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Entered  as

“SECOURS”

The photographic reproduction on this month’s cover is of a French sailor
in bronze, presented to the Institute by My. and Mys. Charles Roome Par -meley
of Staten Island, New York.

The statue depicts a French fisherman in the act of throwing a small heavilg
line to a ship in distress. To this line will be added a st onger and heaver 1%
and then a still heavier one, until the line is made fast around the ship’s mast
or other secure /)a////f//u':'vm/ The other um’zx usually tied to a tree or rock
Shore and a dozen or so stalwart men make a *“breeche $-b1oy” from ship 10 shore
and haul in the passengers from the unfortunate boat.

* . .o . . . . HY fing
#A breeches-buoy is a life~-saving apparatus consisting of canvas breeches, attachable at the waist 102

shaped life- buoy, to be slung upon a rope stretched from the shore to a wrecked vessel.
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y-six stormy vyears has
Charley Atwood — he
ars that title by courtesy
But today, all the storm
s is over, and Captain
can linger with his
ts and memories of by-
ys.

€quently he comes to the In-
& 10 pay a call on Mother
to chat with her concern-
Main interest in life—now

Memories

Captain Atwood Chats with Mother Roper.

L
-

—his little grand niece, Marion,
who lives up in Boston. “‘She’s
pretty,” he says, a smile lighting
up his weather-beaten counte-
nance. ““‘She looks like her
mother, who used to sit on my
lap and beg me for more stories
of the sea.”

During his seventy-two years
of seafaring Captain Atwood
never married. He remembers
seeing girls who wore grass skirts



on the islands of the South Seas,
black-haired senoritas in South
America, blue-eyed misses from
Germany, darker-eyed girls in
the seaports of France, but to all
of their charms he never suc-
cumbed. He sums it up in this
way: “I’'ve never married be-
cause my life has been on the sea.
You can’t take a woman to sea.”

And then, as he stroked his
beard that has long since been
whitened by icy gales, he related
to his sympathetic listener some
of the experiences which have
made his life thrilling and adven-
turous:

“For instance, there was the
time the Belle of Bath burned at
sea. We were 160 miles off Bar-
badoes when coal in our hold took
fire. It was the friction of the
coal against the side of the ship
that did it. We sealed the coal in,
hoping to smother it. After sev-
eral days it broke loose. We put
out in three boats. I was the first
mate, then. I took nine men with
me. We never saw the captain’s
or the second mate’s boat again.

“First came a storm, then a
calm. Water and biscuits were
rationed. Then came scurvy. I
watched the men as closely as I
could, but when I wasn’t looking
they’d scoop up sea water with
their hands and drink it. Then
came death. First one man, and
and then the next. [ was in
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charge, so I couldn’t let
“On the seventeenth day
were sighted—what was left
us. A steamer pulled alongsjq,
but we were too weak to climb’
aboard. They just hauled o,
boat aboard. Four of us Were
still alive. One died at Barh,_
does; another went insane. Yg,

can’t bring a woman into a |ifa
like that.”

Captain Atwood faced Mmutiny
once, and quelled it with an irop
hand. He served as a midship.
man under Admiral Farragut,
He has spent six months and
twenty days out of sight of land
on one voyage. He has stood on
the bridge seventy-two hours at
a time in gales and sleet, bringing
his craft around the Capes. He
has watched masts crack around
him, and he’s seen good men die.
Once his bark, the Peter Roberts,
sprang a leak in Newfoundland
Bay. The ship would have sunk
before aid could reach it. Cap-
tain Atwood headed for Belle
Island. As they approached he
took in all sail except that on the
forward mast and ordered his
crew far to the stern of the bark.
So they hit the rocks with the
bow riding high. The masts
snapped as they hit, but they
made a bridge to shore.

g0,

“That was no place for a wo"
an,” he finished with a laug®
“The sea is a man’s job.”

