








Qdopt.-.-Ship. Plan. Going. Jull Steam Ghagg

By Polly Weaver Beaton

HE Adopt-A-Ship plan, sponsor-

ed by the Propeller Club of the
U. S. and managed by the Women’s
Organization for the American Mer-
chant Marine, was started in 1937,
its purpose being to stimulate interest
in the Merchant Marine among young
Americans. Especially aimed at
school boys and girls in inland
towns, the youth of America from
Clinton, Iowa, to Lost Hills, Calif.,
has reacted with typical enthusiasm.

The plan entails the “adoption” of
a merchant vessel by a school or
class and correspondence between
the master of the ship and the pupils
is carried on under a teacher’s super-
vision. Shipping companies and ship
captains have wholeheartedly en-
dorsed this plan to spread first-hand
information on seafaring and the
operation of our Merchant Marine
to inland peoples. Teachers feel that
pupils in geography, history, and
commerce classes are especially bene-
fitted by the correspondence, learning
many things not gone into in such
detail in the standard text books.

Of course, skippers are busy men
and not all of those queried by their
companies and the Adopt-a-Ship
Committee felt they could take on
the added burden of correspondence
with youngsters in some remote ham-
let far from sea ports and sea air.
But others, sensing the value of such
contacts, not only for the students
but for their own personnel aboard
ship, responded favorably and took
their duties as sea-going Ciceros
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quite seriously. As the Compy
puts it: “Not only has the ¢ tee
“adopted” a ship but the Sh{p' ]}(;OI
“adopted” a school. Many a gkj 3
who has become dulled to theplier
mance of a career at sea by its tria(]).
and tribulations sees himself iy, 3
new light. The crew realizes there ia
more to life than the nearest gin mil?
and that young people, especially i,
these small towns far away from the
sea, regard him as a worthy adjunge
to this glamorous life. As one cap.
tain put it: ‘I think this ship of mine
should have such a string to the land
and we shall all do our best, I fee]
sure, to carry a breath of the sea to
a school.””

Another captain wrote: “My chief
mate suggests that the first step in
this plan on our part should be the
purchase of a book on sentence struc-
ture and composition, in case they
use our letters in their English class
as examples of how not to write.”

The primary object is to instill in
the minds of the young a realization
of how vital is the Merchant Marine
to the welfare and, in time of war,
the safety of the country that will
someday be in their hands. And the
captains are keenly aware of the
value of such a program.

Sometimes the correspondence be-
tween ship and school leads to an
exchange of presents, to persona
contact, and to a visit ahoard ship by
students. Publicity in local news
papers is not unusual as the resource-
ful teachers go all out to make the
program an interesting one for the
communities as a whole.

The original contacts between ship-
ping lines, ship captains and teachers
and the supervision of the entire pr”-
eram is done on a volunteer basis by
members of the Women’s Organizd”
tion of the American Merchant M
rine which is made up of about 2:
women whose husbands are in the
Merchant Marine.

e teacher wrote the committee:
a teacher in Eastern Ohio. |
stand it is possible for schools
opt ships through your organi-
on. My boys and girls have never
a big ship nor the ocean. I have
it once. The sea and all things
anected with it are very interesting
= s, In this school there are eight
ementary grades. I can promise you
t all letters would be answered
Ptly,”

captain writes: “This corres-
dence has been a source of much
asure to the officers and crew un-
my command. It is a matter of
ticular interest to me personally
two reasons — my fondness for

dren and my interest in the
erican Merchant Marine.”
other captain writes: “Before

ar my ship had a small school
ch boasted 15 pupils somewhere
e Dakotas. The 15 kept me busy
I think we all had a good time.
s wanted to know what people
far places wore, boys wanted
ies of wild battles of the sea.
ce your correspondent started to
in the year 1900, sea battles have
ome more of a nuisance than any-

else. One lad wanted to know
iad served in the Civil War! My
ndfather did — ran the blockade
the South!”

During the war the Adopt-a-Ship
lan was more or less in abeyance
Ithough a few ships did manage to
ntain contact, in spite of torpe-
and convoy runs, with their
usiastic correspondents. But after
ending of hostilities. the plan
rted to regain lost ground and
10w, according to Mrs. S. N. Groves,
0-chairman. there are more captains
ting for their ships to be adopted
n there are schools asking for
fips. This is eloquent proof of the
ue the captains place upon the

An. Unusual Request

HE Institute is seldom surprised

by the unusual requests received
trom both seamen and landsmen —
everything ranging from an inquiry
for a good luck “caul” to a request
for a photograph of a sailing ship
in George Washington’s day (before
photography was even invented).

Recently there came a request
from the New York Herald Tribune
for a souvenir of the Liberty ship
“Ben Robertson” which was built in
1944 and was named in memory of
one of the Herald Tribune’s brilliant
young war correspondents, who was
killed in the line of duty.

Captain Alfred Morasso on the
Institute staff was able to procure
the co-operation of the U. S. Mari-
time Commission in obtaining for
Mrs. Ogden Reid of the N. Y. Herald
Tribune a memento of the Liberty
ship, which will be displayed at the
Herald Tribune office. The memento
is a “smooth Log” of the SS “Ben
Robertson” on her maiden voyage,
January 21st to April Ist, 1944.

