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    Steamships and Steamship Lines




     




    It appears that self-moving vessels were first imagined by Roger Bacon, a learned monk of the Middle Ages. Though the application of steam-power to the propulsion of steam-vessels was once claimed for a Spaniard, Blasco de Garay, about 1540, it is now known that what he exhibited to Charles V. was simply a vessel with a paddle-wheel, worked by man-power. Papin's practical exhibit of a steam-vessel at Cassel (1707), was a success, but the vessel was only a model. It was the work of Newcomen and Hills in England, and Henry and others. In America, which furnished Fulton with the idea that earned him fame as the inventor of the "steam-boat." All these, with others besides, were experimenters of the latter part of the eighteenth century. In addition there was Runsey in Maryland and Fitch on the Delaware, the latter using on his boat both paddle-wheels and propeller. Symington built a steam towboat as early as 1801. Fulton's first experiments, made in France, were unsuccessful, and it was not until he secured a backer in Chancellor Livingston of New York, then American Ambassador to England, that he was able to buy a Boulton and Watt Engine in England to equip his "Clermont."




     




    John Stevens of New York, was making even earlier attempts in this field, and it was not long after that first trip up the Hudson that the river and sound were covered with a fleet of steamboats. The first steamboat in British waters was the "Comet" on the Clyde, 1812. The first steam-vessel to cross the Atlantic was the "Savannah," 1819. She was a sailing vessel using steam as an auxiliary power, and she made the passage to Liverpool in 31 days, 8 of which were under steam. In 1825, one Captain Johnson, was awarded £10,000 ($50,000) in England for taking the first steam-vessel to India. About this time, the "Royal William," of Quebec crossed the ocean under steam in 21 days. In 1837, Ericsson (q. v.), later the builder of the "Monitor." Constructed in England the first screw-propeller. Regular transatlantic traffic by steamships was inaugurated by the " Sirius" which made the voyage from Queenstown to New York in 1838. The Cunard Line, the first regular line, was started in 1840: the same year the first war steamer was built. The Collins Line, a rival of the Cunard, was organized in 1848. and the following year, 1853, the Inman and the Allan Lines. The Guion Line began business in 1864. The Cunard Line still flourishes, though most of its old time rivals are gone. The principal lines in the transatlantic service of the early 20th century were the Hamburg American, founded 1847:  Anchor. 1852: North German Lloyd, 1857: French Line, 1800; White Star, 1870; Holland American, 1872; Red Star, 1873; Scandinavian American, 1879; Atlantic Transport and the American Line, 1892.




     




    The following shows the size of some of these leviathans of their time: "Olympic," of the White Star Line, 45,000 gross tons: "Mauretania" and "Lusitania," Cunarders, 32,500 tons each; "Kaiserin Augusta Victoria," Hamburg American Line, 24,581 tons; the "George Washington," North German Lloyd Line. 27.000 tons. The "Great Eastern," built in 1859. Was 692 feet long of 80 feet beam and 22.800 tons displacement; the "Olympic" of was 882 feet long, 92 ½ feet beam and 45,000 tons. In 1856 when the "Persia" made the passage from New York to Queenstown in 9 days, 10 hours, and 45 minutes, it was considered extraordinary. In 1910 the "Mauretania" made the trip from Queenstown to New York in 4 days, 10 hours and 41 minutes. The "Deutschland" ran out from New York to Naples in 7 days, 16 hours and 44 minutes, and the "City of New York" of the Pacific Mail Steamship Co., with Commander Philip of the Navy to navigate her, made the run from New York to San Francisco, 13.533 miles, without a stop in 54 days, 14 hours. The progress of ocean shipbuilding for size, speed and luxury was one of the extraordinary accomplishments of the age. In 60 years the speed of Atlantic steamships has increased from 8 to 25 knots: the power of marine engines from 700 to 70,000 horse power; length of vessels from 250 to 882 feet; boiler steam pressure from 13 to 250 pounds; gross tonnage from 1.200 to 45.000; while the length of time required for the passage has decreased from 15 days to less than five. Though not built for speed, the "Olympic's" time across the Atlantic is 5 days, 16 hours, 42 minutes. Some facts about this vessel are interesting. Largest plates employed in the hull were 36 feet long. Rudder, operated electrically, weighed 100 tons. There were more than 2,000 windows. There were 3,000.000 rivets, weighing 1,200 tons. There was an eighteen-hole golf course with hazards under the life-boats. There was a tennis and hand-ball court extending through two decks and 30 feet long. There were Turkish and electric baths and a salt water swimming pool of sufficient depth to permit diving. There were glass-enclosed decks, à la carte restaurant, palm garden, veranda and a maids' and valets' salon. It had accommodation for 3,356 persons—750 in the first class, 550 in


    the second, 1.200 in the third, with 63 officers and sailors, 322 engineers, firemen, oilers, trimmers and machinists and 471 in the commissary department. The coal consumption of her 150 furnaces was 800 tons a day. The architects of the Hamburg-American and White Star Lines showed great rivalry in constructing ships greater and stronger every year. A common phrase was "unsinkable ships," and there seemed no limit to them. But the whole world was frightfully shocked when, in the night of April 14, 1912 the White Star steamer "Titanic " off Newfoundland plunged against an iceberg and sank within a few hours. Out of 2300 persons carried, only 700 were saved. The Epochs in Ocean Steamship Building to that time were: Wooden paddle wheels auxiliary to sails on ocean liners in 1819, giving increased speed. Iron hulls took the place of wood in 1843, producing stronger construction. Screw propellers supplanted paddles in 1850, permitting greater economy of operation. Compound engines replaced the simple form in 1856, economizing fuel and increasing power. Steel hulls instead of iron were first used in 1879, lowering the oost of construction. Twin screws were adopted in 1889, giving greater safety and diminishing the liability to serious accident. Wireless telegraph—by the Marconi system—permitting communication between ship and shore, or between ships at sea distant from each other, now extending 1,000 miles, was adopted in 1901 by the principal transatlantic steamship lines. Turbine engines— Parsons system—entirely obviating vibration was adopted by the Cunard Line In 1905, the first great transatlantic liner thus equipped being the "Germania," which was placed in the Cunard service in that year.




