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The Brave Dead of the 
Merchant Marine 

\Ye cannot mark their grayes in 
the deep shado,,'s of the sea. \Ve 
cannot honor them more than they 
ha ve honored themseh'es in giving 
up for u all that they had to give. 
\ V e cannot add to the glory they 
must have known in that last great 
hour, when they went with the 
naked spirits of men to meet the 
encl, quiet and unafraid. 

But we can write it down in stone 
that when their hour struck they 
made the supreme offering of their 
lives without flinching and we can 
\\'ea \'e of the memory of thei r brave 
deeds a cable that shall bind those 
\vho come after them upon the dan
g'crOlls deeps to deed of valor. 
Thu hall their sacrifice live on and 
flower continually in the lives of 
men. 

The First Sod Turned 
The first sod for the war memorial 

to Merchant Seamen ,\'as turned on 
J ul), 1st. \\' e began the work on 
faith \\'ithout sufficient funds to pay 
for it, but belie\'ing that the Ameri
can people would not permit the 
sacrifice of these men to go per
manently unhonored. 

In response to our last appeal a 
great many kind thoughts and dol
lar bills \"ere transmuted into 
brick , for this memorial , but not 
enough to finance the undertaking. 

One man asked us to lay fiyc for 

his children, one woman took thir
teen for as many grandchildren , a 
number on their own account took 
t\\'enty and twenty-five, and one 
man five hundred, but it takes a 
g oel many, brick by brick, to build 
a Fifteen Thousand Dollar Memo
rial Stage. 

Some of the letters which came 
with the e gifts were so inspiring 
that \ve have ventured to q~ote 

from them: 

* * * * * 
Be kind enough to hand in this 

check for a brick in the Memorial 
tage in Jeanette Park. I wish it 

might be five times the amount. 

* * * * * 
Enclosed please find $10,00 for the 

\\' ar Memorial. Should like to have 
sent the enclosed long ago, but it 
seemed such a small amount towards 
the sum required. 

I think it i an excellent plan to 
end out these slips, and I cannot 

but feel that everyone of the read
ers of the Lookout will avail them
selves of this privilege and oppor
tunity of sharing in so glorious a 
cause. 

* * * * * 
I take pleasure in sending my 

check for $1.00 for the War Me
morial fund in memory of those \\'ho 
. erved tiS so faithfully. 

* * * * * * 
I am much interested in th~ ar

ticle in the Lookout for June en
titled "Shall they be Forgotten?" 
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In my opinion the Merchant Ser
vice played a great and glorious part 
in the war and contributed to the 
successful outcome thereof in a very 
large degree and I should like to 
be permitted to add my small sub
scription towards the memorial to 
be raised in the memory of those 
who perished at sea during the try
ing years we were fighting, and en
close herewith my check with my 
best wishes. 

Yours sincerely, 
GLOSTER ARMSTRONG. 

British Consul General, Kew York. 

No Use for Humans 
Truly pride goeth before a fall. 

Just as the Institute was about to be 
a little vain, because after years of 
being away from the sea, this wa. 
the first place the young ex-seaman 
thought of when he found him elf 
with a lost old lady, somebody 
turned up with this story. 

There is a seaman among us upon 
whom we have lavished all the 
blandishments we know-free con
certs, home hours, services, con
sultations on his welfare, and in 
spite of everything he has "no use 
for humans." 

Indeed, he is so soured on his 
kittd, in this and other ports, that 
the only outlet he finds for the kind
ness that lurks in all of u , is to 
daily visit the Fulton Street fish 
market and buy twenty-five cents' 
worth of food to distribute to the 
cats of the neighborhood. 

Incidentally, he has his revenge, 
for when you hear them singing in 
chorus on your back fence 0' nights 

it is probably a hymn of thanksgi\"
ing to the man who has "no use for 
humans." 

Ignorance About Sailors 
Rev. A . B . L. Karney (Bishop

Elect of Johannesburg, former Sea
men's Chaplain at San Francisco 
and Buenos Ayres), speaking at the 
Annual MeetinCT of the Missions to 
Seamen in London, said: 

"I am amazed very much at the 
ignorance of people about sailor. 
\Ve know about the liners and the 
big ships, but only a little about the 
coa ter and the tramps-those 
wonderful tramps that I used to 
look at from the deck of a cruiser in 
the North Sea during the war. You 
saw some funny old thing waddling 
along at nine knots, and one man on 
watch with a pipe upside down in 
his mouth, while on our bridge 
there was the captain, the officer of 
the watch. the navigator, the look
out, and I know not what else. And 
the funny old tramp would waddle 
by, and you would hear a naval of
ficer say, "Those fellows have got 
some pluck." And these people go 
to every part of the world and never 
know when they are coming home. 
Nobody takes much notice of them 
except two classes-tho e who are 
determined to get their money and 
those who are determined to help 
them, either the crimp and land 
shark on the one hand or The Mis
sions to Seamen on the other. 

"Then you can think of the great 
liners and the men in the Nay)'. I 
once gave a lecture on the avyand 
got into very severe trouble. It was 
in a prison camp in Germany when 
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I \\·as a prisoner of \\·ar there. I 
mentioned the battle of Jutland, and 
there was a German spy in the rOOnt. 
I said, 'The Hun fleet then retired 
and 'xe could ee them against the 
we:;tern sky,' and I got four days' 
punishment. The punishment I got 
then would be nothing to what I 
should deserve if I dared to talk 
about the Navy in the presence of 
an Admiral of the Fleet! 

