


.§anrtuary 
When Thou 0 Lord dost cradle 
Him on seas to sleep 
Oh guide him safely 
Silencing Thy surging seas 
Oh lift a breeze to his hot brow 
To ease the steel of war 
Which sinks him into night. 
Oh clasp his hands within Thy grasp 
Of sudden calms 
And sleepless eyes when 
Day is done 
Oh lift a breeze to these -
Thy seamen of a II seas 
Bring him silences to after glow the day 
And may Thy reach of shining stars be his 
I pray. 

- Irene Johnson 
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By Frank Keyser, Chief Mate 

"r:!OOD morning, Mr. Mate." 
U Antonio, the bo'sun, stood in 

the doorway. His round, black face 
was placid 
with refresh
ing sleep. It 
was Monday 
morning and 
he had on a 
clean suit of 
dungarees. Un
derneath the 
dungaree jack
et he wore a 
heavy, knitted 
wool sweater 
of faded blue. 
His thick-soled 
work s hoe s 
were brightly 
spotted with 
redlead. 

"Good morn
ing, bo'sun." 
The mate 
braced himsel f 
at his desk as 
the vessel 
lurched in the 
heavy sea. He 
regarded An
tonio gravely_ 

"I don' l 
think we do 
any painting 

Lhis morning, Mr. Mate." Antonio' 
voice was soft-husky, relaxed music 
coming deep from within his chest. 
His forehead was smooth and un· 
wrinkled as he stared gravely back 
at the mate. 

"Why don't you think we can do 
any painting this morning, bo'sun?" 
The mate repeated Antonio's words, 
seated at his desk, relaxed, grave, feel
ing the soft rhythm of faded dunga-

rees and unclouded black brow. 
"Spray all over ship, Mr. Mate." 

Antonio's lips scarcely moved. His 
voice was a casual, husky wbisper, as 
if feeling somewhere deeply within 
himself the useless necessity of words. 
He stared at tbe mate's desk. 

"Let's have a look, bo'sun." 
Together they went out on the boat

deck. The fresh northeast gale caught 
them and forced them to hang onto 
the bridge deck ladder. The mate 
squinted his eyes against the glaring 
brightness of the sun and looked down 
over the foredeck. As the bow dipped 
into the sea, a heavy curtain of spray 
rose high into the air, and caught by 
the wind, drifted in glistening white 
plumes across the fo'c'sle head. 

" Can't paint over salt, bo'sun_" The 
mate rubbed his fingers over the crys
tals that gleamed like powdered snow 
on the boatdeck railing. 

"I told you, Mr. Mate_ Spray all 
over ship." 

The mate looked forward. He 
watched the seagulls banging close 
down to the weather bow. There were 
six of them, and they drifted into the 
gale with scarcely a flutter of their 
wings, now rising, now falling, ad
j usting the delicate mechanism of 
their bodies to the ever-changing air 
currents. The sky was bl ue, with scat
tered tufts of white clouds. Down in 
the water were bright patches of green 
and blue, like the shallow water over 
reefs. The seas piled up and then 
broke in glittering, white crests, leav
ing streaks of bubbling foam trailing 
in their wake. The mate felt his face 
beginning to burn, and when he licked 
his lips, the taste of salt was strong in 
his mouth. 

" I'd like to get her painted up be
fore we get horne, bo'sun." 



"Can't paint over salt, Mr. Mate." 
They were silent for a moment watch
ing the seagulls. "I don't think this 
ship make any more trips, Mr. Mate." 

"You don't think so, bo'sun?" 
"I think they going to lay her up 

this trip." 
"You think that, do you, bo'sun?" 
"I think that for sure, Mr. Mate." 
They tood side by side, squinting 

off to windward, feeling the warm 
contemplation of silence. 

"Bo'sun if they lay her up, I want 
you to come up to my room before 
you 0'0 off the ship." 

"Y ou want to see me, Ml'. Mate? ' 
l OW there was cautious restraint in 

Antonio's voice. A tiny wrinkle ap
peared between his eyes. 

"I want you to come up and say 
good by." 

The mate watched as the wrinkle 
disappeared, and Antonio's brow 
again became smooth and relaxed. 
Half smiling they glanced into one 
another's eyes, and then glanced 
quickly away. Their thoughts were 
joined together. In the nine-month 
trip, now almost over, was the memory 
of themselves, and the ship, and the 
sky, and the sea, and the warm, com
fortable feel of fie h and heart that 
reached out and touched one another. 

Side by side they had stood on the icy 
wind-swept fo'c'sle head. Togethe; 
they had climbed down into a hold to 
shore up a tier of shifting gasoline 
drums. The hold had been dark. and 
in the midst of the splintered timbers 
they had labored, and become angry, 
and shouted bitter things at each other 
-as friends do. The iob over, they 
had their coffee together. They rested 
their coffee cups on the bulwarks to
gether, side by side, relaxing, eacll 
smoking his cigarette. 

"I come up to see you," Antoni c. 
promised. 

"Maybe we'll get together on some 
other ship," the mate said. "Maybe 
we'll be shipmates again sometime." 

