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Lieutenant John S, Little
U. S. M. S.

Cw E THE EIGHTH class of Maine Maritime Acad-

emy are proud to dedicate this, our yearbook, to Lieutenant John
S. Little of the seamanship department.

Under his able instruction. rules of the road. shipping eco-
nomics, seamanship and a small item called maintenance became
increasingly interesting. We were confronted with assignments
and exams as tough as anything we have ever had, but we found
ourselves coming from his classes with the confidence inspired by
knowledge.

True confirmation to “regulations” was his byword. Each one
of us soon found that if we did our share we could rely on Mr.
Little, not only as an officer in the truest sense of the word, but as
our friend.
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Lieutenant Paul A. Stearns
U.S. M. S.

Cw E THE EIGHTH class of Maine Maritime Acad-

emy are proud to dedicate this, our yearbook, to Lieutenant Paul
A. Stearns of the engineering department.

In our estimation Lt. Stearns is the criterion of an ideal officer.
Extremely capable, industrious and eagerly concerned with his
work, he manages to explain the intricacies of drafting in an under-
standable manner. Those engineers that have worked for him find
his technical knowledge an invaluable source of practical sugges-
tions.

We hope some day to obtain the high standards that Lt
Stearns has maintained. \

FOREWORD

a) THOSE OF YOU that follow the sea as a means of liveli-
hood, I sincerely hope that this book may recall many happy hours
spent ashore learning the tricks of the nautical trade. To those of
you that find that life ashore is more secure I offer vou this book, hop-
ing that it may bring back pleasant memories passed on shipboard
cruising to distant waters. To those readers who have yet to feel the
call of the sea, I can offer no consolation, for when the sea sends forth
its clear insouciant call only the brave in spirit should answer. Though
the sea demands much of its followers, in return its rewards are truly

great.

If, after time rolls by and the restless ambition of youth becomes
the mellow lethargy of old age, you many pick up this dusty volume
to feel once again the esprit-de-corps of the old school and remember
your shipmates of the Castine campus, then I will feel that our year-

book was a success.

M. D. ALPERT,

Editor-in-Chief
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A Farewell to the Class of (950

You of the Class of 1950 have been through the difficul
lum. Under your leadership in your senior year this readjust
bility has been established.

t years of readjustment to the three-year curricu-
ment has been brought to completion, and sta-

Thrice you have taken a dead ship and restored her to life to serve as the cruise ship. The experience
thus gained will prove invaluable to_you in your future duties at sea. These experiences plus the instruction
you have received on the cruises and in the classrooms have given you the foundation of the complete seagoing
officer. Upon this foundation you will build your career.

Remember that you have been trained for a life of leadership and that your associates will look to vou
for leadership. Capacity for leadership is largely a state of mind and must be cultivated. Exercise of leadership
is a skill and must be developed by practice. Therefore, lose no opportunity opened to you to improve your ca-
pacity and skill in leadership.

You are the second class to graduate from this Academy to receive the benefits of three full years of
training, and to receive an academic degree. The proof of the superior equipment you have thus received is
yet to be demonstrated. The eyes of our Alumni and indeed the people of our State are upon you, watching
for that demonstration.

Those of us who know you have confidence in your ability and in your courage to meet life, and to
win success and happiness in spite of the obstacles which are sure to beset you. Our best wishes go with you,

W. W, WARLICK
Rear Admiral USN (Ret.)
Superintendent




LIEUT. COLONEL C. HERBERT, U. S. A. A. F.

Finance Officer
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Capt. W. W. MacKenzie, U. S. M. S.

Lxecutive Officer

lel'illf_{' the three years that we midshipmen were having our “trials and

tribulations™ of academy life we learned to depend on our administrative officers

to solve many a tough problem.

Both Admiral Warlick and Captain MacKenzie, although strict disciplinar-
ians, could be counted on to lend a sympathetic ear when a midshipman be-

LIEUT. J. M. HOCTOR, U. S. N, R.

Registrar, Coach

came involved in situations both private and pertaining to academic life, that

were no fault of his own.

Financial and other worries could often be dispensed with after an earnest
“bull session” with either Colonel Herbert, our finance officer, or Lieutenant
Hoctor, our registrar and able coach. In spite of well deserved reprimands and
frequent report slips, we can not but feel that the administration made the mid-

shipmen’s life, as a whole, run smoothly and purposefully to our final goal.




QISMUKES HALL

was the scene of many a
stormy classroom  battle.
For nine months out of the
year the old building re-
sounded with the teachings,
arguments, and recitations
of erstwhile merchant mar-
iners. Although the mid-
shipmen sometimes regard-
ed the structure with some-
thing less than affection,

this can be traced to the
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lonely night watches spent
listening to the creaking and

groaning of aged timbers.
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In the daytime, however,

with sunlight filtering

through the windows, the
building seemed to relax
into a less formidable ap-
pearance and await the
hurried footsteps that were
the harbingers of students

and .
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S DAY

Lt. Comdr, Joseph S. Rose, Jr., U. S. N.

Head of Naval Science Department

L. to R. CPhM Pratt, CYM Scoggins,
FC 1/¢ Shivers, CGM Allen
Lt. White Lt. Comdr. Lyons
Lt. Comdr. Rose

Lt. Comdr. Arthur T. Lyons, U. S. N. Lt. Edward E. White, U. S. N,




Lt. Comdr. William [. Brasier, Jr., U.S.M.S.

Head of Seamanship Department

. NDER the guiding influence of Comdr. Arthur S. Fairley, U. S. N. R.,
the curriculum at the Academy operates on a four department basis. We are
fortunate as midshipmen to have had such thought and consideration given to-
ward our benefit and welfare for not only does such a division provide con-
venience, but allows the concentration of skills to be broken down into separate
groups and makes possible the benefits of specialized study.

The Academic, Seamanship, Engineering, and Naval Science Departments
are headed, respectively, by Comdr. Arthur S. Fairley, U. S. N. R.; Lt. Comdr.
William J. Brasier, U. S. M. S.; Lt. Comdr. Richard A. Marsters, U. S. M. S.; and
Lt. Comdr, Joseph S. Rose, Jr., U. S. N.

Lt. Sherman G. Sawyer, U.S.M.S. Lt. John S. Little, U.S.M.S.

Navigation Rules of the Road, Admiralty Law

Kenneth M. Brown, B.S,

Spanish

Lt. Warren M. Holt, U.S.M.S.
Math

George A. Riley, A.B., M.A., S.T.B.

Lt. (jg) William H. Erb, U

Communications

Comdr. Arthur S. Fairley, U.S.N.R.

Head of Academic Department

.S.N.R.

History

Lt. Comdr. Harrison E. Small.

English

U.S.M.S.

Geography




ENGINEERING

Lt. Comdr. Richard A. Masters,
U.S.M.S.and U. S. N. R.

Head of Engineering Department

Lt. Paul A. Stearns, U. S. M. S.

Steam Lab., Drafting

Lt. Comdr Parker E. Worrey, U. S. M. S.

Refridgeration, “Recipes™

Lt. William M. Jewett, U. S. M. S.
Electricity, Diesels

Lt. Malcolm C. Burbank, U. S. N. R.
Machine Shop
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ICHARDSON
HALL has the dubious
pleasure of being a “home
away from home” for the
midshipman complement at
M. M. A.

In the summer when the
green  shrubbery softens
the harsh outlines of the
buildings and the sea breeze
comfortably sifts in, we
come to understand that
the dormitory has a life and
character peculiarly its
own. When winter rolls
around, the hearty warmth
of fire and friendship in the
hall radiates not only into
our physical makeup but
becomes essential to our
spiritual welfare. We come
more and more to rely on
this stout edifice as a sym-
bol of our work and play
during our stay at the
Academy.

Richardson Hall houses
many essentials of Acad-
emy life, such as: the mess
deck, quarterdeck, recrea-
tion hall, telephones, and
sleeping quarters; but none
of these could function
properly without the ad-
ministration of
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Maurice Donald Alpert
Brewer, Maine

A native of Brewer, Me. Jake is the
class author, critic and lecturer on all
subjects ranging from law through litera-
ture. At any hour of the day Maurice
could be found at either of three pro-
gressive activities and no other; in his
sack with his head in a law book, reading
chapter 5 of Forever Amber for the 29th
time, or chairman of a bull session on the
Russian situation and the Siberian salt
mine commercial competition problem.

Jake’s progress and abilities as a cadet
are comparable to the fine job he per-
formed as editor of our yearbook.
Previous to becoming a cadet Jake ac-
quired an abundance of experience in
the field of newspaper work and editor-
ship, which unmistakably was an asset
to our class.

Aspiring to becoming an admiralty
lawyer, Jake eagerly absorbed all the
knowledge presented to him at the
Academy knowing fully the degree of
knowledge he must, and unquestionably

Intramural Baseball
Basketball
Librarian

Lditor, Trick’s End
Maine Mast
Baseball Manager
Coxswain
Decorations - Committee
Propeller Glub

Tennis

Kadet Kapers

Truck Driver

does, possess for such an ambitious
undertaking.

With his friendly manner and spark-
ling personality we are sure Jake will
fulfill his goal and if the case should
arise if any of the class of 50 find them-
selves in an admiralty court, we're sure
of a square deal from the honorable
Jake (lend me a nickel for a coke) Al-
pert.

When the drill squad performed at
various school functions, none of the
members could find a time when Lefty
Bailey was out of step. Well known for
his humor and liked for his constantly
cheerful character, he somehow managed
to try the patience of his roommates.

Drill Squad
Int. Football
Baseball
Propeller Club

Being all from Skowhegan, they could
never quite see why Lefty always con-
sidered Belfast to be the , center of
activities on the Maine coast.

Lefty’s main interests lay in three
diverse paths, first and foremost was a
certain young lady that attends Bates
College, next in line was his constant
craving for good literature, i. e., comic
books, last but not least, as the saying
goes, Lefty could become quite enthusi-
astic about the art of photography.

Fortunately for the seamanship depart-
ment he chose the deck course for his
particular calling, and the class of 1950
knows that the company that gets the
services of this mate will have at least
one very efficient officer aboard.

Everard Allen Bailey, Jr.
Belfast, Maine
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When the general confusion and dis-
order changed to routine and discipline
back in August of 47, a few characters
began to emerge from all the rest. One
of whom was the short kid with thinning
hair and a stack of Studs Lonigan under
his arm. As time wore on we learned
more of his background in New Jersey,
his cars, accidents, odd jobs, his ex-
periences on Lakers as an O. S. and lists
of waiting girls.

We gradually found these tales prov-
ing themselves as we saw Wild Bill sail,
drive and handle girls with equal skill.
Be Bop, swing and Dixieland music were
among Bill's varied interests and we
sweated out many an hour as he played
his stack of records over and over. W.
B. sported a neat blue 37 Ford convert-
ible after the second cruise which almost
became a landmark to the people
between Castine and Bangor. It has
been estimated that at least two-thirds
of the eligible female population of

William Bryant Bailey
Westfield, N. .

