











a cooper named Materson

Beneath the lengthened shadow of
SCI works an aged craftsman whose
skill became obsolete with the passing
of the schooners. Yet he perpetuates
the once important art of the cooper-
age — the building and assembling of
wooden casks — while recalling the
years at the turn of the century when
barrel-making was brisk business in
New York.

Only a handful of people make
wooden barrels by hand nowadays and
then only as a hobby, according to
Paul Materson, owner of Materson
Cooperage. Even now most of his com-
pany’s barrels come from the West
where they are machine-made for
packing frozen meat. Materson repairs
and reshapes the emptied barrels for
sale to local fish packers, picking up
extra income by repairing the water-
tanks atop old tenement buildings and
the oaken vats in whiskey distilleries.
He sells the barrels he produces to
non-commercial customers, too, includ-
ing neighborhood loft dwellers who
seek out his shop as one of the few

places left in the city to buy old bar-
rels for use as furniture.

Materson apprenticed as barrel-
maker to his father in 1896 when he
was 12 years old. He can’t remember
how many years before that hig
father, at the same location, was con-
structing wooden containers to be de-
livered by horsecart just two blocks
to the water’s edge where the three-
and four-masted, brooding ships
awaited the products of the cooper’s
art. Business was so good in those
days that Paul, his father and his five
brothers were needed to satisfy the
demand. He is the only one surviving.

“Fifty years ago we used to ship as
many as 2,000 a day, mostly to Puerto
Rico and the Caribbean islands,” he
recalls. “When anyone needed barrels,
even the telephone operators told them
to ‘call Paul at Fulton Market’!”

The subsequent preference for metal
drums for kerosene and boxes for
frozen .fish reduced the demand for
wooden casks. In shaping the barrels
he now repairs, this cooper still uses
a windlass his father built ninety
years ago. A windlass consists of a
drum or cylinder with cable or rope
coiled around it and is commonly em-
ployed for hoisting. In cooperage, how-
ever, the cable is wound around the
top or bottom of the barrel staves to
pull them into shape by cranking the
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ﬁmrson's shop (above) is located in area sched-
uled for demolition next year. He now produces
barrel planters and decorative items.

cable to the desired tightness. The
hoops are then put on by hand.

The big meat barrels always avail-
able in the shop are suitable for ter-
race use or as stands for kitchen cut-
ting blocks—a modern innovation. He
sells them for $1.25 to $1.50 each. The
smaller barrels to which he applies
a dark stain can be used for planters,
W@s’te paper baskets or side tables in
quern or country interiors. Mr.
Materson remembers that barrel
games used to be great sport with sea-
men and children alike; the trick was
to keep one’s halance while walking
on a rolling barrel.
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near the Seamen’s Church Institute.
Paddy sold his Little Necks for 10
cents a dozen, then,” he laughed.
They're considerably more now, he
observed.

Among his memories is the intrigue
surrounding the waterfront’s famous
Hartford Hotel, at Ferry and Pearl
Streets, demolished in recent memory,
and which had sheltered seamen and
their often shady entourages. It was
in the Hartford where Materson
talked with sailors just returned from
ports of call. To a youngster of 12, even
Haiti seemed light years away. One of
his special childhood benefactors was
an ex-seaman with a peg leg by the
name of Herb Rogers, whose #9
Fulton stand was an ichthyological
wonderland. Even more awesome to
the youngster was “Herbie” himself,
balanced on his wooden leg and flash-
ing a giant fish knife with the speed of
a prestidigitator. He wonders where
they’ve all disappeared as the city
demolishes one building after another.
Materson’s own sagging, colonial-style
building, more than 100 years old, is
nestled precariously near two other
small brick commercial buildings, all
of which will be whittled away next
yvear to make way for more parking
lots and new construction. The cooper-
age warehouse, a gem from another
time will be bulldozed away next year;
then Paul Materson will have left only
his memories of the cobbled streets of
wooden ships, fun and fortunes of
cooperage in his father’s business,
shadowed and shuttered now by great
buildings of international finance and
commerce,

But what I wouldn’t give for those
memories,
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Staff hostess Augusta Cochran (L.) chats with Louise and Phil Mack '

Jof the spot to get married
dec,‘lde‘iig}?: » They entered the church.
e ot 't know it but I was carry-

ing the marriage license in my purse,”
i

hed.
Sh%ifal:;gmight have been the end of
ept for the fact that

gr story exc . :
?_;l:,{lise was well acquainted with the

-ations of seamen by the time
:;:s::l:l: Phil. He remembers: “I saw
all the other seamen doing bette:r-pay-
ing jobs that I knew I cguld do .Just as
well. I discussed this with Louise and
she insisted that I enter the Marine
School of the SCI to prepare myself
for a better job. She was pulling down
a good salary and she figured we
could make our way on her income
while I was going to school.”

