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Bowling Alleys Wanted 

We hope to be able to have 
two good bowling alleys for our 
sailors in the New Building. 

It will be the first attempt on 
the part of the Institute to pro
vide active recreation. Seamen 
get plenty of out-of-door exer
cise aboard ship and prefer other 
so r t s of diversions ashore. 
Many are content to sit all day 
and far into the night over a 
checker-board, which at present 
is the most violent form of re
creation indulged in by Institute 
seamen. 

But they want bowling alleys. 
Bowling is not too strenuoLls, 

and bowling alleys would furnish 
recreation and occupation not 
only to the participants, but also 

to the less ambitious who would 
elect to sit on the sidelines to 
keep score and offer advice, or 
to "set 'em up." 

Tht!j continuous rumble will 
bother us no more than it did 
Rip Van Winkle. 

Think what it means to have 
nothing to do in cold or rainy 
weather. Think what fun hun
dreds of active boys could have 
with two bowling alleys . 

They will cost $ 5,000 and 
may be dedicated as the donor 
wishes, with an appropriate 
bronze tablet. 

It is the most economical and 
practicable way we know of to 
furnish amusement to the great
est number of lonely sailors. 

Who wtll give the 15)000.2 

[1] 
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FIRE DEPARTMENT 
CITY OF NEW YORK 

CHIEF OF DEPARTMENT 

I have known the New York waterfront for 

over fIfty years. I knew it when it was infested 

with low dives that preyed upon the sailor. I have 

Been it improve, and I bel,ieve that t he work of the 

Seamen's Churoh Institute of New York has contributed 

inestimably to this improvement. 

I was a merchant sailor myself f or fourteen 

years, both under sail and under steam, running the 

gamut from Cabin Boy to Ship's Master; and 1 know 

what a decent home ashore means to the sailor who is 

likely to be praotically helplees against the many 

snares which are set for him. 

It is the sailor who has opened up trade rou t es 

allover the world, and who has been a prims factor 

in advanoing oivilization and in promoting world wealth. 

The merohants of the world, and of New York City 

in particular, would not be doing too much if they 

provided the faoilities whioh these sailors now need 

in the Port of New York which the Seamen's Church 

Institute is endeavoring t 

lIew York City. 
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A True Satlorman 
John Kenlon, Chief of the 

Fire Department of the great 
City of New York, has been a 
member of the world's most 
capable fire-fighting force for 
about forty years; and for four
teen years before that he was a 
sailor of exceptional skill and ex
perience. 

Probably no other man on 
earth is at one time better ac
quainted with both the seaman 
and the Port of New York. 

And having such knowledge, 
John Kenlon states that the mer
chants of the world, and of New 
York City in particular, owe it 
to sailors to provide adequately 
for their needs in the Port of 
York. 

This statement becomes really 
significant when one knows Chief 
Kenlon; and although he is re
puted to be the busiest man in 
New York, still it is quite pos
sible to become well acquainted 
with him by reading his story of 
his sea experiences, which he has 
called "Fourteen Years a Sailor." 

This is a most fascinating 
hook, not only because it relates 
more thrilling adventures than it 
would seem possible to crowd 
into fourteen years of a young 

man's life; but also because in 
relating his adventures, Mr. 
Kenlon has quite unconsciously 
disrlnsed a lovable character of 
great depth and of unfailing in
tegrity. 

Nearly every page bespeaks 
his courage, but like most sea
men, he seems to be quite un
aware of it, saying: "Heroism 
at sea is so commonplace it aI-/' 
most passes unnoticed. It is 
part of the daily duty on ship
board." 

All in the day's work to risk 
his own life to save a man over
board! And still he was quick 
to recognize valor in his ship
mates. 

"Fourteen Years a Sailor" 
gets under way when John Ken
lon, an alert Irish youngster of 
thirteen, deserted an old mule 
and a plow on the shores of Dun
dalk Bay to become cabin boy on 
a small coastwise topsail schoon
er. He soon progressed to a 
brigantine, where his cabinboy 
duties included cooking. For
tunately his keen sense of humor 
came to the rescue from the 
start, even when he himself was 
the victim of a situation. "As 
the captain was able to eat al-
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THE LOOKOUT 

most anything, from iron spikes 
to cabin boys, and as the mate 
( a thorough-going dyspeptic) 
was able to eat practically noth
ing, it cannot be said that be
tween these two worthies my life 
was one sweet dream." 