"I think so, Mr. Mate." 
It was a sailor's parting. The mate 

understood. The sea is vast, and life 
is short, and time is long, and ship 
and sailors go by many paths. There 
would be other ships ... other ship
mates ... other partings ... The sea 
had brought them together, and in
evitably the sea would take them 
apart. He stood close by Antonio's 
side, looking out over the tumbling 
sea, The six seagulls flew into the 
wind ... now rising . .. now fallin g 
... They looked down and called to 
the waves in lonely cries. Good by, 
Mr. Mate, Good by, bo'sun. 

Slowly GOOD-BYE, FARE YOU WELL I 
~ Solo tt ag I bO l QiJ~t§ td 

Cho. 

4E 
o fare you well, we're home-ward bound; Good-

~, '" 
... .. 

t=~~ ~ 
... 

• t: t4 :I' ~ J I • -~ . Ii . 
bye, fare you well, Good-bye, fare you well i 

-
Solo 

F~ ; @ij -fiI ( 323 • U C 
We're home-ward bound for New York town, 

my boys, we're home-ward bound I 
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Grandfather's Seachest 
By Capt. Peder G. Pedersen 

LIKE a submarine, her deck awash. 
the brigantine "UTO" wallowed 

in the mountainous sea, her proud 
~wanlike appearance gone, robbed of 
11er white sails and lofty rigging by 
the storm, she was now like a water
logged seabird struggling to keep 
afloat. 

My efforts to bring grandfather's 
seachest from the rapidly crumbling 
forecastle to the captain's quarters 
ended in disaster. A giant wave came 
crashing down on deck, sweeping me 
and the chest over the lee railing and 
out in the churning sea. Clinging des
perately to the chest, staring certain 
death in the face, my first thoughts 
went to my horne and to my mother, 
then my life story flashed through my 
mind in a matter of seconds. 

I remembered the nigh~ before I 
went to sea. My mother was packing 
the chest and with every item she put 
down, several tears followed. Father 
was standing by the window, looking 
out on the harbor where the ship was 
riding at anchor, the foam from the 
stormswept waves breaking against 
the rocks in front of our house, spray
ing the window with a salty mist. 

Putting his hand on my shoulder, 
his voice came strange and low, so 
different from the ringing command
ing voice he used on the bridge when 
his ship came into the harbor, a habit 
he found difficult to adjust the short 
time he used to be home. 

"Son," he said, "we islanders have 
Lhe salt spray of the ocean in our 
blood. You, too, feel the call of the 
. ea like our ancestors, a tradition that 
is dear to all of us. I gave you my sea
chest, as my father gave it to me on 
my first voyage. Keep it in esteem as 
a part of your home. It followed me 
for many years to many foreign coun
tries. " 

"On a ship, a sea chest is a seaman's 
private castle." 

I remembered the day we left Tyne
mouth, homeward bound. With a 

ESSAY CONTEST WINNERS 
The judges in our recent Essay 

Contest were John Mason Brown, 
John Hutchens and Harry Han
sen. First prize of 25.00 went to 
Capt. Peder Pedersen, second 
prize of 15.00 to Chief Mate 
Frank Keyser and third prize of 
$10.00 to Thomas F. Whiteside. 
The winning essays are pub
lished in this issue. 

proud feeling of atisfaction. I put 
my last purchase, a bottle of FLOR
IDA WATER, neatly wrapped in 
bright green paper with my other 
treasures in my seachest. There was 
a Scotch plaid dress, a box covered 
with colored shell and mirrors, a 
white silk scarf with pictures from 
Japan, red silk slippers with white 
fur trimmings; for my kid brother a 
racy fourmaster carved from a block 
of cederwood, with sail and rigging 
ready to be fitled. 

Before I closed the lid, I took a long 
look at the painting on the inside, a 
full-rigged ship on a whitecapped 
blue sea. My grandfather made the 
painting and carved his initials in the 
upper left corner, P.C.P. My fat~er's 
initials were carved in the upper nght, 
T.S.P., my own, P.G.P., I put in the 
lower left. 

