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Homeward Clipper 
'he lookout lonely in rhe bow 
deft element, (he foamy smother. 

reefs of constellations while 
ad (rom one planet [Q another 
In atc. All ni,:;h[ the figurehead. 
" dying salt, leans down, lifes over 
nefY phosphorescent stars 
Jnd vanish in (he swelling water. 
cr~ak of scraining spar~. the 
man 

nn vessel norchward toward [he 
.lb. 
ud harbor bells through tbe wind· 
:It halyards. 
dark ~icl watching at {he prow. 
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:§unrtllury 
Almighty God our Heavenly Father, whose everlasting arms 

reacheth to the uttermost parts of the seven seas, 'be with all 
seamen everywhere. Thou who has taught them the brotherhood 
:f all mj." of the sea, ~rant that they might teach all nations the 
h~y to I~e together In harmony and peace. Be with them 

s .1 Ph and In port. Grant in their hours of loneliness that th:
n 

hlg d t ~urn to Thee, the great companion, and walk hand i~ 
an With Thy Blessed Son, Jesus Christ our Lord. Amen. 
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A BOUT 400 merchant seamen_ 
guests, staff members, Institute 

conlributors and volunteer. gathered 
in the main lob by at 25 South Streel 
on October 23rd at 2 P.M. to par
tici pate in the dedication of the nell' 
war mural. The mural, depicting the 

ormandy Invasion. is a tribute lo 
merchant seamen in World War II 
and will be a permanent fixture in 
the main lobby of the Institute from 
now on. It was given in memory of 
Mr. L. Gordon Hamersley who was 
an Institute Board Member from 

1913 lo 1942. 
The mural wag painted by Edmond 

J. FitzGerald who sen'ed a!'. li eutenanl 
commander in the U.S. aval ReselTe 
during the war and \I ho actively took 
part III the D-Day operation on the 

ormandy beachheads, a command

ing officer of an LST. 
The dedicatory jJTayer was given 

by the Rev. Dr. Roehr H. Brooks: 
Dr. Raymond S. Hall, assistant Di
;ector of the Inslitute_ gave the bene
diction. The address \las by Robert 
G. Albion, marine hi. torian and pro
fessor of history at Princeton L'ni
versity. Mr. Clarence G. Michalis_ 
President of the Board of Managers_ 

presided. 
Six merchant seamen who had \,'on 

distinguished service medals in the 
war were guen of honor. Tea wa: 
se rved in the Janel Roper Rooms by 
members of the Central Council of 
Associations and our Inslilute movie. 
'-Home is the Sailor;' was shown in 

the auditorium. 

See pages 8 and 9 for a reproduction of the complete mural. 



As :,"ork 011 the mural progre ed, the 
arttst used live models for the sketches 

of the figures, finding them among seamen 
in the building and among staff members. 
He did large black and white close.up 
drawings of the faces and figure and later 
transferred them in color to the mural itself. 

Here we reproduce four of the e sketches 
two of them sketched of a s taff member and 
two of merchant seamell. 

A merchant marine officer whose pre
war experience includes years of Great 
Lakes navigation. During World War II 
he served as mate on Liberty ships. While 
he was a guest at the Institute he sat for 
this sketch as well as several other studies 
used in developing the mural. 

A merchant seaman with a long record 
of service in -World War II. He is the sole 
survivor of an ammunition ship which was 
bombed and blown up in Sari harbor in 
December, 1943. He was an AB on the 
ship but was absent at the time of the 
blast. While staying at the Institute he 
sat for this sketch and for some of the 
other figures in the mural including some 
of the G.I.'s. 

Both these sketches were 
made of Ernie Casper, 
assistant locksmith at the 
Institute. Ernie is not a 
merchant seaman but he 
did cross the Atlantic in 
connection with the little 
business concluded not 
so long ago with Nazi 
Germany. 

tB~ J1uL ~ ~ 1}).uhJ-
Guests of honor: merchant seamen with d£stinguished service medals. 

WHILE hi ship, 55 John Swett, head. By thi time he was so exhausted 
was anchored in Mindoro, that he was hauled on board the rescue 

Philippine hlands, Third Mate boat with great difficulty. 
Robert A. Constantine debarked His indomitable courage and uller 
with other shipmates to an Army am- disregard of personal safety in imme
phibious truck for passage to the main- diately going to the aid of shipmates 
land. En route, this craft was tem- in peril will be a lasting inspiration to 
porariiy lying alongside another a ll seamen, and were in keeping with 
Liberty ship, in light condition, which, the highest tradition of the United 
without warning sta rted her engines States Merchant Marine. 
ahead and forced the Army boat to- <> '* <> 

ward her exposed propeller. In the Capt. Percy II. Hauffman, a 
ensuing chaos twenty-two men jumped veteran lVlerchant Marine officer, won 
over the side . Constantine remained the . S. avy Silver Star for gal
aboard the small boat with three lantry in action during the Anzio 
others and received a painful leg in- landing . 
jury when she co llided with the An employee of the Department of 
Liberty ship which continued under Public Works on le;;tve of absence to 
way. Seeing a survivor who appeared the Merchant Marine, Capt. Hauffman 
unconscious, floatin g in the wake of was cited by Admiral H . K. Hewitt. 
the Liberty's propeller, he imme- Commander of the U. S. Nava l Forces 
diately swam to him. Just as he wa in Europe, for his "extraordinary 
assisting him aboard the craft it lost ability. courageous action under fire 
buoyancy and sank. He continued to and outstanding deyotion to duty" in 
swim to the aid of several hipmates. landing his Liberty. hip the Hilary A. 
When finally rescued by rmy and Herbert at the beachhead and dis-
1 avy craft, Constan tine gra. ped a line charging its cargo of ammunition, 
thrown from one of the pitching boat gasoline and other yital supplies, 
and saved two men by allowing them during a terrific aerial and shore 
to climb aboard on hi shou lders and bombardment. 
saved two men by all owing them to While Capt. HauITman was nosing 
climb aboard on his houlder and his ve sel into the beachhead, two 

U. S. Coast Cua 

Left to right: Capt_ Percy H. Hauffman , Francis E. Rac~, Alexander Waigandt, 
and Sten Nordh, winners of the distinguished service medals for bravery in World 
War II; L. Gordon Hamersley, in whose father's memory the mural was dedicated; 
Chief Officer Robert A. Constantine (meda I winner); and Clarence G . Michalis. 
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aeri.al bomb. severely da maged the 
englneroom and the master wa 
ordered to berLh the Herbert. Work
ing fUJ'iou Iy, however, the skipper 
and members of the en gine depart
ment efTected emergency repairs to 
the engine, which enabl ed the ship to 
a nchor beyond the breakwa ter. 

The citation read, in part: 

" The extraordina ry ability, cool 
and courageous action under fire, and 
outstanding devotion to duty dis
played by Captain Ha uffman set a 
high s tandard for the Merchan t Ma
rine and fulfill ed the highest tradi
tions of this bran ch of the ser vice." 

