased 
from us to be certain of correct voltage. 

12. Electrolysis  
The destruction of underwater metal parts 
from electrolytic action is one of the most seri-
ous and difficult problems with which the 
yacht builder has to contend.

The final test that this Company gives every 
new boat before she is delivered to her owner 
is a test to determine that there is no electrical 
leakage and no improper grounds that could 
cause electrolytic action. Moreover, the metals 
and alloys that we use near and below the wa-
ter line are galvanically compatible, so that 
they cannot possibly set up electrolytic action 
among themselves.

Hence, if subsequent to delivery of your 
yacht any electrolytic action occurs, it is caused 
by either the failure of some electrical appara-
tus or some alteration made by someone sub-
sequent to the delivery of the boat.

(A) Ammeter-Milliammeter Test 
The boat and engines must be at rest, with all 
electrical devices, motors, pumps, lights or any 
other electrical load off. Now disconnect the 
positive* battery lead at the battery, noting 
whether or not there is any spark. If there is a 
spark, check again to see that everything on the 
ship is turned off. If there is no spark or if the 
spark is very slight, insert an ammeter in the 
battery circuit and note the reading. (For this 

test, we use a multi-scale meter that will read 
from approximately ten amps down to one mil-
liamp full scale.) If there is no reading on the 
amp scale, try the next lower one, repeating the 
process scale by scale until you arrive at a point 
where your meter goes off scale, then back up 
one scale and read your meter. If this reading is 
three milliamperes, it is then necessary to suc-
cessively disconnect the various pieces of elec-
trical apparatus in the boat until the disconnec-
tion of one of them lowers the reading to three 
milliamperes or less, revealing which piece of 
apparatus is grounded.

One major source of electrolysis has been in 
owner installation of radiotelephone sets sub-
sequent to delivery of the boat, in which such 
sets have a poorly grounded circuit.
(*In a negative ground system. If positive ground 
system, disconnect negative lead.)
 
(B) A Serious Matter
We cannot over-emphasize the seriousness of 
improper grounds and electrolysis. This not 
only will progressively consume all underwater 
metal parts, including fastening of the hull, 
but it is a prevalent cause of fire. We repeat, 
when the boat leaves our hands, she is totally 
free from such defects, and it is therefore the 
responsibility of the persons who operate our 
boats, subsequent to delivery, to avoid the in-
stallation of any improper apparatus and to 
immediately detect and eliminate any subse-
quent causes of improper grounding.

If inspection of underwater parts show evi-
dence of electrolysis (do not confuse electroly-
sis with any other form of corrosion or ero-
sion), it is imperative that the source be 
determined and corrective measures taken. 
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Do not try to solve your problem by adding 
zinc plates or collars.

Chapter XIV
steering gear

1. Wheel
On the smaller models and for Dual Steering, 
an automotive type wheel is utilized, with sin-
tered bearings requiring no yearly or frequent 
lubrication. In the larger models, the Fair-
form Deluxe Yacht Wheel is furnished, in 
which there is a small oil cup immediately 
ahead of the wheel, which should receive a 
few drops of oil every month or so.

2. Connections
Automotive steering wheel connections consist 
of a drum, made up of two halves, bolted to-
gether and thus clamping the steering line. 
Connections for the yacht wheel are comprised 
of sprocket, chain and turnbuckles for taking 
up tension on the steering lines. Stainless steel 
steering lines, running through ball bearing 
aircraft-type quarter blocks require no lubrica-
tion. These lines are connected to the rudder 
tillers by means of a tensioning device.

Sufficient tension, but no more, should be 
maintained to keep the steering line taut in 
warm weather. The line should never slack nor 
should it be stressed so tightly in warm weather 
as to exceed its elastic limit in cool weather. In 
Dual Control boats, turnbuckles are provided 
in the dual steering line for separate tension-
ing. The connecting rod joints, connecting the 
two rudder tillers, should occasionally be oiled.

3. Rudders
Rudders are cast manganese bronze, carried 

in manganese bronze gudgeons, with a tubu-
lar gudgeon pin. The pin is retained in place 
by means of Alemite fittings immediately 
astern of the transom atop the gudgeon tubes. 
The tubes should be kept full of waterproof 
grease from a grease gun applied at least once 
a month during the cruising season. If not 
kept properly lubricated, gudgeon bearings 
may be badly burred or possible seize.

In the event of rudder damage, the gud-
geon pins may be withdrawn by unscrewing 
the cap screw. After disconnecting the steer-
ing connections, rudders may be readily re-
moved, by withdrawing the gudgeon pin, un-
bolting the upper gudgeon bearing, slipping 
the rudder back, rotating the blade athwart-
ship to a horizontal position and then pulling 
it back, right out of the boat.

4. Rudder Boots 
Boots attached to the rudder tillers and tran-
som frame should be periodically checked for 
watertightness. Length of service depends on 
amount of boat use. Boots should be renewed 
when their integrity is questionable. When 
replacing boots, be sure to firmly fasten at-
tachment frame on transom so as to be water-
tight. Be certain drain hole in transom is also 
clear of any stoppage. 

Chapter XV
engines, care oF

1. Routine Inspection
Early in the life of the boat and every few 
weeks thereafter, the whole power plant 
should be inspected to determine that all fas-
tenings are secure. Cylinder head stud boats 
should be followed up, as the gaskets settle 

down. Shaft coupling bolts should be kept 
dead tight, as well as all other attachments.

2. Engine Instruction Book
The instruction book accompanying the en-
gines, supposedly covering all normal matters  
of operating attention, should be read and 
carefuly adhered to.

3. Reverse Gears
The hydraulically-operated Chrysler reverse 
gears very seldom require any adjustment. If 
an adjustment is needed, such should be done 
either by us or a qualified Chrysler service 
man. In the case of the GM diesel reverse 
gears, no follow-up adjustment is required.

4. Cooling
It is imperative that the cooling system func-
tions. The water temperature gauge on the 
control panel should not read over 180. A 
Chrysler driven boat equipped with a Fair-
form Safety System, has bull’s eyes on the in-
strument board that turn red in the event that 
cooling fails. Occasionally these light up when 
engines are first started, until they pick up 
water, which is harmless if the light goes out as 
soon as you speed up the engine. Diesel boats 
are equipped with visual overheat signals that 
show red if cooling fails. 

Cooling failure occasionally occurs because 
the intake in clogged with a rag or debris in 
the water or by the unusual failure of circulat-
ing pumps.

Special attention should be given to the 
Perry Water Filter furnished on GM diesels to 
maintain their maximum effectiveness in 
minimizing corrosion in the fresh water cool-
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ing system. A Perry Filter is located at the heat 
exchanger end of each engine and hose-con-
nected to the cooling system, so that only a 
portion of the cooling water in the system 
need pass through the filter for proper treat-
ment of the cooling system.

To maintain maximum effectiveness the fil-
ter should be regularly and properly serviced. 
The filter should be opened after each 300 
hours of running time and thoroughly 
cleaned. The bagged element must be re-
newed. The magnesium disc must be scraped 
free of ash scale and buffed clean. If the disc is 
badly corroded, it too should be replaced.

Caution: The filter elements are not compat-
ible with any type of antifreeze. If antifreeze is 
used in the cooling system, the Filter should 
be disconnected from the system by closing 
the needle valve provided for this purpose.

5. Lubrication
The vital necessity of proper lubrication has 
already been discussed in the chapter thereon.

6. Carburetor Air Intakes
On gasoline engines, the screens or intake 
should be kept clear of lint, by occasionally 
removing them for a thorough cleaning.

7. Starters
On diesel engines, starting load requires a 
heavy-duty solenoid switch actuated by the start-
ing button or switch on the bridge control 
panel. The larger diesel starting and solenoid 
loads necessitate an additional relay between 
starter button and solenoid, thus making the 
starting system more vulnerable to malfunction. 
Failure of starters to operate may not necessarily 

be due to a burned-out motor or solenoid. Full 
check on the complete starting system may be 
required in running down the trouble.

If, after starting an engine, the starter fails 
to disengage, immediately cut the main 
starter switch. Determine cause of failure and 
if corrections cannot be made so the starting 
circuit can be closed for starting the other 
engine, disconnect the current supply to the 
starter solenoid. The main starter switch may 
then be closed for starting the other engine.

For further information on the starters, re-
fer to your diesel engine manual.

Chapter XVI
Vee driVe

This chapter applies to Engines-in-Stern 
models with Huckins Spiral Bevel Gear Vee 
Drives, both ten degree model 52 and twelve 
degree model 56.

huckins model 52 and 56
INSTALLATION: The unit is rubber 
mounted to minimize the normal noise cre-
ated by gears in operation under load.

LUBRICATION: The unit is lubricated under 
forty pounds pressure by an oil pump in-
stalled on the forward end of case and driven 
by the output gear shaft. Oil level is checked 
by dip stick attached to the oil fill plug in the 
cover plate. Oil draining may be accom-
plished by use of a suction pump inserted 
through the oil fill hole, or by removal of a 
drain plug in the bottom of the case.

High grade 30 weight marine engine lubri-
cating oil is required. It is most important that 
the proper oil level be maintained and equally 

important that the oil level not be exceeded. 
When adding oil, be sure that no grit enters 
the unit. STRAIN THE OIL.

When checking oil level, notice if oil appears 
clean, clear and viscous. If dirty, change it. Oil 
need not be changed more often than once 
each season, unless for some specific reason.

COOLING: Oil cooling is accomplished by 
means of a heat exchanger installed near the 
Vee Drive. Water for the heat exchanger is 
taken directly from the raw water pump on 
the main engine and piped to the heat ex-
changer, thence overboard. A tee is installed 
in the discharge line and a part of the dis-
charged water piped to the forward end of 
the shaft log to flush and lubricate the cutless 
bearing at this point.

Other than keeping all connections thor-
oughly secured and properly attending to lu-
brication, this unit should require no servicing 
of any kind and have a useful life at least equal 
to that of the engines. However, if any trouble 
should arise, this company should be con-
sulted. The internal settings of this Gear Box 
are extremely delicate and beyond the capac-
ity of the usual service yard. When servicing is 
necessary, either the boat or the gear box unit 
should be returned to us.
REMOVAL FOR SERVICE: To remove Vee 
Drive from vessel, disconnect oil pump and the 
spray nozzle on the inboard side of the case.

a. Remove propeller shaft coupling bolts.

b. Remove spring retainer ring from forward 
end of the Seir Bath coupling and slide the outer 
case of the coupling aft.
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c. Remove the hold-down bolts and lift the Vee 
Drive out.

When re-installing, exraordinary care must 
be exercised to see that alignment is as near 
perfect as possible. The maximum allowable 
misalignment across the face of the coupling 
is .003”
           

Western gear corP., model 16, mVd 35
LUBRICATION: Rotate handle of Cuno oil 
filter one full turn each day of operation. Filters 
are located on bulkhead forward of vee drives.

A grease cup has been installed at each vee 
drive with lines to the input and output shaft 
seals. Cup handle should be rotated count-
er-clockwise one turn each day. Refill with cup 
grease when necessary. Grease cup and filter 
are accessible in aft stateroom, through hatch 
at forward inboard corner of berth platform .

In accordance with Vee Drive nameplate 
instructions, drain oil and refill every 5,000 
hours of operation or every 12 months, which-
ever occurs first. Use Gulf Harmony 69 or 
equal turbine oil.

COOLING:  Refer to this section on page 35.

seir Bath couPling

A Seir-Bath coupling is installed between the 
vee drive and the jackshaft. There are two 
grease plugs in the outer sleeve for draining 
and relubricating the coupling when neces-
sary. The grease should be checked about ev-
ery 300 hours of operation (every third 
change of engine lube oil).

Greases recommended by coupling manu-

facturer:
Sun Oil Co. #893 Adhesive Pressure Grease
Texas Co. Texaco Marfak #1
Gulf Oil Corp. Precision Grease #1
Esso Standard Nebula EP-O
Fiske Bros. Lubriplate #630-AA
  

Chapter XVII
FairForm electric 

sanitary system
The Fairform Electric Toilet is the acme of 
simplicity. It is flushed by stepping on the foot 
treadle, holding it down for a sufficient period 
for complete flushing. Pressing the foot trea-
dle opens the clapper valve at the bottom of 
the toilet, closes the electrical circuit to the 
pump (by means of tilting the sealed mercury 
switch within the enclosure at the base of the 
toilet) and opens a valve allowing sea water to 
flow, thus flushing the toilet. The opening of 
this valve requires full pressure on the treadle 
as this action does not occur until the clapper 
valve is open and the pump has started.

Sea water is pumped by a Crowell or a Fair-
form pump depending on boat model. (Refer 
to Final Inspection Data).

The same care must be observed as with any 
marine toilet, not to use it as a means of get-
ting rid of debris; using it solely as a toilet. If 
hard substances, cigarette packages, matches, 
or the like are thrown into it, the clapper valve 
will be obstructed, will be unable to close,  
which in turn may keep the motor running, 
run down your batteries and probably burn 
out the motor.

If used solely as a toilet and kept clean, with 
the operating mechanism occasionally oiled, 
no trouble should be experienced.

Occasionally, with everything in working 
order and the treadle is depressed, it may be 
found that sea water is not being pumped 
through the toilet. If this occurs, it is usually 
after the boat has been laid up and the toilet 
unused for some period of time or the boat 
has recently been hauled, whereby the water 
has drained completely out of the sea water 
line causing an air lock preventing the pump-
ing of water. To correct the situation, proceed 
as follows:

1. Close sea cock

2. Loosen the hose clamp on the discharge side 
of the pump sufficiently to allow some water to 
leak out when the sea cock is opened. This will 
break the air lock.

3. Depress treadle to be sure that water is being 
pumped through the toilet and close sea cock 
while re-tightening the hose clamp on the pump. 
Do not forget to open the sea cock when you 
have finished.

atlantic 60-377 Pressure Operated Toilets & 
Chlorinators
Brotco marine toilets, manufactured by The 
Broughton Corp., Glens Falls, New York, are 
installed in the two baths aft of the deckhouse. 
If necessary, service for these units can be ob-
tained in the south from a direct agent of the 
maker,  R.F. Babcock, c/o Yacht Franny Bee, 
Bahia Mar, Fort Lauderdale, Florida. A manu-
facturer’s manual is included with the on-
board instruction books.

The Brotco toilets are arranged to be 
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flushed with either fresh water or sea water. In 
either case the flushing water is supplied by 
the sanitary system consisting of a pump and 
pressure tank. The pump is located in Hold 
B, aft side, about amidships, while the pres-
sure tank is under the aft seat of the dinette in 
the galley. The pressure switch and gauge are 
in Hold A, immediately aft of the tank.

The sanitary system pumps fresh water from 
the fresh water system or sea water through a 
seacock and strainer in Hold B. The selector 
valve is located on the aft side of the Hold and 
is accessible from the passage by raising the 
steps to the deckhouse. An instruction label 
on the bulkhead indicates valve handle posi-
tion to select fresh or sea water.

