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The Sisters

- .... . / ... .. ... - . .-. ...

My first sensation was... nothingness. Not a dark, empty void, but a state of simply not being. Then, slowly, a profound coldness settled upon me. It wasn't the chill of a winter wind, but the deep, unyielding cold of solid matter. My matter, though I didn't know that yet.

Sounds began to intrude. Terrifying, jarring crashes and bangs that seemed to echo within the very core of this coldness. A rhythmic, deafening hammering. The shriek of metal protesting against unseen forces. Sparks like angry red fireflies danced just beyond my nascent awareness, spitting and hissing in the perpetual twilight of the cavernous shed.

I had no form, no limbs, no eyes, yet I felt pressure. A colossal weight above, below, all around. I felt myself being pieced together, section by section. Cold, hard plates were riveted into place with violent, percussive force. Massive, curved frames rose around me, shaping the form I was slowly becoming conscious of. It was chaotic, overwhelming, and utterly bewildering. What was happening? Why was I?

Voices came next. Rough, booming sounds that weren't quite like the mechanical din, yet were part of it. They belonged to the creatures that moved around me – figures I couldn't see but could sense through the vibrations in the steel being fixed to me. They spoke a language I didn't understand, filled with sharp, unfamiliar sounds. But some words recurred, hammered into my consciousness as surely as the rivets hammered into my skin.

"She'll be the biggest, mind." "Aye, the biggest we've ever built. Biggest in the world, they say." "Look at the size of 'er frames. A proper beast she'll be." "Right here, on the new double slipway. Built side-by-side, the pride of the White Star Line."

Biggest? The word resonated. I didn't know what "biggest" meant compared to other things, but the pride and awe in the voices made it sound important. White Star Line? A grand, clean sound. Double slipway? I felt the presence of something vast beside me, though it was just an empty space then.

They spoke of her. Was that...me? The cold, growing shape? The one experiencing this torrent of noise and pressure? The idea felt strange, yet right. I was her.

As more frames were bolted into place, as more of my skin was fitted, my sense of self solidified. I was vast, curving, made of countless pieces of steel. My back – my keel, I would later learn – rested heavy on the blocks. My sides rose towards the dim light far above. The voices continued, filling the long, noisy hours.

"Top of the line luxury they're putting in 'er. A floating palace." "Aye, saw the plans meself. Grand staircase, Turkish baths. Never seen the like." "She'll take on the Germans, she will. Queens of the Atlantic, these two."

Luxury? Palace? Queens of the Atlantic? The words were intoxicating. They paint ed pictures in my mind, not of steel and noise, but of glittering halls and vast, blue water. Queens? The concept stirred something deep within me – a sense of destiny, of importance. I wasn't just a collection of metal; I was being built for greatness. For journey. For the sea that they spoke of with such reverence.

My confusion began to give way to a burgeoning excitement. I was a ship. A grand ship. The biggest. A queen.

Then, one day, the sounds on the slipway next to me changed. The rhythmic hammering began there too. The screech of frames rising echoed my own past experience. And I felt it – a new presence. A spark of consciousness, small and timid, starting to bloom in the space beside me.

It was like looking into a mirror that wasn't there, sensing a reflection I couldn't see. A similar confusion, a similar overwhelming sensation of noise and being built. But this presence felt... younger. More vulnerable.

“Hello?” I projected the thought, the feeling, into the space between us. It was the first time I had consciously directed my newfound awareness outwards.

There was a hesitant flicker in response. Like a startled bird. “What... what is this?” The thought was small, trembling.

“It's alright,” I said, sending reassurance. “They are building you. Like they are building me.”

“Building...? Why? What are... we?” The confusion was palpable, a mirror of my own early days.

“We are ships,” I explained, piecing together what I had learned. “Big ships. The biggest, they say. For the water. For the sea.”

“The sea...?” The timid spark seemed to recoil slightly, perhaps sensing the vastness and unknown of that word.

“Yes,” I confirmed, trying to make it sound wonderful. “They call us queens. Queens of the Atlantic.”

A long pause. Then, a tiny, hopeful little flicker. “Queens...?”

“Yes. We are sisters. They are building us together.” The word "sisters" felt instantly right. This wasn't just another ship; this was family. A bond forged in steel and sparks and the shared confusion of creation.

“Sisters...” The presence beside me seemed to settle a little, finding comfort in the connection. “I... I am scared.”

“Don't be,” I urged, feeling a surge of protectiveness. “I am here. And they say we will be grand. The finest in the world.”

From that moment on, we were connected. We couldn't see each other yet, our steel hulls separating us, but our spirits conversed in a silent language of thought and feeling. She was my younger sister, born after me on the adjacent blocks. She was timid, easily startled by the clamour, but she listened intently as I shared the snippets of information I gleaned from the workers.