Bangor has ridden in it at one time and
the other third could recognize it on
sight.

A good seaman but with a strong
affinity for his inner-spring and the
“realms of morpheus™ Bill will always
be able to create friends and we expect
to see him replace his skipper in short
order.

Intramaral Baseball| b‘\\
Football ;)
Drill Squad e
Coxswain / == :\
Trick’s End /)
Dance Committée
Propeller Club
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Here's the boy with one of the greatest
gifts for mimicry and laughter we've
seen; there’s not a spot or time when
he’s not performing. Richardson hall
will always ring with his deep bass voice
and “whats-a-matter for you.”

Rudolph William Balas

Searsport, Maine

Rudy had talents in other fields as his
record as duty electrician and assistant
movie operator will show..

As a deckman Rudy had a well estab-
lished background especially in  the
cargo line, his father being head steve-
dore for Jarka Corporation’s operations
in Searsport.

During the cruises Rudy was in his
best form, and not a few will remember
him on the second cruise aboard the
Russian fishing (?) vessels, arm in arm
with the crew singing Russian folk songs.
Barbadian policemen will remember his
performance on a bicycle and many
senoritas will never forget Rudy as a
calypso dancer.

However or wherever he is, we will
always remember him with a chuckle
and wish him good sailing for the rest
of his career.




Robert Galen Bent
South Portland, Maine

If there is laughter in the air because
someone has just discovered he has been
short sheeted or got a bucket of water on
the head when called to the window by
some mysterious Middie, you will prob-
ably find that Bob is in the near vicinity.
Bob is the fellow with the perpetual
smile and the ability to present humor
to any situation.

When Bob isn't performing his duty
as Master at Arms on the mess deck he
is probably deep in a volume of Shakes-
peare or Thackeray, for Bob is a lover
of the fine arts and truly an authority on
a great many subjects,

Bob was always the key man around
the night before a history exam; his

verifications for certain questions was

Smokers
Kadet Kapers
Maine Mast
Trick’s End
Master at Arms
Propeller Club
Golf

o

invaluable. Bob’s intellect, together
with his ability to instigate laughter
(which is evident by his performances
in all of our smokers) will formulate the

necessities for a successful life,

AW

Here we have “Walt”, always the first
to fly into a tantrum at the sight of a new
executive order and usually the last to
comply with it. His room quickly turned
into the “B-deck Assembly Hall” for we
could not help but drop in, on our way
by, to'see “what Walter’s raving about
tonight.” He, along with his roommates,
could always be depended upon to

" Intramural Football
A% Basketball

. Bageball

“ Cruise Smoker
Propeller Club
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convert a dull evening into a riotous
“bull session”. With a speech and gait
“right from the potato fields”. he often
terminated a serious discussion with his
apparently innocent remarks.

A liberty spent with Walter always
began with the unusual and slowly
worked its way up to the fantastic. One
could always be certain of a lively eve-
ning when in the company of this
amiable guy from Skowhegan and even
working hours could be fun when Walt
was a member of the crew. On one
particular occasion he was reported as
having run through the back woods of
Orono in the dark of night in full dress
uniform just for the experience.

Walt's best buddy was probably his
sack and he carried on this friendship
at all hours of the day. Many times he
was seen, struggling to leave his mattress
after the bitter notes of reveille had
settled throughout the halls, proclaiming
loudly, “this is the hardest job I got™.

Walter Elmer Blaisdell

Skowhegan, Maine




The “Midnight Ride of Paul Revere”
was one thing, while the “moonlight sail
of Slats Butler” was definitely another.
It seems Slats got restricted for his
nocturnal sojourn into the briny deep
but a small matter like being restricted
is hardly enough to dampen the en-
thusiasm of a salt water sailor. Even at
the academy Slats always found things
to keep him occupied. An ardent sports-
man of the table tennis variety and an
amateur radio repairman who turned
out professional results; it could hardly
be said that he was untalented.

His cruise liberties were usually taken
with his buddy Hugo and between the
two of them their escapades, which might
not be termed as fantastic, were always
interesting and unusual even for this
fabulous pair.

Reginald Leroy Butler
Portsmouth, N. H.

Though time and space could hardly
permit to tell the “Butler Story™ in all its
ramifications at least we'll all know that
if it's hard to keep a good man down
then it will be next to impossible to keep
Slats at the bottom of the pile.

Coxswain
Intramural Football
Propeller Club

Combo Electrician

Band

Adv. Mgr., Trick’s End
Chairman, Dance Committee
Cadet Fund

Kadet Kapers

Intramural Sports

Smokers

Golf

Propeller Club

Here he is, the little king from South
Portland, Maine. The man with the
silk scarf, sunglasses and spats. To know
Jerry Cummings is to know the latest

mens filS]]l()llS in Paris and the (‘S(?ill).l(l(‘s

of Casanova, Jerry’s sparkling personal-

ity and good humor brought to the

Gerald Arthur Cummings
South Portland, Maine

Middies of M. M. A. many happy
moments. With his talent as an actor he
has performed in all of our smokers.
Remembered by all is the Cummings-
Cameron duo of 48 and '49 that brought
unapproachable entertainment.

Known for his ability to acquire a
special at any hour of the day, for any
reason, Jerry could und()ubt(‘(ll'\f be seen
immediately after class speeding off to
Bangor in his 8 cylinder Buick. These
trips however were always beneficial, for
as advertising manager of our yearbook
Jerry’s time and efforts were invaluable.

Whether Jerry finds success by land
or sea we can be sure that if he continues
on the same course he followed while at
the Academy he'll have clear sailing all

the way.




Harold Earl Dame

Rochester, New Hampshire

Rochester’s mighty mite, also known
familiarly as Gabby Dame, is easily
recognized by the confusion, mirth and
hilarity that is left in his surging wake.
Not one to worry over the more serious
aspects of life Gabby believed that the
world was made for fun and frolic and
governed himself accordingly. It wasn't
because he disliked military affairs that
he frequently disrupted morning musters
but merely that his bouyant, high spirits
were too hard to control.

A whiz at varsity and intramural
sports, Gabby made up in fight and
determination what he lacked in height
and weight. Gabby’s swift thrusts from
the halfback slot always put the op-
position into panic during our great “49”
football season. He was equally adept
on a basketball court or baseball
diamond.

Whenever members of the class con-
gregate they will always remember

Kadet Kapers
Int. Football
Baseball -
Varsity Basketball
Football
Propeller Club

Gabby as that great little guy with a
fighting heart and more jokes than a
dozen radio comedians put together. A
deckman by trade and inclination, he
should come out on top of some shipping
companies roster of deck officers.

“Jack of all trades and master of none”
might be a truthful axiom but there are
always exceptions to the best of rules
and Moult certainly seems to be one. A
past master at ping pong, sni]ing. lmxing,

Int. Basketball
Baseball
Football
Propeller Club

tennis and dozens of extra-curricular
activities this busy deckman also man-
ages to concentrate to a high degree on
his professional subjects as well.

A member of the foursome of Russ,
Rugger, Moult and Luther he always
managed to hold up his end of the work
and play. Moult somehow left the
impression that there was a man going
places and he was having a great time
gettinig there. He became well known
for his sorties into the wilds of Bucks-
port and particularly at the Gypsy, the
Bucksport annex of M. M. A.

An able navigator and skilled as a
good seaman should be, Moult will no
doubt hold down a job that requires
experience and technical knowledge.
This interesting fellow from Falmouth
Foreside will always have the best
wishes of his classmates.

Moulton Doughty

Falmouth Foreside, Maine




Donny left the folks in Gardiner and his
hockey stick behind in “47” to take up a
sextant and a seafaring life in their stead. He’s
shown all that he can handle himself as well
on a bridge as he can on the ice. A star end
for three years, he never took his eye off the
ball and made it mighty rough for the opposi-

tion.

That isn’t where his talents end. On dance
floor, athletic field or on liberty he ably holds
up his end. It is even said that he and his col-
leagues once penetrated the densest interior
of the St. Thomas jungle.

On all occasions Don is there with a big
share of know-how. Maybe that is the reason
he was put in command of “B” company.
Somehow he managed to keep smiling when
the going got tough; perhaps, it was his ma-

Donald Tracy Edwards
Gardiner, Maine

ture view of life. We all are assured that
wherever he is, on the beach, or on board
ship, he’ll be up there riding on the crest of

the wave. He is the kind of guy were proud

to know and claim as a friend,

Varsity Football
B-Company Commander
Kadet Kapers
Intramural Baseball

Intramural Basketball

Varsity Basketball
Varsity Football
Band

Propeller Club

Three loves hath Rugger: baseball, Kenne-
})"“‘k (167% miles south of here, or so the
S1gn reads) and a dark haired lass. An ever
ready humor that can even make the tough-
est of them chuckle, either in a class or bull
session will always be remembered by who-
ever was even slightly acquainted with him.
If anyone were to try to compile a book en-

Dorrance Oliver Evans
Kennebunk, Maine

titled “Rugger’s Choice Remarks™ they would
have a real job finding enough paper to print
them on. His recitations usually brought
down the house but always made a lot of
sense.

How he could keep all his civies hidden
from the Captain’s diligent eye and always
be in his sack for bed check there is no an-
swer. Coflee cup in hand Rugger could in-
variably be seen trotting out to the gym to
shoot a couple of baskets, slap leather with
one of his roommates or just for a little exer-
cise. Rumor has it that the townsfolk of Cas-
tine are going to erect a shining statue of
him when he leaves to sail the seven seas.
The rest of us won't need a replica of him—
we'll never forget those fast balls, curves, or
inshoots that brought him fame with both the
town team and M. M. A. One of the most
capable pitchers we've seen, whether the
score was against us or not, he could be
counted on to come through with a victory
and a big smile.




Joseph Vincent Finn, Jr.
Melrose, Mass.

One of the “I used to play with boats
in the bathtub when I was a kid” clan,
it is e=1v natural that Joe (better known
as Joseph V. Finn, Jr.) should wander
north upon graduating from Malden
Catholic and join the seafarers of M. M.
A. A man meant for responsil)ility, Joe
in his 3rd year, gained a section leader
stripe and took command of the S. C.
On an occasional weekend, the terrible
trio of “Braiser, Buz, and Finn” would
journey forth from Castine in a cloud
of smoke and foam.

It was heart breaking to watch Joe
sweating at an oar of the pulling boat
in Boston Harbor. He seemed to put his
all into it and volunteered for every trip.
When we finally did pull out it was
enough to fog your goggles the way he
just stood there and didn’t even move to

help Bill Coombes weigh anchor.

