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Stir up , 0 Lord, the spirit of service throughout our country and especially 
among .. " seamen and boatmen; may the soul of the nation respond to the call 
to sacrifice, and help all of us to play a worthy part in this great day, for the 
sake of Jesus Christ our Lord. Amen. 

(From Forward Day by Day, adapted ) 
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and some of the tllu stratlOns in thi s i sue have been contributed by merchant sealllen. 
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LEGACIES TO THE INSTITUTE 
You are asked to remember this Institute in your will, that it 

may properly carryon its important work for seamen, While it is 
advisable to consult your lawyer as to the drawing of your will, we 
submit nevertheless the following as a clause that may be used: 

I give and bequeath to "Seamen's Church Institute of New 
York," incorporated under the laws of the State of New York, located 
at 25 South Street, New York City, the sum of 
.............................. ........ ................................................ ..... .. ........................... Dollars. 

Note that the words "OF NEW YORK" are a part of our title. 
It is to the generosity of numerous donors and testators that 

the Institute owes its present position, and for their benefactions 
their memory will ever be cheris hed by all friends of the seamen. 
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By Aubrey Tidey 
Radio Officer, British Merchant Navy 

EIlJTOR'S NOTE : Fol101.l'ill[J are e.1'ccrpls up. Each ship had been aJlotted a 
frolll Mr. Tide~is arlicle "Torpedo on Ihe number which represented its po i
Starboard Bo'u" which are rep"illied with 
the killd permissioll of the allth9" GIld tion . 'Ve arranged ourselves in a 
the Salllrda3' Evenill g Post. Mr. Tide)' solid formation. so many ships 
itSI'd to visit tlze Ills titllte's Apprelltices' ahreast, each a fixed distance from 
RIIOIII '«,Izen he 1.('as a yOllllg radio oper- it neighbor on either side and each 
ator ill tlze New JOor11 to Tf est [lldics nlll foJlowed or preceded at re2'ular dis-
lell years ago, aud 1'CCClllly, hc has stopped " 
here bctweell I rips. tances by other ship in the same 

I
T \\'as black midnigbt and dead line. like a column 0 E soldiers in 

extended formation. still when I sailed on my lates! 
voyage in convoy . I wa. a\\'are ot Our speed and course \\'ere de
the hulky figures of the Old ~Ian termined by the commodore ve. sel, 
and the pil ot on the bridge ... I which u uall\' has a naval officer 
have sailed eight times on voyages aboard . and >all orders on the trip 
in convoy to America, but probably across are made by him. Another 
because it was at night and so black, ve sel, the vice commodore, is de
l was more impres ed than I had putec1 to take control should anything 
been before. \ Ve were a great power happen to the commodore ... 
of hips and men. using aJl our kill There is no more moving sight to 
and cunning to bring our line of a sailor - though few would admit 
communication out into the Atlantic it - than a convoy of thirty or forty 
through the dangers above and ships proceeding as one, majesti
below. There was an air of enor- cally. In such a peace ful annada a 
mous stealth . . . dirty, rust-streaked, salt-encrusted 

I had no idea where the ship was tramp takes on a certain pathetic 
bound. 'Ve hardly ever know dignity. 
whether the trip is to be long or Many of the ships in our convoy 
short, and if we have been able to were oil tankers. I wO'uld say well 
find out where we are going we are over fifty per cent of the world's 
under orders not to notify our rel- merchant shipping consists of tank
atives. We do know that at a cer- ers, and in a convoy of, say, thirty
tain hour we are to be aboard, al- six shi ps, perhaps twenty will be 
though this does not mean that we carrying fuel oil, lubricating oil, 
will sail at that time. Once actually kerosene, high-octane gasoline, Die
at sea, we are informed of our des- sel oil and. in some cases, whale oil. 
tination. since, should we lose the I was aboard a tanker, a biggish 
convoy. we mu t know in what di- one. 11.000 tons. The radio-room 
recti on to head. The radiomen mu t portholes were walled in by concrete 
he advised, so that we can copy any hlocks to protect the apparatus 
weather reports and warnings that against machine-gun fire. At one 
might affect us . . . time sandbags were used, but con-

Once well at sea. where we had crete is less bulky and affords better 
room to do so. our convoy formed protection . I think that some ma-



chine-gullning pilots make a special 
try for the radio apparatu . On a 
previol1S \'oyage 111y quarter were 
pretty well cut up, and I felt that 
the pilot had a personal gruclge 
against me. 

Whcn a ship is by herself there 
is, 0 [ cour e. no nece. sity for nice 
adj ustmcnt of speed. But, obviou ly, 
the speed of the convoy must be 
regulated to suit that of the slowest 
ship, and vessels capable of fourteen 
or fifteen knots may ha\'e to travel 
eight or nine in order to maintain 
their positions .. . 

The convoy sy tem has advantages 
and disadvantages. The most con
vincing argument in its favor is un
d6ubtedly the sudden fall in ship
ping losses a fter its adoption in 
'World \Var I . . . It is hazardous 
to bomb a convoy from the air. A 
barrage from thirty to for ty higb
angle guns, manned by crews es
pecially trained, presents a problem 
to the pilot of a bomber. To supple
ment them there are machine guns 
for strafing low fliers. 

A purely defensive deyice is a 
large kite flown f rom the ma thead 
on light. tough wire. A plane trav
eling 300 miles an hour, upon strik
ing the wire. can do itself great dam
age. A \'ariation of this device i 
a rocket which sends to a predeter
mined height t\\'o small parachutes 
connected with wire. This contrap
tion has pro\'ed itself time and again, 
and I know of one ca e when a 
b0l11 1~er became entangled in it and 
was gradually fo rced clown into the 
sea .. . 