"Just think of all those men n 
the seven sea , the officers, and sail
ors, and firemen, and all that they 
have endured. Think of that class 
so often forgotten-the engineers. I 
do not believe that in all the country 
there is a more efficient class of men 
than the engineers of our tramp 
steamers. You know them by their 
look, pale through being below so 
much, but you do not perhaps know 
\\·hat they have to put up with in 
some of the tramps. 'I have got a 
rum job here,' said one of them, 
\\·hich means that his machinery is 
in pretty dicky condition. Yet in 
spite of all that they have to go 
through they always come up smil
ing. 

"I know that this is not a sermon, 
but one of the first things we in the 
Church of England have got to do 
is to say our prayers properly, and 
one of the passages to private prayer 
is through the door of in tercessioll. 
Pray for these men in their tempta
tion, pray for the work of our So
ciety. I live in a Uniyersity City 
and I am amazed at the ignorance 
about The Missions to Seamen. 
Make it your business to tell your 
friends about this great Society and 
to interest them in it, telling them 

that he who assi ts it IS doing so 
much for the Empire." 

Lost in New York 
An old lady \\·ent into a restaurant 

in down to\\·n New York the other 
evening, sat down in a chair and 
began to cry. The diners and help 
crowded around her, but she was a 
foreigner without a \\,ord of Eng
lish ,,·ith which to explain her 
trouble to the group of ympa

thizers. 
Presently a young man, of Slavic 

origin, left his table and came over 
to see what ,,·as the matter, and he 
wa able to understand that she was 
a Lithuanian, who had come to 
New York to take the boat back to 
her own country. She had visited 
the Agent of the ship, and left her 
money and ticket there, and had not 
been able to find her way back. 

\Vhen they saw that the young 
man understood her the others \\"ith
drew and leEt him to deal with the 
situation alone, but he didn't know, 
any more than they did, what to do 
with an old lady who was lost. He 
questioned her. She didn't remem· 
ber the street, or the name of the 
company or the name of the agem. 
She was a sweet-faced old lady, ancl 
the young man wanted desperately 
to help her, but he didn't know how. 
At last, he had an idea. Some years 
ago he had been a seaman; when
ever he ,,·as in any difficulty he \yent 
to the Seamen's Church Institute. 

With a g leam of hope in his eyes 
he told the old lady to "come along," 
and he brought her down to the In
stitute, and hunted up the Chaplain
Who - Gi\·es - Advice, who speaks 
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nearly all the languages there are, 
except Lithuanian. But another 
man was present, who understood 
the Lithuanian tongue. Nothing 
more could be learned from her. She 
knew the name of the boat, but noth
ing else. The worry and excitement 
had driven everything from her 
mind. So there she sat and talked 
incoherently in Lithuanian, while 
the three men stood around her in 
a quandary. 

The Chaplain-'.Vho-Gives Advice 
will try anything in an emergency, 
and although it was nine o'clock at 
night he called the office of the boat 
on which the old lady was to sail. 
And it just happened that there was 
one department open. From it he 
got the name of the Lithuanian 
Agent. When they got in tOllch 
with him they found he had been as 
much worried . by losing the old lady 
as they had been by finding her, and 
he said he would come right down 
himself and get her. 

'.\Then they told the old lady she 
\yas so happy, and so grateful. She 
"'anted to pay the young ex-seaman, 
who smiled and shook his head, "No, 
mother," he said, kindly, "I was glad 
to do it." 

'.Yhen the House Mother gave her 
some picture post cards of the In
stitute she again took out her purse. 
I t seemed as if she had neyer before 
had anything done for her without 
having to pay for it. 

The Chaplain who is not able to 
carryon a conversation in the Lithu
anian language, can read the Psalms 
in that tongue, and to pass the time 
of waiting he brought a Lithuanian 
Bible and read to the old lady that 

beautiful 121st Psalm, which begins 
"I will lift up mine eyes unto the 

hills from whence cometh my help," 
and ends 

"The Lord shall pre erve thy 
goi!1g out and thy coming in, from 
thi time forth and even for ever
more." 

At the words the sweet old face 
lighted up, and when he had finished 
she said, softly and reverently, "Ba
tuschka," which means Pope. 

He Couldn't Get In 
Sometimes the sign language 

works. Sometimes it doesn't, or 
maybe the manager of our Employ
ment Bureau is not an expert in its 
use. Certain it is that he had some 
difficulty in telling a seaman, with 
nearly all the letters of the alphabet 
jumbled together for a name, that 
he was to go to Room 208, at 261 
Broadway, to get a job. 

After the employment man had 
used all the gestures with which he 
is familiar, and had raised his voice 
to the right pitch for addressing for
eigners, it seems as if he must have 
conveyed his thought to the stolid 
looking man who \ya seeking em
ployment. 

At any rate the seaman grunted 
and went away. 

A little later he appeared again at 
the Employment Office, weanng a 
worried expression . 

"Couldn't get in," he said, 'with 
more concern than the occasion 
seemed to warrant. 

""Yhy couldn't you get in?" the 
employment man asked. 

The man shrugged and spread out 
his hands expressively; "Dun no, 
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wouldn't let me in." 
Suddenly the head of the Bureau 

had an inspiration. He took the man 
by the arm and led him outside. 
"Show me where you went," he de
manded . 

The man pointed to a large down
town hotel. "W ouldn't let me in 
room 208," he repeated plaintively. 

Helping Recreation Work 
The following letter · has been re

ceived from the Treasurer of the 
Men's Club of Christ Church, taten 
Island, New York. It seems a par
ticu larly suitable activity for such 
an organization, and the Institute is 
most grateful for their assistance. 
Rev. A. R. Mansfield, 
Seamen's Church Institute, 
25 South Street, N . Y. C. 
Reverend Sir : 

It gives me pleasure to enclose 
herewith in behalf of the Men's Club 
of Christ Church, a check in the 
amount of $127.25. 

It is the desire of the members 
that their donation be used in con
nection with the recreat ion work for 
the Seamen's Outdoor Memorial 
t~ge . 

