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T wo thousand men apply each 
week for service in the mer

chant marine in the North At
lantic district. They apply for 
a service as dangerolls as any 
a man can choose in this war of 
ever new and more ingeniou ly 
contrived hazards. It carries 
with it no great fanfare of bands 
and uniforms, not e,-en close 
comradeship of men who march 
in companies. 

I ts physical requirements are 
higher than those of the Army, 
its pay not comparable with that 
of the worker in defense indus
try. New recruits must take 
four to six months' training to 
qualify as able-bodied seamen, 
may go to officers ' training 
school only after fourteen 
months at sea. Yet there is no 
shortage of seamen, only of 
cooks and marine engineers. 

\!lle owe most humble tribute 
to those who man our merchant 
ships in war time. Yet if one 
has been on or about Long Is
and SOllnd this summer and 
seen the stark gray ships come 
and go in stately procession he 
begins to appreciate the call of 
the sea and the call to essential 
service which makes recruiting 
for it little difficult. The freight
ers come in single file, looming 
high out of the water, their 

holels empty, a brief respite 
earned . They file out, long and 
low, loaded till their water lines 
are blotted out, guns silhouet
ted, life rafts ready to cut away. 
They are grim and mighty in 
contrast with sailboats which 
scatter before them, not insist
ing this year on the etiquette of 
the sea as to rights of way. 
They are grim even in contrast 
with the P. T. boats which dart 
about, half-scorning the water, 
looking hardly more dangerous 
than high-powered speedboats. 
It is an impressive parade, more 
impressive, perhaps, than one of 
marching men. 

For without the gray ships, 
marching men would be of little 
avail in this far-flung conflict; 
without the gray ships and the 
seamen who are undeterred by 
prospect of cold and hardship 
and death, the war would be 
lost to us before it had rightly 
begun. 
EditQrial i n the N . Y. Herald Trib,u,., Aug. 19, 1942 
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A7+ foot long ship" pilot 
hou e and flying bridg to 

be used as a classroom for nay
igation student· preparing for 
the Merchant ::\1arine, Coast 
Guard, Navy and Air Force was 
opened on Thursday, September 
24th at I :30 P.M. on the roof 
of the Seamen's Church In ti
tute of ew York at 2S South 
Street. Over 6,000 men have 
completed courses in the Insti
tute's 'Ierchant ::\1arin School 
within the past two years and 
are now serving in the deck and 
engine departments of hundreds 
of ships on all the seven seas as 
well as in military and commer
cial planes. After Pearl Harbor 
it became necessary to expand 
its classroom space to meet the 
increased enrollment . Iany 
Officers who left the I'.Ierchant 
lVlarine Service during the de
pres ion years and permitted 
their licenses to expire, are now 
returning to the Service and ar 
taking advantage of especially 
prepared "refresher" cour es 
which the School is off ring. 

The Institute's 13-story build
ing with lodging accommoda
tions for 1,600 was already 
crowded with merchant seamen 
on brief shore leave from the 
tankers and freighters, Coast 
Guard detail, and with gradu
ates of the U . S. tlaritime 
Training Service awaiting as
signment to active duty aboard 
ships. There was no availalJle 
space for extra classrooms on 
the recreation floors, since larger 
numbers of merchant seamen 
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were enjoying the e fac ilities in 
the Seamen's Lounge, also in 
the Briti h, Belgian and Dutch 
clubrooms. It became necessary 
therefore, for the Institute to 
literally "raise the roof" and add 
what amount to an additional 
floor to the J 3 stories in order 
to accommodate the students in 
nayigation. The staff of instruc
tors was enlarged and no"- in
cludes 22 men. 

The bridge, from which tu
dents may take sights, is liter
ally the highest navigation 
bridge in the world, 212 feet 
from sea level. \Vith its Kear
fott windows, it resembles the 
bridge of the U. S. liner AMER
Ie and is equipped with all 
modern navigation devices in
cluding Sperry gyro and a "~'Iet
al YIike" for automatic steering 
and for taking bearings, azimuth 
etc. contributed by the Sperry 
Company. Long chart tables 
line the walls. Th structure was 
dedicated as "The Pilot House, 
a memorial to Charles Hayden," 
a member of the Institute's 
Board of ~Ianager until his 
cl ath in 1937, and donor of the 
I-Iayden Planetarium. Generous 
annual grants to the :\Ierchant 
i\Iarine School and other acti"i
ties of the Institute, especially 
those for boys and younger men, 
have been made from the 
Foundation. 

At the dedication ceremonies, 
J, Willard Hayden, President of 
the Charles Hayden Foundation 
spoke. Clarence G. Michalis, 
President of the Board of :\IJan-

agers of the lnstitute, presid d. 
Guests who attended the ded

ication included, in addition to 
members of the Institute's 
Board of l\lanagers: 

Captain C. F. Arnesen, Presidcnt of the 
:\orwegian hipmasters !\s ociation; Com
mandcr William F. Avery, . S. Po\\'cr 
squadron; Dr. Herman B. Baruch; Colonel 
J. Garnsey Brownell, First Reserve A.ero 
Squadron Association; Captain Kenneth 
C. 'ast leman, US:\! (R t'd ), Dircctor of 
;\aval Officer Procurement; Rcar Admiral 
Thomas S. Craven, Ncw York Stale l\lar
ilime Academy, Fort Schuyler; Rear 
Admiral Robert Donohue, Personnel Di
rector, USCG; Rear Admiral L. C. Far
well, Officer Procurement Section, Third 
;\aval District, USCG; Gcorge Friedl, Jr., 
Pn·sidcnt, BI udworth, Inc.; Lieut. '0111-

ll1ander \Y. H. Gardner, USNR, r\aval 
}\\'iation Cadet Selection Board; John F. 
(;ehan, President, A.merican Export Line; 
Stuarl Gibboney; Stephen B. Gibbons, 
formcr Assistant Trcasurer of the Cniled 
Statcs; Joseph J. Glatal11ayer, Pre.idcnt, 
lI arbor Carriers of the Port of :\ew York; 
J. D. Herbert, Kearfot t \\,indo\\' 'orpora
I ion ; Casey] ones, President Casey J oncs 
School of Aeronautics; Commander \\' . 
A. Kiggins, USCG, :'oiaval :\uxiliaries 
Officc; aptain F. V. Louden, USCG, Cap
tain of the Port; Commander E. A. 
:'\Icl ntyre, US:\ (Ret'd ) ; Edward J. ~Ialoy, 
Eugene :'-Ioran, Roland :-.1elson, President 
~Iarine Basin Ship Corporation; Rear 
Admiral Stanley \ ' . Parker, Senior Officer, 
Third ~aval District, USCG; olonel Leo
pold Phillip; Admiral F. G. Reinecke, 
l 'SK, Dircctor of the Port, Th ird );I a va l 
District; Jack Si lbcrman, H. Gerrish 

