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Editor’'s Note

There could doubtless be no truer picture of life
aboard a merchant ship than the following taken from
Conrad’s “Nigger of the Narcissus.”

Aboard

At daylight, the “Narcissus” went to sea.

A slight haze blurred the horizon. Outside the
harbour the measureless expanse of smooth water
lay sparkling like a floor of jewels, and as empty as
the sky. The short black tug gave a pluck to wind-
ward, in the usual way, then let go the rope, and
“hovered for a moment on the quarter with her
engines stopped; while the slim, long hull of the
ship moved ahead slowly under lower topsails. The
loose upper canvas blew out in the breeze with soft
round contours, resembling small white clouds
snared in the maze of ropes. Then the sheets were
‘hauled home, the yards hoisted, and the ship became
a high and lonely pyramid gliding, all shining and
‘white, though the sunlit mist. The tug turned
short round and went away towards the land.
Twenty-six pairs of eyes watched her low broad
stern crawling languidly over the smooth swell
between the two paddle-wheels that turned fast,
beating the water with fierce hurry. She resembled
“an enormous and aquatic black beetle, surprised by
the light, overwhelmed by the sunshine, trying to
‘escape with ineffectual effort into the distant gloom
of the land. She left a lingering smudge of smoke
on the sky, and two vanishing trails of foam on the
water. On the place where she had stopped a
round black patch of soot remained, undulating on
the swell—an unclean mark of the creature's rest.

The “Narcissus” left alone, heading south, seemed
to stand resplendent and still upon the restless sea,
under the moving sun. Flakes of foam swept past
b'her sides; the water struck her with flashing blows;
the land glided away, slowly fading; a few birds

(Continued on Page 3)
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Editor’s Note

We are sure that Lookout readers will be
pleased to know that the Institute has secured
second class postal rates for the Lookout, for its

adoption means a considerable saving in mailing
expenses each year.

-Probaibly the new subscription blanks and re-
ceipts which will be issued in the future would
themselves have attracted the attention of readers
to the change. The changes in the forms, how-
ever, are only those made necessary by the postal
regulations, and we are certain that Lookout

readers will gladly use them to help us reduce
postal charges.
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Aboard

(Continued from Page 1)

screamed on motionless wings over the swaying
mastheads.

But soon the land disappeared, the birds went
away; and tc the west the pointed sail of an
Arab dhow running for Bombay, rose triangular
and upright above the sharp edge of the horizon,
lingered, and vanished like an illusion. Then the
- ship’s wake, long and straight, stretched itself out
through a day of immense solitude. The setting
sun, burning on the level of the water, flamed crim-
son below the blackness of heavy rain clouds. The
sunset squall, coming up from behind, dissolved
itself into the short deluge of a hissing shower. It
- left the ship glistening from trucks to waterline,
~ and with darkened sails. She ran easily before a
- fair monsoon, with her decks cleared for the night;
and, moving along with her, was heard the sus-
tained and monotonous swishing of the waves.
mingled with the low whispers of men mustered aft
for the setting of watches; the short plaint of some
block aloft; or, now and then, a loud sigh of wind.

[llsy‘

act

Forward, the look-out man, erect between the
flukes of the two anchors, hummed an endless tune,
keeping his eves fixed dutifully ahead in a vacant
stare. A multitude of stars coming out into the
clear night peopled the emptiness of the sky: they
surrounded the running ship on all sides; more in-
tense than the eyes of a staring crowd, and as
inscrutable as the souls of men.

The passage had begun; and the ship, a frag-
ment detached from the earth, went on lonely and
swift like a small planet. Round her the abysses
of sky and sea met in an unattainable frontier. A
great circular solitude moved with her, ever chang-
ing and ever the same, always monotonous and al-
ways imposing. Now and then another wandering
white speck, burdened with life, appeared far off—
disappeared; intent on its own destiny. The sun
looked upon her all day, and every morning rose
with a burning, round stare of undying curiosity.
She had her own future; she was alive with the lives
of those beings who trod her decks; like that earth

[3]



THE LOOKoOUT

which had given her

g up to the sea, s i
tolerable load of regrets and hopes b Lt
lik?lzll](]éeé'll;gifd ﬁimid truth and audacious lies: and

a7t She was unconscious, fair t e
condemned by men to an ; fite. * The
¢ n ignoble fate. T}
loneliness of her “digni 5 ol
nelines path lent dignity to the sordid ;

