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  Prologue




  What you are about to read is a journal that was found mixed in with a box of other exceptional and aged books at a recent estate sale of a well known Scottish Lord in Liverpool.




  Though our research has found that the writings on the pages of this journal to be authentic with the timeline of the entries, the story; however, is outside of the historical references and therefore cannot be supported by any known evidence. As such, we are left unable to confirm if a man with some importance to the creation and untimely sinking of the Titanic wrote these words or, if these are the writings of a crazed individual with a highly interesting story.




  Though the latter seems more plausible the story you are about to read is both puzzling and mysterious and will leave a thought of wonder in your heart once you have finished reading it. What follows in this journal shall make you truly think that, “the impossible is only something yet to be successfully tried.”




  Journal Entry 1




  October 5, 1937




  11:46 p.m.




  I know not who you are, nor the series of events in your past that have brought you before these ill-fated pages.




  Nor do I; nor shall I ever know the communal or ascribed stature or value of the person you are, nor the fashion of your attendance or candor of valor or fancy of public worth or moral importance.




  Nor do I fancy knowing if these darkened pages of my last words breath; my legacy upon this shallow scorched earth shall ever again be cursed by the blessed rays of endless sunlight. Nor do I know in what restriction or disposition they will come to be victimized before your eyes. Nor does it seem at this time in my life, do I trouble myself with cause or burden myself to care. No, I care not who you are or for what manner of fate which has befallen you, which has allowed you to come before my past upon these pieces of parchment.




  Thus, I know not if you will ever come to understand the person, I truly was during the prime of my existence upon the great Atlantic during the industrial age of man. Nor the history of the person your inaccurate historians may mark upon me.




  I am sure; however, as blood still pulses through my dying shell, that your age and the ages leading up to your creation have always depicted me as a cold-blooded coward.




  Yet those few others of my own profession and standing will see me as a devious and corner cutting businessman looking out for the bottom dollar; the same person they see looking back at them every time they stand idly in the mirror before going to their own place of employment.




  Now, as for you, for you who read these last words, whose eyes move with assiduousness upon these pages of parchment. For you, I give the gift of the eternal ages; I give the reward of light to the darkness of this shallow world.




  For you, whose eyes continue to scroll over the last words of a dying man's confession; I give to you the world, the pearl inside the oyster; the diamond in the rough, all these I give to you, contained in the bindings of my writings. I give to you the truth of this old man’s dying confession, the truth hidden before the open eyes of man.




  To you I give the truth unlike any mortal man have given before.




  You among all others will know me unlike any other. You will see me unlike those that I have called my family. For you will see me in all my truths and faults of nature. You; yes you, my dear audacious fellow, will come to see me as both a demon and an angel in human form and see me as a man hell bent on his right to vengeance as well as a proud and noble son standing upon the rights and retribution of his father’s love.




  Oh… how odd is it not, that I, a man with such grace and culture, of such structure, wealth, and honorable nobility turn to you the unknown reader to judge me so?




  For you could be a pauper, a peasant, or a homeless soul seeking refuge in a back alley of a local pub. A lonely soul that has picked up this journal in the hasten hopes of using its pages as scraps to keep the warmth in your body just a few moments longer.




  Oh… how utterly ironic this entire situation which has been my life, I find it ever so funny and yet almost rightly malevolent, that these words... my words shall live on past these pages and to your heart and mind where they will live all throughout the days of your existence. Long after the passing of my own demise, these words will continue on to torment the countless others that read them just as you do now to know the truth, the truth dead to the ages.




  This is so bitterly odd and yet ever so ironic is it not, that the words that I place upon this parchment; the words that I breathe the fire of life into with the touch of my pen will live on long after my body has turned to dust and returned back to its original destination of life.




  Strange how it is only now that I can see the true disdain of it all, as the pain in my body strikes violently forth like a hasted bolt of lightning striking down upon the lands, how bitterly odd this quest of my true life’s work has come to pass.




  Yet my work; this work cannot be torched and set aflame like countless others, as my work… the work of my past, can stand through the flames of any fire. As this work has meaning… a tangible sadness that shall flow through the lives of those yet to breathe breath upon this world; those lives yet to understand the sadness of what this world has to offer and the pains of anger that comes with it.




