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OPENING PARTY

Saturday JUNE 7th, 2008
4 to 6 p.m.

All members are welcome.

THE MUSEUM GALLERIES WILL BE OPEN ON FRIDAY
AND SATURDAY ONLY
JUNE I3 AND 14, JUNE 20 AND 21 104

MUSEUM GALLERIES WILL
OPEN FOR THE SEASON
JUNE 24th, Tuesday-Saturday , 10—4

Gallery 1 will have a new exhibit of Biological Illustrations
by Julie Child and her students.
Gallery 2 continues “Then & Now”, photos of Woods Hole.

MARITIME
AUCTION

JULY 19

See insert for details and
donation form.

More events are listed on the last page....




GALLERY TALKS SUMMER 2008

GALLERY TALK and

RECEPTION

in Gallery One

SATURDAY, JULY 12,4 to 6
Julie Child and her artists
will be speaking about the
Biological lllustrations
on display

GALLERY TALK
in Gallery Two
“Then & Now”
WEDNESDAY, AUGUST 13,1 P.M.
A discussion of the historic photos
used in the exhibit and the issues of
“Rephotography”
With Susan Witzell
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REMINISCENCES OF A SUMMER AT THE BREAKWATER HOTEL, 1960
By Allan W. Swank

“You’re kidding! You’re asking me if I want to go with you to Massachusetts? For the whole
summer? I’d be crazy if I said anything but yes!”” And so it began. My brother had spent the previous
summer working as a waiter at a hotel on Cape Cod and his employer had just written to ask him if he
wanted to come back and work as the head waiter next summer. Larry hadn’t answered her yet. What
ever gave him the idea of asking his 16 year old little brother if he wanted to go along, I’ll never
know.

I like to think that I got out of school early that spring/summer but I’m not sure. It’s hard for
me to imagine that happening but it could have. I do know that we were among the first summer em-
ployees to arrive at the hotel. Larry ushered me into the hotel to meet Miss Redfield. She was a dainty,
petite, little old lady and the held a smoking cigarette between her fingers. I soon came to expect to
see her always with a cigarette or have one lit nearby. Rumor had it that she smoked three packs a day
but I never saw her inhale (shades of Bill Clinton). I often spotted burned out butts with long ashes
attached lying in ash trays. Heloise was a very pleasant, grandmotherly woman.

A greeting hug for Larry and a hand shake for me, Miss Redfield looked at me, gave a little
gasp and asked, “how old are you anyway?” I was mature for my age in some ways, but my adoles-
cent baby face should have clued her that I really was just a teenager. I had turned 16 in March, about
three months earlier. ”Well, I’ll find something to keep you busy”. That task didn’t take her long nor
tax her imagination much. She put me in the prep kitchen making toast and coffee for breakfast, slic-
ing and buttering bread, placing orders on serving trays, clearing returned serving trays of dishes and
washing dishes. She explained that this would be only temporary until her regular prep kitchen man
showed up, which he had done
for some years now.

The food prep area for the ho-
tel, while the service was solely for the
dining pleasures of hotel guests (and
employees, of course), was fairly large.
The main kitchen was in the basement,
on the ground floor with an outside en-
trance. Here the head cook, a middle-
aged black (or dark-skinned Portu-
guese) lady was the only member of
the cooking staff to have arrived so far.
She had the responsibility for all the
food preparation which she cooked on
the huge, at least 8 foot long, iron, gas
range and oven. Once prepared, the

* food was loaded on a dumb waiter and
sent up one floor to the prep kitchen. When the staff was full, there would be a head waiter and two
waitresses. Soon after our arrival, we started serving a trickle of hotel and dining room guests which
grew to as many as about 30 people dining all together, comfortably, in the bright window-rich dining
room furnished with a couple dozen two and four place tables. The staff cleared and cleaned each ta-
ble after each use. Our tables all were covered with a linen table cloth, then set with place mat, plate
and silverware and a hurricane candle. Whenever anyone had a free minute, he was folding linen nap-
kins into a fan-shape selected and insisted upon by Miss Redfield.
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Hotel Breakwater, Woods Hole, Mass.




