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A TRIP ON A GREAT LAKES

FREIGHTER

By JAMES OLIVER CURWOQOD
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N my previous arti-  about “‘those great, ugly shi V' ag

e y cles¥* Thave de- she called them, I am quite sive that
scribed ncarly all of my words were not receiveg

AR 'l every phase of without doubt. This little EXDeri.
SN TR Lake shipping, encewasthe lastof many that proved
'3 ’\(, %\ ~with the excep- tome theassertion]havemade before
4% £ tion of one, which, —that to nine people out of ten ¢

. ] .~ while not vital-
ly concerned with the story of our
freshwater marine, is still one of the
most inferesting, and perhaps the
least known, of all. That is the “in-

mner life” of one of our Great Lakes
- freighters; the life of the crew and
- the favored few who are privileged

to fravel as passenger guests of the

" owners upon one of these steel mon-

sters ‘of the Inland Seas. In more
than one way our Lake marine is
unusual; in this it is unique. ’
Recently. one_of the finest steel
vaclits that ever sailed fiesh—witer
came “up the” St. Lawrence to.the
Lakes.  Its owner was a.millionaire

* many times over. With his wife he

had cruised around the world, but
for the first time they had come to
the Lakes, T had the fortune to con-
verse with him upon his yacht about
the cfaft of ‘Gtler countres, and as
we lay at anchor in the Detroit River
there passed U THE gTeatest ship 6n
the Inland Seas—the Thamas F. Cole
of Duluth; and, addressing his wife, [
asked, “ How would-you like to taks
a cruise on’a vessel like THEE?"™

The Tady taugled 45 if such a sug-
gestion were amusing indeed, and said
that if she were a man she might at-
tempt it, and perhaps enjoy it to &
degree; and when I went on to de-
scribe some of the things that I knew
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least, our huge, silent, steel ships that
bring down the wealth of the Norty
are a2 mystery. They are not beayti.
ful. Freighted low down, their steql
sides scraped and marred like the
hands of a labourer, their huge funnelg
emitting clouds of bituminous smoke
their barren steel decks glaring in the
heat of the surnmer sun, there seemg
to be nothing about them to attract
the pleasure-seeker. From the dis-
tance at which they are usually seen
their aft and forward cabing appear
like coops, their pilot-houses even less,

" Yet fortunate is the person who has
the “pull’ to secure passage on one
of these monster carriers of the Lakes;
for behind all of that unioviting ex-
terior there is a luxury of marine
travel that is equalled nowhere else
in the world except on the largest and
finest of private yachts. These levia-
thans of the Lakes, that bring down
dirty ore and take up dirtier coal, are
the greatest money-makers in the
world, and they are owned by men
of wealth. The people who travel on
them are the owner's guests. Noth
ing is too good for them. .»Each year
the rivalry Dbetweern builders is ing
creasing as to whose ships shall possess
the finest “ guests’ quarters.” Behind
the smoke and dirt and unseemly
steel that are seen from shore or deck,
a fortune has been spemt in those




L tere not a mistake here?

|
iﬁ;
3
i

A TRIP ON A GREAT

ooms over the small doors of which
e reads the word “Owners.” You
aay climb wp the side of the ship,
-ou may explore it from stem to
ter, but oot until you are a “guest”
—not until the *key to the ship” has
seen handed to you-—are its luxuries,
ts magnificence, its mysteries, clearly
-evealed. -

My telegram read: “Take my pri-
vate. Toorn _the Harry Berwind
at Ashtabaa!™ '

It was sigiied by G. Ashley Tomlin-
son, of Duluth.  Thé Bérwmd 15 one

BiotHefirest of Tomlinson's sixteen

steel ships and is named aftet one of
the best known fuel transportation
men on the Lakes: it is a vessel that
can carry eleven thousand tons with-
cut  special crowding and makes
twelve miles an hour while she is
doing it. I reached the great ore and.
coal docks af Ashtabiila af a happy
moment, T T

Theother guests had arrived, seven
in all—four ladies and three gentle-
men ; and We met on the red and black
docle, with mountains of ore and coal
ahout us, with the thundering din of
working machines in our ars, and out
there hefore us, enshrouded in smoke
and black dust, the great ship that
was to carry us for nearly a thou-
sand miles up the Lakes, and back
again. It was a happy moment, I
sy, for I met the seven guests in this
wilderness of din and dirt-—and six
o them had never been abourd a
jretuiiter in their lives. They had
heard, of course, what lay bevond
those big steel walls. But was
Was 1t
possible :