  Oh, how ripe with decay my life has become with this self-infliction, my death upon me so, its blade pressing against my ragged old throat. I feel each moment of my life slipping by like water through my fingers as the razor sharp blade easily slips deeper into my flesh, embedding deeper into my soul. My cup of life emptier with each passing moment, each passing breath I take.




  I can smell the decay in my lungs; the taste of rot lingering upon my lips and my tongue, like the bitter aftertaste of spoiled, maggot infested beef, my own demise ever so evident upon my lips.




  Oh, I can hear him once more. His voice ripe with sinister death, I can hear his whispers in my head, ravaging my mind like a thousand daggers; the images of his sharpened tongue stabbing his words like fire upon my flesh. His words of hatred consuming me even now; like a son afraid of the painful punishment from his scolding father; I too fear his words… his punishment upon me.




  With each passing breath, I can feel his darkness closing in around me, like a tightly pulled noose around my throat, his hatred and vanity continues to close in upon my soul.




  The decaying images of my harbinger of death draw upon my eyes like the shadow of a great immortal lion, waiting for me to breathe my last breath so that he can devour his vengeance of all those lost souls upon my rotting corpse. His vile image and hatred so clear, I fear it so. I hate and fear you my demon... my savior.




  Yet soon you shall have your way with me. Soon my hourglass will run its final grain of sand and I will be no more to this world than the hollow memory of a man I once was and he will have me all to himself—forever in the eternal bonded chains of hell, I have created. It will be there that I shall remain forever tormented until the End of Days.




  Still; however, my words will remain and live on.




  Like a mother to her newborn child, I have breathed life into these words. For as it was written long ago, truly there is power within all words, for all creation and manner of beast was brought forth into this world with the single breath of a word.




  Yet even now so close to my own demise, my own forever twilight, I currently feel no remorse for my misdeeds. Many times since my plan came full circle, I have sat on the porch of my ocean side estate and gazed out upon that massive rolling grave site and thought of my great transgressions. Thinking of all the great planning and scheming for my revenge to come tenfold, my reality in the waiting, the horrors of my plan and the great pain that it caused to those hallowed souls.




  The loss of love and life, of family, of friends and lovers, the loss of brothers and sisters, of fathers and uncles, the loss of the innocents and the ignorance of ourselves and our overwhelming belief that we were above the power of our own creator.




  The horror of our dreams smashing down upon us that day like a crashing riptide against the rocky shore, suffocating our world with the thoughts of fear that continue to burn brightly even now…all these years later.




  The loss of men and their lives; the loss of everything of value in this world, and yet, still, as I lay here now staring upon the candle light of my room I still feel nothing in my heart, no achievement of mind or body. I feel empty. I feel hollow and alone. The shadows that dances in the darkness of the candle light mocking me still to this day, locking away my emotion.




  Ever since that day, I have been the same. I have become this hollow shell cursed with no human emotions.




  I cannot feel nor do I have need for desire. The tastes of things have lost their flavor and have become bland. I have become nothing; alone and hollow, a broken shell . . . I am naught.




  Just as he wanted me to be, that demon in the darkness of my mind that plagues me even now in the corners of my room. He has made me hollow. Just as he and his minion planed for me, allowing me to follow blindly with my vengeance, knowing that in time I would eventually become this thing, this fallacy of a beast that writes to you from the past. Alas, all that I have left in this world; all that I have left that is still within my control are these words.




  The first of all words, the word God is no longer in my soul or my heart, for God has lawfully cursed me for my own misdeeds and perhaps rightfully so. Ever since that day, I have felt nothing. It seems that time itself has paused for me on that moment, like a frozen pillar of water standing alone amongst the flaming fires of its own imminent demise, I too lie here amongst the shadows of my killers, my tormentors; my redeemers.




  Time stands cold and bitterly still, for on that day and everything that I have done since is but an echo; a ripple in the water of the person I was back then. I feel no joy, no envy, and no sadness. I feel no great feeling of happiness; togetherness or belonging, I feel no hope.




