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To the Memory of
the Lost Members of the Gun Crew of
the SS James Harrod
in World War II




The dead have not lived and died in vain. They have brought us all a little nearer together–we think better of our kind . . .


–Elbert Hubbard





PREFACE TO THE
NEW EDITION



The antique clock still ticktocks on the mantle of Theodate Pope Riddle’s mansion in Farmington, Connecticut, but the owner is not home. Along with her many fellow survivors of the Lusitania, Theodate was one of a gentle, trusting, and perhaps improbable generation who sailed through war-imperiled waters into history.


The old trolley no longer rattles from Taftville to New London, and the memory of a heroine in her time is fast diminishing. But Elizabeth Duckworth, in death, started the authors on their search for survivors of the ill-fated liner. We “met” her, in fact, in her coffin. This inspired us to seek out the living. We found them.


Dorothy Conner, a Red Cross volunteer from Oregon; big, rangy James “Jay” Brooks, a salesman from South Paris, Maine; Virginia Bruce Loney, the fourteen-year-old daughter of an expatriate American returning to England; Leslie Morton, an eighteen-year-old British seaman; Florence Padley of Vancouver, five months pregnant; twelve-year-old Avis Dolphin of Ontario, en route to England to live with her grandparents; the Reverend H. L. Gwyer, Episcopal minister from Calgary, Alberta; Lady Margaret Mackworth, one of England’s most militant suffragettes; Albert A. Bestic, a junior third officer of the Lusitania; Olive North, of England . . . and others. We cherished their all too brief friendship. One by one, their Christmas letters stopped. But as living memory faded, the Lusitania, like the Titanic, persisted as reality in people’s minds—including ours.


After World War II there was a resurgence of interest with the wreck itself—as if there were not enough sunken ships worldwide! The publication of this book apparently sparked the interest of one diver, the late John Light, who invited the authors to join in sponsoring an expedition. They declined. As it turned out, Light was concerned not so much with artifacts but with political issues, such as whether the Cunarder was armed—a question bruited about ever since and even before the torpedoing. One passenger from New York was so intrigued that on the last voyage he prowled every foot of deck space, peering under winches and wherever there was any recess or overhang. Michael Byrne reported to the State Department (as on file in the National Archives), “I took particular notice to see if they had any guns mounted or unmounted. There were none. I inspected every deck above the waterline.”


As a naval auxiliary, the Lusitania was reinforced for mounting ponderous three- or six-inch guns. Either caliber, however, needed to be installed by dockside cranes, and neither could be effectively camouflaged, much less hidden. Unlike some other Cunarders—her sister Mauretania, for example—the Lusitania remained in passenger service after the outbreak of hostilities. She had never been fitted with any guns. In fact, successive salvage expeditions retrieved almost everything but guns: three of the liner’s four huge brass propellers, the two bow anchors, a ship’s bell, the raised brass lettering of Lusitania from her bow, silver and chinaware (by cutting a hole in the stern), and other objects. Some are on display in a small museum in Kinsale, Ireland.


Robert D. Ballard of the Woods Hole Oceanographic Institution and discoverer of the Titanic led the most scientific exploration of the Lusitania in 1993. His cameras found the wreck lying on its starboard side, badly crushed, cracked open amidships, and resembling “a junkyard more than a luxury liner.”


The strong currents and cloudy waters of the Celtic Sea made both exploration and photography difficult. Speculating on what most likely had compounded the torpedo’s damage and hastened the vessel’s sinking, Ballard observed, “. . . a coal dust explosion. The German torpedo struck the liner’s starboard side about ten feet below the waterline, rupturing one of the long coal bunkers that stretch along both sides.”1 He estimated that the bunker was nearly empty at the end of the voyage, with only inflammable dust remaining. This dust would be easily ignited by an exploding torpedo.


