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In "The Relief of Mafeking," Filson Young presents a vivid and compelling narrative that chronicles the events surrounding the Siege of Mafeking during the Second Boer War. Young's literary style is characterized by his detailed and dramatic prose, which transports readers to a time of crisis and valor. Combining a gripping narrative with insightful analysis, the book immerses its audience in the tense atmosphere of the besieged town, revealing the psychological and social dynamics at play. Written against the backdrop of late Victorian Britain, the book examines themes of imperialism, heroism, and the complexities of war, capturing the fervor and contradictions of the period. Filson Young was a distinguished journalist and historian whose experiences during the Boer War profoundly influenced his writing. Born in 1871, he developed a keen interest in political and military affairs, which guided his passion for documenting the stories of those embroiled in conflict. Young's firsthand observations and interviews with soldiers and civilians lend authenticity to his portrayal of the siege, as he navigates the intersection of personal narratives and broader historical implications. For readers interested in the intricate tapestry of colonial history and military struggles, "The Relief of Mafeking" is an indispensable work that combines rich storytelling with historical rigor. Young's engaging prose not only captivates but also invokes a critical reflection on the nature of war and its far-reaching consequences, making it a recommended read for both history enthusiasts and literary scholars alike.
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In "A Short History of the Royal Navy, 1217 to 1688," David Hannay offers a concise yet comprehensive examination of the evolution of Britain's naval power through a pivotal period in maritime history. The book's literary style is notably incisive and engaging, blending rigorous scholarship with accessible prose that seeks to educate both the lay reader and the academic alike. Hannay's meticulous research unpacks the socio-political contexts surrounding naval engagements, illuminating the strategic significance of the Royal Navy in shaping the British Empire and its relationships with continental powers, while reflecting on naval warfare's transformation over the centuries. David Hannay (1853-1934) was not only a distinguished historian but also an accomplished diplomat and prolific writer. His keen interest in maritime history and naval affairs stemmed from a lifelong fascination with the sea and its influence on Britain's global stance. This book is an extension of his commitment to highlighting the narratives that often lie hidden in secondary historical accounts, drawing from a wealth of primary sources that give voice to the complexities of naval history. Hannay's work is a must-read for history enthusiasts, students of maritime affairs, and anyone intrigued by the making of modern Britain. His engaging narrative and thoughtful analysis provide a revealing glimpse into the Royal Navy's formative years, offering readers a rich understanding of its pivotal role in not only military terms but also in forging national identity.
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In "Narratives of Shipwrecks of the Royal Navy; between 1793 and 1849," William O. S. Gilly meticulously chronicles a series of harrowing maritime disasters that befell the Royal Navy during a pivotal era in British naval history. Gilly adopts a narrative style that intricately blends historical documentation with vivid storytelling, capturing not only the factual sequences of events but also the emotional turbulence faced by the sailors. Each account is rich with detail, presenting readers with a comprehensive exploration of the naval challenges, technological limitations, and human courage that characterized this tumultuous period. The work serves as both a historical account and a contribution to the maritime literature of the early 19th century, highlighting the intersection of naval operations and the unpredictable nature of the sea. William O. S. Gilly was deeply entrenched in naval history and culture, which informed his writings. His experiences and observations as a sailor, paired with a profound respect for the Royal Navy's legacy, fueled his desire to document these narratives. Gilly's academic rigor and passion for maritime stories render this work not just an exploration of shipwrecks, but also a reflection on the human condition amid adversity. For those intrigued by historical narratives, maritime history, or tales of survival, Gilly's "Narratives of Shipwrecks of the Royal Navy" is an essential read. It offers unique insights into the resilience of sailors and the broader implications of naval warfare during a formative time in British history, making it a valuable addition to both personal libraries and academic collections.
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In "Fifty-two Stories of the British Navy, from Damme to Trafalgar," Alfred H. Miles presents a compelling tapestry of naval history woven through vivid narratives and rich character studies. This collection chronicles pivotal events and lesser-known anecdotes within the British Navy, spanning from the Battle of Damme to the legendary Battle of Trafalgar. Miles employs a direct and engaging writing style, blending historical accuracy with a dramatic flair that captures the reader's imagination, effectively situating these tales within the broader context of British maritime heritage and national identity during the age of sail. Alfred H. Miles, a noted writer and editor in the late 19th and early 20th centuries, had a profound interest in British naval history and literature, influenced by his own maritime lineage and the national pride associated with naval prowess. His extensive research and passion for storytelling illuminate the valor and complex realities of sailors' lives, making this work both an homage to and a critique of naval culture during a time of intense geopolitical rivalry. For historians, students, and enthusiasts of naval lore, this collection serves as a pivotal resource that not only enriches the understanding of British naval history but also provides a thrilling literary journey. Miles's stories beckon readers to immerse themselves in the annals of maritime adventure, making it a must-read for those captivated by tales of courage, strategy, and sacrifice on the high seas.
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In "How Britannia Came to Rule the Waves," William Henry Giles Kingston offers a captivating narrative that delves into the maritime history of Britain, tracing its evolution into a naval superpower. Rich in vivid descriptions and stirring prose, the book intertwines adventure and historical realism, employing a storytelling style that appeals to both the historical connoisseur and the layperson. Kingston meticulously recounts key events, technological advancements, and the cultural attitudes of the British Empire, embedding his account within the broader context of 19th-century imperialism and nationalism, making it an essential read for understanding Britain's naval legacy. Kingston, an esteemed British author and naval enthusiast, was heavily influenced by his own experiences at sea and his fervent belief in the British Empire's virtues. His firsthand knowledge of maritime life and the naval struggles of his time deeply informed his literature. Kingston aimed to inspire a sense of pride in British naval accomplishments, which permeates this work as he presents historical figures and events with reverence and admiration, instilling a narrative infused with patriotism and exploration. This book is recommended for readers who are intrigued by naval history, Victorian literature, and the workings of imperial power. Kingston's compelling blend of adventure and factual recount demonstrates not only the significance of naval prowess in shaping a nation but also the romantic allure of maritime exploration. A must-read for historians, educators, and anyone seeking to understand the vast expanse of Britain's reach across the seas.