'When I fir t became a radio op
erator I was sent to a cruise ship 
plying between )Jew York and the 
\Vest Indies. Existence consi. ted 
of sending and receiving routine 
messages, playing games, dancing, 
attending parties, talking to passen
gers and going ashore fo r tennis or 
golf. Nowadays my radio is si lent. 
except in cases 0 f 'urgent necessity. 
I spend my time listening for warn
ings, and receive messages in code 
on predetermined wave lengths at 
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fixed. timcs. I chcck and rech~ck llly 
scndll1g apparatus, so that It 1l1ay 
function at thc touch of a button. In 
thc old \ Yest Indies days, if We 
heard a distress signal we telephoned 
the bridge, and f uIl team was Or
dercd as we rushed to the rescue 

Today an S 0 S i a signal [or u' 
to take to our heel in the other di
rection to a\'oid being caught in the 
same trap as the victim. \ Ve leave 
the reSCL1e \\'ork almost entirely to 
the navy, and it is comforting to 
see how admirahly they do it ... 

\Vhen we had pas ed the danger 
zone I no longer hac! to keep in 
mind the little attache case in which 
I kept my passport and wireless cer
tificate, a pocket compass, tobacco, 
a diary and a pencil, sometimes a 
book. It was pleasant again to take 
off one's clothes and sleep in paj a
ma. I could put my life jacket up 
on top of the locker. 

Then there came a time when we 
dispersed convoy. One fine aftcr
noon about bour bell , going through 
the Gulf Stream, I was standing on 
the hridge with the second mate, 
'when the lookout repol'ted an object 
about six miles off the port bow. 
Through the glasses we could see 
that it was a raft. There \\'as no 
sign of Ii fe on it. Our course woulcl 
take us with in half a mile of it, 
and we held on. However, when we 
had approached to within about a 
mi le and a half. we saw a red nare 
hurning. There were men on the 
ra ft. One 0 f them was tanding up 
and waving what we later found was 
a paddle with a shirt tied to it. W e 
called down through the ventilator 
to the captain, who came up imme
diately and ordered cottrse altered 
to hring us alongside .. . 

vVe now aw that there were six 
men on the raft. Five were sitting 
down apathetically. Looking down 
On them. I thought the whole thing 
was more Hollywood than Hollv
wooel. Scanti ly dressed in oddly 
assorted clothing, ranging from pa
jamas to oi lskins, they \yere burned 
hlack. Around the raft slowly swam 

SNATCHED FROM DEATH (. ·J.'soc ;,,' cti P r"ss Pilolograplt) 

He re is the climax of a sa g a of the sea as thri ll ing a s a ny in fict ion . Photo wa s made 
at the instant a British cruiser t ossed a lif e ring to the three me n clinging with a last 
grim re mna nt of courag e to the kee l of an overtu rned lifeboat. Only the officer has 
streng t h e nough to reach out a nd grip the life ring. Survivors of t orpedoed ship, t hey 
had spent 10 d ays on gale-swept sea during wh ich on e man wa s swe pt away and boat 
capsized. 

a great hark, his fin drooping, 
flapping lazily. Through the green, 
transparcnt water I could ee shoals 
of evil-looking barracuda . . . 

The six rescued men had just 
strength to cl imb a rope ladder. One 
. aid there wa. anothcr raft somc
where with stJrvivors on it. and we 
began moving in a wide circle. 
,\ bout ten miles away we picked up 
the second raft with another six 
men. 

Their sh ip, a Dutchman . had 
~) l own up fi ye days previously, sink
I11g within three minutes, and they 
were the only survivors of a crcw 
of thirty-two. Although they sng
gr. ted that they might have been 
torpedoed . we were con\'inced that 
thi s was a case of sabotage. in which 
a time bomb had been placed in their 
cargo. Those on the second raft 
Were not so badly off. They had 
water. The water in the tank on the 

first raft had gone bad; there had 
been nothing to drink for t\\·o days 
ancl the men had not expected to 
last more than another twenty- four 
hours . 

\\"e brought them safely to New 
York, that city of brightly lit nights 
and no ration card. _ \s llsual. the 
good ),Jew Yorkers overwhelmed us 
with hospitality ... 

From an Eleventh Floor Window 
(s.c. I.) 

sit and Il1U e at illY window 
Hi.,.h up as in a toweJ". 
And \\'atch the ships go by
Small bugs upon the water 
Huge crawling th ing, of power. 
. \ t night across the water, 
A string of jewels is spreaci, 
. \ s the world of ships sails by
A!! busy glow-worms now 
\\,itll eyes of green and reel. 

By Seaman Thomas Holt Friend 
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ClHWlJ.IjA-
By Seaman Kermit W. Salyer 

TH E July 5th issue of the Satur
day Evellillg Post carried an ar

ticle on convoys by Aubrey Tidey, 
radio operator of a British-flag 
Stanclard Oil tanker. Incidentally, 
Tide)" is one of my friend and oc
ca ionally gives me interesting bits 
of war news. 

He has had a very colorful career 
up to now and he is still not an old 
man. Twenty-eight, I think. He 
tells me that he has a personal griev
ance against the Germans, since they 
drove him away from the Island of 
Jer ey, where he owned a thriving 
holiday camp. 

Ticley, a Londoner, has been going 
to sea about eleven years, all told. 
11 i · sea career has been broken up 
by hort tenures of other odd jobs. 
For one year he was a member of 
the London l\Ietropolitan Police 
Force, or a Bobby, as the world 
calls them. 

After his year on the police force 
he went back to sea again and took 
a job around the world. Strangely 
enough, he feels that he resigned 
from the pol ice force about two days 
before he was to be sacked. or fired. 

Various sai lings hither and yon 
finally led him to settle down on the 
Island of Jersey, where he opened 
his ill-fated holiday camp. The 
channel i land are fa\'orite spots, 
Jersey being the best-loved of the 
lot. Before long, Tidey found that 
he had a growing business and he 
hoped that 1940 would be his banner 
vear. But the German moved in. 
, The J elTies provided more busi
ne s than Tidey had ever dreamed 
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of having, but he was not there tl) 
receive them. He moved out ahead 
of them. As Tidey so aptly put it 
all the rulers of other Europea l~ 
countries found it most expedient 
to move out ahead of Hitler, so who 
was he, a holiday camp operator, to 
stay and receive them. 

