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~andllary 
Almighty God, who sent Thy Son for a brief time to this troubled 
earth that men might learn of Thy goodness and mercy, we beseech 
Thee to bless the seafarers and the wayfarers on all the seas. Teach 
them to mark Thy wonders in the deep, to be valiant, and honorable, 
to endure hardship, to be kind to one another, and forgiving, even 
as Thou hast forgiven mankind for all its shortcomings. And may these 
toilers of the sea walk in the light of Thy countenance and in fellow-
ship with Thee. MDC. 
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The Lost lulrtibr Ship 
By W. T. Dunlap 

I N late December, 1916, as an 
ominously black nightfall was pall

ing the earth and waters, the SS 
Jefferson, commanded by Captain 
John L. Livingston, was entering 
Millbank Sound, southbound from 
Alaska. 

Scarcely had we nosed our way 
from the scenic channels to the wider 
waters of the Sound when a dense 
snowstorm enshrouded us diminish
ing visibility to only a few feet for
ward of the steamer's bow. 

I just then had finished receiving 
a message from Triangle Island, a 
Canadian station fully a hundred 
miles to the southward. After giving 
him OK he said "TR?" (Where are 
you?) "TR entering Millbank Sound 
in a dense snowstorm," I answered. 
This he evidently logged and nothing 
more was said. 

But, unknown to most members of 
the crew and passengers, the captain, 
knowing that there were dangerous 
reefs ahead, swung the vessel to port. 
After feeling his way along, he 
anchored the ship in a small obscure 
harbor, or rather anchorage named 
Rabbits Cove in the mountainous 
wilds of the British Columbia coast. 

Although we had not gone many 
miles inland the radio radiation 
proved to be very poor. Indeed it was 
so bad that I soon found out by 
calling various stations that we were 
shut in by mountain ledges in a dead 
spot so dead that I could neither hear 
stations on land nor ships at sea. 
Neither could they hear me, as was 
verified afterwards. 

All that night and all the next day 
the snow came down in flakes as big 
as silver dollars forming a whitish 
opaque curtain, so thick that naviga
tion of the ship was out of the ques-

Lion. And so it continued. During 
three days and three nights we were 
completely shut out from the world, 
but as we knew we were safe, ap
parently no one on our ship worried 
much about the seclusion or the 
delay. 

It was dinner time on Christmas 
eve and the big tree from the Alaskan 
forest, taken on at Ketchikan was 
snowed over, ornamented and lighted. 
There were candles on the tables; 
bunting bedecked the walls patched 
with evergreens and American flags. 

After a bountiful repast from many 
tempting dishes including turkey, of 
course, the passengers assembled ill 
the Social Hall, where, in due time 
first to appear was: Ten Takukwan, 
an Alaskan Indian, who in the TIllin
get language sang: "It Came Upon 
A Midnight Clear," followed by Mrs. 
Kashimir "the nightingale of Hawaii," 
on her way home from the Northland. 
explained that, "He Lives On High," 
which she was about to sing was set 
to the Hawaiian tune of Aloha-O-E, 
which was composed by former 
Queen Liliuokalani. Mrs. Kashimir 



was a prima donna all right! This 
was proven by hearty encores and 
her gracious responses. ext came 
the lusty voices of the Seamen's 
Quartet in "Hark The Herald Angels 
Sing." And say boys was it good! 
Then appeared 80-years-young Jere
miah Jernagan, U. S. mail clerk and 
the Jefferson's bearded fi ddler who 
played a religious solo so well that 
the audience compelled him to repeat 
it. Then jolly captain "Johnny" at 
the piano leading a choir of beau
tiful song birds burst out in the 
strains of that favorite old world an
them "Adeste Fideles." Immediately 
the crowd caught the spirit of it and 
sang with the captain's choir_ 

There were others on the program. 
All worthy of mention, but enough. 
All the selections were alternated by 
Yuletide tunes played on violin, ac
cordion_ guitar and flute by members 
of the crew. 

Good-natured Captain Johnny sent 
word to the foc's'le that all seamen 
would be granted the privilege of 
seeing the show from the balcony and 
the wings of the Jefferson's large 
Social Hall. 

To complete the evening William 
H. Ralston, successful Alaska mining 
man, generously went to the bar and 
ordered wine for everyone present, 
the chief steward joining him in this 
gesture of friendship and with coffee 
f or the tee-totalers. 

At daybreak Christmas morning, 
blest by clear skies, and coming out 
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in the open again after being in Our 
hide-away anchorage we were shower_ 
ed by scores of messages, and it then 
dawned upon us for the first time 
that we had been lost. Lost to the 
world_ Lost as completely as though 
some great seaquake had swallowed 
us, ship and all, instantaneously. 

"TR. Entering Millbank Sound in 
a dense snowstorm," logged by the 
Triangle radioman were the last 
audible sounds from us, which when 
coupled with our unfavorable and 
almost perilous position as some 
might think it to be, was very dis
quieting news, especially after a two
day silence from us_ 

On the evening of the second day, 
not hearing anything further from 
us, the newspapers, with large bold 
first page headlines had proclaimed : 
"STEAMER JEFFERSO MYS
TERIOUSLY LOST." 

We had a large passenger list and 
were now more than two days over
due at Seattle, our home port. This 
news was soon flashed all over the 
continent with the result that the 
Alaska Steamship Company was 
obliged to answer thousands of tele
graphic, telephonic and verbal in 
quiries, many of them from relatives 
and friends of those on board, seeking 
to verify this report, and inquiring 
as to the safety of the survivors, if 
any, from the supposedly wrecked 
vessel. 

At the end of the third day the 
company and the world knew where 
we were and what caused the delay. 

As a double celebration of Christ
mas and our advent into the world 
again, Captain and all agreed unan
imously to continue the festivities 
unabated with a dance in the evening 
as an added feature. 

Press dispatches of our disappear
ance had stimulated an unusual pub
lic interest in our ship to uch an 
extent that, upon arrival at our desti
nation the long pier as well as a 
considerable portion of the water
front were thronged with anxious 
relatives and friends and curious on
lookers who had come to see the 
overdue Yuletide ship. Miraculously 
lost and found_ 

We Watch Our Profession Die 
By Capt. Mel Curtis 

A timely article in which a 
yOlmg sea captain talks frankly 
with the present generation of 
seafarers. 

YES, we watch it die and inside, 
we too, die a little bit with it. 

