


































































































of New York does not present more admir-
able examples of success in this way.’
‘Itis moored in the East i ar, at the foot of
Pike Street, a short distance from the
wharf, securely protected from the influ-
ence of the tides, the currents, ice, and the
surrounding shipping, by large booms, ex-
tending in connection about it, and is en-
tered by a wide platform, guarded on the
sides, and lowered down so as to extend
tothe landing at the time of public worship.
This is held twice every Sunday. The
Chaplain who began this interesting mis-
sion, under a society composed of young
gentlemen from every Episcopal Church
in the city, and who regularly officiates, is
the Rev. B.C.C. Parker, ayoungersonof a
former Bishop of Massachusetts. On Sun-
day mornings, from two to three hundred
seamen, with as many more persons, of
their families or friends, or individuals in-
terested inthem, are regularly assembled,
making a congregation of from four to six
hundred; a more promiscuous congrega-
tion of ladies and gentlemen, being ming-
led with the sons of the ocean in the after-
noon.

‘Thereis a fine-toned organ tolead them in
their performance of the chants, and in
singing in the Church service. The perfect
attention and decorum, and the devout
appearance of the assemblage, (and from
the short time sailors are on shore, it
changes every Sunday,) has often been
remarked.

‘One of the most affecting circumstances,
inthe course of the services, is the reading
of the notes of sailors bound to sea, asking
the prayers of the congregation present,
that God would be pleased to preserve
them from the dangers of the deep; of
sailors, who have just come on shore, de-
siring to return thanks to Aimighty God for
preservation in the perils through which
they have passed; and, also, occasionally,
of one who has been in the hospital, and
just discharged, comes into God's house
to return thanks to the Almighty for the
great mercy of his recovery from sickness.

‘The beautifully touching prayers, approp-
priate to their cases, are unfailingly used in
the course of the service, and, in retiring
from the house, it would seem as if hope
was strengthened and the heart made
better.

‘The sailor, seldom on shore, with all his

recklessness has some pride. His best suit
of clothes is not always a good one. If in a
fine church, with a well-dressed, fashion-
able congregation, he does not like to be
an object of special observation. At any

rate, he does not feel at home there. He
feels so only when by his shipmates. In a

32

Floating Church he knows he has a home.
If land's-people are there, they are the
strangers, not he. If they dislike his baize
shirt, he knows he does notintrude it upon
them.

‘Itis but a little more than a year since this
Floating Church was consecrated. Previ-
ous to its consecration it was removed
from the ship-yard, where it was built,
under the following interesting cir-
cumstances, which we have extracted
from an account that appeared at the time
in one of our Church papers.”

“About fifty ladies, many belonging to the
first families, and one hundred and sev-
enty seamen, sailed round in it. A steam-
boat, with a band of music, provided by
the sailors themselves, conveyed the sons
of the ocean from Catharine Ferry to the
Floating Church, two miles off, ‘round the
Hook.' They landed on an adjoining wharf,
and marched in procession, with their
banners, into the building, opening to the
rightand leftas they entered. Nearly all the
seats seemed occupied, as if an occasion
of public worship had called them to-
gether. Visitors, mariners, and ladies,
were here mingled in the same group, and
all appeared equally interested in the pur-
pose, which was to sail three miles in a
Floating Gothic Church, through the East
to the North River.

‘Just as the steamboat, which was to take it
in tow, had made fast her hawsers to the
timber heads of the boats on which it
rested, and was ready to turn wheels, the
company within, at the suggestion of the
Rev. B.C.C. Parker, the Chaplain, all rose
up, and commenced singing the one
hundredth psalm -

With one consent, let all the earth
To God their cheerful voices raise, & c.,

to the tune of Old Hundred. The scene
then became delightfully and irresistibly
impressive. The voices of the ladies were
sweetly mingling with those of the
weather-beaten tars, in this animating
concert of praise. The Church was slowly
moving out of the dock; on the waters, the
shores appeared to recede, and vessels
and ship-yards seemed to be passing by;
as the eyes turned towards the windows.
The edifice fast receded from the wharf,
and all felt the unwonted motion, while
standing up in the pews, as it advanced
into the middle of the East River. It was
soon drawn by the tow-boat into the cur-
rent of the channel, and floated easily
along with the tide, following it with
scarcely resistance enough to part an inch
rope. Now and then, it is true, one of the
boats would strike, with rather an appal-
ling shock, a cake of drifting ice in the

stream, as they followed in the tow-boat's
wake, but the honest tars assured the
ladies there was no danger, and entreated
them not to be alarmed. ‘They could easily
save them, if the boats should spring a
leak," of which, from their firm structure,
there was no more likelihood, than of the
sinking of a Liverpool packet."