He salvaged only an 18-foot fish
ing rod. 

He lost twelve thousand pounds 
sterling in the venture, so you read
ers can readily see why he has a 
personal grudge against the J erri cs. 

He has made eight voyages in 
convoy since the war began, and he 
had no idea of doing an article on 
the men and ships who feed Britain 
until the possibility of such was sug
gested to him by an editor of King 
Features Syndicate. 

Tidey had taken a batch of cross
word puzzles up to the Syndicate 
to peddle. The editor told him that 
they were too small and said to him, 
" \ Vhy don't you write an article 011 

convoys?" 
No sooner said than done, and 

you have the result in the Saturday 
Evening Post. 

But Tidey sti ll stands up for those 
puzzles. He has been doing puzzles 
for the London papers for years. 
He was very careful to inform me 
that they were not ordinary puzzl e~. 
but stickler that required a maxi
mum of intelligence. 

Tidey is very proud of the fact 
that the article was rejected by a 
popular magazine of national circu
lation becau e it was not "sufficient
ly hair-raising." 

Officers and members of the crew of the Belgian freighter "Mercier," sunk by a Nazi 
submarine, who were saved by the Finnish vessel Hammarland. Tim"s Photo 

EDITOR'S KOTE: Forty-sevell sllr
'uivors of three ships slm/~ b'J' Axis 
1'11idcrs arrived a·t the Illstitllte 011 
JUli e 30th alld were givell care. One 
group of t'weive had drifted for 14 
da~J's ill all open boat before bei11g 
rescued; a. crew of 25 endured the 
bitter cold of the far north Atlalltic 
for five days in an open lifeboat; a 
third group of ten were 1'escued 
from all e/lclosed lifeboat after nille 
days I'll the same seas. Fo/loving 
are brief accoullts of some of thc 
seamcn. Sillce the resclled men have 
"elath'es in H 01l011d alld B clgiu11l . 
their 1Iames m'e withheld. Not ollh' 
do seamen expose themselves to sud
dell a.lId terrible death UPOII the seas 
during this 'le'ar, but whell the".' are 
1'eSCl/N/ the)' have to Ileep tliei1- luck 
secret for fear that it 7CJill make the 
Germans ang-ry and bn'ng quick 
'l'ellgca.lICc UP01l their families at 
h01ll c. 

SURVIVOR NO. I 
I represent the twelve remaining 

crew members of the Dutch tanker 
Pendrrcht. Vve were rescued In' the 
American Export liner Excalibllr . 

Our ship was the largest of the 
Dutch fleet, with a gross tonnage of 
10.746. We were first torpedoed 
ncar \Vales while traveling empty 
back to the United States. We put 
into a 'Velsh port for repairs and 
then et out to sea again. On June 
8th we were torpedoed by a sub
marine. I think it was Italian, but 
the commander was German. The 
boats were put over immediately, 
al 0 a large motor launch. As soon 
as it touched the water a second 
torpedo from the submarine struck 
it and blew it to bits. The crew 
then took to the three life-boats. 
The boats separated and we have 
never heard from the other two 
boats. We traveled 750 miles. We 
were burned by the sun and our 
feet swollen from being in the cold 
water so long. (Editor's Note: The 
officers and men received special 
diathermic treatment in the Insti
tute's clinic and great improvement 
was noted.) On June 22nd we were 
picked up by Captain S. M. Groves 
of the Excalibur. Yes, as soon as 
om feet have healed. we . hall resume 
convoy work for England. 



SURVIVOR NO.2 
I represent the officers and men 

of the Belgian freighter Mercier. 
\Vithout warning on the night of 
June 9th our ship was torpedoed. 
Our skipper, Captain Maurice 
Lambe, and six members of our 
crew wcnt down with the ship. Sev
enty of us, including passengers. 
managed to get away in two life
boats. Thc other boat has since 
been picked up by another Finnish 
freighter. There were thirty-five 
men in our boat. \\ e drifted for 
five days in the open sea. Ration 
were a single biscuit a day. The 
Fillni h freighter Hall/lllarialld 
picked us up, brought us to N or
folk and left ten of our crcw in the 
ho pital there. Les than three 
hours after rescui ng u , the H a1/!-
11Ulrlalld picked up ten men of the 
Yselhav('l1. 

COLUi\I~ S have been writtcn 
about the U. S. freighter Robill 

AI oar, which was sunk by a Nazi 
U-boat, thereby rai ing the contr -
vel' y of the freedom of the seas. 
At the Institute special concern was 
felt for the safety of cveral mem
bers of the crew: John :'IcIIenry. 
oiler, who gave 25 South Street as 
his home address; . ntonio anto . 
the Robi1l 111001" s cook who has been 
visiLing the Institute for 27 years 
and Virgil Sanderlin, third cnginecr. 
whose wi fe had been corresponding 
with Mrs. Janet Roper . head of the 
Institute's ~lissing eamen's Bu
reau. trying to locate her husband. 

\ Vhen the good word came that all 
were sa \'ed, we learned that Santos. 
Sandcrlin and McHenry were in 
different lifeboats but had becn re.
cued. Santos returned to New York 
and told us how for 18 davs. through 
heavy rains . high eas and blazing 
un . Ius Ii fchoat headed toward the 

coa. t of Brazil. On the 18th clav 
they sighted a hip on the horizon 
anc,1 signalled across the water with 
flashlights. The hip was the Ozorio. 
She halted and picked up the seven 
seamen. two engineers. one mate 

SURVIVOR NO. 3 

I represent the ten men from the 
Dutch freighter Y selhaven. \\Fe 
were torpedoed by a German ub
marine about 500 mile off Labra_ 
dor . Fortunately, we e caped in a 
covcred lif hoat. Our captain, :.\1. 
P. de Unaard and eight men went 
down with the hip. Fi fteen men in 
the other lifeboat have not been re
ported. . \ 11 0 f us are re 'idents 0 f 
Rotterdam and we have been away 
£r0111 our native lanel ince before 
the Xazi invasion la t year. After 
ninc clays in our Ii f eboat we were 
picked up by the Finnish f rcighter 
Hll1Jllllarlal1d, 'ome of us ill from 
exposure. Soon we shall be wcll, 
again . however, to continue our sca 
duties. 

and one British passenger. 