Many of us- Americans with Mas
ters' licen es in the Merchant Marine 
-are still young. For many years 
now, we have been diligently scaling 
this imaginary mountain called am
bition. Some of us have reached the 
top. Now, suddenly, the mountain has 
become a hill-a very small and slip
pery hill and, in contrast to the long 
upward climb, the way down seems 
very quick and complete indeed. 

The American flag ves els aboard 
which we ply our trade have become 
so scarce, as time goes by, that while 
we go about cheering each other up 
with optimistic, fabricated predic
tions - whistling in the dark, so to 
speak - we find ourselves inwardly 
despairing, and j lIstly so. -

Let's face it, Gentlemen. The over
crowded lifeboat sinks and we mu t 
eventually be forced out of it alto
gether. Help does not seem to be on 
the way. Will it be "Finished with 
Engines" for us? 

The unemployed seafarers among 
us, who make their usual daily 
rounds of steamship companies, hope
ful but without avail, have discov
ered by now only too ·well , that the 
industry has declined to a point 
where our livelihoods are in desper
ate danger. We find at this time that 
almost all of the shipping companies 
have been cutting down, are cutting 
down and contemplate a continued 
cutting down of the amount of ships 
in operation. Here we have an 
American Merchant Marine steadily 
shrinking in size and importance
and this during a period of cold war 
and very shaky peace conditions. 

As time goes by, this tends to 
increase the already tremendous 
number of us that are ashore and in 
difficult circumstances. Not only that, 

but the rising competition for avail
able berths most depressingly de
creases our chances of returning to 
sea again. 

There is much speculation among 
us as to just what has caused the 
present deplorable state of the Mer
chant larine, but we are not the 
expert concerned with such alTairs, 
nor are we the ones who can facili
tate a remedy, but those who can 
must be told of our plight. 

Our profession continues its alarm
ing decline as we look about des
perately for some mean. of ubsist
ing over this prolonged period or 
inactivity. The unemployment in ur
ance benefits we now receive help 
immeasurably over a limited period 
of time but the road ahead sho\ls 
nothing hopeful and we become ill
creasingly aware of the dismal pros
pect of seeing a lifetime of endeavor 
become uselessly wasted, preciou 
years of our lives when the dying 
industry abandons u . When, of ne
cessity, we turn toward shoreside 
activities we find those seafaring 
years of little or no value. Must we 
begin all over again at the bottom 
of some profession less desirable to 
us? True, in order to get to where 
we are we found it necessary to ab
sorb an education of considerable 
size and complexity, but it is an 
education so highly specialized that 
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it is of little value elsewhere. 
We look back upon the years so 

dear to us, when we did the work we 
loved as we climbed upward in the 
profession toward that coveted goa I 
of "Master of Ocean Vessels." Re· 
member the fir t officer's berth we 
held? We were proud as we trod 
the bridge for the first time. That 
in itself was quite an achievement 
to us. Then remember the long 
months, even years, of off.duty study 
and on.duty practice as we perfected 
ourselves in the skill and knowledge 
of our calling? When we thought we 
were ready we undertook the long 
days of examinations and the fears, 
anxieties and suspense of awaiting 
the results and finally - the license 
that moved us one step closer to the 
goal. And then at long last, for some 
of us, our first command! We held 
OUf heads proudly high, our eyes 
glowed with accomplishment and 
they called us "Captain" for the first 
time. That's when we felt we had 
reached the top. 

All these years in our memories 
were devoted mainly to the pursuit 
of our traditional calling, that of 
"following the sea." All else was 
incidental to, but very much a part 
of it like the frigid climates and tor· 
rid zones (often experienced close 
together), the severe disturbances of 
wind, sea and weather that ofttimes 
made the possibility of survival rook 
questionable, the perennial dangers 
of fire, collision and assorted mis· 
haps that catch up with us now and 
then and last, but by no means least, 
lhe inevitable wars that become a 
part of us and take their toll. These 
were things we took in our stride 
a we continued the ambitious climb 
upward in our profession, becoming 
emotionally bound to it- and it 
to u . 

Then it started, this decline. Here 
and there a ship was deactivated and 
a igned to the "dead fleet." Then 
came the day when it was OUT ship 
which we reluctantly escorted to its 
long sleep among the others. We 
turned wearily to the task of finding 
another shi p. 
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The cycle continued. Each time 
the difficulty of finding a new berth 
increa ed - then anolher, and an. 
other still ? 

And now, the future looks dismal 
indeed as we make our never ending 
and ever hopeful round of the steam· 
ship lines only to hear the same daily 
refrain, "Sorry," "Laying up ships," 
"Old company men awaiting berths," 
" ot a chance, sorry." 

If we happen to be one of the 
lucky ones who are still sailing. 
we live in fear from voyage to voy· 
age, never knowing when we too 
will be ordered to "lay her up." 

On all three of our nautical coa t· 
lines there are located various "dead 
fleets." Some of us have had the mis· 
fortune of seeing them. Row upon row 
of ships lie chained to their anchors 
and bound to each other, looming 
eerily gray against the sea and sky, 
cold and dead, their hearts no lon ger 
beating, lost to us and to our flag. 
Is it permanent? Must we pay the 
price of war in order to resurrect 
them? Did the sight make you, too, 
feel that way inside? 

Old timers point significantly to 
the aftermath of World War 1. What 
do we know of that? It was before 
our time. We put our faith in a 
series of promises - promises of a 
strong, well manned, well equipped 
American flag merchant marine. 
What has happened to it and to us? 

We are not the men who regulate 
commerce. We are not the officials 
who regulate the size of our fleet. 
We are not those responsible for the 
factors that create or destroy a Mer
chant Marine. We are merely the men 
who sail the ships - pawns on their 
chessboard. Are we bitter? Frankly, 
we don't quite know what to be bitter 
about. 

We have taken to the lifeboats. 
The ship is inking fast. We scan the 
horizon desperately for help. Is any 
forthcoming? 

Can you hear us, leaders of Amer· 
ican commerce? Can you hear us in 
Wa hington? Will help arrive before 
we succumb? 

My First Christmas at Sea 
By Captain lrby Fulton Wood 

Alcoa 5.5. Co. 

