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~ttnrtUttry 
o GOD, who alone canst uphold the minds of men, without whose 
beauty and goodness our souls are unfed, without whose truthfulness 
our reasons wither; consecrate our lives to thy will, giving us such 
purity of heart, such depth of faith, such steadfastness of purpose, 
that, in thy good time, we may come to think thine own thoughts 
after thee; through Jesus Christ our Saviour. Amen. 
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A HAPPY EASTER FOR THEM 

"FORTH" 

Through Central Council volunteers and our Chaplains, the Institute 
packs and distributes Easter baskets to seamen in marine hospita Is. 
Won't you send a contribution so that seamen far from home, ill and 
lonely, may have a brighter Easter season? 

Send gifts to: Central Council, 25 South Street, New York 4, N. Y. 

The Lookout 
VOL. XLI MARCH, 1950 NUMBER 3 

-

"Alii need is a native fakir, two 
cobras, a case of Sandpaper Gin 
and one hour's time ... " 

~1JJ.w dWMLL fL Jail (JIlL 
By Steve Elonka 

My phone rang a few minutes ago. 
It was Bedlam's Bent PropellPf 

Bar around the corner in Hells 
Kitchen. "Listen," said Bedlam, 
"Marmaduke just yelled 'BILGE· 
WATER.' Hang on and you can hear 
him sound off." I hung on. Here's 
what I heard: 

"Back in 1905 I was chief engineer 
on the old SS Asia Sun on the Far 
East run. She was an old triple·ex. 
pansion job with watertube boilers. 

"Her skipper was a schoolship 
graduate who had connections in the 
line and was trying to work into a 
desk job in Frisco. He had no use for 
marine engineers in general - espe· 
cially for me. According to him, I 
was a disgrace to the line and a 
'monkey wrench' engineer of the 
worst kind. Some day he would clean 
out every 'rough. neck' and have nice, 
clean·cut 'gentlemen with officer· like 
qualities' for marine engineers. 

"In those days, T was considered (., 
character on every waterfornt from 
Bombay to Zanzibar. I was the tough. 
e~t and hardest working chief in the 
llll~. I could lick my weight in man· 
eatlllg sharks and could drink the 
IOIJ/!hpFI coa l·bnrnin~ fi fPman llndpf 

the table - and do a full day's work 
down below next day. I worked all 
day, five days in a row, on a tough 
overhaul job more than once - and 
stayed out raising hell every night 
without sleep. That was in the siz· 
zling Far East ports where the engine 
and boiler rooms hit 140 F. 

"But in spite of me, the Asia Sun 
never had a breakdown and burned 
less coal than other ships of her class. 

"Pulling into Saigon, French Indo· 
China, one trip, the skipper got an· 
noyed by an unusual accident. The 
wooden upper section of the main· 
mast got loose and slid into the hoI· 
low iron tube that made up the lower 
half of the mast. Now a ship's main· 
mast isn't small. The lower iron part 
was 60 ft. high and the wooden upper 
section about 50 ft. high by 2 ft. at 
the lower diameter, where it fastened 
into the iron mast. 

"The native shipyard at Saigon 
made an estimate. The 'old man' 
burned up because they wanted too 
much and his ship would have to go 
into· the yard for a few days, besides. 

" We pulled out of there with the 
mainmast still down and made for 
Bombay. Again he got into an argu· 



ment with the local shipyard. They 
needed three days to make a new 
wooden mast and wanted $3,600 for 
the job - in American money. That's 
when the old man really popped a 
fuse. 

"Now Bombay was my favorite 
port. When I heard about the old 
man's trouble at breakfast, I got a 
little cocky and sounded off. 0 one 
liked the old goat anyway - espe· 
cially me. 

" 'I can fix that toothpick-of-a 
mainmast by myself,' I croaked 
through a jawfull of smoked herring. 
'All I need is a native fakir, two 
cobras, a case of Sandpaper Gin and 
one hour's time_ And I can do it with
out pulling into a shipyard.' 

"That did it! The old man turned 
purple around the gills and nearly 
choked. Everyone perked up their 
ear _ When he got his breath and 
stopped coughing, he bellowed, 
'You've been drinking too much 
Sandpaper Gin as usual, Mr. Surface
blow_ Just to teach you that you can't 
be disrespectful to your superiors 
and especially to the rna ter of the 
Asia Sun, I'll take you up on that 
offer. Just to make it official and show 
the home office how orne so-called 
engineers work out a difficult engi
neerin"" problem, I'll write your 
proposition - with the results - in 
the smooth log.' 

" 'I didn't think you'd go that far,' 
I said, downing my black coffee in 
one gulp, 'but if that's the way you 
want it. go ahead.' 

Low-brow Refreshments 
"'I'll have your case of low-brow 

refreshments, the fakir and two co
bras on deck at noon,' continued the 
captain, leaving the messroom all 
Austered. 'And you have 'til one 
o'clock to perform your miracle,' he 
barked from the alleyway. 

"After breakfast it got around that 
the old man finally had me where he 
wanted me. Everyone wondered how 
I'd get out of that one, but they were 
pulling for me_ I hurried below and 
told my first assistant I needed two 
oilers until noon. 
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" About 11 :30 a quartermaster 
came up thc gangplank with a fakir 
whose head was wrapped in a bulky 
turban. He wore only a G-string on 
skinny brown body and held a basket 
under one arm and a snake charmer's 
flute in his other hand. 

"Word spread over the Bombay 
waterfront that an American ship's 
engineer was going to rai e a mast 
with the help of a fakir. By noon the 
deck of our ship, and nearby ships 
were crowded. So were the docks. The 
old man was up on the bridge pacing 
up and down. The Line's Bombay 
agent and deck officer were with 
him. That was my big moment. 