I remembered how, in the raging 

f&~d 
-" ~=----::- -- -: -" - - ;. 

~~~-:-~;:~~~~ __ ':L~ 
Drawing by Capt . C . P ed lJrs(>n 
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llorthwester, we lost our rigging. We 
were able to put up some emergency 
sails, but deep in water as she was 
with a full load of coal, we did not 
make much headway. One day a 
steamer came up alongside and in 
their lifeboat took five men off. The 
captain, mate and I decided to try to 
take her into some port. Luckily for us 
she did not leak much, but the break· 
ers rolled over her almost constantly. 

I was struggling to get the chest 
out of the door of the foreca tie, when 
the captain came running and de· 
manded to know what I was doing. 
He wa furious when I told him. o· 
body could move a chest over the 
deck in weather like this. 

As I told him it was grandfather's, 
he was surprised that "THE CHEST" 
was on his ship, and with an under· 
standing smile he was eager to help. 
A line was tied to it and run aft; from 

there we tried to pull it across but it 
stuck and I ran back to dislodge it_ 
and the big wave came, to carry me 
down to Davy Jones locker. 

Then the miracle happened. Hear. 
ing the capta1l1's shout "Man Over_ 
board," the mate left the wheel and 
came to help. Left without a helm _ 
man, the ship luffed to the wind and 
hove the railing under water and the 
backwash from the big wave floated 
me back on the ship's deck. 

I was still hanging on to the chest. 
but only because my arm was wedged 
tight in the braided leather strap at 
the end of the chest. My arm was 
broken but I was alive. ot a splinter 
was left on deck of the forecastle
gone. The next day a trawler took the 
ship in to England. 

My telegram to my father: 
"Saved by Grandfather's Seache L. 

Pete" 

The Emancipation of Junior 
By Thomas F. Whiteside, Engineer 

HE was an ordinary seaman aboard 
the 5.5. Harm Salomon when I 

signed articles a few hours before 
sailing for aples on September 16, 
1943. The crew quickly tagged him 
"J unior" - It name that made his 
cheeks burn a bright red a expletives 
spat from his machine gun-quick 
mouth. 

Slight of build and beardless, J u
nior was soon the despair of Captain 
Rice, who grew hoarse in his shouted 
concern over Junior's propensity for 
the perpendicular. Junior climbed the 
masts against orders, then - when 
commanded to come down-lowered 
himself by sliding down the tays to 
the ship' rail , shouting in glee with 
every roll of the ship. 

But on one such occasion, Fate 
turned Junior's glee into humiliation. 
His wallet fell to the deck, and the 
bos'n picked it up and examined it. 
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"The little b-- is only fifteen 
years old!" he chuckled. 

Junior slid down, burning his 
hands, and leaped at the bos'n, fists 
flying and curses cuLLing the shocked 
stillness. He recovered his wallet, but 
not untill his papers revealed that he 
had made one :.rip on a Pan American 
vessel as messman, then applied for 
American :leaman's papers on the 
strength of his "experience" - plus 
his oath th~t he was eighteen. 

Captain Rice questioned him severe· 
ly, learning that his father was in the 

avy, and that his mother did not 
know where he was. The Captain then 
wrote her a letter which he later 
mailed in Gibraltar. Thereafter Ju· 
nior's hatred for the bos'n was a 
source of great mirth to the entire 
crew. He refu3ed to take any orders 
from him, and when the Master 
backed Junior, saying he was to per· 

f rm nO tasks linless directly ordered 
f~om the bridge, it was the bos'n' 
turn to burn. 

The night we reached aples, wave 
after wave of Jerries came over, and 
the shore gun crews gave them all they 
had. Then Jerry let us have two flares, 
one red, one white, making us a per
fect target for a bomb. The deck was 
lit up like a sidewalk in front of a gin 
rni II, and a large piece of shrapnel fell 
from the sky. 

The Captain's hoarse cur e caused 
us to look out. Junior scuttled across 
the deck, bare·headed, picked up the 
piece of "hrapnel, then dropped it 
with a scream, blowing on his fingers. 

"G-d--! When it cools off, it's 
mine!" 

He raced Lo the shelter deck. The 
breathless master shouted, "You, Ju
nior!" "When there's cu sing to be 
done on my ",hip, I'll do it." 

The bos'n retrieved the huge piece 
of metal, but was ordered by the mas
ter to turn it over to Junior. His big 
fists doubled, but he dropped the 
meta l at J uniar' feet and stamped 
away. 

The next morning Junior was miss
ing. The ship's holds were searched, 
and the crew muttered darkly: "If the 
bos'n did anything to that kid, he's 
gonna hit deep "ix with a marlin spike 
in his head:' 

Three days passed. 0 Junior. Feel
ing was mounting, and the bos'n's 
jaw bulged in resentment against the 
un poken accusation that glared at 
him from every man's eyes aboard. 

Then a Red Cross truck drew up to 
the gangplank. Out piled Junior, mud
dy, red-eyed, and groggy from fatigue. 
The master pushed his way through 
the crew gathering around him. 

"What happened?" he demanded. 
The Red Cro s official explained. 

Junior had hidden aboard a duck and 
had made his way to the front lines. 
He had been caught in a three day 
barrage at the front. The soldiers had 
adopted him, and when he had been 
apprehended by MP's, had loaded him 