I T was the middle of December. I 
had signed on at Mobile two days 

before a scheduled departure for 
orth Continental ports. The ship 

\ as one of the World War I 
Shipping Board Steamers of about 
four thousand net tons. She was 
commanded by a ova Scotian, whom 
the crew referred to as "Bluenose." 
It was rumored that he had started 
to sea in a row boat fishing for 
his daily living and had risen to 
command in succession through 
schooners, square· riggers and on into 
steam. He was known as a "tough 
one." The ship was berthed at the 
Old Turner's Terminal loading lum· 
bel' and cotton. 

As the time of sailing drew near I 
was conscious of a certain and 
definite lack of something. The feel· 
ing wa akin to that of food without 
savor. There was plenty of growling 
and grumbling, but no comments 
about Christmas that wa so near. 
Since I was only fifteen, this com· 
plete lack of interest in or anticipa· 
tion of Christmas puzzled me. As we 
left port, there was not one expression 
of regret that the ship had not laid 
in port for the Christmas holidays. 
I wondered what a Christmas at sea 
would be like, and what would be 
the attitude of those thirty eight crew· 
men toward the traditional spirit of 
Christmas. 

The ship was properly secured for 
a North Atlantic winter crossing. 
Every moveable thing on deck was 
stowed away. Extra and heavy lash· 
ings were used about the decks. All 
the hold ventilators were taken off 
and stowed in the forepeak. Special 
storm plugs and canvas covers were 
used to close up the ventilator shafts. 

I galhered my "sea legs" and soon 
began to learn my duties as an or· 
dinary seaman. But I still wondered 
about this "no man's land of Christ· 
mas Spirit." When we dropped the 
pilot at Sand Island it seemed as 

lhough we not only severed all con· 
tact wilh the land, but also cut our· 
selves off from all earthly cheer. The 
Captain appeared stern, aloof and 
un miling. 

We sailed through a smooth sea 
down to Dry Tortugas and then out 
into the Gulf Stream. The next even
ing after supper we were abeam of 
the Miami Skyline. Sometime that 
night a powerful light flashed its rays 
over our port bow. I was told that it 
was the Jupiter Inlet Light House. 
My experienced watch partners told 
me that when we passed Jupiter I 
could mark the end of "shirt·sleeve 
weather" and that the next night I 
would stand my lookout in an over· 
coat. 

On the following afternoon when 
I went on watch at midnight it had 
turned cold. Spray w.a whipping 
over the fo'c'sle head and tIle look· 
out had been shifted from the bow 
to the weather wing of the bridge. 

Cape Hatteras was next. Although 
the deck crew consisted of an un· 
educated body of men they were able 
to follow the vessel's passage ac· 
curately by definite land and nautical 
points. The sailors frequently alluded 
to the severe gales off Hatteras known 
as "The Graveyard of Seamen." Our 
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ship was windswept, spray-swept, and 
sea-engulfed as she struggled through 
what they called a typical Hatteras 
gale, and ploughed her way North
ward_ 

Next in point of sailors' "dead 
reckoning" were the Grand Banks of 
New Foundland. Christmas Eve found 
us somewhere south and east of the 
Banks. We were enshrouded, so to 
speak, in overcast, lowering weather 
with intermittent fog. There was no 
suggestion of cheer anywhere. 

At the supper table on Christmas 
Eve a wiper remarked, "Tomorrow 
is a holiday. No work for me." Swede 
Chris had chirped in, "Yeah, I vonder 
vat dot dommed steward is going to 
give us_ Probably send all the turkey 
to the saloon." 

Christmas Day came in bitterly 
cold, dark and wet. The ship was 
making extremely rough weather of 
it. Monstrous seas slashed into her 
bow and sent solid sheets of spray 
across her top bridge. I was chilled 
to the marrow when I went off watch 
at 4. A. M. In my fifteen year old 
mind I contrasted this with a Christ
mas morning in my home in the 
United States - awakening between 
dry, warm sheets and blankets to be
hold all the good things provided by 
loving, Christian parents. 

After going off watch I turned in 
but I was too cold to sleep. In my 
mind was the thought that it was 
Christmas morning and I wondered 
what seamen did when they awakened 
on that particular morning. When 
the eight-to-twelve watch was called 
to breakfast, I too arouse and went 
amidship to the messroom. Upon en· 
tering the messroom I found the 
messman setting up the tables. He 
looked at me with a sardonic smile 
and said, "'Twas the night before 
Christmas, I didn't sleep a wink. Man, 
you needed a pair of spurs to stay 
in your bunk aft there last night. 
I rolled out twice." The messman 
was one of those drifters that one 
often met in those days. He was a 
college graduate and from a fine 
family. Liquor was his personal devil. 
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After breakfast I again went aft 
to my bunk. Still not able to sleep 
I finally gave up trying and abou ; 
10 A. M. went once more amidship 
to the messroom. Lo and behold to 
my complete surprise the mess~an 
had hung up two large red paper 
bells over each table and was stretch. 
ing some of the traditional red and 
green decorations from each bell to 
the corners of the messroom. Despite 
the heavy seas and overcast weather 
the effect was actually cheerful. Two 
large and generous bowls of Christ. 
mas nuts added an even more famili ar 
touch to the setting. 

About eleven thirty the crew began 
to congregate in the messroom. Not 
one comment of appreciation was 
passed on the messman's effort under 
the Steward's direction to decorate 
the messroom. One dyspeptic Able 
seaman said, "We can't eat this fuzzy 
wuzzy stuff you got hanging over the 
table. I suppose that it is up there to 
keep us happy eating the bones, 
wings and necks of the turkey while 
the saloon gets all the white meat." 
Another insomnia·ridden oiler added, 
"Yes, this is a two-pot ship. That 
steward and cook like the two pot 
system." 

But in spite of all the grumbling 
we actually had a substantial Christ
mas dinner of turkey, roast pork, 
tarts and extras like cranberry sauce. 
strawberry and raspberry shortcake, 
mince meat, pumpkin pie and cheese 
custard. In the middle of this satis· 
fying repast the fat steward came in 
with a basket over his arm carrying 
it as a fanner carries a basketful of 
eggs. He had its contents neatly 
covered with a checked table cloth. 
He set it down on the sideboard, un· 
covered it and extracted three bottles 
of Demarara Rum. It was the reddest 
liquor that I had ever seen. The 
steward held high the three bottles 
and looking lovingly at them as 
though they were precious gems said. 
"Boys, compliments of the Old 
Man. He wishes you all a Merry 
Christmas." 

