r

Che Linpkout

C hristmas
Greefin g

KL
Ay N " CEAes
1 N &
“| Q\
\

3 = Drawing by Gordon Grant
/ad ¢
; 0

wn
e’ s Chueelh Justitute of New York
25 Smnth Street, Nem York, N. Y.
VIl NO. 12 DECEMBER, 1946




_ The Lookout

December, 1946
; R *
Harbor ﬂD’L Santa_ (?jaud
By Frank Laskier
Raute

b St o b
‘

A

i — 'i:_!‘ Wi ol wemom x5

.~ U/

VOL. XXXVII, DECEMBER 1946
PUBLISHED MONTHLY
by the
SEAMEN'S CHURCH
INSTITUTE OF NEW YORK

CLARENCE G. MICHALIS
President
THOMAS ROBERTS
Secretary and Treasurer
REV. HAROLD H. KELLEY, D.D
Director
MARJORIE DENT CANDEE, Editor
POLLY WEAVER, Associate Editor

$1.00 per year 10c per copy

No. 12

s P

voyage had lasted two years,
the ship’s log was studded
‘the names of many ports from
oradi, on the West Coast of
, to Iquique in Chile, with
ers in Houston and Haifa and
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'i‘ggto“u’[f'” sibacyiphiog e “HE last we received the welcome
Entered as sccond class matter July 8, that we were bound for Eng-

711‘;’.";;..1:lt‘(:\'{;:‘;“?'ul/., N. Y., under the act of md home.

fo'c’sle was jammed with men
hlue with smoke as the Carpenter
: the mess table, a pencil almost
h in his great hairy paw, and
ined his theory to us. “Now,
he said, ““ere’s the date.”
d laboriously he traced the fig-
on a scrap of paper. ‘“This old
can do the crossin’ in twelve
s easy.” He added up the figures
urned to us with a triumphant
“We’ll be home for Christ-

e shrill blast of a whistle
ed suddenly sharp and clear,
he sailor on standby poked his
l around the corner. “Skipper’s
iin’ aboard now!”

- Heading For Home

Santa distributes Christmas boxes

from the Seamen's Church Institute

of New York

the bow dropped down on deck like
the blows of a trip-hammer. There
was no place of shelter from the
bitter, freezing spray. Breakdowns
were frequent and serious and heart-
rending. Under stress of the weather
we were forced to throw over the
side most of the deck cargo we car-
ried before it broke loose and car-
ried us with it to the bottom. The
ship was tearing itself apart,

We were but three days out when
it was decided to put the ship into
shelter of the nearest port. At a

—_— = —_— t was the Bos’n, 10 minutes later,
Saurtuary ) broke the news to us. We speed t:jhatlbarelir) g,:ve her steerage i
O God of the Heavens, the Seas, the Mountains, and the ; fo.lea_ve in the morning. There (‘;f:)y’ edeancrlfn Fu o (;;‘]ept 1? ?-nd -
Plains, grant us mercy this Christmas season. Give us the inspiration ilation aboard the Iron Duke to ﬁfe ol ng t]ﬁom etw?] CruAe 2
of Thy love, who sent Thine only Son among us, that we may go ht. S AR e Nl s iy
about our duties with our hearts filled with brotherhood, not hate; 0 years, however, is a long The Capt ip ¥ Sy g i
with generosity, not greed; with understanding, not suspicion. O € the life of an old freighter consultatigna I:v-vtvﬁn ﬂm Ocl{ln_n;e Ete g
Lord, give us strength to strive for the peace of the world with the has been buffeted around the ;... Then ﬂfl b't;e i n& i
same zeal and self-sacrifice with which we toiled during the war § without the proper attention’ i Klv h bl }I:ews e 3
years. Our Christmas prayer we offer to Thee, the Father of all 2 her in dry dock. N n Gty S0 ue quen S0t j
pray . : y 0 SOONEr - gilently about the deck. We're t '
mankind. We ask also that Thy loving care guard and protect the the city skyline dropped below weibz };‘epairs i, b il te;;‘e 0 -4
seamen on the deep, and in the ports. Enable the Christmas mes- forizon than we hit bad weather. thice ‘sl Chrift’;;(;ag7¥ }a g s 5
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It was the ship’s boy who took
the news the hardest. All through
the voyage he had saved the few
dollars a month he earned in order
to buy presents for every member of
his family. This was his first trip
to sea, his second Christmas away
from home. To see his red, swollen
eyes as he walked away from the
group on deck hurt us more than
our own disappointment.

Next morning a line of men
waited outside the Captain’s cabin
to hand in their cablegrams home;
messages written on scraps of paper
—the backs of old envelopes, the
blank side of a creased, oft-read
letter. “Cannot make it this time,”
said one. “You must spend another
Christmas alone,” said another.

The repairs were slow and tedi-
ous, for we had little help. The days
slipped by on the calendar, and the
very mention of “home” became
taboo.

On the Sunday before Christmas
I managed to get a run ashore
from a passing launch, only to find
the town closed tight as a drum. It
was midday, and a fresh fall of
snow was blanketing the pavements,
but the holly wreaths gleamed green
and warm on every door. There was
a Seaman's Hostel open—a big bare
room over a furniture shop. I walked
in and found a comfortable chair.
A grayhaired woman with clear
bright eyes brought me a cup of
coffee. As I drank, she told me
about the town.

We talked of the Iron Duke, and
I spoke of our journevings, the
storm, and of our arrival in the
harbor. She listened in silence.

| Killed Some Time

There was a movie house open in
the town that evening. I took in the
last show. At 12 o’clock, T walked
through the deserted streets to the
harbor. A launch took me out to
the Iron Dike.

Sitting in the stern of the boat,

with the spray driving in a cqp
stant rain across my face, | lookeq
back at the town. I thought algy
my own home on the rocky \Weg
Coast of England. Behind thoge
closed doors the same preparationg
were going forward for the samg
Holy Day of Christmas.

