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THIS ~10)\TH' CO\'ER hows the 125 foot full-rigged th rec-masted hip 
"Yankee", which is on exhihition in the New England exhibit at the Xcw York 
VI'orld's Fair. The vessel i modelled after the "Ohio", built in 1830, at Kingston, 
Mass, Her tall masts and pars are in striking contrast with the modern architecture 
of the other Fai r exhibit. 

Louis Syh·ia. youthful kip
per of the "Yankee", no\\' on 
"icw in the )\ ~w England 
Exhibit ion (J f the )\ L'\\, York 
\Yorlel ', Fair. ,ylvia is truly 
a land locked Captain. for the 
"Yankee" is anchorcd in a 
concrete-lined "sea" only two 
feet deep I 

Photo b),Uarir lIi(JO;/JsoJl . 
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poems, storie., and many ui the il1u,tration ' in this is ue have been contributed by 
merchant . earnen. 
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L-.dilor's N ote : Three 
squa re-rigged ships have 
figur ed recently in the 
marine news, the "Bcn
jamin Packard", tbe 
N o r \V e g ian schoolship 
"Chri tian Radich" and 
th e Belgian schoolship 
" Mercator." VYe asked 
three cadets studying in 
the In titute' :-'l erchant 
Marine School to write 
their per onal impressions 
of these ships, whi ch we 
publish here for LOOK
OUT readers. 

"CHRISTIAN 
RADICH" 

P icllC res. ] "c. 
By John Kelemen, Jr. " Christian Rad ich"-Norw8gia n Schoolship 

ON \\ ednesday, JU.ne . 14th. t!le 
Torwegian T r a I n I n g ShIP, 

"Chri stian Radich. under the com
mand o f Captain 1£ Bryde. with 
a crew of ninety-four cadets and 
fourteen officers, put into Raritan 
Bay, thirty-eight clay.s ~;It . of O slo. 
T he "Christian RadIch IS a new 
three masted full r igged ship, hav
ing been lauJlched .in ] 937. fter 
six days of c1ealllng 
and dressing ship, she 
left Raritan Bay, and 
stoocl up the harbor 
under full canvas, a 
sight J'\ew Y orkers 
have not seen for 
many a year . She 
c a 111 e i 11, however , 
under engine power, 
as there was no breeze 
to help her along ; and 
her sails were set just 
to please the camera
men, and the welcom
ing committee of N or-

wegian-Ameri can s aboard George 
U . Vettle:ien'" three masted schoon
er. the ·'Vcma". 

The " Christian Radich" tied up 
at' Pier I , Manhattan, and was under 
the surveillance of many curious 
spectators, some of whom had never 
seen a sa ili ng vessel 192 it. long 
before. I should kno\\' . hecau!'ie I 
was one of thcm. and I wa imllll'di-

PllOto by Edwin L evick, N. Y . 
Ship " Be njamin Packard" 



" Mercato r"-Be lg ia n Schoolsh ip 

ately impresscd hy the way thosc 
cadet ' handled their ' hip . Thcy 
have a lot of credit- coming to them, 
and it is m)' belie f that every last 
one 0 f them will make good ~rer
chant Marine Officers . 

F.dilor's Noll': While the "Christian 
Rarlich" \\'as in port. about fi iteen of the 
cadets attended movies ill the In titute's 
auditorium and a party wa giyen in their 
honor ill the Apprentice,,' Room. 

"MERCATOR" 
By William Kluger 

OX E clay la:t week. while having 
tea in the Apprcntice::;' rOOI11 at 

the Seamen's Church Institute, I 
was introduced to a clean-cuI' young 
Belgian named . \1 xis . Over a 
second cup 0 [ tea I fo und that he 
was a cadet enginccr on the 
"Mercator. " a harkent:ine, used by 
the Belgian merchant marine a a 
tra in ing ship. \Vhen I expres ed 
jnterest in all types of sai ling ve -
sel. . \I ex is cordially invited me 
aboard-an invitation which I ac-
epted with alacrity. 

A barkentine. you know. is a 
three 111a teel sailing vessel. the 
forcl11ast of which is 'quare rigged 
and fore-and-aft r igged on the 
main and mizzenma. t. 

T he " Mercator" i ' equipped with 
a six cyli nder aux il iarv diesel which 
is mounted in a miI;iature cngine 

room quite like the 
power plants of the 
larger merchant' ves
el , in fact, it gives 

one the il11pre sion of 
a moclel enginc r00111. 

Thc thing that im
pressed mc most abou t 
the "~Iercator" \Va 
the feeling of good 
fellow hip that existed 
o\'Cr the entirc vessel. 

Following are a 
few stati:;tics of the 
" ~rcrcator" : 

he is one hunch'ed 
ancl eighty-nine feet 
Ion g, di 'places one 

thousand and fiftv ton, and is 
manned by her coniman<ier, ten able 
seamen, twenty-two cadet, nineteen 
student seamen. four engineer sttl 
dent ' , five cook. ten officer. and 
seven pett)· officers. 