Adjacent to the sanitary system pressure 
tank is a Brotco 60-mesh strainer to clean the 
water pumped to the toilets.

The sanitary system is shown on Diagram-
matic Arrangement of Piping, Dwg. No. 
AT60D-P2.

When shore water is used at dockside to sup-
ply the ship’s fresh water system, the sanitary 
system can also be supplied by opening a valve 
in the shore water manifold located in the 
locker to starboard of the lounge in the deck-
house. The manifold piping is shown on Dia-
grammatic Arrangement of Piping, Dwg. 
AT60D-P1. The valve labeled SANITARY 
SYSTEM should be opened to flush the Brotco 
toilets with water from the shore supply.

The discharge of each Brotco toilet is over-
board through a Raritan chlorinator equip-
ped to treat sewage with a 5% solution of so-
dium hypochlorite. The installations in this 
boat are designed to take the one-gallon size 
plastic bottle of Clorox brand solution. One 

compartment of the chlorinator has a motor 
driven blender which serves to homogenize 
the sewage and also to draw a supply of the 
solution into the compartment. The motor is 
started automatically by an “AC” Type PS-4 
P/N 1507359 switch located downstream of 
the toilet flush valve. If chlorination is wanted, 
a push-pull switch in a locker adjacent to the 
toilet must be pulled; otherwise, the toilet will 
flush without the introduction of solution. 
The latter type of toilet operation is satisfac-
tory at sea or other non-restricted areas.

Access to chlorinator, solution bottle, pres-
sure switch, etc.:

Guest Bath: Through door in forward bulkhead
Owner’s Bath: Under lid outboard of toilet.

The supply of solution must be periodically 
checked and renewed when necessary.

Chapter XVIII
Baths

To draw water for baths and showers, you may 
control the mixture of hot and cold as you 
would in your home. However, drainage, of 
shower water is not generally possible by grav-
ity, thus requiring electric pumping of waste 
water overboard through a looped discharge 
line above the water line.

Showers having a switch and bull’s-eye adja-
cent to the Shower are provided with a pump 
and sump. 

When drawing water, be sure that the switch is 
ON so the bull’s-eye shows red. When there is 
no more water to be drained, off, be sure to turn 
the switch OFF or the pump motor will run ex-
cessively long and may eventually burn out.

Showers without drain switch and bull’s-eye, 
and not gravity drained, are equipped with an 
automatic sump pump (Sutton or similar) 
which automatically discharges waste water 
collected while shower is running.

Showers and baths are provided with screw 
plugs. When not in use, keep screw plugs in 
the drain openings to prevent possible inrush 
of sea water.

Chapter XIX
Painting

The maxim, “Save the surface and you save 
all” is particularly pertinent to boats. So long 
as the exterior and exposed surfaces of hull 
and super-structure are kept properly covered 
with the correct paint and varnish, disintegra-
tion is indefinitely postponed.

The standard color scheme employs the 
following colors of paints and may be ob-
tained from the designated manufacturer’s 
agents or distributors, or from us.

If finishes selected by the owner of this boat 
depart from standard, a Schedule F, designat-
ing the finishes used in this hull, will be found 
at the end of this manual.

The acme of simplicity, 
the Fairform Electric 
Toilet works by 
stepping on a foot 
treadle, which opens 
the clapper valve at the 
bottom of the toilet, 
closes the electrical 
circuit to the pump, and 
opens a valve
allowing sea water to 
flow, thus flushing the 
toilet.
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BoottoP

Number 19 Royal Blue. Manufactured by In-
ternational Paint Company.

toPsides

Number 219 Aluminum Gray. Manufactured 
by International Paint Company.

suPerstructure

Number 382 Angora Blue. Manufactured by 
Interlux International Paint Company. The 
sides of the superstructure and inside of cock-
pits and bridge, if any, should be painted with 
sufficient frequency to maintain the integrity 
of surface.

decks

Number 624 Bimini Blue Deluxe Deck 
Enamel. Manufactured by DuPont.

Breasthook

Number 273 Dado Reddish Brown. Manufac-
tured by International Paint Company.

interiors

Number 242 Flat White. Manufactured by 
International Paint Company.

Bathrooms

Z-Spar Gloss White. Manufactured by Andrew 
Brown Company, Laurel, Maryland.

Varnish

Man O’ War. Manufactured by McCloskey Var-
nish Company, Philadelphia, Pennsylvania.

Bottom Paint

Standard Bottom Paint is Singapore Red, 

Blue or Green, manufactured by Interna-
tional Paint Co. It is suggested that only this 
paint be used. It is imperative that the bottom 
be kept thoroughly covered. The frequency of 
painting is determined considerably by local 
conditions. In warm water, or foul water, it 
may be necessary to paint the bottom at least 
every three months. The greater the mileage, 
the more frequent paint should be applied. If 
the boat is run aground and the paint thus 
abraded, she should be promptly repainted. 
Even under ideal conditions, it is well to apply 
a coat of bottom paint for every four months 
that the boat is in service.

Frequency

The exterior of the hull, decks, and roofs has 
been fiberglassed with finish paint color im-
pregnated in the fiberglass resin. The surface 
was prepared for painting by application of 
DuPont Fiberglass Primer #649 before final 
coats of paint. The resulting durable finish 
should require light sanding and painting only 
as frequently as paint weathering demands.

For more extensive refinishing or repairs to 
damaged or badly worn fiberglassed areas 
that might require sanding down to the fiber-
glass surface, the exposed fiberglass areas 
should be primed with fiberglass primer be-
fore applying coats of paint. If surface repairs 
entail new application of fiberglass and/or 
epoxy resin, allow at least 8 days for proper 
curing before applying primer and paint.

Superstructure sides and windshields are not 
normally fiberglassed and may require more 
frequent attention to maintain a well preserved 
finish. Two finish coats of paint are given all 
exterior painted surfaces and it is suggested 

that no more than the minimum amount of 
paint be added than is necessary for appear-
ance, to avoid building up a thick paint surface.

mahogany caBinet Work

Provided this hand-rubbed finish is not 
abused, it will last indefinitely. Under no cir-
cumstances is wax, ordinary furniture polish 
or any other preparation having any appre-
ciable body or viscosity, to be used on it. An 
ordinary damp rag to remove spilled food, 
followed by drying with a soft dry cloth is the 
best practice. If necessary, the surface may be 
cleaned with Mineral Spirits, then immedi-
ately dried off, for a very infrequent light ap-
plication of Standard Oil Company’s Dia-
mond Paraffin Rubbing Oil carefully and very 
sparingly applied.    

Chapter XX
laying uP

Unless the process is well performed, a yacht 
depreciates more rapidly when laid up than 
when in service. Suggestions follow:

1. If Afloat
The location should be where both the air and 
the water are clean, the berths to be such that 
she can be secured in four directions, free 
from striking or abrading against piles or 
docks or other boats.

2. If Ashore
She must be abundantly supported by an ample 
number of keel blocks of a height to maintain her 
correct alignment, and with at least four padded 
bolsters to maintain in an upright position. Refer 
to the Hauling Diagram for proper locations.
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3. Stores and Clothing
All perishables, clothing and equipment sus-
ceptible to mold or germination should be 
removed from the boat.

4. Clean
She should be left perfectly clean, inside and 
out.

5. Drainage
If in a cold climate, all water should be drained 
from water tanks and piping. The flush con-
nection entering the china bowl of the Electric 
Toilets should be backed off to drain that 
pocket, so freeze will not burst toilet, piping 
or tanks. Sediment and water should be drawn 
from the sump. If out of water, the engines’ 
cooling system should be entirely drained.

6. Ventilation
During storage, the boat should either be fre-
quently opened up for ventilation or if such 
service is not available, all floor hatches should 
be left open and if in a warm climate, all deck 
hatches and windows should be left slightly 
open, to promote a circulation of air. Dead air, 
except in a cold climate, rapidly promotes decay 
and the germination of bacteria and vermin.
 
7. Engines
In addition to draining the cooling system if 
the boat is stored out of water in a cold climate, 
old cylinder oil should be drawn off immedi-
ately after engines have been run for the last 
time and while the oil is still warm, and new oil 
filled. It is desirable to introduce a little fresh 
oil into the tops of cylinders, to prevent corro-
sion during a long laying-up. All joints and 

Ventilator opened

Ventilator closed

connections should be oiled and the engine 
room and power plant left immaculately clean.

8. Batteries
Batteries should be removed from the boat 
and taken to a competent battery service sta-
tion for storage and occasional trickle 
charging. If batteries are left in the boat, they 
will rapidly deteriorate. If they are left in the 
boat in a freezing climate, they will freeze, 
electrolyte will be forced from the plates, a 
condition causing explosion when next used.

9. Bilge Water
If the boat is going to be stored out of water 
for any considerable length of time in a warm 
or dry climate, it is imperative that the bulk-
head valves be closed and that sufficient water 
be kept in each compartment to insure that 
the hull will not dry out to a degree that would 
break the edgebond in the planking. During 
such storage periods, the boat should be suffi-
ciently supported to withstand the weight of 
this water. In a cold climate, all water should 
be removed from the bilge that might freeze 
and damage structure.

Chapter XI
hull rePairs

Double-Planked Hull
I. Outside of hull, cut hole through fiberglass and 
both layers of planking. Square up the opening 
clear of the puncture.
II. Inside of hull, install butt block between the 
frames to cover more than the whole area of repair.
III. a. Outside the hull, new inner planking in 
place. b. New outer planking in place. c. New 
20oz. fiberglass with epoxy resin.

Hull Repairs
First, a hole should be cut clear through the 
planking, to square up the aperture, so as to 
leave no ragged edges.

Secondly, the outer layer of planking should 
be stepped back from 3" to 5" from the edge of 
the hole. The ends and edges of the remain-
ing phenol adhesive of the exposed planking 
must be carefully scraped off, so as to present 
a clean and uniform surface to which to attach 
the new pieces. Any copper rivets in the area 
should be carefully withdrawn.

A butt block not thinner than 1/2" resin 
bonded plywood, or an oak or mahogany 
block some 3/4" thick should be snugly fitted 
between frames in the area of the hole on the 
inside of the boat, overlapping the area of the 
largest hole by several inches. It must snugly 
fit the inside of the planking, by being shaped 
to conform to the curvature of the hull.

New pieces of mahogany planking of exactly 
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the same thickness of the planking to be re-
placed shall now be fitted. These pieces must 
have a moisture content of not over 15% nor 
less than 10%. We can furnish replacement 
pieces, upon request. In an extreme emer-
gency, a can of Weldwood glue may be ob-
tained at nearly any hardware store and used 
for the purpose, but this is not the correct ad-
hesive and, if there is sufficient time, the phe-
nol adhesive should be obtained from us, by 
air express if so requested. This adhesive as 
furnished by us comes in two cans: the adhe-
sive itself and a catalyst. They should be mixed 
together and used immediately, as they set up, 
particularly in warm weather, very quickly.

The catalyst and adhesive should be mixed 
in exactly the proportions as received from us 
and only as much as can be used within thirty 
minutes of mixing. The mixing should be 
done in some suitable pot. If a glue mixer is 
not available, an ordinary egg beater may be 
used, or any other method that will thor-

oughly mix the ingredients. 
If too thick, a little water may be added. The 

adhesive should be liberally smeared on both 
surfaces, the butt block and the inner layer of 
planking, and then on the outer surface of the 
inner layer and the inner surface of the outer 
layer, as well as on all edges.

The whole assembly should be strongly se-
cured by means of silicon bronze (Everdue) 
screws. In normal climate, the adhesive will 
set up by itself. In a very cold climate, a bath-
room heater may be used to warm up the joint 
and make it polymerize.

Prepare the repaired area for fiberglassing 
by sanding the entire surface, feathering the 
fiberglass for several inches away from the 
new wood. 

New wood should be kept dry and the work 
done in a dry, temperate, well-ventilated area.

Cut a piece of fiberglass cloth sufficiently 
large to cover all new wood plus an overlap of 
surrounding feathered area. Brush on a coating 

of epoxy resin, mixed in the proportions rec-
ommended by the manufacturer, lay the cloth 
on the wetted area and brush on another coat-
ing of resin, squeezing or troweling the surface 
to completely saturate the cloth. Feather the 
edges of the area to minimize the amount of 
sanding after the resin has set. Let set overnight 
and rough sand the rough spots before apply-
ing successive coats of resin until sufficient 
thickness permits sanding smooth the patched 
area to blend with the old surrounding area.

A minimum of seven to eight days should 
be allowed for curing before proceeding. 
When fully cured, apply a coat of DuPont Fi-
berglass Primer #649 before applying finish-
ing coats of paint. 

Chapter XXII
cooking and Water 
heating aPParatus

1. Alcohol Stoves
These stoves are equipped with a filler, pres-

Step One: Outside the Hull Step Two: Inside the Hull Step Three: Outside the Hull
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sure pump and a needle valve for each burner. 
Operation is very simple. You fill each tank 
with alcohol, close the filler and pump up 
some pressure; then open the needle valves 
until a little alcohol accumulates under the 
burner; then turn off the valve and light the 
alcohol. After it is nearly burned out, open 
the needle valve again, allow the burner to 
become heated and then adjust the valve for 
the flame desired. 

When shutting down the burner, close the 
needle valve tightly. When leaving the boat 
unattended, unscrew the filler of each tank 
sufficiently to release the pressure, whereby 
risk of overflowing alcohol is obviated.

2. Gas Cooking
Gas System: This system consists of two LP gas 
tanks, or a greater number in the largest mod-
els, installed in a vault and connected to a pres-
sure regulator. On models that have the gas 
tanks below the cockpit floor, the Model vault is 
gaslight, with a large vent led through the hull 
of the boat, so that if any gas should leak, it 
would leak overboard and not into the hull. 
The owner must realize that bottled gas, when 
mixed with the air, is highly explosive; there-
fore, there should be no smoking in the vicinity 
of the vaults when tanks are being changed.

This LP gas has a strong odor, for the ex-
press purpose of being detected in the event 
of any leakage. If this gas odor is ever smelled 
in the boat, an immediate investigation is in 
order before any burner is lighted or any 
open flame is allowed in the boat.

When securing the boat for any length of 
time, other than going ashore for just a visit, 
the gas system should be shut off by closing 

the valves on the LP gas tank, checking the 
other tank to be certain it is also shut off. This 
step further assures the owner that no LP gas 
can enter the ship through failure of any fit-
ting or failure of the operators to close all 
other valves and cocks in the gas lines while 
the boat is unattended.

