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Shup. Models. *

By Hendrik Willem van Loon

E build ourselves ship models

and so did our ancestors. But
the motives that inspire us are very
different. The Roman who crossed
from the mouth of the Scheldt to the
coast of England was so profoundly
grateful when, once more, he set
foot on dry land, that he went to
the nearest pottery and ordered him-
self a clay model of the vessel that
had carried him across the turbulent
ocean and he dedicated it to the
Deity who looked after the welfare
of the local fishermen, together with
a liberal largesse in coin of the realm
for the upkeep of her shrine.

He said, “Oof” or “Oh, la-la!” or
“Eheu!” or whatever a seasick Ro-
man said on such occasions, and he
promised himself that if ever he
were fortunate enough to return to
his_native city he would go to the
Temple of Poseidon and present that
dripping sovereign of the deep with
a marble replica of the barbarian
scow that had been his home for so
many uncomfortable days.

Our cousins of the Middle Ages,
although they had learned a Ilittle
something about the use of the com-
pass and the log, were just as much
at the mercy of the tides and the
storms, and they too, ere they under-
took any voyage of importance, were
apt to promise some particular patron
saint (Saint Nicholas to this day has
survived as such, among the staunch
Calvinistic skippers of the Low
Lands) a nice little ship in return
fm: a comfortable and safe trip. The
finished product was then deposited
in the church of the old home town
and, since rivalry is one of man-
kind’s most besetting sins, the differ-
ent travelers were soon competing

with each other to see who could
turn out the best-looking and most
expensive ship model.

Those little ships, of course, were
exceedingly fragile. All but a very
few have perished hundreds of vears
ago. A few lucky ones have escaped
the ever-present menace of the van-
dal and the souvenir-hunter. They
are now among the most treasured
pieces of our museums.

Of almost equal importance were
the models built for the engineers of
the shipyards of the 17th and 18th
Centuries. Tt was an era when the
whole of our planet was being dis-
covered by the leading maritime
powers of Europe. It was the age
when just one more gun on one final
galleon would settle the fortune of
an entire continent. The Spaniards
and Portuguese started it. They in
turn were deprived of their power
by the Dutch. The Dutch were de-
feated by the English and the French
also suffered a similar fate. The
number of ships that were bheing
built in those days must have heen
out of all proportion to the size of
the countries that produced them
and paid for their upkeep. But when
ships were the beginning and the
end of a country’s prosperity. that
country would turn its forests into
planks and its peasants into sailors,
regardless of the consequences.
Hence a golden day for the naval

architect. He could build and ex-
periment and change and grope
around for new forms to his heart's
content. For he was up against a
problem that never faces his modern
colleagues. He had no decent har-
bors at his disposal. He had to rely
upon open harbors without break-

* Reprinted from the “American Collector,” June 27, 1935, by special permission of the

author.
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waters. And very shallow ones at
that, offering no space for manoeu-
vring. He had to make his ships as
heavy as possible, for his employers,
their lordships of the Admiralty,
thought of naval engagements 1n
terms of the weight of the actual
iron cannon-balls that one squadron
could fire at another in a given num-
ber of minutes.

The naval architect therefore was
constantly weighing and measuring,
“Just how heavy can I make my ves-
sels 1o carry the utmost number of
guns without making them so heavy
that they cannot enter or leave our
ports :

Speed, of course, also entered into
his calculations, and there he de-
pended almost entirely upon the
shape of the hull, for the rigging
seemed to have reached its height of
perfection, like the modern locomo-
tive.