TIlE LOOKOUT editor has known 
Antonio antos (or twelve ycars. 
He has olive skin and a winning 
smile. We recall that since 1923 he 
ha bcen sending $2.00 a month to 
hi home in Portugal to pay for 
food for the old mule owned by his 
father and mothcr. "My father 
wrote me that he was going to turn 
her out in the hill becau e she could 
do no 1110re work. I write to he em 
and say: 'How you like to work 
twenty year and be turned out in 
the hill to starve? I end yon $24. 
a year to keep her.' " 

Back in ~ ew York after the Robin 
.11001' experience. anto told us 
that his father died recentlv. but 
that his mother is still taking care of 
the old mule and Santos is still send
ing money home to Portugal. His 
old dog is also alive . he ays . an
tos is a good merican citizen and 
very proue! to be one. He did not 
want to talk about the Robin Moor. 
and as we go to pre s. he ha founel 
another ship job. He i a splendid 
example of a hard-working. self
rcspecting seaman. 

EDITOR'S NOTE: This is Ihe slory of 
{;f/lI'9C B--, a 'y01l1lg gl/JInc.r on tI~e 
Bril ish lanker \V . II IS a plam 
1,,/1'. (lild silliply lold. The nineleen sllr
t'i"in(1 IIlelllvers of Ihe crew were urollyht 
Iv II;c illstilllie oJ!. IllIle 191h alld for a 
Jell.! daJ's elljo)'ed a v:ell-c{/n/cd rcsl b~
f ore shiPPlllg olll.oyaill to face Ihe penis 
oj mine, SIlUII/orllle, "alder olld uOlI/ver. 

D)J Wednesday ni.ght, June 4th, 
we wcre procced11lg from Cura

cao in ballast. I \\'a on \\'atch with 
the third mate . I am a gunner, 
loancd from the British Army. I 
had the machine gun and a X avy 
gunner had the big gun on the 
~tern. 

uddenly I heard a loud explo-
sion. Three torpedoes fr0111 the 
German submarine U 3 (we aw 
llcr llumber later) hit our cngine 
r00111. Then she came up, looked 
at our ship's name, and blew up our 
magazine. 

\ Ve had no time to get any be
lonainas. There were 29 men in 
Olll:' lifeboat, with the third mate in 
charCTe. Later we transferred ten 
men to the second Ii f eboat and in 
the third boat were the captain 
mate, 2nd mate and engineer. Three 
eng-ineers were killed when the tor
pedo hit our engine room. 

About six hundrcd yard. off we 
saw a cargo boat. \\'e imrned flare 
but she did not top - he may haye 
he en a supply 'hip for the Xazis. 
\\ e u. eel both sail and oars hut the 
ocean was too rough to make much 
heachray. A huge wave washed our 
chronometer overboard . That was 
a time! Lucki ly, I had a flashlight 
and T helped the radio operator. He 
had a .mall rad io transmitting set 
and after ·we dried 
it out he sent an 
S 0 S message 
every si x hours to 
con. erve the small 
hattery. We could 
only give a ro'ugh 
po.ition. 

Our little boat 
had the ustlal 

stores: barrel of w ate r , can ned 
beef, biscuits. I had a cigarette 
lighter and we dried our cigarette 
papers in the sun and rationed the 
cigarettes. Then [or our meals. we 'd 
put condensed milk on the big pilot 
bi 'cuit and boy, they tasted really 
good! Thc mate made us go lightly 
on the water, bccau 'e he didn't know 
how soon we'd be picked up. \\'e 
had a small first-aid kit. Our chief 
trOll ble was our feet were in bael 
condition, always wet (the hoat 
leaked and had to be 1 ailed con
stantly) and we had, of com c. no 
changes of clothing. 

\ \' e had five clays of this. The un 
was hot and at night it was "ery 
cold. \Ve hacl blanket, fortunately. 
On J unc 9th wc wcrc picked up by 
the British tanker 0'/ and 
brouaht to X ew York. The chief " . engineer and several of hls men are 
in the hospi tal. 

Thi was my second cxperience 
in this war. I \Va in the English 
Army at t. Lazaro \rhen France 
surrendered. \ Ve returned to Lon
don in a cargo ves el. in convoy. 
One of the C011\'O)' . the L- ---, 
\Va bombed. 

Of coursc, I am glad to be safe 
ashore and hare sent word to my 
\\'i fe in Surrey. Our home ha.d 
been in Hammersmith but the al r 
f actorics nearby werc bombed so 
111)' wife moved io the country. 

\\ here do I go next? \Vherever 
T «111 sent. Probably to man a ma
chine gUll on another Briti h tanker. 
.. Kames omitted by r('ql1l.'~t. 



"JiMtinrJ-" 
By Captain Harry Garfield 

THIS is the story of a voyage 011 

a ship where good food was con
spicuous by its absence. 

Stories of the sea usually tell of 
suffering. disaster or shipwreck. es
pecially on those ship who e lofty 
spars and white hellied sails roamed 
the se\'en eas a few years ago. and 
yet even on these hard driven, hard 
living ships, Ii fc often hac! its hu
mourou. a pects. 

