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Members of Commander Serafinn’s New Bridge 
 

(Reading from port to starboard) 
 

P/Lt/C Hezikeigh Elliot Lt/C Abraham Johnson Lt/C Amy E. Hawley Lt/C Paul Stein 
Lt/C Franz Alvarez Lt/C Troy Sill (D/C Richard Swackhamer, AP)  

Cdr Serafinn Lt Jeni Mihos Lt Mark McKay 
 
  
 
 

Inside this issue!  
 -“RMS Empress of Ireland 
     (A Forgotten tragedy)” 
  -The New Launch Boy 
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COMMANDER   
C Patricia Serafinn, JN 
2500 Johnson Ave, 10R 
Riverdale, NY 10463 
ps@serafinnlaw.com 
 
 
EXECUTIVE OFFICER 
Lt/C Troy Sill, S 
208 Centre Ave 2A 
New Rochelle, NY 10805 
Cell: 646.236.1645 
TroySill@hotmail.com 
 
EDUCATIONAL 
OFFICER 
Lt/C Franz Alvarez, JN 
541 Pelham Rd, Apt 5B 
New Rochelle, NY 10805 
 
 

ADMINISTRATIVE  
OFFICER   
Lt/C Paul Stein, AP 
221 Seaman Ave 
New York, NY 10034 
212 942 2292 
PStein9422@aol.com 
  
SECRETARY 
Lt/C Amy E. Hawley, P  
73-44 Austin St, Apt 5T 
Forest Hills, NY 11375 
718.309.5734 
amyehawley@gmail.com 
 
TREASURER 
Lt/C Abraham Johnson, S 
2944 Throop Ave 
Bronx, NY 10469  
718.231.8594 
abe312@aol.com 
 
 
 
Newsletter Editor  
Lt/C Troy Sill, S 
(Zelda Isabel Sill, summer intern) 
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ear Members: 
 I wish to again thank P/C 
Susanna Taylor and her Bridge Officers 
for a successful 27th Watch, and for ful-
filling their goal of Unity, Diversity and 
Education.  A fine job!  Thank you so 

very much. 
Our theme this year is “BOAT” -- Building on a Tradi-
tion.  The USPS was organized in 1914.  The City Island 
squadron, chartered in 1982, sprang from the Bronx 
Squadron which formed in 1946.  We have had a long 
association with USPS objectives: community service, 
continuing education, and enjoying the friendship and 
camaraderie of our fellow members. 
To continue to thrive as an organization requires adher-
ing to our core values, as above, as well as adapting to 
changing times and anticipating the future needs of our 
membership.  We can never “go back to the way things 
were” nor would we want to, because those days are 
indeed behind us, not ahead.  We can however build 
upon our traditions, taking the best as the foundation for 
a modern-day squadron. 
So, here we are again, at the start of a new Watch, ea-
gerly anticipating another year of boating, social events, 
educational offerings and growing friendships.  Where 
we go in this, the 28th Watch, shall be as much deter-
mined by you the members, as it will be by the work of 
the Bridge and Executive Committee. 
As a volunteer organization, CISPS’ administration and 
public works are accomplished through the cooperative 
efforts of its members.  We currently have approxi-
mately 140 members, about 30% of whom are shoulder-
ing all of the efforts needed to run the Squadron.  We 
very much appreciate the work done by those past and 
present who have volunteered to serve.  Some members 
have served continuously during their years in the 
Squadron, and some have served in the past, and some, 
not as yet. 
In my view, we all must assume some portion of the 
work and responsibility each and every year to keep our 
squadron strong and relevant.  This means in real terms 
that every member should plan to dedicate at least a few 
hours’ time over the course of the year toward the needs 
of the Squadron. 
Here are just some of the ways for you to actively con-
tribute to your Squadron: 

