
BY H. PERCY ASHLEY.

SOME said Jim Flagner was an ice-
yacht crank, but he was only per-
t inacious.  He had been beaten
twice by the cracks of Silver Lake

by larger and more powerful boats, but
he was undaunted to the point of ob-
stinacy in his belief that, with right
principles and a perfect balance of can-
vas and hull comparison, he could yet
win. To think with him was to act,
and the result  was a  medium-sized
up-to-date ice-yacht from the hands
of an expert. The construction com-
prised a long backbone of forty-one
feet ,  with the natural  spring to the
ba s swood  and  w i th  a  th i ck  cu rved
runner-plank of butternut, set well back,
with the mast stepped four feet forward
of the runner strap. The mainsail was
cross cut and the end of the boom ended
at the middle of the steering box, and
she carried a small jib. This, he felt
confident, insured perfect handling and
windward  work .  A l l  ha l ya rds  were
pl iable steel ,  set  up with j igs .  The
mast was well stayed and trussed, and
no alarm could be caused in a stiff blow.
This type of ice-yacht was a revelation
to the racing men at Silver Lake.

He had entered his boat, and it was
the subject  of  a  very animated and
excited argument among the Race Com-
mittee of  the Si lver  Lake Ice-Yacht
Club whether or no it should be allowed
in Class A in the race that was to take

place next day for the championship of
the lake.

“For my part,” remarked old Com-
modore Amley, Chairman of the com-
mittee, “I would let that cheeky young
kid go in the first class, and you will
find, shipmates, that he will have the
conceit taken out of him with a short
turn. Jim will be like a young bear,
with all his troubles to come.”

After a little more discussion it was
moved unanimously to bring the sun
over the fore-yard, and it was also de-
cided to allow the entry of Jim’s boat,
the Icicle, in “Class A.”

The Silver Lake Ice-Yacht Club was
composed of twenty-five of the leading
members of the town of Greenburgh,
situated at the head of the lake. The
fleet of ice-boats numbered over twenty,
running from 16 to 60 feet, from jib-
stay to standard. The larger ones were
built with two side-strips, narrow back-
bone, and comparatively little space be-
tween the cutting surface. With their
large jibs and liberal main-booms pro-
truding ten and twelve feet over the
standard, the boats would act quite
brutish in a stiff blow; but by the Sil-
ver Lake standard they were the acme
of perfection.

The Silver Lake Ice-Yacht members
had not seen the new Icicle under sail,
as Jim had made his tuning-up spins
early in the morning, before the crowd
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was active, and he felt perfectly certain
that he could go with it in Class A,
composed of  58-  and 6o-foot yachts—
and win, too.

The morning of the race broke cold
and clear, without a breath of wind.
The sky at the horizon seemed to be
cut out of cold blue steel, and the me-
tallic air made the few clouds look very
far away.

Oh, for  wind!  s ighed J im, as  the
yacht moved toward the c lub-house
at a snail’s pace. “I am sure we shall
have all you want, sir, later in the day,”
remarked Jim’s man, Andrew, who was
stowed away in the port compartment
of the saddle-cockpit.

bound with joy was a rugged fringe of
clouds piling up on the horizon. Just
before the start Jim bent a watch tackle
to his  pl iable steel  peak halyard.  It
caused a smile to run over the commit-
tee’s faces. The Commodore jokingly
remarked to the timekeeper that “Jim,
the Kid, and his man had not strength
to sway up the peak halyard.”  This
caused a  general  laugh at  J im’s  ex-
pense.

The positions of the four contestants
were drawn for, the Snow Bird get-
ting No. 1 (the windward and most de-
sirable), Snow Flake No. 2, Avalanche
No. 3, while the Icicle got No. 4, being
the leeward, and the poorest of the lot.

The club-house was gay with bright
bunting and the ice  in i ts  v ic inity
crowded with skaters and fur-clad vis-
itors, who had driven from adjacent
towns to see. the struggle on the ice-
bound  l ake .  Capt .  John  B lack  had
held the championship for two success-
i v e  y ea r s with his  powerful  58-foot
side-bar sloop Snow Bird.