Section Leader, A2
Intramural Baseball |
Football X
Cadet Captain Sub Chaser
Trick’s End |~ :
Propeller Club

The one question that will always
remain in our minds, was how did he
ever manage to acquire a southern
accent while at the academy.

Joe’s future is a toss-up between
politics and the sea. There's no doubt
in our minds that he’ll be a success at
whichever one he finally chooses,

“Chief” is the guy to see when you
want the latest word. He can give you
the scoop before it's released. Dick is

a member of Room 16 where they settle,

without question, the political, economic,

Intramural Basketball
Baseball

Foothall \

Golf

Propeller Club
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and social affairs of the world. Chief
and his Skowhegan Indians usually do
all their conversing from sacks while
munching on apples imported directly
from their fair home town.

Grief, I mean Chief, excells as a rope-
choker. There’s no small item that has
ever slipped by him without his noting
it, weighing its value, then filing it for
further use. With his analytical mind
there is no situation or problem he can’t
copé’with. In all his classes he’s one of
the first to come up with an answer and
seldom is it a wrong one. To side with
“R. A.” is like having money in the bank.
Dick says he prefers a free life far from
the delusion of women. Confidentially,
we think he is just waiting for the right
one to come along,

Richard Austin Fogerty
Skowhegan, Maine




A natural seaman, from a port well
known for its yachts, boats and seaman-
ship, Dex had put in many hours of
sailing professionally before he came to
Castine, and has put in many hours
since then in the Academy small boats.

Dex is one of the few navy veterans
in our class, serving aboard the battle-
ship Wisconsin as an air-crewman. His
navy training served him well and
proved itself as he marched with the
first drill squad and later became a very
efficient C. P. O. his middle class year.

An active sportsman, Dex was right
in there on his intramural teams and
doing fine in tennis tournaments. His
voice at varsity football and baseball
games was almost as good as another
man on the field.. But what about this
handsome lad? We were all soon to
learn of Ida, the blonde beauty whose
picture graced his room and whom the
papers spoke of engagement.

Dex will be remembered as one of

Arthur Dexter Fowler, Jr.

Marblehead, Mass.

the chosen few to make the Mobile trip.

l

There was a rumor about some P. C.

that got inspected late one night much
to the disgust of her chiefs down there.
Well, whatever it is, Navy, Yachting, or
Merchant Marine, Dex will be out there
in front.

Intramural Baseball
Intramural Basketball
Drill Squad

C. P. O. 2nd Year Tennis
Mobile Trip
Propeller Club

Band
Motion Picture Operator
Propeller Club

If there was ever a battle ery for the

academy, it would be “Let’s go Sam”™—
stemming from the breaks in our cruise
movies. Although it was known that the
equipment and films were far from the
best and that Sam was working like a

madman to fix the trouble, the cry would

-

Samuel Cresswell Gamache
Rockland, Maine

go up continuously until the show
started.

No one could hardly have a better
background for the Academy and the sea
than Sam with his father in command of
his own ship at the Coast Guard Base
in Rockland. Were not saying that
Sam was any Casanova or anything but
he did possess an uncanny ability to
find dates. It did not go unnoticed that
Sam escorted a certain Commander’s
daughter to Academy dances, downtown
movies and was known to visit her
home on occasion.

An all-around popular man among
both officers and midshipmen, respected
for his abilities both on movie machines
and as a deckman, and with a good word
for everybody, Sam will sail along
through the years with luck and fortune
at his fingertips.




Intramural Baseball
Propeller Club
Golf

v

‘ —\@I/——' Sl

Edgar Jay Hall

Brewer, Maine

We heard E. Jay say in class one day
that if he didn’t speak his mind, how
would anyone know what he was think-
ing?  This attitude, coupled with
numerous bouts with sick bav outlined
E. Jay’s career at Maine Maritime, one
of the most hectic we know of.

Probaby the only man ever to enter
San Juan, P. R. hospital with a case of
pneumonia, Edgar emerged to finish
off the second cruise in style.

Math was E. Jay's subject and here
he held his own through thick and thin,
“Blue Bolt” or no, strangely enough he

was quite often correct, though it was no
surprise to E. Jay. Having chosen the
deck as his line in a sea career, it’s
going to take a good Bosun to show him

a thing or two once he gets started. overflowing energy you could find him

E .Jay spent his latter two years living out on the golf links hammering out a
with the Camden boys where he and his low score. In his quieter moments, I.
pipe found a natural niche for their more Jay has a self confidence that will take

quiet moments. As an outlet for his him far in any field he chooses.

Up in a corner of A deck, if you were
to stick your head in the door, you would
hear men talking in strange nasal jargon
and from behind a cloud of pipe smoke,
taking it all in, you'd find G. E. (General
Electric) Gib Hall. He hails from
Camden (by the sea) prettiest town in
Maine. Gib is one of the saltier down-
sasters at the academy, listen to that

Truck Driver
Spanish Club
Canteen Mgr.
Propeller Club

speech of his for awhile and you'll see
what I mean.

A quiet lad by nature and not one to
join an argument, Gib held his own as
proprietor of the ship’s store. He could
really be firm about that penny candy;
the cadet fund ‘was well guarded.
Though not the thinnest man in the
world, Gib kept in good shape by filling
the coke machine at the academy and
on the cruise. The mess deck rang with
his name when thirsty midshipmen
wanted coke.

Although there was plenty to keep
him,, busy running the store, going to
Spanish Club, etc., Gib was well able to
keep on the black side of the mark
books and still write to a certain Colby
inmate.

Whether Gib goes to sea or settles
down as head of the Camden Chamber
of Commerce, his background gained
at home and at the academy will make
him one of the more steadier, self assured
young men around.

Gilbert Eugene Hall

Camden, Maine




“Though a word wasn’t said”, yes,
Emmie was quiet, but dont let that
fool you. He was thinking rather than
talking, which is something a lot of us
might practice more. He made good
use of his sack and would really hold up
his end of a sack-drill contest. He
played a mean eye at pool. Perhaps
his Saturday afternoons at home were
accountable for it.

Emmie’s friends, and there were many,
could invariably give a good account
of this quiet unassuming midshipman.
Like the rest of the boys from Camden
there was a certain enviable air of

distinction about him.

Emerson LeRoy Hansell

Camden, Maine

To the many mates aboard different
vessels we are issuing a warning that
here is at least one more formidable
man from the seacoast towns of Maine

to offer his excellent services as a deck

officer.

Intramural Baseball
Basketball
Football
Propeller Club

Intramural Baseball
Basketball

Football

Tennis

Propeller Club

“Heeegans, get out those cucumbers”,

this long blast always identifies Don in
his underclass year at M. M. A, Always
frank to the point of being curt, Higgy

was not revered by his upperclassmen.

@

Donald Lloyd Higgins

Ellsworth, Maine

When anyone asked him what he thought
of upperclassmen he told them in no
uncertain terms. Although this often
ended in bilge parties and other sordid
jobs, Don at least had the satisfaction
of getting in the last word.

Always outspoken in an argument, he
likewise would do almost anything to
help a friend. If he didn’t get along
with the upperclass at least he could
count on all of his classmates to uphold
his point of any argument.

His first love is his work as a deckman
aboard ship and those who know him
feel that no matter where his ambitions
lie, his lust for living an honest and
useful life will be more than enough to

carry him through.




Richard Burnett Hopkins

Camden, Maine

One of the boys from across the bay,
Dick was Camden High's musical con-
tribution to M. M. A. Hoppy held down
a spot in the orchestra and band with

his talents on the licorice stick.

We don’t know what Camden has
exactly, but we do know that every resi-
dent is on the Chamber of Commerce
and Dick is no exception; just let him
corner you somewhere and you'll get the
“low-down” from the fishing on Lake
Megunticook to the relative merits of its
beautiful female inhabitants. It was on
this last item that we feel that Dick

knew more than he let on.

Though studies, namely math, some-

times proved an obstacle, Dick with his

Band
Orchestra
Kadet Kapers
Smokers
Propeller Club

determination won out. It is this deter-
mination combined with a certain
naturalness and ability that will some day
provide the means for a happy and suc-

cesstul career ashore or afloat,
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Leonardo De Vinci was undoubtably
one of the most talented men of his age.
He could paint, sketch, philosophize and
invent. Out of every age must come

some such men, and for our money
I'reddie KomLosy can compete with the
masters any time. Not only has he ac-

Football Mgr.
Cadet Photographer
Messdeck Murals
Dance Committee
Maine Mast (Art)
Trick’s End Exec. Staff
Coxswain
Drill Squad
Mobhile Trip
Combo
Spanish  Glub
Propeller Club

complished as diverse a field as De Vinci,

but he has added the guitar to his varied
interests.

When the class of “50” becomes
nothing more than a memory Fred at
least will be assured of a niche in the
hall of Academy “Greats”. His art work
for various dances has left the name of
KomLosy burned into the minds of all
those who have visited or attended the
academy. Fred’s work on the yearbook
enriched the volume by a fine display
of his artistic talents.

A" deck man first and above all, his
scholastic marks were far above average
and always left one wondering how one
fellow could accomplish so much. If
there is a position high enough for one
with so much talent and ambition we all
know that Fred will fill the job ad-
mirably.

Frederick Anton KomLosy, ]r.

Chebeaque 1Isl., Maine




The “Windy City’s™ personality kid
Pete Koppenberger descended on good
old M. M. A. like a can of spam at a
meat packer’s convention, that is, he
fitted into our life remarkably well. This
isn't surprising however when you get
to know Pete; the only man who ever

For a guy that was a little late getting
into the academy he caught up and
passed many in his chosen work as a
deckman. As the only man that was
able to out-argue Regnery, “Herr” Kop-
penberger should find the rest of his

life a smooth road to success.

Intramural Baseball

Irick’s End
Propeller Club
Intramural Baseball
Basketball
Varsity Football Mgr.
Maine Mast
Kadet Kapers
~ . /Smokers
~ = Band (Band Master)
~ . Orchestra (Orchestra Leader)
~ Dance Committee
— - Triek’s End
_—Tennis
Propeller Club
Combo (Leader)

withstood Pete’s infectious humor with-
out at least a smile was Mr. Riley in a
history class.

With an affinity for making friends
and an easy going manner he was with-
out a doubt a social success at any
dance or party. Pete’s greatest frustration
was the lack of swimming facilities at the
academy. When at last his efforts were
rewarded by his appointment as a section
leader of B company, he remained the
same likeable character of old much to
the pleasure of his classmates. His
interest in his studies were relegated

to a proper p('rspcctivu so that at no
time did they interfere with his personal
feud with room twelve.

Chicago, Ill.

Peter Koppenberger, Jr.

