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Tribute to the Fishermen Who Continue  
the Tradition Today

Courtesy Lisa King and the harbormaster’s offiCe

Provincetown has always had a deep  
relationship with the sea, and the fishermen 
through the centuries, dating back to the 

1600’s, established a thriving fishing industry that sus-
tained the town for generations. The fishing industry 
remains an important part of Provincetown’s history 

and identity, and the fishermen who continue to fish 
today from MacMillan Pier play an integral role in 
keeping the town’s fishing legacy alive. 

The Festival Team, and the community, 
supports and applauds these fishermen who are 
preserving Provincetown’s traditions.

F/V Angela and Mary III Glenn Rorro
F/V Glutton                 Beau Gribbon
F/V Kahuna                 Beau Gribbon
F/V Ruth and Gail      Alex Hay
F/V Kimberlee Ann    Keith Rose
F/V Earnest and Michael    Scott Rorro

DRAGGER FLEET OWNERS

F/V Donna Marie       Chris King
F/V Probable Cause  Tobin Storer 
F/V Rolex                      Bob Dutra
F/V Adventure             Mike Russo
F/V Berco de Jesus     Antonio George, Inc.
F/V Antonio Jorge       Manuel Dias
F/V Clean Sweep        Damian Parkington

LOBSTER AND CHARTER FLEETS

F/V Storm Elizabeth Alex Iacono
F/V Lizzy A Ray Sturdy
F/V Alexis Autumn  Brandon Czyoski     
F/V Amanda Evelyn David Young 
F/V Beetle Bailey James Bailey
F/V Emma Irene Jeffrey W. Pickard
F/V Black Sheep Dana Pazolt
F/V Crash Jeffrey Souza 
F/V Double Trouble Mike Milewski
F/V Looney Bin Chris Milewski
F/V Patricia Diane Sam Pickard
F/V Dragon Lady Ben Pickard
F/V Issabell & Izzy Chris Merl
F/V Rhumb Line Chris Costa
F/V Platypus Chris Pickard
F/V Retriever Mark Mooney
F/V Bethie Rich Wood
F/V Beth Ann Rich Wood
F/V Ginny G Dave Spider Gibson
F/V Odysea Ralph Wilkins

F/V Tiger Jim James W. Silva
F/V Jay and J Michael Packard
F/V Three Seas Chris Townsend
F/V Sammy IV Tom Scherer
F/V Brooklyn Leo Rose, Jr.
F/v Never Enough Branden Patterson
F/V Miss Lyn Chris Viprino
F/V Chas’n Tails Russel Zawaduk
F/V Susan Lyn Shawn Costa
F/V Uptown Girl Steven Pickard
F/V Stormy Girl John (Travis) Benton
F/V Miss Lily Mike Rego
F/V Sea Wolf Thomas Smith
F/V Pam and Todd Todd Silva
F/V Roen Keil Damian Parkington
F/V Sea Skipper Dans Pazolt/John Burns
F/V Papa John Robert Palheiro
F/V MEJ Randy Rovatti
F/V Raider III William Souza
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ProvincetownPortugueseFestival.com
Facebook.com/ProvincetownPortugueseFestival

Friday, June 23, 2023
10am - 4pm  Local Crafts Fair in Portuguese Square on Ryder Street  

10am - 2pm  Rancho Our Lady of Fatima Folklore Dancers in Portuguese Square on Ryder Street
12pm - 2pm  Capt. Kenny Silva Fishing Derby at MacMillan Pier

12pm - 3pm  Soup Tasting at Bas Relief Park
2pm - 4pm Provincetown Portuguese Festival Prose and Poetry Reading at Crown and Anchor indoors

5pm - 6pm  Steve Goodie in Portuguese Square on Ryder Street
6pm - 7pm  Elvis Tribute Artist Rick Anthony in Portuguese Square on Ryder Street 

7pm - 9pm  Mo Bounce in Portuguese Square on Ryder Street 
9am - 10pm  Disco Dance Party with DJ Rick Anthony in Portuguese Square on Ryder Street

9pm - 1am  Homecoming Get Together with DJ Maxwell Kane, South Coast Entertainment at the Surf Club 

Saturday, June 24, 2023
10am - 12pm  Field Games at Motta Field. Cookout at Motta Field

11am - 12pm Folklore Dancers Dancas E Cantares Do Clube Lusitano in Portuguese Square on Ryder Street
11:30am - 7:30pm  Lions Club Food Court at the Bas Relief Park

12:pm - 1pm  Accordion player Luizinho in Portuguese Square on Ryder Street
1pm - 2pm Folklore Dancers Dancas E Cantares Do Clube Lusitano in Portuguese Square on Ryder Street

2pm - 4pm  Toe Jam Puppet Band in Portuguese Square on Ryder Street on Ryder Street
6pm - 8pm  Sarah Swain & the Oh Boys! Music in Portuguese Square on Ryder Street

7pm - 9pm  Fado Concert at Provincetown Town Hall. Handicap access elevator available behind Town Hall
9pm - 9:20pm  Samba Dancers in Portuguese Square on Ryder Street

9pm - 11pm  Berkshire Samba Drummers in Portuguese Square on Ryder Street

76th Blessing of the Fleet

Sunday, June 25, 2023
10am - 11am  Fishermen’s Mass at St. Peter The Apostle Church

12pm - 1pm Procession from St. Peter the Apostle Church to MacMillan Pier led by Collum Cille Pipes and Drums
11:30am - 12:30pm  Rancho Our Lady of Fatima Folklore Dancers in Lopes Square 

12pm - 3pm  76th Blessing of the Fleet procession led by the famous CG36500 Life Boat at MacMillan Pier
2pm - 3pm  Collum Cille will perform on the steps of Provincetown Town Hall

12pm - 4pm Join us for delicious food hosted by Squealing Pig at our Portuguese Tasca Café
on MacMillan Pier * Beer and Wine cash bar

1pm - 3pm  Rancho Our Lady of Fatima Folklore Dancers on MacMillan Pier
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Festival 2023
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Susan Avellar, Liliana DeSouza, Beverley Ferreira,  
Maureen Hurst, Chris King, Lisa King, Jill Lambrou,  

Susan Leonard, Carol La Duc, David Mayo, Tim McNulty,  
Donald Murphy, Michela Carew Murphy, Mike Potenza,  
Shannon Sawyer, Paul Silva, Patrick Silva, Emma Silva,  

Natalie Silva, Katie Silva, Nancy Silva, Charles Souza, Rich Waldo

Cover: The Donna Marie by Julian Cardinal  
Courtesy of Kiley Court Gallery

Graphic Design: Ewa Nogiec, iamProvincetown.com
Editor and Photography Editing: Nancy B. Silva

Provincetown Portuguese Festival  
39 Bayberry Ave, Provincetown, MA 02657
ProvincetownPortugueseFestival.com 

facebook.com/ProvincetownPortugueseFestival

27th Annual

Congratulations Blessing on your 76th year!

Thank You  
to all our SPONSORS 

in recognition of their valued 
support and dedication, and for 

making it possible to  

Share The Heritage

Festival 2023

27th  Annual
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Old Home Day
June 28, 1964

Provincetown welcomes all her native sons and daughters, those who have adopted 

Provincetown as home, and friends to “Old Home Day”.

It is a time for celebration and reunion with families and friends, renewing acquaintances, 

and relaxation from the hum-drum of the city, and to join with the Fishermen for the 

colorful event “Blessing of the Fleet”.

Provincetown is reborn each year on this day with the pageantry of the Blessing.

To this end, we dedicate this day which you will enjoy and long remember.
                                                                                                         
Sincerely

Charles J. DeRiggs, Chairman
Board of Selectmen
Provincetown, Massachusetts

PROVINCETOWN, MASSACHUSETTSSunday, June 28, 1964AT 3:30 P.M.

Pins Courtesy of Mary and 
Francis Silva from the Festival 
Warehouse Collection and 
Paul Mendes from Festival 
Warehouse Collection
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 Bert H. Paige Sivert J. Benson Myric C. Young
 President Secretary Treasurer

 Lee White Peter Grosso John K. Roderick
 President Secretary Treasurer

Provincetown Chapter established February 1932

THE PROVINCETOWN LIONS CLUB 
IS PROUD TO BE 

A PARTICIPATING SPONSOR OF THE

SCHOLARSHIPS

TRIPS

RECOGNITION BANQUETS

MOTTA FIELD

SPONSORSHIPS

INTERNATIONAL TRAVEL

CONTINUING THE TRADITION OF SERVING THE COMMUNITY

Festival 

Perhaps some day, your name will be here

and Blessing of the Fleet 2023
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MacMillan Pier has played a significant role 
for over six decades in Provincetown, 
not only in the role it played when 

Provincetown was a bustling fishing village, but also 
today, where fishing vessels still leave from this wharf 
in search of fish, scallops and lobsters. The pier has 
also been transformed into a popular destination 
with the arrival of ferries and pleasure craft and is the 
location for the annual Blessing of the Fleet, one of 
Provincetown’s most famous celebrations.  It is a time 
when fishermen give thanks for another year of safe 
fishing, and the time when the town pays tribute to 
their fishermen who have not returned from the sea. 
The Bishop of the Fall River Diocese Bishop Edgar 
M. DaCunha is at the end of the pier, positioned to 
bless each boat with holy water as it makes its way 
past his platform. This solemn ceremony has been 
taking place since June 28, 1948. 

The arrival of Portuguese and Azorean 
immigrants in 1840 were sailors, arriving when 
the whaling industry was booming. They soon 
dominated the fishing industry and developed a 

tight-knit community in the town.  Its Grand Banks 
Schooners went out to Stellwagen fishing grounds 
and beyond for their catch. It was a prosperous time, 
with nearly 50 working wharves in the harbor. It 
was a time when fishing transformed Provincetown, 
with over 200 boats at the wharf, bringing in cod 
that was salted and spread out on drying racks 
called flakes, to dry. Fishing was undoubtedly 
challenging with its harsh New England winter 
and unpredictable weather conditions, and one by 
one, the wharves fell into disrepair and were seldom 
used.  The Old Colony Railroad Wharf, built in 
1873 remained one of the solitary piers remaining.  
It served a dual purpose, as visitors were allowed to 
disembark there, and fishing boats unloaded their 
day’s catch there as well into railroad cars that came 
down to the end of the pier.

“Does this train stop at Provincetown?” 
asked the passengers on the Old Colony 
Railroad. “Well, lady”, the conductor 
answered, “If it doesn’t, there’s going to 

      MacMillan Pier and the Legacy of 
Admiral Donald. B. MacMillan

Courtesy of Lisa King

Bronze plaque by Provincetown 
sculptor William F. Boogar was 
unveiled by Miriam MacMillan 
at the dedication ceremony of 
MacMillan Pier, July 1957
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Photographs 
Courtesy 
Lisa King

 To see full image go to 
 http://provincetownhistoryproject.com/archives/153 
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be an awful splash!” That was because 
the tracks ended about 1200 feet into the 
harbor, on Railroad Wharf built in 1873. 
(Passengers were never really in danger; 
this was a freight spur for the fishing fleet.) 
Railroad Wharf was taken over by the town 
in 1928 and called Town Wharf. Because 
MacMillan is also called Town Wharf by old 
timers, some accounts describe it as if it 
were a rebuilt Railroad Wharf. But make 
no mistake: Railroad Wharf was razed in 
1956, as MacMillan was being constructed 
alongside it. (David Dunlap, Building 
Provincetown)

It was at this time that one of Provincetown’s 
most famous residents and native sons, Donald 
Baxter MacMillan, born in Provincetown in 1874, 
into a family of seafarers (when Donald was 9 years 
old, his father, Capt. Neil MacMillan was lost at 
sea along with the entire crew of the Schooner 
Abbie Brown in a gale off Newfoundland). Donald 
became a renowned Artic explorer and scientist 
whose interest in navigation and exploration led 
him to become a member of Robert E. Peary’s 
North Pole Expedition. Admiral Macmillan, whose 
service in the Navy began in late 1918 as World 
War I ended. In 1925, Lieutenant Commander 
MacMillan was recalled to active duty and was in 
command of two ships, the Peary and the Bowdoin.  
After the war, Donald MacMillan continued his 
voyages to the Artic, making over 30 trips to the 
Arctic in his 46-year career. He was also a talented 
photographer whose images, (almost 10,000), of 
the Arctic landscape and the previously unknown 
Inuit community are considered valuable resources, 

expanding global knowledge about the Arctic 
region.  His expeditions, accompanied many times 
by his wife Miriam (Though MacMillan at first 
refused to let her accompany him north, Miriam 
soon convinced him of her willingness and ability 
to participate in his Arctic travels. She no longer 
stayed behind when the Bowdoin sailed.  (Bowdoin 
College Library notes.)

In 1957, the community of Provincetown,  
recognizing the crucial role he had played in these 
expeditions as well as the active role he maintained 
in the community and the numerous contributions 
he made to it, earned him the honor of having the 
new wharf dedicated to him. 

It is said that Donald MacMillan, “Capt. Mac”, 
was deeply moved by the naming of the pier after 
him. He said the honor was the “greatest flattery” 
that had ever been paid to him. (The community 
took that as quite a compliment, as in 1954, 
Admiral MacMillan was awarded the Hubbard 
Medal, National Geographic’s highest honor for his 
contributions to Arctic research). He added that 
he was proud to be associated with Provincetown 
in this way, and that he hoped the pier would serve 
the community well. (Cape Cod Times) 

The naming of the pier signified that 
Provincetown valued his many contributions to 
education, exploration, and his service to the town. 
At the dedication ceremony, he was presented with 
a key to the town of Provincetown, a place that he 
had always called home, and where he lived, and in 
September 1970, where he died at 95. Both he and 
his wife Miriam are buried in Provincetown.  