Yours yery truly, 
JERO IE C. SE:'ION, 

Treasurer. 

Movies in the Park 
A tardy electrician and the lag

gillO" darkness combined to delay the 
starting of the first of the outdoor 
movie show· ir~1ette Park. 

Before the machine and the night 
were ready the neighborhood ar
riyed. From streets and alleys all 
about there poured out bare-headed 
and bare-Ieo-ged chi ldren, sometimes 

accompanied by their parents, some
times a small boy or girl acting as 
guardian for a smaller. They sat 
down in orderly rows in front of 
the screen and waited with admir
able patience for the pictures to 
begin. 

Because joy and sorrow are twins 
there had to be a few little heart
aches oyer it, and one of the Insti
tute workers had her pleasure 
dimmed fo r a moment by a flaxen 
haired mite who demanded, "\\'hat 
dime is it?" 

The childish eyes begged her to 
say that it was early, but a mother 
lurking in the background, and the 
habits of a lifetime compelled her to 
admit that it was 9 :15. 

His face fell as he turned about 
and trudged away. A little later the 
worker saw him being led unwill
ingly to bed. 

The rest of us waited, a shifting, 
elusive audience, in a fantastic set· 
ting. A strong, cool, salt wind blew 
in from the sea. In t he tall, dark 
buildings all abo u t occasional 
lighted windows worked out into 
fantastic designs. The nearer glow 
of the park lights fell aslant a little 
band of people and picked out into 
sharp relief a group of faces; fugi
tive scraps of conversation drifted to 
the ears, unattached to any speaker. 

When the right moment of dark
ness had arrived the audience rose 
and sang with more fe rvor than ac
curacy, the Star Spangled Banner. 

The feat ure picture was a melo
drama, based on a book of Jules 
Verne's, and there were some who 
thought tjlat it m ight be rather oyer 
the heads of the children. But it 
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was not so. Their joy \\"hen the 
hero arri\'ed by way of a bamboo 
pole, at the last possible half minute, 
to re cue the heroine from a hateful 
marriage to the villain, knew no 
bounds. 

Uore urprising than their ability 
to follow the plot was an occa ional 
expre sion of disbelief from the 
older ones, when the author hacl 
stretched the thin thread of COIl1C\

dence to the breaking point. 

About the Concert Grand 
The quare piano wa not able to 

rai e it \"oice loud enough on Fri
day night to keep the back and the 
front of the audience sinrring to
gether. It is the spirit of a national 
song that matters most, but it is 
ea ier for ensitive nerves when the 
whole audience arri\'es at the ame 
note at the same time. 

The man in charge of the concerts 
is till \\'ondering if there i not a 
concert grand tucked a \\'ay in a 
storeroom somewhere, rusting, 
rather than wearing, out, which 
would be O"lad of the chance to get 
back into active life, if only its owner 
could be reached by this appeal. 

A Sequel 
There was a young man who 

wrote a note saying that he had only 
a fe\\' cents left, couldn't get work 
and was too proud to beg, then laid 
himself clown on the bed in one of 
our room and cut his wrist. 

He meant that to be the end of 
the story, hut it was only the be
ginninrr. 

The cu t was not deep enough. 
He was found in the morning in a 

pool of blood, but still living. In
evitably he was rushed to the hos
pital and every effort made to give 
back to him the life he had tried to 
di card . It is not permissible to 
(!ie until one's number goes up. 

To be compelled by society to 
stay in a world of which he was 
tired seemed to the young man 
enough of an impo ition, and he ex
pected to be discharged from the 
hospital to take up again the dutie 
and respon ibilities of life where he 
had laid them down . But no. The 
authorit ies, who ha\"e perhaps never 
had jut so many cents between 
them and tan'ation, and haye neyer 
spent weary months pursuing jobs, 
which prove will -o-the-wisps, ar
gued that a man who wanted to 
leaye such a pleasant world as this 
m11 t be insane. They ent him to 
the Psychopathic ward for obserya
tion. 

The man explained at great 
length the de perate situation in 
which he had found him elf, owing 
to the prejudice against employing 
foreigners. No use. They insi ted 
that he must be mentally unbal
anced. 

Finally he appealed to this Insti
tute. The Chaplain-\Vho- ever
Gi \'e -Up went to see him and se
cured his release by adopting him 
and becoming personally responsible 
for his future conduct. 

He came in the other day to re
nort that he had work again and was 
happy, and he wanted to pay hack 
some money that had been loaned 
him. and he \"as going on a long 
voyage to the Orient, and when he 
returnecl he would bring back to the 
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Chaplain-Who-N ever-Gives-U p the 
finest tea set that was ever made in 
China. A large promise, bu t the 
chaplain waits expectantly. 

Keys that Go A-Voyaging 
Did you ever stop to think that 

a key is a symbol of safety and pro
tection just as long as it is in the 
right hands, but the moment it falls 
into the hands of strangers it be
comes a potential danger. 

For the protection of its guests 
the Institute i obliged to assume 
that from the moment a key dis
appears it has fallen into the hands 
of an enemy. Immediately the man 
in charge of keys is notified, and the 
lock is changed without a day's 
delay. 

Generally the key has simply gone 
on a voyage, and neglected to notify 
the Hotel Desk. They come wan
dering back to us after lapses of 
three months, six months and even 
two years, from every port in the 
world. 

The Little Hollanders 
There was no doubt that they 

were the sons of good families who 
had run away to sea. vVhen they 
arrived in New York, unable to 
speak a 'word of English, they 
hunted up the Consul's office, and 
he ent one of his men to bring them 
to the Institute and to ask us to take 
very good care of them and keep an 
eye on them as much as we could. 