Section Leader
Kadet Kapers
Smokers

Maine Mast
Intramural Baseball
Trick’s End

Propeller Club

Chairman, Entertainment Comn

M. M. A5 talented maestro, leader of
the band, orchestra and combo, Rene
proved himself as an expert musician,
ill']r;mging and writing the material him-
self,

This small, handsome lad from Auburn
who should have had personality for a
middle name made himself well known
right from the start, performing with
skill as duty bugler. It was argued that
his rendition of taps was the sweetest

P

Rene George LeClair
Auburn, Maine

music this side of anywhere and the
way he jammed reveille was enough to
get anyone out of bed. His list of accom-
plishments will show Rene or Renois is
an all-round man and he was still able
to pull down some of the better marks
to be had.

The female problem was no problem
as far as Rene was concerned, he had
that one solved long before he came to
the academy. To know Rene was to
know Irene. We must note that this
did not mean that on occasion he did
not cause many a lass to turn her head
for how could anyone resist that curly
hair, those dark eyes and smooth voice
with just a hint of a French accent in it.
We know of one fair lass in Golden Gate
Park that fell under his spell.

Here’s to you Rene, though we don’t
have to worry much, for we know that
with such a combination of talent and
philosophy we’d never have to look hard
to hear of your success.




Paul Joseph Letourneau
Livermore Falls, Maine

While Paul was held in check some-
what by the Captain’s restricted list, he
managed to avoid the brunt of his punish-
ment by amusing himself anywhere and
at anyone’s expense.

A shock of unruly black hair and a
flashing smile were the real trademarks
of this operator. He is the only guy
that we know who was engaged to two
girls and going steady with three other
young lovelies at the same time. How he
managed to keep his date book straight
and get into so much trouble at the

same time will remain a mystery to most

of us.

Varsity Football
Intramural Football
Basketball

Baseball BT
Room 23’s Liberty Club
Propeller Club——"

A loyal deckman with all the ability
in the world, if Paul ever needs a hand
he can count on at least 80 of his 80

fellow sufferers for help.

Lloyd is one of the academy’s silent
mainstays, though not too silent. Where
an opinion is needed he is ready and
willing. Up in a corner room on A deck
he could often be heard in the midst of

a heated argument.

One of the first to heed the call to

: Drill Squad
Propeller Club

arms, Lloyd was a member in full stand-
ing of Pelley’s first drill. squad and
performed with the squad through two

active seasons.

When we hear the phrase “Men of
Maine” we think of guys like Lloyd, who,
like his namesake, represents a tough-
ness and tenacity that will form the back-
bone of any organization he joins.
Though sometimes he is slow in being
recognized, he will, we feel sure, rise
to the heights of success no matter what

the odds.

Coming from a town with the distinc-
tion of being Maine’s first settlement
Lloyd has a natural background for a
seagoing career and if loyalty and
steadfastness mean anything, this lad

will some day be a leading captain.

Lloyd David Lowell

Phippsburg, Maine




Want to know who won the 1929
Hamiltonian Sulky Racing Tournament
or which horse has shown the best per-
formances this year in the three-year-
old trotter class? Just sprint down to
room 30 and “Mac” will tell you—"Mac”,
the most ardent lover of sulky racing
any of us will ever encounter.

Mac, a Bostonian, has in his 3 years
as a cadet, illustrated the qualities that
make up an outstanding midshipman.
Liked by all who know him, he is
academically beyond reproach; he has
performed on the varsity football squad,
and has been justly awarded Battalion
Administrative officer. He has shown to
us that he is unmistakably a leader.
Mac doubtless will find the sea in years
to come as his permanent home. As a
rope-choker he is at the head of his
class. His career as an officer can only
be altered by one thing, his great love
of horses.

“Mac” holds, we believe, an unbeat-
able record; never has he in his 3 years

Richard Lombard MacLean
Boston, Mass.

left the academy for a liberty weekend,
except of course for a football game.
“Girls and horses don’t mix” says “Mac”,
“I'll take a horse for now. They talk
less and are cheaper to feed”.

“Mac” possesses the initiative and push
that is needed to be a successful officer.
We all know he will undoubtedly obtain
his goal.

Battalion Admin. Off.
Varsity Football
Intramural Baseball
Football
Spanish Club
Drill Squad
Propeller Club

Batt. Commander
Intramural Football
Baseball

Varsity Basketball

Maine Mast (Editor)

Drill Squad

Golf

Propeller Club (Vice Pres.)
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The father of our class, the owner of
an irresistible personality and most of
all, the man who carried the ball for the
class of 50, Willie was a midshipman’s
midshipman.

You have undoubtedly heard the
tale about Sampson loosing his hair and
consequently his strength, well Bill
didn’t lose his strength; as battalion
commander of our class he ably led us

William Martin Maher
South Portland, Maine

through our senior year with the qualities
of a real leader. The experience he
acquired in the 6 years he was in the
Navy previous to entering the Academy
added greatly to this succesful under-

taking.

Bill was unquestionably the class
valedictorian and justly so, for much of
his time was given over to the textbook.
Bill was well known for his lengthy
explanations and discriptiveness in an
exam or a bull session, but in either case
it was hard to find errors in his work.

Bill's responsibilities did not hold him
from sports, for three years he was a
member of the basketball squad and
was a favorite on the team. Some of us
were worried that he was too old for
the game but he showed how wrong we
were. (He stayed in for 6 min. one
game. )

Any of us would be glad to ship under
you, Bill, and no doubt some of us will.




George Gerald Martin, Jr.

Auburn, Maine

Here we have the other half of the
Martin-LeClair pair, the personality plus
boy, the typical real good Joe, a kid
you like to meet. We cannot say too
much about Georgie as he has given the
pat on the back, the smile, the needed
lift to everyone. In years to come when
you think back to Academy days, its
the boys like George that will stand out
in your memory.

One of George’s chief interests was
sports, and he made a name for himself
both in the backfield and in the line:
nor did the interest stop there as he
became sports editor for both the Maine
Mast and Trick’s End. To prove he was
not limited to any one field he picked
up the saxophone while at the Academy
and became a member of the orchestra
and band. It would be well to note
that Geerge didn’t let that good looking
face go to waste and consequently was
never pressed for companionship.

Varsity| Football.
Intramural Baseball
Basketball =2 Xia
Band | A\ |
Orchestra J— 4 s
Maine Mast =~ /.~ ) |,

Trick’s End .|~

N. Y. Representative %13

Chosen by his classmates as their
representative, and later as Propeller
Club president we know that George,
no matter what field he may choose to
enter, will do as he has always done—
come out on top.

Propeller Glub, Pl}éé.,\ Treas,

If you suddenly heard a fog horn cut
loose in a Rules of the Road class or a
trombone moan in a history class, you

could find Dick looking innocently

about; but the truth is his mimicry of

" Intramural Basketball
- Coxswain
Trick’s End
/ Smokers
~ Band
Drill S¢quad
Tennis
Propeller Club

different sounds and instruments were
the despair of instructors and the
delight of his fellow students. An apt
performer in numerous smokers and a
roving Romeo of the Skowhegan type,
Dick seldom found his studies too
pressing.

Rem often amused his roommates with
a few well chosen gripes. Another of
our talented artists, his cartoons of up-
perclassmen at the Kapers proved to be
a riotous hit with the audience.

o

With sextant in hand and tongue in
cheek, the golden apple of success should
drop into the waiting arms of Dick
Marriner.

Richard Eugene Marriner
Skowhegan, Maine




Hailing from Bar Harbor, Maine,
Mickey is the Paul Bunyan of M. M. A,
His family background finds few of his
ancestors at sea; a record Mickey is de-
termined to break.

Mickey with his fine physique has
made many a heart throb on Florida
beaches. Being a member of the crew
which ventured to St. Pete to prepare
the American Sailor for its voyage, his
aid in seamanship was a great help to
the expedition.

Mickey was always eager to grasp
information which wiil prepare him for
the fine job he will undoubtedly perform
as an officer in the deck department.

Mickey’s true love is known to us all,
that of duck hunting. During this season
he is the center of much kidding but
takes it in stride and is always quick
with a comeback. Athletically, Mickey

Norman Lester Megquier

Bar Harbor, Maine

participated in basketball and occasion-
ally performed on the wrestling mat in
exhibition bouts at our smokers, per-
forming excellently on all occasions.

Mickey needs no undeserved send-off
as we are confident of his success in life.

Drill Squad

Jr. Varsity Baskethall
Intramural Sports
Smoker

Propeller Club
Ship’s Store

Golf

Varsity Football
Basketball
Intramural Baseball
Propeller Club

Mike, “The Great Dane” from Con-
necticut, majored in athletics during his
three years at Maine’s “Saltwater Col-
lege,” making the varsity in all three of
the Academy’s major sports. His first
love was basketball and at this he toiled
all year round. “Watch this shot,” he
would say, flashing his huge Scandina-
vian smile—and toss one in over his
head from corner-court. Weeks before
the football season came to an end,

Harold Albert Michelsen

Stamford, Conn.

Mike was putting the hoopster candi-
dates through their paces and sharpen-
ing them up for the forthcoming sea-
son. The long hours he spent sanding
and varnishing the gym deck to a glossy
finish are evidence of his athletic en-
thusiasm. The school also owes Mike a
vote of praise for organizing and man-
aging the most efficient intramural
baseball league in the Academy’s his-
tory.

It did not take the midshipmen long
to learn that Mike was from Connecti-
cut and not from Maine as he was the
instigator of many of the interstate
feuds which were so frequent in the his-
tory of our class. His big smile and even
bigger heart, however, always pre-
vented the argument from reaching an
unruly climax.

An old hand at the art of sailing, Mike
dreams of the day when he can pilot
his own sloop on the Long Island
Sound; but, until then, we want to wish
him good luck and smooth sailing on
the “Steam Monsters” of today.




Alan Verne Mitchell
Rochester, N. H.

Overflowing with technical knowledge,
“Mitch” was always prepared to “give us the
scoop” on the latest war weapons, and the
intricate functions of any passing airplane
were quickly revealed to us by this former
member of the C. A. P. He was sometimes
seen in room 29, a scale model of a Piper Cub
in one hand, an imaginary joy-stick in the
other, demonstrating the theory of flight be-
fore a group of yawning listeners.

Although quiet and unexpressive when he
first arrived at the academy, “Mitch” soon
grew famous for the long string of impetu-
ous phrases of which he was capable once
his wrath had been aroused. He will always
be remembered as the guy who had all the
life-preservers in the paint-locker when our
only authentic case of “man-overboard” oc-
curred during the second cruise and as the
only midshipman who returned from that

Drill Squad,) :
Sec. and Vice Pres. P
Propelleér- Club

cruise with more money than he possessed
when he had departed. If “A. V.” can shake
the sound of soaring airplanes from his brain
he will be an efficient mate for some shipping

industry.

- Cadet Officer

Here we have “Pee Wee,” the person-
ality plus kid from Auburn, Me. The
man Gene Krupa is out to get. Pee Wee
was, for three years, the person who
could always be found wearing that
captivating smile that made the girls go
wild (so reports reached us after a lib-
erty weekend).

