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New SCI building as seen from
main entrance of the ruins of
Fort Clinton (inskt) in Battery
Park. Brick-work on SCI struc-
ture is drawing toward com-
pletion.
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by Abbie Murphy

“Piracy,” it has been said, “began
the very day after man attempted to
transport valuable goods by sea.” There
is hardly a mile of the whole Atlantic
Coast that has not known the tramp
of a pirate’s boot.

It was in the Caribbean area that
the greatest “prizes’” were seized, since
the Spanish were forced to move their
rich loot across it and into the Atlantic,
where the blood-thirsty pirates lay in
wait.

The New England coast, with its
?‘UEged outline, its innumerable small,
isolated islands, its sheltered coves and
1.1arbors, offered a particularly appeal-
ing rendezvous for the freebooters.

In the quiet streets of Marblehead,
Massachusetts, the roistering Captain
John Quelch, better known as “Old
Quelch,” was arrested and brought
back to Boston for trial. He was exe-
cuted there in 1704.

‘The wealthy Massachusetts mer-
chants from Boston and Salem heartily
resented the activities of “the brethren
of the sea.” The threat of the maraud-

- e . . .
I'S made it necessary for their ships

%0 carry cannon, shot, and powder, and

greatly reduced the profits made on
their cargoes. To New England the
pirates came, however, for their own
good reasons.

It is to be expected, then, that pi-
rates’ ghosts would often be seen and
heard on New England’s shores, on its
sequestered islands, and in its rocky
woodlands.

The Isles of Shoals in New Hamp-
shire, a group of several islands, are
the scene of many a pirate legend. One
of the better known stories concerns
“The Watcher of White Island.” “The
Watcher” is one of the lovelier guardi-
ans of “pyrate gold.” The villain whose
loot is still so zealously guarded was
the mighty and ferocious Blackbeard
himself.

The terrifying Blackbeard, on one of
his journeys, brought to the Isles a
beautiful woman. There was much ca-
rousing on White Island, and much
burying of gold, silver, and precious
gems. When a hostile vessel appeared
offshore, Blackbeard sailed out to do
battle. He never returned, but his light
o’ love was left to watch over his loot.
The woman has been seen many times,




peop]e say, “a shapely figure wrapped
In a long sea cloak; her golden hair
blowing in the wind.”

On another of this group, Appledore
Island, is a very different kind of Spirit
so legend tells yusg, This one ig “Olc{
Nab}’ one of Captain Kidd’s crewmen,
who was killed so that his ghost might
be forever watchful of loot secreted
there. “Pale and dreadful to behold”
is Old Nab, “with the mark of the
hangman’s noose on his neck.”

Itl Ipswich, Massachusetts, Harry
Main, though not a true pirate, is said
to haunt the shore., Harry lured vessels
to their doom by means of false lights
and then without risk to himself,
robbed them of their cargoes, ’

His ghost is compelled to twine ropes
of sand on Ipswich Bar, where he sent
many ships ashore, Some say he must
also shovel back the incoming tide.
When the sand rope breaks, Harry’s
roars of rage can be heard for miles.
“Listen,” say those who hear him, “old
Harry’s grumbling again!”

The “Screeching Woman?” of Mar-
blehead is a pathetic ghost. She was an
English girl captured by pirates and
killed in Oakum Bay, near what is now
Front Street. Her screams for mercy

have caused many a brave “Header” to
tremble.

On Deer Island in Boston Harbor
“the ghost without a head” is an awe-
Some apparition. In 1819 one Frederick
Brown, the wandering poet of Boston
Bay, had this to say about Deer Island’s
ghost.

“Here, Superstition often tells
Of a ghost that’s heard to Sere
And utter dismal piercing yel
At midnight on the bmch‘, ‘
Oft I've heard the story told
How a ghost with out a head
Here guards some thousand p,
m gold
By some st’ravngeffa:ncg/ led.”

Evifiently many ghosts fee] th
guarding treasure ig no “gstyrg "
fancy.” g

T}tomas Veale, a pirate who hid nj
loot in a cave in Dungeon Rock in ths
Lynn, Massachusetts, woods, wag exe
txjemely anlucky. He stayed right wit};
his precious hoard, living in the cave
for over a year. An avalanche, caused
by a hurricane, closed the opening of
the cave, and Veale was walled up
t}tere. His ghost, however, apparently
slipped out to bewail hig misfortune
as there have been many reports of his
appearance.

More buried treasure has been found
along the rockbound coast of Maine
than anywhere else in New England.
However, there are few piratical spec-
tres there, or little is heard from them,
anyway.