... * 
In a heavy sea, SS Frall cis Asbury 

struck an enemy mine which broke the 
ship 's back, and she began to sink 
rapidl y. The Chief Engineer , injured 
and so badl y scalded that he later died 
on a rescue ship. had been tra pped 
in his room by the disrupted decks. 
Second Assistant Engineer Fran
cis E. Rack, and the Third Assistant 
E ngineer, with compl ete di s reo'a rd for , ,.. 
th eir own safety. smashed thei r way 
into the Chief quarters a nd carried 
him to the boa t deck. By the time they 
reached the deck all usabl e lifeboats 
and lif era fts had been la un ched or 
had fl oated free, and the sea th en 
covered the a fter deck and was wais t
high over the boat deck. About thirty 
feet away an empty lifeboat Hoated, 
altern a te ly tossed toward the ship, 
and then away, by the heaving sea. 
After several attempts to secure the 
boat. the Third Assista nt Engineer 
jumped overboard in a n e fT ort to bring 
it a longside the shi p . H owever. a par
ti cular ly heavy wave washed him 
a way and out of sight of the two 
stra nded men. By a tri ck of fate, a 
foll owin g sea washed the boa t within 
the reach of Rack. and he and the 
injured Chief Enginee r were soon 
picked up by a rescue cra ft. 

Chief Mate Sten A, Nordh's 
ship. the SS El Cosloll. co llided with 
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the SS Mur/re(>sboro in a b lach I 
out convoy. At the insta nt of co ] I ~ 
sion. fires broke out on the El COSi o I · 

th ~ fl ames eng ulfing her whole l11i~: 
shl ps section threa tening imminent 
da nger of a n ~xp losion of her mun j . 
lI on cargo . HIgh octa ne ga. oli ne On 

the Murfreesboro, lying a lono- ide 
ca ught fire. The co llision tore a Jaro-~ 
hole ill the bow of the El COSIO~I 
Sixty li ves were lost from the crew~ 
of both ships. Nordh tried to brin~ 
the sh i p to a sa fe port though th er~ 
was littl e hope of her stayin oo- a fl oa t. 
Hi determination a nd ski 11 in fi ght
ing fire and seeing that da maged 
lifesaving equipment was mended 
made it p ossibl e to aba ndon ship . 
when she started to sink two days 
a fter the collision, with out further 
loss of life. 

Purser Alexander Waigandl's 
ship was subj ected to a two-hour high 
level bombing a ttack by seventeen 
enemy planes . Bomb fragment. pierc
ed the hull a nd the cargo of h igh 
oc tane gasoline expl oded. Purse r 
Waigandt was one of f our wh o vo lun
teered to risk hi s life in an a ttempt 
to save pa rt of the cargo . That the 
fi re was eventua ll y brought under 
control and most of the ca rgo , aved. 
was due in 11 0 small measure to hi ~ 
outsta nding bravery. 

The ship ill which Cadet-Midship
man Frederick R. ZilO se rved was 
torpedoed a t night. The crell" a ban
doned the fa ·t· sinking ship in an 
orderl y manner except fo r one man 
who became enta ng led in the boa t 
foul s when he lost hi s hold as he 
was descendin g the l aco b's ladder. 
He was ha nging head down and help
less. l i to left his position in the life 
boa t a nd went to the aid of the str ug
glin g and pa ni c-stri cken ma n. Failing 
in his a tlempts to free the ma n fr om 
the ropes, lito cut them with his 
clasp knife a nd both men fell into 
the sea . lito towed his companion un· 
til they were picked up by a lifeboa t. 

Professor Albion Pays Tribute to Merchant Seamen 

Lelf to righl: Edmond James FitzGerald, the artist; Dr. Raymond S. Hall, Assistant 

Director of the Institute; Professor Robert G. Albion ; L. Gordon Hamersley , Jr. ; 

Clarence G. Michalis, President of the Institute; Dr. Roelif H. Brooks, a clerical 

vice-president of the Institute and Rector of St. Thomas's Church. 

I N his speech a t the mural dedi ca
tion, Professo r Robert G. Albion, 

author of many ma ritime hi stories 
and on the stafT of the Secreta ry of 
the avy in recordin g the "non-shoo t

ing" hi story of World Wa r II . traced 

th e history of Ameri ca', wars. He 
pointed out that the tradi tion of ma n
ning ships with yolun teers is still a 

good one for there is no record \\ here 

ships \\ ere held up for lack of crew. 

when suppl ies were to be de li\'ered 

in the war zones . " War ri k ra tes 

were not mere p rinted fi gures. They 

represented the co urage of the mer

cha nt . eamen VI ho sai led - '"01 un· 

ta ril y - into da nge r kn owing th at 

often their chances of surviving were 

on ly 50-50:' 

P rofessor A I bion . a id furth er: 

" On e of the Jesson that cam e out of 

the a \'Y' experiences was the very 

clo "e interpl ay between the avyand 

the 1erchant Ma rine. They had he-

come ind is pensabl e to each other and 
in the thinking of Hi gh Staff. 19 16 
as agains t 1937-]9,,)8, was an appre
cia ti on of what they call ed in forma l 
term $, logi ti cs. This meant the as

sembl ying an d g::ttin g of ca rgoes Ollt 

to where thcy were needed and as 

the war had become very far nun p.-. 
th e movement of these cargoes had 
hecome a vita l and compli ca ted th ing. 

In e\'e ry way the interp lay was vita l 
and the Na \'y ha lea rn ed tha t lesson 
and has inc lude d logisti cs trainin g as 
a basic par t of the train ing of e\'ery 

ensign. The re is one pertinent thi ng 
to remember. Howe\'er mu ch Y O U 

may have in th e way of cargoes a nd 
howe\'er much yo u m ay have in the 

lill e of shi ps, the one thing i t a ll de· 
pends on is whether men ca n be 

found ready a nd willi llg to . ai l them 

into the da nger zo nes . There has been 
no time in our history when the sail

ings were held up fo r wa nt of crews 
who would rio k the da nger zo nes. 

5 



Years ago when I was starting 011 

a History of the Port of New York, 
I found a little book on travel by 
Walter Walton written during the 
Revolutionary War. Among other 
things it incl uded insurance rates in 
the American Revol ution - in 1780 
the war risk of a trip to Jamaica and 
back was 50% and from Philadelphia 
to Haiti was 4,50/0. It was a o-Man's 
Land where any ship had only a 
50-50 chance of returning. But they 
rarely had trouble finding crews for 
their ships. 

Our ships were running not only 
the normal perils of the sea but 
there 'Ia al. 0 the chance that EllD"-o 
land could stop our vessels and send 
a boarding party and decide that if 
they saw some likely topmast hands. 
even if they had an accent from 
Georgia. or Connecticut, that they 
were former British seamen, and they 
would take them off and use them 
on British ships. 

And then there was another danO'er b 

when sailing in the Mediterranean. 
Along with the insurance records of 
hulls and cargoes, I came across a 
little block of policies on a number 
of seamen and these policies were 
issued to pay their ransom in case 
they were taken captive by Algerian 
pirates! 

And then, along in the 1820's, we 
ran afoul of piracy down in the West 
Indies, where instead of holding the 
seamen for ransom, the pirates killed 
them - and there are some grisly 
records of that. 

But the seamen continued to sail. 