: sath rdi -
f};:ératlox; o-t her pl.lgnn}age. She drove foaminir];:lo
endeS;\l-];L::-\ar%has if guided by the courage of a high

; e smiling greatness of se

- - t ;‘-
(()llx:rarted the extent of time. The days race}clle 'lfs'fzz:
e another, brilliant and quick like the ﬂasllés of

a lighthouse, and the n;
: nights, ev g
sembled fleeting dream; R R e

Iniff‘hlfo:l?il} \had shafker}}J into their places, and the
¢ -aourly voice of the bells ruled ir i f
Lk : 4 d their life
gh]é:l(leilds(lexrﬁsg o;alae, Night and day the head anodt
s ] 1 seaman could be
wheel, outlined hiol i e
' : 1 against sunshine i
very steady above t’zhe sti f e i
ie 3 .1€ Stir ot revolving spokes. 2
bae:isdgtll]atr_lged, passing in rotation. Youlihful fazgjq(
nu;odv bjtcesil da]\r.k faces; faces serene, or faces
1y, all akin with the brotherho, ;
sea; all with the sam i vl
3 ame attentive expressi
carefully watching t] R
] v we s the compass of the sails. ¢
]t_ipn ‘lf\l}h.stoun. serious, and with an o]d red .mucﬁ‘zilgr
‘\)1:111111(1_01125 throat, all day long pervaded the poo]S
‘L L 801, many times he rose out of .
of the companion, su =g e
z , such as a phantom abov
: ! z e a orav
:11(:11]::1?](;;1 Hatttc‘hﬁﬂ a]ng mute under the St'l:S a]\ﬁe:
- mights uttering like a fag— jithottt a
sound, sank down again. i -
“'aI;Ie] hzltd commanded the “Narcissys” since she
me;-ci?éilt;- fHe I_oved his ship, and drove her {m_
e l')h’ or his secret ambition was to make her
\\-hichp-ls 1some da_v. a bri]liantly quick passace
e wou d be mentioned in nautical papers He
l‘)p()ke1}1)1;1&62]6;1(;210\1'1161:r_’s nfz;ime with a sardonic ;mi'le
s E m to his officers, and r X s
n a gentle voice, with words {1 Lo
) _ ! vords that cut to the quick
: C ( uick.
colliulla(l)r;' r\)\uals n-lon;%rey, I]_]IIS face hard and c?f *(hc-
1 np-leather, e shaved ev ;
A e 1 sk every morning
hflrhrlii ;lnf: . iagthim—l_)]ut one (being caughtyin a ﬁell'éf-
1 Y miles southwest of Maurit; .
: 28 : Wwes ritius 2
]l:"::l 1nu]:,ae(l three Consecutive days. He f:,z)zr]e]rcl
aught but an untorgiving God, and wished to end
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his days in a little house, with a plot of ground
attached—ifar in the country—out of sight of the sea.

He, the ruler of the minute world, seldom de-
scended from the Olympian heights of his poop.
Below him—at his feet, so to speak—common mor-
tals led their busy and insignificant lives. Along
the main deck Mr. Baker (the chief officer) grunted
in a manner bloodthirsty amnd innocuous, and kept
all our noses to the grindstone, being—as he once
remarked—paid for doing that very thing. The
men working about the deck were healthy and con-
tented—as most seamen are, when once well out
to sea. The true peace of God begins at any spot
a thousand miles from the nearest land; and when
He sends there the messengers of His might, it is
not in terrible wrath against crime, presumption,
and folly, but paternally, to chasten simple hearts—
ignorant hearts that know nothing of life, and beat
undisturbed by envy or greed.