We would celebrate our Chirjgg.
nas aboard the Iron Duke in the
same rivet-pocked fo'c’sle, eat the
same food, hear the same talk, anq
try to conceal in our hearts the Jone-
liness of it all.

The launch came in under the
ship’s stern. The Carpenter was
waiting for me as [ reached the
deck, and there was a grin across
his face a yard wide.

“Go in to the fo'c’sle,” was all
he said.

Even from where I stood on the
deck, the noise could be clearly
heard: a loud hum of voices with
a deeper undertone of laughter, a
happy sound, and one that had not
been heard aboard this ship for a
very long time. I pushed open the
door and entered. The room was
ablaze with lights; colored stream-
ers ran across the deck head. On
every bunk was a litter of pack-
ages.

The Bos'm walked over, a new
pipe clamped between his teeth.

“A whole boat load of parcels
came aboard for us this afternoon,
he said. “The folks ashore sent 2
present to every man jack of us.

My thoughts went back to the
gray-haired woman ashore. It had
been midday when I spoke to her:
she must have worked fast. A h
parcel lay on my bunk. Tied to the
string was a folded note. I open€
it and read:

L3 (| ' ;
“This is the little I can do Y
wish you a merry Christmas.
: : -

was written with the careful stroke

eavy:

;ne well used to letter writing.
wshand is in the Pacific. | had
to have him home for Christ-

.
v .

he joyful clatter was suddenly
dled. The Skipper was standing
the doorway, smiling. In his
was a sheet of paper.

”

ds,” he said, “a group of
nilies on shore sent this message
the ship.” He began to read.

Invitation To Dance

The Ladies of the Town extend
come and an invitation to the
ers and Men of the Iron Duke
spend Christmas ashore. We
Id like you to come in parties of
, as dinner will be served in
+ homes. There will also be a
a Dance at the ‘Hall.” ”

folded the letter and slipped
o his pocket.

Il arrange shore leave,” he said.
if you want to write a note
thanks for the parcels, just hand
all to me and I'll post ’em
=

tried to write that letter, but
) does omne thank a person for
ndship, for a Christmas at a
table, the gift of the old com-
of home?

Cross the room, the ship's boy
t the mess table, his forefinger

on the stub of a pencil. His
| had contained a long flash-
It which he had shown and shone
delirium of joy to everyone on
ship. The Bos'n, the Carpenter
the Cook were including him in
party ashore, and his cup of
ness was full. I was even more
for him than I was for myself

* dropped my pad on the bunk
went over to him, peering over
Shoulder at the note he had
tten. The paper was smudged,
fame of the ship wrongly spelled,
L doubt if the woman who re-
“€d 1t took notice. The message
» Simple.  Just, “Thank you,
a Claus.”

e - —
* - -

I;ml~Pre.f.n'arl by Phil May

Marine Postry Jea

TEA to celebrate the publica-

tion of two books of sea poetry,
“The Eternal Sea” (Coward-Mec-
Cann), an anthology edited by Wil-
liam M. Williamson, and “Stars
and Atoms Have No Size" (E. P.
Dutton), sea poems by A. M. Sul-
livan, was held at the Seamen’s
Church Institute on Tuesday, Oc-
tober 29th.

The program included readings
of marine poems by Major Ivan
Firth; announcements of the win-
ners in the recent Marine Poetry
Contest for Merchant Seamen con-
ducted by the Institute.

Merchant seamen, the authors,
Gordon Grant, and professional
artists and writers who volunteered
help and criticism, attended.

Major Ivan Firth read the prize
winning poems in the Institute’s
Marine Poetry Contest, and then
poems from Mr. Williamson’s an-
thology. and from Mr. Sullivan’s
book. Among the poems he read,
was one by the late Benjamin R. C.
Low, a former member of the In-
stitute’s Board of Managers. The
sea poem is entitled “Due North”.
Mr. Low’s sisters presented the
beautiful sea painting by Frederick
Waugh which hangs in the Janet
Roper Club as a memorial to their
brother.

3



TJhe Strangers. (Christmas

By Thomas Gerald Grant, Stewards Dep't.

GAINST a back-

ground of mourn-
ful whistles and fog-
horns and the inces-
sant clacking of the
El, the stranger re-
garded the Institute
with a curious look.
He watched the merry
crowds going in and out of the
building as they busied themselves
with preparations for the evening
festivities. For this was Christmas
Eve and the lights would glow
brighter, the voices in carol song
would sing louder, and even the
holly and berry-decorated interior
sparkled prettier than ever.

He crossed the street and shook
his head sadly for those forgotten
denizens of the waterfront to whom
Christmas was just another night
for an alcoholic revelry; whose
pasts were as murky and muddled
as the darkness outside.

Entered at the newsstand, he
paused to hear: “I’'ve only orange
credit tickets, ma’am, but I thought
maybe . . . well, I thought you might
let me have money to call my home
upstate tonight but I’'d pay you
in the morning. . .”

“Of course”, came the reply, “by
all means. And a Merry Christmas
to you, son”.

Ascending in the elevator he over-
heard: “I'm hungry!”

“Who'’s going to play Santa to-
night ?” “Have they an orchestra ?”
“Fourth floor, please”.

The stranger followed the crowd
to the Janet Roper Club which was
hardly recognizable after the decora-
tions had heen put up. His ears were
assailed by laughter, music, the
shuffling of feet moving to rhythms
he knew mnot, with the clatter of
cups and saucers of those having
evening coffee.

He was pleased by all of this and
for a moment he regarded his shab-
biness with remorse. But he soon
4

forgot it when a voice spoke to hjy,
“Do come and have some hot coffeq.
It must be frightfully cold out there
tonight. And then be sure and stay
for our dance and presents which
will follow soon”.