     




     




     




    The Sinking of The Titanic




     




     




     




    PREFACE




     




    "WE are as near Heaven by sea as by land," cried Sir Humphrey Gilbert, ere his ship sank with him; and the hundreds who perished in the ocean within reach of the exultant welcome and the festal preparation of the shore have found Paradise as surely, and in giving "the last full measure of devotion"




     




    have gone as brave men would wish to go. Sorrow that is too deep and strong for words clutches the heart-strings of humanity and the Nation mourns for the heroic dead, who were carried down into the sea with the crushed "Titanic." They faced death with high hearts, making the Supreme Sacrifice so that the women and the helpless little ones might live.




     




    It is a heart-rending story, redeemed and ennobled by the heroism of the victims. Its details are appalling.




     




    The world is full of mournings for the dead. Nature has conquered again, destroying with ruthless hand the most marvelous ship that ever floated on the bosom of the deep. It is the worst disaster that ever befell any vessel. It is the wrecking of a whole armada within one hull of steel, vaunted as unsinkable.




     




    The sinking of the "Titanic" is an appalling catastrophe, in the contemplation of which any words that can be uttered are as futile as in the presence of the awful majesty of the Angel of Death.




     




    The maiden trip of the newest, staunchest and greatest of the modern ocean greyhounds has thus apparently ended in the most appalling marine disaster ever recorded.




     




    The first advices brought word of the safe removal of all the passengers and the possible success of the crew in their endeavor to bring the noblest ship afloat to shallow water. Another triumph of the wireless telegraph was hailed, and from both shores went up a paean of thanksgiving that the overwhelming loss was not of life but of things material, that, however valuable, are far less dear and can one day be replaced.




     




    But now as a bolt from the blue, and as a forecast of the final mortal terrors of the Day of judgment, comes the message that of 2300 souls aboard, but 700-- chiefly women and children--have been saved.




     




    All earthly concerns beside this calamity seem to fade into littleness and nothingness. The sole redeeming circumstance is that heroes met their death like men, and that human love was victorious over human terror, and mightier thin Death and the open grave of the remorseless deep.




     




    The one alleviating circumstance in this terrible tragedy is the fact that the men stood aside and insisted that the women and children should first have places in the boats.




     




    There were men who were accustomed merely to pronounce a wish to have it gratified. For one of the humblest fishing smacks or a dory they could have given the price that was paid to build the immense ship that has become the most imposing mausoleum that ever housed the bones of men since the Pyramids rose from the desert sands.




     




    But these men stood aside--one can see them--and gave place not merely to the delicate and the refined, but to the scared woman from the steerage with her toddler by her side, coming through the very gate of Death and out of the mouth of Hell to the imagined Eden of America.




     




    To many of those who went it was harder to go than to stay there on the vessel gaping with its mortal wounds and ready to go down. It meant that tossing on the waters they must wait in suspense, hour after hour, even after the lights of the ship were engulfed in appalling darkness, hoping against hope for the miracle of a rescue dearer to them than their own lives.




     




    It was the tradition of Anglo-Saxon heroism that was fulfilled in the frozen seas during the black hours of the night. The heroism was that of the women, who were, as well as of the men who remained.




     




    The sympathy of all the world will go out to the stricken survivors of the victims of a world-wide calamity.




     




    INTRODUCTION




     




    THE human imagination is unequal to the reconstruction of the appalling scene of the disaster in the North Atlantic. No picture of the pen or of the painter's brush can adequately represent the magnitude of the calamity that has made the whole world kin.




     




    How trivial in such an hour seem the ordinary affairs of civilized mankind--the minor ramifications of politics, the frenetic rivalry of candidates, the haggle of stock speculators. We are suddenly, by an awful visitation, made to see our human transactions in their true perspective, as small as they really are.




     




    Man's pride is profoundly humbled: he must confess that the victory this time has gone to the blind, inexorable forces of nature, except in so far as the manifestation of the heroic virtues is concerned.




     




    The ship that went to her final resting place two miles below the placid, unconfessing level of the sea represented all that science and art knew how to contribute to the expedition of traffic, to the comfort and enjoyment of voyagers.




     




    She had 15 watertight steel compartments supposed to render her unsinkable. She was possessed of submarine signals with micro-phones, to tell the bridge by means of wires when shore or ship or any other object was at hand.




     




    There was a collision bulkhead to safeguard the ship against the invasion of water amidships should the bow be torn away. In a word, the boat was as safe and sound as the shipbuilder could make it.




     




    It was the pride of the owners and the commander that what has happened could not possibly occur.




     




    And yet the Titanic went down, and carried to their doom hundreds of passengers and men who intimately knew the sea and had faced every peril that the navigator meets.




     




    In the hours between half-past 10 on Sunday night and half-past 2 Monday morning, while the ship still floated, what did the luxuries of their $#036;10,000,000 castle on the ocean avail those who trod the eight steel decks, not knowing at what moment the whole glittering fabric might plunge with them--as it did plunge--to them unplumbed abyss below?




