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where the old seafarers have to
“swallow the anchor” and end
their days far from the swish of
the treacherous sea they used to
wrestle with and conquer.

When an old-timer reaches the
stage where he can no longer
“ship out” we try to get him a
shore berth where he can sniff
salt water. Sometimes we can
give him employment at the In-
stitute which affords him an op-
portunity to keep in touch with
his former ship-mates; but we
often wonder what goes on in
the stout old heart of such a
pensioner when he sees our ac-
tive young sailormen come and
go from their freighters.

Captain Ed is one of our shore
wards who depends upon the In-
stitute seamen and staff for all
his companionship, but who, with
characteristic independence, got
his own job. He is night watch-
man on an old hulk that has been
tied up alongside a rickety dock
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on the East River awaiting the
time when someone will finance
the rebuilding of the superstruc-
ture that was swept away in a
wreck. The hull extends out be-
yond the dock, an easy mark for
careless river craft, especially on
a foggy night.

Captain Ed’s job is to watch
out and prevent such collision;
or in case one occurs to be able
to report the facts to the insu-
rance company.

“There are hit-and-run drivers
on the river as well as on
wheels,” he explained, “and if
they crashed into me, they
would most likely beat it, if they
could, without waiting to face
the music. But I don’t look for
trouble. I sit back comfortable
and trust in the Lord and my red
lantern.”

So, Captain Ed, who has
manoeuvred ships around “‘Cape
St.:iff," now ‘‘sits comfortable”
night after night with a well sea-
soned pipe and a sleek black cat
whom he calls the Bosun, who
rubs around his ankles and shares
his midnight supper.

What novels and what movies
might be made from his thoughts
on a starry night. But he is not
a story teller. He smiles faintly
when anyone suggests that he

b]
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o with the dangers that
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.However, an insatiable cypjs
osity about him plus much per-
sistency, succeeded in prying |
loose a few facts.

: Captain Ed joined the British |
Navy at the age of sixteen,
chiefly because all the other male
members of his family were in |
the Army. He went through a
year's training and was then
made a midshipman on a cruiser
assigned to a Chinese station.

His first adventure was ashore
in Shanghai. With seven other
youngsters, he went rickshaw
riding, leaving it to the coolies
to select the points of interest
that were to comprise theil
sight-seeing tour. They soon
found themselves in a low di.ve i
that masqueraded as a caf&s
They were surrounded by n%
tives intent upon picking thelr
pockets, but they succeeded 1
fighting their way out.

It was Captain Ed's first &
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the Augean stables of
ork’s waterfront. Re-
radical newspaper pub-
letter from a disgrunt-
an attacking the Insti-
aptain Ed saw red, and
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iece in the way of a let-
enial, which the paper
ublished. He exposed the
h of the other fellow's
nts and wrote an endorse-
of our work which, if pub-
in 2 more widely read
al, would constitute the
publicity we have had in

at, however, was under
e of righteous wrath. It
real urging and an entire
n to get Captain Ed’s

story of his worst shipwreck.

He was a sub-lieutenant on a
British naval vessel which was
equipped with both sail and
steam. The engines wentbad, as
it had been suspected they might
do—hence the auxiliary sails—
and they were trying to sail the
ship through the Straits of Ma-
gellan. She proved too clumsy
and unwieldy, and just at the en-
trance to the Straits she became
impaled upon a rock. The crew
stayed aboard for several days
with the hope that they might
float her off. They were quite
near the Patagonian shore, and
each night they had the thrill of
seeing the fires of the cannibals
come nearer and nearer.

Finally they took to their life
boats and toiled away at the
oars for five days with the flying
spray freezing on their clothing.
Then they came to a little trad-
ing station and eventually back
to civilization.

Captain Ed did service in
South Africa during the Boer
War when the crew from his
ship spent eleven months ashore
fighting. He afterwards came
to America, sailed under our flag
for ten years, and then fought
with the Old Sixty-Ninth in some
of the roughest encounters in the
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American sector in France.

In an unguarded moment,
Captain Ed admitted he would
like to go to sea again, but ordi-
narily he doesn’t like to even in-
timate that he can no longer get
a job.

“It's seeing different ports all
the time that gets you,” is his
explanation, “‘and the sea is dif-
ferent all the time too. You
never know what it's going to do
next.”

And still he says with firmness
that were he to live again, he
most decidedly would not follow
the sea. ‘““There’s nothing to it.
You can’'t have a family or a
garden or a dog or anything and
there’s nothing to save for.”