Young men of all ages with
strange markings on their suits anq
brightly-colored bars on their jack.
ets attracted his attention. A S¢
Christopher Medal caught his eye,
It was worn by a boy who spoke ip
a tongue not heard in this country
but who understood the Brother-
hood he represented.

“Who is that stranger?” asked a
sailor of one of the young hostesses,

“T don’t know. I've never seen
him here before. He certainly looks
like someone who needs a cup of
coffee”. The young girl spoke to
the hostess in charge. “Mrs. Mel-
drum, who is that bearded man?
I'm positive I've seen his face be-
fore. There’s something so—so fa-
miliar about him.”

“Yes,” responded Mrs. Meldrum,
“His face does look familiar, hut T
can’t think of him just now what
with all these young people crowd-
ing around me. Some other time.
I'll remember where I've seen him'.

The party went on to its ‘]ﬂ,\'flﬂ
conclusion and with the singing of
the beloved carols, the stranget
nodded his head in time with the
lovely melodies. He spoke to n¢
one yet he felt perfectly at east
amongst them.

Soon the magical night had 0
come to an end. The folks made 2
joyful recession and the club room
was about to be closed for the mgl“ :
The stranger walked over 0 t‘:
picture of Mrs. Janet Lord RoP¢
and stood there silently appraising
it.

“She’s the saint of all seamem™
sir”, came the polite voice ©
attendant. “She is the one WOI
who will be in the hearts 0' ¢
men who follow the sea for mana
years to come. Her kindness an

matl

the s

pated. Did you know her?”

'or an answer the stranger
ed closer to the picture, touched
Jth his fingertips and then left
 room as the last light was turned
The attendant was about to
» the door and then he gasped!
uld not believe what he saw.

rs. Meldrum! Mrs. Meldrum !
e quick, Mrs. Meldrum! The
ure . . . Mother Roper’s picture
Y
“Yes, yes!”, came the excited
“what on earth is the mat-

e picture! It was glowing
a soft light . . . so help me it
You do believe me, don't

Meldrum glanced at the
re but saw nothing to resemble
owing in the darkness. She
lked over to the window and
ed down on the little snow-
d park where the stranger
disappearing.
ow, Mrs. Meldrum, I saw it”,
ed the attendant. “S’help me,
not touched a single drop. It’s
Christmas miracle.”
€ stood there silent and still
worried expression on her
Then she suddenly beamed into
ile that comes with the under-
g of a wonderful thing that
ome to pass. Her voice, barely
e, whispered,
€5 . . . I believe you! I do
'€ you! . . . Merry Christmas
and, goodnight.”

NKSGIVING DAY REPORT

tallies were counted up after
loutin’ and the singin’ and the
» It appears that 1419 mer-
S€amen of all nationalities
treated to a real turkey dinner
1anksgiving Day by the Insti-
he dinners and cigarettes
ourtesy of The Holiday Fund
1 many faithful friends of
WStitute contributed.

A Painting by James Pritchard

AMES PRITCHARD, a sea-

faring man for over 30 years,
who relieves the tedium of shore-
side life by painting in oil and water
colors, has a one-man show of his
paintings at the 'Seamen's Church
Institute of New York, 25 South
Street.

London-born, rover of the seven
seas, Mr. Pritchard has the blue
eyes, the careless dress, the vivid
imagination common to men of his
calling. The imagination runs riot
when he gets a paint brush in his
untutored hand. Bold splashes of
color and unorthodox treatment of
his subjects are characteristic. Crit-
ics and artists who have seen some
of his work have expressed interest
and delight in its freshness. To
them he is a genuine “primitive”,
with mystical overtones.

After Chapel services at 10:30, in
which Dr. Kelley officiated and
Chaplain Harkness preached, the
line to the cafeteria and dining room
began to form in the lobby. From
11 AM. until 2:45 P.M. there was
a steady stream of merchant seamen
down the steps and into the big
cafeteria. Everything went off like
clock work and mounds of potato,
turnip, dressing, cranberry sauce
melted quickly away. It was estimated
that 25 men a minute were served in
the cafeteria. Movies were shown
in the afternoon and evening in the
auditorium.



JOHN BAILY, ordinary seaman,
was in the bow of the ship look-
ing over the side into the water as
the bosun came up.

“Holy smoke!” he exclaimed.
“Come here, bos! Take a look at all
these fish!”

“Those ain’t fish, kid.”” The bosun
smiled pityingly at the first tripper.
“Those are porpoises”.

“They’re so close, I'll bet I could
hook one,” the kid said, unheeding.
“Gosh! Wish I had a harpoon or
somethin’.” His eyes swept the deck
and took in a rusty shackle. He ran
over and picked it up.

“I’m gonna pop one of those fish,”
he said, and raised his arm.

With an oath the bosun jumped at
him, knocking the shackle from his
upraised hand. It clattered noisily on
the deck.

“You land-lubbin scum,” he said
heatedly, “I oughta throw you over
the side.”

The ordinary seaman was fright-
ened. “Wha, whatsa matter bos ?”, he
stammered. ‘“What did I do wrong ?”

At the sight of his white scared
face the bosun calmed down. “Sorry
kid”, he said, “Didn’t mean to scare
you.” He waved his hand towards
the forepeak hatch. “Sit down, kid. 1
got something to teach you. Never
hurt a porpoise. Porpoises ain’t fish.
They’'re a warm-blooded mammal—
same as you and me. The mama por-
poise suckles her young same as
human babies are suckled. And you'll
never find sharks where there’s por-
poises. They swim rings around
sharks, and butt them to death with
their long snouts. Sharks are scared
of 'em and make knots whenever
they see a porpoise.