The 17th Century, especially when
the big ships suddenly increased
from an average maximum of 800
tons to one of 1800, made the naval
experts pay special attention to th‘en'
hulls and they were forever working
on small scale models. For those
engineers did not work from blufi-

prints as we do. They worked in
large wooden halls where all the
planks and beams were carefully
Jaid out according to a general plan,
painted black on white on the walls.
And for that general plan the bosses
and foremen needed something con-
crete and visible, hence the hulls
that were prepared to give them
guidance. The rigging by then had
become so completely a matter of
tradition (sailors being the most con-
‘servative of human bemgs) that
little attention was paid to 1t..Ev_er_v
waterfront man could rig a ship, just
as we boys, who spent our days
along the shore of the North .Sea,
could turn an old wooden shoe into

Drazwing by Hendrik W. van Loon

Ship Model Suspended From
Church Roof, A.D. 1600

anything from a barkentine to a
sloop without one faulty rope or
spar. Those old models have sur-
vived in greater quantities than .the
tiny vessels dedicated to the Saints
of Heaven. But now, too, most of
the better preserved ones have found
their way to our museums and pri-
vate collections. )
The only category that remains
(more or less) at the disposal of t.he
amateur are the “sailors’ ships.” Life
on board an old sailing vessel was
incredibly dull, monotonous and tedi-
ous. And the sailor had no tools ex-
cept his knife with which he split
his rope and ate his lobscous and cut
his initials across the face of a mate
he happened to dislike. Out of this
strange combination of boredom and
a versatile pocket-knife, we got tens
of thousands of ships, big ones and
small ones, careful ones and shoddy
ones, excellent replicas of the vessel
of which the sailor had been an m-
mate and dreadful caricatures of
bottoms that bore about as much re-
lationship to the objects they were
supposed to represent as my own
efforts within the field of drawing
horses and dogs.
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A Scene in the Institute's
Ship-Modelling Class

Came the day that we rediscovered
a lot of things that had been com-
pletely forgotten during the early
days of the great industrial revolu-
tion, which had reduced all life to
horsepower and profits. And sud-
denly, when practically all sajline
vessels had disappearéd from thg
surface of the sea, we realized that
a great deal of beauty had bheen lost
in th.(- warfare between man and
machine. We could no longer watch
a five-master trying to outrun a
storm under full sail, or as much
sail as its master dared to hoist. But
we could at least have a little five-
master on our own mantle-piece.
And so our grandparents and our
fat_hers and uncles began to collect
ship models and the lucky ones and
those who knew the tricks of the
trade laid their hands upon some
right noble specimens of the old
naval architects’ art.

Then the industrial revolution
reached its peak in the era of the
great prosperity. Morals, manners,
integrity, an appropriate sense of
the eternal balance of things went
cheerfully by the boards ( and not
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only the Boards of Directors)
Everything had to be exploited for
all the traffic would bear. Harmless
old pastimes like autograph collect-
mg, ship-model collecting, stamp
collecting, they all of them became
rackets. Every man was entitled to
everything according to the new
code of happiness. It was un fair
that only a few of us should own
and enjoy ship models, Every
garage must have two cars and every
house must be provided with a dozen
genuine ship models. Even if the
proud owner did not know a Chinese
Junk from a Zanzibar dhow, the
ships must be there on the mantle-
piece of the dining room so that the
lord of the mansion, pointing to a
Holland “flute,” could casually re-
mark, “See that New Bedford
whaler? That was the one of which

my grandfather was captain in the
yvear 1852!”

Of course, supply followed demand.
The industrious Germans began to make
ships by the thousands and a few years
later the Japanese began to copy them by
the hundreds of thousands. The German
product was bad enough, but at least it
had some respect for tradition and stuck
thh'more or less fidelity to a certain
definite type of ship without mixing 14th
Century galleys with the men-of-war of
Nelson’s day. But the Japanese, who
havq never yet copied a thing without
making a mess of it, recognized no laws
or rules or regulations. Just as they
killed our old love for little Japanese
garrl(:ns by dumping millions of cheap
substitutes upon the market, so they are
now threatening to kill the love for ship
models by floating their vast squadrons of
(lrcadfgl little caricatures that are offered
to an indiscriminate and undiscriminating
public under the name of ancient ship
models.

But, when I come to think of it, the
harm they can do is really not so appalling
as it would appear at first sight. A loves
for _the really good and beautiful things
of life is not and never has been and
probably never can be a mass-product.
In matters of taste and a fine sensitiveness
for the differences between the good and
the almost-good, the individual will alwavs
rule supreme. :
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From. Unclaimed Baggage*

By John McClain

EAMEN lead a nomad’s existence.