"I barged up on deck and motioned 
the fakir to follow me. Up on the boat 
deck I had him place his basket be
tween himself and the mainmast, 
ready to go into action. 

"Then I did something that really 
had my audience guessing. I took a 
white pillow slip from my pocket and 
wrapped it around my head for a 
turban. The crowd roared. 

"The old man looked down and 
almost popped his safety valve. I 
heard him say, 'That silly bilge-rat 
is a bigger f 00 I tha n I thought.' 

"I faced the mast and waved my 
arms like a magician. The ship's 
whistle ""ave a short blast and the 
fakir removed the basket's cover and 
started blowing his Aute. At the shrill 
curious sound the snakes' heads 
started rising from the basket. Then 
I lifted my arms higher, commanding 
the mast to raise. The crowd let out 
another roar. 

"Then suddenly all was silent. The 
wooden mast showed up above the 
hollow mast. The old man's eyes 
popped as he watched the mast slowly 
risfl while the Aute music continued. 

"I kept waving my arms. The co
hras raised higher and higher - so 
did the mast. Then another roar from 
the crowd, acclaiming my deed. In a 
little while she was all the way up. 
I climbed up that mast, took a mono 
key wrench from my pocket and 
tightened the clamps that had loos
ened. Then I ripped the pillow case 

( Co"ti",wd 0" page 0) 

Tribute from a Neighbor 
EDITOR'S NOTE: 

"K.C.," an anonymous friend, is a 
parishioner of St. George's Church and 
is on the Board of the Five Points Mis
~ion. He visited the Seamen's Church 
Institute of New York recently and 
then wrote the following article for 
-'The Mo"thly Echo" which we are 
pleused to reprint. 

THE SEAMEN'S CRUHCH INSTIT TE 

OF EW YOHK 

AT 25 SO TH STHEET 

O ER a century ago (1844) a 
local missionary society estab

lished a floating church on the ew 
York waterfront for '·seamen and 
boatmen" - a tiny beginning from 
which, with vision and devotion, a 
magnificent institution has grown. 

Hardly i the general public aware 
of the constant, indispensable service 
to civilization, and the arduous life, 
of the men who "go down to the sea 
in ships" (Psa. 107, 23). Fruits from 
the tropics. oil, fabrics - raw ma
terials and manufactured goods from 
the end of the earth - flow con
tinuously into the great port of ew 
York. while out of it pours as con
stantly an enormous volume of pro
ducts from American farms and 
factories. Little of all this traffic 
travels in the famous, fa t, floating 
palaces that touri ts favor; the great 
bulk of it i carried in little known 
slow steamers that plod endlessly 
from port to port through heat and 
cold and storm and calm. 

For month on end the crews of 
the ·e . hip~ are far from home; the 
waterfronts of distant cities are alive 
with shysters who prey on the un
\\ary and with other sharpers who 
pander to the lower appetites and 
passions of weary and lonely and 
homesick men. 

Wherever the forces of evil are 
rampant, the Church of Christ must 
meet and strive to overcome them. 
Dilatory she has often been; many 
crying evil flouted the Christian con- ' 
science for generations before being 
effectively challenged - but chal
lenge them the Christian conscience 

some day must. Hesitantly, some ten 
years after setting up the first floating 
chapel, the Missionary Society for 
Seamen recognized the need for wider 
services; its charter was extended to 
incl ude lodging and entertainment, 
"moral, spiritual, mental and bodily 
the better to care for the men's 
welfare." Under its auspices, there
fore, in the half-century following, 
several residences and homes for sea
men were opened, the last and 
largest of that era being "Breakwater 
Hotel" in Brooklyn, where many 
ships then docked. In the same spirit 
also, but largely as acts of individual 
helpfulness, the chaplains protected 
seamen's money, mail and baggage. 

Of tell "an institution is but the 
lengthened shadow of a man" of 
vision and courage. In 1896 such a 
man, the young Rev. Archibald R. 
Mansfield, came to the teeming water
front of ew York, then the worst 
port in the world. Sails still moved 
most freight, and great four-masters 
picture quely arched their bowsprits 
across South Street. But humanly the 
scene was hell on earth. Sailors were 
robbed, exploited, even murdered, 
and had no defense before the law. 
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"Crimps" were practically rna ·ten; of 
the port; they took sailor ashore 
from incoming ships, entertained 
them with liquor and bad women, 
then (with the law on their side) 
exacted payment for the "hospitality" 
when the cargoes were sold and thE' 
sailors received their meager wagE's 
out of the proceeds. ailors ther('· 
upon either starved or gave the crimp 
an advance for another job aboard a 
ship. Sometimes, clubbed or drugged 
unconscious, they awoke to find them· 
selves on an outgoing vessel under a 
strange captain, so utterly brutal that 
he paid the crimps "blood-money" 
for thus supplying him with a crew 
completely under his power. 

Realizing the uselessness of passive 
measures against such evils, Mans
field took the offensive. He poke 
from many pulpits, insisting that sea
men's welfare was no denominational 
affair; he established ew York':; 
first free school of seamanship; he 
enlisted philanthropists; he watched 
from Staten Island with a telescope 
for incoming ship, and met them in 
a launch before the crimps could do 
so, and proclaimed to all aboard his 
offer of clean beds, good food, and 
honest treatment in his seamen's 
homes ashore. Steadily these became 
larger and more numerous. and 
furnished more services. 