     




    What was it, in those agonizing hours, to the men who remained aboard, or to the women and children placed in the boats, that there were three electric elevators, squash courts and Turkish baths, a hospital with an operating room, private promenade decks and Renaissance cabins? What is it to a man about to die to know that there is at hand a palm garden or a darkroom for photography, or the tapestry of an English castle or a dinner service of 10,000 pieces of silver and gold?




     




    In that midnight crisis the one thing needful was not provided where everything was supplied. The one inadequacy was--the lack of lifeboats.




     




    In the supreme confidence of the tacit assumption that they never would be needed, the means of rescue--except in a pitiably meager insufficiency--as not at hand. There were apparently but 20 boats and rafts available, each capable of sustaining at most 60 persons.




     




    Yet the ship was built to carry 2435 passengers and 860 in the crew--a total of 3295 persons.




     




    Whatever the luxuriousness of the appointments, the magnificence of the carvings and the paintings that surfeited the eye, the amplitude of the space allotted for the promenade, it seems incredible no calculation was made for the rescue of at least 2000 of the possible floating population of the Titanic.




     




    The result of the tragedy must be that aroused public opinion will compel the formulation of new and drastic regulations, alike by the British Board of Trade and by the Federal authorities, providing not merely for the adequate equipment of every ship with salvatory apparatus but for rigorous periodical inspection of the appliances and a constant drill of the crew.




     




    Let there be an end of boasting about the supremacy of man to the immitigable laws and forces of nature.




     




    Let the grief of mankind be assuaged not in idle lamentation but in amelioration of the conditions that brought about the saddest episode in the history of ships at sea.




     




    The particular line that owned and sent forth the vessel that has perished has been no more to blame than others that similarly ignored elemental precautions in favor of superfluous comforts, in a false sense of security.




     




    When the last boatload of priceless human life swung away from the davits of the Titanic, it left behind on the decks of the doomed ship hundreds of men who knew that the vessel's mortal wound spelt Death for them also. But no cravens these men who went to their nameless graves, nor scourged as the galley slave to his dungeon.




     




    Called suddenly from the ordinary pleasure of ship life and fancied security, they were in a moment confronted with the direct peril of the sea, and the absolute certainty that, while some could go to safety, many must remain.




     




    It was the supreme test, for if a man lose his life he loses all. But, had the grim alternative thought to mock the cowardice of the breed, it was doomed to disappointment.




     




    Silently these men stood aside. "Women first," the inexorable law of the sea, which one disobeys only to court everlasting ignominy, undoubtedly had no place in their minds. "Women first," the common law of humanity, born of chivalry and the nobler spirit of self-sacrifice, prevailed.




     




    They simply stood aside.




     




    The first blush of poignant grief will pass from those who survive and were bereft. But always will they sense in its fullest meaning this greatest of all sacrifice. Ever must it remain as a reassuring knowledge of the love, and faithfulness, and courage, of the Man, and of his care for the weak.




     




    "Greater love hath no man than this that a man lay down his life for his friend."




     




    Chapter I - FROM A DAY OF DELIGHT TO DEATH




     




    The hands of the ship's clock pointed to 11.40. The beautiful day of April 14, 1912, rapidly was drawing to its close.




     




    A solemn hush brooded over the ocean, the stillness broken only by the swish of the waters as they protested against being so rudely brushed aside by the mammoth creation of man. Then, too, the soft cadences of sacred music from the ship's orchestra sent their strains dancing o'er the billows to mingle with the star beam and intensify rather than mar the stillness.




     




    Above, the stars and planets twinkled and glittered as they beam only in the rarified atmosphere of the far northern latitudes.




     




    The day had been one of rare beauty. A soft and caressing breeze had kissed the sea and rocked the waves in a harmonious symphony against the steel-ribbed sides of the world's largest, greatest and most luxurious floating palace, the majestic Titanic, the newest addition to the trans-Atlantic fleet of the White Star Line of the International Navigation Company.




     




    The star-sprinkled dome of heaven and the phosphorescent sea alike breathed forth peace, quiet and security.




     




    Despite the lateness of the hour, aboard the Titanic all was animation. A few, to be sure, had wearied of Nature's marvels and had sought their slumber, but the gorgeous quarters of the first cabin and the scarcely less pretentious sections set apart for second class passengers were alike teeming with life and light.




     




    Meanwhile, as they had for days past, the mighty engines of this monster of the sea pulsed and throbbed, while the rhythmic beat of the Titanic's great bronze-bladed propellers churned up a fast and steadily lengthening wake behind the speeded vessel.




     




    "We'll break the record today," her officers laughed, and the passengers gleefully shared their mirth.




     




    A record; a record!




     




    And a record she made--but of death and destruction!




     




    But who could know? And since no mortal could, why not eat, drink and be merry?




     




    Britain's shores had been left behind far back across the waste of waters. America, the land of hope, was almost in sight ahead.




     




    TALK OF HOME AND FRIENDS AND LIFE.




     




    Small wonder that hundreds still strolled the Titanic's spotless, unsullied decks and talked of home and friends and life and joy and hope. Small wonder that other hundreds lounged at ease in her luxurious saloons and smoking rooms, while other scores of voyagers, their appetites whetted by the invigorating air, sat at a midnight supper to welcome the new week with a feast.




     




    Why sleep when the wealth, the beauty, the brains, the aristocracy as well as the bone and sinew of a nation were all around one?




     




    For, be it known, never before did ship carry so distinguished a company--a passenger list that reads like a Social Blue Book.




