Notes on Bill Wolf, Aprild 2, 1975

He's a2 blg men, burly, with a rough, weathered face,
a stubble of beard and a perpetual, unlighted cigar'
clenched grimly between hls teeth., He has the physical
tenderness of a playful bear and rolls easily onto the
flcor or the dock, tumbling mmexmxhksxszxmn a chlld in
his arms, He 1s used to children;;he has seven§ and he
is used to noise~:he can't sleep without it. BiTMNaxR
aimmxk. ‘ |

Bill W§1f almost never sleeps, He frequently woﬁks‘
from midnight to eight, and sprends most of the day tending
four or five boats at various marinas on City Island
where he 1s widely known and respected. ‘Billhas been
salling "sinece I was two years old," he says. He has
been Coast Guard licensed since é&y and has skippered

riverboat '
the ®Clearwater" and a Chesapeake Bay pzdd¥mmwhzsiuwm, one
of the crlginal 0ld rixexbwais paddle;wheelersd, aﬁong.many
other significant boa‘cs.{%\) He first saw the "Ibis" when he
was sixteen years old,, teaching salling at a boy's camp
Ll | in Tl foesf frfer

on Ahree Mile-Harbor, Long Island., It was early in the
moming, and it was the bz most beautiful thing he héd
ever seen., He got a dinggyﬂggéhfgged out %o her, where he
spoke to the owner, It hagjacﬁifferent name then but he
remembers the one thought in his mind: “Some day I am

coing to own that boat." A boy's dream.
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found T :
Many years 1ater he @izemyzezd an all-but abandoned
behind Hunter's Island near the Bronx
hull that lay in a deserted covef, He thought he might be
able to salvage 1t somehow and he located the owner, who
sold it to him LOT a hundwed dollaro. He pumped it out,
EatEL. ; 1n 1@ an sed i1t under power.
He dilscovered it was one of mighitmz the New York thirties
built by Hereshoff in 1905, the finest ocean-racing boats
In the world, Further research led him to the names of
the varlous owners of the becat throughout its 1 nc hlSuOP ——
ocne o them was that man who had sailed into the harbor
where Blll was working as a teenager, It was the very boat
he had sworn théﬁ.that he would one day ouwn. The dream had

become reallty almost by its own volitlon; it was as if the

boat had come to him,.

With the help of {riends, Bill rebuillt the boat and
her jB/S She

called it by x&x original name. Z% has proved XkxzXf herselfl
again and agaln to be the gmixz great lady she was designéd
to be. Because of his heavy work shedule Bill found that the
best way to spend time with hils family was to go ﬁaxz&azzxdagx
aizhizzakig salling on Saturday nights, and some of his
Saturday night moconlight salls have become legendary among hils
family and friends, and invthe annals of the Seven Seas Salling
Club. And in the midst of all this the "Ibis™ is still the

heroine, with an almost mystical bond between herself and

her captain~-the embodiment of a dream,