In 1866, the first floating chapel having
served its congregation well for 22 years
was retired.

In 1846 a second floating chapel had
been built to serve seafarers docked on
the west side of town. Consecrated the
Church of the Holy Comforter, it was
moored in the North River at the foot of Dey
Street where it remained for ten years. It
was then moved to the foot of Laight Street
and later to the pier at Hubert Street.

In 1938, the editor of The Lookout talked
with a number of old sailors who recall
attending services in the early days of the
second floating church. With fifty or sixty
years perspective, these ancient mariners
recalled the floating chapel with fondness
but admitted that much that was colorful or
“quaint” and "picturesque” about those
days on New York’s waterfront has van-
ished into the limbo of the past. Yet they
did not wish those days back again: the
heart-breaking toil, the sordid conditions
both afloat and ashore for sailors. They
hailed the passing of the saloon-keeper,
crimp and boarding house master all of
whom had a heart of flint for sailors. The
North River Chapel was retired in 1868.

To replace the original Pike Street chapel
(retired in 1866) anew one was completed
in 1869. It too, was consecrated the
Church of Our Saviour and was to be the
last of the Institute’s floating chapels. Also
berthed at Pike Street, it remained at this
location and was in great use for the next
41 years.

By 1910, the building of a new center for
seafarers at 25 South Street was under-
way. It would have its own special chapel
for seafarers and since there was no
longer a congregation at the Pike Street
mooring, the career of the last floating
chapel was brought to a close with a
farewell service at noon on Sunday,
Christmas Day.

The Institute Board of Managers pre-
sented the floating chapel to the Arch-
deaconry of Richmond in the Diocese of
New York. On January 6, 1911, it was
towed to Mariners' Harbor, Staten Island
where once on land it became All Saint's

Episcopal Church until the little structure  ®

burned to the ground in 1958.m



SHIPVISITING AND THE INSTITUTE
Three Seminarians Give Their View
by Ann C. Lammers

Brian, Lizand Dan atthe
completion of their
summer's internship at

Every summer for the past three years, the
Seamen's Church Institute has increased

ness and at the same time their boisterous
enjoyment of each other, was the unspo-

SClI its ranks of ship visitors by adding semi-

narian interns to its staff for ten weeks.
Funded in large part by a grant from Trinity
parish through the Trinity/St. Paul's Coun-
cil, this program not only increases the
number of ships SCl can reach ina sum-
mer, but also trains and educates future
clergy about the shipping world and the
Church as an industrial mission. The edu-
cationworks; | know. | was one of last
year's seminarian interns, and the lessons
| learned about the industrial workplace
and the presence of the Holy Spirit in the
foreign world of the containerport still
shape my thinking. This year | was jealous
when three new interns arrived to take up
my old job, while | satin an office at 15
State Street writing things. They knew, too:
the summer's adventure was theirs.

At program'’s end this year, the three
students — Daniel Appleyard, Elizabeth
Alexander, and Brian Lathrop — were
given a chance to hold forth at a staff
meeting in the Director’s office. Their
energy as a team, their collective earnest-

ken message behind their presentations.
It almost obscured their differences as
people. As Elizabeth said in her conclu-
sion: “From our friendship, the lasting
value of the summer emerges for me."
(And | thought: Ifonly clergy — and every-
body — could work so well in harness!)
But Daniel, Elizabeth and Brian are de-
cidedlyindividual, soI'lltake themone at a
time.

Dan Appleyard is a bishop's second son,
an Episcopalian whois studying for the
ministry at Yale's Berkeley Divinity School.
Sandy-haired, he jokes about getting old
(at28) and leads with one shoulder like a
boxer. He got his startin workplace minis-
try when he managed a restaurantand
tended bar, an experience he says gave
him his conviction that Christian mission
depends on presence, not preaching.