     




    This Maiden trip of the Titanic was an event that was to go down in history, they thought.




     




    And so it will, but with tears on every page of the narrative and the wails of women and children in every syllable.




     




    But since the future is unrolled only in God's own good time, how could they know?




     




    Why wonder at their presence?




     




    Was this not the first trip of the greatest triumph of marine architecture?




     




    Had not the wealth and fashion of two continents so arranged their plans as to be numbered on its first passenger list?




     




    Had not the hardy immigrant skimped and saved and schemed that he and his family should be carried to the Land of Promise aboard this greatest of all ships?




     




    What mattered it to him that his place was in the steerage? Did not each pulsing throb of the Titanic's mighty engines bear him as far and as fast as though he, too, already held in his hand the millions he felt he was destined to win in this golden land of opportunity beyond the seas?




     




    And so, from the loftiest promenade deck to the lowest stoke hole in the vitals of the ship peace and comfort and happiness reigned.




     




    APPROACHING HOME AND FRIENDS.




     




    To some the rapidly-nearing shores of America meant home--and friends. To others, opportunity-and work. Yet to all it meant the culmination of a voyage which, so far, had been one all-too-short holiday from the bustle and turmoil of a busy world.




     




    "Man proposes, but God disposes!"




     




    Never were truer words uttered, nor phrase more fitting to that fateful hour.




     




    "In the midst of life we are in death."




     




    Yet the soft breeze from the south still spread its balmy, salt-laden odors to delight their senses and to lull them to a feeling of complete security.




     




    What was that?




     




    A cold breath as from the fastnesses of the Frost King swept the steamer's decks.




     




    A shiver of chill drove the wearied passengers below, but sent the ship's officers scurrying to their stations. The seaman, and the seaman alone, knew that that icy chill portended icebergs--and near at hand.




     




    Besides, twice in the last few hours had the wireless ticked its warnings from passing vessels that the Titanic was in the vicinity of immense floes.




     




    Why had the warning not been heeded?




     




    Why had the ponderous engines continued to thunder with the might of a hundred thousand horses, and the ship to plunge forward into the night with the unchecked speed of an express train?




     




    God knows!




     




    The captain knew, but his lips are sealed in death as, a self-inflicted bullet in his brain, he lies in the cold embrace of the sea he had loved and had defied-too long.




     




    THE LOOKOUT'S WARNING CRY.




     




    Perhaps Bruce Ismay, the managing director of the line, who was on board--and survived when women drowned--also knows. Perhaps he will tell by whose orders those danger warnings were scoffed at and ignored.




     




    Perhaps; perhaps!




     




    The lookout uttered a sharp cry!




     




    Too late!




     




    One grinding crash and the Titanic had received its death blow. Man's proudest craft crumbled like an eggshell.




     




    Ripped from stem to engine room by the great mass of ice she struck amidships, the Titanic's side was laid open as if by a gigantic can opener. She quickly listed to starboard and a shower of ice fell on to the forecastle deck.




     




    Shortly before she sank she broke in two abaft the engine room, and as she disappeared beneath the water the expulsion of air or her boilers caused two explosions, which were plainly heard by the survivors adrift.




     




    A moment more and the Titanic had gone to her doom with the fated hundreds grouped on the after deck. To the survivors they were visible to the last, and their cries and moans were pitiable.




     




    The one alleviating circumstance in the otherwise immitigable tragedy is the fact that the men stood aside and insisted that the women and the children should first have places in the boats.




     




    There were men whose word of command swayed boards of directors, governed institutions, disposed of millions. They were accustomed merely to pronounce a wish to have it gratified.




     




    Thousands "posted at their bidding;" the complexion of the market altered hue when they nodded; they bought what they wanted, and for one of the humblest fishing smacks or a dory they could have given the price that was paid to build and launch the ship that has become the most imposing mausoleum that ever housed the bones of men since the Pyramids rose from the desert sands.




     




    But these men stood aside--one can see them--and gave place not merely to the delicate and the refined, but to the scared Czech woman from the steerage, with her baby at her breast; the Croatian with a toddler by her side, coming through the very gate of Death and out of the mouth of Hell to the imagined Eden of America.




     




    HARDER TO GO THAN TO STAY.




     




    To many of those who went it was harder to go than to stay there on the vessel gaping with its mortal wounds and ready to go down. It meant that tossing on the waters they must wait in suspense, hour after hour even after the lights of the ship were engulfed in appalling darkness, hoping against hope for the miracle of a rescue dearer to them than their own lives.




     




    It was the tradition of Anglo-Saxon heroism that was fulfilled in the frozen seas during the black hours of that--Sunday night. The heroism was that of the women who went, as well as of the men who remained.




     




    The most adequate story of the terrible disaster is told by a trained newspaper man, who was on the Carpathia. He says:




     




    Cause, responsibility and similar questions regarding the stupendous disaster will be taken up in time by the British marine authorities. No disposition has been shown by any survivor to question the courage of the crew, hundreds of whom saved others and gave their own lives with a heroism which equaled, but could not exceed, that of John Jacob Astor, Henry B. Harris, Jacques Futrelle and others in the long list of the first cabin missing.




     




    Facts which I have established by inquiries on the Carpathia, as positively as they could be established in view of the silence of the few surviving officers, are:




     




    That the Titanic's officers knew, several hours before the crash, of the possible nearness of icebergs.




     




    That the Titanic's speed, nearly twenty-three knots an hour, was not slackened.




     




    INSUFFICIENT LIFE-BOATS.




