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Mr. Rolling Stone 

.. sailor, they say, but it 
~ would seem that there 

S is one sailor who has 
had more than his share of 
troubles and thrills. His name 
is Mr. Rolling Stone. It sounds 
like a fictitious name but it is the 
real honest-to-goodness name of 
~n Alaskan Indian sailor of the 
Ykutat tribe. 

Within a short interval the 
following events befell him: His 
1ndian "buddy" of the same 
tribe tlied, and presented Rolling 
tone with the problem of caring 

for two papooses as well as earn
ing his own living. The mother 
of the papooses was killed by a 
polar bear so Rolling Stone 

laced the children in a private 
chool and bought a team of 

dogs and set off through the 
laskan wilds to trap furs. But 

the fates were against him, and 
an old bayonet wound he had re
ceived during the World War 
began to pain him again, due to 
~e heavy packs he carried on 
hiS back. A group of white pros-

pectors found him and his dog 
teanl half-starved, half-frozen. 
He decided that Alaska was not 
the place for him, so he went to 
sea. 

Several weeks ago in the har
bor of Bremen, Rolling Stone 
was given orders to get the car
go boom free and while he was 
thus occupied another sailor let 
go of the topp-in-lift to which 
Rolling Stone clung, and he 

HIS TWO PAPOOSES 
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dropped thirty-five feet into the 
water, the impact breaking his 
jaw. He was taken to a German 
hospital where it was found nec
essary to perform an operation 
in which all of his lower teeth 
had to be removed. 

After this ordeal he dis
covered that his baggage, con
taining all his papers and two 
hundred dollars had been lost 
during his transfer from ship to 
hospital. The Steamship Com
pany is investigating but in the 
meantime how to care for the 
papooses? 

Rolling Stone came to the Sea
men's Church Institute of New 
York as soon as he landed from 
Germany. He had heard that 
sailors went there for advice on 
all sorts of problems. First of 
all, he needed a job until dupli
cates of his A.B. papers could be 
obtained. The Employment 
Office found him a job as mess 
boy on one of the ocean liners. 
Mother Roper gave him clothes 
and offered him money to tide 
him over. But Rolling Stone 
proudly refused. "Oh no," said 
he in his broken English, "I have 
no money but I had a gold watch 
which Mr. Vanderbilt gave to 
me when I was his guide on an 
expedition up the Yukon and so 

I have pawned it." 

.'iVith the ten dollars he reo 
celved for the watch he was abl 
to live until the ship sailed. l/ 
fi . . N IS 

rst tIme In ew York he fo und 
the thrills of a Ii fe-time in riding 
on the subway I When he stood 
waiting on the South Ferry plat. 
form, a train came along the 
tracks and he began to run I "It 
is like a big snow tunnel I" he 
marvelled. At Times Square he 
said, "It is like an underground 
city I" At City Hall, when he 
was shown the Woolworth 
Building he stood and looked up 
and up and up and finally, with 
a catch in his voice, said, "It 
goes right up to the skies !" At 
the Municipal Broadcasting Sta
tion he listened to the voices 
coming over the air and asked in 
bewilderment. "Am 1 dreaming ? 
I cannot beli eve all I see and 
hear I" At the Paramount 
Theatre he heard the talki es for 
the first time and said, pointing 
to the screen, "the lady talks but 
she does not seem real I" 

He is forty-nine years old but 
he does not look a day O\ ' er 

twenty-five, so rugged ~n out
door Ii fe has he led. He has 
guided expeditions to th e No rth 
Pole, and has won a pri ze for 
climbing Mt. McKinley. W hen 

[ 2 J 

THE LOOKOUT 

ACROSS T HE ARCTIC WASTES 

hardships such as his broken jaw 
and the loss of his baggage occur 
he does not think of himself but 
only, "If something happens to 
me who will take care of my 
papooses?" 

Let us hope that Mr. Rolling 

Stone will soon be able to steer 
his Ship of Life out of troubled 
waters into calmer seas, where 
his bad luck will be supplanted 
by the good luck he certainly de
serves to have. 