LOOKOUT

A Slop (Chest Souvenir

atly enlarged, framed replica
above photograph was found
our sailors’ confiscated bag-
t was sent to the Slop Chest
riosity. Everyone who visited
p Chest noticed the photo-
commented on it, and ex-
opinions as to who the
Wwere, what ship, what period,
ntry, et cetera.
to satisfy our curiosity, we
to the Navy Department at
on, enclosed a small re-
n of the photograph, and
if by any chance, they could
8 to identify it. To our great
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surprise, a reply came promptly
saying that the photograph had been
identified in the Pictorial Section as
a group of officers of the Civil War
period, of the U.S.S. Kearsarge, taken
at Cherbourg, France, before the bat-
tlewith the C.S.S. 4labama. On June
19th, 1864, the Kearsargeengagedand
sank the A4/abama off Cherbourg.
The names of the officers and crew
were also sent us. We wonder why a
sailor carried such a large photo-
%raph around with him_in his
aggage. Perhaps he had a grand-
father who was one of the officers of
the victorious crew!

<o



Rescued

“No,sir,nevah again,” protest-
ed the tall Negro sailor solemn-
ly. “I’'m goin’ home to Nassau an’
I’'m nevah goin’ to go temptin’
Father Neptune again!” “That
goes fo’ me, too,” vowed his
companion reverently.

The foregoing remarks were
made in our Slop Chest, as one of
the Chaplains was endeavoring,
vainly, to fit a poor ship-
wrecked pair of West Indian Ne-
groes with decent suits of clothes.
But their physiques were power-
ful and large, their stature easily
six feet, and every coat they tried
on gave evidence that its sleeves
would burst out if the wearer
dared to move a step. And as for
dungarees—it seemed well nigh
impossible to find any that would
fully clothe the huge black shoul-
ders of the sailors.

Their tale was a harrowing
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A Seaman (artoonist

one. They had been pickeq uph

a passing steamer on its Was Y 8
New York after drifting fo, dato
without food in a 37-foot Vach

on their way from Cuba ¢, tht
Bahamas. The two Negroeg Were
brought by the British congy t:
the Institute.

“Engine trouble” had beep the
cause of their experience, ang 5
severe storm which the little crafy
was unable to weather.

By dexterous and ingenioys
use of the needle, our chaplaip,
assisted by an old salt who knew
how to sew, at length managed
to fit the two seamen out with
clean, dry suits. He escorted
them to the ship which the consul
had arranged would take them
home.

Only another example of the
way the Institute befriends sea-
farers in storms and shipwreck.
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he had just been discharged from
a U. S. Marine Hospital, with an
arrested case of tuberculosis.
One lung was completely col-
lapsed. The physician had ad-
vised him to go back to sea, to
get a deck job, and try to regain
his health. The Institute Em-
ployment Bureau found him a
job, and he shipped out, with his
drawing materials tucked under
his arm. Upon his return he
promised to have “a whole raft of
sketches of life aboard ship.”
When his health improves, he

hopes to go to an art school.

just an Ordinary Sea-
of a job, and he needed
uare meal. One of the
s staff saw him sitting
tte Park, busily sketch-
cheap black crayon on
dark brown wrapping
e Institute employee
inside to our cafeteria,
to breakfast, and
m a dollar to get ink,
artist’s drawing board.
that afternoon he returned
eaf of sketches, one of
produced on this page.
ed, after a time, that

d h
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The following harks back to
the days when Dr. Mansfield, our
Superintendent, was actually and
directly supervising- the shipping
of crews and at the time when he
was fighting the crimping agen-
cies composed of shipping mas-
ters, boarding house keepers, etc.

“Dear Dr. Mansfield:

It may be presumptuous to
write to you, being a total
stranger, but when you have read
my object and the circumstances
you will forgive. I shall be as
concise as possible.

I am an old sailor, 75 years old
and followed the sea 5o years—
from 1875 to 1925 and now as the
evening of my life has come, and
I am past the age-limit for mak-
ing a living, I am trying to get
into “Snug Harbor” but it is hard
for me to get the necessary papers
to prove my statements correct,
and I have kept no discharges
nor recommendations, only my
American Citizen’s Certificate. [
am a Norwegian by birth and
was naturalized in New Orleans,
January 18, 18go. I left my first
American ship at that city in
1882.
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Reminder of the Past

Now what I want to gz
about Mr. Mansfield is thig; ¢,
you remember the fourmasta’{
bark #/m. P. Fry leaving Nevé‘
York for San Francisco? Mogs of
the crew were taken from g,
“Seamen’s Institute” as (g .
Nicholson looked to that sajjoy's
Home for his men. We were Plit
on board in your launch, apg
when we entered the ship, yoy
were on board already with sey.
eral other gentlemen and ladies,
You addressed the crew from the
break of the poop. The boys were
called aft for that occasion. I
was the bosen of that ship; but be
it said to my shame, “I have for-
gotten the year.” Could it be
possible for you sir, to ascertain
the year and if possible the
month?

