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LEGACIES TO THE INSTITUTE 

You are asked to remember this Institute in your will, that it may 
properly carryon its important work for seamen. While it is advis
able to consult your lawyer as to the drawing of your will, we submit 
nevertheless 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, t he sum of .............. .. ...... .. ... ....... . Doliars." 

Note t hat t he words "Of New York" are a part of our t itle. If 
land or any specific property such as bonds , stocks, etc., is given, 
a brief description of the property shou ld be inserted instead of 
the words, "the sum of ...................... .. ................ Dollars." 

It is to the generosity of numerous donors, and testa tors th at 
the In stitute owes its present position, and for thei r benefactions t he ir 
memory will ever be che ri shed by all fri ends of the seaman . 
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"SPRINGTIME FOR JACK" 

Jeannette Park, Ma y , 1933 . 

Spring has come to South Str\:ct, 
Th:-. t naut ical th oroughfare--
The t ree. bloom on Sout h Street 
A nd thrive jn the salt y ai r . 

Old sa lts stroll on South Street 
Am id the wharves and slips 
Sail ors sleep on South Street 
And drea m of clipper ships. 

Breezes blow on South St reet 
From all the seven seas. 
Freighters dock on South Street 
Let 's sail on one of these ! 

TH E gentle Spring sunshine 
drenched the benches in 

Jeannette Park, just across from 
the Institute, shimmered over the 
pavements, and added a golden 
glow to the waters of the East 
River. Even the steps of the un
em ployed seemed less weary
and, "springier," as they trudged 
along South Street. For Spring, 
with its promise of better things, 

has come again to the N ew York 
waterfront . 

From the windows of our Ap
prentices' Room one may look 
down upon perenially green trees, 
shirts drying on the iron fence, 
and ambitious sailors playing 
shuffleboard, quoits and baseball. 
M any sit on the curbstone read
ing the want advertisements in 
the newspapers. Their wistful 
faces, careworn expressions, 
gaunt countenances and worried 
manner tell of the long winter 
through which they have 
emerged. Without work, with
out money, many without friends 
- they have endured hardships 
ashore with the same patience 



and fortitude they display when 
at sea amid tem pest and storm . 

Their hands tell most elo' 
quently the story of their suffer' 
ing. Some bespeak utter despair 
and discouragement. Others seem 
to say, bitterly, "What's the 
use?" Still others, weatherbeaten 
and roughened by the seven 'eas, 
are thin and emaciated from mal, 
nutrition and illness, and yet, the 
warm May sun touched these 
hands and seemed to send the 
blood pulsing through their tired 
bodies, dispelling that air of mel· 
ancholy which has hung too long 
over the waterfront. 

In a thousand homes all over 
the world, wives and mothers and 
sisters are thinking of their sailor' 
boys and wondering if the Spring 
season will mean improvement in 
shipping and consequent jobs for 

their men folk who have been out 
of work so many weary months. 
Our Employment Bureau, which 
is a kind of barometer in the ship, 
ping business, unfortunately has 
not reported much improvement, 
to date, but we are still hoping. 

In the meantime the Institute 
continues to befriend these un' 
employed men; continues to offer 
them friendship, sympathy, kind, 
ness; continues to make them feel 
that "25 South Street" is their 
home where they will always be 
welcomed. As one Yankee sailor 
expressed it: "The Institute is 
your friend, whether you're 
broke or flush." And we are able 
to provide them not only with 
bread and meat for the body but 
also with the bread of Life 
through the generosity of loyal 
friends. 

A NEW USE FOR OLD EYE GLASS FRAMES 

H EARKEN, aentie reader, to this 
S.O.S. from our Eye Clinic: 

Many seamen need glasses but lack 
the funds with which to purchase 
them. Through the generosity of Mr. 
John Markle we are able to provide 
glasses for the most severe cases of 
eye strain . However, there are many 
others to whom a pair of eye glasses 
would be a most welcome and help
ful gift. But, owing to lack of funds 
and the need for economy, the In
stitute is unable to provide these. 
Here is how you can help. Send in 
any old eye glass frames-they can 
be tortoise shell, silver, gold-bow, 
or rim, or nose-pieccs-with or with, 
out the glass, and our Eye Clinic 
doctors will arrange to have the 
proper lenses fitted in these old 
frames for each individual seaman. 