As a cadet, Phil participated in a num-

\ {

Intramural Basketball
Baseball
Junior Varsity Basketball
Band

“Orchestra
Drill Squad™

Propeller Club
Combo

ber of extra-curricular activities; be-
sides being our band major he devoted
much of his time to practicing on the
drums, an instrument which he was al-
ready proficient at before entering the
Academy. With his talent as a drum-
mer, Phil was one of the key men in our
orchestra.

In his second year Phil’s leadership
ability was challenged when he was ap-
pointed assistant master at arms. His
success was evident for at no time did
the scullery or its crew appear as im-
maculate as it did that year. Phil’s big
problem at orchestra rehearsals was his
lack of having a cigarette. He undoubt-
edly holds the record for repeating the
expression “save me knuckles.”

Phil’s success in life is assured by his
elastic personality and eagerness to
learn. To Pee Wee's Captain we wish
to pass on a word of advice,—look out
for your job, for Pee Wee can fill any-
body’s shoes.

Alfred Ray Philbrick

Auburn, Maine




At 0630 every morning, even in the most
remote portions of B-deck, one could hear
“Pi” shuffling out of his room in his ancient
slippers en route to the washroom. This
mischievous kid from Waterville was one of
the most easy going and non-committing
members of the class of “50.” When an
argument on worldly affairs began to gather
steam in his room, he would roll over in
his sack, open his eyes, and say, annoyed,
“Who cares? Go out in the hall and argue.”
However, as a member of the “B-deck annex
Yankee Fan Club,” he was right in there
pitching when the Boston-New York feuds
began in the upperclass lounge.

Fondly tabbed “The Spider” because of
his long thin frame, “Pi” used his towering
reach to sink many a tricky shot for the
Jay-Vees last winter and even the best of
tennis players found it a difficult task to
drop one behind him when he took to the
net.

“Pi” took all rebuffs and reports with an
unconcerned shrug of the shoulders and his
mild temperament made him a friend of

Jerome Richard Pilon
Waterville, Maine

deckmen and engineers alike. Perhaps the
only time he ever really grew angry was
when he discovered that his roommate had
left his soap in the shower-room again. His
unassuming attitude, however, did not pre-
vent him from knocking down marks far
above 3.0, and his assistance was always a
good thing to have the night before a history

exairn.,
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Junior Varsity Baskethall
Drill Squad
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Tennis
Propeller Club
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Trick’s End
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“But Mr. Riley, the South did win
the Civil War.” Robie, who probably
gets paid more by the Virginia cham-
ber of commerce than as a midshipman,
will always argue the point in his good

natured way. Newport News’ loss was

Willard Fayette Robins, r.

Newport News, Virginia

Maine Maritime’s gain when Robie
chose the Academy as the place to
further his knowledge.

Although his Lafayette has seen bet-
ter days, he manages to make the
rounds about every weekend. Maybe
that’s why he spends the most of his
spare time in his sack.

The charming young ladies of Robie’s
acquaintance will swear that he is the
symbol of the kindly and gracious gen-
tlemen of the deep south. Be that as it
may, we will say that his proficiency at
the typewriter has lessened the work of
putting out the yearbook immeasurably.

A true sportsman of the old school
and polished in the art of making
friends, Robie will never worry because
nothing succeeds like success and he is

a shining example of that.




Here is that likeable easy-going fel-
low Waterbury has sent to M. M. A.
Joe is among those who always keep a
bull session in good humor. Through-

out the day his quick wit could be

heard in hallway and classroom and was

welcomed by all.  Joe’s abilities won
him the position of drill squad master
and this job found him evenings putting
his boys through their paces. Of his
numerous activities Joe was ever pres-

ent in our smokers with his soft shoe

routine and he made a big hit with the
Middies.
The greatest problem Joe was con-

IntrapfurhlVBaseHall fronted by while at the Academy was in

Basketball deciding between his roommate and
Football himself who would clean the room for
Varsity Football the month. Only twice was this feat ac-
(,o.xs'\’vzlm complished and on that occasion both
Trick’s End . . :

Band ' 1 parties were forced to do so in order to

f -] y

Dance Comatibe ‘1\ L\ find their sacks. Joe’s room always
Golf & i seemed to avoid room inspection—rip-
Tennis ping the numbers and sacks name card

s

off the door must have worked.

AR
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Propeller Club =
' His good nature will inevitably guide
him in the right direction. Good luck
all the way, Joe.

]osc'ph Ru_:/mmul Simone
Waterbury, Conn.

Glenn Dickinson Savelle
Gardiner, Maine

Never has such an appropriate name
been tacked onto a person than Safari
Savelle. To this lad life is a great ad-
venture, a very envious outlook for most
people. Filled with determination to
climb the Mattahorn, swim the channel,

sail around the world in a small boat Intramurdl Football |

and fight with or against pirates, we find Basketball
him biding his time with Halleburton, Baseball|”

Trick’s End V"~

Kadet Kapers -

Smokers |1 ‘

Drill Squad Assn. (Drill Master)
Propeller Club ' ~ |
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Johnson and the National Geographic.

It would not be right to say all his
time at M. M. A. has been unexciting;
the “word” has it that he and his Model
A convertible have already met the bap-
tism of fire.

Glenn has said that his will be a ]
bachelor’s life, but we find this hard to : f}j (‘
believe if past records have anything to ‘
do with it. We feel that mutual attrac-
tion on both sides will win out. that there would never be a lack of

As proof of his seamanship ability, positions. Good luck, Safari, and how
Glenn was one of those chosen to make about writing a book some day; that
the Mobile trip. If the steamship execu- life of adventure has us dreaming even
tives could know this lad we feel sure now.

[
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Another of the New Hampshire boys,
Tom was the mathematician of his sec-
tion. Always quiet and reserved, he was
also very definite in his love for a cer-
tain blonde. After seeing the world we
hope he realizes his ambition to teach
the intricacies of math to those who
would yearn to learn.

He was an indispensible member of
the trio of the Rouge, Bob and Tom in
the later part of his stay at the Acad-
emy. Here is one midshipman that can
be said to indulge in the “luxury of in-
tegrity.” Tom, although not what one
might call boisterous, loved a good
practical joke, especially if it was played
on someone else. His naturally inven-
tive: mind turned up all kinds of new
gags and many of the erstwhile jokers

Thomas Frank Sulley
Berlin, N. H.

of the future will be indebted to some
of Tom’s best tricks.

If the captain can live with marbles
rattling around his overhead or water

all over his deck, Tom will be just the

mate for him.

Propeller Club

Boat Coxswain
Golf

Tennis
Intramural Football
Dance Commitlee
Cheerleader
Propeller Club

You never can tell what’s brewing

with Bob; but you can be sure it’s
either about New Hampshire or skiing.
Summer is hardly gone before he starts
wishing for snow so that he can enjoy

the sport at which he excels. His blonde
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Robert Freemont Thorndike
Portland, Maine

wavy hair and good disposition are
enviable assets and he often finds him-
self delayed by scores of lady admirers

when on liberty.

Dyke is often seen during his spare
time reading both comic books and
modern poetry. It seems that he wants
to be on a familiar basis with whomever
he meets and no matter which cultural
level theyre from. Although he had his
troubles with the governing authorities
when he did get off on liberties, he man-
aged to have some adventures of the

most amusing sort.

If he can ever pry himself from his
sack and direct his attentions to work,
we have no doubt that Bob will be up
with the best.




Robert Junior Voelker
Charles City, Iowa

Bob comes to M. M. A. from lowa,
the state where they grow big corn (and
big men). Bob’s 6-2” frame and his base
Lorn were an integral part of the Acad-
emy band during his three years here.
He was very much in the “grove” (oak,
that is) during his first two years at the
salt water college, but in his last year
he found that Maine has other attrac-
tions.

His booming voice was ever on de-
mand and his imitation of our B. C. in
Kadet Kapers had them in the aisles.
Bob never could quite make up his
mind to whether he was an ITowan or a
“Mainiac,” but one’s loss is the other
one’s gain. A happy countenance is al-
ways pleasant to look at and as Bob
was always cheerful he never lacked

Kadet Kapers

Band

Dance Committee
Intramural Baseball
Propeller Club

s i/

enraptured listeners when he told his
story of “Oscar.”

Certainly the ship that has this mate
aboard will be the more cheerful for

the experience.

Lou comes to us from Baltimore, by
way of the high seas. Upon completion
of high school he entered Sheepshead
Bay and in six months was aboard his
first ship. He has a record of more than
two years sea duty before he became a
midshipman.

With his fine knowledge of deck sea-
manship, Lou quickly blended into
Academy routine and in time his experi-

Bat. Ex. Officer
Intramural Basketball
Baseball

Coxswain

Kadet Kapers

Drill Squad

Dance Committee
Propeller Club

ence as a seaman paid off. In his second
year Lou went to St. Petersburg to aid
in preparing the American Sailor for its
voyage. His ability was invaluable in
that capacity.

Lou became Battalion Executive Offi-
cer in his third year and ably handled
his position. Being appointed fire chief
for the Academy, he could be found al-
most every afternoon working in the fire
house, maintaining the equipment to
the high standards of Lt. Little,

Lou, we will all remember, has prob-
ably the largest smile of any middie and
seldom would you find him not wearing
it. As good natured as Lou is, few
would cherish the thought of meeting
him in the ring. He performed in
numerous exhibition bouts in the gym
and in each instance handled himself
professionally.

We can be sure Lou will go a long
way. With his love for the sea, he will
surely some day be master of his own
vessel,

Louis Zulka, ]r.
Solley, Maryland
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James Edward Berger
Boston, Mass.

There are hamburgers, Willieburgers
and Jim Bergers. The latter variety is a
Berger from that great burg of Boston.
Jim is a potentate to end all potentates,
and besides that he’s the only man that
could have survived two seasons with
Small, Lamond and Erickson as room-
mates and still come out on the black
side of the ledger.

Jim was a well known figure on the
cruise because of his affinity for the lee
rail on the weather deck when bad
weather was on us. Just the thought of
rough water was enough to insure him
of a beautiful green complexion. That
he withstood the agonies of sea sickness
to become one of the better engineers
in his section is a tribute to his will
power and outright courage.

As long as there are steamships afloat
and they need capable men to maintain
and repair their propulsion plant, then
Jim assuredly will have a position in his
field of employment.

Dwight Blodgett's particular stamping
ground was West Brooksville before and
sometimes during his time spent at the
academy.