So Phil matriculated in SCI’s Ma-
rine School. Confidently, he returned
to sea, applied for and got a better
job. He never forgot her concern for

Cupid sat in the Rper Room

It was her first visit to SCI's Roper
Room Ilounge for seamen in 1949.
Louise Poultner had come at the in-
vitation of a secretary with whom she
worked who described the Institute
and its need for volunteers to serve as
hostesses on Sunday evenings. She
liked the seamen immediately, and it
was a compliment to her when chief
staff hostess, Mrs. Augusta Gulden
Cochran, asked Louise to assist her at
the tea table from time to time.

Louise became a dependable volun-
teer and for almost a year, put in
many hours just being friendly to sea-
men. She learned to understand their
problems in a world adjusting to nor-
malcy after the Second World War.

And then it happened. The night
was uneventful until 9 p.m., when an
engaging, dark-haired seaman from
New Zealand, Phil Mack, strolled
through the room. All eyes turned, in-
cluding hers.

Cupid was sitting in the Roper Room
that night when Louise saw Phil. And

he worked his peculiar charms. Phil
was 25 years old, visiting SCI for
the second time, and on a stringent
budget from his $56-dollar-a-month
job as coal tender on the Shawsaville
Line, operating from New Zealand to
Avonmouth, England. His ship was
transporting passengers, cargo and re-
frigeration equipment. He had been
told by other seamen that at SCI he
could enjoy himself for very little
money.

Louise, a secretary for the National
Aniline Company on Rector Street, ex-
pected fun and good company, but not
a proposal some weeks later from sea-
man Phil Mack. Propose he did and
little time was lost acquiring a mar-
riage license.

“We were walking along the street
one evening in Brooklyn after Phil
had been to the home of my parents
for dinner. We passed by this lovely
old church. We had planned to marry
on my mother’s anniversary date
which was the following day, but we

his career since they were married 14
years ago.

And 14 years passed before Louise
and Phil again returned to the SCI,
but memories persisted. Last month
they appeared at SCI to “look the
place over and to see what changes
had been made.” Many changes and a
few. familiar faces, they observed.
During the evening, while the Macks
Were touring the Roper Room, Louise
;?ileddh_ostess Augusta Cochran whose
ol r:n liness and encouragement she
rioembe?e.d for so many years. The
. s:‘emlmsced.about the “good old
teg; ho\;’&zr;'Lomse was an SCI volun-

“She Was very popular,” Mrs. Coch
i;:t rseﬁa}ls, “and we used to remark

€'d make some seaman a fine

Wife, :
she didN!?’W’ I guess, it’s pretty certain

Tt
‘mos:le Macks have faced problems

Diex, ;narrled couples face, more com-

j course, bhec i .
se 3 y ause of their forced
Parationg. But Mrs. Mack repeated

a truism — that success in marriage
is no more uncommon among seamen
than among any other vocational
group. “If a seaman is a stable guy
before marriage, he’s going to remain
that way no matter what the tempta-
tions after marriage, even though he
must be away from his home for long
periods.”

As if in response to her remark,
Phil added: “My successful career as
a seaman is due to her encouragement
and sacrifice 14 years ago.” With that
he squeezed her hand.

Contributing to the Mack’s happi-
ness is little daughter, Lauren, who
was born 11 months ago. She is the
greatest joy and novelty in the Mack
household on Schenectady Avenue in
Brooklyn.

Phil tries to get home more fre-
quently now with a new baby in the
family. It is not always possible be-
cause of his job as pumpman on tank-
ships. His last voyage on the “Elemir”
from New Orleans with grain took him
to East Pakistan. From East Pakistan
the empty ship went to the Persian
Gulf for petroleum, then headed for
Japan. He flew from Japan back to
New York. How long was he gone?
From October to February.

“Shipping today is as professionally
satisfying as any kind of work,” he
emphasized, and continued to express
his gratitude to the maritime unions
for their contributions in making
shipping respectable, and — for those
fortunate enough to have steady em-
ployment — lucrative.