MacMillan Pier continues today to honor Donald 
B. MacMillan’s enduring legacy of integrity, and 
commitment to his beloved Provincetown.  k  

                   

July, 1957  Governor Furcolo cutting the ribbon 
at the dedication of MacMillan Pier. Admiral 
MacMillan is standing to his right with his wife 
(and crew member), Miriam MacMillan, and 
Judge Robert A.Welsh.
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Come and visit our 
Captains for the Cape’s 

freshest daily catch!

CAPE TIP SEAFOOD MARKETS

508 487-2164
Open 10:30am-6:30pm
Truro Central Village

300 Route 6, TRURO, MA

LOBSTER
SPECIALS DAILY!

LOBSTERS COOKED 
AT NO CHARGE

(call your order in early)

HOT HOMEMADE CHOWDER 
AND SPREADS TO GO!

(including “wicked good” Crab Dip)

PROVINCETOWN 
DAYBOAT

(Cod, Scallop, Haddock, Sole, Lobsters and more)

COME IN EARLY 
AND BUILD YOUR OWN 

CLAMBAKES AND 
LOBSTER ROLLS!

508 255-7221
Open 10am-7pm

19 Old Colony Way
ORLEANS, MA

www.capetipseafood.com

ORLEANS SEAFOODS

FISH • LOBSTER • SEAFOOD
LUNCH & DINNER

4 Highland Road, North Truro
508 487-5800
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Historic Murals at the Provincetown Inn
These beautiful murals on view throughout the Inn, were commissioned by 
Chester Peck, owner, and painted by Don Aikens in the 1960’s who was 

inspired by old photographs, postcards and paintings of Provincetown and its 
people in the late 19th century.

President and Mrs. Taft 
arriving at MacMillan 
Wharf for the dedication 
of the Monument on 
August 5, 1910.
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F /V Atlanta

Capt. Josie & Amelia SilvaF /V Nancy & Debbie

F /V Linda & Warren
Length 55 feet       Tonnage 30 tons

Width 16 feet         Capacity 30,000 lbs.

Draft 7 feet            Powered by G.M. Diesel

Owned by Joseph B. Silva

Captained by Kenneth Silva
Crew Members:

Charley “Chaplin” Thomas

Alfred “Long Legs” Souza

Gilbert “Bretanha” Souza

T here was a wonderful 
sense of pride in the 
fishing community of 

Provincetown many years ago, 
which still exists today.  Family, 
friends, and fishing were an integral 
part of every day life, especially my 
life. I am grateful for all of the years that I lived and worked 
here in Provincetown, on the land and on the sea, where I de-
veloped a deep appreciation for all that existed in the ocean.   
I have no fonder memory than being born and raised in this 
wonderful Portuguese fishing village, and growing up to be a 
fisherman for my entire life.  My family and I are grateful that 
this heritage is still being kept alive by the Portuguese Festival 
and the Blessing of the Fleet Committee, and their efforts and 
determination to preserve and to SHARE THE HERITAGE 
every year. It is a privilege and an honor to be a part of it all to 
this day, and I will always be grateful for the opportunities that 
this community has given to me and my family.

Ken Silva
Bob & Eleanor Silva
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Last night I heard the voice of Provincetown. 
Old Provincetown.  It was not one voice, but 
six, each unique, yet they blended into a song 

of remembrance and regret.
I attended a reading at the Provincetown 

Commons, presented by Our Writers Group, a small 
assemblage of women and men who come together 
every week or so to share their writing and to 
encourage each other in shaping and recording their 
thoughts. Some are published, some self-published, 
and some are complete novices – new to the idea of 
writing about their memories and thoughts.  Some 
were at ease at the microphone, others looked as if 
they were facing a firing squad.  They were, in order 
of their presentations, Phoebe Otis, Mel Joseph, 
Judy Dutra, Anika Costa, Avis Johnson and their 
leader, Peter Cook. 

What they had in common was a long history 
with this town, and even more important, an urgent 
desire to tell their individual chapters of that history 
with sincerity and unimpeachable veracity.  The six 
readings included a bit of fiction, but mostly they 
were memoirs and personal recollections.  They 
ranged from tales of fishing, the phenomenon of 
sea ice, life on a boat, a dramatic and true story 
of rescue at sea (“the wind whistled through the 
rigging”), reminisces of a house on Alden Street, 
and most affectingly, the experience of childhood in 
an earlier iteration of this town.

Their families, it was reported, were “money-
poor”, but rich in the qualities of life that now seem 
so utterly unattainable – a closeness, an intimacy, a 
sense of community.  This richness is so elemental, 
so primary, but so foreign to most of us, even though 

The Voice of Old Provincetown
Listening to six writers of a town’s living history

by dennis minsKy

This essay was originally published in the Oct. 27, 2022 issue of the Provincetown Independent

Cover of Irma Ruckstuhl’s book, 
Early Provincetown in Photographs



Share the         Heritage16

some of us are desperately trying desperately to get 
it back.

These six readers, about my age, represent living 
history. I might plumb the details of my own 
growing up in Harrisburg, Pa. – in fact, I often do 
-but I am afraid it is a pale shadow of life in old 
Provincetown.  How could it not be? I was not born 
in the same house my father was… and in the same 
room…and in the same bed.”

These were not all halcyon days:  there was 
poverty (“Being out of work in a Provincetown 
winter is hard times”) and fractured families (“My 
father left us before anybody told him he was 
supposed to buy his wife a house”) and constant 
dislocation (“I moved seven times during my first 
thirteen years; I thought my mother must have 
enjoyed moving”).

But all six readers conveyed a connection to the 
town, a connection that I share, even though I’ve 
been here only 50-odd years.  I caught only the tail 
end of some of the things they talked about: the old 
cold storage building in the West End, the Adams 
Pharmacy, the kids diving for change off MacMillan 
Wharf (“Don’t be shy, don’t be cheap,” they 
called out to the tourists), the bowling alley in the 
center of town, Tillie’s Market in the East End, the 
mysterious “Mushroom House”, the Aquarium (not 
the mall, but an actual aquarium, with a barking 
seal that could be heard all over town), The Sea 
Horse Inn, Grozier’s Park, Ho-Jo’s, being “walking 
distance of everywhere,” and so much more. 

But I did not grow up ‘in the shadow of the 

Monument”; I did not live with decades-old 
linoleum or the insanity of an old Cape house 
stairway (the treads so narrow, the pitch so steep”); 
I did not live, especially, in a fishing culture (cod 
tongues and cheeks, “scully-joes” hanging on the 
line out back).  My father was a good man, but a 
haberdasher.  I did not know brave and modest men 
who risked their lives at sea to make a living (and 
rescue others). Just think of it!

After the reading, walking with my dog down to 
the beach by an elegant condo, I heard the raucous 
voices of a group of partying women, unmistakably 
alcohol-fueled. They were having a good time, and 
good for them, but I had to reflect that not much of 
what I heard earlier was known to them, and worse, 
not much would have been of interest.

How many people now living or visiting here 
value the town for more than a scenic backdrop, 
a water view, quaint houses, and live – and – let 
live attitudes?  How many recognize their true 
connection to it? How many can discern that the 
reason they are attracted to this place is that it is 
real? Provincetown has a baked-in authenticity to it, 
left over from the days of old. Its realness is fragile, 
perhaps fading, but it is still here - something we 
can all tap into and benefit from.  It is here for us.

As one of the readers described the town: “It 
knows my voice, my gait, my intentions.”    k

A lifelong student of nature, Dennis 
Minsky has worked for the Dolphin 
Fleet Whale Watch since 1995.  He 
has been a writer, a waiter, a field 
biologist, and a conservationist.  He 
is currently chair of Provincetown’s 
Open Space Committee. He first came 
to town in 1968 and settled in year-
round in 2005.
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This is the Writers Group members pictured at the Commons  l-r Phoebe Otis, Anika Costa, 
Avis Johnson, standing Peter Cook and Mel Joseph. Not pictured: Russell Sanderson.

The Writers Group began as an idea of Peter Cook of Provincetown and grew 
into weekly meetings at the Commons in February of 2022. The Commons is 
the former Community Center and the Governor Bradford School, located at 46 
Bradford Street. It is now a year-round venue for creative individuals, artists, 
writers, entrepreneurs, and a meeting place for educational and community 
gatherings. The Writers Group extends special thanks to Jill Stauffer, and the 
Commons, for hosting group’s meetings.
Provincetown Portuguese Festival Team thanks participating Group members for 
their wonderful Provincetown stories.  

The Writers Group

The  
Writers  
Group
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Her character had always said… “Hello, 
welcome and sit down” … it didn’t matter if 
you just met her or knew her for a long time. 

We had been the best of friends for a very long time, 
and I had always been sure that death was the only 
thing that could separate us.  I am not aware of the 
exact moment that I realized that our relationship 
had changed, and it is insanely infuriating because 
neither of us has died.  We are both still here in the 
same place, yet I have come to realize that I can no 
longer accept how she has changed for I no longer 
recognize her.

She was the truest definition of a friend for 
she was always there for me in the innocence of 
childhood years, the rebellious teen years, and in 
the “trying to keep my s**t together adult years.” In 
my primary school years, she was there with me as I 
tried to not be a chatterbox, to remember my times 
tables, to have neat penmanship, and to try to be 
happy.  She walked with me to school, and she gave 
me the courage to have that first kiss, and to keep 
on kissing and dancing even if the popular girls did 
both better.

In the playgrounds, she was with me as I swung 
as high as I could on the swings, got dizzy on the 
merry-go-round, and fell off the monkey bars. She 
went with me to get penny candy, soda pop and 
popsicles at Tillie’s Market.  At the Community 
Center she was with me in my Camp Fire Group, 
and again giving me courage to keep kissing and 
dancing at the school sponsored dances. Into the 
woods off Howland Street, she joined me and other 
friends walking to the little house that was called 
the Mushroom House. It was small in height and 
width and perhaps consisting of one room on each 
side with only enough room for one or two “little” 
people or Hobbits that came from Tolkien’s Lord 
of the Rings.  The cement roof was shaped like 
a mushroom top, and the chimney looked like a 
mushroom stem in a reversed position. We would 
climb onto the roof which was easily accessible from 
the ground and slide off the smooth sides onto the 

moss-covered terrain.  I wonder to this day if the 
“little” people were invisible because we were never 
reprimanded for trespassing. 

Our next stop was Tarzan Valley, where there was 
a long, heavy rope tied to a very strong branch.  The 
rope was attached to a branch that was over a slope 
of moss that descended to the beginning, or end, of 
a small swamp.  To the top of the slope, my friends 
and I would each go with the rope in hand, certain 
in each of our individual minds, that each of us 
would swing the furthest out.  The final stop in the 
woods was at a small fenced in area that had goats 
and various species of fowl. In each place my friend 
was there with me, and as I write this, I can find 
comfort in the memories.

The childhood days at the beach with my cousins 
were filled with low-tide and high-tide fun, with 
sandwiches, chips, Kool Aid and snacks.  As we 
grew older, the water fun changed its location to 
the town wharf where we dove for coins thrown to 
us by tourists. We entertained ourselves by hitting 
each other with a wet, rolled up tee-shirt in a game 
called Rag Tag. Going in and out of the water and 
playing Rag Tag, also included meal runs to the 
hot dog stands where we happily relinquished our 
diving money.  We were in need of nourishment 
to continue our diving, and the hot dog stands 
complied.  All that activity in and out of the water, 
and on and off the wharf, was the dance of the 
summer.  Sometimes summer dancers were summer 
kissers.  Looking back, I wonder if somehow my 
friend was responsible for keeping the magic of 
dancing and kissing in the air.

Time marched on as it does, and I experienced 
marriages, births, deaths and divorces.  Sometimes, 
despite being older, and supposedly wiser, adult life 
seemed harder to navigate. My dancing and kissing 
days ended with a bittersweet but unknown sigh of 
relief. I changed over the years as she did, although 
my connection to her and all that she meant to me 
did not waver.  I saw her with my older eyes and 
with my younger heart, and perhaps that is why I 

I Lost My Best Friend
by aniKa m. Costa
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did not see how much she had changed.
The realization that I have lost my friend forever 

only recently dawned on me.  I search for her now 
in so many familiar places, and I am not comfortable 
with her appearance.  Change is inevitable, and it 
can be good, and if nothing changes, then nothing 
changes.  It was inevitable for us to both have 
changed, but to realize that some changes can’t be 
accepted, and that has rocked me to my core. I still 
recognize myself, and because I have known my 
friend for so long, I am able to catch glimpses of her 

in her heyday. I reflect on how she was there for so 
many days and nights for so many years, and yet 
now we are strangers.

The glimpses are not enough for me to get past 
the changes and all the dancing and kissing will not 
bring her back.

Goodbye, my former friend.
Her name?
Provincetown…

ANIKA is as local as one can 
get living here in Provincetown, 
since her birth in 1959. Her 
Portuguese father Antone 
was born in Portugal in 1913 
and came to America with 
his mother in 1914.  Anika’s 
German mother, Lydia, was 
born inn Philadelphia, PA in 
1928. The Portuguese spelling 
of Anika’s grandmother’s name 
was “Anica”, but Lydia, who 
graduated from college as a 
Latin major, changed the letter 
“c” to a letter “k” when Anika 

was born.  The irony in the 
name change is that according 
to ancestry.com, Anika’s DNA 
tested 41% French! Anika is 
the youngest in her family, 
preceded by her two half-
brothers from her father’s first 
wife, and her sister from her 
father and mother. She is the 
single mom of three sons, who 
like their mom, have been here 
since their birth. From 1974 
in high school to recently, 
Anika’s writings consisted 
of poetry and a laid-back 

version of journaling.  Thanks 
to Peter Cooks great idea to 
start what is called The Writers 
Group, she now writes stories 
of Provincetown or whatever 
subject the weekly writing 
prompts may suggest. Anika’s 
comfort zone of reading 
out loud in public, or being 
in photos, is akin to a fish 
swimming downtown, but 
because of her exposure to this 
writing group, she says, “at 
least I am a fish that surfaces 
with more ease.”
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When I was a kid here in Provincetown, my 
mother, my sister and I moved seven times 
(that I can recall), during my first 13 years.  