Dan's paper was sober, hinged on Scrip-
ture: “Remember those in prison as if you
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Ann C. Lammers, a doctoral student in
theology at Yale’s Department of Religious
Studies, has worked for two summers for the
Seamen’s Church Institute. In 1981 she vis-
ited ships as a chaplain intern, and in 1982
she did research and writing for the SCI De-
velopment Office, to establish funding for
the Center for Seafarers’ Rights.

Her published work includes a monograph
on Absalom Jones, the first black priest in
the Episcopal Church, which appeared in
the June edition of THE HISTORICAL
MAGAZINE OF THE EPISCOPAL CHURCH.
Her reflections on chaplaincy to seafarers,
titled *'A Woman on the Docks, " is to be
published by THE JOURNAL OF PASTORAL
CARE.
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were there with them."” ... “Simon, son of
John, feed my lambs." ... “Hehas sent me
to proclaim release to the captives.” Chris-
tian hospitality, spiritual nurture, and
prophetic action to change the world —
these are the essentials Dan wants the
Institute to keep at the center of its work.
He illustrated with incidents from the
summer's ship visits.

He told of a visit to a harried ship's captain,
who welcomed the chance to take a break
from work and chat. Soon other seamen
came by and sat down for a while with the
visitor. "It seemed as if the hectic and in-
human cloud that had hung over the ship
rose foramoment. Inits place lay all of our
humanness."

And he told of the whispered conference
he had with a few crewmen on a ship
carrying hazardous cargo. They wanted
help with unpaid wages, with overtime
pay, with compensation for hazardous
duty, with job protection. “In hushed tones
we talked,” Dan related. “The crew was
afraid. Footsteps in the hallway made
them pause. The labor and lives of these
seafarers seemed to hangin the balance,
and they looked to SClI for intervention.”
Dan's voice was soft and shaky with anger
when he added: "The effective response
they needed is slow in coming. We tried to
getaction, and we keep ontrying, butso
farithasn't worked."

Here Paul Chapman, Director of the
Center for Seafarers’ Rights and super-
visor of the seminarian intern program, in-
terjected areassurance. “That ship has
not completely gotaway fromus, " he said.
“We keep alerting chaplains in the ports
where the ship is expected to arrive. Effec-
tive intervention takes time, butitis not
impossible.”

| asked Dan later what mission means to
him. His answer distinguished between
two aspects of life that | am not sure should
be so sharply divided. “Imitation,” he said.
“Imitation of what?" | asked. “The Christ,”
he answered. “We're not selling anything

but offering something, ourselves.
Parishes can learn about mission from
SCI,” he added. "“Just to gowhere they
seethere's need, and be present, and
respond.” Then his face darkened again,
and he added: “But SCI has something o
learn, too. I'd rather see people hired for
their Christian faith and commitment than
for their skills. Love for persons, inthe
name of Jesus Christ, not secular qualifi-
cations, is what makes this place work asa
mission."”

But if we have the love without the skills, as
I thought later and wished | could say to
Dan, then our service to peopleis ineffec-
tive. What did Saint Paul mean when he
wrote that it's no use speaking in tongues
all the time unless someone is there to
interpret? Love and skills are both needed
in mission work, whether by the parish or
by the Institute.

Elizabeth Alexander, a Methodist studying
for the ministry at Union Theological Semi-
nary, is dark-haired, elfin, mischievous.
Her voice flutes and bursts into laughter,
exceptwhen she's beingreally serious, in
which case earnestness flows from herin
billows like steam from dry ice. One thing
she takes seriously is the scarcity of
women in the portand on ships. The solu-
tion? “Hire more of them,” Elizabeth says.