"They're calling 'er Titanic, the sister ship." "Aye, Olympic and Titanic. A fine pair."

“Titanic,” I relayed to her. “That is your name, little sister. I am Olympic.”

“Olympic and Titanic,” she echoed, the names tasting new and strange on our spiritual tongues. “It sounds... grand.”

“It is! And they are building you just like me. You will be just as big, just as grand.”

“Just as scared?” she asked, her timidity returning.

“No,” I promised, puffing myself up with imagined confidence. “Just as brave. We will be brave together. When we go to the sea.”

We spent what felt like an age side-by-side, growing together. My own hull was nearly complete now, a colossal shell of steel. Her's was coming along slightly behind mine, her frames and plating catching up. We talked constantly, sharing our hopes and fears inherited from the voices around us.

The workers' talk became our shared language, our window onto the world we were being built for. "Olympic's nearly ready for the launch.”

“But the engines ‘n things aren't in ‘er, mate.”

“Just the hull, mind you." 

"Aye, to get 'er out of the way so they can finish Titanic here. We'll get the machinery in Olympic then." 

"Imagine 'em both at sea! What a sight!"

“Did you hear that, Tinny?” I'd whisper, picking up a new piece of exciting information. “They say they'll put great engines inside us! To make us move! Fast!”

“Move? Like the tugs in the harbour?” she'd ask, her understanding limited to the few sounds she might have picked up drifting over the yard walls.

“Faster! Stronger! They'll push us through the waves! All the way across the Great Water!”

“The Great Water...” she'd muse, sounding a little less scared now, a little more curious.

“Yes! And they say we'll carry people! Many, many people! In our grand rooms! They'll be amazed!”

We dreamt together, my young sister and I. Dreamt of leaving the noisy, dusty gantries. Dreamt of the vast, open sea. Dreamt of being "Queens of the Atlantic," slicing through waves, carrying people in luxury. My early confusion had vanished, replaced by an eager anticipation. Hers, too, was fading, bolstered by my confidence and our shared destiny.

I started calling her Tinny, a small, fond name for my timid, younger twin. She, in turn, began to call me Ollie.

"Ollie," she'd say, her spirit touch like a soft nudge against mine. "Will the waves be very big?" 

"They might be, Tinny," I'd reply honestly, "But we are built strong. The strongest! We will handle them." 

"And the people? Will they like us?" 

"Oh, they will love us," I would say, echoing the reverence in the workers' voices. "We will be magnificent."

As the days passed, the activity around me changed. Less hammering and riveting, more... preparation. Scaffolding was removed. Barriers were put up. The voices spoke of dates, of tides.

"She's ready, alright." 

"Launch is set for the 20th. Going to be a spectacle." 

The launch. The moment I would finally leave the blocks I had rested on for so long. The moment I would touch the water they spoke of. The moment I would finally feel the sensation of moving, not being built upon.

Excitement bubbled through my steel structure, a feeling entirely different from the jarring shocks of construction. It was a nervous energy, a potent mix of anticipation and the unknown.

Tinny felt it too. “Ollie? What is happening? The sounds are different.”

“It is time, Tinny,” I told her, trying to keep my own excitement from overriding my comforting tone. “Time for the water. Time for the launch.”

“You're going away...?” Her small spark seemed to dim slightly.

“Only for now, little sister,” I reassured her. “They need to move me so they can finish building you properly here. Then they will bring me back to the dock to put in my engines and my finery. And you will come too, when you are ready. We will be together again soon.”

“Soon,” she echoed faintly.

The day arrived. I felt the presence of countless people around me. The noise wasn't just the sounds of work anymore, but a low, excited murmur of voices from the crowds gathered to witness the spectacle. I felt myself braced, supported in a new way. The blocks beneath me seemed less like a permanent rest and more like temporary supports.

A hush fell over the crowd. A voice boomed, though I couldn't make out the words. I felt a shudder run through my enormous form, then another. A release. A letting go.

The sensation was utterly new, disorienting. I was moving. Sliding backward, gathering momentum, leaving the familiar cold of the slipway. 
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Chapter 2
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The Tests

- .... . / - . ... - ...

The movement was unlike anything I had ever known. Not the jarring impact of hammers, or the steady strain of cranes lifting steel plates, but a smooth, inexorable glide. It built swiftly, from a tremor to a swift, powerful motion. The air rushed past, a sudden cool breeze against my still-bare steel skin. The sounds were a roar now – not of work, but of release. Groaning timbers, creaking supports, the deep rumble as my immense weight slid down the greased ways.