She is equipped \\'ith an electric 
ancho r windla" and capstan . al. 0 
up-to-clate radio equipment includ
ing a radio direction-finder. 

"BENJAMIN PACKARD" 
By Bobby Stap (Age 14) 

T H I:: "Benjamin Packard" was 
huilt in 1883 in Bath, ~hi ne. 

he \Va ' 2,156 gross lon and her 
length was 244 feet. breadth 43 
feet. She wa a wooden hip, cop
per bottoll1ecl. and for many yea rs 
'he ran in the San Francisco- cattle 
trade, and also car rying wheat from 
'Fri sco to Cork. for orders. , fter 
a time her copper bottom was 
strippcd, she was given a coat of 
copper paint and she ran for ev
cral years in the Alaska tracle. After 
that, she carried lumber from 
'Fri co to New York. She was 
then purchased by a society of 
gcntlemen who at first fancied tu rn
ing her inlo a sort of mu eum. but 
~rr. Phi lip Rhinelander offered her 
to Captain Robert Huntington as a 
training vessel. Captain H unting-

COl/lil/ucd 01/ pO,Qe II 
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]~ 'YULw ?rlt:uwdanirL 
By Cadet Vincent La Parle 

MAl\Y old memories wi ll be 
brought back, as the new 

Cunard \ \"hilt Star liner .1laltre
tallio, take ' the berth of he r old 
nall1esake. ,\'; you may remcll1ber, 
the old Jl(1l1 retallia was scrapped in 
1935 after 27 years oE faithful ser
vice, during which she reigned for 
twenty-two years as " peed Queen 
of the .;\tlantic·'. 

apta in , \ rthur T. Brown has 
been appointed master of thi ' luxury 
liner. He is a capable man, and 
well uited for thi position. having 
put many years in t·he service, b th 
sail and steam. 

The ne\\" "llollrclallia will live IIp 
to. and carryon the fine t radit iun 
of the Cunard \\' hite Star Line. 

. s compared to her predecessor. 
she is larger in length. but will only 
attain the speed of 24 knot, to the 
formCl"'s 25. On her trial run he 
hit 24.7 knots. but i · good for a 
steady 24. She \\"ill make the ,.\t
lantic crossin o' in 50 days. runnll1g 
b('t\\"een Li \'e~'pool and ~ ew York 
\ 'ia Cobh, Southam pton, Ha\Te. and 
London. Her running mates WIll be 
the iJ rittall ic and Georgie:. 

Every consideration has b~en 
taken for passengers and crew. DllI
jng rooms. moking rooms and 
10L1lwes have all been decorated with 
the latest designs. In regards to 
crew " quarters, there are eparate 

messes for greasers. firemen, ordi
nary' and :\. 13.'5. The highly de
veloped air conditioning system is 
capable of supplying 3,500.000 ft. 
of pure air of carefully controlled 
humidity and tcmperat'ure per hour. 
In addition to all these luxuries . the 
JJaurctollia also boasts all the latest 
sa f et v devices. Radio equipmcnt is 
ll1oc1~rn and complete. r t include ' 
three . en'ices: ship-to- hip COI11-

Illunication. ship-t'O-shore and inter
ception of new broadca ts, direc
tion-finder and emergency t ransmit
ter 0 f 600 meters. She is al 0 
qui pped with an echometer [or 

determining depth of water uncler 
the hull. The lifeboats are equipped 
with grayity davits . are Diesel 
powered. Below deck . located a ft . 
i the emergency r00111. In case of 
an accident bclow deck . which 
might cripple all power lines. this 
D iesel generator is brought into 
play. and supplies pO\\'er to operate 
all electrical apparatus which would 
be llsed under no rmal conditions. 

The principal fire fight ing ap
paratus is the Lux ystem which is 
cont rolled from a central cont1'ol 
room. 

For this information I am grate
fully indebted to ~I r. L. Oakes who 
i,; employed on the ~lallreta'/lia in 
the capac ity of g reaser. or oiler. 

-- --~ --. -
.-.• ~- ","~_. -.!o-:~, -

----~~~ ~-"'-' --'r _ 
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ltlfuJ-, !) CJwML iJuL $JuL a.tL fL C.aJlJlJlJL 
By Donald Snyder 

IN that year of unhappy memory, 
.l\nno Domini 1929, I was tum

bled Up011 a world a [ chaos with 
several thou and college graduates 
and ncar graduates, I was one of 
~'he latter. I hac! no diploma; but, 
1 f. that fact worried me, I soon 
ell covcred that those who had ac
quired one \\'ere littlc better off 
than myself. College years had becn 
year of bright illusion wherein I 
dreamed a [ fi"e thousand dollar 
positions to be had for the asking. 