Their personal belongings can
usually be packed conveniently in a
small suit case and in many cases a few
items of clothing, a yellowed note, a
tattered photograph, serve as the only
means of identification in the case of
death. By necessity sailors must be
ready to pack up and depart on short
notice, so there is neither time nor
space to allow for such adornments as
books, stationery, or even the few ar-
ticles of a purely private and family
nature which men in other walks of
life would keep with them.

As a result, philanthropic institutions
dedicated to the welfare of seagoing
men are over-cautious in the matter of
handling sailors’ effects. Belongings
left behind are watched over, held for
a reasonable length of time, and finally
filed away, in the belief that at some
future day the owner may appear to
reclaim them. In most cases this care
is fruitless. The articles are worthless,
the seaman is dead, or has long forgot-
ten where he left them. But in rare in-
stances, in enough instances to justify
the entire practice, these belongings
serve a definite end.

* * -

Here is an example:

From Mrs. Janet Roper, housemother
and head of the missing seamen’s
bureau at the Seamen’s Church Insti-
tute of New York, comes this stranger-
than-fiction true story. A seaman wrote
to her from a veteran’s hospital in Cali-
fornia, saying he had lost his memory
from an injury on shipboard two years
ago. He wrote:

For the past two years I have been
in a trance, not knowing what to do,
not remembering anything about the
past, about my relatives or any of my
former life. Then, last week, a big
package of old magazines was sent to
the hospital here, and among them
there was one which contained an ar-
ticle about you, Mrs. Roper. You have
helped so many—and God bless you
for it—and maybe you can also help
me to find myself. When I saw the
address, ‘25 South Street,” something
came back to me. I believe I left a
black leather suitcase in the baggage
room, and in this bag were many photo-
graphs and addresses of my family
and friends.

“Due to the fact that it is so long
since I left those things there—in

March, 1931, I think—I am not sure
if you still have them in storage, but
if so I would be the happiest man in
the world to have them back here.”

It is customary for seamen to leave
their baggage at the Institute with the
understanding that after a year it will
be moved to the unclaimed luggage
room if they have not paid the checking
charge of a penny a day or unless they
have sent word asking that it be held
for a longer period of time. Such un-
claimed baggage is opened and all
valuable documents, cash, receipts,
photographs, references, etc., are filed
away in a special locker, catalogued al-
phabetically, subject to their owners’
identification. A great deal of clothing
is found and this is all fumigated or
washed and distributed to needy sailor-
men, an average of 700 such items being
given out each month.

On receiving this strange letter, Mrs.
Roper went immediately to the locker
and under the seaman’s name found a
photographic album and a bundle of
letters and papers. These showed that
the seaman had served as a corporal
in the U. S. Army, that he had an
honorable discharge and many letters
from commanding officers of various
units in which he had served, commend-
ing him for “his fine conduct, dress,
bearing and pleasing personality.”
Other references described him as “a
thoroughly disciplined soldier, faithful
and conscientious, and above the aver-
age in his performance of duty.” Photo-
graphs of his family and of himself as
a young boy, riding a bicycle, swimming
with his sisters and brothers, around a
Christmas tree, at the piano with his
mother, on horseback with his father—
all these will help to bring back his
memory.

Mrs. Roper has mailed the album to
the seaman out in California, with this
note:

“] am sure when you receive the
package that I am just mailing to you,
you will realize that the age of
miracles isn’t past, as I found upon
referring to our unclaimed baggage
file that fortunately many of the things
you mentioned in your letter have been
saved. I hope that the letter and
photographs will help you to refresh
your memory still further in order that
you may once more get in touch with
vour relatives.”

* Reprinted from “On the Gangplank”—New York Evening Journal and American, July 6, 1937.