with souvenirs. 

The Lesson 
Drawi"o by Lloyd Ber/m"d 

Junior's lips were thin as a razor 
blade. He met the crew's jibes with 
a meaknes peculiar to him. He no 
longer walk d with a roll. 

The day we sailed for ew York 
the bos'n came out on deck, pulling 
Junior behind him. 

"Listen men." He was as hoarse as 
a whiskey barrel. " The Captain just 
told me what happened. Junior saw 
men die up there, and he's even got 
blood on his clothes. When he gets 
back he's going to use his seaman's 
pape'rs to enlist in the Army. He didn't 
bring back the souvenirs because he 
wanted them. Get this carefully, you 
guys: Junior is the assistant bos'n on 
the trip to ew York. 

Junior grinned. " ope, I'm going 
to be just an ordinary seaman on the 
way home. But I promise everybody 
I'll be a good-one." 

Everybody understood his pausing 
after "good." He'd wallowed his 
usual expletives. He knew he didn't 
have to curse 1.0 impress us any more. 
Junior was ilOW a man. 

A B-I-G PROBLEM! 
Gretchen Green who work in the So· 

('ial ervice Department of the U. S. 
farine Hospital at Ellis Island came to 

THE LOOKOUT editor with a problem. 
Seems that a eaman weighing 500 
pounds (yes!) needed a bathrobe .. T~e 
large man had lost fiftf pounds while ~n 
the ho pital but ('overing him wa still 
a BIG problem. We enli ted th e help of 
one of the Central Council volunteers-

frs. B. Reiners-who prom l. tly sat down 
to her sew ing machine and mane a bath
robe which look all of ten yard. 
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[iqJd, tB~ 
By John Hodakovsky, A. 8. Seaman* 

THE sailor was dead. There could 
be no doubt about that. The cap· 

tain had felt the pulse that beat no 
longer, whiskey was forced down the 
throat that would never swallow again 
and cold water was dashed in his face, 
but it was no use. 

The captain rose from the kneeling 
position in which he had administered 
to the supine figure on the steel deck, 
his face a grave, solemn mask as he 
nodded and said in measured words: 
"He is dead." 

The dead man's anxious shipmates 
glanced from captain to the corpse. 
It didn't seem possible. There was no 
sign of a wound-only a thin rivulet 
of blood streaked from the corner of 
the mouth which was partly opened 
a if in amazement, but the glazed un· 
. eeing eyes Lhat had rolled upward so 
that the pupils had almost vanished, 
gave undeniable proof that life had 
Red. He would never spin another 
yarn, nor joke or laugh, nor sing 
another song from his native orway. 

Only a short while before he had 
climbed the foremast most agilely and 
made fast the booms in their cradles 
on the crosstrees. One of them had 

From ,he Paint;n, by Carol Pertak, 1st Au 't. En gineer 
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" ... and we commit his body 
to the deep ... " 

lurched due to slack in its topping 
lift, while he was securing it and 
yanked him off. He fell to the steel 
deck seventy-five feet below and prob. 
ably never knew what hit him. 

His death was felt keenly by his 
shipmates. He was one of them. He 
took his trick at the wheel , stood his 
lookout in the bow and did his work 
on deck. It eemed impossible that he 
was gone. Any minute he might get 
up and laugh at what a joke he had 
played on them. But he didn't. 

The captain turned to go but he aid 
to the bosun, "Get some canvas and 
sew him up." The bosun nodded and 
took charge. He sent an ordinary sea
man to the forepeak to get the palm 
needle, sail twine and canvas while 
the other sailors took a hand to put 
the dead man on the hatch. Under the 
bosun's instructions two sailors se
lected a hatch board and rubbed bees
wax into it vigorously. 

It took the bosun and Chi ps about 
two hours to sew the man in his suit 
of canvas. They left the bottom part 
for the last ;nserting iron shackles at 
the feet before closing that last gap. 
Then they laid the dead man on the 
waxed hatch board and carried him 
to lumber Four hatch. 

The captain came down from the 
bridge and the sailors gathered 
around for the burial. The hatch 
board with its lifeless cargo was lifted 
to the rail and one end of it rested 
there. Then the captain opened his 
Bible and begm to read the service 
in a monotonous tone. When he said , 
"And the body shall be cast into the 
sea," the hatch board was upended 
until the shrouded body slid off into 
the sea with a loud "plop." 

The ship steamed onward leaving 
the corpse to sink into the deep and 
the helmsman sounded eight bells 
even though it was only 0900. The 
watch for the dead sailor was ended 
and he was gone to Fiddler's Green 
where it is always eight bells and 
time to knock off. 
• Til e QlIl ll()Y of this aUia of tuberculosis. 

These Letters Show Heartfelt Appre

ciation of Seamen Who Received a 

Christmas Box Last Year 
g.\-!!! 

,'. :. .. ;~ 

From a Seaman on a Cargo Ship and Mailed From Hawaiian Islands 
"I was one of the lucky seamen who received a Christmas package this past 

Christmas. The one I received contained a card from you with your name so 
that is why I am writing. I was at sea Christmas day. It was just like any other 
day except for the dinner. The ship moved to ew York from Boston and that 
i~ when the packages came aboard. I, for one, was greatly surprised for I didn't 
e~pect anything for Christmas from anyone. Everything it contained was very 