Take one of our many boating courses. Great 
value for low cost and it is fun.  CISPS is very 
fortunate to have instructors for each of the 
USPS courses and electives. Promote and sup-
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port education. 
Become a USPS Certified Instructor – share your knowledge and skills. 
Volunteer for a committee, for example, website maintenance, safety, or development 
Write/illustrate for one of our publications – got talent, share it. 
Regularly attend General Meetings: make and grow friendships, share information, vote on important is-

sues, buy a 50/50 ticket. 
Volunteer to help set up for a General Meeting: get there early and set up the flags, podium, dais, arrange 

seating & tables 
Volunteer to be part of the clean-up crew after a meeting or activity: stay a few minutes to take down and 

store the flags, podium, tables, stack chairs, police the area. 
Attend CISPS social & boating activities – with good attendance, we can obtain the best locations and best 

rates. 
Volunteer to help in the production of our social & boating activities – plan, create, advertise, set-up, clean 

up 
Promote CISPS in your community – brochures, flyers, invite guests 
Donate other goods and services – for example, items for door prizes, or computer equipment, coffee urns, 

office supplies, teaching aids…. 
 

Please sign-up to volunteer today.  Please email or call a Bridge Officer, or call the CISPS Info 
Line (718-796-6515), or use the coupon below to indicate your areas of interest.  Your service 
will be both appreciated and rewarding. 
 
Best to all, 
Cdr. Patricia A.M. Serafinn, JN 
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
Yes, Commander, I am ready to serve the Squadron this year. 
Name: _____________________________________   Phone: __________________________ 
I am interested in working on the following committees/ areas: 
___________________________ 
_____________________________________________________________________________ 
Call upon me if I can be of help -- I have the following skills/experience/interests: 
___ Accounting/Finance   ___Fund Raising/Development ___ Photography  
___Advertising/Marketing Skills  ___Government/Military   ___ Printing/
Publishing  
___Art/Drawing/Drafting   ___Hotel/Transportation Ind.  ___ Public Relations  
___Computers/Audio Visual   ___Law     ___Purchasing  
___Education/Instruction/Admin ___Management/Personnel  ___ Religion  
___Event Planning   ___ Medicine/Nursing  ___ Writing/Editing 
___Grant Writing   ___Other: 
_____________________________________________________________________________ 
Return to: Cdr. Patricia A.M. Serafinn, JN 
  2500 Johnson Avenue – 10R 
  Riverdale, NY 10463 
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Please forward any news tidbits you think should 
be included in the newsletter.  We need your 

help!   
 

Troysill@hotmail.com 

nother Watch has started, and I am 
honored to be serving again with 
another remarkable commander.  
Pat was a committed Executive   
Officer, and a stalwart supporter 

of Commander Taylor.  She will no doubt will be 
even more successful as commander. 
 Supporting her are a group of people 
whom I am grateful to count as colleagues and 
friends.  Amy  Hawley’s organizational skills as 
Secretary are a marvel to behold.  Franz Alvarez  
handles the educational division with a quiet 
aplomb that belies the difficulties of this office.  
Paul Stein’s good humor and common sense are 
indispensable during board meetings.  Abe John-
son, the new guy on the bridge, is so affable and 
willing to help you can’t help but feel great in his 
company, and Pat’s decision to reach out to 
bridge veteran Hezikeigh Elliot to serve as Flag 
Lieutenant was  a masterstroke.   
 I am equally excited by the great people 
“waiting in the wings.”   My three-year-old, 
Zelda, raves about Jeni Mihos and Mark McKay, 
both are wonderful people whom our squadron is 
so lucky to have. 
 This short list of people who volunteer 
their time represents only a small handful of the 
indispensable few who do so much of the heavy 
lifting at City Island Sail and Power Squadron.  
To those listed above, and all the others who help 
the commander in running this squadron, thank 
you!   
 
      
                -Troy Sill   
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· Congratulations to Ed Shimansky on his re-
tirement.  Ed, does this mean you can take 
more CISPS jobs?? 

 
· Reverend Dolores McKay, wife of Past Cdr 

Harrison McKay was installed as Associate 
Pastor of United Lutheran Church and elected 
as Chaplain of The Wartburg Adult Care 
Community.  Congratulations! 