Young Kenlon seized every 
opportunity to learn, whether 
the subject was history or a royal 
yard. He made it a point to get 
all he could out of every port 
he visited by way of "improv
ing my mind and enlarging my 
ideas;" and he eagerly inter
ested himself in all phases of 
navigation from his cabin-boy 
days onward. 

Think of a youngster of six
teen way off in the Port of Mus
cat with a severe infection in 
one of his ankles, and with am
putation of the entire leg pre
scribed as the only alternative 
for death. The victim was John 
Kenlon, who had done too much 
sight-seeing ashore in a chafing 
boot. Being John Kenlon
young, courageous, and resource
ful-he defied the doctor and de
vised a hydro-thera,peutic treat
ment all his own, with the result 
that he walked to meet the doc
tor when he came for the opera
tion the next morning. 

A few days out of Muscat the 
entire crew, with the exception 
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of Kenlon and two apprentices 
became violently delirious fron~ 
a strange tropical fever. T he 
captain had the severest case of 
all. Young Kenlon not only 
navigated the ship to its dest i_ 
nation-the Bay of Bengal- but 
he took care of the raving fever 
victims and devised an appa
ra tus to distill enough sea wa
ter to satisfy their excr ucia ting 
thi rst. . 

Kenlon sailed the seven seas 
and the Great Lakes of North 
America, meeting up wi th an 
assortment of adventures . L ike 
all old-time sailors, he had his 
experience with Cape Horn, just 
missing it by less than one hun
dred yards. 

It is not unusual, of course, 
for truth to prove stranger than 
fiction, but a true tale whi ch ar
ranges itself in fiction form with 
the climax in the proper place 
and of the proper magnitude, is 
as infrequent as the proverbial 
blue moon. 

John Kenlon's sea story was 
evidently enacted by the light of 
a blue moon. Its climax, fi t
tingly, was a shipwreck. 

He was bound from Cape 
Town to the East Indies as first 
officer on a sailing vessel. Seven 
days out a bolt of li ghtning 
struck the ship and started a fire 

THE LOOKOUT 
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midships. Kenlon quickly saw 
that the only chance of saving 
the lives of the crew was to get 
the ship to one of the Crozet Is
lands about thirty miles away. 
Nearly everything depended 
upon the helmsman, who stood 
at the wheel until his flesh blis
tered and he dropped uncon
scious. They then managed to 
steer for the four remaining 
miles by the sails and finally 
"beached" the blazing hulk in 
a crevice of rock on a bleak 
island. 

They salvaged a six months' 
supply of food, also several sails 
to use as shelter tents, and a kit 
of tools. Then followed a sort 
of Swiss Family Robinson exis
tence during which they jacked 
wild rabbits with lanterns, ate 
experimentally some of the vege
table matter which grew wild on 
the island, made candles from 
fish oil, and of course devised a 
rough canvas net for catching 
the necessary fish. The first one 
caught was recognized as a Ken
nebec salmon, which so delighted 
them that they forgot their seri
ous predicament and became fa
cetious. The salmon, they de
cided, was spending his vacation 
in the Indian Ocean. 

From the moment of their 
providential landing, lookouts 

--= 
were posted day and night on a 
high promontory. They SOOn 

sighted a ship and their hea rts 
beat high. But the ship passed 
on without seeing their si gnals. 

few weeks later a second ship 
again passed them by. T hey 
then realized that their only 
hope was to build a boat, for 
they were more than a hundred 
miles off the main trade route. 
and the rocky ledges extending 
from the islands were no induce. 
ment for ships to come closer 
than need be. 

The captain became discour
aged, pined away and died with· 
in three weeks. The crew dug 
his grave with their hands and 
buried him facing the E ast. 
Even these supposedly "rough" 
sailors had poetry in their souls ! 

Kenlan then succeeded to 
command and was affectionately 
known as "Captain Jack." H is 
favorite-the sturdy sailor who 
had stood at the wheel of the 
burning ship-suggested th at 
surely he with his superior 
knowledge could save them all. 
"Resourcefulness is the test of a 
real man," says Mr. Kenlon i.n 
his book, and according to thlS 
standard, he himself certainly 
qualifies. 