How this veteran Maniac ever chose
the sea as his career was never properly
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decided upon, but the fact that he be-
came an essential factor in the Midship-
man l)()(]y was no Slll'l)]'iﬁ(‘ ;() ;ln_\'()n('.
With his car and motor-bicycle “Blodge”
drove right into the spirit of Academy
life. His unscheduled liberties into the
cosmopolitan city of Bangor left the
administration gasping and the mid-
shipmen with one more humerous
incident of the Blodgett affair. Tie wasn't
a social butterfly, however, as his skill
in engineering made him a target that
many of the other “grease-monkeys”
could emulate.
¢

Whether Dwight's future lies in
Brooksville or as chief engineer aboard
some vessel we all know that he will
never be frustrated in his ambitions

Dwight Richard Blodgett
West Brooksville, Maine




Here we have that clutch-hitter from
Canton, Maine, Don Bonney. “Tomorrow
and tomorrow and tomorrow™ may creep
in its petty pace but it better put on
seven league boots in order to follow
Bon. As quiet as he is likeable, his im-
perviousness to the nonessentials of a
happy life leave him with a cheerful
outlook and character.

When the faint rustling of spring is
felt, Don will be found with his baseball
glove in hand practicing the funda-
mentals of the beloved American sport.
His consistantly good playing and the
ability to come through with a single in
the tight places made him one of the
most valuable players on our team.

If the fairer sex was mentioned at
impromptu bull sessions Bon always
remained silent and yet one always felt
that he could have said a lot on the

Donald Robert Bonney

Canton, Maine

subject if he so desired. Certainly his
quiet good looks and ease of manner
must have caused many a pretty head to
turn with a touch of admiration.

The road to success should be easily
traveled by this student of the engineer-
ing department.

As the last notes of reville die away
and everybody hits the deck to prepare
for a busy day, the guy that arises an
hour later will be Fairfield’s Sunshine
Kid, the “Broph™.

Somehow Broph seems out of his
element up in the wilds of Maine.

Richard Archer Brophy

Fairfield, Maine

Although he’s a true Northerner, one
could readily picture him in the deep
south as a gentleman planter, surrounded
by mint juleps and beautiful women.
We can see “deadeye” Dick seated across
the gaming table dealing out a costly
game of black-jack. For the truth of the
matter lies in the fact, that he is a
connoisseur of cards, dice, beautiful
women, and liberty.

His talents extended from the above
to engineering and athletics. As a some-
time member of the varsity football,
baseball, and basketball teams his con-
fidence in himself was a great asset to
any coach.

Here's hoping Broph keeps filling
those “inside straights”.
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Wilbur Allan Brown

Brooks, Maine

Brook’s contribution to a hilarious
bull session is Wilbur Brown. Farmer
Brown had the distinction of having one
of the loudest voices and best person-
alities in the school.

As a farmer, Wilb thought he’d make
a good engineer, so he trekked his weary
way to the welcoming folds of dear old
M. M. A. During his first year he was
going to quit the military life and go
back to the farm so many times that it
is with extreme pleasure and thankful-
ness that we can include him as one of
our number.

When our baseball team is mentioned,
there is always some reference to Wil-
bur’s booming bat. As cleanup batter
and the guy with the top batting average,
he had quite a reputation to uphold in
athletics. He was also adept on the

VarsitsCBase
Basketball

basketball court, and we have no doubt
that had they played football at Brooks,
Wilb would have been a stellar lineman.

It's hard to tell yet, whether “Browny”
will go back to the farm or follow the
sea, but in either case our best wishes
go with him,

“How much you want to bet?” is a
favorite expression of the Irenchman

from Auburn who reminds one of the
mythical Paul Bunyon. Charron told
fabulous tales and literally backed them
up with fabulous feats.

As a weight lifter, impromptu track
man, and exhibition of a brawn plus
brains combination Paul stvod alone.
Although somewhat inclined to let things
slide, this happy procrastinator had
talent to burn. Musically inclined he
could play any instrument that took his
fancy and only lack of sufficient ambition
kept him from becoming a great
musician.

His engineering subjects took up a
little of his time, but Paul could always
be found playing ping pong or asserting
his opinions in an argument.

There is always a “place in the sun”
for talent so we all know that when the
urge finally comes, Paul’s ability will
carry him to the top.

Paul Emile Charron
Auburn, Maine




If necessity is the mother of invention
then Chris must be the father. Step
into his room after taps and the lights
and radio go off automatically. His desk
lamp is cleverly fashioned out of an
automobile crankshaft; he heats coffee
and hamburgers on an inverted iron;
and in the next room they are listening
to his records which he is broadcasting
through their radio.

Here is a true engineer with a fine
understanding of mechanical and elec-
trical principles. His record in the class-
room will certainly be remembered.

Chris never limited his talents to
engineering but made photography
another of his accomplishments. Much
of Chris’s regular and irregular liberty
was spent in Castine and during his stay
at the academy he was known to have
captured the hearts of at least four or
five of the local belles.

Christopher Grant Donahue

Kittery, Maine

We know that whatever field he
chooses, Chris with his fine appitude
for overcoming any obstacle, his sense
of humor, and outlook on life will make
him the master of any situation.

The big Swede from Pine Orchard,
Conn., who had a heart as big as his
huge frame was the mainstay of John
Hoctor’s athletic aspirations for three

years.
A football, basketball, and baseball
player, Swede’s easy self confidence in-

Kenneth William Erickson
Pine Orchard, Conn.

spired the whole team to many close
victories. This good natured midshipman
soon found his energy diverted from an
athletic field to the field of engineering.
Swede’s blonde hair and Scandinavian
good looks caused many a member of
the fair sex to turn their eyes in admir-
ation of this young giant in football gear,
Naturally, being the strong, silent type,
Swede never talked about any of his
female admirers, but those of us in the
know could tell some tall liberty tales
about him and some lovely senoritas.

If hard work and ambition is the key
to success, Swede will be first in line for
prosperity.




The section came to a halt! The com- section and dropped into a conversation

mand was issued by a tall, lanky “Cadet with a couple of engineers on the dis-
rate” that exuded the calm self assurance puted merits of one of their instructors.
that is so necessary to being a good This is typically Jim Gardenier.

leader. With a grin he dismissed the

Jim is first, last and always a member
of his class and one could hardly find
a better classmate or friend. His dark
curly hair and clean cut featnres gave
him an enviable reputation as a canny
Casanova. Fortunately, his feminine
admirers did not take up all his time,
so his spare moments were spent ad-
vancing his knowledge of engineering.

Jim may choose whatever goal he
wishes, for all his classmates know he
will acomplish whatever task he sets for
himself. If the “Golden Gates” ever
start to squeak, Jim will be the engineer
called upon to oil the hinges.
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James Theodore Gardenier, Jr.
South Windham, Maine

Chester Frederick Fossett
Boothbay Harbor, Maine

Here we have the old, easy-going red-
head, a charter member of the room 55
gang, noted for their good times, parties
and exciting liberties. Chet with his
sense of humor will carry this spirit
right through life.

Chet, a native of Boothbay Harbor,
already has a good background for the
sea and it was a surprisc to many that
he chose engineering as his career. His
record, however, shows that he made a
wise choice and proves his abilities are
not limited to either topside or below.

We think that one of Chet’s true loves,
along with a good time, was sports in
which he was a great asset to his team

regardless of whether it was the base- Chet was a mainstay with his sax in ’

ball field, gridiron or gym deck. A good the band, orchestra or combo. It is this s

sportsman, he played the game all the example of ability above and below, ¢

way, and hours afterward, as head of a ashore and afloat that will provide a { /
bull session, he played the game again sure fire combination for success any- W A

for interested spectators. where.




As vivid proof that not all remarkable
Frenchmen come from Auburn or Lewis-
ton, we have Gene Gendron who has
been able to hold his own in any field,
from color guard to holding down a
solid line position on John Hoctor’s
famous Middies of 49,

Although Gene took a constant ribbing
about his swarthy countenance no one
could deny that when it came to stealing
hearts away this handsome lad was a
past-master, setting the pace for his
famous roommates up in Room 47.

We like to think of Gene as the
typical easy going engineer, always
smiling, ready to discuss the superior
merits of his line over the seamanship
department, yet ready to lend a helping
hand to a buddy, deckman or engineer.
Everyone will miss the guys like Gene

Eugene Victor Gendron
Biddeford, Maine

for it’s his kind that make an Academy,
not the buildings.

So long buddy, may your future be as
filled with good times and happiness as
your days here and especially your cruise
liberties; we know they will.
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A high falsetto voice cut the quiet

Santiago night and surprised natives near

the dock area saw a figure swing through
the rigging of the “Sailor”. After two
years with Rocky as a shipmate we were
more or less prepared for anything this
lad does at a smoker. Whatever it was,
his humor, his showmanship, and remark-
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Wesley Roderick Giles, Jr.
Mars Hill, Maine

able voice made him the hit of any
show; his interpretation of the Caribe
Spaniard will live forever in the memory
of midshipmen.

Rocky came to the Academy with an
outstanding athletic record from Gould
Academy. He soon made his own record
here holding down his tackle position on
the football team, giving no quarter in
games or scrimmage. Rocky’s first love
was wrestling, and although he found
fewer chances to show his ability, he
made the most of every opportunity, tak-
ing a win and a draw in his two matches.

Rocky is really a lover of life and the
fulfillment thereof. His liberties were
filled with fun and hilarity and it took
a real man to keep the pace once he got
started.  Good luck, Rocky, may you
always be filled with the humor vou've
shown us and find the good times and
success you so rightly deserve.




Frederick Joseph Gonyer
Orono, Me.

“Freddy” came to the Academy from
a place very near by, Orono, which he
claims to be the capital of Maine. An
awful lot of the boys were always ready
to give him an argument on this subject.

“Freddy’s” long arguments in behalf
of the Detroit Tigers and the Notre
Dame football team will ring throughout
Richardson Hall long after he has gone.
His famous words of “Take Four” will
go down in the history of the Academy.

“Freddy” may have been one of the
smallest fellows in his class but he was
the mainstay of his section’s baseball,
football and basketball teams. His liber-
ties on the cruise were always a good
topic for a bull session. It seems that he
could always find something to do, any-
where, any place and with any of his
buddies. Certainly if a man is known by
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the friends he keeps then Fred should
be famous because everyone called him
a friend “indeed”,

A little guy with a big heart, “Freddy”
was one of the best. The best of luck to
a swell guy in everything he attempts in
the future.

We have in Luther the quieter member
of the Evans, Doughty, Goff, and Hamor
combination though we know there was
the ever present quest for a good time.
Luther found these good times every so
often and the tales would come drifting

back slowly for days and weeks to come.

Though quiet most of the-time, he
found early recognition through the
transportation he provided with his Ford
truck in our freshman year and later
with his big Buick. A good driver, he
thought nothing of driving to Rhode
Island on his liberty weekends.

Though studies gave him a touch and
go battle through his three years here,
Luther was considered one of the prac-
tical men at the Academy and has spent
good many an hour laboring over and
under“a buddy’s car, not to mention the
remarkable job he did to keep his own
going.

