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across the Galls and back. The open Atlantic is to the left.

OUT HERE, ATT
E^AVE ANAME FOR AN OCCASIONAL AND UNEXPLAINABLE
SHUDDERING THAT RUMBLES THROUGH THE FOUNDATIONS
AND THE MARROWS OF THESE OLD BONES. IT HAPPENS

SEASTERN SHORE OF NANTUCK W E

OF THESE OLD HOUSES

AT THE MOST UNEXPECTED TIMES.

It’s more of afeel than asound—where the whole of >
chest and the length of your spine resonate in aicba-
whump kind of away.

We call it the Sconset Noise,” and most of us out here
are pretty sure it comes from shifting layers of sands, waydown deep below this fair village—close (we like to imagine)
to the epicenter of the universe.

Nobody is sure

The cause of death was athree-day nor’easter—one of
those typical comma-shaped, unnamed winter cyclones that
comes out of the west, stalls offshore, and then hammers
Nantucket with gale-force winds, horizontal rain and, of
course, relentless surf The lighthouse simply couldn’t take
the pounding.

If anyone had been standing there, one might have heardwhat sounded like the ’Sconset Noise.
That Thursday morning, the

streets and
quite sad.

For me, it was asobering example (and there were many
more such examples to come) of how fickle, unannounced,
and destructive the ocean can be. It also presented itself
opportunity, for at the time Iwas writing and shooting pho-

for the Inquirer and Mirror znd, having afirm grip on the
obvious, this was anews item not to be missed. Never mind
using it as another chance to go out and get knocked down
by the wind and see how much salt spray my camera equip¬ment could take.

v o u r

w a -

what they heard fifteen years ago, on the
night of March 29, 1984. But when dawn broke on the 30th,
there was no question that the lighthouse at Great Point had
fal len.

news shot through the
the phone lines. Iremember people feelingo v e r

Had It not been for almost two centuries of westward
movement of the Great Point peninsula, and had it not been
for thousands of years’ worth of steady rise in sea level, the
lighthouse would have turned 181 this a s a n

y e a r .

t o s

In 1818 IT WAS BUILT IN THE CENTER OF THE PENINSULA.
Right before it went down (can it have been fifteen years
already.?) it was standing on the beach, only afew feet from
the Atlantic.

SPRING 1999 3 4 NANTUCKET MAGAZINE



When Nantucket gets UNDER YOUR SKIN, THAT’S JUST
how you behave here; the worse the weather the harder the
wind is blowing or the snow is drifting get up, go out in it,
and feel that wind! (Mother used to take
beach during hurricanes. We must have looked like little
desert nomads, towels wrapped on our heads, dodging flying [
flotsam and jetsam, sand tearing at our exposed skin. We all
should have been spanked.)

The only problem about getting photos of the fallen
light (and claiming the bragging rights of getting there first)
was that you couldn’t get there, from anywhere. The Galls—
that low, narrow strip of sand connecting the Point with
Mainland Nantucket—was under water.

We didnt know it, being the Innocents that we were,
but this break-through was not so cataclysmic as it seemed.
Nor easters (big ones) frequently push the ocean over the |
Galls. Its just that this time, the ocean had exploded throughthe Galls. !

Classic Portraits in Oil
by Nantucket Portrait /Vrtist Louis Giuunacciaus down to the

r

Co-reporter Steve Sheppard and Ienlisted the help
of Robert Young to drive us out there in his Jeep (those
the days when not everyone had four-wheel drive). Yes, we’ll !
just drive out there, get our pictures, take our notes, and
come home. No big deal.

Arriving at the southern edge of the Galls, however,
realized we had aproblem. There was this very wide, angry-
looking, surf-pounded inlet between us and Great Point. It
hadnt been there the summer before. The lighthouse should
have been about amile farther up the beach, its familiar
white granite tower and capped black lantern jutting out of
the dunes. It wasn’t there.

The three of us sat in the red Jeep at the edge of this
New Sea, quietly watching the surf roar from left to right,
being bounced about in the wind that was still blowing 40.
1started to think: “There must be away ...”
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Sailor's Valentine Gallery
Macy Warehouse, Lower Main Street, Nantucket ●(508) 228-2011
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_E For Stan Grossfeld, whose affect ion for the island

was made obvious in his book Nantucket: The Other Season,
the destruction of the light was asad and awfiil event, but
being chief photographer for the Boston Globe, it meant
another assignment on Nantucket—not that he needed an
e x c u s e .

ES

ES,

: o f Grossfeld, who arrived that Friday, had the same prob¬
lem Steve Sheppard and 1had: awide stretch of angry
No skipper in his right mind would take
no Jeep was going to make it (although someone who tried
after the Halloween storm in 1991 did not make it), and we
didn’t want to fly over it.