     




    That the number of lifeboats on the Titanic was insufficient to accommodate much more than one-third of the passengers, to say nothing of the crew. Most members of the crew say there were sixteen lifeboats and two collapsibles; none say there were more than twenty boats in all. The 700 who escaped filled most of the sixteen lifeboats and the one collapsible which got away, to the limit of their capacity.




     




    That the "women first" rule, in some cases, was applied to the extent of turning back men who were with their families, even though not enough women to fill the boats were at hand on that particular part of the deck. Some few boats were thus lowered without being completely filled, but most of these were soon filled with sailors and stewards, picked up out of the water, who helped man them.




     




    That the bulkhead system, though probably working in the manner intended, availed only to delay the ship's sinking. The position and length of the ship's wound (on the starboard quarter) admitted icy water, which caused the boilers to explode, and these explosions practically broke the ship in two.




     




    Had the ship struck the iceberg head-on, at whatever speed, and with whatever resultant shock, the bulkhead system of water-tight compartments would probably have saved the vessel. As one man expressed it, it was the "impossible" that happened when, with a shock unbelievably mild, the ship's side was torn for a length which made the bulkhead system ineffective. The Titanic was 1799 miles from Queenstown and 1191 miles from New York, speeding for a maiden voyage record. The night was starlight, the sea glassy. Lights were out in most of the staterooms and only two or three congenial groups remained in the public rooms.




     




    In the crows' nest, or lookout, and on the bridge, officers and members of the crew were at their places, awaiting relief at midnight from their two hours' watch.




     




    At 11.45 came the sudden sound of two gongs, a warning of immediate danger.




     




    The crash against the iceberg, which had been sighted at only a quarter of a mile, came almost simultaneously with the clink of the levers operated by those on the bridge, which stopped the engine and closed the watertight doors.




     




    CAPTAIN SMITH ON THE BRIDGE.




     




    Captain Smith was on the bridge a moment later, giving orders for the summoning of all on board and for the putting on of life preservers and the lowering of the lifeboats.




     




    The first boats lowered contained more men passengers than the latter ones, as the men were on deck first, and not enough women were there to fill them.




     




    When, a moment later, the rush of frightened women and crying children to the deck began, enforcement of the women-first rule became rigid. Officers loading some of the boats drew revolvers, but in most cases the men, both passengers and crew, behaved in a way that called for no such restraint.




     




    Revolver shots, heard by many persons shortly before the end of the Titanic caused many rumors. One was that Captain Smith shot himself, another was that First Officer Murdock ended his life. Smith, Murdock and Sixth Officer Moody are known to have been lost. The surviving officers, Lightoller, Pitman, Boxhall and Lowe, have made no statement.




     




    Members of the crew discredit all reports of suicide, and say Captain Smith remained on the bridge until just before the ship sank, leaping only after those on the decks had been washed away. It is also related that, when a cook later sought to pull him aboard a lifeboat, he exclaimed, "Let me go!" and, jerking away, went down.




     




    What became of the men with life preservers? is a question asked since the disaster by many persons.




     




    The preservers did their work of supporting their wearers in the water until the ship went down. Many of those drawn into the vortex, despite the preservers, did not come up again. Dead bodies floated on the surface as the last boats moved away.




     




    "NEARER MY GOD TO THEE."




     




    To relate that the ship's string band gathered in the saloon, near the end, and played "Nearer, My God, To Thee," sounds like an attempt to give an added solemn color to a scene which was in itself the climax of solemnity. But various passengers and survivors of the crew agree in the declaration that they heard this music. To some of the hearers, with husbands among the dying men in the water, and at the ship's rail, the strain brought in thought the words




     




    "So, by my woes I'll be




    Nearer, My God, to Thee,




    Nearer to Thee."




     




    "Women and children first," was the order in the filling of the Titanic's lifeboats. How well that order was fulfilled, the list of missing first and second cabin passengers bears eloquent witness. "Mr." is before almost every name, and the contrast is but made stronger by the presence of a few names of women--Mrs. Isidor Straus, who chose death rather than to leave her husband's side; Mrs. Allison, who remained below with her husband and daughter, and others who, in various ways, were kept from entering the line of those to be saved.




     




    To most of the passengers, the midnight crash against the ice mountain did not seem of terrific force.




     




    Many were so little disturbed by it that they hesitated to dress and put on life preservers, even when summoned by the thundering knocks and shouts of the stewards. Bridge players in the smoking room kept on with their game.




     




    Once on deck, many hesitated to enter the swinging lifeboats. The glassy sea, the starlit sky, the absence, in the first few moments, of intense excitement, gave them the feeling that there was only some slight mishap--that those who got into the boats would have a chilly half-hour below, and might later be laughed at.




     




    It was such a feeling as this, from all accounts, which caused John Jacob Astor and his wife to refuse the places offered them in the first boat, and to retire to the gymnasium. In the same way, H.J. Allison, Montreal banker, laughed at the warning, and his wife, reassured by him, took her time about dressing.




     




    They and their daughter did not reach the Carpathia. Their son, less than two years old, was carried into a lifeboat by his nurse, and was taken in charge by Major Arthur Peuchen.




     




    ADMIRATION AND CONFIDENCE.




     




    The admiration felt by passengers and crew for the matchlessly appointed vessel was translated, in those first few moments, into a confidence which for some proved deadly.




     




    In the loading of the first boat restrictions of sex were not made, and it seemed to the men who piled in




     




    beside the women that there would be boats enough for all. But the ship's officers knew better than this, and as the spreading fear caused an earnest advance toward the suspended craft, the order, "Women first!" was heard, and the men were pushed aside.