Seamen faced the dangers of ship
ping during World War I with the 
new menace of submarines; in the 
recent war they faced them with the 
added menace of airplanes. The war 
ri k rates carry a grim story. In 1942, 
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when conditions were at their \I Or~ [ 
the rate was 7Y20/0 on the Atlanti ' 
for ships sailing from San Fra~: 
cisco to Melbourne across the whol 
Pacific; 10% from ew York t

e 

Liverpool and 150/0 from Gal vesto~ 
to ew York. In the tankers 300,;'; 
around Good Hope, the Persian Gul~ 
or Suez. As for the Murmansk run 
... a 50·50 chance of safe arrival 
wa optimistic. But even to MUTmansk 
there were always crews to man the 
ships - ships filled with aviation 
gasoline and the threat of flamin g 
death. This was a voluntary service 
and the old tradition of keeping the 
ships sailing is one of the proud 
stories of our war record. Should 
there be a future war (and I pray to 
God there will not be ... and if there 
is, that it will be so far in the dis· 
tance that those who have done their 
full share in this war will not be 
called on again), the phrase "Control 
of the Seas" will be an important 
part of our preparation. This means 
the ability to come and go as you 
please and to keep on carrying car· 
goes wherever they are needed. We 
are in an island position, as England 
is, and if we are going anywhere it 
must be by sea and there must be 
something to carry the cargoes and 
somedling to protect them. That in
terplay will go on. We have our war 
ships laid up in moth balls for an y 
emergency. We have our Liberty 
ships and our Victory ships and 
tankers laid up in reserve. Should an 
emergency arise, we must be able to 
recondition them and able to man 
them. There is little likelihood that 
Americans will change ... there is 
almost a positive likelihood that 
there will be the same response and 
the same gallant record wherever the 
new menace may be. It will have to 
be met and the same breed of men 
who met it before, will meet it 
again ... " 

Nostalgia for Sailing Ships 

Ph oto by Marie HiO{1insofl 

Washday aboard the Danmark 

To THE EDITOR OF THE N. Y. TIMES: 
Your editorial, " Sailings Resume, . 

tells us that the excursion steamer5 
will again leave the Battery for At· 
lantic Highlands. 

Do the steamers really sail? When 
a vessel propelled by machinery leaves 
the pier, the steam whistle blows for 
the last time, the gangway is pulled 
inboard, the lines are let go and hove 
in by steam winches, as the captain 
on bridge rings the telegraph, "slow 
ahead," and the engines start working, 
and the pleasure steamer is moving 
ahead, while the band on deck plays 
popular dance music, and the young 
men are dancing with pretty girls -
we call it, "sai ling." In my young 
days, it was quite different. Then, the 
sailing meant leaving the port in sail
ing vessel and going to sea. 

I remember it was dawn. She was 
a lofty ship, ready for sea, the sails 
bent, the clews shackled. The Old Man 
paced the poop, kept looking aloft. 
watched the weather, and felt the wind 
with his open palm. Four bells were 
struck. Both mates hurried forward to 
heave her short. On the way, the second 
mate shouted in the fo'c'sle: "Turn 
to, men! Man the windlass!" There 
was a stir. Sixteen sailors manned the 

capstan bars and began marching 
round as the pawls clanged. 

The chanteyman started the solo: 
"Away for Rio!" The crew joined in 
the chorus, singing in a wild, queer 
wail - "Sing fare ye well, my pretty 
young girl! We're bound for Rio 
Grande!" The anchor was about 
breaking from the ground, when the 
order was given: "Loosen the tops'l s. 
fores'l, and mains'I!" Men sprang in
to the shrouds and ran aloft. Soon the 
sails beat, bellying between the bunt
lines. The chain sheets were hauled 
home. Staysails and jibs were run up 
as the men trotted along the deck 
singing: "What shall we do with a 
drunken sailor!" Then the topsail 
yards were hoisted by the men tailing 
onto the halyards and singing the 
chantey: "0, blow the man down!" 
Ere long the sails were crowded on 
the ship and the yards braced to the 
wind as the sailors pulled long and 
strong to the chanteyman's shout: 
"Hey, weigh, heigh, ho!" 

The lofty ship gathered speed and. 
listing to an off shore breeze, sailed 
away fast and free. 

Capt. R. J. PETERSON. 
New York, May 16, 1947. 

Repriflted from N. Y. Tim es 
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PilO lo by Oual' (),,'rll 

A staff mem ber sits fo r t he mura l artist. 

AFTERMATH 
By Edwa rd O'Gara 

Let u. he stil l about 0 111' pa rt in i!. Th(, ' lin 
Is golden on th e s ilve r shore whe re !!reell and 
mllrc ll a~ dot tlw sand like old pa\ illio l1 ' ~r t 

Be fore th l' jo u' !. Let us be qui et a, the fur 
S wift hird i, qui t' ! th " t (· il'/·Io-s in wid .. an', ' 
Above th e bay, (, lIttin g a patte rn o f in (",,)ralll .. ti 
Le t liS for!!et a nd speak o f other thin!!,. 
The damaged , hore, clf'a red of th e spr~ari 

Iii fi ll ed wi th , houts of children. pe, th ey 1',.tu"11 
W ith la lll!;hte r u p th e ~n nd \ h ile Ill n!!uid \u i,.,., 
Buzz and stop, willc·, il enc('d in the .... y'tnl 

a f te rnoo n. 

I ow is the lime for ket'n hawk's sight or ~ll1all 
i\ lyste rious ronvo illti o n~ of the s" ift biru', hrain 
T ha t send, il shore wa rd, heeuin g premonito r) 

, il!;n . . ) 

We do not hear lo,;t el'ilOcs thrown agai n' t 
cl ifT -

The go ld l' n I ight , fi ne s flun , is roun d U~ \I hi 
the dark 

r'ro tean sha pe of htorm stalks the hori zon. \Ve no, 
nheedful of lost cri es, th tugg:in g leaf, the fl u 

That whips anoss the sea. The wind is ris ing no 
red umbre lla fa ll s - we nod - Is there no voi 

T o c ry to ti S, "Awake ! the ,;torm is here l " 

"In tribute to the men of the Merchant Marine ... World War II, 
1939-1945. They made victory possible and were great without glory. " 

OMAHA BEACH - 1947 
By William H. Peterson 

til' e nter thi s orm an weep, 
,eagul l ~ "ht'el in se tting sun 

pllrpl e stea ls ove r white·ero,sed hills, 
rt' ~lIrf and ~a nd ('lut C' h shell -riflped hulk. 
torn steel and ('011(' rete sil pntly e rode. 
hi~tory f'r upted one I!rt' ) cl a wn: 

F ip:htin !! Fir!' t sto rm ed the Wehrm a/·ht· " nr(' ! 
-(,ight bll n;; t in na me and thundcr

Channe l rcrlde n,>d throup:h th e da y. 
. men! Tile sa me poioons pl ague II ; still: 

/leI', indifTl" rf' n,·c, a nd p: reed. 
" e xpt' nd (\ hl e~" wa it in rea r comm a nds. 

atom'~ fis, ion may even speed 
' s end. om back , in\'ade men' hea rts : 
Onl' W orl d a tones your los;;. 

- .\ ' PIC r ork T il1les 

A MERCHANT SEAMAN SPEAKS 
By John Ackerson 

(6 th .Jun e, 1944) 
da wn , pa le th in l!: to sheets of awfu l fir e, 
to (l brea th less world o ur ha nd iwork , 

rl o f he roes, steel th a t wreab the ire 
, \Vhf> . torms with us the F asc is t murk , 

"li fti ng fa;!. I see the s il ver bea(' h 
I'll ruddy go ld . a nd to my mind come nam es. 

valiant one" that n re no mo re , the spre(' h 
('omrades still ed fo reve r wh en the flam es 

Im ed them as th e convoys mo urn the ir dea d, 
ship, lhat yet li,e . log on towa rd the East 

pray for ti S; anJ now, long cove ted , 
Day is here, we g rapple with th e Beast 

hi" own lair. T . m ile, a nd laugh a loud 
day hreak fi lte rs th roll !!h the murrlN· ,· lono !" 