We lived in the West End, the Center, and a few 
blocks East of the Center.  We never did make it to 
the far East End, but we moved enough to make me 
think that my mother might actually have enjoyed 
moving. My sister and I loved it, so why shouldn’t 
she?  It was exciting and adventurous.  There were 
new neighborhoods to explore each time, and new 
friends to be made.  I didn’t miss my old neighbor-
hood friends because when I was in the first grade, 
the new Veteran’s Memorial Elementary School 
was built next to the high school and the three old 
wooden elementary schools had now become one.  
Every day we got to see our friends no matter where 
they lived.  Moving was fun!

When you don’t have to work, you don’t know 
how much work there is to do.  No matter how 
many times we moved, I never knew why.  My 
mother didn’t talk about private things, and, to her, 
everything was private.

Sleeping in a new room was great, even if I had to 
share a room or a bed with my sister.  Until our last 
move, I didn’t have a room of my own, but every 
new place felt like home to me anyway. Every day 
we had to walk to school regardless of the weather 
or how far away we lived.  My mother never got 

Growing Up “P-Town” Style
by avis Johnson

a driver’s license, or a car, for that matter, and if 
someone offered us a ride, we were told to politely 
turn it down, which was one more thing that I 
didn’t understand.  Asking WHY was a waste of 
time. My mother’s only answer to WHY was Z.

I don’t know if it bothered her that we didn’t 
own a house, but I didn’t think about it much.  I 
thought you could only have your own house if you 
were married, and your husband bought it for you.  
My father left us before anybody told him he was 
supposed to buy his wife a house.

Later in my fatherless years, I started seriously 
daydreaming about getting married, and became 
fascinated with architectural house plans after 
seeing a few designs in one of my mother’s 
magazines.  I was so fascinated by the different 
room layouts that I started drawing my own and 
pretended to live in them.

I wasn’t as imaginative about a future husband.  
My hopes for ever having one had been thwarted 
long before, by brutally unreciprocated grade school 
crushes.  What’s the matter with elementary school 
boys anyway?

I did get married eventually; however, he wasn’t 
the man of my childhood dreams.  He didn’t buy 
me a house, in fact, during the five years we were 
married, we moved six times.  It wasn’t fun anymore.  
I grew to hate it, but after the separation and 

For as far back as I can remember, I was fascinated 
watching my mother use a pencil to make scribbles 
on a small piece of paper.  She was writing a list 
for me to bring to Kermit’s, the grocery store next 
to our yard.  I didn’t know what the notes said, but 
Kermit did.  It was grown-up magic, and every day 
I wished I knew how to write.  Finally in first grade, 
I learned how the twenty-six letters of the alphabet 
could be arranged to make words and, since then, 
I haven’t stopped writing, and I haven’t lost any 
interest in putting words into stories.  Through 
seventy-four years as a native of Provincetown, I 
have been a satisfied Sorcerer of Scribbles.
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divorce I moved with our three kids seven times in 
thirteen years.  Back then, in Provincetown, rentals 
were abundant and reasonable.  I’ve never had a 
clear or impassioned definition of the word home as 
it applies to a structure.

Provincetown has always been the only deep, 
abiding definition of home I’ve known.  The only 
home I’ve trusted to always be mine.  It has known 
me intimately throughout my life.  It knows my 
voice, my gait and my intentions.  Its fragile ground 
embraces the bodies of my silenced family, friends, 
and children.

They are Mother Earth’s treasures now.
Provincetown has been the most consistent 

and familiar love I’ve ever had, in spite of the 
cosmetic surgeries it has withstood over the last 
three decades.  After developers discovered it, they 
began to systematically rip it open or tear it down to 
make every inch of land supporting its uniqueness.  
Little by little there was nothing left that could be 
described as quaint.

No Sea Horse Inn.
No Grozier’s Park.
No Corner Gift Shop.
No bohemians, beatniks, or hippies.
No families returning for their annual 
summer stay
No Ho-Jo’s
No Mattas Five and Dime
No candlepin bowling or upstairs pool room 
at Ant’s
No Joe’s Coffee Locker
Or Edie’s Diner
No Wong’s Chinese American Restaurant
No Go-Cart track
No Billy Burr’s end of summer carnivals
No Aquarium
No VFW girl’s drill team
No Macara’s Wharf

My sister’s birthday. l-r Cindy Cook, Sara Cook, Glenn Medeiros, me, Gail Gaspie (Joey 
Trovato’s mother), Wayne Medeiros, my sister Carol with the cake, my cousin Chris Cook 
with the tube, behind him is Sharon Medeiros, Danny Medeiros and I’m not sure about the 

girl in the middlel left.
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No summer-long Little League games with town 
kids and summer kids playing on the same teams

Time passed and things changed.
Families couldn’t afford to come for entire 

summers anymore.
My inclusive hometown became a vacation 

destination for people of greater means.
Condos, which were an alien concept when I was 

a kid, began to sneak their way into the fabric of 
funk until there was no funk left and no year-round 
rentals for low- or middle-income families.  The 
government-imposed regulations on the fishing 
industry until that, and the escalating expense of 
living here, decimated the fleet.  Many natives 
who had modest homes were forced to sell them 
to survive.  For what realtors and developers were 
willing to pay, a family could buy a piece of land 
in neighboring Truro, build a house, and still have 
money left over to live on.

It didn’t take long for there to be too few families 
here to justify having a high school.  In June of 
2013, Provincetown High School closed its doors.

No kids. No high school.
No high school, no sports teams
I never imagined there would be an end to 

PHS or the “mighty, mighty Fishermen!” I played 
basketball, volleyball, and softball in junior high 
and was proud to wear the orange and black of the 
PHS Fishermen.  For all of us who grew up laughing, 
gossiping, and passing notes while changing classes 
in those historic halls, the loss was tragic…and 
permanent.

Little by little, with few exceptions, my 
hometown became the new home of people who 
could never understand the differences between a 
Johnny-come-lately wash ashore, and a native.  It’s 
impossible, and besides, they don’t want to know.  
They don’t care about the affection we had for New 
Beach and the sounds of our voices echoing and our 
feet slapping the wet concrete in the old bath house 
where we went to rinse the salt water off of our 
bathing suits.

They don’t know the illegal excitement of drag 
racing on the quarter mile.

And they will never know the rich, endearing 
stories of the long-gone local characters whose 
portraits have hung on the wall of the Mayflower 
Café for as long as I can remember.

No matter how the newbies identify themselves 
or how much affection they have for “their” 
Provincetown or Provincetown has for them, 
owning property and/or multi-million dollar homes 
can’t grant them membership in our history or a 
berth in our essence.

Only a lifetime…of bare feet carrying you to 
the beach for your first swim of the summer, 
the comforting smell of salt water when the 
wind blows just so, the privilege of being within 
walking distance of everywhere even with sand 
in your shoes, and the familiar cry of a seagull 
that touches your hometown soul and affirms your 
heritage…can do that.   k

Cousins Avis and Peter, now fellow writers in the Writers Group
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Scalloping with Capt. Bob Dutra 
on the F/V Rolex

Photograph Courtesy Capt. Bob Dutra
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Sea scalloping can be terrifying when you’re a 
greenhorn and see a two-thousand-pound rake 
swinging above the deck because of a rolling 

sea, but scalloping can be a pleasure when the sun is 
rising, the weather is warm, and the ocean is calm.  
During the winter, with the air thick with moisture, 
and cold enough that slush appears on the deck, 
scalloping is more of a unique experience.  If the 
temperature is cold enough to freeze salt water, and 
the wind builds up, watch out!  It is as dangerous as 
it can get on the ocean.  And yet, being out on the 
water when it snows is a great treat.  Big, soundless 
flakes are falling, and disappearing into the water as 
snow surrounds the boat.  You feel like you are in a 
cocoon of white.  There were times when my hus-
band Dave, would tie the boat to a mooring inside 
the harbor, and we would cut scallops.  The shore is 
close, but unseen through the heavy snow.  It’s as if 
I’m on a tiny island isolated inside a snow globe.  

Sea birds always know where there is food.  They 
appear as if by magic as soon as the scallop guts hit 
the water.  In a matter of seconds, the air is filled 
with them, swooping, screaming and diving.  They 
look like they will plow into each other but veer 
off just in time to avoid a collision, their wings 
pumping in a backward motion.  A tug of war 
breaks out in front of our eyes as in midair, two 
gulls fight for the same piece of scallop.  Screeches 
and sounds like human voices are calling out, 
and I think I hear part of a word, or a call from 
someone far off.  It is a sound of thank you, and a 
staccato of joy.  I love the gulls, and watch as they 
pirouette while flapping their big bodies of grey and 
white feathers.  A seagull sat buoyed on the water 
watching for the next tidbit as I stood at the rail 
alongside an old friend, Richard Dickey.  We were 
cutting scallops while snow fell around us.  Richard 
could open the bivalves faster than anyone we’ve 
ever seen, always keeping one shell in the air.  We 
swapped stories as we cut fresh sea scallops into a 
ten-quart bucket.  He told me about crewing on a 
boat that had a Portuguese skipper who was always 
hollering out the wheelhouse window in his native 

 Sea Scalloping Memories
                                                                            By J.J. Dutra

F/V Rolex with outriggers, steaming out to the fishing grounds. 
Rolex’s Captain Bob Dutra is Judy’s son.

Photograph Courtesy Capt. Bob Dutra
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language.  Richard laughed at the memory, “The 
captain was always yelling at us, pointing at things, 
but no one answered him or seemed to obey his 
orders, or took any notice of him.  The captain 
would shake his head, lift his fist in the air, and then 
go back into the wheelhouse, slamming the door.”  
Richards thin frame shook with laughter.  “It turned 
out that not one person on the boat could speak 
Portuguese except the captain, and he couldn’t 
understand English.  We were all experienced 
fishermen, and just did our jobs.”  

It is certainly not all fun and games, even on 
calm, snowy days.  Richard knew first-hand the 
risks involved in being a fisherman.  He told me 
about the time he got his jacket caught in a winch 
aboard a big scalloper out of New Bedford.  “Damn 
near killed me, took me and spun me upside 
down, around and around, slamming me onto the 
deck with each rotation, like being in a washing 
machine, only worse.  That winch broke ribs, my 
collarbone and a couple of bones in my arm.  I 
was bruised in places I didn’t know I had.  It took 
months to recover.”  Richard went back to fishing 
as soon as he was able.  “Watch out when you are 
around machinery,” he warned, “don’t wear jewelry, 
and take those strings out from the hood of your 
sweatshirts.  Anything loose or hanging can get 
caught in a wench.”  

Richard was a spiritual man who had a wonderful 
sense of his place in this world.  His humor touched 
all who met him.  We talked of philosophy, the 
Dead Sea Scrolls, and crazy trips to the scallop 
grounds with captains who could not speak English. 
Richard crossed the bar in 2004, but is remembered 
by many as a first-rate, high-liner fisherman.

My first trip scalloping was in the early 1970’s 
when it was like the Wild West out on the ocean.  
You were allowed to keep as many scallops as you 
could catch.  The price then was $2.50 a pound.  I 
was so excited about that first trip that I couldn’t 
sleep.  At dawn, we found ourselves twenty miles 
east of Chatham, shrouded in thick fog so much so 
that we couldn’t see past the bow of the boat.  We 
did not have radar, although that fact did not matter 
to my husband, who said, “Let’s get the rake in the 
water,  fifteen-minute tows, and we’ll see what we’ve 
got here.”  The rake came up full to the sweep, 
scallops spilling out the top.  We worked as fast as 
we could to get the rake back over the side.  We cut, 
cleaned, and bagged the scallops, never getting to 
the end of the pile before the rake was back up with 
another load.  When the fog cleared, around ten in 
the morning, to our horror, we were surrounded by 
huge scallopers from New Bedford, Gloucester, and 
New Jersey.  We took our boat load of scallops and 
headed home. The next day, using all the profits 

The Richard and Arnold set against the town
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Judy Dutra is a retired Registered Nurse who 
fished with her husband, David Dutra, when 
circumstances permitted, until his passing in 
2016.  Judy has written three self-published 
books: a Memoir, Nautical Twilight, The 
Story of a Cape Cod Fishing Family, and two 
historic mystery novels set in Provincetown 
in 1938, The Fisherman’s Ball and Dead Low 
Tide. Her latest book The Crow has recently 
been published.  Judy has written Federally 
funded grants, short stories, magazines and 
newspaper articles.  She is currently working 
on a second memoir, Arethusa. 

Ms. Dutra lives in North Truro, enjoys 
gardening, spending time with her two sons, 
Jackson and Bob, and her grandchildren, 
walking on the beach with her Carin Terrier, 
and reading.

from my first sea scalloping trip, my husband David 
bought a radar.

Fishing with David was always an adventure.  He 
said every day was a story.  Fishing and scalloping 
were unique experiences, sometimes joyous and 
sometimes terrifying. The ocean is powerful, full of 
mystery, beauty and life.

I will always be amazed at its wonder and 
continually thankful that I had those days at sea 
with my husband.    k

2023-2024 Visitors Guide

Provincetown
Chamber of Commerce

PtownChamber.com

Serving
Provincetown’s Businesses  

& Community 
Since 1897

508.487.3424

Judy reads at the Portuguese Writers and Poets Event
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The 90-foot Eastern Rigged F/V Little Infant 
departed from Provincetown harbor at 5 p.m. 
for a routine 14 day off-shore scallop fishing 

trip at sea.  Between trips, the vessel will spend three 
days in port.  This is a way of life for fishermen.  The 
vessel had four bunks located where I slept behind 
the engine room, six bunks located in the galley up 
forward, and the captain’s sleeping quarters in the 
rear of the Pilot House.  Thirteen bunks for thirteen 
men.