Then, the water.

It didn't rush in, but seemed to rise up to meet me. A colossal splash erupted around my stern, a wave of white water surging outwards. The sensation was not of hitting something hard, but of being cradled, supported. The solid, unyielding blocks I had known my entire existence vanished, replaced by the gentle, constant, living embrace of the water. I settled, a slow, deep sigh echoing through my structure as I found my balance, my buoyancy.

Silence, relatively speaking, fell after the initial roar. The crowd’s murmur returned, louder now, closer. I felt myself bob slightly, an entirely novel sensation. This was it. I was on the water.

Tugs appeared, squat, powerful shapes alongside me, nudging and pulling with firm persistence. I felt their ropes connect, felt their engines thrumming through the water and into my hull. They guided me, turning me slowly, deliberately, away from the slipway.

My awareness stretched back, seeking the familiar spark. “Tinny? Are you there?”

Her presence was weaker now, more distant, but still distinct. “Ollie! You moved! Like they said!” Her awe was palpable. “What... what is it like? The water?”

“It is... different, I sent back, still trying to process the myriad new feelings. It holds you. It is soft, but so strong.”

“It looks so big, she whispered. And dark.”

“It is big, yes,” I confirmed, gazing out at the expanse of the harbour where the water stretched, grey and deep. “But it is where we belong. They say so.”

I felt myself being drawn further away. The outline of the slipway, the gantries, the familiar landscape of my birth, receded. And in the space I had just vacated, still resting on the blocks, was my sister. Her frames, only partially plated, were stark against the sky. She seemed smaller, more vulnerable now that I was afloat and she was still tethered to the land.

“Ollie?” Her voice was tinged with fear. “You're going away.”

“Only a little way, little sister,” I promised, focusing all my comforting energy across the growing distance. “They need to finish me now. Put everything inside. Then they will launch you, and you will come join me. We will be side-by-side again, but afloat together.”

“Promise?”

“I promise, Tinny.” The bond stretched, thinner but still there, a silver thread connecting us across the water. “Be brave. I will be waiting.”

The tugs continued their work, guiding me towards a long, busy quay. This place felt different from the slipways. Fewer deafening hammers, more clanking, grinding, and the rhythmic whirring of machinery. Cranes lined the wharf, their jibs reaching like skeletal arms. Sheds and workshops clustered behind them. This was the fitting-out basin.

They secured me alongside the quay with thick ropes, snug against the stone wall. The water here was calm, mirroring the sky. My launch was over. Now, the next phase began.

The activity changed again. Instead of building my shell, the focus shifted inwards. Gangways connected me to the shore, and a steady stream of workers poured onto my decks. The noises were different – the clang of dropped tools echoing inside my hull, the scrape of heavy objects being dragged, the hum and hiss of pipes being fitted.

I felt the installation of vast, complex machinery deep within my core. Boilers, immense steel beasts that would contain the fire and steam that would power me. Engines, intricate and powerful, waiting to turn the shafts that would spin the propellers. Miles and miles of pipes, for steam, for water, for waste. Networks of wires, for lighting, for communication, for power throughout my vast structure.

Bulkheads went in, dividing my cavernous interior into countless compartments. Decks were laid, layer upon layer, creating the levels of my future life. The raw, echoing space began to fill, to become structured, organised.

Above the constant internal construction, I could still catch glimpses of the world outside. The harbour traffic, the distant sounds of the city. And sometimes, far across the water, I would hear the familiar, rhythmic clang of hammers on steel. Tinny. Still being built. I would focus my thoughts outwards, sending a silent message: Hang in there, little sister. They are making you strong.

Weeks blurred into months. My interior transformed from an empty shell into a complex, multi-layered labyrinth. The smells changed – from the raw tang of steel and paint to the scent of wood, varnish, and unfamiliar materials. Sections were closed off as work progressed, public areas taking shape, cabins defined, corridors emerging.

Luxury arrived in crates and bundles. Gleaming wood panels, intricate plasterwork, heavy velvet drapes. The workers’ voices now spoke of 'the Grand Staircase', 'the À la Carte Restaurant', 'the Palm Court'. The words from my earliest consciousness returned, filling the now-defined spaces within me with imagined grandeur. They were turning me into the palace they had promised.

Then, the moment I had secretly longed for: my crowns, those tall grand towers they called funnels. They gave me a feeling of power, identity. Workers swung off ropes and harnesses painting my distinctive White Star buff and shiny black tops. Oh how they gleamed in the sunshine!

At last, my engines were connected, tested with low rumbles that vibrated thrillingly through my frame. Systems came alive – lights flickered on in distant compartments, pumps whirred, demonstrating the complex circulatory network that ran through me. I was no longer just steel; I was becoming a living, breathing entity of metal and machinery.