L', S . Loa." Guord P ll olo 

Mount ing th e mural 

Th is mural is g ive n in memory of Lou is 

Gordon Hame rsley, a me mber of th e 

Board of Mana ge rs of the Seamen 's 

Church Institute . 

1'110/0 by IIrl/l".\' II . H aber 



By Captain C. E. Umstead, Principal, Merchant Marine School 

ONE of our students, a doctor by 
profession, wanted to make a voy. 

age to Bermuda during the month of 
August. Since our vacation periods co· 
incided, he invited me to accompany 
him and I accepted. 

The yacht was a John Alden design, 
double ended and ketch rigged. She 
measured thirty. five feet nine inches 
overall, thirty. two feet six inches on 
the water line, about twelve foot beam 
and four feet six inches draft. 

On Saturday, August 2nd at about 
twelve noon, all preparations having 
been completed, we left from Great 
Kills, S. I., outward bound for 
Bermuda, with four persons compri . 
ing the crew. 

orth of the Gulf Stream, gentle 
variable winds mostly southerly, were 
encountered. In the Gulf Stream the 
wind shifted to easterly and com· 
menced to blow, reaching gale force. 
As the wind fre hened, it became 
necessary to take first: a reef in the 
mainsail, then a second reef, finally 
to furl the mainsail entirely, and then 
run under the jib and the reefed miz
zen. Finally the seas becoming so large 
it was necessary to heave to. Before 
sail could be further shortened the 
jib was blown out. The yacht then 
was hoved-to under the reefed mizzen, 
with the tiller lashed down. Later, the 
wind reached full gale force before 
moderating some two days later. Dur
ing these two days several attempts 
were made to sail the yacht sufficiently 
to the southward to get clear of the 
Gulf Stream. These efforts resulted in 
the loss of another jib and the serious 
damaging of the third jib. At the 
height of the storm a sea had broken 
across the yacht rendering the auxi. 
liary engine useless. 
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On Saturday, August 9th at dawn 
the vessel's position was about 400 
miles east of ew York, which po i
tion was so far to the eastward of the 
rhumb line to Bermuda, that even 
additiona l days were required to make 
the island with the prevailing south. 
westerly winds. 

After five days of sightseeing, plain 
loafing, enjoying the fine hospitality 
to the fullest extent, we regretfull y set 
sail for home. On the whole, the re
turn voyage was pleasant and enjoy. 
able. However, two minor incidents, 
involving the loss of gear, proved the 
wisdom of the old adage, "Always 
carry plenty of spare gear!" 

SAILORS' DAY OBSERVED 
The Annual Sailors' Day Service was held 

in the Institute's Chapel of Our Saviour 
on Sunday evening, October 26th. The Rt. 
Rev. Charles K. Gilbert, D.O., Bishop of 
New York, and Honorary President of the 
Seamen's Church Institute of New York. 
took part in the service. The Rev. Dr. 
Raymond S. Hall. assistant Director of th e 
Institute, preached the sermon. Seamen and 
staft members attended. 

Sailors' Day is observed annually on the 
fourth Sunday in October in special honor 
of merchant seamen in order that church 
people might "remember the value of the 
living seamen and memorialize those who 
have died." 

Dr. Hall in his sermon urged that seamen 
as well as landsmen pay tribute to their 
shipmates lost in the recent war by helpin~ 
to feed the hungry, as both a practical and 
a Christian thing. He stressed the impor
tance of understanding our fellowmen and 
spoke of seamen as emissaries of good will 
and friendliness with the peoples in other 
countries. "War is not inevitable," he said, 
"if we will all work and have faith in the 
future and build spiritual strength to com· 
bat defeatism and evil." 

Bishop Gilbert said that people will al· 
ways remember with gratitude and thank
fu Iness the heroic services of seamen in the 
war. He pointed out that the Seamen's 
Church Institute of New York is a living 
tribute to the men of the sea, and pledged 
his support of the work here. "I will do 
all in my power." he declared, "to 
strengthen the vital program carried on here 
for our sailormen, and I am glad of this 
opportunity at this Sailors' Day Service to 
welcome 0,. Hall to our Diocese and to 
pledge my help as he begins his work here 
at the Institute." 
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Model of the "Mayflower" 
(from the Robert L. Hague Collection) 

The Ma,iners' Museum, Newsporf News, Va . 

WHEN Captain Christopher Jones sailed with the Pilgrims aboard the 
heavy-laden Mayflower, they had no turkey dinner awaiting them when 

they reached America. and no friends to welcome them. Their food on board 
was "salt as brine to feed on. and indigestible as stone, burnt and loathsome." 

What a contrast with today's swift ships - freighters , and tankers, and 
passenger liners ... with wholesome and ample food for both crews and 
passengers! 

And many hundreds of the seamen who set sail from Plymouth in bleak 
November will know that a warm welcome awaits them in America, and a 
bountiful turkey dinner on arrival at the SEAME 'S CHURCH INSTITUTE 
OF NEW YORK. 

It has become a tradition for the Institute to serve turkey dinners or 
both Thanksgiving and Christmas to about 1,500 eafarers, and to provide 
special entertainment and music. Even during the days of rationing the 
tradition was unbroken - although roast pork was substituted for turkey 
during several war-time Thanksgivings. But the spirit of the holiday was 
there, and the festive decorations and gay music and games made the seamen 
forget that they were far from their own homes and families. For some, 
indeed, the Institute is their only home, and they look forward each year 
to spending it at 25 South Street. 

Again we plan to continue this time-honored tradition, and we are 
counting on the loyal and generous support of our friends to provide the 
wherewithal. When you observe this national feast day at your own hearth, 
surrounded by family and friends, we hope you will enjoy it even more by 
realizing that you have shared it with these men of the sea. 

Kindly make checks payable to the 
SEAMEN'S CHURCH INSTITUTE OF NEW YORK and designated for 

HOLIDAY FUND_ Please mail to 25 South Street, New York 4, N. Y. 
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]kL CaL mul1:lw.- CaJUlJLJj.-
By George T. Noble, Chief Cook 

The Captain was superstitious and 
the crew liked a joke. 

by Jl'altrr Stcillsiell 

ONCE, when I was a hoy, which is 
longer ago than 1 usually care to 

admit, 1 wa~ rabi n·boy on a little two· 
must chooner, "Besfie Belle," tha t u ed 
to ply up and down th e ('oast hereabouts. 
We were always fe tching up in foggy 
weather in the most unlikely place ' and 
pretty much getting in th e way of loca l 
shippin g genera ll y. And in the winter we 
were the won.;( headac he the Coa~t GilaI'd 
had , I gue, s, The way we crowded sa il in 
the teeth of a howlin g nor'ea tel' used to 
worry 'em half to death , and they wer 
always predicting a watery end for II,; all . 

But no grp3t harm e, er ('ame to us: old 
Cap' n Ed Trunnf' l, aged !l9, passed 8\\U y 
quietly in hi s sleep sa fe ashore very rf" 
cently, and the last I saw of hi s old 
,('hooner she was ro ttin g peaceably away 
on u nire so ft mudbank nea r New London, 
a ll li sted over on one side as though she, 
too , was fast asleep a nd dreuming plea. ant· 
Iy of a paot life fill ed with agreeable 
I1lf'Tl1o ri cs. 