Before turning over the “smooth
Log.” THE LOOKOUT editor had an
opportunity to read some of the en-
tries. Every seaman who was on a
Liberty ship remembers how the little
ships rolled, so there are innumerable
references such as the following:
“Vessel rolling and pitching very
heavily in rough quarterly sea.” “Ship
laboring and rolling heavily in rough
beam sea.” “Number two raft carried
away due to heavy sea, number three
boat damaged.” “Ship rolling and
pitching to rough North-easterly
seas, takes heavy seas over bows.”
“Vessel pitching and rolling in heavy
head sea, taking seas over bow and
foredeck.”

The Log contains the names of the
Master, Captain Herman Kruhmin
and the entire ship’s complement.

The ship survived the war with
no enemy attacks and was sold on
January 2, 1947 to a Greek firm.
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Reflections on the Early Days of Steam

By Jens P. Overgaard

UR faithful engine’s energetic

strokes never ceased until we
reached the Danish Sound. Always
the same, never a let up in her efforts,
as the long slender ship sped onward
past war-torn Crete. We sped over a
sea which was always blue. under an
azure sky, with fleecy white clouds
drifting, while at night, our tall
trucks were swinging under a glitter-
ing. starry dome. A clear moon played
on her bowwash following it aft
where it would appear with her wake
like glittering diamonds to disappear
into nothingness on the middle sea.
Our tall stack belched smoke and
cinders. cinders that were coal taken
from the innermost part of Mother
Earth and burned up for fuel by our
hard-working black gang.

On past the mountain cracks of
Malta, there is a brig in the offing, and
[ find it quite easy to put Midship-
man Easy in command of her.

“Sure it is his brig.”

She is a very shaky old merchant-
man, but just the same, she is bound
for La Valeta, with Midshipman Easy
on board, and she mounts eight guns.
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Through the Straits of Mes
with Messina to port, and Rag
starboard. i

In the Strait, we rolled by ay, old
brigantine, St. Gabriel’s horn ¢

g ! orn can hg
seen quite clearly on that figurehegq
under her bow. I know that the doygf,
ty Saint has a job on hand. He i ix
pected to toot that horn and save thep,
from collision and other disastere
and when she does go down oy ;
stormy night. he shall toot the hopy,
so loud, that the pearly gates opep
ajar to admit the whole crew.

The Leparian Islands at night with
Stromboli belching tongues of flame
up to a starry heaven. while the burn-
ing lava rolls down her rocky slopes,

Sardinia and Corsica in view like
misty phantoms.

There appears a flash of glaring
white on the coast of Africa. It ap-
pears suddenly and is rising startling-
ly fast. It looks like an Oriental Lady.,
hiding her form and face under her
sari. but showing her contours
through the misty white dress. Lots
of things are said about that lady,
The City of Algiers, but she is rich
beyond compare, the green-eyed
Bokker.

The Ballears are showing to star-
board like a cloud of misty Crags.

I can hear thunder and see light
ning flickering around the mountain
tops. Towards our ship, rain is fall-
ing, but it never reaches us. It swerves
off and recedes into the islands. an
now we thump, thump. roll and g0
along the coast of wondrous Spain:
where on the plateau of sunny Malage
the vineyards stand in orderly rows
with the peaks of the Sierra Madre
as a beautiful, wild background. An
here comes a Spanish tramp.

Up from the fidley comes the
sound of a basso and two screechy
tenors singing about a poor Spaniar
in exile.

Sil]a_
usg to

‘mountain again
How sweet, oh how sweet shall [
" gleep in the glens.”

'ow we can smell the Atlantic. As
ose with the Straits of Gibraltar,
. easy to see that we are nearing
' of the world’s sea gates. Up to
we have only passed a steamer
in a while, and sailed up tramps
we left astern. but now there are
f steamers all around and ahead.
are belching smoke from their
as though trying to prove that
were not loafing.

We had rolled through the Strait
h our sails furled. but when we

h the old man’s leg of muttons
seted home to st’bd that we were
ting a hollow sea for a strong
e out of the Northwest. The old
in ballast trim met the green
s on her weather side, pounding
to spray that drenched the sails
salt brine.
Ve are coming up with bare sticks
1 with other steamers of different
nality, what seems a center of
st to several steamboats is now
g down on us with the wind.
pleasure, I hear patent Brace
s’ tattoo.
me it appears as if all those
boat Captains are edging nearer,
half a point, but not too close.
all, even if it is the memory of
young days under canvas over
they are not going to get too
to that lady with their coal
tle that throws cinders, and cut
on the dignity of a hooker under
| sail.
stand watch in the crow’s nest,
ur course is shaped so that she
sing her way by us about two
lengths to port.
see a yard, now here, now there,
to with a jerk. I know that the
W is trimming her under the super-
1on of the chief mate.
Up thru the North Sea, steering
f‘ Hanstholm, T notice no ships
C€pt trawlers and fishing smacks.
€ wind has changed more Easterly.

as the Hanstholm is rising ahead to
st’hd.

One late afternoon. we spoke the
Hanstholm signal station on the west-
ermost promontory of Jutland, over
which hung a pall of gray clouds.
showing patches of blue sky, with
streamers from the sun that was part-
ly hidden, penetrating to play on the
breakers.

It was my country, where I was
born, the place that every man must
love as long as he lives. To me, it
looked fair, very fair, although I saw
only sand dunes on which I knew
nothing could ever grow. Her
hunched-back dunes, always at war
with the fierce North Sea, took on the
appearance of the raised side of a
hooker’s luff, her weather showing
that her course was always West.