The respected oceanographer thereby effectively put to rest one of the several recurrent, specious rumors that has surrounded the tragedy: that she was carrying ammunition. The Lusitania was primarily a passenger liner, not a freighter, and her cargo space was extremely limited. One has but to look at a World War II photograph of an ammunition steamer hit by a torpedo or bomb to see the difference. It disappears in a towering mushroom cloud.


The myth of the guns and heavy ammunition, however, reached its ultimate idiocy in the cloak-and-dagger Churchill “plot” theory: Churchill, as First Sea Lord, wants to hurry the United States into the war. He surmises that the sinking of a great liner with the loss of American lives would surely arouse public opinion to bellicose heights. He knows, from previous torpedoings, that U-boats are active off the south coast of Ireland. He keeps this information from the approaching Lusitania and makes sure that the heaviest patrols are out of the area at the critical time.


The so-called plot theory was utter nonsense. Great Britain did not then need the United States as an ally. The latter was serving as a major supplier of assorted war materiel, from trucks and shells to uniforms and toothbrushes. The war was just a bit over nine months old, and Britain was not yet hurting as were France, Russia and Germany. The great wasting battles of Jutland, the Somme and Passchendaele, for but three, were yet to be fought.


The Lusitania was warned repeatedly as she neared the Irish coast of the presence of U-boats.2 As for protection, the Royal Navy could not spare first-class warships for the Irish patrol. They were needed along the east coast to guard against the Kaiser’s powerful High Seas Fleet, just across the North Sea.


Furthermore, as First Sea Lord, Churchill was not a major policy maker. The prime minister, Lord Asquith, was a pragmatic man who would not have condoned such deadly intrigue, surely not at this stage of the conflict. The old sea dog, Churchill, like Franklin Roosevelt in the next global war, loved ships. The idea that either would deliberately expose a vessel under their aegis to destruction is absurd. Yet the books, the articles and the TV “documentaries,” often heralded with the shameless tag, “. . . the truth about the Lusitania,” continue periodically—even as the fascination with Judge Crater, Amelia Earhart, Jimmy Hoffa, and now O.J. continues.


In fantasy, the Lusitania sails on, and on . . .


Notes


1. National Geographic, April 1994


2. Her master, Captain Turner, as revealed at the inquiry, ignored these very explicit warnings.





PROLOGUE



On May 8, 1915, Americans awoke to find an era abruptly ended. Something had happened which would affect their immediate future and the destiny of the world.


The afternoon before, the huge Cunarder Lusitania had been torpedoed by a German submarine off the Irish coast. More than half of those aboard perished, including Americans, children, and a number of people whose names were known to almost everyone.


The Lusitania became more than one of the world’s great disasters. It was a Concord Bridge of 1915, a rallying cry like the “Alamo” and the “Maine.” Within two years, resigned to the fact that its comfortable, insular years could never be brought back, the United States was projected into the European war and an entirely new position of world leadership.


Perhaps no other ship before or after the Lusitania so profoundly altered nautical history. In the annals of marine engineering she occupies a niche alongside of Fulton’s Clermont. With her revolutionary steam turbines she pushed transatlantic speeds up several knots. Marine architects everywhere hurried to their drafting boards, for the Lusitania had rewritten the books.


Superliners today like the United States and the Queen Elizabeth have the same kind of turbine engines that Lusitania pioneered. They also may thank her for elevators, cabin telephones, complete electrification, and even an ancestral kind of air-conditioning–modern refinements few American hotels could advertise then.


Except for passing references in history books, the story of the Lusitania is strangely forgotten. Scholars must dig into musty files for the yellowing, hysterical pamphlets and articles which tell fragments of the incredible tragedy. Yet in 1915 the name of the huge ship was on everyone’s lips. It aroused Main Street to adulthood and sent it forth into the world.


. . . This, then, is the documentary story of the fateful voyage of a ship that helped to change a century.





CHAPTER 1



An Irish spring morning, misty and mild, dawned May 7, 1915. From Waterford, at St. George’s Channel into the Irish Sea, all the way to lonely Fastnet Rock, at Ireland’s southwest tip, the fog draped its light gray shroud over the flat waters.


