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DEDICATION

Yes, we owe the “Chiel” quite a bit,
for it was [rom this bear-like gentleman
that we learned our place on the floor-
plates and at the Academy. No matter;
were we hunched over some obscure
piece of machinery in the engine room,
sweating and sooty or were we ensconced
midst mountains of theoretical matter in
the class, his sardonic “you're Third, fig-
ure it out!”, goaded us into forming a
habit of doing just that.

In addition to these slightly less than
tangible issues he taught us the mechanics
ol ship operation and still had drive
enough to swirl into. Propeller Club ac-
tivities where his boundless energy gave
it a much needed shot in the arm.
Owe what we may, we find ourselves
unable to repay with more than thanks Comdyr. Parker E. Worrey, U. S. M. S.

‘ for this vital shake into wakefulness by
\ our Chiel Engineer.

!

S\
~

The amiable math instructor, Lt. Holt,
left his mark on us here at the Academy,
for he inaugurated a license mathematics
study program that got us underway to a
fuller understanding ol mathematics than
any other group thus far graduated. A
new man when we were, he grew, as we,
into the routine of life here on the Pe-

: ‘ nobscot, and displayed an unending in-
S WARLICK CAPTAIN MAcKENZIE . ! ; ”~ terest in our \\'cll:uic. His willingness to
) - . shoulder the load of yearbook adviser for
us, his class, proved conclusively that in
him we could have faith. ..

Acclaimed by the Midshipmen as an
Officer who knew his capabilities and fajl-
ings he was a [avorite among the deck
watch officers on the cruise, for his inner
yearning to help rather than hurt, boost-
ed the men along to professional perfec-

Li. Warren M. Holt, U.'S. M. S. tion at last.
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Senator Ralph A. Leavitt
OF PORTLAND, MAINE

MAINE MARITIME ACADEMY
BOARD OF TRUSTEES

Rarpa A. Leavrrr, Portland
President of Board
Cuarres F. Puiiiies, President, Bates College, Lewiston
Vice President
EpwiN R. ANDrREWS, Bath
Treasurer
HARLAND A. Lapp, Commissioner of Education, Augusta
PuiLir W. Hussey, North Berwick
CHAUNCEY Rogsins, Houlton
CuArLES K. SAVAGE, Northeast Harbor
ELery S. HArris, Portland
Craupk L. ALLEN, Headmaster, Hebron Academy
Oscoop A. GiLserT, Rockland

Vicror N. GREENE, Searsport
Hammonp T. FLyNN, Machiasport

Captain Francis X. Landrey
OF PORTLAND, MAINE

MAINE MARITIME ACADEMY
BOARD OF VISITORS

Francis X. LANDREY, Portland
Chatrman

Hervey Eaery, Bucksport

Secretary
Nerman L. Queen, Washington, D. C.
ARrRcHIBALD M. MAIN, Bath
Jonn Cass, Department ol Education, Augusta
CARLETON F. BRYANT, Searsport
Crirrorn N. CARVER, Searsport
IFreperick D. Foork, Castine
EpwARD STEININGER, Bath
Ricuarp E. Waite, Cape Elizabeth
Cuarres W. Karrocn, New York City
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iam W. MacKenzie

Captain U, S. M. S. (Lt. Comdr. U. S. N. R., Ret.)

William W. Warlick Will

Rear Admiral U. 8. N. (Ret.) Master Mariner, Oceans, Unlimited
SUPERINTENDENT Executive Officer
Commandant of Midshipmen
Director of Training
Commanding Officer of Training Ship




Crare J. HerserT, Lt. Col. U. S. A. F. Reserve

Finance Ofhcer
Supply and Maintenance Officer
Custodian of Buildings and Grounds

Assistant to Executive Officer
Engineering Watch Officer
Public Relations
Placement Director
Executive Secretary Alumni Association

Jonn M. Hocror, Lieutenant, U. S. N. R.
B. S., University of Maine; Madawaska
Normal School
Registrar
Deck Watch Ofhcer
Athletic Director
Coach
Football
Basketball

A. EbwARrD LANGLOTS, Jr., Lieutenant, U. S. M. §S.

: Francis MUNGER Roberick A. McLEon
Warrant Pharmacist Mate, U. S. M. S. Chiel Steward




NAVAL SCIENCE DEPARTMENT
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O1i1s C. Oriver, Lieutenant Commander, U. S. N,

Head ol Naval Science Department

Leo A. McInTosH, Lieutenant, U. S. N.
Naval Science Instructor

Rifle Range Officer

CHier GUNNER'S MATE ALLEN RoserT T. VOGEL
USSENG Chief Gunner’s Mate, U. S. N.
B D AV Tiehtenan UL SN N, Armory
James B. Davis, Lieutenant, U. S. N. Assistant Drill Instructor Naval Science Instructor

B.S., U. S. Merchant Marine Academy; B. S. Rifle Range

in Education, Boston University; Third
Mate, Oceans, Unlimited
Assistant Head Naval Science Department
Naval Science Instructor
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anuf.k'r M. STEVENS FrEDERICK W. WADE
; Iire (I.(mtrol Chief Yeoman Ist Class
Naval Science Instructor UUESENE




NAUTICAL SCIENCE DEPARTMENT

RusseLt. H. Terry, Commander, U. S. M. S.
Graduate, Massachusetts Maritime Academy,
Sperry Gyroscope Sc¢ hool; Master Mariner,
Steam and Motor Vessels, Oceans, Un-
limited
Head ol Nautical Science Department

Navigation
Gyro
Executive Officer, Training Ship

RosrrT W. BERGERON, Lieut., U. S. M. S.
UBEI ! ‘ Y Portland Junior College; Graduate, Maine Mari-
University of New Hampshire; Chiel Mate, time Academy; Chief Mate, Oceans, Unlimit-
Oceans, Unlimited ed; Shi!)ﬁll(‘l‘.\‘ School, South Portland, Maine

Deck Watch Officer Deck Watch Ofhicer Seamanship
Naval Architecture Communications
“B” Company Supervisor

Wirttiam H. McREEL, Lieut.,, U. S. M. S.
Graduate of Maine Maritime Academy; A. B,

Principles of Economics
“A” Company Supervisor

Joun S. LitrLe, Lt Commander, U. S. M. S.

Graduate, Massachusetts Maritime Academy,
New England School of Aviation (Weld-
ing); U. S. M. S. Officers School, New Lon-
don, Conn.; Chiel Mate, Oceans, Unlim-
ited

Rules and Regulations

Ist Lieutenant, Training Ship

Fire Warden

Cargo

Rules of the Road

Life Boats

Bill and Bos’
WirLiam Coomss, Carpenter, and VERNON HASKELL, Boatswain




ENGINEERING ~ DEPARTMENT

WirLiam M. Jewert, Lt. Comds., U. §. M. S.

Graduate, New York State Maritime Acad-
emy; Graduate, U. S. Merchant Marine
Cadet Corps; Graduate, Seymour Johnson
School of Aviation; B. S., New York State
Teachers College; First Assistant Engineer,
Steam, Unlimited; Third Assistant En-
gineer, Diesel, Unlimited.

Head ol Engineering Department

Engineering Watch Officer

Electricity

Turbines

Diesel

Training Officer, U. S. M. S. T. S., American
Sailor
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Marcorm C. BURBANK JosepH F. PETTERSON
Lieutenant, U. S. N. R. Lieutenant (ig), U. S. M. S.
‘ ¥ (.1";|‘(lu:|lc. Quincy “Trade S('Imo_l: Fort Graduate, Maine Maritime Academys;
Irumbull Training School; First As- Third Assistant  Engineer, Oceans
sistant  Engineer, Steam, Unlimited; Unlimited i ' s
Third Assistant, Diesel, Unlimited Engineering Watch Officer
Parkir E. Worrey, Comdr., U. S. M. S. Machine Shop l{.‘“ﬁ.'”ff'»_”'n yacOmeer
e : & ‘ngineering Fundamentals
B. S., Maine Maritime Academy; Chief En- Engineering Watch Officer “Recips”
gineer, Steam, Unlimited; Third Assistant, Boilers
Diesel, Unlimited; Stationary Engineer,
First Grade, Unlimited
Chiel Engineer, Training Ship
Relrigeration
“Recips”
Paur A. StEArns, Lt. Comdr., U. S. M. S.
Pratt Institute; Graduate, Maine Maritime
Academy; First Assistant Engineer, Steam,
Unlimited; Third Assistant Engineer,
Diesel, Unlimited
Engineering Maintenance, Cruise
Rules and Regulations . .
» r

l)r;lllling
Boilers
Auxiliaries
Steam Laboratory

BENNETT DUNBAR, Machinist, U. S. M. S., and WaALTER MAYO




ACADEMIC

HARRISON E. SmaLr, Lt. Comdr., U. S. M. S. (Lti;

U. S. N. Ret.)

A. B., Colgate University; Ed. M., Harvard
University

Deck Watch Officer

English

History

Library

ArTHUR S. FAarriEY, Commander, U. S. N. R.