On the other side, I knew she al-
tered suddenly from sand and heather
where only the lonely Plower and the
cry of the terne and gulls mixed with
the roar of the sea, to become a fine
peaceful landscape. There were roll-
ing hills and meadows full of fine
cattle and horses, which the meadow
lark would spiral up to the sky, while
placid streams and brooks ran down
always one way as from a slanting
deck. meeting the sea through the
scuppers, her busy fjords.

I know we are steering for Kron-
borg as I relieve the lookout on the
second night watch.

I'm back in home waters where the
North Star is shining bright and
where the lights of two countries
mingle and mix, while the Big Bear
and the Little Bear. Aldebaran and
Sixtus blink to Castor and Pollux.

Every once in a while, a small
coaster, a sloop, or a ketch-rigged
vessel would cross our bow, and
every time I could see a lone man
aft with the tiller. He was likely half
of the ship’s crew, as most of them
had only two aboard.

Usually. the slowest craft would
be sure to have the swiftest sounding
name, such as the “Arrow” or they
would be called the “Seven Brothers,”
or something like the “Luck of the
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Family.” as they were all self owned,
and the heirloom of a sturdy skipper,
and his wife with a lot of children.

They must be economical, and they
are just that. I know that they are very
often sailing on their brass buttons,
and don’t think anything of leaving
port with an eight pound pumper-
nickle, commonly called an anchor
stock, and a little soup. Some are
carrying sailing lights but others I
can see bringing a lantern forward,
and I know they will douse it again
when we are past.

1 see a vessel that looks tremendous
in the night, but she is only an old
barkentine of about one hundred and
fifty registered tons. I guess her to
be a Finn, or a Swede. She is keel
sprung, her deck load of lumber is
topping the rail, and she is close
enough, so that I can hear the deep
humming sound from her canvas. The
catwalk is flush aft from the main
deck. I know that because I can see
the head of a man just above the rail
" walking fore and aft the length of
the house.

That is the mate on watch. Aft, I
see the silhouette of the head of the
wheelsman in the mellow moonlight,
but I can see no binnacle light before
she’s well astern. Then I can see a
lichted window in the stern of the
cabin, and I know that inside the win-
dow stands the compass in a wooden
box.

I see a windmill. That is her wind
pump. She is by us now, and the last
I hear is the sound from her pump,
a deep R rung, R rung and the eerie
squeaking sound from the leather in
the pump pressing against iron.

The merry glints are answered from
the windows in the old castle Kron-
borg, as the glittering sunbeams are
making her red copper roof flash out
blinks of opal green like the sheeting
on the water line of a copper lined
hooker. These merry glints from land
reach far, I know. They go all the
way over the mountains of Norway
and the Naes.

This is the roof of Gimle. I am
there where Swea and Olaf and Dan

kept house to away back and beyonq
a thousand years. As the by g
sounds three deep throated blagy ge
the siren, the ship just keeps o, s

ing up that stretch, where Gef;so'
made a plow furrow when she p]OW(én
Zealand away from Skaaneland. whil

the sea gulls, ternes and aucks iibbe§
and dipped between her slender spqy

Now the coast of Sweden is receg!
ing, while Zealand, where the apple
trees stand in full bloom, comes cloge
aboard. As we rise, the sprawljy
capital of Denmark, whose name
Kobenhavn, means the city of mer.
chants, appears.

Now that old engine alters the fy]
ahead to half, then slow, and stop
her, and after taking our mud pilet
aboard, she proceeds into Custom
House Key, where we tie up.

SHE'S AN OLD SHIP,
BUT A GOOD SHIP

“Ashore these men are not as other men
They walk as strangers through the crowded streets.”

— Davip MorroxN

“The Havor of Many. Ponts.”

EA bag slung over his shoulder, a husky seaman comes down the gang-
‘plank of a freighter, looks up at towering skyscrapers. of downtown
nhattan - — a stranger in a strange port. But not for long. Shipmates tell
about the friendly home at 25 South Street — they point to the signal
an the roof of the SEAMEN’S CHURCH INSTITUTE OF NEW YORK
its International Code Hags, “Q KF” spelling “Welcome” in every
uage. Here he meets shipmates who speak his language, friendly staff
d volunteer hostesses to make him feel at home.

very nationality is represented in the more than 6,000 seamen who
he Institute’s threshold daily. Their common bond and brotherhood
e Sea. In the Auditorium where they meet to enjoy moving pictures,
ting events and entertainments, the flags of the United Nations fly, and
ious club rooms for Danish, Dutch, Belgian and Swedish seamen they
velcomed by hostesses in their native tongue.

YOUR generous support of the Institute’s free activities helps to maintain
Creational activities for seamen of all races and creeds, helps to finance the
cs, the Library, the social service department, the missing seamen’s bureau,
velfare work. Each year we rely on the voluntary gifts of our friends to
¥e a total of $150.000 to make this comprehensive program possible.

‘May we hope for renewal of your last year’s gift at this time?
Please send contributions to:

The SEAMEN’S CHURCH INSTITUTE OF NEW YORK
25 South Street, New York 4, N. Y.



“Down. to the Sea in Ships”

Reviewed by Capt. Gordon H. Messegee
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HIS 20th Century Fox release is

an exciting and human story of
the days of the Bedford whaling
ships, Capt. Bering Joy, excellently
played by Lionel Barrymore, is the
eighty-year old, stern master of the
whaler Pride of Bedjord. The part of
Chief Mate Dan Lunceford. although
well played by Richard Widmark, is
occasionally dull. Dean Stockwell. as
Jed Joy, the captain’s grandson, is
a realistic, sea-going boy with all the
problems of growing up complicated
by his love of the sea.