     




    To the scenes of the next two hours on those decks and in the waters below, such adjectives as




     




    "dramatic" and "tragic" do but poor justice. With the knowledge of deadly peril gaining greater power each moment over those men and women, the nobility of the greater part, both among cabin passengers, officers, crew and steerage, asserted itself.




     




    Isidor Straus, supporting his wife on her way to a lifeboat, was held back by an inexorable guard.




     




    Another officer strove to help her to a seat of safety, but she brushed away his arm and clung to her husband, crying, "I will not go without you."




     




    Another woman took her place, and her form, clinging to her husband's, became part of a picture now drawn indelibly in many minds. Neither wife nor husband reached a place of safety.




     




    Colonel Astor, holding his young wife's arm, stood decorously aside as the officers spoke to him, and Mrs. Astor and her maid were ushered to seats. Mrs. Henry B. Harris, parted in like manner from her husband, saw him last at the rail, beside Colonel Astor. Walter M. Clark, of Los Angeles, nephew of the Montana Senator, joined the line of men as his young wife, sobbing, was placed in one of the boats.




     




    AN AGONIZING SEPARATION.




     




    "Let him come! There is room!" cried Mrs. Emil Taussig as the men of the White Star Line motioned to her husband to leave her. It was with difficulty that he released her hold to permit her to be led to her place.




     




    George D. Widener, who had been in Captain Smith's company a few moments after the crash, was another whose wife was parted from him and lowered a moment later to the surface of the calm sea.




     




    Of Major Archie Butt, a favorite with his fellow tourists; of Charles M. Hayes, president of the Grand Trunk; of Benjamin Guggenheim and of William T. Stead, no one seems to know whether they tarried too long in their staterooms or whether they forbore to approach the fast filling boats, none of them was in the throng which, weary hours afterward, reached the Carpathia.




     




    Simultaneously on all the upper decks of the ship the ropes creaked with the lowering of the boats. As they reached the water, those in the boats saw what those on the decks could not see--that the Titanic was listing rapidly to starboard, and that her stern was rising at a portentous angle. A rush of steerage men toward the boats was checked by officers with revolvers in hand.




     




    Some of the boats, crowded too full to give rowers a chance, drifted for a time. None had provisions or water; there was lack of covering from the icy air, and the only lights were the still undimmed arcs and incandescents of the settling ship, save for one of the first boats. There a steward, who explained to the passengers that he had been shipwrecked twice before, appeared carrying three oranges and a green light.




     




    That green light, many of the survivors says, was to the shipwrecked hundreds as the pillar of fire by night. Long after the ship had disappeared, and while confusing false lights danced about the boats, the green lantern kept them together on the course which led them to the Carpathia.




     




    ECHOING SPLASH OF CHILLY WATERS.




     




    As the end of the Titanic became manifestly but a matter of moments, the oarsmen pulled their boats away, and the chilling waters began to echo splash after splash as the passengers and. sailors in life preservers leaped over and started swimming away to escape the expected suction.




     




    Only the hardiest of constitutions could endure for more than a few moments such a numbing bath. The first vigorous strokes gave way to the heart-breaking cries of "Help! Help!" and stiffened forms were seen floating, the faces relaxed in death.




     




    Revolver shots were heard in the ship's last moments. The first report spread among the boats was that Captain Smith had ended his life with a bullet. Then it was said that a mate had shot a steward who tried to push his way upon a boat against orders. None of these tales has been verified, and many of the crew say the captain, without a preserver, leaped in at the last and went down, refusing a cook's offered aid.




     




    The last of the boats, a collapsible, was launched too late to get away, and was overturned by the ship's sinking. Some of those in it--all, say some witnesses--found safety on a raft or were picked up by lifeboats.




     




    In the Marconi tower, almost to the last, the loud click of the sending instrument was heard over the waters. Who was receiving the message, those in the boats did not know, and they would least of all have supposed that a Mediterranean ship in the distant South Atlantic track would be their rescuer.




     




    As the screams in the water multiplied, another sound was heard, strong and clear at first, then fainter in the distance. It was the melody of the hymn "Nearer, My God, to Thee," played by the string orchestra in the dining saloon. Some of those on the water started to sing the words, but grew silent as they realized that for the men who played the music was a sacrament soon to be consummated by death. The serene strains of the hymn and the frantic cries of the dying blended in a symphony of sorrow.




     




    BOATS FOLLOW THE GREEN LIGHT.




     




    Led by the green light, under the light of the stars, the boats drew away, and the bow, then the quarter, then the stacks and at last the stern of the marvel- ship of a few days before passed beneath the waters.




     




    The great force of the ship's sinking was unaided by any violence of the elements, and the suction, into so great as had been feared, rocked but mildly the group of boats now a quarter of a mile distant from it.




     




    Sixteen boats were in the forlorn procession which entered on the terrible hours of rowing, drifting and suspense. Women wept for lost husbands and sons. Sailors sobbed for the ship which had been their pride. Men chocked back tears and sought to comfort the widowed. Perhaps, they said, other boats might have put off in another direction toward the last. They strove, though none too sure themselves, to convince the women of the certainty that a rescue ship would appear.




     




    Early dawn brought no ship, but not long after 5 A.M. the Carpathia, far out of her path and making eighteen knots, instead of her wonted fifteen, showed her single red and black smokestack upon the horizon. In the joy of that moment, the heaviest griefs were forgotten.




     




    Soon afterward Captain Rostrom and Chief Steward Hughes were welcoming the chilled and bedraggled arrivals over the Carpathia's side.