 
· Welcome to City Island Sail and Power 

Squadron: Haakon Bruun, Jay D’Angelo, 
Harry DeMarzi, Patricia Mooney, Teo Gar-
cia, Robby Pearson, Robert Pearson, Marlene 
Rodman, Zachary Schweter, and Michael 
Verde, Marie Verde.  We are so glad your are 
with us! 

������� �
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The squadron was stunned and deeply 
saddened by the sudden loss of  STF/C 
Peg F. Morton on 21st August. Peg was a 
dear friend and one of our  former com-
manders.   
 In her professional life, Doctor 
Morton was an instructor and counselor 
at Presten High School, a private pre-
paratory school established by the Sisters 
of Divine Compassion. 
 In the squadron, members fondly 
remember Peg as a good friend, an ener-
getic teacher, an able bridge officer and 
as a more than capable commander.   
 As SEO, she was honored in 
2009 by the United States Power Squad-
rons by being awarded the Charles F. 
Chapman Award for Excellence in 
Teaching.  Peg received a plaque, a gold 
Chapman award lapel pin and a brass 
sextant. Her name was recorded in perpe-
tuity at the USPS’ Headquarters’ Memo-
rial Library in Raleigh, N.C.  Her 
achievement was a testimony to her dedi-
cation and a singular honor for our 
squadron. 
 Peg’s loss is deeply felt, and her 
memory will serve as an inspiration to 
those seeking to contribute their energy 
and  to those who aspire to excellence. 
 
              -Troy Sill  
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’m in my mid-fifties now, and con-
templating retirement, but there’s 
still a twelve-year-old boy in me 
who passionately wants nothing 
more than to squander every minute 
of his waking time messing around 

in boats.  My 29-foot Ericson sloop, Principia, 
which I keep on a mooring over at Barron’s boat-
yard, gives that twelve-year-old a lot of play.  I go 
to Barron’s almost every day on my way home 
from work, and go for a short one-or-two-hour sail 
if the wind and weather are good, or otherwise just 
sit and enjoy being afloat on the mooring, taking in 
the beauty and peace of Long Island Sound.  Still, 
there’s always somebody else zipping around the 
mooring field, carrying customers from the dock to 
their boats and back again, who inevitably arouses 
my involuntary envy, and especially the envy of 
that twelve-year-old inside me.  It’s the launch boy. 
 Personally, I don’t often employ the 
launch.  It’s quite reliable, always available ‘til 
eight o’clock in the evening, and except for what-
ever tip you decide to give to the operator, say a 
dollar or so, it’s free.  I just prefer using the little 
plastic kayak my nephew and I discovered when 
we were out sailing one day a few years ago.   The 
kayak gives me more chance to mess around in a 
boat, and indulge my inner twelve-year-old.  How-
ever, none of that keeps me from being envious of 
the launch operators, watching them make their 
rounds both critically and enviously.  How come 
nobody ever offered me a job like that when I was 
their age?  Why  couldn’t I quit my boring old day 
job and be a launch boy now? 

They all seem to know exactly what 
they’re doing, in fact most of them make it look 
disgustingly easy.  They spin the little steering 
wheel, simultaneously throttling down and shifting 
to reverse, then give her a final little kick back, and 
she nestles in quietly, almost affectionately, against 
the dock, or whatever boat they’re landing on.  
When they leave the dock, they do it with casual 
authority, turning her on a dime and getting under-
way smartly, but without ever making any of the 
customers standing up in her big cockpit stagger in 
the least. 
 Barron’s Marine Services has always taken 

pains to see to it that the launch is consistently 
manned by somebody competent and responsible.   
Sometimes John Barron himself runs the launch, 
sometimes his grown son Jason takes on the task, 
but mostly it’s someone hired for the purpose, and 
quite often it’s a kid in his teens.   Once it was a 
young woman for awhile.  She always wore a bi-
kini, and looked absolutely phenomenal in it, wind 
blowing in her long hair as she glided through the 
moorings.  She would sunbathe on the dock be-
tween trips, and seemed a very free spirit, some-
thing of a mermaid.  I guess she moved on to 
greener pastures before long, and hasn’t been heard 
of since.  Being as I am a perfectly virtuous and 
utterly contented married man, there was of course 
never any question of my wanting anything to do 
with the girl, but I sure did wish I could have her 
job. 