Through the courtesy of A. Haustet' 
ter, optician, the frames are adjusted 
to fit each case, so the only expense 
is the lens. In numerous cases where 
seamen have had eye glasses given 
them by the Institute, they have been 
able to secure jobs and pass examina' 
tion for officers' licenses, which they 
otherwise would not have been able 
to pass. 

Here is a typical letter from a 
grateful sailor who has benefitted 
from our Eye Clinic: 

"Dear Dr. Mansfield: 
The eye glas e which you have so 

kindly purchased for me, have brought me 
very much relief and comfort. 

I want to thank you very much for 
your kind generosity, and wish to say that 
I am very grateful to you . 

Faithfully yours, 
Vincent T." 
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A MODERN ULYSSES 

PATRICK TAYLEUR, who was rejected 
in 1922 as too old for sea scn,ic;!, 

and who has walked across three conti
nents since that time, paused here for a 
few days enroute to the West Coast. 
Vigorou and h ealthy despite his seventy
six years of wandering, this modern 
Ulysses is stopping at the Institute while 
he earns a few dollars for 
his we tward journey. He 
is expert in repairing awn
ing , sai ls, etc. and in mak
ing rope mat . 

made use of it ince. After a year and a 
half in the Antipodes, Taylcur worked on 
a schooncr and was in China during the 
di astrous flood in 1931 when citizens of 
Hangchow were drowned by the thou
sands. H e learned to speak the Chinese 
tongue in his journeys through China on 
sea and land. H e walked through 

Siam's penal settlement 

An old man of 76 sum
mers who has seen three 
score years of service before 
the mast, T ayleur has 
walked from Leningrad on 
the Baltic to Ode a on the 
Black Sea; he has crossed 
the United States; he has 
lived in China and Siam, 
Burma and India, New Zea
land and Mexico, Germany 
and France, Spain and Por-

Patrick Tayleur 

where there are no walls, no 
bars. Each "prisoner" stays 
th ere of his own accord 
until his time is served. 
H e tramped through Russia 
and lived under the Soviet 
regime, supping with land 
workers and soldiers. In 
India, he heard Gandhi and 
his follower~; in Mexico he 
listened to Calles; in Lenin
grad he saw tbe multitudes 
bowing before the tomb of 
Lenin every evening. 

The old traveller has 

tugal, Italy and Greece; he has seen service 
under Allenby in Palestine, has eamped 
with the natives in Africa, in the South 
Sea Islands and in the shadow of the 
Pyramids. H e tramped across the conti
nent of Australia, from Brisbane to Perth, 
from Perth to Kalgoorlie . to Wiluna, 
through the Murchison to Geralton, Bun
bury and to the sea. He claims to have 
been thc fir t white man to cross the great 
Australian desert on foot. 

Born in Maitland, Nova Scotia, in 18)7, 
this elderly roamer hipped as a lad of 
fourteen on a ailing vessel bound for 
Calcutta. In 1887 he joined the Bechuan.
land Border Police and saw exciting times 
in lighting with the Matabelc. From South 
Africa he went to ea again. During the 
World War he was with the 12th Lancers, 
1 t Cavalry Reserves-a strange regiment 
for a sailor-and going to France, was 
wounded in action. H e is the father of 
eleven children. 

After serving in Palestine as ordcrly to 
Allenby, he was discharged as physically 
unfit for active service, and until 1923 
drew a pension in England. He has not 

spent his life on the move; 
eating rice with the Mongol in the shadow 
of the pagodas; he has sipped tea in Man
dalay and watched the dawn come 
up lik e thunder out of China 'cross 
the bay'; he has known thirst on th e 
Australian desert, has partaken of johalla 
in the reed huts of African black men; he 
has "drawn blood for friend hip" with the 
Zulus and the Matabele. His tales, told in 
a modest, imple way, are of peasants who 
have shared their scanty bread with him; 
of Chinese Buddhists who have given him 
clean straw and washed his feet; of Russian 
women and children begging bread from 
his mess-tin. 