If you would like to see me and
talk to me, I shall be glad to pre-
sent myself before you.

Hoping, Mr. Mansfield you
will not think hard of me for ask-
ing you to help me out, and hop-
ing you will send me a short reply
for which I shall be anxiously

waiting.

K you

days, in the

rs?”’

hem say

3
CAVenger or sweep,

toil the raging deep.

amgeai B, of our country,

Sincerely yours: ¢ you should bless.

TRE

+hor of the following
own. It was related
incoln P. Russell, one
n, who explained it
s song was sung about

, at the time of the
Old

It home at your ease,
entertained the sailors.

recite poems or sing
e of the young sailors,
fteen years old, was
near one of the ladies.
bit better dressed than
ry sailor. He said he
g a song. One of the
ked at him and re-
“Is he one of the com-
The boy said
t sang the song. After
ished the lady who had
to his profession as
” came up to him and

of men ashore, you never

common this or he’s common

thy despise us hearty boys

“Common Satlors’

Do we not bring to you the silks

For a dress to win the hearts of

Nice young men, as dresses some-
times do?

Then why despise us hearty boys
who bring such things to you?

You gents of our country who stop

You little know the sleepless nights

That pass by us o’er the seas.

We bring the leaves for your cigars
which deck your dainty face,

And you would not call us common

Were you sometimes in our place.

Then don’t call us common sailors
any more, any more.

Fine things to you we bring;

Don’t call us common men—

We’re good as any man that’s on
the s%ore.”

ing what it may, be he
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As complete a shore community
as the Institute is, nevertheless
there is one thing lacking. The
greatest present need of the
60,000 or more merchant sea-
men who are ashore daily in
"New York City 1s an adequate
This fact
whelmingly
staff of the Institute who are in
daily contact with sailors and
their needs.

Several years ago the Institute
was able to obtain sufficient
funds for the general construc-
tion of a third floor library and
it was proposed to dedicate it to
the great seafarer Joseph Con-

Because of our concern over our
Building Construction Debt we
have been unable to purchase
partitions, books, shelving, in-
dex cabinets and other. equip-
ment. We now need $15,000
for such equipment, which will
include a complete reference
and marine library. As an ex-
ample of the keen need of such
library facilities, not a day
passes at the Institute, but
what hundreds of the 8,000 to
12,000 seamen entering our
building demand books which

CZQJ[NII ZJ t/Je ?Jrejent

1S over-
to the

Wood carving of Yoseph Con’
considered by Mys. Conrad to be the

in 1#:
best

larke, of England. It is
% our Conrad Memorial

s Seamen Ashore?

we are unable to provide. Fur-
thermore, judging by the large
attendance at the weekly lec-
tures on scientific, literary and
political subjects, it would in-
dicate that our seamen are
ambitious and desire to improve
their education. Many of them
wish to work up to officership,
to master’s standing, but until
we are equipped with volumes
on astronomy, mathematics,
physical geography, admiralty
law, chemistry, hydraulics,
physics, etc., etc., they are
seriously handicapped in their
aim.

Will you send a generous con-
tribution, specifying it for Con-
rad Memorial Library Fund, so

that just as soon as humanly
possible we may be able to take
care of Jack’s greatest shore
need—an adequate library? By
so doing, you will have the op-
portunity of paying a double
tribute: First to Conrad, the
great seaman author and,
second, to the men who live
throughout his immortal pages.

Please make checks payable to:
Junius S. Morgan, Jr., Treas-
urer Annex Building Fund,
25 South Street, New York.