Doubit flled their faces. High
oy them towered the straight wall
of (4o ghip with a narrow ladder
tacking Jown to them., At the huge

Wai slerricks whole cars of coal were
bebns difted up as if they were no
Mor: than scuitles in the hands of a
Yrome man and their contents sent
Mundering into the gaping hatches;
__Di?i\"k dust clowded the ar, settling
Mo hepsand winute particles on
Wty qend tleshi; black-faced  nien

o
Mouted und worked al the loading
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machine; the crash of shunting cars
came interminably from the yards;
and upon it all the sun beat flercely,
and the air that entered our nostrils
seemed thick—thick with the dust
and grime and heat of it all. - A black-
faced, sweating man, who was the
mate, leaned over the steel side high
ahove us and motioned us aft, and
the seven guests hurried through the
thickness of the air, the ladies shud-
dering and cringing as the cars of coal
thundered high over their heads, until
they came to the big after port with
a plank laid to the dock. Up this
they filed, their faces betraying- more
doubt, mworc uneasiness, more dis-
comfort as hot Llasts of furnace air
surred against them; then up a narrow
iron stair, through a door-—and out
there before them lay the ship, her
thirty hatches yawning iike caverns,
and ecverywhere coal—and coal-dust.
The ladies gasped and drew their
dresses tightly about them as they
were guided along the narrow proml-
enade between the edge of the ship
and the open hatches, and at last
they were halted before one of those
doors labelied *“Owners.” '

Then the change! It came so sud-
denly that it fairly took the breath
away from those who had never been
on a fréighter before. The guests
filed through that narrow door into
a great room, which a second glance
showed them to be a partor. Their
feet sank in the noiseless depths of
rich velvet carpet; into their heated
faces came a refreshing breeze from
electric fans; great upholstered chairs
opened to them welcomingly; the
lustre of mahogany met their eyes,
and magazines and books and papers
were ready for them in profusion.
To us there now camne the thunder of
the coal as if from: afar; here was rest-
fulness and quict-—through the win-
dows we could sce the dust and smoke
and heat hovering about the ship Like
a pall )

This was the general patlor into
whieh we had been ushered; and now
[ hung close behind the ship's guests,
watching and enjoying the amaze-
ment that continued to grow in them,
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From each side of the parior there
led a narrow hall and on each side of
each hall there was a large room—a
guest's chamber—and at the end of
each hall there was a bathroom; amd
in the bed rooms, with their brass bed-
steads, rich tapestries and curtains,
our feet still sank in velvet carpet, our |
eyes rested upon richly cushioned
_chairs—everywhere there was the
luxury and wealth of appointment
that a millionaire had planned for
the favored few whom he called his
guests,

Now. I retired from the guests’
chambers 1o, my. owil_private room.
1 am going a good deal into detail m
this description of the guests'quarters
of a great freighter like the Berwind,

~for T remember having been told by a
< shipbuilder of the Clyde that he could
‘hardly believe .that such a thing ex-
isted, and. L know there are millions
of others who have the same doubts.
The forward superstructure of a Great
"~ Lakes freighter might be compared
to a-two-story house, with the pilot-
_ house perched on top of it; and from
“the luxurious quarters of the “first
story,” which in the Berwind are on
. 4 level with the deck of the vessel, a
_velvet-carpeted stair led to the “ob-
scrvation room’' —a great, richly fur-
‘pished room with many windows in it
from which one may look out upon
the sea tn all directions except behind.
And from this room one door led into
the captain's quarters, and another
™y into the private suite of rooms which
5 I was fortunate enough to occupy -on
7 this trip. The finest hotel in the land
could nwot have afforded greater con-
veniences than this black and red ship,
smothered in the loading of ten
thousand tons of coal. In the cool
seclusion of its passenger quarters a
unique water-works system gave hot
and cold water to every room, an
electric-light plant aft gave constant
light, and power for the fans, Noth-
ing was wantiag, even to a library
and music, to make of the interior of,
this forward part of the ship a palace
fit for the travel of a king. Within
a few minutes we had all plunged in-
to baths; hardly were we out and
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dressed when the stewars
glasses of iced lemonad:
the black clowds of gvin
continued to settle
gathered in the Oiser
room, a happy party al ug pae
the inusic of mandolin

