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Michael Cowhey
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Michael Cowhey, who operated the

ship wrecking firm of John Cowhey

Sons at 400 Van Brunt St., died

yesterday at his home, 64 Sterling

St, of heart trouble after a month's

Illness. He was 59.

Mr. Cowhey'a firm -was widely

known among decorators who required

nautical articles for marine

layouts. Many persons-also called

at his place to buy ancient ship's

lamps, anchors and chains for

decorating their homes. ' -

In 1911 he purchased the famous

racing yacht Reliance, moved the

craft to his yard on rollers and dismantled

her. The 110-foot mast

went to th e old Federal Baseball

League park here. The metal hull

was sold for scrap and the fittings

found.eager owners.

Mr. Cowhey was born in Brooklyn,

the son of t h e late John Cowhey,

who founded the business some 75

years ago. Surviving are his widow,

Regina Cowhey; two sons, Thomas.

and John, and  a daughter Regina.
Brooklyn Daily-Eagle, New York, Tuesday, March 2, 1937
Summary of info:

John Cowhey started his business (1937 – 75) about 1862

At least by the time his son Michael Cowhey was running it, the business, John Cowhey Sons at 400 Van Brunt was a ship wrecking and salvage firm.  The company was well known to decorators looking for nautical articles.
John Cowhey was famous for purchasing the racing yacht Reliance in 1911, dismantling her and selling her fittings and scrapping her parts.  The 110-foot mast went to the Federal Baseball League park.
Michael Cowhey had a wife Regina, a daughter also Regina and two sons Thomas and John.
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'Ghost' Is Laid

Waterfront Lads Had

Cowhey Worried With

Those Eerie Sounds

By O. R. PILAT

Another waterfront tradition was

broken today when it was discovered

that Michael Cowhey's bells are not

haunted after all.

Michael, for more than 35 years,

has dealt in nautical odds and ends

in a yard at the corner of Beard

and Van Brunt Sts., a business

which his father, John Cowhey, in

his day one of the influential citizens

of Red Hook, founded. The

bells in question are not sea-bells

at all, but a half-dozen old church

bells which Michael bought years

ago with the idea of melting them

down into silver. Instead of doing

so, he has kept them as curios.

Even before the neighbors began

to tell of the bells tolling by themselves

at night, they were worth

looking at. The biggest one, a good

three and a half feet across the

mouth, weighs 1,200 pounds. It bears

the date 1820 and the words, "Make

a Joyful Noise Unto the Lord."

Where it came from Cowhey has

no idea. Another bell, dated 1885,

weighs 600 pounds and is about two

feet across.

Scales Blown Off Fish

Up to recently, reports about the

eerie qualities of the bells did not

bother Cowhey. If some one suggested

that the ghost of an old

Bailing ship skipper might be behind

the tolling, he would nod solemnly.

Then he would ask if his

questioner had ever heard how in

1880 the wind blew so hard that Red

Hook was white with scales, blown

clean off the harbor fish, and how

all the houses on the Hook had to

be held in place by anchors. And

how once it was so cold that he,

Michael Cowhey, was able to walk

barefooted over the ice to Staten

Island.

Recently Michael got worried.

-Both -MichaeUMC-Williams. the boatman,

and Joe Peterson, the ship

painter, who live nearby and are

old friends, told him seriously that

they had heard the bells at night.

So last evening Michael and his

son, Thomas, 27, instead of going

home' to Flatbush, closed up the

yard and stayed inside. They took

their post in the shed at one end of

the yard, concealed from view by

the darkness and a barricade of

such things as anchor shackles,

wharf bits, turn-buckles, windlasses,

cotton-jacks, anchors and ships'

' lanterns.

•"• The ghost arrived at 8 sharp. At

that time the big bell in the corner

of the yard began to boom its slow,

rich note. No human could be seen

in the vicinity of the bell.

For a second even the stouthearted

Cowheys were astounded.

Then they rushed forward. And, as

Michael told the story today, there

was a muffled boyish shout and

the clump of shoes down the street.

A hole in the fence and a loruystlck

still pushed through it showed how

the culprits, whoever they were,

had made "a joyful noise unto the

Lord."
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NEW YORK CITY, MONDAY, AUGUST 12, 1929
Society Wants Nice, Dirty

Ship Lanterns, but Why,

Mike Cowhey Can't Say
Search for Nautical Objects Brings Park Ave. Folk to His Shop in Red Hook — Can't Explain the Sudden Vogue for Castoff Junk of Modern Sailing Ships.
The current New York society fad for ship antiques is driving good old Michael Cowhey frantic, and he doesn't know what to do about it.

Searching for ship's clocks and lanterns and other nautical odds and ends, well-dressed women and men with stiff collars have recently been driving their cars through the labyrinth of Red Hook to Michael's waterfront place of business at Beard and Van Brunt streets.