1\ year lat l' I wa working for 
fi fteen dollar a week, or a little 
less than eight hundred dollars a 
year, and I was a i111mer1nO' urn 
of discontent. I found it nec~ssary 
to take a grubbv. airless little room 
too far down ~n New York's East 
Side. I was constrained to 'parse 
meals, and to petty, heartbreaking 
cconomies, and to a life that would 
have been unbearably narrow, had it 
not been for books and music and 
inte-restil1g people that I Ol1leti111e 
111Ct. All the while the vague spi rit 
of clissati faction . tirred within me. 
I knew there hould be s0111etl1il10' 

• .. b 
1110re 111 lJ t e than the dusty room 
and the noisy. ugly side treet \\'here 
I lived. 

One October night, because I 
could not sleep. I went for a walk, 
and so came to a park. recent 
shower had made the sidewalks il1tO 
~rown n~irrors beneath the park 
lights. 1 he leaves from the park 
trees had fallen in yellow patterns 
on the face 0 f the ll1i rror5. The air 
wa. light and misty overhead, and 
it was difficult to sec the roofs of 
nearby apartment bnildings, Abrnpt
Iv through the lonely damp atmos
phere came a deep. husky 1110an: a 
moment later. the ame weird cry. 
like a deep organ note. \ f tel' that 
a hell began to toll 'lowly and 
mournfully. On one of the park 

benche I . aw a young man dre sed 
in clean dungarees. I sat down be
side him and offered him a cigar
ette. Then I inquired as to the 
pas ible ource of tho e desolate 
sounds. 

"They are fog horn . ," he said 
"and the bell tones come from ~ 
buoy in t'he riv r. , \ fog has covered 
the harbor and is creeping north 
oyer the ri"er and IU\\'er Manhat
tan". 

IIe told me that he was a sailor. 
I had alway had the conv ntional 
idea of sailors: that they were of 
limited intelligence, happy-go-lucky, 
perhaps too fond of the fair sex, 
and the sparkle of wine. As he 
rn.lked. thi. 111i conceptioll cleared 
from mv mind. and I aw thelll as 
gelluine - person with-at 1 ast in 
his case-a fine penetrating mind. 
I still thought they loved the good 
life. but apparently were happy in 
living it.\\' e talked for a long 
time. \Vhen I had gone back to the 
shabby room, I dreamed glowing 
d ream a [ Tun is in the moonl ight, 
of great. green river in South 
America. and 0 f queer red-sailed 
craft in harbors of the Orient. This 
to an obligato of bells and fog 
horns, 

Dl11'ing the next week I managed 
to wangle a job on a ship that was 
ailing to ),1editerranean and Black 

Sea ports. It was not difficult to 
get a . hip joh ten years ago. and it 
did not matter to me that I was 
on ly a mes.man on board. I was 
going to ee some of the things I 
had al \\'ays longed to see. nd one 
fine morning. instead of rushing on 
a sllh\\'a,· to the stilted monotony 
of an o-ffice. I walked to a pie'r 
where the sun hone on the river 
and on a clean white . hip. I knew 
this was the life I wanted! I knew 

Cnlllin1(l'd nil />0.01' 11 
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a $lJuuupL ~ 
By Captain Peter Staboe 

0:1\£ afternoon last summer a and she saw 111e coming in, dressed 
couple of my friends. one of in my bridge coat and uniform cap. 

them a reporter, and I were itting She ran down the last ·teps toward 
in a restaurant. Our cOllver ation me saying, .. Peter, when did you 
all of a sudden centered on super- come in ?' . And then I di appeared. 
natural things and mental telepathy, She was so frightened that she near
which they called "baloney." "Per- Iv fainted. She rushed over to my 
haps yon will change your opinion father and told him what had hap
\\'hen you hear my story." I said. pened. Hc said "Something must 
and told them an incident of the have happened to him or else he 
\\'orld \Var: must be in grave danger. He went 

I returned to my home in Nor- to his desk and made a note of 
way in the latter j)art of Septem- what 111y wi fe had told him in his 
bel', 1918, after an ab ence o[ 18 little book. 
months, as mate at the S.s. "Siri" fter hearing this story, I Ull