Captain Joy, after returning from
a long trip with his grandson aboard
the Pride of Bedford, is told by his
company that he is too old and must
give up his command to a younger
man. He defies them and as evidence
of his competence, shows that he
had made a record haul of whale oil
during the voyage. The port captain
agrees to let him make one more
trip but arranges for a young man,
Mr. Lunceford, who has a master’s
license, to ship as chief mate. Cap-
tain Joy, bitter over the company’s
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inference that he won’t last oy th
trip and further angered by hig di:
covery that Lunceford had goye lo
a navigation and whaling schoo] j,,.
stead of learning everything ip the
fo’c’sle, assigns him the bollnersOme
job of educating his grandson.

Young Jed, as the trip wears o
begins to idolize the mate and def
velops hate for his grandfather who
is in constant conflict with his hepg
Through a series of exciting whaline
adventures, climaxed by the hruta]
grounding of the Pride of Bedfjord
on an iceberg, the intense confliet
between the captain and the chief
mate continues. The mate proves
himself a real seaman despite his
book learning. The captain proves
himself a master despite his age, And
always little Jed, object of concealed
affection and jealousy, is in the
middle.

The ship seems authentic. The sea
is too calm in most of the scenes.
Although the picture is rich in sea
tradition and tries sincerely to show
the development of character through
hardships of the sea, I, as a seafar-
ing man myself, could not forget that
I was in a theatre watching another
movie.

In its search for drama and plot
the picture does not escape the usual
exageration and disregard for fact
and often typifies the “Hollywood
idea” of the sea. Although a great
picture in many ways, [ can only
rate it “fair” for it is borne dowd
by too many things that just aren!
the sea: the cook telling the mate ©
and the mate taking it without eve!
getting mad; personal entries in the
Log commenting on character an
attitude; calling a hosun’s chair &
“sling” . . . It may be a good stor}
but it is not sea. Still, the film®
portrayal of courage, discipline, lO"i
and struggle survives a plot thd
seems to have been cut, patched an
sewed together to fit it.

Photos by Lopes, The Sun

Capt. Richard Patterson and Capt. Herbert Friswold (right) with some of their paintings

N exhibition of 60 paintings by
L captains in the Merchant Marine
s held at 25 South Street during
e month of February. These masters
merchant vessels who find time,
veen their sea duties aboard ship
the few days they are in home
to put down on canvas the
and people they have seen, do
L paint the sea exclusively. There
€ portraits of natives, seaport vil-
. streets and castles and fields.
e marines were in the majority.
iling ships, merchantmen, small
als, seaports, and even an actual
i tescue (the rescue of the fishing
0oner Maria Carlotta by an Army
ort in command of Capt. Gun-
*Van Rosen who also painted the
tlure) were on view.

first, second. and third prizes of
9, $15 and $10, chosen by popular
€ were awarded. Seamen, Institute
members, and visitors all cast
EIr votes in a ballot box near the
libit in the Janet Roper Room.
PL. Gunnar Van Rosen won first
for his “Norwegian Coast”;
. Richard Patterson won second
for “S.S. Stanley”; and Capt.
V. Rodgers won third for “Com-
ing Hour.” If the prize winning

from the SKIPPERS WHO PAINT exhibition at 25 South Street.

canvasses lend themselves to maga-
zine reproduction, they will be shown
in a future issue of THE LOOKOUT.

The captains who exhibited work
in the show were: Capt. Richard Pat-
terson, U.S. Lines; Capt. Herbert
Friswold, United Fruit Co.; Capt.
Gunnar Van Rosen. Army Transport
Service; Capt. Peder G. Pedersen, a
lighter captain; Capt. Amos Bein-
hart, Sword Line; Capt. Albin Ander-
sen. Grace Line; Capt. George Grant.
United Fruit Co.; Capt. S. V. Rodgers,
a ferry boat skipper for the Erie Rail-
road; Capt. Juan Schlatter; and Capt.
Christian Dahlgard, master of the
S.S. Sixaola, United Fruit Co.

Few, if any, of these painters have
bothered with formal instruction.

Seamen in the Janet Roper Room
took a keen interest in the exhibition
and voiced many comments as to the
merits of this or that canvas. Three
oils of deep sea divers by Capt. Rich-
ard Patterson were particularly well
liked by seamen for their color . . .
deep tones of blue.

This was one of the twelve art
shows which will be shown at the In-
stitute during the year as one of the
activities of the Artists and Writers
Club for the Merchant Marine.



Mrs. Roper Lives On

URELY nowhere is the immortal-

ity of influence demonstrated
better than in the work of the Janet
Roper Club, on the fourth floor of
the Institute. Named in memory of
Mrs. Janet Roper, who died April 5,
1943 and who had been in seamen’s
welfare work for 53 years, the Club
had an attendance of 43.061 during
1948. In mail received by Mrs. Lois
Meldrum, the senior hosless. come
greetings from seamen in far-off
places, and frequently in these letters
is a paragraph expressing gratitude
to the Institute for the Janet Roper
Club. One seaman wrote: “When I'm
on the night watch I live over again
the good times I had at the Club,
and Mother Roper would certainly be
happy and proud that her work con-
tinues.” “Mrs. Meldrum, Mrs. Aug-
usta Cochran, Miss Daisy Brown
and the other hostesses have caught
Mother Roper’s friendly spirit and
are carrying on the Club as she
would have liked it.”” writes another
seaman.