Crimps Turn Violent 
Gradually, sailor accepting his 

offer came to be in demand aboard 
the better ships; they were sober, 
healthy, and better equipped. Mans
field then ought berths for them 
without the profit-seeking interven
tion of the crimps; as the latter had 
long enjoyed a lucrative monopoly 
of the employment business, this step 
was a dangerous one. Previously con
tent with jeer, in ults, and threats. 
the crimps now took to violence. 
Gangs fell upon Man field's men and 
beat them up; some were even mur
dered. The situation came to a head 
in 1900 when two successive crews he 
dispatched to a ship were waylaid 
and beaten up and in a riot resulting 
aboard the ship itself an ao-ent of 
the Shipping Commissi~ner w~s mur-
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dered. A public officer killed in line 
of duty; Mansfield took care to have 
this burst upon the pulpits, the press, 
and the conscience of a II lew York. 
Within a year, crimps were prohibit
ed hy law from hoarfling ~hir. in 

('w York harhor. 

F_ D_ R. Helps 
With the hel]l of Franklin D. 

Roosevelt, then a rising young lawyer 
just beginning a long career of states
manship and public service, Dr. 
Mansfield had Federal and State la ws 
framed and adopted for the protec
tion of seamen. Kidnapping was pro
hibited, and boarding-house keepers 
compelled to open their premises to 
inspection. But 1ansfield sought 
more than the negative advantages of 
protection: he dreamed of a single 
great headquarters building on the 
waterfront, extending all kind" of' 
needed hospitality and protectiofl tu 
sailors of every race and creed, aud 
he lived to see it built in 1913 and 
to uperintend it for years thereafter: 
the now world-famous SEAMEN'S 
CH RCII INSTIT TE OF EW YORK. 

Any normal year's operations of 
this Institute are large-scale business: 
350,000 night's lodgings; 1,000,000 
meals served; 100,000 attendance at 
the numerous movie, concerts and 
games; 3,000 treatments in clinics; 
3,500 jobs secured; 30,000 readers 
in the Conrad library; the Institute 
post office doing as much busines as 
for a town of 30,000 people: a year's 
figures on this scale are typical but 
only partially picture the work. And 
the Institute is ever alert for emer
gencies and for innovations; its every 
resource was taxed during both 
World War. For a time during the 
second, it heltered British children 
evacuated from bombed cities and 
nearly all of the time was shel tering 
survivor of the crews (altogether 
200 crews) of American and Allied 
ship sunk by enemy action. During 
the misery of depres ion, it accepted 
on Iy token payments of ten cents or 
o per meal or lodging (sailors uni

ver ally deLe.t outright charity) from 
seamen who had to wait months at a 

I' lit! for \\ ork. Except ill such emer
~~lIcies, some 70% of operating 
costs, are fuJly paid for by the men 
themselves; they also pay moderate 
feE" for ;<('hooling and certain of Lhe 
other services; all other operating ex
penses arc fief rayed hy fri.ends ?f the 
Institut(' all O\'er the UJl1ted , tale:". 

OftE'n the .1 nstitute has shown it" 
readiness for innovations. Most re
cently- its chool of seamanship and 
navigation, which has prepared tens 
of thousands for better positions. has 
added radar to it curriculum: it posi
tion at the foot of Manhattan com
manding the ew York harbor is 
peculiarly well adapted for practical 
demonstration of radar technique. 
Back in 1921, it initiated free medical 
IIdvice and direction to ships at sea 
Ly radio, thus saving hundreds of 
"eamell's lives 011 ships having 110 

pitysiciau aboard. It also initiated 
legislation requiring first aid exam
inations for every, hip" officer olJ
tllining a license. 

o adequate de criplioll of the] 11-

stitute's work can omit to mention it: 
Chapel of Our Savior, with a beau
tiful seascape by Gordon Grant, or 
its attractive club rooms for Danish, 
Dutch, Belgian and Swedish seamen. 

To many landsmen, sailors seem 
peculiar - more likely than most 
men to crave drink, more ardent in 
love and hate, often hopelessly inept 
in obvious busines maller', and 
posse ed of an abiding passion for 
shipboard life. Yet today's world 
owe them much: without their fierce 
lu)alties and passion for the sea. tIle 
World Wars would never have beell 
rio-htly won. Survivor from convoy 
who saw ammunition ships blow up 
in mid-ocean or burning tankers set 
the sea aglow at night, unflinchingly 
returned to their work knowing that 
their comrades' bodies were being 
washed ashore all the way between 
Labrador and Mexico. In the words 
of "Mother Roper" who worked with 
eamen all her life and understood 

them as few have done, "I never met 
a sailor who wa a coward nor ever 
heard of a heroic deed from the lips 
of the man who did it." -K. C. 

(CulftillllCt.i frum /lClge 2) 

oil' Illy head with olle hanJ and waved 
it to the crowd. They let oul a wllr 
alld lIearby ships joined ill Ly blow
illg their whistles. In Ilothillg flat I 
\I as dow II the mast and lip 011 the 
I,ridge. 

"Before I could open my trap, the 
line's agent grabbed my hand and 
said, 'Congratulations, Mister Sur
faceblow. You're a great engineer. 
We need more officers of your caliber. 
Now tell us how the devil you raised 
that mast.' 

'" Tothing to it,' I replied. 'It's a 
simple principle of hydrostatic ] 
learned while experimenting with a 
cork in a bottle of Sandpaper Gill. 
[ drilled a hole for a I-in. pipe tap 
in the deck under the mainmast, tap· 
ped it and hooked it up to a firehose. 
When the ship's whistle gave the sig
nal the oiler on watch started the 
fire pump. The mast floated up on the 
water.' 

