
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Captain Sam

By J. Gordon Monson



    
        
          Captain Sam

        

        
        
          J. Gordon Monson and J. Gordon Monson

        

        
          Published by J. Gordon Monson, 2018.

        

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      CAPTAIN SAM

    

    
      First edition. June 4, 2018.

      Copyright © 2018 J. Gordon Monson and J. Gordon Monson.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1386320449

    

    
    
      Written by J. Gordon Monson and J. Gordon Monson.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by J. Gordon Monson

	    

      
	    
          
	      Fascination With Life series

          
        
          
	          The Longest Five Minutes

          
        
          
	          Angela the Daughter II

          
        
          
	          Modern Day Cowboy

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Fascination With Life Series

          
        
          
	          The Daughter

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Sugarhill Families Book # 2

          
        
          
	          Sugarhill Families Book # 2

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Sugarhill Series

          
        
          
	          Sugarhill Families

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Survial Series

          
        
          
	          Survival Series Collection I ( 3 Short Stories)

          
        
          
	          Survival Series Collection II Three Short Stories

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          Captain Sam

          
        
          
	          The Bridge so Long

          
        
          
	          Why?  Are we Crumbling From Within?

          
        
          
	          Daily Devotional with the Inspired Word of God

          
        
          
	          Collection of Short Stories and More

          
        
          
	          Which Way to Turn

          
        
          
	          Seeking Safe Cover

          
        
          
	          Sidney

          
        
          
	          Lonely Travel

          
        
      

      
    
    


Table of Content:

Prologue

Chapter 1 Sea Worthy

Chapter 2 My Betty

Chapter 3 Hidden Treasures

Chapter 4 Family Matters

Chapter 5 The Lord Gives & Takes Away

Chapter 6 Counseling Duties

Chapter 7 Accident no Accident

Chapter 8 Man Power Shortage

Chapter 9 Invaders

Chapter 10 Shallow Waters

Chapter 11 War Zone

Chapter 12 180 Degrees

Chapter 13 Trouble in Twos

Chapter 14 Explosive Witness

Chapter 15 Days end, Maybe

Epilogue

Proverbs 31: 10 – 15 “Who can find a virtuous wife? For her worth is far above rubies. The heart of her husband safely trusts her; so he will have no lack of gain. She does him good and not evil all the days of her life. She seeks wool and flax and willingly works with her hands. She is like the merchant ships she brings her food from afar. She also rises while it is yet night, and provides food for her household, and a portion for her maidservants.

Luke 5: 3 - 4 Then He got into one of the boats, which was Simon’s, and asked him to put out a little from the land. And He sat down and taught the multitudes from the boat. When He had stopped speaking, He said to Simon, “Launch out into the deep and let down your nets for a catch.”

Jesus words to His disciples, both back then and for us today:

Matthew 28:18 – 20 And Jesus came and spoke to them saying, “All authority has been given to Me in heaven and on earth. Go therefore and make disciples of all nations, baptizing them in the name of the Father and of the Son and o the Holy Spirit, teaching them to observe all things that I have commanded you; and lo, I am with you always, even to the end of the age.” Amen. 
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Stewart Adam Montgomery, Jr. was raised as their only child by his loving Christian parents, Stewart, Sr. and Patricia Montgomery. They resided in San Diego, California. He was born one year to the day after the great news was reported of the end of the big war, World War I was finally over.

Junior had spent all of his growing up years in that same area. He attended San Diego State for a couple years before he received the news that his mother and dad had been involved in a terrible auto accident. His father was killed instantly, and his mother was taken to the hospital with major injuries. She was in a comatose state for many months before she too lost her fight to live. He didn’t even get the chance to say good bye to either of them.

Sam, a nick name he picked up a few years later, struggled with his future. He should have returned to his college classes, but dealing with his parent’s estate, including the insurance settlements and other matters, took all of his time and attention. There was just no good time to continue on with his studies, even if he could get his mind clear to pursue that. He lived in his family home for the next couple years until he finally decided what to do. His best friend all through high school and later in college, Monty Kramer, finally convinced Stewart to join the U. S. Navy. He sold his parent’s house. Then he was off to see the world complements of Uncle Sam. It was during this four year enlistment that Stewart developed a pure love for the sea. Sailing from port to port and seeing all the sites was just what he needed to help him recover from the loss of his family. He did find the military life a little too stringent for his taste. The military life style was not how he saw spending the rest of his years. But he truly enjoyed the freedom to travel to all the different areas of the world. Also he found seeing all the many customs of people in other lands as amazing.  And he was being paid to do this. He truly loved everything about sea duty. He almost felt like he had salt water running through his veins. His love of sailing helped him to decide what he wanted to do with his life after his four year enlistment ended. It was an easy transition for him to go from the U. S. Navy into the Merchant Marines. The pay was so much better and the life and work was much more carefree. 