Another thing Elizabeth takes seriously is
class oppression, which she finds in some
places you might not expect. Like right
here at SCI, where from her viewpoint, she
observes that certain people seemto be
recruited before others, certain people’s
jobs seem less secure than others, certain
people don't seem to get authority or
privilege. Her analysis of SCI's “elite”
group drew comment from the Director,
who mildly pointed out that among the In-
stitute's top management there are three
women and a majority of lay people as
compared to ordained clergy, and the in-
tention, atleast, to hire more black and
Hispanic employees for responsible posi
tions.

| glanced across the room at Doug McAr-
thur, who came to SCl last summeras a
ship visitor in the same program that
brought me here. Doug is black, speaks
Japanese with some fluency, and is one of



the most effective port chaplains SCl has
had the good fortune to find. Doug sat
thoughtfully while Elizabeth spoke, and af-
terwards voiced a question about im-
plementation. “"How do we go about mak-
ing some of the changes happen?” (And |
thought: By continuing to hire people like
Doug McArthur. By focussing on the real
needs of seafarers and responding,
through the choice of ship visitors like Fred
Edwards, who is Indian, and Gilbert Rod-
riquez, whois Hispanic. By looking forand
hiring an Asian ship visitor like Michael

- Chin, who was here last year. Butin fact

these are already the Institute’s priorities.)

Elizabeth contends that the scarcity of
women on ships may be seen as another
kind of oppression, from the point of view
of the seamen. Take American seamen,
forexample. "They're oppressed in a way
that's distinct from the oppression of Third
World crews,"” Elizabeth says. | asked her
what she meant. “They're well compen-
sated monetarily,” she explained. “But
their jobs stack the deck against relation-
ships. There's no chancetorelate to
women normally. It's sad. One man went
onand on about his dog as though it were
his wife."

Going on the docks as a womanisn't easy
foralotof reasons. It didn'thelp any that
Elizabeth's first day of visiting ships alone
was alsothe day the stevedores wenton
strike. She ran into some forty of themlined
up beside a ship, and when they saw her
they jackknifed with laughter and began
hollering remarks about her anatomy. She
stonefaced her way past them, she says.
Later she had conversations with
longshoremen that weren't so dehumaniz-
ing, but looking back sheis critical of her-
self. "l thought the whole problemwas
gender, but now | see that my own feeling
for the longshoremen was one of disdain.
It's not just their sexism, it was my own
sense of superiority.”

| asked Elizabeth what else the summer
had done to change her. “It's rev-

olutionized my idea of hospitality,” she
replied. “I'musually very private. But when
we went on ships we entered the sea-
men's homes unannounced, and they
welcomed us. I'd like to be more like those
seafarers.”

And finally, there's Brian Lathrop, the one |
know best in a way, because he's still
studying at General Seminary where | re-
cently finished. Big, dark-bearded, of Na-
tive American descent, Brian is something
of ateddy-bear. He smiles wide and
sweetly; he moves gently. Since he's Chief
Sacristan at General, maybe it's not sur-
prising that his talk concentrated on “the
ship visit as sacrament.”

But Brianisn't talking about a sacrament
that requires vestments and prayer books.
“Do ship visitors need to be ordained?"” he
asked himself. “No,"” was his answer.
“They need to speak some languages be-
sides English. They need toknow how to
sitinaquiet place and wait for people to
come to them for conversation, the way
Fred Edwards does it. They need tohave
faith that God is going to use the time for
his own purpose, and then let it happen.”
Sacrament, as Brian used the word,
means “apledge of full payment yetto be
made." And, in a phrase all three students
would agree on, he insisted that the func-
tion of SCl's ship visiting is “to welcome
the homeless, not to sell something.”

Moreover, Brian told us, the ship visitor
isn't the only minister in the situation. He
met an Israeli seaman once, who taught
him this lesson.

“Why don't you send rabbis?" the Israeli
asked him. “Why do you visit ships? Why
do youwant to be a priest? Why couldn't
you be atherapist if you care about
people?” The seaman’s questions caught
the seminarian off guard. After a few
stammered answers, Brian gathered his
courage and admitted that he had misgiv-
ings of his own. He was not all that sure of
his reasons for doing what he was doing.
He was even a little scared.

And the seaman answered that he, too,
was afraid — afraid of becoming an old,

lonely seaman, afraid of never coming to
terms with closeness and family. And
suddenly, instead of one professional
cleric and one skeptical mariner, there
were two ordinary people listening to each
other's fears. | suppose that was the mo-
ment when Brian learned the truth he later
shared with us: that the ship visitis sacra-
mental when itis not something one per-
son does to another, buta meeting where
God consents to be present. He quoted
another seafarer who seemedto agree:
“I'm glad you didn't bring Bibles with you.
We have our own religions, even if some of
us don'thave a Bible. We dolike to talk,
though, talk to people who care.”