Captain Kidd was known to have
prowled Connecticut waters, and Black-
beard, as well, In Old Lyme, Connecti-
cut, there’s a storied monster who leaps
suddenly upon any intruders seeking
the gold buried there by “the brethren”
centuries ago.

Any area like New England which
was so frequently visited by pirate
luminaries like Blackbeard, Kidd,
“Long John” Avery, Samuel Ballamy,
“Black Walt” and other “head men” of
the pirate world could hardly expect to
evade their ghostly presence through-
out the centuries.

At least, New England legend credits
them with being very much around,
even yet. And most of us do not seek
an encounter with characters like
these, in spirit or in the flesh, simply
to prove or disprove the hair-raising
stories.

¢ «»/1'

nds

‘.-a Edyth Harper

I

The sea is endlessly casting up un-

~ wanted objects on the shores of the
~ world. Wood, tins, plastic containers,
‘old shoes, litter in fact from every

ion. Not least of the things that lie

" Qh the tide line is a collection of bottles.
- And every now and then a bottle full

- of Romance is found.
Not much Romance you may say
about an unwanted bottle, but for

f :', centuries men have thrown bottles into
the sea with a message inside them.

Who first tried out this maritime mes-
Sage service is unknown but it is on
record that as long ago as Queen Eliza-
beth Ist’s reign in Britain there was
an official known as the “Uncorker of

~ Bottles.”

History says a fisherman on Dover

~ beach found a bottle with a message in

.

SNt Not able to read, he took it to his

b‘etters who were astonished to find it
Was a letter to the Queen from a secret
agent, reporting that Novaya Zemlya
island haq been seized by the Dutch.
-ha(Ii\IOt Unnaturally, Her Majesty, who
4 Pretty temper, flew into a Royal
'88€. No woman likes to have others

read her letters. She appointed an of-
ficial bottle-opener and threatened
death to anyone who dared to find out
for themselves what messages were in-
side bottles. It was not until George
III’s reign (1760-1820) that the posi-
tion was abolished. :

Columbus after discovering Ameri-

ca in 1492, nearly became a bottle
throwing addict. In his anxiety to tell
the world of his discovery, he trusted
the news to a wooden cask which was
never found.

In 1906, the General Post Office of

Britain offered 2/6 to the finder of any
bottle set afloat off St. Kilda. For some
years a few coins were duly paid but
recently no more of these bottles have

appeared.

As a means of spreading the news,

bottle-launching is a tricky business.
George Phillips of Washington has sent

out, with help from friends, over 15,000
wine, spirit and beer bottles over the
years with texts inside them in many
languages.

More than 1,400 people have acknowl-
edged receipt from 40 different coun-
tries. A Mr. Jewell Pierce of Alabama
over 25 years set some 30,000 bottles
adrift with 6,000 answers to his credit.
It took 13 years for one bottle to be
found.

Benjamin Franklin used bottles to
prove theories about the Gulf Stream.
He duly recorded any answers received
— most of which have been proved ac-
curate. Later the U.S. Navy used the
same method to record the track of
ocean currents. The work was carried
out by the Bureau in Charge of Float-
ing Bottles.

The Scottish Fishery Board went
into the bottle business in earnest in
1894 and the work still goes on. Dr.
Tait of Aberdeen said the longest re-
corded voyage of a bottle was one of
many put in the sea by Dr. Bruce of
the Scottish Antarctic Expedition

(1902-4) . Four years later, two turned
up in Victoria, Australia; one reached
New Zealand, a journey of around
(Continued on page 9 )




~ When morning came, twenty-two
\en were sitting on a rocky ledge sev-
eral hundred feet from the broken hull
of the M ormaid. Not a soul was lost;
r{ he miracle had come. ‘ )
. The cold and tired men waited si-

by James Powi
78 A S y .
IW. PO@U@@.S‘ Jently on the barren ledge hoping to be

182Egaréﬁ on the morning of October 16, o ‘ ‘ yescued by a passing vessel before
of S’ d oo Mermad pal t e ;pature took its toll. They had to wait
Sydney harbor bound for Collier , : tnree days before their prayers for
Bay on the west side of Australia. Her Jescue Were answered by the bark

Swiftsure- As soon as the lookout spot-
ted the Mermaid's Crew and passen-
gers, the bark hove to and took them
~aboard.

Five days later the Swiftsure was
gailing off the coast of New Guinea
- when she was caught by one of the
strong tidal currents common in that
~ area. The current grabbed the bark in
‘her vise-like grip and pushed her
~ proadside onto the rock-bound shore.
~ Before the bark could break up, the
. crews made it to the safety of the
beach.

