
		
			[image: ]
		

	
		
			[image: ]
		

	
		
			The Voyage of the Rose City is a work of nonfiction. Some names and identifying details have been changed.

			Copyright © 2011 by Elizabeth Moynihan

			All rights reserved.

			Published in the United States by Random House, an imprint and division of Penguin Random House LLC, New York.

			RANDOM HOUSE and the HOUSE colophon are registered trademarks of Penguin Random House LLC.

			All photographs, unless otherwise credited, are from the personal collection of John Moynihan.

			LIBRARY OF CONGRESS CATALOGING-IN-PUBLICATION DATA

			Moynihan, John McCloskey
The voyage of the Rose City / John Moynihan.
p. cm.
eISBN: 978-0-679-64381-4
1. Moynihan, John McCloskey—Travel. 2. Merchant mariners—United States—Biography. 3. Seafaring life. 4. Rose City (Oil tanker) I. Title. VK140.M69A3 2011 387.5092—dc22 2010052485 [B]

			Jacket design: Christopher Brand

			www.randomhousebooks.com

			rh_3.1_c0_r1

		

	
		Contents

		
			Cover

			Title Page

			Copyright

			Epigraph

		

		Preface

		
			
			Part I - You’re Not Paid to Think!Chapter 1

			
				Chapter 2
			

			
				Chapter 3
			

			
				Chapter 4
			

			
				Chapter 5
			

			
				Chapter 6
			

			
				Chapter 7
			

			
				Chapter 8
			

			
				Chapter 9
			

		

		
			
			Part II - Sea StoriesChapter 10

			
				Chapter 11
			

			
				Chapter 12
			

			
				Chapter 13
			

			
				Chapter 14
			

			
				Chapter 15
			

			
				Chapter 16 - Epilogue
			

		

		
			Dedication

			A Note from Elizabeth Moynihan

			A Word About the Ship

		

	
		
			“When I was a boy with never a crack in my heart.”
—W. B. YEATS, “The Meditation of the Old Fisherman”

		

	
		PREFACE
by Elizabeth Moynihan

		JOHN HAD A GREAT WANDERLUST, which, I admit, I encouraged. But during spring break from Wesleyan in 1980, when John told us he would like to “ship out” in the Merchant Marine for the summer, his father and I had vastly different views of such an adventure. Pat was in his first term as United States Senator, but when he was John’s age he had worked on the New York City docks, then joined the Navy, and he cautioned that it might be a tough experience. But as a passionate former sailor, I was excited that John might sail across the equator or circle the globe, so I immediately set about helping him. In the middle of the night on the date he was set to sail, he phoned us from a deserted New Jersey dock with the alarming news that the ship was not there. As we talked, a car arrived, crew members spilled out, and he hurried off.

		Following his voyage, John spent the spring semester at Trinity College, Dublin, and then returned to Wesleyan in the autumn. He was accepted into Paul Horgan’s writing tutorial, which required students to produce a book. He hoped the journal he’d kept while aboard the Rose City could serve as the basis of one, a proposal Mr. Horgan accepted. Although John spent much time thinking through the process, by term’s end he had produced only a brief outline and a few sample pages for Mr. Horgan’s review, leaving the disappointed tutor with no choice—he’d have to drop John from the course. At their first meeting in the new term, when Paul Horgan unhappily raised the subject of the book, John stopped him by holding up 270 typewritten pages and asking, “This book?” He had spent the entire month-long break holed up in his room, writing. Mr. Horgan was pleased with his effort and suggested, with the comment, “Keep sailing—you’re on your way,” that John work on a second draft for the university honors program. He received his degree with High Honors in General Scholarship.
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		John Moynihan on the Rose City

		Pat was proud of John for making the most of the voyage and writing the journal; he loved The Voyage of the Rose City and hoped it would be published. But when I tried to read it I was appalled—how could I have put my child at such risk? His life had been in danger—not once but repeatedly! I was so upset and consumed by guilt I couldn’t read it.

		Pat retired from the Senate in January 2001 and died in March of 2003; then, the following year, John died from a fatal reaction to acetaminophen. In 2006, two years after John’s death, when I was still sorting through his papers and possessions, I finally read The Voyage of the Rose City. I was deeply moved, and so impressed by what he knew about people, the world, and himself when he was barely twenty. For almost two years I kept going back to John’s journal in my despair over his death. He was a wonderful son, a high-spirited, talented fellow who died suddenly just when he was about to start a new life in Australia.