Buy now and read (Advertising)





    Filson Young
  


  Titanic


  


 



  
    EAN 8596547419488
  



 
    DigiCat, 2022

	Contact: DigiCat@okpublishing.info
    
  








[image: ]






I


Table of Contents



If you enter Belfast Harbour early in the morning on the mail steamer from Fleetwood you will see far ahead of you a smudge of smoke. At first it is nothing but the apex of a great triangle formed by the heights on one side, the green wooded shores on the other, and the horizon astern. As you go on the triangle becomes narrower, the blue waters smoother, and the ship glides on in a triangle of her own—a triangle of white foam that is parallel to the green triangle of the shore. Behind you the Copeland Lighthouse keeps guard over the sunrise and the tumbling surges of the Channel, before you is the cloud of smoke that joins the narrowing shores like a gray canopy; and there is no sound but the rush of foam past the ship’s side.

You seem to be making straight for a gray mud flat; but as you approach you see a narrow lane of water opening in the mud and shingle. Two low banks, like the banks of a canal, thrust out their ends into the waters of the lough; and presently, her speed reduced to dead slow, the ship enters between these low mud banks, which are called the Twin Islands. So narrow is the lane that as she enters the water rises on the shingle banks and flows in waves on either side of her like two gray horses with white manes that canter slowly along, a solemn escort, until the channel between the islands is passed. Day and night, winter and summer, these two gray horses are always waiting; no ship ever surprises them asleep; no ship enters but they rise up and shake their manes and accompany her with their flowing, cantering motion along the confines of their territory. And when you have passed the gates that they guard you are in Belfast Harbour, in still and muddy water that smells of the land and not of the sea; for you seem already to be far from the things of the sea.

As you have entered the narrow channel a new sound, also far different from the liquid sounds of the sea, falls on your ear; at first a low sonorous murmuring like the sound of bees in a giant hive, that rises to a ringing continuous music—the multitudinous clamour of thousands of blows of metal on metal. And turning to look whence the sound arises you seem indeed to have left the last of the things of the sea behind you; for on your left, on the flattest of the mud flats, arises a veritable forest of iron; a leafless forest, of thousands upon thousands of bare rusty trunks and branches that tower higher than any forest trees in our land, and look like the ruins of some giant grove submerged by the sea in the brown autumn of its life, stripped of its leaves and laid bare again, the dead and rusty remnants of a forest. There is nothing with any broad or continuous surface—only thousands and thousands of iron branches with the gray sky and the smoke showing through them everywhere, giant cobwebs hanging between earth and the sky, intricate, meaningless networks of trunks and branches and sticks and twigs of iron.

But as you glide nearer still you see that the forest is not lifeless, nor its branches deserted. From the bottom to the topmost boughs it is crowded with a life that at first seems like that of mites in the interstices of some rotting fabric, and then like birds crowding the branches of the leafless forest, and finally appears as a multitude of pigmy men swarming and toiling amid the skeleton iron structures that are as vast as cathedrals and seem as frail as gossamer. It is from them that the clamour arises, the clamour that seemed so gentle and musical a mile away, and that now, as you come closer, grows strident and deafening. Of all the sounds produced by man’s labour in the world this sound of a great shipbuilding yard is the most painful. Only the harshest materials and the harshest actions are engaged in producing it: iron struck upon iron, or steel smitten upon steel, or steel upon iron, or iron upon steel—that and nothing else, day in, day out, year in and year out, a million times a minute. It is an endless, continuous birth-agony, that should herald the appearance of some giant soul. And great indeed should be the overture to such an agony; for it is here that of fire and steel, and the sweat and pain of millions of hours of strong men’s labour, were born those two giant children that were destined by man finally to conquer the sea.