The book is not yet closed for Phil
and Louise Mack. Happily married,
prosperous, starting a young family,
and both satisfied with his career in
the merchant marine, they look for-
ward confidently to
the future. Admit-
tedly, they antici-
pate another visit
to Cupid’s Roper
Room which
brought them to-
gether. But before
another 14 years
have passed.




ABOUT OUR AUTHOR: Son of A. B. Sander-
son, who founded Africa’s first game pre-
serve, Ivan Sanderson was born at Edin-
burgh, Scotland, in 1911, was educated at
Eton and Cambridge where he was graduated
with honors in zoology, geology and botany.
After serving with British Naval Intelligence
during World War II, he led scientific ex-
peditions to many remote areas of the
world and contributed articles for the
Saturday Evening Post, True, Reader's
Digest, American Heritage, and Atlantic
Monthly among a few. He is the author of
16 books and at one time had his own
radio and TV programs on hoth NBC and
CBS. Readers who wish to comment on his
article are invited to send letters to SCI's
Department of Public Relations which will
forward them to Mr. Sanderson.

It has always been amazing to me
that landlubbers not only deign to
question the statements of mariners
about matters maritime, but adopt the
attitude that they have the right to
do so. I am afraid I am thinking here
primarily of the newspapers, though
they are by mo means the only of-
fenders. For a besotted cub reporter
to accuse a master mariner of inso-
briety is revolting enough; but for a
scientist to question an entry in his
log seems, to me at least, to be not
only inexcusable but also altogether
illogical. As I constantly repeat, and
for the record, if a master of a ship,
especially a liner carrying thousands
of souls, is incapable of distinguishing
between a buoy, a floating log, a piece
of giant seaweed, a deflated Navy
blimp or a large animal, I somehow
feel that he should be relieved of his

command. How in the dickens is he
going to find the right port even in
broad daylight, if this is the limit of
his competence? But I can assure
you, such an accusation is not just an
occasional rarity, but just about stand-
ard practice when any seaman, or body
of seamen, report sighting or even
ramming a large marine animal that
is not a whale or other known creature.

Perhaps I should apologize for be-
ing so bitter, but, quite apart from
having been raised afloat and having
spent a considerable part of life in
my own bottoms, my mere intelligence
is insulted by this attitude. Worse
still, I happen to have been trained as
a zoologist; and animal-hunting and
collecting has been my profession for
most of my life — exacting work, pur-
sued along scientific lines, on behalf
of zoos and museums. If the master of
any vessel I am aboard cannot be
trusted to identify objects afloat,
especially with the aid of modern
binoculars, radar, and other refined in-
struments, I'm going to give up boat-
ing and, I presume, take to the air,
despite the dangers, boredom, and
other horrors of that means of trans-
port!

I will give but one precise, repor-
torial example of what I am talking
about, and then try to get down to
some practical observations. Some
years ago, I was instructed by one of
the great news services for whom I
undertook special reportage, to go
aboard a Grace Line vessel that had
docked that day in New York from
its regularly scheduled run from the
west coast of South America. I was
told that the master of said vessel
had — with, as witnesses, his second
officer, the helmsman and his relief,

his chief engineer, and one of the
.passengers——observed something that
he, the master, had seen fit to both
enter in his log and report by radio
to the U.S. Coast Guard. The inci-
dent occurred off the Carolinas coast
in broad daylight and was as follows:

Under clear sky, vessel on course,
winds light, and calm sea, a crew
member forward sang out to the offi-
cer on the bridge that there was an
object straight ahead. It was large
enough to cause damage, especially
if as solid as a capsized derelict, so
that immediate action was initiated.
This entailed a call to all available
on duty and for a change of course.
However, it was too late to avoid a
head-on collision that, while happily
doing no damage to the ship, sent such
a shudder through her from stem to
stern that it brought others on deck
at the treble. Whatever had been hit
was caught athwart the prow for a
few_v moments and then broke free and
drifted by to starboard only a few feet
from the hull. As it did so, it came al-
most directly under the gaze of all on
the bridge, and others on deck below.

This object was a very large animal
from which blood in enormous
amounts was pouring into the wash.
About thirty feet of its spindle-
shaped, glistening body was above
Water, and this tapered at one end
into & narrow but not too long neck
On which was an enormous tapering
triangular head stated by all witnesses
0 have been at least three feet across
above the eyes. The creature passed
astern and was sucked into the wake

BERRRETE it thrashed about amid blood-

Ted foam, until it finally sank. The

ship wag stopped but nothing further
Was seen,

" Sanderson

by Tvan 1

When this incident was duly — and,
I might add, properly — reported to
the Coast Guard, it was released to the
press and was on the newsstands in
New York before the ship docked. It
made headlines. But what headlines.