 It takes approximately 15 to 20 hours of steaming 
time to the fishing grounds.  We arrived and got 
onto good fishing, catching a lot of scallops.  The 
mates 6-hour watch put down 15 bags, and the 
captain’s watch put 12 bags down.  Our boat worked 
24 hours a day, 7 days a week without stopping.  The 
crew was divided into two watches.  The captain’s 
watch worked from 6 a.m. until noon, and 6 p.m. 

to midnight. The mates watch worked from noon 
until 6 p.m., and from midnight until 6 a.m.  Crew 
members operate the machinery used to set out the 
rakes, sending them to dredge the ocean floor.  After 
30 minutes, the rakes were hauled back, and the 
contents of the seafloor were dumped on deck.  I 
operated the winch on the port side of the boat, and 
my shipmate Rick Lindholm worked as my hook-
man. Together we handled the scallop rake that 
weighs a ton when it’s empty, and much more when 
its full.

The scallops on deck are picked by hand to fill 
the bushel baskets, and the contents dumped into 
troughs called cutting tables.  Each scallop is opened 
(shucked), using a special knife to separate the meat 
from the shell.  Each crewman. over and over, filled 
his 10-quart bucket with scallop meat.  The captain 
keeps a count of every bushel of scallops picked off 

Little Infant Capt. George Adams

by Peter CooK

The Fate of the Fishing Vessel Leland J
The  

Writers  
Group



Share the         Heritage29

the deck, and every bucket of scallops dumped into 
the scallop wash bin.  At the end of a watch, two 
crewmen wash the scallops in seawater and pack 
them into special cloth bags.  The 40-pound bags 
are lowered into the fish-hold to a crewman to pack 
and bury the bags in ice.  On a good trip, we will 
return to port with 500 bags, equivalent to 20,000 
pounds.

Hauling back the rakes, dumping the contents 
on deck, and setting them back overboard routinely 
took eight and a half minutes.  We did our best, but 
at times, we heard Captain George’s strong voice, 
“Hey, boys, almost ten minutes there, let’s shorten 
it up!”  During this trip, every 30 minutes the two 
dredges caught 12 to 14 bushels of scallops to make 
an average of 26 bushels coming on deck every 
half hour.  We had sloppy, rough seas from winds 
now reaching gale force.  Our gang got off duty at 
midnight.  Wind whistles through the rigging as I 
headed for my bunk.  At 1 a.m., Rick tried to wake 
me.  He shook my shoulder. I struggled to wake 
up.  My eyes burned from fatigue.  Rick wanted 
my attention.  The blaring of the big diesel engine 
was all I could hear.  Confused, I raised my hand to 
cup my ear so Rick could yell into it.  “Peter! I’m 
sorry to wake you!  There is a fishing boat nearby 
taking on water. It’s sinking, and our captain wants 
you up in the wheelhouse with him.”  My friend 
and shipmate Gilly was one of the older seasoned 
crewmen.  His bunk was up forward.  I yelled into 
Rick’s ear, “Rick, did you wake up Gilly?  Rick 
answered, “Yes, all the men up forward are awake.”  
Rick, Gilly, Tony and I work the same watch hours.  

This had been a hard trip.  We were in a big storm 
after midnight, and everyone was exhausted.  The 
captain gave the order” All Hands on Deck”. And 
Rick did his best to be sure everyone was awake.  
Rick said, “Be careful while you’re on deck.”  I 
answered, “Thanks, Rick, see you on topside.”

The boat rocked and rolled violently.  I struggled 
getting my foul weather clothes and boots on.  It’s 
difficult to hold on, and you can’t let go.  Rick stood 
by for a few minutes before yelling in my ear, “Don’t 
hurry. Last I knew that boat was nine miles away, 
but it might be closer now.”

I climbed to the top of the steep engine room 
ladder.  Usually, I would walk through the shucking 
house to get on deck, and from the deck, climb a 
tall set of steps up to the wheelhouse.  But at this 
time, I spied the small emergency exit door at the 
rear of the captain’s quarters, and from the top of 
the engine room ladder I reached the small door 
and struggled my way through and ended up inside 
the captain’s private quarters.  Through the second 
door, I stepped into the wheelhouse. “Well, I’ll be 
damned, where the hell did you come from, Pedro? 
Why were you there?” I answered, “I wasn’t in there.  
I just passed through.  I got to the top of the engine 
room ladder, and, and the small door at the rear of 
your cabin caught my eye.  I cut through there, so I 
didn’t have to go outside in this weather.”

“Damn, Pedro, I didn’t think a fat mouse could fit 
through that door. “ 

I need you up here with me. We got Mayday from 
a nearby vessel taking on water.  I guess the pumps 
stopped working and they are sinking.  I’ve been in 
touch with the Coast Guard, but they keep asking 
the same questions over and over.  We are the only 
boat out here except for the one that’s in trouble. 
“Hell, Captain Adams, its rough as hell, and this 
isn’t a good night to be screwed up out here.”

The ship to shore radio came to life.  “Calling 
the fishing vessel Little Infant, calling the fishing 
vessel Little Infant.  This is the United States Coast 
Guard, this is the United States Coast Guard.  
Come in, please.  Captain Adams didn’t answer the 
radio.  “Pedro, the first mayday came in with that 
boat was nine miles away, but its closer now.  You 
can pick it up on the radar when it’s up on the crest 
of the waves, but we’ll lose her in the trough.   Our 

Owner of F/V Little Infant
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mate went forward to organize our crew. “I want you 
to keep an eye on the radar.  We have to keep track 
of what’s going on.”

From our pilot house I could see our crew.  A few 
men stood atop of the whaleback at the high point 
of our bow with all eyes fixed on the sea.  Gilly and 
Larry stood on deck at the ready with their survival 
suits, if needed.  Coils of rope, life jackets and 
searchlights were at hand.  Gale force winds howled 
through the rigging as huge seas crashed over the 
bow and rails of our boat.  “Pedro, keep an eye on 
that radar, and let me know each time you spot that 
boat.”

“I’m watching it, captain!  Its three miles from 
our forward port.”  The ship to shore radio came to 
life. “This is the United States Coast Guard, this is 
the United States Coast Guard calling the fishing 
vessel Little Infant, calling the fishing vessel Little 
Infant.”

Captain Adams reached for the radio 
microphone.  “This is the Little Infant.  Go ahead 
Coast Guard.”   

“Fishing Vessel Little Infant, this is the United 
States Coast Guard.  What is the name of the vessel 
in distress?  What is the name of the fishing vessel?  
Captain George Adams barked into the radio 
microphone, “The name of the vessel is the Leland 
J.  I’ve already told you that 10 times!  How many 
more times are you going to ask?” Pedro, I.ve been 
saying the same things over and over with these 
guys.  What the hell’s the matter with them, can’t 
they hear?” 

“Fishing vessel Little Infant, fishing vessel Little 
Infant, this is…

Again, Captain Adams cut them off.  “I know 
who you are.  Stop saying the same things over and 
over.  I need help out here!  Send me a chopper 
with some pumps.  Give me some lights!”

“Sorry to interrupt you, George.”  “Thant’s ok, 
Pedro, I’m not getting anywhere with those guys.  
You got something there?”

“Yes, captain, it’s a Western Rig.  I’ve got a fix, 
but it’s close, too close!”

“Pedro, we’ve got 30-foot cresting waves running, 
and picking those men up in this weather isn’t going 
to be so easy.  The last transmission I got from that 
boat’s captain said there are six men, and they’re 

going to be in the water.  I don’t know if they are 
going to be in a raft, or if they’ll be swimming.”

“Fishing Vessel Little Infant, Fishing Vessel 
Little Infant. This is the United States Coast 
Guard.  What is the color of your vessel? Captain 
Adams answered the radio for one last time, “What 
difference does that make?  I’m too busy to talk 
now!”

“Pedro, where is that boat?”  Never mind, I got 
my eyes on it!” The two of us watched the sinking 
vessel come up on the cresting seas.  The lights were 
on, but the entire stern of the boat was under water. 
“Pedro, be careful, my boy, go forward to tell the 
men all eyes looking to spot anything at all in the 
water, and you come back here with me.”  I made 
my way across the deck and over the big scallop 
pile.  Gilly and Larry stood at the ready with their 
survival suits.  “Gilly, I hope you don’t have to go 
into the water tonight in those rough seas.” He 
laughed and said, “Hey, man, I hope not to, but 
if my a** was out there, I would hope someone 
was coming after me.”  Despite the foul weather 
conditions, our crew members were in fairly good 
spirits, and ready for what was about to happen.  
Two of our men held tight to the rigging to brace 
themselves against the 70 mph winds.  Waves broke 
over the bow.  The wind whistled as I made my 
way back across the scallop pile and up to the pilot 
house.

“Pedro, what’s going on out there?” 
“They’re ready, George.  They spotted green 

lights and our men shouted, “Look out there!  Keep 
watching!”  The unanswered radio crackled its 
questions over and over.  George and I both knew 
that hope of getting help from the Coast Guard 
was now lost.  I took my place by the radar with my 
eyes on the stricken vessel.   I was deep in thought. 
“Pedro, have you ever seen anything like that 
before, my boy?”  “No, Sir. God help them if they’re 
in the drink.  For a long moment we watched the 
unfathomable sight before our eyes.  She was a ghost 
ship.  A big offshore dragger on her own, alone and 
adrift at sea, with a radar turning on an unwatched 
screen.  She lives for the moment, but soon the 
vessel’s founder will come to claim the ship.  Her 
entire bounty will return to the depths from whence 
it came.  I prayed for her crew, and for us.  The big 
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vessel was close to our port beam.  A daydream 
turned into a nightmare.  I questioned what I was 
doing out here.  “Pedro, I’m going to give us some 
power in order to get that boat past our stern.  I 
don’t want to get tangled up with her.  Go forward 
to find out what’s going on up there.  Tell everyone 
to be careful.  I don’t want to lose any of our boys.”

Up forward, the men talked about two green 
lights, one fixed and the other moving side to side.  
Our vessel jogged steadily into the wind.  The raft 
surfed down the waves as it approached our bow.  
The raft came too fast and too close.  The Little 
Infant rose high on the waves.  The men in the 
raft were in danger of being crushed.  One of our 
crewmen looked toward our pilot house waving his 
arms to get our captain’s attention as he yelled,” 
BACK IT DOWN, GEORGE!

BACK IT DOWN HARD! BACK IT DOWN, 
GEORGE!  BACK IT DOWN HARD! NOW!”

Fearing our captain couldn’t hear because of the 
inclement weather, I left the bow to make my way 
to the pilot house.  Suddenly, the boat lurched to 
a halt, almost knocking me down.  Black smoke 
bellowed out of the big exhaust stack.  Our boat was 
in full reverse.  The door of the pilot house opened, 
and Captain George Adams stepped out into the 

horrific weather to address the crew.  He stood in 
a balanced position to ride the pitch and roll and 
reached to pinch the corners of his eyeglasses to 
adjust them to his face. I’d seen him adjust his 
glasses at other times of distress at sea.  It took 
him only a brief moment to size up the very bad 
situation at hand.  He is a tough, but gentle man 
with a strong body, muscular arms and hands, and 
a deep voice.  “There will be no hollering on this 
vessel.  Takes these men aboard on our starboard 
side, and put them down, but don’t drop them there 
or they’re a goner.”

Our skipper disappeared into the pilot house and 
maneuvered the Little Infant perfectly and placed 
the raft alongside our starboard bow.  The raft was 
on a wild ride reaching heights above our gallows, 
but quickly dropped back down into the sea trough.  
Our mate made a perfect throw of a long line to a 
man in the raft.  Cheers and shouts of joy rang out 
from our crewmen as the line was caught on the 
first try.  The raft still rode the waves but was now 
tethered to the Little Infant.  Our crew pulled on 
the line and saw frightened faces on the men in 
the raft.  Our mate yelled, “Wait until the raft rides 
up, and we’ll grab you on the way down!”  Every 
man wanted to be first out of the raft.  One man’s 
outstretched arms waited to be grabbed.  Ricky 
grasped his hand, but their hands pulled apart as 
the raft dropped.  The raft rose again, and Ricky 
and Paul grabbed and held the same man as the 
raft dropped out from underneath him.  With a 
good, hard yank, he was over our rail and dropped 

Peter Cook and his friend and co-producer Paul deRuyter  
with the DVD Dad, I Wanna Go Fishin’
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It is an honor to dedicate our 
efforts for the Portuguese 

Festival to our Mom and Dad, 
from whom we were taught to 

work hard, love and laugh.
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safely onto the deck of the Little Infant.  Each grab 
brought another man aboard our boat.  The last man 
we grabbed was very large.  “Hey, we got a big one! 
We got a big one! Grab him! Grab him!  Over the 
rail, the last man came like a huge fish, and flopped 
on the deck in the same fashion as the others.

Our ship’s cook “Geo” was captain Adam’s son.  
He quickly cared for the survivors, getting them 
below into our warm galley.  Our crew pulled the 
empty raft aboard, deflated it and stowed it away.  
With the crew of the stricken vessel safe and 
sound, I returned to the pilot house to report to our 
captain.  I stepped inside.

Peter Cook is a third 
generation “Provincetown 
Native” that chose to stay in 
Provincetown throughout his 
life.  

His father, Joseph G. Cook 
was born in Provincetown, 
and Peter’s grandfather, 
Manuel Farais Cook, 
migrated to Portugal from 
the Portuguese island of 
San Miguel.  Manuel was a 
fisherman all his life.  Joseph 
and Peter spent time at 
sea fishing, but also had 
occupations ashore. 

Peter enjoys his family 
and grandchildren as well as 
his hobbies of photography, 
writing and documentary 
film making. He produced 
a documentary with Paul 
DeRuyter entitled Dad, I 
Wanna Go Fishin’, detailing 
life as a fisherman during the 
1950’s, 60’s and 70’s. 