Left to right: 
Rev. Harold H. 
Kelley, D. D., 
E. A. Double
day, Clarence 
G. Michalis, 
Willard Hay
den, Lieut. 
Commander 
Frederick A. 
Just, Captain 
Kenneth C. 
Castieman, 
Admiral F. G . 
Reinecke, Erie 
Daveler. 

Smith, President, :\ational Council of 
:\merican Shipbuilders; Honorary Police 
Comm issioner Edward Sykes; Frank J. 
Taylor, I residcnt, :\mcrican Merchant 
Marine Institute, Inc.; Cornelius H. Cal
laghan, :'-[anagcr :'-Iaritime Association of 
the Port of ::-';e\\' York; :\rthur M. Yode, 
Honorary Prc5irlent, L' nited States Pro
peller Clubs. The Sperry Corporation 
which donatcd the gyros ope equ ipment 
was representcd by J oh n J. Bricrl y, \ \'. 
S. Fish, Dean Kelley, Julius C. :'-Ianzi, 
George Tait, O. B. \\'hitaker. The Charles 
Hayden Foundation was rcprc.ented by 
J. Willard Hayden, Prcsident, Earle Y. 
Davcler and E. A. Doubleday, trustees. 

"hMO /,.Y \lar;p lIi~ll,illson 
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Pllol() by Larry Gordon 

LEATHER VESTS FROM MINNEAPOLIS 
FOR SEAMEN AT THE INSTITUTE 

Left to right: Mrs. Carl W. Jones, Chairman of the War Relief Committee of the Min
neapolis branch of the English Speaking Union John Simons, American merchant 
Seaman, Mrs. Cecile Stewart, Director of the New York workroom of the English-Speak
ing Union and Jack Compton, British merchant Seamen, photographed at the Institute. 

FRO:'.! such widely separated areas as 
l\1 inn apolis and the Fur District on 

\\'est 26th Street, l\ew York City, come 
two projects to promote the health and 
welfare of merC'hant seamen. In :'.Iinne
apolis the English-Speaking L'nion is col
lecting leather scraps frolll automobile 
manufacturers and women arc turning 
these into leather jerkin for ~eafa rers who 
must brave the '>orthern \\'inds \\'hen the ir 
ships go to Iceland, :,\1 urmansk and other 
,:"rctic a nd .\ntan: tic port~. 

F ifty thousand fur-lined vests for .:" mer
ica n a nd Allied Illerchant seamen are I e
ing made by members of the Fur Industry. 
On t he Fifth /loor of a workroom at 135 
West 26t h Street, large q ualll itics of mou
t on lamb, !Jea\'er, Ilutria. moll'skin, Illusk
rat, If udsoll sea l, etc . contributed by retail 
fur dealers and a lso by wOlllen throughout 
the country, are being converted into these 
vests by fur workers who donate their 
spare time for this purpose, :-':carly 5,000 
fur work rs ha\'e \'oluntarily plcdgrd ten 

hours of their frpe time on Saturdays, 
. undays, holidays and off hours in man u
facturing the \·ests. 

Louis F. \\'hit e, chairman of the War 
Emergency Hoard of the Fur Industry, in 
announcing the project, said that the vests 
would be dist ri buted to t he seamen 
through shi pping lines, maritime union s 
and the Seamen's Church Institute of New 
York. :'.Irs. Janet Roper, the Institute 's 
house mother, was one of t he guests of 
honor at the opening ceremon ies on ] uly 
28th when y layor La Cuard ia sewed the 
first fur vest and presented it to ,\ rchie 
Gibbs, 36 year old Texas Seaman who, 
capturE'd from a torpedoed ship, had been 
held prisoner aboard a ~azi submarine 
for four days. 

THE LOOKOllT editor talked with 
. eaman Cibbs. Her't is his story: "They 
fed me black bread and bitter coffee- but 
it was the same as the crew all had . The 
Cermans a ll wore \\'hiskers. They had been 
at sea a long time - I saw a Berlin news-

l'ilPL' rwil ha ;Vl ar~' h 
I ;th date on It. 
They asked me a
hout my ship bU l 
I didn 't give them 
an) satisfactory 
,II1Sw('r5. Finall y, 
the} hai led a fish
ing schooner and 
I was put over the 
side and swam to 
the schooner. 1 
sure \\'~~ glad to 
be free. 

:'Ilayor LaGuar
dia congratu lated 
the fur workers 
for inaugurating 
something' '\ \'hich 
I hope will spread 
throughout the 
country. I 've been 
on the deck of an 
ocean steamer, 
and believe me, it 
does get cold . Our 
bra\'e mariners 
ca n mil ke good use 
of the fur vests, 
wheth er they're in 
the Arctic regions 
or not ." 

\\' 0 men \\' h 0 

have old discarded 
fur coats, hats, 
scarfs, jackets, col
lars, muffs, etc., 
are asked to sE'nd 
them to the Fur 
Vest Project at 
135 W. 26th St., 
N.Y.C. or to turn 
over to the ir local 
furri er . When 
transformed into 
neat vests, lined 
with waterproof 
canvas, they will 
provid e comfort 

(. it'( } rill , Old lur.f to,. .',,'(111/ II'., I <' I 

Hnnl! Yc"\U1' \\ 'um .wJ l ,\,; II ~ u" Itt 1111, ,\ urh(lrlJl:tl 

ColIl'crion StJtlt.JII. J hc) \\111 be Run hI!: mil, \\',ll'nl, 

Bod).Pnltc:~tin\! Fur \t" ~I" t)\' 1he \\ ',1' I.IIlc:rt!l.:nL:~ 

I\U1rd flf the: Fur I ndu\11') ~\nd J),o,fnhUlul 

to many a merchant seaman facing wintry 
blasts from the decks of freighters and 
tankers laden with supplies, munitions 
and troops. 