The story I have in mind hap
pened On just uch a ship. ,Ve were 
hound from Puget Sound for JIong 
Kong and the crew consisted of the 
u ual "ariety of nationalitie picked 
up in a last minute drive along the 
waterfront. There is no place in the 
world where a man is rated accord
ing to his worth fa tel' than 011 

board a ship. A fter a few day 0 r 
strenuous labor a few good ea1l1en 
emerge from behind their hard
bitten nondescript exteriors. The 
others are cia sified as greenhorn 
and treated accordingly. They may 
have been "big shot" a hore, but 
here they perform the lowly ta ks, 
and arc abused forward and aft. 

The food was below the average 
even for those days, and our Chinese 
cook made no attempt to render the 
food more palatable by a little extra 
effort 011 his part. 

The Captain had his own provi
sions. needless to say, of far better 
quality than our. . 

vVe had been at sea about ten 
days. and I was engaged in some 
trifling job on deck when an aroma 
f rom the galley almost drove me 
frantic with its appetizing smell -
the fragrant smell of a boiling ham. 
A few minutes afterward the cook 
appeared on c1eck, and with the ham 
poised on a plate, purposely passed 
a few inches to windward of me. 50 
that sight now was added to the 
sense of smell. The cook leered at 
me as he passed and said: "Sailor 
get salty horse. Captain get ham" 
Exercising great will powe;' T tllrned 
away and walked forward. 

That night I had the middle 
watch, 12 to 4. The weather was 
fine, the wind was steady, and there 
was very little work to be done on 
deck. Thi gave me plenty of time 
to concentrate on the fact that I was 
hungry. Thoughts of that ham were 
ever present in 111y mind. 

Suddenly another thought came 
to my mind. ,Vhy not try to get 
some 0 f it? True, the galley was 
locked, but the skylight was open. 
Quickly I investigated and di cov
ered that the skylight wa protected 
by iron bars spaced about ix inches 
apart. "\\There there is a will there 
is a way." One of the crew was a 
read head named '·Dan." I had be
come fairly friendly with him so I 
decided to seek his cooperation. 
"Are you hungry, Dan?" I a ked 
him. "I'm alway hungry," he re
plied, "and why wouldn't I be 
hungry," he continued. "I can 't 
cat them biscuits fa, t enough to keep 
from getting hungry. Sawdust and 
cement is what they are made of." 
"\\' ell listen to this," said I, and I 
explained to him about the ham. 
"I've got just what we need, wait 
here a minute." He returned with 
four fishhooks; these we lashed back 
to back and making them fast to the 
end of a line, we climbed to the top 
of the galley, lowered the hooks be
tween the bars and started fishing. 
\\ e hauled up a few pots and pans 
and a couple of dirty dishcloths be
fore we finally hooked on to the 
ham. Vve could not get it through 
the bars, but we managed to tear 
off a couple of pounds before it 
finally slipped off the hook and fell 
to the galley floor. 

The following morning when the 
cook discovered the ham, or what 
was left of it. he went right aft and 
told the "old man" that somebody 
had broken into the galley during 
the night. The very thought of 
sailors eating his prized ham ren
dered him speechle.5. hut he didn't 
remain in this condition very long. 

He glared at t!le. in0i!en ive ham 
again, ~rabbed 1t 111 hIS hand, ~nd 
ior a 111111ute I thought he was gOIng 
to crown the cook with it. Instead 
he looked at me - I was at the 
wheel at this time - and roared 
.. Did you ever see this before?" I 
answered respectfully that I had 
;1Ot it being dark at the time we had 
hodkecl it. I was not quite certain 
as to the correct answer to this flue -
tion but the sight of him standing 
there with the ham clenched tight 
in his fist convinced me that an 
answer was expected. ",Veil!" he 
growled at .me .. 1 muttered some
thing about It C0111111g from the ound 
end of a pig. Abruptly he turned 
away, threatening to keelhaul the 
culprit if found. 

It was not considered a crime on 
board any ship for a sailor to add 
to his food supply whenever oppor
tlmity offered, the idea being to keep 
the food locked up ome place where 
the crew couldn't reach it. In the 
meantime, the Captain came to the 
conclu ion that someone among the 
crew had a key which fitted the gal
ley door. This would ne\'er do. The 
thought of the sailors eating the 
cabin delicacies caused the after 
guard to shudder and turn pale. "\n
other thought, too, they might have 
to finish the voyage on salt pork 
and lrish turkey themselves. 

Realizing that something had to 
be elone, the Old Man and the cook 
put their heads together and decided 
upon a plan ro trap ::ne man \\·hom 
they figured had the key. Of course 
we knew nothing of these arrange
ments. I-Ience it came to pass that 
a few nights after these event, Dan 
and I once again found oursel\'es on 
deck and again it was the middle 
watch. \Ve were tanding by the 
lee rail watching the phosphorescent 
streaks in the ea to leeward lJ f liS as 
it giant fish darted here and there in 
search of food, whcn Dan exclaimcd 
"I'm hl1l1 0 TY enough to eat a sea 
hoot." "Hush." I \\'hispered. "some
one might hear yOll. 1. aw the cook 
carry ' ome more ham into the galley 
ju·t before eight bells." ''1'11 get 

my hooks and we'll go fishing again 
after a while," said Daniel. 