Gas Supply: The LP gas system which we have 
now adopted, utilized gas that can be obtained 
in nearly every port in the United States, and 
probably in many foreign ports. In this coun-
try, it is merely necessary to look in the yellow 
pages in the back of the telephone book to 
determine who carries LP gas in that particu-
lar port. The gas tank, when empty, should 
first have the valve closed on its top and the 
valve on the regulator turned to the other 
tank. The union on the flexible connection 
should then be unscrewed. The tanks can eas-
ily be carried ashore and carried in a car or 
truck to the bulk filling station. These tanks 
hold about 20 pounds of gas and retail price 
for a tankful of gas would be in the neighbor-
hood of $2.50.

The tank is replaced and reconnected. The 
unions should be wiped off clean and be 
screwed up tightly. In most of our vaults, the 
hatch or cover of the vault holds the tanks in 
place. Therefore, the cover should be screwed 
down tight with the screws that are provided. 
In some of our boats, the tanks are carried in a 
box on deck and other means provided for 
securing them.

The regulator reduces the pressure to a few 
ounces, making the chance of leakage in the 
boat piping very slight. Nevertheless, when the 
boat is to be left unattended for a number of 

days, the main gas valve is to be shut off.
Range Operation: The range is operated like any 
household gas range. When not in use, close the 
main supply valve that is alongside the range.

3. Water Heater
If the boat is equipped with a heat exchanger 
type of water heater and storage tank whereby 
fresh water is heated by the engine, this sys-
tem requires little attention as it is mostly au-
tomatic in operation. When the engines are 
running, the discharge water heated by one 
engine is directed through a heat exchanger 
type of storage tank and heats the water in the 
hot water system. When the boat is delivered, 
the amount of discharge water has been 
checked so that if any of the water is of neces-
sity bypassed, adjustments have been made 
which need no further attention.

In most instances, the hot water storage 
tank is equipped with a 110 V AC electric im-
mersion unit, with an automatic control so 
that when the dockline is plugged in, the im-
mersion unit automatically starts to operate, 
cutting off and on at the temperature found 
desirable by the Owner. We have found that 
the most desirable temperature setting is be-
tween 130  and 140 and the temperature con-
trol is so set. If hotter water is desired, this 
setting can be changed by the owner.

In larger models where hot water outlets are 
sufficiently far from the storage tank to war-
rant, an automatic circulating pump is installed 
to circulate the hot water to all outlets, thus re-
ducing the amount of water otherwise wasted 
in drawing hot water from the tank through 
cold lines. A thermostat control activates the 
circulating pumps to maintain a reasonably 
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high temperature in the hot water lines.
If the boat is left unattended and hot water 

is not needed, do not unplug the shore line 
which furnishes AC current to the battery 
charger,  but simply throw the switch in the 
AC line to the heater, thereby disconnecting 
only the heater. 

Chapter XXIII
FairForm saFety system

In Diesel-powered Models with Vee Drives
To assure the Fairform Flyer owner and his 
guests of the utmost possible safety in the 
operation of his ship, a Safety System has 
been installed, whereby the steersman on the 
Bridge is warned, with indicator lights and 
audible alarms:

1. When engines or generator overheat due to 
failure of the cooling system, insufficient lubri-
cation, or any other cause.

2. When engine compartment is overheated 
from any cause.

3. When there is sufficient bilge water in any of the 
watertight compartments to be pumped overboard.

The system also includes an emergency shut-off 
control on the bridge to stop the engines if 
other normal methods fail to stop either engine.

Other than the emergency engine stops, the 
Safety System is electric. Circuitry shown in 
accompanying Safety System Wiring Diagram.

Warning Signals are divided into two groups:
1. The main Safety System panel above the    
     steering station.
2. The Control Board.

The Safety System wiring is color coded for 
ease of identification as shown on Drawing 
WDS-1, except that the bilge pump feeders, in 
common with all other DC wiring in the boat, 
are numbered (not color coded), in accor-
dance with Wire Numbering Schedule W-1.

1. Safety System Panel
The main Safety System panel is located on 
the Bridge in the overhead instrument enclo-
sure. The panel has indicator lights to warn of 
the following:

a. Auxiliary Generator Overheat
b. Engine Room Overheat
c. Low Oil Pressure 
   (Port and Starboard engines)
d. High Raw Water Temperature 
   (Port and Starboard engines)
e. *High Fresh Water Temperature 
   (Port and Starboard engines)
f. Oil Temperature (Vee Drive  boats only)  
   (Port and Starboard engines) 

*There are two warning switches for each engine, 
one in the fresh water cooling system of the inboard 
cylinder bank and one in the outboard bank, either 
of which will operate the fresh water warning light 
and an audible alarm.

Warning Lights
The cooling water temperature gauges on the 
control board indicate temperature of the 
fresh water system of each engine from inde-
pendent senders. Thus, the fresh water tem-
perature is indicated at three points on each 
engine. Excessive temperature at the cylinder 
banks, as noted above, is indicated on the 

Safety System panel, but the control board 
gauges show the temperature of the fresh wa-
ter at all times.

If an indicator light in the Safety System 
panel is lit, quick reference to the control 
board instruments should indicate the trouble 
spot and the engine that is malfunctioning 
should be stopped at once and the cause of 
trouble determined.

Audible Alarm
All of the warning lights on the Safety System 
panel are also connected through relays to si-
multaneously sound an audible alarm. The 
relays that activate the audible alarm are lo-
cated on the chassis attached to the back of 
the main Safety System panel and plug into 
sockets similar to ordinary radio tubes. The 
panel and chassis may be pulled forward 
through the opening for inspection or re-
placement of a relay if necessary. Spare relays 
are furnished and placed aboard the boat.

Note: The audible alarm will also sound 
whenever an engine is started, continuing to 
operate until the lube oil system pressure 
reaches 10 lbs. Normally this takes but a few 
seconds. The alarm will also sound momen-
tarily when the engines are shut down.

Testing Lamps
The lamps in the indicator lights on the main 
Safety System panel can be tested by pressing 
on the lenses. After an engine has been started 
and the lube oil system reaches a pressure of 5 
lbs., a pressure switch energizes the engine 
and vee drive gauges on the Control Board 
and the engine indicator lights on the Safety 
System panel. At this time, the lenses can be 
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pressed to test the operation of the lamps in 
the six indicator lights for the engines (the 
three outboard lights on each side of the 
panel). The lamps in the two center lights, 
indicating engine room and auxiliary genera-
tor overheat, can be press-tested at any time, 
whether or not the main engines are running, 
because they are on the bilge pump feeders. 

Spare lamps are furnished with the boat. To 
replace a burned out lamp, unscrew the red 
lens from the front of the panel. Make and 
model of Safety System components are listed. 

Note: The bilge pump bull’s-eye feeder cir-
cuit breaker on the DC distribution board is 
normally “ON” at all times. The generator 
alarm buzzer may be turned off at the adja-
cent knife switch.

II. Control Board Safety System

Bilge Water Signals
The control board on the bridge has warning 
lights and an audible alarm to indicate if there 
is water in the bilge of any compartment ex-
cept the rope locker. When the presence of 
bilge water is indicated, the switch under the 
warning light will activate the pump in the 
compartment. The light will remain on until 
the water level has dropped below the float 
switch. Each bilge pump is located at the low 
point of its compartment. The float switch is 
adjacent to the pump and the relay is nearby 
in a labeled container. Make and model of 
bilge warning lights and bilge pump switches 
are specified on the Control Board Schedule.

Engine Gauges
The control board contains gauges for lube oil 

pressure and fresh cooling water temperature 
for the engines. These gauges, which operate 
independent of the warning lights and are not 
connected to the audible alarm, are used in 
the normal operation of the boat. Warning 
lights and audible alarm operate only if there 
is trouble in the cooling or lube oil systems.

Vee Drive Gauges
Also on the control board are gauges indicat-
ing oil temperature and pressure of the port 
and starboard vee drives. They too are not 
connected to an audible alarm.

Engine Reverse Gear oil pressure gauges 
are the only non-electric instruments on the 
Control Board. These are mechanical, using 
tubing between the reverse gears and the 
gauges. Dependable electric gauges of ade-
quate range are not readily available.

Chapter XXIV
comPass correction

As an alternate method to employing a com-
pass adjuster, an entirely adequate Napper 
Diagram or compass correction chart can 
easily be made up by the owner or his captain, 
from observed readings on known ranges. 
Fairform Flyers departing from Jacksonville 

under their own power can well do this by 
running the twenty ranges in the St. Johns 
River. A Napper Diagram can be made up by 
observed compass readings on any other 
known courses. Proceed as follows:

1. READINGS: Run the ranges or course ac-
curately. Set down the compass reading along-
side the correct chart course. Continue ob-
taining such data until you have a considerable 
number of readings of widely spaced courses.

2. NAPPER DIAGRAM: If the course is 247 
degrees and your compass reads 248 degrees, 
you just ADD one degree to the chart course, 
to obtain the course to be steered by the com-
pass in order to head correctly.

If the chart course is 160 degrees and your 
compass reads 150 degrees, then in order to 
actually make the desired 160 degrees, you 
must deduct ten degrees from the chart course 
to obtain the compass course to be steered.

Thus, if the compass error is plus, the error 
must be added to the chart course to obtain 
the correct heading. If the compass reading in 
degrees is greater than the correct course, the 
difference must be spotted in the Napper Di-
agram, above the horizontal zero line on the 
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fails in service, the entire pump should be sent 
to us and we will exchange it, at a reasonable 
charge, for a replacement pump. The same 
thing applies to electric toilets, safety system 
unit, the synchronizer unit. Certain units such 
as the synchronizer are sealed. The seal should 
not be broken nor does any guarantee prevail 
if the seals are broken.

3. Service
We are particularly well equipped to furnish 
high class service to our owners who bring 
their boats back to the Florida Marina. It is 
suggested that many of the owners on the At-
lantic Coast and Great Lakes who cruise their 
boats to Florida for the winter season plan to 
leave their boats with us between seasons for 
such servicing as is necessary. 

If layup time is limited, it is advisable to let us 
know of your plans as far in advance as possi-
ble, so any service work may be scheduled to 
suit your future plans. A service bulletin setting 
forth rates and services is available on request.

Otherwise, there are any number of high 
class concerns providing general service work 
on yachts, on all coasts of the country, who 
have no connection as dealers in any one 
make of craft. It is a great mistake to patronize 
other than high class concerns.

4. Guarantee
The guarantee applying to this boat is clearly 
printed in the contract under which you ac-
quired her. The guarantee applies only to 
things of our OWN manufacture; only if they 
are returned to us at our home office, carriage 
prepaid and only if we find them to be defec-
tive in fact, from proper use; in which event we 

repair or replace such things if the defect oc-
curs within on year from the date of original 
launching.

In the case of certain assemblies that are ini-
tially sealed, such as our Vee Drive, synchro-
nizer, recording log, safety system and other 
mechanisms of our manufacture, the guaran-
tee ceases if the seals have been broken; or in 
any case if there is evidence of misuse or abuse. 
If, for example, a boat has been overloaded, 
submerged materially below her original wa-
terline, and mechanisms thereby flooded, 
claims cannot be entertained, and repairs will 
be made only for the account of the owner.

Neither engines, gears, ball bearings nor 
any other purchased equipment are guaran-
teed by us, as is clearly set forth in the con-
tract. Engines are generally guaranteed by 
their makers, who generally maintain service 
stations or service branches in various ports. 
Complaints as regards engines should there-
fore be addressed to the engine builder.

Only in the event that the cause of the com-
plaint is a perfectly clear one and prime facie 
valid and the owner is unable to obtain proper 
redress from the maker, should we be called 
into the picture to aid him.  As a matter of 
psychology, the maker of such things pays far 
more attention to the OWNER than he does a 
third-party intercession on our part.

There are occasional instances, where de-
spite our injunction to the owner on the mat-
ter of overload, he overloads his boat by add-
ing heavy and unnecessary apparatus or 
supplies, thus overloading his engines and all 
other mechanism having to do with propul-
sion, and then complains of loss of speed, in-
creased fuel consumption, wetness, unrespon-

vertical line corresponding to the correct 
course.

If the compass reading is less than the cor-
rect course, the difference is spotted into the 
Napper Diagram below the zero line. After 
you obtain a sufficient number of such correc-
tions, a smooth curve may be drawn through 
the points, so as to cover all headings.

3. USING CORRECTION: Lay correct course 
on your chart. Pick it out on the Napper Dia-
gram. If the correction line is above the zero 
line at that point, add the number of degrees 
shown, to your chart course, to steer by; if the 
correction line is below the zero line at that 
point, count down to the degrees and deduct 
that figure from your chart course, to obtain 
the course to steer.

Chapter XXV
serVice

1. Interest
Regardless as to whether your Fairform Flyer 
was purchased new from us or was acquired in 
the used boat market, we are equally inter-
ested in aiding the owner in every proper 
manner. In order to obtain that aid, owners 
must very clearly state what they desire, partic-
ularly when calling for replacement parts. The 
hull number must be given and, if engine 
parts are called for, the engine number must 
be given, as well as make and model.

Communications should be addressed to the Ser-
vice Manager, Huckins Yacht Corporation.

 
2. Replacement
We offer the Huckins owner the availability of 
an exchange service on certain Fairform as-
semblies. If an electric pump, for instance, 
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sive steering or failure of some of the 
propulsive mechanism or impairment of 
other equipment as a result. No complaints 
are valid under such circumstances.

Chapter XXVI
saFety equiPment

In addition to the many devices and systems 
incorporated in this Huckins for your comfort 
and safety, we have included U.S. Coast Guard 
approved fire fighting and life saving equip-
ment of high order. It is up to the owner to fa-
miliarize himself, his family and guest with the 
location and proper operation of this equip-
ment and to maintain this equipment for 
emergency accessibility and use at all times.

Fire Extinguishers
Approved type of dry chemical fire extin-
guishers, 2 1/2 lb. or larger, in a number of 
units appropriate for this Huckins model, 
have been mounted in readily accessible areas 
for handling emergency fire conditions.

These units have been approved by the U.S. 
Coast Guard for yacht use, but they must be 
checked periodically to retain their approved 
continual use. Read and heed the manufactur-
ers instructions for maintenance and opera-
tion and conform to the latest current U.S. 
Coast Guard recommendations and regula-
tions that may be in effect.

If any units may be added to this yacht, sub-
sequent to her delivery, be certain that only 
approved types are considered.

Life Preservers
The latest available type of U.S. Coast Guard 
approved adult size life preservers have been 

placed aboard, in areas where they will be 
readily accessible. If minimum quantity cruis-
ing activities include carrying guests and chil-
dren beyond the limits of this complement of 
preservers, be sure you will have “more than 
enough” should an emergency arise. The 
same or optionally approved types are avail-
able in both adult and children’s sizes.

Acquaint all passengers with locations and 
proper donning of life perservers against the 
time of emergency. Many owners adopt a sys-
tem of identifying storage areas with marker 
labels or plates such as are required in passen-
ger-for-hire vessels.

Periodically remove all life preservers for 
inspection and airing of preservers and stor-

While U.S. Coast Guard 
approved equipment of 
high order has been 
incorporated in every 
Huckins, there is no sub-
stitute for a 
Seaweed and 
Hyacinthe Remover (not 
supplied).

age compartments to prevent mildew.