Mayor LaGuardia is shown sewing the 
Arst stitch on the first of 50,000 fur-lined 
~ests destined for American seamen, To the 
nght of the Mayor is Mrs. Janet Roper, 
House Mother at the Seamen's Church In
stitute of New York. 
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r.hJL WJUliJi D? fL Jan.IuVL 
By MEYER BERGER * 

(H.epri"'t>1/ from ,11(' N(>I(J York Timp$ .Uc!p.aziru', A"~U,~1 2. 19 t2) 

THE tanker's bunk room swelters. All 
day the Caribbean sun has burned the 

deck plates and little spots have jigged 
before your eyes from the reflected glare. 

ight has brought no relief. The bun k
room ports are dogged down so no light 
will escape seaward for V-boat lookouts 
to sec. ~rhen you turn on your mattress, 
all damp with perspiration, the bulkhead 
is warm against your skin. 

Vou lie awake in the dark. You hear 
the steady thrust of the engines, thirty 
to forly feet down. Bet ween the thrusts 
you hear your mates' heavy breathing. 
The steering engine breaks in on the 
steady rhythm with a clumping, metallic 
clash, as if two giant knives were struck 
one against the other. This sound dies 
and the rhythm goes on again, smoothly. 

You think about home and how snug 
it felt to have COJ1\'oy from New York to 
Key 'Nest: how you waved when the con
voy slipped away in the twilight with you 
and the Navy gun-crew waving goodbye 
and how, a few minutes later, your tanker 
moved alone in growing darkness to the 
Gulf. "We're on our own, now," you 
thought, and though it wasn't your watch 
you scanned the horizon for periscopes. 
Just a habit, a betrayal of uneasiness. 

Vou think, that's how it was when I 
was a kid, when my mother turned down 
the light and left me alone upstairs. This 
touches off a train of thoughts about home 
and you drift off to sleep, drugged with 
the heat and with the perspiration run
ning in crooked rivulets down your back 
and down your cheeks. Old Swede Eck-

strom in the next bunk snoring. Pretty 
soon you are too. 

Vou dream and in your dream you see 
again the big tanker you passed on your 
last trip near the mouth of the Missi!.sippi. 
[t was early morning and dark, and her 
flame reddened the (;ulf's black waters for 
miles. The flames seemed a hundred feet 
high and maybe they were. Later you 
read how she took seventeen shells [rom 
the V-boat guns, and two torpedoes, and 
still stayed afloat, and how part of her 
crew died in the burning sea. 

Vou come awake. The steering engine 
has clashed again, \'iolently, and has 
snapped the dream. Swede still snores, 
but you are aware that something's stir
ring. Feet thud the deckplates. Some one 
is calling hoarsely, "We're hit." Some
thing hits the after deck with a rending 
crash. The tanker lists to starboard and 
you roll against the starboard bulkhead. 
I t takes time to come out of the dream 
fuzz. You shake your head. 

You stand in the doorway and the de
tails of the ship stand out in bright illumin
ation. It does'nt register at once, but the 
tanker is aflame. That crashing sound was 
the after mast that held up one end of 
the radio antenna. A shell has carried it 
away. It looms up, crooked and crippled, 
athwart the stern. That means the radio 
man couldn't get off a call for help. The 
Navy kids pound past, racing for their 
their guns. The young ensign is shouting 
orders. 

Oil sloshes into the bunk room and sucks 
warmly at your bare toes. Fire balls rain 

down from the sky, like 
fireworks on the Fourth 
of July. They're explod
ing blobs of oil. You stare 
upward, fascinated. Fear, 
somehow, has left you, 
and you stare at the rain
ing flame. The crew is 
tumbling out, sliding on 
the black oil. The night 
is suddenly filled with 
men's voices. The bunk
room door slams with the 
increa ing list each time a 
man runs out, cl utching 
his papers and his clothes. 

You're on the poop deck 
and you hear the Tavy 
kids talking about the hit. 
They don't seem excited. 
One says: "The torpedo 
didn't make much noise. 
It was a dull thud some
where below the water 
line.''' Another :\avy kid 
laugh!., and you wonder 

·Our people accept gll80line ralioninl!'. hut not without murmur, becau8e 8tatistics and argumenu Jellve 
them (·old. They may more readily undersuwd the real pri<.-e of gasoline through lhe simple 810r)' of John 
»hillips· of nurlin-=:ton. N. J. U I«nkerman-, Thollfland8 of other tankcrmcn alm08t duil)' go throug b 
similar ex.periencef'. 
-Interviewed at the eamen's Church Inl'litule of ew York. 

why. It seems a natural laugh, not 
high pitched or hysterical. It strikes 
you as strange. Seven or eight of the crew 
are sprawled on the main deck. They're 
burned but they move and cra wi about. 

Flame pours from the well deck. It pours 
in irregular columns high against the night 
and lights the water: The waves are 
dappled red and sort of gold. One of the 
boats gets away. Vou hear the falls let 
go, but something's wrong. It dangles. 
The chief cook and two of the crew are 
in the burning oil on the water. even or 
eight men are clinging to the nets. The 
heat gets intense and the burning cargo 
sounds like a rushing L train. Funny you 
should think of L trains. 

You get into one of the boats and your 
bare feet, as you take the oars, are down 
in about six inches of warm oil. Must 
have sprayed in with the first explosion. 
Suddenly you notice the whole crew looks 
strange in the flame's glare. They're all 
covered with oil. Their hair is matted with 
it and their faces are black and shiny with 
it. You look down on your bare arms and 
hands. They're black and shiny too. The 
stuff is coming down like vapor. 

It is 1 :45 A.M., only a minute or two 
since the tanker was hit, but somehow it 
seems like hours. The boat seems a long 
time getting away. Swede Eckstrom is 
on deck, staring at the boat. He doesn't 
move. So we call out to him. "Swede! 
Swede! This is the last hoat!" He doesn't 
seem to hear. Swede, like lots of tanker
men, can't swim. He has said he'd take 
his chances with the ship rather than go 
over the side into flaming oil. 