in the run between the Bristol packed my suitcase and brought out 
Channel port. St. Malo and Henne- my little log-book. Here is what I 
bont. France. The ship wa chart- found: On February 18th, 1918 we 
ered by the Societie Forges d'Henne- left Falmouth, England, having 
bont (Munition Factory). I was stopped there for orders. The Ad
sorry to leave a ship and a run I miralty orders were to round Star 
liked so well but I was uffering Point, not inside the five miles, as 
from O'a tric ulcers. The day after mines were reported in thar vicinity. 
I cam~ home my wife, little son As we were abreast of the point I 
and I went to visit my father, who noticed something floating on the 
had then re igned from the Army, water nearly dead ahead. It looked 
and whom I wa \'ery anxious to like a buoy. The weather was calm 
see. In O'reeting me he said. "Thank and a little hazy. 
God yOl~ are home safe and sound." I ordered the helmsman to give 
He went over to hi writing desk, her hard aport and I went over to 
took out a little memorandum book, the starboard wing to watch the 
opened it and said: "Sonny, you ship's heading. ow I saw to my 
always used to keep a per onal log- horror that what I thought to be a 
book on your travels. D? you s~ill buoy turned out to be a 111ine, get
keep it up?" I told hlJ11 I dId. ting closer and closer! I ordered 
having a separate notebook for each the man to steady her, and hard-a 
ship I had served on. starboard and be quick about it. I 

1\ly [ather .thcn turned. to my watched anxiously the falling off 
wife "Olaa, dlcJ you tell hun what or the ship, she responded to her 
happ'enedlast February 18th ?, "Ah belm just like a speedboat. It was 
no." she replied. "1 had not dared as though the ship understood what 
to tell him." 'My curiosity was now O'rave danger she was in. My eyes 
aroused and 1 inquired what all this were O'lued on that ball of destruc
mvstery wa about. On February tion a~ it came nearer, but tbe ship 
18th my wi f c and son. Herbert, fell off and steadied up. and the 
were ('Ta ing to a show. As she mine was passed by only a couplc 
startel our big clock struck four. of feet. I watched it pas ing the 
\\lhen nearly dO\\'l1 the stairs to stern and a littl e later it was out 
the entrance hall the door opened of sight. COlllillllrd 011 />0.01' 11 
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Slushing stays of foremast. An A.B. seaman in 
a bosun's chair aloft. A tallow and white lead 
mixture protects the guy stays from rust and 
corroS"ion . 

Plloto by A. P. 1.a,.ssoll. 

Midships awash-shipping heavy seas. 
Photo b), Seaman John O'Bricn. 

' . 

As I soil you r 
With the grease 
I reflect that all 
Si nce the ages 
Have abateel no 
For I know that 
You continue to 
In your bosom 
An? you take 

fivers 
. nel convert it to 
And suffer the 
To come to 
And no\\' as 
How with art 

love 
You have turned 

colors 
To out-ri\'al the 

engine can 
ve soiled you 
began 

your c1eanne,: 
all your might 
the star-dust 
each night. 
muck of the 

with 

into 

Lifeboat davit of the tanker "Swiftsure" on 
a calm day , off the Florida Keys. 

Plloto by JoIIII O·B,.iell . 

On the bridge-looking through the loop antenna of the 
radio direction finder . 



a ''CfJfJlWL'' gfJ£L 1tJ $JuL 
By Charles Eichberg 

ARTllUR was 18 years of age, "Line", mer old Neptune who made 
born 0 f Norwegian parents, but them sons of the sea. They soon 

his mother ha\'ing died jn his in- became wise to the prank ' of the 
fancy t-he only care he had was seamen after they had been sent to 
fr0111 his father who was a lumber the mate for the key to the keel on. 
jack in the Redwood fore ts of Arthur and Bob loved to O'et on 
California. As a lad of tender years t'heir oilskins, sou'wester al~1 sea 
he became a I. cookie" at one of the boots in heavy weather as the spray 
lumher camps helping the cook. of salt water from over the side 
chopping wood, carrying water, prinkled their faces, the tang of 
c1eanlllg the bunk houses which the sea surely luring them on to a 
meant hard work from daylight to seafaring life. Twenty-eight days at 
du k. .\ hard lot of brawnv men sea, the co.ast of Japan appearing 
were hi only companions. At every 0!1 the honzon, they were soon at 
opportunity when he went t() town, kobe. the first port o( call, the 
he always secured picture of ships Japane e cu toms officers coming 
and managed to I arn to read sea aboarcl, and then to the clock which 
stories of the clipper ship day . The was swarming with rickshaws, curio 
sea stories thrilled this boy, for the d~aler, merchants selling silk shirts, 
lure of the sea gets in the blood, kl1110no ancl most e\'erything orien
for had not his father ancl kin tal to sell the sailors. Here they 
before him gone t'O sea? were allowed t() draw money, O'ot 