A. B., A. M., Amherst College; Ph.
Princeton University

Head of Academic Department

Deck Watch Ofhicer

Physics

Astronomy

Meteorology

D.,

Douvcras F. Lispy, Jr., Lieut. U. S. M. S.

Graduate, Maine Maritime Academy; B. S.,
University of Maine; Second Mate, Oceans,
Unlimited

Deck Watch Ofhcer
Mathematics

DEPARTMENT

KenneTn M. Brown, Lieut. (jg), U. S. M. S.
B. S., Notre Dame University; Graduate

Study, School of Education, University of
Maine

Spanish

Purser

Coach
Baseball
Football (backfield)
J. V. Basketball
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Lt. Compr. ARTHUR T. Lyons, U. S. N. Lt. Epwarp E. WHITE, U. S. N. Lt. R. E. SEEBERG, U. S. N.

CATHERINE HUTCHINS LuciLLE FARLEY
Finance Finance

Lt1. WirLriam H. Ers, U. S. N. R. Lt. WARREN HovrT, U. S. M. S.

L1. (j6) Eric Svaicsen, U. S. M. S. F. C. Roy Suivers, U. S. N.
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JEANETTE PERKINS Lroyp FARLEY
SC('rclury to Admiral W. W. Warlick Director of Commissary




MAINTENANCE

ErNEST COLLAR
Carpenter

WILBERT GRAY
Maintenance

.

GERALD DAY
Carpenter

e g

BERNARD SAWYER
Maintenance

WiLLiam Mauer, Ensign, U. S. M. S.

Graduate, Maine Maritime Academy
Vice President, Alumni Association

ALUMNI
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GEORGE SuLLIvAaN, Lieutenant, U. S. N. R.

Graduate, Maine Maritime Academy
President, Alumni Association
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MAINE MARITIME ACADEMY
CASTINE, MAINE

OFFICE OF THE SUPERINTENDENT 7 June 1952

A FAREWELL TO THE CLASS OF 1952:

The Academy bids farewell to the Class of 1952 as it
leaves to teke its place in the life and history of our
State and Country. We give you with pride to the services
at sea, for we know your character and quality.

The experience you have gained in cruising and main-
taining the AMERICAN SAILOR will prove most valuable to
you in your future duties at sea. This experience and
the instruction you have received in the classrooms have
given you the foundation of the complete seagoing offi-
cer. Upon this foundation you will build your career.

Remember that you have been trained for a 1life of
leadership and that your associates will look to you for
leadership. Capacity for leadership is largely a state
of mind and must be cultivated. The exercise of leader-
ship is a skill and must be developed by practice. There-
fore, take every opportunity open to you to improve your
capacity for, and your skill in leadership.

You are the fourth class to graduate from this Acad-
emy which has completed three full years of training, and
which has received an academic degree. The proof of the
superior training you have thus received 1is yet to be
demonstrated. The eyes of our Alumni, the Maritime in-
dustry, and indeed the people of our State are upon you
watching for that demonstration.

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

7 w. Warlic
Rear Admiral USN (Ret.)
Superintendent.
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An ardent baseball fan, “Bo-Bo” spends
his spare time during the summer with
his ear glued to the radio rooting the
Red Sox on. When the'Sox lose, “Bo”
raves for a short time and then goes into
hibernation before anyone sees him.

Football season is a trying time for
“Bo"”. He doesn’t move around much,
but sometimes he gets bruised up a bit by
the opposition bouncing off of him.

“ B

Roland Joseph Belanger

Waterville, Maine

. ‘Bo-Bo’s” main objection to the cruise
is that, when they air the bedding, he has
to get out of the sack.

In the engine room, “Bo's"” personality

does an abrupt about face and he is eager
to work and learn. His bulk will be
missed both on the football field and in

the engine room.
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Timothy Harold Bernard

Auburn, Maine

Need a rock for the center of the line,
a good hitter for the pinches, or a fellow
that can fill any capacity and who is glad
to do it? In the Class of 52, we have just
that person. To procure his services, all
you need to do is to step onto A Deck
and yell, “Hey, Tim,” and you have him.
The Academy is fortunate in having
Tim, for he is the type of person that
every organization seeks and very seldom
finds.
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Though basicallya cheerful fellow, Tim
has had his trials (Math) at the Academy,
but he never let them down him. His un-
assuming manner places him high on the
popularity poll with both his classmates
and his instructors. Easily one of the best
liked members of his class, Tim is cer-
tain of our best wishes wherever he may
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Many people have left their marks in
the history of Castine, but few have left
as enduring or likeable ones as Wes. In
years to come, as long as M. M. A. exists,
Midshipmen will point out his sketches
of the instructors and relate again the
many circumstances that led to their
creation.

The Class of '52 will long remember
Wes and his arrival at the hallowed halls
of M. M. A. Who could forget his fa-
mous “Right Hand, Salute,” “Two”!,
and his submarine expeditions on “B"”
deck.

v

Wes is the son of a sea captain and is
determined to equal his Dad in this de-
partment. His ability as a deckman and
his knowledge of tankers will be of great
benefit to any petroleum company that
secures “W. F.” as a mate.

Wesley French Besse
Elizabeth, New Jersey




rainfall. In spite of all the complaining
done during the cruise movies, the many
hours spent by “Bleet” on his pet project
made them more successful than they
have ever been before. His time at the
Academy was about evenly divided be-
tween his duties as electrician and his
playing with the band and orchestra.

4

i 1
“Let’s go, Bleet,” is heard throughout
the ship as the movie projector suddenly
goes on the blink just as the villain takes
the heroine into his arms. “Focus it,
Bleet” rings out when the screen suddenly
appears to become enveloped in a heavy
{ {
Y ol
c <>
J b . ;
Lawrence Paul Blethen : |
‘ : Dol |
Bangor, Maine
Dana Liston Brouwn, Jr.
Abbot, Maine
Ready for whatever may arise, [rom a
party to a work detail, “Ding” has made
himsell popular by his willingness and
imagination.
8 IE. S IE A
Bind Engineers may come and engineers
? may go, but Dana will always stay in our
rchestra thoughts as a guy we'd like to sail with
Glee{Club \ 3 in any weather and on any sea.
=
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e d\(i iy ’ | '“1“1'1'[1!11", rings a wild cry through the
2 — \ WIS | night, and so “Ding” and his marauders

announce their presence to any occasion.
His fame as a fun lover has spread far
and wide; seldom indeed can you find a
spot where they have not at least heard
rumors of his exploits.
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Robert Edward Bruns An engineer from the word “go” and
Bangor, Maine darn proud of it, Bob is the kind of guy

you want to have on your side when the
going gets rough. He has many other ac-
complishments besides those in the field
ol engineering, the best known of these
is in the form of a sweet young thing in
Bangor (in which he is envied by us all).

As a third assistant, we are sure that
Bob will make the Academy and all his

classmates proud of him.

Once to every establishment there
comes a person who is a master of any art
to which he sets his hand. Ours came in
the form of a gift from the fair city of
Bangor when they sent us one of their
most promising developments in the per-

son of “Bob”.

“What do you cruds know about the en-
gine room? When I was shipping out as
wiper—", and then we would hear anoth-
er sea story from an “Old Man of the
Sea”. The funny part about “Pop” and
his stories was, although they were all
true, the engineers would never believe
them. You see, Pop shipped out once in
the engineering department and is now
a crack deckman.

Along with his fellow inmates of Room
8, “Tank”, “Abie”, and “Tilt”, Pop did
pretty well in holding down the sack
championship of M. M. A. He still found
time to be among the top men of the
class, and with his practical knowledge
he was always ready for any task.

» to‘(swam (@
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Pop’s cheery attitude and daily sea
story will be hard to do without, but
wherever Pop may go, his stories will cer-
tainly make as many friends for him as
they have made here during his three
years at “Castine-on-the-Penobscot.”

Philip Malcolm Bryer, Jr.

Southwest Harbor, Maine

£




“Damyankees”! Of course, Cal told us
so, on an average of a hundred times a
day. Always plotting an upheaval of the
Union forces that stole the glory of the
South, he grew misty eyed when they
played Dixie. We are sure that he will
collect a pension from the Virginia
Chamber of Commerce and retire to a
front porch with a mint julep, in a year
or $o.

Calvin Lee Carpenter
Newport News, Virginia

His face lit up with a four foot grin,
Cal could be depended upon to accom-
plish any task put before him, from
throttling the main engine to whipping
the math instructors at their own game.
Tops as an engineer, he shone when in
contact with people, as can be seen from
his platoon and from the friends he
made while here for his three year visit.
The grinning rebel will make any ship
he’s aboard the best ship afloat, but we
begrudge them his talents, for after all
that will remove him from our circle.