There was a retired guy who ran the launch 
part-time for a season, and he was very good at it, 
and very reliable.  I think I envied him even more 
than the others.  The launch guy who’s on duty 
most of the time now is Freddy, who I understand 
holds a couple of advanced degrees.  He’s obvi-
ously grossly overqualified, very well-educated, far 
more attentive than anyone could rightly expect, 
and brilliant at actually handling the boat.  No 
doubt as soon as the economy shows a little more 
improvement, we will lose Freddy for good.  We 
had a kid named Frankie who was there for years; 
in fact we basically watched him grow up.  He’s 
married now, with a kid of his own, and I guess 
there’s little chance he’ll ever be able to afford be-
ing a launch boy anymore.  I wonder if he had any 
idea how wonderful it was while he was actually 
still doing it. 
 There was another kid who ran the launch 
for awhile; I think his name was Alex.  He was eas-
ily the most skilled boat handler of any of them, at 
least in that particular little vessel.  The boat herself 
is called the Ruthie Mae.  She’s maybe twenty- feet 
long, with a high bow, graceful sheer, flaring top-
sides, a trim little transom and a single, medium 
sized outboard engine controlled by a wheel and 
throttle at a little console for the operator about 
amidships on the port side.  She’s painted bright 
yellow.  This particular launch boy, Alex, looked 
like he was about ten years old.  He always had a 
very serious expression on his face, never stressed, 
but a little grave, as if he took his responsibility 
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quite seriously.  It gave him a look of maturity far 
beyond his years, but at the same time he looked so 
young physically that it was almost a shock.  When 
it came to handling the boat, he was a virtuoso 
among launch boys.  The Ruthie Mae seemed to 
dance under his control.  She didn’t just turn, she 
pirouetted.  She would leap and prance for sheer 
joy, she was poetry in motion.  At about four foot 
six, weighing in at maybe seventy-five pounds, this 
kid was a Baryshnikov of the moorings.  And all 
the time, he had this infuriating look of bemused 
detachment.  He rarely cracked a smile, but could 
easily carry on a conversation while he executed 
the most delicate maneuvers, as if running the 
launch didn’t really require his full attention.  
Watching him work was an inspiration, and goaded 
on my envy to something approaching despair.  
Strangely enough, he disappeared too after a fairly 
short while.  Incredibly, John said the kid was just 
not very interested in being a launch boy, or so it 
seemed.  He would often call up on short notice 
and tell John he couldn’t make it to work, and in 
the end, he just up and quit. 

John Barron, who owns the marina, is an 
old friend and shipmate of mine.  I sailed with him 
as crew in his own sailboat, a fifty-two foot ketch 
called Andante, from City Island to Tortola in the 
Virgin Islands a couple of times, and a couple of 
times back, plus some assorted island hopping 
down in the Caribbean.  We’ve been through a bit 
of rough weather together here and there, and that 
sort of thing has a natural tendency to create a cer-
tain trust both ways.  Like a handful of others at the 
boatyard who have sailed with him in long pas-
sages, I’m made to feel particularly comfortable 
around his marina.  So I won’t say I was particu-
larly shocked when he casually asked me one day 
last summer to take a rigger out to one of the moor-
ings in the launch, because he himself was busy.   I 
tried not to show how delighted I was. 

Now I have no difficulty whatever docking 
my own boat.  She’s twenty nine feet, with an 
atomic four inboard and I’ve had a lot of experi-
ence bringing her to the dock.  Usually, I just head 
her in straight for the dock, perpendicular, on the 
downstream or downwind side, put her in neutral 
while I’m still a boat length or more away, then 
throw the helm hard over just before the bow hits 
the dock.  She turns on a dime, barely kisses the 
dock broadside with her fenders put out ahead of 

time, and only needs a slight kick back to bring her 
to a stop.  If the wind and current aren’t too strong, 
it’s easy to tie her off single handed. 