nice and I want to thank you very much for it. I really appreciate it." 

From a Seaman atthe Institute Who Said To A Volunteer 
"This is the first Christmas present I have had since my mother died 15 years 

ago. I didn't know anybody again would remember me. I feel like a new man." 

From a Seaman to a Member of the S.C.1. Board of Managers 
"I received your very beautiful box. In all my years of going to sea I've 

never seen anything llke it. It's just out of this world. Some people are under 
the impression that a seaman receives a box and does not acknowledge its 
receipt, and that he does not appreciate same-well, they do. They are a lot 
like children that went to a party. Goodbye, good luck, and may your pleasant 
fields be green always." 

From an Old Salt, a "Cape Horn" Sailor 
"What a great comfort the sweater is! All my life I have had bronchitis so 

must keep warm ... This has been the best of my 70 Christmases and you 
have put the finishing touch on it." 

From One of the "Givers" 
"Imagine my surprise to receive a Christmas card from a Mr. ... . .. posted 

in Honolulu, thanking me for his Christmas box, he had received aboard ship 
Christmas day. I was delighted of course. This week I received a most beautiful 
"hanky" mailed as a gift wrapped from Bonwit Teller's, N. Y. ... I did not 
mean to put my name in the box just to be thanked. I just wanted to be a 
'l\ecret good fairy.' My little humble box must have spread abundant cheer 
for anyone to do anything so lovely and appreciated. Miss I.C." 

Many "Thank-You" letters were received from crews (signed by all on board 
from the captain to cabin boy). Some took up collections in appreciation and 
sent them to us for our work. 

From the SS American Veteran at sea (with signatures attached) 
"We would like to take thi opportunity to convey our sincerest wishes to YOll 

and your staff for a Happy and Prosperou. 1950. and hope that you will be 
able to continue your thoughtful and appreciated work throughout the corning 
years." 

WILL YOU PLEASE GIVE A BOX IN THE SPIRIT OF CHRISTMAS? 

Write to CENTRAL COUNCIL, 25 South Street, New York 4, N. Y. 
for cartons and instructions for filling. 
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FOG 
Fog is a sinister substance. It is soft, 

yet unyielding. impalpable, yet impene· 
trable. It covers the land and the sea 
like a creeping thing, "on little cat feet," 
as the poet· said, and then it moves on. 

But while it stays, it thwart the will 
of man, imperiling his safety, and fm . 
trating his movements. Fog makes a 
mockery of the mightiest machines. It 
keeps the greatest ship at the wharf; 
grounds the swiftest airplanes, and reo 
duces to a minimum the trallic upon the 
highway. 

You cannot hear the fog as you can 
hear the heat of rain or sleet. You 'an 
only see it as something vague and elu
sive, oppressive and terrifying. 

Fog isolates a man from his natural 
surroundings. It make familiar things 
strange and grotesque. It turns a man's 
thoughts inward upon himself, bewilder
ing his mind and befo/!,ging his intellect. 

But powerful as fog is, it is also ephe
meral. A change in temperature, the 
blowing of the wind, or the falling of 
the rain, and the fog is dispersed, freeing 
man from vaporous bondage ant.! frus
tration. (From ,ho Meriden Record) 
·Carl Sandburg 

J.ofJ- in. WalL-:JimJz.. 
By Martin Fuller, Radio Operator 

OFF the Grand Banks we ran into 
thick fog, and for seventy-two 

hours we were blind. Fog is a grave 
hazard when a vessel is running alone. 
But when fog envelopes a large con
voy it becomes a poisonous, evil thing, 
a curse that corrodes men's nerves and 
tries their souls. A hundred ships 
groping their way through an opaque 
screen: a hundred whistles hooting 
forlornly through the day and night. 
Eyes, hundreds of eyes, ' tired yet 
watchful, peering into that swirling 
vapor, on guard against collision, sub
marines and drifting mines. Then the 
gray day fades and darkness settles 
down. Night! Fog and darkness. You 
wonder how close you are to that un
seen ship ahead. Are you still in line 
or drifting into the next col umn ? 
Then a hail from the lookout in the 
bow: 

"Shi p dead ahead, sir!" 
The sound of gruff voices from the 
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From the Pai"tillg by Pa1l1 Sample 

bridge, the sudden sharp bark of com
mands, a series of staccato urgent 
blasts of the whistle, as a dark blob, 
the blurred outline of another ship, 
looms out of the fog. Then the cold, 
hard voice of the skipper, "Hard 
right!" followed by the jangling of 
the engine·room telegraph and the 
groan of engines thrown into reverse; 
the lashing churn of the propeller as 
it labors desperately to pull you back 
from the brink of disaster! 

Picture to yourself a hundred ships, 
rolling and plunging and being 
tossed about, as they grope their way 
through that blinding shroud. A hun· 
dred ships loaded with every con
ceivable kind of high explosive-gas-
oline ... dynamite ... black powder 
. . . ammunition ... bombs .. . and 
all the other trappings of sudden 
death. Collision spells disaster. So one 
can imagine what goes on in the minds 
of men who ride these miniature vol
canoes, whether they are standing a 
lookout on the bridge or a throttle 
watch below, copying BAMS in the 
radio room, or watching a gauge glass 