Seven minutes after the hit we're over 
the side, floating in the burning sea. The 
oars are slippery, but we get organized 
and we pull away from the tanker, on a 
lighted ocean. Someone says, "There's 
the sub," and the oars rest and the world 
gets quiet. The V-boat is running on the 
surface and coming at a pretty good rate. 
We are almost two miles from the ship 
when she hails us. Some one hollers to 
us in broken English to come alongside. 

\Ve row to the sub. The V-boat cap
tain is on deck. He is short and stocky. 
Behind him is a young German sailor. 
He's in khaki shorts, but he has no shirt. 
1 lis feet, in sneakers, are planted on the 
plates, and he is manning the deck mach
ine gun. You reach out to keep the life
boat frol11 drifting and you touch the sub's 
side. It is cold and slippery and you feel 
the vibration of its engines. It must be 
300 feet long. 

The captain has a flashlight. He shines 

it on our faces. 
He says "Vas is? Is these all black 

mens?" 
\Ve do look like Negroes. The V-boat 

captain asks the tank r's name and her 
tonnage in barrcb, but not about our port 
or destination . One of the crew, all burned, 
calls [rom the bottom of our boat. He is 
lying in warm oil. He wants water. 

The young German sailor in shorts gi"es 
him a short gutteral answer. "(;0 ask 
your President for water," he says sharply. 
He trains the machine gun on the boat 
and holds it there steadily. The v-boat 
captain shuts him up, but the young sailor 
is sullen. You notice the submarine is 
painted a sort of blue color, or seems to 
be, in the tanker's glow. 

The V-boat skipper turns back to us. 
"You may go," he says, and we shove off, 
with the machine gun still pointed at our 
boat. An hour later we hear something 
slapping the water in the dark to star
board. It is one of our little Filipino AB's. 
He has cramps, but his life jacket has 
kept him afloat. We reach over and pull 
him in and he lies in the bottom with the 
other burned men. That makes twent\,-
seven in our boat. -

The little Filipino is suddenly scared of 
the sea, now he's fished out of it. He does 
not want to see it again. He just lies in 
the oil, with his face down on his arms 
and will not lift his head. Sometimes, 
when the men change seats ar the oars 
they step on him, but he doesn't complain 
or look up. \Ve try to get him out of this 
mood . One of the men say , "Here's a 
piece of chocolate, 1I0udini," but he 
doesn't budge. Hewantstoshutout thesea. 

Just before full daylight we see another 
man in the sea. We pull along ide. He 
is floating face down in a life jacket and 
his head looks black and shiny, but that 
is oil. \Ve reach down and turn him over. 
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It is !->wcdc Eckstrom. The ~harks have 
been at his facl', but it is Swede nil right. 
\Ye t urn him loose again and somebody 
says, "The poor de\'il, wll\" woulrln't he 
get in the boat when he had the chance?" 
\Ye watch him drift away on the water. 

The five who are burned feel the sun 
when it comes up. Their skin is peeled 
away anti their eyebrows and hair arc 
gone. Sometimes they moan. \Ye rig a 
piece of ca nvas for them to keep the sun 
off. It is a ll we can do . Pretty soon we 
feel the sun, too. \\ 'e arc al l blistered, 
everyone, from the tanker's fire. Oil burns 
have putTed our lips and our eye and the 
sun beating clown seems to roast us. It 
bakes us in our own oi l. 

\Ye row and we rest. We try to tell 
jokes and stories. 1\lostly we talk about 
food - steaks and chicken and gravy. One 
man will say, "1 will have a big, juicy 
tenderloin, with smothered onions ant a 
lot of gravy," and a not her man will say, 
"Will you s ttle for a malted milk tablet?" 
and the first man willsay, "Sure," and 
that's what he gets. \Ve have a bottle of 
malted milk tablets and some canteensof 
water. The water is warm, but we dole 
it out. Just enough for each ma n to wet 
his mouth. 

Our lips are black and gummy a nd you 
have to force them open to speak. They 
stick together. Every now and then a 
few of us slip over the side and swim, but 
the water is warm. You swim more to 
get the knots out of your legs and arms, 
just to change your position. Around 1 
o'clock in the afternoon we hear a motor 
in the sky, 'way off, and it is a plane, an 
American ~avy patrol plane. It circles 
and then lights. The pilot is only a kid. 

He looks us over and says, " I can take 
five, but that's a ll. I'll have to crowd 
them." He takes the five who are burned 
the worst, the five under the canvas, Vve 
lift them out and they're tender and cry 
out but we get them into the plane. 
The pilot tells us he will get relief out to 
us, maybe tomorrow, and he stirs up a 
breeze with his propeller and feathers the 
water and finally gets otT with his load. 

THE first service flag designed to honor 
the men of the. merican merchant mar

ine as part of the com bat front in the war, 
fighting shoulder to shoulder with sai lor, 
soldier and marine, was flung to the breeze 
on September 1 ith above the north en
trance of the United States Lines' Chelsea 
piers, at 23rd Street and the r I udson River. 

The new service flag designed especially 
for the occasion, is a modification of the 
regulation red, white and blue flag used 
for the men of the armed forces. On the 
white field is a blue spread eagle, hall mark 
of the shipping company since 1893, and 

\Yh '! the .plane has gone the world i ~ 
d('ad su li . \\ e do not talk for a long time 
It is painful to o pen your lips. . 

We row and drift a ll through t he hot 
afternoon and the sun kicks the refl ec_ 
tions in your eyes from the water. \\'e 
are sun blind. The night comfO'S on dark 
and chilly. The sea roughens and we get 
tossed quite a bit. No one says much 
We get snatches of sleep, a numb kind of 
nap. 

Another lifeboat from our ship drifted 
up. We lashed them together and we 
talked about the plane. We swam some 
more when the sun came up. Late in the 
afternoon our relief ship came up over the 
horizon. he was an American destroyer. 
The sai lors called out to us and helped 
us up the ladder. We were stiff as boards 
and our hands were puffed like little pil
lows. They rubbed us down with something 
that looked like buttermilk. That was for 
the sunburn. It was cool and refresh ing. 