  For he, the shadow, the beast, the lion in human form that hides in the darkness of this room, the creature behind the darkness and the shadows has stolen my realization of revenge. He has stolen my vengeance, my great plunder—my right and my honor the privilege of my great rewards and achievement.




  For years, that damn Yankee stole my birthright from me. Took the blood and sweat of my father and made it his own. Yet all those years he never saw it coming. He never knew that I had my own agenda.




  All that time, I had carefully planned my revenge.




  All my plans followed to the letter, my actions carried out, and my deeds done, yet the one thing that I craved. The one thing that I wanted above anything else in this damned word was withheld from me.




  For either God or that damn demon, I trusted all those years kept me from feeling anything on the matter.




  No joy or happiness nor even a glimpse of sadness or fear, no feeling what so ever was placed upon my soul for my misdeeds against God for betraying his commandments and taking all those needless souls for my own retribution and eventual damnation.




  Nevertheless, for haste sake, this is not why I write to you, nor is it why I have placed these words upon these parchments. Nor is this the reason that I have decided to confess to such a crime against humanity and God... no this was not my reasoning at all.




  If I had wanted, if I had no care at all in this putrid world, I could have allowed my secret to die with me, allowed the truth to be forever hidden in the cold rusting keel on the floor of the great Atlantic. I could have done this without question or second thought.




  I could have let the truth slip through the hands of time and as with all truths let legend and rumors take their course. I could have let conspiracy race to the highest peak of human imagination and let farfetched theory’s become fact, but no this is not what I want my end to be… this is not what I wanted the world to own. For at this moment, I seek no forgiveness for my actions, no redemption for my closed heart or soul. No, hasten the unsightly thought.




  NO, I revel in them; they are my badge of honor.




  They are what justify my current existence, my reason for breath upon this earthly realm.




  In my eyes, my actions were warranted and no court or mass morality will ever change me from this belief, for I was equitable, and I prevailed because of the righteousness of my own conscious actions, for they were mine alone.




  Though the world around me and the Lord above may damn me for those actions, I was right and that’s all that matters… at least to me, even now as I rest here in my bed and continue to write my words of power and creation of truth to you.




  No. Instead, my reason for this writing, my reasons for this confession is for me to offer--No haste that. I desire to give to those who lost their loved ones the truth of their final hours. I offer to them the true understanding of one man’s actions and how the will of one man can cause so much pain and misery upon the masses of this world, for like a pebble being cast into a calm pond, my actions rippled through the lives of others. Tearing their lives apart from the inside and shall continue to do so long after I have expired.




  Nevertheless, for now I grow tired, my will to write these words hampers to the onslaught of the pain upon my fragile body. The joints in my fingers swelling, forcing to hold this pen in my hands, I must rest.




  Journal Entry 2




  OCTOBER 6, 1937




  9:30 a.m.




  In the times of lore, history thus far has proven that the actions, haste that… rather the desires of one man can change the lives of all mankind forever.




  To this resolve, it was my will alone that created what others have deemed, “an act of God!” Nonsense…




  this statement of course is nothing more than rubbish and conjecture created by those God fearing and worshiping fools. For I shall say it now and I shall say it with all due regard and manly British pride that God; though powerful in many aspects of human kind and belief, had no hand in my actionable misdeeds. No. Hasten the unearthly thought. If anything, God was there every step of the way trying as best he could to make me see myself for what I truly was about to become.




  Yet, “HE” His fallen henchman, his once upon a time right hand divine messenger, fought every attempt in insuring that I never saw the trueness of his words or the passionate power of his love.




  However, I speak amorously, as it now seems I have once more gotten off the beaten path of my true yearning. The will of my tangents press upon me so.




  Therefore, in order to explain everything in due course and cause, and for you; the transient that reads upon these pages, these shallow words of an old dying mans confession, I must start as all great epic tales start.




  Therefore, I must start with the reasons of my vengeance and ultimately the outright actions that lead me down the path to my own eventual damnation. I must start by stating the simple reasoning behind my actions, the desire of my mind, my body, and my tormented soul. I must start with the idiosyncrasy that is the truth. Odd as it might be.