This sun-tanned, weather-beaten wan
derer, in spite of a full life, still has the 
urge to go further and to see more. Today, 
he is in ew York, but he will soon be on 
hi way again. When asked if he would 
like to settle down at Sailor' Snug Harbor, 
a haven for old salts on Staten Island, he 
said, "Time enough for that when I'm 
ninety. The wanderlust hasn't burned out 
of me yet a while." 
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CAPTAIN "BOB" BARTLETT 
famous Arctic explorer and author: 
sent the above photograph to Dr. 
Mansfield and autographed it as 
follows: 

"Fur Dr. A. R. :.Jamfield, with great 
respect and admiration for the grand 
work of hi in keeping the sa il or. on 
e\"Cn keel. 

Sincerely, Bob Bartlett." 
c chooner "Morrissey"' 
~ew York Harhor 
:-Viarch 27. 1933. 

Captain Bartlett very generously 
gave his lecture, "N. E. Greenland" 
in our Auditorium and was most 
enthusiastically received by our sea
men. 

The American Geographical So
ciety, Explorers Club, and the Mus
eum of the American Indian Heye 
Foundation gave an In titute dormi
tory containing 70 beds in honor of 
Captain Bartlett, "master exrlorer 
of the Arctic seas." 
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PRODIGAL SONS 

SEVEN years away from home ! 
Peter M. was indeed a modern 

pecimen of the prodigal son. Drink 
and wanderlust had caused his down-
fall. When the son ran away to sea, 
the father died, the farm was sold, 
and his aged mother and sister 
mO\'ed to Montreal. His sister faith
fully paid premiums on her brother's 
sickness and accident insurance even 
though she heard no word from him. 

Our chaplain found Peter, ill and 
discouraged, in a hospital ward. He 
helped him to collect $73 .30 com
pensation insurance which was due 
him and tried to persuade Peter to 
return to his family, even reading 
him a letter from hi sister stating 
that his mother was not well. The 
chaplain ,ucceeded in having Peter 
deposit $45.00 of the money in our 
Institute "bank" so that if he should 
decide to go home, he could. 

Then Peter disappeared with the 
rest of the money. After a week of 
"riotous living", he "came to him
self", and returned in rags saying, 
"I am ready to go home." 

Our chaplain wired his family so 
they might prepare a welcome for 
their lost son, and th en accompanied 
Peter to a tailor on South Street 
where he purchased a good suit, 
OHr oat and heavy shirt for $9.54. 
Peter was O"iven a suit of under
wear, ties and socks from our Slop 
Chest. H e and the chaplain then 
went to Grand Central Station where 
the chaplain purchased his through 
ticket to Montreal. 

H ere is the letter our chaplain received 
from Peter's sister: "Your telegram re
ceived la,t Wednesday, saying Peter had 
left for home, and it was very thoughtful 
of you to send it. H e arrived about 6: 30 
Friday evening and I was down to meet 
him. W e were indeed glad to see him 
again and he is lookin g very well. H e 
told me about the Institute's helping him 
and encouraging him to come home. You 

have certainly been a friend in need. A 
man he used to work for in Connecticut 
wrotc to me last week, wanting Peter's 
address as he wished him to gu to work 
for him again. We are delighted having 
him home if on ly for a shurt while and 
thank ' to you for his being here. His 
mother is seven ty-fo ur and Peter is her 
on ly son and naturally she is very fond 
of him. M other joins me in thanking you 
again for your kindne s." 

Another case of a prodigal son 
was that of James B. His mother 
wrote to Mrs. Roper last January 
asking us to locate her son. He had 
not written home in years. Just the 
other day a former shipmate of his 
came in to report that his buddy 
was in the United States Marine 
Hospital at Fort Stanton . He knew 
that Tames had not written to his 
moth~r because he did not wish her 
to know that he has tuberculosis. 