The man in charge of the Hotel 
D esk promised that he would, and 
eyery morning, as long as the little 
strangers were with us, he went up 
to their rooms to see if they were 

all right, and once or twice a day 
he looked them up in the reading 
room s, and he tried to think up in
nocent amusing things that a couple 
of boys in a strange city and a 
strange country could do. 

H only the anxious parents over 
in Holland could have known that 
the lads had a friendly understand
ing man keeping a kind ly eye upon 
them until they were shipped home, 

Both Ugly 
He was yery drunk. He came up 

to the Social Department to demand 
that the Institute ad vance him some 
money on his deposits in the Sav 
ings Department; pretty sure that 
he wouldn't get it, and prepared to 
be nasty if he didn't. He was hug
ging a grieva nce agai nst society. 

] ust as he had feared, the Case 
Worker to ld h im she couldn't give 
him any more money. 

"It's my money," he argued, "an' 
I got a right to it." 

"It's your money in banking hours, 
and if you come for it then you can 
always get it." 

The man swayed unsteadily, 
straightened up, and pointed to the 
top of his ear, which had a piece out 
of it, "Do you see that ear? I got 
that in a scrap. I'm ugly when I'm 
drunk." 

The Case Worker was not as much 
impressed as he had expected her to. 
be, for she looked up with a twinkle 
in her eye and said, "That's nothing, 
I'm ugly when I'm sober." 

Curiously enough the answer 
seemed to completely subdue him. 

"vVeIl , I guess I lost out," he re-
m ark e d affably. "Thought it 
wouldn't do any harm to try." 
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A Congregation Without a Creed 

"\\'e were but man, who for a tale 
of days 

Seeks the one city by a million 
ways." 

At a meeting of "Friends" in the 
city of Providence, a couple of years 
ago a young Quaker leader set forth 
this ideal of success for his church, 
"that the members of it should live 
so that the Catholic would be a bet
ter Catholic and the Jew a better 
Jew for having come in contact with 
them." 

It is almost on this basis that the 
religious department of the Institute 
has organized a congregation. One 
cannot deal with as many different 
\vays of worshipping one God, as 
pass under our roof in a year, with
out being thankful that men should 
worship God at all, or without 

knowing that, whether it is ac
companied by Rosary and incen e 
or rises from the bare benches of 

some tern creed, it is good that men 
hould pray. 

The seaman is subjected to a pe
culiar set of temptations. 'vVith each 
voyage he cuts the cable of his past, 
and ails out free and easy into a 
world of strangers. The stiff prop 
of public opinion, which, on land, 
make a respectable citizen of many 
an otherwise spineless individual, 
does not help the seaman to walk 
upright among his fellow men. To 
add to the dangers of his situation 
he is a stranger in port, and if he 
seeks out his accustomed church 
home in a great city like this, he is 
with, rather than of, the congrega
tion. 

Yet in the case of nearly every 
man who visit our Chapel regu
larly there is some church that is 
especially dear to him, some creed 
that fits more easily with his tem
perament and prejudices than an
other. 

The problem that confronted our 
religIous department was how to 
gi ve these men a sense of having the 
upport of other men surrounded by 

the same temptations, without dis
turbing those sacred religious ties. 

The religious department thinks it 
has found a way. Those who care 
to have them are given cards of 
membershIp in Oll r congregation, 
without being obligated thereby to 
subscribe to any creed. They are 
banded toO'ether a men of the sea, 
"'ho enjoy meeting regularly to 
worship God. Twenty belonO' al
ready, and they represent many 
faiths, which they have not re
nounced, but " 'hich we hope "'ill 
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burn the brighter. because the Insti
tute is fanning into a flame the spark 
of religiou feeling, which was in 
danger of being exting uished by ad
yerse conditions. 

Home 
Two English apprentice boys, 

staying on a ship in port, had a day 
off and arranged to meet in the even
ing on a certain corner to go to a 
dance up town. Both boys set out 
to keep the rendez\'ous and both ar
rived, as they belieyed, at the right 
spot at the right time and waited; 
at first hopefully, then pat iently, 
finally gt'imly and indignantly. 

After an hour they gave it up and 
both came to the Seamen's Church 
Institute, \\'here they met. 

Comparing note they found that 
they had stood at oppo ite corners 
of the same cross roads. 

"How trancre that you should 
both have come to the Institute," 
said the worker, to whom the story 
was told. 

"No, that wasn't strange," the 
boy prote ted . 'This is our home 
on shore." 

The Forgetful Ones 
Seamen are not the only ones who 

forget to write home. In As ocia
tion Men for May, .the Y. r..L c. A . 
prints a number of articles showing 
that the land man i almost as great 
a sinner, and \\' ith far less excuse. 
The following extract from an article 
by \Villiam U . Cressy hows how 
this actor anticipated our :-lissing 
Men Department. 

I have done a whole lot of things 
in my life that I wi h I had not done. 

I haye done a few that I am stuck up 
about. And one of them is that in 
all my wanderings and skallahooting 
around the \yorld there has never 
been a minute when my father and 
mother did not know where I was. 
There has ne\'er been a week and 
mighty few days, when I did not 
send some sort of communication 
home to The Old Folks. I lost my 
mother some four or five years ago; 
but up to that time I never saw a 
picture-posta l-card that I did not 
buy it and send it home to her. 
And there was alway orne little 
message written on each one. She 
had book after book of them, cover
ing every town and city in this coun
try and nearly e\'ery country in the 
1V0rld, 

There is 
)J"OvV that 
does not go 
to my Dad. 

hardly a day passes 
orne sort of message 

up to ew Hampshire 

And I will tell you how I handle 
this thing too. I buy stamped en
velopes by the hundreds. And I 
either type-write Dad's name and 
address on them all, or el e get them 
printed, And then each day all I 
have to do is to scribble off a little 
note. or clip ou t a ne\\'spaper article, 
or picture. or put in a picture postal 
card, and drop it into the nearest 
mail box. But the addressed en
velopes laying there before me make 
me remember it. 