The electric·like shock of that ges· 
ture from the Old Man is the first 

and only happy experience that I can 
remember with liquor. The whole at
mosphere and attitude of the crew 
changed in an inkling. The rum was 
portioned out among the crew. It 
brought real cheer. The Old Man 
suddenly became the best skipper that 
ever sailed the western sea. Even an 
old Finn, with a supposedly "evil 
eye" sang a Capstan song which he 
had learned years ago on a British 
sailing vesseL 

From that day on the weather be· 
came progressively worse. Yet despite 
this the crew members were more 
cheerful and amiable toward each 
other. I often remember my first 

Christmas at sea and ponder over 
the change wrought in the entire crew 
by a timely gift of three bottles of 
Demarara Rum. 

Many years later I read something 
said by Fletcher Chri tian after the 
mutiny on the Bounty which ap
parently explained this experience. 
Said Christian: " I have been at sea 
many years and I can tell you that 
the welfare of men on shipboard de· 
pends on things which seem small. 
A joke at the right moment, a kind 
word, or a glass of grog, is sometimes 
more efficacious than a cat·o·nine 
tails. 

(/)bfj- W.aicJL ~ 
By Marjorie Dent Candee 

FOLK-SONG singers on the radio 
have helped to familiarize the pub. 

lic with sea chanties, those old work 
songs sung aboard sailing ships when 
raising sailor heaving up the anchor. 
But not so many people know of the 
"fo'c'sle" songs which were sung by 
the sailors when the day's work was 
done. Seated on the fo'c'sle head, 
washing or mending clothes, the men 
sang songs of a sentimental nature, 
of home and mother, wife and sweet· 
heart. Because such songs were sung 
during the hrst or second "dog.watch" 
(from 4 to 6 P.M. or 6 to 8 P.M.) 
they came to be known as "dog. 
watch" songs. Plaintive and melodic, 
usually Irish or Scotch in origin, 
these songs are almost forgotten, and 
are never sung aboard modern steam· 
ships where radios and victrolas bring 
the crews the latest Tin·Pan Alley 
favorites. 

For twenty years the Institute has 
collected these songs, in addition to 
the chanties, as sung by old-time 
"Cape Horn" sailors who sailed be· 
fore the mast. To obtain these we 
posted notices on the Bulletin Board 
in the Institute's Main Lobby, where 
thousands of seamen pass, asking any 
who knew the words and tunes to see 
THE LOOKOUT editor. In this way, 
over the years, over fifty such songs 
have been collected. 

Draw,"u by Norma" Maffei, A.B. Seaman 
Off·watch Song Fest 

Among the old shell backs who 
have sung the songs to us are: the 
late William Berry; Harold Hooton; 
Michael Folan; Patrick Tayleur, 
William Cairns, Harry Garfield and 
others. These men actually sang on 
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During the Dog Watches they 

sang Songs of Home and 
Mother and Sweetheart Or 
"Gripe Songs" about the pOo r 

"Grub'" or the Bucko Mate. 

Drawiugs by ."forman. Mallci, A.B. Scama" 

square-rigged ships and on some of 
the steamers in the 1890's and early 
1900's. 

Some of the songs were humorous. 
Here are a few of the rare ones: 

"DUCKFOOT SUE" 
(as sung by William Cairns, 

Moran Towing Co.) 
"For now I'll sing to you, 

Of the girl I love so true; 
She's chief engineer of th e "white shirt 

line" 
And her name is Duckfoot Sue. 
Her beauty was all she had 
She'd a mouth like a soft-shell crab, 
She had a turn on her lip like the rudder 

of a ship, 
And I tell you she was mad. 

Other Dog Watch songs were of the 
nonsense type, such as: 

"THE SHIP STRUCK A l\'lATCH" 
(as sung by Michael Folan, who sailed 

on square-rigged ships) 
" Th e ship struck a match 
And the cargo took fire 
And we all walked ashore 
On a telegraph wire. 
At the Cape of Good Hope 
Sure Oltr hopes were all bad 
Tflhen some blacks came aboard 
Of OM /ine iron-clad. 
A nd in the midst of a storm 
Th ey turned back the boat 
Till the Captain went home 
For his waterproof coat." 

Salt beef was served in those days 
a.nd fresh n:eat was only the excep: 
bon, at Chnstmas, when the piD" was 
killed and all hands enjoyed °fresh 
pork_ Here is an old-time . ong; to a 
very lively tune: 

"SALT HORSE" 
., 'alt horse, salt horse, 
Both near and far, 
You're food for every hard-worked tar. 
In strongest brine you have been sunk 
Until as hard and coarse as junk* 

(*old condemned rope) 
A nd we poor sailors standing near, 
Must eat you, though you look so queer. 

alt horse, salt horse, 
TfI hat brought you here?" 

Contrary to popular opinion, the 
sea songs did not die when steam re
placed ail. Many old mariners went 
into steam and took along their songs. 
Since there was little use for the hal· 
y~rd and capstan chanties, they reo 
tamed the dog-watch songs many of 
which were sung on both merchant 
and Navy ships. An example of such 
a general song is : "Eight Bell ." 
"My husband's a saucy foretop man, 

A chum of the cook's don't you know? 
He put his head down the cook's funnel, 
And shouted 'Come up Irom below.' 
Eight bells, eigh t bells, 
Rouse out there the watch I rom below, 
Eight bells, eight bells, 
Rouse out there the watch I rom below." 

One of these old ballads, "LOWLANDS LOW" or "THE GOLDEN 
yANITEE" was ~ublish~d in the October issue. If enough readers express 
Interest, the Institute will publish a collection of these songs with piano 
arrangement~ ito sell at about $1.25 or $1.50). If interested send us 
? P?stcard gIVing your name and address. In this way we can decide if 
It wd I be profitable for the Institute to preserve these songs in book form. 

8 

Q 
K 
F 
"+WEL.CDME+,f-

AT Christmas time our thoughts 
go back to the Christmases 

when we were children, and to 
those celebrated before the war. 
Here at 25 South Street members 
of the staff remember vividly the 
war-time Christmases when sea
men survivors of torpedoed ships 
came ashore for brief respite in 
their hazardous job of getting the 
supplies to the fighting fronts. 
Older employees recall many 
Christmases celebrated here as 
seamen of all nationalities mingle 
in the lobbies and sing the Carols 
in the Chapel. 