100th ANNIVERSARY

Congratulations to the Seamen’s Church
Institute of Philadelphia which celebrated
in January the 100th anniversary of the
consecration of the Floating Church of the
Redeemer. Just as the Seamen’s Church
Institute of New York began as a Floating
Church (in 1844) so the Philadelphia In-
stitute started its work for merchant seamen.
Bishop Alonzo Potter consecrated the Phila-
delphia Church on January 11, 1849. The
church was built in a shipyard and towed
down the Delaware River to its moorings
at the foot of Dock Street. (The Institute’s
Church of Our Saviour was moored at the
foot of Pike Street, East River.)

There are many parallel experiences in
the history of these Floating Churches, Dur-
ing heavy snowstorms, they had a habit of
sinking, and then all hands (seamen, com-
mittee and even the Women’s Auxiliaries)
turned to to clean the mud (Delaware or
East River) from the chapel.

After the Philadelphia church was de-
stroyed by fire, the work for seamen and
their families continued at 101 Queen
Street. Its present well-equipped building,
with the Rev. P. R. Stockman as Superin-
tendent, is located at 211 Walnut Street,
Philadelphia.
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GIVING CREDIT TO
MERCHANT SEAMEN

To tHE Eprror or THE NEW York Tyy
> . o ES.

Having for years admired the Spirit ot
fairness which seemed to me to insm:f
your treatment of the news, I haye bEee
troubled by several instances recently
which I felt that, due to an omission, thn
impression made was not fair. 8

1 refer to your accounts of a numbep
of sea rescues and, in particular, to yp,
half column in the issue of Nov. 24 heagey
“Army Men Hailed for Sea Rescues” ,
each case you have referred to the rescuers
as “crews of Army transports.” Not once
have you mentioned the fact that these
men were actually all merchant seamep
temporarily and voluntarily in government
service, something it is safe to assume
very few readers would know.

Whenever anything occurs which mighy
invite public censure, such as the refusal
to unload the ship at Marseille, the papers
make it plain that those involved belong
to our merchant marine. Would it be ne
more than simple justice, then, that the
truth concerning their heroic accomplish-
ments in which they voluntarily risk their
lives to save others should be clearly pre-
sented too?

KataariNe D. Mogsk.

New York, Nov. 25, 1947.

ART WILL OUT

Necessity, that well-known mother of
invention, has proved herself again. Run-
ning a painting contest for merchant sed-
men, the Seamen’s Institute receives art
work where ingenuity is revealed. Two
sketches by a Captain arrived which were
done on the back of navigation charts (the
handiest thing available on the high seas) ;
an ingenious bosun made his paint brus
from the hair of his head; another se&
man dipped his brush in the flat paint
used to paint ship’s bulkheads: an ©
ship’s carpenter sends in primitive paint-
ings on blotting paper or laundry CaT™
board from shirts.

DARKEST BEFORE DAWN NOTE

“Just how low does a man have t"dg:}i
before a break comes along?” a young G&"
hand, worried about the scarcity
ping berths, asked a staff member at
Seamen’s Church Institute, As she ™
cheering him up and telling him hm]”nl
was always darkest just before dawn, 2 . r
came a second engineer who had ©
heard, sent the seaman over to a shipP
company he'd just left where there Y&y
job for a deck hand! Cheer uPs

hearties! Prayers are answered.

iné
8
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fTER four full years of opera-
| tion, it is felt that the Artists &
riters Club for the Merchant Ma-
founded at the Institute in June,
has more than justified itself.
a present membership of 60
1en (not to mention 54 members
Camera Club), it has been not
y a source of inspiration to the
ul a means of acquainting the
al public with Institute activi-
Art and Writers’ magazines
v listings of our exhibitions and
; nswspapers do an occa-
interview feature with a mem-
nd this brings many outsiders
‘the works of the men.

November of this year.
Yorker magazine sent its
Robert Coates, down to see
ibition of paintings by the
members which was on view
Janet Roper Club. Mr. Coates
some time at the show and
a two column review, mention-
ome of the artists’ names and
ng the Institute for its work
| them. A professional artist who
Served as a judge in the contests,
the Club secretary if she real-
'ﬂl.at “most artists would ransom
T lives for a two-column write-up
e New Yorker!” This nice piece
publicity drew many other people
M to 25 South Street to take a

the

art

"Chess Game," water color by Rene Cruz, steward's
dept., member of the Artists & Writers Club.

look at the paintings turned out by
ship carpenters, third mates, bosuns,
and engineers.

Judges for the annual Painting
Contest for seamen were: Gordon
Grant and Charles Robert Patterson
(well-known marine artists), Bert-
ram Goodman, artist, and Edmond
James Fitzgerald who painted the
mural in the main lobby at 25 South
Street. The judges awarded the prizes
to Bernard Bovasso. A.B.. for his oil
painting of the Brooklyn Bridge
which he called “Looking East”:
David Nisbet (now in the Marine
Hospital at Neponsit with tuber-
culosis) for his oil painting called
“0Old Street”; E. M. Hudson for
“Alongside.” and Radio Operator
Joe Michaels for his “Cafe,” which
won honorable mention. Water color
prizes went to Second Mate Tom
Musser, for “Boat Crews Return.”
Tom Tsuda for “Morning Glories™:
Bernard Bovasso for “South Street,”
and honorable mention to Ship’s
Steward Tom Lyons for “Farmer’s
Wife.” Awards of $25. $15, $10, and
$5 in each class were made.