Ring Buoys
Not considered as required life saving equip-
ment, ring buoys can be an expedient means 
of saving life. Mounting is made as secure as 
practicable to keep them aboard and yet be 
easily removed for emergency use. Don’t make 
the mistake of lashing them down, preventing 
quick removal.

Additional Equipment
If other safety equipment such as CO2 system, 
life raft, etc., has been added, refer to the 
manufacturer’s instructions for proper use 
and maintenance.
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IntroductIon
Although I have made the run many times, I always look ahead to the 
north and southbound cruise with zest. If one does not hurry it is 
restful and most of it is pretty and interesting.

Unlike other works on the subject that are slanted on a basis of ad-
vertising, my remarks are based wholly on my personal experience. 
Since some of them are derogatory, this publication is confidential 
and for the information of the members of our fleet only.

The cruise from the St. Johns River to New York requires from three 
to six weeks in an ordinary cruiser. The time for a Fairform Flyer de-
pends wholly on the owner. Far too many new 
owners, who were unfamiliar with the Intra-
coastal Waterway and equally unfamiliar with 
so fast a boat, have started off in a hurry and 
almost invariably gone aground the first or 
second day, mashed up propellers, and in two 
cases went on the rocks and damaged their 
hulls, whereby the trip took them twice as long 
as if they had heeded our advice. It is import-
ant not to get ten or fifteen miles ahead of 
where you think you are on the chart and pile 
up ashore.

Hence, the new owner should allow at least 
two weeks for the cruise. The owner who has 
run our boats extensively and who has cruised 

the Intracoastal Waterway a number of times, can shorten this time 
considerably, depending on how many hours a day you care to run and 
whether you care to force your engines. The run has been made many 
times in less than seven days; in two instances in five days and in one 
case, in three and a half days.

The hurricane season extends from late July to late October. During 
that period, much attention should be given to weather reports and 
in the event of an approaching hurricane, the snuggest possible shel-
ter should be found and the boat securely moored until danger has 
passed. There is nothing funny about a hurricane.

Otherwise, there is no wind that will im-
pede your progress between Jacksonville and 
Norfolk. The shoal Neuse River and Albe-
marle Sound can become uncomfortable but 
those runs are short and soon over, even in 
bad winds.

The course between Jacksonville and 
Charleston is made approximately fifty miles 
shorter by running outside and straight across 
from the St. Johns Bar. Many of our boats 
used to make that outside run before the In-
tracoastal Waterway was perfected. But it is a 
long pull, with very doubtful harbor entrances 
on the way, if a storm arises. When it is rough, 
it will likely take you longer than the inside 

confIdentIal coast PIlot 
for the faIrform flyer owner

Frank Pembroke Huck-
ins’ cruising guide for 
new Huckins owners is 
based on his own experi-
ences more than fifty 
years ago. It is presented 
for the delectation of ad-
mirers of FPH’s literary 
style, and the reader is 
welcome to mark up this 
section with correct dis-
tances and navigational 
observations as well as 
new private derogatory 
remarks about marinas, 
restaurants, and places 
to stay.
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course, which is why practically nobody goes 
outside nowadays.

From Charleston to Norfolk there is an ac-
tual loss of time by going outside. The run 
from Charleston to Morehead City entails 
going 20 miles offshore to avoid Frying Pan 
Shoals, with vicious Beaufort Inlet to make if 
it is blowing hard from the south. No one but 
a fool goes around Cape Hatteras, a far lon-
ger route than inside.

A number of our boats upon leaving Nor-
folk have run out of the Virginia Capes and 
up outside to Cape May. It is much shorter 
than via the Chesapeake, but except for 
Ocean City, with its entrance that cannot be 
used in heavy easterly weather, there is no 
intermediate haven. I advise against that run 
except by the thoroughly experienced owner 
who is in a great hurry.

Chesapeake Bay can be anything from a 
millpond to a raging sea, if a heavy wind is 
blowing against the tidal current. But there 
are a vast number of harbors and shelters 
that may soon be reached if you don’t like the 
weather. Moreover, the Fish Traps offer a 
decided hazard. They are marked by a bro-
ken blue line on the 1200 series charts and 
you should keep out of these areas, else you 
may tangle with fish nets or whack your pro-
pellers on stumps of underwater piles.

The worst of Chesapeake Bay is its south-
ern end. You should make a very early start 
from the Norfolk area and get well up the 
Bay before the eleven o’clock wind starts 
up. Once above Wolf Trap Light, harbors 
are plentiful.Such is not the case in Delaware 
Bay, which can be one of the nastiest bodies 
of water extant. Once you leave Chesapeake 

City and the mouth of the Chesapeake & 
Delaware Canal, you have no decent refuge 
until you get to Cape May. You should be 
particularly careful not to leave with a rising 
southeast wind blowing against an ebb cur-
rent. The boat will stand it all right, but you 
may not.

From Cape May Harbor, you have the 
choice of running the Jersey Inside Route. 
What I call the “garbage route,” it has shelter 
as far as Manasquan Inlet, only some twenty 
miles from the entrance to New York Harbor. 
Or take the outside run of about 120 miles 
from Cape May Harbor to shelter in New 
York Bay.

On this outside run, the only refuge that I 
would think of trying to make is Absecon In-
let at Atlantic City and even this is all but im-
passable in a heavy east wind. Hence, the 
outside run should be made only in decent 

weather. I make it in preference to the inside 
run whenever the weather is fair but if it is 
blowing up from the east, I prefer the annoy-
ances of endless drawbridges and the shoal 
and poorly marked tortuous channels of the 
Jersey inside route. If you take the latter, bear 
in mind that the railroad bridges at Atlantic 
City open only between twenty minutes and 
thirty minutes after the hours.

northbound
From the Florida Marina, Jacksonville, to 
New York. Distances in nautical miles. Bn 
means Beacon. Gas means Gas Buoy.

St. Johns River
 Charts 685, 577  

Sister Creek Bridge & St. Johns River 
 Chart 842  22.9nm

The Fairform Flyer, an 
ideal cruising yacht, will 
take almost any kind of a 
beating if you cannot be 
persuaded to wait for fa-
vorable conditions. Pro-
ceed at your own peril, 
though, as your guests 
may find your foolhardi-
ness a test of friendship.
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Nassau Sound Bn 53  
 Chart 841  8.8nm

Fernandina Gas 18 11.0nm
 Good docks

 St. Marys, Georgia   8.8nm
 St. Marys from Fla. Marina  51.0nm

Cabin Bluff Bn 50 14.4nm
 Especial care in vicinity of Cabin Bluff

Brunswick Bn  2 15.9nm
Where Jekyll Creek turns into the Brunswick River, 
there is a granite jetty nearly awash at high tide, 
onto which two of our boats have been run, due to 
carelessness.

Remote and charming 
coves and anchorages 
far from the ratrace are 
to be found all up and 
down the Intracoastal 
Waterway. There is no 
better way to reach them 
than by Fairform Flyer.

Sea Island Y.C. & Olsens Yacht Yard 4.9nm
Marked “Yacht Yard” and “Yacht Club” on chart 
841, St. Simons Island.
 From Florida Marina 77.9nm
Olsen’s Yard is the proper place to fill fuel. The 
current runs strongly for laying overnight.

Frederica Yacht Club  5.0nm
First night’s stop for the new owner.

Turn off from the main route opposite Bn 242 into 
the Frederica River if you desire to stop for the night, 
and tie up at the place marked “Ruins of Fort Fred-
erica” on chart 841. The dock is in poor repair and 
no supplies are available but it is a totally sheltered 
place, historically interesting, and at last report, had 
a restaurant where excellent food was available at 
the so-called Frederica Yacht Club. Do not go 
around this way unless stopping for the night.
 
 From Florida Marina 82.9nm

Rejoin main route at 
Bn 228, from Frederica   3.7nm

Sea Island Y.C. to Mackay River 
  Bn 228 8.1nm

Altamaha Sound Bn 199 8.4nm

Doboy Sound Gas 178 6.3nm

Johnson Creek 
 Chart 839 Bn 125 7.3nm
Digression: St. Catherine’s Island, on Walburg 
Creek, has an excellent private dock at the Noble 
estate, where you may tie up for the night if you 
ask politely.

Distance from Bn 125: 2.8 nm. Distance from 
Dock to Bn 114 in St. Catherine’s Sound, 
where you rejoin route 3.4nm. In other words, 
this adds 1.4 miles to main route if you go via 
Noble’s Dock.

St. Catherine’s Sound Bn 114 4.8nm

Florida Passage Bn 101 8.5nm

Burnside River   
 Bn 79  9.6nm

Isle of Hope, Brady’s Dock  6.3nm

This is a more desirable place to stop for the night 
than Thunderbolt (Savannah) if dock space is avail-
able.
 From Sea Island Yacht Club  73.9nm
 From Florida Marina 151.8nm

Thunderbolt  (Savannah)  6.0nm
Fuel available. Long way to decent supplies. The 
Thunderbolt Yacht Basin is wholly protected but 
transient berths are hard to get. The other docks in 
the river are very rough due to tide, wind and traf-
fic. And don’t let anyone persuade you to try Turn-
ers Creek or you may be beaten up during the night.

 From Sea Island Yacht Club   79.9nm
 From Florida Marina 157.8nm

Too long a run for the new owner on his first day. 
Attainable for the experienced owner habituated to 
the Intercoastal Waterway.

Savannah River, North Carolina Line Bn 48 
   6.5nm
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It is not beyond the 
realm of possibility that 
beatific sights other than 
trees might shoot across 
your bow as you pro-
ceed through the coastal 
wilderness. We do, how-
ever, recommend you 
ask any bathing beauties 
you might attract to clear 
off the bow for their own 
safety. 

Calibogue Sound Gong 32 10.2nm

Seabrooke Landing    6.3nm
A rough dock for emergency only

Parris Island Spit, Port Royal Sound  Chart 838  
Gong  7.5nm

Beaufort, South Carolina
 From Thunderbolt    41.2nm
 From Isle of Hope    47.2nm
 From Sea Island Y. C. 115.1nm
 From Florida Marina 193.0nm
This is the farthest second night stop for the new 
owner. An experienced owner, in our fastest models, 
thoroughly used to the Intracoastal Waterway, with 
an early start, can make this as his first night’s stop 
but it means hard pushing.
This is an excellent town for supplies, close at 
hand. There is a new city dock, with a limited num-
ber of berths, rather bumpy in a SW wind. There 
are other, more sheltered docks, through the bridge, 
up the creek to starboard, on Ladies Island, but far 
from supplies and not very pretty.
  
There is still another quasi yacht basin up Albergot-
tie Creek, turning in at BN 226, through the 
bridge and four miles north of Beaufort, where the 
current is very strong, where I found no fuel when 
I stopped there but where they charged abnormally 
high berth rental.

Coosaw River   
 Gas 186  15.9nm

Watts Cut   
  Bn 137 13.3nm
There is a first class private dock here, well pro-

tected, no habitation, with one berth only, if no 
other boat happens to be there.
Younges Island Bn  94 10.5nm
 A rough, commercial dock.  
 
Charleston Harbor, Ashley River  
 Chart 837 nun  2 18.6nm

Charleston Municipal Yacht Basin
 From Beaufort, S.C.    59.0nm
 From Thunderbolt  100.2nm
 From Isle of Hope  106.2nm
 From Sea Island Y.C. 174.1nm
 From Florida Marina  *252.0nm
*Same run, outside, from St. Johns River, about 
200.4nm

This should be the third stop for the new owner and 
may be the second stop for the experienced member. 
It is a large Marina, well run, hospitable and one 
of the best stopping places on the route. Fuel at 
dock. A taxicab takes you to stores and downtown 
historic Charleston.

Again underway, you run down Charleston 
Harbor, by the Battery and Fort Sumter and 
again turn into the Intracoastal Waterway, 
Chart 837, at Fort Moultrie  
  Bn 147 5.0nm

Oyster Packing House, Awendaw Creek  23.7nm
And so marked on the chart, where there is a “Keep 
Off” sign on a good dock, where they will let you 
land if you ask with due politeness.

McClellanville Bn 37  5.7nm
Fuel Dock. Up the creek at the town are other docks. 
A rather sweet little town.

Chart 836
About one mile before you reach Winyah Bay is a 
ferry operated by a steel cable. Be sure you blow 
your horn and have the cable dropped, rather than 
pick it up in your propeller.

Winyah Bay Bn 2 16.8nm

Georgetown; South Carolina Docks 7.0nm   
From Charleston  58.2nm
 From Florida Marina    310.2nm
Georgetown is an old and interesting town, with 
good fuel docks and all kinds of supplies near at 
hand, with a stinking paper mill that will suffocate 
you if the wind is SW. I always go in there, seldom 
spend the night there.

The run from Georgetown up the Waccamaw 
River is one of the most beautiful of cruises. You 
could anchor for the night most anywhere in the 
river.

Bucksport, South Carolina  25.2nm
 From Charleston  83.4nm
 From Florida Marina     335.4nm

Bucksport was originally settled by Mr. & Mrs. 
Buck from Bucksport, Maine, whom we knew and 
visited long before the present yacht dock was built. 
This is a quiet, sequestered place to spend the night, 
with fuel and some supplies available.

Farther up the Waccamaw River, away above the 
Intracoastal Waterway, is Fairform Point, where 
you can tie right up to the high banks, under the 
overhanging trees, and where I got the red bugs. 
The run to Briarcliff is through a deep ditch, that 
often is replete with logs and staubs.
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Briarcliff Yacht Basin         Chart 835 21.2nm
Not shown on the chart, it is near the place marked 
“Windy Hill,” north of Myrtle Beach. This yacht 
basin has been carved out of the land, is run in 
connection with a real estate development, is totally 
landlocked, pretty and very hospitable. The price of 
gasoline is well above the market and the place is 
remote from supplies but it is a sweet place at which 
to stop.
 From Georgetown    46.4nm
 From Charleston      104.6nm
 From Florida Marina     356.6nm

Little River, S.C. Docks   7.9nm 
You can find gasoline here and a long dock exposed 
to the wash of traffic but little else. There are a 
couple of beer joint hotels, where the crackers come 

down to fish and do other things.
From here the course is in back of the beach and by 
a lot of fishing villages, with a wire cable ferry at 
one of them.

Southport, North Carolina Chart 834  31.3nm
Southport is a crummy little fishing village, on the 
Cape Fear River and with a fearful wash, chop 
and current. There are several good docks to pick 
up fuel. There are some protected docks around 
back of the town but as these are always monopo-
lized by big shrimp boats, it is a very poor place to 
spend the night.

You now proceed up the Cape Fear River, find it 
very difficult to pick the right buoys and ranges out 
of a mass of dredger ranges, and a still harder time 

working off into the Intracoastal Waterway, where 
it turns off. Take it easy. Many a yacht has “got lost” 
here and run over old stumps.