“Another thing, whenever a por-
poise sees a drowned person floating
6

Drawings by Phil May
by JOHN HODAKOVSKY, A. B. Seaman

around, he pushes that body ashore.
If there's more than one porpoise,
they take turns at pushing.”

The bosun paused. A note of rev-
erence was in his voice as he con-
tinued. “It’s the soul of a dead sailor
that makes him look after ships and
sailors. Every sea-going man that
dies—his soul enters the porpoise. S0
when you see porpoise in the bow,
you can be sure it's good luck. That
porpoise is piloting the ship into safe
waters.

John Baily looked skeptical. The
bosun noticed this and said, “If's
true, kid. I know it’s true ’cause ['ve
seen it happen the day Dutch died.—

“Dutch and me were shipmates on
one trip to the South Seas. He wasa
swell old coot — been knocking
around the world till his hair was
white. He expected to die out at sea
Fact is, he wanted nothing more
than a sea burial. ‘Charlie,” he says
to me once, ‘the sea has been my life
for forty years now. I'm lost when I
go ashore. I ain’t got no relations or
shore friends to worry about me —
they’re all dead now.’

“We were in the Great Barrier
Reef off Australia when Dutch took
a fever. It came on sudden and laid
him out. Just before I went out on
lookout (I was an able seaman that
trip), I looked in on him. I never
seen a guy as pale as he was lying
there in that ship’s hospital bed.
Seemed like there wasn’t a drop of
blood in him. He was as white as the
sheet that covered him. He sees me
and tried to smile — but even that's
an effort. ‘Charlie,” he says, ‘Guess
this is my last trip.” ‘Don’t talk like
that, Dutch,” I say, ‘You're gonna
make a good many trips yet." ‘Na
Charlie, it's my last trip. I'm headin’
for Fiddler’s Green this time'. That's




the last words [ heard him say. I had
to get sut on lookout so I left him.

“Now the Great Barrier Reef has
one of the most dangerous waters
anywhere. Nothing but shoals, coral
reefs and tiny islands every few
hundred yards for hundreds of miles.
[t's bad steaming in fair weather, but
now a blow came up. It brought one
of those horizontal rains with it. I
guess you never saw a horizontal
rain, eh kid ? Well, in the South Seas
they happen pretty often. A stiff
wind comes up with the blow. It’s
so strong that it sends the rain side-
ways instead of straight up and
down"”, the bosun motioned with his
hand.

“The pilot couldn’t see ahead. We
couldn’t drop the hook either because
the hottom'’s all coral and the anchor
wouldn't grab. There’s a strong cur-
rent in the Reef. It would drag the
hook right into the shoals. So the
pilot ain’t got no choice but to steam
ahead at slow speed and depend on
the lookout up in the bow.

“I was standin’ there in the bow
when the pilot yells at me through
the megaphone, ‘On the bow! he
hollers, ‘Ahoy, lookout!

“Lookout reporting, captain,” I
vell back.

“ ‘Keep a weather eye out for
reefs. Report them to me promptly’,
he says. ‘Aye, aye, sir,’ I answers
and gets back to the bow.

“It's scary up there! The ship’s

whistle keeps blasting away every
couple of minutes. That’s to warn
approaching ships of our presence so
we don't collide. The sound goes out
on that curtain of rain and echoes
back as if another ship were answer-
ing us. I gotta keep my eyes and ears
open. Never can tell when you can
hear something when you can’t see
it. [ know all those tiny islands are
somewhere outside the curtain that
hangs over the ship. Just knowing
that makes me sharp. I'm right on
the ball all the time even if I can't
see but about ten yards for’ard of
the ship.

“T was scared for a while. But that
passed. ‘Fat chance me spotting a
reef’, T think, *“We'll ram into a shoal
for sure. Oh well, if it comes, it
comes. No use worrying about it.
The crew will get off okay if we do
run into any trouble. All excepting
maybe Dutch. He's a pretty sick
sailor.

“And while I'm looking ahead, [
hear a “Whoosh’.

“Porpoise”, I says to myself, “Por-
poise up in the bow”, T look — sure
enough — there’s a big white por-
poise playing a few feet ahead. I
never saw a white porpoise before
This white one topped any porpoise
I'd ever seen for size. He was twice
as big as those Mediterranean Sea
porpoises. He whooshes for'ard of
the ship a few yards, turns and
comes right back. It makes me feel
better to see him playing around. I

(Continued on Page 12)
17




3

HRISTMAS away |
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his own family.

Thousands of mercha
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e Nt Be Louely and Cheerless

1wme can be lonely, as everyone

holiday far from the hearthside of

men will be on the high seas on
s and freighters, delivering food,
and machinery to war-torn coun-
products for American industry.
by the realization that generous ‘ PO
sm—through gifts to the SEA- (1% AR
TE OF NEW YORK.
Christmas services each year is
. (packed with sweaters, candy,
t workers) to thousands of mer-

1ps, some in hospitals, and some

g, 25 South Street.

— \

Donald Graeme Kelley
ier, the gift of thoughtful friends A seafarer entering his shore home

)0 seamen of all creeds will sit -
Drawing by
nas with these seafarers. Most
. 4nd families, and many regard
Music and movies and enter-

irkey dinner.

: provides pleasant facilities and
Christmas. Seamen pay moderate
all the intangible services of the
ities are provided without charge.
er these men of the Merchant
by helping the Institute to say,
s well as on December 25th.