We found Luther a lover, not only of
a good time and a good liberty, but of an
afternoon spent in small boats, in which
he displayed some skill. Good luck,
Luther, may that determination of yours
some day be crowned with success.

Luther Merrick Goff

Barrington, R. 1.




When the Academy version of Who's
Who in America is finally written a
grand little guy named “Russ” Hamor
from Old Orchard Beach will be in a
prominent place in this immense
volume.

A sparkling sense of humor that ran
from the funny to hilarious practical
jokes, Russ was well liked for his ability
to enliven dreary military affairs. The
“Bat’s” dislike for officialdom and its
nccompanying curtailments led him to
frequently disregard executive orders.

His credible showing as an engineer
lent proof to his firm belief that long
hours spent studying were not a waste
of time. Although Russ was a restless,
carefree character, when in charge of a
detail he time and again proved himself
worthy of responsibility. Only his lack
of height kept him from moving up to a

Russel Harold Hamor, Jr.

Old Orchard Beach, Me.

varsity position on the basketball squad
from the J. V.s.

Whenever the “Society of Marine
Engineers” want an excellent man in
their outfit we'll happily nominate Russ
Hamor.

N

When John Hoctor finished drafting
eligible athletes from the Bangor area
who did he find amongst them but Tom
(my uncle is finance officer) Herbert.

Tom “the crow” “Horizontal Herbert”
“Hooks” or any of his other aliases,
could always be found in the near prox-
imity of his room. Not one to wander
far from his beckoning sack, Hooks
would either be reading a sports maga-

Thomas Joseph Herbert
Bangor, Maine

zine, ‘listemng to a sports program or
cowboy music on the radio, engaging
inconversation ranging from sports to
girls and back to sports again, and
occasionally one might see him studying.
In traditional Herbert spirit Tom be-
came an engineer. As proud of the Irish
and John Bapst as he was of ribbing an
occasional “deck ape” that wandered
across his path, "tf)c crow” could be
counted on for a few laughs on many
an occasion. With Farmer Brown as his
constant compuni()n and roommate for
his three years, the duo had concocted
stories that would make many an elderly
aunt blush with unabashed enthusiasm.
Baseball is baseball, but baseball at
the Academy without Hooks on the
pitching staff will be a sorry event
indeed. Not only was he a top notch
hurler but as a football player he snared
more than his share of end zone passes.
A toast to “Horizontal Herbert” may
he always be the same smiling Irishman
who can claim the world as his friend.




Harold Hugo
Portland, Me.

The huge grin and speculative glance
that showed through the red glow of a
darkroom light could often be identified
as Harold Hugo from Portland.

Not an easy man to forget, Harold,
with his sure knowledge of technical
and not so technical subjects, could
always be relied on to furnish interesting
and worthwhile information.

For instance, if girls were your main
interest (and whose main interest isn’t)
you could depend on Harold to turn up
some beautiful numbers (telephone, that
is). As for the subject of photography,
he had an easy command of that art,
which showed up in yearbooks and
many issues of the Maine Mast.

An engineer at heart and by trade,
his time spent aboard the subchaser and
Pentagoet investigating all the ramifi-
cations of these engineering plants gave
him the self confidence necessary to a
successful third assistant engineer.

Although sometimes Harold and the
boys had their little arguments it usually
turned out that Harold was quite correct.
If he carries this self assurance into later
life he will find the world to be his par-
ticular oyster.

Take the “t” out of Dinty and what
have you got? “Dinny” and that’s who's
got Dick. He came to Castine with high
hopes of making good as an engineer,
which he has done. Colfee time at Ma’s

! hall
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would find Dick in a booth next to a
cute brownette. Need more be said?

Dick had a little trouble his first year
here on the baseball diamond. He had
an argument with a baseball on which
was harder, the cranium or the ball. But
the power of mind over matter prevailed
and Dick came through on top with a
large bump). Dick was known on A
deck as the lender. Anything one
wanted to bum, from cigarettes to collar
stays, Dick had it. He's a good conver-
sationalist in any bull session, especially
on bgseball and the Red Sox.

The ship that has Dick as third assist-
ant engineer is indeed lucky. Good
luck and smooth sailing.

Richard Wescott Johnson
Everett, Mass.




In Bob Knowles we have one of the
more fun loving lads from the Maine
gang of midshipmen. A resident of “Suite
55", Bob upheld to the letter all the
honors and traditions of the room, and
was ready to give anyone a helping hand.
We think Joe Finn will long remember,
along with the rest of Section A-2, Bob’s
well timed remarks at personal inspec-
tions. Although he found it hard to ac-
custom himself to military routine he
made the best of every situation.

Drill was always a pleasure to this
lad, the sack variety, that is, but when
A-2 had the duty this member of the
“Hamor Trucking Co.” was found on the
job. It is our opinion that next to having
fun Bob was a sportsman, competing in
all intramural sports, gaining early
recognition as a pitcher for J-1 in his
freshman year.

Robert Collins Knowles
Kittery, Maine

Bob’s ability to make and keep friends
will help him in the years to come. Al-
ways a big smile and a good word for
everyone he was a swell buddy and
shipmate.

That “S.” in Bill's middle name could
well stand for “Smiles” because if there
was ever, a hail fellow well met, Bill is
it. We will always remember him this
way.

Bill's first love was sports and although

William Scott Lamond
Nichols, Conn.

a broken ankle on the first day of serim-
mage kept him from playing football his
junior year his spirit and sportsmanship
kcpt his name on the team roster. In
his senior year he was outstanding in
every game with his brilliant line play.
The Spring and cruise saw him holding
down the first and third sack alternately
with a vigor that is hard to describe.
Nobody can deny Bill's ability to “talk it
up”. To complete the season he joined
the basketball squad playing every game
to the hilt. Although Bill may have
gained a little weight while at the
Academy it didn’t seem to slow him
down any.

»ood sailing to a good athlete and a
better sport, we expect to see you go
through life playing it, like sports at the
Academy, with all your heart and to
come out like you did here, a winner.
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William Kenneth Lane
Keene, N. H.

The scene is morning muster. The
command, “Company commanders front
and center, harch” has just been given
and who walks up from A company,
Keene, N. H.’s, own Bill Lane.

Every weekend, a green streak,
made by Bill's favorite 49 Ford, heads
south for Keene. His favorite pastime
is arguing with Finn about who's going
to make bedcheck. Funny how Bill
always wins. Cooperation is his password
and he gets cooperation from E (easy)
1. The other day, he piped “El muster
in the road”. Three foul weather jackets,
18 excuses and “Fechet” showed up.
Bill's personality, cheerfulness and

Int. Feethall
Basketball

ability to win friends make him a valu-
able asset to any organization.

Good luck, Bill. May you go far in a
sea career.

I O'Henry were alive today and cir-
cumstances permitted, he would prob-
ably write one of his famous stories
with a novel twist about Elliot Lang
from Andover, Maine. The author would
begin his story with a very ordinary

young man yet as the plot unfolds we
find a young man of considerable talent
and skills—for this is Elliot' as we've
come to know him.

Quiet to the point of being a fault, he
is constantly amazing everyone by his
mastery of skiing, engineering, driving
a Dodge at breakneck speeds, playing a
mandolin, and turning a bashful smile
into an acquaintance with a delightful
senorita. To be the only midshipman
that turned down a date in order to go
skiing is something of a distinction and
perhgps will be a topic of conversation
long after the memory of the 1950 class
lias become a statistic.

May your ski trails never be bare and
if some wily young woman ever turns
you from bachelorhood we'll know she's
made the catch of the season.

Elliot Arthur Lang
Andover, Me.




Just to meet “Leiby” or “O’Mally” was
to like him; how could one help it with
that infectuous laugh and winning smile?
The last of the Rochester boys of our
class to come in, “Leiby” soon made him-
self known among midshipmen for his
good humor, jokes and laughter. His
flaming hair must have captured many
a senorita’s heart on the cruises, for from
all reports “Leiby” did quite well for
himself.

To keep himself busy and to keep
himself out of musters “Leiby” took over
Zuke's job as laundryman assistant to
IEd Langlois. He also wiled away the
hours fixing that little radio of his, even
if none of the other fellows would let
him touch theirs.

We wish only the best to this fine
engineer with the ability to see both the

Martin Morris Leibowitz
Rochester, N. H.

humorous and serious side of life. The
sad old world can use more of this type
and the shipping companies will be
hiring a good man when they get “Leiby”
on their payroll. Good sailing shipmate.
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In any argument of which was better
Maine or New Hampshire, you could
hear Bob sticking up for good ol N. H.
Bob was usually known as the quiet boy
from room 47.

Bob was always a mixer on liberty.

Robert Bruce Lessels
Concord, N. H.

In San Juan, he really mixed things up
with “da deisel”.

One could always see Bob about one
minute of seven every morning sliding
his tray under the iron curtain of the
galley to get breakfast. It wasn't that he
slept late, it’s just that he never heard
reveille. Whenever an O. D. had a track
team, Bob would be one of the star
runners. During his last year, he served
on permanent color guard. Every mom-
ing he would be standing at present
arms by the flagpole he had run around
a few minutes before,

A regular guy, the ship that has Mr.
Lessels in its complement will be very
fortunate. Bon voyage, shipmate.




Harold Charles Morse
Belfast, Maine

This long drink of water hails from
just across the bay at Belfast. Some
people call him “shorty” despite his 6" 3”
stature, but he casts quite a lengthy
shadow.

Hal doesnt drive fast, but his car
seldom had time to cool off before it
was ready to go on liberty again. IHis
knowledge of 34 Chevie transmissions is
great and he learned the hard way, by
tearing them down and fixing them
himself. The surprising thing to Hal
was that they worked after his tinkering.
Any duty weekend you could find him
behind the wheel of the Ford truck mak-
ing the necessary trips to North Castine.
Come rain, sleet, falling snow or what
have you, Hal would drive the truck if
he was the assigned truck driver.

Always willing to lend a helping hand,
Harold will go far as an engineering
officer in the Merchant Marine, even if
the little Chevrolet has to stay home.
Best of luck on the nautical road, Hal.

Ed “Gee, I'd like to go to Bangor
tonite” Mossman claims Berlin, Mass.,
as his home town. Where he learned the
art of giving a haircut in five minutes flat

] is not known but many are thankful to

him and his art for passing Friday inspec-
tions.

It can be said that Ed is the (ll.li(?t type,
but the occupants of “B” deck know full
well he isn’t when his cry of “Hey Mug!”
comes booming through the corridors.
Commonly called “the instigator of Room
237, there is seldom a dull moment when
Ed and the boys get together. Ed’s favor-
ite automobile is a Dodge, preferably
green in color. Lately he has become
very studious and is said to be studying
medicine at E.M.G.H. annex on liberty.

With his cheery smile and winning
ways, Ed should have smooth sailing in
the engineering department of any ship.