In this awful womb the Titanic took shape. For months and months in that monstrous iron enclosure there was nothing that had the faintest likeness to a ship; only something that might have been the iron scaffolding for the naves of half-a-dozen cathedrals laid end to end. Far away, furnaces were smelting thousands and thousands of tons of raw material that finally came to this place in the form of great girders and vast lumps of metal, huge framings, hundreds of miles of stays and rods and straps of steel, thousands of plates, not one of which twenty men could lift unaided; millions of rivets and bolts—all the heaviest and most sinkable things in the world. And still nothing in the shape of a ship that could float upon the sea. The seasons followed each other, the sun rose now behind the heights of Carrickfergus and now behind the Copeland Islands; daily the ships came in from fighting with the boisterous seas, and the two gray horses cantered beside them as they slid between the islands; daily the endless uproar went on, and the tangle of metal beneath the cathedral scaffolding grew denser. A great road of steel, nearly a quarter of a mile long, was laid at last—a road so heavy and so enduring that it might have been built for the triumphal progress of some giant railway train. Men said that this roadway was the keel of a ship; but you could not look at it and believe them.

The scaffolding grew higher; and as it grew the iron branches multiplied and grew with it, higher and higher towards the sky, until it seemed as though man were rearing a temple which would express all he knew of grandeur and sublimity, and all he knew of solidity and permanence—something that should endure there, rooted to the soil of Queen’s Island for ever. The uproar and the agony increased. In quiet studios and offices clear brains were busy with drawings and calculations and subtle elaborate mathematical processes, sifting and applying the tabulated results of years of experience. The drawings came in time to the place of uproar; were magnified and subdivided and taken into grimy workshops; and steam-hammers and steam-saws smote and ripped at the brute metal, to shape it in accordance with the shapes on the paper. And still the ships, big and little, came nosing in from the high seas—little dusty colliers from the Tyne, and battered schooners from the coast, and timber ships from the Baltic, and trim mail steamers, and giants of the ocean creeping in wounded for succour—all solemnly received by the twin gray horses and escorted to their stations in the harbour. But the greatest giant of all that came in, which dwarfed everything else visible to the eye, was itself dwarfed to insignificance by the great cathedral building on the island.

The seasons passed; the creatures who wrought and clambered among the iron branches, and sang their endless song of labour there, felt the steel chill beneath the frosts of winter, and burning hot beneath the sun’s rays in summer, until at last the skeleton within the scaffolding began to take a shape, at the sight of which men held their breaths. It was the shape of a ship, a ship so monstrous and unthinkable that it towered high over the buildings and dwarfed the very mountains beside the water. It seemed like some impious blasphemy that man should fashion this most monstrous and ponderable of all his creations into the likeness of a thing that could float upon the yielding waters. And still the arms swung and the hammers rang, the thunder and din continued, and the gray horses shook their manes and cantered along beneath the shadow, and led the little ships in from the sea and out again as though no miracle were about to happen.

A little more than its own length of water lay between the iron forest and the opposite shore, in which to loose this tremendous structure from its foundations and slide it into the sea. The thought that it should ever be moved from its place, except by an earthquake, was a thought that the mind could not conceive, nor could anyone looking at it accept the possibility that by any method this vast tonnage of metal could be borne upon the surface of the waters. Yet, like an evil dream, as it took the shape of a giant ship, all the properties of a ship began to appear and increase in hideous exaggeration. A rudder as big as a giant elm tree, bosses and bearings of propellers the size of a windmill—everything was on a nightmare scale; and underneath the iron foundations of the cathedral floor men were laying on concrete beds pavements of oak and great cradles of timber and iron, and sliding ways of pitch pine to support the bulk of the monster when she was moved, every square inch of the pavement surface bearing a weight of more than two tons. Twenty tons of tallow were spread upon the ways, and hydraulic rams and triggers built and fixed against the bulk of the ship so that, when the moment came, the waters she was to conquer should thrust her finally from earth.

And the time did come. The branching forest became clothed and thick with leaves of steel. Within the scaffoldings now towered the walls of the cathedral, and what had been a network of girders and cantilevers and gantries and bridges became a building with floors, a ship with decks. The skeleton ribs became covered with skins of wood, the metal decks clothed with planks smooth as a ball-room floor. What had been a building of iron became a town, with miles of streets and hundreds of separate houses and buildings in it. The streets were laid out; the houses were decorated and furnished with luxuries such as no palace ever knew.
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