At 11:45 the four yachts were shoved
smartly in line, headed in the wind’s
eye.

“Are you all ready?” called the
Cha i rman .  Crack !  r e ve rbe ra t ed  the
sharp report of the pistol at 12:00, as the
boats were shoved a rap full and were
sailed close-hauled on the port tack,
headed for flag stake No. 1.

As the Icicle ran up to the starting
line, and was thrown, shaking, head to,
in the wind’s eye, a crowd of Jim’s cu-
rious club-mates gathered around the
craft.

With the light wind and large sail
area, the Snow Bird swept ahead of the
fleet, closely followed by Snow Flake.
The Avalanche blanketed the Icicle in
great shape.

“Humph,” remarked the Commodore
sotto  voce ;  “she is  very pretty  as  to
polish and silver and plated iron work,
but they are no more to that hull than a
l adde r .  Ju s t  s e e  tha t  mas t  s t epped
away forward of the runner-plank, and
the runners  are  heavy enough for  a
boat twice her size; besides, she has no
side-bars .  Then her  j ib  i sn ’ t  bigger
than a good-sized pocket handkerchief.
Why, Kid,” he continued, turning to Jim,
“you have not got enough sail to drive
her slow.”

It was a cut-and-dried thing that the
A v a l a n c h e  s h o u l d  h a n g  t o  J i m  a n d
bother the Icicle on her windward quar-
te r ,  whi l e  the  S n o w  B i r d  and  S n o w
Flake  could divide the race between
them.

The Commodore had yet to fully rec-
ognize the value of the scientific prob-
lem of the center of balance of sail area,
beam, out-board weight and driving
power required for an ice-yacht to be a
true racer. There are not many of the
kid-glove sailormen who are competent
to solve these most difficult problems.

The four yachts held the same rela-
tive positions for the first leg, the first
two yachts splitting tacks and the Ava-
lanche harassing the Icicle at every tack.

The next leg was a beam wind and
then a dead run to the home line.

By the end of the second leg Captain
Black was two and one-half miles ahead
of Jim. A vicious puff caused the Icicle
to rear slightly, giving fair warning of
the coming blow.

It was decided to start the race at
eight bells for Class A, the course to
be a triangular one, each leg being three
miles in length, to be sailed over twice;
total distance, eighteen miles.

As the time for the start approached,
the wind had increased to a light sailing
breeze, but what caused Tim’s heart to

On the third leg the Icicle overhauled
the two leading yachts. On they flew
in the momentari ly  increasing gale ,
Snow Bird st i l l  leading,  but  rear ing
somewhat,  while the Ic i c le ,  with her
small balanced sail area, moved steadily
on, her windward shoe scarcely three
inches above the ice.

The yachts rushed onward, the run--.
ners sending out showers of spray ice
and humming like animated hives of
bees. The Snow Bird plunged and
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reared, getting more and more brutal
in the increasing gale.

It was neck-and-neck at the second
round of  the f i rst  mark.  Snow Flake
at this point parted her throat halyard
block,  and dropped out of  the race.
Avalanche was far in the rear.

With a scream through the wire rig-
ging,  the snow squal l  pounced upon
them. “Give that peak jib drift,”
shouted Jim to his man Andrew.

The head of the sail flopped wildly,
and with the small jib she still had true
balance of duck, and tore over the sec-
ond leg, with the gale on her beam, at
the rate of over a mile a minute.

A cry of  terror  rang out from the
Snow Flake. “Hang on for your lives,
crew! Good God, give me ice room!”

The Snow Bird had taken the bit in
her mouth and bolted,

With the increased speed of the Icicle,
she was just able to keep three boat
lengths ahead of her larger rival. The
Snow Bird reared sharply in the air and
the two runner-board men were lifted
fourteen feet from the frozen surface.
The lee shoe did not cut the ice, and as
she flew sideways as well as ahead, the
si tuat ion was appal l ing.  Lucki ly  the

extreme lee end of the Snow Bird's run-
ner-board struck shell ice, jumping her
sharply in the wind’s eye and about,
nearly  throwing the crew from the
yacht.