“Anybody can get apicture of this from an airplane,”
Grossfeld said. “It’ll be much more dramatic from the
ground.”
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We decided we were just going to have to walk across,
and perhaps get alittle wet doing so.

We planned this trip by borrowing aWagoneer and then
began rounding up waders, slickers, wetsuits, plastic bags for
camera equipment, and acouple of six-packs of courage.
(Someone should have thrown in astraitjacket for good
measure.)
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Somebody thought to check atide chart; our only
window of opportunity (daylight for film exposure, low tide for
relative dryness) was going to be around 5:30 the next morning.

/ n

P-

N A N T U C K E T M A G A Z I N E 3 5 S P R I N G 1 9 9 9



We prepared for getting up before the crack of dawn
by Staying up until just about the crack of dawn. There was a
Marvin Hagler fight on HBO that had to be watched first
and It didn tcome on until midnight. (I don’t remember who
won but the ref had this funny way of moving his hands
and down that made it seem like he
shu t

Nantucket Pillow £T h e

... one in aser ies
of Mil lennium
pillows.

u p
I , - - s a y i n g “ S h u t - u p ,

-up, shut-up! Ihaven’t watched afight since.)
Somehow we made it up and out, and during the longdrive up the beach in the darkness, everyone was very quiet.

At the Gdls, the scene from the day before was only alittle
different. The wind had died some (to 35 mph, perhaps.?); thewater looked alittle less angry, but it was still uninviting.We were five: Grossfeld; Sheppard and his wife-to-be
Karin Ganga; afriend from Michigan, Joan Tuit; and IOur
plan was to cross during the last half-hour of the falling tide,run to the light (in waders?), get out pictures, return to the
landing spot, and recross the Galls before the tide had a
chance to flood too much. Not wishing to be stranded (not

mention having the waders fill up and getting sucked
under awave), we did not want to become apart of the story.

f

Custom hand¬
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bered series.
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(401)423.9111

There the Innocents stood, looking across the great
divide, tjying to decide. Was it aquartet of amile across, orwas It ahalf?

t o l l f r e u :

(877) 423.9131

Blame it on the sirens, but Ifound myself in the
other side. The four other idiots fol-

cajf-deep

FINE CUSTOM LINENS
for (ABLE. BED. BATH pushing through ankle-deep water,

and then thigh-deep water. We weren’t a
quarter of the way across, and it looked like i

get deeper.

s o o n w e w e r e

w a t e r ,w e b : w w w . fi n e t a b l e l ii n e n . c o m
only goingI t w a s
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Bperj dozen or so waves there would be a
thirteenth, which would splash thirty-eight

degree water in our faces.
wM iff °La t h i r t e e n t h ,

'Wodd7h°e thirty-eight degree water in our faces,
pushed hard
our feet. Had we told anybody
would they start looking.?

Then It started getting shallower. It was still agood hun¬
dred yards to the other side, and the legs were burning withthe fatigue of exertion and anxiety. But soon it was ankle-
deep again, and then we were on the beach. And then we saw

■U
Nantucket Hag Co.
over 400 flags in stock

specidizing in national
state, military and marine,
custom flags and banners

poles and accessories

X

w a t e r get up to our waists, our chests? The current
iep, washing out the sand from beneath

we were doing this.? When

Formerly
Hardy’s Flags
of the World
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sets of footprints. Someone had
nus across the Galls. Imagine. We learned later that i

was the late Bruce Killen and his son. Okay, if you’re going to
gt scooped on this, we thought, it may as well be by Bruce

NANTIJCKICJ ' I t

w e t ¥

“d the dock was
ticking loudly. Everyone stripped off the waders and changed
into regular shoes and we headed north in ahalf-trot.i ' i . A G C O .

It may have been
it felt like ANOTHER HALF-MILE UP THE BEACH, LL7
rIu● h o n o r a b l e o l d l i g h t h o u s erevealed itself for what it had become, apile of rubbk. Hearts
immediately sank. That’s enough now, we’ve seen plenty, let’s
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go back. Maybe we shouldn’t have come here.
It was only alighthouse, one of the country’s oldest. It was

only alighthouse that had witnessed 166 years of storms, ship¬
wrecks, and rescues. It was only alighthouse that served as a
familiar backdrop for fishermen, picnickers, families, and
lovers. Who didn tremember abonfire and amoonrise there on
ass'arm summer night.? You might have, your parents might have;
your grandparents, even your great-grandparents may have