Along Ireland’s south coast, most fishing boats were warped to their docks. Sea gulls, with broad, black-tipped wings, squawked as they swooped out of the fog to dive for herring. It was like almost any day on the sea–salty, dank, immense, and timeless.


Yet, for a young U-boat skipper, blond and round-faced as a schoolboy, it wasn’t just any day. Kapitanleutnant Walther Schwieger’s U-20, one week out of Emden, was surfaced fifteen miles south of a prominent peninsula, the Old Head of Kinsale.


Schwieger had found good hunting in these fishing grounds, only twenty-five miles west of Queenstown. In the past forty-eight hours he had torpedoed and sunk two Harrison Line steamers and shelled a sailing ship.


It was his first patrol aboard a U-boat in a war not yet a year old. His U-20 had relieved the U-24 and the U-32. They were now somewhere in the coastal waters of the British Isles, beating toward the North Sea and home.


Other German submarines were on station in a death struggle to sever Britain’s lifelines of commerce. The U-27 had sailed with the U-20. The U-23 had bagged four vessels a few days before off the same Irish coasts. And Kapitanleutnant Hersing–who had sunk three British fighting ships in the opening months of the war to become Germany’s first submarine hero–was en route in U-21 through these waters to the Adriatic.


The U-39 was also on the prowl. She had sunk, among other vessels, the Wilson Liner Truro off Day Island, Scotland. The English crew, in their lifeboats, saw the U-boat’s number on the conning tower before she submerged. Undoubtedly there were still others enforcing the blockade, and responsible for urgent British Admiralty warnings which had been flashed repeatedly across the airwaves for the past twelve hours.


They all gave many indications that they were waiting for something special this morning in May.


Sparking the first rounds in Admiral von Tirpitz’s warfare on merchant shipping, the U-boat crews were at the peak of morale. The thirty-five men and three other officers aboard Schwieger’s 650-ton Unterseeboot thought of their “little nutshell” as a happy boat, even a “kindly boat.”


They slept by the torpedoes, some with pet dogs at their feet. They lovingly gave to the cylindrical messengers of sudden doom such names as “Bertha,” “Shining Emma,” and “Yellow Mary.” Each torpedo carried 290 pounds of a terrible new explosive called trotyl, and had a range of nearly four miles.


Now the U-20 was on the surface, charging its tiers of wet-cell storage batteries, renewing oxygen below decks, driving out the persistent mixture of cooking, machine oil, carbonic gas, and human-breath smells. A U-boat was more than a confined world of a thousand mysterious wheels, gauges, and gadgets; it was as well a chamber of odors.


Kapitanleutnant Schwieger, his leather jacket unbuttoned, stood in the conning tower and enjoyed the soft morning air. There was a look of disarming mildness on his open face.


The diesels hummed reassuringly as the U-boat rolled cradle-like in the surface swells. The sea bed, sandy and swirling with offshoots from the Gulf Stream, was only 300 feet below.


About noon the fog thinned, then cleared off. Now, through his binoculars, Schwieger could discern details of the Old Head of Kinsale. It rose 256 feet out of the water and jutted three miles seaward from the mainland, just west of the Bandon River.


It was a perfect landmark on which to take a sure bearing, as was Seven Heads Point scarcely ten miles west. Schwieger could make out dim shapes of houses on Kinsale, and fishing shacks along the shores. The bright spring sun silhouetted details of the Irish coast like an engraving.


With clearing weather, the U-boat had lost its anonymity. It was naked to any warship that might steam over the horizon, as indeed one had earlier. Schwieger kept a sharp lookout through his binoculars around the full 360 degrees of the compass. As the sun burned warmer and warmer, he removed his jacket. The gulls swooped low to inspect this mechanical fish, called and wheeled again.


The sea smelled good. Schwieger had to like it; for an indefinite future it was to be his home. In the conning tower he munched a luncheon of sausage and potato soup. From below came the tinny gramophone strains of the popular “Rose of Stamboul.” It managed, as only a German rendition could, to blend rollicking ballad with Wagnerian overtures.