He knew the only way to res' 
cue his loyal shipmates was to 
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build some sort of boat-but of 
what? There was no wood on 
the island. The only available 
materials were wind, water and 
rockl 

But John Kenlon made a boa t. 
He "built and successfully 

launched the first reinforced con
crete ship that ever floated," and 
in it piloted his mates to safety. 
This almost incredible perform
ance Mr. Kenlon has described 
in one of the most fascinating 
tales contained between two cov
ers of a book. 

The long and anxious days 
and weeks of labor on the boat 
were somewhat lightened with 
recreation-boxing bouts, base
ball games between the port and 
starboard watches and singing. 
It is difficult to imagine how 
even "Captain Jack" could get a 
crew of forlorn sailors, almost 
bereft of all hope, to sing on 
Christmas Eve and to decorate 
with mosses, but this was an· 
other of his all-but-impossible 
achievements. Later in the night 
they all knelt for two hours in 
prayer under the stars on the 
bleak lookout rock. Their 

prayers were soon answered, 
when their ship was launched 
and found to be seaworthy. 
Probably no one can imagine 
what it must have meant to 
those shipwrecked sailors to 
have even this faint ray of hope 
of ever reaching home again. 

This story of John Kenlon's 
sailor career has been hastily 
sketched with the hope that 
manv may be induced to read his 
own' inimitable account in full, 
and more especially with the 
hope that it may serve to accen
tuate his endorsement of the 
work the Seamen's Church Insti
tute is doing for deserving 
sailors in the Port of New York. 
His letter may well be supple
mented with this paragraph 
from his book: 

"I t is well for landsmen to 
bear in mind that they inhabit 
but one-fourth of the globe, and 
well for them to remember also 
that, without the tireless lives of 
sailors who have year after year 
traversed the ocean pathways, 
there would exist today no in
ternational commerce and no 
knowledge of forei gn lands." 

[7J 
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Our Old Curiosity Shop 
A rare old book and some 

boxing gloves; a high silk hat 
and an egg-beater; a feather fan 
and a gas mask; a set of false 
teeth and the fouragere of the 
Croix de Guerre-these are just 
a few of the treasures found in 
the abandoned baggage of sail
ormen. 

Seamen leave thei r baggage 
with us with the understanding 
that it will be confiscated after 

twelve months unless we hear 
from them asking us to hold it 
longer. 

\Vhen it is necessary to as
sume ownership of abandoned 
baggage, it is opened in the pres
ence of one of the Institute chap
lains and carefully searched for 
valuable papers, such as cash, re
ceipts, references, shipping pa
pers, etc. Such documents are 
filed and held for five years sub
ject to the owner's identification. 

The bulk of the material 
found is clothing of one sort or 
another. This is all thoroughly 
fumigated and washed and made 
available for needy sailormen. 
Following the general Institute 
policy of helping the seaman to 
help himself, this clothing is sold 
for a very nominal price, calcu
lated barely to cover the cost of 
handling. 

In cases of emergency, how
ever, such as shipwreck or dis
charge from the hospital, the 
clothing is given away at the di s
cretion of the Social Service De
partment. Even then the sailor's 
self-respect is given a chance in 
some such way as this: 

"All right, Hans, old man, 
. are you all hunk now ?-J ust 
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give them a dollar downstairs 
some time when you hit the Port 
in good shape." And Hans 
often does. 

All sailor belongings seem to 
come under the general designa
tion of "gear." Sometimes he 
loses it, or it is stolen, or he 
jumps ship, and then it becomes 
necessary for him to "shift 
gears," so to speak. Here the 
Insti tute proves to be a life
saver. No one realizes better 
than we the importance of re
spectable looking "gear" in land
ing a good job; and many a Jack 
Tar has left our Clothes Room 
completely outfitted in clean, 
neat clothing that fits. 

Of course, for much of this, 
he is indebted to friends of the 
Institute who send us various 
articles of apparel no longer of 
use to them. This is always 
most acceptable, no matter what 
the garment and no matter what 
the season, for sailors are for
ever setting forth for the tropics 
or for the northern seas. 

Our Clothes Room and Curi
osity Shop is one of the main 
points of interest to visitors on 
a tour through the Institute. 
The conglomerate display never 
fails to excite their curiosity and 
stimulate their imagination. 
One pauses before a case of 

mounted butterflies, some of 
them rare specimens, and won
ders what sort of fellow the 
owner was and what actuated 
him to take such a collection to 
sea. 

(9] 

Equally difficult to explain are 
the riding boots and tennis rack
ets. 