Wrightsville Beach, N.C.  22.3nm
 From Briarcliff Y.B.    61.5nm
 From Florida Marina     418.1nm

In addition to a couple of other fuel docks exposed 
to the traffic wash, there is a Marina that started 
out to be a first class place. It is now difficult to find 
a berth there and still more difficult to obtain any 
service. They don’t give a damn and it is a poor 
place to stop unless you have to. In fact, the crudest 
people on the Coast seem to populate the area be-
tween Little River and Morehead City. Totally 
contrary to law, they moor their skiffs in the middle 
of the channel, then stretch net from shore to shore. 
The District Engineer at Wilmington is so afraid 
that a cracker may take a pot shot at him that he 
totally fails to enforce the law, so the less time you 
spend in these waters, the better.

Morehead City, North Carolina 68.6nm
 From Briarcliff Y. B.  130.1nm
 From Florida Marina 486.7nm

There are a number of fuel docks along the 
waterfront, mostly monopolized by shrimpers, 
but there is usually open space at the Texaco 
dock. All kinds of stores are but a block or so 
away. These front docks are bumpy because of 
traffic and if the wind is from the SE, so if you 
are spending the night it is better to continue 
on through the bridge, immediately turning 
sharp to port, to the
Morehead City, Yacht Basin   2.1nm
 From Briarcliff Y. B.  132.2nm

From the many sweet 
places you will find to 
stop on the Intracoastal 
you’ll have a choice be-
tween a fine view of 
charming marinas or un-
spoiled wilderness.
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Over the years we have 
found many hospitable 
sleepy little towns and 
anchorages up creeks 
and byways that are mi-
raculously not 
infested with insects and 
make for a fine night’s 
sleep.

 From Bucksport  153.4nm
 From Florida Marina 488.8nm
This is a sizable yacht basin, with good berths and 
quite well protected. I have never seen the propri-
etor but a robust and cheery Negro will usually find 
you a berth and sell you fuel.

Thus, you better plan to make your last previous stop 
at Bucksport or preferable Briarcliff and then start 
early and take a long run to Morehead Yacht Basin, 
as you will find nothing hospitable in between.

You now proceed up through lovely Adams Creek 
and out into the apparently limitless stretches of the 
Neuse River —- seemingly the ocean. You should 
lay compass courses for these runs, as the beacons 
are miles apart and nearly impossible to see until 
close to them. If the wind is blowing hard, it will be 
plenty rough but this won’t hurt you.

Belhaven, North Carolina  63.0nm
 From Wrightsville  131.6nm
 From Briarcliff  195.2nm
 From Florida Marina 551.8nm
The Texaco dock is secure, quite well protected and 
hospitable. This is a sleepy little town, with limited 
supplies a few blocks away. It is a satisfactory place 
to spend the night. We have made it from Briarcliff 
by starting very early in the morning.

The first part of your next run is through the seem-
ingly endless straight stretches of the Pungo Canal 
and about as far from civilization as you can get on 
this trip. Watch out for logs and staubs. You then 
run the Alligator River, which is not a river but a 
tremendous lagoon, until you cross the eleven miles 
of Albemarle Sound on a compass course, where it 
can be rough if the wind blows hard.

Coinjock, North Carolina   
 Chart 830  77.0nm
The only decent dock here is the Coast Guard Buoy 
Station. If you are full of Oriental Politeness, they 
may let you tie up there, if none of their own craft 
are due. It is a sweet place.

The rest of this run is through a narrow channel in 
wide Currituck Sound, finally getting shed of North 
Carolina, with the last ten miles through Virginia 
Cut where there is a supposed 8 MPH speed limit.

Atlantic Yacht Basin, Great Bridge, Va. 33.3nm
 From Belhaven  110.3nm
 From Morehead City 173.3nm
 From Florida Marina 662.1nm
This is one of the best yacht basins in the country, 
where Fairform Flyers are especially welcomed. You 
fill with fuel and water at the front and if you are 
then going to spend the night, they will direct you 
around to the basin, in the back, where you will 
have a totally quiet berth, and the ducks will eat any 
grass that may have grown off your boot top. It is 
but a short walk, to stretch your legs, to the stores at 
Great Bridge. You can obtain all kinds of service at 
this yacht basin, but to have LPG cooking gas tanks 
refilled entails a long trip to the environs of Norfolk. 
The next morning, you go into the Great Bridge 
Lock and give your history to the lockmaster.

Norfolk, Va., The Hague Chart 452  10.7nm
Norfolk Harbor is full of floating logs, ferry-boats 
and whatnot, requiring great alertness. “The 
Hague” is marked “Smith Creek” on the charts and 
is close to the center of town.

Although there are a variety of yacht docks all over 
the place, the Atlantic Yacht Basin is the only really 

decent place that I have ever found, so if you are 
wise, you will spend the night there and get a start 
close to daylight, to get the worst part of Chesapeake 
Bay behind you before the 11 a.m. wind arises.

It is a long pull out of Norfolk Harbor and Hamp-
ton Roads, Chart 400. Do not try any short cuts 
across fish trap areas. These areas are shown with a 
red broken line on the 1200 series charts. The 
boundary of these areas are marked by white spar 
buoys that have not been painted since the New 
Deal took over the country and that are impossible 
to see more than a short distance away. By sticking 
to known clear water (except when entering har-
bors) you will miss a lot of trouble, but at that the 
bay has many huge drifting logs that require a 
sharp watch.
Lay your courses carefully in advance with 
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an accurate Log Sheet, as the bay is so wide 
that you often cannot see land. Run out the  
main ship channel to:

Thimble Shoal   
 Bell 4  15.2nm 
 Charts 78, 1223

Main Ship Channel, Whistle 1A 22 degrees Mag.  
   10.1nm

Wolf Trap Light, 1 mile off to port 7 degrees Mag.  
  13.3nm
 From Great Bridge    49.3nm
 From Florida Marina 711.4nm

From this point onwards, there are innumerable 
places to put into, whereby I shall merely undertake 
directions for some of my favorite spots.

Tides Inn, Irvington, Va. Chart 534 6.6nm
 From Great Bridge  77.0nm
 From Florida Marina 739.5nm

If you have time, this is the most alluring place in 
the Chesapeake. It is a nearly new inn, with every 
facility, delicious food and the prices that go with it. 
Stock up with any liquor you want before you reach 
Virginia.

The dock has no fender piles but you can tie off in 
the berths, in very quiet and beautiful water. If you 
haven’t time to come up here by boat, you can drive 
over from Indian Creek (the next place I describe). 

Rappahannock River, entrance  
 Spar 3W  White 347  9.3nm
 Spar 6W White 319  5.5nm
 Nun 2 White 291  6.7nm

Alternative

Kilmarnock Landing, Indian Creek
 Charts 1223 and 534
This is a pretty, sweet, quiet and totally protected 
place, with but a few houses, handy to the main 
route. There is a new yacht dock lacking fender 
piles, but with berths where you can tie off, fuel, and 
management very anxious to please. If you need 
more supplies that they have at their dock house, 
they will drive you to Kilmarnock where there are 
many stores. And you can hire a car and drive to 
Tides Inn for dinner, only a few miles, if you did not 
go in there in your boat. Directions from 1 mile off 
Wolf Trap Light:
 White spar 11W 3  magnetic 17.7nm
 Fleets Bay Gas-Bell 268, magnetic 3.1nm
 Kilmarnock Landing, Indian Creek     4.2nm

 From Great Bridge  74.3nm
 From Florida Marina     736.4nm

From here on, the distances will be predicated on 
going into Indian Creek but not into Tides Inn. 
There are innumerable ports at which you may 
stop. The most attractive are Solomons Island off 
the Patuxent River, the quaint town of Oxford part 
way up the Choptank River, and Annapolis on the 
Severn River, at all of which there is ample berth-
ing, fuel, supplies and shelter. But this routing is 
predicated on moving along, whereby the stopping 
points are a compromise on the most attractive, 
coming within runs of reasonable length. 

Kilmarnock Landing, Indian Creek to
Worton Creek Marina, Md.  106.5nm
 From Florida Marina 842.9nm
This is a new marina, with excellent docks and 
berths and a store for supplies and fuel, that de-
serves patronage and is but little off the direct route. 
The entrance is not marked but stay in the middle 
except when rounding the sharp point opposite the 
commercial wharf.

A few miles farther on is the Sassafrass River, 
which leads up to Georgetown, an alternative stop-
ping place to Worton Creek. At Georgetown there 
are two big yacht basins and the Granary, on the 
dock, serves delicious meals.

Worton Creek Marina to Cape May Harbor, N.J.
You now face the potentially worst run on the cruise. 
When you reach Chesapeake City, if you have an ebb 
tide and a strong SE wind in Delaware Bay, you 
had better wait for more favorable conditions unless 
you are prepared to take a beating. The boat will 
stand it, but you and your guests will  find it trying.

The forward cabin of 
a Fairform Flyer will
allow you and your 
guests to make these 
peregrinations in 
splendiferous comfort, 
provided that you don't 
load your boat down 
with junk. (Please note 
weight-saving cloth 
curtains and linoleum 
flooring.)
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Chesapeake City, Shaffer‘s Dock 26.3nm
This is the best yacht supply store on the coast. 
During the  summer season, they also have a restau-
rant on the second floor that is most attractive and 
serves delicious meals. But the dock does not have 
fender piles of sufficient height for a Fairform Flyer. 
You are liable to hang up at high tide and damage 
your boat and the dock is exposed to passing steam-
ship traffic. Hence it is a poor place to spend the 
night unless you can get the one berth around the 
corner of the store. If not and you have to spend the 
night, you can pull across to the basin behind the 
Engineer Corps Island and anchor safely.

 From Florida Marina 869.2nm
 
Through Chesapeake & Delaware 
Canal to Delaware River  Chart 294
 Gas Buoy 8 L   8.7nm

Delaware Bay  Chart 1218 
Elbow of Cross Ledge Light
 Gas Bell 29  19.2nm

Cut across flats, course 142  magnetic to
Entrance Jetty, Cape May Canal 19.2nm

 
Through Canal, 6 MPH speed limit to Cape 
May Harbor, and Harry Rafferty’s Marina, 
Cape May, N.J.  3.9nm
 From Chesapeake City 64.1nm
 From Worton Creek Marina   90.4nm
 From Florida Yacht Basin     933.3nm

You now have the choice of making an outside run 
to New York Harbor and our destination, Flushing 
Bay Boat Basin, a distance of 139.4 n.m., in 
which case you should pick a decent day with no 

rising easterly winds; or run the inside Jersey Route 
as far as Manasquan Inlet and then outside to the 
Flushing Bay Boat Basin, a distance of 156.6 
miles. Thus the inside route is 17.2 miles longer. 
The figures used are for the inside route.
If you go outside and don’t like the weather, you can 
run into Absecon Inlet, if the wind is not causing a 
sea to break, and berth in Gardiner’s Basin, Atlan-
tic City, a distance of 40.9 miles from Cape May 
Harbor Docks. If outside, once you pass Absecon 
Inlet and the east wind rises, you should not try to 
get into any of the other inlets, but must keep on to 
New York Bay, whether you like it or not.

Rafferty‘s Marina, Cape May, inside, to Atlantic 
City yacht dock, just before reaching the Rail-
road bridges.   42.5nm
Bridges open only between 20 minutes and 30 
minutes after the hour.

Bayhead, New Jersey  56.0nm
Bayhead Yacht Club or Dale Marina

 From Cape May, Rafferty’s     98.5nm
 From Florida Marina 1031.8nm

Manasquan Inlet, end of Jetty  4.3nm

Narrows Light, New York Harbor 35.0nm

Flushing Bay Boat Basin, New York City 18.8nm
 From Bayhead, N.J.      58.1nm
 From Cape May, N.J., inside   156.6nm
 From Cape May, N.J., outside   139.4nm
 From Florida Marina, inside  1089.9nm

The Flushing Bay Boat Basin, run by Victor An-
derson and K. Steller, does not normally cater to 

transients but by using my name or advising them 
ahead, they may provide a berth for you. Otherwise 
you can probably find berthing at the Minneford 
Yacht Basin at City Island.
Note: There are some errors in the mileage figures. FPH

florIda east coast

southbound 
From Jacksonville, there are innumerable yacht ba-
sins and stopping places on the East Coast of Flor-
ida. This Pilot is confined to those places at which I 
have stopped and which I have found most agree-
able, with a comfortable schedule for the experienced 
owner. The new owner should not undertake to 
proceed beyond El Verde Yacht Basin the first day, or, 
at the most, Marineland.

Your cruising should 
encompass a sense of 
adventure regarding 
dockside restaurants. 
The Fairform Flyer has 
ample hanging locker 
space to ensure that 
you venture out properly 
attired.
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Leave Florida Yacht Basin, Jacksonville, FL 
to St. Johns River and Intracoastal Waterway  
 Bn 1  23.4nm

El Verde Yacht Basin, Jacksonville Beach 6.4nm
Just beyond Bn 40 and Beach Boulevard Bridge. 
A good Yacht Basin from which a car may be en-
gaged to take you to Ponte Vedra Club.

 From Florida Yacht Basin 29.8nm
St. Augustine Municipal Dock 27.9nm
Dock is exposed to wash and strong current. Not 
too good a stopping place for the night unless you 
desire to see the historical town.

Marineland  16.0nm
Good Dock. Quarter mile walk to Oceanarium, 
well worth seeing. No supplies and mediocre café.
 From El Verde Yacht Basin 43.9nm
 From Florida Marina 73.7nm

Daytona Beach Yacht Basin  30.6nm

One of the best yacht basins on the Coast, 
hospitable, with all fuels and supplies and 
within walking distance of center of this fa-
mous resort.
 From El Verde Yacht Basin       44.5nm
 From Florida Marina 104.3nm

New Smyrna  14.1nm
There is a fair yacht basin here and all supplies.

Eau Gallie Yacht Basin  60.9nm
Up Elbow Creek, in perfectly sheltered water, this is 
one of the sweetest places on the Atlantic Coast.

 From Daytona Beach 75.0nm
 From Florida Marina 179.3nm

Fort Pierce Yacht Basin  45.5nm
There is a good yacht basin here.

Jupiter Island Club, Hobe Sound 27.4nm
This is the most exclusive and most delightful place 
south of New York, at which you may stop only if 
you are a member or make arrangements through a 
member in advance. Don’t try to barge in, as you 
will surely be rebuffed.
 From Eau Gallie  72.9nm
 From Florida Marina 252.2nm

Palm Beach  22.8nm
 From Florida Marina 275.0nm
On the Palm Beach side is the Brazilian Dock, 
where berths are leased for the season to winter 
residents. Sometimes you may arrange for a berth, 
for a day or two, from the dockmaster, if some regu-
lar boat is off on a cruise.