Mrs. Roper wrote an appealing 
letter to the boy asking his permis
sion to notify his mother that he 
was at least alive. She received thi 
reply from James: 

"Dear M other Roper: I received your 
letter today and you may be sure that I 
shall write to my Mother today, ·in fact 
I have done so and will send it via Air 
M ail. I appreciate your suggesting that 
you could write and let my Mother know 
where I was without telling her that T am 
sick. This is the very reason why T have 
not written to her and I think that T I'hoLlld 
write and tell her the truth as I am "cry 
much better, in fact I am expecting to ha\'e 
an arre ted case by this time next sLImmer. 
I realizc now that by not writing I have 
caw'cd her more worry than if I had told 
her th at I was sick. I certa inly do appre
ciate what you have done and want to 
thank you." 

Mother Roper has written to 
James' mother telling her all ahout thi: 
wonderful hospital at Fort Stanton 
and the number who have returned 
from there completely recovered. 

Just two examples of what we 
meant when we said in our Annual 
Report: "68.911 social sen'ice needs 
fi!l.::d in 193::1." 
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OTHER DAYS-OTHER WAYS SHIPS HAVE CHANGED, but not the weather. The best of modern vessels 
can "ship it green" in a first class storm, for modern naval architecture shapes 
the bows to "bend" off all but the heaviest seas. 

From " Sail Ho," By Gordo n Gra nt 
Published by Wm. Farquhar Po)!smr 

THE LOOKOUT 

SH IPP IN G A SEA 

The men spring to the 

shro uds as the seas 

come over the weather 

ra il an d fil l the de c k. 

A t ri p from poop to 

fo 'c 's' le whil e she was 

"taking it g ree n" was 

a hazardous und erta k

ing , life lines notwith 

sta nding . 

"Yet he and his First Officer 
and the two lookouts in the 
are intent on every shape 
THEIRS IS THE FINAL 
BILITY. NO ONE WILL 
A SU BSTITUTE FOR FID 
VIGILANCE. THE MA 
SCIENCE AND INVENTI 
MAY AID IMMEASURAB 
STILL IS MEN W H O NA 
SHIP." 

T he landsman can pay the 
these intrepid men of the sea 
maintain and 'support their sh 
largest in the world for merch3 

every age, race, rating and cr
j 

men's Church Institute of Net"' 

• 

William McFee, noted marine author, recently wrote in a Cunard Line 
advertisement: "Crossing the Atlantic today, and looking back over the years 
since I first went to sea, I am reminded that ships may change but the sea does 
not. That's why there is something changeless about rea l seamen ... It is, of 
course, a busman's holiday for me to go on a voyage, but there j a fascination 
in knowing that in spite of all the marvelous improvements in a present day 
giant liner, the vigilance and discipline of the old-time merchant marine are 
still there. 

"Sitting in the smoke-room, while the ship feels her way in thick fog, 1 
know the Commander, high on the bridge, watches with a seaman's eyes and ears. 
His fathometer tells him his soundings almost to an inch, but none the less, in 
shallow waters, he will have the quartermaster heave the lead from the 'chains' to 
confirm his depth by the line and to check his bearings by samples of the ocean 
floor. The Sperry Gyro cope that automatically controls his course would in my 
young days have been just a crazy engineer's pipe dream. T he radio direction 
finder gives him his' ship's position with uncanny speed and accuracy. Subma
rine signals warn him instantly of any approaching danger. 

sound-

R FIND 
Y AND 
LS OF 
GENIUS 
BUT IT 
ATE A 

he owes 
cJping to 
ome-the 
earnen of 
the Sea-

... 

Kindly make checks payable' "Seamen's 
Church Institute of New York d mail to 

25 South Street, New York , 
C01trtesy U . S. Liftes 

S. S. Ma nhatta n 
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SAILORS ASHORE TURN TO MUSE 

By D orothy D ayton in THE SUN, Ma rch 13,1933 

EVER since John M asefield's visit 
to the Scamen's Church Institute 

down on South Street, sailors have 
turned to Mr. M asefield's muse, and 
with a vengeance. The newly inspired 
poets range all the way from ships' 
cooks and oilers to able bodied seamen, 
mates, and even a few captains. And 
subjects range all the way from the 
"give me a tall ship, and a star to 
steer her by" feeling, to brown girls 
with flowers behind their ears, and 
last, but certainly not least, the ship's 
cat. The muse has taken everybody 
by the ears-the jobless, as well as 
sailors still fortunate enough to have 
a brass rail to clean and a deck to 
scrub down. 