o
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Thie ship was loaced.
rose in rapid command,
engines rumbled and Jerleq
cables dragged the steel H-CO v
. . Virg
into place, and the freizhters \\'hgs"s_
echoed in long, sonorous blasts iy &
call for a tug. And then, frog hﬁl;
mile away, came the s‘ﬂ.rickin“-re'ﬁl-
of one of those little black giants aln}i
up out of the early sunset szlony p(:
evening it raced in the maelstion D;
its own furious speed and placed it_seii
ahead of us, for all the world ik , -
tiny ant. tugging away at a prey ,
hundred timesitssize. Lighis Sprang
up in a thousand places along shore
and soon, far away, appeared the
blazing eye of the harbor light: anq °
beyond. that stretched the vag
opaqueness of the “‘thousand-mile
highway" that led to Duluth and the
realms of the iron barons of the Nogth,
Once clear, and with the sea before .
“us, the tug drpped away, a shudder
passed through the great ship as her
engines began to work, our whistle 3
gave vent to two or three joyous,
triumphant cheers, and ocur journey -5

had begun. ,
1t was then that our stewards
pretty little wife, Mrs. Brooks, ap-
peared, smiling, cool, SeLgHtIully wel:

cOme, and announced that dinnerw
ready, and that this time we must
pardon them for being late. Out--
side, men were alrcady flushing the’
steel decksfrom lhuge lengths of hose,
the ship's lights were burning brik 3
Hantly, and from far aft, nearly a %
tenth of a.mile away, there came the
happy voice of a deckhand singmgin
the contentment of a [ull stomach and -
the beautiful freshness of the night.
Not more than a dozen paces from-
our Own quarters was a narfew deck-
house which ran the fall width of the:

a
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i hatches—the guests’ private dining-
room. 1t was now ablaze with light;
and here another and even greater
surprise was in store for those of cur

pitality which omne teceives aboard
13 Great Lakes freighter. The long
table, running nearly the length of
the room, glittered with silver, and
was decorated with fruits and huge
 vases of fresh fowers, and at the head
of the table stood the steward’s wile,
all smiles and dimples and good cheer,
| 2ppointing us to our seats as we came
ia. On these great ore and grain and
! roal carriers of the Inland Seas, the
H stewards and their wives, unlike those
i most other places, possess respon-
& sibilities other than those of preparing
J and serving food.  They are, i a way,
fhe host and hostess of the guests, and
must make them comfortable—and
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¢ the Berwind, there are both forward
8 and aft stewards, with their assistants,
'ho in many instances are their wives,
The forward steward, like our Mr.

i

%]Whoie ship and watches that the alt
il steward does his work properly. In
Hiaddition to this he devotes himself

nid about one hundred dollars a
month and all expenses, while his
Yife gets thirty dollars for assisting.

Lake freighters are usually those who
5 tave “graduated” ashore, for even
the crews of the Lakes are the best
id people of their class. Mr. Brooks,
K Fﬂf instance, had not only won his
%putation in some of the best hotels
i B the land, but his books on cooking

e widely known, and especially
dong the fresh-water highways. I
qlnf!ntion these facts because they
%ow another of the little-kuown and
usual phases of life in our Lakes
:ﬂarmo_ For breakiast, dinner, and
“pper the tables in the crew’s mess-
0m gre loaded with good things;
A ovepy fow hotels give the service

fhoe o N "
1hat i+ found in the passengers’ din-
3 g o
i
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L
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'TTnus. [rom the very beginning, one
e L - - - N
Teis with things unusual and sur-

party who were strangers to tlie hos-

“at home.” ©On a few vessels, like.

t! Brooks, is the chief, and buys for the -

&2 loyaily to the vessel's guests: ' He is:

Sohe must be good.  The stewards of’
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prising on board one of these big
stecl ships of the Lakes. While
towns and .cities and the ten thou-
sand vessels of the seas are sweeping
past, while for a thousand miles
the scenes are constantly changing—
from thickly populated country to
virgin wilderness, from the heat. of
summer on Erie to the chiil of au-
tumn on Superior,—the vessel itself
remains a wonderland to those who
have never taken the trip before.
Prom the huge refrigerator, packed-

with the choicest meats, with gallons

of olives and relishes, baskets of .
fruits and vegetables—f{rom_this-to
the deep '‘under-water dungeons,’”
where the furnaces roar night and day .
and where black and sweating men
worl like demons, something new aad
interesting is always to be found.
For the first day, while the steel
decks are being scrubbed so clean
that one might lie upon them without
soiling himself, the passengers may
spend every hour in exploring the
mysteries of the ship without firding
a dull moment. Under the aft deck-
houses, where the crew eat and sleep,
are what the sailors call the *'bowels
of the ship,” and here, as is not the
case on ocean craft, the passenger

" may see for the first time in his life

the wonderful, almost appalling, mech-
anism that drives a great ship from
port to port; for it must be remem-
bered that the " passenger” here is 2
guest—the guest of the owner whose
great private yacht the great ship is,
in a way, and everything of interest
will be shown to him if he wishes.
On the bottom of this part of the ship
the “‘brussels-carpet guest’™—as sail-
ors call the passenger who is taking
a trip on a freighter for the first time
—stands half in terror. There is the
dim light of clectricity down here,
the roaring of the furnaces, the creak-
ing and groaning of the great ship;and
high above one’s kead—an intermin-
able distance away, it seems—one can
sce where day begins. [Everywhere
there is the rumbling and crashing
of machinery, the dizzy whirting of
wheels, the ceaseless pumping of sieel
arms as big around as trees; and up
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and up and all around wind narrow
stalrways amdi gratings, on which men
creep and ciimb to guard this heart
action of the ship’s {ife. The din js
fearful, the heat in the furnace-room
insulferable, and when once cach half-
minute a furnace door is opened for
fresh fucl, and writhing torrents of
heat and glare illumine the gloomy
depths, the tenderfoot passenger looks
up nervously to where his eyes catch
glimpses of light and freedom far
above him. And then, in the expla-
nation of all this—in the reason for
these hundreds of tons of whirling,
crashing, thundering steel-—there
comes the greatest surprise of all.
For all of this giant mechanism is
to perform just one thing—and that
is to whirl and whirl and whirl an
insignificant-looking steel rod, which’
is called a shaft, and at the end of
which, in the sea behind the ship, is
the screw—-a thing so small that one
stands in amazement,. half doubting
that this is the instrument which
sends a ten-thousand-ton. ship and
ten thousand tons of cargo through
the sea at twelve miles an hour!
After this first day of exploration,
the real joyous life of the ship comes
to one.  Every hour of every day is
one of pleasure. You are on the
only ship in the world into every
corner of which a passenger is al-
lowed to go. - You are, in so far as
your pleasure and freedom go, prac-
tically the owner of the ship. The
crew and even the captain may nof
know but what you are one of the
owrers, for nothing but your name is
given to the officers before you come
aboard. Of course, the steward has
the privilege of telling you to keep out
of his kitchen, and the captain of
ordering you out of the pilot-house—
but they never do it. That guest,
for instance, who haunts the pilot-
house almost from morning to night,
who insists upon taking lessons in
steering, and who on any other craft
in the world would soon be told to
remain in his cabin or mind his busi-
ness, may be a millionaire himself—a
millionaire who is giving this line
of ships many thousands of dollars’

wortit ef Jreight cach vy

. arn, S!) 1
captain and the crew w1y, irfag?e
But. as I have said before, s I'Sl 2
cepled as a2 pleasture ang 3¢

dusy en the Inland Scas, j ... .35 a
trips on a_scors of Cand o
means muchawhen I
hatt’ T encountered
captamn,  and..that o y
f""'—w—_ 1§ M
feet _,}ut'h_ahm_a"tg who wos
ant _}g,]lxsﬂpass,egggrs.