On the West Palm Beach side is the Palm Beach 
Marina, where the berths are better and more readily 
available. It is but a short taxi ride to Palm Beach, 
and supplies are at hand in West Palm Beach.

Pompano Yacht Basin  29.4nm
This is an excellent yacht basin, well run, pro-
tected, not too large and not far from the Hillsboro 

Headed south, you will 
find the prevailing 
climate warmer and 
more congenial. Folks 
(and dogs) have been 
known to swarm aboard 
Fairform Flyers at all 
hours of the day or night.



189

Club (if you have friends or a guest card).

 From Florida Marina 304.4nm

Fort Lauderdale, Bahia Mar  7.6nm
 From Palm Beach  37.0nm
 From Florida Marina 312.0nm

Bahia-Mar is the largest marina in the world by a 
long shot and a fabulous place, where they have 
everything —- a private beach, many shops, a 
“yacht club” where you can stand in line for dinner.

One should not miss staying there a night or two, 
and some spend the season there. But I should not 
want to as I don’t like crowds. There are other, 
smaller yacht basins and berthing places in Fort 
Lauderdale. This is the leading yacht town of the 
south Atlantic Coast and is vastly more attractive 
than Miami or Miami Beach.

North Miami, Isle de Capri  17.9nm
 From Florida Marina 329.9nm
Isle de Capri is a new yacht basin and hotel, located 
midway of the 79th Street Causeway, some miles 
above Miami and Miami Beach. It is located at the 
south end of the U shaped lagoon, that you will find 
on chart 847 midway between Little River on the 
west and Normandy Isles on the east. You turn to 
port just south of Bn 47, at buoy #1, through a 
dredged channel, with a range ahead of you.
This is an almost totally protected Basin, courteously 
run, with a beautiful swimming pool available and 
excellent meals at the hotel. For my money, this is just 
as near as I care to get to any part of Greater Miami.

Miami and Miami Beach
With the exception of a private dock down in Coconut 

When in territory 
where no suitable on 
shore dining facility 
presents itself, with a 
Fairform Flyer it is 
always possible to 
dine aboard in relative 
splendor.

Grove, I did not find a decent place to berth, in 1951, 
with the exception of Isle de Capri. The Miami Mu-
nicipal City Dock is in poor condition, with the crud-
est kind of employees who give you no service, and 
exposed to the wash of passing traffic that runs by full 
speed, unrestrained. The delightful old Royal Palm 
Dock has been erased by the politicians long since.

Over at the Beach, the Flamingo is just as exclu-
sive and fine a hotel as it ever was, but the docks 
are exposed to such wash that you might just as 
well be tied up to an ocean jetty, so far as sleeping 
aboard is concerned.

If you are bound for the Keys or the Bahamas, the 
Caribbean or Cuba, my advice is to stop at Miami 
only long enough for supplies and service, and 
then push on to more restful places.

My South Florida Pilot ends here, as I am no au-
thority on the Keys. Many of our boats go down 
there fishing, many go across to the Bahamas and 
a few to the Caribbean, concerning which you may 
obtain ample information from other publications 
and sources.

Disclaimer:  Errors in the mileage figures make none of 
the foregoing useful for navigational purposes. FPH
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Note: Yachts marked with an asterisk (*) will be found in the Yacht Portraits section. Yachts known to be no longer extant are marked with a dagger (†).

       Last Last  
 Length Year  Original Original Known Known      
Model Hull # Built Owner Name Owner Boat Name

Sedan  42-1 1928   Goodrich, David M  MINIM Lang, G W Unknown   
Offshore  41-2 1929 Bushnell, L E  BRUNONIA Miller, W J Unknown
Sedan  45-3 1929 Trunz, C Unknown Daly, S J SHOO-FLY
Commuter 45-4 1929 Ladd, W F ALTHEA Minicus, F W LADY ROSE
Offshore  45-5 1929 Wilson, E STARJAK Allen, D  STARJAK
     Weinstein, J D
Sedan  45-6 1929 Wood, A E NEW MOON St. Romain, Bert J. PAT SEA
Offshore  45-7 1929 Wright, A G  ARIEL Landesberg, M SEA STAR II
Offshore  45-8 1930 Parker, R A TEE PEE Deboben, H A  Unknown
Offshore  45-9 1930 Paine, Stephen BUNKY Mahan, T  Unknown
Sportsman  45-10 1929 Ward, J A CONNIE Radky, E J  LAOLA II
Offshore  45-11 1930 Ricks, J J SHARVIA  U.S. Navy Unknown
Offshore  45-12 1930 Laidlaw, M           CAROLINE Hansen, W J LOTTA JOY II
Offshore  56-13 1930 Bulkeley, W E        AMADIS Spafford, S W AMADIS
Offshore  48-14 1930 Unknown Unknown Miller, W C VAGABOND
Offshore  54-15 1930 Goodrich, David M         MAXIM Same MAXIM
                 -16  Unknown Unknown Unknown Unknown
Offshore  45-17 1930 Warden, H N          ASTERIE Hardee, C L Unknown
                 -18  Unknown Unknown Unknown Unknown
Offshore  45-19 1932 Beirnes, A E         MARLEN Graf, J P GRAF III
Offshore  48-20 1931 Voges, F N           AVOCETTE III Bass, Jerry AVOCETTE III*
Offshore  48-21 1931 Laidlaw, W R         CAROLINE McCoy, J W GRETCHEN
Offshore  48-22 1931 Ellis, D W           MARIDOR Powell, B R Jr MARIDOR
Offshore  45-23 1932 Barnard, H H         DELISHIOUS Dommers, W A EVALDO
Offshore  45-24 1933 DuPont, Alfred I          ALMAR Same  ALMAR†
Sportsman 25-25 1933 Reid, F L            REID McKesson, L J SKIPJACK
Sportsman  25-26 1933 Paine, Stephen                BUNKY Same BUNKY
Sportsman 25-27 1933 Tolman, B B          KATAMA Same KATAMA



       Last Last  
 Length Year  Original Original Known Known      
Model Hull # Built Owner Name Owner Boat Name

Sportsman 25-28 1933 Beekman, M M         NAIAD Rawson, C B Unknown
Sportsman 48-29 1934 Paine, Stephen             BUNKY Myles, W J Unknown
Offshore 38-30 1934 Sawyers, P H NODIN OF  
    OSHKOSH Sidley, W H SWINGER
Offshore  38-31 1934 Meriwether, C E DIXIE Kerth, R REALITY
Offshore  38-32 1934 Reuters, I J WILMA Castro, E Unknown
Offshore  28-33 1934 Davis, H D WANCHESE Stone, G P Unknown
Sportsman 25-34 1935 Cowles, W H CHINOOK Decommissioned 1955 Unknown
Offshore  30-35 1935 Culver, G G BEE GEE Fox, H H Unknown
Offshore  40-36 1935 Lucas, A F TRUTH Podrog, W Unknwon
Sportsman  38-37 1935 Arner, F C IRENE OF
    BUFFALO O’Connor, C D LIGHT LANDING II
Sportsman 38-38 1935 Wertheimer, RS BOBKAT II Prendergas, L G Unknown
Offshore  38-39 1935 Allen, I R FAIRFORM Ward, W E GRAMARE
Sportsman 25-40 1935 Kynett, H H BUSGY Same Same
Sportsman  25-41 1936 Allen, I R IANDO Warren, B FLEE
Offshore  30-42 1935 Soule, H A PAULINE Same  Unknown 
Twin  36-43 1935 Bartlett, J E TARPON Howe, P Unknown
Offshore  38-44 1936 Harrison/Dillard Unknown Richardson, S W  Unknown†
Twin  36-45 1935 Cooke, T A NIUHI Chamberlin, J W NIUHI
Sportsman 36-46 1936 Choate, J H MANIA Stanford, J D MAGGIE'S
Twin  36-47 1935 Alvord, C G AQUILON King, Randy BLACK PENNY
Twin  36-48 1936 O’Neil, W V SAINT ANTHONY Roeser, Al ELDORA
Sportsman 36-49 1936 Callery, G L RUMBA Gerrish, R G BOBANCO IV†
Sportsman 36-50 1936 Van Wagenen, G B WAUWINNET Voiello, Frank CAPRICE III
Sportsman 25-50 1936 William, W L MANINI III Wertz, Edward Unknown
Offshore  40-50 1936 Doolitle, F M DECIBEL Morizzo, N L DECIBEL
Sportsman 32-51 1937 Norton, H R CHANTEY Allen, O O BEFORE DAWN
Sportsman 40-52 1936 Taft, E A MATIDAT Voss, W E DREAM GIRL
Sportsman 36-53 1936 Bartley, J E TARPON Aderfer, H Unknown
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       Last Last  
 Length Year  Original Original Known Known      
Model Hull # Built Owner Name Owner Boat Name

Sportsman 36-54 1936 Cahill, R L BARBARA Nemier, R BOUNTY
Sportsman  36-55 1936 Jarvis, W B ERMINA Same Same
Sportsman 36-56      1936 Lee, F               SUZANNE II Abernathy, C SNAFU
Offshore  50-57      1937 Stoner, A M           JINIA II Huntington, G Unknown†
Offshore  40-58      1936 Anderson, F C        LADY LOU Cushing, R A FRANCES B II
Sportsman  36-59      1937 Crosley, P           SEA OWL TOO Lasser, J A LASSIE
Sportsman  36-60      1936 Wirth, J             FROU FROU U.S. Maritime Commission Unknown
Sportsman  36-61      1937 Wallace, W           JUDY XI Glenn, T S MISS DORIS III
Offshore  40-62      1937 O’Connor, T          PARANDA Ward, G T Unknown
Offshore  42-63      1937 Bowen, J W           PHALAROPE Dormitzer, H TIMROD II
Sportsman  40-64      1938 Whitcomb, J H        GEE JAY II Small, Anthony Unknown
Sportsman  36-65      1937 DeWolfe, W           BLUE STAR Airbourne Agriculture Corp Unknown
Sportsman  30-66      1937 Whittemore, C L      ELISE II Bickel, H J VEGA
Sportsman  30-67      1937 Apthrop, H O         MILADAY II Feuer, S G THE HAPPY DAYS JR.
Sportsman  30-68      1937 Crosby, A U          WAMPANOAG Seidel, A R WAMPANOAG
Sportsman  32-69      1937 Field, M G           SEMPER Brennan, A TOMA
Sportsman  36-70      1937 Taussig, E B         VAGRANT McDonough, D W VAGRANT†
Sportsman  32-71      1937 Hammond, E P         HILLWOOD Cook, H E Unknown
Sportsman  32-72      1937 Huber, H W           GRILSE Hood, E B Unknown
Sportsman  36-73      1937 Schroder, B A        MARY GIRL McDougall, W J Unknown
Sportsman  32-74      1938 Lighthouse Yacht     Unknown Zeller, Jack Unknown
Sportsman  36-75      1937 Calhoun, B A         BENAC II Caldwell, D R JULIA
Sportsman  36-76      1937 Eager, F Z           WOLLOMAI Murray, J Unknown† 
Sportsman  36-77      1937 Field, T F           TIA JUANA Norris, D W UDA III
Sportsman  36-78      1937 Gardner, P L          GEE WHIZZ II Gutierrez, F Unknown
Sportsman  32-79      1937 Wait, H G            JANE Adriance, J G JANE
Sportsman  36-80      1938 Smith, C S           HARDTACK War Shipping Admn Unknown
Sportsman  36-81      1937 Schuster, C E        CARLAN Kull, J A Unknown
Sedan  32-82      1939 Adams, F B           TANAMO McManus, J H Unknown
Sportsman  42-83      1938 Pantages, R A        LAPAN Brown, N H Unknown



       Last Last  
 Length Year  Original Original Known Known      
Model Hull # Built Owner Name Owner Boat Name

Sportsman  42-84      1938 Bartlett, J E        MARTHA Wheelock, E Unknown
Sportsman  42-85      1938 Van DeCarr, C R      VANDY Foster, W E SEA WIND
Sportsman  45-86      1938 DuPont, F V          TECH JR Lindland, Andrew J AL'AISE
Sportsman         38-87      1938 Lewis, J B           SOPHIE PAGE Woodhead, John F CYNTHIA ANN
Sedan  42-88      1938 Chandler, C H        LOURINE II Pozzy, T J DOLPHIN
Sportsman         38-89      1939 Choate, J H          MANIA Seay, Thomas SEA BIRD
Sportsman       45-90      1938 Moody, W L          BUCCANEER Cox, Mrs. T NASSAU BUCCANEER
Motorsail  58-91      1939 Paine, Stephen             BUNKY Griffin, Earnest PEGASUS
Sportsman       32-92      1939 Sawyer, P H          NIFTY II Fellows, F J  FRACE III
Sportsman       33-93      1939 Norton, H R          FUN WINTER Santulli, Arlene A JEZEBEL
Sportsman  45-94      1939 Fisher, D R          BEGODA Cleland, J M CLARE B
Sportsman         45-95      1939 Collins, R P         PERMAR II Raynor, H J AQUALEA
Sportsman  32-96      1939 Valentine, W W       MARIA Lynch, Arlan Unknown
Sportsman  32-97      1939 Lowery, A B          GINGER Kiesling, R GINGER
Sportsman         32-98      1939 Inman, W P           GREENFIELD JR McMaster, S R  Unknown
Sportsman  38-99      1939 McNutt, C M          PASO del NORTE Walker, Steve PASO del NORTE
Offshore  60-100     1940 Wertheimer, R S      BOBKAT III Cox, Fred G SHADOW
Sedan  45-101     1939 McCormick, C         POOPOOFLEE F & N Services POOFOOFLEE
Sportsman       36-102     1940 MacTaggart, D        SEA OTTER Cronin, J W AVALON II
Sedan  38-103     1940 Sackett, F M         OLIVIA McCarthy, R L Unknown
Sedan  45-104     1940 MacKinney, J R       SULIN Slack, J Unknown
Commuter  32-105    1940 McCord, J R          ELLA W Smith, T R ELLA W
Commuter        32-106     1940 Lewis, D             MONKEY Whittaker, J Unknown
Sportsman        38-107     1940 Bartley, S P         JUNE VI Ogden, Rita MANPOWER
Offshore  34-108    1940 Dunn, S M            BREEZALONG II Moore, R SALEE II 
National
Defense  50-109     1940 Lewis, D             YANKEE DOODLE O’Conner, Daniel FIRECRACKER II
National         
Defense 32-110     1940 U.S. Army            Unknown U.S. Engineers Unknown
Sportsman 36-111     1940 Pancoast, R          SANDMAN Mevers, B E Inc Unknown
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       Last Last  
 Length  Year  Original Original Known Known      
Model Hull #  Built Owner Name Owner Boat Name