Edward Llewellyn Mossman

Berlin, Mass.




If you saw a silly grin coming down
the corridor accompanied by a long
loose geared frame, ten to one it was
Searsport’s one and only (thank merciful
heavens!) Dick O’Donnell. When the
Searsport “cut up kids”, Dick and Rudy,
start one of their little pantomimes work
stops, lau%hs follow and sore sides are

had by al

When not putting everyone in stitches
with his own particular brand of screw-
ball humor, Dick can be seen studying
or doing practical work in engineering.
Just about the best engineer in our class,
he had quite a reputation to uphold.
That he did so, without acquiring a
military bearing may be somewhat of a
shock to the Naval Science Department,
but he lost none of the esteem of the
midshipman body.

When old Patrick Henry uttered his
famous (ﬂuotc of “Give me liberty or
give me death” he must have had Senor
O’Donnell in mind. As Caribbean
liberties slowly sink below the horizon
of memory, one still is continually re-

Richard Carlin O'Donnell

Searsport, Me.

minded of the fantastic stories about the
escapades of one, Dick O'Donnell.

FFar be it from us to criticize a flam-
bouyant spirit like his; so we can leave
Dick with only the wish that he remains
the likeable person we have known for
the last three years.
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“You Kraut!"—You “communist union
leader!” with these affectionate greetings
the war was on. Bob Regnery, Hoctor’s
favorite tackle from Bridgeport, Conn.,
could always give a great performance
as a vociferous union leader talking

Robert Sidney Regnery

Bridgeport, Conn.

down a bunch of radical immigrants.
His arguments with “Herr Koppen-
berger” were long, loud, and equally
famous.

A look at the rank book might con-
vince one that Bob was a chronic grind
but he had other things on his mind.
Rielly he did! Football for instance! He
put up with basketball season because
he was manager and the baseball season
because he could start spring training
for football. Then the leaves became
mottled red and fall was here. Bob
started to livel One might expect him
to be a raucous, yelling, “keep up the
spirit” man but his quiet efficiency on
the gridiron won him more respect than
any display of blatant vocal chords.

Time alone can predict the future of
Bob Regnery but if it lies in the realm
of engineering he should give a very
creditable account of himself.



Leroy Eugene Richards
Mt. Desert, Me.

Leroy, we soon found, was one of the
more independent midshipmen to go
through the Academy, and though he
often found himself up in the Captain’s
office, we can readily admire this lad’s
luxury of integrity. Hailing from Bar
Harbor, the mysteries of the sea had
already been revealed to him in the
great part. During the first cruise Leroy
tried to go deck the whole way but fate
intervened and he saw the light. His
fine ability working on automobiles and
boat engines stood by him and provided
with the background for a reputation as
one of the better practical engineers of
his class.

In his waking hours (he holds the
record as being the hardest man to wake
in the building) he spent his free time
playing intramural sports; he was out-
standing as a catcher on his baseball
team. Leroy was an original member of
Pelly’s drill squad and eventually suc-

ceeded him only to run into trouble
during the following fall.

Wherever he may go, land or sea,
we're sure this lad is going to make the
grade, so good luck and good sailing to
a game guy.

1

Here we have Auburn’s fairhaired
contribution to just about everything.
Never at a loss for words, ideas, or think-
ing up new devices, Rosey was in there
1)i‘tching every minute. His time spent
in the Navy, as an aircrewman aboard
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the carrier Enterprise, provided the
background for many of his stories and
ideas, and we note by his battle ribbons.
that all his time was not spent in idle-
ness.

Personality was another way to spell
Rosenberg, for there wasn't one of us
that didn’t fall beneath his spell at one
time or another. This lad knew more
guys and had more friends here, there,
and everywhere than any six other mid-
shipmen, which must be a proof of his
winning way. It is also well remembered
that.the members of the fairer sex were
in no way immune to his gay company.

To you, Rosey, we can only wish the
best of everything in life and know that
if good intentions and winning ways are
the criterion of prosperity, yours will be
a Utopian future.

Donald Day Rosenberg
Auburn, Me.




In every organization there must be
a representative from Brooklyn, and we
feel that Mike is one of the finest. The
life of a midshipman was nothing new
to this lad who a]]roady had a fine record
at Admiral Billard.

Sometimes referred to as “the voice,”
Mike could be heard some distance
giving his firsthand views and accounts
of various major league sportsmen. Mike
was not limited to talk, however, as he
took an active part in the baseball and
football squads. His good word was
worth extra men on the field anywhere.

We have never seen a guy with more
pluck than Mike. He bore the brunt of
much ribbing but always bounced back
with a wor(F of his own that won the
admiration of every midshipman. On the
field of sport he was a game guy who
deserved much more than ever came his
way. We will remember Mike as a good
guy to have around.

Michael Eugene Ruggiero
Brooklyn, N. Y.

Well, here’s to you Mike, a member
of that famous band of Gendron, Lessels,
White, Sias, and Ruggerio; you deserve
every success that comes your way and
were sure it will. One thing, though,
just who is this Snooky?
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Phil, who comes to us from Westport,
Conn., was the last cadet to arrive at
the Academy in “477. On that day his
success was assured; in one hand he
held a stilson wrench and the other his
football helmet.

Ostrich, as he was sometimes referred
to, obtained his nickname from the
incredible speed he possessed on the

Philip Bennett Schuyler

Westport, Conn.

gridiron. As a three year varsity player,
Phil was one of our outstanding backs.

Few of us heard from Phil our first
year, for he possessed the quality of
minding his own business and remaining
out of sight. By the end of our first
cruise, however, Phil’s presence became
known. Besides his football popularity
he put his stilson wrench to work and
exhibited  his  mechanical abilities,
eventually reaching the honored position
of oil and water king,

Phil was deservingly presented with
a section leader’s stripe in his last year
(much to his surprise) and with his
new position demonstrated his fine
qualities of leadership; the proof being
the platoon honor flag which he pos-
sessed for weeks on end.

Phil, with his ready smile and friendly
manner, will certainly be a success as an
officer in the Maritime Service.
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Peter Andrew Scontras
Old Orchard Beach, Me.

It’s the fourth down, eight yards to go.
The ball goes back to Scontras . . . will
he run, pass or kick? He’s running,
there’s no hole . . . he’s over, he made
his own hole. Pete is the closest thing to
“Mr. Football” we've seen. He knows
no bounds on offense and could handle
any position with equal skill. Pete was
God’s gift to Coach John Hoctors Mid-
dies and many a lass with an eye out
for handsome lads.

Although Pete lived, breathed and
talked football, he often turned his
activities in the off seasons to other
sports. In the female department his
handsome frame left hearts throbbing
from Maine to California, but especially
on the sands of beautiful Old Orchard
Beach.

Everyone will agree that Pete has
come a long way since he came to the
Academy. He has rounded himself out

|

into a fine engineer with not only
mechanical knowledge but knowledge
of the ways of life. His naturalness and
ability to just be himself are sure to
provide him with friends and help him
gain the best life has to offer.
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Who is that dapper midshipman with
the sparkling smile and flashing eye who
is sitting in the Waldorf Astoria as
Maine  Maritime  Academy’s  chosen
representitive? Anyone who lives in the

vicinity of Castine, Bangor or Waterville
could answer that one for his exploits
in the field of diplomacy, sportsmanship,
music and lovemaking are well known
wherever he has traveled.

It is not too well known, but the
records will show that Pete was actually
the winning pitcher of the famous
Maine-Mass. baseball tilt in his junior
year. Such is the fate of the relief
pitcher but Pete has come through for
M. M. A. so many times he would hardly
be called an obscure figure. Not only
the ,player, Pete is one of the better
informed baseball enthusiasts around so
much so that he assumed the sports
editor job for the Maine Mast.

We know that Pete could live on the
friendship that he has acquired at the
Academy but we know that this lad will
do plenty okay on his own.

Peter Maltby Sias
Waterville, Me.




In those first memorable days after
we had gotten ourselves sorted out we
found among us a lad with a strange
background for the Academy . . . an ex-
dough foot with time in the signal corps
in Europe. We learned upon. further
investigation that he comes from a sea-
going family on Vinalhaven which was
alone enough to secure him the respect
of the class. Since that time our respect
for “Skoogy™ has steadily grown so that
when he stepped into the job of Bat-
talion A(ljutant 1no one was sm‘priscd.

We think that most midshipmen re-
member “Skoogy™ as a quiet guy with a
winning friendly smile, a good story
teller, and he had some good ones to
tell, the kind of guy that for some rea-
son lingers in your memory after some
of the brighter stars have tarnished and
faded. It is his kind that one day is sare
to achieve the greatest goals in life—
happiness, security, success.

Dennis Roland Skoog
Vinalhaven, Maine

We want to salute you “Skoogy” as a
friend and shipmate and wish the swift
achievement of success that is sometime
sure to come to you.

Varsity Football
Baseball
Basketball

M. M. A. Golf
Propeller Clu

Dall “the Pelican”™ Small claims New

Jersey as his home state, but the state of
confusion usually comes to the fore when
he tries to remember which number in
his little black book he was supposed to
call. Noted for his affairs of heart, Dall
was capable of writing a letter to his

Dallas Clayton Small
Union, N. ].

“one and only” in Jersey and at the same
time carry on a telephone conversation
with his “one and only” in Bangor.
“Cherchez la femme” often took up
much of Dall’s ready cash but nobody
seemed to suffer except maybe Jim
Berger who had the unenviable distine-
tion of being Dall’s banker.

Athletes may come and go, but this
versatile football, baseball and basket-
ball player will always be remembered
whenever Maine Maritime athletics are
mentioned. During the 48 game with
Mass. Maritime the “Pelican” intercepted
one of their passes in the closing mo-
ments of play to put the football game
on ice for “old ourside.”

A very capable engineer between
h g
seasons, Dall will strengthen the em-
ployees’ status of some fortunate ship-
ping company.




Lloyd Henry Wentworth

Brooks, Maine

Stubby comes from Brooks, “yes sa.”
He may be small but he’s quite a hunk
of rugged individual. Saturday nites,
you'll find him proving the fact half
way between Brooks and Belfast.

Stub likes to pass his spare time play-
ing cards and is a loyal member of Room
11's poker club. It is rumored that he is
a habitual card player but just because
he answers “bump ya fowr” to any
question is no sign he is. There are two
types of baseball games and Stubby
plays each equally well. He was star
pitcher on E-I's intramural ball club.
Every Friday or at any football game
one might see the -drill squad’s yellow
and blue flag going before the squad.

Who was making the flag move? Why
Stubby of course.

With his gift of gab and ability to
tazz, 1950’s little man should do a big
job in the Merchant Marine.

To Bob we give the distinction of
living one of the more stormy careers at
M. M. A., in fact the intricacies of the
front office got to be quite well known

to him.
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