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I t could have been a scene from
Woodstock, or a dozen other
sixties rock festivals: thousands of

spectators sprawled on the grounds of
Newport's Fort Adams Park with their
eyes and hearts fixed on the performer
above them on the scaffold stage.

But the performer wasn't the Rolling
Stones or the Jefferson Airplane — it
was a 73-year-old sailor, the last living
man to have led the crews of the tall
ships of yesteryear in the work songs
and chanteys that raised sail and
anchor and propelled the great ships
across the rolling oceans and around
the world.

From the ovation the crowd gave to
Welshman Stan Hugill, it might well
have been the Beatles or the Stones
that were up on stage. And judging
from the teeming crowds that packed
Newport, R. I . , it might have been a
scene from the bygone sixties when

rock, folk, and jazz brought music
fans from across the country to

swell that sparkling seaside
resort.

The scene is similar,
but the focus is new.

What brought
so many

thousands of people to Newport for
three days during the last summer of
the '70's was the National Maritime
Heritage Festival and its array of tall
ships, sea songs, nautical crafts, and
maritime history. Marine experts and
nautical afficionadoes from all over the
world gathered to sing, party, and
exchange knowledge and lore with the
public in what was the largest of a
series of sea happenings spawned by
the great Bicentennial tall ships
gathering.

It's always risky to predict trends,
but it's a safe bet that there will be a lot
of similar festivals happening in the
near future all over the country. The
tall ships have infected America with
sea fever, and the songs and lore of
our maritime past, much neglected for
so long, are seeing a nationwide
renaisance that may rival the folk
boom of the sixties.

At nearly every seaside town that
ever called itself a port, maritime
museums, replete with resident
square-riggers, are materializing and
stirring interest in the memories of
America's great days of sail when our
clipper ships ruled the oceans and
made us the foremost trading power in
the world. Tall ships, large and small,
are sprouting at places like Mystic,
Philadelphia, Boston, New Bedford,
Baltimore, New York, Hawaii, San
Diego, Newport, and even
Menominee, Michigan. And
everywhere the great yardarms are
raised, people are flocking to the

accompanying exhibits of sea lore and
crafts such as scrimshaw, macrame,
boats in bottles, tattoos, sailors' knots,
chanteys, and tall tales.

It may seem like an overnight
happening since the Bicentennial tall
ships sailed into New York harbor, but
it's not — it's something that's been
nurtured by the love, care, and money
of a few devoted sea lovers for a long
time and which only now, is coming
into its own. While the folk and rock of
the sixties held the country's attention,
a handful of sea dogs and chantey
singers were carving out the
beginnings of today's sea revival.

The sea revival's seeds were
sown at New York's South
Street Seaport, cradled

under the Brooklyn bridge
and downwind of the Fulton Fish
Market. There, in 1969, as the
beginnings of the restoration of New
York's old seaport were getting
underway, a few sea singers gathered
nightly aboard the fishing sloop Lettie
G. Howard to trade sea chanteys and
foc'sle songs with anyone who wanted
to come aboard and join in.

Dozens of singers and sea buffs
crossed that deck, and by the early
1970's a regular singing group had
emerged from the experience called
the X Seamen's Institute. Through the
ensuing years, during which sea music
and lore were relatively unknown, this
group of salty singers continued to

When this sloop sailed the seven seas, singing chanteys was as useful
a tool as a winch or a hawser.
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