———————
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It was forty five years later when I first met Sam and I became acquainted with the real and very personable Stewart Adam Montgomery, aka, Sam and Pastor Sam. This happened during one of my regular weekly visits at the Harbor Senior Living Village. Apparently he had just moved into the village. It is now his home after his retirement from the Merchant Marines. 

His neighbors soon discovered Sam’s ability as a great story teller. He had so many sea going tales to share with his fellow residents. It became one of his favorite pastimes telling them and me one of his many interesting stories. These came from forty plus years of experiences while serving in various capacities on board several different merchant ships.
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Chapter 1 

Sea Worthy
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I had gone to Harbor Senior Living Village to visit the residents many times over the last couple years, but had never seen Sam there until that one particular day. When I walked into the community room, I found him telling one of his stories to a large group of his fellow residents. He had their complete undivided attention. So intent was his story that no one even noticed that I was there. They were all transfixed upon what he was sharing.

My first impression of Sam was just like what you might have envisioned or expected in a retired naval sea Captain to look like. His distinguish looks with his almost pure thick white hair groomed to a tea, his tanned appearance, and his steady deep blue eyes. His ruggedly handsome face with some expected wear from spending so many years facing the sun, wind and salty sea air. His eyes held this amazing spark that caught my immediate attention. When he smiles anyone and everyone could be his best friend. 

That first impression I had of Sam still remains unchanged today. He is a great story teller. That day he had everyone there captivated with the story he was telling. His stories were his remembrances of his many years working on board a Merchant Marine ship. That certain day he was telling about a tour of duty when he was serving aboard the SS Bridget. I regret I didn’t have my tape recorder with me that day. If I had my recorder I would not have to try to retell his story from memory.

I found out later Sam has these aliases, or nicknames. Sam explained in his own way how this all came to be. He tells, “Sam is short for my full name of Stewart Adam Montgomery, Jr.” 

He explained how that name came to be, “The first mate while I was serving on board the first ship, Nick was his name, called me Sam because he could never remember my first name. He had said that Montgomery was too long to pronounce every time he needed something from me. After that several others also started calling me Sam, I decided I really liked this nick name, even much better than my given name, Stewart, so it stuck with me even after all these years.”

That first day I heard Sam started his story it started like this, “My very first assignment on the SS Bridget was as Cook’s helper.” 

He went on to say, “There were thirty five crew members on board so Cook needed someone to do the grunt work. I was that person. I would show up for work at four every morning to start cracking eggs to scramble. Next I started peeling potatoes for hash browns. Can you imagine how many eggs and potatoes thirty five hungry sailors can eat?”

“Between breakfast and lunch my duty was to stock the kitchen with all of the ingredients for the noon meal. Since this menu changed every day, I needed to know what Cook would need from one meal to the next, as well as, one day to the next. On our second day out to sea I got my days mixed up and gave Cook the wrong stuff. He took what I laid out and started the meal, not realizing what I had done. I didn’t tell him the difference and I don’t think he would have even known until the crew showed up expecting one thing and getting another.” 

Cook’s response to them, “You guys just got the wrong page on the menu, so look for what you expected today to be here tomorrow. Now go sit down and eat your chow.” 

“Cook never did mentioned my mix up to me, and I never talked to him about it until months later.” 

“Cook just said, ‘I didn’t care what was done, as I have to fix whatever is set out, and the crew can either eat what we fix or go hungry.’”

“Cook was a quiet keep to himself type person. It took some time to break down that cold barrier that he had put up. I worked for Cook for just over two years, but it took several months working for him before he told me he was glad to have me on board. Over time he taught me the cooking trade. When he moved on to another ship, he was the reason that I was promoted to head cook. He had gone to the Captain and told him I was ready for this challenge. That’s when Charley was brought on board as my cook’s helper. I quickly decided to train him for my job as I had my eyes on the quartermaster position, or, on some ships it’s also known as, first mate. My plan was to get promoted just as soon as that position came open. This would get me out of the galley and up on deck to see the sights. It would also start my day about two or three hours later. Of course, it would also be an increase in pay, although the cook position was pretty good pay as well. There were pros or other advantages being down in the galley. You get to eat all the right foods you might want.  I ate steak and lobster just as frequently as the ship’s Captain wanted it, while the rest of the crew had their own menu. The crew only got steak and lobster maybe once a year at some special occasion. The greatest disadvantage working in the galley was the long hours with very little time off to go ashore at the various ports of Call. Also, we were stuck down in the galley below main deck without much opportunity to see what was happening up top side, or see where we were going.”