"'And why in thunder did YOll 
need that filthy fakir and cobra?' cut 
in the old man in a weak voice, try
ing hard to act like an officer. 'That 
was to give you a show for that casE' 
of Sandpaper Gin I've come to col
lect _ . .' I an wered ' ... after you 
writ~ this complicated engineerin~ 
feat In your smooth log.' " 

Reprillted from "Operating EJlgi11errH 

5 



"25 South Street" 

HAVE you ever watched the cargo of a freighter being unloaded, and 
wondered about the destination of the barrels and boxes and crates 

and bales? Sugar and rubber and copper and tin, laces and orchids and 
pearls cocoa and coffee and a thousand articles for your daily living - all 
brought to you on mer~hant ships from Rio, Rangoon, Surinam and Stock· 
holm, Curacao and Trinidad. 

When the seafarers who man these freighters and tankers come ashore 
in the Port of New York thousands of them chart their course to "25 South 
Street," an address synonymous with service, and symbolical of Home. 
Here, in this 13-story building as many as 5,000 each day receive some kind 
of service - 1,400 take rooms or dormitory beds, 3,000 have meals, and all 
enjoy the recreational, educational, health and religious facilities. 

To carryon this largest shore home in the world for merchant seamen 
requires $150,000 annually. For 105 years the Seamen's Church Institute 
of New York has befriended seamen, never asking their race, politics or 
religion. The free services are maintained by the vol untary gifts of thoughtful 
landsmen like yourself who recognize the vital role of seafarers in world 
commerce. 

YOUR support of this Institute will help it to welcome these seamen 
who are so essential in transporting the world's commerce. It will help to 
keep up their morale when ships are tied up and jobs are scarce, as is rhe 
situation at present with over 2,100 American ships in the laid-up fleet. To 
keep these men "on even keel" is good insurance for their personal futures, 
the future of the American Merchant Marine, and YOltr future. 
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OIL, SAND AND WIND 
By Kermit W. Salyer, Chief Officer 

THE oil of the middle East has 
made headlines ever since Nehu· 

chadnezzer forced Shadrach, Meshack, 
and Ahed-nego into the fiery furnace, 
a fire fed by petroleum seeping out 
of one of the subterranean pools now 
being emptied by the pumps of 
American, British, Dutch and French 
oil companies. 

Just as fast as the oil is drained 
from under the sands of the birth
place of man, it is loaded aboard 
tankers of every flag and transported 
all over the world. 

My ship is running between the Per
sian Gulf and ports in France under 
a Marshall Plan contract. We usually 
load at Ras Tanura, Saudi Arabia, 
but occasionally we rUIl up to Mena 
AI Ahmadi, Kuwait, for a cargo. The 
round trip from our loading port tu 
a discharge port is 34 days for Port 
de Bouc (near Marseilles) and 42 
days for Le Havre. 

Other ships load at the huge refin 
ery at Abadan, Persia, at Bandama
shur, Persia, or at Bahrein Island. 

In my opinion, this is the world's 
best trade for a man who chooses to 
make his living on the sea. The 
weather between Suez and the Per
sian Gulf is perfect except for a 
couple of summer months, when the 
temperature runs as high as 1300

• 

Fortunately, we get all the unpleasant 
aspects of the weather during the 
same season, in the spring and sum
mer months, except for a few days 
of winds in the Gulf in winter. The 
worst of the heat occurs in the lower 
end of the Red Sea, about two or 
three days south of Suez and just 
outside the northern limits of the 
monsoon. There, during July and 
August, not a breath of air stirs, or 
jf there is any breeze it is neutralized 
by the speed of the ship, and the 
mercury is almost always above US o . 

The heat is so oppressive that it set
tles down over one's head and shoul-

, ders like a blanket. It can actually 
be felt pressing one down, and even 
breathing is difficult at times. The 
southern part of the Persian Gulf 
isn't much better during this time of 
the year. 

The Southwest Monsoon blows 
from May until the end of August 
and causes high seas to build up in 
the Arabian Sea. But we have that 
only for a week every five or six 
weeks, for we soon steam through it 
on our seemingly endless voyaging 
from Europe to the Persian Gulf and 
back again. During this season the 
wind is off the land and it brings 
millions of tons of sand with it. 
Sometimes the sand is so thick that 
visibility is cut down to a fraction 
of a mile and radar has to be used to 
grope one's way through it. At such 
times it wouldn't surprise me at all 
to have to stop for a caravan of 
camels to cross ahead of us. The sky 
is leaden or a dull sandy color and 
one seldom sees a patch of blue. 
Finding the horizon is a daily guess
ing game. 

The wind deposits a film of dust 
and sand all over the ship and she 
looks as if she has ju t been painted 
with a buff-colored paint. As SOOI1 

as we get out of the area I have my 
sailors wash down the whole ship. 
After such a washing, the main deck 
having collected all the sand from 
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the hou es, llla~ts and rigging, has 
the appearance of a piece of newly
harrowed farmland rather than the 
~teel dech of a ship. 

From Septemher until May. dur
ing the ortheast t wet) Monsoon and 
the periods of variable wind~ im
mediately preceding and following it. 
the weather is perfect, with tempera
tures around 85 to 90 degrees. The 
wind is from seaward and the air is 
clear as crystal with a very blue sky 
and great puffs of cotton for clouds. 
The sea is smooth, scarcely ever 
breakin rr across the deck of even a 
deeply.laden tanker. At night the 
horizon is very sharp, showing a defi
nite cleavage between the sea and 
sky, and millions of stars are shining 
just beyond reach of the outstretched 
hand and the moon is like a newly
llIiflted riyal. 