“Peter was born and 
raised in Provincetown and 
speaks about growing up in 
a small, tight-knit fishing 
community.  It was a time 

“Well, that went well, Pedro.  How are those 
men?”, asked the skipper.

“They are shaken up, but lucky to be alive, 
thanks to you, captain.”

George Adams pointed off toward our starboard 
stern.  “Take a look out there, Pedro.  I bet you 
have never seen anything like that before.  I’m glad 
we did not get tangled up with that.”

The F/V Leland J had capsized and was bottom-
side-up as it floated away from us.

“Pedro, this is a story you can tell your 
grandchildren someday.”   k

when every young man had 
thoughts about going to sea. 
He describes life in years 
past when things seemed 
simple but where survival 
was still a challenge.  It 
was a time when burdens 
were more readily shared, 
where community bonds 
were strong, and…all men 
were brothers. But despite 
the many changes in 

Provincetown over the years, 
Peter’s story reminds us how 
things have also remained the 
same.  For those who call this 
special place home…we can 
be thankful.”

Peter is the founder of 
a writing group of local 
residents that he simply calls 
The Writers Group. 
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Growing up in Provincetown in the 50’s and 
60’s, my childhood included the force-feed-
ing of ‘fish’ at most meals.  The consequence 

of having to live off the small pittance paid to ‘Col’ 
Storage’ workers.  Hometown boy Leo Gracie, from 
time to time, reminds me that my dad, ‘Molly’, was 
an engineer.  Well, I thank Leo for glamorizing my 
dad’s modest daily labors.

Yes, he did drive an ole Model A, retrofitted 
with train wheels that clacked along on the train 
tracks mounted to Freeman’s Wharf but it may be 
a stretch to say he was an actual engineer. He was 
the head engineer of this unique transport. Along 
with spending many cold and damp hours at the 
cutting tables of the ‘Col Storage’, filleting every sea 
offering landed. 

As a ‘Col Storage’ worker, for the penny-pinching 
Atlantic Coast Fisheries conglomerate, bringing 
some fish home for free was a side benefit that 
kept our bellies full.  Usually, a captain’s offering 
during an offloading, under the guidance of Ralph 
Fields, could be shared.  Molly would expertly gut 
and fillet and nary the smallest bone left to stick 

in our craws.  If we ever complained that a bone 
crossed our lips or pierced our cheek, it would be a 
challenge to “Molly’s’ expertise with a fillet knife, 
and not a challenge that he took lightly. He once 
‘beat’ me silly with a half-filleted mackerel, as I 
stood in our back kitchen on Alden Street, the 
result of my antagonistic whining about having to 
eat another oiled, fried mackerel dinner. My sister 
Sandi, standing there in comic shock, holding back 
her laughter, as the mackerel was pounded to a pulp 
over my head.

There would be other days when an unlucky 
skate got trapped in the dragger’s net.  It would be 
handed off to my father, by my Uncle Tony, while 
off-loading the Jimmy Boy at Freeman’s Wharf.  
This would end up as deftly carved out skate 
wings.  Quasi, scallop shaped delicacies.  Only the 
grain direction would be its giveaway, the flavor 
as succulent as the real thing.  Pan fried, scallop-
shaped skate would adorn our supper plates and be 
enjoyed as if they were as sweet as a bay scallop.  It 
would be years later before I did (actually), have the 
real thing.  Though the real things were sweeter, 

 Breakfast, Dinner and Supper
These were the three meals of “my” childhood in the 50’s and 60’s

by meL JosePh

The  
Writers  
Group
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they did not diminish the fond memory of those 
‘phony’ pearls of skate.

Following a hot summer of spawning mackerel, 
the infant ‘tinkers’ could be jigged by the bucket 
full, at the end of MacMillan Wharf.  Boys lined 
up along the back of Colley’s, dropping lines 
and deftly jigging away. Again, another fried up 
delicacy featured on our supper table. The sizzling 
and crackling of bubbling lard and a ‘fishy’ aroma 
permeated our kitchen. The rancid smell of lard 
laying heavy in the air, deposited in an empty coffee 
can on the corner of the stove top.

Or the ferocious consumption of smelts. You can 
pretty much eat the whole thing.  These small fish 
need only a few minutes in a hot-oiled, cast-iron 
skillet to turn crispy and golden-brown.  Add a 
home-made tartar sauce and they make for the best 
finger food, soft bones and all.

Or my mother, realizing that ‘dad’ will be home 
soon from his drudgery at Atlantic Coast Fisheries, 
and she has yet to determine what the evening 
fare will be. I, just home from a Veterans Memorial 
School day, sent down to pick blue mussels off the 
pylons under Freeman’s or Colonial Wharf, as long 
as the tide co-operated.  Yet, wading into a cold, 
half-tide would sometimes be needed.  Or raking a 
bare foot through a seeping sand bar to find some 
quahogs…either way, “don’t come home ‘til the 
buckets full.”

Squid, the consummate ‘trash fish’.  Mostly 
used as bait for many endeavors and at this point 
not known to us as the world-famous calamari. 

Tinkers sought at Provincetown. These ardent fishermen are 
seeking the small tinkers that abound beside the end of  

MacMillan Wharf in Provincetown. Children and adults alike 
have been trying their luck during the hot weather  

and the fishing is still good in Indian Summer. Photo by Neil 
G. Nickerson.  The Scrapbooks of Althea Boxwell (1/19/ 

1910-10/4/1988) Provincetown History Preservation Project

Portrait by artist Joan Pereira of her  
neighbor “Molly” Joseph

The term that ultimately would pretty up this 
ugly cephalopod.  Its oily, black ink leaving the 
uninformed to not appreciate its flavorful beauty. 
From squid stew, which left a pungent haze all 
throughout the neighborhood, two little stuffed 
torpedoes, with an abundance of linquica and 
‘chadeesh’. Or squid rings, sometimes just sauteed, 
batter-less, and other times breaded perfectly and 
dropped into bubbling oil.

Once or twice a summer, a man would leave a 
basket of rock crabs at the back door of our house 
on Alden Street.  My mother’s favorite!  She always 
made a face at the thought of another lobster, but 
these crabs and the inviting creamy ‘crab fat’ tucked 
in the corners of the shell, scooped out with a 
deft use of two fingers. Well, that was my mother’s 
ambrosia. Throw in a little melted Oleo and the rich 
decadence was enhanced.

When the ‘ice box’ was empty, my mother would 
call upstairs to me to go down to the wharf and ask 
my Uncle Tony for a mess a’ heads (codfish).  Soon 
to be carved up into “tongues and cheeks’, of what 
would otherwise have been discarded, and most 
likely to be ground up into chum. These, now placed 
in a vat of ‘vinha d ’alhos’. A brine, heavily laden 
with cloves of garlic…again, soon to be another 
‘fried delicacy’ that makes me wonder why I do not 
have clogged arteries today?

I’ve made my father’s sea clam pie, and to me, it 
was a well enjoyed taste that my wife didn’t think 
matched my father’s.  A dagger to my ego.  She 
ate it with a promise to enjoy and smile politely 
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and told me, “It’s not your father’s.” And after I 
had it as leftovers for a day or two, the unattended 
and unappreciated remainder went the way of the 
compost.

And who can forget ‘Sculley Joe’?  Not the 
playful name of some local character seen talking 
to himself on the wharf, but that dressed up scrod, 
brined and displayed on the back clothesline along 
with my Mickey Mouse monogrammed PJ’s, along 
with tomorrow’s clean school clothes.  And at 
dusk, I would be sent out to bring clothes in, and 
to take the Scully Joes down and hang them in the 
back shed, away from any overnight dew.  Only 
to bring them out the next morning before going 
off to school to finish drying in the late October 
sunlight. The clothesline dance was to go on for as 
long as it took to dry them into a salty fish jerkey.  
Any leftovers, after exhausting our taste buds and 
cracking a tooth or pulling out a filling, would be 
re-soaked and softened and ultimately end up as ‘fish 
cakes’.  No culinary opportunity for this free bounty 
would be missed.

I remember the late Tony Thomas, a classmate, 
walking the halls of PHS with a ‘Skully Joe’ proudly 

tucked in his back pocket, awaiting a skinning 
from his pocketknife, that he was allowed to carry 
in school…back when carrying a pocketknife was 
a utilitarian right, and less threatening in a school 
environment than it would be today.

Who doesn’t remember a lethal fava bean 
concoction, A Cookie’s Tap staple?  These horse-
sized beans soaking in a spicy garlic and onion tidal 
pool. In my adult life, my daughters, not so proudly, 
called their effects, ‘father’s favorite fava farts”. 
Always aware not to invite their friends over when 
the fava bowl was out.

If my mother had called Portuguese Morcela by 
its common name of blood sausage, would I still 
have considered it to be one of my favorite Saturday 
suppers?

My Menangas families Sunday afternoon dinners 
at 8 Fishburn Court, us, stopping at the Portuguese 
Bakery for a hot, fresh loaf of a crusty Portuguese 
bread. It, to be a side bar to a Sunday Dinner’s pot of 
homemade kale soup, a fish stew, or a hardy chicken 
soup.  Many memories of white pea beans soaking 
in a pot overnight on the kitchen counter, awaiting 
their destiny as the ‘soup of the next day.’

Fishing Boats at Town Wharf
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These Sunday evening gatherings, a loving, 
weekly part of our Menangas aunts and uncles, 
with a gaggle of first cousins in tow.  Between the 
games of “Red Rover, Red Rover, send Renie right 
over”, we’d gobble down a lush, creamy, homemade 
bread pudding of leftover stale bread that got a 
second chance of greatness, and never failed in that 
greatness, in the loving hands of our VaVa.

Christmas offerings of trutas, turning common 
sweet potatoes into a confectionary delight, and 
little boys and girls wearing that confection like 
a furry white mustache over our wide grins. Or 
the guilty pleasure of a doughy anchor, so simply 
called ‘Flippas’. Golden pillows smothered in butter 
and dipped in granulated sugar or drizzled with 
syrup, whichever your favorite was.  The pounds, 
immediately and directly applied to the girl’s 
prominent ‘Portagee’ hips. 

These are just a few of my culinary memories of 
that time (so long ago), when the town was all tied 
together by its fishing roots and well attended Friday 
Night Fish Fries. Boat captains contributing some 
of their catch so that these Fish Fry proceeds could 
go to organizations that discreetly took care of those 
that needed a “leg up’ in difficult times. Knights of 
Columbus or the Lions Club, secret orders of men 
patting each other on the back, but doing good for 
the community that afforded them and their wives 
their social station.  What you give in charity is your 
sacred trust.

As I look back now (for me), my old classmate 
Tony Thomas will live on in youthful infamy, forever 
with a ‘Skully Joe’ stuck in his back pocket. And 
Captain Joe Roderick with his arm waving out of 
the wheelhouse window up at my father, as my uncle 
Tony puts a skate in a bucket to be pulled up.

Those Recreation Department boys and girls, 
dropping a line off the pier in hopes of buckets full 
of “tinkers’, ‘smelts’, or ‘silver perch’, and to cherish 
a ribbon won for who caught the ‘biggest’ or the 
‘most’. Not to mention the bold talk of the “one that 
got away…”

There’s Alice Cook, beating back my father’s fun 
poking barbs as she delivered another year’s batch of 
Beach Plum Jelly and Jam. Confections that would 
dress up breakfast toast. Neighbors paying back 
friendship with comfort food.

MARINE
SPECIALTIES

PROVINCETOWN • 235 COMMERCIAL 

STREET • 508 487-1730

WWW.PTOWNARMYNAVY.COMPROVINCETOWN • 508-487-1730

235 COMMERCIAL STREET
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I was born in Provincetown, August 1951 at 16 West Vine Street. I am ‘Molly’s’ 
boy.

I graduated from PHS, Class of ’69.  I left town in the fall of 1970 and moved 
‘Up-Cape’ to Barnstable Village.

I married in 1977 and had twin daughters.  I spent 30 years in the Commercial 
Printing Industry for the Cape’s largest printer, and have worked for two Cape 
Cod software companies for the past 23 years.

I always told Provincetown stories around the office, and one day a woman (who 
had always been a fan), left the company and said she would miss the stories.

So, I began capturing the stories of growing up in Provincetown in the 50’s and 
60’s and emailing them to her. My writing began in 2002.

My dad, walking up Alden Street, with a ‘mess a’ 
heads’, strung together and dangling from his hip, 
with a bucket of mackerel in his other hand, his Pall 
Mall hanging from the corner of his mouth.

A holiday season’s fare of trutas and bolos, baked 
endlessly for the first cousins of the Menangas 
brood.  “Cookie”, being only one of the few words 
that my mostly deaf VaVa could speak, as she put 
a plate of  bolos out for us. And my VaVa, taking 
her creamy bread pudding recipe with her to the 
Heaven that she is most certainly, and eternally in.

All these wonderful culinary memories guarded 
by a community that had its young keep their 
youthful eyes wide-open to the possibilities. Its 

budding young men and women to fill the spots in 
the community’s daily routines, and the wizened, to 
captain the business community, at sea and on land.  
As well, the aging grandparents (that had been 
through it all) to offer up their years of learnings, 
done with supportive pats on the head.

I am my father’s son, and I have my VaVa’s 
smile, and my PaPa’s chin, and I remind my 
cousin Floran of her father. So, I know I am 
forever connected, and Provincetown is the 
‘beating heart’ that lives within me.  k

Mel and dad ‘Molly’

Dried codfish ‘Skully-Joe’
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Provincetown has a rich cultural heritage, and 
one of the most important events, and a high-
light in its history is the annual Blessing of the 

Fleet, celebrating the patron saint St. Peter who was 
not only an apostle, but a fisherman, and is a patron 
saint of netmakers, shipbuilders, and fishermen. He 
was apprenticed to his life’s work as a fisherman in 
towns around the Sea of Galilee. 