Now here were all those memories and ail that history
rudely spilled onto the beach. There was aharsh cold light on
tescene, and the air seemed to be saying, “Something terrible
has happened here.” Yet, like viewing acorpse in acoffin for the
first time, the incongruous crosses your mind and you think, “It
looks so peaceful.”
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I ^We climbed .\ll over the pile of granite blocks, almost
irreverently, taking pictures of the crumbled monument and
each other. We looked for something to take back as proof (
If fhe pctures weren’t enough); we looked at our watches. Back
sr the Galls the ride had turned. It
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was time to go.
Amore devoted march down the beach has not been

since. The Innocents, alittle panicky now, crunched their way
through the sand back toward the broken and flooded beach ..
we missed this tide, it would be along and cold six hours untilthe next
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flood^ed' crossing. No one fell in, no waders were gr;

I P S no cameras got wet, no souvenirs were dropped. The
drive back to Wauwinet was uneventful, and
home. Idon’t think
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anyone really spoke for acouple of days
Ihe next day, on the front page of rhe Sunday Globe, there
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was abig vertical photo of the fallen
lighthouse. It didn’t look much like a
lighthouse: apile of granite blocks
one side, part of the broken white wall
on the other; but it must have been
because that’s what the caption said.
And thete was Grossfeld’s byline under
the photo, and there Iwas in the mid- j
die of the photo, looking inside. Iguess ̂
we really were there, the lighthouse
really had fallen, and we really did cross i
that waist-deep roiling water. We j
should have been spanked.
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f Awarded Mutual Funds Magazine’s
Highest All-Star Rating for

Risk-Adjusted Return*

r '
In the months that fol lowed, the I
site was fairly well salvaged. People cart¬
ed away pieces of the lighthouse by
truck and by foot, and even by front-
end loader. The largest pieces of granite
were eventually remortared into the ,
replicated Great Point lighthouse,
which you see out there today (getting
alittle closer to the shore every year, by
the way).
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a n d
)f (as
B a c k 1 - 8 0 0 - 3 O - H O L L A N D

(1-800-304-6552)
M i c h a e l F . H o l l a n d
President and Founder

s e e n

*Mutual Funds Magazine’s proprietary All-Star Ratings rejlect risk-adjusted
petjormance through the year ended October 16, 1998; such Ratings are subject to
change. Ouerall ratings are calculated J'rom the Fund’s total return relative to the
volatility of its price Jluctuations, over aminimum oj' two years and amaximum of
ten years. There were 4521 funds in the Equity J'unds category'. Twenty percent of the

funds in arating category receive 5stars, the next 20% receive 4stars, the next
20% receive 3stars, the next 20% receive 2stars, and the next 20% receive 1star.
All-Star Ratings are historical, not Jonvard looking, and are not aforecast of future
performance.

For more complete injbrmation about Holland Balanced Fund, includinq charges and
expenses, obtain aProspectus from AMT Capital Securities, LLC. Please read the
Prospectus carejully bej'ore you invest or send money.
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Bricks and the smaller pieces of
granite you’ll find in houses and along
driveways all over Nantucket. The old
lantern top, with its black ball and
lightning rod, can be seen at the Life-
Saving Museum on the Polpis Road
(they are in the process of putting
together afine exhibit there, complete
with the light’s original Fresnel lens). A
few lucky people have whole pieces of
the old wrought-iron spiral stairway.

So Great Point Light really isn’t
dead after all; it’s just spread out some.
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Don't you wish
everything J
about 1
isiand life '-m
were this simple? ̂
Daily, hourly departures leaving Nantucket
on the hour and Hyannis
on the ha l f hour.
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To d a y t h e o n l y t h i n g l e f t o n t h e

original site is abrick cistern and some
big chunks of concrete, and alot of
memories. For some reason, the fishing
in that very spot is excellent.

Since then, Grossfeld has been all
over this planet, photographing places
and people in the best of situations, and
in the worst of situations, and he has
mementos from many of them.

“I have alittle piece of the Great
Wall of China, and alittle piece of the
Berlin Wall, and alittle piece of Great
Point,” he said recently from his desk at
the Globe. “I l ike the Great Point one
the best.”

Yes. But st i l l , we al l should have
been spanked.
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N A N T U C K E T
A I R L I N E S

T h e N a n t u c k e t S h u t t l e "

For reservations and flight information call
5 0 8 - 2 2 8 - 6 2 3 4 o r 8 0 0 - 6 3 5 - 8 7 8 7

or contact your travel agent
w w w. n a n t u c k e t a i r l i n e s . c o m

m e m b e r
Rob Benchley went on to become an award¬
winning photographer for the Nantucket
Beacon. He still gets his camera equipment
wet chasing nor'easters.
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