I have the clippings still, but I will
not name or quote them or further
identify the vessel, because all those
involved have suffered enough insults,
ridicule, and calumny long ago. The
matter is now historic, and of inter-
est only to odd characters like myself
who make “monster-hunting’ our pro-
fession. Nonetheless, I will put it on
record that said headlines not only rid-
iculed the whole report both directly
and by inference, but actually accused
the master of the ship, and his officers,
of drunkenness while on duty; and the
other witnesses of just plain lying, for
it was snidely hinted, “publicity pur-
poses.” The whole thing was treated as
a huge joke, and column after column
appeared on the age-old subject of

Ivan Sanderson appears on Gary Moore show with
pet crocodile,




Fig. 1

An object of this nature has
many times been reported as
rising out of the sea, once to
an estimated height of over
twenty feet, and then to

weave about with a serpen-
tine motion, as if inspecting
the observers.

“seamen’s tales,” “old wives’ tales,”
“sea serpents,” and even such unre-
lated matters as the poor old Marie
Celeste and the disappearing island of
Funafuti in the Pacific— and almost
to the word, inaccurate and mislead-
ing. But worse still, the papers even
got statements from scientists which
stated flatly that we (they) know
every animal living in the seas and
oceans; that there are no “sea ser-
pents” (true enough, apart from the
Sea-Snakes, family Hydrophidae) ;
that persons not trained as zoologists
never can identify what they see prop-
erly; and that all mariners are (they
implied) known to be bums and
drunken sots. The whole spread was
revolting in the extreme — to intelli-
gence, as well as common decency and
common sense.

So I went aboard the ship with a
stenographer. And what did I find?
First, the master happened to be not
only a teetotaler but, in the opinion
of one of his officers with whom I had
a drink later ashore, rather a bloody
nuisance about it! There was no
liquor aboard and nobody had been
taking a clandestine “nip” the morn-
ing of the incident. Second, I inter-
viewed four of the five eye-witnesses,

Mr. Sanderson’s sketches, based on testimony of
eye-witnesses, showing what sea creatures have
looked like. “The humps are the commonest sight
hy a long sight, and have been observed by
thousands of people, sometimes for hours.”

both together and separately and
afterwards compared their state-
ments. They jibed to the last detail
despite the fact that any four people
observing anything usually vary con-
siderably in their statements. All four
were professional seamen in its proper
sense — the master, his senior en-
gineer, his second officer, and the re-
lief helmsman. The ship had rammed
a very large animal of unknown and
unidentified type off the eastern North
American coast; period!

This case is not unique; it has been
repeated hundreds of times since an-
cient record, The reaction has always
been the same, ashore, and unfortu-
nately it continues this way despite
an ever-increasing number of reports
emanating from trained marine biolo-
gists, such as that of Dr. Lionel A.
Walford, Director of the Fish and
Wildlife Center of the U.S. Depart-
ment of the Interior, at Sandy Hook,
New Jersey. This scientist, last sum-
mer, reported the sighting of a forty-
foot-long, jelly-like ribbon, obviously
animate, undulating along not far off
the Jersey shore. It was observed by
members of his research crew. He
begged the reporters not to mention
the epithet “Sea Serpent”; but they
did!

Fig. 3

This is the commonest reconstruction sketched by
those who have seen this kind of unknown animal
close up in clear water, on shore, or in one in-
stance trying to climb up a steep cliff face.
Although reminiscent of one of the extinct plesio-
saurian reptiles, the majority of observers speak
of fur, a mane, and even eyelashes, which are the
characteristics of a mammal.
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‘.ve) The commonest appearance is of a series of humps, diminishing in size in one direction. From two

Fi

t(gbas many as fifty have been counted. More rarely, the same kind of head and neck as shown in Fig. 1
rises from, and dips in and out of the surface. 00  The humps are thought by some to be hydrostatic
organs that can be inflated with air at the animal's will. Many observers have stated that they change in
number while you watch, and quite rapidly. There is little real evidence for the presence of even one pair

