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Under heavy iron clouds, in the swish and glug of New York harbor, she sleeps, her
dreams of scalloped sea and winking light disrupted now and again by an aquatic
squeal that sounds like an orca’s call. Whale song, it’'s true, can be heard again in
New York waters (humpbacks, fins, big blues), but here at Pier 25, at the foot of
North Moore Street, the cry belongs to the 174-foot, 770-ton Lilac as she nuzzles
the black rubber fenders wedged between hull and pier. The whales, it seems, could
have company in their back-from-the-brink resurgence: if the Lilac’'s master realizes
a dream of her own, the old ship’s twin engines will fire, her pipes will bang, her
pistons will jump, her cranks will turn, and smoke will puff from the yellow stack of