Life seemed serene and altogether pleasant.


Then, shortly before 2:00 P.M. by his watch, Schwieger picked up something in his binoculars–a rapidly materializing speck hauling in from the west. He decided first it was the masts and funnels of two destroyers. He took a second look and wrote in his log:


Right ahead appear four funnels and two masts of a steamer with course vertical to us. [She steered from SSW coming toward Galley Head.] Ship is made out to be a large passenger steamer.


The U-boat came alive as the tingling order “Diving Stations” electrified its crew. Those in the conning tower scurried almost as one man down the steel ladder to the control room below.


The U-20 could make only nine knots submerged, compared with a relatively fast fifteen on the surface. Yet below the water’s surface was where she belonged. She was safer down there. Even as the heavy steel door clanged, sealing off the conning tower, Schwieger received the engineer’s report by voice tube:


“Hands at diving stations! All clear for diving!”


“Flood!” Schwieger snapped.


Petty officers at a station beneath the control room spun hand wheels to open the vents. At the same time pumps forced air out of ballast tanks.


“Both motors slow ahead!” Schwieger ordered. Now the electric motors were geared in from the diesels, which could operate only on the surface, where carbon-monoxide exhaust could be dissipated into open air.


“Tanks exhausted of air and filling with water!” the engineer next reported.


Under an inrush of tons of sea water the U-20 was assuming a sloping angle, familiar to the veterans of her crew, as she slid, creaking, under the surface swells.


Schwieger watched through his periscope the familiar spectacle of waves rising and breaking over the glass above. The water rushed at him in dark gray rivulets, then foamed bright again as he leveled off at approximately thirty-three feet, periscope depth.


“Rudder amidships! Steady as you go! Full speed ahead!”


A growing throb of power was felt as the electric motors spun their armatures faster. The submarine shook as it shot through the waters.


Again he noted:


2:05 P.M. Submerged to 11 meters and travelled with high speed on course converging toward steamer, hoping she would change course to starboard along Irish coast.


Schwieger was racing to get in position so he could effectively fire a bow torpedo.


“Up . . . up. . . . Stop. . . . Down. . . . Up. . . . Stop. . . . Down. . . . 
Stop . . . down . . . carry on . . . !”


His orders rang out in an unceasing monotone, as he adjusted the trim of his submarine with the precision of a surgeon.


He looked away from the eyepiece of the periscope for fractions of a second to study the depth-gauge manometer beside it. Once or twice he tapped it to make sure.


The gramophone was shut off now. The crew was tense, serious. With the hatch battened tight and sealed by a waterproof gasket, the U-20 was already assuming its familiar rank odor. Lurking somewhere in the background was the added taint of a strong cigar.


Her quarry was looming larger and larger, almost filling the optical glass screen of the periscope. Still, Walther Schwieger noted, he did not know “who” the giant ship was.


But if the U-boat Kapitanleutnant did not know the identity of the 32,000-ton liner, he at least had the advantage over Captain William Thomas Turner. For neither that veteran Cunard captain, a seadog’s seadog, nor anyone else on board the Lusitania knew even that they were being watched.


As Schwieger stalked his 790-foot-long target, Captain Turner decided to take a four-point bearing on the Old Head of Kinsale, now looming hazily off the port bow. It was a positive way of checking position, requiring the better part of an hour.


Captain Turner gave orders for a new, steady course, slightly altering the existing one to 87 degrees or almost due east. At the same time he maintained a speed of exactly eighteen knots, considerably lower than the Lusitania’s top speed of twenty-five plus, which had once made her the queen of the Atlantic. On board her it was about 2:00 P.M., Greenwich Mean Time.


Schwieger, whose watch was set one hour later, wrote:


2:50 P.M. The steamer turns starboard, directs her course toward Queenstown, and makes possible an approach for a shot. Ran at high speed until 3:00 P.M. in order to gain position directly ahead.