The Good Ship '( Wellington." 
"A ship without a rudder is no 

Worse than a captain without a 
ship." Such was the solemn pro
nouncement of young Captain 
Rathbun who drops into the 
LOOKO UT office every now and 
then, always with the same 
plaint, "Nobody needs a cap
tain." He can get plenty of 
"herths" as first mate or chief 
Officer, but, naturally, a master 's 

berth is what he prefers. 
Sprung from a long line of 

seafaring ancestors, Captain 
Rathbun at the age of 3 I mvned 
his own schooner, "The Welling
ton." One day he related to us 
the story of the loss of his ship 
from which on September IS, 
1928, he and his wife and crew 
were rescued by the "August 
Leonhardt." 
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Up to the last, while the Cap
tain held the wheel until the 
rescuing ship drew along side 
their sinking vessel, his wife re
mained with him, taking photo
graphs of the turbulent, chaotic 
scene. But let Captain Rathbun 
tell the tragedy in his own way. 

"We were bound for Cuba, 
and were just four days out of 
Newport News when a terrific 
gale rent our foresail from boom 
to peak. It happened in the early 
morning hours and awakening 
from sleep, I leapt out of the 
cabin and to the deck in my pa
jamas and grabbed the wheel 
from the man on duty. Her top
sails were gone and the deck was 
flooded in six inches of water. 

"Suddenly my mate called out, 
'She's sprung a leak I' vVe ran 
to the edge of the deck and saw 
a huge, gaping hole in the hull. 
We pumped and pumped to keep 
the ship afloat, backs wearied, 
muscles sore, and our hearts in 
despair. Then the pumps broke 
down. The mate and I looked at 
one another. There was the same 
thought in both our minds. 

'Make ready I Man the 
boats I' I shouted. 

"The sun went down and the 
wind blew the waves higher and 
higher. Then someone spied a 

giant shape against the sky. 1\ 
steamer I 

signals out !' I 
seen us and she's 

and now she's 

'Get your 
cried. "She's 
put about .. 
drawing nearer. 

"Calm and majestic she 
seemed to us, plowing through 
the angry seas-nearer and 
nearer until w'e could make out 
upon her bow, the name, 
'August Leonhardt.' South-

SH E BEGA:-< TO SINK 
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ward bound, she had seen our 
plight and come to our rescue. 
,re climbed down 'The '''ell
ington' and . up the ropes of the 
'August Leonhardt,' vVhen we 
were all on board they set the 
hull of our little ship ablaze, for 
if left to float she would en
danger otber sbips in that fre
quently travelled ocean-path, 

"From the deck of our res
cuing ship, we, a homesick, 
,,'eary, shipwrecked crew, silent
ly watched our little ship, 
wrapped in flames, being tossed 
by raging winds and sea. Then 
a mountainous sea Ii fted 'The 
Wellington' high, the flames 
covering her in one broad, fiery 
tongue and with a thunderous 
roar she sank beneath the ,vaves. 

"Never was there such a wind 
or sea! The 'August Leon
hardt' rocked like a frail canoe, 
The whole night long and all 
next day tbe storm raged and 
blew us off our course, At last 
the winds grew tired and tbe 
Waves died down, Somehow the 
'A u gus t Leonba rdt' had 
Weathered the storm and under 
her master's guiding hand she 
found ber course again, while 
~'e, the crew of the little "Vell
Ington' groped on her deck, 

"1 GRARHED TllE WHEEL" 

gazed sadly on the sea wbere 
our ship had gone down," 

So Captain Rathbun ended 
his tale, reliving the dreadful 
night and day, grieving over tbe 
loss 0 f "The vVeliington," but 
full of gratitude for the brave 
and loyal men on "The August 
Leonhardt" who rescued them 
from a watery grave, at the risk 
of their own lives. For it is an 
unwritten, universal law of the 
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sea, for any vessel within sight 
of a ship in distress to go to its 

rescue against tearing winds and 
angry seas and flames. 

TilE J.AST OF TilE ··\\"EJ.J.I .V;TO\"" 

The ~uest of Kickapoo 
\Vhen a man has confidence in 

a medicine, it is like taking away 
the crutches of a lame man to 
deprive him of his faith in it. 

The other day a letter came 
to the Institute from a seaman 
A. E. Green of Lancashire, Eng~ 
land - a letter which revealed 
the absolute and irrevocable be
lief in an old cure for rheuma-
tism. 

Dear Sir: 
Please excuse me taking the liberty 

of writing to you but as I am a se;
man you will not mind. 

About twenty years ago when I 
was a seaman on the \Vhitc Star Line 
I had an attack of rheumatism. and 
the stewardess on board the boat 
(S.S. CYll1ric) recoIllmended me to a 
large store or chemist in either 6th 

or 7th A yenue where I pu rchased an 
Indian herbal remedy which complete
ly cured me. The wav I \Yent from 
the White Star Berth was up 11 th 
Street, and this store was just along 
to the left of either 6th or 7th A\'c
nue on the right hand side. 