Some things were obviously 
intended for gifts-a gorgeous 
bird of Paradise, a chest of 
cheap table "silver," a trick box 
with secret opening, a Haitian 
gourd with colorful seeds; and 
some things were probably just 
souvenirs that captured the 
owner's fancy, such as intricate 
Chinese puzzles, nests of bas
kets, foreign coins, queer dag
gers and pistols, a beaded ser
pent, a tropical helmet . 
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Other items bespeak occupa
tions of the sea i for instance, 
marlin pins, a bosun's whistle, 
oil coats and rubber sea boots, 
embroidered ditty bags and sea 
bags, a sea chest with cast brass 
reinforcements, and a "sailor's 
palm," which is a sort of mit 
with a thimble arrangement in 
the palm for protection in sew
ing heavy canvas. 

Most sailors are rather hap
py-go-lucky, rollicking fellows, 
and much of their gear is there
fore reminiscent of good times 
in the fo'c'stle. It is not difficult 
to imagine how many lonely 
hours were whiled away with the 
numerous saxophones and ac
cordions, and more especially 
with the ingeniously contrived 
banjo which quite obviously was 
painstakingly made in a boiler 
shop, judging from the array of 
nuts and bolts which figure in its 
construction. 

Entertainment of sufficient 
variety must have been fur
nished by the phonograph rec
ords which range all the way 
from "My Little Bimbo Down 
on the Bamboo Isle" to Caruso's 
heart-rending Pagliacci solo. 
"Rocked in the Cradle of the 
Deep" and "Asleep in the Deep" 
frequently crop up amongst the 
records, although they usually 

give way to such lighter efforts 
as "Somewhere the Gypsi es are 
Playing," "Beautiful Ohi o" in 
Italian, or "My Swiss Miss 
Misses Me" (not in Italian ) . 

lVlore boisterous diversion is 
suggested by a framed "Certi
ficate of Initiation" into rea l 
sailordom on the occasion when 
the victim crossed the E quator 
for the first time . It is trad i
tion that all such voyagers must 
be shaved by Father Nep tune. 
who rises out of the sea and 
scales the side of the shi p ex
pressly to offi ci a te at th e cere-

[10] 
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mony. Inasmuch as he is usu
ally assisted by the biggest fel
low in the crew masquerading 
as Mrs. Neptune, the " lubber" 
rarely escapes. Even the Duke 
of York recently appeared in the 
Sunday rotogravure supplements 
undergoing the ordeal in the 
midst of an hilarious crew. The 
candidate whose certificate we 
have was given the privilege of 
taking various liberties with the 
sea, such as riding the sea 
horses, but he was admonished 
against flirting with the mer
maids. 

The books which Jack Tar of 
the Merchant Marine reads are 
always a revelation to anyone 
not acquainted with him. Tech
nical books on subjects relating 
to navigation, of course, are 
common. Abandoned sailor 
baggage at the Institute has also 
yielded up Haeckel in German, 

" Corporation Finance," Emer
son's "Conduct of Life," French 
laws of the sea, "The Art of 
Painting in Pastel," volumes on 
Etiquette, Newspaper Report
ing, Bee Keeping, and always a 
large number of Bibles. 

Pictures are another predom
inating item in sailor baggage
photographs of women and chil
dren for the most part, with 
original sketches of out-of-the
way nooks holding second place. 

In a word, one is likely to find 
almost anything in our Old Cu
riosity Shop. Its keeper claims 
to be "surprise-proof i" a white 
elephant tumbling out of a sea
bag would not startle him. Sure
ly the writer of "Alice in Won
derland" could not have had a 
more inspiring jumble for his 
famous "ships and tacks and 
sealing wax. and cabbages and 
kings." 

Captain Seeley 
Captain Henry Murray See

ley, supervising inspector of the 
United States Steamboat Inspec
tion Service at New York, died 
recently. 

Captain Seeley, who had been 
a sailing ship ' s captain , saw ser
vice in many parts of the world, 
and was widely known and re-

spected among shipping men. He 
entered the Steamboat Inspec
tion Service in 1894 as an as
sistant and later was made local 
inspector at Boston. He was 
transferred to New York about 
twenty years ago as local in
spector, and has been supervis
ing inspector for fifteen years. 

[11 J 
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In The Mati 
"I don't believe there is a 

sailor who does not know where 
25 South Street is located. You 
don't have to say what country 
or city-they all know." So 
writes a sailorman. 