When a sailor lands in port these 
days, or a sailor out of a job comes 
down to the Seamen's Institute, he is 
not always after a free haircut, or a 
new tooth to replace the one he lost 
on the streets of Madrid over that 
dark-eyed senorita, or even a free 
meal. He is very likely to sneak up 
the stairs to the office of Marjorie 
Dent Candee, editor of The Lookout, 
and there, shifting from one foot to 
the other, and growing red about the 
ears, he is even more likely either to 
ask for Miss Candee's dog-eared copy 
of the high school classic by Gordon 
and King, from which to learn the 
secret and meaning of meter and 
poetry forms, or to shyly present her 
with a little piece he ran up on watch, 
or down in the public writing room 
of the Institute or in the little park 
across the way. . 

GENUINE FEELING AT LEAST 

And, say what you like, there is 
something about the sea that inspire5 
the genuine poetic fee ling. The poetry 
isn 't half bad, some of it. Some is 
good, and good enough to sell, even 

in the e days. The poetry oftener 
than not has merit on ly in the fact 
that writing it made the sador hal Py. 

The avalanche of poetry isn't en
tirely the result of Mr. Maseficld's 
visit. Sailors always have written 
poetry. Any piece of unclaimed lug
gage opened by the Institute has 
nearly always contain..:d at least one 
or more literary attempt - novels, 
diaries, short stories, but especially 
poems. 

And a sailor's poetry is nearly al
ways distinguished by certain definite 
characteristics. In spite of all the 
"girl in every port" stuff, very little 
of it is addressed to women, and if 
in a moment of nostalgia, it is so 
inspired, mother is very apt to be its 
inspiration. What love sentiment it 
has is apt to be sublimated, and it is 
always that mistress, the sea, who car
ries off the chief honors. From even 
the simplest men, it has a certain 
largeness of feeling, a certain sub
limity, and a fatalistic philosophy. 
Comradeship of men is a deeper emo
tion than love for women. Steam has 
not destroyed the feeling of romance. 
The stars and the sea and distant 
horizons are still there. And when it 
isn't inspired by the sea, it is more apt 
to be inspired hy the ship's cat than 
by a sweet gi rlish face in a distant 
port. 

SEAMEN AND C.\TS 
Why this love of seamen for cat 

no one can say, hut the poetry in
spired by this adventurous felin e crea
ture comes in by the ream. Often it 
is amusing but sometimes it is of the 
nohle variety. Traits of heroism are 
quite often attributed to the sh ip's 
cat. Some cats even arc ca rried on 
th e ships enroJ1ed as able-bodied sea
men, such as Pete, the cat who di::
covered a stowaway, won the hear: 
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vi the cat-hating Captain, and has 
borne the offi cial title of able-bodied 
::eaman ever since, and has sail ed the 
seven seas for seven years. 

One poet even insists that a real 
3cafarin' at can be spotted every 
time by his "rolling gait that was 
never gained a hore." One fireman, 
George Elvin, has i l cat poem, 
"T ommy," to his credit, which is 
quite a masterpiece of its kind. 

One thing about the ailor poets, 
they write for the love of it, and few 
even suggest trying to have their 
poem published. Such a one was Sea
man John Cabbage, of Dumper K of 
the N ew York City Department of 

treet Cleaning, until friends insisted 
tha t he should attempt it. Even going 
to ea with city ashes and garhage has 
its source of inspiration, and every 
seaman in the garbage fleet has his 
autographed copy of Mr. Cahbage's 
" R BeJ1 ," published last yea r hy the 
Parna us Press, dedicated to "ships 
and shipmates who re t in the deep 
and women whose love I could not 
keep." 

SAVII"G FOR :\ R EAL V OYAGE 

Cahhage is saving to go to the 
South Seas, where he ca n "read and 
.::ompose poetry, and Ii ten to the 
wave sin gi ng." H e write his poems 
on the tiny stern deck of Dumper 
K when she gets out past Amhro. e 
light. 