If you could find out for me the 
address of the store and the name and 
price of the remed~' , I could send for 
same. 

I am still going to sea but I am 
suffering from rheumati~Jl1 again. and 
I felt sure that if I could ha\'e that 
remedy that I had before, it wou ld 
cure me. 

Thanking you 
your trouble. 

In anticipation of 

The letter was duly turned 
over to the Religious a~d Social 
Sen'ice Depa rtmcnt. Someone 
questioned, why not get the rem-
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cdy he requests, since he has so 
much faith in it? One of the 
social workers was assigned to 
the task and, with letter in hand, 
she set out to find the place which 
had been so Yaguely described. 
She found no drug stores on 
either 6th Avenue and 11th 
Street or 7th A"enue and 11th 
Street. 

Undismayed , she wandered up 
and down the Avenues for a 
while, first one and then the 
other, until on Sixth Avenue she 
found a store which sold Indian 
remedies. She showed the clerk 
the letter and he replied, "Oh, 
yes, he means Kickapoo Oil. But 
we don't carry it here. It is no 
good." But she im'e igled from 
him the addresses of a few places 
where she might get it and the 
seeker a fter the strange remedy 
again went on her way. 

She found a little store on 
Greenwich Annue where they 
sold the Kickapoo Oil and eagel:
Iy asked for a bottle of it. But 
the clerk, waving the bottle tan
talizingly before her, refused to 
sell it to her. "No," he said, 
" h t at man does not want Kicka-
poo OiL He ,,,ants some inter
nal medicine and this Oil is good 
only for rheumatism in the an
kles. " 

Alas and alack, thought the 
seeker, verily this Oil is as elu
sive as the fragrant edelweiss on 
on the Swiss Alps or Ponce de 
Leon's Fountain of Youth. But 
get it she would! Though her 
ardor was somewhat dampened, 
she retraced her steps to loth 
Avenue, and there discovered an
other little store that carried the 
Oil. Slowly the store owner 
'Happed up the bottle, remark
ing, "That fellow's a smart one. 
There is nothing better than this 
Oil for rheumatism. It is just 
wha t he needs. It is better 
than any newfangled medicine. 
But," he warned, "don't tell any
body I said that to you, for if 
people kne,v that we did not 
think much of patent medicines 
they would not buy them, and 
then where would my drug store 
be?" The seeker solemly prom
ised not to reveal the name of 
the store, only too eager to get 
the precious Oil. She wrapped 
up the bottle in tissue paper as 
ca re full y as if handling a fragile 
Venetian vase and mailed it to 
Seaman Green. 

Tn course of time a letter came 
profuse with expressions of grat
itude and the tidings that Kicka
poo Oil had again proved worthy 
of his faith. 
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T hen 

AUG.uST, 19I~: A ~ky-line of "tall" buildings, 
fully. thIrteen stones hIgh. The new Institu te 
soarIng proudly above the low shacks and saloons 
along the water-front. 

.An odd ti~1e-a time. of long hair and longer 
~klrts; no radIOS, no talkIes, no prohibition, and no 
hve-day ocean liners. 

Yet, e\-en in that time, one-half million seamen 
entered. the port of New York each day. Of these 
the InstItute gave board and lodgings to about 5 00. 

Then came the war I ~ thousand seamen sought 
the port~ls of the InstItute each day. But the 
Board. of j\Ianagers was not dismayed and forged 
~1I11 sad al:ead.1 It turned lobbies and game rooms 
JI1~O dormltones to care for the host of seamen, 
sh~p-wrecked and torpedoed crews and made life 
brIghter for many who later died sen-ing their cou n
try. 

FULL SAIL AHEAD! 
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It seems there is a tradition 
at sea that a lost mascot means 
a lost member of the crew short
lyafter. Even worse, a lost mas
cot on the first voyage spells con
stant disaster for the ship in the 
future. 

So Captain Boettger ordered 
ship put about. Olaf'~ fellow 

seamen manned a lifeboat in rec
ord time and pulled at the oars 
hard, turning the lifeboat toward 
that small, dark object bobbing 
up and down in the big waves. 
Soon Olaf was lying on some
thing solid again and two hefty 

orwegian sailors, under the di-

Men's Clothing Needed 
We need men's clothing. Our 

particular need is trousers, over
alls, dungarees, shirts and boots. 
Suits of course always find a 
needy man but our great prob
lem is to outfit men so that they 
can get a job. 