Captain Nolbrow and the Swift-
sure’s master were making plans later
that day for survival when they were
spotted by a passing schooner, the
Governor Ready. Although the schoo-
ner carried thirty-two persons and a
full cargo of lumber, she managed to
make room for the shipwrecked group.

The Governor Ready had sailed on
only three hours after picking up the
shipwrecked men when her cargo of
lumber caught fire and flames raced
over the schooner. Fortunately, all
three crews and passengers were able
to crowd into the schooner’s frail life-
boats.

Shortly after the schooner sank, the
bobbing lifeboats were seen by the
Australian government cutter Comet,
which had been blown off course by a
storm. After hearing Captain Nol-
brow’s story the cutter’s crew was
very anxious to put the rescued men
ashore as soon as possible. For they
believed there was a jinxed man among
the Mermaid’s crew.

They might have been correct be-

crew of nineteen men and three pas-
sengers were on deck that bright
5‘?’.;’;‘13‘3’ watching Sydney fade in o
distance. Looking forward to a pleasa

Ko L

cause the Comet ran into a violent
storm a week later. The storm smashed
against the cutter with huge seas,
sending tons of water crashing down
on her decks. The ship was stripped
of her sails, masts and rudder and left
to the mercy of the sea.

Now positive that there was a
jinxed man amongst them, the Comet’s
crew launched the only lifeboat not
damaged and rowed away from the
helpless hulk, leaving their passengers
to fend for themselves.

After the storm had blown out, the
unlucky passengers found themselves
hanging onto the cutter’s wreckage.
For almost a day they floated in the
shark-infested waters until they were
rescued by the packet Jupiter. Aboard
the Jupiter, Captain Nolbrow took a
count and was surprised to find that
all were present.

He had had four ships sunk from
under his feet but in all four ship-
wrecks not a life was lost.

Aboard the Juptiter was an ill, elder-
ly woman from Yorkshire, Sarah
Richley, on her way to Australia to
search for her son whon she had not
seen since he had run away to sea
fifteen years previously.

Mrs. Richley’s son, Peter, it was dis-
covered, was a member of the Mer-
maid’s crew which the packet had

rescued.
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On the port and starboard sides of
every ship the Plimsol] Line, or Mark
shows the draught (depth) to which,
the vessel may be safely loaded in dif-
ferent circumstances and different
sea§ons. This “Plimsoll Line” was the
lt:;'amchild of a landlubber and British
soﬁfnber of Parhament, Samuel Plim-

History records that in the 12th
c?ntury the crusaders marked the
sides of their ships with the Hol
Cross. Venetian merchants somz
Swedes ?nd a handful of othe,rs also
usgd various types of Symbols on their
ships to indicate the safe draft,

It was fairly well understood even
among (?arly mariners that the safety
of a ship depended largely upon the
draff; (an indication of the degree of
loading on the ship) and upon the free-
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board or height of the ship’s side out
of the water (an indication of the
amount' of buoyancy in reserve.)

‘Des?plte efforts by Lloyd’s and other

shipping insurance companies there
Wwas no general marking of ships by
controlled legislation. Plimsoll, shocked
by the prevailing conditions, began, in
1868, a tireless campaign to have the
degree of loading of ships properly
regulated. E:

At that time there was nothing to
stop shipowners from overloading.
There were no inspections for sea-
Worthiness, no examination of repairs,
nor, in fact, any compulsions to make
repairs. The owner could, and did, in-
sure at twice the value of the ship and
cargo, and often collected that amount
when the vessel was lost at sea.

The man who tried to change all this

into incredible setbacks. He was
2ted, scorned, derided by everybody
ccept the men who made up the ships’
ows. His constituency, Derby, was
from the sea, and his enemies made
qch of this when Sam Plimsoll first
ok his seat in the House of Commons
“and asked for a bill to make ship own-
ers mark their vessels with a load line.
At Plimsoll’s insistence bill after bill
was drafted to make a load line a legal
hecessity. Each and every one was de-
feated. “Plimsollism” became a nasty
word. And Plimsoll began to show the
strain. In one impassioned parliamen-
tary address he cried out against
~ “speculative scoundrels” and threat-
~ ened to “unmask the villains who send
.~ men to their graves.” For that Sam
Plimsoll got thrown out of Parliament.