They broke out their rum and that 
livened us. The first gulp had no effect 
but the second or th ird shot took hold and 
our stomachs tingled and came back to 
life, \\ e took a lot of rum, but no one 
seemed able to get drunk. The sailors 
gave up their bunks to us after we came 
from under the showers a nd had gotten 
most of the oil off. We had gallons of 
good, hot coffee, and pretty soon we were 
all normal again. They put us ashore at 
Colon. We checked up there and we 
learned that of our fifty-five only four were 
missing. 

It is nice, for a while, now we are home 
again, to sit here in this cool cafeteria 
but tomorrow I ship out again. Most of 
the crew of that last trip are at sea already. 
l\Iy bonus money lasted a little longer. 
I got the feeling now that most of the 
older tankermen get. r got the feeling my 
number isn't up and I'm coming through 
this war. It's a funny thing to understand 
if you're not a tankerman, but you want 
to get back. The U-boats and the fire 
don't stop you. You know the old U. S. 
needs that oil and gas and so you go on 
fetching it. 

below it on a field of blue stars are the 
numerals 2169, one for each crew member 
of the United States Lines fleet. Above 
the eagle are the numerals 316 on a field 
of gold stars, for United States Lines men 
who have lost their lives through enemy 
action since t he war began. 

Basil Harris, president of United States 
Lines, sponsored the creation of a special 
service flag for the merchant seamen and 
presided at the flag raising ceremony, to 
which officers and crewman from United 
States Lines ships and from the Seamen's 
Church Institute attended. 

IF you vi it the Institute these days you 
will see young men lined up awaiting 

assignment to :\Ia ritime Training Schools 
and merchant . hips. Two thousand each 
wcck apply for a service as dangerous as 
any a man can choose in thi war. But 
the gray ships Illust a il- to keep the 
"lifeline of freedom" firm. 

As a recent ]Jerald Tribune editorial 
aid: "A ll of us owe mo t humble tribu te 

to those who man our merchant ships. 
For WIthout the gray ships, marching men 
would be of littl e avai l in this far-flung 
conflict: without the gray ships and the 
seamen who are undeterred by prospect 
of cold and hardship and death, the war 
would be 10 t to us before it had rightly 
begun." 

The general public is becoming aware 
of the splendid services of the merchant 
seamen, and you have long expressed, by 
your annual gifts, your interest in their 
welfare. For O\'er 100 years the Seamen's 
Church Institute of Xew York has be
friended these seafarers- never disrrimin
ati,:~ because of their race, religion or 
pohtlc . 

In peace time and in war time, year in, 

WAKEFIELD CREW 

WELCOMED 

Sixty-one members of the crew 
of the ~avy transport Wakefield, 
formerly the Un ited States Liner 
Manhallan, stayed at the Institute 
on the night after they were rescued 
and taken to an East Coast port. 
Since the burning of the 2+,289 ton 
liner was a military secret th crew 
were not at liberty to tell any of 
the Institute employees or seamen 
from whence they came. It is a 
tribute to their loyalty and good 
discipline that none of the men di
vulged the identity of their ship un
til after the _ 'avy released the story, 
one week after the disaster occurred . 
A check-LIp has indicated that all on 
board the transport were saved. 
Many of the crew proved themselves 
heroes in rescuing their shipmates 
from the smoke and flames. 

• • 

year out, day a nd night, our services go 
on. Seamen ask chiefly for friendship and 
recreational servi{'es, but suelden change!> 
of ships sc hedules, ships torpedoed, loss of 
identification pa pers, etc. also cause them 
to seek temporary finanrial assi tance 
through the Institute's credit bureau. The 
percentage of men who return the loans 
is exceptiona ll y high, indicating their de
sire to keep self-respecting and self-sup
porting. Flut the seaman's calling, dan
gerous a nd exciting as it is, deprives him 
of normal home life, and so he appreciates 
the Inst itu te as a safe anchorage and a e
cure hayen when he comes ashore. 

So aga in we turn to you, regarding YOLI 
as one of our good friends whose loyal and 
generous tributes to these men have en
couraged them and made them realize 
that they arc not forgotten or unsung. 
We especially need funds at thi time for 
our rapidly expanding program of recrea
tion and education . 

Please send cOlllribllliollS 10 IIle 

SE. :\I E~'S CH ' RCH IXSTfT TE 
OF _ -E\\' YORK 

2S So uth Street, ~e\\' York, :\. Y. 

SONG FOR THE UNSUNG 
Dedicated to the 

American Merchant Marine 

I3y Fred Waring and Jack Dolph 

I've carried guns to Singapore, 
munItIOns to Ceylon; 

I carried wheat for the boys to cat 
with :'vIac:\rthur at Bataal1, 

I've sa iled with planes to Liverpool 
and Leningrad with tanks; , 

I mad" it thrLl to T reland too with 
a regiment of Yanks. ' 

I 've burned my feet with the deck 
plate's heat, a nd froze 'em with 
the cold-

While dodging subs in rusty tubs 
\\'ith nitro in the hold, 

Ye I And yet I'd never trade my 
berth for anyth ing I've seen; 

_ 0 I'll st<?w my gear and drink my 
beer w1th the men of the :\ler
chant :'I-Iarine. 

9 



]luL f)~ OJJwhJ~ 
By JIMMY JEMAIL 

The News will j>ay g5 Jar every timely, 
illterestillg q1lest ion submilled and IIsed in 
this column. Today's aW(lrdp,oes to Frallk 
Ballard, -li 2 DeellI SI., BrooklYIl. 

THE QCESTIO:\ 
How did yo u feel a nd what did you talk 

about when you were in a lifeboat waiting 
t o be resc ued ? 

(Asked of torpedoed sa ilors. ) 
TH E PL:\ CE 

;Vlidtown Manhattan. 
TH E A:\S\YERS 

Capt. James Hamilton, C lasgow, 
Scotland: "The men plied me with ques
tions about making port. I was sure that 
we co uld make the nearest port under sa il 
a nd oar~. Capt . Bligh of the Bounty 
sa iled over 3,000 miles in a small boat. I 
was sure we co uld make the much lesser 
distance. I gave them cheerful answers ; 
and we made it too." 