In the evening the cleared decks had a reposeful
aspect, resembling the autumn of the earth. The
sun was sinking to rest, wrapped in a mantle of
warm clouds. Forward, on the end of the spare
spars, the boatswain and the carpenter sat together
with crossed arms: two men friendly, powerful, and
deep chested. DBeside them the short dumpy sail-
maker-—who had been in the Navy—related, be-
tween the whiffs of his pipe, impossible stories
about Admirals. Couples tramped backwards and

forwards, keeping step and balance without effort,

in a confined space. Pigs grunted in the big pig-
stye. Belfast, leaning thoughtfully on his elbow,
above the bars, communed with them through the
silence of his meditation. Fellows with shirts open
wide on sunburnt breasts sat upon the mooring bits,
and all up the steps of the forecastle ladders. By
the foremast a few discussed in a circle the charac-
teristics of a gentleman. They disputed
endlessly, obstinate and childish; they repeated in
shouts and with inflamed faces their amazing argu-
ments; while the soft breeze, eddying down the
enormous cavity of the foresail, that stood out dis-
tended above their bare heads, stirred the tumbled
hair with a touch passing and light like an indul-

CENTACATESSTN Y. el
“TrE NI1GGER oF THE NArcissus."—Joseph Conrad.
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The Conrad Memorial

To the Honorary Literary Committee to the
Joseph Conrad Memorial announced in the Auy.
gust Lookout Sir Ashley Sparks, the Chairman
qf the Committee announces the following addi-
tions: -

Mr. Hugh Walpole, Mr. William McFee and
Mr. Richard Curle.

Their letters regarding the Memorial are
printed below : :

Brackerburn,
Manesty Park,
Keswick.
August 25th, 1925.
My dear Mr. Baylies: . Rl

I shall be very proud indeed to be a member
of the Honorary Literary Committee for such a
Conrad Memorial as you mention and must thank
you for inviting me.

Yours sincerely,
(Signed) Hugh Walpole.

57 Russell Square,
London, W. C. 1.,
England.
August 24th, 1925,
My dear Sir: i
I feel much honored that you should wish to
1nF1ude my name on the Honorary Literary Com-
mittee of the Conrad reading-room of the Sea-
men’s Church Institute of New York.

I accept with great pleasure, for I know well
how close to Conrad’s heart were the interests
of seamen. =

Yours sincerely,
(Signed) Richard Curle.

[6]
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A Definition

“The people who have to do with the running
of Seamen’s Institutes are just like other people
with perhaps a more definite consciousness of the
need of an abiding faith, great patience and a
sense of humor. We do not know how it is with
the rest of the craft but it sometimes happens
with us due to perhaps pretty constant wear and
‘tear that it seems as though the mast carries away
‘and takes with it all of the above mentioned vir-
‘tues. When these times come we just sit down
and read those lines which Eugene O'Neill put
‘in the mouth of the dying sailor in his “Bound
East for Cardiff”

*“This sailor life ain’t much to cry about leavin’
—just one ship after another, hard work, small
pay, and bum grub; and when we git into port,
just a drunk endin’ up in a fight, and all your
money gone, and then ship away again. Never
meetin’ no nice people; never gittin’ outa sailor
town, hardly, in any port; travellin’ all over the
world and never seein’ none of it; without no one
| to care whether you're alive or dead. There

ain’t much in all that that'd make yuh sorry to
lose it . . . . . It must be great to stay
" on dry land all your life and have a farm with
a house of your own with cows and pigs and
chickens, 'way in the middle of the land where
yuh'd never smell the sea or see a ship. It must
be great to have a wife, and kids to play with at
night after supper when your work was done.
It must be great to have a home of your own
»

This is all so true that we just have to take a
fresh hold on things and try and see if we can
not do more than we have ever been able to do

et ,
before. —The Mainstay.
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Part of the “Annex” Muster

The past few weeks have seen some additions
to the Annex crew. Among them are many
Lookout readers whosg names will be found
below :