The Waterfront’

By Guy Emery Shipler

was on my way way for luncheon
I with the Rev. Harold Kelley, able
superintendent of a church institu-
tion which has done much to redeem
the shortcomings of humanity in raw
deals with Indians and others: an
organization which gives the scamen
of the world a chance to live like
white men during their stays in the
port of New York. If there is any
finer church organization in the
world than the Seamen’'s Church
Institute 1 haven't heard of it. I have
never come away from a visit there
without longing to take every one
to have a look at it. I am convinced
that all housekeepers ought to pay
it a visit just to see what spick and
span housckeeping is.  And every
architect should see it to learn how
a building should be constructed.
And—but everybody ought to see it.
What an appropriately charming
place is its Joseph Conrad Library!
Through its talented librarian, Miss
Ann Conrow, I learned that seamen
love to read biography, proving that
they are normal human beings. And
I got a genuine thrill when Miss
Conrow showed me, with proper
pride, a newly framed letter from
Christopher Morley and an accom-
panying copy of a cablegram writ-
ten in the hand of the great Conrad.
Morley's comments on the manu-
seript, which he presented to the li-
brary, were characteristically amus-
ing. He called attention to Conrad’s
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frugal counting of his words, point-
ing out that Conrad went so far as
to note the number of words on the
margin. And Morley had been “fru-
gal” enough to keep the original
copy written when Conrad was his
guest a few years ago! Chris doubt-
less made a careful copy of Conrad'’s
cablegram and tore down to the local
Long Island telegraph office to file
i

One is struck by curious contrasts
between the Institute and its en-
virons. In spite of the modernity of
the building there seems to cling
about it all the tradition of the sea.
It is not difficult, as one looks out
on South Street, to see vividly the
bowsprits of the old schooners which
once stretched across that curving
thoroughfare along the waterfront.
If you give ear to your imagination
you can still hear the wind whipping
through the rigging. Along Front
Street, as you walk away under the
elevated, a strange conglomeration
of little shops give off spicy fra-
grances of the Orient and you would
not be in the least surprised ii out
of one of the quaint doorways
stepped Conrad’s Lord Jim himself.
As you emerge suddenly into Bat-
tery Park, hedged about by Manhat-
tan’s skyscrapers, you say to your-
self, “How like New York! From
Conrad’s world into the heart of the
machine age by crossing a street!”

SEPTEMBER

Images and/or text cannot be shown due to copyright
restrictions.

Why is it that New Yorkers sel-
dom see the places of interest in the
metropolis? 1 suppose the percent-
age of New Yorkers who have
visited the Seamen’s Cluorch Inst-
tute would be so small as to seem
quite fantastic if it could be stated.
I have spent more than half my life
in these parts, but I have never
visited the Statue of Liberty, never
taken the trip around the island by
boat, never been in the Museum of
the City of New York. I have
jaunted around innumerable Euro-
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pean cities in rubber-neck wagons,
and have never done the same thing
in Manhattan.

* Reprinted from “The Churchman,’ July. 1937,

Please Note:

Visitors are welcome on week-
days, 9 AM. to 4 P.M,, Saturdays,
9 A.M. to 12 Noon. To reach the
Institute, take any “L,” or IRT
(East or West side) Subway to
South Ferry; or BMT Subway to
Whitehall Street (South Ferry)
and walk three blocks along South
Street. Plenty of parking space
for cars.
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find no facilities for making what Con-
rad has ably called the classic approach
to all seafaring.

"I have been on board the steam school-
ships  here, the Empire  State, and
others. There is no doubt they arc'splcn-
didly run and do a fine job: but a vear
or a year and a half under sail would be
a tremendous asset to these boys. Sail is
the crqdlt; of manhood; it eliminates the
unfit; it inculcates discipline of body and
mind : it brings out what there is in-boys
and shows those who are fit to lead. It
forces them to think for themselves : only
at sea under sail and in the air do condi-
tions ordinarily arise calling for sudden
life-and-death decisions affecting the lives
of other persons. Training conditions of
this kind cannot be simulated: the sailing-
s!np provides them. It is in the elimina-
t:ou of the unfit and the development of
character that the long-voyage sailing-ship
cxce]s.. It Is a question whether much of
the existing training methods do not tend
to promote selfishness which is a poor
quality to take to the sea.