Old Cap' n Ned, as \\ e sometim e, affec· 
tionately ca lled Cap'n Trunnel, was a 
likeable old coo t for all hi s n u ty ways. 
He'd bpen a fierce bucko·mate in clipper 
~h ipg rO llndin~ the Horn , oh, fifty tim e. 
a t I ast- 0 he boasted (when a r· tua lly th e 
farthest south he'd ever heen was as a 
boy in a barkentine trading in the We~t 
Indies) . If half of what he told had been 
Rtri (' t truth , the o ld ~h e llha(' k would have 
been ahout 210 when he di ed ! 
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He. loved to hrag tha t hr. "a, a "ea 
captaI n. of th e old g('hool,. afraId of nl'ithrr 
God, ;\I a n, nor the De, d .. . \\lt pn ur. 
t~l a ll y h ~ was a deac'on In th e First I.on. 
Co nnel'llC' lIt, and was one of the n10't 
!~ e npecked " hll ~ban ds J ,evpr 8\\. Oid 

Aunt Bess co uld bo,;s hIm fOI fUll and 
the old fe llow knew it. 

But hi s hesetting weak nE'ss was an al. 
most childish be li ef in the supprnaturnl 
He was a perfer·t pe ramhlliating reft'n'nr~ 
library fnr "signs" and omens. 811t th e 
crew of the "Bessie Bcllc" nearly ('ured 
him of his superstiti ousne. s. 

It all ca rn e about by reason of a litt le 
yellow bird a nd a hig hl ac· k ('a t. \X 'e WPre 

lying to a nr·hor in the s trea m, loaded \\ ith 
a hundred tons or sO o f he. t Pittshurgh 
anthracite dpstin ed for a famili a r port on 
the coa. t of .\I a ine, wh en the Cartai n came 
out to us in a shore laun ch with some 
la t minute artides, includin g a round, 
oilcloth·covered package with a r ing in 
the top. The severa l other parce ls inclurl. 
ing eve n his heretofore sacred chrono. 
meter in it woooden case, were ha nden 
up hy the Skipper without ceremony to 
those on deck. Proffered hunds were 
waved away impati entl y, and Captain Ned, 
looking un co mmonly g rim , reached the 
deck un assisted, firmly clutchin g thi, 
peculiar ohj ec·1. 

"What have you I(o t there?" po li tel) 
inquired the \[a te in hi s most a ffable tones 
as the curious crew cluste red ' rou nd. 
"Looks like a birdcage," ad ded the ;\[a tc 
tar tfully. 

"It i ~," ohortl y repli ed th e hone,t l\Ja, •. 
te l' of the "Bessi Belle," and his voice' was 
rueful. ··It's \I rs. Trunn el's favo rite ('an· 
a ry," sa id h~. "I didn ' t want to bring the 
dang thing, but the ~ li ssu s insi. ted, . . 
sa id the bird ha in't heen fee lin' well 
lately, off its feed and one thinp. and 
anoth er, and she allow d as I ho' 11 good 
~('a trip would res tore its hea lth again, Ht 
lea. t she hopes so . . ," His chin "hi ~kt' r;; 
tremb led a little uncertainh-. He fe lt as a 
man might at a fri endly poker game sur· 
pri, ed with a praYf' r IlOo k in hi s pocket, 

"Th e l\ li s. us couldn ' t ('ome hen'elf thi s 
tri p," he muttered . hallH facedl y <to he 
am hi ed away and bore hi s prer·iou, pack· 
age be low. Orinion in the for·. le was 
un animous that no good would come of 
thi s nl'w r3ssenger. "0 11 1' li ' l ole tomr·at. 
Davv J OIH''', do n' lak' it," ohse rven the 
cook ;; ha king his kinky head forebodingly. 
"Oat bird warn't a board f-ift f'e n minllte" 
hefo' ole Davy wuz "row lin ' round til(' 
deck , hea h, snilTi n' and twitchin' hi ' 
whiskers. Shi ps' ca t. and ca na ry bird5 
j e t don' mix, no suh !" 

"There'll be t rouh lr between 'cm," 
roncurred Lu(' ia n, the ab le;;t man in the 
new and th t' sf' lf·a prointcd "hid (, li S' 

todian of ollr ma.l'o t. " Davy Jones is 
jea lous of thi s newcomer, an' we gotta 
keep 'em spart, whatever we do:' 

There was a general murmur of ag ree· 
ment among the men who were a ll quite 
fond of th e ca t. In fac t, of all on board, 
only the Skippe r had shown s(·tive dislike 
of the tom ca t-and then only hec'a use it 
was bl ul' k, he sai d, but in ac tual truth it 
was uer'a use of its fondness for nap ping 
on his pillow. 

All went well for about three days until 
the unfortunate hour that Davy .I ones, un· 
watched at th e tim e, sneaked down below 
and by chance di scove red th e hirdcage 
on the sa loon tabl e jllst aft er the boy had 
fini shed hi s midmorning c1 eanin ~ and been 
('a lled allay without havin g hung it up. 

The cana ry', cheerful .ong was very 
rudely interrupted, for with a s ingle ex· 
plora tory bound the ca t sent the cage 
('t'a shin ~ to the Aoor, the little door in it 
fl e w open, a nd Davy J ones had a greedy 
paw in,ide, But the nex t moment he 
turned and Aed as Ca p' n ed entered the 
saloon. In a bound the Captain rel!ai ned 
th e deck. 

"Where's th at black spawn of hell got 
to .?,' he yelled in a tone whirh stru ck 
dread in 0 11 rhea rt5. 

"Is anything wrong, . ir'!" anxiously in· 
quired Lucian who wa~ at the helm. 

"Anythin~ wrong ')" roared th e Skipper. 
"15 anything wrong'? You drop a becket 
on tha t wh ee l and come below a minute 
and I'll SHOW YOU what's wrong!" 

Slowly and with a ~inkin g h('a rt, Lew 
did as told a nd followed th Old Man to 
hi s ca lJin, 

They foud the M ate and the other A, B. 
already surveying the damal!e, having reo 
placed th e cage on the table with the 
frightened bird Auttering in it. Little yel· 
low fea th ers were still flyin g in the a ir. 

"See there !" s houted the l\I aster. "W hat 
do you think of that '? " H e turn ed on Lew 
with sna rlin g fe rocity. 

" I think th e bird is moulting," cautio 
ously a n;,wered Le w. 

" t\ Jollltin ~, my eye !., Jelled th e Old 
l\lan . ,,It ·~ th a t danged 1,Iack ('at, tha t's 
what it is a nd you a ll know it, too-so 
overiJoa I'd he p;oes!" 

"I don 't ha rdly think it wa, the cat, sir: ' 
Lew gently protested. "Our cat is too 
tenderhea rted to do a thing like this-he 
1dn't ~ot a mean . treak in him nowheres." 

.. ow don't you go di sputin ' me," 
s torm ed the S kippe r. 

"A in ' t nolJody ~aw the "at do it : ' hur· 
ri edl y interpo. ed the Mate, un ea~ il y shift · 
ing his wei/!ht from one foot to the other. 

The Cur tain opened his mOllth a if to 
spPu k, th f' n d osed it again with an audible 
"lick, turned and charged buck on deck 
8l(ain . Th e other. were silent, but hook 
their heads dolefully and followed him like 
a procession of mourne rs, 

On deck the Old Ian was tryin/!: to 
(,8tch the hepless cat , but Davy wisely 
rema ined out of s ight. 