- of flippers in this type, which would seem not to be the same as that shown in Fig. 3.
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The point, is this: and it is about
time somebody had the guts to dis-
seminate it. Nearly three quarters of
the surface of our earth is covered
with salt water; most of it the deep
oceans, which run, on an average, over
two miles deep. This is a positively
vast volume of mere space. Second, the
dot on an “i” in the word Pacific in
the average school atlas, turns out to
be about 70 miles in diameter in the
actual width it covers. Third, our ship-
ping lanes leave about 90% of the
ocean’s surface unused and untra-
versed today. Fourth, despite massive
som.zr and radar soundings conducted
during the IGY and by other perma-
nent oceanographic organizations,and
the few descents of bathyspheres and
bathyscaphs, we actually know prac-
tically nothing of even the bottom of
thls. great volume of water. In sum,
We just don’t know what is in it.
¢ If you start cataloguing the “things”

nat are to be found in, say, the North

, z;l:;c ~dfrom grains of silt to Blue

& and atomic submarines — you

lv‘:gi:‘m}l)'ou have several lifetimes of
snd es;ee?.(]il of you. Who, therefpre,
B o e
. 5 0 y wha
z?;)ag OF not be in that ocean? The very
tion js absurd, preposterous, and in-

sulting to the mere intelligence of
anyone, let alone that of mariners. In
fact, since the dredging up of a num-
ber of fishes (known as Coelacanths)
in recent years, nobody should dare
to pontificate on this subject. Said fish
were previously supposed to have been
totally extinct for 70,000,000 years!

Undoubtedly, there are numerous
different kinds of large animals living
in our seas and oceans that have not as
vet been caught and examined with a
view to identification. And who is
most likely to see these and describe
them and report upon them? Who,
but mariners.

Will said persons therefore please
come forward and state flatly exactly
what they have seen — and be blowed
to the ridicule their statements will
surely provoke? And don’t let them
think that there are valid arguments
that can deny their statements. There
aren’t. Of that I can assure you; and
I will gladly refute one and all, if the
self-appointed “experts” on this mat-
ter will just state them. That goes,
also, for those who do have firsthand
experience and zoological training.

They may have two legs to stand on
but, when it comes to matters mari-
time, they haven’t got a flipper be-
tween them.



kaleidoscope

A look-in on the world’s largest
shore home for merchant seamen. ..

SEAMEN ONLY — Two new buildings
were added to New York's skyline this
month and both are exclusively for
seamen. Designed by a student of
Frank Lloyd Wright, the new $6.4
million, six-story building will serve as
national headquarters and New York
offices of the National Maritime Union
at 7th Ave. and 12th St. It features
pre-cast concrete panels which give the
effect of portholes. Within are hiring
halls from which 1,000 seamen are
dispatched each week. (R.) Formerly
located near SC| on Water Street, the
Seamen's Center operated by the
Lutheran Church moved into its 12-
story hostelry at 15th and Irving Place
last month. It provides rooms for

100 seafarers and includes a non-
denominational chapel. SCI extends
congratulations to Seamen's Center as a
fellow witness for Christ among
merchant seamen.
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SEA OF HATS — You'll need
to look closely to find the
single male in this photo
taken at the March meeting
of the Women's Propeller
Club of the United States
Port of New York, in the
Janet Roper Room. The Rev.
John M, Mulligan (center win-
le)\~, bottom) was guest of
assembled wives of shipping
elite and other women in-
volved in the maritime in-
dustry. The director even
stayed on to watch a parade
of models wearing the latest
N millinery. Said he: 'Twas
like a preview of Spring.

SOCCER SECONDS — Port Newark
Manager Basil Hollas, right, presents
SCI's runner-up Soccer Championship
'|' Trophy for 1963 to members of the

U team from Italian ship Gimmi Fassio,
Luca Chiozza (L.) and Emilio Ratto. The
1963 champions were crewmen from
British freighter Sussex, but this vessel
will not return to Port Newark for
several months. Award will be made to
the Commander of the Cumberland, a
sister ship, when she calls at P. N. in
May en route to England.

ON THE TUBE — SCI as a tourist attraction
was the subject of Channel 13's “Metropolitan
Wonderland” program on April 2 and 4. To
film the show, television’s program director
Stan Levy (pictured) fought high winds on
SCI's roof to record the falling Time Ball on
the Titanic Memorial Lighthouse. A New York
mother and her two small children were posed
in places of interest, including the Marine
Museum. Viewers were shown other places of
interest in the Battery area including Fraunces
Tavern and the Wall Street Heliport.




a service of Holy Communion on Maundy Thursday of Holy Week in the
Chapel of Our Saviour. The Rt, Rev. Charles F. Boynton, extreme right,
Senior Suffragen Bishop of New York, was celebrant. He was assisted
by (R. to L.) Director Mulligan, Dr. Foust, Chaplains Daley, Bauer, Hollas,
Haynsworth, Savoy and Huntley.