]’la@qp},eader A-1

Drill Squads, p
T N
Intramural } bﬂ)?*

Trick's En
o

Joseph Willard Carr

Bangor, Maine

A tall form moves slowly through the
ever thickening gloom in the engine
room, carefully making adjustments
where needed, and soon the lights began
to burn brightly once more. In this way
Joe shows his true worth, when knowl-
edge or quick action is needed at once,
he is always capable of coming through
with it.

‘sident, Propeller Club

S

tty Officer, 1st Class
V. Basketball

A staunch defender of the Bangor area,
Joe could often be found embroiled in a
vicious argument over Bangor's merits.
Not being one to back down in any de-
partment where he considers himself
right, yet willing to let the other person
prove his point, Joe is the ideal person
to converse with.

Joe's consistent good nature and opti-
mistic outlook on life will serve him well
on any job which he may hold, and his
all round ability will make him even
more valuable.

™

BOILER NO. 2

|
i
[




pag

. Smoke
— R
Kadet 1
wes !
. ‘
€5
%3 |
W’ . |
P 3
Bruce Raymond Carter
Franklin, Maine
The mainstay of our yearbook staff,
{

Bruce truly deserves his reputation as a
hard and steady worker. Once at work,
Bruce’s ability as an engineer manifests
itself and is put to good use in every way
possible. His cheery laughter and numer-
ous anecdotes will be hard to replace and
sorely missed in the hallowed halls of
M. M. A.

Strange are the ways of Midshipmen
and wild are their tales, but the greatest
of these is the tale of “Brucy” and his
Hot Rod. Many are the stormy days
when he dared the wilds of the Ellsworth
road and the dark and dreary woods of
Franklin, but in Kingston he never left
the ship.

“Who's a Middie, Brucy, Brucy!” rang
the battle cry at many of our smokers
and richly were we rewarded by the skits
which he put on. The Franklin Funster
was always available with a new crop of
jokes to spring on an unsuspecting audi-
ence.

Many great poems have been written
about many famous people, but if you
mention poetry to any member of the
Class of '52, it is almost certain that he
will be reminded of a little ditty which
starts, “When the frost is on the pumkin’
—". Then memories of Kaisers, bevies of
girls, and in the middle, “Rich”, will race
through his mind.

Though by temperament, a quiet per-
son, “T'he Dunker’s” other sell occasion-

ally broke through his wall of reserve and

proved to be a relished source of enter-
tainment to his buddies in the battalion.
His knack of quick adaption to any cir-
cumstance and his knowledge of techni-
cal subjects will make him a welcome
addition to any ship’s crew.

Though his sunny disposition will be
sorely missed by his friends and class-
mates, we all realize that Dick is heading
lor bigger and better things in the fu-
ture, and hope that we may be on hand
to offer our sincere congratulations when
he achieves his goals.

Richard Edward Castner
Bangor, Maine




Ask ten different people where the
crossroads of the world are, and you will
get ten different answers. Ask Ken and
you're sure to hear “Curtis Corner,
Maine!” One of the few people in the

Kenneth Merwin Curtis
Curtis Corner, Maine

world who knows where it is, Ken is the
best advertisement that a town could
ever have found.

Do you want a haircut, help with your
studies, a hand with some distasteful job?
Do you need a good laugh or some
serious conversation? Then journey to
Room 33, haul Ken out of the rack and
he will be glad to help with whatever it
may be.

Ken’s ever present grin, continuous
good humor, and his ability as a deck-
man, has endeared him to his many
friends and will carry him far, in his life
at sea.

e

“The Dodgers lose? Impossible! With
Newcomb and Campanella, they can’t
help but win!” “Abie’s” fanatical devo-
tion to the Brooklyn Dodgers and other
institutions which aroused his loyalty
Was a constant topic of conversation and

wonderment to all his friends and class-
mates.

Gil's duties as Football Manager and
his participation in intramural sports
took up much of his time, but he still
!n:m:lge(l to find enough spare moments

m which to become an excellent en-
gineer,

o, = {
oy

George Thomas Gilbert Dagg
Brooklyn, New York

His shrewd handling of the Academy
laundry and of various other businesses

showed his executive and salesmanship
abilities. The company which secures his
services will be fortunate indeed.

¢ AR IS




James Bradford Devine
Hackensack, New Jersey

“There’s the pitch, there she goes, it's—
it's a home run.” This was “Hooper's”
constant thought during the summer
months. A sport fiend all the way, Hoop
could always come up with the averages
and statistics of any team or player in the
leagues and especially, the Yankees.

Jim wasn’t content to be just a specta-
tor where sports were concerned. A
clutch hitter in baseball and a “deadeye”
on the basketball court, he sparked many
rallies that gave M. M. A. victories
when the final score was tallied.

The “Luck of the Irish” was with Jim,
and time after time he came out on top
of a seemingly hopeless situation.

With a hard earned background of
professional subjects gained thru count-
less “all night sessions”, and a keen com-
petitive spirit developed on the athletic
field, Jim should have an easy time bat-
ting 1000 in the years ahead.

“Maine was the best state until I moved
to Connecticut.” Quiet and unassuming,
unless engaged in assisting his room-
mates in ganging up on Alky, “Beav” is
the ideal person with whom to try any-
thing; from throwing a party, to experi-
menting in the engine room. Basketball
and other activities took up many of his
\lveekends, but not enough to prevent him
from traveling to Smyrna Mills and later
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to Bangor to see a certain young lady in
whom he was very much interested., Many
hilarious sessions were spent in room 11
engaged in shooting the breeze with
Beav and his cohorts.

I

Clifford Clark Eager

Rockville, Connecticut




“How are we going to win this game?
Why I'll pass them to death.” Though a
loyal member of the sack club of room
11 “Egg"” was ever willing to arise when
some fun was to be had. A famed “Mugg-
beater”, he could always depend on the
loyalty and utmost co-operation of any
men put under his command and could
be counted on to get any job done quick-
ly and correctly. His ready smile and
perpetual good humor made him one of
the most popular Midshipmen at the
Academy and will carry him through life
in the same way.

Always in a back seat at classes, “Rich”
proved his knowledge by never taking a
back seat to anyone when it came to prac-
tical work or ranks.

Richard Louis Egli
New Milford, New Jersey
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John Warren Fairbanks
Old Orchard Beach, Maine

books are full of pictures of “Banks” go-
ing through the line for a yard to make
a much needed first down for M. M. A.
The best way to describe his ability as an
engineer is in the same way, when an
extra spurt is needed, he can be counted
on to give his best for the cause.

"T'was the night after liberty and all
over the lot; Middies' autos were scat-
tered, not a car in its spot. But “Banks”
with pencil and clipboard in hand, soon
had them placed just as he'd planned.

“Banks” can safely be rated as the num-
ber one camera fan in the country. No
matter where he goes, he is never without
his trusty camera. Scrapbooks and year-
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William Francis Farrington
Old Orchard Beach, Maine

“Faraday”, nicknamed after the great
Scientist of the same name, is just the
opposite type. Whereas the original liked
to be by himself, “Faraday” likes a crowd
to shoot the breeze with. Though an
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ardent football fan he usually prefers to
get his exercise on the tennis court or the
basketball floor. As a devotee of the en-
gine room we hope he gets his ship and
the career he desires along with it.

The bases are loaded in the last of the
ninth with two out, M. M. A. needs two
runs to win and “Grodie” comes to bat.
Half the Middies in the crowd get up and
leave, figuring the game to be lost but,
to our great surprise, he brings the need-
ed runs home. This is a typical incident
from “Grodie’s” career at the Academy.
The background man on any team who
was not brought into the limelight, but
who was able to come through in the

pinches. He carried this ability with him
into the engine room and into his other
fields of endeavor.

It is certain that this often sought after
quality will stand “Grodie” and his fu-
ture shipmates in good stead in the years
to come.

Robert Earl Groder

Randolph, Maine




When some talented personality gets
around to writing a book about “Lives
and Times at M. M. A.”, one ol the [ea-
tured characters in it will be William J.
Gunn, alias “Bing-Bing”. Many are the
chapters which could be written about
this unique personality. The most hilari-

William Joseph Gunn
Forest Hills, New York

ous would have to do with his tales of
the adventures of “Rodney Rodney Rod-
ney S IIINot S REEAS ESERAnd Se kel ixsVon
Phuminik” of the Luftwaffe.

Among his many other talents, Bill
has the varied abilities which are needed
to make a top notch deck officer. He will
long be remembered among the Acad-
emy Deck Officers for his many methods
of steering during the 1951 cruise.

While not noted as one of the great
Casanova's of our class, Willie had his
own methods of charming the fair sex
(among which was explaining Tactical
maneuvers in the fort).

An able leader and a person that will
fight for what he thinks is right, Bill will
make his mark in his chosen field, be it
Navy or Merchant Marine, on land or
at sea.

Propeller Club
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John Merton Hodge

. Lewiston, Maine

duels on every topic imaginable; from
Easter Eggs, to Double Bottoms, to the
approved Haitian liberty uniform.

Popular with his class because of his
easy going, good-natured outlook on life
and his willingness to pitch in and lend a
hand, he has the good wishes of the Class
of 1952 with him wherever his travels
in the years to come may take him.