		John’s voyage on the Rose City was the most powerful and formative experience in his life, and his account of it reflects his spirit, intelligence, and heart. I felt compelled to publish a limited edition of The Voyage of the Rose City to preserve and share it. It was a healing experience to take the pages of his loose-leaf notebook and drawings from his sketchbook and turn them into a book. Working with Stonecrest Industries, compositors in Stamford, New York, near the farm Pat and I had for almost forty years, was restorative.

		I had one hundred copies printed, and on June 26, 2010, the anniversary of the date the Rose City sailed across the equator, John’s brother and sister and I had a publication party with about fifty family friends. It was also the night of the June full moon. John and I called ourselves “moon freaks” because wherever we were in the world, when the moon was full we would try to find each other and talk. It was a curious and delightful bond; I say it’s due to his having been born on Galileo’s birthday.

		Shortly after this, Celina Spiegel heard about the book and called to ask if she could read it. She liked it! I am thrilled that John’s account of his experience on a supertanker can be shared with a wider public and live on. I am grateful to Spiegel & Grau for making this possible.

	
		Part I
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		CHAPTER 1
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		THE CALL CAME IN AT MIDNIGHT. One of the 12–4 watch banged on my door and gave me the word: all hands on deck to let go in forty minutes. Within fifteen the crew had assembled in the lounge on A deck. The Bosun shuttled back and forth between the bridge and the main deck, straightening out the logistics and trying to encourage a crew that was already tired and restless. This was it—within a couple of hours, all twenty-seven of the current crew of the SS Rose City would be committed to an overseas voyage, and only the executive board of the company sitting in the bidding room in Seattle could really say for how long.

		The 8–12 and 12–4 watches disappeared down the aft stairway to work the stern. The 4–8 watch (Billy, Jake, and me) and the Bosun shuffled down the main passageway and headed for the bow. The quarter-mile walk from the house to the bow took about five minutes. Along the way Billy and Jake briefed me on the job that lay ahead. More important, they told me how to write it up on the overtime sheet. “Every minute counts. Take ’em for all you can get. Snatch it up!” Jake would say, grabbing as if to lift J. Paul Getty’s wallet.

		Waiting for us on the bow was the chief mate, a tall, overweight man who wielded his walkie-talkie for all the command it could garner him. He and the Bosun conferred in authoritative tones at one end of the foredeck while Billy, Jake, and I leaned against the port anchor block, waiting to begin hauling in the five-inch-thick sea lines that trailed down from the gypsy heads to the docks below. Billy began to complain. Jake reacted by breaking into one of his comic monologues and cracking Billy up. Then the word came in from the bridge over the Chief’s radio, causing Billy to immediately affect an air of gravity. The Bosun mounted his short, fat frame before the winch controls and Jake took position nearby, working the lines on the winch roller. Such is the prerogative of old-timers. Billy and I grabbed the lead line and stood by. Below, on the dock, one of the longshoremen cast off the first line, and the Bosun threw on the winch. I followed Billy’s motions, dragging the line across the deck and folding it into neat lines along the starboard rail. The sea-soaked and brine-encrusted line grew heavier and heavier as we got to the end that lay in the water by the pier. As the eye of the line was pulled up, Jake yelled at me to help Billy, who was dragging the last twenty feet across the deck by himself. “Always back a man up!” This was my first on-hand lesson in the empathy among seamen. I grabbed the tail end and helped Billy stow it with the rest of the line.

		By the fourth line my arms were dead. The winch only pulled the lines onto the deck; we had to stow them away. But gradually a rhythm set in. Jake and the Bosun set the pace, Billy and I executed it. The Chief leaned against the bulkhead and watched. The Bosun was uncharacteristically quiet around the Chief, and the other two wordlessly obeyed his commands. On the other hand, the Chief was continually glancing up at the bridge, where he knew the Captain stood watching. How the body politic functioned for the rest of the crew was as yet unknown to me. I had but one concern: to shut up and watch what the others did and try to learn it all as quickly as possible. It wasn’t exactly the First Law of the Jungle, but the stakes were just as high.

		The stern was the first part of the ship to be free of the dock, much to the chagrin of the 4–8 watch, which always had to work the bow. The stern not only has fewer lines than the bow, but it is also worked by both the 8–12 and the 12–4 watches. Just deserts, as it turned out: The 4–8 watch gets three more hours of overtime than the other two.