I ha \'en't been home much. But I 
ha\'c got en e enough to realize 
that \\'e fellows, no matter how old 
we get. no matter how far away from 
The Old Xe - t we wander. no matter 
ho\\' high lip the pinnacles of fame 
or success we may climb, or, for that 
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matter, however low \ve may sink, 
we are ne\·er going to be anything 
but "The Children" to the old folks. 
Just a lot of irresponsible, irrational 
boys and girls \\·ho should never 
have been trusted out a,,·ay from the 
parental guidance. And no matter 
how old, or how bi o·, or how low or 
how high we go, THEY ARE AL
WAYS GOING TO WORRY 
ABOUT US. And it does seem as 
if the least we could do \\·ould be to 
keep them posted as to \\,HERE we 
are, and how we are doinO". You 
kno\y it is bad enough for Mother 
to have to worry about her boy or 
girl IN ON E PLACE. But when 
she has to spraddle that worry all 
over a whole world it must he awful. 

T\\·ice during our stage career 
mothers have thought they recog
nized in Mrs. Cressy a Long Lost 
Daughter. A daughter who, gone 
away; disappeared and left no trace. 
And those letters that they wrote to 
her, asking her to come back to 
Mother were simply heart rending. 
And of course these two were just 
two out of thousands. But they 
begged her to JUST \\,RITE! To 
relieve the awful suspense and agony 
of uncertainty. 

Once at \Valtham, Mass., a heart 
broken father and mother came to 
me and asked me to try and find an 
erring daughter who had run away. 
They had no idea in the \yorId where 
she was or what she was doing. 
AND THEY DID ~OT CARE
if they could only find her. And I 
did find her. But I never told the 
father and mother about it. They 
",·ere better off never to know. 

In a little New Ramp hire town 

another mother came to me to try 
and find in my travels, her SOI1. It 
took me fOllr years, but I finally 
located him on a United States )'Ian 
of vVar, in a foreign port. He had 
JUST FORGOTTEN A JD ~EG
LECTED, that was all. 

How the Lookout is Read 
The response to the appeal for the 

memorial stage has proven that the 
Lookout is widely reael. \Vithin a 
week after the magazine went out 
we had bricks from every state that 
had time to reply from big citie 
and little villages. 

Thumbing over one little pile of 
bricks we found these states repre
sen ted: Jew York, Arkansas, Iowa, 
Connecticut, New Jersey, Maryland, 
Missouri, Pennsylvania, Massachu
setts, Virginia, Washington, D. c., 
Vermont, vVyoming, Missouri, 1Iin
nesota, Ohio, Michigan, \Vest Vir
ginia and Illinois. 

You will find more BRICK SLIPS 
in this Lookout. Please understand 
that these are not for those who 
have already contributed, but we 
know that many went astray and 
did not reach their destination, so 
we are offering another chance to 
those who would like to share in this 
Memorial. 

A Second Chance 
\Vhat a year in prison will do for 

a man depends largely upon the in
dividual. It hac! apparently taught 
Fred to yalue his freedom, judging 
by the happy light that shone in his 
eyes as he came into the Employ
ment Bureau office, a little timidly, 
and announced who he was. The 
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man In charge of the Employment 
Bureau recognized the name which 
he remembered had been signed to a 
letter from a prisoner at Elmira Re
formatory. Surely this could not be 
a criminal, this mall , refined look· 
ing American boy, for he was little 
more than a boy. Perhaps his chin 
gave the due. It was a pitifully 
weak chin, and his story ,,·as one 
of weakness and yielding to temp
tation. 

\Ye had first heard of Fred in a 
letter he had written to the S. C. I. 
while in prison . In this letter he 
had told a story which was sordid 
and not new. He was a carpenter 
of the kind that works either at sea 
or ashore, as inclination directs . 
During one of his spells ashore he 
worked for a cabinet maker, one ot 
his duties being to collect money. 
He was tempted to steal, fell and 
absconded. 

Two year later his former em
ployer met him on the street, had 
him arrested and in spite of appeals 
for mercy from attorneys and judge 
at the trial insisted he be punished. 
His sentence was a term at Elmira 
and after one year and ome odd 
days he was told he would be pa
roled if he had a job to which he 
could go upon his release. 

He knew of no one to whom he 
could appeal for a job and faced the 
alternative of completing the full 
length of his prison sentence , until 
he thought of the Seamen's Church 
Institute where he had ometimes 
stayed when going to sea. 

Our Employment Bureau found a 
man who was willing to give him a 
chance to make a fresh start by set-

ting him to work as a carpenter in 
his factory. So he had been paroled 
and had come to thank us for what 
we had done for him. "I know your 
name," he said as he was welcomed 
into the office, "it was signed to the 
letter that brought my release and 
you bet I'll never forget the Insti
tute." 

If, hereafter, that weak chin prove 
a false clue to Fred's character we 
shall feel amply rewarded for any
thing we may have done for him. 

John's Wedding 
To give atmosphere to hi s tory 

John arrived at the office of the 
House Mother with his \\·edding cer
tificate and a radiant smile. There it 
was written down in black and white 
for anybody to see, that on a certain 
June day John --- had been mar
ried to lIlary ---, all regular and 
above board. John \,·as intensely 
proud of that certificate. He began 
at the beginning and told Mr . Roper 
all about it in a rich Irish brogue 
impos ible to transcribe, but this 
was the gist of the story: 

"I've never had any home or folks 
that I can remember. ince I was a 
kid I've knocked around at ea, and 
lived in institutions, and never be
longed anywhere, and one day it 
came to me that I would like to try 
living in a real home. So I got a 
paper and looked up the ads about 
rooms, and there was one that 
seemed nice and handy to the job I 
have, standing by. On my \yay 
home from work that night I went 
arouncl to see about it, and I knew 
right away that it was the kind of 
berth I was looking for. There was 
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a nice old couple and a daughter, 
who had been very good to the old 
folks. 