John “Jungle Bunny” Hodge was one
ol the more colorful characters that gave
their allegiance to the Class of 1950. It
seemed that he was forever engaged in
defending his musician’s art from the
bantering remarks of E-1. Harvey was
something special as trampet players go,
. being the only one we know who could
play without touching the horn to his
lips.
s Harvey's entanglements with the rest
of E-1 did not end with music. Through-
out his stay here, he engaged in verbal




Robert Bye Jewell

Cranford, New Jersey

“All right, so it is seven screwdriver
handles, it’s all Chief Engineer material”.
Once started on any subject, Bob is a
hard man to stop and, sometimes, a hard-
er one to understand, as he has a passion
for big words (the meaning of which he
actually knows), tossing them with gay
abandon into any conversation which is
graced by his cherubic countenance.
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earned lhc-go()( will and respect of both
with his knowledge, ready wit and ability
to bring about peace between the “war-
ring factions”. Many were the times when
some poor Middie at odds with the front
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office would appear in “Room 30" and
beg Bob to defend him, and few indeed
were the ones who were disappointed
with his results.

“Rosebud’s” three years' experience in
the toolmaking industry made him a
great aid to the machine shop class, not
only as an impromptu instructor, but
also as “Ace Trouble Shooter” in the re-
pairing and patching up of many pieces
of necessary machinery.

Bob’s many talents make him a rich
prize for any corporation. His classmates
will, in future years, have many occasions
when they'll wish that he was around to
offer advice and a helping hand in their
direction.

Mickey showed his ability as an execu-
tive and leader by his fine job as Master-
at-Arms, and later as Battalion Adminis-
trator. Spending much of his life on or
near the sea before coming to the Acad-
emy, endowed him with a wealth of
practical seamanship knowledge. This
background, coupled with his determina-
tion to master any task gives good indi-
cation that Mick will do great things in
the ycars to come.

v

A (lcs('ri;)li()n of “Mick”, just wouldn't
be complete without the word, women.
He attracted them like sugar attracts flies.
Mickey’s problem was that they never
seeemed to stick with him for long. That
is, not many years.

“Jazzer” could not help being one of
the best liked people at the Academy, his
perpetual grin and his good word for
everybody made people like him the min- |
ute they met him.

George Marshall Johnson
Bailey Island, Maine

Battalion Administrator
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M. M. A’s loss is the world’s gain, and

the world is really getting a bargain
when “Tank” goes forth. If Paul ever
decides he has seen enough of the world
and settles down, Dexter will have its
Number 1 press agent home again. To
us who know Paul, it sounds as if Dexter
is a virtual paradise and from what we

Paul Lawrence Kelley
Dexter, Maine

remember of the swell time shown to us
in Dexter on July 4, 1951, it really seems
that way.

In future years, the sound of a squeaky
clarinet issuing from some vessel is apt
to set any Maine Middie to wondering.
Investigation will probably show Paul
doodling on his licorice stick to wile
away spare time.

I[' Paul’s ambition continues to lean
towards the sea, some ship will have a
cracker-jack mate. If it doesn’t, some
company will have themselves a perfect
public relations man. Whatever the case
may be, we know that the Academy’s
reputation is secure as long as it has
alumni like Paul to represent it.
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“But, boys, it just ain’t logical!” This
phrase served as a stand-by to the Moose.
It managed to confound everyone in his
circle of friends at one time or another,
and was applicable to any situation, from
Math to Maintenance.

The self acclaimed better half of the
stable (Room 50) contributed his quota
of experiences worth remembering dur-
ing his stay at Ole Maine Maritime Acad-
emy. Few of us will forget his arrival at
the dance in Trujillo City in a native
horse and buggy, or his proficiency as a
helmsman on his first cruise. After all,
what's 87 degrees one way or another?

The Moose spent his [ree time l:l]fill_L‘,‘
an active part in engineering gab sessions
or curled up with a good book.

Jack Theodore Kneeland

Vanceboro, Maine

One of the original steam lab outside
machinists, Mrs. Kneeland's little boy,
Jack, proved time and again his ability
with the “Applied—Principles of Marine
Repair and Sledge Hammer Engineer-
ing.”

This practical know-how, coupled with
his likeable personality, will make Jack
a valuable addition to any steamship or-
ganization.




Joseph Laurent L’Italien
Chisholm, Maine

As “Lippo” always said, “It’s the little
things that we remember”—three summer
months at the Academy—working at the
dock every weekend. Such things as these
gave life a zest, or so he said. It is the lit-

Master-at-Arms
Band
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tle things that we will remember him for;
remarks that brought life to an otherwise
dead class, some hilarious trick that re-
lieved the whole class’s tension during
some especially important examination.
His comical side was supplemented by
serious moments when his work or stud-
ies were uppermost in his mind. “Lip-
po’s” merry laugh will be welcome aboard
any ship on which he sails and his great
mechanical aptitude will be a boon for
whatever company employs him.

“What's this, a test today,” “I know
I'm right.” No matter what the subject
being discussed “Litch” knew enough
about it to put up a sensible talk or argu-
ment.

Although he was a deckman, Litch had
been around engine rooms enough to
know when the engineers were pulling
his leg, and to put a stop to it. As a deck-
man he was a great asset to D-1 with his
practical knowledge of ship and their
equipment.

In his senior year, Paul showed his ca-
pabilities as a leader when he took over
the original “goon platoon” and made it
one of the outstanding platoons at the
Academy.

Any time Paul’s ship pulls into a port,
he can be sure that he will be visited by
any of his classmates who are around, :m(.l
we are confident that soon we will be
inquiring for him as Captain Litchfield.
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Paul Lucien Litchfield, Jr.
Cape Elizabeth, Maine




a great deal of “sea skill” and some agile
typing fingers.

To spend any amount of time with
‘Ralph was an experience which all of us
enjoyed and looked forward to, as he
possessed the facilities to make man satis-
fied with ideas of better times ahead.

As a deckman few could surpass
Ralph’s proficiency, either in book work
or actual practice. His high standing in
his class is a promise of the kind of re-
sults which his employers may expect
and are sure to receive. Our best wishes
and utmost admiration will be with
Ralph wherever his travels may take him.

“Guides Post” comes the clear ringing ; ‘
cry and it’s Ralph on hand, in his usual o i35, 3
fine spirits. 3
In every group there is one that is ever
ready to give a hand to anyone, anytime.
Ralph was ours, the [riend that you could
turn to when things just didn’t seem to
go right.
Belore coming to us “Yo-Yo" spent :
three years in the Navy, where he gained ‘ o \

Ralph Philip Lowe Sy i
Berlin, New Hampshire Py Ny k ] |
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Thomas Stanley MacVane
Long Island, Maine

Tom’s all round engineering ability con-
tributed much to the appearance and per-
formance ol both the Steam Lab and the
Machine Shop.

Whether he sails on a super liner or a
fishing smack we are sure that he will
put this ability to a good use, much to
the benefit of his employers.

“So your lights are out. Why tell me?
Go see Bleet. What do you think I am,
the duty electrician or something?” A
master of the sack and,of engineering,
“Lobo” was a popular man to have
around at all times. His mastery of the
art of sleeping while appearing awake
and of getting a job done while seeming
to do nothing, came early and served
him well during his stay at the Academy.




Robert Edmund Malaney

Gardiner, Maine

“So I'm a little chubby, so’s Dagmar
and she gets along all right.” Take every-
thing as it comes and above all, take 1't
easy, could very well be called “Biff's”
motto. Always cool in any emergency.
His way of saying, “Well, I don’t know

,’u

what's wrong,” and then going ahead and
fixing it, could not help but inspire con-
fidence in his fellow watch standers.
“Biff’s” temperament is such that, al-
though his slightest misdemeanor results
in violent repercussions, he just continues
on in his own cheerful way.

A voice coming from the depths of a
sack proclaiming that the Yankees are the
best team in the American League, that
he is the best trombone player in the
world, and that if anyone disagrees with
him, he will whip them in a game of
chess is a sure sign that “The Horse” is
awake and raring to go. Ted’s ready wit
and ability to talk on any subject made
him a welcome addition to any gather-

ll)g

Band Master

M‘E d S

| Glee CIILQ ,‘\‘4"
OrchesfrgbLeade’r b,
(it =‘ Gombd 1
_-—-_/“

'i:rtef 4 ,'
amu;‘al Basketball
rnt\ri’imdv(ll Fo?t{gall
j‘Dance Conumttee)
Kadet Kapers,

sPECTio

l’ropeller Club

Wherever we seemed to go to dance,
we would see the “Horse” sitting in with
the orchestra. Ted’s orchestra will long
be remembered as the best M. M. A. ever
had. Because of his many varied abilities,
Ted will be certain of success and of the
good wishes of his class no matter where
his travels may take him.