\\ atching our chance, we made 
our way ro the forward house and 
climbed on top 0 f the galley. All 
seemed quiet within. \Ve soon rigged 
up the hooks ancl lowered them 
through the bar. Slowly I wung 
the hooks back and forth, at first 
\\'ith no results. "Let me trv it 
awhile," Dan whispered. "This is 
111y lucl.;y clay. 1 founel the cat in 
111y bunk this morning." Sure 
enollgh he got results right away. 
Fir t he hauled up a pair of dun
garee or overall that we recognized 
as belonging to the cook This wa 
followed by \'arious other odd and 
ends. \ \' e decided to hift our po i
tion to the other end of the skylight. 
Dan got a bite immediately. "The 
hook seems to be caught. I can't 
haul it up," he muttered. "Let me 
try," I suggested. Reaching over 
his shoulder I ga\'e a pull on the 
line with lin expected re ults. 
weird, di,mal ho\\'l ascended from 
the dark depths of the galley. "Oh. 
clear Lord. we have caught the cook," 
groaned Dan. ",Ve can't leave the 
hooks do\\'n there. They will know 
it j U ' if \\'e do ." \\'e gave a mighty 
heave and the hooks came clear. t 
the same time a shriek that resem
bled nothing human awoke all hands. 
\Ve heard footstep approaching on 
the run, and we ducked forward 
around the house and joined the rest 
of the crew gathered around the 
galley door. Ollt dashed the cook 
ju t as the Mate appearecl on the 
cene. "\Vhat is going on here?" 

yelled the Mate, a he grabbed the 
cook. "\ \'hat are you making that 
racket for?" The cook was never 
a Ouent conversationalist in English, 
but now all he could do was leap up 
and down and make weird noises 
punctuated by prolonged howls. 

"j\,Iaybe he is praying." ' llggested 
Dan. "1 can pray without making 
that noise," :aid the :'Iate. '·,Vell. 
maybe his 1 rayer have further to 
"'0 than yours," aid Dan. 
,., The Captain now joined the 
group. IIe too wanted to know what 



wa going Oil, but it was easy to ee 
that he was not quite as my tified as 
the other members of the crew. The 
cook had by now calmed down some
what and the Captain led him aft to 
hi own quarters where he could 
question him about the recent hap
penings on deck and in the galley. 
Strange as it may eem they were 
still in ignorance 0 f what had actu
ally happened. The cook figured he 
had been stabbed. 

\\-e had expected there would be 
an inye tigation, at lea t a fe\\- in
quiries among the cre\\". but appar
ently the Old Man had decided to 
let the matter drop. 

The crew discu 'sed the matter 
among thel11 , eIYes. They too fig
ured that one among them had a 
key and prmded the galley durino
the nir'ht. They decided tbe cook, at 
the reque~t of ihe Captain, had bc<.:n 
sleeping in the galley and had awal . ..:
ened 'uddenly and be 'n stabbed 111 

the melee \yhich iollowed his dis
coven' 0 f the intrud'r. The cre\\' 
were -peeved because they had not 
been invited to share in the poils. 

The following morning Dan \I'ent 
to the galley for the morning coffee, 
or "bilge water and ink", as he 
called it. It wa weetenecl with 1110-

lasses. Its one redeeming feature 
was that it wa hot. I could . ee 
that Dan had something 011 his mind. 
A t the first opportuni ty he in formed 

To :\JRs. BAXTER, Apprenticcs' Room: 
Thi is thc second timc I havc becn on 

your ide of the ocean sincc I cnj oyed 
your ho. pitality in February. Each timc 
I havc I cen acro. s I had hopcd to bc ablc 
to pay you a vi it, but I have becn un
lucky. 

Since my visit I ha\'e met many fcllows 
who havc been cntertained by you, ami 
you would. I know. be glad to learn how 
much yOllr kinrlnc. s i appreciated. The 
trouhlc with most of wc Engli. hm('n is 
that wc are inarticulate whcn the time to 
express our thanks arri\·cs. 

Please g ive illY kind rcgards to your 
lady helpcrs. I hope to . ee ynu all again 
before we finish off ,\dolph. 

Your sinccrely. 
]. W. 

me that the cook suspected u ' 
"Every time 1 go to the galley h~ 
starts putting an edge on the meat 
axe." 

The next day we sighted a school 
of dolphins. The wind wa light and 
fair, ideal weather for fishing. De
lighted at this opportunity of adding 
to our larder, the Mate ugge ted 
that those of us who had hooks try 
our hand at fi hing. A white ra'" 
tied to a hook and 'trailed along th~ 
. ur face 0 i the water from the gib
boom is the method usually adopted. 

Dan arrived on deck with his 
hooks ancl in hi s eagerness to get 
sta rted fall d to remove a tell-tale 
strip of blue dungaree, that had been 
torn from the seat 0 f the cook' 
panl,; during our ham fishing Yen
lure. "ITey I" shouted the :\Iat<' , 
"you need a \\"hite rag. \\ 'ait a min
utl', lc1 's take a look at that hool" 
."1) that i: hOI\" it happenecl," . aid 
he as a gleam a f great understand
ing appeared in hi - eyes. "Come aft 
wi til me and you can tell the Olel 
~lall all abollt it." .\ft the r went 
and Dan's con fl'. sion brought unex
pected results. For the fir t time 
during that voyage we found out 
that the Captain could laugh. TOll' 

laughter i. in fectiou and soon all 
hands were grinning. that is. of 
course, with the exception of the 
cook. 

To !lIOTIIER ROPER: 

I hope you ha \-c not forgotten me. I 
am one of your ailor boys. But 11("" I 
am in the Canadian Army trying to do 
my part in this mcss. I havc been in 
here now for the past five months and 
I'll put illY stamp of approval on Army 
Life. It' s quite a bit different from sad
ing on ships as I have bcen for thc past 
eighteen years. One thing tho, t~e 
quicker it's over with the quicker \\·c wdl 
be ablc to ail our ships to any part of 
the \\'orld without interfcrencc by Adolph . 
The on ly way to get it finished is for all 
hanels to "turn to". 

One thing is that I alll sort of Ion some
X 0 nne writes to Ille. So I happen cd to 
ec YOUI' name in one of the paper here 

in Canada and then I wondered why I 

()id not think o[ my ";,[other 
Rupcr." I know you arc 
al\\'ays !(Iad to hear from any 
of yotlr boys, so now I know 
I'll get at Icast .one lettel
from you. And If you t~1I 
Chaplain :\ [acDon~ld he WIll 
\\ ritc to me too. I II prom be 
to answer any and all Jettcr 
sent to me and to tell any 
storics about the Army hfe 
I am allo\\'ed to tell. If you 
also know anyone e!se who 
would care to wnte tell 
them to for I really would 
lo\'e to hear from home. 
Any of myoid shipmates, 
too. Tho I'd rather have a 
lot of them in uniform here 
with me, then we would clean 
up Adolph quicker. . 