on the boilers-or perhaps just lying 
awake in the dark and wondering. 

Propeller Club Announces Winners 
In Nation-wide Essay Contest 

Twenty-two high school students 

h ouO"hout the country were awarded 
trt> . I' dUS 'I)S on AmerIcan s nps an . . 
Ifl d . . h fif 8vings bon s as wmners 111 t e -
tenth annual Essay Contest spon
s~red by The Propeller Club of the 
United States. 

Following are excerpts from the Essays: 
The subject of the essay was "THE 
AMERICA ;I'IERCHANT MARINE FOR 
WORLD TRADE AND WORLD PEACE." 

The .'\[erchant Marine has two major func
tions which especially suit it to a stellar role 
in the American program for peace. First 
of the e is, of course, to further and increase 
forei gn trade. It is hoped that increased 
trade between the We tern Democracies will 
boost their economies suffic iently to check 
communism, which i the greatest threat to 
peace today. The second of the major func
tions of the Merchant Marine, is to assist in 
national defense. The effectiveness of a 
strong 1erchant Marine in winning a war 
was demonstrated during the second world 
war when our Merchant Marine, which was 
then the largest ever to sail under one Aag, 
was delivering millions of troops and their 
equipment to every corner of the earth. The 
necessity of maintaining a large Merchant 
Marine in order to be prepared for another 
war presents a major problem to the U. S. 
~overnment. 

Robert Link-Age 17. 
R ed ford High School, Detroit, Mich. 

* • * 
While the war torn countries of Europe 

and A in are still fighting for an equilibrium 
of ideas, the American :Merchant Marine 
must and does carryon the trade that is 
vital to the existence of a world that is grow
ing smaller with every decade-nearly every 
year. 

Though some claim the United States 
could exist by itself without the imports 
from the e other countrie , they would find 
that many of their nece sities would again 
become luxuries if this happened. Coffee, 
sugar, natural rubber, tea, bamboo, ivory, 
teak, and hundreds of other products would 
be seldom een here as thev are now if not 
for the international trade that is carried on . 

June Zylstra-Age 18. 
Lincoln High School, Tacoma, Wash. 

* * * 
The be t guarantee of regular, uninter

rupted service in the development of the 
commerce of the United States and the 
maintenance of peaceful relation with other 
nations of the world is a strong American 
Merchant Marine. 

In the past the United States has been 
very dependent upon forei!!n commerce. Be
fore the state became united, shipbuilding, 
whaling, and fi~hing were important occu-

pations of ew England colonies while 
trade with the mother country was abso
lutely neces ary. After the Revolution and 
down to the Panic of 1857 the Merchant 
Marine, which had an enhanced share of 
the lucrative China trade and enjoyed high 
ocean freight rates and a brisk demand for 
American vessels, remained in a position of 
general prosperity. But after the Panic of 
1857 and until 1900 the Merchant Marine 
underwent a decline, carrying on only the 
commerce necessary for tbe livelihood of 
the United States. At the beginning of the 
twentieth century the number and quality of 
shipyards and ships gradually began to 
build up until today after two world wars 
the United State i the leader of both. 

Today our Merchant Marine, which is the 
finest in the world, is working to enrich the 
peoples it connects, promote a true cosmo
politanism of the mind, and strengthen. the 
fabric of international peace. The American 
Merchant Marine has proved itself a source 
of our prosperity, and a guardian of our 
security. 

Mollie Gee, Texas City High School, 
Texas City, Texas 

PROPELLER CLUB TO HOLD 
CONVENTION IN BALTIMORE 
The 24th annual convention of the Pro

peller Club of the Urilted States will be 
held Sept. 27th to 29th in Baltimore, 
Maryland. The topic to be discussed by 
shipping operators, maritime labor and 
seamen's welfare agencies will be: "THE 
AMERICAN MERCHANT MARINE
MID-CENTURY A ALYSIS." For in
formation about registration write to the 
Propeller Club, 17 Battery Place, New 
York 4, N. Y. Fifteen panels will cover 
every facet of 1erchant Marine problems 
including national defense, legislation, 
labor, inland waterways, port develop
ment, international trade, public rela
tions, maritime training and education, 
shipbuilding and repairing. 
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ANCHOR OF LOST 
STEAMSHIP PORTLAND 

~n anchor ten feet long and weighing an 
estimated two tons, which may have be
longed to the ill-fated teamship Portland 
was brought into New Bedford by the fish: 
ing dragger Agda. The anchor was brought 
up in the vessel's drags about nine miles 
north-northeast of Race Point Light. 

This is the position given for the remains 
of the hull of the Portland, which were in
spected in 1945 by divers under the direction 
of Edward Rowe Snow, hipwreck authority. 

The Portland went to the bottom on Nov. 
27,1898, with 176 men, women and children 
aboard in the worst sea tragedy ever to 
strike the New England coast. 

Also aboard was about 18,000 worth of 
uncut diamonds in the ship's safe, it is be
lieved. The jewels and other valuable arti
cles never have been salvaged. 

A STORY TRAVELS 
LOOKOUT readers may recall the story, 

"URFACEBLOW HOISTS A TALL 
o E" by Steve Elonka, which appeared in 
