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Little Juniper’s Splash Day 
 

 

Little Juniper perched on her rickety old trailer through a long, cold Maine winter. One of the 
smallest of Maine’s famed friendship sloops, she showed 
off her proud heritage from bowsprit to high stern, 
topped off with a quite clever gaff rig, (she thought 
somewhat privately). Juniper was over fifty years old but 
still thought she cut a dashing figure. 

A large heavy canvas tarp draped over her small hull, a 
miniature electric heater cycling away in her cabin, her 
friend worked away through the snow and ice, through 
the winter, until the snow changed to rain and the icy 
path through the snow banks to her snug corner of the 
farm melted into water. 

The spring thaw had begun. 

The frame of her rickety old trailer peeked 
through the lowering hummocks of snow, and 
day-by-day, familiar bushes and trees came 
slowly into sight around her, shedding winter 
coats with steady dripping. One day some grass 
popped up, poking through the wet snow. 

Green was coming. 

And so was Splash Day. 

Splash Day was launch day. On Splash Day boats 
went back in the water where they belonged, after 
long winters spent propped up in boatyards and 
farms all over Maine.  

Bobbing buoys spread across the sparkling water, filling Belfast Harbor from the boatyards to the 
lobster pound, and from the footbridge to the sea. 

Many of the buoys and mooring gear had been pulled up on the beach and now were being 
systematically plopped back into the bay, waiting for their 
boats. Each mooring was numbered and each boat knew 
her number. Rolling down to the sea on little trailers and 
big trucks, little boats and big boats began to fill up Belfast 
Harbor. 

Juniper was number 30, and “30” was painted 
prominently on her buoy. Her buoy was in a special place 
for the small fry, sheltered just off the dock of the lobster 
pound, where the lunching tourists could watch the little 
boats bobbing at their moorings in the dappling sunshine. 

However, Juniper was not yet moored at her summer 
home, buoy number 30. A few small repairs would make 
her seaworthy and these needed to be finished at the farm, 
before Splash Day. Her friend’s grandchildren, June-bug 
and little Ed, thought working on Juniper was great fun 
and Juniper agreed that small persons should be friends 
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also with small boats like herself. 

A missing open chock on her starboard bow and a new 
cleat waited in their wrappings. A new main sheet was 
threaded through shiny new blocks, and the boom for the 
main sail received a cleverly constructed gooseneck, 
complete with a sheepskin collar and fresh parrel beads, 
made by her friend and his daughter, Jo. For a little gaffer 
like Juniper, nice goosenecks were important. 

Finally, all was ready. Mast, boom and gaff, strapped to 
the rack on her friend’s bright red truck, lines gaily 
thrumming and slapping in the wind, announced the journey through the Maine countryside to 
the sea. Juniper herself rode pertly and proudly on her rickety old trailer, bumping and creaking 
down rural, winter-worn roads, towed by her friend’s bright red truck. 

Juniper was quite proud of the shiny new brass chock on her starboard bow, though her friends 
thought it looked a little like a gold tooth in a lopsided old grin. The new main sheet flapping on 
the racked boom before her on her friend’s bright red truck also pleased her, in a slightly vain sort 
of way. Not every boat in the bay could boast a main sheet as fine and clean as her new one. 

The bright red truck and the rickety old trailer floated and bumped into the warm, sunny streets 
of Belfast, and down to the harbor. Juniper, feeling somewhat regal, was sure of the admiring 
glances that followed the little procession down the main street. 

Family and friends were waiting at the ramp for the grand splash, probably one of the last of the 
season, because of final repairs and preparations that Juniper needed. It was mid-August by now 
and buoy number 30 bobbed out at the lobster pound, prepared to care for Juniper. 

Her friend carefully backed the rickety old trailer slowly down the ramp, while Kate the 
Harbormaster watched approvingly from her post at the top of the ramp. Juniper’s friends Jo and 
June-bug sorted mooring lines, fenders and a bow painter to guide Juniper against the pier and 
make her fast once the Splash had happened. Once snug against the pier, her mast would need to 
be stepped and rigging, shrouds, and stays fastened to chainplates, padeyes, and her bowsprit. 

The warm summer afternoon had drawn tourists to the waterfront, like bees to honey. Straining 
the metaphor a bit more, Juniper thought they looked a little like crows lined up on a telephone 
wire as more wandered over to the rail on the pier and looked down on the pending grand Splash. 

Juniper enjoyed the attention and thought her new brass chock quite attractive in the sunlight. 
Two men, done with lunch and looking for fun, sauntered over and offered to help step the mast 
when the time came. Her friends Janis and Brie held baby Brigid and little Ed up on the hill. 
(Some said later that Janis was saying a quick prayer for the grand event, but mainly hoping that 
her friend would not make a fool of himself.) Soon the rickety old trailer dipped into the salty 
coolness of the bay. The salt water was an old friend and Juniper settled lightly into the harbor, 
eager for her mast. 