"One_ speaks of sail with no unbalanced
nostalgla__ with no idea that merely be-
cause it is old it must be good ; with no
notion that merely because a human being
might have served a while in deepwater
S':IIDS of .this kind, he is therefore supe-
rior to his fellow beings. He is nothing
of the kind. But he has shared in a pro-
found and stirring and memorable expe-
rience that has shaken him up and shaken
him down too; he has been one of a com-

pact and disciplined body held together
for the ship and by the ship, loyal to the
ship and to hLis shipmates, and with his
own efforts aiding her and them to com-
plete a voyage . . . He has thought through
to something of the reality of life and
living. The undue prolongation of youth
ashore, the absence of discipline in so
many of the homes and in even the peoples’
n]mds, the tendency towards the selfish
view—these things are bad influences in
much of present-day life ashore ; and their
too-long continuance makes bad officers.
I-_\'c!'_\' nation in Europe, with the sole ex-
ception of England, uses sailing-ships for
the training of both naval and merchant
service officers—not as the whole train-
ing, but as the most efficient sifter of
material and developer of character the
enmity of the sea has yet devised.

“I advocate the use of one of the fine
merchant vessels in this country for that
purpose ; such a ship could enter the grain
trade and find profitable employment. Her
trade could be New York to South
Australia (in ballast if there was no cargo:
all the Finnish grain ships go in ballast)—
thence to the United Kingdom and the
Continent with grain: thence with a bulk
cargo (of which many are now available)
westward to New York: and on again to
Australia. These passages would fill a
busy year: I should say no more than 20
boys ought to be carried, at first. It
would pay. Tt pays under other flags: it
could be made to pay here.

Images and/or text cannot be shown due to copyright
restrictions.
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Man. Overboard. ™

By Robert Wilder

ITH little or no introduction we
turn today’s column over to the
Seamen’s Church Institute . . .

Marjorie Dent Candee, one of our
more consistent correspondents, writes
us of a seaman, whose story we give
you.

“I thought you might be interested
in the following story which occurred
on the waterfront yesterday:

“A seaman (who is so modest that he
insists on our not using his name) was
walking along the Battery sea wall just
as the Statue of Liberty boat was dozk-
ing. Suddenly he heard the people on
board shouting “Man overboard” and
instantly he jumped into the river and
succeeded in rescuing a man from
drowning. The man was a Chinese who
had tried to commit suicide and was
taken first to Broad Street Hospital and
then transferred to Bellevue. The res-
cuer disappeared.

“The way we learned about the rescue
was when the seaman came into the
Seamen Institute’s Welfare Department
to ask for help in making out an
affidavit to get duplicates for his ship
discharge papers. He had lost all of
these and $4 in cash (all the money
he had in the world) from the po:ket of
his coat while in the river. His clothes
were wet, but he did not even ask for
dry ones. We insisted on giving him a
suit of clothes and some shoes. Finally he
summoned up enougn courage to ask for
a nickel. He wanted to go out to Astoria
to his aunt’s to borrow money, for he
had planned to go to his home in Fall
River by bus where his wife resides with
his family. She is expecting a baby. We
bought him a bus ticket to his home
and gave him a dollar for his meals.
He has never been on relief and has a
good record with the various shipping
lines he has worked for as an A. B. He
was so modest—and this was not a pose
with him—that when we asked him if
he had ever rescued any one before he
told of saving a boy from drowning
while out in San Francisco and as soon
as he had brought the lad ashore he
fled the crowd of people. The police
chased him, but he swam out of range.
We suggested that we report these
rescues to the Life Saving Benevolent
Association with a view to cobtaining an
award or a medal, but he demurred. In
these days when most heroes not only
like but seek publicity it was somewhat
refreshing to meet up with a person

like him who, in all sincerity, wanted no
praise, award or ballyhoo for his gal-
lant act.”