Cll.pt. Timothy McNamara, London, 
England: "Our boys talked abo ut ice 
crea m sodas mostly , but T'm sure that any 
one of them would have compromised for 
a tall glass of water. Our ration was six 
ounces of water a day. I suppose they 
couldll ' t help but curse the subma rine for 
send ' ng so ma ny bottles of beer to the 
bottom " 

Donald Murray, first officer, L1a ndud
no. l'\. \~'ales: "\Yater was the most on our 
Illind~ and the usual topic of conversat ion. 
vVe a lso talked about beer, ice cream sodas 
a nd the other drinks we would buy if we 
ever got the chance. \,r e were in a lifeboat 
for 14 days. A 220-pound fireman lost 
his second chin gazing into the sky for 
the da wn patrol." 

John N. Richardson, rad io officer, 
Dunoon, Scotland: "We talked about wa
ter, and when I day-dreamed, I dreamed of 
bales of tea immersed in oodles of teaming 
water. At the beginning, we did a lot of 
joking, but a ft er a week in t he boat we 
lost our sense of humor. However, we 
never gav,," up hope. That kept us up, 
but the monotony got us. 

Charles Wren, seaman, London , E ng
la nd: " 1 kept it to myself, but 1 wondered 
whether I'd sec my son aga in. He's in 
t he British Army. We used to sing each 
night, a nd some of the boys took tu rns at 
reciting poetry, one ge m being 'The Sink
ing of the Titanic.' The girls back hOllle 
a lso wcre a favorite topic." 

John . Wall saloon boy LiYerpool, 
England: " I-:: very single ma n on the life
boat said that he'd ne\'er waste a nother 
drop of watcr as long as he li\'ed . We a ll 
sa id that if we c\'er got to shore aga in, we'd 
climb into a bunk a nd stay there for a 
week. I didn't tc ll the men, but I was 
a lways dream ing of t he folks back home." 
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SERVICE FOR SEAFARERS 

A special service for the Merchant 
seamen a nd t he Navies of the Unit
ed Kations will be held at the Cath
edral of St. John the Divine on 
S unday a fternoon, ),lovember 8th 
at four o'clock. Bishop i\lanning 
will preach. Representatives of 
nearly a ll Christian communions in 
New York and the Consuls General 
of the Un ited ]\;ations will be in at
t('ndance. In stit ute friends are also 
cordially in vited. 

TRIBUTE 

Xo one needs to be told that among the 
conspicuous herops of this wa r a re the 
merchant sea men who throughout the sev
cn seas a rc ri king their lives in the vital 
service of supply. But the report just re
leased by the :\avy that our merchant 
ma rine had lost more than 2,301 of ricers 
a nd men up to August I, will bring home 
again the co urage a nd devot ion it takes 
these days simply t o become a sa ilor, to 
ship aboard a cargo vesscl bound to be th e 
target of any U-boat or enemy bomber. 
The mission of these volunteers is as essen
tial to the winning of the war as a ny other ; 
it is a lso quite as perilous. 

Et/ilorif,l R f"pri"'(!11 from ,hp New YQr},; IJ flrald 
Trilm."p~ Orlobpr 1. 1942 

SEAMEN BUY WAR BONDS 

The Seamen's Church Institute 
of NE'w York has been appointed 
by the Treasury Department a n Is
sui ng Agent for the sale of War 
Bonds, not only for Kew York but 
for a ll Atlantic a nd G ulf Ports. The 
Sea men's Funds Bureau on the sec
ond floor is prepared to se ll these 
bonds. Prior to this, many seamen 
came to t he Post Office in the In
stit utc a nd bought bonds with their 
bonus money retcived on the com
pletion of trips to the war areas. 
The Institute's ship v isitors a lso 
se ll bonds to the crews of freighters 
a nd ta nkers when they a re paid off 
in Xew York harbor. 

A FTER 19 days adrift on two life rafts 
lashcd together, 18 sea men told of a 

fight for life a t sea in which they had to 
resort to every trick th ey could conjure 
up to ma intain their existences. 

The 18 were survivors of a Illedium
sized American freighter torpedoed 650 
miles ofT the East Coast. 

Survivors said that Seaman ;\liles ' el
kins, 25, had given his life to save his 
comrades in the 37-man crew by releasing 
rafts while the ship was under attac k on 
a moonlit ni ght. 

They said t he rest of them had ingen
iousl y improvised a small shack from 
floating wreckage to protect themselves 
from the broiling sun and had cruised in 
thc flot sam from their ship to fish potatoes 
and onions Oll t of the water to supplement 
thcir store of biscuits. For 19 days they 
drifted a nd sailed- water a nd food sup
plies got less a nd less. 

Oiler William Thompson, interviewE'd 
by TH E LOOKOUT editor, described how 

THE Sixteenth a nnua l convent ion of the 
Propeller Club of the United States and 

the American :\Ierchant l'.Ia rine Confer
ence will be held at t he Waldorf-Astoria, 
~cw York City, October 15th a nd 16th . 

Subjects of present day interest and of 
future importance to the ent ire American 
Marinc Industry, including its contribu
tion to the war effort , will be presented by 
rpcognized authoritics. The purpose of 
the discussion is to promote the spirit of 
Coopcration, adva nce the American Mer· 
chant '\larine in all its branches, continue 
public interest in American water trans
portation a nd to further our war effort on 
the sea. 

they deftly "blackjacked" with an oar 
fish nibbling at seaweed to adrl some bulk 
to the diet. 

" Raw fish," said Th ompson, "are de
licious, especially after you get to like 
uncoo ked onions and potatoes." 

Then came t he day when t hey saw a n 
American ship on the horizon. Fearing it 
would pa s thcm by, somebody got the 
idea of usi ng a flattened out tin ca n as 
a heliograph to signal for help. 

They hoisted the can on an oar and 
flashed it in the sun. Another ship, brav
ing dangerous waters, swung over to pick 
them up. It was on its way again as soon 
as the last survivor climbed the rope lad
der aboard. 