Jo, June-bug and son Sam took lines to hand and snugged Juniper up to the pier, while the crows 
lined up at the pier rail above smiled excitedly down at Juniper, nestled with her fenders, waiting 
for that new main sheet, her starboard bow chock still glinting in the sun. 

Jo and June-bug jumped onto her stern, tying off lines and glanced into her cabin. 

Her friend, watching proudly on the ramp, called out jokingly, “so how‘s that water in the bilge? 
Any leaking?” 
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Always a good thing to check when splashing, her friend felt pretty secure that the winter of gentle 
repairs and careful care, would result in a happy, watertight little craft, pleased to be back in her 
natural element. 

 

“Actually…” 

Jo began, 

“there seems to be quite a bit of water in the bilge!” 

…she finished. 

 

This was not good news. 

Her friend jumped quickly into the cabin and found an open seacock, which he closed smartly. 

June-bug jumped in after him, grabbling the hand bilge pump, and began pumping. 

A murmur of concern rippled among the crows on the rail, Harbormaster Kate came to observe, 
and Juniper cringed. 

This is embarrassing, she thought. 

My splash day is not going very well. 

Jo climbed into the cabin also, and helped with the pumping. 

Her friend, relieved now that the leaking had stopped, clambered back on the pier to help Sam 
with the mast and gaff, and especially with her boom and that new main sheet, the sight of which 
should help lower the murmuring of the crows. 

Maybe the Splash Day would turn out okay after all. 

But this was not to be. 

 

“Actually… 

Jo began again, 

“there’s a lot more water coming in here!” 

…she finished 

…again. 

 

Splash Day appeared to be spiraling (or sinking) out of control. 

Juniper, settling deeper into the bay with the water rushing in, began to worry a little. 

Cute little friendship sloops like me are not supposed to sink in the harbor on Splash Day, she 
mused. 
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This was supposed to be a happy day, she sniffed, now beginning to feel a little sorry for herself. 

But my friend will help me, she concluded, hopefully. 

At this point, her friend was starting to worry. 

Actually… 

…he was starting to worry a lot. 

Also… 

…the crows were murmuring again. 

It would not do at all to sink in Belfast Harbor on Splash Day. 

As she had hoped and trusted, her friend sprang into action – in fact, a formidable 
accomplishment for a man of his advancing age. Jo and June-bug pumped ferociously down in 
her cabin, becoming more exhausted as Juniper settled into the bay even more deeply. 

If a little friendship sloop could have a rising sense of panic, because of a rising tide of water in 
her bilge, this was the time. 

Help, she squeaked. 

Her friend was thinking furiously. 

Jo was now up to her neck in the bay, trying to pull the sluggish little gaffer around by her bow 
line. 

Sam backed the old rickety trailer attached to the bright red truck down the ramp, but it couldn’t 
go deep enough to get sodden little Juniper up on the rickety old trailer. 

Her friend had an idea. The only way to save little Juniper would be to get the trailer under 
Juniper. But the bright red truck could go no deeper.  

Juniper’s friend jumped into the water. 

The murmuring of the crows grew to a raucous chatter. The show was getting better, the crows 
nodded to each other knowingly. Harbormaster Kate looked down with concern. 

Juniper’s friend then skillfully grabbed a rope while swimming, tied it to the hitch of the rickety 
old trailer, unhitched the trailer from the bright red truck, and then quickly lashed the other end 
of the rope to the bright red truck, now releasing the line slowly to let the rickety old trailer creep 
deeper into the bay. He swam back to Juniper, now sinking steadily and very afraid, and pulled 
her on to the rickety old trailer as it slowly glided under a very worried little gaffer. 

She settled on to the familiar and comfortable rickety old trailer with a sigh, now at least secure, 
but the water continued to pour in. 

Crow chatter became a gabble of crow cheering, as hope lived anew. 

Sam slowly pulled the rope attached to the bright red truck, tugging at the rickety old trailer, and 
Juniper left the sea, perhaps for the last time. 

As her tired hull cleared the harbor, her shiny chock still glistened in the sun. 

Her friend spied a small hole low on her hull near her keel, as she emerged with water pouring 
out. Somehow, through the long months of winter, spring, and early summer, her friend had 



© 2018 W. Balda 

never seen this drain hole, probably bored at the Islesboro shipyard to empty bilge water when 
she came out the previous December. 

This explained everything. 

Jo and June-bug climbed out of the cabin, tired and relieved, heroic bilge pumping now at an end 
and no longer needed. 

The crows began to wander away. The show was over. 

 

 

------------ 

 

The next day Juniper arrived at Cap’n Dan’s boat hospital, on the rickety old trailer, pulled by the 
bright red truck. 

“Hmmm….” said Cap’n Dan. 

“We’ll have to see what we can do.” 

Her friend was very sad, because he 
missed the drain hole and almost 
lost his little gaffer. But Juniper was 
happy, because she felt safe at the 
boat hospital surrounded by the big 
boats. 

Only one small drainhole remained 
between Cap’n Dan’s boat hospital 
and Penobscot Bay. 

Life was good. 

And the crows were gone. 