ﬁced to drink a glass of dry dock in the world. I stayed
'da, and it was drugged ashoreall night although I hadn’t
ral. Charley keeled a cent of money.

nscious. “Of course, when I saw a group
he awoke, instead of of people standing in front of a
himself on the Newark, saloon, I wandered over to see
ok in the sight of a full-  what the fuss was about. A ‘Bob-
,loaded with red wood by’ grabbed me by the shoulder
on. He was hoisted to  and said: ‘In the name of the
¢ in a sling made of can-  Queen you’re under arrest.” He
re for two days, he dozed. took me to a Magistrate where 1
urly Captain whom he learned the crime 1 had commit-
in the saloon, greeted ted: I was a deserter.”

harley knew he would Seaman Charley stroked his
¢ to work at no wage what- pja0k and gray moustache and
For 148 days Charley resumed his tale. “It meant I
sweat, without any .4 ¢ go to jail unless I could
t last the windjammer pay 20 pounds. But they gave
apetown. Because of " me the choice of returning to the
the Captain had had to ship, which I agreed to do. In
ees south of his course  that country the rule was that a
right winds. ., deserter, with no discharge pa-
ere a weary lookin pers, was not allowed to land,

id Charley, “as we  anq the skipper of the ship which
r the rail with our long

beards. The Captain
ht he didn’t have a ra-
of scissors on board.
e Captain if I could go
nto Table Bay. But he
. The walls of the city

S/za;zg/zaz'ed

salt came to the Institute anq 3
galed a group with his tale of ho\;.
he had once been one of those un.
conscious sailors who had beey
dropped on board a ship, jugt,
few paces away from the spot
where the Institute now stang &
as a haven and shelter for gey
men. In 1885, Able Seamgay
Charley Will had just come of
the good ship Newark, and wag
wandering about the docks whep
an elderly gentleman, welldresseq |
and courtly, accosted him. Ina
cordial manner he asked the sail-
or for a piece of brown cigarette
Back in the '8os and ’gos the paper. Charley dug down into
saloons along South Street were his bell-bot‘t‘on? dungar;es and
built on piles and extended over ob_hgec}; _ Wlll you have a
the water, so that dories could drink? m\"’ltcc_i the strange}:]r.
slip in under them at high tidle “No, t_hanks,h salc}ilglexirley,w 0
and receive the unconscious sail- was wise to shanghaiers.
ors as they were dropped through “Well, then, how’d }}‘fou l‘:f,e ;:
trapdoors and convey them out take in the“to’wn wit mer. o
to the ships which were “sig}tllincg1 suggelsftsd. I’'m a stranger e
up”’ crews. The price per head mysell. s y - .
a\geraged $25, anlc)l it \Eas con- “_Sorry:‘ sir, repl’u:d Ca};ztll:)’
sidered very unethical for shang- politely, “but I can’t go .

Charley Will, A.B.

| > dead sailor on  in this garb.” ‘ ne, Wi.th bits of broken
gi;ﬁ at zlor;OEnZ coeilect a fee be- However, the stranger us::. dded in cement. But
fore the ship’s officers discovered  persuasive talk and finally M4 € night, T took off my

ﬁ:

he was not just drunk. ley allowed himself to be 1(‘)3 ut: ,

It is a long, long time since saloon where he was'm:e ould

such conditions flourished on to a Captain who said o and

South Street. “The old order use a first class able sealn(; 11 the

changeth, giving place to the Charley was told he cou o  he
new.” But, not long ago, an old job. As it was a warm

wrapped them in a
carried between my
s ebb tide, so I swam
And rode in a donkey cart
ur miles to Simons-
fe largest natural rock
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he deserted was fined fifty
pounds. Naturally, every cap-
tain was willing to pay five
pounds to a policeman to arrest
a deserter.”

“I went back to the ship, but
the Captain started treatin’ me
rough again, so at eleven o’clock,
I swam ashore. I kept under
cover and in the morning started
hiking toward Durben, where I
wanted to go to the diamond
mines there. On the way I met
an English fellow who advised
me to avoid the tropical sun and
to travel only by night. That
night I strayed from the trail.

missionaries  from Clevel‘
Ohio, visited the place apq X

on The Star, a pink

all that time.

“The steamship compan
me a ten pound ticket to Cy

York.

“On our way out of the jun

“For four months I was lost in
the heart of the African jungle.
Torn by thorns called ‘Wait-a-
bit,” and underbrush, living on
fruits and berries and clear, rip-
pling spring water, I found at last
in the sand the imprint of bare
feet. This meant that no white
man was near but that probably
some African tribe. Would they
be friendly or cannibalistic? Sud-
denly, the sound of their jungle
songs broke the stillness. 1 wan-
dered on and found them to be
the Engawelas tribe, very friend-
ly and docile, luckily for me.
They had a little village and en-
tertained me royally with goat
flesh, milk, bread, milly (like our
hominy).