Cabbage's family name was Kepeccs, 
but he has now adopted the name 
of Cabbage, both as an author and 
in private life. He has written some 
thousand poems in all. 

Another sailor poet recently has 
published poems in a New York news
paper, and the sea failing him, now 
has a job on a N ew York paper as a 
reporter. One of the loveliest pro e 
poems in Miss Candee's collection is 
hy Jack Free, able bodied seaman. And 
there is, of course, Count Jean Louis 

d'Es4ue, a frequent visi tor at the Sea
men's Institute, and author of "A 
Count in the Fo ·c'sle." And one of 
the priz,e poems recen tly puhlished in 
The Lookout, is hy a middleaged 
N egro seaman, on death, entitled 
··The Roll Call." 

Editor's Note: H ere i a typical sample of 
the 1933 Crop of Sea Poetry. 

Mother Of Moods Is The Ocean 

It clrL\ ... · me from my moth r"s breast 
\I 'hcn I w., but a child. 

It IllHlntc:d me: aw;rr (Ju t \\ 'est 

\\ '!Jere I w:.s riding brooch os wild. 

It drt:w mt! fwm my Sunday school 
\\ h-:n I W:15 in my teens, 

It m;lue of me a r:.tmbling fool 
.Alw,IYs seeki ng Ch:IOI;C of scenes . 

It dre\".' me (rom my IO\'t:d onc's side 
E'cr I was wed a year, 

1t mll:mcd nnd groanu.l and often sighed 
Yet alw:\)'5 I did hold it dea r. 

h l;mghc:d at me wht:n I cd u!)cd 
Tu riul,; it!> !)now \\·hite horses, 

AnJ I.ft 1 fUllnu myself COnfU5l:d 
\\'ht:n rid,ng o'e r its hili)· coulses. 

1t growled at me, it howled at me. 
Ytt I loved ItS ..:vcry motion, 

It fonJkd me and it codJkd me 
l\ lIIoody mother is the ocea n. 

By n. M. Durkin 

ERRAT A-MA Y, 1933 
Line 6-Artide "Many Thanks"-Page 11 

Should read: Institute friends sent a total 
of $315.00 

instead of $315,000. 

WHEN YOU MOVE . 
The atten tion of our subscribers IS 

directed to the fact that the Post Office 
doe not forward THE LOOKOUT to 
new addres e, undcr our secon d cia ' s 
mai lin g permit. \Vhen you plan to 11l0"C, 

kindly sen d your new addre s to U ' in 
order that yo u will no t mis any i s~ues 

of our little magazine to which you are 
entitl ed. 
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A BARGE CAPTAIN'S LETTER 
Editor's Note: Readers may remembe r the story 
"Life. on a Barge" which \VC printed in the Dc', 
cember LOOKOUT. Here is a letter from the 
b;lrge captain and his \xife \\·hom the lnstitute 
bef ricndcrl. 
Dear Dr. Mansfield : 

I gues by this time, you must think me 
a very ungrateful old rascal, but it i get
ting to be an awful job for me to get 
started to write . 

I do not know why, but I guess I must 
be getting old. My wife was sick for over 
a week, and our neighbors came in and 
looked after her, and she is alright and on 
her feet again Thank God. We are both 
feeling like different people since we gOt 
our teeth, for we can chew our food, and 
it does us more good, for we are not both
ered with those old bad roots. 

I do not know how to show our appre
ciation for all you have done for us since 
we arrived in New York from our long 
journey, but we both thank you from the 
very bottom of our hearts. 

I hate to think what would have hap
pened, if Mrs . Roper and yourself, had 
not come to our assistance. 

When Mrs. Roper got some of her 
friends interested in u, I believe it was 
the turning point in our lives, for I am 
afraid we would not have been here now 
to bother anybody. Please Ict me know 
when you will be at liberty to referee that 
Biting Match, for my wife is filing hers to 
get them harper than mine, but she will 
have to go some, for I will soon be able 
to bite my initials on a piece of railroad 
iron . 