I got the impression that all three seminar-
ians were leaving the Institute filled and
drained. They were drained by the stress
of dealing with the complexity of the Insti-
tute; by conflicting priorities; by the fact
that the Church and the world share a
common humanity which creates
paradoxes of good and evil in both places;
and by the inevitable fatigue of learning so
much sofast. Andthey werefilled, almost
visibly, by the light and life that had come
tothem from the hundreds of working
people they had met on ships, on docks,
evenin thehalls of the Institute.

“Iknow | had an impact on the life of the
ships | visited,” Dan confided. "It sounds
presumptuous to say so, but | know it be-
cause of the impact those people had on
me. That's one thing about love. You are
received, as you receive. We have tore-

member that— it's easy to forget.”
u
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Institute Thanks Three For Their Spemal Support

In recognition of their support of the work
of the Seamen’s Church Institute, Messrs.
Thomas W. “Teddy” Gleason, Michael E.
Maher and Bernard J. “Barney" Sloan
were honored by the Institute at a recent
luncheon held at its Seafarers’ Center in
Port Newark/Elizabeth.

Although Mr. Gleason, President of the In-
ternational Longshoremen's Association,
AFL-CIO, was unable to attend because of
an unanticipated out-of-town meeting,
the Institute Director, the Rev. James R.
Whittemore thanked the three honored
guests for both leadership in the maritime
industry and for their concern for seafarers
and the work of the Institute in New Jersey.

In citing each man's contribution to the
Institute, the Rev. Neale A. Secor, SCI Port
Missioner for New Jersey, noted that Mr.
Maher, founder and chairman of Maher
Terminals, was concerned not only with
running one of the world's biggest termi-

Fr. Whittemore presents
a SCl recognition
plaque to Mr. Gleason.

Messrs. Whittermnore,
Maher, Secor and
Sloan.

Barney and with his wonderful staff. We

feel free to call upon them for counsel, for
help in emergencies, and for assistance in
planning how best SCI can serve the en-
tire Port Community, as well as the world's
seafarers. Barney always has responded,
even when he could not specifically help.

He always has been there for SCI. He al-
ways has cared.”

In recognizing Mr. Gleason, Father Whit-
temore noted that the labor leader has

always recognized the importance of sea-
farers to the nation’s common good and
has been concerned that there are well-

run centers and services for seafarers in

our ports. “It was through his spon-

sorship of an Institute proposal to the In-
ternational Transport Workers Federation
(ITF)", Father Whittemore said, “that the In-

nals but also with the needs of seafarers
when in port. He stated that during a re-
cent visit to the Institute, Mr. Maher had
“wanted to know more about our direct
services to world seafarers — how we
made their international telephone calls,
changed their currency, made our ship
visits, dealt with human and economic
complaints, transported seafarers to and
from our Seamen's Center, and so on.
When it became clear that among the
many needs in SCl's quality yet deficit fi-
nancial New Jersey work, was the need for
better transport, Mr. Maher responded. A
real measure of the man is that we did not
ask him; he asked us if a new van would be
helpful. Within afew months a 1981 Dodge
12 passenger van was ready for SCl's use
in transporting seafarers".
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“This van,” said Father Secor, “not only
has made it possible for us periodically to
transport seafarers from Hudson County
and Tanker Row, but has improved the
productivity and efficiency of our transport
system here in Port Newark/Elizabeth
where the van is utilized 95% of the time."

" In speaking of Mr. Sloan, New Jersey

Manager of Marine Terminals for the Port
Authority of NY/NJ, Father Secor stressed
that in spite of the size and responsibility of
his job, Mr. Sloan has never forgotten the
human element. “Mr. Sloan's support,

concern, advice and direct help to SCl's
work in New Jersey, and particularly re-
garding our Port Newark facility, reflect his
concern for the human element”, he said.
“We have grown to have areal kinship with

stitute received a grant for lighting the
soccer and sports fields here at the New
Jersey Center — a field which is in steady
use by seafarers of all nations after the
day's work is done. We could not have
done the job without his good efforts, and
are most grateful.”m
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STEAMING TO BAMBOOLA
The World of a Tramp
Freighter

by Christopher Buckley
Congdon & Lattes, Inc.
New York, NY. Hardcover,
219 pages, $14.95 in USA
Distributed by St. Martin’s
Press. ISBN 0-312-92792-4

R E.€C O M M E N D E .D

On one level, this is an account of “a
rollicking trip/on an ocean ship,” as the old
song went. And what a trip, and what a
ship! To call the sorry old tub — the
Columbianna — a tramp is doing a
disfavor to the world of derelicts. Yet
Christopher Buckley bravely saw his sea
adventure through to eventual safe
harbor, going through a list of classic
mishaps. His book is an unfolding
example of the adage: “It's better to laugh
than to cry.”