Theodore William Manduca
Old Orchard Beach, Maine




Always ready for any job and glad to
helb cut in any way possible, typifies

“Mac’s” stay at the Academy. His active

participation in many extracurricular ac-
tivities shows his interest and devotion to
all things which would improve the Acad-
emy in any way.

James Francis McAvoy
Cranford, New Jersey

“Hey, got anything to read?" was heard

from “Mac” at least once a day. Never

seeming to study, he somehow managed
to stay abreast of the current problem in
class or in the engine room and usually
could be depended on to come up with
an idea ol how it could be solved.

His ready wit and his interest in any
subject at hand, has made, and will con-
tinue to make him a welcome addition
to any gathering.
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“Attention on A deck,” rings the cry
lhmugh the musty corridors ol Richard-
son Hall and, as underclass side boys run
to assist him, our own “Admiral Jack
McFlee” tiredly staggers up the south
ladder and collapses into his sack.
Though grimy and dirty from a tiring
bout with the water system of the “Sail
or,” or from a hard alternoon on the
lootball field, he can still be depended
upon for some quip which will set the
whole building in an uproar.

John Franklin McPhee
Bath, Maine

His capabilities as a fine Engineer have
been proven by his appointment as Water
King on the cruises and as first assistant
to “Otto Diesel” on the Sewell B. Smith.
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Donald Paul Francois Michaud
Brunswick, Maine

When the horns blow up yonder, one
person you will be sure to find tooting
merrily away is Don. During our first
two years at the Academy we were always
“delighted” to hear him play, especially
his personal version of reveille.

When he is not busy with his horn you
will very likely find him either playing
a fast game of tennis or in the engine
room brushing up on some system. His
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fellow watch standers were ever grateful
for his ability to keep things running
smoothly and still make the watch go by
fast.

Not only is Donald a fine engineer but
he is also a master mariner, as his sailing
trips while at the Academy testify. Of
course the fact that he either walked or
swam back from most of them does not
detract from his proficiency as a cox-
swain.

/

_ "Here come the colors!” “Who'’s carry-
g them?” “Why ‘Monk’ of course, who
elsel” As color sergeant Mitch gave the
.-\c:l(!emy one of the snappiest and best
looking Color Guards ever seen in the
state, and these qualities they showed,
wherever they had the opportunity to
parade.

Always ready and willing to give a
helping hand (and arm), Mitch’s assist-
ance will long be missed by his classmates.
He could be counted on to assist anyone
in distress, be it rowing or 'rithmetic.

Grant was the innocent victim of many
practical jokes during his, time at the
Academy, but he always took them in
stride and. as often as not, managed to
have the last laugh.

The ship that gets Mitch as a mate will
get as dependable and good all round
man as has been trained at the Academy.
He will always have the best wishes of
all his friends and classmates.

Grant Lindsey Mitchell
Dexter, Maine




Once again the Boston Red Flops have
made their usual season long race at the
head of the pack only to sag back in the
last few games of the season and “Otto”
has donned his mourning band for anoth-
er vear. Owen can usually be found

Qwen Millard Morgan
West Paris, Maine

either in his room sitting before a desk
full of diesel books and gazing at a pic-
ture ol his beloved Polly, or down on the
sub-chaser trying to coax some life into
its stubborn engines.

Between diesels and Polly, “Otto™ has
a pretty [ull schedule, but he makes time
for ball games, orchestra rehearsals and
heated discussions on anything under the
sun.

Diesel Engineer

“Moon” joined us in our second class
year, hailing from New York state and
bringing with him more practical ex-
perience than the rest of us could muster
up if we pooled our resources. A hitch
in the Navy, a year at the United States
Merchant Marine Academy, and a trip
around the world as Cadet on a merchant
ship made it possible for Moon to jump
in with us and to maintain a standard of
work worthy of his years of sealaring
experience.

All of the gang will remember how
“Moon sailed his ship“ alone” up the
Bagaduce and how the engineers rescued
him, how Wes got tossed across the com-
partment one night and how Moon
turned the ship’s store into a profitable
source of revenue for the Cadet fund.

James Corry Mulligan
Rye, New York

This area will continue to catch
glimpses of J. C. long after graduation is
over and done. It seems that Castine has
a permanent attraction for him.

Always quiet, but dependable and sure,
Corry is a man that the Maritime indus-
try can always be proud of.




George Parker Paisley
Bath, Maine

“Sorry, Mr. Stearns, but I can’t work
this afternoon; 1 have to take pictures,”
was an often heard statement on Thurs-
day afternoons of our senior year.

While not always engaged in bringing
“Christmas presents” aboard or in simi-
lar antics, “Tilt” contributed more than
his share of gaity to our stay at M. M. A.
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In addition to his lighter side, George
was a much desired man to have on hand
when any particular tough job came up
in the engine room. His special desire
was to sail on a “recip” and we wish him
success and Bon Voyage.

As French as his name sounds and
proud of it, is a sound description of

“John.” “Boogie,” as he was known to
his better friends, was always ready for
any escapade; ranging from a night on
the town to settling down in some out of
the way corner with three other Middies
of similar calibre and letting go with a
few quartet numbers.

Always a good man to have on hand in
the engine room, he spent most of his
spare time on the cruises in or around
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the holy place. John was the man every-
body in his class ran to when they ex-
perienced any difficulties in math and
rightly so, as his near perfect average will
testily.

One of our better engineers, John will
be a credit and a source of pride to what
ever company is lucky enough to secure
his service.
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Joseph Jean Marie Plante
Waterville, Maine




OfF all the people who have gone
through- M. M. A., none managed, (ex-
cept for January and February, 1952) to
spend as little time in Castine as Roger.
His ability at procuring special liberty

Roger Henry Ruhsenberger
é é
Port Washington, New York

has been rarely approached and never
equalled by any inmate of the Academy.

A fanatic devoted to the “fresh air and
cleanness cult” known as deckmen, “The
Hawk” was nevertheless popular with his
whole class, even the engineers. His good
humor and his social knowledge made
him a much sought after personality.

As a deckman “Red” was equal to any
who have trod the deck of the “Ameri-
can Sailor,” both in bookwork and prac-
tical knowledge. As one of the few mas-
ters of “Ouija board” in the Class of '52,
he showed his ability to master any sub-
ject set before him.

A charter member of the “Hawk &
Horse” sailing team, Roger seems des-
tined to be master ol his late and to find
clear sailing in the years that lie ahead.
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Glenn Victor Seamans
Kenduskeaa, Maine

I know” statements at the most noppor-
tune times.

Always ready to lend the shirt off his
back, or the Academy truck to anyone
who needed either, he worked his wav
into the esteem of all the Midshipmen
and Officers by his willingness-to bend
his back to any heavy task and to get it
done right. We indeed envy the company
that gets Glenn as a Third Assistant.

Whoooshh! And off went “Rosco” in
the honey wagon, like a herd of turtles.
The Air Corps’ gift to M. M. A. was
ever in demand to spin some tale of life
as a soldier, even il Rich, Bo and Beave
did have to “prime the yell” so to speak.
Glenn came to the Academy, a regular
old duffer of twenty-four, and promptly
Proceeded to prove that old dogs do learn
new tricks.

An incurable laughter lover, Rosco
could be depended upon to bring down
the house with one of his prize “oh yes,




Robert Lewis Smallidge
Northeast Harbor, Maine

The person in the dress blue uniform
walked swifty off the gym floor, pausing
at the door only to wave to the crowd
and yell “Hi-Hi.” So ended another great
smoker “take off”” by “Niffy.” Always the
hit of any evening’s entertainment, “Niff"
made many of our smokers even better
than usual with his humorous imitations
of situations or mannerisms which char-
acterized our instructors and friends.

Varsity Baseball (Captain)
Varsity Basketball (Captain)
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“Nilt’s” smooth work in the outheld
and around the plate made him a wel-
come and valuable addition to our base-
ball team and his excellent ball handling
and shooting endeared him to all our
basketball fans.

It is a sale statement to say that "Niff”
took the Academy by storm with his many
talents and that he will do likewise in his
chosen field.

Whenever a rally was started against
our team in the late innings of a tight
game, you could be sure that you would
soon see “Spade” walk out to the mound
to put out the fire. A sure bet in any spot
whether it be in a ball game, at a dance
or in the engine room, he was often called
upon to give his services and as often
came through with the needed help.

o

As “0il King" on.the cruise, “Spade”
showed his ability as an engineer and his
sense of responsibility by spending much
of his liberty time aboard the “Sailor”
to iron out the defects in our oil system
or to take on fuel. The experience thus
gained and his willingness to work and
learn will make him a valuable addition
to any crew.

Lawrence Salvatore Sparta
Camden, Maine




kind of guy that’s handy to have around
on a long auto trip. His ability with en-
gines of any type was well appreciated
about the Academy, especially the fine
job he did on one of the liberty busses.
His great mechanical ability was the
needed touch during many long night
watches on the cruises, when no officers
were handy to give advice.