Anyway, after taking the rigger out to the 
designated mooring that day, and waiting for him 
to finish his small errand and get back in the 
launch, I headed back to the dock, where I tried to 
land the launch the same way I do my sailboat.  I 
came in perpendicular to the dock, put the engine 
in neutral and threw the helm over hard to star-
board.  The launch ran straight into the dock with a 
shockingly loud thud, and the bow rose slowly and 
sickeningly a full three feet in the air as the boat 
tried to climb right up onto the dock.  The rigger 
barely managed to keep from being catapulted 
overboard as the boat finally stopped, paused awk-
wardly, and slowly slid backwards, where we all 
sat, looking stunned and stupid.  I looked up the 
bank where John was consulting a mechanic on his 
crane, and saw him standing there with his hands 
on his hips, staring my way.  He cupped his hands 
around his mouth and called out, “You’re fired!” 

Of course an outboard motorboat won’t 
turn, in fact will not respond to the helm in the 
least, unless the propeller is turning.  My sailboat 
has a big rudder and a fixed propeller; Ruthie Mae 
has no rudder at all, and a propeller that turns when 
you turn the wheel, but has no effect in any case 
unless the propeller itself is turning.  Now that I’ve 
got that little secret through my head, I don’t hit 
things with the launch nearly as hard anymore.  
I’ve also learned to come up alongside at an 
oblique angle, DEAD SLOW, reverse the helm at 
the last moment, and give her a little kick in re-
verse to bring her gently broadside to. 

Yes, believe it or not, John still not only 
allows me to run the launch occasionally, but even 
asks me to as a favor.  It seems not everybody is as 
anxious to be a launch boy as I am, for some inex-
plicable reason, and launch boys are actually 
scarce.  I guess they must be VERY scarce.  In any 
case, I provided launch service for about four hours 
one afternoon a couple of weeks ago without loss 
of life.  Only a handful of people required my ser-
vices (it was a weeknight), but I got everybody 
safely back and forth, and on top of that, I made a 
full EIGHT DOLLARS  in tips alone!  It’s all I can 
do not to curse out my foreman, quit my day job, 
and run the launch full time! 

       -Jeff Taylor 
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Afternoon watch-  The 1200 to 1600 watch 
 
Articles of War– Regulations governing the 
military and naval forces of Great Britain and 
the United States, read to every ship’s com-
pany on commissioning and at regular inter-
vals during the commission.   
 
Banyan– Royal Navy kant for day or period 
of rest 
 
Binnacle List– A list of those of the crew 
who have reported too sick to turn out for 
their watch.  The list was kept in the ship’s 
binnacle.  
 
Bombay Runner-  Large cockroach 
 
Bunting tosser– A signalman who prepares 
and flies flag hoists.  Also known as a Skivvy 
Waver in the US Navy. 
 
Close aboard– Near a ship 
 
Fly by night– a large sail flown at night re-
quiring little attention  
 
Foremast jack– an enlisted sailor who 
bunked forward of the mast. 
 
Laying Down– Begining construction of a 
vessel in a shipyard 
 
Marlot–  From the French, used loosely to 
mean common sailor. 
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he storm on 25th July left the 
boating community of Western 
Long Island Sound stunned as to 
the squall’s power.  
 Boaters who were not 

able to responded quickly enough to the Coast 
Guard’s call to immediately seek safe haven, 
were suddenly faced with near zero visibility and 
gusts reaching 70 miles an hour. 
 Rather than building slowly, witnesses 
reported that the storm came on so quickly that it 
was as if someone had flipped a switch.  A 
woman viewing the storm from the Whitestone 
Bridge reported sighting not one, but two, torna-
does.  MayDay calls came flooding in to the 
Coast Guard, including several reports of boaters 
swept overboard.  The Coast Guard responded 
with mutable helicopter searches. 
 The high winds heeled one of the Sonars 
belonging to the New York Sailing School so 
steeply that the instructor and one of the three 
students onboard tumbled into the water.  The 
instructor was able to climb back into the boat, 
but the student was unable to reach the Sonar nor 
the flotation device the instructor threw to him.  
The student was quickly lost in the storm. Exten-
sive Searches by Coast Guard helicopters and 
police boats have proven fruitless. 
 For me, this tragic event makes crystal 
clear the role of our squadron.  Unlike golf or 
needlepoint,  our pastime can be deadly.  Only 
the deepest level of boating knowledge is accept-
able.  Boaters who go on the water in ignorance 
risk their crafts, and the lives of those they love.  
I am NOT saying that that those aboard the Sonar 
were negligent, but rather that this local death 
must serve as a reminder of our mission. 
 The City Island Sail and Power Squadron 
is an organization dedicated to education and 
boating safety.  We will never be able to quell the 