We are both waitin~ to be able to see 
you, and to thank you per onally for 
your great kindne s to us, and if I can 
ever be of service to you in any way, 
please do not hesitate to call on Uo . 

Please Dr., accept our Heartfelt grati· 
tude for all your kindnes to us. ~ 

------~®~-------

A CHANGE 
Each time a hungry man knocks at my 

door, 
I see a child with table neatly spread 
In white for him , and some one whom he 

loved 
To pour his milk and slice the crusted 

bread . 
For wandering men one time were little 

boys 
Whose mothers loved them as I loved my 

own, 
And held them close and dreamed as 

mothers do-
o God, be kind to men who go alone! 

By Helen Welshimer 
in "The Sea Breeze" Boston 
Seaman's Friend Society. 

-------<®~----

"H.M.S. PINAFORE" 
On Thursday evening, May 11th, the 

well known Gilbert and Sullivan Operetta, 
"H.M.S. Pinafore" was presented, under 
the auspices of the Riverside As ociation 
of the Institute, by the Washington Square 
Opera Society. The proceeds of the bene
fit will provide ten cent meals for our un
employed seamen. Our thanks go to Mrs. 
Charles L. Craig, Director of the Riverside 
Association, to Mis Edith Whitmore, Sec
retary, and to Miss Pauline Winslow. Con
ductor of the Washington Square Opera 
Society, and to the entire cast who gave 
so generously of their time and efforts in 
order to make this benefit a success-also 
to the Reverend Thoma MacCandless, 
D.D., who graciously permitted the use of 
St. Michael's Parish House for the per
formance . 

Cast of H.M.S. Pinafore 
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BOOK REVIEWS 
ATLANTIC CIRCLE 
By Leonard Outhwaite 
Charles Scribner's Sons- $3.50 

This is the true and fa cinating record 
of an adventurous voya~e made in ) 930, 
in a small schooner across the Atlantic 
Ocean and back- 14,000 mile. It i the 
story of a modern man and woman and 
a small crew contending against the sea and 
all nature. Mr. and Mrs. Outhwaite 
touched four continents in their journey 
and rested in many stran~e ports . They 
survived tempestuous ni~hts and days in 
which human strength and courage seemed 
all too frail; they encountered days and 
nights of almost unbelievable beauty . The 
book abounds with lore of the sea, of ships 
and adventures in Africa, Spain, tbe West 
lndies. It contain interesting information 
for boating enthusiast. A kind of saga of 
a modern man, without the aid of the 
macbine, this book is well worth reading. 
The illu trations are excellent. The title 
has a peculiar meaning: to the land man 
an ocean is only a vast body of water with
out contour or form. To the sai lor lt lS a 
series of varying winds, of well-known 
tides and currents and the Atlantic is par
ticul arly an ocean of persistent paths of 
winds and of powerful current drift. They 
sweep continuollsly around and around in 
a great clockwise circle. Calms and storms 
but flaw thei r surface; their irresistible 
momentum goes on. The great liners can 
ignore these forces or battle against them. 
A sailing vessel must study and use them. 
This the Outhwaites did - they followed 
the arrows - nature's way around an 
{lCean. 
FULL STEAM AHEAD! 
By Henry Lent 
The MacMillan Company-$2.00 

Mr. Lent is a favorite boys' writer by 
reason of his '"Digger and Builders" and 
"Clear Track Ahead." Now comes a de
lightf ul book abollt life aboard an Atlantic 
liner, with description of the S.S . Paris, 
I rom bridge to engine room. The drawings 

Co ''''/£'S)', t' Vachtiu ,qH 
(Iud Cur/IV ceI{/allt 

COl/rlcs.\!, "VarlJ ti"o" 
and Carl lf ~l'(I[ltllll 

by Earle \Vinslow enhance the text and 
appeal to adults a well as young boys. 
The reader is shown parts of a great ship 
not usually open to passengers : the engine 
rooms, the great kitchens, the captain and 
officers on the bridge. You discover how 
the boat runs, how she i steered, all about 
the ship and the men who run it. The 
sentences pull ahead at the excited pace of 
a small boy pulling the arm of the parent 
in his determination to go over every inch 
of the ship. There is no " tory." The ship 
i story enough and is told concisely, 
clearly and dramaticallv. 