A heavy footstep in the passageway
and a deep voice saying, “Well, 1 guess
I'll go out and do a little work on the
trucks,” was a typical warning that
George was around. “Big Moose” was the

George Carroll Thomas
Union, Maine i P, 7
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George Allan Wentworth
Skowhegan, Maine

As a member ol the sack club of room
24, Al was not seen too much around
the Academy after classes. His ability as
an engineer was proven during many
cruise watches and also on his pets, the
running boats.

Due to circumstances beyond our con-

trol, the regularly scheduled “Skowhegan

) Express” will be discontinued for a pe-
riod of two months. “Al” found out,
much to his sorrow, that back doorsteps
are not places for nocturnal get-togethers.




Francis Joseph Williams
Waterbury, Connecticut

“Mr. Jewett, would you run through
that again?” Precision’s thirst for knowl-
edge was at times trying to the class, but
when his finished “book” was examined,
it would usually rank with the best.

When looking for Frank, the likely
place to find him would be either in front
of a mirror in the A-deck wash room or
swimming placidly through the surf any-
where in the bay.

The efficient manner in which “A”
Company operated throughout the up-
per class year was a tribute to his ability
as a leader and organizer, and to the co-
operation which he received from his
platoon leaders.

CADET OFFICERS

Left to Right: Ralph Lowe, Battalion Adjutant; Robert Jewell, Battalion Commander;
Roger Ruhsenberger, Battalion Administrative; ]. Corry Mulligan, Battalion Executive.

Left to Right: C. Carpenter, A-1 Platoon Leader; P.

Williams, A-Co. Commander; W.

J. Plante, B-2 Platoon Leader.

Gunn, B-Co.

Litchfield,
Commander; G.

Thomas,

B-1

A-2 Platoon Leader; F. ].

Platoon Leader;




Assistant Drillmaster, Jack Tamboer Band Master, Ted Manduca
Drillmaster, Jack Kneeland Assistant Band Master, Dan Ryba

Master-at-Arms, Joseph L'Italien Color Guard: Robert Bruns, Kenneth Curtis

Assistant Master-at-Arms, Walter Lord Grant Mitchell, John Fairbanks James McAvoy, Cadet Five Chief
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1st
Cruise

Kingston
Jamaica

Vera Cruz
Mexico

New Orleans
Louisiana

Nassau
Bahamas

=

Baltimore
= : Maryland
I ‘ New o
£ New York

’Ni aie
@in

\ Maine

2nd
Cruise

Port au Prince
Haiti
Cristobal
Canal Zone
Cuidad Trujillo
Dom. Rep.
Havana
Cuba
Hamilton
Bermuda
Norfolk
Virginia
Portland
Maine
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3rd
Cruise

St. Thomas
Virgin Island

Bridgetown
Barbados, B.W.I.

U. S. Naval Base
Trinidad, B.W.L.

Cartagena
Colombia
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CRUISE

KINGSTON, JAMAICA
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NASSAU, BAHAMAS
BALTIMORE, MARYLAND
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18 Rolled Out

After several days of loading assorted
trivia aboard the “Empress of Castine,”
we were at long last ready to push off for
Jamaica. Shortly alter dinner we cast off
our lines and our snow covered vessel
nosed into the upper reaches of Penob-
scot Bay. Within a few short hours many,
many ol us were well initiated into the
intricacies of the steering engine and the
bilge; here we were spending our first
night upon the bouncing water. Just as
we had been told, however, the water
is not always at rest, and before long
many ol us were cramming fistfuls of
crackers down our throats between
bouts at the rail. This manner of exist-
ence continued for a few davs longer
and then we steamed into the Gulf
Stream. On down the stream we went,
working, working, working, and yet it
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turquoise waters and skies.
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Hey, Chief!

Jamaica’s Muggs

the Bahamas. Finally we spotted the
craggy coast of Jamaica and sailed into
the beryl like waters of Morant Bay
where the hook was dropped and the
paint started to fly. Two days later, our
hull now black, we were ashore in Kings-
ton at last, but with nothing to do.

The stories that the upperclassmen
had told us were true after all, we fought
the battle of the beggars and shills hour
after hour, but we had fun. There was
the Myrtle Bank Hotel in which to while
away many a peaceful hour by the edge
of the pool. We remember, in particular,
McAvoy's sport at the pool, he never was
the same. The nearby mountains were
adorned with the lushest of tropical scen-
ery; the scenery wasn't so bad at the
dance either if our memories don’t fail us.
Of course there were the places like West
Hanover Street that attracted a crowd,
but we came through it all unscathed. We

was fun in this peculiar winter world of

One morning San Salvador hove up
on our beam and we started seeing land
pretty regularly as we passed through

L)

found too, that the Glass Bucket was un-
breakable even when all hands had plen-
ty of Red Stripe. We left the Isle after a
two day stay and sailed for Mexico with
memories of bumboats, Carter's backfir-
ing business venture, and those ever pres-
ent foolish pelicans.

After an uneventful westerly voyage we
arrived at the modern seaport of Vera
Cruz on the Gull of Yucatan. The first
thing that we spotted was the president’s
graceful yacht lying at anchor off the old
fortress that guards the entrance of the
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Harbor. We tied up at a modern cement
quay right handy to the center of town,
and alongside the Mexican Navy! Ashore
we roamed the city and surrounding coun-
try with but a few dolldts in our pockets
and still managed to return with some
money, even after spending like “drunken
sailors” . . . cerveza 12c! The roaming
musicians that would pound their ma-
rimbas for a few centavos added sufficient
atmosphere for even the most fervent
sightseer. Of course here in old Mexico
sightseeing was at its best. The sidewalk




Park and Buzz
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cafes that are an integral part of Spanish
existence, such as the Colonial and the
Diligencias Hotel, allowed us to sit and
watch the strange world go by. A good
many ol the boys went out and reveled
in the surf at the Mocombo, which was
living at its best.

FFar down at the end of the main street
was the native market. It was a maze of
interwinding alleys that housed a million
items in a thousand grimy stalls. The
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water carriers threading their way into
the compact market area on their burros
were besieged by those needing the pre-
cious liquid in order to slake their thirst
after a day in Mexico's broiling sun.
Blocks and blocks of this was taken in to
the full by our men who priced every-
thing from huarachos to gladioli.

Alter the rather odiferous excursion
into the Iberian world, many of us hied
ourselves off to the plaza where we took a
great interest in the circular courtship
system encouraged by the Mexicans. It

The Squarcheads Know How

was tough on the feet but many of the
Middies finally found a practical appli-
cation of Ken Brown’s beloved Spanish.
Alter a visit from the men at the Mexi-
can Maritime Academy we left for New
Orleans loaded down to the water line
with leather goods for parents and lady
friends.

After a tangle with the elements as we
came across the Gulf, we finally saw the
muddy water of the Mississippi rolling
by our bow as we fought our way up the
mighty stream, swollen to flood heights,
to the anchorage outside of the great
city of the south, New Orleans! Mark




Seven Miles

Twain was not wrong; we found after
having traveled his country dotted with
oil wells, pastured flatlands, and the in-
evitable marshes that we were further
enriched. The next morning we went in
and all but rolled over at the dock,
thanks to Rocky.

We went ashore at New Orleans that
afternoon, the French Quarter was real-
ly half the town, whoopee! Beautiful
women, great fiery parades, pulsing
crowds, Raoul’s, Canal and Bourbon,
and all those signs that said Jax . .. it
was Mardi Gras! The longer we were
there the better it got, remember they let
all but a stand by crew off for Tuesday
night? Things really got in gear that
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night. The streets were ankle deep in
“good time” refuse, particularly down
on Bourbon Street. Any time they want
to throw a Mardi Gras they can be sure
ol plenty of support from one ship. Our
band and drill squad marched, and cre-
ated quite a sensation being the only
military outfit that performed there, of
course they didn’t do for the parade what
the chorus line majorettes did, but they
were sharp no end. With a great deal of
regret we set out on “Ole Man River”
again.

WHAT A CERTAINOFFICER IN
CHARGE” WOULD LIKE YOU TO
DELIEVE ABOUT HOW \2E SPENT
THE MARDI- RAS

Floats . . .

And Still More Floals

With the current aiding us we rocket-
ed down stream past the levees, willows
and mudflats, and on out to sea headed
for Nassau in the Bahamas.

Finally we sighted the haven of an islet
nestled away in the Bahamas that we had
heard so much about. We steamed into
the harbor on crystal clear waters and
tied up at the municipal dock right in
the center of the delightfully colonial
town (you remember that pier with the
honey of a secretary in the office). Nassau

was a tropical pearl set in a quiet world
of sun tossed palms that reached right
out to you. Bay Street, the main artery of
the town ran alongside the beach,
through the center of town, and up to
the British Colonial Hotel, and was la-
den down with bicycles and hansoms. Up
the hill was the governor’s mansion that
has attracted so much acclaim over the
years. On the side of the hill all the
streets that led away from the water
terminated in a little park. Atop this hill

More Floals . . .

Does It Ever End!