Our outfit keeps gom .... over 
fast for we are the repair "IS THERE A LEDER FOR ME?" 
gang. ome call it the Sui- An oft-repeated query at the window of the ,U. S. Post 
<ide Squad, for we go up Office on the second floor of the Seamen s Church 

h f t f tl, ' 1.... I t't t of New York 25 South Street. into t I' ron or any II ,., ns I u e , Photo by .Ha";e HiooillSo" 
damaged and bring it back . 
to repair it. Anything from a paIr o[ 
boots, rifle, machine gun, truck or tank. 
Thc r'est break them; wc fix them. 

.\ word about the treating here. Well, 
I have really never been treated better. 
A_ soon as the Canadians hear I am a 
"Yankee" thcy cannot do enough to enter
tain or pI ase me. .\11 kinds of dances, 
show., etc. TIut that isn't h ann'" from 
home or hearing ncws about the sea and 
ship, if you know what I mean. 

I get my furlou!!,h next month or around 
A ugust and if I am not over seas ?~ then 
I will try to . crape up ca_ h and VISIt you 
and the boy in the In titute. 

One other tbing and I guess it is the 
only complaint I have about Canada -
that is they don't know how to make g.ood 
cigarettes and the co t of them. Beheve 
it or not but they cbarge us 28 cents for 
18 cigarettes in our canteen. They cost 
25 cents for 25 and still they are no good. 
If I could send any money out of the 
country I would ask you to send me a 
couple of cartons of good old "Pall Mall," 
but I can not. So if you will trust me to 
-pay you after I shave Adolph's mustaches 
off, I wi h you could spare me a carton. 
I will pay you back if I come back. 

Hoping you are in the best of health 
and feeling fine, I am 

Your sailing soldier son 
Private W. ]. D. 

P. S. If you send the cigarettes put on 
the package "On Active Servicc". 

To ONE OF TI1E INSTITUTE VOLUNTEERS: 

Today I find myself aboard aves. el that 
I would have laughed at a few short 

momhs ago, t day it is no .Iaugh ing. mat
te r, it is d\:adly erious bUsII.1CSS. llctttrC 
an old wreck, a passengcr shIp and a g?od 
one in her day, paint crackc,d and peelmg, 
f1l1e woods in the salons pht and warped, 
musty, damp and almost dcreltct. Her 
rig-gin:'" i all slack and her stack slal~ts 
to one side eight degrees out of ItI1e \\,lth 
her spar , hcr anchors are catted on deck 
for he \\'a built before the days of sclf
stowing anchors. 

This slab- ided old rustpot that wa re
fuscd for tran port duty during the la t 
war bccau. e of her age is now hauled 
out of thc boneyard and with an ab olute 
minimum of work done, sent to sea! \Ve 
are torpedo bait. Once struck we're done 
for, there are no bulkheads, she'll fill like 
a bottle with a bottom knoch.-ed out and 
sink in five minutes or less. 

\Ye won't want war for many rea ns, 
but chief among them is. the thing all 
seamen fcar. E\'cry wa.r aSIde from those 
it kills works hardship on those that 
sUf\'iye in this \\'ay: Today for the fir~~ 
time since Erik the Red, seamcn are palo 
a living wage and ge.t a . hare of decent 
food and quartcrs, in short, tn become 
almost fullflcdged human beings. . 

\Var will destroy all that we have bUilt 
up and rcturn us VIrtuallY to wtlere we 
started years ago: Thirty dollars or less 
a month, poor food and filthy over.cr~w~ed 
quarters . This we know, for It 15 1Il

e\-itahle, it always has happcned. 
I love the sea and always shall but the 

waters are not ever il11t)rn\"('rl hv the 
addit ion of mines and their contents to 
the chem icals already in thcm. And I 

II 



ha,'c never seen a view that would be at 
all enhanccd by a submarine's conning 
tower in the foreground, 

Though the sea is still blue I look at it 
through eyes that are anything but nor
mal , eyerything tak-es on a jaundiced 
view, the future is 1110st disturbing, My 
men are of the same opinion though they 
say but little, I sec them looking over the 
lifeboats and their gear and that is most 
expre sive to a seamen, They expect to 
be sunk! 

But enough of this morbid maunder
ing , There are still bright spots to be 
seen and plea ant sounds to be heard, 

The other night I attended a concert 
and among the fir t violins was a young 
woman who seemed to embody the piece 
at the moment being played, Johann 
Straus brought a twinkle to her eye and 
a mile to her lips, Sibclius drew her face 
to stern lines a frown at times a lmost an 
expression of agony was most apparent, 
The score was easily read in her facial 
expression she li ,'cd each piece as she 
played it. It was of course quite impos
sible to catch the notes from her in tru
ment from among those with the same 
sonic value, but one imagined that they 
should be truer and sweeter than the 
others because each note was loved so 
intensely. And so it becomes apparent 
that no matter what our work may be our 
love of that work shows 111 our every 
action. 

There seems to me to be something 
wrong just now, even as I write I seem 
to sense some disturbance of an unknown 
nature, odd that while my head is busy 
there should intrude a thought so foreign, 
I wonder what the cause may be ? I think 
I' ll look around the ship just in case, 

I can see nothing wrong yet the feel
ing persists - I wonder what is up? 

As yet there's no sign of what dis
turbed me whi le writing to you yet so 
intense was the feeling that th1:' rc was 
something wrong that I could write no 
more, nor could I sleep, And now I 
think I'll close thi s lettcr and bid you 
goodbye for the present, 

Always your friend 
R.L.B. 