The Blessing has been a way for the community 
to celebrate its heritage and pay tribute to the 
fishermen who at the time, were mostly Portuguese, 
and who had brought their traditions and customs 
from the Azores, a group of islands off the coast 
of Portugal. It is a ceremony that honors our 
fishermen and is also a reminder of the importance 

of the town’s fishing industry. It is a time for the 
community to come together, celebrate their shared 
history, and to pray for the safety and prosperity of 
the fishermen who risk their lives to bring in their 
catch. The Blessing of the Fleet by the Bishop as 
the fishing vessels pass by him at the end of the pier, 
is a solemn and thoughtful ceremony that reaffirms 
the respect for the sea and the men and women who 
rely on it for their livelihood. We honor the men 
who have carried the statue of St. Peter through the 
years on their shoulders from St. Peter the Apostle 
Church to MacMillan Pier. It is a deeply moving 
ceremony, and we are proud to honor the legacy of 
St. Peter and the generations of fishermen who have 
proudly carried him.    k

Honoring the Legacy of St. Peter
Photos courtesy, Lisa King, Donald Murphy, Nancy Silva
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Provincetown- “Fishing is my life,” too says 
Emily Roderick, who’s been married to captain 
Joe Roderick for some 40 years.  Her point is 

that Joe is, in a sense, married to his dragger, the 
Jimmy Boy. And so, in a very real way, is she.

Last week’s tragic loss of the Victory II and its 
missing young skipper and crew brought fresh focus 
to the uncertainty of fishermen’s lives, and the lives 
of their families.

“Fishing is more than a job. It’s a way of life. And 
you’ve got to get accustomed to it.” Mrs. Roderick 
said.

Some say it’s easy. Some say they’re so used to 
it that it’s hard to have perspective. All agree that 
being married to a commercial fisherman is unlike 
anything else in the world.

First, there are the hours. Fishermen may be gone 
from 3 a.m. to suppertime – if they get home then. 
There are financial uncertainties. There’s that “big 
week” of several thousand dollars that everybody 
seems to hear about, and then weeks and weeks of 
very little money. There are the extras concerns 
about safety, fears that well up unbidden whenever 
a fisherman’s wife hears the wind rise. And there are 
the difficulties of keeping dates with other couples, 
or seeing the ballgames the kids are playing in, 

because of a husband’s unpredictable schedule.
Emily Roderick, Lorraine Roderick, Sue 

Roderick and Margery Rivers are all “family” in 
a Provincetown sort of way. Their husbands are 
brothers and cousins and, and besides the extended 
family connections, the women feel a certain 
kinship being married to draggermen. Margarida 
– everybody calls her Gida -Barbosa and Martha 
daLomba are also married to skippers. All talk about 
the family-oriented lifestyle they lead, despite the 
extraordinary pressure to the contrary.

When you understand that their menfolk, all of 
them captains, are also married to their boats in a 
very time-consuming sense, you begin to understand 
the complexities. Family is often a state of mind.

Financial uncertainty is one of the key ways in 
which their lives differ from those of women who 
are married to fellows with 9-5 jobs and steady 
paychecks.

The fisherman never brings home the same 
amount of money when he settles up on Friday. It 
might have been a good week when prices were 
high and there were enough fish to “make a show”, 
as they say. Or, there might be weeks that stretch 
into months of no fish and no price, especially 
during a year like this one, when fish have been 

 They’re Wives of Fishermen
 moLLy benJamin, CaPe Cod times, monday may 7, 1984

Emily Roderick, high on a hill in Truro, looks for signs of her husband’s boat coming around Long Point
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scarcer for longer periods of time than anyone can 
remember.

“You have to learn that today you’re rich, 
tomorrow you’re poor,” Mrs. Rivers said. Gida 
Barbosa, who along with her husband is a 
naturalized Portuguese, said that most Portuguese 
people tend to have a little something put away in 
the bank; most started working for other people 
when they were very young and learned how to deal 
with tight budgets.

“You just have to go along, pay for things as you 
can and hope that there will be enough down the 
road,” Mrs. daLomba said smiling.

“There are no budgets,” Lorraine Roderick said 
in agreement. “I read them all in the magazines, 
but none ever apply to us!” The women also point 
to the extended responsibilities they face because 
of the amount of time they are at home alone with 
their children. They must face many of life’s small 
crisis alone while their husbands are at sea.

“Some nights, you can poke them (husbands) in 
the ribs, and say, “Wake up! What should we do 
about this? “And then, other days you can’t,” Sue 
Roderick said. A child may get sick, or the gas man 
cometh, or the car may break down, or any of the 
innumerable decisions all families face.

“I expected to marry a professional”, said Sue 
Roderick, who is a nurse. “It was a big adjustment, 
getting used to all this.”

Mrs. daLomba wondered if a woman who had 
been married to a 9-5er could ever adjust to 
marrying a fisherman. “I wonder if they’d make it 

– the change would be hard,” she said.
All of the women are aware of the special dangers 

their husbands face; commercial fishermen are rated 
by insurance adjusters right after miners and bomb-
detonation teams. The woman said they try not to 
think of it very often. “No one tries to dwell on it, 
but its always there,” Mrs. Rivers said. She said that 
when conditions on the water are terrible, as when 
there is ice in the big Provincetown Harbor, or the 
wind has come up, she doesn’t do anything but sit 
and hold her breath.

“I sit on the (CB) radio,” Lorraine Roderick said.
“I block it, and try not to worry,” Sue Roderick 

said. “I try and lead my life normally and not worry. 
I don’t think I’d be of much help if I did.”

“You have to have a great deal of faith because 
you deal with the unexpected all the time,” Emily 
said. “You have to hope and pray that God will do 
what’s best.”

“I love Joe. I worry about him – he’s all I have, 
really. It’s his life and he’s doing what he wants, she 
adds.

Sue Roderick recalled the time the Coast Guard 
called to say her husband, “Young Sonny”, had 
been airlifted from his boat with an apparent heart 
attack.; it turned out the heart attack was a false 
alarm – he had been airlifted from his boat but for 
something much less serious.

All the women have experience tragedy and fear.
“After 35 years, I still worry,” Lorraine Roderick 

said. “And you know what they say, most accidents 
happen at home.” She was sitting at her desk doing 

The wife of a  
Provincetown skipper, 
Martha daLomba says she 
and her friends lead family-
oriented lives, despite the 
pressure of their husband’s 
schedule.

In background, Martha’s 
young son Mark, now a 
captain with the Dolphin 
Fleet Whalewatch. 
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the boat’s bookkeeping the day she got a call from 
the wharf. The stove on the Shirley and Roland 
had blown up, tearing a huge hole in the vessel’s 
side and seriously burning “Old Sonny,” Lorraine’s 
husband.

“You remember that winter when we had all the 
ice?” Mrs. Rivers asked. That went on for weeks. 
The boats had to thread their way past all those big 
chunks of ice, and there were several accidents. One 
dragger had a big hole stove in her and had to run to 
the Point to keep from going down; another caught 
a piece in the rudder, couldn’t steer and almost went 
into the breakwater. We all quietly sat and worried 
every night. But you learn to live with it.”

When the men are not out fishing, they are often 
down at the wharf having what Provincetowners 
call “a Portuguese day off.” On Fridays, when the 
boats stay in, the men often have to spend the 
better part of the day changing oil filters, working 
on the gear, doing all the tasks they are too busy to 
do when they’re actually fishing.

The unpredictable nature of their husbands’ 
schedules makes it difficult for them to lead normal 
social lives. “You can’t tell your friends that you’ll 
all go out to dinner on a certain night and time, 
because you just don’t know when your husband 
will be in. What if they hit some fish? They’d lose 
a lot of money just to come in to go to dinner. I 
couldn’t back him up against that kind of wall,” 
Mrs. daLomba said.

Sue Roderick said she learned to make plans for 
herself and her son, “and if it’s with someone else, 
I’ll just say that maybe my husband will join us, and 
maybe he won’t! It’s you and the weatherman.”

Even quick, three-day vacations are hard to come 
by, because of the nature of being tied to the boat. 
During the periods in January and February, when 
the weather may only let them go fishing four days 
a month, the women agreed that it is nice to have 
their men home, but the extended stay also presents 
difficulties. The men may get irritable, knowing 
there is no money coming in; or the boredom can 
make them anxious.

“I try and have projects going around the house,” 
Sue Roderick said. “Last year I got new paneling 
in the hallway, this year a workbench in the 
basement.”

Molly Benjamin. Photograph by Marian Roth 
Published in the Provincetown Independent

“You learn to balance each other,” Mrs. Rivers 
said. “If he’s down, you try and keep a bright side up 
no matter what.”

What about all the fish dinners as compensation? 
All the women laughed at this notion. “It’s like 
being married to a carpenter – do you get any work 
done around the house?” Mrs. daLomba asked. The 
men deal with fish all day and get sick of looking at 
it, the women agreed. Or the men find it hard to get 
the time to clean as well as catch the fish.

“If it’s for friends or there’s a party or some such 
occasion, they’re good about bringing it home. 
Otherwise, forget it.” Lorraine Roderick said, 
laughing. Many of the wives do the bookkeeping for 
their husbands’ boats and so are more involved in 
their husbands’ business than other wives might be. 
Mrs. daLomba, though she does the books for her 
husband’s Barracuda and three other boats, said that 
in term of his business, she keeps a low profile.

*Martha daLomba’s son Mark is currently a 
captain with the Dolphin Whale Watch Fleet

Newspaper article compliments of Salvador 
Vasques, whose mother Marguerite, had cut 
it from the newspaper and sent it to him in 
California. At the top of the story, Salvador had 
labeled it for his resource binder as “Mom”.  
Salvador apologized, as a few of the final 
comments had been inadvertently snipped off, but 
it is truly a wonderful story from these women  
39 years ago.     k
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We spent that winter at the Simoneau place
Under the peaked eaves of the 3rd floor.
First and last time we lived so high.

Out the low back kitchen window
Past a ledge that held milk and stuff to keep cold
You could see three wharfs – Higgins, Town, Sklaroff
And brisk movements the cold brings to the bay.

Higgins wharf is where fishermen mended their nets,
And docked their trawlers for small repairs.
In summertime, kids dove off its high shed roof
Not for nickels or dimes like the Town pier
At Higgins they dove for the shear thrill of it!

My mother was taken by this third floor view
She set herself cross-legged on the floor
beside a makeshift easel with pen and pencil.
Dipping pen into the small bottle of India ink
She worked her sketch
-fussing to get it right

Winter gave time for this
Between dinners and diapers.
 
Come summer my father proudly hung her painting
In prominent view in their leather shop
Where it remained a few months,
Until he felt it a fitting gift for George Dutra
Who had let us run up a grocery tab all winter.

Mr. Dutra displayed it above the counter in his market
I don’t know if my mother felt honored
Or if she had minded seeing her painting go.
I know I missed it.

The painting hung in Dutra’s Market for decades.

Shortly after George Dutra died, (and long after my father’s death)
his son Bob brought to our family that large pen and ink rendering.

Now that scene of a winter bay from a 3rd story window
-Higgins wharf, Town pier, Sklaroff wharf
Could once again hang in my mother’s home.

by gabrieLLe riLLeau

HIGGINS 
WHARF 

Arthur Diehl, Higgins Wharf

Higgins Wharf drawing  
by Gabrielle’s mother, Peggy Rilleau

Sklaroff’s Wharf
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HOME
by gabrieLLe riLLeau

This place of shifting skies   
Where draggers push
Beyond the cresting waves
Through early morning fog
To the outer banks
In hopes of a good week’s haul

Where a father strapped
His drowned son’s body to the weirs
While he swam to shore for help

Where too many fishermen –
Brothers and sons, are lost forever
betrayed by the seas of their youth

This place of unforgiving storms
Where the tide pulls in
And yet holds you fast
‘til all those empty promises
Get you to hoist up anchor
Grab the oars and pull
Hard against the waters

You row beyond the Point
Look back and hear echoes of
Jimmy Peak shouting strawberries,
fresh strawberries from his pick-up
As he rolls along Front Street
Scarry Jack’s old fire truck bell 
calling out fresh cod, flounder
Kids squeals and laughter
cadence of Portuguese
woven through a chorus
of memories, silhouettes
In the mind’s horizon

In this place to which
You forever return
To forget
And to remember

Buoy rope in Gabrielle’s yard, taken by her son Seth Ponek

Painting by Brenda Silva. Courtesy of Cortille Gallery
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Gabrielle Rilleau, daughter of artist and leather crafters, grew 
up in Provincetown, Massachusetts during the 1940’s and 50’s.  
It was a time when its fishing fleet was thriving, artists were 
struggling, and voices of children play sang in every corner. 
It was a time when the town had its own electric power plant 
and the interdependence and independence of the dwellers 
fashioned the core of life. A time when clocks ran slower, 
giving time for net mending and storytelling…the spinning of 
yarns.  Summer people from over the bridge and beyond were 
a source of curiosity, entertainment and additional livelihood. 
The mix formed an ever-changing dance of the town’s 
demography with colorful choreography. In Gabrielle Rilleau’s 
new book of poems, No Room for Slippage, Provincetown is the 
home to which you “forever return/to forget/and to remember”, 
and in her telling it is indeed memorable territory… you can 
call it memoir, if you want, or local history. I call it love.
-Tom Centolella, author of Almost Human

Peggy Rilleau

Roger Rilleau. Photographs by Bill Beradi1954 Hurricane Carol view from Higgin’s Wharf  
by Roger Rilleau

Fishermen and a sandal maker might not seem like a natural 
fit, but Roger bridged any gap by using his skills with leather 
to solve problems with their nets, rigging or other things 
that might come up. That quizzical mind of his would go to 
work, and soon he’d be using a piece of leather to reinforce 
the bottom of their nets, or to fashion a strap for an oar lock 
keeper. He loved a challenge. Anyone could feel the bond of 
these men. And a big storm enhances that bond.
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7676
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Text Excerpt From Meet Our Fishing Fleet
JaCK rivers, Jr.  

the new beaCon, wednesday, June 15, 1955

John “Bull” Enos, photo by Nancy Silva

Ever since the Pilgrims first tasted lobster back 
in 1620, it has always been a favorite on the 
dinner tables all over the world. The largest 

of the lobster family (Homarus americanus) is found 
in the North Atlantic Ocean from Labrador to Cape 
Hatteras.  The female lobster ranges from 8 to 12 
inches and its eggs, which resemble bird shot, number 
anywhere from 3 to 7 thousand.