He saved what little money he shore I~ave riding rickshaws, visiting 
earned. ran away from the drudgery the POlI1ts of interest. a show of 
of the lumber camp and to sea. Geisha girls at the theatre. A night 
Arrjving at San Francisco he was ashore. at this bu y Japanese port, 
thrilled with delight as he saw the returmng aboard ship they left for 
many ships passing in and going out Yokohama and then t() Shancrhai 
of the Golden Gate. departing and China. Up the river Huang Poo filled 
arriving from all parts of the world. wit? Chinese junks and sampans was 
Shipping was not good. and after a sIght worth seeing. The ship an
many days on the waterfront. with chored opposite the famous ShanO'
man:-' hard hips, he met a pal Bob hai BU:ld. Barges arriving alongside 
who had also run away from home to receIve cargo, more money drawn 
to go to sea. They became fast for a night a hore on Silanghai's 
friends and managed to ship on a B.roadway. rickshaw rides up an
freighter as ordinary seamen hound kll1g Roacl. a vi it to the Yellow 
for the Far East. They soon found J~cket. Geisha girls serving tea and 
out there were many things aboard ~'Ice ca~es, back to Broadway buy
ship besides seeing the world; ship's lI1g SUIt cases and other Chinese 
routine: chipping paint· ancl rust, curios, and being held up by Chinese 
scrubbing paint work, washi ng down ~leclicants who are the best beggars 
decks . polishing brass. which all In the world. A visit to J immy's 
falls to the lot of ordinary seamen Kitchen. a former mess bov who 
perhaps a trick at the wl;eel learn~ ha~ a cowboy breaking in a Bronco 
ing how to steer uncler the watch fu l pall1tecl on the window. The Savov 
eye of the mate. hotel. (hen over the briclO'e back t~ 

The first days of sea ickness SOOll tl I d' I /:) - le an II1g. ane a sampan back to 
passed awav. they crossed the (he ship. 

S THE L 0 0 K 0 U T AUGUST 

;\t daylight, the shout of the 
boatswain "All hands on cleck!" 
heave in the anchor, unclerway and 
off for Hong Kong; made fast to 
the dock at Kwooloon. Chine e wash 
womcn all over the hip, cobblers 
to repai r shoe'. Sampan Charlie ell
ing canary bird' ancl chow dog. 
British Sikh police keeping coolies 
on the run, ship all abustJe unload
ing cargo. Day's work done, a 
hustle to get on shore clothes. a 
run (or the ferry which crosscs the 
river to Hong Kong. Arthur and 
Bob 'aw igns in the cabins I. ferries 
not running during typhoon ." ar
rive at the clock. rick 'haw coolie 
in a scram hIe for seamen ' · trade. a 
trip (u Ship Street in Sailortown. 
to the. eal11en's Bethel. to the Hong 
Kong Hotel where Chinese women 
wear European clothing with the 
style of Paris, then a trip down 
to the \\'aterfront, the Briti h China 
fleet at anchor. A fight with a rick
shaw coolie who drops the :haft.. 
let the sailor roll out and trie to 
go through hi pockets. Sikh poli~e 
arriye \\'ho ounell" thrash the coolie 
and take him (0 Jail. The crew be
comes tired of this whirl of plea
sur . returns aboard hip broke but 
happy. turn in and fall asleep, ex
hausted. 

,\ few hour rest and again the 
Boatswain" II hands on deck !", a 
CLIp of coffee, and the order to let 
go forward, let go aft, the ship 
bac!, out in the stream ancl steams 
on it·, way to Saigon .. ]n(\o China. 
,\rriving there. men ancl women 
soon started un loading cargo for 
this port; not much work for the 
cre\\·. Yen' hot-11O degrees on deck 
- Chinese women all barefooted, 
their in fant children ·trapped to 
their backs working cargo; only 24 
hours in this port ancl on to Bangkok. 
Here one see the tallest Chi namen 
in China unloading cargo; only 12 
hOLlrs stay in this port and on, 
outward 'hound for . 'amboango, 
Philippine I slands. The Cl"ew hought 
a monkey for two pesos here and 
named liil11 Beepo. He promptly 
became a fast friend of the chow 
clog and the capers of the e two 
kept the crew amu eel on many 
occasion . They slept together and 
if a seaman disturbed Beepo he had 
a fight on his hands. Loading :ome 
hard wooel lumber here, and copra 
and then on to Cebu. 

.\rriving here Arthllr and Bob 
enjoyed a ride out into the coulltry 
to a :\Ioorish \'illage. seeing many 
Moors who clo not get along with 
the Filipino native and keep the 

Photo by Seama" R. Paris". 
" Ship 's routine: wos hing down d ecks .. 
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"I was go ing t o live and wo rk 
with real men •.. " 

pol ice cOl1stantly 011 the lookout for 
trouble. Back to Cebu where an 
American choo1 has flown Old 
Glory since the Spanish-American 
~ar. At sundown leaving for lda
JlIla. at dayli<rht arriving at Manila, 
The Filipinos are all ' dres ed jn 
white. A tour to the old Spani h 
forts, the Corridor \ Vall which 
Dewey bombarded in the capture of 
l\Ianila. and ot'her point of interest. 
On Iv two dan here and then home
wal:<l hound -for San Pedro, Three 
da\', out Beepo the monke,' was 
mi ·:ing. The chow dog was eli scon
solate. A search was made by all 
hands; on the 12 to 4 watch a 
plaintiye noise was heard in the 
fire r00111 and the fireman on watch 
f ounel Beepo uncler the Aoor plate 
coverecl wi th fuel oil. He was 
promptly washed with kerosene oil. 
oap and water and returned to his 

friend the chow dog, who barked 

gleefully and guarded him faith
fully. 