tempest, but we can arm our-
selves with the information 
needed to boat as safely as pos-
sible. 
 
                     -Troy Sill            
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he famed sinking of the Royal Mail 
Ship, Titanic in 1912 is stuff of leg-
end.  Obviously, the loss of the 
White Star liner was not the only 
maritime disaster, merely the most 

famous.  A scarce two years after the Titanic, a 
disaster of equal proportions, but of unequal fame, 
claimed the lives of 1,073 people.   
 By 1914, the world had been plunged into 
the bloody stalemate of World War I.  News of the 
loss of the Empress of Ireland was quickly forgot-
ten amongst the ongoing horror of the war.   
 The Empress of Ireland, along with sister 
ships such as The Empress of Britain were part of 
the Canadian Pacific Railway Line, which ran from 
western Canada, east across the continent by train, 
then across the Atlantic by steam ship. In the early 
morning 29th May 1914, the Empress was pro-
ceeding from Quebec down the St. Lawrence en-
route to the United Kingdom.   As the liner was 
steaming east, heavy fog set in; The Empress of 
Ireland and the Norwegian coal freighter SS Stor-
stad collided.  The Storstad plowed into the star-
board quarter of the Empress.  The Storstad would 
return to port with damage to her bow.  The Em-
press of Ireland  listed and sank in fourteen min-
utes. 
 When the Titanic sank she was alone in the 
black expanse of the sea.  The Empress of Ireland 

was within  easy reach of land on 
both banks, but still, the loss of life 
was horrific. 
 The Empress may have  
strayed across the Storstad's bows, or 
the Storstad may have crossed the 
Empress's path.  In any case, the 
Storstad’s tore into the Empress like 
a snow plow.  Tons of water poured 
into the Empress who began to list 
almost immediately.  As the liner 
listed, water rushed into open port 
holes hastening her end.  She foun-
dered so quickly, hundreds of pas-
sengers died in their staterooms.  On 
deck, the crew scrambled to launch a 

few life boats, but the ship’s angle was too great to 
allow the launching of the rest.   
 Of 1,477 passengers and crew, only 465 
people survived drowning or dying of hyperther-
mia in the near freezing waters of the St. Lawrence.  
 Legend has it that among the few survivors 
was a crewmen named “Lucks Towers.”  The story, 
likely apocryphal, has it that Frank “Lucks” Tow-
ers served as crew aboard the  Titanic, the Empress 
of Ireland and then aboard the ill fated Lusitania!  
The story goes on that when the torpedo hit he 
shouted “Now What?!”   
 It is true however that the Empress' loyal 
orange tabby, Emmy, who had never missed a 
crossing, escaped repeatedly before the ship’s last 
departure. Unable to lure her back aboard, the crew 
had to sail without her.  She watched the liner 
steam off from atop the shed on Pier 27 (the place 
bodies would later be piled). 
 As a result of the collision between the 
Empress of Ireland and the Storstad,  marine archi-
tects began to rethink the backward slanting bows, 
that had been fashionable, in favor of the forward 
pointing bows we know today—the result being 
that collisions are now more likely to damage a 
ship above the waterline, rather than hull a vessel 
as the Empress of Ireland was. 
 Most know of the Titanic’s fate, few re-
member the Empress of Ireland.  If those of us who 
love the sea can’t remember her, who will?  
   
  
                                             -Troy Sill 
� � ����������������������������������������� 