Seaman Thompson, wh o has been tor
pedoed four times, has again shipped out 
a nd as he left t he r nstitute hc gave to 
THE LOOKOUT ed itor the striking 
photograph reproduced here of himself a nd 
his shipmates aboard the rafts when they 
WE're rescued. 

at iona l Committee meetings will be 
held on Thursday, a nd a panel discussion 
on the Genera l Welfare of Seamen Ashore 
conducted by Mr. Harry J. Pearson, 
Director, Seamen's Club of Boston, Chair
ma n, a nd Capt. Alfred O. l'viorasso of the 
Seamen 's Church Inst itute of ew York, 
Vice-Chairman. About 60 nat ional leaders 
of the Government, shipping lines, unions 
a nd welfare agcncies will attend . General 
sessions of t he America n Merchant Marine 
Conference will be held on Friday, to 
which LOOKOUT readers are invited . 

Several of t he Institute's Board and 
Staff are active members of the Propeller 
Club. 

II 



THE RAFT 
By Robert Trumbull 
Henry Holl _ 2.50 

If you are looking for an interesting 
story, charmingly told, one that will leave 
you with a warm glow of self-satisfaction 
that once again, we Americans, have show~ 
the world the stuff we are made of, please 
stop here! 

This story is not for you. 
But, if you are willing to share an ad

venture (that very few have lived to tell 
of), if you can realize the background and 
the true meaning of stock phrases as "the 
sun was very hot today" or "we were 
soaked by the spray and the night was 
cold." If you can feel as they did at the 
close of day- they would have been glad 
to see the sun again and wondered if 
they ever would. If you can relive their 
34 horrible days and nights and go proudly 
beside them as they go erect, up the sands 
of a strange shore· determined that if 
torture and death await them at the hands 
~f the Jap~, they would face it standing, 
hke men-o -warsmen should - then this 
story is for you, 

From the decks of an American \o\larship 
in the South Pacific, the afternoon of 
January 16, went a ~avy scout bomber 
on submarine patrol. What happened to 
the crew when the plane was forced down 
a~ sea forms a most absorbing story of the 
bitter struggle of three men against con
trary winds, broiling hot days that seared 
their parched hungry bodies. \\laves en
gulfed and upset their Aimsy craft many 
times. All this these men suffered and 
then, as if death were reluctant t~ lose 
them after having had them in its grasp 
~o lo.ng, the isl~nd they sighted suffered 
Its .blggest hurricane the very night they 
arnved. 

Meet bombardier Tony Pastula a 24 
year old Polish-American boy of Youngs
town, Ohio. Tony's amazing persistence 
when he had once decided on a course 
kept his mind intact during this long strain: 
A poor report card one day in school and 
Tony never went back. Tony stopped go
ing to church because a priest snubbed 
him. Tony, with Gene Aldrich, was an 
ex-c.c.c. boy. Gene, a Missouri farm 
boy, was the most optimistic of the lot. 
He had a lot of blind faith that as long 
as prayers were said, help would come 
one day. One must be willing to wait and 
fight. 

To Harold Dixon, the skipper of the 
plane and navigator of the 8' x 14' rubber 
life raft must go much of the credit and 
of course, a portion of the responsibility 
~or the original predicament. The story 
IS told through narration by Dixon . Rob
ert Trumbull, newspaperman of Hawaii 
wrote his fascinating adventure. 
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These three, barely acquainted a t th 
start, learnf'd to fight together. Only Cole 
lectively, could they right the raft aft -
the swells had overturned it. Only t~r 
gether, could they catch ~he food, or sav~ 
the wa.ter coll~cted dunng the squa ll 
Only With a ul1lty of thought and purpos· 
cou~d they keep their Aimsy craft anoa~ 
until they had conquered their obstacles 
and reached shore safely. 

. I believe t~e enjoyment of the reader 
Will only be lJ1 proportion to the degree 
of imagination with which he enters into 
th~ e e"p~riences. If the reader can la v 
aSlde.ordmary standards, read and per
haps lJ1 a measure understand what th e e 
men went through, he may rightly under
stand why the thought of ending this hell 
ish torture by suicide never seems to have 
taken hold of their minds. 

The reader will realize he has been al-
100v17d to look into the valley of death a nd 
see Its shadow, through another's eyes t o 
be ~ure, but a dramatically fantastic ex
pen.enc.e, as only truth torn from the depth 
of hfe Itself can readily be. 

- Reviewed by Seaman David IIarris 

HANDBOOK OF 
SHIP CALCULA nONS 

By Charles Hughes 
Third Editioll. McGraw IIilt 5.00 

The third edition of Mr. Hughes' va l
uable book has been published by the 
~cGraw-Hill Book Company, Inc., and 
WIll form a welcome addition to the tech
nical library of all who deal with ships. 

Much useful information has been in
corporated in the present volume, and th e 
subject matter throughout will be found 
thoroughly up to date. 

The letterpress and tables are in clea r 
and readable type - a valuable feature 
in a book of reference. -H. W. H , 

THE SUBMARINE AT WAR 
By A. M. Low 

Sheridan House 3.00 
The timeliness of Professor Low's book 

is unquestioned. He traces the history of 
the submarine back 300 years and follows 
the improvements and development s 
through the years, bringing it up to th e 
moment of its unprecedented deadliness. 

Another picture - that of the undersea 
boat as a cargo carrier and vessel of ex
ploration - is presented. Of greatest in
terest, however; are the chapters dealing 
with actual warfare where the author re
veals the enormous task of those respons
ible for protecting and maintaining our 
ocean lifelines. It is unfortunate that pos
sible haste in writing has produced in
accuracies which careful checking might 
have avoided, -A. W, C. 

The Merchant Marine 

Th,' l ,,<",Ir nu IIniform, YOII'O n~,",~r knuII, 
rh,l t 11ll'1· Ml· playing part5 in \\ar',; ~rirn 
~h l)" . 