"It's enough to drive a man to drink," says Cowhey, who was born

on Van Brunt st. and has lived there most of his 75 years. "Only my best drinking days are over. My father ran this business before me, and I have had it 50 years, but It beats anything I ever saw or heard of.

"You know what happened the other day? An old dowager—that's what my son John called her— asked for a ship's davit to hang a baby's crib on I And there was an old fellow in not so long ago who carted off in the back of his car one of our smaller anchors. He wanted to put it in a garden, he said, though God knows why."

• Nice Dirty Lanterns.

"The ship's lanterns are what

they rave over most. The dirtier

and the older the better. Oil or

electric. They put them on their

porches, and call their place searoost

or something like that. Ha ha. 
And they buy ship clocks,

steering wheels and even binoculars.

"I had about 60 cotton-Jacks, recently.

You know a sailing ship

couldn't afford to have loose cargo

or she'd roll over. These jacks had

a pressure of 60 tons each, worked

by turning a bar by hand, and they

would wedge the bftles tight in the

hold. I bought them up from a

sailing ship which was going out of

service, in the hope subway contractors

could use them.

"Do you know, ono fancy old boy

came in here and bought two of

those old cotton-jacks. I haven't the

slightest Idea what for."

Cowhey's father was named John.

As a tribute to Him, Michael Cowhey

runs the "marine-hardware"

business—as he calls it-under the

old name. He expects his own son,

A young man of 25, to do the same

thing in the-future.

Cowhey's employees, Val Oerkln,

Ed Metealf and Michael O'Donnell,

all of whom have worked there for

30 years or more, kid their boss unmercifully

and ask him If he is

about to buy A high-hat In order to

properly receive his pArk Ave.

guests. Their own clothes and their

faces and hAnds get. grimy in their

work, and they delight in tossing

chains around violently when a

society visitor arrives.

An Anchor Specialist

Cowhey specializes in anchors,

and buys them up In the West Indies

or anywhere else where they

are left Around In large quAntlties.

He sells them to dredging companies

And motorboat owners, and

in several open lots adjoining the

half block on which his open shed

Is erected, the rusting Anchors Helike ghosts of ships In the weeds

until there is A deumnd for them.

Though society's Invasion Is disturbing

him, Cowhey has not hesitated

to do startling things in his

day. In 1911, for Instance, when

the famous racing yacht Reliance

was put on sale at tho shipyard at

the foot of Conover st., a block

away, Cowhey bid for her and

transplanted her on rolling blocks

to his own yard.

He sawed off the tall mainmast

and sold It to tho old Federal Baseball

Club at 4th ave. and 3d st, as a

flagpole. He tore apart the hull of

the racing beauty and sold it-for

scrap, along with every other thing

of value on her*

The marine hardware yard Itself

Is a fascinating place to browse.

Kndless fathoms of chains, in

shades of red and black, every

size. Ventilators, anchor shackles,

wharf bits, turn-buckles, deck lathings,

windlasses, suction hose mast

bands—everything that once made

ships navigable.

Likes Horse Raclnjr.

Cowhey himself is a muscular

man and a good-natured one, with

an Irishman's smile and temper,

and with an abiding love for politics

and for horse racing. As

friends go by his bare little office,

he shouts out to them the selections

in such And such a race which will

surely win, and his greatest pride Is

to toll of his friendship with such

prominent men as the late Senator

Coffey whose name Is borne by

a tiny park only two blocks away

Brooklyn DAILY EAGLE, THURSDAY, JANUARY 13, 1938
Michael J. Cowhey, who died March 1,

1937, left $31,095.56 gross, which was cut

down' by mortgages on three pieces of

property to $13,190.74 net. His home at

64 Sterling St. was appraised for $16,000;

438-440 Van Brunt St.. where he conducted

the scrap Iron business of John Cowhey'i

Sons, was appraised for $4,500. and a

vacant jot was appraised for $4,000. His

-business,-includlng-trfe-5crai>-lron-on-hand

at the time of his death was held to be

worth $5,500. The estate went to his

widow, Margaret, of the Sterling St. address,

& daughter and two sons
1938 Michael J. Cowhey listed as had been living at 64 Sterling St

“Scrap iron business of John Cowhey’s Sons: 438-440 Van Brunt.

John Cowhey – Business Directory listings

1867 Cowhey,  John  - lab. h. Partition n. Conover

1875 Cowhey, John - lab.  h.  Elizabeth n. Van Brunt

1896 Cowhey, John - speculator, h. 442 Van Brunt

1908 Cowhey, John - iron, h. 442 Van Brunt

[A speculator is defined as one who gets a living by visiting vessels around the docks by boat and purchasing old junk, such as scrap iron in B.Eagle_4-27-1878_J.Cowhey-witness_Article - Id=631]  .htm_20131121234918.png  