Byron SAAfdams s Lk AR St SR el LR S $100
Migs, Wil ndrews T Ll L0 R R 100
M K ADDIC O T s S, PR 5 20 100
W A VATIPTE o5 e S il g SN I 100
AnONVHIaRST L SR SR R T Tt 100
Captain® By Berrien: o 2 00k a0 a8 100
JeRntE, B etwamal o oo S I R R R 2,500
Bertha G Brooks! oo F00. Sinel S N 100
A R TTTIEE < B o - St B s e ko | 100
DO YRR @A e P i I i Gl Aohaye- 100
MaysHuaghn T Chisholm, St il vi. Dot o 100
GSE Churehe b e o . sl e e e 100
Mrsiiaroy: Parsonsy Cross s chinh. o s s 100
MrssDagid TelDafa s oo s S e 2 e . 100
Harriet CORIDANTSO N pas Art el Ll et el e 100
MivseilsSalDyet iy b, i d s Snspnlaia i At 100
AR RlSeiallam: Dty onbiaew indses 2ol o8, 100
Mrsalohn WaEstzperaldii, @t o s biesls suia s 100
MassiElzabeths BlaRTaek | conziion i 100
Tolm®Eraser, T i i ph.d, sl kel 200
LsgrrranBl Carfiela 5y o e sawiis omaid v one 100
Captain and Mrs. Manley Gates ............ 100
Ming: Hengy: B. Gllpin: §ostamas e sk s 100
Mirsr IR Goddard ot Lt sa an il o S 100
Meis 8 MS GOSERITE o <ats st S b o e s 100
Mxs. \Georgel Greenfield L an o0 e o s 100
Aathir A m e TN L te e et 100
Apeusts GG UINee 1 .y soiatsan o s i s 100
L AR TR S DU S S SR B R e 100
Miss Lydiat A. Hayward ... o. oo sesine . 100
s Georeal A dHelme o or o s o n . 100

THE LOOCGKOUT

Albert S. Heywood «...ovvvnirncniniacinnns 8
Bhn M. W, Hicks ...cnvvemnonvmaatsnoens
MMrs. S. V. and Miss Louise P. Hill.........
iGeorge W. Hodges .........ccovviiinnenns
Bichard M. Hoe ....ocvivnuevinrnanrenccncn
BWichard F. Howe ......cocianndviiccnnees
Birederick E. Hyde ... .o ovoivimeinenn
Bihomas Jacka ....cccocsnrpensssssasas
Blliss Lucy H. Kean .......cvoueeresmeacizae.
BGharles S. Keene ...oooonerecaineiauanesne
lirs. J. J. Lapham ............ LA Ty o
M Mrs. Harriet E. Liddle .....coovioniioneens
Bilfred M. LOW covciinh cgenanann s
B € D5 LOMWTHE ot o ohdions s [svaindsl o8 s o e
Rev. and Mrs. Clifton Macon ..............
B N\Irs. Carrie O. Meacham ....cc.conveinane
Eharles R. MeEStON . .owssvonmnssssnsensas
=D Y FERE S R TSRS SO SO SRS
fohn H. Miller ......oxouiremsmmsnncnaanss
Mrs. K. W. Moffatt’ . .......cocieonncenens
Mrs. Sherley Morgan .......cccoemeeeceenes
Mrs. Ira Nelson MoOrris .cooveneneenceannas
s, J.B. MoOtt . ..o oo ceepina i
Birs. J. L. Mount ..... vcuiiverenoninnnis
B AL IMCILATIEN s oo (oo o i e (w8 v [
Miss A. B. Nash .....cooemmaccinoronnarns
“Mrs. Samuel M. Nicholson .........ccovonn.
Miss Louise Niemeyer ......c.oeceocansas-s
Miss Fanny NOITiS «.ovveeenrennneececess
Mys. William Church Osborn ..............
Miss Caroline H. Palmer .....cccouveccaons
Mrs. Edgar Palmer .oc.voveacncncnecsiaens
Mrs. Edward McClure Peters .............

100
100
100
100
100
100
100
100
200
100
105
100
100
100
100
100
100
100
100
500
100
100
100
100
150
100
100
100
100
100
100
5,000
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A Stranger’s Strange Story
(Continued)

My shore leave is up in a few days. I have a
queer feeling about leaving this place—so many
things happening—in broad daylight too. Here
the other day, while digging for the Annex I told
you about—more room for the Institute needs,
and mind you, all this for seamen—they find
“buried treasure” for sure. The wreck of an old
Dutch ship, buried twenty-five feet below the
street level, in the corner by Front Street and
Coenties Slip. And now another forty-foot sloop
was uncovered near Cuyler's Alley. The excite-
ment down here, the crowd on Front Street was
so large it interfered with the workmen. The
newspapers are printing all the news day after
day, of the finds—"buried treasure.” Even of
old rum bottles, along with other things to go
in museums. They belong here, those relics, in

the building, “finders keepers” the old saying,
what?