"They said they were particular 
about the kind of roomer they took 
in. He must be steady. They didn't 
mind a man who took a glass of beer 
but they didn't want a man who came 
home drunk regularly. \VelI, they 
decided to give me a tryout, and 
\vould you believe it, 1\1rs. Roper, I 
hadn't been there two days before 
I felt as if I had kno\\"n them all my 
life. They kept havin' me down to 
meals until I said to them 'I might 
just as weIl be board in' here the way 
I'm living on you people and not 
paying anything for it.' 

"And then I began to take the 
daughter out some. What do you 
know, Mrs. Roper, she had lived in 
N ew York all her life and never been 
as far up town as Forty-second 
Street, nor out to Coney Island, and 
she'd hang onto my arm and ex
claim just like a kid fresh from the 
country." 

That part of the tale which deals 
with the deepening of his regard for 
the little villager of New York into 
the strongest possible tie between a 
man and a woman belongs exclu
si\'ely to John and Mary, but wed
dings are public property, so it is no 
breach of faith to repeat John's 
description of that happy event. 

"She \vouldn't let me buy her any 
clothes, so I thought I'd have to do 
something and I went uptown and 
ordered the swellest wedding cake 
you ever saw. There were two 
anchors crossed, and below them two 
hearts joined. I have a friend Tony 
\\"ho is a chef, a regular chef. ""hen 

I told Tony I was going to get mar
ried he said to me, 'John, don't you 
worry about the wedding supper. 
Leave it to me.' 

"Tony made up pretty nearly 
every kind of salad and dessert there 
is, and he arrived at the last moment 
in his full uniform, and I tell you 
Mary's friends stared. They thought 
they had got into the Ambassador 
by mistake." 

Here John paused, looked around, 
and lowered his voice. "We had a 
little something in," he said dis
creetly, "and I wanted Tony to have 
some, but he said to me, he did, 
, T 0, John, I've taken this job on and 
I'm going to finish it.' " 

So the self sacrificing Tony con
tinued to sen-e and the rest danced 
and sang into the small hours of the 
morning, and there is not, in the 
whole city of New York a happier 
bridegroom than John, for marriage 
brought him not only love, but the 
consciousness of being needed, with
out which life is a very pitiful thing. 
"Isn't it so?" as John himself would 
say. 

Looked Real 
"They are almost as natural as real 

flowers," the seaman said as he looked 
at the bouquet one of the employees 
was carrying. 

"They are real," she replied, as she 
smelled their fragrance. 

"And they put perfume on them 
too," he continued knowingly. 

"But they are real-they grew," she 
repeated. 

"I've been fooled before," he in
isted, "but them don't fool me. I 

have ~een hetter in Germany-the last 
time-" 



THE LOOKOUT 13 

"Smell them-feel them-do any
thing you like," the girl said,. as she 
held them toward him, ''you are fooled 
this time. These came out of a 
garden." 

He had to touch them before he was 
convinced and we did not wonder when 
we saw a window box in the House 
Mother's Office. It was brought to her 
from Germany, and we hacl to look two 
or three times and feel the flowers too, 
before we could have any assurance 
that they would not wither. 

It was some clays before Mrs. Roper 
knew who brought the box or where 
they came from, but seamen are very 
human like other men, and seldom keep 
the light of their good deeds perma
nently under a bushel. Finding that 
Mrs. Roper was not going to discover 
him by intuition the sencler very tact
fu lly disclosed himself by asking her if 
she got the box of carnations-and 
then he enjoyed the thanks he was wait
ing for, with more or less patience. 

Personality 
He was sitting waiting on the 

bench in the Social Department, his 
hair standing straight on encl, his 
eyes shining, youth and adventure. 
and confidence in our good in ten
tions oozing from him. 

The workers, three of them at 
once, were rushing about looking for 
the man with the key for the store
room to get out of it a clean shirt 
and a tie for the lad, so that he 
might be sent out to a job looking 
respectable. "He's got to be up
town by seven," they told each other 
anxiously. while he left his affa irs in 
their hands with an abandon of trnst 
that gripped the heart. 

Aftel' they had him dressed up in 
a nice blue cambric shirt and a clean 
tie, and each one of them had given 
him some motherly or fatherly acI
\' ice, as the case might be, they sent 
him off to his job. 

An hour later he came back. He 
had mi sed the job by five minute, 
thanks to their anxiety that he 
should "put his be t foot forward." 

He stood behind the desk, his 
radiance undimmed, his confidence 
in their omniscience unshaken. 

Hurriedly they called up the Hotel 
Desk to make sure that he should 
have a bed. Then he was gi\'en 
meal tickets, and it was planned to 
get him a job that would take him 
away from the men in the lobby the 
next day. 

There \\'as something about the 
boy that made every person \"ho 
came in contact with him feel an 
urgent desire to protect him from 
the experiences and disillusionments 
of life in to which he was preparea' 
to run full tilt with such joyous 
abandon. 

It came out that it was his first 
time away from home, and he was 
thrilled to think of the great ach'en
ture upon which he had embarked. 

\ Vhen he was talking he would 
bite his lips sometimes, as if he was 
almost oyercome with excitement. 
He had come up on a freight train 
from Philadelphia, and wanted to 
go to sea, to visit foreign countries. 