The Annual Marine Poetry Con-
test was judged by the poet, Joseph
Auslander. Geoffrey Parsons, Sr.
(chief editorial writer, N. Y. Herald
Tribune) and A. M. Sullivan, poet
and conductor of a Poetry Program
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on the radio station WNYC. Seamen
winners in this contest were Chief
Mate John Ackerson, Purser Ray-
mond Washington, Ship’s Butcher
Joseph Ferran, Eric Batters, Purser
C. R. Schriver, and P. Hayes. All the
winning poems will be published in
the Institute’s monthly magazine,
THE LOOKOUT. Mr. Sullivan read
some of the prize winning poems on
his radio program and Mr. Parsons
published some on the editorial page
of the Herald Tribune.

Sales, whether of manuscripts or
paintings, have not been too suc-
cessful during recent months. Na-
tional magazines and book publishers
have been feeling an after-the-war
slump with a resultant falling off of
published material everywhere. One
sale of a painting (South Street, by
Steward Rene Cruz) was made
around Christmas time. But it is felt
that sales or no, the morale building
effect and the encouragement to
better things which the club achieves,
would alone justify its existence.
Here is a quote from a seaman’s
letter:

“This letter is in acknowledgment
and thanks for the check and in-
formation that I won honorable
mention in the last art contest . . .
I’'m not enough of a writer to tell
you how happy and grateful some-
thing like this makes me feel. I can’t
help but feel that if it were not for
the Seamen’s Church Institute, I
would not have received the recogni-
tion I have at this stage in my career
of painting. This has been a decisive
factor in my life.”

NETHERLANDS CLUB OFFICIAL
HONORED BY QUEEN JULIANA

Mr. Jan H. van Kampen, an adminis-
trator of Free Holland on the Seas, which
sponsors the Club for Netherlands Seamen
at the Seamen’s Church Institute of New
York, was honored by Her Majesty, Queen
Juliana of the Netherlands on January
11th, for his work in welcoming and be-
friending Dutch merchant seamen. Dr. W.
Cnoop Koopmans, Consul General of the
Netherlands, conferred the award of Knight
of the Order of Orange Nassau on Mr.
van Kampen. Mr. van Kampen has super-
vised the Club since 1941.
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VIKING SHIP IS RESTORgp
AFTER 40 YEARS' RESEARCH

After nearly eleven centuries th, Go
stad Viking ship on display ip Oshos:
Viking Ship Museum is again gq,. 0%

with a jaunty dragon head and m“"led

cording to the Norwegian Inf(v;rmal_ﬂn.
Service, 30 Rockefeller Plaza. log

Neither appendage was found iy, th
ancient burial mound when the "E&Se?

was unearthed, and their TECONStricti,
and installation is the crowning evepy i“
forty years of research by a Norwegian
historian, Dr. Fridtjov Johannessen, ’]‘h"
new head is over six feet in height, e]a}f
orately carved from a solid piece of wong
and colored in black and gold.

Its style was taken from the dragon
head implements found in the hull of the
unearthed ship. Similar colored tent painy.
ings which survived more than 1,000 yearg
in a burial mound determined the coloy
scheme.

The Gokstad ship is the largest of the
three Viking vessels uncovered so {ar,
Like the others, it stems from the ninth
century and served as a burial chamber
for departed Viking royalty. Discovered
in 1880, the ninety-foot vessel is thought
to be of the same type as crossed the
Atlantic to Greenland and then to Amer-
ica in the year 1,000.

—N. Y. Herald-Tribune

CRIPPLED VESSEL TOWED
1,500 MILES BY SISTER SHIP

SAN PEDRO, Calif., Nov. 29—The dis-
abled, 5.000-ton Canadian motorship Sea-
board Star put into a shipyard here today
after being towed 1,500 miles by a sister
ship — believed one of the longest hauls
in modern sea history.

The Seaboard Star lost her propellor off
the Gulf of Tehuantepec, Mexico, some
1.500 miles south of Los Angeles Harbor.
The Seaboard Ranger, following behind,
hauled her all the way to Los Angeles
Harbor, arriving yesterday.

BOY SWIMS 40 HOURS
IN SHARK-FILLED SEA

Russell Anthony Latona, thirteen, of Sac-
ramento, Calif., a cabin boy on a Danish
merchant ship, swam for forty hours !]n'nl!ﬂh
the shark-infested Caribbean after trying
vainly to save the life of a Danish shipmate-

Latona’s ordeal began when the ship, the
Grete Maersk, was sailing near Cuba. Rus
sell saw Bent Jeppsen, fourteen, fall over
board from the ship and dived after him
with a life preserver. No one ahoard the ship
saw the accident.

Russell reached his friend’s side. and tht
two boys called vainly for help. The ship
sailed out of sight. The rest of the episod®
was described in these stark words: “during
the next forty hours Bent was killed bY
sharks and Russell suffered injuries.”

Somehow, the American struggled to the
north shore of Cuba.