The’ fury of the squall had passed and
the Icicle was a half-mile ahead at the
second flag stake, with a slashing sailing
breeze over her stern.

On the boats flew, on the finishing
leg, the Icicle wearing, dropping her
peak and gybing, while the Snow Flake
lost by being compelled, every few sec-
onds, to come about at each turn.

Like a pair of frightened sea-gulls, in
long, graceful, undulating curves, snake
fashion, they flew to the home line with
a dead free wind. As the Icicle rushed
over the finish line, her rival, nearly
double her size, was over two miles
astern, and Jim Flagner, with his peer-
less sloop Icicle, had won the coveted
championship and the silver loving cup
of the Silver Lake Ice-Yacht Club.

A cheer went up, which was echoed
and re-echoed by the hills, for the plucky
owner of the Icicle and his daring strug-
gle against overwhelming racing odds.
Science had beaten mere brute force,
as it always will.

Like a living thing the straight
rails sing

A high, exulting strain;
The coaches reel o’er the shin-

ing steel
As we thunder across the plain.

Through night, through day,
we leap away

With rattle and crash and
roar,

And our pulses leap as we home-
ward sweep,

And Christmas comes once

The smoke flung back on the
shining track,

Like a banner floats and furls:
With a leap and bound, like an

unleashed hound,
The engine forward hurls.

Beside us fly the field and sky
And the woods with echoed

roar,
And our hearts beat fast as the

miles sweep past,
For Christmas comes once

more!
Dorothy Deane.


	LA84 Foundation Home Page��������������������������������
	LA84 Foundation Search Page����������������������������������
	Outing Volume XXXV Issue 4 January 1900����������������������������������������������
	A Christmas Message from Ocracoke.  A Legend of Colonial Days.���������������������������������������������������������������������
	Winter Deer in Eastern Maine.������������������������������������
	Flagners Coup.  The Story of an Ice-boat.������������������������������������������������
	Homeward Bound at Christmastide.���������������������������������������
	A Rabbit Chase on Ice.�����������������������������
	Indian Sketches-Calcutta.��������������������������������
	A Winter Ramble with a Camera.�������������������������������������
	A Deer Hunt on the Coast of Georgia.�������������������������������������������
	Roundel.���������������
	The Wail of the Guide.�����������������������������
	A Bicycle Tour in the Land of Enchantment-Madeira. (Concluded)���������������������������������������������������������������������
	Gunning For Snipe in Jamaica.������������������������������������
	Jeanie McLean.���������������������
	Twist the Coming and the Passing of the Snow.����������������������������������������������������
	Fish and Fishing in Florida Waters.������������������������������������������
	Among the Doves in California with a Shotgun.����������������������������������������������������
	Pleasure Yachting Way Down South. (Part I.)��������������������������������������������������
	Christmas Eve.���������������������
	Outings Monthly Review of Amateur Sports and Pastimes. Rod and Gun.��������������������������������������������������������������������������
	Outings Monthly Review of Amateur Sports and Pastimes. The Automobile.�����������������������������������������������������������������������������
	Outings Monthly Review of Amateur Sports and Pastimes. Golf.�������������������������������������������������������������������
	Outings Monthly Review of Amateur Sports and Pastimes. Athletics.������������������������������������������������������������������������
	Outings Monthly Review of Amateur Sports and Pastimes. Photography.��������������������������������������������������������������������������
	Outings Monthly Review of Amateur Sports and Pastimes. Yachting.�����������������������������������������������������������������������
	Outings Monthly Review of Amateur Sports and Pastimes. Rowing.���������������������������������������������������������������������
	Outings Monthly Review of Amateur Sports and Pastimes. Cycling.����������������������������������������������������������������������
	Outings Monthly Review of Amateur Sports and Pastimes. Football.�����������������������������������������������������������������������
	Outings Monthly Review of Amateur Sports and Pastimes. Kennel.���������������������������������������������������������������������
	Outings Monthly Review of Amateur Sports and Pastimes. Equestrianism.����������������������������������������������������������������������������

	fla: Flagner's Coup.  The Story of an Ice-Boat.