·• .. ay, L(' w," at length slIl(gested the 

Old l\Ian, "You ca ll him; Iw ain' t afecred 
of you-and get him out of h ere !" 

"No, s ir, not me," sa id Lucian firmly , 
now bu(' k a t the wheel. ' 'I'm not go ing to 
have anything to do with killing a black 
cat! Count me out, s ir !" 

"What '?" exrla imed the Skirper in tones 
of ma rked innedulity, 

,·It a in ' t lucky, sir, to make away with 
any ea t that's bi gp;e r th a n a newborn 
kitte n, and it 's a lm ost ce rtain disaster to 
kill a black cat specia ll y. r knew a ma n 
oncet who drowned a bla c· k cat, and what 
do you know'? Inside of a year he lost 
everything he had , and linally went Cl'azy
tha t's what happened to him ," 

The Old l\lan sta rted to say something, 
but the Mate put in hi s oar aga in with, 
"That'. an uncommonly kn owing little 
animal , that cat of our'n, Remember that 
tim e you- I mean we-ran aground just 
off Stra tford Shoals? Th at ca t knew be· 
forehand it was goin' to happen; it ran 
' round the de(' k ha lf wild meowin' for 
more 'n an hour before it happened." 

"Davy Jones" in Danger 

"J est r onsid er, Cap'n, the good wea ther 
we've enjoyed sin ce we got th e ca t," sa id 
Bill , th e other A. B. "It don ' t just ha ppen 
th a t way, I've allus sa id. I've !\lIu~ had 
a hunch that our Davy Jon es was a t the 
back of it a ll the tim e." 

" Dat ole ca t shore· nuff is a good luck 
cat , Cap'n, suh!" contributed the cook. 

The Old l\la n must have su, pee ted that 
all of 1I . we rt' makin g a pl ay for hi s wea k 
. pot from the sha rp look he gave u · Ollt 
of shrewd granite·grey eyes. But turning 
to me a. a last recourse he sa id , "Boy, 
just ti e a bi /!: chunk of coal onto that 
ca t's tail and heave him overside!" 

Under the threatening sta res of th e 
'oth er mpn I ventured: "'Seuse me, s ir, but 
T couldn't do tha t. Why, I'd ag . oon think 
of ;,hying a s tone at th e preacher." 

"How about you, Cook? " demanded th e 
S kipper making a last despera te bid for 
obedience from hi rebellious crew. 

"No, "uh, not me !. , quavered Sam, rea lly 
frighten ed a t the awful prospect. " I don ' 
want no hl ac' k devil cat ha' nt coming' 
'round wakin' me lip in de middle of de 
ni/!:ht ," 

"Well ," tempo rized th e Old Ian , "1 
don't want to appea r unreaso nable, I ain't 
a cruel man by nature, but justi ce is 
justice-an' I will say thi s (and you all 
know I'm a man of my word)-if my wife's 
canary di e~, that dang ca t goes overboard 
-and th ere's an end to it!" 

Fortunately for our bl ack pet, the bird 
was still alive when we reac hed Maine, 
where we di scharged our ca rgo and loaded 
lathes and (,pment fo r the retllrn voyage. 
It wa. still alive but visibly failing and 
would only chirp ve ry faintly when coaxed 
to s ing. Dreading probable trouble, we 
stowed Da,'y Jones away carefully in the 
paint 10 ker forr'ard and resolved to keep 
him there if need be for th e duration of 
the rlln buck hom t'. 
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Two of the men, Lew and Bill , had a 
little celebration ashore th e night before 
we sail ed, and they cam e bac k aboard in 
very elevated spirits ju t before eight 
bells. The r est of us had turned in some 
hours before, but the noi y commoti on they 
ma de woke us up. 

Lew wa seated on the locker opening 
~ sea~ag which was misbehavin~ stra ngely, 
JumpIn g and twitching about as if th e 
devil were inside. While we blinked in 
astonishment, our grinning shipmate 
opened the mouth of the hag and out 
jumped our bi g black ra t! 

"What are you doin~ with Davy Jones in 
that sack? " we asked. 

Bill shush ed us. "Be qui et, you ~u y. , or 
you'll "wake the Ski pper. This ain ' t Davy 
Jones. 

"Yea," contributed Lew, pourinp; some 
ca nned milk into a saucer. " Don' t ma ke 
any noise. Bill and me , potted this ca t 
on our way back to the hip tonip;ht and 
kidnaped it as a substitute for our Davy 
lones ! We had a tough tim e too : chased it 
all thru somebody's flower garden." 

"How did you ever find it in the dark?" 
someone ask ed, but the questi on went un· 
an -weft' d. 

"It was Lf' w's idea. anyways," admitted 
Rill. "Tell 'em about it, Lew." 

"Ah, it was nothin' much," Lew said. 
"Not much l It wasn't nothin'!" con

tradicted Bill. "Just a stroke sheer geniu , 
that's what it was ! Why. h e' a dead
ringer for Davy Jone, that' what, and 
now the Skipper can still have hi s revenl!e 
if need be, but we'll have our mascot." 

The cook who feared for hi life under 
the Old M an and believed he was in 
league with the Devil himself, a t thi s 
point express d considerahle doubt as to 
our chances of success_ 

"Don't worry none, Sa m," ex postul a ted 
the irresistible Lew. " You can' t tell the 
two rats apart- neither you nor nohody 
else, and I'll betcha a whole month's 
wages on it! H ere, put them togeth er and 
se(' if you can tell which is whi ch I" 

" Don't mix 'em up, Lew !" warned Bill 
a. his fellow plotte r opened the door to 
the pa int locker , and Davy Jone , blinking 
in the sudden glare and tretching uut hi s 
long legs, ambled out into the foc'sle_ In 
the next in tant both ca ts ca ught s ight of 
ea ch other, hi ssed in unison, a rched their 
backs and spat savagely. It , as almo. t as 
though Davy Jones were pitting at hi 
own re flection in a looking-glass. 

"Lor' Almi ghty!" exclaimed the cook, 
his di sbeli ef utterly routed. "Don ' for 
goodness sakes let them two get together! 
Why, they' re as like as two chunk of 
coal. Dey mu ' be brudders, for ho' _" 

"I s the Mate in on this scheme ?" I ven
tured the query. 

"Sure, sure he is," the conspirators 
chorused_ "He was on deck when we came 
aboard .. . he's on our side_ He laugh ed 
o hard he nearly tumbled over the rail 

when we told him abollt it. H e thinks 
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it' ~ a great jok(' on the Old Man." 
. --And so it will be," said I. "But he'll 
Just about skin you two alive if h e eVer 
finds out." 

This thought appa rently was a hi"hly 
unpopular one, for I was at once seve~elv 
told to keep my trap hut, or it would go 
hard with me. 

'We were under way shortly after un
lip and havin g helped set and tri m th (' 
headsail s, I was posted up in the bows to 
watch through the morning mists for the 
fair-weath er buoy_ Th e Mate and the re t 
of the hands were occupied in "sweatin g_ 
up" the heavy fore and mainsails; the 
,"ook was hanging pan-lid and h akin~ 
down the stove grates, cheerfull y inten t 
on prepara tions for breakfast, and in the 
commotion the new ra t was fo rgotten_ 
The first I saw of him was a black t reak 
bolting from the open forrard-companion_ 
Som one, aft, caught him ju t in ti me 
as he wa poised to sprin g over the wea ther 
bulwark, doubtl ess under the mi taken 
impression that he had only to vault thi s 
low fence into the neighboring garden. 

ext, he raced aft and poised himself on 
the te rn taffrail, mewing plaintively at the 
dwindling 'horelin e of hi s native land. 