the larch (1950) issue. The story told 
how Marmaduke Surfaceblow raised a mast 
with the help of a Bombay fakir and a 
~obra . One of our subscriber, Miss Julia 
Schmidt (an employee in the U. S. Post 
Office at 25 SOlJth Street), told us how she 
passed along the copy containing this story 
as follows: 

First, to the guard at the Hudson Ter
minal, Jersey City, who wanted "something 
to read to chase the blues away_" 

"Read this," suggested Miss Schmidt. "It's 
a very funny story." 

The man did, laughed and enjoyed him
. elf, then passed THE LOOKOUT copy on 
to a paralyzed man in Brooklyn who read 
it, also laughed uproarously, thought it one 
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of the funniest storie he had ever read. 
Then Miss Schmidt passed the copy on to 
a former police sergeant now living near 
Harrisburg, Pa. who had both leg ampu
tated. The copy of the larch LOOKOUT j , 
still travelling, causing readers to laugh 
heartilv at the tall tale of Surfaceblow' 
magic~l trick. 

3 ELEPHANTS STAGE 
SHIP STRIKE AT PIER 

Refuse to Walk Off Vessel, 
Hoisted Off in Nets 

Three huge elephants in a hipment of 
seven balked for an hour and a half yester
day when stevedores attempted to unl oad 
them from the Isthmian freighter Steel Ad
miral at Pier 4, Tomkin ville, S. I. 

The ship brought a cargo of more th an 
500 animals, mostly monkeys, from Bang
kok, Siam, in a voyage of more than a 
month. The consignment of animals and 
reptiles was to the Treffiich Bird and Anim al 
Company, Inc., 228 Fulton Street. 

When trainers and tevedores tried to 
persuade the three largest of the seven ele
phant to walk off the ship, the trumpetin ll 
pachyderms obstinately refused, until teel 
nets were lowered around them on the fan 
tail, and they were hoisted, protesting, over 
the side. 

Once on the dock, they walked calmly to 
waiting trucks. The 400 .lava and fifty rer! 
faced monkeys in the car 0 were ent to 
Pro pect Park to await final health clear
ance. The shipment also included four leop
ards, three golden-faced cats, and 50 snakes, 
including nine pythons. 

N. Y. H erll/d.Trib,,,, , , "me 27, 1950 

By ROSS MONROE 
p,!itor)s 1\' 0tO: Mr. MO~Jroe, a retired N. Y. 

(il.; po/ice officer joi"cd lite S.C.!. Slaff IIlSI 
.",Illr. 

MOST people think that police 
work is only the apprehension 

of persons with criminal history. The 
humanitarian side of police work is 
rarely considered by the average in
dividual. 

Here at the Institute we have many 
seamen away from home and even 
homeland. Unless they have shipmates 
here. they are among strangers. The 
Institute offers conveniences to aid 
them, but from time to time problems 
arise with which they need help-even 
from police. So here are a few such 
problems that have come up: 

A young man was found sleeping 
in one of the Institute's social service 
rooms on several nights in succession . 
He was sent by the social workers to 
the police office. Investigation proved 
that he was suffering from an impedi
ment of speech, thought to have been 
caused by a sudden shock or period of 
fright. He on ly su ffered this condition 
when he had been imbibing too freely. 
It was found that hi was a case of 
an experience during the war. At time 
he became depressed, since during his 
time away his mother had died. He 
had not slept in a bed for nearly a 
week and he stated that he had not 
eaten in two days. The Social Service 
arranged for him to sLay here over
night and prevailed upon him to enter 
a hospital. He is responding to treat
ments, is squared away and will soon 
be able to retum to sea. 

Another young man, a college grad
Uate, who was ferrying planes across 
the ocean during the war, returned 
frolll the war-restless-couldn't ad· 
ju t in his small town, decided to go 
to ea. He worked steadily on Army 
Tran port ships, arrived in port with 
one whom he tbought was his friend. 
Both paid off (the young man with a 
greater amount of money) in New 
'! ork City. They took a taxi to a cloth
Ing shop, were outfitted, then shipped 

their baggage home where he planned 
a between-voyage visit. He had not yet 
purchased his railroad ticket. He went 
with his friend for that last fling-a 
few drinks-both retumed Lo tation, 
fell asleep, while waiting for train to 
take him home. Awakened - alone, 
friend gone-all his money. To the 
Seamen's Institute for the first time-
interviewed, assisted by Credit Bureau 
- finally squared away and check 
cashed as he had money in home·town 
bank. Grateful for assistance given, 
he left with the remark "lL pays to 
learn there are friends to help fellow 
like me although I had Lo learn the 
hard way!" 

A young Scandinavian boy imhibed 
too freely, became involved in a dis
pute - was requested to leave the 
building until he quieted down and 
became sober enough to conduct him
self properly. He left, took on more 
cargo, became involved in an alterc.!· 
tion outside, returned, ref used to 
leave, became abusive. Arraigned in 
court, he was found guil ty, wa fined , 
paid his fine, returned to S.C.1. Wa. 
questioned as to what his trouble had 
been. Finally it came out that this 
young man while in his teens and in 
his homeland had volunteered to carry 
messages from the underground (as 
his country was occupied by Germall 
troops) to those of the Allied coun
tries who desired information. He was 