The Persiall Gulf has its share of 
wind, too . The north wester there is 
called a "shamal" and blows for 
three days at a time, except in June 
alld part of July when it blows for 
40 days. Thi. is called the "banih" 
or 4O-day shama!. This wind is also 
loaded with sand and dust from the 
desert, the Mesopotamian deserts, and 

A 'T1QUES from the atLie, souve
nirs from your lasL trip abroatl, 

tht' Christmas ].Hest::nts that don't suit 
- these call all be used on the "White 
Elephant" talJle at the Card Party 
and Bazaar the Central Council is 
sponsoring at the Institute early in 
May. Please look over your art ob
ject~ - china, glass, jewelry, Rilver 
- amI see if there isn' t something 
you can parL with for a good cause. 
Hand-made aprons, handkerchiefs, 
place mats, etc., are wanted for sale 
as well as home-baked pastries and 
candy. 

The Central Council vol unteers are 
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it deposits a thin fdm ~ver everx· 
thing. It gets in the eyes, In the. h~Jr, 
in the mouth; it coats the Insld.e 
bulkheads and decks, even the fUTI11-

ture; nothing is exempt howf'ver 
tightly the ports and doors are closed. 
Thf' shamal bJow~ usually around 
Forc(' 7 (moderate gale) and some
time~ reachf'5 Force 9 (strong gale). 

In the winter thf' shamal alternates 
with a "kaus" or "sharki" from the 
southeast. These two winds play a 
game of cops and rob~ers. first o~e 
and then the other acl1l1g as the vil
lain. The shamal blows from the 
northwest for three days and says 
to the sharki, "Now you chase me." 
Then the sharki blows from the 
southeast for three days and it is the 
shamal's turn again. And so it goes, 
with yours truly caught in the mid
dle. Fortunately, this doesn't go all 
the whole year; we have it for only 
a few days every trip , for we art: 
soon through the area and all our 
way to new horizons. . 

If Mark Twain could hear all thiS 
talk about the weather, he'd probably 
ay, "I told you so ." There's not 

much anybody can do about the 
weather Ollt here except steam away 
from it. 

urged La make this a successful fund
raisin" bazaar. Proceeds will be used 
for th~ Wool Fund, and will eventu
ally provide seamen with warm 
sweaters, ocks, and caps. Please ad
d ress your "ift packages to: Mrs. 
Rebekah Shipler, Central Council. 
25 South Street, New York 4. 

CiJl.ti~u .an.d Wll.ihM.. eM IlJzptnL 
By Marjorie Dent Candee 

Norman Maffie, AS Seamon, 
both an Artist and a Writer 

OUR Club, founded in June 1945, 
has had five interesting and pro

ductive years. Although we have not 
discovered another Joseph Conrad 
among our seamen writers, or another 
Rembrandt among the artists, we have 
helped several hundred seamen to 
pursue their creative interests, and we 
have found a few with outstanding 
talent. 

One of the interesting phases of 
the Club is our Correspondence Serv
ice. The postage stamps on the letters 
received by the Club secretaries are 
prized philatelic items, for the sea
men authors who send us their writ
ings and paintings mail them from 
all over the world. Each Contest an
nounced brings in letters from as 
far-away places as the Persian Gulf 
where tankers load oil. to Pacific is
land!'. where merchant ships carry 
cargoes. It is interesting to hear from 
these seamen about their travels, and 
to know how they are progressing 
with their creative work. Their manu
scripts are read and edited, sugges
tions made, and are mailed back to 
them for revision. Their paintings are 
examined by a committee of profes-

Bosun Tom Dwyer, 
Artist 

sioual artists whose criticism aud 
comments are relayed to the seagoing 
painters. 

Our Therapeutic Service 
Another function of the Club is 

therapeutic: it offers an outlet to men 
frustrated by enforced stays "on the 
beach." At present many experienced 
seafarers patiently try day after day 
to get jobs but with so many ships 
tied up their chances are slim. The 
Club helps to keep such unemployed 
seamen "on even keel" for it fills the 
long hours. As Dale Carnegie has 
said in his recent book, "How to Stop 
Worrying and Start Living" : " Any 
psychiatri t will tell you that work
keeping bu y-is one of the best an
esthetics for nervousness, worry and 
despair." We are glad that we can be 
of constructive help to them in pursu
ing their creative interests, and at the 
same time aid them in forgetting 
their troubles and in maintaining 
their self-respect. The publication of 
a seaman's story in THE LOOKOUT. 
or the winning of a prize in an essay. 
art or photography contest can bal· 
ster a man's morale and self-esteem 
more than anything else. Such en-
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couragemellt keeps seamen from go· esprit de corps among the talented 
ing off the deep end, from drowning seamen, a sense of belollgingness, 
their sorrows in liquor in waterfront and some even tell us proudly how 
saloons. And they come to learn that they show their Club membership 
the tangible rewards - publication card to friends and acquaintances. 
and money- come only after hard Our very first member, a Filipino 
work and self· discipline, and the in· seaman who had learned to sketch 
tangible rewards come all along the and paint while in a Japanese prison 
way. camp (with the aid of Red Cross rna· 

Another interesting phase of Club terials) writes us from the Philip. 
activities is developing a collabora· pines each year on the anniversary of 
tion between seamen writers and ar· the Club's founding. 
tists. This has been tried on several Scholarships in Painting and Writing 
occasion most successfully (in turn· A helpful service of the Club is 
ing out stories for THE LOOKOUT, obtaining scholarships in painting 
written by one man and illustrated by and writing at schools and universi· 
another), and each man has found it ties. This Fall ·we obtained a free 
stimulating to work with another one scholarship at ew York University 
in an allied art. The camaraderie de· for Radio Operator Joe Michaels 
vel oped among the artists and writers, (whose paintings were very favor· 
the thoughtful examination of each ably commented on by Robert Coates, 
other's paintings, the constructive art editor, of the New Yorker 
comments, all combine to develop an magazine.) 