  Thus, throughout the course of human history, in all manners of cultures, societies, and even into the many man-made religions, it has been said, taught, and written that the most powerful of all human emotion is the ability of hatred for another. In turn, hatred can lead down to the path of vengeance, fear, and madness.




  From there these simple, humanistic emotions, one can continue down the slippery slope of one’s own mortal damnation and graciously walk through the fiery gates of their own hellish demise and vile death just to see their hatred of that person’s destruction become a bitter reality.




  Though this is true in some regards when one speaks of hatred, I have found that in my quest to understand my own path of vengeance that I have come to the ultimate consummation that hate, though a powerful human emotion in its own right, is not the most powerful of all human emotions. Hate; though powerful, is a fallacy to the true moving and touching emotion of man.




  Instead, I have found, through my own experience in this area, that the true act of LOVE is the greatest of all human actions and emotions. The human emotion that is this “Love” can conquer even the most abhorrent of men and can lead them from a path of self-loathing to a path of truth, courage, and grace.




  Sadly; however, love may also become the most perverted and corruptible action that we humans hold most dear; thus, causing some of the most heinous crimes against human kind, nature, and existence. All for the feeling and power of this unseen emotion, that is “love.” Oh how ripe with rotten hatred and death this purely diligent and highly desired emotion can create, this love for another and for each other to those of us that so wantonly yearn to conceive.




  Yet hatred, even in its purest of evil forms, has no comparison on the emotions and feelings that love entails, for some would risk every scrap of wealth and moral fortitude; every bit of blood or last breath they hold just for those that they care for and love.




  For even God has given into the emotion that is this love, by allowing his only son to be murdered in the hopes that our souls; the souls of the unknown would be saved, all because he loved us so. Thus, the power that is love, this emotion, this ill-gotten desire, has caused the downfall of nations and the ruin and damnation of cities long since legend turned myth.




  Love is the only human emotion to be able to cause joy and fear, excitement and sadness, depression and regret.




  It is the only emotion to be able to instill the act of courage in the most cowardly or the hopes of kindness in the evilest of men.




  Pathetic as this emotion may be, we are all bound by it and thus, we are all tormented by its enthralling appeal. We all seek it and desire it; we strive to feel it, to know it, to express it, to control it, to be one with the feeling of its cause, its condition, and its intangible worth.




  Yet for the most part, no one desires hate or the contempt that it involves. No one seeks hatred outright.




  Nor do we knowingly seek the feeling of one’s hatred and anger towards ourselves or towards others.




  We do not knowing seek to be separated from others due to the confinements of hatred, nor do we as humans, wantonly seek the fury or scorn of others torment upon our souls.




  Therefore, it should come to no surprise or ignorant revelation, that though hatred was running through my veins when I first started down this path, that it was for the love that I had for my own father that my quest for vengeance began. Although it is true that I had a great hatred for those that stole my father’s company, it was this love; this power; this principle foundation of blessed reason that my misdeeds took root like a diseased weed in a field of beautiful flowers, so too did it take root so easily upon my soul.




  Through the countless ages of oblivion, history and legend has told and proven that the power of love can conquer everyone, even the most twisted and evilest of us all. That such a blessed and humanistic emotion can cause hate for others due to the direct desires of love for another.




  This is true even now in everyday fashion and grace. When a man swoon’s a woman from your lusting eyes, does this not instill a passion of hatred? Do you not feel the desire to inflict harm upon that man over the desires of love that you might have shared for that woman?




  So too in this age of the industrial man, love is such a hungered force of evil intent and malice aforethought.




  This love of or for another is hatred in its truest form, for in a way the emotion of love and the burden that it consigns upon the human heart and mind are both the best and yet the worst of humanity in its finest hours.




  Think back for a moment and ask yourself of your first feelings of love and the pain that you had when that love was not returned or when someone else pained that person, you loved.




  Can you remember that sickly feeling in your stomach; the rush of blood in your heart and the pounding in your chest? Can you remember the feeling of hatred coursing through you like a waterfall gushing out of you until all that you felt was that seed of anger and rage streaming through every fiber of your being?