“I lived with this tribe for
three months and one day four

Kaffirs.

shanghaied out of the port

my lads, seafaring today is 58

South Street today is as s2
Broadway.”

THE LOOKOUT

suaded me to go back wig,
to Durben. It was a 24-day jo
and when we arrived a rq : 4
new
photographed me with mS}I?al
hair and wrote me up j, 0
newspaper as a great Curjggjes
having lived with a jungle ¢

v

A
y

o

‘
¢

Y gave !

town, where [ boarded the Geljg,,
which, in 24 days, brought pe!
safe to Southampton, Englang,
where I shipped back to Ney.

after leaving the friendly Enga.
welas tribe, I met members of
other South African tribes: Th
Pygmies, little and crafty, thel
Hottentots, the Zulus, the Li
berians, black as night, the Bush
whackers, who go around whack
ing bushes, and the low-cast

“Yes, sir,” concluded Charlefs
as some of his listeners began
yawn, “that’s what happened @
me the first time I was eV:;

New York, and never a pickel 0
wages did I see all that time- =

i ask M8
and sane, and if you (o 8

- Trunks
visitor to the Institute
age room he or she
aims in surprise: “So
»” And we have ex-
t seamen are not al-
e a trunk on ship-
they are officers.
ed for Seaman Jim-
o give the real reason.
o overhear a visitor
is remark, he said: “Why
a guy leave his trunk
he ships out? This is
nd home’s the place
!’I
Accordeon

inta Barbara we re-
following note: “I
ith much interest and
the article 'Fo’castle
n the February number
pokout, and am sending
oress, prepaid, an Ac-
hich I hope may be of
is one that I took with
years ago on a yacht-
in the South Seas.”

d a staff member solici-

h no, sir,” replied the
or with a grin, “I've
ter left!” And with
ole him, he went mer-
way.
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A Musings of the Mate

Why Sailors Pray for a
Storm

In the old sailing days the sign
of a storm never gave a seaman
the thrill it gives the seamen
aboard a modern steamer. Why?
Young William, A.B., explained.
When a storm comes up, today,
the sailors take life easy. No
work, no scrubbing decks, no
washing paint, no chipping rust,
no polishing brass. Just sit down
in the fo’c’s’l and read your fa-
vorite detective story without in-
terruption! ~ Whereas, in the
windjammer era, every able-
bodied man of the crew had to be
on deck during icy winds and
sleet and gale, lowering sail,
keeping lookout, fixing ropes, etc.
Of course, there’s work for the
captain and the mate and the
quartermaster, today, when
stormy winds blow. But they are
in a glass-encased pilothouse,
steamheated and electrically
lighted.



Reprinted from THE NEW YORK HERALD, PARIS, Sunday, June 8, 1950:

From left to right: Mr. Edmund L. Baylies, President of the Seamen’s Church Institute of
New York and of the Seamen's Church Institute of America; the Rt. Rev. William T.
Manning, D.D., D.C.L., LL.D., Bishop of New York and Honorary President of the
Seamen’s Church Institute of New York; the Rev. Archibald R. Mansfield, D.D., Superin-
tendent of the Seamen’s Church Institute of New York and the Seamen’s Church Institute
of America; Mr. T. Clive Davies, Vice-Chairman of the Committee of the Missions to Sea=
men, London, England. (Taken immediately following the Service of Dedication of the new
Chapel of Our Saviour of the Seamen’s Church Institute of New York, 25 South Street.)

o-Writing Seaman

Alley is not the only
e one may find inspir-
pest-seller jazz songs.
. the sea, the open sea,
the fresh, the ever free,”
aman Stanley Dixon
.and the tunes and the
needed to create a half-
imental songs. Stanley
ongs for $200 apiece to
Tallee who will make them

on the stage, screen and

Letters
an Old Friend

 following is an extract
letter to our Superinten-

nstitute and your man-
it of it are the most tre-
encouragement to every
elieves in the power of
is world.”