I had a talk with a man from Glasgow the
other night down by the wharf, an old sailor.
He works about the docks, has only one leg and
everybody thinks he’s queer in the head. But
everyone trusts him and the dockmaster sees that
he gets pay enough to live on. He's only himself
to do for. Well, we turned up a few people we
knew during our talks. And something kept at
me to ask him about Captain Kidd—I mean to

[10]
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tell him how he came alongside that ﬁ.rst m;ght
and walked—and the other tifncs——especmllil.y that
pight in Jeanette Park. While I was rrflia dl'ng \;{;
my mind how to begin, he spoke of_ the finding o
the wrecks, said he first heard of it from a m?

who was digging there, then he read the new(sl-
papers—even went over to see the: crowdd stmtxe(;
ing about there. Saw the .Dutc!x ship, anl walno

to go over again to Coenties Slip to see the s o} g;
the last find. I said “Come along .w1th me, W-ll ;
. your time 1s up this evening. ?t’s hgh.t untll;,l.g;1
bells, and have your supper with me in the build-

ing. | 3
That night after supper We -\vall'ced out' 01‘1d o;f
Enties Slip. There was 2 fair Sl:LCd Crow .ot-
men and boys standing about talking am,l-g(;l]?m
ing out the sloop—and one man near us sal
nothing ever buried stayed so, 1t a ; o
licht, no matter how long or how Ici;:p ?1 bc;ut
hibd. The Glasgowman took lnm. on. (;“ ﬂ,e,“.g
Captain Kidd's treasures. Think of t e“)“:l;
and money spent trying to 10cn~tc tl}ern. 1 );
even when I was a boy on my first ship 1 1.8.:11;6
of Captain Kidd. Of course that he was a pira ;
which made me think none the less of lan\. :
loved the adventure of it. Th-cn the trCaS‘.J;e‘. f)l
what I would have done about it . \..\vweu. t
would send it To this day Ive' n(lnd
changed my mind about the place where I A ou}
. To my mind the safest place in the

lways came to

put it.

orld is s ’
world (To be continued)

[11]
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Reputation

The postal authorities have many problems
contend with in the way of curious addresses hBtO
they.seem to know from long experience tha.t Ut-
ar?‘lblguously addressed envelope having t a?
with things nautical eventually finds itsg\v'(l)' 4
25 South Street. In the past there havc‘t}w »
letters addressed to “The Sailors’ House witl ef”
G{'een Light,” “Seamen’s Lighthouse,” “Coe1 tt'w
Slip Sailors’ Home,” ‘“Marine Hc;use & “”qles
church,” “Sailors’ Home New York"” t}’nt lhe?-
'1111 reached their proper destination. Ti;is Znue
it was a letter addressed to ‘“Some reputﬂ?lL
steamshllp employment agency, New York Ci; rS
and mailed from an inland city hundreds of mi)l::
from th? waterfront. It was brought by one o?
the ofﬁmals of the postal department with in-
structions to try to deliver it to the Institute. He
thought we lived up to the address, he a(.ided

Sea Cure

%Il.]eee:f(.)rll\ddseemed all tco crowded yesterday

irked me with their dl whispecs

U thousand whispering

'\]\;w Wmd.ows of the little houses round

“Lere Eurious eyes that peered into my soul.

Thet me alone!” I cried to all of them.

I 3 street stood still before my quiet door

.En would not go upon its paltry way. |

- ;zen my garden spot seemed tawd ry—'trite
hungered so for distance. .

[12]
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: So I came
Here where the sea was healing respite—calm—

Covers me—~folds me—wraps me softly in.
Gray twilight . . - ‘on the endless sea and

How 1 am glad for these vast sweeping tides.
wave on wave of misty, murmur-

Fffectual and blessed increment

Silver gray
- the faint

JIntangible far beauty of slow clouds.
A sail A gray sail, here
there—

"And the pale drifting feathered lines of smoke.

A petrel,

~Wonder and waiting fill me. 1 am healed

Of every malady of disconitent.

" How I am glad no flaming sunset flaunts
A streaming opulence . The gray of nuns—
Of mother’s eyes—is what 1 need tonight. '

O quiet sea O distance where
I trace

Small hopes that cleave the dusk with silver
wings.