Apparently the post office 
authorities know too, for we 
often receive mail addressed 
simply to "25 South Street." 
The mail comes from the four 
corners of the globe (if a globe 
may be said to have corners); 
and it fairly reeks with romance 
and picturesque messages. 

An almost ·forgotten Chines~ 
boy recently wrote our post
mistress from China in this 
way:-

"Perhaps you have long for
gotten an act of kindness which 
you had generously given to a 
stranger fro m China three 
years ago. Having worked my 
way through college and penni
less, I was looking for some 
means to go home. I wandered 
into your office in Bowling 
Green to see if I could get a 
positIOn in some steamers to 
work my way back. You at 
once extended your helping hand 
and wrote me an introduction 
letter. Like magic it works. 

\Vith that letter of yours I get a 
position as an assistant steward 
in the S. S. Candal Castle. T he 
steward happened to be a man 
from our home land who trea ted 
me with great kindness. A t any 
rate we sailed through the 
Panama Canal, escaping most 
part of the cold winter an d ar
rived home in Canton on the 1st 
of January, 1924. Shortly after 
my return home, I obtained a 
position as a forester. y 'ol\ r 
card is still in my address book 
as I was careful not to lose it 
for I think kindness should never 
be forgotten. I am really thank
ful for and appreciate your help 
greatly. " 

Gratitude of this sort inspires 
a large percentage of the letters 
received in our Social Service 
Department. A further example 
is contained in the following note 
from a rural town in Pennsyl
vania to one of our chaplains:-

"I arrived home, to My W ife 
and Children, and the second 
day I got home, I got a job. I 
want to thank you and the In
stitute for the wonderful work 
your doing for the boys. I st ill 
have thought of what would 
happen to a good many if it 
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were not for the good you were 
doing. I hope to see you again. 
May God be with you allways. 
You may not remember Me, but 
III remind you, remember the 
fellow who wanted to get to St. 
Petersburg Fla. to My Mothers 
grave, th aI's M e. I held the S. 
S. Galena down for three trips 
and I think III settle down with 
my family and stay off the Sea." 

Appreciation finds its way into 
the business letters of our sail
ors, as witness this excerpt from 
an inquiry to our "bank":-

"I know of no place where I 
can find more kindness than I 
have received in the New York 
and San Pedro Institutes." 

From London a father with 
a memory sends his young ap
prentice son this information 
and advice:-

"When I was last in New 
York Mrs. Roper was the 
House Mother-a very wonder
ful lady too and we were very 
good friends. If she is still 
there, she will recognize my 
name at once . . . I knew her 
first when I was an Apprentice 
in sail in Portland, Oregon ... 
I have spent many happy hours 
in the New York Mission. I 
suppose you have found out that 
downstairs in the Restaurant is 
one of the cheapest and best 

feeds in New York and the only 
place where you can get a real 
good English cup of tea. Many 
a meal I have had there." 

The reference to Nlrs. Roper, 
of course, is not unusual, for she 
is almost as well known as 25 
South Street, and her mail is by 
far the most voluminous re
ceived at the Institute. To her 
our "boys" express their various 
joys and sorrows as well as their 
undying gratitude for her kind
nesses to them . Here are a few 
random examples, the first being 
from a veterans' hospital in 
Arizona:-

"I thank you for taking care 
of my mail request. I am a 
patient in this hospital and it is 
a long, long jump from God's 
blessed Sea. The wide open 
spaces may be fine for Zane 
Greys and movie title writers but 
they're a bit too arid for a sea
man. Will you please put a 
notice on the bulletin board to 
the effect that I should like to 
get into communication with Ted 
S--. lowe him some money 
and I want to square up." 

A bit of humor from Chicago 
was much ' appreciated by us 
all:-

"Will you please have any 
mail addressed to me at the In
stitute post office forwarded to 

[13] 
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me here. Please don't think be
cause Chicago is near the Great 
Lakes, that I have turned sweet 
water sailor. No indeed. From 
now on 1 am going to do all of 
my sailing on trolley cars." 