VISITING BISHOP — According to SCI custom, seamen and staff shared

NEW FACE — Workmen applied spackle to the 300th
hotel room last month preparatory to painting. SCI's
rotating maintenance plan calls for redecorating

963 ANNUAL REPORT

To the Friends of the Seamen’s Church Institute:

In this era characterized by rapid change it is necessary for us to reexamine
the basic objectives under which we have operated for 1.30 years. While sea and
harbor conditions differ from those that existed at t'he time of our establ_lshrnent,
the objectives which motivated the founders of our institution are as valid today
as they were when they were first set down.

The seaman who spends long periods away from home, church and community
ties, requires on arrival _in a great port much more Fhan the si{ﬂp}e comforts of a
middle-priced hotel. No institution save ours, opgratlllg as a mission of our Lord,
can have the motivation to fill in the gap in social experience which has widened
from the day the seaman sailed away from port.

Conditions at sea have changed in 100 years; pay schedules are higher, erimps
no longer haunt the dock area; foreign seamen soon will be as_frequent visitors to
95 South Street as men sailing under the American flag. Basically, however, the
seaman stepping ashore from a long separation from the land is a man who has
missed the patterns of life which mold the rest of us. Our objective must be
to fill in these patterns in a manner acceptable to all seamen, while exemplifying
the teaching of Jesus Christ.

In the existing program at 25 South Street, we are accomplishing these objec-
tives in various ways. Recognition of the validity of our program has spread not
only throughout the Port of New York but is repeated in the far corners of the
world where the word now is “Go to Seamen’s Institute when you land in New
York.”

Had we been satisfied to rest on our oars,
this objective might have been enough and our
problems would have been less acute. However,
as you know, we have found that our first move to
decentralize by establishing a pilot project at
Port Newark has proved to have been a correct

650 rooms periodically. The 115 rooms on the 9th floor A step. Operating Port Newark Station, however,
were completely modernized in 1959. The maintenance ‘ adds to expense with little offsetting income.
project which includes re-surfacing of walls, painting of A g We are about to invest $500,000 in an enlarged
furniture and ﬂoors.NTequires 1,000 gallons of phaint . , structure there to house a full program. We
per year. Many appreciative seamen have . must, therefore, enlist the le of Newark
i : ’ s people o ewark,
commented on this upkesp. progra. n : together with industrial and commercial leaders

in New Jersey, to help carry some of this
financial load.

Our present situation, in which a vital and
Successful program is capturing the attention
of all who hear of it, results largely from the
energy and devotion of The Rev. John M. Mulligan.
To him, his staff and to all of you who have
Supported us so generously, my sincere thanks.

ON THE AIR — Director John M.
Mulligan will discuss the Institute of &

the nationwide Mutual radio network a ¢
program “Viewpoint" on May 16, dur e e e f M"e""'d
Maritime Week. The interview with
program moderator, The Rev. Dana
Kennedy of Christ and Holy Trinity
Church, Westport, Conn., will be
broadcast locally over station WOR on
May 17, over station WMMM, Westp

on May 24, and over the Armed

Forces Radio Network this fall. Popular
program, now in its 7th year, is
syndicated through 525 radio station

President, Board of Managers
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excerpts from THE REPORT OF THE DIRECTOR

This, my third annual report to the Board of Managers, comes at a moment
which also marks the completion of one hundred and thirty years of dedicated
service by the Seamen’s Church Institute of New York, ministering in the name
of Christ and his Church and under the directives set forth in its charter to the
needs of seamen passing in and out of the Port of New York.

At the heart and center of all our activity and concern must remain predomi-
nant the figure of the man we are called upon to serve and in whose interest we
are cempelled to carry on this ministry. In the 44th Chapter of Isaiah we find
these words, “I have formed thee, thou art my servant O Israel, Thou shalt not
be forgotten of me.” I submit, gentlemen, that these latter words are the heart and
core of our ministry to seamen.

“Thou shalt not be forgotten of me.” If in modern terms there is a group
name that can be applied to seamen, I suggest that name is “The Forgetables.” Well
do we know that every day we come up against two types of people—those who
feel that the seaman can afford to be forgotten and those who feel that there is no
need for him to be remembered. Our own are completely affluent—those who come
from foreign shores do not require our attention. You and I know well how untrue
this is. But this lays upon us a particular responsibility.