Many people have the idea that a lobster is red, 
but it is blue-green spotted with green-black.  The 
claws are marked with orange. When a lobster is 
cooked, it turns a vivid red. They are caught in 
wooden traps which are flat on the bottom and 
round on the top. The most popular pot with the 
Provincetown Fishermen is the “parlor pot”. In this 
type of trap the lobster enters by the side through 
a funnel-shaped netting after being attracted by 
bait that has been placed on a wooden peg by the 
fisherman.  After entering the pot, the lobster 

finds he cannot get out so he goes through another 
funnel-shaped netting which separates the trap 
into two compartments, but soon finds out that he 
can’t get out or back to the bait.  The advantage of 
this kind of pot is that the lobster cannot get back 
to the bait and eat it while he is in the pot.

As the fisherman reaches the grounds, he throws 
a 30–40 pound anchor over the side, then pays out 
about 25 fathoms of 12-thread line called “back 
lines”.  Pots are placed every ten fathom of line 
until ten are on a string.  Another 25 fathoms of 
back line and anchor are attached, completing the 
first and last pot, and sometimes to the middle one, 
too.  Their purpose is to mark the spot of the gear.  
This is a typical set-up and some of the skippers 
have modified it according to individual tastes.

The largest lobster on record is at the Museum of 
Science in Boston and it weighs 42 pounds.    k

A veteran lobster fisherman is John “Bull” Enos, 
60 years, who was born in St Michael Island in 

the Azore Islands, and came to this country when 
he was 10 years old. When he was 13, John was 

already engaged in the fishing business. He had 
his own dory and would jig for squid, sometimes 

making as high as $13.00 a day, which was good 
money in those days. At 14 years of age, he shipped 

aboard the line trawling vessel Delphina Cabral, 
skippered by the late Capt. Joseph Enos. Some of 

the other vessels he sailed on include Capt. Vardi’s 
Mayflower, with Capt. Santos on the Mary P. 
Goulart, and Mary C. Santos to name a few.
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in the balance 
Painting by Paul Schulenberg

Captain Louis Cordeiro

This is my grandfather, Captain Louis 
Cordeiro. I spent many a summer with him 
on our family boat the Carlota, named after 
my selfless grandmother Charlotte. In the 
safety of Provincetown harbor is where he 
taught me how to lobster and fish.  

Whenever I am home in Provincetown, I’m 
overwhelmed with the memory of their love 
and kindness and their work ethic! Grandpa’s 
ashes are scattered where his fishing traps 
used to be in Provincetown harbor. This is 
why my heart is always in Provincetown…

Brandon Raymond Prezioso Cordeiro
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topmastresort.com • vacation@topmastresort.com • 1-800-917-0024

Family Owned and Operated for Fifty-Three Seasons

Sharing the Heritage of 76 Years of the Blessing of the Fleet 
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MacMillan Wharf, Red Dory by Nancy Whorf 1992.  Courtesy of Berta Walker Gallery

FLYER’S 
BOAT RENTALS

Family Owned  & Operated
Since 1944

LONG POINT WATER SHUTTLE • EXCURSIONS
POWER and SAILBOATS RENTALS • KAYAKS • MOORINGS

131A Commercial Street   508.487.0898

FLYERSBOATS.COM
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“When you see it once, you’ve seen them 
all,” that hackneyed old proverb just doesn’t 
fit Provincetown’s Blessing of the Fleet, it 

gets better and better every year, and there’s always 
something different about it each time. For the young 
at heart there will always be a Santa Claus and lets 
hope that Provincetown will always have its Blessing 
of the Fleet. It’s the one ceremony of the year that 
really typifies the true essence of the town’s character, 
just as Mardi Gras typifies New Orleans. This little 
old town on its crooked spit of sand has gained wide 
fame as an art colony, tourist resort, and summer 
vacationer’s haven, but don’t you ever forget the basic 
fact that it is really a fishing village, has always been, 
and let’s hope it will always be. First it was a Yankee 
town, but the Portuguese came along and absorbed 
most of the Yankees, and they have given the town 
a European Latin Flavor that is really unique and 
different from any other place in the U.S.A. (Be 
sure to see the Chrysler Museum’s booklet of Charles 
W. Hawthorne’s portraits, most of them Portuguese 
fishermen of Provincetown in the 1890’s, the artist 
really nailed down their character, a man can have 
great nobility and finesse even though he is gutting 
a codfish). So this Blessing of the Fleet with both 
its religious and its more frolicsome activities is the 
fisherman’s own thing, and that’s the way it should 
remain.  A casual outside observer would never guess 

Blessing of the Fleet
by howard mitCham, the CaPe tiP gourmet, CirCa 1969

the amount of planning, work, time and expense 
(downright sacrifice sometimes) and that it takes 
to put this ceremony on. If you ask me I think they 
deserve a subsidy from the state legislature or the 
Federal Government to put their Blessing across be-
cause it means so much in the shape of things as they 
really are, and should remain.

I’m proud to have had a small part in the very first 
Blessing of the Fleet that was held twenty-one years 
ago. I painted a large holy picture of Our Lady of 
Good Voyage on the tri-sail of the “Joan and Tom” 
for Captain Manuel Thomas. That tri-sail must still 
be around here somewhere, they had a photograph 
of it on the inside cover of this year’s souvenir 
program. We laid the big sail out on the wharf and 
I whapped at it all day with a housepainter’s brush 
and housepainter’s colors, consuming in the process 
a whole case of beer, which was my “fee simple” for 
the job. Later on, I did St. Peter and other things for 
some of the other boats. I felt right proud when my 
floating art exhibit went chugging by the bishop for 
its sprinkling of holy water.

It’s a real honor for an outsider to be invited 
aboard one of the boats for the Blessing and the 
picnic parties that follow the ceremony.  This year 
I was proud to be invited aboard the “Peter and 
Linda” by Victor Pacellini and Captain Seraphine 
Codinha. There must have been at least 50 people 
on board. The parade around the harbor and 

A flag found at the Festival Warehouse  
honoring Seraphine and Edith Codinha’s F/V  

and their two children Peter and Linda.
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the blessing by the bishop went real smoothly. 
The weather couldn’t have been better and the 
decorated boats looked handsome. After the 
sprinkling the Captain headed out around the Cape 
tip to the bay and cast anchor off Wood End. That 
picnic was really impressive, lobster sandwiches and 
other goodies for such a big crowd of folks, must 
have taken the captain’s wife (*Edith Codinha) a 
couple weeks to get it ready, and a fish barrel full 
of iced down cans of soda pop for the kids, and two 
barrels of Budweiser for the adults. The kids went 
swimming, diving off the top of the cabin and the 
mainmast. As a climax we were given a real treat 
and I wish I had my movie camera along. Our 
Captain turned out to be as cool as cool a comedian 
as Jackie Gleason with the same generous build. 
To pay his tribute to Mother Nature, who provides 
his livelihood, the captain walked up to the rail, 
climbed it and jumped overboard, clothes, shoes, 
wristwatch and all. Then somebody remembered 
that he couldn’t even swim, so Charlie Murname, 
the retired fire chief of Andover, jumped overboard 
to save the Captain, but it was hard to tell if it was 
a help or a hindrance. They made it to the edge of 
the boat, and now came the real problem. About 
four strong men leaned over and caught him by the 
arms but he was so wet and slick they couldn’t get 
a grip on him. Finally the Captain contributed to 
his own rescue by grabbing the top of the rail and 
pulling himself halfway up, here the hardworking 
crew was able to grab him by the belt and pants and 
inch him slowly upward and on board.  It’s hard 
to tell what might have happened if that belt and 
those pants had busted. It was the most thrilling 
cliffhanging comedy we have seen since the days 
of Charlie Chaplin and Charlie Chase. And it was 
typically Portuguese, unpremeditated, impromptu, 
full of melodrama and symbolism because it brings 
into sharp focus the hazards these fellows face in 
their daily lives. They can take the storms, in rough 
weather the Captain could wait for a big wave to 
wash him back on board but on a calm day it takes 
four men to get him back. Calm weather can drag 
you down by surprise as easily as a storm. These 
Portuguese have it bred into their bones to battle 
against the sea in fair weather or foul and to drag 
forth the gifts that it offers. This Blessing of the 

Fleet is their humble beseechment of the powers 
that be to please give them less of the foul, plenty 
of good fish and good prices, and Oh Lord, most 
of all, keep those live torpedos, aerial bombs and 
other sea debris of modern mankind out of their 
trawls.  k

Howard Mitcham wrote the Cape Tip Gourmet 
for the Advocate during the 1960’s. He wrote 
that the first place he headed when he arrived 
in Provincetown, and most likely from then 
on, was Town Wharf.

“It made my heart jump to see the enormous 
hauls of herring that the trap boats brought 
in.

Mitcham said, “But my gourmet’s heart was 
broken when I found out that this wonderful 
fish was being knocked down for two bucks 
and 50 cents a barrel and shipped off to the 
cat food factory.”
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In today’s world, where its easier than ever to 
lose touch with our roots, its heartwarming 
to see the next generation taking an interest 

in tradition, especially through art, as Bella Silva 
has done. It is a wonderful way to celebrate and 
honor the heritage of her great-grandfather, Frank 
Silva, who was part of the large Silva families that 
settled in Provincetown from Portugal. 

The call of the sea was so strong that in 1928, 
that Frank, a young man and a gifted athlete 
and math student, joined his father fishing from 

an open dory, and continued the difficult and 
dangerous lifestyle on the water throughout his 
life, realizing his dream of owning his own boat 
the Elmardo in 1943.  As destiny would have it, 
Frank suffered many hardships aboard his boat 
and at sea, but the love for his wife Lillian and 
his children Elaine, Philip, Carol and Teresa, 
far surpassed the difficulties and injuries he 
sustained from his life on the ocean. He left a 
legacy of generosity and an unsurpassed worth 
ethic which is evident in his grandchildren, and 
his great-grandchildren.    k

The Dory

Bella Silva honoring her great-grandfather Frank Silva
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Bella Silva

Fisherman Frank Silva, Bella’s great-grandfather, 
mending nets at Higgins Wharf
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Sales 508 487-1112

Rentals 508 349-2700

300 Route 6 PO Box 2003 

Truro, MA 02666

thomasdbrown.com
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The Squealing Pig 
Amazing Selection Of Domestic,  
Imported & Micro Brews 
Full Bar • Oyster Shooters

335 Commercial Street
Provincetown
508-487-5804
www.squealingpigptown.com

PROUD SPONSORS OF THE PROVINCETOWN PORTUGUESE FESTIVAL
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Chris King is a name 
that’s synonymous with 
Provincetown’s fish-

ing fleet and the rich heritage of 
its Portuguese community. As a 
fourth-generation native, Chris 
has been an integral part of the 
town’s fishing industry and has 
been fishing commercially for 45 
years, and his contributions to it 
are exceptional. 

He has dedicated his life to 
the sea, and the community 
that he loves. Over the years, 
the family has honored the 
tradition of fishing, particularly 
with their fishing vessel the 
Donna Marie, which is captained 
by Willis King, who with his 
grit and determination, has 
braved storms and rough seas in 
order to bring back the freshest 
seafood to all their markets, 
Cape Tip Wholesale Seafood 
and their Captain’s Choice 
restaurant, as well as the tables 

of Provincetown, Cape Cod and 
beyond. Their story is a testament 
to the resilience and dedication 
of those who make their living 
at sea and contribute to the 
community. There is no question 
that Chris has played a vital role 
in the family business and has 
been the driving force behind 
the success of Cape Tip Seafood. 
His energy and dedication have 
ensured that the family business 
continues to thrive and grow, a 
difficult task in an ever-changing 
industry.

The King family has not 
been without its challenges 
and hardships. Their father, 
Captain William King and his 
crew of 6, Morris Joseph, his son 
Alton, Walter Marshall, Richard 
Oldenquist, Robert Zawalick and 
Ernest Cordeiro, sank suddenly 
while scalloping off Pollack 
Rip on October 24, 1976. This 
tragedy reminds us of all the 

inherent dangers of the sea, and 
how fishermen, regardless of the 
treacheries of their occupation, 
continue to return every day 
to their fishing vessels. Despite 
this incredible loss, Chris has 
continued to persevere, and his 
commitment and unwavering 
dedication to his family and 
fishing remains steadfast, even in 
the face of adversity. In this way 
he and his family have continued 
to honor his father’s legacy.    k

Note: To read a more detailed 
story entitled Chris King 
Continues the Legacy, with more 
information on the King family, 
the F/V Donna Marie, and the 
tragedy of the sinking of Capt. 
William King’s F/V Patricia 
Marie with all hands lost, refer to 
provincetownportuguesefestival.
com. Under Menu, select the 
Provincetown Portuguese Festival 
2019 Booklet.