:-\. rthur and Bob learn to tie knot 
and splice rope; the boat wain shows 
thelll how to sew canvas and mend 
life boat cover. During their spare 
til11e they learn how to box the 
compass. and then are able to stand "
a watch at the wheel. On the 29th 
day San Pedro was in sight and 

ncle Sam',' battle fleet at anchor. 
It filled Arthur's heart with joy ancl 
happiness to be home again. They 
were paid off. Bob was g ing home. 
Arthur hated to lose him for he 
II'as a good ship mate. The ship was 
going to lay up and ,\rthur had a 
chance to hip on a fr ighter bound 
for i\ustralia, by way of ports in 
the South Sea, Tahiti, Raratonga, 
Sura and then Auckland, 1\ ew Zea
lanel. down the coast to \ Yellington 
and Sydney, _ ustTalia .. rthur went 
ashore in ydney, eeing the ight 
of this port. II'earing corduroy pant, 
and became known as the Yank with 
the vcl\'et pants. Leaving Sydney 
and homeward bound via Honolulu 
where his hip visited Pearl Harbor, 
l )" nc1e am 's great Kaval base pro
tecting the I acific only seven days 
run from San Pedro, Arthur finds 
he has a severe pain in his chest 
and a high fever. He is rushed to 
the Marine Hospital and operated 
on for an absce s on the left lung. 
His Ii fe hangs in the balance . He 
i ' giving up hope of getting ",el1 
again until an old seaman in the 
next bed encourages him. Christmas 
wil1 oon be here; he feel ' much 
better for his Dad is coming to see 
him. Christma eve the Campfire 
Girl pas t·hrough the wards sing
ing Christmas Carols. The p,atients 
receiYe ditty bags for the Christmas 
spirit prevail, On Christmas day 
his Dad come to ee him. Arthur 
finds the tears are treaming down 
his face. The\' embrace, they hold 
tightly togeth~r in silence, \rthur 
for the first time realizes his Dad's 
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affection for him. He receil'es many 
present from clad who has to leave 
to return to his work. The olel sea
man next to Arthur says "Son, 
what a wonderful dad you have! 
Show your spirit and fight for his 
ake, and don't' <rive up the hip for 

you have many sailing days yet." 
Arthur re olved to get well. The 
doctor and nurses do al1 they can 
to help him and oon he is' jn a 
wheel chair, getting back his health 
and feeling much stronger. . t last 
he is well enough to go back to his 
dacl and to the Rc;dwood forest· __ 
But _ rlhur promises hi old sailor 
friend to return soon to the sea: 
"I know I . hall never leave the ea. 
It is alway.' calling me. I love to 
be with the men who are diffe rent 
from men in other walks of life 
\\'ho give their lives to rescue their 
shipmate. in di tres without fame 
or glory." 

ltlluj., g elwM2.-~ $JuL 
COl/IiI/lied frolll page 4 

I was going to live and work with 
real men who were a natural and 
unaffected as the ",hite c1ri fting 
cloucls. 

In the years b tween I have gone 
the happy road through t'he wild 
acre. () f ocean, down the hlue and 
stormy lanes that lea I to Valparaiso, 
and ,\mov, ancl Con stanza, and 
Salonica, and to jewel-like islands 
in the Southern Pacific that haven't 
e\'en a name. I have been suc
cessively an ordinary seaman, an 
able eaman-and I tru t a good 
one. Thi month I shall take an 
examinat·ion which will entitle me 
to a third mate's ticket. 

_ nd whenever I come back to 
New York for any length 0 f time 
I am soon burned with the famous 
"Sea Fever" that Masefield de
scribe so effectivelv-the call of 
the most romantic -profe sion on 
earth: 

HI must go down to the seas again, 
for the call of the rUllning tide 

Is a wild call and a clear call that 
may not be denied". 

"tBP.njamin., OJodaAr1" 
Contil/lled from page 2 

ton, however, decline I this offer, 
maintaining that the cost of making 
her sea-worlhy again would be far 
too great. 

So another company attempted 
thi , an As ocialion for Boy., but 
they, after expending some money 
discovered what the Captain had 
perceived all along, that the cost 
was going- to prove excessive, and 
abandoned the project. , \ fter this, 
the poor old "/1ClljCllllill Padmrd" 
feJl on evil day. In 1929 Count 
Go ta Morner saw her hull, stripped 
of mast and rigging, aground on 
a mud flat in the outer harbor. He 
organ ized a company of ship-lovers, 
spent tell tho"u. and dollars re-noat
ing her, towed her up to Hye Beach, 
Playland. She was 1I eel as a res
taurant-cabaret and museUJl1, Storms 
played hob with the ship becau e 
she was not properly berthed. Count 
l\Iorner sold his intere. t to amuse
ment men. The big ship was a 
failure as a conces 'ion hecau e of 
the maintenance costs, Her owners 
decided to de tro\' her. 