It was not until 1890 that Lloyd’s
" mathematical tables, supporting Plim-
~ soll’s theory, were produced. The Plim-
- soll mark, a circular disc, 12 inches in
~ diameter with a horizontal line 18
inches long drawn through its center,

became law. This line and the center
of the disc marked the maximum load
line.

The typical modern “Plimsoll Mark”
is the result of the 1930 International
Load Line convention whose recom-
mendations were ratified by the gov-
ernments of virtually every maritime
nation, thus bringing to fruition Plim-
soll’s dream of a universal system for
controlling safe drafts.

As a matter of practical convenience,
governments of maritime nations dele-
gate authority to assign freeboards to
“classification societies.” The letters on
either side of the disc indicate the par-
ticular assigning authority: LR —
Lloyd’s Register; AB — American
Bureau; BV — Bureau Veritas; RI
— Registro Italiano; NV — Norske
Veritas.

Eight years after his mark became
law, Sam Plimsoll died, happy in the
knowledge that his efforts to do good
had gained him an affectionate nick-
name — “Landlubber Sam.”

“BOTTLE AHOY! (Continued from page 5)

10,000 miles. Others claim the record
for a bottle from a German ship be-
tween Kerguelen and Tasmania. It ar-
rived at Bunbury. W. Australia, pre-
Sumably having travelled 16,000 miles
across the S. Ocean.

- In 1944 a bottle was found on the
beach in Maine, near wreckage. It read
“Our ship is sinking. S.0.S. didn’t do
any good. Think it’s the end. Maybe
this message will get to the U.S. some
day.” It was proved to be from U.S.S.
Beatty, torpedoed off Gibraltar in 1943.

Romance is found in bottles, how-
ever. A Swedish sailor, Ake Viking,
‘Wanted a wife. He gave his address and
a description of himself to the care of

a })ottle. Two years later a fisherman in
Sicily found it. His daughter Paolina
answered the letter. After a further
exchange of letters, the couple were
married in 1958.

The Institute has, from time to
time, participated in or sponsored
experiments im casting bottles
adrift on the ocean.

It did so in 1950, 1957 and
1962 And possibly even further
back in its history. Bottles were
dropped in certain areas of the
world oceans. Each one contained
the name and address of a spon-
sor, the sponsor and finder each
receiving a suitable prizeif found.

T he musical comedy star, Mary
Martin, placed a message in an
SCI bottle, the bottle to be
dropped in the South Pacific —
naturally — because Miss Martin
was then starring in a show called
by the same title. Miss Martin’s
bottle has mot, apparently, ever
been recovered.
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George R. Berens

HAt 0720, February 12, 1943, Cape
miolzg O;xfr.as abeam five points, seven

We in Agwimonte had come a long
v&{ay to get there — off the famed rocky
pmpacle that has figured for two cen-
turies in legendary tales of the sea. We
had left New York loaded deep {:vith
war material for Port Tewfik in Auy-
gust 1942. After landing our cargo
we. were assigned to aid our British’
allies on a relief trip to beleaguered
Malta. From there, with empty holds
we vyere routed to Capetown and then,
received orders to £0 to Buenos Aires
and Montevideo to load.

;n Montevideo, when we were almost
finished loading, the captain had gone
ashqre to get hig routing homeward
Qurlng World War II, merchant ships.
did not follow the established courses-
Il:;iet‘;vee.z:l ports, for thig would have

ade it easy f i
sy ¥ for the enemy to inter-

Instead, they were sent on evasive
traclfs as ordered by Allied naval au-
thorities. QOur tracks homeward were
to be exceptionally evasive, we found
when the captain returned with the,
startling news that we were to proceed
It;) N evzz1 z’}:)rk via the Straits of Magel-

n an e Pan
St ama Canal — the long

The activities of eénemy submarines
and.surface raiders in the South At-
lantie, together with the lack of naval
esc?rjcs for convoying, dictated this
decision, He algo had an armful of
charts and directories, for the waters
we would steam through were entirely
str:nge to us and our ship. :

S we proceeded down the Ar i

coast, the study of these chalizngrlllg

sailing directiong took u
skipper’s time. Every dI;; ]1;)4: (\): -
spend hours in the chartroom s
charts spread out before him, the l’) o
at- hand. Especially was he conceOOks
w1t}_1. the navigation of the forbidf{r‘led
Straits — narrow waters, crooling
channels, fraught with hazard stored
ff)g and swift currents, swirli’ng tiré]’
rips. The more he studied, the m 3
perturbed he became. ’ i
Often, when I Wwas on the bridge he
would call my attention to some of ,the

sage through the bleak gorge between
: Sf)uth America and the islands of

Tierra del Fuego,

After listening to g few of his dis-
courses, I conceived an idea: why not
80 around Cape Horn and thus avoid
the perils of the Straits? The more I
thought of it, the more this idea ap-
pealed to me, Many thousands of the
old Square-rigger men had sailed
aro.und that grim, rocky islet, and nar-
ra}tlves of their voyages were replete
with descriptions of storms and moun-
tainous seas.