Another Click
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The Start of the Monsoon

one could look over this flawless little
gem of the island lovers art, and we all
agreed that this was one of the prettiest,
and most picturesque places that we had
as yet seen. Many of us found a home in
Dirty Dick’s, a quiet British relief from
the world of jazz bands. Many of the boys
went over to Hog Island for their after-
noons and lolled about on Paradise
Beach; went to the Bahamian Aquacade
in the evening, and all in all enjoyed this
release from the hurly burly world we
had left behind. It was a pleasure to stay
there, everyone was so nice and friendly.
Remember the flurry of excitement in
Number One Hold? Finally we were
forced to leave this bit of tranquility and
return once again to the land of ice and
SNOW.

We left the Gulf Stream and entered
the gray green waters of the North At-
lantic once again, with that we left all
semblance of warmth behind. Steaming
up the Chesapeake Bay, our whistle cut

B, TIET LTS

the fog all the way, and then it lifted just
in time for us to tie up at the huge brick
wharf at the end of the docks. It was
cold, raw and foggy for most of our stay
there and there wasn’t too much for the
men to do. As a consequence every-
one was fairly glad to leave. Some of the
boys went over to Washington and took
in the Federal sights for a day or so but
it still was cold for roaming the streets
sightseeing.

During our stay at Baltimore, we were
inspected by Admiral Knight and Com-
modore Queen, and then (burdened
down with a ship full of loot milked out
of the Maritime Administration during
our stay) we left for the city of cities,
New York!

Soon enough, there it was, the skyline
of Father Knickerbocker’s own little ham-
let. Steaming through the narrows we
were awed by the amount of cement that
had gone into making of this city so far
removed [rom the Maine Villages to which
we were accustomed. We tied up at the
Navy pier and soon the leave parties took
off, all headed in different directions, but
with most of them winding up on the
Great White Way. We saw “Mr. Rob-
erts, “Where's Charley,” “Gentlemen
Prefer Blondes,” and “Miss Liberty.” We
went to Bop City and the Metropolitan
Museum of Art. We left our calling cards
from South Ferry to the Royal Roost in
Harlem. We went down to the “Village”
and to St. Patrick’s Cathedral. Some
dropped into Macy's and some made the
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The Land of the Free . . .

And the Home of the Brave
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A Welcome Sight

Bowery. Everyone saw some of it but
none of us enough. The seniors made
field trips to the shipping companies and
ships, and we saw more ships than we
had thought could get into one harbor
before. All too soon we had to leave for
Portland.

At Portland we tied up as they always
have at the State Pier and in what
seemed to be a matter of minutes the
men were making beelines for home and
a good feed. After five days we took
aboard a cargo of Trustees and govern-
mental personages interested in our wel-
fare and took them along with us to our
“Snug Harbor” in Castine.

We were home alter our first of many
bouts with that guardian of the deep,
Ole Man Neptune. . . .
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THE 1951 CRUISE

SECOND CRUISE

Port-au-Prince, Haiti
Cristobal, Canal Zone
La Guaira, Venezuela
Cuidad Trujillo, D. R.
Habana, Cuba
Hamilton, Bermuda
Norlolk, Virginia
Portland, Maine

Home Again

Jazz and Dunk

Inspections

Alter the usual amount of chatter that
precedes each cruise we started the super-
vision of the loading ol essentially the
same trivia that broke our backs the year
previous. Burdening our fair vessel down
to the waterline with gear and foodstuffs,
we left for the southern waters that were
our [riends of yesteryear. It was a lovely,
sunny brisk Maine morn when we poked

The Calm Caribbean

EN ROUTE

our snout into the sea lanes for this our
second tussle with the renowned briny
deep. We steamed easily down the rocky
Penobscot shore and soon had left Ma-
tinicus Light astern of us for the second
time. At this point the roll began and the
Muggs began . . . “to feed the fish.” How-
ever it was fun to watch someone else in
misery after our first trip. We were on
the other end of the stick all the way
around. Ve indoctrinated their virginal
dungarees into the intricacies of the ex-
tensive bilge system, watched them shiver
on lookouts and so forth.

On down the coast we went entering
the delightful Gulf Stream in a few days
and reveling once again in that balmy
blueness of sea and sky that makes our
winters at the Academy so bearable. As
usual though, things were not always so
peacelul. We had a few storms that threat-
ened to tear us asunder as we crashed
about the waves, “big brother Stearns”
pushed us a little on cleaning stations
and maintainance (pushed us right into
the bilges, remember those eight by
eights in the evaps?), and most frighten-
ing of all were those fires in the fidley
that kept popping up at the most unex-
pected times!

After a few more days had passed we
came into sight of Cuba, Cape Maisi at
sundown, one of the prettiest sights in
the Caribbean! The terraced mountains
of the cape that were swathed in the lav-
ender afterglow of a brilliant Caribbean
sunset offered a more than suitable back-
ground for the passage of the liner Em-
press of Scotland as she whipped abeam
of us running just offshore.




Where is Carter

A day or so later we were gliding
through Gonave Bay and preparing
to tie up at Port Au Prince. Here
we once again laughed at the Muggs
as their disbeliefs were shattered al-
ter they had been ashore once. It
was another Kingston, with the old
fairgrounds being the only modern
pieces of architecture visible from
the ship. Most of the men stayed
pretty close to the Thorland Club,
which offered unparalleled swim-
ming, tennis, etc., all of which ap-
pealed to them after ten days in the
bilge. Some made excursions into
the hinterland after local color,
(either that or cheaper Barboncort).
There they frequented such places

A Visit by the Episcopal Bishop

Ken and Bob al the Thorland

How 1 anzpl!l do you TeLw ThEM 10
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as the El Rancho that was being operated
by the Englishman who had operated the
Glass Bucket when we were in Jamaica.
Alter a few quiet liberties in this ma-
hogany heaven we bade farewell to the
home of Voodoo and thatched roof huts,
tipped our hats to a few of the coolie
like farmers with great loads balanced
atop their skulls and set our course for
Panama.

Alter a lew pleasant days spent rolling
gently across the sea we arrived in what
was to be one ol the best ports ol the
cruise, Cristoball We slipped into the
harbor past the mine nets that are still
tended by the Navy and tied up at a
gleamingly white pier that was indeed a
testimonial to the Navy. Coco Solo Naval
Base had made a hit with us even before
we got off the ship. The officers of our
ship saw several officers and men on the
dock that they had khiown from years
ago, and they all were loudly lauding
the Base. When we got ashore, we tus-
sled with the ever efficient Marine guards,
and haggled with the bus driver, we too
were well impressed. Ashore in Colon
we realized that here was sailor heaven,
it was midwayish, but not garish; to put
it mildly there was plenty to do. We saw
the locks in the canal, about which we

Five Star Oasis




El Piloto

“Doc” Howard

COCO SO/O, /Oanama

had heard so much, we took in a few of
the “exhibitions,” and peopled rather
thoroughly the hundreds of Panamanian
night spots. (Do you remember those
Canuck sailors off the Micmac. We were
an unbeatable team! I guess that they
ended liberty at a pretty sensible hour
alter all. . . . Torchies, Copacabana, The
Doghouse Bar and so on!) One could en-
joy himself fully on the base as many ol
us did, there was the C. P. O. Club and
the Officers’ Club with their doors swung
wide. We had access to the base pool and
to the soda fountain of gigantic propor-
tions that was so handy. Everyone was
in a stew to see to it that we had our-

The Big Ditch

No School Today!

Coco Solo from the Hills

PANAMA-
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selves a good time; we learned to mambo
at the Officers’ Club dance and perfected
it at the Strangers’ Club dance a night
later. Real people, those Canal Zoners!

It was with a great deal of regret that
we left the Canal Zone, particularly as
we lost McAvoy to the wiles of a maid
or maybe it was really appendicitis . . . ?
We rode the large rolling ground swells
to La Guaira in Venezuela where we tied
up, so it seemed, to the very roots of a
western Mt. Everest. Try as we might we
could not make out the top of the moun-
tains that hemmed this country in from
the sea, they were obscured from sight
by ever present banks of clouds that were
several thousand feet up from us. La
Guaira was a busy port that offered very
nearly nothing to the liberty hunting
Middie in the form of sights or entertain-
ment. As a consequence we all undertook
the trip to Caracas, the nation’s capitol,
high in craggy mountains of South
America. Whew! It was a hair raising ride
of twenty some miles that was taken for
granted by the native travellers. How-
ever, we were all pretty glad to get off
the bus and get back on ol’ terra firma,
particularly after the mechanical difficul-
ties that harassed us on the way up.
Caracas is a modern beautiful city that
throbs with business; a neatly laid out
central plaza forms the nucleus for all
business and traffic. It was with misgiv-
ings that we returned to the ship, this
business of looking down on the airplanes
appealed not at all to us, but we all made
it, even Bo Bo and MacVane with Besse’s
aid. Then (oh, boy) the government came




the Dominican Republic. We had heard
so much about it and it was evervthing
that they had told us and more. Clean,
cleaner by far than any other Caribbean
port that we had yet been to. We saw
the church within which lie the remains
of Chris Columbus, we saw the results of
Trujillo’s reign on the isle, we swam at
the beautilul Jaragua Hotel, and danced
at the Casa Quiva on the beach at Miss
Trujillo’s expense; here we saw the mam-
bo at its best, and enjoyed life in this,
the cream of the Iberian style island life.
We had division parades while dignitaries
from the island’s embassy came aboard.
Ol course we got back at them when we
sent our “Old Man” over to inspect them.
You know, this game works both ways. A
: . - good many ol the boys took off for
A - the Dominicana home out past the Tru-
- ol o jillo mansion which was indeed of ma-
jestic proportions, what with its shaped
trees lining all the avenues of approach.
Isn’t it a shame that the Carioca was out
ol bounds, there may have been one or
two that didn’t get out there, and what
will they have for sea stories when their
grandchildren are pestering them?
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The Inner Harbor