Motor
Torpedo  72-112       1941 U.S. Navy    PT 69                      Same Same†
Sportsman  36-113       1941 Lehrer, W K          BILDOT Marshall Lumber Co Unknown
Motor 
Torpedo  78/114-116    1942  U.S. Navy/Squadron 4 PT 95-97 Unknown Unknown†     
Motor 
Torpedo 78/117-121    1942 U.S. Navy/Squadron 14 PT 98-102 [1-Sawka, John]  Unknown†
Motor
Torpedo  78/122-131    1943 U.S. Navy/Squadron 26 PT 255-264 [1-Winberg, J ] Unknown†, one extant 
Baybird  28-132     1943 Huckins “PT 28” Steinhauser, F W Unknown†
Air Rescue 63/133-165    1943-44  U.S. Navy Aircraft Rescue  Unknown Unknown Unknown†?
Air Rescue 72/166-169    1943-44  U.S. Navy Aircraft Rescue  Unknown Unknown Unknown†? 
Sportsman  38-170     1946 Goodrich, D M        BERSERK Steedman, C R/Addie, J W SASANOA
Neptune  45-171     1946 Leonard, B           PATRICIA II Louisiana State University SHELLBACK II
Sedan      38-172     1947 Goldsmith, A P       NAN II Grubb, Gary WE ALL
Offshore  48-173     1946 Wait, G              NA JAN II Lauck, J T  SERENADE II
Sportsman  40-174     1946  Williams, W S        MALANAI Same Unknown
Offshore  48-175     1946 Cartwright, V        NIRVANA Hardy, John NIRVANA
Doghouse  40-176     1946 Bryant, W C          WIMPY Bezark, W S BUCCANEER
Offshore 48-177 1947 HYC/FPH FAIRFA Cove, Norman WINNIE G*
Sportsman 36-178 1946 Fellow R N FORTUNA Unknown Unknown
Baybird 28-179 1946 Knight, R D NOX Starnes, W L STAR NEST
Funfish 34-180 1946 Wilson, T F JANEL Iacino, Robert J WHO DAT TOO
Baybird 28-181 1946 Hawken, L J NATALIE Williams, E R PENNANT
Oceanic 52-182 1947 Randall, H T RANDY Same RANDY†
Offshore 52-183 1947 Topping, H J SNUFFY Whatley, George   THE SEEKER       
Offshore 48-184 1947 Roberts, J H JOAN II Gilman, C Unknown†
Sportsman 38-185 1947 Harrison, J O CHUPS St. Pierre, Gil LA PIERRE
Sedan     45-186 1947 Fitzgerald, F CALLIN II Hutt, Sidney Unknown
Neptune 45-187 1947 Langworthy, E P KE-WE-ME II Hausrath, G L ALCYON



       Last Last  
 Length Year  Original Original Known Known      
Model Hull # Built Owner Name Owner Boat Name

Doghouse 40-188 1947 Davis, E F IRMA JANE II Ackerberg FLICKA III†
Neptune 45-189 1947 Remington, G C T KENHYRD Bill Good Yacht Sales PELICAN
Sedan     38-190 1947 General Machinery/ MARY GIRL II Same         MARY GIRL III†
   Schroder, B A
Sedan      38-191 1947 Gans, John MIAHA Delbridge, Theodore DUCHESS
Sportsman 36-192 1947 Heard, J J CARDONEL Blum, JSA JOAN OF ARC
Seafarer 48-193 1947 Roebling, D IORANO Vollmer ANYTIME†
Sedan     38-194 1948 Stoner, A M JINIA V Mitchell, C E FLYING FISH
Sedan     45-195 1947 Gooley, V D FRAN-EE Pape, John BIG HUMMER
Sedan     45-196 1947 Hervey, E B COQUETTE Unknown Unknown
Sportsman 38-197 1947 Niemeyer, G H CHEERIO II DeLong, Charles VENTURE
Seafarer 48-198 1947 Fisher, D R BEGODA II Mauldin, Art BEGODA II
Offshore 48-199 1947 Pickering, JM FOLLY Kerr, Mel Unknown†
Offshore 48-200 1947 Reynolds, R J MARIANNE Jones, Jay & Pam Unknown
Piscatory 45-201 1947 O’Brien, A M WANIGAN II Tabbutt, Gregg REVIVAL
Sportsman 40-202 1947 Comins, A K SEAFOAMA Hoffman, R S SEA FOAM
Sportsman 38-203 1948 Coldwell, J S BLACK DUCK LOA Construction Unknown
Sportsman  38-204 1947 Pantages, R A MIRAGE Proudfoot, Deacon ATUN
Sportsman 36-205 1947 Moody, W L Jr ANICO Jones, E P QUERIDA†
Sportsman 38-206 1947 Bissell, A W JULIA Szocick, John MY HONEY
Sportsman 40-207 1947 Little, A JUNET Same JUNET
Sedan     45-208 1947 Sultan, Ed D OLGA L Trussel, Stephen NANEA
Sedan     38-209 1947 Moore, M S BAROJOW Hazewinkel, Van WYNTOON
Oceanic 52-210 1948 King, E D BAGARRE Sea Scout Ship 16 BAGARRE
Ortega 33-211 1948 Paine, Stephen HUCKSTER Ferrer, José Jr Unknown
Doghouse 40-212 1948 Stone, D C ROLLING STONE II Lee, R E Unknown
Sportsman 36-213 1948 Huber, H W GRILSE II Ford, Mark SHADOW 
Offshore 48-214 1948 Williams, J R FLYING EBONY Euske, D J PENGOR II 
Seabird 34-215 1949 Hicks, T E REPAJO Lang, James LUCKY V
Ortega 33-216 1948 Helmle, F DALOU Hilton, Louis O. HUCKSTER*
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       Last Last  
 Length Year  Original Original Known Known      
Model Hull # Built Owner Name Owner Boat Name

Sedan     45-217 1949 HYC/FPH FAIRFA Riebe, J ALTAIR III†
Sportsman 36-218 1948 Reynolds, R J ZAPALA Martin Lumber Co SUZANNE
Neptune 45-219 1948 Sweetser, J BANSHEE McPhilemy LADY A
Sedan     45-220 1949 DuPuy, C M ENFIN Davis, W H MARHAR
Offshore 64-221 1948 Holmes, C  BUBBLES II Andere, Peter CASA MIA
Sportsman 40-222 1948 La. Land & Explor. CAROLYN II Mason, B D, Jr  LES CHANTICLEERS
Neptune 45-223 1949 Farnsworth, E M GURNET  Thomas, Billy W LADY LYNN
Sedan     45-224 1949 Chandler, C H Jr LOURINE III Busch, Ralph TANARAYA
Offshore 48-225 1949 McDonough, J W SEA LEGS Ide, Peter FAIRMAIDEN*
Offshore  48-226 1949 Schalk, J R LINWOOD Hyde, Jerry PAM-A-LEE
Sportsman 45-227 1949 Benua, F A TROIS BELLES Nash, W W (Estate) SANGUSTA II
Oceanic 52-228 1949 Giles, C C PHOENIX III Bahia Realty OSPREY
Ortega 40-229 1950 Hicks, T E REPAJO Morton, S R  Unknown†
Ortega 40-230 1949 Camors, R L  CAVALIER VI Cline, Mike MISS MAGNOLIA
Ortega 40-231 1949 Stoner, A M JINIA V Eley, Cliff WHISTLER III
Seafarer 48-232 1950 Stearns, A T ALMAR Kendall, William B TRITON*
Grand 
Manan 45-233 1951 Birch ROYAL CHARM Kendall, Howard CONTESSA
Doghouse 40-234 1950 Faust, W L PEGASUS Champagne, Lucien, Jr GO
Ortega 40-235 1950 Amesbury, W R JANE II Roché, Jane FIRST EDITION
Offshore 48-236 1950 Jewell, E F JUANITA II King, Michael BILLIE
Offshore 52-237 1950 Kenworthy, T SEA FLIGHT Cove, Norman HOLGER DANSKE
Ortega 40-238 1950 Valentine, R H SUN UP Thompson, Terry MARHENURH
Ortega 40-239 1951 Helmle, F J DALOU Lamb III, B E EKXRKX II
Offshore 52-240 1951 Van Der Linde, V NINWASSON Anderson, H Unknown
Ortega 40-241 1950 Smith, J H SALJAC IV Collins, Dennis CHIANE II
Ortega 33-242 1950 Snyder, S P & Son KITTY B Heaton, K K EASY GO
Ortega 40-243 1950 Malcolm, H L  SANDYMAR Thorne, Brinkley S KARUNA
Grand 
Manan 45-244 1950 Gans, Jr MIAHA Cleaver, W L CIN-CAT II



       Last Last  
 Length Year  Original Original Known Known      
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Ortega 40-245 1951 Roop, J C ARK Huckins Yacht Corp FAIRFLY
Ortega 40-246 1951 Hauck, I HORIZONTE Blanco, S SANTIBETTY
Ortega 40-247 1951 Brown, W T SERENDIPITY Trigg, Stephen JUST KATHARINE
Neptune 45-248 1951 Boone, A G ALETH Alexander, Paul MISS PATTI
Caribbean 58-249 1951 Sweetser, J A BANSHEE Loderhose, Richard E MUSIC MAN*
Ortega 40-250 1951 Sayer, C H DEEPSTUFF Benson, Fred  WILLIWAW†
Pro Bono 34-251 1952 Knapp, J F STORM KING Williams, Eric  MISCHIEF
Menemsha 34-252 1951 Brown, C W Jr KETCHUM III Barnes, George LOOKOUT
Ortega 40-253 1951 Blumenshine, H J TZIGANE Canady, John MERIWOOD
Seafarer 48-254 1951 Bosch, J M HATUEY Paurowski, Henry SEA QUEST
Gurnet 34-255 1951 Amesbury, W R CHATTERBOX Cameron, Dort LOON
Pro Bono 34-256 1951 Farnsworth, E M CHEERIO Keith, Marvin INTEGRITY    
Grand 
Manan 45-257 1951 Weyerhaeuser, J P WANIGAN Grisham, R/Thompson, J WANIGAN
Ortega 40-258 1952 Blethen, W K SEA OTTER Svendsen, Dave SEA OTTER
Grand 
Manan 45-259 1952 Myers, J F WOGGA Lawry, Philip No Name
Grand 
Manan 45-260 1952 Amos, C L SQUID II Valentine, R H SUN UP†
Sportsman 45-261 1952 Urschel, C F WRANGLER Hart, Robert Jr WRANGLER
Menemsha 34-262 1952 Jones, B NO NAME III Dobbs, M. Drennan, Jr IMPULSIVE
Linwood 52-263 1952 Schalk, J R LINWOOD Virden, H F MARGARET
Neptune 45-264 1952 Watzek, P F CORSAIR Schultz, Gordon O VICTORY
Offshore 52-265 1952 Mercer, I IRENITA Molasso, Jim ENCHANTRESS IV
Seafarer 40-266 1952 Kennedy, J A NAKOMA Adair, Robert G LOWASHAWA*
Menemsha 34-267 1952 Barney, P C WALLABY Olsen, Richard STREAM
Grand 
Manan 45-268 1952 Hird, H E SEA MINK II Winter, Gerald BARNACLE
Menemsha 34-269 1953 McMillan, G M WATER WAGON IV New York Ocean Science SOAK'N'WET
Ortega 40-270 1952 Templeton, L TEMPY II Lyman, A T MALESH
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Linwood 52-271 1954 Matthiessen, E PARULA Lee, James Unknown
Oceanic 52-272 1953 Roshek Bros, Co. STELORAS Coughlin, Dan F SIMBA
Doghouse 40-273 1953 Hale Electric Co. HALES AFLOAT Ray, Willie Ralph COMPANION
Linwood 52-274 1952 Brandon, I SEAFIRE Colbert, M S DON JUAN
Grand 
Manan 45-275 1953 Sayre, Carroll H DEEPSTUFF Wynne, F PEACE & PLENTY II†
Grand 
Manan 45-276 1954 Campbell, W D CAROLINA Freezor, Donald JENADOUG
Neptune 45-277 1953 Viers, E D EUROPA Abbott, Jeffery John OLD HUCK
Seafarer 64-278 1955 Schalk, R LINWOOD Robertson, Malcolm No Name
Linwood 52-279 1952 Crosley, P Jr TAUREAU ROUGE Freeman, Ivey Unknown
Corinthian 47-280 1954 Riley, H A GRAHAR Hobbs, Frederick B POSEIDIA*
Menemsha 34-281 1953 Richheimer, H R RED HEAD Olsen, Ken & Richard WEGO
Pro Bono 34-282 1953 Bolton, C B APAVA IV Meussel, Michael OMEGA
Sportsman 40-283 1953 Rosow, A D ARLIL Same Same†
Sportsman 40-284 1953 Kornblum, E L PRINCESS PAT Swanson, Ed EUPHORIA
Gurnet 34-285 1954 Van Belle, T B SPECIAL MAHUBAH Hovey, Chandler MAHUBA
Offshore 52-286 1953 Campbell, F E ROWDY Olmstead, Tony TIMBERFISH
Grand 
Manan 45-287 1953 Great Lakes Carbon ANN Grange, Gifford STRADIVARIUS*†
Grand 
Manan 45-288 1953 Cover, J BLUE WING Wessel, Leonard BLUE WING
Sportsman 40-289 1954 Williams, H VIMANA Boloy, Maria  SHAMELESS 
Offshore 48-290 1955 Pape, J R PLATEEN Slama, H MISS SKEET O†
Menemsha 34-291 1953 Brock, J T ELCEBEE II Cosmus, Richard AQUARIOUS
Sportsman 40-292 1954 Garwood Imp Co BILDOT II Same BILDOT II†
Offshore 52-293 1953 Day, H G MANANA III King, Chris SWEPT AWAY*
Oceanic 60-294 1954 Crosley, P J SEA FLASH Unknown Unknown†
Seafarer 64-295 1954 Improved Machinery Inc SUSABELLE B Brown & Root MADALINE GOFORTH†
Corinthian 60-296 1955 Fuller, C G SNUFFY Cook, Richard L FAT & SASSY