The old Captain had been
talking a lot—for him. It was
getting dusk now. He knocked
the ashes from his ancient pipe,
letting them fall on the deck of
the old hulk. Then he tweaked
the Bosun's velvet ear and rose
to light his red lantern prepara-
tory to “‘sitting comfortable” for
another night.

“Tex,” one of the many sailor-
boys hailing from the Lone Star
State and answering to that

[4]

name, has decided to go intq sea

manship quite seriously. [, i

only nineteen but he alreudy has
three years of service on deck to
his credit.

He recently signed off his ship,
determined to stay in New Yor|
to study for his third mate’s |;.
cense as the first step towarq
being the world’s greatest geq
captain later on.

One night he was strolling
through the theatre district
when pedestrians were suddenly
stopped to let a fire engine race
by. Out of the common interest
which this little event gave the
crowd, the friendly Tex hit up
an acquaintance with a youth
who got him a night job in
Child’s restaurant. It is no ordi-
nary job—Tex wears white shoes
and a crisp white linen suit and
gives orders! But the important
thing is that he has an income
which makes it possible for him
to go to school during the day.

When does he sleep? He gets
all a healthy youngster of nir’l,e-
teen needs ‘‘in between times.

If there were more like our
Tex, the Merchant Marin€
would not have to be concern€
with the future of its officer per-
sonnel.
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Sodas for Satlors

€ new soda fountain is the
‘place in the Institute
m summer days, when
I two thousand feet seek the
S , and two thousand el-
est comfortably on the
while two thousand
ailormen consume whole-
reshments for less than
ould have to pay else-

first “coffee-and” is
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served by way of breakfast at
five-thirty in the morning and
from then until eleven at night
the fountain attendants are on
the jump, for these sailors of
ours want what they want when
they want it. They demand
quick service even if they have
nothing to do for several days
but to wait for their ships to
go out.

Another thing they insist upon



THE LO©

OKOUT

THE JEOOKOUT

is absolute cleanliness, which fits
right in with the Institute’s own
ideas of how to run a soda foun-
tain. The counter is kept im-
maculate enough to support the
elbows without damage to even
the costliest sleeve.

A lemon-and-lime for five
cents is the most popular item 2t
the fountain. Whether it is be-
cause of the traditional use of
lime juice at sea or in spite of it,
we do not venture to state; but
the fact is that five hundred men
order it daily, thereby qualify-
ing as “limeys.” The fountain
manager’s guess is that this is
just an expression of the confi-
dence (nurtured at sea) in lime
juice as a panacea.

Next in popularity comes the
plain soda at five cents, with
chocolate and strawberry flavors
in the lead. Ice cream soda costs
ten cents and contains a gener-
ous portion of ice cream made
by our own machinery with no
starch or other adulterants.

The fellow who orders up a
banana split at twenty cents is
in the spendthrift class; for,
while he would have to pay at
least a quarter tor the same thing
elsewhere, the expenditure rep-
resents almost double the amount
of our average soda fountain

(6]

But our sailormen
it that way. They
little here below but
ttle strong,” if such
tation. In their haste
r tea, they poured
little tea bags had
on, and they were
inced that the tea bags
less potent character
¢ large. Poor fellows,
accustomed to being
hore that they are
on the lookout for

check. In spite of the fact thyl
we have hot luncheonette dishat:
for twenty-five and thir 3
th'e great numbe}' of five-ceng
drinks we sell brings the aver. |
age check down to eleven cepgg

The hot dishes have proyeq a: :
blessing especially during th,
period when we have had no peg.
taurant. Even during the acye
unemployment situation agy
spring, very few men had to go
hungry when they could get
large bowl of soup with two
thick slices of bread for ten .
cents. Less soup with no bread
costs ten cents elsewhere where
a profit has to be made.

The five-cent pot of tea is the
most popular hot beverage, al-
though for a while it looked as
if this innocent brew might be
our undoing.

Being Boston-bred, we asso-
ciate Indians with tea, and hav-
ing come in contact with the In-
stitute’s tea history, we still as-
sociate Indians with tea.