As one seaman put it: "We 
sing the same tunes with different 
words." Today, the flags of the 
nations in our lobby symbolize 
what we are striving for: "Peace 
on Earth and Goodwill to Men" 
- which can come only to "men 
of good will." For the Christmas 
songs with their message of good
will triumph over evil, the 
message that means peace and 
happiness for the whole world. 
Friendship and neighborliness 
can be translated into every 
language through action. For ex
ample: 

Each Christmas the Institute i 
host to about 1,500 merchant sea
men of all races and creeds who 
sit down to a turkey dinner and 

o 
F 

o 
~* CHRISTMAS** 

who enjoy a special holiday en
tertainment. This hospitality, ren
dered year after year (since 1913 
when the building was opened) 
is made possible by the voluntary 
and generous gifts of friends to 
our HOLIDAY FUND. It's a way 
of saying " MERRY CHRIST
MAS" in every language just as 
the flags flying from the Institute's 
roof say, in the international code 
of the sea, "WELCOME." 

We hope you will share in wel
coming these seamen so that the 
flags, "Q K F" and "D F D" can 
be strung on a halliard from the 
Institute's roof, proclaiming to 
seafarers a real CHRISTMAS 
WELCOME. 

Please send contributions to: 
HOLIDA Y FUND, 25 South St. 

New York 4, N. Y. 

The HITIEL sisters (Adele and Arlene) entertaining 
seomen with occordion music. 
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]~ CoL ]1laL aLnwM-~ dli4.. $.hip-
By Ernest S. Clowes· 

In the days of our lost civilization was a Liverpool .cat but New York's 
before 1914, steamships used to de- waterfront was hIS second home. 
part from New York on the tick of * * * 
the clock and at whatever hour was Just as soon as his ship had tied 
set ... The American liners sailed up at the West Street pier and the pas
on Wednesday at 10 A. M., the White sengers had gone ashore the cat would 
Star ships just two hours later. go ashore too. He would be ~?ne 
Thursdays at 10 A. M. the French until about an hour before salhng 
liners pulled out while Saturday was time the following Wednesday when 
the day for the Cunarders. The Ger- he would stroll up the gangway with 
man liners favored Tuesdays or the first class passengers, waving his 
Thursdays. Practically nothing de- tail and glancing up toward the 
layed these big, fast ships except a brid"e as if to say, "Okay, captain, 

b ., ,, 
delay in the mails, and that was rare you can get her gOlllg anytlme now. 
indeed. Individuals either made the Then he would disappear below decks 
ship or they didn't. If not, they were to his favorite retreat somewhere 
just out of luck unless they had the near the first-class galley. 
cash to hire a tug to put them aboard * * * 
in midstream before the ship got He wouldn't be seen on deck all 
fully under way. the voyage. He didn't like to get wet 

The steamers never waited for any- from spray or rain and did like to be 
body. Well, hardly ever. There was warm and dry. So he stayed below 
one time though when one of the until along about next Tuesday morn
crack ships of the old White Star ing when the engines would stop for 
Line almost waited, for no more of a the ship's call at Queenstown, Ireland 
person than THE SHIP'S CAT! (Cobb, Erie today). Then he. wou.ld 
(And thereby hangs a tale) : come out on deck, sn iff the IrIsh au, 

* * * si"nal the bridge that the voyage had 
b~en s~tisfactory, and then stro.ll 
about in readiness for landing 111 

Liverpool some dozen hours later. 
Such was his life. He was an all
British cat but he did love New York. 
"He has many friends along West 
Street," his captain used to say. 

This was quite a remarkable cat. 
He was a big, active tom, mostly 
gray with a white under?ody .and 
white feet, and a long tail, strIped 
almost like a coon's which he loved 
to wave as he walked. Both ears were 
well shredded by many fights and his 
expression varied between a sort of 
confiding simplicity and a leering, 
cynical disdain of all the world. He 
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Drawings by Victor Dowli"fJ 
/1'om "Joey Goes To Sea," b)' A lall Villie,'s 

* * * 
But once some wild party along 

that famous street almost made him 
miss the ship. It was only ten minutes 
before noon, the last "all ashore" 
gongs were clanging all over the 
decks, the friends of the passengers 
were trooping down the gangway, 
there were some hasty, tearful kisses 
as the last visitors went lingeringly 
ashore and there settled over the 
decks that air of finality and ex
pectancy that, probably since the 
days of Noah, has enveloped all 
ships just before the last gangway 
is hauled aboard. The quartermaster 
had his hand on the engine-room tele

*From Tile Bridgehampton, N. Y. News 

graph when the captain's steward 
rushed almost excitedly onto the 
bridge, saluted and reported, " the cat 
i ' n at yet on board, sir." 

* * * 
What to do? the cat was a fixture 

of the ship. None of the ship's com
pany from bridge to stokehold want
ed to leave him ashore; but the 
passengers and the mails were all on 
board, there was no excuse for delay, 
and it looked as if the cat was surely 
AWOL. The bridge clock pointed to 
11 :59. Suddenly a junior officer on 
the wing of the bridge sung out to the 
anxious captain, "cat's in sight, sir." 

And there he was, worried looking, 
hurrying along among the crowds on 
the pier toward the still waiting gang
way. Eight bells were struck and the 
sound echoed again from the lookout 
at the craw's nest but the "gang" was 
still in place and the engines still at 
rest. Not so the cat. For once in his 
nine lives he was in a hurry. Up the 
steep gangway he came in long leaps 
but with his tail still up and waving. 
One last leap and he was aboard. The 
boatswain's whistle shrilled along 
the decks as the gangway was hauled 
in and there was that final other 
sound of cast-off hawsers dropping 
in the water. The cat went into half-

speed, made for his favorite entrance 
givinO" a knowing wink and wave of 
his tail to the bridge and disappeared 
below. "Dead slow astern," said the 
captain. "Dead slow astern, sir," 
echoed the quartermaster as he moved 
over the handle of the engineroom 
telegraph. Instantly the deep-toned 
fa" horn of the ship began its long 
ste~dy roar and the ship began, al
most imperceptibly at first, to move 
out. The cat was present and account
ed for. And, no doubt, quite pleased 
with himself. 

Qt11rintman off Cape Horn 
By Bill Adams· 

~inages ana/or text cannot De aisplayea Que to copyriglit restrictions 

• Rcpn:"ted /1'0»1 The Nautical Research Guild's official publicatw!l 

II 



mages and/or text cannot De displayed due to copyriglit restrictions 

12 

$.o1l.l1fl Villi&' -i:JuL ~ :Lo~ 
By Shirley Wessel 

S VEND is a young Swedish sea
man. He grins, showing a row 

of white even teeth, when he says, 
"Oh yes, I'll be eighteen in a few 
months." 