  Now ask yourself what emotion was brought forth in you. What was the first feeling that spiked inside you, that rose to the top of your mind above all others? What did you want to do to the person that harmed the person you loved?




  Even now, though years may separate us and cultural differences and religions may divide us, you cannot sit there and tell me that you wanted to go up to that person and tell them how much you loved and cared for them, or how much of a better person they were for winning the heart of your beloved.




  No. Hasten the thought. Love would not let you fly so blindly to that discourse, for you were too tormented over the loss of that one ill-gotten and pained love. No, love held you tightly in its grasps, its claws ripping into your flesh like a vulture holding its prey, filling your heart with malicious intent and aforethought.




  Instead you thought of other things; colder…




  harsher things far from the warmth that love allure’s. You thought of enticing visions of sinful pleasures. You thought of malice and mayhem upon the person that took these desires of love from you. You thought of bloodshed and power, of rage and vengeance, of destruction and mayhem, all these thoughts masqueraded from the whimsical ideals that love necessitates.




  For me it was the same; this feeling, this emotion of love; this betrayer of humanistic intelligence and reasoning.




  So too was it for me, when I set out upon this goal, this evil vision of righteousness for what had been done.




  Therefore, in order for you to understand this in its more primal and yet finest detail, I must first tell you about my father, the childhood, and myself. I must tell you of my father’s triumph and life.




  At the age of 19 years old, my father set out to make his mark upon the hardened Sea faring business world of England. My father’s first business venture started when he met and became friends with a man by the name of Captain Nelson. Mr. Nelson at the time owned his own ship vessel named after his wife, whose name I have to say, I never really cared to know.




  According to my father, one night while they both sat in a local tavern, my father told Captain Nelson of his plans for how he was going to make himself wealthy.




  Upon hearing, some of these original and innovated ideas the two become partners and from there the roots of what my father would eventually become took hold.




  For five years, their partnership as shipbrokers made them enough money to keep the two happy; however, around the end of the fifth year, Nelson wanted to retire, feeling that he had amassed enough wealth to live a decent life until the lord called him back to the depths of the sea. I believe that this is pathetic to some degree, as no one can ever amass enough wealth in one given lifetime.




  Thankfully my father; however, continued on and opened his own company and after a few more year of continued growth of his fortune, he began to seek outside sources and began to invest some of his wealth in shares of White Star Lines, which at the time, though prosperous, was nothing more than a fleet of cutter class ships.




  As fate would have it, a few years later, due to poor business management and purchases of poorly designed ships, White Star Lines was on the verge of financial ruin facing an all out bankruptcy. My father, being the smart ingenious business man that he was saw his chance and like a raven grasping its pray in its talons, he bought the company, saving it from financial ruin.




  Within less than a year, he was able to mend the open wounds of the bleeding company into a profit maker once more. Even going as far as competing against the evil Samuel Cunard, (who eventually would become the greatest thorn in my side and the true reason for this confession) owner of Cunard Lines who used his steamer ships as both immigrant and mail carriers.




  For years, my father fought against this man, this roughhewn, striving like the biblical David and Goliath against each other and oddly enough at one time, I believed my father enjoyed the competition of the whole ordeal.




  After several years my father had managed to merge several other shipping lines into the White Star Lines fleet as well as befriend two other individuals that would later become great assets in the future of the company. These two men of great structure and intelligence were Mr.




  Gustuv Wolff and Edward Harland, designers and builders of steamer ships & liners.




  It was at my father request and great idea, I might add, that he contracted both these men and their company in designing exclusively for White Star Lines. Thus, this agreement, made it hard for Mr. Cunard and his company to have any class or worldly status with his ships as Harland and Wolff ship builders quickly became known as one of the best ship designers in the world. At or around this same time, my father was expecting his first son, thus introducing my childhood and myself.




  I was born 6 days before the celebrated birth of our lord in 1856 to this kind hearted yet stern man, a man that I would willingly call my father. Through my years as a young child, I can remember my father’s great acts of kindness toward both strangers on the streets and those that he knew, loved, and cherished.




