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T°S all in the life of a
sailor, they say, but it
would seem that there
is one sailor who has

ad more than his share of

roubles and thrills. His name

r. Rolling Stone. It sounds

e a fictitious name but it is the

al honest-to-goodness name of

n Alaskan Indian sailor of the

kutat tribe.

Within a short interval the

llowing events befell him: His

adian ‘‘buddy” of the same
ibe died, and presented Rolling
fone with the problem of caring

)F two papooses as well as earn-

ig his own living. The mother

it the papooses was killed by a

lar bear so Rolling Stone

laced the children in a private
hool and bought a team of
and set off through the
askan wilds to trap furs. But

e fates were against him, and

il old bayonet wound he had re-

ived during the World War

€gan to pain him again, due to
€ heavy packs he carried on
back. A group of white pros-

Mr. Rolling Stone

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

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

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

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

Rolling Stone came to the Sea-
men’s Church Institute of New
York as soon as he landed from
Germany. He had heard that
sailors went there for advice on
all sorts of problems. First of
all, he needed a job until dupli-
cates of his A.B. papers could be
obtained. The Employment
Office found him a job as mess
boy on one of the ocean liners.
Mother Roper gave him clothes
and offered him money to tide
him over. But Rolling Stone
proudly refused. “Oh no,” said
he in his broken English, “T have
no money but I had a gold watch
which Mr. Vanderbilt gave to
me when I was his guide on an
expedition up the Yukon and so

I have pawned it.”

With the ten dollars he
ceived for the watch he was able
to live until the ship sailed. His
first time in New York he founq
the thrills of a life-time in riding
on the subway! When he stooq
waiting on the South Ferry plat.
form, a train came along the
tracks and he began to run! “J
is like a big snow tunnell” he
marvelled. At Times Square he
said, “It is like an underground
city!” At City Hall, when he
was shown the Woolworth
Building he stood and looked up
and up and up and finally, with
a catch in his voice, said, “It
goes right up to the skies!” At
the Municipal Broadcasting Sta-
tion he listened to the voices
coming over the air and asked in
bewilderment, “Am I dreaming?
I cannot believe all T see and
hear!” At the Paramount
Theatre he heard the talkies for
the first time and said, pointing
to the screen, “the lady talks but
she does not seem real!”

He is forty-nine years old but
he does not look a day over
twenty-five, so rugged an ouf-
door life has he led. He has
guided expeditions to the North
Pole, and has won a prize for

climbing Mt. McKinley. When
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hardships such as his broken jaw
ad the loss of his baggage occur
: does not think of himself but
ly, “If something happens to
> who will take care of my
pooses ?”’

Let us hope that Mr. Rolling

ACROSS THE ARCTIC WASTES

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

“A ship without a rudder is no
orse than a captain without a
" Such was the solemn pro-
uncement of young Captain
athbun who drops into the
OKOUT office every now and
en, always with the same
, ‘Nobody needs a cap-
He can get plenty of
hs” as first mate or chief
icer, but, naturally, a master’s

The Good Ship “Wellington.”

berth is what he prefers.

Sprung from a long line of
seafaring ancestors, Captain
Rathbun at the age of 31 owned
his own schooner, “The Welling-
ton.” One day he related to us
the story of the loss of his ship
from which on September 13,
1928, he and his wife and crew
were rescued by the ‘‘August
Leonhardt.”

[3]
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Up to the last, while the Cap-
tain held the wheel until the
rescuing ship drew along side

your

their sinking vessel, his wife re- cried.

mained with him, taking photo- put about . .
graphs of the turbulent, chaotic drawing nearer.
scene. But let Captain Rathbun “Calm

tell the tragedy in his own way.

“We were bound for Cuba, the

and were just four days out of
Newport News when a terrific
gale rent our foresail from boom
to peak. It happened in the early
morning hours and awakening

angry

upon
‘August

signals

giant shape against the sky.
steamer !

and majestic
seemed to us, plowing thlough
seas—nearer
nearer until we could make out
her bow,

Leonhardt.’

the

out!
“She’s seen us and she’ s
. and now she’s

from sleep, I leapt out of the
cabin and to the deck in my pa-
jamas and grabbed the wheel
from the man on duty. Her top-
sails were gone and the deck was
flooded in six inches of water.

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

‘Make ready! Man the
boats!” I shouted.

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

[4]
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ard bound, she had seen our
light and come to our rescue.
Ve cllmbcd down ‘The Well-
on’ and up the ropes of the
gust Leonhardt.” When we
e all on board they set the
of our little ship ablaze, for
eft to float she would en-
ger other ships in that fre-
uently travelled ocean-path.

“From the deck of our res-
ging ship, we, a homesick,
eary, shipwrecked crew, silent-
 watched our little ship,
rapped in flames, being tossed
¢ raging winds and sea. Then
‘mountainous sea lifted ‘The
Vellington' high, the fames
pvering her in one broad, fiery
ngue and with a thunderous
jar she sank beneath the waves.

*Never was there such a wind
* sea!l The ‘August Leon-
irdt’ rocked like a frail canoe.
whole night long and all
day the storm raged and
ew us off our course. At last
€ winds grew tired and the
aves died down. Somehow the
gust Leonhardt’ had
athered the storm and under
I master’'s guiding hand she
und her course again, while
€, the crew of the little ‘Well-
gton’ groped on her deck,

“I GRABBED THE WHEEL"

gazed sadly on the sea where
our ship had gone down.”

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

—

rescue against tearing winds ang
angry seas and flames.

THE LAST OF THE “WELLINGTON"

The Quest of Kickapoo

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

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

Dear Sir:

Please excuse me taking the liberty
of writing to you but as I am a sea-
man vou will not mind.