S0, from the firsi day

. . . out, sy,
big stcel ship is an “‘open Houge t;

its guests. PForward ang aft of th
cabins, great awnings are stretche'-e
thick rugs and carpets are sp{neau'
upon the deck, and easy chairg a-d
scattered about. The captain ar;;:
his mates are ready with the

to a thousand questions. The

aﬁS“'erS
; . ¥ poin:
out objects and locations of fopo ot

interegt
as they are passed. There, iy the
late storms of last autumn, a gy

went down with all g board; g,
yonder barren coast, five ar six r;ﬁles
_away, the captain guides your glasses
to the skeleton of a ship, whose tragie
story he tells you; he names the Jjgny.
houses, the points of coasts, ang tells
. you about the scores of ships you
pass each day. He shows you hoy
the wonderful mechanism of the shi
is run froem the piloi-house, and ke
gives you lessons in the points of ihe
compass, and perhaps lets you trv
your hand at the wheel. And each
hour, if you have been abroad, you
see more and more how an ocean trip
cannot be compared to this, In 1
preceding article 1 have described
what you see and what you pass in
this thousand-mile journey to Du-
luth; how you slip from summer o
autumsa, from the heart of the na-
tion's population to vast, silent wilder-
niesses, where the bear and the wolf
roam unmolested; how great cities
give place to mining and lumber
camps, and you come into the great
northern lake where darkness does
not settle until after nine o'clock at
night. .
*But these are not the only things
which make a trip on a Great Lakes
freighter interesting. It is what yeu
cando. There are a dozen games you

BTt
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.an play, from hatch-bag to shulite-
yoard; there is music and reading,
seting and drinking—for the steward
is constantly alive to your wants,
always alive to add to your pleasures.
And there is excitement—if #ot of
one kind then of another. You may
be thriiled by the sudden alarm of
fire. abeard ship, and find yourself
burning with relief” when you dis-
caver that you are witnessing nothing
but an exciting fire drill; it may be
a wrestling or boxing match hetween
two of the ship's champions, 2 race
over the steel hatches, or—something
like the following incident.

One of the greatest sources of en-
tertainment for guests aboard a Lake
freighter is in the study of the men
and boys of the crew, for the average
crew of twenty-five or thirty always
possesses some odd characters. - Our
party was very much amused by one
individual, a youth of about twenty,
large, Tound-faced, full-fed, a young
man of unbounded good humor
whose two great joys in life were his
meals and—sleep. This youth never
lost an opporiunity to take a nap.
After his dinner in the mess-room, he
would promptly fall into a doze in
his chair, to be aroused by a dash
of cold water or some other practical
joker's trick; if he sat down on a
hatch he would sleep; he would fall
asleep leaning against the cabin: His
actions caused no little uneasiness on

the part of the captain, who liked the '

boy immensely. “Some day he will
fall asleep and topple overboard,”
he said.

We had come into Lake Superior,
where the clear, dry air exerts a
peculiar influence.
from the warm atmosphere of the
Lower Lakes, a person has dithculty
in lceping his cyes open half the
dinte up, there. We were off Ie-
weenaw  Point  when the thrilling
alarm was spread that “ Dopey,” the
sleapy yoully had fallen overboard.
The alt steward Dbrought the news
forward.  Billy had eaten a huge
Jinner and was taking a comfortable
sesta stordfirg, hodl leaning over the
aft rail, A mvament after passing him
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Coming suddenly
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the steward, returning, bent upon
stirring himn frem his dangerous posi-
tion, had found him gone. The ves-
sel was searched from stem to stern.
Even the passengers joined i the
hunt. But there was found no sign
of the missing vouth, and a deep
gloom fell wpon the people of the
ship. An hour later, one of the young
ladies approached the steep, narrow
stair that led down into the for-
ward locker, The mate himself had
searched this gloomy neook for Billy.
1 was a dozen feet behind the girl

and she turned to me with a white,
startied face.
“Come here—quick!”" she cried.

“Listen!"” . _ )
Together we bent our heads over
the opening—and up to our ears
there came a mysterious sound, now -
so low that we could hardly hear it, - *°
then louder—something that for a
moment held us speechless and set
our lhearts beating at double-quick.