“On my third time out to sea we had a fight break out between two sailors during our breakfast serving. Cook told me to go out there and break up the fight. I told him I would do what I could, but asked if he would stand by if I needed his help. I started out to see what I could do. I guess my adrenalin was running in high gear by the time I reached the two sailors who were now both rolling around on the deck in the middle of their fight. I reached down and picked each one up by their belts and held them off the floor. I told them to clear out of the dining hall and not to come back for twenty four hours or we would ask Captain to get involved. I don’t know where that strength came from, but they both looked at me before they both left. We didn’t see them back again until the next morning. When they both came in they went straight over to Cook and apologized for their actions. Then looked at the cook with me standing right there and they begged, ‘Can we now have something to eat? We are starving.’” 

“Cook looked back at them and said, ‘You mates can have breakfast, but if we ever have another problem with either of you, the next time you will be banned from here for forty eight hours. Is that understood?’”

“They both looked over at me, nodded their heads, ‘Yes Sir, we understand.’”

“Well, we never had another problem with either of them, or with anyone else on board after that. The Captain came in the next day and thanked us for taking such good care of the matter. He then looked at me and added, ‘If I ever have a similar problem with any of my men I know just who to call upon for help.’”

“It was about two years into my tour, while I was still working for Cook that the emergency call came down. It happened about mid-afternoon. The warning call came over the onboard system. It said a huge tsunami was headed our way and was expected to reach our position in just under two hours. Captain’s orders came down, ‘Secure anything that could come loose and fall on someone during the huge wave.’” 

“Cook’s worried look scared me, ‘Lock all of the storage compartments and freezers. Store all of our cooking containers in locked cabinets. Tie down any serving carts and chairs to the tables in the mess hall. Make sure nothing is left out that might fall off a counter or shelf. While you are doing that I’ll start making sandwiches, along with an apple in a bag for our dinner for our crew. We won’t be cooking today. The crew can come down and take out the meals this evening since we won’t have a place for them to eat here.’”

“I finished securing all the things that Cook had asked of me. Then I helped him finish the rest of the bag dinners.  We stashed these away too. Then we waited for the tsunami wave to come. I can only imagine how everyone else was feeling, but for some strange reason, I was kind of looking forward to this excitement. Call it crazy, but I was actually ready for something out of the ordinary to happen. When I told Cook what I was thinking, he looked at me kind of strange and just shook his head. He had been through one of these before several years ago, and he said, ‘I have no desire to see another one.’”

“We were all secured and ready to grab onto the center support posts at any time. At sixteen forty eight the onboard system warning came. They told us the wave was estimated to be about ten minutes from our location and to grab onto anything solid and hang on for dear life. The message also said, ‘We should expect some sea water to come into some areas of the ship, but, with any luck, we should still be afloat when the wave passes.’”

“Captain ordered the ship turned into the wave in readiness for its force. He had already ordered all hatches to be closed and locked to prevent water from getting into the ship’s supply and cargo areas. At seventeen seven the force of the wave was on the ship. We heard the ship groan. We felt like we were on a very fast elevator going up at the same time tilting backwards. Then it felt like we reached the top floor and we came back upright before the tilt started going back down like a slightly slower elevator, only this time leaning forward as we dropped. When we leveled off we had some water make it into the galley. Not enough to flood the place, but enough for Cook, myself and our dish washer to mop up water steadily for a good couple hours. The only damage we found was in our locked freezers. Most all of the frozen stock had fallen off the shelves and was on the bottom of the lockers. We were surprised that not one food item was damaged. We were able to get it all back in place just in time for our second tsunami warning that came about two hours later. We were thankful that the second wave was only about half the size of the first. We didn’t have the problems in the freezer, nor did we have the sea water problems to deal with. While we were cleaning up the mess left by the wave, Cook told us about his first experience with a tsunami, “It had happened about five years ago. It was even worse than this time. In that one we almost lost the ship, and two of our crew were swept overboard. We were able to rescue them, but that was a scary time. One, I have no plans to ever experience again.”

“After our tsunami scare we again got back on course heading for Singapore to off-load some of our cargo. I soon found out this was to be Cook’s last voyage with us, as he was going on to another ship as their head cook. I decided to play a little trick on him. Just like I had done accidentally back when I first started working for him, I purposely mixed up the menu schedule. Only this time, he told me it was my place to do the cooking, because from now on I would be promoted to the head cook position. The trick backfired on me. Beyond that, the Captain questioned why our menu had been changed. I had to tell him it was my fault. I explained how I had planned to trick our departing cook by purposely mixing up the menu to make his last time here more memorable. The Captain told me never to do that again, and after several crew members brought the mix up to my attention, I decided my plan was not such a good idea after all.”
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