Nobody at the Institute wants him 
to go to sea or anywhere else that 
will spoil that appealing youthfu l 
spirit, but they know that, on land 
or water, the morning of li fe must 
increa e to the full clay. 
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Kindred 
Some time ago a young man 111 

the Lobby might haye been :=:een, 
standing \"ery still, his eye:: fixed 
steadily on an older man who was 
talking to some friends. The young 
man moyed several times, when 
someone came between him and the 
man he was watching, and with each 
mO\'e he found himself nearer the 
older man. Finally he surrepti
tiously felt in the inside pocket of 
his coat, and fumbled among his 
papers, until he found a photograph, 
that he took out ancl looked at 
closely, then from it he again looked 
at the man. 

Fifteen years is a long time, and 
the young man could not be more 
than twenty-five, but so sure was 
he that in a minute he stepped up 
to the older man and said in a low 
tone, "I would like to speak to you 
alone." 

The older man looked steadily at 
him, and almost unconsciously his 
right hand strayed toward his 
pocket. He saw before him the fair 
hair and ruddy features of one of 
his Scand inavian countrymen, and 
thinking him in trouble, he felt for 
a coin, l\Tany men were out of work, 
he had helped more than he could 
count, and hac! been helped by them. 
JlIst now he was in luck and he 
would add another. 

"1-1 don't want that," the young 
man said bruskly, then he stam
mered, "Ain't you-don't you know 
me?" 

Still the older man did not speak, 
and the boy stammered, "I knew 
you from the picture," and he 
handed him the faded photograph 

of a family group, the father and 
mother, sitting down and a family of 
six children around them. 

"Y Oll-YOU are not Halmar?" the 
older man said slowly, and he 
pointed to a boy of about ten in the 
photograph. 

"I am," the younger replied 
breathlessly, "and you are Guy. I 
knew YOll the minute I saw YOll. 

Mother said I might find you-she 
wanted me to." 

The older ma!1 put out hi hand, 
and the brothers shook hands, 
neither saying a word; then they 
walked out together, the older rest
ing his arm on the should er of the 
younger. 

It was just a few days ago that 
the older brother was in the Lobby 
again alone. He waited until one of 
the Chaplains came through and 
then he approached him. The Chap
lain recognized him at once and 
asked for Halmar. 

"That is why I wish to speak to 
you," the older brother said in a 
choked voice; "I have just had \Yord 
that he is dead-he went up State 
on a barge-and when he O'ot sick he 
sent for me. I was up three week 
ago and left him all the money I 
had. He was a good boy-he was
and I want him buried right, Sir
I can't abear that he shouldn't ha\'e 
Christian burial, and I think I could 
raise fifty dollars among the boys
they liked him, they did, but maybe 
that woulcln't be enough, And I 
don't know how to go about it." 

So the Chaplain went about it, 
with the assurance that the Institute 
would help him to give the boy such 
a hurial as would comfort. as much 
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as such things can comfort, the old 
mother far away. 

And then it was found that the 
message about his death had been 
delayed, but Halmar had been such 
a good boy, the Consul had taken 
charge and given him decent burial, 
in a Christian home for the dead. 

"And he sent for me," the older 
brother said over and over again as 
he talked of it; "he wanted me, Hal
mar did, and he was a good boy. 
E\'erybody liked him, but it was me 
he wanted. He sent for me." 

Youth 
He came into the office of the 

Social Department one Sunday with 
a sprightly step and an upright ' car
riage. He had mooth. rosy, pink 
cheeks and flashing dark eyes. 

To the social worker in charge he 
explained that he would like to be 
helped out with the price of a meal. 
He had made his way up from New 
Orleans and hadn't had anything to 
~at since Saturday. 

"How long have you been going 
to sea?" the worker asked automatt
cally, pen poised above the paper, 
but sat up suddenly when the visi
tor replied: "Sixty-eight years, 
sir." 

They sat and looked at each 
other, the social worker with the 
tolerant smile one wears when try
ing to rise to another's sense of 
humor. 

"No, but seriously," 
"won't you tell me how 
ha ve been going to sea? 
a matter of form." 

he said, 
long you 
It is just 

The seaman smiled. "I'm not kid-

din' you, sir. I've been going to sea 
for sixty-eight years. Here's my 
birth certificate." 

He was born in 1842. 

The social \;'orker looked him 
over again. He could still see no 
evidence in the brilliant eyes, or the 
upright fig ure, of the years through 
which he had passed, but at last his 
glance fell upon the hands, and it 
was here that the years and experi
ences of life had left their signature. 
They were harsh and mottled as the 
hands of extreme age are apt to be. 

Aside from those betraying hands 
he was so young that he had suc
ceeded in getting into the army dur
ing the late war, and went through 
that experience unscathed, while 
two of his sons were killed. 

The young old man merely asked 
for a job, and a little help to tide 
him over, but the Chaplain thought 
he had made his contribution to the 
Merchant Marine, and is trying to 

get him into Snug Harbor. vVe are 
all a little worried, however, lest 
such a jaunty, virile person may re
sent his association with the elderly 
men In that retreat. 

Rebuilt Lives 
The Religious Department be

lieves that "there is a tide in the af
fairs of men, which taken at its flood 
leads on to fortune." 

The seaman is a fatalist, and is 
indolently sure that what is to hap
pen will happen, or as the Egyptian 
saying has it, "The fate of every 
man have we bound about his neck." 

But, at any rate, whether he 
marches up to the cross roads of his 
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o\\'n free \\·ill or t driven there by 
an inexoral Ie destiny there comes a 
time when a man 111U t decide what 
he is going to clo ,,·ith his life. 

The tendency for eamen is to 
choose to remain adrift. They ha \'e 
dilatory minds, which instinctively 
defer decisions until after the next 
voyage. Perhaps the finest work the 
Institute does is to help young men 
past the cro sroad. 

Quite some time ago there was 
mentioned in the Lookout a yOtlng 
seaman, who came to the chaplain's 
office complaining that the home 
hour should not be confined to thc 
men who \\'cnt to church. 