A seaman's occupation is such 
that he is more liable than most 
men to lose his baggage. Often 
he leaves it some place and the 
ship sails and he has no time to 
get it. Or perhaps he puts it in 
storage expecting to be back in 
a short time and the ship goes 
SOme place else. He never sees 

recti on of the second mate, T. 
Anderson, were pumping air into 
his lungs and salt water out to 
the rhythmic up and down move
ment taught in first-aid manuals. 

The Sud Americana, sister 
ship of the Sud Expresso, 
steamed up to Pier 44 at the 
foot of Conover Street, Brook
lyn , with Olaf standing in the 
bow, head and tail up, purring 
softly to himself. He will leave 
in a few days on the Sud Ameri
cana's maiden voyage to Rio de 
Janeiro, Montevideo and Buenos 
Janeiro, M ontevi deo, Buenos 
Aires and other points south. 

his baggage again. And then 
there are always the shipwrecked 
men who have lost everything. 
Such men need suits as well as 
working clothes. 

Please send your gifts to the 
Religious and Social Service De
partment, 25 South Street, New 
York City, N. Y. 

Prints of the original floating 
Church of Our Saviour for Sea
men, and the Second Floating 
Church ' (the Free Episcopal 
Church for Seamen) are avail
able to readers at 25 cents each. 
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Musings of the Mate 

Sign Language 
One of our Spanish seamen 

whose kn owledge of the English 
language is limited to the word 
"hello," approached the police 
officer at the door of the Insti
tute one evening. \Vith a serious 
face he began to flap his arms up 
and down. As soon as he had 
attracted the officer's attention, 
he alternated his flapping by 
hopping up and down, first on 
one foot and then on the other. 
Though he was ridiculous in his 
gestures he was so serious-faced 
doing them that the officer de
cided that he must want some
thing badly. 

"\Vhat is the trouble? What 
do you want?" he questioned 
him . The Spaniard made no an
swer, but continued his flapping 
and hopping, looking at the offi
cer pleadingly. Seeing that he 

was making no progress with the 
officer he started pounding hi s 
right fist into the palm of his left 
hand. By this time the officer 
was completely bewildered. Fi
nally the Spaniard reached insi de 
his cOilt pocket an.d. drawing 
forth a letter. waved It II1 the ai r. 
Light dawned on the officer. 
\ iVith a grin he took the Spa n
iard by the arm, and leading hi m 
to the hotel desk, asked for an 
air mail stamp 1 

The Spaniard beamed and the 
officer grinned. They understood 
one another thoroughly. 

{ Girls 
A seaman who has given up 

the sea for army life has a pas
sion for letter writing. To get 
a letter is an occasion. And to 
increase the high lights in a 
rather tedious routine, he writes 
to four gi rls. He has never seen 
them. He secured the addresses 
from relatives. H e said he 
thought he would get a th rill out 
of it. But he says, "I am greatly 
-very greatly disappointed ." 

The ages of the girls run fro~ 
seventeen to thirty. And here IS 
where the older gi rl gets her 
mnmgs for he says, "The tW O 
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Memorial Units 
Many thoughtful persons perpetuate the memory of 

those dear to them whether living or dead, by making 

gifts that will commemorate the life of the loved one 

through some worth-while service. If you are contem

plating doing this, will you not consider a gift to the 

Building Fund of the Seamen's Church Institute? Such 

gifts will be used for the purposes indicated and suit

able tablets provided indicating the memorial thus 

established. 

Seamen Guests' Reading and Game Rooms ...... $25,000 
Cafeteria .. ........ .. ........ .... ..... .. ... ... .. ....... ..... ....... 15,000 
Apprentice Room .... ..... .. ........ ... ....... ........... . ... 10,000 
Medical Room in Clinic................ ....... ... .. .. ...... 5,000 
Surgical Room in Clinic .. .... ... .... .. ... ......... ...... .. . 

Nurses' Room in Clinic ,,,,,,, ,,,,,, ,,, ,, ,, ,,,,, ,, ,,,,,,,,, 

Motion Picture Equipment and Booth .. .. ........ .. 

Officers' Rooms, each .. ... .... ............... .. ........ .. . . 

Seamen's Rooms, with running water, each .... .. 

Seamen's Rooms, each .. ..... .. ..... .. ... ....... .. ...... .. 

Chapel Chairs . .. .. .. ............ .. ...... ........... .... ..... .. 

5,000 
5,000 
5,000 
1,500 
1,000 

500 
50 
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