This six·foot wavy blond-headed 
youth is following the sea because 
his father did and his grandfathers. 
as far back as any member of the 
family can remember. Most of his an
cestors are Captains 0 when Svend 
fills out into a husky bronze- kinned 
individual and develops into maturity 
he will smile with pride when a crew 
member calls him "The Old Man." 

When a seaman comes to en joy the 
Seamen's Lounge the stafT hostess and 
the vol unteer workers try to make 
him feel at home and welcome. Per· 
haps he has a special interest or talent. 
He may enjoy books or the theatre, 
visiting museums or other spots of 
interest in the Port of New York. 
After a few conversations the hostess 
learns specific ways to make a sea
man happy and suggestions are often 
made to make his stay at the Sea
men's Institute more pleasant. 

A staff member suggested to Svend 
that he come on Saturday afternoon 
to listen to our volunteer, Miss Daisy 
Brown, play the piano. Svend came 
and his eyes glowed with interest, 
his feet tapped time to the music and 
before the afternoon was over, Svend 
was sitting nearer the piano and en
joying every minute of Miss Brown's 
classical and popular repertoire. 

ext day he inquired if he could 
playa little on the piano. He started 
hesitantly and self-con ciously but 
soon his fingers moved more surely 
over the keys and he was making 
beautiful music. Slowly he was re
calling what he had learned a a boy 
from eight to thirteen years of age. 
Then came the sad time when his 
family had to tighten their belts and 
wear old clothing so Svend went to 
sea as a cabin boy and tried to hel p 
financially in his own small way. 

Now, while he is waiting for the 
Consulate Office to assign him to a 

ship, Svend plays a little each day 
and Miss Brown makes a special trip 
to the Institute to bring him sheet 
music, lend a listening ear, give en
couragement and instruction where 
needed. 

This young man feels "right at 
home." Much of his shyness is gone, 
one notices him approach a person 
he has never spoken with before and 
make a new friendship. As a result, 
Svend feels that he belongs, that he 
has sincere friends in a strange land, 
but best of all he feels that he has 
a home away from home. 

In many ways his personality has 
developed and his English has im
proved considerably. Very often I 
meet him as I go about the building. 
He stops and asks, "Please, you stay 
and listen to my new English words?" 

DmwillU b)' DOllald Graemc K olley 
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"My Most Unforgettable Sea Experience" 
By Capt. Peder Pedersen 

T HE brigantine "UTO" was stand
ing southward in a gentle breeze. 

The horne port with the small white 
house was beginning to get smaller 
and smaller, but still I could see 
mother on the clilT above our house, 
waving her large apron. First she 
wa standing beside the small watch
tower my grandfather had built as a 
lookout for ships that needed a pilot, 
but as we sailed farther away she 
must have climbed to the top, because 
I was seeing the white apron against 
the blue sky above the lookout, like 
a flag in the breeze. 

The Captain was standing at the 
stern, looking at the shoreline with 
a long barreled telescope. How I 
wished I had courage to ask him if I 
could have a last look at the watch· 
tower, - but how could I, a simple 
cook, ask the Captain for such a 
favor? 

As the shoreline began to sink be
yond the horizon I went back to the 
galley to hide the expression on my 
face behind the pots and pans. I was 
just past 15 then, and my first trip 
to sea had begun. We had a high 
deckload of planking, on that trip, 
just even with the roof of the fore· 
castle. The only light we had carne 
through the skylight and mighty little 
it was, on account of the two life
boats on the top of the forecastle, so 
a lantern was hung under the rafter, 
burning day and night. 

For a couple of days we had a fair 
wind, but on the third day it started 
blowing. The Captain, known as a 
man that was pressing his ships hard, 
let the sails stand, in spite of the 
waves that washed over the ship al· 
most constantly: "More sails, more 
knots." was his motto. 

I had one of the lowermost bunks 
in the forecastle and was supposed to 
help in sailfurling only by daytime 
so I was glad I could turn in, al· 
through the constant rolling and 
groaning of the ship would not give 
me much sleep. Nevertheless I must 
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have been dozing off eventually, be
cau e I was dreaming I was trying to 
swim horne. The dream I had woke 
me up and the forecastle was flooded! 
In the dim light of the lantern I could 
sec that everything that was not tied 
fast, was floating around, seaboots, 
oilskins and even a large soup tureen 
carne rushing at me where I lay wide· 
eyed in my bunk. 

It did not take me long to reach 
the door through the waistdeep water 
and without a thought of my ship. 
mates in the other bunks I stormed 
up the passageway and aft to where 
the Captain was standing with a big 
smile on his face, unaware of the 
calamity that had happened to his 
ship. "Captain, we are sinking," I 
shouted through the storm, "the fore· 
castle is full of water." I was won· 
dering about the calmness he was 
displaying when he took hold of my 
belt, to steady me in the lurching of 
the ship as he went with me to the 
forecastle. There he tood, calmly 
chuckling within himself as he said: 
"Cook, you are the man who tried 
to sink my ship! You forgot to plug 
the hole under the doorsiJI when you 
cleaned the forecastle. Go put the 
plug back in the hole and bailout the 
water and when you are finished put 
on your seaboots. By the next watch 
we take in some sails and you are 
to give a hand. This bonerattling in 
your knees has to be driven out or 
you will never be a good sailor." J 
put the plug back in the hole and 
bailed for dear life, ashamed of my 
seamanship. On the yardarm that 
night I understood what they mean 
when they say: "Wooden ships make 
iron men." Later in life, storms and 
shipwrecks did not make such lasting 
impression on me as my first trip as 
cook on the brigantine "UTO." 
EDlTOR's OTE: Capt. Pedersen is skipper 
of Lighter No. 2 of the Jay Street Rail· 
road. He went to sea aboard square·riggers 
when a boy. He took up marine paintinp; 
four years ago and his oils are exhibited 
at the Institute. 