The old-timers said that no man was
a real seaman until he had been around
the Horn. But what ship goes there
these days? Very few, if any? Here
was a chance to do just that, to put
ourselves in a class with the old Cape
Horne;'s.

‘So, we “went to work” on our cap-
tain, subtly, we hoped. Whenever he
mentioned any of the hazards of navi-
gating the Straits, we would offer com-
ments intended to emphasize them.
Often we would remark on perils, real

maginary, and exaggerated dangers
thin his hearing. I brought to his
tention the experience of that great
seaman, Joshua Slocum, as related
is book, “Sailing Alone around the
orld.” The waters of the Straits of
gellan proved to be the most pre-
rious in Slocum’s circumnavigation
d brought him closest to failure.

Qur conspiracy proved successful —
or possibly the captain also had 'ideas
out going round the Horn! On the
morning of the fifth day out from Mon-
video, he ordered a radical alteration
~ of course, and the word was passed that
~ Agwimonte would go “by the Horn.”
~ This quickly spread among all hands
- — merchant crew and navy gunners.
- Soon most of the conversation in quar-
~ ters and mess rooms concerned the

- famous Cape. We would be going be-
 low 56°South, and that was further
- South than anyone in the ship had ever
- been. Speculation on what we would
~ encounter was varied, but it was no-
ticeable that oilskins and other heavy-
- weather gear were being broken out
and overhauled.
The weather held good, and the
- morning we sighted Cape Horn was
- fine though rather cold, even though it
| - Was summer in these latitudes. Every
8 man aboard hit the deck to see the
- famed Cape; our Deck Cadet was on
the flying bridge, sketching the storm-
- Scarred headland.
i As the Cape was passed abeam, the
- Captain ordered a change of course to
- bring us well clear of Diego Ramirez
Yocks, and remarked:
E “I’ll never believe those stories about
‘Cape Horn anymore.” For the weather

Cape Horn as seen from
the Agwimonte.

resembled an early spring day at home
— no Cape Horn snorters, no Southern
Ocean graybeards.

But in the hazy distance behind the
grim rocky pinnacles old Father Nep-
tune must have been smiling as he
thought:

“Just wait, you modern mariners,
you’ll find out before long all about the
Cape Horn road.”

For, a few hours after our serene
passing of the fabled Cape, the wind
from westward started to pick up.
Hour by hour it increased, and the
sea began to toss Agwimonte about.
Twelve hours after passing the Horn
we were hove-to in a force ten gale with
the famed greybeards roaring at us.
Many of them broke crashing over the
bows and flooded the decks. Mist and
flying spume cut visibility to a quarter

mile, and the ship staggered in the
onslaught of the foaming seas. En-
gine speed was reduced to the mini-
mum that would give steerage way.

We were hove-to for forty-eight
hours before the storm winds tapered
off and the seas subsided so we could
make headway on our course. But we
were all well-satisfied.

We had come “by Cape Horn,” and
that surely must be a rare experience
in these days of powered ships and the
Panama Canal.

There were, I understand, several
merchant ships routed on the Cape
Horn road during World War II. Some
of the seamen who visit the Institute
have, no doubt, sighted the fabled Cape
as we in Agwimonte did. But I don’t
suppose any of us will see it again. Still,
all will cherish the memory.

11

Sketches by the author.




25 South Street
New York, N. Y. 10004
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SEA ROVER

Sailor, sir, of rakish cap
trousers billowing in the breeze

Sunburned face and roughened hand
morning watch and evening tea

sailor, sir, of rakish cap,
does the sunset melt the sea?

Sailor, sir, of palm tree beach
cool lagoon and coral reef

striped shell and blue tattoo
bitter rum and monsoon whirl

sailor, sir, of palm tree beach
does the dinghy speak of dreams?

Sailor, sir, of infinite eye :
weary arm and silent smile

chanty voice low and high
starstruck dawn and moonlit night

sailor, sir, of infinite eye,

does the seagull laugh and cry?
Sailor, sir, of harbor port

tree-lined street and pigeon park

brownstone house and graying pup
evening paper, pillowed cot

sailor, sir, of harbor port,
do the islands have your heart?

' J. A. Murray
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