		The port spring line was the last to go. The Chief, clutching his radio, stared at the dockworkers below. They weren’t going to sea. As we let go, they’d leave for home; that was the unspoken thought in everybody’s mind.

		The Bosun had been primarily concerned throughout the night only with the job at hand: Get the crew working, and don’t get into a beef with the Chief. Billy and Jake just did the work, trying not to think about leaving. This was going to be a long voyage. The Chief’s radio crackled: Let go the port spring line. For the last time the dockhand pulled the eye off the gypsy head and let it drop into the water. The Chief signaled the Bosun to start up the winch, and immediately our ears were pierced with the maddening whine of the outdated machinery grinding against itself. By now, neither Billy nor Jake had to yell out instructions above the roar—I responded automatically. The Bosun stared through his thick-lensed glasses at some undefined point beyond the bow. The Chief fidgeted with his radio and, with one eye on the bridge, surveyed our progress with a critical glare. Jake continued working the line on the winch, keeping up a truly magnificent semblance of hard work. Billy and I dragged the line. After a good five minutes the eye of the line finally slopped through the cholk, and the Bosun shut off the winch. It was now 2:30 a.m. The purring tugboats that eased us away from the docks would do all the work from here on out. With overtime money stashed safely away in our thoughts, we walked back to the house to catch an hour’s sleep before we had to go on watch at 4:00 a.m. We had missed setting sail on Friday the thirteenth by two and a half hours. No one said anything on the walk back. Everyone was tired. Tired and committed.

		By the time we were in the house and had climbed the two flights to B deck, where the crew cabins lay, the ship was sailing under her own power. The dark banks of the New Jersey shore slipped by with increasing rapidity. On deck one could hear the huge engine room, buried stories beneath the main deck, begin to hum. The entire ship started to vibrate with the awesome gyrations of the massive diesel engines that turned the two-story-high screw. While you sat in your cabin, lights off and a watch pending, the hugeness of the ship could swallow you whole.
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		CHAPTER 2
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		IT WAS SIMPLY A QUESTION OF ESCAPE. Life at the university had become so unbearably entrenched that the only thing that mattered was getting as far away as possible. Something motivated me toward the Seafarers International Union to get my Z-card and a job out at sea.

		Despite the sick feeling in my gut, that twinge every hitchhiker knows between the time he decides to hit the road and is actually liberated by a series of rides, I felt optimistic and recklessly carefree.

		Oddly enough, it was my parents who had helped me join the Merchants. As both a politician and former longshoreman, my father had a number of connections in the Seafarers International Union. Connections like that had helped a couple of my friends get jobs on freighters. This dream of a trip to any number of exotic lands, especially via so romantic and potentially lucrative a mode as the Merchant Marine, helped me to survive the last few manic days of the semester. It was in wonderfully ignorant bliss that I first became aware of the seaman’s world.

		At the union hall my contact, George, smiled when he arrived, shaking my hand and dropping a few pleasantries. He knew I didn’t belong in the SIU—any one of the cigarette-smoking idlers outside watching the call board could tell you that. But inside the organization, business is business. The union officials never talk outright; they speak with their whole bodies, letting out a few exclamations here and there to make their point. It is a nonverbal dialect that allows for discreet understandings between parties and prevents unwanted ears from listening in.
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		In this way George straightened me out on the logistics that go with obtaining Seaman’s Papers. The first order of business was going to the Coast Guard station at Battery Park and presenting them with his letter assuring me work on a ship.

		The Coast Guard station was classic Art Deco, sightly and genteel, a contrast with the attitudes of those inside waiting to get their Seaman’s Papers. The half dozen or so drifters who sat in the waiting room sucking on their cigarettes were much like their counterparts in the union hall.

		Many were ex-navy men, old vets who had yet to settle down following their discharge, or who couldn’t adjust to civilian life. I sat among them and smoked the better part of a pack myself. Periodically a gaunt kid in his twenties would call one of us behind the counter for the paperwork. The afternoon passed slowly.

		At last it was my turn. The kid gave me a stack of forms to fill in, and I gave him my Social Security card. Then a large black woman fingerprinted me and told me to raise my right hand and repeat after her. The next thing I knew I had been sworn into the Coast Guard as a Merchant Marine.