"What a il s t hat plag ued Ca t ?" 
"What ails that plagued cat, anyway?" 

growled the Old Man irritably. 
Lew, coiling the main-sheet nearby, 

felt impelled to answer: 
" I don' t know, sir," he a id_ "H e's been 

ac ting very trangely la tely. Seem to have 
omething on his Illind _ .. " 

'-He' ll have the toe of my boot on the 
side of his head in a minute---if he keeps 
that lip!" grumbled the Skipper. 

"Say, boy! " he ba wled to me, forrard_ 
" Haven't you raised th a t danged channel 
Ill a rker yet? Or do you need two pair of 
glas. es ?" 

"Groaner-buoy 'bout four points off the 
lee bow, s ir," was Illy answer. -, team-tug 
to windward with two barges in tow!-' 

' -Confound it!" called the Old Man_ 
"We saw them 'way hark a ft here half all 
hour ago. Where are your dra tted eyes 
thi morning, boy ? Did Y011 leave them 
ashore?" 

That evenin g the canary died_ Th e Old 
Ian, in an ugly frame of mind, came on 

deck, g rasping a sea-boot in one hand and 
the pitifully hrunken remains of the little 
hird in the other. 

" See that , Harry," he aid to th e ]\ fa te. 
And then hi eye lighted wra thfull y on 
the black ca t yowling dismally in th e lee 
gan gway_ 

"That ding-danged, squalling, misera bl e 
critter i the cause of thi here tra gedy," 
shouted the Old Man, and he flung the 
heavy boot a t the cat. It struck the deck 
with a loud thud- near where Tom h ad 
been standing a second before, loudly 
protesting his fa te to the full moon _ 

In one ill-chosen bound, the cat waS 
gone over the side, and I di stinctly hea rd 
a loud "plop!" immediately afte rward_ I 

ran to the rail at once, Lew beside me 
with a boat-hook he' d snatrhed up- but in 
that dark water, no black cat could be 
see n_ 

" Well. that's the last of him!" said the 
Old Man in a tone of finality_ 

" Oh, no, suh ; it a in' t ,,, exclaimed our 
cook Sam, who had been quietly smoking 
his corncob in the lee of the mainma t. 
"Oh, Cap'n, suh, you all has done it now 
for sure_" 

"There goes our good luck," pronoun ced 
the Mate, having a tim e of it to k eep 0 

straight face. 
The Old Man looked queerly from one 

to the other of us, aid nothing, but went 
below and pulled the weather-slide to with 
an uncompromising bang_ 

During the night it seemed the Ma te's 
words were a prophecy. The weath er turn
ed worse, and the seas began making up _ 
We in the focs'le were wakened by the 
thunder of the bows which had begun 
their familiar scuffiing and boxing with 
the mounting waves. Called on deck just 
be fore midnight to shorten sail, the wind's 
voice was shrill and melancholy in the 
singing stays. 

"We're in for it!" was Lew's comm ent, 
bawled into my wet ear as the two of us 
clung, shivering, to the bowsprit as the 
Old Girl buried her drench ed bow again 
into an onru hing comber. 

The Skipper's voice cut thru' that wild 
cl amour like a bugle c ry: 

"Hurry and stow that jib! Then come 
aft here and bear a ha nd with the 
main 'I !" 

"Oh , oft !" gritted Lucia n thru' clenched 
teeth , "who would sell his farm and go 
to ea!" 

It was a wild night and it blew a lusty 
nor'-ea ter, but our s turdy oaken schooner 
fl e w before the storm like a pan ked mare_ 

Shortly afte r breakfast next morning 
when all hands were on deck- just chang
ing watches-Davy J ones escaped from 
the custody of the cook who had taken 
him out to be fed, and rushed out on 
deck. ft e r be ing confined for thirty hours 
or so, the mel! of f re h air must have 
seemed pre tty good to him, for in a j ubi 
lant mood h e dashed aft like greased 
lightning, adroitly avoiding eager hands 
on either s ide that prudently sought to 
stay hi s ill-tim ed froli c. The Old Man was 
on deck, but fortunately was facing aft 
a t th e moment deep in conversation with 
the fa te. Luckily Lucian succeeded in 
corn ering Davy between the water cask 
and the mainmast and hastily popped him 
out of sight under his oilskins_ A protest
ing sc reech was followed by a muffied 
meo w_ 

The Captain whirled like a speared 
·turgeon. "What in the name of Goshen 
wa that ?" he barked_ 

"What was what, sir?" affably queried 
the good-humored Mate. 

"Didn' t you hear it ?" demanded the 
Old :'Ilan, glaring wildly 'round_ "It 

Draw;"y bJ' Wa lf er S lei,,-,;ek 

sounded jest like a cat I • _ • Lew! Didn't 
you hear something j est now ?" 

"WllY, no, sir," quavered Lucian, taking 
care not to turn around_ "No, sir, I a in' t 
heard nothin'," 

"Well, all right Lew . _ _ that's alL" 
At the first favorable mom ent Lu r ian 

handed his burden below_ The Old Man, 
a very puzzled expre ion on hi g rizzled 
face, said something in a low voice to the 
' fate, a nd qui etly descended into the 
afte rcabin. H e found the cook there clear
in g away the break fa t di shes and hum
min g innocently to him elL 

"Mawnin' agin , Cap'n," greeted that 
worthy, howing hi s ivories in an ex pres
ive grin_ "Did I hear you tellin ' the 

Mate jut now that you heerd a cat ?" 
The Old :'I[an tared at him for about 

a minute without or.ening his mouth. 
At length h e pok e, 'Yes, Doc' , I did _" 
he said in a quietly confid ing tone. "J 
heard that blamed cat ju t as plain as 
tho' it was till alive. What do you make 
of it, Doc'( ' 

' -Sho' nuff, suh ," answered th e coo k, 
speak ing mysteriously. '-It ain' t tha t cat 
you' re hearin , uh , it's hi s gho t: that's 
what it am, take it from me, ah knows! 
I wouldn' t be surpri sed effen you all see 
da t cat some night come a-climbin' up 
out of t~e , ea, all drip~!n' and shiverin' 
and a-crylll to hi sself . . _ 

At thi s graphic recital the Old ]\[an's 
expressive features did a startling seri es 
of acrobati cs_ 

Finally he said to the cook in a strained 
voice, " Listen here, Doc, if that's Y OUT 

idea of a joke __ . well , it a in't mine," he 
fini shed lam ely and went into his state· 
room, slamming the door behind him. 
Looking down the skylight, I saw the 
old cook laughing quietly to himself and 
gleefully shaking hi s wooly head. 

(To be contin ued in the December issue) 
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'Old Ironsides' Commemorative Stamp 

This new three-cent stamp went on sa Ie in Boston on Oct. 21 

in honor of the 150th anniver~ary of the launching of the frigate 

Constitution. First sa Ie of the stamps was on the deck of the Constitution, 
now anchored in the Charlestown Navy Yard in Boston. The stamp is of 

speci.1 delivery size and bears a drawing of the ship by Andrew H. 

Hepburn, of Boston . The design includes drawings of the twenty-four. 

pound guns of the Constitution 's day. An arc of sixteen stars represents 

the number of st.tes in the Union in 1797. Collectors desiring first-day 

cancellations may send not more than ten addressed envelopes to the 
postmaster at Boston. 