It might be difficult for an out
sider to understand how such an un
propitious beginning could be the 
basis for a genuine friend hip be
tween the young seaman and the 
chaplain. But so it \\'a s. 

The other day he came to the 
chaplain's office for a friendly chat 
and the chaplain asked him what he 
wa going to do. 

The seaman ,,'anted to be \'ague. 
but the chaplain pushed the question 
home. Then it came out that back 
in the seaman's mind there had al
\\'ays lurked the half-formed pur
po e to finish his medical course, of 
which he had already taken two 
years. 

The chaplain urged him to begin 
right away, now, before he had gone 
on another voyage. 

The seaman didn't think he could, 
but the chaplain found him work at 
Bellevue Hospital, and he is going 
to take up his studies in the fall. 
Another year or two and it might 
have been impossible to sa\'e this 

man, who was never completely sat
isfied with sea life, from drifting 
idly in to a discon ten ted and bi tter 
old age. 

That the Work May Go On 
s one \\'alks through this House 

of Memories and reads the bronze 
tablets on the doors one is reminded 
that, at the longest, the distance be
tween birth and death is short and 
is soon traversed. 

This Institute, not the building 
alone, . but the atmosphere of it, is 
the product of thousands of men and 
women, many of \\'hom are no 
longer living. Some of them helped 
us during their lives. Others are 
still helping us, throuO'h legacies, 
which make it easier for us to meet 
the emergencies of this ever-grow
ing work. 

For those of you who would like 
to still carry a little of the burden 
after you can no longer actively par
ticipate in the work we would sug
gest the follO\\'ing form of bequest: 

FORM OF BEQUEST 
I give and bequeath to the "Sea

men's Church Institute of New 
York," a corporation incorporated 
under the Laws of the State of New 
York, the sum of . ............. . 
. .. .... ....... .... .. Dollars to 
be used by it for its corporated pur
poses. 

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



General .Summary of Work 
JUNE, 1922 

RELIGIOUS WORK 
No. 

unday Services. A.)'1. .. ~.. ... . 
'iul1day Services, P.?-L ._. __ ....... __ . _ .. ____ ._ .. _ .. .. ~ ...... _ .. . _ 
lommunion Services ~_. _ . _ . ~ .. .. ~.. .. ...... _ _ __ . 
Bible Classes _. ___ • ~ . __ .. ___ ._... .... __ . ____ ..... _._ ...... _ .. _ .. __ ... ... ___ ... _ .. _ ... _ ...... 

Gospel :-. leetings .. 
~liscellanclJus Services 
Wedding ....... _. 
Funerab ... . _ .. _ .. _. __ .. _ .. _. ._ ....... __ ._ .... _. 
Baptisms _ 

U. S. MARINE HOSPITAL NO. 21, STATEN ISLAND 
. unday Services,' c\.. ~1. _ . __ .... 
Commullion Serv' ;es "._. _ 
Funerals _ ... ____ .. . ... __ ..... _._ . _ .... 

INSTITUTIONAL SERVICES 
llomeHours 
Entertainments ...... __ .._ 
Lodgings Registered ... .. __ _ ... ___ _ 
Iucoming :\Iail for can1(.'n 
Dunnage Checked __ .. _ ........ _ .. _. 
Packages Literature Distributed 
Knitted Articles Distrihuted 

Relief 
:\lcals. Lodgil1g and Clothing ._ ...... _ ... _ 469 

Employment 
:'lIen Shipped ._ 

A,~isted through !.o,in FW1(1 .. ~ Shore Johs 
Haggage and )'finor Relief ._ ... .. _ .. _.. 93 
Cases in T nstitutc Clinic ._ _ 724 
Referred to Hospitals and Clinics 
Rc:ierrcd to Other Organizations 
Rcfern:d to :-'lunicipal Loclging J louse 

66 To Hospitab 
18 To Patients 
17 Other visits 

Visits 

-I-
4 
3 
3 
-I-
2 
2 
0 
1 

I 
o 
6 

-I-
9 

Attendance 

70 
397 

22 
162 

71 
57 

30 

280 
3.318 

24.237 
15.186 

-1-.655 
-1-1 
43 

6.38 
162 

"1.7 
59 
15 

Sea View Hospital U. S. Marine Hospital .Hudson St. Ho.pital 
To I lospital ... _ ..... ~ .. 5 To Hospital 16 
:--;umhlf of hours _ __ ._ 14.14 Number oi hours __ .... 63~ 

EDUCATIONAL 

Navigation, 1I1arine F.ngincaing and Radi\) School Enrollment 

To 1 fo<;pital ._._. 2 
Nunlber of hours .. _.. 2¥.l 

IlIlliitratcd Lectures 111 • Tavigation __ _ _ __ . __ . ___ . .. __ ........ _. __ 
Z'! 
4 

15 First Aid Lectures ........ __ ... ......... __ .. _._. _ ._. _ 

SEAMEN'S WAGES 
Deposits .............. _ ............ ~ .......... _ .......................... _ ...... ....... .. 
v.,' ithclrawals ........ _ .... . "'.. .... ............. . ...................... . 
TransmiSSion!'; ............. .. ...... ... ...................... _ ..... .... _ .. _ ................ .. ............................ _ ............... .. 

$3R,511.60 
42,688.30 
10.623.51 



' . 

Bricks in the 
Merchant Seamen 

War Memorial 

To provide a brick to help construct the great Outdoor 

Stage in Jeanette Park, Port of New York, near 

Battery Park, in honor of Seamen who, too, did their 

bit in the Great War, fill in the Slip inserted in Look

out, so that your name may be recorded, and mail with 

$1.00, 

"Withoul lerllor of battle 

or pri'l!ilege of fame" 
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