Happy she J11u: t have heen when 
one evening in ~ray, 193 , she was 
towed out ill Long ]slane! Sound 
and sunk. T\ow the "TJclljul/Iin 
Pac/lOrd" can take h('r more right f ul 
place among the lost ve sel 0 f the 
world. 

CL ~ SlduJ.-
Cuntil/lled from. pClyr 5 

As the helmsman struck six bells 
(3 P.:'.L) he asked: "NIr. :\Iate, 
what was wrong, when you were 
standing out in the wing? Yo'ur 
f ace all of a suelcJen got such a harel, 
strang-e expression?" "Thank vour 
Goel that we are still alive," i re
plie~1. and told him what a narrow 
escape we had. ~Iy mind in that 
short moment, while out in the winO', 
had gone home to my wi f e and son. 
If that mine had struck the little 
400 ton hip, not a soul would have 
been saved. 

1I1y companions started to inter
rupt me. "But there is just one 
more pint to m)' story," I said. 
"The time di rference between Nor
way and England is OIlC /iour 1" 



YACHT SAILS 
By Terence North , 

ill ustrated by H. H. R. Etheridg e 
Charl es Scribner's Sons. $2.75 

This excell ently illu tra ted little book 
is a "must" fo r a ll amateur yacht men. 

A wea lth o f information on sa il s, the 
ma teria ls u cd in their construction, their 
cutti ng, ca re and mainta inence is to be 
found within its 168 pages. 

The sketches which illustra te each 
point are really splendid, whi le the vari 
ou. fo rmulae, tables of streng ths and the 
g lo sary will be found invaluable. 

R. B. M. 

SEA DUTY 
By Rear-Admiral Yates Stirling, 

U. S. N. (Retd. ) 
G. P . Putnam's Sons. N ew York. $3.00 

H ere i. a book which, pos ess ing a l
most univer. a l appeal. should command 
a wide circl e o f reader. F or the Navy 
man a Ii fe that extends from "wooden 
wall s", and hit o r mi s gunnery, dOI\'n to 
the present day, fo r the ~le rchant Sea
man a full accoun t of that Navy life of 
whi ch he knows so little, and for the 
laymen a fa cinat ing biography plu a 
revealing insight into the politi cs and 
femi nine influence tha t play . uch a big 
pa rt in the running of the U. S. Na vy. 

From 1892, when he joined U.S.S. San 
Francisco as a M idshipman upon g radu
a ting f rom Annapoli s, to 1936, when he 
retired from his pos t a s Commandant of 
the New York Naval District, a Rear
Admiral, th e author led a fu ll and inter
e ti ng life. 

Action in Rio, Cuba, the Phi li ppines, 
the \Vorld VI' a r and in China, service at 
Washington and in Hawaii a ll combine 
to make a ta le whi ch will hold the 
readers interes t. 

~(/)~ 
L et me ha rk to the song of a roa ring 

gal e 
A s it sweep through the shrouds and 

spars, 
Let me lie on the deck of a rolling ship 
And gaze on the rocking ta rs. 
The whine of the wind in the rigging 
And the white foam streaming past
Let me fee l the kick of a bucking 

wheel 
In my hands as she heels to the blast. 
F or the call of the sea is in my bl ood 
And the lure of fa r distant lands ' ' 
T llC sway of a deck bcnea th m;: feet 
And wo rk for my idl e hands. 
F or now that I'm old and broken 
A stranded hulk on th c _ hore, ' 
Let me die w ith the ound of the sea 

in my ear -
T ake me back to th e _ ca once more. 

By Israel Stout 

P erhaps there is a littl e too much 
politi cs but it is good fo r a country to 
know the in side story o f its de fence 
fo rces and how they a re run. 

A dm iral Sterling's plea fo r a General 
S taff to run the U. S. Na vy is well pre-
ented. Hi two final chapters, "Troubled 

\Vaters" and "A merica at the Cro s
road ", should be read by a ll, whether 
or not they agree with his conclusion 
that wa r in both Europe and the Pacific 
is inevitabl e, fo r it is the conclusion o f 
an expert and therein are ll is reasons. 

Raymond B. Mitchell , 
3nl mate, 
Lt. Cr ., R.N.R. 