     




    Terrible as were the San Francisco, Slocum and Iroquois disasters, they shrink to local events in comparison with this world-catastrophe.




     




    True, there were others of greater qualifications and longer experience than I nearer the tragedy-but they, by every token of likelihood, have become a part of the tragedy. The honored--must I say lamented--Stead, the adroit Jacques Futrelle, what might they not tell were their hands able to hold pencil?




     




    The silence of the Carpathia's engines, the piercing cold, the clamor of many voices in the companionways, caused me to dress hurriedly and awaken my wife at 5.40 A.M. Monday. Our stewardess, meeting me outside, pointed to a wailing host in the rear dining room and said, "From the Titanic. She's at the bottom of the ocean."




     




    THE LAST OF THE LINE OF BOATS.




     




    At the ship's side, a moment later, I saw the last of the line of boats discharge their loads, and saw women, some with cheap shawls about their heads, some with the costliest of fur cloaks, ascending the ship's side. And such joy as the first sight of our ship may have given them had disappeared from their faces, and there were tears and signs of faltering as the women were helped up the ladders or hoisted aboard in swings. For lack of room to Put them, several of the Titanic's boats after unloading were set adrift.




     




    At our north was a broad ice field, the length of hundreds of Carpathias. Around us on other sides were sharp and glistening peaks. One black berg, seen about 10 A.M., was said to be that which sunk the Titanic.




     




    In his tiny house over the second cabin smoking room was Harold Cotton, the Marconi operator, a ruddy English youth, whose work at his post, on what seemed ordinary duty, until almost midnight, had probably saved the lives of the huddling hundreds below.




     




    Already he was knitting his brows over the problem of handling the messages which were coming in batches from the purser's office. The haste with which these Marconigrams were prepared by their senders was needless, in view of the wait of two days and two nights for a long connection. "Safe" was the word with which most of the messages began; then, in many of them, came the words "---- missing."




     




    Disheveled women, who the night before could have drawn thousands from husbands' letters of credit or from Titanic's safe, stood penniless before the Carpathia's purser, asking that their messages be forwarded--collect. Their messages were taken with the rest.




     




    HOPE REVIVED BY SIGHT OF CATTLE BOAT.




     




    The Californian, a cattle ship, came near us, and though it gave no sign of having any of the Titanic's refugees on board, its presence in the vicinity gave hope to many women who were encouraged in the belief hat the Californian might have picked up their loved ones.




     




    Captain Rostrom's decision to abandon the Mediterranean course, begun the Thursday before, and to return to an American port, was soon known to the passengers. At first it was reported that Halifax or Boston would be the destination, but at noon the notice of the intended arrival at New York three days later was posted. At that time the Carpathia, at an increase over her usual moderate speed, was westward bound and her passengers were deferring their hopes of Gibraltar, Naples and Trieste, and were sharing their rooms with the newcomers. Few men of the Carpathia's passenger list slept in a bed in any of the nights that followed. They had the men of the Titanic lay in chairs on deck, on dining tables or smoking-room couches, or on the floors of the rooms which held their hand baggage and their curtained-off guests. The captain was the first to vacate his room, which was used as a hospital.




     




    In the first cabin library, women of wealth and refinement mingled their grief and asked eagerly for news of the possible arrival of a belated boat, or a message from some other steamer telling of the safety of their husbands. Mrs. Henry B. Harris, wife of a New York theatrical manager, checked her tears long enough to beg that some message of hope be sent to her father-in-law. Mrs. Ella Thor, Miss Marie Young, Mrs. Emil Taussig and her daughter, Ruth; Mrs. Martin Rothschild, Mrs. William Augustus Spencer, Mrs. J. Stuart White and Mrs. Walter M. Clark were a few of those who lay back, exhausted, on the leather cushions and told in shuttering sentences of their experiences.




     




    PROUD OF HER HUSBAND'S OARSMANSHIP.




     




    Mrs. John Jacob Astor and the Countess of Rothes had been taken to staterooms soon after their arrival on shipboard. Those who talked with Mrs. Astor said she spoke often of her husband's ability as an oarsman and said he could save himself if he had a chance. That he could have had such a chance, she seemed hardly to hope.




     




    To another stateroom a tall, dark man had been conducted, his head bowed, anguish in his face. He was Bruce Ismay, head of the International Mercantile Marine and chief owner of the Titanic and her sister ship, the Olympic. He has made the maiden voyage on each of his company's great ships. He remained in his room in a physician's care during the voyage back to New York. Captain Rostrom, his only caller, was not admitted to see him until Tuesday evening.




     




    Before noon, at the captain's request, the first cabin passengers of the Titanic gathered in the saloon, and the passengers of other classes in corresponding places on the rescue ship. Then the collecting of names was begun by the purser and the stewards. A second table was served in both cabins for the new guests, and the Carpathia's second cabin, being better fitted than its first, the second class arrivals bad to be sent to the steerage.




     




    In the middle of the morning, the Carpathia passed near the spot, seamen said, where the Titanic went down. Only a few floating chairs marked the place. The ice peaks had changed their position. Which of those in sight, if any, caused the wreck was matter of conjecture.




     




    Those of the refugees who had not lost relatives found subject for distress in the reflection that their money and jewels were at the bottom of the sea. Miss Edith L. Rosenbaum, writer for a fashion trade journal, mourned the loss of trunks containing robes from Paris and Tunis. Several of the late works of Philip Mock, miniature painter, were in his lost baggage, but the artist was not inclined to dwell on this mishap.