		With papers in hand, seabag packed, and a valid passport, I returned to the union hall. George was no longer involved in the process of shipping me out; Abe, the bureaucrat at the desk, had been left with instructions that I was to be “taken care of.” He took me into the main office and sat me before a desk while he left to arrange my job. I looked around, amazed. There in the office was the most disparate collection of journeymen I’d seen on three continents. A Rastafarian hustling his way into a flyout job in Costa Rica. A lithe secretary scolding a 330-pound bosun for improper registration procedure. Labor officials laughing with swarthy gentlemen in dark suits.

		Abe returned with my job ticket.

		“Ordinary Seaman on the Rose City. Leaves from Camden, New Jersey, early tomorrow for forty-five days in the Mediterranean.”

		I inspected the job ticket and felt a thrill of butterflies run up my spine.

		Abe gave me a hard look. “You’re John Moynihan. So far as anybody’s concerned, your father is a bartender on the West Side.”

		I smiled. “He was, you know.”

		“I know. Good luck.” We shook hands and I walked out accompanied by the furtive side-glances of those in the room.

		That night I made my way to the Texaco refinery at Eagle Point in Camden. I got there at one a.m. and walked out to the empty pier where the ship was supposed to be. Somehow I’d imagined she’d be there already, friendly crewmen ready to greet me with a warm bunk and a cup of coffee. Instead there was only the hiss of the massive refinery, and the cold. Around three a.m. a security guard found me huddled over a hot-air vent for warmth and told me I could crash in the office. The office was locked, but the hall floor was warmer than the wet ground outside.

		The dawn came and went, leaving the refinery looking like a madman’s Erector Set creation in the harsh New Jersey sun. I sat on a bench outside the office, smoking my last pack of cigarettes between catnaps. Eventually a few taxis deposited other seamen at the gate. They had nothing to say, either to me or to one another. They only wanted to get on the ship before they changed their minds.

		Then an old ’67 Plymouth station wagon pulled up with eight noisy celebrants inside. They spilled out onto the pavement, took one look around, and, seeing that the ship wasn’t there, jumped back into the car to the battle cry “To a bar! To a bar!”

		When the dust settled, the other stranded seamen and I went back to the business of killing time. Before long two vans pulled up, followed by a caravan of cars. I nervously gravitated to where they set up shop, and soon found myself drinking dollar beers with a couple of the boys.

		The topic of conversation was why the ship was so late. This was soon learned, with the flash of police lights along the river. A huge Wagoneer roared across the grass and pulled up in front of the vans. One of the two passengers yelled to a buddy of his by the beer cooler that the cook had gotten into a knife fight with the steward and the cops weren’t going to release the ship for another couple of hours.

		People were generally surprised to hear about the delay, but not the fight. One fellow leaned over to me and said he’d been on a ship in South America. “Pirates climbed up the anchor chain and stabbed the man on watch thirty-seven times in the back.” He chuckled. “The poor sucker didn’t die.” I drained my beer and reached for another.

		The ship did arrive that morning, though. She glided up the river, one huge, magnificent envelope of steel. Moving at a nearly imperceptible pace, the huge bulk cautioned into the dock. I could make out on the bow the distant figures of men scrambling madly, desperate to finish their final chore and get the hell off the ship they had been stuck on for the past four months. As I stood amid the vast wasteland of the Texaco refinery, the extent of the undertaking to which I was now committed was lost on me.

		Up the long pier we walked. And with every step the ship grew in size. As we stood gathered next to her, waiting for the gangway to be lowered, the ship became disproportionately large, stretching the laws of physics to impossible limits. Then, looking around, I noticed a silent, angry fellow staring back at the shore. I thought he was just one of the boys, but something about him was different. Then he turned and began to question me in quiet, suspicious tones.

		“What’s your job? Where’d you get it? What time’d it go up on the board?”

		I had no idea what he was talking about, or what the story was. I did know that somehow I was in trouble; the ordinary’s job Abe got me in the New York City hall was meant for someone else.

		I tried to bluff, acting nonchalant, as if I’d gotten the job by conventional means (even though at the time I hadn’t a clue how a regular seaman got a job). He knew better. He was Billy Mahoney.