A boy in the San Francisco 
Marine Hospital recently re
turned to "M other Roper" one 
of her letters to him. It was 
badly scorched around the edges 
and was accompanied by this ex
planation :-

"N 0 doubt you have been ex
pecting to see me since last I 
wrote you; but it's as Robert 
Burns says, 'The best laid plans 
of mice and men gang oft agley.' 
So it is with me. I am here suffer
ing with rheumatic fever and 
tonsilitis so the call will have to 
be postponed. It is two years 
since I had the pleasure of see
ing you, but you are always in 
mind, and I always can get news 
regarding 25 South Street no 
matter where one may be. I still 
retain your last letter which I 
am enclosing. (That's proof 
you are not forgotten.) Last 
year we had a fire on board and 
I lost nearly all I possessed. My 
pocket book was burned with 
most of my papers, so you see 
your letter has had an adventure. 
It was in China." 

And oft-times a fellow's SIl1-

-= 
ceri ty is obviously in lllverse 
ratio to his literacy:-

"I, Harry F. Dunn, expressed 
my 2 suitcases from Portsmouth 
Virginia to 25 South Street i~ 
your care April lith, 1927 and 
if you received them please 
leave me know and if not please 
leave me know. I will send you 
the money and you can forward 
them to me as I am cooking for 
a railroad company on a work 
train and say Mother I need my 
clothes bad. Say Mother I am 
making better wages as chief 
cook here than I can as chief 
cook at sea. A little longer 
hours but better pay. I clear 
about 45 per week. I only have 
60 men and lots of help. This 
is good people to work for. Be
lieve me. Say Mother I read an 
article about you in the Ameri
can monthly and it was sure 
grand to read. But Mother you 
Deserve all the credit you ge t 
and more by a thousand times. 
Thousands of Mothers, can 
never repay you for what you 
have done for her boys. Mother 
you might not reconise my name 
but you have kept me off of the 
street many a night. And say, 
Mother you might think the 
boys dont appreciate it because 
many when they go in to Bum 
you they hang there head and 
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are ashamed and dont say much 
as some times. A mans mind 
wont function when he is that 
perdictment. But not long ago 
I ran into a seaman and he was 
talking about ships and New 
York and he said to me do you 
know Mother Roper and I said 
I certainly do and he said she 
is a Grand Woman and I said 

grandest in the world and he 
said she sure treated me like a 
Mother, and I told him not only 
you but thousands of others. I 
have heard your name men
tioned all over and it is Mother 
all over the world with seamen. 

Will close wi th love and good 
luck one of your boys, 

Cook Harry F. Dunn." 

Contraband 

Once in a while the Institute 
knowingly overlooks an innocent 
infringement of rules. 

For obvious reasons we can
not allow the sailors' many pets 
and mascots in their sleeping 
rooms. We should soon have a 
menagerie on our hands. We 
suspect that not a few would 
adopt some of the lank, stray 
cats along South Street for the 
duration of their stay in port. 

But 'what would you do in a 
case like this? We have an idea 
you would do just what our 
House Manager did. 

On his morning tour of inspec
tion, when he poked his head 
into an east room, he was greeted 
with a burst of song from a little 

canary hopping about in a new
white-enameled cage in the sun 
and singing his happy little heart 
out. 

The owner had thoughtfully 
set the cage on a table in a large 
paper box cover to catch the fly
ing birdseed. A large sheet of 
brown wrapping paper, carefully 
folded and placed on a shelf 
under the table, told how the 
little songster had managed to 
get by the door man. The owner 
was doubtless quite unaware of 
the regulations. 

What would you have done? 
The House Manager closed the 
door quietly and left the little 
intruder hopping about and sing
ing in the sun. 

[15] 
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Ship Ahoy! 
BY AN OLD·TIME SAILORMAN 

Edi tor 's Note : This art icle was wri tten by 
an old· t. ime SCJ.man who did his time under 
sail, to accompany a gift picture of on e of th e 
intrepid liltl e p ilot boats he descri bes. W hi le 
we cannot agree w ith him that all tha t makes 
for "sterli ng seamansh ip" has gone f rom the 
seas, we print his views as a matter of interest 
as being representat ive of the old·sehool sailor. 

A personal inspection of the 
beautiful picture herewith pre
sented will bring a thrill of 
proud and enthusiastic recollec
tion to the heart and mind of 
many an old-time windjammer, 
whether he is still knocking 
around in blue water to save 
funeral expenses or quietly pass
ing his declining days under gin
ger-bread hatches in the clois
tered precincts of Sailors' Snug 
Harbor. 

The old New York pilot boat 
fleet, of which the sturdy and 
dashing little schooner "Edmond 
Driggs" was a picturesque and 
worthy representative, marked 
the closing epoch of the most 
strenuous and daring man-mak
ing era in deep-sea commerce of 
which mortals have ever been 
capable or that the world has 
ever known. 