DARK COMPANION 
By Bradley Robinson 

Robert M. McBride , $3.50 

Admiral Rohert E. Peary im ited Mat· 
thew A. J lenson, a eg ro, to make the 
journey to th e fo rth Pol e herauw he 
('on idered hi help the most valuable of 
any of hi s companions. He expre. sed it 
by saying : "r can't ge t alo ng without 
him." Henson was an 8~,ociate of Peary 
and not a personal ~ervan t 85 the pre"s 
of tha t time declared. He hud been on all 
.of I>eary's trips to the far north, end uring 
suffering and starvation and at one tim e 
saving Peary's life. 

While the Explorers' Club had accepted 
i\fattlww H nson as an honored member 
ami distinguishf'd rdi,' explorer. had 
paid trilJUte to his ('ontribution to Ameri
can exp loration, he had not otherwise had 
the rerognition he deserved. "DARK CO;\ I
PANrO " is the long delayed gesture of 
honor to a great American. 

r. 1\1. ('h"'50n 
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DOWN TO THE SEA IN SHIPS 
By Wallace West 

Noble & Noble, $2 .00 

This story of the U. S. l\-Ierchant \!arine 
from its earliest beginnings to the prpl'cnt 
day, is for would ·he mariners, young boys. 
and girls too, who dream of n career 
eithe r sai ling the ship or building th e 
ships that ail the e\'e n seas. It gi\'es 
them a record of the past-the ships anu 
heroe. that have made ea faring hiotory, 
the ~aga of American shipbuilding, up to 
anu includin~ World War 11. They are 
told what to expec t if they attend th e 
sta te or federal maritime academ ies. A 
gallant tradition is painted here, and one 
with which yOlln~ people shou ld be proud 
to serve. Authoritative rhotographi r illus· 
tration. suppli ed by the avy and th e 
Maritime Commi . ion ~lIppl em ent the tex t , 
and make this small volume an inspiration 
to American youth to build careers in hips 
and shipping. The opportunities described 
he re have coJor and exci tement seldom 
found ashore. 

Louise oling 

UNSEEN HARBOR 
By Frank Laskier 

Lippincott, $3.00 

Frank La~kier regards th e eamPIi , 
In"titllte as hi, -econd homf'. He senes 
on th", Scamf'n's Committee of the Artist, 
& Writf'r:.; Clllh. We have wat('heu hi , 
pro~rp"" from his first book, "i\ly ame 
i" Frank," which rp('ordeu hi s talks ovt'r 
the British Rroad"a~ting Company, to hIS 
"Logbook" whidl told of his w~r ex· 
pe riences in which he endured a llfehoat 
ordea l and lo,;t a leg. Now h" has \\I'lttl'n 
"is Ii n<t nu\~!. 

'I'll(' llIt'riean pws Compan) "llhli~h~', 
a monthly estima te of rlpn1>IIHI for forth · 
.. omi ll~ hoob. I n the Spptt'mber issue the 
('di tor \\rites: "The fine,t Jl rforman e of 
tilt' 220 hooks slat d for th e month is 
Frank I.a,kier's UNSEEN JI RBOR. Thi, 
I)(Wf' I is a story or seamen allOard 1I 

fl'\'i~htt'r sailing in 19,15 from England 
to Chi l" and til(' human (·xp losives ahoaru 
al'l' tou('hed off by tilt' dis"ovpry of a 
W0l1n111 l-itO\Hlwa, . There isn't a ('H~lomer 
into \\ hose hand~ you might pu t this who'lI 
drop it herort' thf' rinal word." 

L SEE I II \ K BOR picks YOII II" rOllg"· 
h, u~ with a carp;o hook, alld pllt' YOII 

,;"oa rd u nl()ti('rIl mt'rl'ilant v('~"1"1 and 
from tlwn on to its powerflll conclm·i on, 
the r('ac\er i~ a member of the crew. The 
Frallris I/ all is not a had shir to be 
on ... good food, "If'an IlIlnks, . tern bllt 
jll,t olli .. "rs. Anel th .. (')'('w·t Well. \'.'Itch 
YOllr,;clf. mal('. The)' ar(;' a rU[(l);ed. Intt t'r. 
\ iolent, tt'ncl('r, and 1'I'1It'1 bUill'll 01 't'a· 
lIlen. 'I s with all hum an Iwin gs, ther are 
,;trangely compounded of good and e\il. 
There are moment. to make the angel~ 
W('('P and then' are Illoment~ wher; , ~ o.u 
wi~h you had never left the land .. I h ~l.' 
>tre np;ths ancl their weakncs~e~, the Ir pltl 
rul , trf'u,url'd memories are masterrully 
re\ea led. i\I r. Lu,kier write~ out of a deep 
knowledg(, of the s('u and all even det'pel 
I'olllpa" ion ror the men \\ ho follow It. 

:V1 r. fA/skier INole Ihe jollolc
illg plea jo,. huu/,s for our Conrad 
Library. 

"Go to your I ibrar). be it large 
() r SIllH II. look th rough those book!' 
you have known :"0 long and loved 
:"0 well. Think of the pleasure you 
had "hen vou fi r5t read them; the 
rev iew. that aroused your curiosity; 
the people \\ ho talked about them to 
you; and then the evening \\ hcn you 
lit a cigarelt _ turned the radio oR', 
anJ opened the book at the first page. 

There are men in the Merchant 
Ia,·y who have never read tho e 

t'. s. ( O(l s t ';,,01'11 lihoto 

Frank Lasker, seaman author 

books_ and unless \ OU choo:"e to help. 
they ne,'c r "i II. G~od librarir:" do not 
abound ill ~ailor tOI\Jl_ or on the lon ~ 
jettie;; 1\ here the tallkers load . 

The looks that are aboard ·h i p. 
are cheriJled; lent a~ a sign of good 
r riend. hi p_ and retu rn ed at once. Dog-
ared th t) ma) he: the covers \\ om 

shabby ~ vul Ilt ey slack lip as the 
sailors' ollly rt'lawllioll, against Ihe 
lalldsl11all-s 'mories alld Ihealres alld 
rad io sholt's. 

Take thosc hooh "ou have loved_ 
and !'hare th cm \\ith -It . The clas ics 
YOll ha" e re3d_ and re- read; the text
hook, that taught you more of your 
job: and the murder mysteries that 
kept you en thrall ed . They \\ill he put 
on our . hip~. and we \\ ill he grateru l 
to you." 

Plea e send boob to the CONRAD 
LIBRA RY 25 South Street. lew York 

LN.Y. 

OFF MY SEA CHEST 
By Lewis H. Conarroe 

Henry Holt & Co., New York, $2.75 
Th!' lir~t aim of th.. avy, accord-

in/!: to \II'. Connaroe, was to lind enough 
sq uare pel!~ to fill all its round hol es. '\ 11-

napoli s brass lI1ld hi ~ truggles with the 
~cience of Ila\ ig8tion provide Illany a 
d,lll·kk. 

D. Page 



A Douglas DC-6 flies around the tip of Manhattan in trial run _ American-Airlines 

now have established three-hour service between New York and Chicago_ 

Note the Seamen's Institute building in circle. 

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 ad vis
oble 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," a corporation 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_ If 
land or any specific property such as bonds, stocks, etc" is given, 
a brief description of the property should be inserted instead of 
the words, "the sum of... ............................................................. Dollars." 
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