BOWSPRIT ASHORE 
By Alexander Bone 
Doubleday Doran and Company-$2 .50 

This is more than a book of informal 
memoirs; it is the work of a new Sinbad 
returned to tell his tale, a new ancient 
mariner conjuring up for us an unknown, 
unbelievable world-a world of seamen, a 
way of thought and a whole mass of tradi· 
tion, CL1stom and belief which fled from the 
face of the seas with the last of the wind· 
ships. The author's plain, simple, unvar
nisbed studies of the men who butted about 
the world under sail: captains, captains' 
wives, crews, apprentice, and his glimpses 
of the ships, the discipline, duties, pets and 
superstitions, are as fine a set of first-hand 
impressions as his brother, Captain David 
Bone's "Brassbounder." A rugged humor 
and a natural gift for philosophical reflec
tion combine to make "young Alec's" book 
both readable and lively. "I once heard a 
deep waterman who was boatswain of a 
Union Castle steamer ex pres th is senti
ment," writes Bone . "Said he to the don
keyman, 'I've taken ships around the world 
without you and your steam kettle. They 
say that coal and oil can't last forever, so 
we will have to go back to canvas again.' 
'It won't be in your time, bos'n,' said the 
donkeyman. 'Perhaps not,' answered the 
bos'n, 'But I'll be up aloft and ee it.' Wbo 
know?" 
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IN MEMORY OF ... 

To the younger genera
tion the age of "wooden 

ships and iron men" is vir
tually unknown but sea
soned Manhattanites may 
recall the tales told by their 
grandparents of the bygone 
days of sail, of the hard
ships 5.:1.ilors endured when 
at sea. The Institute Build
ing offers an opportunity to 
pay tribute to one's ances
tors through reimbursing 
the Institute for the cost of 
an object of the type listed 
below, whereupon a bronz.e 
tablet will be attached with 
such commemorative in
scription as the contributor 
may select and the whole 
will thus become a memo
rial. At the same time our 
building debt of over one 
million dollars will be re
duced to the extent of the 
amount subscribed. 

Our urgent need of re
ducing the principal of this 
debt has induced us to 
lower the cost to be paid 
for one of these objects as follows: 

Nurses' R oom in Clinic...... .. . .... ......... ............... . .... ....................................... $ 3,000. 
Addition al Clinic Rooms...................................... ........ ........................... .......... 3,000. 
Chapel M emorial Windows....... ......... ...... ........ .............................................. 3,000. 
Sanctuary and Chancel. .... ............................................ ....................... .. .. .. ............... 3,000. 
Endowed Seamen's Rooms, each .......................................................... _..... 3,000. 
Officers' Room , each.................... ......... ............... ................................................ 1,000. 
Seam en's R ooms with running water, each........ ............................. ..... 750. 
Seamen's R oom, each ......... .. _ .... _.......... ................................................. ....... ....... . 300. 
Chapel Chairs, each .......................... ................. _............................ ................... .. 30 . 

For those desiring to select larger memorials there are available: 
Seamen's R eading and Game Room .............. ... ... ... _ ... ................................ $20,000. 
Cafeteria ................. .... ............ .. ..... ... ...... .......... ............................................ _..... 10,000. 
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42 Days 
9 Countries 

19 Ports 
12,300 Miles 

$395 up 
37% under last year 

All for 

Sail July 1 in the S. S. "Carinthia"- most 
recent Cunarder - a bigger ship; more 
elaborate shore excursions; and five 
places not visited by any other cruise. 

Mr. Milton C. Work and Mrs. Olive C. 
Peterson, noted bridge experts, will give 
Free instruction. Price includes return in 
any of the great Cunarders. 

Cunard~ Line 
25 Broadway, New York 

less than Raymond-Whitcomb 

3 
1/. 670 Filth Avenuc, Ncw York 

/4 C a Mile or any steamship agent 

~-~. <:JtuihQ 
Note: When making reservations for any of the above 
Cruises will you kindly mention that you saw this adver
tisement in THE LOOKOUT? 
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