  I cannot recall a moment of a time or a time of a glimmering moment in my childhood where my father was not insistent on telling me and even showing me how everyone had their own place in this world, and so too how we were all connected to each other in some way. That our actions toward each other can and shall have consequences, that what we do now can change the future, thus it can enrich or even devastate the lives of those we will never know, those we will never meet, as well as those not even born yet to this world. Think of it for a moment my dear fellow. Do you think that I have had an impact on your life or the lives of others around you? Funny when one thinks fully of it now is it not?




  As I think of it now, I can call it to mind the way he showed this to me when I was a child so that I could put some sort of revelation to it; some sort of childhood memory to his words for some class of future self-reflection… such reflection as now I suppose.




  Standing next to my father at the age of six or perhaps seven, we stood in front of the quiet pond in the back of our winter estate. My father again telling me how each life had its place, how our actions towards each other can change and influence the lives of others and how we as greater men of status and grace had a responsibility to always bring out the best in the people around us, so that they too could influence those around them.




  After finishing his ranting, he told me to look out at the stillness of the pond as he moved behind me, placing his hands into the pockets of his jacket. “Look son,” he said, “do you see how tranquil the water is… how it looks




  like a great reflective abyss?” he asked me as I continued to look at the water not really understanding what he was stating. “Yes Father… it is quite still,” I said a bit put off towards the direction this conversation was heading.




  “Now watch,” he said to me as he took a dozen or so small stones from his coat pocket and threw them into the pond making little splashes as they hit the water. “Do you see them?” he asked, “do you see the ripples from the stones?” He asked once more. “Yes of course I do father, I am not blind.” I said as the ripples rolled across the water in every direction like large drops of rain from a beginning storm.




  “Those ripples are the people that you will never have the pleasure to meet,” he said as he quickly took a rather large stone from the other pocket of his jacket, throwing in quickly towards the middle of the pond as it made a huge splash. Its ripple moving quickly outward towards the others, obliterating them in its wake as it continued to roll out towards the shore.




  “That rock my son was you and the influence that you as well as everyone else has on each other.” He said as he placed his hands on my shoulders turning me around to face him as I looked into his eyes. “Do you see now how all of us can shape the lives of each other?” he asked me as he continued. “just as the large stone’s wake snuffed out the ripples of the other stones, we too can destroy the lives of others if we are too angered, too judgmental or too arrogant in what we do and how we go about doing it.” He said.




  “As you grow to be a man, try to remember the ideals that I have shared with you this day and the value of this lesson, for each life is precious, each soul has value before the eyes of God; thus, so too should it have value in our eyes as well.” He said to me as he knelt down before me, his face only inches from my own as he stared deeply into my eyes.




  “Life is never without purpose. It is never without cause for there is a reason we are all born unto this earth, into the life we live, and the men that we grow to become.”




  he paused for a moment before looking back out toward the pond only to see the calmness return.




  “However my son, of all the thing I want you to remember of this day, remember so too that no man has the right to take God’s gift; his purpose; his reason and understanding from this world, for those who do are damned by their own eventual demise, their own ignorance of humanity; their own mortal fall from grace.” He said as he took another stone from his pocket and threw it sideways against the water, making it skip a few times over the surface before finally sinking .




  Yet, though I knew these words held some truth as I child, I did not grasp the full understanding of them well after the actions of my mortal damnation had long since passed its maturation.




  Nevertheless, this is how things all fair as a child.




  Things that are of great value and moral importance to adults seem to have little to no meaning to us when we are younger. The little things such as these separate us from being a child and becoming an adult, things as these that define our innocents as well as our guilt when we become older in life, things such as these that characterize our personal responsibility from our defiance to be responsible for our own actionable misdeeds.




  As the years went on and my father worked hard at keeping the company going he would return home late in the night from his long tiring days at the ship yards.




  Walking quietly into my bedroom he would check in on my younger brother and me. With my eyes closed and my breathing calmed, I tried every time to convince him that I was asleep and yet, somehow, someway, as if by fatherly intuition, he always knew that I was awake.