THE RESTLESS VOYAGE
By Stanley D. Porteus
Prentice-Hall, $2.75

anley Porteus has made an exciting
from the truthful account of the
atures of a Scottish sailor, Archibald
obell. “A VOYAGE AROUND THE
D FROM 1806 TO 1812, a rather
y written book, was published in
d in 1816 and later, in America.
pbell's travels took him to China,
to the Aleutians, where his ship was
and both of his feet frozen, re-
g amputation. A Russian ship belong-
o the North American Fur Company
carried him to the Sandwich Islands,
h had been his dream and original
n what we now know as Hawaii,
ell spent several happy years, first
J-maker to the king and later as a land
r, a reward for having taught the
dly natives loom weaving. But his long-
¢ for Scotland and ‘his childhood sweet-
art made him return to his old home;
er marriage there were new but less stir-
i adventures in the U. S. This bare out-
e fails to show the zest that the author
s given this interesting sea tale.

1. M. AcHESON

MOBY DICK OR THE WHALE
By Herman Melville

much has been said down through
years since the first publication of
Y DICK that any further comment is
y to be repetitious. To the new gener-
of readers of this great book the best
e can say is let it speak for itself.

A reviewer is tempted into “big names”
speaking of MOBY DICK: the Hogar-
canvas of characters, the Promethean
of Captain Ahab, the rugged, the
inevitability of Greek tragedy in
's quest, etc., etc. The story is in one
Pect an acute, scholarly exposition of
Merican whaling of a_hundred years ago
id from another an Elizabethan tale of
vel and adventure, sweeping, vivid, mys-
The very excellent Introduction by
rd Thorp in the new Oxford Univer-
¥ Press edition is an illuminating aid to
€ new reader. The footnotes too are help-
l, though they do seem to this reader to
fid something of a pedantic textbook flavor
0 this great book of entertainment. Pro-
S8or Thorp is himself quite obviously con-
ous of this danger.

WiLriam L. MiLLEr

Book Reviews

GREEN SEAS AND WHITE ICE
Far North with Captain Mac

By Miriam MacMillan
Dodd, Mead & Co., $4.00

Mrs, MacMillan tells about a great many
interesting things relating to her adventur-
ous cruises to the Far North with her famous
explorer husband. But since most of the
writing of this book was done obviously
before the second World War, with only a
short postseript added to bring it up to date,
it seems as if the writer could have in that
time done’a better job with her material.
Bertie is the only person in the book who
really comes to life. The rest, including her
husband remain shadowy figures. The pic-
tures of the people, places, happenings are
of the superficial, photographic sort afford-
ing little insight into the lives either of the
personnel of the Bowdoin or of the people
she met. The book does give a lusty, good-
humored, friendly, often thrilling account
of the voyages. It is easy to see why the
crew voted “Lady Mac” the Official Hostess
and Cribbage Partner of the Bowdoin.

WiLriam L. MiLLER

A CONYOY THROUGH
THE DREAM

By Scott Graham Williamson
Macmillan, $3.50

A powerful novel of one man’s attempt
to discover the fundamental meaning of life
during World War IL. A sociology professor.
Eric Clark accepted a government job as
his part of the war effort. When he was
asked to write a script in answer to the
question “Who is the enemy,” he could not
do it. He did not know, so gave up the com-
fort and security of his job and enlisted in
the Merchant Marine to find out.

He becomes a Radio Officer on the S.S.
William Benson. and his search for the
enemy and his own peace of mind continues
until his ship is blown up in the Mediter-
ranean. He philosophizes on everything that
happens to him, to his crew, and to his
ship. When he knows the end has come, he
is not afraid to die: life has been a dream,
so perhaps death will be a reality.

Throughout the story, in Sicily, Italy, and
Algeria, we feel deeply the spiritual confu-
sion of our age. One reviewer has said,
“Conrad could not have done better at this
stage in his career.” That is praise indeed!

Louise Novine
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Book Reviews

AMERICAN SEA SONGS
AND CHANTEYS

Edited by Frank Shay
Illustrated by Edw. A. Wilson
W. W. Norton & Co., $5.00

Here are the words and music oi.' 76 sea
chanties and fo’c’sle ballads of sailing ship
days. (The Seamen’s Institute has long been
interested in these old songs and has pre-

" served some of them on records. The
LOOKOUT editor has noted the various
wordings whenever she found an old-timer
who could sing them.) In this book the
favorite tunes are used. Edward Wilson’s
wood blocks add much to the attractiveness
of this volume. It belongs on cabin book-
shelves and in libraries of those who love
the windships and their traditions.

M. D. C

MYSTERIES AND ADVENTURES
ALONG THE ATLANTIC COAST

By Edward Rowe Snow
Dodd, Mead & Co., 1948, $4.00

To this reader, who for a good many years
has knocked about the New England ship-
vards and along the coast from Cape May
to Trinity, Newfoundland, Mr. Snow’s book
is a special pleasure since these lively yet
critically compiled yarns lend much of the
glamor of adventure and legend to places
and times in the reader’s own experience.
These stories of treasure hunts of haunted
ships and places, modern Jonahs, tales as-
tonishing, almost incredible, are folklore
that definitely and delightfully enrich
the Americana of our Atlantic shores.
Since Mr. Snow is so painstaking in his
presentation this writer would like mod-
estly to ask whether on page 206 Mr. Snow
says undertow when he means backwash.
The point is really an important one for
seagoing readers of this pleasing book.