Marie Higginson

Women volunteers pack Christmas boxes for
seamen, distributed by the Central Council

sH THE "HOLIDAY FUND.”
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SEAMEN’S
CHURCH INSTITUTE
OF NEW YORK
Presents
“HOME IS THE
SAILOR”

A Sound and Color 16mm.
Motion Picture
Running Time: 15 minutes
Available to groups of 30
or more
A warm and moving story
of a voung man in the Mer-
chant Marine and his first
stop in the great port of
New York; of how he and
other seafarers are welcomed
and befriended at the Sea-
men's Church Institute . . .
regardless of race or creed.
A film of absorbing in-
terest to every American.
BOOK IT NOW !
Seamen’s Church Institute
of New York
23 South Street, New York 4
BOwling Green 9-2710
Black and white «rints
will he mailed to those who
live far from New York
City, and who own 16mm.
sound projectors. Owing to
the cost of colored prints, we
cannot send these through

the mail.
For Larger Audiences in or Ne:¢
New York

If you wish a longer program;
may we suggest a new moving
picture, “Hamnibal Tictory”.
This can be shown with the
Seamen’s Church Institute film.
“Hannibal Victory”, an hour-
long picture, 16mm. in sound
and color, is a story of the U. .
Merchant Marine at war. It re-
counts the cventful voyage of the
HANNIBAL VICTORY from
San Francisco to the Philip-
pines wwith 10,000 tons of wwar
cargo including eight railroad
locomatives and tenders, flat
cars, ratls and other cquipnient
consigned to the U. S. Army.
The merchant ship ran alone to
the wmid-Pacific. then joined a
conzoy to the Philippines where
her rarnn was unloaded under
fire in time for the final ram
taian zehich cleaned the JTaba-
nese out of the islands.
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Ship. Nows

BOTTLE PAPERS

Among the bottle papers recently re-
turned to the Hydrographic Office, the
drift of the following is most unusual.
Capt. E. R. Johanson of the American
steamship Monterey 200 miles west of
Los Angeles on Scept. 5, 1937, tossed
overboard a bottle which was recovered
on the beach at Guam on May 10, 1946,
having probably drifted 5,300 miles. Mr.
Warren A. Ripley of the American
schooner FEffic M. Morrissey in Davis
Strait off Greenland on July 14, 1940,
tossed overboard a bottle which was
picked up on the beach at Bleik, Norway,
after a trip of 3,400 miles on April 26,

1942,
CANDLE AUCTION

Lloyds of London once sold ships by
the candle. When a ship was being
auctioned, a stump of candle was lighted,
and the instant the candle went out, the
lsllighCSt bidder at the moment got the
hip.

4 Reprinted from “"THE ENSIGN”

THE CONSTELLATION
MAKES PORT

The other day, the U. S. S. Constella-
tion—oldest ship in the United States
Navy, veteran of more extensive sea ser-
vice, in all probability, than any other
ship still in existence—gave her crew un-
happy proof that it really takes iron men
to cope with wooden ships. It was not a
lengthy cruise, from Newport to Boston,
and the old frigate in tow of a tug, her
tall masts removed, did not present the
complex problems of a sailing ship in a

vale. But her power plant broke down;
her crew groped their way about the

dark lower decks with battle lanterns;
they could have no cooked food—as when
the galley fires used to be doused during
a gale—and when the seams opened under
the pounding of head seas, the crew had
to man the pumps in immemorial fashion.

They had to do more. The water
eained on the hand pumps and the crew
formed bucket brigades to bail the leak-
ing craft—the matter was too critical
cven to bring the tug alongside to assist
in pumping—and the Constellation reached
Boston with four feet of water in her
hold. That she made port at all is no
inconsiderable tribute to the cighteen men
(a far cry from the hundreds who made
up her complement when at sea under
sail) who formed her crew.

Now the Constellation will be restored
as a historic relic—and a worthy relic
she will be. Launched in 1797, one of
that famous sextette of frigates built to
form the original American Navy after
independence had been won, the Con-
stellation is not only somewhat older than
the larger Constitution, but she saw more
continuous service. She fought with great
success in the “quasi-war” with France
and was still on active sea duty in the
Civil War, more than sixty years later.
And during the last war, the war of
planes and atomic bombs, she was recom-
missioned and for a time flew the flag of
the commander in chief of the Atlantic
[Fleet. Her crew saved more than a
fabric of tired wooden frames and bat-
tered planking when they took the Con-
stellation  safely across Massachusetts
Bay in the teeth of an October gale.

Editor's Note: The Constitution, bet-
ter known as “Old Ironsides”, was re-
contly air-conditioned! Controlled tem-
perature and hwmidity wnll check decay
i the famous old frigate.



THE WHITE PORPOISE

(Continued from Page 7)
know he’s good luck.

“I notice something funny about
that porpoise. He keeps swimming on
the starboard side only. He swims a
few yards away, comes right back,
but always on the right side, as if
he’s trying to coax the ship in that
direction.

“ ‘Something’s screwy’ I figures,
‘Must be something on the port side
that the porpoise don’t want to swim
there.’” I look over the port bow.
Nothing ahead but rain. Then I look
into the water. What I see there
makes my heart jump!

“It’s green water! Not the dirty
green you see in shoals that are still
navigable, This green is a light
brilliant green you see when the

waters are VERY shoal. We're
almost on a reef.

“T jumps to the bell and gives two
loud rings. I don’t wait for the pilot
to acknowledge. It'd be a waste of
time because he’d be looking for a
ship, an island, or a reef ahead to
port. So I cup my hands over my
mouth and bellow, “Shoals, Captain,
one point off the port bow’.

*“ ‘Shoals — one point off the port
bow’, the pilot answers. Back to the
bow I go. Off the port side I see that
bright green getting further and
further away from us. The pilot’s
veering the ship away from those
shoals.

“When that awful green water dis-
appears, the white porpoise plays on
both sides of the ship, cutting across
our bow to and fro like he’s happy
at having done something special. He

stays with us for another fifteq,
minutes till the rain stopped, and tjq
sun came out. Then he sounded and
I didn’t see him again.