The whole problem of the seaman’s isolation from the normal community con-
tinues to receive our concerted attention. This is of course a problem of many
facets. To begin to deal with it we initiated a major program of adult education
in the attempt to bring the community into closer relationship with the seaman
and the seaman into closer relationship to the community. If participation of
persons is any criterion we must say that the statistics for the year indicate
that this is a sound program and is making good headway in the solution of the
problem. The cpening of the Lecture Gallery has proved a great asset to the
program. It has made possible the hanging of a number of exhibits. The teaching
machine pilot project has moved along exceptionally well and we look forward
to the time when we can report to the Board a really significant contribution that
this will make on the technical life of the seaman.

One more point should be brought out here. It is my belief that any agency
which is itself part of a community and draws support from that community
should render to the community, should give back to the community out of its
services, something of benefit to the community. This I feel we are doing by
allowing and encouraging members of the community to participate in our educa-
tional, recreational and cultural program and in opening the Museum to them.
In these ways we help to make the immediate area a more congenial and attractive
place to work. It also is of benefit to us because it greatly strengthens our case
when we go to various segments of the community asking for support.

“Thou shalt not be forgotten of me.” May God give us the dedication and the
stamina never to forget, recalling also that in his memory God declares, “Inas-
much as ye have done it unto one of the least of these, my brethren, ye have

done it unto me.”
ﬁ Vi W

The full report of the Director, The Reverend
John M. Mulligan, is available on request.

Operating expenses

Religious and Personal Service Department

Excess of expenditure over income from operated de

Deficit from Institute operations

Contributions for general and specific purposes

Deficiency of Income

Condensed statement of operating income and expenses
for the year ended December 31, 1963

Gross Income from T T S 1A T R Y | $1,187,612

Balaries & WageS ....c..iiiiiiiiiiiainn,,
Food & Merchandise ............ s A
Employee Benefits ........................

B e s o s vs o aiv oo s sis o e v g
Elllg(ﬂric Ernenti& Puel Odl .......... .00,

Repairs, Renewals and Equipment ........,
B s 1= es 1 41 4 locerao s o s v o w ae g s
Publicity and printed matter, including
U e
Women’s Council, Wool and Gifts ..........
Investment Counsel, Legal and Accounting
DR R MR fek o e (x5 1o a 56 ¥ s & 88 /e 5 % 6 0 o s a0 s

Salaries, relief and expenses ...............
$ 2,063,418

..8( 875,806)
Less dividends, interest, and other income

from General endowments ...............
Credit Bureau (including recoveries) ......
Special Service Department ...............

$ 403,516
.B( 472,290)

Ways and Means Department .............

1er collection and special items ...........
SRS Council ................c0 v,
Bgneﬁt Performance
Diocese of New York

$ 257,754
......................................... $( 214,536)

€ ) Denotes red figures

: The Condensed. Statement of Operating Income and Expenses
or the year 1963. is derived from the detailed financial statements of |
the Institute which have been audited and certified to by Horwath
and Horwath independent public accountants. A copy of the detailed l
statements is available at the Institute for inspection. I

Respectfully,
WALTER PoTTS, Treasurer
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American ships were visited and welcomed.

Foreign ships were visited and welcomed.

Seamen of all nations were entertained in
the International Seamen’s Club.

Foreign nations were represented in the
International Seamen’s Club.

Services were held in the Chapel.

Missing seamen were located.

Rooms available for occupancy by merchant
seamen for the year.

Seamen and members of the community
took advantage of group adult education
projects and programs.

Students were enrolled in the Merchant
Marine School. 159 students were graduated.

Visitors passed through the Marine Museum.

Readers used the Conrad Library.

Books and magazines were distributed
aboard ships (including Port Newark).

Pieces of luggage handled.

Restaurant meals served.

Calls at laundry, barber and tailor shops.

Banking transactions.

Personal Service Interviews.

People attended 172 programs in the audi-
torium.

Christmas gift boxes placed aboard ships.

Seamen found temporary jobs through the
Employment Bureau.

Seamen took advantage of official soccer
matches and informal games.

American ships were visited.

Foreign ships were visited.

American and foreign tanker ships were
visited.

Religious services were provided on ships
for crews.

Seamen were transported to the Interna-
tional Seamen’s Club at the Institute.

Seamen were in some way served through
the staff at Port Newark. Countless personal
services, such as counseling, letters, tele-
phone assistance, money transfer and ex-
change were taken care of for seamen.