  Slowly he would enter into the room like a misplaced shadow, until I could feel the weight of his body sitting gently at my bedside, his hand touching my shoulders; “I know you’re a wake my son. ” he would say, waiting for me to give in and open my eyes, waiting for me to admit my deceit. “Do you want to hear another story of the sea?’ he would always ask. I being the young and dewy-eyed elder son would always answer with a happy smile.




  Hearing his stories of the sea, of great ships that met their untimely doom of fortune and fame, I would always fall asleep to his tales. I always loved the saddened romanticism that the sea brought to several stories. The tales of standard men becoming hero’s in the darkest of times or of men cowering in their bed awaiting the judgment of their sins upon this scorched earth.




  Ha… I have never put it together until this very moment… I must laugh at myself right now, chuckle at the words that I have written upon this page, the Irony so thick upon these words that I must laugh; the truth of it all staring me in the face so clearly… so odd is not?




  Is it not funny that as I write these words upon these pages that I too have bestowed on to this world a drama of the same record; a tale of the same caliber of story that my father shared with me all those years ago?




  Is it not a mystical wonder or possibly an idea of divine intervention that I have written a tale of true history upon the great Atlantic, that I have blessed her waters with the crimson blood of so many lost souls, the stories of greatness each member shared on that cold winters night.




  Yet I cannot sit idle any longer, I cannot allow things to remain as they are; to remain still and unknown but as for that, I shall come upon that gate of brimstone and fire much later in this tale; much later in this confession, for now I must rest yet again.




  My vision fading to the calmness of this vanishing night, the light twinkling with my sadness and my despair, my breath solidify, becoming harder to breathe, I must rest once more. I must rest yet again, but I shall be back, to return, for there is far more to tell… far more to know, far more to speak aloud and remember once more before the end comes for me… before the end comes.




  Journal Entry 3




  OCTOBER 7, 1937




  8:00 p.m.




  Years later as I grew to be a young man, I was tutored by the finest of private educators in France as my father spared no expense towards my education and wanted me to have those advantages that he never had.




  This private teaching gave me a better insight to the business world around me and enlightened me as to how the business world really worked. It opened my eyes to the backhanded dealings, the business of bribery and blackmail that the true business world allured. For everyone of every walk of life has something, some deep sinister secret they keep to themselves, they keep buried under their own tormented piles of guilt and worry, even if they don’t yet know of its existence, it is there somewhere.




  Eventually, my education lead me back to the sea and back to my dear beloved father, who then as the educated young man I had become, took me under his leadership and taught me all about the stories of his own adventures, the stories that he told me when I was a young wide eyed boy.




  As time went on, I became a great asset to my father’s company. I traveled to the states and worked in the business office for a little over five years, learning all the key positions there before I was made the head agent of that area and was given control of the daily operational management for all White Star operations that had to deal within the boundaries of the States.




  My time spent in the states gave me a great hatred for the American Yankees. Their lack of respect, humility, and knowledge of class and status gave me a lingering, bitter taste that I can still savor even now so close to my own demise.




  The audacious belief of those damn Yanks to think that anyone of any financial standing or wanton desires could intermingle with others of a higher social class was something that to this very day I find very distasteful and very frustrating and frightening.




  In fact one man in particular helped to infer this hatred and distaste even further when he claimed himself as the “undying light of the American People,” the one voice that spoke for so many countless unknown and unworthy.




  Being the alleged, “most powerful man in America,” newspaper owner, Hearst became the proverbial thorn in my side.




  Such an ungrateful whelp; the shadowed image of his withering profile still burned into my mind, for I fear that he will haunt me up to the point of my last breath upon this cursed world but perhaps again this is by far something that I rightly deserve, by far something that I require to be done upon me.




  Despite this, no matter what the issue or the material of significance at the time, he always made the prime issue as if the people of his “great” nation had a right to know everything all the time. He even had the audacious belief and idealism to go as far as to say on several occasions that, “the people of this great nation, and of the world, have a right to know the truth.”




  Buttock I say. Absolute rubbish is all that ever was.