“There — on our starboard beam
is a jagged formation of coral reef
jutting out a foot or so from the sy
face of the water, like a mass qf
broken glass. It’s just as sharp tog,
It would have torn the ship’s bottom
like a knife ripping through a paper
bag. We had come within twenty-
five yards of that reef—close enough
to spit on it from the ship’s deck.

“That white porpoise had saved
us. ‘Hadn’t been for him, I'd of been

looking ahead instead of in the
water.”
The bosun said to the kid

solemnly: “It was Dutch’s soul in
that porpoise. Good old Dutch, look-
ing out after his shipmates. I know
it was him, because when | got
relieved from the lookout, I found
that Dutch had died! He had been
dead an hour — same time as that
white porpoise appeared on the
bow !”

“Sp you see, kid, that’s why you
shouldn’t harm those porpoises. You
may be hurting only some old ship-
mates.”

“Golly,” said the kid, “I'll never
again throw anything at those fish"-
kid,” the

“Porpoise, corrected

bosun.

“Porpoise,” repeated the ordinary
with a grin.

“He’ll make a
muttered the bosun.

1"
sailor yeb
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[N Navy Day, October 27th, a
[§ Sailors’ Day Service was held
£ 4 p.m. in the Cathedral of St.
hn the Divine with bluejackets
the U. S. Navy and midship-

my, Kings Point, I.. I., in uniform
i the procession.
" The Institute was represented by
Mr. Clarence G. Michalis, Rear
Admiral Reginald R. Belknap, Mr.
s€rald A. Bramwell and Mr. Harry
"0rsyth of the Board of Managers,
0 staff members. Dr. Kelley, the
ditector, had the closing prayers
fid benediction. The Rev. Raymond
Hall, D.D., Director of the Sea-
's Club of Boston, preached,
Wing from his experiences as an
Afmy chaplain overseas and as a
Hsoner of war, to pay honor to
€1 of the Merchant Marine with-
: whom victory would have been
ssible. Among other things, Dr.
said :

Marie Higginson

Dr. Kelley, the Rev. Raymond S. Hall, D.D., Admiral Leary,
and Canon Sparks of the Cathedral

“We need a strong Merchant
Marine for our national economy
and our national defense”. Dr. Hall
made an eloquent plea for peace and
urged us to learn to get along with
other nations. “Begin on your
knees, mates. It’s the only way”,
he advised.

It makes an impressive picture as
the cadets in their uniforms and
white caps march four abreast in
solemn procession down the aisle of
the magnificent Cathedral. Impres-
sive, too, was the music as the choir
boys lifted their clear trebles in some
of the most beautiful of the Chris-
tian hymns.

Sailors” Day Service is held an-
nually at the Cathedral by invita-
tion of the Bishop of New York in
cooperation with the Seamen’s
Church TInstitute of New York.
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Coloful Christmas Festivities Jn
United Nations Seamens (lubs

VISIT to the Institute includes

a tour of the Dutch Room (of-
ficially known as the Home for
Netherlands Seamen) with its walls
adorned with bright Delft china, its
cheery fireplace and spinning wheel ;
the Belgian Room overlooking
Jeanette Park; the Danish Room
with its colorful mural of Koenigs-
berg Castle; and the British Mer-
chant Navy Club with its pictures
of famous English countryside inns.
To seamen of these countries, these
clubs are a little bit of their home-
land in America.

As Christmas approaches, each
of these Clubs is preparing to cele-
brate Christmas for its respective
seamen, observing in a variety of
ways the colorful traditions of their
native countries.

DUTCH

The Dutch seamen and hostesses
do not confine their Christmas fes-
tivities to December 25th. Begin-
ning with SAINT NIKOLAAS
AVOND, or Saint Nicholas' Eve,
on December 5th, the people of the
Netherlands celebrate the Christmas
season. Their saint is not called
Santa Claus; he is Saint Nicholas
who was the Bishop of Spain in the
sixth century. He rides through the
air on a white horse and the little
Dutch children put out hay and
carrots for the Saint’s horse. They
put out their shoes to he filled with
good things. Good Saint Nicholas
has a valet who wears a red turban.
His name is Zwarte Piet, or Black
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Pete, and he is a Moor. He carrieg
a rod and a big bag and if the
children have been bad he threateng
them with his rod and opens ljg
hag to show that no toys are inside
for them. If the children have heep
good, their parents will spread oyt
a large white sheet on which Saint
Nicholas may put the larger pres-
ents. The shoes are filled with choc-
olate and sweet gingercakes calle(
“taai-taai’’, and sometimes with j
pastry “letterbanket”, filled with a
rich almond paste and frosted with
the child’s initials. Saint Nicholas
does not resemble our Santa Claus
in rotundity of figure. He is quite
the opposite: tall and thin and
clean-shaven.

EERSTE KERSTDAG, Decem-
lyer 25th, is characterized in Holland
by no huge dinner or exchange of
presents. The day is observed hy
the whole family’s going to church
in the morning and possibly having
bread pudding as a dessert in hum-
ble homes and long loaves of bread
stuffed with raisins in more well-
to-do homes. Red apples and sweets
are used to decorate the Christmas
trees. It is more of a religious day
in Holland than in America: the
light of Christ’s birth is believed to
shine on all the sinners and Dbring
them forgiveness for their sins.

TWEEDE VERSTDAG, or the
second day of Christmas, Decem-
ber 26th, is celebrated by family
reunions, visiting neighbors and
friends, and enjoying tea or coffe€
or hot chocolate at each home. Very
few Christmas greeting cards aré
mailed. From the children’s point
of view Christmas is a time for €1
joving delicious spice cakes, PN
and white candy hearts, hot chest
nuts and little cakes baked to rep”
resent Saint Nicholas. The piece A€
resistance at the holiday meal 1
not turkey, but roast goose.