Wirtiam L. MILLER

ISABEL AND THE SEA
By George Millar
Doubleday & Co., $3.50

The author of “Horned Pigeon™ has writ-
ten a delightful account of his voyage, with
his wife Isabel, in their auxiliary ketch
“Truant” through the rivers and canals of
France, around the coast of Italy and
Greece. He modestly claims slight knowledge
of navigation and seamanship, but his ac-
complishment indicates his ability as a sailor.
The book is filled with interesting portrait
sketches of the people they met enroute.

MDC
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THEY TOOK TO THE SEA
By David Klein
and Mary Louise Johnson

Rutgers University Press
New Brunswick, 1948, $3.75

In THEY TOOK TO THE SEA. the
anthors have brought together parts of rea]
sea lovers’ accounts of their adventures in
far places and of their haps and mishaps i,
getting to them. David Klein and Mary
Johnson. both confirmed small boat fans
have written a kind of running commengpy
on the voyages of these hardy—one mighy
often say fool-hardy—seamen and womep
on their personalities and general fortunes
as told in their personal narratives of thejy
vovages. Rockwell Kent offers a humoroyg
epitome of frustration as a Prologue.

Wy, MiLLer

SEA BOOTS
By Robert C. Du Sce
Longmans, Green & Co., Inc., $2.50

For small fry with sea fever is this story
of Pedro who stows ahoard the tuna clip-
per “White Star” and shares the ad-
ventures of California fishermen. There is
fun and excitement and danger before
Pedro earns his sea boots. The scenes of
a storm at sea and a fight between a
swordfish and a whale are vividly painted.
Before the voyage is over young Pedro has
learned to repair mets, rig tackle, stand
watch and even take his trick at the wheel.
The black and white illustrations by
Arthur Harper are redolent of sea ad:
venturing. P. W.

TALES FROM THE HIGH SEAS

Selected by A. E. Hogeboom
Lothrop, Lee & Shepard Co., Inc., 1948, $3.00

In TALES FROM THE HIGH SEAS:
Mr. Hogeboom has gathered together some
of the outstanding parts of such great sed
tales as Conrad’s “Mirrors of the »E{’-‘
Henry Gilbert’s “Book of Pirates,” storit®
like Marco Polo’s account of Kubla Khan#
attack on Japan, of Blackbeard, Draké:
Hawkins, and many others. The selecllo‘"s
are arranged in chronological order, e“i
tending from the story of the capture _".
young Julius Caesar by the pirates off west
ern Asia Minor to Forester's account ©
naval scrimmage with the Italians in
Mediterranean during the last war. It 15
well selected and interesting aggregatio™
fortunately including Jack London’s .})eau'
tiful tale, “The Heathen” and Dana’s 3
count of the rounding of Cape Horn.

W, MiLLER

ROADWAYS
By John Masefield

One road leads to London,

One road runs to Wales,

My road leads me seawards

To the white dipping sails.

One road leads to the river,

As it goes singing slow:

My road leads to shipping,
Where the bronzed sailors go.

Leads me, lures me, calls me

To salt green tossing sea;
road without earth’s road-dust

Is the right road for me.

A wet road heaving, shining,
And wild with seagulls’ eries,

A mad salt sea-wind blowing

" The salt spray in my eyes.

My road calls me, lures me

~ West, east, south, and north:

Most roads lead men homewards,

~ My road leads me forth.

1o add more miles to the tally

Of grey miles left behind,

In quest of that one beauty
God put me here to find.

Salt-Water Poems and Ballads
Copyright, 1912 — The Macmillan
Co. and used with their permission.

OLD SAILOR
By Frederick Ebright

port is stranger to his weathered face
0even now remembers day of sail,

wars and years gone down, the time
e place

lurred and softened with repeated tale,
Ow he seldom speaks, content to dream
his pipe in blue tobacco haze,

Hear apgain the Roaring Forties scream
Lbellied canvas spanking in the stays.
eeps a battered box of curios
dtrinkets sacred only to his eyes:

fige coins, posteards, a faded rose,

: such paltry loot a boy would prize,
.1 these shabby treasured souvenirs
'€ enough to warm his thinning years.
- New York Times

"TYPHOON"
By Pleas A. Hayes, Bosun

We were bound from Singapore to
Trinidad
When the sky turned black and the
Sea went mad.
The wind whined down and rolled
Up the seas:
The barometer fell 40 degrees.
It blew down the vents, it blew
Down the stack,
It blew the Old Man out of his sack.
I heard him bellow—"Thar she blows”
As it blew a blue wart off the
Chiel Mate's nose.
It blew the whistle, it rattled
The bell,
The Second Mate groaned “we're bound
The Second Mate groaned we're bound
For “ell
We're bound for ‘ell, who but knows”
And the Quartermaster piped up,
“Steady as she goes.”
It blew a ten-ton whale on the boat
Deck.
It blew a ten inch hawser around
The Bo's'n's neck.
It whined through the topside,
It rattled through the galley;
It blew the black gang through
The shaft alley.
It blew a-beam, it blew a-baft
It blew the screw off the shaft.
Then came a sudden shift of the
Wind,
And it blew the dam screw
Back on again.
Well T guess I'll be going
To sea again soon,
But I hope to never meet
Another typhoon.
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York,"

“the sum of

Dollars."

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 advisable
to consult your lawyer as to the drawing of your will, we submit never-
theless the following as a clause that may be used:

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

Note that the words

_.Dollars."

"ot New York" are o port of our fitle. If
land or any specific property such as bonds, stocks, etc., '
brief description of the property should be inserted instead of the words,

is given, |

We are always grateful for books and magazines for free distribu
aboard ships of all flags.
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