apprehended after delivering a mes
sage, brought before German officers 
where about 15 or 20 of his COllnLry
men were. He was asked to pick out 
the man who gave him the message. 
He had no answer. He was stripped, 
horsewhipped, given solitary impris
onment, but still he refused informa
tion. War ended. Freed. His body still 
scarred with noble and honorable 
wounds. When he got a few drinks un
der his belt, he became resentful of 
authority. We explained to him that 
he's now among friends. He under· 
stood and appreciated offer of help 
and advice. 
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DRAGGERMAN'S HAUL 

By El lery Thompson 
1950, The Vik ing Press, New York, $3.00 
Ellery Thomp on tells how he learned to 

paint but not how he learned to write. But 
he did learn to do both exceedingly well in 
the free spells of his very busy, very rugged 
life haul ing his dragnet for fish in summer 
sun and winter torms. H is has been an 
eventful l ife, in a small way, events and 
affairs that have freshnes~ and novelty be
cause of the breezy, often thou~htful way 
in which he relate them: his ea y yet chaste 
relations with Belle the "bad woman" of 
the water front who was not so bad, as her 
story proves; hi friendly yet deci ive scuffle 
with his father for physical uperiority; the 
drowning of his brother forris, and Earl 
Caswell's heroic plunge into the- winter sea 
to rescue him . The day-by-day work of the 
draggers as they moved along in the off
shore and coastal wa ters in sun and bliz
zard; Ston ington, Block Island, ew Lon
don, Fulton Fish Market, Newport, all come 
into his succession of picture. And all 
through it the reader feels that this dragger
man writer has mastered pretty well the 
most difficult of all arts, the art of living
even thoug!l, or becau e he never married. 
Salt water boatmen should especially like 
this book, thOl.:gh there is a wealth of lively 
reading for the landlubber too. 

Wll.l.IAM L. MILLER 

THE SAILING SHIP 
By Stanley Rogers 
H arper & Bros., $7.50 

The author, a noted British marine artist. 
undertakes to describe in words and pictures 
the sailing ship-a thing of beauty_ Many 
intere ting facts are learned concernin~ the 
origin of ships, figureheads, hulls, sea lore, 
etc. The book is illustrated with full-color 
paintings and black-and-white sketches of 
ships. The chapters on ship models and on 
rigging are especially well done. Artists and 
hip-lovers will find thi a u efu I book_ 

MDC 
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ALL THE SHIPS AT SEA 

By Wm. L. Lederer 
Wm. Sloa ne Associates, $3.00 

Commander Lederer is the U. S_ Navy's 
mo t del ightful storyteller whose favorite 
pastime is mock ing tradition. His secretary' 
comment is pertinent: "He's always in six
teen different kinds of troub le (usually with 
the 'brass', but always wiggles out in a 
blaze of glory-the kind of guy who tubs 
his toe on a rock and then find a thousand
dollar bill under it_" Some humorou " tall 
tales" are told here, starting with how he 
got into Annapolis. 

25 SHIPS REQUIRED 

TO MOVE A DIVISION 

MDC 

The American 1'I'ferchant i\'foarine Insti
tute, said that the logistics in the Korean 
war "is chiefly a matter of ships- and more 
ship _" 

The ins titute estimated that 250,000 
deadweight tons of troop-carrying ve sels 
and freighters are necessary to transport 
a full divi ion and its equipment across the 
5,000 miles to the Korean area. 

Such a movement would require a 

twenty-five ship convoy. It would take forty
four days to get from the Uni ted States to 
a forward combat area_ The undertaking 
would call for twelve days to pack a nd 
load ]8,000 ton of uppJies and 4,000 
vehicle aboard the ship, and seven dayS 
to embark the 19,000 men in a full division. 

sembling and steaming in convoy acros' 
the Pacific takes another eighteen dayS, 
while another week is con umed in di-

charging. 

WEEDS 
By A. B. Courtney 

Wepds arp ~rowin~ in the ways 
From whir-h proud ship 
Slid into a bloody sea: 
Hu~e cranes, lonp; idle, 
With no more steel to l ift 
Stand gaunt and lifeles 
Like. tuffed birds hehind museum gla~ -

SI,ips are lying in some idle stream, 
Row upon row of silent ghosts 
That once echoed the roar of battle 
And Jay silhouetted by flaming beach-heads; 
'10 more the gray and throbbing shapes 
Vhavi ng oyer till' sea before dawn 
St'e Ce lu, Salerno and ormandy. 

SEA SONGS 

By Laurence Miner 

110 for the tattooed legion, ho! 
Ho for the white caps, leather skin! 
Ho for the ~yp ies who must go 
Along the undulating row 
The porpoise patterns fade and show 
Until the lands begin . 
( nd why we do not know.) 

Ho for the port whicb flank our main! 
Ho for the ports and out again! 
Whether on deck or down below, 
110 for the legion, ho! 



A NEW SUPER LINER IS BORN 

"UNITED STATES" 

mages ana/or text cannot De aisplayea Que to copyriglit restrictions 

AMERICA'S GREATEST SHIP. View of the drydock at Newport News 
on February 8, 1950, just a llloment before the first 55·ton keel section 
was laid in place for the greatest ship ever built in America. The 
"ribs and backbone" showing in the picture are all wooden, and will 
act as a brace for the steel plates that follow. When completed, the 
gates at the far end of the dock are opened and the ship floated out. 
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