Please Save This Date: 
Monday Evening, 

October 23rd 
The Institute's Annual Fall 

Theatre Benefit \\·ill be held at 
the ~Iartin Beck Theatre, on 
l\Ionday evening. October 23rcl. 
\ \' e haye reserved the entire 
theatre for the FIR T IO N D.\'l 

'N l CHT PERFOR:\IA NCE of Ben 
H echt's and Charles Mac
Arthur' s new play, "LADIES 

ND GENTLEl\lEN ·'. tar
ring H ('Ie II II ay{'s and II erberl 
Marshall. P lease mark this 
date on your social calendar. 
Detai ls regarding tickets will 
be mailed to you later. 

At the ra il of t he S.S. Manh attan 
P hOIO by Se."'.11 J. Ailkills. 

TRUTHFUL BILL BUNTLINE 
Edilors Notr: Tht: author of the fulluwing 

verses \Valtcr :\tacArthur, wa formerly U. S. 
Shippj'ug CUnlmi'isioner in San Fran,ciscu. After 
a lung ta experience he became St!crctary of 
the InternatioTlal SeamC:J1's Union. a co-foundcT, 
with Andrew Furu~cth. He i now retired .. be' 
cause of advancing years, and enjoy~ fltcalhng 
his seafaring days in salty rhymes. 

Come gather around, boys, and listen 
to me, 

And what I'm a-saying" the truth, 
you'll agree, . 

Light up your nose-warmer, ami hItch 
up yuur jeans 

While I tell you a tale as 'twa. tuld 
the marines . 

Bill Buntlinc a truth-loving ,ailur was 
he, . 

For many long years he'll bccn gOIng 
to sea, 

Hi tale of adventure would give you 
a thrill-

"And every \lord's true a. the Go,pel," 
ay~ Bill. 

"In hip of all natiun . l\'e sailed the 
ea u'er, 

Lime juicers, Blucnu ers and Yanks 
by the _core, 

Tea clippers, \\'001 packet, all ,hips 
known to fame, 

So many I never can call 'em h) name. 

"One l,ip I was in-hcr true name I 
forget-

They called her a whale. nn' b'garl ,he 
was wet, . , 

She rolled both raIl under an stayed 
down belO\\, 

Except in a calm, when "he came up 
to bltm. 

"\\'ith every stitch set and a \I esterly 
breeze, 

She could beat any houker aAna! on 
the eas; . . 

One night off the Cape \\'lth the . ea, 
running true . 

She logged tIl enty knot: and a Chllla
man too. 

"DO\\"I1 !>outh of Cape Stiff in a sweet 
pea soup fog, 

The smell of the ice keepin' all hand 
agog. . 

\Ve rammed a bIg berg and our bow-
sprit was bur t-

VI' c hraced her aback an' then ~ailerl 
her stern fir t. 

"One time we were carryin' tun ails 
an' all. 

\\lhen all of a sudden came down a 
bi!! . quall, 

And ripped the sticks out jut above 
th" main deck 

An' there we were ly in'-next thing 
to a wreck. 

" \\le pulled an' we hauled an' we 
slaved night an' day, 

TeJ g~t enough can va, to give her 
sume way; 

We got a fair slant and-I've :;aid she 
was fast-

We broke a ll the record. w ith one 
j ury m3·t. 

"While lying at anchor in tropical 
port, 

Her l ottom was fuuled with ~ea gro\\·th 
of all ort ·, 

\Ve ran her aground on a bank of 
fine and, 

And ,he _ craped hersel f sll100th as the 
palm of yuur hand. 

"You\'e heard of mysteriou: hap 'nings 
at sea-

Let me tell you of one thing that hap
pcned to J1lC-" 

Bill's yarn was cut shurt by the sound 
uf the bell 

And till! voice uf the Lookuut intoning 
"All's well." 

All hands mustered aft by the mall 
booby-hatch, 

The malt;, called the roll uf the men 
in each watch , 

Each man ansWC1"ed, "Hcre, "ir," and 
turned on h is heel, 

\Vhile truth fu l Bill BUlltline went aft 
to the wheel. 

\ \' ALTI·.R ~I AC.-\ RTH UR 
Sail Francisco (Frum "Tht: Sl:am 1:11 " , 

\\'etine,d"l', FeiJru;\ry 15, 1939) 

THE TUG 
I push. I pu ll , I pant and chug
I'm nothing but a dirty tug. 
I back and fill, and turn and whtel
And sumetime tip r ight off my kee\. 
I'm hot I'm cold, I'm "hy and bold; 
Snow 0;' my deck and heat in my hold. 
Nuzzling bulkhead, hivering beams, 
Scraping fender - leaking seams. 
Steam and dust-heat and rust
Enough energy for a power trust. 
But gently, gently, with I!ttle d!n, 
I coax the bulgy ucean Imer: Ill. 

Into their berths with a push and a pull
I nestle along the curve of their hull. 
With a belch of smoke and a flirt of heel, 
I . lide along the line of their keel. 
A toot of my whi tIe a ring of my bell 
And I'm off like a regu lar what-the-hell. 

By a Dalzell Company 
Tug Boat }f an 
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