DANISH

Madame Mathilde Ibsen-Jansen:

hostess in the Danish Club, tells ©

¢ the equivalent of Santa Claus
nmark is Julenissen, who wears
and white, a red woolen cap
a long white tassel, like a
e, and only a little beard. The
nish  Club is famous for its
ry, and we obtained the coffee
ake recipe from the hostess:
3 Danish Coffee Cake
yeast cake, 1 c. lukewarm milk, 4 c.
4 thsp. sugar, )% tsp. salt, 1 egg,
butter, 1 tbsp. cardamon seeds, % 1b.
ins, % Ib. pecan nut meats, %4 c.
r. Crumble yeast in lukewarm milk.
aside until bubbling. Siit, measure
and sugar and salt and sift again.
egg, Y2 c. softened butter and yeast
¢. Add cardamom which has been
hed. Beat mixture until smooth. Roll
into a sheet %2 in. thick. Spread
| remaining butter, raisins, nut meats
sugar. Roll as for jelly roll and
into ring on baking sheet. Allow to
until double in bulk. Brush with
en egg on top, sprinkle with sugar
bake in a moderate oven (350 de-
for.abuut 30 minutes. )
ner is served at six on Christ-
Eve; roast goose, boiled rice
ith cinnamon and sugar and butter
he middle; apple cake with
pped cream ; tiny spiced cookies,
rnuts stuffed with apples and
es; sweet and sour red cab-
and non-alcoholic beer. Julen-
brings the presents and decor-
the Christmas tree.
BELGIAN

Belgium, families before the

ame Jose Defoy gave us the
pe for the famous Cramique,

eet cake which is traditionally
1 on Sunday mornings :

Cramique

& milk, 2 yveast cakes, 1 c. sugar,
& flour (about), 3 egg volks, 1 tsp.
€. raisins, 3 c. butter, Scald
et cool to lukewarm. Add yeast
thsp. sugar. Let stand until bub-
Add 2 c. sifted flour. Beat thor-
¢t rise until double in bulk.
the beaten egg volks, remaining
salt, raisins and melted butter.
tmaining flour, work until smooth
rise until double in bulk. Knead
Y and p]ace in greased large pan and
€ again until double. Brush with
£ and hake about 1 hr. in slow
: degrees),

- Belgian Club Room has its
Celebration either on Christmas

eve or on Christmas Day depend-
ing on when the ships are in. They
have a party with a Christmas din-
ner which is often highlighted by
cold turkey and chicken or ham.
The Belgians are very fond of
chicken. On occasion, they serve the
traditional rabbit stew. The recipe
which Mme. Defoy likes follows :

Soak the rabbit in vinegar and wine
the day before cooking. Sauté diced
onions in butter and when brown put in
the cut up pieces of the rabbit. Add a
bay leaf or two for flavor. Add beer
for the liquid after rabbit has browned
and simmer for an hour or more. When
done add vinegar and sugar for the sour-
sweet flavor if you like it.

The rabbit stew is always eaten
with apple sauce and French fried
potatoes. Nuts and candies and
Erench pastry (a must in the Bel-
gian Room) add to the festive board.
And the men receive some little re-
membrance.

BRITISH

The British Merchant Navy Club,
which has been located on the In-
stitute’s second floor for five years,
has its own Christmas dinner and a
dance the Satugday before Christ-
mas. On the menu will be turkey
and hot mince pie. There’ll be no
Christmas pudding this year how-
ever, because of the fruit . . . There
will be cups of steaming tea and
biscuits (as the English call them)
to bring cheer throughout the day.
The Club will do its best to gladden
those boys who will not be getting
home for Christmas.

On Christmas Day all the seamen
of all these Clubs join with the
Americans in sitting down to an
American Christmas dinner, tradi-
tional turkey with cranberry sauce,
pumpkin pie and all the fixin’s, as
guests of the Seamen’s Church In-
stitute of New York, and those gen-
erous friends who contribute to our
Holiday Fund.
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THE PLEASURES OF SAILING
By Alfred Sanford
Simon & Schuster, $2.50

As refreshing as a salt-water breeze
across open water comes a new edl_tlon
of Alfred Stanford’s thoroughly enioy-
able book—The Pleasures of Sailing.
You do not have to be an accomplished
yachtsman—(as is the author of this de-
lightful little volume—) in order to dis-
cover the beauties of sailing as he re-
veals them to us in this charming col-
lection of anecdotal gems. Even the
shorebound landsman can enjoy the wind:
and we have the wind with us all the
way in reading Mr. Stanford’s com-
pletelv entertaining book. It is easy s.all-
ing all the time—no hard beats to wind-
ward—; the wind hums an agreeable
melody in the tant-drawn rigeing ax_ul
murmurs gently in the listening sails
while the purling of the little ship’s wake
blends with the rhythmic splash of the

gurgling cutwater.
George T. Noble

FUN AT SEA
By Stuart Murray
Sheridan House, $2.50
For the novice at ocean travelling, this
book answers many questions. For old-
timers, it recalls amusing experiences in
those dim pre-war days when one could

way ports. The book also contains a
whimsical description of ten tvpes of
escapists often met on shiphoard. The
steamship lines going to the principal
norts of the world are listed: also check
lists for packing. Everything is alpha-
betically arranced for easv reference.
This book is suitable as a “bon vovage”
gift for a friend lucky enonch to be
sailing abroad, or cruising in Tropic
waters, MDC

DOWN THE HATCH
Yachting Yarns assembled bv Eric Devine
Sheridan Homse., $3.00
The author of “Midget Magellens”
has gathered a group of ronsine vachting
varns by James Thurber, Guy Gilratrick,
Ring Lardner, AIf Loomis, Bill Tavlor
and others . . . all pleasant sailing com-
panions. Here is a treasurv of good
reading for those who like the sea and
little sailboats and powerboats as well
as great liners and freichters. Whether
vour taste is for Ring Tardner’s accommt
of the America’s Cup Race. or Gny Gil-
patrick’s encounter with “Capt. Snooty,”
this book, with Bil Baird’s amusing draw-
ilnbgs. will entertain you. DE

travel on small freighters to out-of-the-

THIRD PRIZE
" 10 THE TRADE WINDS

ige just wasting breath
dly “trade”, .