Mrs. Clara Burke Retires from Seamen's Institute 

MRS. CLARA BURKE, who was 
Executive Secretary of the Cen· 

tral Council of Associations for 9 
years, retired from the Institute on 
February 3rd . The Council is a nation· 
wide organization of church and cl ub 
women who volunteer to knit warm 
sweaters and watch caps, and to pack 
bon voyage, Chri tmas and Easter 
boxes for merchant seamen in marine 
hospitals and on ships of all flags. 

Mrs. Burke came to the Institute in 
1940 after an eventful and pectacular 
30 years of missionary work in 
Alaska. 

It was in Alaska that Mrs. Burke 
first heard of the Seamen' Church 
Institute. This happened when a memo 
ber of the crew of a whaling ship was 
brought very ill into the mission hos· 
pital. They found among his effects a 
"comfort bag" and a Bible with the 
Institute's name and address on them. 

Under Mrs. Burke's nine years of suo 
pervision, the Council packed 63.000 
Christmas boxes and knitted 81,000 
garments for distribution to seamen 
of all races and ratings. Her warmth 
of heart and her boundless energy 
have been a vital part of the Institute's 
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work for the past decade. Letters of 
thanks and appreciation flow to her 
office at 25 South Street from seamen 
all over the world. 

Of the thousands of active seamen 
who pass through the doors of 25 
South St. daily, there are few who 
have not benefitted from the work of 
Mrs. Burke and the Central Council. 

Asked for a brief statement as she 
prepared to leave, Mrs. Burke said : 
"When I left Alaska I thought I'd 
never feel at home again, but the 
friendly spirit at the Institute ... where 
all are members of one big family 
and where the seamen have the same 
rugged individualism as the old sour· 
doughs I used to know .. . T was at 
home." 

Successor Named 
Mrs. Rebekah Shipler has been 

named to succeed Mrs. Burke as ex· 
ecutive ecretary of the Central 
Council. She comes to the Institute 
after years of experience with 
women's auxiliaries in the Episcopal 
Diocese of Newark. Mrs. Shipler 
feels that her new assignment is a 
"tremendous challenge." 

RADAR IN THE GALLEY! 
Otto Bi~marck, executive chef of the 

America, has a!ways been a ~ion~er a~d 
experimenter wl,th food and .he ~ sull at l.t. 

"Ir Bismarck s latest studIes 10 the cub· 
ory . art have revolved around his new 

~·Radaranl(e." developed by the Raytheon 
,[fl(. Co., the only one ever in talled aboard 
an ocean liner. 

The performance of the "Radarange," 
which rooks in seconds instead of minutes, 
is nothinl( short of revolutionary. 

The "Radarange" employs as its heat 
I(enerating mechanism a Raytheon mag· 
netron tube, the same unit which is actu· 
ally the heart of all radar sets, and is 
tht'refore, a direct descendant of war· born 
radar. Electro magnetic energy is beamed 
through a high frequency magnetron os· 
cillator and the molecular disturbance of 
the food by the rays I(enerates friction 
ht'at within the food itself. 

FREIGHTER IN DISTRESS 
The American freil(hter Beaver State. 

carrying a crew of fifty·two officers and 
men, was in distress recently 968 miles 
t'ost of Yokohama. 

Radio messages from the 10,500 ton 
Victory ship indicated her aft steering· 
enl(ine room and possibly her forepeak 
wt're nooded in a gale and she was hove 
to, unahle to navil(ate in the sixty·mile·an. 
hour winds. 

The Navy tUI( Arikara was diverted to 
make a 900 mile run from near Yokohama 
to the Beaver State's side. In San Fran. 
cisco the vessel's owners, the States ]\farine 
Corp. dispatched twn of its other ships, 
the CoUoa State and the ConstillLtion State 
to aid the stricken ves el. ' 

UNCHARTED ROCK REPORTED 
BY U.S. LINES SHIP 

:When the U.S. Lines caq:w·passenger 
shIp PIOneer Gem was enroute to Australia 
nn a recent voyage from New York her 
~ast~r, Captain Samuel J. Lee reported 
slghtmg an uncharted rock while on a 
passage from Papeeti, Tahiti, to Brisbane. 

I.aptain Lee at once radioed the infoI" 
mation to the United States Hydrographic 
;:ffice at San Franci co which immediately 

roadcast word of the newly discovered 
<langer to all ships. 
Th~ Unit~d States Hydrographic Office, 

thankmg hIm for the clear and concise 
de~~i1s, wrote: 

DU,e to your thoughtfulDess in reporting 
the dlscovery by radio, it was broadcast 
the Mme day. Consideratioll will be given 
to the possibility of associatinll the name 
of your vessel, the Pioneer Gem, with the 
charted position of the rnck." 

MERMAIDS, AGAIN! 
Still playing its role as clearing house 

for matters nautical, the Institute recently 
settled a controversy over mermaids. Ap· 
pealed to by an excited gentleman on the 
telephone as to whether there were any 
such creatures, the associate editor of THE 
LOOKOUT had to confe s that there was 
no real cientific hasis for a belief in the 
lovely sea siren. The p;entleman caller 
asked us to repeat our remarks to an· 
other man he put on the wire who had 
hecn stoutly maintaining that there were 
such creatures. We hated to disillusion 
anyone capable of such a charming helief. 
·\nd . . . who knows? Maybe we are 
wrong??? 