     




    AN OBJECT OF PITYING SIGHS.




     




    The child of the Montreal Allisons, bereft of both parents and carried by a nurse, was an object of pitying sighs in the saloon. In the second cabin, two French children engaged pitying attention. The two boys, four and two years old, who had lost their mother a year before and their father the night before, were children of beauty and intelligence, but were too abashed to answer any questions, even those put in their native tongue. Their surname is believed to be Hoffman. They are now in the care of Miss Margaret Hays, of 304 West Eighty-third street, New York.




     




    Reminiscences of two bridge whist games of Sunday night in the smoking-room and the lounge room were exchanged by passengers who believed that the protracted games, a violation of the strict Sabbath rules of English vessels, saved their lives. Alfred Drachenstadt was leader in the smoking-room game, Miss Dorothy Gibson in the other.




     




    Mrs. Jacques Futrelle, wife of the novelist, herself a writer of note, sat dry-eyed in the saloon, telling her friends that she had given up hope for her husband. She joined with the rest in inquiries as to the chances of rescue by another ship, and no one told her what soon came to be the fixed opinion of the men--that all those saved were on the Carpathia.




     




    "I feel better," Mrs. Futrelle said hours afterward, "for I can cry now."




     




    Among the men, conversation centered on the accident and the responsibility for it. Many expressed the belief that the Titanic, in common with other vessels, had had warning of the packs, but that in the effort to establish a record on the maiden run sufficient heed had not been paid to the warnings. The failure of the safety compartments, said to have been closed from the bridge directly after the accident, was the occasion of amazement, and one theory offered was that the doors had, for some reason, not closed in the usual manner. Others contended that these devices are, at best, but time-savers, and said that without them the Titanic would have gone under before three boats could have been lowered.




     




    THE OFFICERS' REQUIREMENTS DISCUSSED.




     




    The requirement that the officers on the bridge should take temperatures of the water every fifteen minutes to indicate the approach of ice was also discussed.




     




    As to the behavior of officers and crew, not a word of complaint was heard from the men. They were praised as worthy Britons and true seamen. In the same breath the survivors exalted the heroism of the missing men of the first cabin, who had stood calmly waiting for their turn--the turn which, because of scarcity of boats and shortness of time, never came for most of them.




     




    "God knows I'm not proud to be here!" said a rich New York man. "I got on a boat when they were about to lower it and when, from delays below, there was no woman to take the vacant place. I don't think any man who was saved is deserving of censure, but I realize that, in contrast with those who went down, we may be viewed unfavorably." He showed a picture of his baby boy as he spoke.




     




    As the day passed, the fore part of the ship assumed some degree of order and comfort, but the crowded second cabin and decks gave forth the incessant sound of lamentation. A bride of two months sat on the floor and moaned her widowhood. An Italian mother shrieked the name of her lost son.




     




    A girl of seven wept over the loss, of her Teddy Bear and two dolls, while her mother, with streaming eyes, dared not tell the child that her father was lost, too, and that the money for which their home in England had been sold had gone down with him. Other children clung to the necks of the fathers who, because carrying them, had been permitted to take the boats.




     




    At 4 P.M. Monday the service for the dead was read by Father Roger Anderson, of the Episcopal Order of the Holy Cross, over the bodies of three seamen and one man, said to have been a cabin passenger, who were dead from exposure when received on this ship. Some of the Titanic's passengers turned away from the rail as the first of the weighted forms fell into the water.




     




     




    Chapter II - HEART-RENDING SCENES ON CARPATHIA




     




    The writer's narrative continues:




     




    In the hospital and the public rooms lay, in blankets, several others who had been benumbed by the water. Mrs. Rosa Abbott, who was in the water for hours, was restored during the day. G. Wikeman, the Titanic's barber, who declared he was blown off the ship by the second of the two explosions after the crash, was treated for bruises. A passenger, who was thoroughly ducked before being picked up, caused much amusement on this ship, soon after the doctors were through with him, by demanding a bath.




     




    Storekeeper Prentice, the last man off the Titanic to reach this ship, was also soon over the effects of his long swim in the icy waters, into which he leaped from the poop deck.




     




    The physicians of the Carpathia, were praised, as was Chief Steward Hughes, for work done in making the arrivals comfortable and averting serious illness.




     




    Monday night on the Carpathia was one of rest. The wailing and sobbing of the day were hushed as the widows and orphans slept. Tuesday, save for the crowded condition of the ship, matters took somewhat their normal appearance.




     




    Tuesday afternoon, in the saloon, a meeting of survivors Was held and plans for a testimonial to the officers and crew of the Carpathia and the survivors of the Titanic's crew were discussed. It was decided that relief of the destitute should first be considered, and the chairman of the meeting, Samuel Goldenberg, appointed a committee consisting of I. G. Frauenthal, Mrs. J.J. Brown, William Bushnell and George Stone to raise a fund. The first subscriptions were for the amounts were paid largely in travelers' checks or personal checks, cash being somewhat scarce among the refugees, who had kept their currency in the purser's safe.




     




    Resolutions were adopted praising the Titanic's surviving officers and crew and the officers, crew and passengers of the Carpathia, and declaring that a memorial is needed for "those who in heroic self-sacrifice made possible the rescue of so many others." One speaker suggested that a memorial fund be raised by popular subscription, mentioning the "World" as a suitable medium. This and other suggestions were left to the committee to develop.




     




    Rain and fog marked the Carpathia's homeward course, and those who were not seasick when New York was reached were none the less sick of the sea.




     




    CAPTAIN ROSTROM'S RULE.
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