COURAGE and SEAMANSHIP 
SAVE POLIO VICTIM AT SEA 

Sidney Moody, Jr., a Williams ColJep;e 
student, was stricken with poliomyeli ti s at 
sea while returning from a holiday in 
Europe aboard the Cunard·Whit tar liner 
Parlhia. Capt. Charles B. O, borne, master, 
ent a radio nlPssa!!e a kin/( medical as· 
i tance. A doctor with an iron lung and 

special polio drugs was rushed to the ship, 
off the Nova Scotia coast, by the U. . 
Coa t Guard rutter Coos Bay. 

Arthur H. Gill, First Onicer on the 
Parthia, commanded n seahoat crew of 
eight men who were a~signed to pick up 
the polio drug in the event the parkage, 
dropped from a Coast Guard plane, should 
miss the liner. The plane came in for two 
trial runs. On the third run, the parachute 
wa released, but the package fell into the 
rhoppy sea. The seaboat crew rowed towaro 
the parkage, marked hy a green dye on 
the ocean's urface some 50 feet away. The 
objective was reached, despite heavy waves 
and a high wind, but the attached para· 
chute became snagged on the seaboat's keel 
and threatened to swing the craft broad· 
side into the waves. A seaman, at risk 
to hi own afety, retrieved the tangled 
chute and package. The cr w headed bark 
to the Parlilia, aided by barrel of oil 
poured on the water to calm the wells. 
Pa engers watching from the boat deck 
cheered the men who brought the vital 
package to the polio victim. 

GILBERT & SULLIVAN 
AT THE INSTITUTE 

Over the years various gr01lp have pre· 
ented Gilbert & Sullivan in the Institute' 

Auditorium, and in the Janet Roper Club, 
to the delight of the seamen audience. 
The Blue Hill Troupe presented "Utopia, 
Ltd." at the Heckscher Theatre for the 
benefi t of the Institute. Other group pre· 
sented "H.M.S. Pinafore." 

A newly organized group, the Jasqut> 
and Lyre Light Opera Company, directed 
hy Dorothy Raedler, ha presented here 
at 25 South Street the followinp; pro· 
ductions: "The Mikado," "The Gondo· 
lier ," "Iolanthe," '"The Pirates of Penz· 
an e," and "Pinafore." This Company, 
whirh pre ents a repertory of the opera, 
at the San J us House, .341 Ea t 74th 
. treet, ha won the plaudit of Broadway 
drama critic for its fidelity to the Gil· 
bert & ulli\'an script and for the fine e 
in which its singer act and sing in true 
Savoyard tradition. We appreciate the 
generosity of this talented company in do· 
nating their ervice for the enjoyment of 
Our seamen. 

~mages and/or text cannot De 
displayed due to copyright 
estrictions 

Courtesy Sun Oil Co. 
Statue by Alfred Panepinto 

MEMORIAL TO TANKSHIP 
SEAMEN LOST IN WAR 

A la~ge bronze statue of a merchant ea· 
man was 1Inveiled recently at the un Oil 
Co. Refinery in Marcus Hook, Pa., at a 
,'ercmony honoring the company's 14l men 
lost during World War II aboard their 
tanker.. . :'Ilaritime Commissioner 
]o, eph K. arson, Jr. and J. Howard Pew 
I former pre ident of un Oil) and Rear 
Admiral Ro coe E. Schuinnann, Command· 
ant, Fourth Naval Di trict, were among 
the peaker. 

., eamen on un tankships sailed to all 
th a tres of war, more than two million 
mile and delivered forty·one million 
barrel of aviation gasoline and other 
petroleum product" aid :'I If. Pew, and 
Commi <ioner Carson declared: "We of the 
Commission know full well that had it not 
been for the fortitude, bravery and patriot· 
i. m of tho e seamen, living and dead, who 
manned the tanker ve sels, World War II 
probably would have been lost." 
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YACHTING IN NORTH AMERICA 
Edited by Eugene V. Connett 

Introduction by DeCoursey Fales 
Published by Van Nostrand - $15.00 

If yo u are planning a cruise for next 
year, and equally if your cruising is all 
done in an armcha ir, thi s is the book for 
you. Every bit of navi gable water within 
our country is described. I do not refe. 
alone to the excellent sa iling directions, 
the complete description of overnight an· 
chorages, harbors of refuge, Yacht clubs, 
Yachting events, Racin g dates and places 
to ge t your ship or your crew repaired. 
These are th ere to be sure, and in a fonn 
that supplements and goes further than 
the Coa t Pilots. In addition, however, there 
are historical and other not too stri ctly 
nauti ral bits of information that you will 
enjoy a nd use to your profit. It might have 
made for easier reading if all parts had 
heen treated according to a single rna ter 
plan, but instead each author has been 
allowed the greatest latitude in describing 
his own sec tion of these thousands of miles 
of waterways and coasts. 

This encyclopedia belongs on you r book· 
shelf at home when you are on th Beach 
r: rui sing in memory and dreams, and aboard 
when you set out to explore for your elf 
~om e of the fascinating pos ibiliti es which 
you had never before known to exist. With 
it you are well equipped for happy crui sing. 

Reviewed by Edward K. Warren 

WE AT SEA 
By Capt. Nicholas Manolis 

Anatolia Press, N. Y. - Price $3.00 

WE AT SEA is an informative book about 
the American Me rchant Marine in general 
and about the adventures and hazards of 
shippin g during World War II in particular. 
As a boy in Greece young icholas had the 
ambition to become capta in of a ship, an 
ambition fully realized in his captaincy of 
the freightship CaTibsea, but which was tor· 
pedoed by a German submarine off Cape 
Lookotlt in !\fareh 1942. J\Iost of the crew 
were lost and Capt. Manolis him elf was 
wounded and taken from a raft into Hamp· 
ton Roads. Later he fill ed several a dminis· 
trative positions with shipping organizations 
in Trinidad, to all of which he brought to 
bear an intelli gent and understanding mind. 

WILLIAM L. MILLER 
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Portrait of a Shipmate 

by Captain Vidor Seidelhuber 

DESPERATE VOYAGE 

By John Caldwell 

Boston, Little Brown & Co., $3.50 

PREPOSTEROUS would seem to fit more 
aptly than DESPERATE as part of the titl p 
of this s tory of a one·man cruise a ro S th e 
Pacific in his rather antiquated 29·foot sloop. 
with two kittens, a rat and a ea bird a 
crew. 