Of course, each place setting was adorned by one of these signature-folded napkins. Outside, a
driveway lead around the right side of the hotel, through a gate in the privacy fence. To the right was
the employee bunk house we affectionately referred to as “the Shack”. I understand that it actually had
been built as a shack and then converted into housing for the summer employees. Externally, the
Shack was common, painted wood siding. It was divided into three rooms up and one larger, single-
occupant room down stairs which was to be Larry’s room. The rooms, inside, were Spartan: a bed, and
a stand but there was a closet and curtains on the windows. With the wall studs showing, the place had
a camp cabin feel to it. Our toilet and bathing facilities were in the basement of the hotel proper, a few
paces farther along the drive way, past the kitchen. The vista from the kitchen door was generally to
the north. Seen across the backyard was the inviting beach which contained the mighty ocean. Actu-
ally I was seeing Buzzard’s Bay and, way over there, more of Massachusetts. It looked like ocean to
me, though. It turns out that our location was pretty well sheltered but that knowledge was small com-
fort when a hurricane blew by that summer. That had me scared silly but I don’t recall hearing about
any damage. Just another storm to the natives.

Allan W. Swank, January 2008
To be continued....

A BILL FATON SEA TALE, 1964.
By John Howard McClellan

e

One time he and I were coming out of Falmouth Har-
bor through Woods Hole bound for Point Judith and we were
in Buzzards Bay about 1 p.m. under power, in my sailboat. It
was a fair day but dead calm. We had some kind of gold- “**
plated cutter out of Cape Cod Canal dogging us. The inevita-
ble fog bank rolled in. Fog right down to the water! I was at
the con and was completely at a loss to know where we were
or what buoy we had last passed. o ey

I grabbed for a chart. I think I we were abreast of B
Quicks Hole or perhaps a little further west. Eaton said, “Cut #]
the engine.” I did and we drifted in dead silence, the kind that
every mariner knows and fears. The sound of the cutter’s en-
gine was gone, there was no sound. We drifted. Eaton said,
“Make way, again.” I started the engine and ran slowly for
perhaps 3 to 5 minutes. Eaton said, “Cut the engine.” Again
we drifted. I asked, “What are you doing?” He said, “Listening for a bell.” We repeated the same rou-
tine maybe 4 or 5 times until we heard a faint bell. Eaton said, “There it is, steer for it.”

When we made the bell, he took the tiller and turned toward the southeast through dense fog.
The first thing that came into view was the jetty at the entrance of Cuttyhunk Pond. Once inside the
harbor, we tied up, boiled a couple of lobster, had a beer and went to sleep. In the morning, the fog
had lifted and we made way for Point Judith.

The moral of this story is Bill Eaton was a mariner through and through with great presence of
mind and familiar with the waterways. Without him that day I’m certain the boat would have come to
grief.

Bill Eaton was the long-time Boatman for Naushon Island. He and John McClellan sailed frequently together
in the 1960s. The bell buoy was the Nashawena bell at the channel fairway to Cuttyhunk. Bill Eaton above,
photo by his wife, Betty Eaton.




TRADITIONAL CRAFT WORKSHOPS 2008

Our Winter Craft Workshops continue as one of our very popular programs, and a great
way to drive off the winter blahs! Dorm Swartz again taught the meticulous craft of caning
chairs to an avid group. As always Barbara Douglass taught basket making to a sell-out crowd,
filling all available flat surfaces in the Library’s Ratcliffe Room. Julie Doohan returned to teach
her empowering Ladies’ Lamp Repair.

‘ ; Kellie Porter and Margaret McCormick began a brand new

| ‘ ' workshop this year called “Recycled Wool Project”. This was so
popular that they had to run two sequential sessions. The women,
in groups of seven or eight, set up shop in the Library’s dis-
assembled large meeting room with their shears and sewing ma-
chines ready to go. They then proceeded to cut apart old tweed
jackets and put them back together as delightful bags/pocket books.

The knitting workshop has taken on a life of its own, and
has been running non-stop (except for a summer hiatus) for several
years.

Next winter there will be great offerings too. Margaret and
Kellie are already planning new wool projects,

I
Tweed bag made by Kellie Porter

Chair seat caned by Nancy Babin
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SAVE THESE DATES!
A BOAT BUILDING DEMONSTRATION
Led by Bob Leary

July 24, 25,26  Please stop by!

ANNUAL MEETING FOR MEMBERS
AUGUST 7th, 2008

VISIT OF THE CATBOAT SARAH
AUGUST 29, 2008

The catboat Sarah is coming to town. This replica Crosby cat, built at the Cape Cod Maritime
Museum in Hyannis will be sailing into Woods Hole in the last week in August. On Friday
August 29, we will be hosting her and Mark Wilkins, Director of the CCMM and chief builder
of the Sarah, in an open house at WHOI’s Redfield dock, followed by a talk about her con-
struction by Mark at 3 PM in the Woods Hole Library, followed by a reception
in our courtyard. Do come!