 The King Family and the Fishing Vessel  
Donna Marie

Capt. Billy and Pat King
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Chris, Lisa and Willis King, Laurie Willis, Peggy Lynch 
Aldrich, Timothy King, and Robin Jason

Chris with his son Jared Photo Nancy Silva

Photo Nancy Silva Photo Nora Clark-Jennings
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15 COMMERCIAL STREET, PROVINCETOWN   (508) 487-7334  THEREDINN.COM

Waterfront Dining and Lodging

Dinner Nightly at 5:31pm
Raw Bar Happy Hour from 2 to 4:30pm

VALOR is a celebrated Dutch-built Lemsteraak, 
38 feet in length, and judged one of the most 
beautiful wooden boats in America. Her mission is 
to honor and remember the service of all United 
States Veterans, especially those disabled in service 
to the nation. She sails as a proven therapeutic 
methodology and adventure, establishing life-long 
connections and fellowships. ALL members of the 
Veteran Community and their assistants sail free 
of charge. We heartily invite you to join us in this 
noble tribute and program. Welcome!

Commodore Adam R. Howard
 United States Navy
Service Connected Disabled Veteran
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Chris Racine’s lighting display on the ProvincetownTown Hall. Photograph by Nancy Silva
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Family-Owned 
& Operated 
Since 1946

ArtsDuneTours.com

508.487.1950 • 1-888.894.1951

Best Wishes 
for Glories 

Portuguese Festi
val  

and  
Blessing of the

  
Fleet
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Celebrating 
Portuguese 

Heritage

A Provincetown Tradition

Overlooking Historic 
Provincetown Harbor

321 Commercial Street
508 487-0842

PtownLobsterPot.com
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 Mortgage • Personal Banking  
Business Banking • Wealth Management

Cape Cod 5 is proud to 
support the Provincetown 
Portuguese Festival 2022

NMLS#401717 
Member FDIC  |  Member DIF

137 Bradford Street • Provincetown

capecodfive.com  |  508-413-9790
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silvaataxiafoundation.org 

Donations may  also be made  to Silva Ataxia Foundation c/o  Brigham & Women’s Hospital  
116 Huntington Avenue, 3rd Floor, Boston, MA 02116. Thank you..

To greatly further  
  research leading to 
  treatment and a cure, 
  in honor of  
  Veronica and Mark Silva 
  and their courageous 
  journeys 
 

 
“Festival Flags” oil by Lois Griffel
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Be Here, 
Anytime.

Listen locally, or  
stream globally

UNIQUE, ECLECTIC PROGRAMMING

2016PortFest_425x6.indd   1 5/17/16   3:06 PM

Be Here, 
Anytime.

Listen locally, or  
stream globally

Community Radio of CAPE COD

UNIQUE, ECLECTIC PROGRAMMING

5/17/16   3:06 PM

https://provincetowninn.com • 508-487-9500
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ARNOLD’S 
BICYCLE

SHOP
Est. 1927

329 Commercial St.
Provincetown
508 487-0844

“The heritage of Provincetown was built  
on the backs of brave fishermen.”

-- Peter Cook
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NEXT TO 

STOP & SHOP

P R O V I S I O N S

Breakfast and Lunch Sandwiches, 
Scratch Bakery, Prepared Foods, 
Meals to Go, Groceries, Beer,
Wine and Spirits
150 Bradford Street
ORDER ONLINE:  
farlandprovisions.com 
or chownow.com - scan code 

ON THE PHONE: 508.487.0045 
(credit cards not accepted over the phone) 

OR IN PERSON: 
Visit us in town or our seasonal beach location at 
Herring Cove.

Provincetown’s Corner Market for 18 Years
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Truro
 Chamber 

of 
Commerce

SeaScape Soaps
Hand-made, moisturizing soap in a base of shea butter, 

pure glycerine & coconut milk with exfoliating apricot 
seeds, food-grade oatmeal & lavender essential oil. 

Pilgrim Monument
Provincetown Museum
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nancy2029@comcast.net
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Congratulations 

 Blessing on your 

76th year!

     “Provincetown’s Original”

Quahog Electric
Bayside Hills

• Truro •

508 487 4222
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LONG POINT ELECTRIC INC.
Quality Service Since 1983

COMPLETE ELECTRICAL SERVICE
Office Mon–Fri 8am to 4pm

24/7 Emergency Service for Our Customers

105 Shore Rd, P.O. Box 737, Truro, MA 02652
508 487-2056  LongPointElectric.com

AJSantosConstructionInc.com

Fourth generation Cape Codder  
A. J. Santos and his staff have the  

experieonce and knowledge  
to make your dream come true.

508 487-9633   ajsantos@comcast.net

ptowncarts.com
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543 Commercial Street, Provincetown  
508 487-1726  www.surfsideinn.cc

Oceanfront 
Provincetown Hotel 

and 
Beach Resort
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James J. Roderick, Inc.

Rubbish & Septic Services

41 Conwell Street
Provincetown

508 487-1578
508 487-2287

jim@jamesjroderickinc.com
www.JamesJRoderickInc.com

Proud Supporters of the 

Provincetown Portuguese

Festival

FIRESIDE INSURANCE AGENCY
10 Shank Painter Road

Provincetown, MA 02657

Call us today for your quote

508.487.9044
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SUPER  TAT
temporary tattoos

Nancy Silva Burch owner/operator

309 Commercial Street. Provincetown

Office 508.398.5670  

Fax 508.398.7170

Christopher S. FISET
Attorney at Law

9 Old Main Street

West Dennis, MA 02670

chris@christopherfiset.com
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Gabriel’s 
Guest House

In Loving Memory
Janet Greenquest

In Loving Memory of our Dad  
Richard J. “Tarts” Meads

- Richard & Jeremy

In loving memory of Manuel Burr Ferreira and Virginia B. FerreiraIn loving memory of Manuel Burr Ferreira and Virginia B. Ferreira

Kay, You are forever in my heart -- Carol Nickerson

In Memory of Stacie Enos
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Now Offering 

24 HOUR
PROPANE SERVICE

RESIDENTIAL • COMMERCIAL
SALES  & INSTALLATION

SERVING CAPE COD
HEATING OILS ~ DIESEL FUELS ~ GASOLINE ~ PROPANE

MARINE FUELING
24 HOUR OIL BURNER SERVICE

24 HOUR PROPANE SERVICE
COMPLETE HEATING SYSTEMS INSTALLED

1.800.464.0205

RESIDENTIAL • COMMERCIAL
SALES  & INSTALLATION

SERVING CAPE COD
HEATING OILS ~ DIESEL FUELS ~ GASOLINE ~ PROPANE

MARINE FUELING
24 HOUR OIL BURNER SERVICE

24 HOUR PROPANE SERVICE
COMPLETE HEATING SYSTEMS INSTALLED

1.800.464.0205

Roderick’s Payroll
is a proud supporter of the

Provincetown Portuguese Festival

RodericksPayroll.com | 508.487.1733
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In Loving Memory of our Parents 
Alice and Anthony E. Joseph  

and our brother 
Anthony C. Joseph

Gabrielle Rilleau

In Memory of Bruce Corea

Tommy Thomas ~ We’ll never forget 
someone who gave us so much to 

remember…

In Memory of Gary Silva

In Memory of Joey Corea

Congratulations on the 76th 
anniversary of the Blessing of the 

Fleet, from Janet Greenquest.

In loving memory of  
Charles F. Welsh

HAPPY BLESSING OF THE FLEET!

IN MEMORY OF 
HOLLY, XAVIAR AND GORDON

Beverley Ferreira and Family

Happy Blessing 
in Celebration of our Fishing Heritage!

In Memory of  Antone P. Jaqueta,
Anthony F. Jackett and Thomas R. Jackett

from the Jackett Family



Share the         Heritage81

Knights of columbuS  Provincetown
Proud Supporters of the 

Provincetown Portuguese Festival

Law Offices Of 
snOw and snOw

90 Harry Kemp Way

provincetoWn, ma 02657

(508) 487-1160

Joe & Son
Appliance
73 Shankpainter Road, Provincetown

487-0983

See you next year!
Last weekend in 
June 28, 29 & 30

Festival 2024

28th  Annual
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319 Main Street, Hyannis, MA 02601  •  capecodtimes.com

THE SURF CLUB RESTAURANT IS A PROUD SUPPORTER OF THE 

PORTUGUESE FESTIVAL AND BLESSING
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27th Annual

Festival and 76th Annual  
Blessing of the Fleet

Festival T-Shirts will be available for sale at the Fire Station Pumper #3 next to the Town Hall on 

June 9, 10, 11 (Fri, Sat, Sun) 10am-4pm, and at the Festival Booth in Portuguese Square, corner 

of Ryder and Commercial Street by Town Hall on June 23, 24 and 25 (Fri, Sat, Sun).

T-Shirts will be for sale at Seamen’s Bank in Provincetown and Truro.

ProvincetownPortugueseFestival.com
https://www.facebook.com/ProvincetownPortugueseFestival/
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In May 2023, The Luso-American Foundation completed thirty seven years of 
service to Portugal, to the United States of America and to bilateral relations. 
Since its creation in 1985 by the Government of Portugal, the Foundation has a 
distinguished record of creative grant-making to broaden ties among  the peoples 
and institutions of Portugal and the United States. The Foundation is today the 
major supporter of bilateral interactions on a wide range of topics of interest to 
academia, business, civil society, and government.

Additionally, by working with other European countries in many of its activities in Portugal, the Foundation has 
become recognized as a leading contributor to a constructive U.S.-European dialogue on many policy issues.

The Foundation is a private, non-profit, grant and loan-making foundation, whose purpose is to contribute to 
Portugal’s growth and development by supporting the actions of an economic, scientific and cultural nature.

The United States is the Foundation’s principal partner in carrying out its wide range of programs. In general, 
the Foundation has focused its programs In the following areas:

Education, Science and Technology

Culture and Portuguese American Heritage

Public Policy and Administrative Reform

Civil Society and Innovation

Over time, the Foundation’s program strategy has evolved to emphasize policy research and debate, human 
resources development, joint research projects, and building lasting institutional interactions.

A growing focus area today is the strengthening of ties with the Portuguese 
American communities in the United States. These communities honor the 
Portuguese cultural heritage and seek new ways to expand contacts with Portugal 
and its institutions. Since the inception of the Portuguese American Citizenship 
Project, the Foundation has approved grants to Portuguese American communities 
in California, Connecticut, Massachusetts, New Jersey, and Rhode Island.

Rua Sacramento à Lapa, 21 
1249-090 Lisbon · Portugal 
Tel: (+351) 213 935 800 
www.flad.pt
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In Memoriam
Jerry Costa

Jerry Costa was a true Provincetown native who worked tirelessly on the Inca 
sports fishing boat as well as the Tradewinds 4, and the Ranger III. He left a 
lasting impression on those who were fortunate enough to see his designs on 
the fishing boats, notably the Playboy Bunnies on the Patricia Marie. Jerry’s skill 
and dedication did not stop at the sea. He loved coaching and working with 
children, inspiring them to be their best selves and reaching their full potential. 
Jerry’s work ethic was more than admirable, as he gave his all to everything he 
did. Jerry’s contribution to the community is immeasurable, and his legacy will 
live on through the countless lives he touched.

Jerry Costa on the Tradewinds IV
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Since 1937, Marcey Oil Company has been keeping the outer 
cape warm. It all began with my grandfather hand-carrying pails 
of kerosene and blocks of ice to his customers’ homes. Today, 
we deliver heating oil, propane, clear diesel, and marine/off-
road diesel, and offer complete heating system installations, 
maintenance and conversions, with 24-hour emergency service and 
fuel delivery. 

I am so proud to see how my family’s business has grown, and of 
the integrity of my crew and staff, many of whom I grew up with. 
It is a pleasure and an honor to do business in this beautiful and 
diverse community, from our neighbors who started doing business 
with my father and grandfather, to the town’s energetic and creative business owners, and the remarkable 
“wash-ashores” who bring with them unique stories and experiences from all over America and the world.

Feel free to call our office with any questions or concerns about your heating system, fuel delivery, etc. 
We hope all of our customers will feel you are doing business with trusted neighbors. Come by our office 
anytime to speak with Karen and Lee, rely on Eric and Dan to make your fuel deliveries, trust Roy, Tom, 
Jonny and Luke to maintain and install your heating equipment with expertise and care. 

As always, it remains our sincerest intention to supply warmth and comfort to our customers at fair and 
competitive prices.

With appreciation for your patronage,
Jon E. Salvador, President

MARCEY
OIL AND PROPANE

Four Generations Proudly Serving the Community
24 HOUR EMERGENCY SERVICE

37 Franklin Street, Provincetown, MA 02657
508 487-0219  www.marceyoil.com      



Share the         Heritage87

I n  M e m o r i a m

As a community, we often take for granted the individuals who work tirelessly to make our 
town a better place. We would like to remember Artie “Quahog” Martinez, Master Electrician, 
who gave so much to our community, as a volunteer on the Fire Department, and in the 
daunting task of stringing thousands of lights on the Pilgrim Monument along with his son 
Jonathan, and his crew, which will continue to shine brightly in his memory every holiday 
season. His commitment to the Portuguese Festival and Blessing of the Fleet, through 
the years, going above and beyond in his good-natured way, will never be forgotten.  His 
contributions will continue to have a ripple effect for years to come, and we are grateful for 
his dedication and unwavering commitment to the town and to the Festival and Blessing.

In Memoriam
Artie “Quahog” Martinez

In Fondest Memory
Just as we were going to press, we learned of the passing of 
Manuel Barros Duarte, “M’nal”, as he was so well known. Manuel, 
or “Manny” arrived in Provincetown at the age of 5 from Vieno 
do Costelo, Portugal with his parents Henrique and Maria da Guia 
Barros. M’nal was a beloved member of the community and was 
known for his strong work ethic aboard his father’s boat, the 
Charlotte G., where he was always driven to go above and beyond 
what was expected of him. This followed him in his career as a 
successful commercial lender in Boston and Worcester County, where 
he became vice-president of the company. The Festival Team extends 
our deepest regards to his family and all who knew and loved M’nal.
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Cape Cod’s First Community Bank
seamensbank.com

Portuguese Festival painting by Nancy Whorf

Celebrating the heritage and the future 
of the community we serve