  For how can those with no ascribed stature be allowed to compete; to breathe; to be treated fairly with the same likeness as those of us that have been born into that life by the hands of God’s own grace? Fate has not allowed them such a benevolent right, no haste that thought indeed.




  Do not take my observation with undue recourse as my father too was a pauper; a peasant, at one time in his life but unlike those faceless others, he made something of himself. He pulled himself up from the rubbish of this world and never gave up on his vision. He worked for what he became and you cannot nobly tell me that the mass faceless and poor have just as much rights in this world as my father had. No Sir, no I say.




  Again, I say no. For how ridicules the notion, for what then would be the worth of wealth? What would be the point of achievement, the worth of pride and worldly desire? What would make us compete against each other?




  What would make us become stronger than we were before? How would we separate the steerage from the superior or the Godly from the inferior or the right from the wrong?




  NO. I say it again; this idea is a fallacy… a fiction… a lie. A lie masked behind the futile remnants of well-wishers, followers, and believers of a long forgotten cause of righteousness and humanistic faith.




  NO. The steerage of this world no more have the right to know the truth than they do the right to a profession or to breathe the same air as someone of a higher stature than themselves, nor per se one would construe, do they have the right to take up wanton space in a lifeboat.




  Yet here, in this utter moment of time. In an ironic twist of fate, I am now on the eve of my own mortal death, writing upon these pages the truth that his nation as well as the supposed world so rightly deserves to know.




  What a sad twist of fate my life has become. The pristine standards and moral obligations I once held so dear those years ago now seem to keep vanishing and failing the closer, I come to my own demise. As if slipping through my fingers like the sands of my own life, almost as if giving into them and allowing them to fade will allow me to be at peace with myself and my God. How truly sad of a man I have now become.




  Yet even so, at least I did not have the desire or wanton thoughts of having sexual relations with a child have I Mr. Hearst? Hasten that sickening and disturbing thought.




  Oh how ripe the dark seeded secrets of rumor and tittle-tattle spread, do they not; like wild fires across a dried open prairie, more so to the point when those same rumors are true and fact?




  For I was not the one that found my bride to be at the age of 16 fornicating herself as a lady of the night at a sport house, was I Mr. Hearst? I was not the one that went looking for a child 20 years my senior to become my bride, was I Hearst. Nor was I the man too afraid; in addition, insolent to indulge in women of my own age and breed was I?




  NO. No again, hasten the sickening thought. My bloodlines run deeper my dear overconfident fellow. I at least had the decency and pride to find my love in my own breed of social standing and grace. Yet again here I stupor as I again walk through a tangent of my own creation.




  Perhaps this is my mind wishing to become ignorant of my past, ignorant of my own damnation, of my own crucifixion.




  Yet, as I ponder on about these causes, I wonder still now if you can even begin to understand me. Will you or others like you ever truly know my thoughts… my truths?




  Will you know my legacy or will you; like the countless others before you and into the countless events of our history be lead like a flock of lambs to the slaughter?




  Ignorant to the truth that is so easily obtainable, simply because your feeble mind cannot fathom the possibility of such deaths for such a indignant reason; the reason of true, undying and unyielding love for another. Alas, again I roam on into my own indulgences and must go back to where I left you standing.




  Thus, departing back to where I left you with the United States; however, not all you Americans were appalling… there were some comforts and qualities of the life the Yanks had in their country. Some degrees of hierarchy that one could at the very least rely upon. During my time overseas, I met and eventually married my beloved wife, who was the eldest daughter of a wealthy and high society textile owner who resided in New York.




  We were married in the eighteenth hundred and eighty-seventh year of our lord Jesus and together we began a family. For several years there after I began to raise my family to be the men that they were meant to be under the eyes of God, having two wonderful and respectable sons, as well as two beautiful and gracefully vivacious daughters whom came into this world much later.




  While in the States, I also had the pleasure of meeting and assisting an irregular American fellow that wanted to write short stories of the sea. Oddly enough, the stories that I provided him, would so too assist me all those years later in planning of my vengeance.




  Several years later, the conspirators would remember this as a premonition of an impending doom.
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