A Belated Christmas
Present

Dozens of pairs of eyes watched
Seaman Andrews as he untied the
gay hollypapered package. His
fingers trembled a little, as whose
wouldn’t with the excitement of
opening a Christmas package in
the middle of August and won-
dering who had sent it and what
was inside? From the red and
green tissue wrappings Andrews

I4 THE
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brought forth three gorgeously
colorful neckties. The other sei- |
men standing near the post office
window watched admiringly ®
Andrews fingered the smooO

silk. Eight months at sea, and 0
return to find a lovely Presen!
such as this waiting for him! An-
drews picked up his package ant,
walked away happily, €4 “;‘E
the Christmas message OO tk‘
card attached to one of the nes

ties.

t @ Lawyer in Detroit
to a Seaman

n't think about sending us

y. Your letter itself
N $10.00 to me. Just to
10me to us here, safe and
 Detroit, how our good
ichael was being buffed
‘wind and weather, and
ES up smiling. God bless
id, and shove off for better

ad.”

THE

From the Reverend Fred-
eric Matthews, Port Chap-
lain, Hull, England

“It was only a few days ago
that an English seaman back
from New York told me of his
welcome at South Street, and
how much he appreciated the
splendid Institute. Personally, 1
think it is the most wonderful
building of its kind in the world,
basing my opinion on what I
have seen myself. Thousands of
British sailors are indebted to
you and your staff for keeping
them out of mischief, and many
mothers of apprentices are glad
to feel that their boys are safe
and happy when at the New
York Institute.”

From Mr. H. G. Armstrong,
British Consul General

“Dear Dr. Mansfield,

I have just been reading the
summary of the report of the
Seamen’s Church Institute upon
its 86th birthday, and congratu-
late it upon the magnificent re-
sult attained—largely, if not en-
tirely, due to your patient, un-
flinching devotion to your work.
It has made the Institute and
you twins in the progress and
success attained.”

LOOKOUT 1§



In Memory Of . . . ..

The Institute has been called the House of a
Thousand Memorials. There is scarcely a cor-
ner in the entire building that is not a continual
reminder of the generosity of some friend of the
seamen, or of the thoughtfulness of a giver
whose donations have been translated into a
a constant practical reminder of the donor—
departments, rooms, furnishings—all these ac-
cessories of the great building are eloquent
reminders of those for whom they are named.

Since the list of available memorials in the
New Annex was published in the last issue of
THE LOOKOUT, the following have been re-
served by friends of the Institute:

Seaman’s Room
Prayer Book and Hymnal (in large Chapel)
Prayer Book and Hymnal (in the Sanctuary)

Among the memorials still available are:

Seamen’s Reading and Game Rooms........................3
et e e, S SR nE L R S h ey ) P

Motion Picture Equipment and Booth (Talkie Equipment). ...

Medical Room in Clinic
Surgical Room in Clinic
Nurses’ Room in Clinic
Additional Clinic Rooms
Chapel Memorial Windows
Sanctuary and Chancel
Officers’ Rooms, each
Seamen’s Rooms, with running water, each
Chapel Street Entrance Iron Gates
Seamen’s Rooms, each
Prayer Desk and Sedalia, Small Chapel
Stairway leading to Sanctuary
Cabinet Organ, in Small Chapel
Chapel Memorial Panels
Chapel Chairs

Among the unusual gifts received from Institute friends
month are: A Currier and Ives print of the wreck of the S. S.

Harris McKinney; a silk banner depictin%’ the shi
i

parade on Evacuation Day, 1887, donated by Mr. William White.

16 THE LOQKOUT

: g

during the pst

urm;:,wlan
from Mr. P. W. Vail; a Bible from Mrs. Anna L. Sprague Sturgis;,
from Miss F. Jane Duncan; books for the Conrad Library, from Mi
Davidson and Mrs. George S. Morris; a linoleum block, from th
wrights” and ]

1 OME of the services extended to all worthy
) sailormen by the Seamen’s Church Institute
L of New York, during the year 1929 :—

417,612 lodgings registered.
335,409 meals served.
822,042 sales made at the soda fountain.
83,534 pieces of dunnage checked and protected.

26,141 books and magazines distributed among
merchant seamen.

73,241 special needs administered to by the
Social Service Department.
1,566 seamen treated in the Institute Dis-
pensary.
8,637 seamen placed in positions by the Em-
ployment Department.
316 missing men located.
$607,364.35 received for safe keeping and trans-
mission to seamen’s families.
13,675 seamen attended 219 religious services.

28,345 seamen made use of the barber shop,
tailor shop and laundry.
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