That a young man who had never ail ed a 
boat before should spend a few days learn· 
ing from a book how to sail and then sta rt 
across the Pacific to Australia to join his 
young wife, that he could blunder in his 
untrained, unreflective way from one near 
di saster to another, dismasting his little 
ship, losing his food stores, breaking his 
compass, catching a shark that nearly 
wrecked him- you wouldn' t believe that one 
man could ask for so much trouble and get 
it. John Caldwell does not spare himself in 
relating these pieces of fool·hardiness that 
reduced him finally to eating his fish bait, 
vaseline, facial cream, even crankcase oil to 
stave off the pangs of hunger until, half dead 
he wrecked his Pagan on a reef on Fiji just 
before she was ready to sink. 

This story is well told and keeps the 
reader almost holding onto his chair as the 
di sasters pile up. Probably the worst one· 
man cruise in history. 

WILLIAM L. MILLER 

~ OJfJJZiJuJ-

FOR A SAILOR 
We alway_ hunp; a 4i lvcr ~tar 

·\ t the top of thc Chri~tmus tree. 
lIe lI~ed to place it there, himself, 

BefOrt, he went 10 s('a. 
When ChTL tmns "kies are fillpd wi th stars 

Above the ocean' rim, 
Let one, hi gh up, shi ne very brip;ht, 

Espcrially for him. 
By LICE IIARTICH 
, . 1'. Times 

CHRISTMAS AT SEA 
1 . aw n fish ing boat steer by, 
Blunt.prowed beneath the winter sky, 
\ s Ch ristmas du,k was fall in g'. 

T he hull wa. l'TuQtpd dark with spray, 
T he waters all about spread gray, 
-'l nd ea gu ll ~ followl:'d calling. 
Dut to the ma.thf'ad gallantly, 
Wa la hed a li ttl e Chri tmas tree, 
:\ green·armed pledge of pine. 

' 0 bright festoon or gifts it bore, 
.\nd yet those empt}· boup;hs held more 
T han tin. el for a ign. 
So fair u . igbt it was to see--
1 ha t mall , eafarin~ ChTistma.' tree 
H igh a mid shroud and pur, 
And all night long I tho up;h t of it 

alt·drt'neht'd, wind·buffeted, and lit 
Dy Bethlehem's bright ~ta r. 

By RACHEL FIELD 
"Christmas Time" 
The Marmillan Company 

A SEAMAN'S THOUGHTS _ 
AT CHRISTMAS 

''And cw'" mal! dreams thl' .,ell·5amf.' dream 
OJ [!ierlming h!'rIr/hs and lights af!lnw 
'lnd stnrkinf!.~ hanging in (I row; 
Thl! Idstjulnl",'" 01 .,hininf! things: 
[fol/,' (Inti mi.,tlt-toe. 
Mm' IdlO'/'e jaced death 1/·;thIJut jears 
rhe"'r(' not ashaml'll (lJ misted ('yes 
..t t tholl[!hts (1/ home aaos.\ /hl' years." 

SONG FOR ALL SEAS, ALL SHIPS 
To·day a rude brief recita ti ve, 
Of ship ailing the sea., each with its 

~pecial flag or hip·signal, 
Of unnamed herol'R in the sh ips-of "ave 

sprt>ading and ~Jlrf'ading far as the eye 
,'un reach, 

O f da~hinp; ~f1ray, and the winds piping 
and hl o w in~. 

\ lId ou t or the,e a dlnt lt fo r the ~uilors of 
a ll nut i on~, 

F it flll, like a HIf,.,:e. 
Of sea·capta ins ) ollng or old, and the 

Ill utf<'. and of all intrep id sa il ors, 
Of the f, ' '' , wry "hoir'e, tac iturn, whom 

fUi<' ['an II r\l'r surprisf' nor death di~may, 
Pick'll "Jlul'in~ly without noi c 1Iy thee old 

o,·.,an. ,·hos 'n hy till" ', 
Thnu "'a that pit:kc-t and ('ull('.>t the rure 

in t ime, and unite .. t nations, 
SllI'kled by thl'f', old hu.ky nUl"'e, 
emhodyin~ thf'(', 

Indomita ld ,·, IIntullwd a~ tll (· ". 
(Ewr the ht'mf's on "ater or on land, by 

on('s or two,", uppC'srinp;, 
E\'t'r tiH' ~ tock pr(>~CI'\" d and 11<'\('1' 10 t, 

thoup;h rare, enoup;h for "('ed pr('spry·d.) 
F laun t out 0 ~ea your s'>J1urate flap;s of 

nat io ns! 
Flu unt f1ut visible a. I'veI' Ihe vuriou · . h ip· 

sip-nal. ! 
But do you re erve espef'ially for your,elf 

and for the .oul of man one flag above 
all the re t, 

.\ ~pirilUal woven 'i~nal for' all na tion, 
em blem of man elatc above death, 

Token of all brave caJl t ain~ and all in trepid 
.ailor and mates, 

\ nd all that wen t dOIVIl doi ng their duty, 
Rf'minigrf'nt of them, twinpd from all 

intrepid raptains young or old. 
\ prnnunt universa l. ~ lI ht l y "a\ in!; ull time, 

o'er a ll hrave a ilor_, 
.\ II ,cu , a ll ,..h ip~. 

By WALT WHI1\1A'I( 
"Leaves 01 Grass" D. Appleton & Co. 
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O1qrtl1tmal1 at 25 

On the Roo f 
the 

Traditional 
Tree 

CHRISTMAS GIFT 
SUGGESTIONS 

Oil paintin(:(", water colors and black 
and wh ite dra\\ in/2~ hy mere·hant beamen 
will be on display from November 15th 
u ntil Chri,tma in the J anet Roper Cluh, 
on the four th /loor of the Institu te open 
3 P.' !. to 11 P. ' 1. 

hip models and ships-in-bo ttl t:b \\ill 
bl' exhihited on the fourth /loor O1I'7.z

anine. lI~rp is a (' han('e to buy-at rPIll on· 
able pri('cS - Christmas /2 ifts for rour 
friends. Ilours 9 to 5, wl'ekdays. 

• • • 
Give THE LOOKOUT to your friend. 

for Christmll'" Onl' do llar ann ua l wu
'rript ioll . .I u-t "'11<1 II,.. tlwir 11amp and 
arldrp, .. anrl ,,,'-11 mai l a ll atlra' the 
f.hr i,lma., ('anI to th"m announl'in/2 ' Ollr 
~~ -

In Each Bedroom 
the 

Traditional 
Gift 

----... -~ 

~'e 
Drawing by Phil \ 

"Surprise . . • Surprise" 
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