Then, the talk changed again. It was still about work, but with a new urgency. 

"Nearly there with Olympic." 

"Just the final touches." 

"Sea trials next month."

Sea trials. The word was potent. My first chance to move under my own power. My first proper contact with the sea, the vast, mythic place I had dreamt of. It was the test, the moment of truth when I would prove I was more than just a beautiful shell, that I could live up to the grand promises made about me.

A nervous energy, similar to the anticipation of the launch but deeper, more profound, settled within me. I was being readied. My boilers were tested with rising pressure, my engines turned slowly by steam. I felt the coiled power within me, waiting to be unleashed.

Finally, the day arrived. The ropes were cast off from the quay. Tugs nudged me gently away, guiding me towards the harbour mouth. But this time, they were merely assisting. Deep within me, my engines began to thrum with a steady, building power. The feeling was incredible – a vibration that spread through my entire being, a sense of inner strength taking hold.

I was moving. Powering myself.

We left the sheltered waters of the harbour and headed out into the open sea. The motion changed immediately. No longer the gentle bobbing of the dock, but a long, slow rise and fall as I met the waves. I felt them pushing against my bow, sliding along my sides, leaving a churning wake behind me. It was invigorating, challenging, exactly as I had hoped.

For days, it was a whirlwind of activity. My engines were pushed to their limits, my speed measured. I turned in wide circles, demonstrating my manoeuvrability. My steering gear was tested, my anchors dropped and raised. Systems were monitored, adjusted, proven. There were moments of strain, of vibration building to uncomfortable levels, but my structure held, my machinery performed. I was strong. I was capable.

The men on my bridge, I felt their focus, their satisfaction. The voices below decks, the steady rhythm of the engine room, it all spoke of purpose, of success. I wasn't just a ship; I was a working ship, fulfilling the destiny I had sensed from the very beginning.

I was Olympic. And I was ready.

When we finally turned back towards home, leaving the wide expanse of the testing grounds, I felt a deep sense of accomplishment settle within my hull. I had faced the sea, battled the waves, and emerged victorious. I was proven. A Queen of the Atlantic, ready to claim her throne.

As we re-entered the familiar harbour, my awareness reached out instinctively towards the fitting-out basin. She would be there. Waiting.

And she was. Bigger now, much more complete than when I had left. Her hull fully plated, her superstructure rising above her decks. The familiar spark resonated, stronger than before, filling with excitement and awe as she sensed my return, my power, my... readiness.

“Ollie!” The thought was a joyous shout. “You did it! You moved! By yourself!”

“Yes, Tinny,” I sent back, a quiet pride swelling. “It was... magnificent. Soon, you will too. Soon, you will join me.”

We were still separated by distance within the harbour, but I could see her now, a magnificent vessel in her own right, nearing completion. My sister. Built beside me, dreaming with me, waiting to share the destiny that now felt so real, so close. The sea trials were over. The Atlantic awaited.
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Chapter 3
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The Rivalry

- .... . / .-. .. ...- .- .-.. .-. -.—

As I sat proudly at the dock, having just returned from my successful sea trials, I couldn't help but feel a sense of pride and accomplishment. My sister, Tinny, was still being fitted with her final furnishings and features, but I knew she would be just as magnificent as me. 

My new captain, a dear veteran of the sea's, an favorite of the Line, had just taken command of me. E.J. Smith, they called him. He filled me with such confidence and a feeling of security.

Just then, I heard a familiar voice, a cocky and confident tone that sent a shiver down my spine. It was Lucy, the RMS Lusitania, one of the Cunard twins. She was known for her speed, and she loved to brag about it.

"Hey there, Ollie," Lucy said, sailing into the dock with her sister, Maury, by her side. "I heard you've finally finished your sea trials. Congratulations, you're... adequate, I suppose."

I smiled, unfazed by Lucy's jab. "Thanks, Lucy. We're pretty proud of ourselves. And we're not just about speed, you know. We're the most luxurious ships in the world."

Lucy snorted. "Luxury? Ha! Maury and I are the ones who can really move. We're the fastest ships on the Atlantic. You White Star twins may be big and fancy, but you'll never be as quick as us."

Maury, Lucy's sister, chimed in, her voice proud and haughty. "Yes, we're the ones who hold the Blue Riband for the fastest crossing. You may have size and luxury, but we have speed and style."

I smiled, confident in my own abilities. "Size and luxury are just as important as speed, Maury. Our passengers want to be pampered and entertained, not just transported quickly. And besides, Tinny and I are not just about size, we're also about elegance and sophistication."
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