Marjorie Dent Candee, at the Sea-
men's Church Institute of New York,
sends us a follow-up on the story we
ran here on the rescue of a Chinese a
few weeks ago. She writes:

“An Iinteresting sequel to the story
about the heroic rescue of a Chinese
who jumped off the Statue of Liberty
boat has developed. The wheels of fate
grind exceedingly small and in this case
they involve not only our seaman hero,
but also a soldier from Governors Island
and a French deckhand aboard the
boat.

“It seems that when the cry ‘Man
overboard’ went up, a soldier (of Polish
descent) also answered the cry, as did
our modest American seaman. The
soldier, who had just purchased a new
civilian suit, jumped into the East River
and soldier and seaman together suc-
ceeded in saving the Chinese laundry-
man, It was rather dangerous rescue
work, for the propellers of the boat were
still in motion. A deckhand on the boat
(of French descent, thus making it
something of an international rescue)
threw a rope and, aided by this. the
Chinese was pulled to safety.

“We learned this when the deckhand
came to the Institute asking for the
seaman-rescuer (who, as described in
your column, is now in Fall River—
possibly by this time the proud father
of a son or daughter). It seems that
the deckhand loaned the seaman his
best pair of shoes, but in the excitement
forgot to arrange for their return. Now
the deckhand happened to have a date
with his girl that night, and since he
had only his working shoes to wear, he
had to pass up the date. In the Insti-
tute’s Slop Chest we found a brand new
pair of shoes which fit him perfectly,
so I believe the girl gave him another
chance, and so all's well.

“Meantime, the Chinese laundryman'’s
family sent word to the soldier that if
he would call they would reimburse him
for the ruin of his new suit.

“Also, the Life-Saving Benevolent As-
sociation is going to investigate the
rescue, and it would not surprise me
greatly if both soldier and sailor were
the recipients of handsome gold medals
for their bravery.”

* Reprinted fram “The Sun Deck,” New York Sun, September 21, 1936.
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This is not a movie "still," but an actual ph
¥ photo taken aboard the Roanoke, J 18, 19
the late Captain P. Vosseller while the ship was docked ::OS:MhunSefreef i

(]
By Edgar A. Guest

I've heard them sing their chantey song, ye ho, bo
: s , boys, ho!
But I like it better on the stage than where the billows flow,
For I've been out with sailor-men upon the deep blue sea
And one good northern hurricane was quite enough for me.
“Ye-ho, boys, ho!

! When the wind begins to blow!”

I'd rather hear it on the stage than the Gglf of Mexico.

I love a good old chantey song and a hornpi
) pipe pleases me,

3;11; I,d rather get them from the stage than a wind-tossed angry sea,

Arf Iye pitched and tossed with sailor-men when the night was black as coal
d I've no desire for a chantey song when the ship begins to roll. '

‘%(e-ho, boys, ho!
X hen the wind begins to blow!”
I'd rather be in a theater seat than the Gu%f of Mexico.

For a day and a night we stood on end, first aft and th
: en the bow,
And how we managed to stay afloat I don't remember now. ¥
I only kno’w that I had no taste for food and no ear for song,
And there's little joy in a chantey tune when the sea is running strong
“Ye-ho, boys, ho! -
- When the wind begins to blow!”
I'd rather hear it on the stage than the Gulf of Mexico!

(Copyright, 1933, Edgar A. Guest) N. Y. Eve. Journal, Oct, 13, 1933,

12 THE (L O 0K UM SEPTEMBER

.,r‘\\-
B

An Autumn Day in Jeannette

‘u.\“. R e
T

Park, Opposite the Institute
Photo by Wm. C. Greene, N. V. World-Telegram

Principal Facts About the Seamen's Church Institute of New York

It is the largest institution for mer-
chant seamen in the world.

— Tt was founded in 1834; in 1843
built a floating church and has
now grown through a succession
of mission and lodging houses to a
modern, thirteen-story shore
headquarters.

— It is a partially self-supporting
welfare organization for active
scamen who need friendship,
guidance, recreation and emer-
gency financial help.

— It provides a complete shore com-
munity for thousands of self-
respecting seamen each day. It is
home, post office, safe, library,
employment bureau, clinic, club
and church combined.

—1It is open to active seamen of all
nationalities, although eighty per-
cent of the men served are Amer-
ican citizens from every state in
the Union.