Those famous little vessels 
never hugged the Hook nor cud
dled under shelter of the shore, 

waiting for the inward-bound 
European liners or broad-winged 
East Indian clippers to heave in 
sight so that they might drop a 
pilot handily aboard in smooth 
water, and scuttle back to cover. 

No, Mates I Those little 
stormy petrels were thorough
breds, everyone. Honest-to
God, hard-wood boats, built for 
hard-wea ther service, and en
dowed with unlimited weatherly 
qualities They were, likewise, 
managed by hard-fisted, true
hearted, clear-minded sailormen 
of the old school, who went 
wherever they were sent and 
came when they were called. 

"In those days 
Of whose ways 
Nothing's left 
But the fame." 

Back in the 70's and 80'S , be
fore the New York Pilots' As
sociation was formed, and com
petition among the deep-sea 
pilots was rife, those sturdy little 
caravals used to scatter all over 
the Western ocean in search of 
homeward-bound trade. 

Regardless of wind or wea
ther or the season of the year, 
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they would venture to any dis
tance, or in any direction abroad 
in search of game. 

There was no closed season 
for the Sandy Hook pilots, and 
nO tempest ever caught them 
skulking in port. Consequently 
they were almost as well known 
and as greatly admired on the 
Grand Banks, and near the Eng
lish Coast, and off the Ber
mudas, as they were at home. 
Gone now are the brave little 
pilot boats. 

Gone, too, are the gallant and 
graceful, three-skysail yarders , 
and rapidly passing are the reck
less, self-sacrificing, true-hearted 
tribe of valiant sailors who 
made and manned them both. 

The vigilant mosqui to fleet 
has vanished from the commer
cial outposts of the solemn seas; 
the ringing chorus on the wind
lass brakes and topsail halyards 
is stilled forever, for the old 
order changeth every hundred 
years. The steam winch rumbles 
in the singer's place, and the 
strident siren screeches a raucous 
and defiant challenge, a warning 
rather than a welcome, to the in
ward-bound mechanical mon
ster, be she liner or tramp, 
which retorts in kind . 

And the homeward-bound 
joys are shrouded in smoke, ob-
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scured by sordid avarice and 
deadened by the clank of ma
chinery and the clink of gold. 
The joy, the romance, the grace 
and glory of the old windjam
mer days have departed, and 
with them all that made for 
beauty, symmetry, elegance and 
honest pride in oaken keels, in 
naval architecture, and sterling 
seamanship have gone besides. 
Pax Nobis. 

"WE" 
Probably no one on this 

whole admiring earth appreci
ated one particular phase of the 
glorious Lindbergh adventure 
so well as the old-time sailor. 

It was the "we" in Colonel 
Lindbergh's own accounts of his 
achievement. 

To him his plane was a living 
being with whom he worked in 
double harness. 

nd that is just the way the 
old seaman felt about his sail
ing vessel. To him "she" was 
alive and had a personality. He 
fought with "her" against the 
elements, and when he came 
through it safely, it was "we" 
who had won the fight. 

Said an old-timer simply and 
conclusively: "Sure it was them 
that done it - him and his 
plane. " 
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Sir Galahad Dedication 

Our old ship 's figurehead Sir 
Galahad has been mounted on 
the outside of our new building 
and was unveiled on May 18th. 

Mr. 1. J. Merritt, in becoming 
a Founder of the Annex Build
ing, dedicated the figurehead to 
his father , the late Captain 1. J. 
Merritt, who for years was one 
of the best-known figures in the 
Port of New York . 
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It was Captain Merritt who 
developed marine wrecking and 
salvaging. His invention in 
1865 of a pontoon for use in 
raising sunken vessels revoluti on
ized the wrecking business and 
this device has not been im
proved upon since that ti me. 
His career is a long history of 
salvaging shipwrecked c r e W s 
and cargoes, very often a t the 
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risk of his own life. On one 
occasion he directed the work of 
salvaging a ship, living on the 
wreck for ninety-three days. 

It was therefore most appro
priate for his son to interest him
self in service to seamen in mem
ory of his heroic father. 

At the ceremony of dedica
tion, Clinton T. Roe spoke of 
Captain Merritt's Ii f e and 
achievements, and little John 
Merritt, the Captain's great
grandson, unveiled the figure
head and memorial tablet. 