       Last Last  
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Linwood 52-297 1954 Heart of America LIGHTING Archi, Jean Unknown
Grand 
Manan 45-298 1954 Owler, A J ALMARDON Fox, Ray & Francis SEA FOX
Corinthian 45-299 1955 Wills Oil Co TWILLS TWO Monroe, Joe TRADER
Offshore 52-300 1955 Wilson, R NIMBUS Oftedal, S NIMBUS
Sportsman 40-301 1955 Baruch, R P SKILLIGALEE Patrick, Stefan MISS CONDUCT II
Corinthian 47-302 1954 Clark Properties  ACTIVITY Frontiera, Angela SEA PEARL
Offshore 52-303 1955 Ball, T Jr DONALIAN Marks de Martino, Michael VOLARE
Sportsman 45-304 1955 Beaverbrook, W M TABUSINTAC Rockefeller, Laurence S CANEEL
Grand 
Manan 45-305 1956 Blumenshine, H J TZIGANE IV Molkenthin, Richard TIDERUNNER
Corinthian 45-306 1955 Jones, B GIN Kirchmyer, Ray OSPREY
Grand 
Manan 34-307 1955 Scott, D C SEACAT Mahaney, Kevin DASH
Grand 
Manan 45-308 1955 Ingram Barge Co BARBARA J O Baldwin Constr Co Unknown†
Offshore 52-309 1955 Metcalf, G P LUCINA Henry, R SABRE
Sportsman 40-310 1956 Barney, P C WALLABY Higgs, Larry CLARA E II
Sportsman 40-311 1955 Davis, E J SOONER Schmitt, William D Unknown
Grand 
Manan 45-312 1956 Mar-Lyn Corporation MAR-LYN II Granger, C B JIMBO
Corinthian 48-313 1956 Norton, RN Jr DIMARI Rogers, Richard & Susan LADY SUSAN*
Bahamian 53-314 1956 Sayer, C H & H A DEEPSTUFF Usthaeghi, A O’SOL II
Atlantic 52-315 1956 Rue, M L REBEL YELL Yebba, Joni VENTURE I
Sportsman 48-316 1956 Eberstadt, F TARGET Weeks, Dana Unknown†
Sportsman 48-317 1956 Caneel Bay 
   Plantation LADY CANEEL Bluewater Boats Unknown
Sportsman 40-318 1956 Hornor, T VIRTUE Evertsz, J F BLUE FINN
Sportsman 48-319 1957 Beaverbrook, W M TABUSINTAC Caneel Bay Plantation LADY CANEEL
Neptune 47-320 1956 Farnsworth, E N GURNET Mason, Raymond Jr. AVONDALE CALLING
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Sportsman 40-321 1956 Potsdam, H A MADSTOP Appel, Michael CORAZóN
Atlantic 60-322 1957 Mallory, P R MYSTIC VII Lacey, Randy REBEL
Corinthian 52-323 1957 Brandon, L G JAMBOREE Dunkle, Kurt FAIRPLAY
Linwood 52-324 1956 Camp, H D KRAFT IV Ottinger, Jack SMALL EAGLE II
Sportsman 40-325 1957 Quackenbush, LC LIJANA Q Conway, Charles CHANEL IRON
Sportsman 34-326 1957 Goss, S G MAROLI Launius, David HUCK FINN*
Sportsman 40-327 1958 Davis, D NIKE Farrow, Andrew NIKE
Piscatory 60-328 1957 Meserve, S E LADY LEIGH Storm, H A Jr HAPPY HOMER
Sportsman 40-329 1957 Bonetti, A CHRIS Berges, Oscar Unknown†
Sportsman 34-330 1958 HYC/Sterns Unknown Muessel, Michael CAHOOTS
Linwood 52-331 1957 Balch, S JEJO Rolf ’s Marina 19TH HOLE
Grand 
Manan 45-332 1957 Stott, L POLYPEN III Findley, Debra C POSA DINERO
Corinthian 53-333 1957 Riley, H A GRAHAR Hutchings, N W MIRAGE†                    
Sportmans  40-334 1958 Farnsworth, E M  CAPRICE Olsen, Ken & Richard CAPRICE
Sportsman 40-335 1957 Turman, S B DOLLY T Gentsch, L W BISMARK†
Corinthian 53-336 1957 Campbell, W D CAROLINA Jacksonville Marine Inst SECOND THOUGHT†
Bahamian 53-337 1958 Knight, M MERIDIAN Spencer, Brenda SEA STAR
Atlantic 53-338 1959 Trane, R J RUBIYAT VI Weir, E V MEVERA
Linwood 53-339 1958 Knickerbocker, K K SUNNY-K III Terry, George GARABANDAL
Corinthian 47-340 1958 Davidson, E C JEDSON Robillard, Joe FIRST LIGHT
Seafarer 48-341 1959 Harvey, A R EL MARUSA Goodman, W/Flanders, R  CHIMERA II*
Corinthian 48-342 1959 Gibson Associates FAIRSKIES Cohen, Jordan SUNRAQUE
Atlantic 60-343 1959 Fish, R C EL PESCADO II Striker Yachts  3 LADS
Corinthian 50-344 1959 Taylor, J A SEASONG Trimpin, W KINGFISHER III
Sportsman 50-345 1959 Ames Equipment Co ROWINCO Berg, Ron VIKING
Sportsman 40-346 1959 Bolton, C B APAVA Purcell, Thomas SEANN TRUIBHAS*
Doghouse 43-347 1959 Potsdam, H A MADSTOP Peterson, Mike DOUBLE EAGLE
Linwood 53-348 1959 Lewis BLITZ V Coale, Michale DREAM CHASER
Sportsman 34-349 1959 Farnsworth, E M GURNET Earnest, D J MONKEY



       Last Last  
 Length Year  Original Original Known Known      
Model Hull # Built Owner Name Owner Boat Name

Sportsman 46-350 1959 La Land & Explorer NIOCENE Myrick, Lloyd LORETTA L
Seafarer 64-351 1960 Baron, J F MAGGIE Ide, David ALLEGRO
Caribbean 53-352 1960 Hilker, C F SHADOW Hudgins, James Carl Unknown
Linwood 53-353 1960 Sayre, Carroll H DEEPSTUFF Amida, Inc AMIDA†
Corinthian 50-354 1960 Swigert, E G VORLAGE Perkins, Richard VOYAGER
Sportsman 36-355 1960 Potsdam, J FRANTIC Hatton, J  JOSTLER
Linwood 60-356 1961 Matthiessen, E A ECHO Hill, Robert B GOLD DOLPHIN
Linwood 53-357 1961 Montgomery, R CYGNET Radcliffe, Homer H SALLY HO
Linwood 53-358 1961 Horween, A RUSTY V Lee, Tizzie J CAPTAIN LEISURE
Linwood 53-359 1961 Gibson, R SUN AGAIN LaMotta, Guy DRY MARTINI*
Linwood 53-360 1961 Sharp, H R GALPO Pearson, R WAVE
Corinthian 53-361 1961 Dobbs, R H, Jr HOWLEN Haskell, Preston CASA MIA* 
Atlantic 60-362 1961 Donnelley, T DESERT QUEEN Mogul, L GANDY DANCER†
Linwood 53-363 1962 Livingston, R N ROBELE V Overly, Donald TWO'S ENUFF
Linwood 53-364 1962 Day, H G MANANA IV Friedman, Leslie LADY CHANCELLOR
Offshore 64-365 1962 Camp, H D KRAFT V Avery, Carl SWEET SERENITY II† 
Sedan     46-366 1962 Jackson, L  SUBITO Olsson, S G FIDGETY FOUR
Atlantic 50-367 1962 Smith, H L RIDING HIGH Miller, John & Nancy SEAWOLFE
Offshore 53-368 1962 Belock, H D CADET Barnes, Russell LUCKY STARR II
Corinthian 56-369 1962 Brandon, L G JAMBOREE Cassidy, Richard Jr. RENAISSANCE
Linwood 53-370 1963 Watzek, P F CORSAIR Severance, Mike SEA SPIRIT
Sedan     46-371 1963 Milliken, G H, Jr. SPINDLE Jordan, Charles M BRICKLAYER
Out
Islander 56-372 1964 Knight, M MERIDIAN Wiggins, Craig MERIDIAN
Linwood 56-373 1964 Knickerbocker, K K SUNNY K Busey, Stephen D WINDSONG*
Linwood 53-374 1964 Harvey, A R EL MARUSA Lang, Graeme ALLEY CAT III†
Seafarer 64-375 1964 Global Bulk Trans SKIPPER Thyrre, Rolf G ROMAR*
Linwood 56-376 1964 Houghland, Calvin BRIGHT HOUR Johnson, Jim KYMA
Atlantic 60-377 1965 Pew, G T CONNIE IV Beadleston, William SMALL WORLD
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Out
Islander 56-378 1965 Scarritt, C S THE WAGON Wrinkle, Don DANCING DOLPHIN*
Offshore 65-379 1965 Gibson, R SUN AGAIN Miller, Kenneth, Estate of NINA
Atlantic 53-380 1965 Ellsworth, W A CHIPPER Olins, Robert WATERMARK
Linwood 58-381 1966 Hilker, C F SHADOW Yaw, Campbell LOON
Sportsman 34-382 1966 Teetor, H THIRTY Betus, John NO PROBLEM
Linwood 58-383 1966 Balch, S JEJO Dobbs, M Drennan ELUSIVE*
Atlantic 53-384 1966 Milliken, G H SPINDLE Balsbaugh, Syd  YANKEE REBEL
Sportsman 40-385 1966 Maynard, W BUCKTIDE Day, Richard BUCKTIDE
Sportsman 56-386 1966 Jackson, L S SUBITO Denhart, Thomas SUBITO*
Linwood 56-387 1966 Imes, B TANNER IMES Taylor, Jay FLORIDIAN*
Caribbean 65-388 1969 Weintraub, A N WINDRIFT Healy, Roger BOUNTY*
Offshore 65-389 1967 Dobbs, R H, Jr HOWLEN Perpignano, Peter Robert CHRISTINA*
Out 
Islander 58-390 1967 Ames Equipment Co  ROWINCO Martin, William  SPICE TRADER*
Linwood 53-391 1967 Meador, R L MIRAMAR Hovey, Tom TIDEWATER
Linwood 56-392 1967 Megwinoff, Ivan IRENITA McMakin, Leigh MALO III*
Offshore 65-393 1968 Knickerbocker, K K SUNNY K Ross, E Burke LA SALONA*
Linwood 50-394 1968 Blumenshine, H J TZYGANE Maxon, Robert NENA
Sportsman 53-395 1968 Moore, W H BEESWING Wise, Kendall SEAHORSE*
Sportsman 80-396 1969 New Providence Sec GIVE UP Brown & Root, Inc SILVERQUEEN*
Linwood  58-397 1969 Potsdam, H A MADSTOP Stahl, Lee A III SUSAN LEE*
Sportsman 56-398 1969 Taylor, J A SEA SONG Pearce, Roy & Betsy BEST BET
Corinthian 65-399 1969 Brandon, Inman JAMBOREE       Robertson, Malcolm MAGGIE R
Sportsman 76-400 1970 Kahn, S KENLANE Forsdick, Larry PATRICIAN
Linwood 58-401 1970 Swigert, E G VORLAGE Warren, W S  VORLAGE*
Offshore 65-402 1970 Harvey, R B EL MARUSA III Hurlbut, Joseph MEDICATION
Linwood 58-403 1971 Ray, J C EL CAZADOR Irby, D  EL CAZADOR†
Linwood 56-404 1971 Henry, S LADY LU Hilton, Louis  FAIRWAY*
Neptune 47-405 1971 Day Shipping Corp CLARA LUZ Lewis, Winston B SIR WINSTON



       Last Last  
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Sport
Cruiser 65-406 1971 Houghland, Calvin BRIGHT HOUR Wolfe, Joe R SEAWOLFE
Offshore 58-407 1971 Holding, R P JANIE B Hoover, Ron THE MOVER
Corinthian 53-408 1972 Dykstra, J MARJON Baker, Tommy LADY VICTORIA
Sportsman 76-409 1973 Levitz, Ralph BON VIVANT Perry, Charles, A & Co HIGH BRASS*
Atlantic 50-410 1973 Cooper, Richard F SOUTHERLY Deutermann, Guy SEA WAGON
Offshore 58-411 1973 Deep Stuff Corp DEEPSTUFF White, Doug BFB
Sedan     46-412 1973 West SEA CHASER Moseley/Strathern LINDA LOUISE*
Halmatic 50-413 1975 L’Engle, F LESGO FORTH Unknown Unknown
Sedan     40-414 1973 Drake, T P MISS ANNIE McGrath, Dave STEP TWO*
Out 
Islander 65-415 1974 Ames Equipment Co ROWINCO Launius, David ROWINCO* 
Tournament
Fish 36-416 1975 Halstead, JW, Jr  DESTINY Grosskopf, Clifton SCHATZI II
Motor
Yacht 76-417 1977 Deep Stuff Corp DEEPSTUFF Chadwick, David SOLID GOLD II
Passenger
For Hire 54-418 1978 Harrah’s Club TAHOE STAR Same Same 
Sport
Cruiser 48-419 1979 HYC/Potsdam MADSTOP Alexiou, Emanuel HEAVEN CAN WAIT*
Sport
Cruiser 54-420 1979 Weatherby, K W KENAKAY Williams, John & Peggy Sue FULL MOON
Motor
Yacht 72-421 1980 Dobbs, R H Jr HOWLEN          DeVeer, Eduard SEAPORT FANTASY*
Sport
Cruiser 86-422 1980 Kahn, Samuel KENLANE Spencer, Ron A.M.O.S.
Kirkline 58-423 1982 HYC/Fred Kirk KONTIKI Crook, Richard SEA HORSE 
   Weller, Carl E
Sport
Cruiser 54-424 1980 Hall, William M PLUTO Same Same*
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Sportfish 50-425 1981 Ringhaver, Randal BREE Same Same*
Motor
Yacht 68-426 1982 Tomasso, George BRAVO PAPA Singer, Vivienne LADY VIVIENNE
Sport
Cruiser 74-427 1982 Schuehle, J R &  POCO MAS Holden, Michael POCO MAS*
   Gardner, WB Jr.
Sport
Cruiser 74-428 1983 Houghland, Calvin BRIGHT HOUR Same Same*
Kirkline 58-429 1983 HYC/Fred Kirk MISTY MORN Carden, H WAR EAGLE
   Gibson, Royal
Arctic 22-430 1981 Osborne Rescue Boats No name U.S. Coast Guard Unknown
Pacific 22-431 1981 Osborne Rescue Boats No name Same Unknown
Pacific 22-432 1982 Osborne Rescue Boats No name Same Unknown
Kirkline 58-433 1984 HYC/Fred Kirk KIRKLINE 58 Alexiou, Emanuel AWAKENING*
Outboard 50-434 1985 Brown, Samuel R ISLAND QUEEN Scott, Roger CHAPTER 3, VERSE 2
Kirkline 60-435 1986 Kirkline Yacht Corp KIRKLINE Johnson, Jay REEL’N & DEAL’N*
Yachtfish 78-436 1986 McIlvain, Robert W PRINCESS PAT Demares, Victor MY LADY
Sportfish 70-437 1988 Myers, Richard CLAM DIGGER Same Same
Sportfish 70-438 1991 HYC/Calvin Houghland SHINING MOMENT Parfet, William U. MIGRATION*
Motor
Yacht 64-439 1996 Day, Corbin CORTINA Same Same*
Sportsman 44-440 1996 HYC/W M Hall ROXANNE Chafin, Robert F Same*
Sportfish 70-441 1996 Hinkle, Ed RAE JEAN Same Same*
Atlantic 44-442 1997 Kong, Frederico BOLERO Same Same*
Atlantic 44-443 1998 HYC/W M Hall HUCKINS 44 Same Same
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