		Standing on the port wing, watching the night grow slowly lighter, I recalled the scene as in a fitful dream, when unpleasant memories rise to the surface. Inside the bridge Billy continued to pace back and forth. The orange glow of his cigarette arched smoothly from his side to his mouth in rhythm with his step.

		When I had made my way to my cabin on that first day at Eagle Point, the Chief told me to report to the Old Man. I climbed the stairwell to his office and presented him with my job ticket. He was a cagey old lifer who smoked rancid cigars out of a stubby brown holder he’d customized and barked out orders in a severe New York accent.

		Before I’d even been in his office five minutes he asked me if I was related to Senator Moynihan. Caught off guard, I confessed I was. Then I realized that Abe back at the union hall knew what he was talking about: In the space of three seconds my status among the officers was drastically and permanently changed. The question was if, or rather when, the word would spread to the crew. That was an albatross I began to seriously dread. Billy knew something was very wrong with my story. He didn’t know what, but he was sure as hell going to find out.

	
		CHAPTER 3
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		THE WATCH CALL CAME IN AT 3:20. Again one of the 12–4 watch broke my sleep. Routinely he informed me of the essentials: (a) It was 3:20 a.m.; (b) we were still going downriver, so the lookout would be on the bow instead of on the bridge; and (c) the weather was mild but I might need a light jacket. I flicked on the light by my bunk and rolled over. The watchman closed my door and moved on through the corridors to wake the rest of the 4–8.

		Ten minutes later, Jake, Billy, and I had made it down to A deck and took coffee in the lounge. There Billy assumed position on one of the two sofas. Sitting at the coffee table by the door, I drank my mug of coffee and smoked one of my last Djarums. Billy squinted and jerked his head toward me. “What the fuck is that you’re smoking?”

		I explained that it was a Djarum, an Indonesian cigarette flavored with cloves, and as such discharged a distinctive, and lasting, scent. He sucked on his Marlboro and gave me the hairy eyeball. After a couple of minutes of silence he leaned back in his chair and let out a long stream of smoke before turning to me again.

		“Well, I don’t know about you, Monahan, but I’ll give you a try.” He almost smirked as he said it, his eyes again asquint, his mouth pulled back in a sardonic grimace. His tone was belligerent, but that is simply the way of the sea. He was beginning to know me for what I was: a skinny college kid who had snaked his way into a job. He was also letting me know straight out that he was itching for a fight. He looked away angrily and lit another cigarette. He wanted to know how I’d managed to get on a Philly ship from the New York hall. His buddy Ned had missed out on the Ordinary Seaman’s job that I had and was now forced to work as maintenance-utility in the Steward’s Department. Another of Billy’s buddies who had been sitting in the Philly hall for two months waiting on a job had also missed out—all because a kid from New York managed to get one of the two available ordinary jobs before the ship even hit the boards in Philly. So he just kept looking away angrily and sucking on his cigarette.

		There were only a few minutes left before we had to go on watch, so I grabbed a third cup of coffee. Jake left for the bridge, to go work the wheel. Billy lit up a final smoke before leaving to stand lookout on the bow. Because I didn’t know how to work the wheel I had to stand by to relieve Billy and stand an extra-long lookout. Billy turned to me again and in his angry way said, “First thing you gotta learn, Monahan, is that a whore is a seaman’s best friend; they take care of each other.” Clint Eastwood could not have matched his final angry squint and grim half-smile as he got up and walked out to go on watch.

		The lounge was a fair-sized room with a couple of couches, a few tables, and a library of forgotten books. Everything was metal and plastic. The tables all had half-inch lips around them so our mugs wouldn’t slide off when the ship rolled at sea. And everything was bolted to the floor. I had about forty minutes to kill before I had to relieve Billy. The engines below occasionally roared louder and sent shudders through the eight-story superstructure of the house. Other than that, the only noise was the electric burning of the synchronized clocks that were mounted in every room on A deck. I read The Log, the Seafarers International Union (SIU) monthly paper, until Billy returned.

		“The Chief wants you on the bow. The radio’s out there by the rail. Just call in when you see a ship or a light.” That was all he had to say. He sat down and immediately reached for another smoke. I walked onto the deck feeling more than a little confused. My primal fears started to prey on me and I was suddenly seized with dread halfway down the deck. Was it to the bow he wanted me to go? Maybe it was the bridge? Which end was the bow? Panicking, I ran back to the house and up the stairs to the lounge. Billy looked up in amazement. “What the hell are you doing here? You’d better get out on the bow before the Chief calls up on the radio!” I let out a string of nonsense in a feeble attempt to cover up my ignorance and idiocy. Billy threw another Squint of Death at me. “You know where the bow is, don’t you?” I ran back down the stairs and out onto the bow.