It happened thus: In line with
the general modernizing which
took place when the new foun-
tain was installed, the manager
decided to use little tea bags:
The advantages are quite obvF
ous—no necessity for straining
no accidental congestion of sif

ty Centy, X

plaining the manager
But like all good
he tea bags eventually
The manager pains-
conducted tea-bag
veral times daily. He
2 customer to possess
in patience (‘keep your
were his exact words)
the tea bag a chance to
e then showed the ob-
 that they could squeeze
f strong tea out of one
| if they cared to add
ter—free of course—
manage a third cup,
r a nickel. The result
ducational campaign is

that tea bags are now the order
of the day and everybody is
happy.

The fountain is decidedly a
social success too. Many a sailor
brings his ship-mate up for a
treat whilst they leisurely discuss
atheism or some scientihic prob-
lem or what-not. And of course
this means that while their feet
rest on our brass rail they are
not patronizing the speak-easies
that can be found along the wa-
terfront without too extended a
search.

As to the financial aspects of
the new fountain, it is holding
its own and making ends meet
and even lap over a little. Sales
are double what they were at the
old fountain even though the
lodging capacity has not been
materially increased. With the
completion and opening of the
entire annex the new fountain
should still further increase its
service to seamen and this with-
out being in any way a burden.

One of the Institute ‘‘regu-
lars” was discussing a certain
lady on our staff.

“She’s an awfully good soul,”
he said enthusiastically, ‘‘but
she's a tropical old maid.”

(7]
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Progre.r.r on

e have a large, airy,
ym approximately one
fifty by sixty feet, where
ndred men may sit and
swap yarns. And they
e fact that from the be-
he room has been well
a definite evidence of
for the annex building.
ew engine room, with its
rators of 250, 200 and
watts respectively, is the
our Chief Engineer, for
n planned with every
ion for efficiency and
y of operation and it
s the capacity of the old

the Annex

THE NEW SWITCHBOARD

The New Building is opening
up like a flower—petal by petal.
Because of our acute need for
additional facilities we are press-
ing various units into service as
soon as completed.

We have already reported the
opening of the new soda foun-
tain, the Bayliss Entrance Hall,
the apprentice room, and the
dormitories. The past few weeks
have witnessed the inauguration
of the new engine room, the bag-
gage room, several officers’

(81
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e owner of one of the big
lines running out of New
ce in a blue moon takes
ents out of a busy day
iscences. We recently
inate enough to hap-
ipon him while in this

rooms, and the second-floor
reading room and lounge.

This last mentioned room is
probably of most significancé
to our sailormen. For many
months they have been huddled
into temporary quarters, where
more frequently than otherwisé
there was “‘standing room only.
However, it was the only place
on this section of the waterfront
where they could come in out @
the rain and cold and they Were
grateful for it.

known as “Captain,” in-
. that somewhere in his
carecer he sailed the
$ as part of the prepa-
r the eminent position
S now attained in the ship-

equipment, which is worn out.

The new baggage room al-
most doubles the space in the old
and it has the advantage of being
on one level instead of two as
formerly, which of course makes
the stored baggage more acces-
sible.

Our greatest need now is for
the new cafeteria and restaurant,
for which we still require funds.
It will cost twenty-five thousand
dollars to construct and equip
them—mnot a large proportionate
cost compared with the number
of men we shall be able to feed
daily.

Bumptious Bill

ping world. Congress listens
and heeds when he expresses an
opinion on any phase of our mer-
chant marine, so naturally we
are all ears when the Captain
summons us to his office. He is
a kindly soul, interested in the
sailors who man his ships as well
as in the profits they bring him
—which may not be said of all
ship owners.

“We're out for a better type
of seaman these days,” he said,
“and we're getting them. On

(9]
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the whole I think they’re better
than in the old sailing days.
Sheer brawn counted for a good
deal then, and iron discipline was
necessary. Sometimes good
rough treatment was good for
a fellow, too.” :

The Captain smiled reminis-
cently.

“I can’t help thinking abour
Bumptious Bill,” he went on. *‘1
saw Bill get some good strenu-
ous handling—he deserved it,
mind you, but it made a man of
him.

“It was back in the early
eighties and we were bound for
California 'round Cape Horn.
There was a college boy on
board, a decent sort of chap
who did his share, but like every-
body else he had to learn. Some-
how Bumptious Bill couldn’t see
this Edwards at all. As a matter
of fact, I guess it was a case of
jealousy, for somewhere in his
rough-neck makeup Bumptious
Bill evidently had a hankering
for knowledge and some of the
other good things in life. But it
didn’t show on the surface. He
was as hard-boiled a customer as
you ever saw.