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

or 7th Avenue where I purchased an
Indian herbal remedy which complete-
ly cured me. The way I went from
the White Star Berth was up 11th
Street, and this store was just along
to the left of either 6th or 7th Ave-
nue on the right hand side.

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

I am still going to sea but 1 am
suffering from rheumatism again, and
I felt sure that if I could have that
remedy that I had before, it woul
cure me. y

Thanking you in anticipation of
vour trouble.

The letter was duly turrl_fd
over to the Religious and Socid
Service Department. Someon®
questioned, why not get the rem-
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dy he requests, since he has so
yuch faith in it? One of the
ocial workers was assigned to
e task and, with letter in hand,
set out to find the place which
been so vaguely described.
found no drug stores on
ither 6th Avenue and 11th
ireet or 7th Avenue and 11th
freet.

ndismayed, she wandered up
] down the Avenues for a
e, first one and then the

e letter and he replied, “Oh,
es, he means Kickapoo Oil. But
- don't carry it here. It is no
pod.” But she inveigled from
im the addresses of a few places

eker after the strange remedy
in went on her way.

She found a little store on
sreenwich Avenue where they
ld the Kickapoo Oil and eager-
“asked for a bottle of it. But
clerk, waving the bottle tan-
zingly before her, refused to
it to her. “No,” he said,
hat man does not want Kicka-
00 Oil. He wants some inter-
medicine and this Oil is good

for rheumatism in the an-
»

Alas and alack, thought the
seeker, verily this Oil is as elu-
sive as the fragrant edelweiss on
on the Swiss Alps or Ponce de
Leon's Fountain of Youth. But
get it she would! Though her
ardor was somewhat dampened,
she retraced her steps to 10th
Avenue, and there discovered an-
other little store that carried the
Oil.  Slowly the store owner
wrapped up the bottle, remark-
ing, “That fellow’s a smart one.
There is nothing better than this
Oil for rheumatism. It is just
what he needs. It is better
than any newfangled medicine.
But,” he warned, “‘don’t tell any-
body I said that to you, for if
people knew that we did not
think much of patent medicines
they would not buy them, and
then where would my drug store
be?" The seeker solemly prom-
ised not to reveal the name of
the store, only too eager to get
the precious Oil. She wrapped
up the bottle in tissue paper as
carefully as if handling a fragile
Venetian vase and mailed it to
Seaman Green.

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

(7]
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AUGUST, 1914: A sky-line of “tall” buildings,
fully. thirteen stories high. The new Institute
soaring proudly above the low shacks and saloons
along the water-front.

An odd time—a time of long hair and longer
gkrrts; no radios, no talkies, no prohibition, and no
hve-day ocean liners.

Yet, even in that time, one-half million seamen
entered the port of New York each day. Of these
the Institute gave board and lodgings to about 500.

Then came the war! A thousand seamen sought
the portals of the Institute each day. But the
Board of Managers was not dismayed and forged
full sail ahead! It turned lobbies and game rooms
into dormitories to care for the host of seamen,
sh!p-wrecked and torpedoed crews and made life
brighter for many who later died serving their coun-
LLY

FULL SAIL AHEAD!

1
Please send your COM8
Seamen s

Chu ]
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It seems there is a tradition
ea that a lost mascot means
lost member of the crew short-
after. Even worse, a lost mas-
t on the first voyage spells con-
ant disaster for the ship in the
ture.

So Captain Boettger ordered
e ship put about. Olaf’s fellow
amen manned a lifeboat in rec-
d time and pulled at the oars
ird, turning the lifeboat toward
at small, dark object bobbing
 and down in the big waves.
on Olaf was lying on some-
ing solid again and two hefty
orwegian sailors, under the di-

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

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

L0

Men’s Clothing Needed
We need men’s clothing. Our
rticular need is trousers, over-
s, dungarees, shirts and boots.
ts of course always find a
edy man but our great prob-
m is to outfit men so that they
n get a job.
eaman’s occupation is such
he is more liable than most
n to lose his baggage. Often
leaves it some place and the
Up sails and he has no time to
it. Or perhaps he puts it in
rage expecting to be back in

25 - 5
; rt time and the ship goes

ime place else. He never sees

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

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

Prints of the original floating
Church of Our Saviour for Sea-
men, and the Second Floating
Church (the Free Episcopal
Church for Seamen) are avail-
able to readers at 25 cents each.
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Musings of the Mate
3

Sign Language

One of our Spanish seamen
whose knowledge of the English
language is limited to the word
“hello,” approached the police
officer at the door of the Insti-
tute one evening. With a serious
face he began to flap his armsup
and down. As soon as he had
attracted the officer’s attention,
he alternated his flapping by
hopping up and down, first on
one foot and then on the other.
Though he was ridiculous in his
gestures he was so serious-faced
doing them that the officer de-
cided that he must want some-
thing badly.

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

was making no progress with the
officer he started pounding |jg
right fist into the palm of his Jef;
hand. By this time the officey
was completely bewildered. Fj.
nally the Spaniard reached inside
his coat pocket and drawing
forth a letter, waved it in the ajr.,
Light dawned on the officer,
With a grin he took the Span.
iard by the arm, and leading him
to the hotel desk, asked for an
air mail stamp!

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

)( Girls

A seaman who has given up
the sea for army life has a pas-
sion for letter writing. To get
a letter is an occasion. And to
increase the high lights in a
rather tedious routine, he writes
to four girls. He has never seen
them. He secured the addresses
from relatives. He said he
thought he would get a thrill out
of it. But he says, “I am grea’ﬂY
—very greatly disappointed.”

The ages of the girls run from
seventeen to thirty. And here 18
where the older girl gets her
innings for he says, “The tW¢

[14]
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