EDITOR'S NOT" : Shortly a/tel' this le//er 
was writ/en the ship all which the w riter 
is an afficel' spnmg a leak but got illtO 
port safely. 
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SEA POW ER IN THE MACHI NE AGE 
By Bernard Brod ie 

Prillce/OII Ulliv, Press, $3,75 

11r. Brodie, a member of the In titute 
for Ad ,'anccd Study at ,Princeton Dni_ 
verslty, here presents a pamstaking analy_ 
sis of the fighting power of the types of 
machines used in present-day sea warfare' 
of the tactics to which these new combat 
tool s have g iven ri c ; and of their inter_ 
relation with national policy, Intu 46:; 
pagcs he has crammed enotwh historical 
background to gi,'e meaning to prescnt 
design of guns and armor, of subs and 
aircraft ; and enough technica l facts to 
eq uip thc arm-chair st rategist for any 
debatc on na,'al tactics, Through the 
book runs the tory of the impact of in
vention upon na\'al st rategy : thc old race 
bet\\'een ordnance and armor, and the 
record of l11any a bad guess as to the 
worthlessness of the other fellow's ncwly
invented gadget, Amateur ad mirals con
cerned with the plane vcrsus battleship 
problcm will immediately turn to chapter 
XIX and find accounts of all such en
gagements, down to early 1941, with a 
reali st ic appraisal of the worth of the 
aircraft carrier and the torpedo-carrying 
plane, A valuable feature of the book is 
its large number of references to source 
material. 

REVIEWED BY CHARLES S, HA ZARD, 

Ex-Ellsign (Engilleerillg) U. S. 
Naval Auxiliary Reserve. 

* * * 

THE DEEP 
By Ka j Klitgaa rd 

$2,75, DOl/bleday Dorou GIld Co. 

In spite of its title, this is much more 
than a novel of the sea, It is a well
constructed, thoughtful, psychological 
novel, certainly autobiographical in parts. 
Although the author's native tongue is 
Danish, his English prose is forceful and 
vivid, The chapters which recount im
pre sions of his childhood and early days 
a t sea are among the best-they set the 
reRective mood which characterizes all of 
thc more mature observations which are 
to fo l1ow, Much of the "ship talk" is 
splendid , , , yet one senses a detachment 
from it al l in the somewhat ironical com
ments made upon seamen and officers 
alike. The unusual technique of using 
the second person plural works out with 
surprising effectiveness, 

A.w.C. 

$falL of-. dWp1l-
By Captain Ha rry Garfield 

TilE , ighl of a slar peeping 
through a break in the clouds 

carries no mes age to a vast ma
jority tod~y. hut to the stor~n -,houncl 
mariners In the clays of sad It wa. 
indeed a star of hope. 

Even today th is vision recall s to 
111\' mind 111y first long -voyage, 
Bound for Capetown from Port 
Townsend, \\'e had experienced 
rairlv good weather unti l we ar
rived in the vicinity of the drea led 
Cape of Storms at the tip of South 
\ merica, 

, Vicious squalls kicked up a na ty 
sea that broke and hi s, ed ahout our 
c1ecks. High aloft our trucks made ment, vVhat mattered to us the 
wild arcs in the low evil looking happenings in the great world be-
cl6uds, yond. 

The crew shivered in the bitter Standing under the break of the 
cold while their thoughts went back poop we were unaware of each 
to the previous weeks of pleasant other' presence , Each man was 
sunny days wa hed onward by the alone upon the dark raging sea, Cold 
warm Trade ' '''in(1s. and hunger were forgotten now, A 

The weather had been had now for giant greybeard threw us on our 
several davs and was raDidly getting beam-ends. I struggled to my feet, 
worse, Under a r eefed lower top- although hope of survival had long 
,ail and a rag of canvas aft the ince left me. 
straining hull of the ship groaned Suddenly through the murk over-
as she buried her no e in the on- head a single star sent its message 
coming side of the giant combers of hope to the madly plunging ship 
that fo ught so hard to send us to and its weary crew. Star of Hope 
the cold. dark depths below, indeed it proved for us, Down 

It wa night by the clock in the through the ages it has been con
cabin hut night had been with us for sic1ered a good omen at sea when a 
an eternitv it seemed, single star casts its ghostly light 

Snow and ice cm'ereel the masts upon a storm-tossed ship, S~per
and yard" The acme of uffering stition? - maybe but there 1 no 
had been reached, Surely nothing denying the hope it has brought to 
b11ilt by man could withstand this many of those who go down to the 
terrific on'laught by • attIre's anna- sea in hips, 

tBbb.k. liJwilzw.A. 
WHAT THE CITIZEN SHOULD KNOW 

ABOUT THE COAST GUARD 
By Hickman Powell 

Tlills/ro/iolls bv Charll's E, P OIl I, 
X 1'7L> Y orl?: If ' , n /, N ortoll alld CO li/pony, 

II/ co rpora/rd, $2,00, 194 popes, 

Despite the fact that la st year the 
Ln ited States Coast Guard celebrated its 
One hundred and fifti eth anniversary. com
P3rati,'cly fc\\' people know much about 
this ver atile and impol'tant branch of 
Our government scn' ice" IIickman Pow
ell rect ifi es thi lack in a comprehen ive 
survey of the hi story, per onnel, and 

duties of the Coast Guard, The duties 
of thi s mar itime pol ice force range from 
<>iying a id to found erin g- ships in mid
~cean to saving victims of g reat inland 
floods: from the enforcement of whaling 
and sealing treati es to tak ing the meteor
ological observations which make trans
atlantic aviation pos ible, Particularly 
interestinO' is the part of the oast Guard 
in the event of war. A in 1917 it would 
become a part of the _ T avy, Thu it 
would relieve thc Navy of a great deal 
of detail. enabling the fighting force to 
concentrate its efrorts on matters of com
bat, 
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