The world is far away And I shall love
My whispering trees when 1 go back again.

The little windows—they will be asleep.

The street—gone stepping bravely on its way.
My garden flowers, awaiting me, will lie
Dreaming beneath that gold-bowed rising moon.
And 1 will stand above them, glad and strong.

For the gray potent healing of the sea,
With its clean tides, has made me whole again.

Barbara Young.
[13)
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Suggestions

Sever
publi‘;fltfilil iﬁft]:he Su%geSted memorials that were
e earlier numbers :
I i e of the Lookous

The list below contains some of the most needed
C

units for the new buildi
ildi
v ng that have not yet been

Ma :
groupsn—y b?xzintehem 3;‘3 L for
ss, professional, patrioti
ternal organizatio Bl or fra-
ns—who may wi .
ute to one of their members. y wish to pay trib-

Perhaps it wi

ill suggest to
4 iy ou th ‘m
desire a contribution to take? d e form you

200 Chapel Chairs ......... 3
P A R GRS S Each $50
8 Drinking Fountai
itains on D itory IFloa :
Thigg Fou m Dormitory Floors.....Each 250
3 Drinki 3 ai
Fll;;gxl'(sm.g. Fountains on Second, Third and Fourth
............................. ‘ach 500

(Second and Fourth Floors Taken)

3 Name as Co-Builder in Entrance Lobby. . .$1,000 to 500
205 Seamen’s Bedrooms . . : i A :
.................... coach

(73 Taken) =

211 Scaznliln';_alzigx;ooms with running water...... Each 1,000

41 Staﬂ’j gzxg‘all‘zisf;lsc(l Officers” Bedrooms. . ...... Each 1,500
1 P;f;r;l)lgﬁand\\ath?uom for Men and Clerical

1 Public Dining Room ................... Z'OJ”

..................... 000

1 g\l?)?'ter:nd“abh I\‘oum for Volunteer Women "

f Iior(t,\,ut’;;;)‘:({):;;l Open Dnrmitorics...'...l.... ............ ],ur/x ;23([:
e e

................ Zach 5,000

(4 Taken)
[14]
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Large Dormitory Wash Rooms......-- Each 5000
fing of five Officers’ Bedrooms on Fifth Floor... 7.000
fing of five Officers’ Bedrooms on Twelith Floor 7,000
ngs of nine Seamen's Bedrooms. . «sse-e-» Each 7,000
(7 Taken)
in Public Stairway, Second Floor to Fourth
gzzanine ...................................... +#1(),000
s oerintendent’s and Administration Offices. .- «-«+ 15,000
rridors of Seamen’s Bedrooms: ( 19 in all) ..Each 13,000
Entrance Doorway i lsonhyit. At i e s s 50,000
Block of 15 Officers’ Bedrooms on Twelith Floor. . 20,000
Enlarged Apprentices’ Room, including Cloak Room
. 25000

B e as Founder. ... oo massennesmenen

6 Wings of Seamen's Bedrooms (19 with running
water, 14 ordinary TOOMS) . ..:oexsssnersr®s Each 25000

Wing of 18 Officers’ Bedrooms and Wash Room
I elith Floor o horsousrarreomema it 30,000

1 Reading and Lounge Room (10,000 sq. ft.)cevveee 50,000

Dispensary and Hospital ROOMS ..o ceerarres e 50,000

donor to recognition

** A1l gifts of $3.000 and over entitle the
bronse tablet in the

4s @ BENEFACTOR ol the benefactors’

main enirance lobby.

onations of $10.000 0F more entitle the

~ pition as FOUNDER.

(This list does not contain several of the large memorial
gifts posted and already subseribed.)

donor to recog-

[15]
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Black Silk

Tall he was, Scandinavian, with the ruddy
color of the sea in his face, and he surged rather
than walked into Mrs. Roper's office. For a
moment he was a little embarrassed as he settled
himself in the chair beside her desk. He showed
her some Oriental pearls he had bought in Japan
for his mother. Then he came to the real ques-
tion. It had to do with silk. The best black
silk in New York, it must be, for his mother’s
fiftieth wedding anniversary; would she help him
get it? She would, and it was then that the ques-
tion of quantity came up. How much was re-
quired? “Tonnage,” ‘“‘displacement,” and such
terms were all right for ships, but a dress was a
different question! He could think only in terms
of ship’s dimensions.