		It was lights-out on deck while the ship navigated the river channel. I fruitlessly groped for the radio in the dark, thinking it was mounted on the railing. Finally I realized he meant the walkie-talkie that was sitting on one of the forward gypsy heads. The wind rushed up and blasted the forepeak; the massive bulk of the ship churned up huge banks of water and cut through them with its iron edge. Farther downriver a glimmer of crimson—the lighted buoys—marked the dark river like lines on a highway. Several ships passed by, moving inland. Several more, the SS Rose City among them, headed into the rising sun and out to sea.
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		Weekends are money in the bank to a seaman. Unlike the selfless sailors of yesterday, the brothers of the SIU do not take in a gross percentage of the net profit; the modern sailor works a forty-hour week. In two four-hour shifts the seaman’s watch comprises the average eight-hour workday, and for five days he gets nothing but a flat salary, unless he works overtime. But on the weekend even his watches pull in double time. Thus it was with minimal complaints that the crew of the Rose City turned to at eight in the morning on the first full day at sea.

		I had been knocked off lookout at about 6:30 a.m. and walked back along the massive array of pipes that dominated the deck from the bow to the house. When I reached the lounge, Jake, who had been relieved at the wheel by Billy, told me to wake up both the 8–12 and the 12–4 watches at 7:20. It seemed the Chief had called all hands to secure the deck. Jake had made the Steward’s Department coffee at six and given them a rouse shortly thereafter, so by the time I grabbed a cup of coffee they had drifted down to A deck.

		The steward himself was a slow-paced old-timer, and the only black man on the ship. Insisting he be awakened an hour earlier than the rest of the Steward’s Department, he would disappear into the mess and fiddle with the various breakfast preparations. The next to make his way down was, generally, Pete. He had been the first person I’d met on the pier as we waited for the ship to come in. He appeared a congenial enough fellow, despite his redneck haircut and caustic manner. As it turned out, he too was a college kid who had used connections to get on the ship. There was a great difference between his lot and my own, however. First, he had shipped out before, for the last two or three summers. More important, he was maintenance-utility, or, in other words, the cabin boy, the least desirable job on the ship. After dishing out the meals and swabbing the officers’ mess, he had to go up to the C and D decks to make the officers’ bunks and clean their toilets. He never had much to say when he came down; he just sat on the sofa with his coffee, a preppy non sequitur.

		Then Miguel, the cook, would come up onstage. We would hear him from three rooms away, his maniacal laughter echoing off the bulkheads. The only holdover from the previous crew, this frenetic little Mexican had already established himself as the ship’s trickster. He had risen from the poverty of Mexico City as a boxer, working alternately for the pre-Castro regime in Cuba and their stateside colleagues. Playing the eternal jester, he would go on at great length about his checkered boxing career. He even carried a .33 slug in his left side, a memento of an incident with an angry husband that left him officially declared dead before he finally pulled out of it.

		Finally Ned would show up. Ned was not one to speak lightly, unless he was happily drunk. He arrived in the lounge that morning silent as usual. He had a singular appearance—his jack-tar physique lent him a knowing swagger, one he must have picked up from his days in the navy. He had a sharp crew cut and a single eyebrow that ran in a rigid, bushy line across the middle of his forehead. The way Ned sat down was an art in itself. First he would select his chair upon entering the lounge and then coolly saunter over to it. Once in position before his designated seat, in one fluid motion he would slip his hands into his pockets and, rolling his dark, sullen eyes back in his head, slink down into the seat while pulling out his pack of Kools. Before one realized, he had already lit the cigarette, now in the corner of his mouth, and tossed the pack on the table with a master prestidigitator’s touch.

		Time passed slowly on watch. Even when we were on standby and could sit in the lounge we were still on edge. The Chief could call up from the bridge at any moment and have us run the flag off the stern or perform some equally tedious duty. And there was always the fear of blowing it by oversleeping or forgetting to make a fresh pot of coffee for the next watch.

		Eventually the time came to make my rounds. I went up to B deck and woke the Bosun first. He had a slightly larger cabin than the rest of the crew, and
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