| ships now seck your aid
elp them hurry through sun-kissed

your yon

| NAME THEE MARA
By Edmund Gilligan
Scribner, 1946

Edmund Gilligan has written severa
novels of the Gloucester cod fishermen,
and his newest one follows the same tpy.
dition, this time being the story of two
ships, each one owned by two brothers,

The two young Delehanty brothers
Stephen and Abel take their schooner
MARA to the Grand Banks, and it js
here amidst the arduous life in these joy
northern seas that a series of dramatj
and tragic adventures take place. Dur-
ing the tension of a quarrel at seg,
Stephen strikes his brother and a lurch
of the ship sends him overboard. Know-
ing Abel to be a powerful and resource-
ful swimmer, Stephen refuses to believe
him drowned. Driven by remorse and
affection he pursues a long search for
him in the Atlantic ports, followed by
Mark and Michael Dillon in their ship
the Medea. The wandering is rewarded
and the story drawn to a moving con-
clusion when Abel is found. E

There is always a soundness of touch
in Mr. Gilligan’s writing of the sca and
it is here that he is at his best, but a
combination of Hellenic allusion and mod-
ern sea language used throughout the
book tends to create a somewhat murky |
atmosphere, and parts of the novel have . ‘
an excellence that is mot sustained as Memories’ picture is what I see.

a whole. 3 ite billowing sails on a sparkling sea.

I. M. Acheson

¥

VINLAND THE GOOD
By Nevil Shute
William Morrow & Co., $2.50
en

The author of “Pastoral” haS_takd
for his subject the great Icel.an(hc 3:d
American legend of Lief Ericson a;he:-
Eric the Red. The story is told r”{“m o
viewpoint of a young English his o
teacher instructing a post-war class "o
boys in American history. The f'"'"‘o -
the story is unusual—it is told as @ mmc—f
ern saga—or movie script. The cha and
ters of Eric, the violent exphrfﬂd the
his more level-headed son, Lief. _h”lh ief.
reader’s interest throughout this DF
provocative and dramatic treatmemt =
the old Norse legends. MDC

] you now a “steaming” hreeze.

it have you filled a Clipper's wings
races taut like fiddle strings,

ys straining — lee sheets wet
ping home with her skysails set.
ppolee”, “Red Jacket”, trim “Cutty
L]

tall, tall ship and lofty barque,
irecords were made with your kindly

not be forgotten though other mem-
fade.

dia — from China — to the ends
the earth

your aid and much was it worth,
d with “general” — Homeward
tea.

Nitrates from Chili and jute for
Jundee.

pfore brace and down fore tack
helped them out — you brought
[l back,

ladies of old — in dresses pure

-

M Frisco’s far shore to the Australian
ght.

Byour breath blows sweet o'er sun
d scas

ome wallowing tramp, a fireman's

By Captain Eric Minett
[:!S. Won Honorable Mention,
Marine Poetry Contest

SEA DAWN

EPTVIng fingers of the day send shad-
_ 30 and fro
Bight reluctant with its stay—re-
0t still must go. 5
day's begun
the edges of the world
ags of light are now unfurled
the rising sun!
HIe sky's unending space
8IS the splendor of his face
BNOKS not back to scan
b, I fl'ill],'(‘\ of his light
11 Pursuing, stubborn night
S another land. ‘

: ly Joseph F. Ferran,

Ship’s Butcher

Marine. Poctry

Third prize winner and honorable
mentions in the recent Marine Poetry
Contest sponsored by the Institute.

MY MATE THE SEA

Wild, tempestuous, satanic,

Soothing, calm, serene,

Reflecting in its protean moods

['he tenderness and fury of this aching
heart of mine.
\ virile morphic
ment—

Demanding full compensation
[For the infinite beauty and endless

Delights of its all engulfing
immensity

\ccept me, oh sea! as yours alone.

[ bestow upon you my life, my love, my
cternal allegiance.

For we need each other in a way beyond
the understanding

Of those who dwell upon the earth.

[Embrace me with all of the rapture and
passion

Of those who have shared love's delights

From the beginning of time.

\bove all—when you have exhausted and
drained from me

The last offering that love demands,

Then accept me forever into the infinite
endless enchantment of your bosom,

Where the cool waters soothe and calm

My fevered, tortured body,

And the pulsations of my weary heart
hecome as one

lover of no appease-

majestic

In the infinite beat with yours forever.
By Leo Newman, A.B. Seaman
" "
ATOLL
The sea lies calm tonight,
She understands

Flings gentle waves

Upon the scarred, torn sands,
Smoothing grim furrows, deep.,
While death’s long sleep

lLies just bevond
Her sapphirescent
The shattered
And dip their
Of

hands.
palm fronds sway
passing day

the
For morning’s flaming light
Will find them crisp,

And hrown,

And dead.

And seaward borne on swells

greenness at water's edge.

Foam-flecked with red,
By Seaman Robert Wade Venable, Jr
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LEGACIES TO THE INSTITUTE

You are asked to remember this Institute in your will, that it may
properly carry on its important work for seamen. While it is advis- -
able to consult your lawyer as to the drawing of your will, we submit
nevertheless the following as a clause that may be used:

"l give and bequeath to "Seamen's Church Institute of New
York," a corporation of the State of New York, located at 25 South
Street, New York City, the sum of

Dollars."

Note that the words "of New York" are a part of our title. If

land or any specific property such as bonds, stocks, etc., is given,
a brief description of the property should be inserted instead of
the words, 'the sum of Dollars."
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