
Left, captain Edwin P. Worthin Third from right: 
Mr. William P. Paint, #I surfman, and fourth 

from right is Mr. Lucas. 

dangerously close to the beach 
Peaked Hill Bars Station was warned of 

United States Lifesaving Station (U. S. 
Coast Guard) reported 1874 to fiscal 
year 1883 Peaked Hill Bars were respon- 
sible for a total of 12 shipwrecks. 

November 26th 1873 
Brig. Mary, from Cape of Good 

Hope, loaded with hides, hemp, 
&c. went ashore on the back of 
the Cape opposite the town Mon- 

t, is high up on the 

loaded, (Goats skins, Sheep skins, 
Buchu leaves, etc.,) is not largely 
damaged. Messrs. Isaiah Gifford 
and Joseph P. Johnson have cop- 
tracted to get the vessel off for 

December 31, 1873 
A steamer was on Peaked Hill 

bars last Tuesday night about an 
hour. Went off at flood tide. Sup 
posed to be one of the New York 
line. 

jib and staysail decks 

tugged and in three hours aided 
by the rising tide, the Jubilee was 
floated. 

Between 8:30 and 9:30 Sunday 
morning, the big trawling sloops 
Active, Bessie and Albert Drum- 
mond went ashore near Wood End. 
The Active struck near the west- 
ern battery and the other two with- 
in three miles of her. By skillful 
maneuvering the life savers finally 

Off Cape Cod 
WRITING in The Mysterious 

Sea, Ferdinand C. Lane says, 
“My earliest vivid recollection of 
the sea was of watchin a huge 
wave curl over the iron ship jason 
from Calcutta, as she lay broken 
in two off Cape Cod. Only one 
member of her crew survived, 
riding the breakers to safety on 
a bale of jute! 

“Years later, on a leisurely hike 
from Provincetown to Highland 
Light, I counted fifteen great 
masses of wreckage, varying from 
a ship’s foredeck to an entire hull, 
for in the offing lurked Peaked 
Hill Bars, one of the graveyards 
of the sea. Often I listened to 
tales of shipwreck-in beach shan- 
ties tapestried with lobster buoys 
and tarred twine, while in later 
years I observed wrecks in vari- 
ous latitudes; for the good ships 
hove to in Davy Jones’ Locker 
far outnumber all the sails and 
funnels now afloat. I recently 
deciphered in a Cape Cod ceme- 
tery a name, scarcely legible, 
a date, and the one comment, 
‘Lost at sea.”’ 

Of such, whose watery grave 
is in the deep, deep sea, but whose 
tombstone worn and almost un- 
decipherable e a n s forlornly 
where summer’s sweet grasses 
grow and’ only the sorrowful 
sighing of the quiet mid-summer 
breezes is heard, we may well im- 
agine were written these lines by 
Lord Byron: 
“He sinks into thy depths with 

, and unknown.” 

bubbling groan, 