PROCEEDS

(EN’S COUNCIL OF THE SCI
invites you to a

EFIT PERFORMANCE

starring
MICHAEL EVANS
6 P.M.— June 6, 196}

ILL PLAYHOUSE

BURN, NEW JERSEY

SEAMAN OF THE MONTH

WELCOME T0 THE FAIR
Continued from page 2 F

Continued from page 3

*  Schuyler. Only after he appeared at The following trips are scheduled
his grandfather’s house in his cadet’s from various points in the area to the |
uniform did he learn that Grandpa World’s Fair Marina from which \
been a seaman for 35 years! point a special bus will take passen- \
 After graduation from the academy gers to the fair: ]
he shipped out immediately, even he- ﬂ
fore receiving his commission from il e 51
L , pany Trips Daily Rates
the Coast Guard, on the American Ex-
Port Lines’ Excalibur, then went into  Circle Line (. 4oth st) (2) Tues. thru Sun. 5/16-9/13  $2.75
_- .Navy as an officer in the Communi- Amer. Hydrofoil Lines, Inc, (1 every 5 min), Fairwater
:‘qg»_ﬁions Department aboard the U.S.S (Wall St., 25th St. & E. River, Excursions (Edgewater, N.J.) $6.00
Bﬁ’w"ﬂf The Navy 1lked BOb Mist.ron. Hunts Pt. Ave., Bronx) Starting 4/22 (Hunts Pt.) $4.00
and offered him post-graduate schooll North American Hydrofoil (1) starting 4/22: $7.50
g i P xE (Wall St.) (22) as of June 22
edn naval engineering, but Bob de- . = s =
Cldeq tO 0o e é“ = o Ferryboat Orange arting 4/ il
n Gh %0 h0]d to his Ollg]nal master (Battery) (2); (3-4) on week-ends $3.00
856 o, Wwhich reserved two years for starting mid-May
My .erchant marine. Wills Boat Line (Steamer (2) starting date uncertain $3.00
e 1§ Clrcumspect seaman’s current  potomac from Hoboken &
S Include a faculty position at the Bty P ok ¢ Ty
X. Maritime College. He has ap-  Goodtime I (Battery) (5 or 6) starting mid-June $1.25
g p
v 1€d for an assistant instructorship (more)
Te enabling him to do graduate Classon Point-Flushing 4/22, flexible demand $2.00
Ferry Service schedule

'S In nuclear engineering. If he
't get the job as a civilian, he’ll see
A& Navy can offer a similar one.
Mistron looks to a world bright
full of promise,




SOUTH STREET
by Burke Boyce

Come and see warehouses,
Come and see docks,

Come and see drays

In superior flocks.

Come and see Alleys,

Slips, and old Lanes —

Or East River lighters

With angular cranes.

The small end of Broad Street
The broad end of Wall,

The market at Fulton

Where fishing-boats call.
Front views of merchantmen,
Rear views of banks —
Strange views of skyscrapers
Lined in new ranks.
Sea-going 'shoremen,
Landlubber sharks —

Ships in captivity,

Taxis on larks.

Come and investigate,
Snoop up and down;

Come and see South Street

LAST DAY AT SEA

The edge of Down-Town! by Norman M. Davis
Curls of blue tipped with white —
THE SEA bright s:rgys are breaking
by Barry Cornwall Where the bow foams and drives,
too quick for slowing.
The sea, the sea! the open sea — Sparks of day mixed with night —
The blue, the fresh, the ever free; these we are waking,

Ship and sea touching fast,

Without a mark, without a bound, . N
It runneth the earth's wide regions round; Dawn i:‘:j{‘c“;"g\',f,’ sb,'f,';’.""g?igg'm
It plays with the clouds, lines of seeing

it mocks the skies, Edge the dark line of sea,
Or like a cradled creature lies. past where we're flying.
I'm on the sea, I'm on the sea; Shades of day change their hue,
| am where | would ever be, . now night is fleeing,
With the blue above and the blue below, Giving this world to day;

now night is dying.

; :
And silence wheresoe'er | go. Day is quick, evening soon brings its surrender:

If a storm should come and awake the deep, Night begins her approach, slow, gently falling.
What matter — what matter? Vestiges of the day grow dusky-tender.
| shall ride and sleep. Far away, | see land — haze-wrapped and calling.

Seamen’s Church Institute of N. Y.
25 South Street
New York, N. Y. 10004
Return Requested
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