Harold I;Iughes, an honor boy 

from the Order of Sir Galahad , 
read the statement of unveiling. 

The Gloria Trumpeters play
ed for the singing of the Gala
had hymn, and also the Reces
sional, "Lest Vve Forget." 

The old figurehead is attract
ing much attention and it is 
hoped that some old-time sailor 
may recognize it and be able to 
cast some light on its past his
tory. Meanwhile interested 
friends of the Institute from San 
Francisco to London are search
ing for a trace of our Sir Gala
had's origin and history. 

Seamen's Church Institute of 
Philadelphia 

Through the efforts of the 
\Vomen's Auxiliary of the Sea
men's Church Institute of Phila
delphia, a dormitory containing 
seventy-five beds has been opened 
on the fourth floor of the new 
building. This action on the 
part of the Auxiliary has sup-
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plied, at least in part, the ever 
increasing demands for beds at 
the Institute. 

The new building now con
tains 106 bedrooms and 75 dor
mitory beds, and the old build
ing 36 bedrooms and 25 dormi
tory beds, thus affording sl eep-
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ing accommodations for 2+2 sea
men. The one remaining need 
at the Philadelphia Institute is 
for the completion of the fifth 
floor, which will contain 5 I bed
rooms and a lounge room for the 
use of the disabled and aged 
mariners, who are beneficiaries 
of the Maskline Clark Marin
ers' Home. 

During the past year the In
stitute completed and opened its 
spacious and beautiful chapel 
which, together with a memorial 
organ, was dedicated with ap
propriate ceremonies. Th ree 
memorial windows have been 
placed in the chapel in memory 
of Solomon Shepherd, who for 
over fifty years was a membe r 

of the Board of Managers of 
the old Churchmen s Missiona ry 
Association. These windows 
typify the Church as a ship upon 
the high seas, the Ark of Salva_ 
tion and the harbinger of a new 
day . 

MISU~DERSTOOD 

" Dear postmaster please I 
have been trive out from this in
stituted and I want clear th at 
because I still a Seaman and hon
est and I called the inst my 
sweet home my only home in this 
country but some d"ay I will be 
back. " 

W e hope he will come back, 
fo r he is not "trive out." 

After the dedication of the Sir Galahad figurehead, one of our 
seamen who witnessed the unveiling, was moved to write the fol
lowing stanzas: 

THE TASK SIR GALA-HAD 

So many years have passed and gone, since Gala was a lad, 
And many times you folks have read , the trouble that he had; 
The many dangers that beset: the foes who would assail: 
The Crusades of the knights of old who sought the Holy Grail. 

What is this Holy Grail? we ask.-The chalice of the Lord , 
A solace to the mind and soul, a final great reward. 
So when we think of ancient years, it makes us very glad, 
We know that they had faith in God-at least ,-Sir Gala-had ! 

[20] 
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THE LOOKol T aim!' primarily to make it reader acquainted 
with Jack Tar of the lerchant Marint·-to how them the ort of 

'_" r •. I1 __ .• the Seamen' Church In~titutL' exi t for lIud to de erihe the 
ariou pha.c of the In titutc'. work. 

Anyone" ho lo\'c the ea i likel~ to find THE LOOKOl T of 
intere t. 

The annual ull eription price i. one dollar and it i ent to 
all ~ Ito contrihute five dollars or more to the work of the In titut\'. 

Would you like to have it ent to ome frit'nd? 

THE LOOKOUT, 

25 South treet, ew York City. 

Enclo ed find one dollar for which plea enter a 
} ear's sub eription for 

( ame) 

(Addre 

(Date) ............................................. . 



LEGACIES TO THE INSTITUTE 

The INSTITUTE has been greatly aided by this form 
of generosity. No precise words are necessary to a valid 
legacy to the corporation. The following clause, how
ever, may be suggested: 

FORt\1 OF BEQUEST 
I give and bequeath to the (CSEAl\IEN'S CHURCH 

INSTITUTE OF NEW YORK," a corporation incorpor:lted 
under the LAWS of the STATE OF NEW YORK, the sum 

of . . . . . . . . . .. ...... ... Dollars to be used 
by it for its corporate purposes. 

If land or any specific personal property such as 
bonds, stocks, etc., is given, a brief description of the 
property should be inserted instead of the words «the 

sum of .. .. . . .. ... . . . .. . ... Dollars." 
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