“Finally he got put on the
same watch with Edwards and
he balked—a little mutiny all his

own. He wasn't goi
gOINg to ypq

with this particular brand of
—I couldn’t tell you the EXaE

He even defieq thel

language.
Old Man, which doesn’t g
anywhere at sea.

“It got Bumptious Bi intm

the lazarette, though, way down

in the hold. It took most of the

crew to grapple with him apg
put him there at that.

“The Old Man told him
when he was ready to work he
could send him word, but Bi]l
wasn't the giving-in kind. He
stuck it out for three days on
bread and water with the rats
bothering him all the time. He
pounded on the door and hegged
for deliverance from the rats,

but he was told the only deliv- “

erance was work.

“Finally he gave in and the
Old Man let him out. He was
bitten all over, but the biggest
change had taken place inside.
He set to work pretty game and
he even made friends with Ed-
wards, whose nose he had
smashed in before the lazarette
incident.”

The Captain had risen during
his tale and he now stood at t.hC
window of his skyscraper officé
looking thoughtfully out to sed:
Finally he said,

[10]
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times a good bit-
" les a man out of a

d of Bumptious Bill.”
as 4 surencss ip the
statement. An en-
thought flashed across

“You were Edwards!” we
blurted. . .

The Captain smiled n his
quiet, kindly fashion and sat
down before his massive desk.

“No,” he said. “I was Bump-
tious Bill.”

Seasick

r how many years
llow the sea, some

who are immune (be
rs or landlubbers)
usly unsympathetic,
at all interested in
ventatives and cures.
who at one time or an-
been “laid low,” how-
some interesting sug-
o offer, varying widely
. experiences of the suf-
ch is sure his own rem-
only effective one and
ures you that to follow
other than his own
rove disastrous.

ing are a few of the
ons gleaned from a

Seamen

group of experienced sailormen
who were found in our reading
room :

Work ; soup; will power; raw
onions; lemons; rubber collar;
eat and forget it; coffee; any-
thing but coffee; baking soda;
glass of sea water; sleep.

We seemed to be getting no-
where with our inquiry. Sea-
sickness still appeared to be the
great riddle of the universe—at
least that part of the universe
which is made up of salt water
__when an old-timer with a
sense of humor offered the best
solution. He had been listening
quietly during the entire discus-
sion and when we finally turned
to him, his eyes twinkled.

“What is the cure for sea-sick-
ness?” he echoed. “Give it up.”

(11]
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Vignettes of the Seaman

Mr. Winton stood at the bow
of a great ocean liner watching
a sailorman flip white paint onto

an already white railing. He
liked sailors and his liking had
found expression in substantial
annual gifts to this Institute
over a long period of years. But
here was a first-hand oppor-
tunity. Before him squatted a
real sailor, engaged in part of
a real sailor’s job, while the ship
cut a clean path through the sea
and the sun made a rainbow in
the spray.

[12]

Mr. Winton and he
ext check he mailed

“Like your job?”
Mr. Winton.

“Yessir,"

Mr. Winton waited. A for
flourishes of the brush ang th
particular post was finished, Th“
sailorman picked up his buckes
and moved on to the next, l

\ “Yessir, I like my job all
right. Good gang, good eats,
good pay, good quarters. And
then of course, there’s this.” A
gesture with the paint brush in.
dicated the expanse of blue sea,
Both gazed at it silently for a |
few moments.

“Yes, there's this,” agreed
Mr. Winton, “but what do you
do ashore?”

“Stay on the ship on the other:
side. In New York, 25 South
Street. Great place. All the fel- =
lows I know go there—no bums.
And they sure treat you white -
I leave my stuff there just like it -
was home and I go back every
time I'm in port. They dont
soak you too much—they're not:
after your money like everybody S
else. They sure are white folks
at 25 South Street.”

It was just an incident i
eventful voyage, but it reg® =

Venturﬁ [
3 Service Department
ed that he had lost
Papers” mean more
n than to the villain
ashioned melodrama.
apers’ are his Open
ife itself—the only
hrough which he can get

his particular instance the
yperty was turned in at
within the hour.
ck work, we thought,
o the fact that the pa-
lost nearly three miles
other section of the
- It was just another
e of “seaman” and 2§
* striking the same
: mind of a city official.

al Service Depart-
a long siege with Pat-
7. He was “on the
had recently lived
series of assorted
Finally we got Pat-
ashore to tide him over
ald get him a berth
All went well for two

in an 4y
: and then he got word

that his brother had died in the
old country. It had happened
several weeks before and there
was no funeral for Patrick to
attend now. He felt he must do
something to show his respect
for the memory of his brother,
however, so he threw up his job!