Not only is Mr. Buckley an amiable and
most able writer, he is also a keen,
insightful observer, and in this book he
covers not only his own tale of life at sea,
but gives the reader a very good idea of
what the merchant marine industry is all
about, and what it was in the past. For
those readers who know very little about it,
this is a very good introduction. For those
who know it well, the book will provide
chuckles and pleasure. Particularly useful
to all are his factual inclusions about what
contemporary requirements are for a
person wishing to make a career in the
merchant marine, and how such a career
may be comfortably ended — i.e., retired
seamen who qualify may go to Snug
Harbor, ahome specifically for old sailors,
in Sea Level, North Carolina.m

— Bonnie Golightly
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Antonio Jacobsen: From Sail To Steam by vargaret Miller

Antonio Jacobsen styled himself as "“not
an artist, but a painter of floating property
— ships' portraits.” Yet today he is con-
sidered by many to be the best

marine painter of the late 19th and early
20th century.

The list of his meticulously detailed and
accurate “ships' portraits” reads like a roll
of honor from the legendary Savannah to
the tragic Lusitania. For Jacobsen, in
nearly fifty years of painting, witnessed
and recorded the passing of an age and
the slow transition from sail to steam.

Although his work has long been known to
serious collectors of marine art, interest in
Jacobsen began to grow about ten years
ago as nostalgia became an important
cultural force in the United States and
Americans realized that their steamships,
like their clippers, were extinct.

Antonio Nicolo Gasparo Jacobsen was

born in Copenhagen, Denmark on Feb-
ruary 2, 1850 into a family of violin makers.
At the suggestion of Ole Bull, the cele-

brated violinist, Jacobsen was given the
Christian names of the three great violin
makers of the world, Stradivarius, Amati
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and Bartoletti de Salo. He studied violin,
viola and cello, and played with great
pleasure all his life. But, from childhood
on, ships and the sea fascinated him and
he spent his time on the quays or in small
boats, studying the ships in the great
harbor and absorbing nautical
information.

Jacobsen was a student at the Royal
Academy of Design in Copenhagen when
the Franco-Prussian war ruined the family
business. Resenting the consequences of
war and the certainty of compulsory mili-
tary service, he left Denmark for America
in 187

In the early 70s he was working as a dec-
orative painter of office safes when an
official of the Old Dominion Steamship
Line asked if he could do marine scenes.
Soon he was painting anything and every-
thing that came into New York Harbor.
Clippers and packets, sail-and-steam lin-
ers, yachts and tugs, pilot boats and
sloops, paddlewheelers and excursion
boats — he recorded the endless and
changing panorama of the sea.

Commissions from steamship lines came
quickly after his first success with the Old
Dominion Line. He painted all of the ships
of the Fall River Line and when he married
in 1878, the officials of the line gave him
and his wife a trip in the bridal suite of the
Bristol. He painted for the many Atlantic
and Gulf Coast Lines, including the East- .~
ern Steamship Co., the Metropolitan, Mer-
chants Line, Joy Line, C.H. Mallory and for
South American lines. Other commissions
came from the National, Anchor and
Guion Lines, Cunard, White Star and
Clyde, Red Star and Black Ball Lines, and
from French, Italian, Dutch and German
lines.

Jacobsen was a rapid and prolific painter.
Russell Kearnin of Marine Arts, Salem,
Mass. estimates his total output at be-
tween 4000 and 5000 paintings, of which
over 3000 are recorded and located. Such
a number was possible because of his




working methods and remarkable mem-
ory. He sketched ships in harbor or at
dockside, filling several pages for each
ship and noting measurements as well as
any unusual details. The painting was
done in his studio, and each sketchbook
was numbered and filed for reference.
Thus he was able to repeat a painting
years later; his paintings of the clipper
Dreadnought were done in 1879, 1916
and 1917.