CAMEL THROUGH THE 
NEEDLE'S EYE 

One of the largest commercial pas enger 
~hips to make the transit of the Panama 
Canal this winter was the HoHand·America 
Line's NiellW Amsterdam, when she crossed 
the Isthmus from the Atlantic to the Pacific 
in February. Toll fees alone for the 36,667 
I(ross ton liner exceeded 17,000. 

Shepherding a ship the size of the Niellw 
Amsterdam through the Panama Canal is 
something like guiding the proverbial camel 
through the eye of the needle. The Gatun, 
Pedro Miguel and Mirallores locks are 
no feet wide, while the Niell1lJ Amster· 
darn's beam mea urrs eighty·eight feet. 
This If'aves a margin of only eleven feet 
on each side hetween the hull of the ship 
and the walls of the locks. A team of ten 
powerful electric locomotives (mules) is 
required to maintain the vessel under per· 
feet control as she moves slowly through 
the locks, and a special Canal crew of 
about twenty men - approximately twelve 
at the how and eight at the stern - are 
nf't'dt'd to handle the lines. 

BAD NEWS FOR KIDS! 
CASTOR BEANS ARRIVE 

The Panamanian· flag freighter George 
docked recently at Pier B, Jersey City, 
with a castor bean cargo of approximately 
2.800 long tons, under consignment to the 
Baker Castor Oil Co. 

" 



NO BANNERS, NO BUGLES 
By Edward Ellsberg 

Dodd, Mead & Co., $4.00 

When Allied success of the North Afri· 
('an invasion depended on troops and mao 
teriel heing landed, the principal ports of 
that area were grave yards of sunken ships, 
many sabotaged by the French, others sunk 
by th e Germans. 

Tn November, 1942, Captain Ellsberg was 
ordered to report to General Eisenhower
just come to Algiers-as chief salvage offi· 
('er with the task of raising these hips. 
There were a few American dive rs but no 
ship. The 1edite rran ean area was under 
British control and they had no divers, but 
a salvage ship with a fin e cap ta in and crew. 
How these few worked together and by 
their heroic efforts under tense and dra
matic circumstan ces raised ships and dry 
docks, makes a story of exciting interest. 

The salvage force is less well known than 
the men who carry amlS, but the danger of 
the ir work demanded heroi c courage as 
well as re ourcefulness and a stubborn will 
to do the impossible. Each ship to be sal
vap;ed was a diffe rent story; now it was the 
French S pahi whi ch had to have hogsbeads 
of wine taken out of her hold before she 
could be lifted; tbe torpedoed British de
~ troye r Porcupin e : the blazin p; hu p;e .'itrat· 
hallen. ra rryin p; 6000 meri can troops and 
nurses-mo tl y rescued: the 20,000 ton 
transport . cythia with a vast hole in her 
~ ta rboard s ide and a sitting duck in Algiers 
harho r for any Nazi bombs. There were 
many others these men slaved over, without 
the banner and bugl es they so richly 

dese rved. 
- 1. M. ACIIESON 

STRANGE TALES FROM NOVA 
SCOTIA TO CAPE HATTERAS 

By Edward Rowe Snow 
Dodd, Mead, $4.00 

These are, indeed , strange tales, rangin g 
from dramatic accounts of mysterious 
wrecks and heroic rescues, to weird stories 
of ghosts and supernatural visitations, bur
ied treasure, and the junketings of the 
Nantucket Lightship, when it broke loose 
from its moorings. The author, though 
using many means of transportation, actu
ally covered 1,000 miles on foot to collect 
his data, and has spared no pains to fol 
low through each clue to its source, often 
debunking the legend and giving a per
fectly logical explanation of it. It is a book 
to read and re-read, for all those who love 
th(' FeB. 

12 

By 

THE ROMANCE OF THE 
CLIPPER SHIPS 

Basil Lubbock, with 15 Colour 
Plates by the late J. Spurling 

Hennel Locke Ltd., London, and 
the Macmillan Co., New York, $5.00 

Among the most beautiful of ~an's 
rea tions have been those great-wlllged 

ocean travelers, the clipper ships, Ameri
ran and European of the last fifty years. 
Basil Lubbock's book with its chronic l e~ 
of thirty-nine great sailing ships of thi s 
e ra and his reproduction in color of fifteen 
of the late J. Spurling's paintings of them , 
including such beauties as the Aristides, 
Benvenue, Strathdon, M edway, is an at
tempt to keep them from being forgotten. 
THE ROMA CE OF THE CLIPPER 
SHIPS is an abridgement of the three
volume edition of SAIL. The pictures in 
the pre ent volum e, beautifully reproduced 
are so inserted that they may be taken 
out for framing without damaging the 
remainder of the book. This is a ship
lover's volume. 

WILUAM L. MILLER 

THE HISTORY OF THE 
AMERICAN SAILING NAVY 

The Ships and Their Development 
By Howard I. Chapelle 

W. W. Norton & Co., $10.00 

Those clumsy-looking, round-bellied, bag· 
p;y·sailed old vessels of the Colonial period 
weren't really like that, according to the 
author. These faulty impression are to b e 
laid at the door of the marine painters 
and illustrators of the day, who made them 
look, not as they probably thought, roman
ti c and powerful, but tubby and unsea· 
worthy. The plans are still extant of some 
of these Colonial vessels and of many of 
the naval sailing vessels of the periods that 
followed. They show the ships to be for the 
most part well-planned, with good lines for 
both speed and endurance. 

The author has little to say about the 
hi story and romance surrounding the names 
of the many American ships that distin
guished themselves in battle from the 
earli est Colonial days to the period of the 
r:ivil War. 