He was so ingenuous about it
that we couldn’t get exasperated
with him; but at the moment,
Patrick is again “on the beach”
and we are again in the throes
of trying to get him another job.

Taylor is-a British seaman
about sixty years old. Several
weeks ago he came to our Relief
Desk to settle an old score. We
had helped him out four years
ago and now that he was "‘pros-
perous,” he wasn’t going to for-
get us. He repaid the advance
and still had one hundred fifty
dollars to deposit in our bank.

Then he began to come in
daily to withdraw money. He
appeared to be prodigal of his
savings, so we questioned him as
we usually do under such cir-
cumstances. Knowing sailors,
his explanation did not startle
us.

“There’s so many fellows out
of work,” he confided, “that it

[13]
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takes all my change seeing they
get a bite to eat.”

It would have been useless to
reason with him.

Several weeks passed before
we saw Laylor again. Then he
showed up at our Relief Desk,
ill from having slept on park
benches. We arranged for treat-
ment for him in our Clinic and
put him up for a few days. Now
he's off to sea again, but some
day when his ship comes in
(figuratively as well as literally),
Taylor will make good his debt.
He is the sort of sailorman we
like to help, for helping him does
not make him lose sight of his
obligations.

During the recent hard times,
the Bellevue Hospital Ambu-
lance picked up a young man
who had contracted pneumonia
from exposure. Unemployment
had forced him to sleep out of
doors. He died in six hours.

The only clue to his identity
was a slip showing that he had
one hundred dollars on depositin
our bank. Why he had not
drawn upon it, we shall never
know. At any rate, we did what
we could. We traced his next of
kin, a sister in Liverpool, and
obtained her cabled instructions

[14]

ort. ‘“And besides,”
~teven if you don’t
ing in particular, you
find someone at the

1

to have him buried in |
men’s plot, using his mey
ings to cover expenses,

gre .

One of our men has Produged
a lengthy poem called the el 3
of the Sailor.” Through n
long picturesque verses he tells
of his love for the sea aboye m

0
1

with a merchant sailor
where on the Seven
you will find that he
spot in his heart for
I Street.”” It is per-
more interesting to
t “so do his sisters and
s and his aunts,” and of
mother. This extract
etter to Mrs. Roper is

else, despite its treachery, and
he prays that his end may come
in a “valley of water.” Then he
concludes:

e
“If a brief epitaph is needed, |
You may only mention of me

That I j 1 -
hat I had no song, no jest, ng B hive nothing but

word, ' se Yort
Just write, ‘He went down to the B L0 youL RSt
et ‘ | we at home are glad

such a place open for
other seamen.”

4

A telephone message asked
that we send John Trent's mail
to Beekman Street Hospital
One of our chaplains took it up
himself thinking he might be of
some further service.

John Trent proved to be an
officer who stays with us €
quently. He was delighted @
receive his mail and took occd
sion to sing the praises of - the
Institute. It had befriended him:
many times, he said. It was the
only clean inexpensive place he

e serve all nations and
s at the Institute without
ion. We compile no sta-
on either matter, but an

Among the thirty-six

ent, eight nationalities

represented — English,

Welsh, Dutch, French,
urg, Egyptian, and

an.

aps a cup of tea and a

game of pool at 25 South Street
may- play their part in interna-
tional good will and under-
standing !

A Chief Engineer is a very im-
portant person, and if he is a
good Chief Engineer he must
necessarily be somewhat aware
of his importance. Such is the
case with one very good friend
of the Institute who usually stays
with us when he is in port. In
addition to the regulation re-
quirements for a Chief, this par-
ticular one possesses a keen sense
of humor, and an undisguised
love for other human beings.

He recently told us it does
him good to see the work we do
for seamen. ‘“You know, after
all, they're just kids,”—an ob-
servation which we make daily
at the Institute. ‘“‘Sailors are
really only children when they
get ashore. You know, even a
Captain is a kid at heart.”

“And the Chief Engineers?”
we ventured.

“0, a Chief Engineer is dif-
ferent,” he told us in all serious-
ness. ‘‘He has to be mature—
his position demands it.”

“Of course,” we agreed, but
“Nice boy” is what we were
thinking.

[15]
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Enclosed find one dollar for which please enter a
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