—It hetriends ship apprentice boys
from foreign countries and hun-
dreds of American cadets every
year.

— Tt instituted free radio medical

service for ships at sea, thereby
saving hundreds of seamen'’s lives
in emergencies.

__ 1t initiated legislation requiring
first-aid examinations for every
ship’s officer obtaining a license.

— 1t has trained over 4,000 seamen
in its Merchant Marine School
and helped them to better posi-
tions.

—It cooperates fully with other sea-
men’s welfare agencies, but should
not be confused, e.g. with the en-
dowed Sailors’ Snug Harbor,
which is for retired seafarers.

What We Need:

The building is only partly self-
supporting. Many of the facilities
and all of the social and recreational
services are provided seamen with-
out charge, requiring gifts totalling
$100,000. annually. legacies are al-
so needed to provide an adequate
endowment fund. Our corporate
title is: “SEAMEN'S CHURCH
INSTITUTE OF NEW YORK.”
Note that the words “Of New York”
are a part of the title.

Address inquiries to:
REV. HAROLD H. KELLEY, Superintendent
Telephone BOwling Green 9-2710
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OFFICERS

Honorary President
RT. Rev. WiLLiam T. Manning, D.D., LLD., D.C.L.

Lay Officers
CLARENCE G. MICHALIS, President
HEeRrRBERT L. SATTERLEE, Vice-President
FrRANKLIN D. RoosevELT, Vice-President
OrME WILsON, Vice-President
CHARLES S. HAlGHT, Vice-President

Frank T. WARBURTON, Secretary and Treasurer

ﬂ THoMAs ROBERTS, Assistant Treasurer

Clerical Vice-Presidents

Rr. Rev. Ernest M. Stires, D.D. Rev. FrepeErRICK BURGESS

Rt. Rev. BEnjamin M. WasHsurn, D.D. Rev. Roerir H. Brooks, S.T.D.
Rev. WiLLiaMm Turts CROCKER Rev. SAMUeEL M. DORRANCE
Rev. W. RusseLr Bowie, D.D. Rev. Freperic S. FLeming, D.D.

Rev. DonaLp B. ArpricH, D.D.
BOARD OF MANAGERS

This Board is composed of all of the above named officers and also the following:

Henry McComB BANGS Joun H. FINLEY BErNON S. PRENTICE
EpwARD J. BARBER HarrY FORSYTH FRANKLIN REMINGTON
CHARLES R. BEATTIE Frank GULDEN Joun S. RoGERs, Jr.
Epwin DeT. BECHTEL CHARLES S. HAIGHT, ]R. KEerRMIT ROOSEVELT
REGINALD R. BELKRNAP Louts GorpoN HAMERSLEY CHARLES E. SALTZMAN
Gorpon Knox BeLL Aucustus N. Hanp SAMUEL A. SALVAGE
CHARLES W. BowRING OLivErR ISELIN JoHN JAY SCHIEFFELIN
EpwiN A. S. BrowN AYMAR JOHNSON THOMAS A. ScoTT
Doucras F. Cox BenjamiN R. C. Low T. ASHLEY SPARKS
FrReDERICK A. CUMMINGS RIiCHARD H. MANSFIELD J. MayHEW WAINWRIGHT
Josepn H. DARLINGTON Lours B. McCacg, JR. FrRaNK W. WARBURTON
CLEMENT L. DESPARD Juntus S. MorGcan ErnEsT E. WHEELER
CHARLES E. DunLaP MorToN L. NEWHALL WiLriam F. WHITEHOUSE
SNowDEN A. Faunestock Harris C. PARsONS WiLLiam WILLIAMS

De Coursey FALEs Joun H. G. PeLL WirLiam D. WINTER

F. SHELTON FARR StepHEN H. P. PELL GEeORGE GRAY ZABRISKIE

HONORARY MEMBERS OF THE INSTITUTE

Francis M. WHITEHOUSE
JoHN MASEFIELD

Superintendent

Rev. Harorp H. KELLEY ’
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