This four-pound volume is really an en
cyclopedia of American naval design from 
about 1690 to about 1854, a solid, schol · 
arly presentation of the subject. Copies of 
the plans of 130 of the vessels mentioned 
in the book may be purchased from the 
publisher. 

WILUAM L. ]\fILLER 

THE ENDURING MUSIC 
By HAR OLO VI NA l. 

This shell. this slender spiral in the hand. 
Held to th e ear, shall still evoke the sound 
Of the sea's sandals running on the sand, 
The ,'oire of foam, who. e ll1usi. is profound. 
The drift of water fallmp; agamst stone, 
Or the spume·/inp;ered hreakers when they 

Ta('ed 
Are heard he re still, th e sO llnd of sea alone 
Falling upon the ea r and without haste. 
The tides that wa hed the shores of Greece 

ore hpre, 
The rush of wate rs around Zanzibar, 
Held quietly against the waiting ea r, 
One hears ac ross some far and di sta nt bar 
The waves of lost Atlantis, dim and deep, 
Whose wate rs are the c ry ta l tides of sleep. 

From "The Eternal Sea" 

PICTURE SHIP 
There's It pi (" ture on my mantel , 

Of a lone ship sa iling, free; 
With the moon above her kyo ai ls, 

J\ nd a lighthouse hard a lee. 
The moon has si lvered a highroad 

On a sea of cobalt blue; 
But the ship forsa kes the moon·way 

Ami follows its own ('ours\, trul'. 
Oh. that the ship were a rl'AI onl' 

Sailinp; so tril l' and ri ght . 
And I were snug aboard it, 

Following he r rO llrse thi ~ nip;ht. 
From: COntlOV and other Poems 
By BAILY SA~IUEL HAYNIE 
Thp Fine Editions Pre s 

"WEST WIND" 
Ry RI CIIARD .JE;sSIJP 

Depend on me ! 
, tand your royal 
Stiffly - on 
\ly shoulder. Sway 
Your keel with the high wave, 
Look -
For -
Level-sighted sa ilo r 
In vain. - I cast 
'10 shadow 
Refore - behind nor aside ' but 
Depend on me, , 
\Vestern Winds - from W este rn Seas -

ailor man. 
Relieve your canvas sink 
,:our harty spit de~p in the 
~.8t roll s of ocean green 
r II . train your t'gallant. 
Rloat your jib 
. ing around YOlir 
Stay ail! Yes and mak p 
Your boom bend benl'ath 
\Iy blast - vou ran 
D/'pend on mr 
\\: 'I'stl'rn Winrl~ From \\:' f' q PTn <"a' -. 
Sailur Illan. . 

"COLOR BLUE, THE MEMORY" 
r sa il ed on ships 
T've been them 
Seen ; heard -
Little slipped 
My eye, but th p sl'a -
Tha t pass('d. 
Flowing, reaself'ssly. 
I sailed on ships ! 
I've been the re -
Seen, listened 
Believed the color ; 
Changing co lor 
Of diffe rent eenes 
A hundred different r·o lors. 
I sailed my last, 
Great voyage done 
Restl ess wandering fini shed 
Memories shade the color , 
Stories now. Of 
All I ever saw. ow 
Storm are blue, not black. 
I sa iled on hips! 
Powerful mas ive ships 
On seas of Seven oceans 
A thousand tides fall en 

Beneath me 
ailed on ships, a hundred 

H ouses of the ea. 
lly Rl c IIARn .Tf;'S Jl P 

THE CROSSING 
Only the mounta inou5 ~ea from rim to rim 
Of the firm ament , and the hllle rlrift of 

spare ... 
Tim e is lost in the Inultitudinou hymn 
Of wate rs .. . land is B fabulou s place. 
Rllt when th e fog de cends, even the sea 
Vanishe, and the ship's hoarse , ir n wail s 
For buoy be ll" the old security 
Of harbor li ghts, am'hors and idle sa il s. 
Ye t steadily the small hip plunp;e on, 
A tossing speck of earth, cabined from 

ha rm 
ily a coil of brain, a cunning hand of bone. 
And hy the invisible Master of the Storm
The Soul - whose mysterious compass 

never falters 
Across the vast confusion of the waters. 

By FLORENCE RIPLEY MASTIN 

R eprinted from The New York Tim es 

VI EW FROM DECK 
Footprints on the water making 
Pat.te rns of delight -
Pixi es that YOll can' t s{'r 
. tepping over the sea settin!! 
Lon!! , hifting tra r ks on the black 
That tretch from th f' moon to the port rail. 
Who are these people in pho phorescent 

~hoe ? 
Whither do they go wllf'n 
We rea r h port - withe ring to 
Sj]\'rr rin/! on th" , 1Irfa re of the sea. 

R · r. A. r;A RL~ON 
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LEGACIES to THE INSTITUTE 
You are asked to remember this Institute in your will, that it may 

properly carry an its important work for seamen. While it is advisable 
to consult your lawyer as to the drawing of your will, we submit never· 
theless the following as a clause that may be used: 

"I give and bequeath to "Seamen's Church Institute of New 
York," a corporation of the State of New York, located at 25 South 
Street, New York City, the sum of .... _ ............... _._ ... _. _____ .. .Doliars." 

Note that the words "of New York" are a part of our title. If 
land or any specific property such as bonds, stocks, etc., is given, a 
9rief description of the property should be inserted instead of the words, 
"the sum of_. ___ ... ____ ._ ............ __ ... _ .. _ .... _._ .. _ ..... _ ... .Dollars." 

Contribufions and bequests 1o the Institute or8 exempt from Federal and New York Stat. Tax. 
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