Finally he fumbled about in his pocket and pro-
duced a photograph of his mother. Then his
attempts at description clarified themselves in the
House Mother's eyes. She called a volunteer
who had a real flair and taste for the materials
women love, and the modern Viking found him-
self towed away to a smart up-town store in the
wake of the small but kindly lady who had volun-
teered to go on the quest.

That was a year ago, but the story did not
end there.

Only last week the same big Dane came into
Mrs. Roper’s office with such an elated smile that
she was certain that it must have something to
do with his mother. It did, but it was something
more than a dress, for he waved before her as-

[16]
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five hundred dollars,

cheque for
Bftiched cyes a ched four thousand

next to the last payment on &
ar house he had been buying her.

?’der one joy was her church, he said, but in the

cer. on the farm, the snow lay so deep that it
, The new little house 1n

hrow from the church

h as she liked.

s impossible to go-
own was only a stone’s t
she could go as muc
. ."‘“You see, the old man doesn’t .set such store
that as she does,” he added smilingly. But his
ther didn’t have a black silk dress to wear.

Realization

When I was a lad, I used to 1'ea.d
By summer afternoons al_ld nights
Of adventurers in squared rlgged §h1ps,
] Of foreign ports and splendid sights.

da
And 1 would dream upon the day,
n\Vhen 1 should know a heaving deck,

d
Or beach a long-boat on the sand,
1‘Beside some gallcon—burled wreck.

Now I am gone to see the world;
Nor all the eager dreams of youth,

. 3 d
Afire with tale of pirate g.ol_
Have conjured up the living truth.

The odor of the water-port, .
]The cun-white sand of coral keys;

No tale of verse may ever hint
One-half the spell of far-deep seas.

(17]
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In Port

Somewhere in Snug Harbor is an old seaman
who is grateful to the Institute. He didn’t know
a soul in New York, he had had two paralytic
strokes, but was well enough to take a stear.ner
to New York en route to Snug Harbor. So the
Seamen’s Institute in San Francisco wrote to the
.Head of the Social Service department, request-
ing someone to look out for him. The steamer
was not an ordinary passenger ship; its arrival
was entirely a matter of conjecture. So for sev-
eral days there was much telephoning back and
forth, and the officials of the steamship line
thought some one of note was traveling incognito.
But somehow along the line the thread of kind-
ness instituted by the San Francisco Institute
seemed to be running. The clerks, the office force
at the steamship company appeared to take a p:ar-
sonal interest in the matter, and even the taxi man
who finally drove the Social Service worker to the
dock took special care of the worn, white-faced
old seafarer who came shakily down the gang-
plank, startled, dazed and not a little touched by
all the attention paid him. But his confuseél
thanks, his joy at being cared for, his relief to
reach his port, fully repaid all those who helped
an ancient mariner reach his final harbor.

[18]
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The Song of the Sails

Not long ago a schooner was sunk in a severe
m. Six of the crew survived by clinging to
small raft for nearly a week, without food or
Jrink, and with intense suffering.

" One of the survivors, an old man, lost all his
ects, and the Chaplain volunteered to procure
Slicates of his papers. This done, the old sailor
ready for sea again.

“Why don’t you ship on a steamship ?” asked
the Chaplain. “After this experience, you surely
on’t want to ship on another schooner ?”

The old man thought intently.

- “Steamships is fine,” he said slowly, “but . . .
don't hear the wind rattling the sails at night
4 I guess I'll take a schooner.”

~ And he was gone.

The Last Ship

f men who love ships were to choose the last
To be a final vision from the sea—

It would be one of lofty, slender mast

With bright sails filled and lifted gloriously.

It would be such a ship as dreamers knew

- By island coast-line when the dawn was mist
Of star dust and great rubies stricken through
With breakers’ foam and bay’s tossed amethyst.

Tt would be a ship that proud adventurers
~ Rigged up for gold coasts and the pearl lagoon,
And all the dreams they had would yet be hers,
~ Come in from distant voyages near the moon—
It would be such a ship as makes men sad
With beauty for romance they might have had.

Glenn W ard Dresbach.
[19]
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