We bade another fond adieu and set out
for Habana, six days away, and six lovely
days they were, with the best of nature’s
displays available each morn and evening
as the sun came and went. Five days out
on this ocean of glass we rounded the
tip of Cuba and the next day put in to
port, and what a port, it ran Panama a
close second! Right in the heart of Carni-
val time, we were participating in our

A Mountainside Metropolis

through in high style witha bash, the likes
of which we had never before seen. They
stirred up a cocktail party and dance for
their merchant cadets and us; they stirred
it up and we poured it out! The Scotch
flowed like water and they must have
used a ton of hors d’ouevres, it was some-
thing like you would read about in a tale
like Mr. Roberts or something of that
nature.

This time it was with rather large
heads that we left for Ciudad Trujillo in
“Mac” and His Venezuelan Svaigsen

e ————— e

Look. SENORES NO ‘4ands

second Mardi Gras. We had never seen
a place that produced such constantly at-
tractive women, each one better than the
one that just went by! Here was a city
that was comparable to Boston, so it
seemed to us, only a lot better. Scollay
Square was never like'this, the Common
could take a lesson from the Capital
Square, and when they produce a
“Prado,” come see us! Here we pulled
S. P. duty for the first time and so saw
even more ol the town than usual. We
sauntered from the Hotel Nacional (which
was elegance itsell) to the Two Brothers
Bar down on the waterfront, stopping
in such places as the Montemarte
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Dinner Club (somewhat Monte
‘ : Carl-ish) and the world renowned
| ‘ e : =S “Sloppy Joes.” This we did and
< 1 were royally welcomed, being a sort
of police. Now we know why every-
one so liked S. P. duty. Finally after
bringing aboard a cargo of alligator
by-products we attempted to leave
for Bermuda. Of course being us, we
got hung up on a mud bar in the
harbor and tried the overland route
out, but after a little juggling we
steemed by Morro Castle and were
off for a dot of land lost in the
Atlantic.

Solid Comfort . . .

Hi I)addy

. ITS ALL RIGHT PETER, HES JUST : The Cruds
A Day at Macy's SALUTING Us.
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Well, we found it such as it is, and
found it cold too, particularly after three
months of summery bobbing about the
Tropic of Cancer. Here we anchored out
and had to go ashore in the liberty
launches. For our money it could not
compare with Nassau, but they did use
us very nicely. We found that Heinikens
and a round of darts at the seamen'’s
home was a pleasant way to while away
an evening, even if you did all but get
run over on the way there by those bikes
on the wrong side of the street. A few
of us out on S. P. were introduced to
Secretary of State Acheson while we were
looking for Jute, Dave, and Cecil, our
errant galley force.
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LO SIENTO SENOR BUT THIS AINT
THE TYPE GARDEN ME AND/ MY
BUDDY WHERE THINKING OF
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We were hot to go for we were coming
home to the States again. That was the
longest 500 miles that we ever saw. We
experienced the worst storm that we had
vet seen in our limitéd seafaring career,
even the Bos'n was searching for his foot-
ing and you know she’s moving then! We
groaned and creaked our weary way into
a welcome Hampton Roads where we
finally stopped yawing all over the angry
ocean and slid to welcome berth at the
Naval Base. Of course, running true to
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HE WANTS WIS MONEY BACK W SMTH.
He SAYS HE ONLY USED THE BIKE FoR
5 MINVTES
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form, we promptly lost the plant, ace
engineers all! Here a starving crew took
off for the restaurants and delicatessens
in droves, this hanky pank of running
out of food two or three days out of port
doesn’t go over too well. A group of us
went to the shipyard and Mariners Mu-
seum, and took in the sights of the city.
Things were pretty quiet all in all and
after being visited by Potsy Robbins and
other almuni, Joe Rose, ex-naval science,
from the cruisét next door, not to men-
tion our own Ma McLeod (keepin’ tabs
on Mac, were you?) we left for Portland
and home.

Upon arrival in Portland, coming in
with Paul Litchfield’s father as pilot, we
prepared for the annual onslaught.
Soon the ship was a swarm of visitors.
We found Mike O’Brien’s and a few
others and then all went genteel and
attended a dance at the ballroom of the
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Eastland Hotel. We doffed our bow ties
in the wee hours of the following morn,
and soon after, suffering from lack of
sleep, we took aboard a group of distin-
guished visitors and sailed for Castine.

... and then there it was a beckoning,
craggy point, welcoming us once again,
Dices Head . . . we were home!




officialdom aboard, all worrying about
us and our loss. Really, someone had to
do the worrying, for we weren't doing
too much ourselves, liberty every night!

:by :boc/e, /god[on \

| While we awaited developments the men

| ’ continued to leave their calling cards the
| city over, at all the women’s colleges, the

Boston Garden, Old Howard, Ferraras,

) The Stage Door, and so on. We took in

nearly every hockey game played in the
city, every change in the showbills, all
the civvies in the showcases, and washed
it all down with goodly tankards of ale.
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It all started vneventfully enough; we
lit the plant off over the weekend of the
Massachusetts Maritime Academy festivi-
ties, which wasn’t so bad for we were able
to intersperse our labors with ball games,
dancing, and the likes. During the weeks
that followed, we reveled in the near flaw-
less operation of our mongrel piece of 1< |

machinery, and then it happened . . .

After completing half the repairs s THE DEATH OF WOWER N8 3
deemed necessary in near record time TOSTON ¢ \a51
while in the shipyard at Boston, one fate- W Grnbirgda te lar Suteam 6 Bl T st s

ful night “Bo" and “Lip” had the dubi-

ous good fortune to be able to watch

$60,000.00 whistle gaily up the stack. A

real experience! During the ensuing )

weeks, we had more than our share of !
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It was worth staying up at night when on
board just to hear the stories that came
in with the liberty party, one taller than
the next, as the boys poured back aboard.

The food was the best we had ever
eaten at the Academy, fancy roasts, des-
serts, and so forth, prepared by our well
skilled staff of culinary experts, Stan and
Slim. Stan with his magic tricks and
dress blues was enough to keep us all go-
ing, but when Slim started playing Casa-
nova with Evelyn that was the frosting
on the cake. However all good things
must come to an end and finally we

coaxed the “American Menace” into op-
eration and in a cloud of sooty smoke we
lelt Curley’s metropolis to its own devices
once again. Nineteen hours later we were
back in Castine after a surprisingly suc-
cessful trip. After making the old scow
fast for the last time, most of us took off
on our Christmas leave and recuperated
for sixteen days.

Upon our return we commenced oper-
ations on the hulk with no idea whatso-
ever as to what the fate of the vessel
would be. There were all the winter
carnivals at the colleges, the new “Jam
session” at Waterville, dances the state
over, and so on to help us forget the mis-
eries of our first Maine winter in three
years, and what a winter it was! Snow all
the time, liberty parties late and held up
for days because of the blanket of white
stult that drifted over the highways. Mr.
Burbank and his trusty bomb truck were
the saviours of Castine, plowing night
and day; why even E-1 shovelled! The
“Horse,” Gunn, and “Boll Weevil” Car-
penter became toboggan experts during
this time, rocketing down Pleasant Street
aboard their home made equipment;
“Henry,” the “Monk,” and some of the
other “apes” found that the O. D. sery-
ing trays make pretty good sleds! None
of this had in any way an effect upon
life’s progress, maintenance went on as
usual, in the haphazard way decreed by
the “powers that be,” classes dragged by,
and all the things that we had learned
singly before began to fit together at last.
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Litch and Moon announced their en-
gagements, someone pulled a “Whizzer”
and stove up Oscar’s again, and we all
awaited further additions to “Ma Mc-
Leod’s Rogues Galley.” Somewhere
along the line they organized a blood
drive and we all got ready to give our
little bit for our country; even Rich!

In this fashion we spent our “Senior
cruise,” communing with the native
Maine polar bears as we navigated the
S. S. Richardson Hall through the icy
blasts that were winter.

To make a long story short our third
cruise started with a bang . . . and inci-
dentally that ended it!
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