It was the snoring of a sleeping per- | :

son! In another instant we were
down in that dingy hole of ropes and

cables and anchor chains, and there, - -

curled up in the gloom, we found
Billy, sleeping a sleep so sound that -
it took a good shaking to awaken him.
On deck he explained the mystery,
The passing of the steward aft had
aroused him from his nap against . the
rail, and he had wandered forward,
seeking the cool seclusion of the
locker. E :
While this little affair did not end
in a tragedy, I give it as an illustra-
tion of the fact that something of
interest, if not excitement, is con-
stantly occurring to keep the guests
of a Great Lakes freighter alive to the
possibilities of the trip. The night
following Billy's mysterious disap-
pearance, for instance, the two young
ladies aboard our ship nearly brought
about a mutiny. Before going into
the details -of this incident, it is.
necessary for me to repeat what I
have said in a preceding paragraph—
that the seamen of our Liakes are the
best-fed working people in the world.
If a captain does not provide the best
of meats and vegetables and fruits,
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and in sufficient quantities. he mayv
find himseif minus a crew when he
reaches port. Onedavas [ was lean-
ing over the aft rail, the steward ap-
proached e and said: Do vou sec
that ship off theret” He pointed to
a big down-bound freighter. '“No-
tice anything peculiar abous it?"” he
continued. Iconfessed that Idid not.
*1Veil, this is the noon hour.” he
went en, “and the sca-gulls always
know when it's feeding time, But
there are no gulls foilowing that ship.
There are a good many more ships
in that same line—and there 's never
a gull behind them. Do .you know
why? Tt’'s Dbecause the grub on
those boats is so poor. The gulls
have learned to tell them as far as
they can see 'em, and they won’t have
anything to do with ’em, and that'’s
the Lord’s truth, sir! Any man on
the Lakes will tell you so, and the men
on those boats most of all They
don’t take a job there until they 're
down and out and can't get work
anywhere else.” :
‘The more one comes jn touch and
sympathy with the lives of these men
of the Lakes the mare one's interest
increases; and it is not until one eats
and drinks with them aft, and secures
their confidence and friendship, that
he is let into the secrets of the inner
and home life of these red-blooded
‘people, which.is unlike the life of any
other scafaring men in the world. It
is when this confidence and friend-
ship are won that you begin to reap
the full pleasure of a trip on a Great
Lakes freizhter; it is then that the
romance, the picturesqueness and the
superstition of the Lake breed peep
out. Not until that time, for in-
stance, will you discover that these
rough, strong men of the Lakes are
the mest indomitable home-owners
in the world. A home is their ambi-
tion—the goal toward which they
constantly work. From the deck-
hand {0 the young, unmarried mate it
is the reward of all their labor—the
end for which they are all striving.
And there are good reasons for this—
reasons which have made the “home
instincet’ among Lake sailors almost a
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- loved ones Godspeed.  All of ey,

- flash in the darkness, and his he,

-to him.  And in the hours of day it i

matter of herediny,
Inland Seas ar
steht of laud.
of coast a mike or s
a point stretching o
shores of some of 1.,
streams 1t Anerien.
there 13 land within
aphore or “whistle™
passmg vessels, there pees)
homes of those who run ¢,
our fresh-water marig
Perhaps for a whole e
or cight months) tle Lajs
no epportunity of. visiting his fap.
Yet every week or so he seps his
and his wife and children frgp,.
deck of his ship. It is eqgy £0r the,
ashore to learn from the g0
officers when 2 certain vesse] i ,;
to pass, aud at that hour w
sweethearts, friends ang
assemble on the shore i

Leo
Ves gnyg
Chi!dr,‘.-\

big

sels on the Lakes have ihe; priv
code, of signals. Perhaps in the st
nours of night, the sleeping wify
aroused by the deep, distant T0ar f
the freighter’s voice. For 2 momen.
she listens, and it comes again-»—an-‘-}—
from out there in the night she knows
that her husband is tatking to her-
and the husband, his eves turnei
longingly ashore, sees a light sudde

grows lighter and happier in i
token of love and faith thathascome

Lick

more beautiful still; and the passen-
gers and crew draw away, leaving ;
man alone at the rail, while the wie
holds up their baby for the father =a
see, and throws him kisses, and there
is the silence of voiceless, breathivss
suspense on the deck that the fain:
voice of the wormnan, or the happy cris
of the children may reach the hus
bard and father, whose words thuader
back ir megaphone greeting. It i
beautiful and yet it is pathetic, this
constant union of the people of
Lake breed. And the pathos €T
mostly when there is no answer from
the little home ashore, for it is then
that visions of sickness, of mistoriunc
or possibly of neglect cast their gloest.