Replication was a standard procedure.
Once his initial study was done, Jacobsen
could finish a painting in one day. He might
do the first painting for the ship’s owner,
the second for the captain, and others on
speculation. There are seven versions of
the pilot boat New Jersey painted be-
tween 1902 and 1908. But he did not sac-
rifice quality for speed. His paintings are
outstanding for their technical excellence
and accuracy. He was, after all, painting
for the men who loved and sailed the
ships.

His early paintings of the ships in mid-
ocean are distinguished by his treatment
of water. Characteristic were the long
heavy swells with flat greens, greys and
blues deepening into almost black.

By the turn of the century most of his paint-
ings were of steamships and these show a
marked change in technique; the long
ocean swells flattened out, the palette
lightened. His seas became blue-green
with much more surface movement and
play of light. The Massachusetts is a typi-
cally fine example of the later period.

He was not merely a marine painter, but a

marine historian. Fifty years after the small
Savannah huffed and puffed her way
across the Atlantic, trans-oceanic ships
were still using both sail-and-steam. Viewing
the Baltic, the United States, the City of
Chester, the Erin or the Lepanto with fore
and aft sails set and smoke streaming from
one or two stacks, one sees Jacobsen's
unique position, chronicling the marine era
in which sail and steam co-existed.

He also recorded the development of
coastal steamers. Originally of light
construction and shallow draught, with
paddle wheels and widely overhanging
guards, like the Nahant and State of
Maine, they evolved into sleek, turbine
driven express steamships like the
Camden,the Yale and the Bunker Hill.

In the last decade of Jacobsen's life the
skies darkened for him. Development of
the lithographic process cut into com-
missions. His wife died and his pleasant
home in West Hoboken (now Union City)
was partially destroyed by fire. The military
draft, which had driven him from Denmark,
claimed his two sons in 1918. Antonio
Jacobsen died on February 2, 1921.

In seaports once crowded with ships,
museums display his paintings of them.
The Mariners Museum, Newport News,
Va. has more than 250; the Peabody in
Salem, Mass. over 40. Others are in the
Whaling Museum, New Bedford, Mass.,
Mystic Seaport Museum, Conn., the Sea-
men's Church Institute, South Street Sea-
port Museum, Newark Museum, Philadel-
phia Maritime Museum, and the National
Museums of American Art and American

History of the Smithsonian. The New-York
Historical Society, the Staten Island Histori-
cal Society and the Steamship Historical
Society, as well as banks and other insti-
tutions own Jacobsen paintings.

Jacobsen wrote in 1915 that “no more than
apainted ship on a painted ocean remains
of the great merchant marine.” It is our
good fortune that so many of these visual
records are Antonio Jacobsen's paint-
ings.m

Margaret Miller is a writer, specializing in
the life and works of painters, from Har-
wich, Massachusetts and a frequent con-
tributor to CAPE COD ANTIQUES & ARTS.
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THE OARSMAN

He felt the buck and heave of the tide as he pulled
Against the drift to swing about the point

Near noon. He shielded his eyes, shot one glance out

At the sea where it darkened before the white-rocked point
Beyond the sheen and the pitching blue about

His steady craft. He caught the taste of the air,

And caught the smell of the spray of the sea as he pulled
Against the drift, and the taste and the smell gave strength
To his arms as he pulled beside the grey stones there
Where the dark waves struck with a swirl of foam,

To pass by the dark waves free and around the point,

Into the sheen and pitching blue again.

He lifted his bundled net, dropped it again

To hear it muffle the boards with a rattling blow.

He laughed a young man's laugh and looked at the sun
Set bright in a ring of mist. The craft nudged low,

Rode clear with a curling wave and drifted home

As if the man and the boat and the sea were one,

The oar and the sinewy arm the sea’s own strength.

Tony Cosier

RETIRED SEAMAN

On the gusty days he weathers his exile worst,

When the ridge of the wharf is a smudge with a splashing of white
And the planking bobs with the swell. When it rains and the bite

In the nostrils is sharp. When low cloud smothers the first

Dim hull and thickens outward steadily

As though there were nothing beyond it but open sea.

Tony Cosier
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