"" khaki, bllll'~, 10 ll'l YUU kno,", th"ir 
COrp!'l, 

Thc~ 're -lad a~ anyone you'll meet dshufl' . 
In Ikal lnlOnt, Caln:ston, Baytown, Bay
onne. 
\\ here 1.llIk"r, l"(JiIll' .. lIld go, Ihl'~ drink 

.I lolll' 
\\ hile ,ro\\ d~ of 'oldier" »ailo", ,tare ,111.1 

I f 0\\ 11, 

\,~umin~ I hesl· an' homeKu,lrds frum I h,· 
10 \\ 11 

rhn '·"Illl· fmlll to\\ n, hUI 110\\ no n.ll il~ 
.... o·i l 

-.h,d l kilO" 1IIl'ir I read th," ride Llll" ", " 
" ilh oil! 

rh,' wid" l'''I,,"hl' 01 black,," 0111 -,',I , III.! 
, k\, 
nil II1"onk",." ,t,lrl,'" Yoid when· ';c·.l' 

!>n·,lk hiKh 
I" h("1 \l l';lr 110 uniform, I ho: ilanlill~ "',I 

I livir dllhl·n I'~ n·: 
I h"ir n'qlliL'lI1 a !(1I11',,, ilLl l'r) pru ud 

111,,1 lor 1· fl·~dol1l'~ fire' 
H~ [),1lI lIu\\ ard 

The Sons of the O cean 

I ..Ir o't'r thl· distant horizon, 
Far o't'r th" ramparts of iJrine. 

. ai l 11ll' suns of the ocean '\ ho ~udnl u-. 
I rOIll (Jllr mighty ship,; of I Ill' lin". 

\ 1 night ,I'; t hl') on t ht! brid!(l'~ 
\lont! with the st'J and t he . I,lr~ 

\1.1) their heart, lx' warnl with th" kIlU\\
ing 

Thai W~'\"l· lllOURhls of I hem in ull~ 
hearts. 

( ,od l·omforl YOII. sons of till' oc· ' .. In, 
( ;od s,lil "ith you Ol·l'r I h(· foa ill , 

I ' ()~ gin· you peace in th~ durk oi Ili~h {, 
l ,od gllide you safel) hom!' . 

-\ , t hl') sail o'er the seas to hattie, 
T hl· slar~ and the stripes unfurll'd , 

\1 '1~ they rarry their nation's honor. 
To ,,·cry part of the wurld 

\\ l\(·n th' ea 'lI~ail1 is peaceful. 
\\"hell t h~ ballie is I1n..lll)" "un 

\Yh l'n I he sons of t he sea rei urn ' III U', 
\\'c'll >;til· to them "\\·ell Llonc .. 

I .od l'u1Ilfo·rt you, sons of t he Ul"e~Il , 
. (;ud ,ail wilh you ol·er the foam, 

I ,od gi,,· you [WUCl· in the dMk "' ni~h t , 
('011 Ltlliek , ·Ol! ' ,lfl'h honll:. 

. . - B} RII '~r R.l} 

rl l'.Il I",'''' '\01 ... ; \lr. HlJ) it' .1 ("Hl"t .tt \\t· ... , 
f l'lnt \ 1ilililn .\'°I.Wt·lII\: ,"H' brlllllt"f \\ ..... u'k,.w,i 
::l r,1l 11 11- l . !'-I. S. ~·L(·'\il"l'llIn . " JJ.llotlll ' r \'0.1 .. 1., .. 1 

II I I h t • I . ~.s . · ' I I IIIIIIII'HIII'· .It \Itt!\\.l\ ~n" P"' 
" ll ll ll 1It1"d lor 1111' '\ ..... \ (rll ~' 

Men of the Merchant Marine 

They ..trc' t hl' IllCIl whu ~u duwn 10 t ill" 
sea in sh ips, 

With coura!-(e anLi faith serene 
~ailing with cargoe · 011 hazardou, Irip, 

To the distunt battle scene. 
In the far-Hung theatres of \\ar 

Our ulli£'d soldiers pray , 
I' hat merchant ship~ Ilith 11 ·11 ,uppli,,

.\n' spccdin!-( on their way. 
()n peri lous seas our merchant IIlen 

(;rimh ,I\\ait their fall' 
Silent :lIid Lense, their on I} hop· 

They will not arrin too lat~ . 
Exposed 10 hombs from tlw open "ky, 

:\nd torp('do('s hurled t hnJugh I hl' ,"a, 
I )wr ,111 I hl· "ide ,,~a 1,lncs t Ill'\" sail 

In ight of till' eIH:ml . . 
.\drift on rafh, ill till" IOIll'I) S .... , 

. They watch their ,hiplIlatcs dil·, 
, l"l fearlessly they carryon, 

., Keep' Em Sailing" is their cn . 
The) linger not in foreign ports, . 

Hut hurr. hack for 1Il0re, 
\ () lIIart ial lillISit' heralds t helll 

.-\, thc~ ,ll'P ufloll our shorL·. 
For th"m I h 're arc no big paraell's, "u heroes ' "ckome gay, 
:'\0 uniform:;, and nu applause 

To <"heer them on their way. 
But they arc l\('roe~, too, these !\len 

\\'ito sail the seven seas, 
Our hats are off tu their I·aliant !'rl·"S 

!'or unsling \ ictorie:;. 
They are the men II ho go do\\ II 10 tilt' 

~ea in ships, 
\\·ilh courage oIlHI faith serellt', 

' ·l;ud Speed You .\11" is the prayer Oil 

our lips, . 
For the :\ It·n of t he \ I"rchant :'.L,rillt'. 

- Bv Eleanor L, \eal 
(Whose husballd, an officer /1/ 

III, ,\[..,challl .'farille IIIB 

slopp~d al Ih" Jllslill/le Oil 

SI'l'I' red occasions.) 

Seamen of America 
Brayc s 'ameli of .\merica, 

-\ call to duty runs the tide! 
(}ur destiny's in your defens(' ; 

\\'e look to YIlU, our Xatioll's pride' 
Be.!de Old C;lory n you fight 

I hrough wars grim \Iatches, unafraid . 
Your booming guns rid freedom's shon's 

Of enemies who would invade. 
III rich abundann' Cud has gi\'l:1I 

l s furl'st seas, JllIl golden liL'ld . 
\nd cherish "l' our father 's honll'~ . 

(Jur birthrights ·UII will newr yidel' 
l pOll proud seas you'll write for aye 

The l('lters making all men frc-(' " 
EdCh of the seypn s('as ,,·ill shart' 

J'ht· glnrioll" ""rd of "\ I ("T() R Y·, .. 
B) 1'..IIJlinl" \\ insl!)w 
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