Turner had unwittingly complied with Schwieger’s wish. The target presented was a U-boat captain’s dream: moving in an undeviating line, at a moderate fixed speed, it looked like a blackboard diagram in naval navigation school.


While the liner and the submarine were in this way converging, most of the 1257 passengers were either finishing lunch or taking a turn around the vessel’s avenues of decking. Some were watching the light green of the Irish coastline, so close now that houses were clearly visible. Others were packing, for they were due at Liverpool by breakfast.


Together with her crew, there were almost 2000 souls aboard, but still 1000 less than capacity. The passenger list especially underscored the diversity of human beings which an ocean liner brings together. Yet they had one thing in common: everyone had some pressing reason to travel to a belligerent nation through a declared war zone.


There was aboard, for example, one of the richest men in the world, who had a date in London with some horses. There was a Chicago manufacturer bent on developing foreign markets for beer machinery, against the threat of Prohibition in America. There was an eccentric but famous writer-philosopher from upstate New York; a celebrated producer who had made the theater big business; an Arctic explorer; a woman spiritualist hastening to a meeting of the Psychical Society in London; a manufacturer of automobiles and a man who sold chains for them; a mother and father and their six children; and hundreds of little people, and little children, of whom the world had never heard before.


From the control room Schwieger watched the ship constantly. Gentlemanly and kind as he might have been under different circumstances, his obligation now was to destroy the mammoth vessel. Sentiment, or even reflective thought, had no place in the impersonal articles of war of his country nor of his enemies.


Now Schwieger maneuvered into final position. He would have to fire a torpedo or forfeit his opportunity. The metallic report crackled through the voice tube from the torpedo officer:


“The torpedoes are cleared for firing!”


The reply from the captain:


“We are at them!”


He was dead on target. The huge liner, with smoke wisping from her stack as she cleaved the waters into two bow waves, dominated the periscope. The white of her superstructure shone like a beacon.


Schwieger wondered how he could miss!





CHAPTER 2



Friday, the last day of April, 1915, Charles A. Plamondon and his wife Mary had stepped off the train in New York’s Pennsylvania Station. He was a stocky, mustached Midwesterner of fifty-eight, and a busy man. He had several dates, among them a most important one for the next day: to sail on the Lusitania.


“Morning, Am,” he said to his son. Young Ambrose, a senior at Columbia University Law School, had come directly from his room in Furnald Hall.


“How’s the baby?” Am asked.


His father, president of the A. Plamondon Company, machinery manufacturers in Chicago, had been delayed two weeks awaiting the arrival of a new granddaughter, just christened Blanche. Already he had missed two sailings. For him it meant putting off an evil day, since he disliked ocean voyaging. He claimed to be the world’s worst sailor, and only pressing business would draw him from his beloved lake-front home on the near North Side of Chicago.


With Prohibition approaching, Plamondon had been forced to seek the European market for his brewery machinery. To discuss this matter he was to meet in Liverpool with agents of Dublin’s Guinness Stout Company. Plamondon had asked his wife to accompany him, for he intended this trip to be a vacation as well.


The trio walked through the dusty morning sunlight which shafted onto the cement concourse. It was warmer here than beside Lake Michigan, and the manufacturer pushed his dark bowler hat back on his head. He inquired how the war was going, and Am told him that the British had beaten off new attacks on Hill 60, that around Ypres the fighting was bloody.


Plamondon breakfasted with his wife and son at the Waldorf-Astoria in their seventh-floor suite. It wasn’t entirely pleasant, for the younger Plamondon reminded his father of his desire to join the French Foreign Legion. Ambrose referred, as one motivation, to the daily samplings of war horror stories that were issuing from London–the Germans “crucifying” Canadian soldiers, raping Belgian women and shooting their husbands in cold blood. . . .


“What information do you expect to come out of London?” his father sniffed. “They’re English there–and at war with Germany.”


By taking out his pocket diary to make last-minute entries, he indicated he was done with the conversation. Then he added:


“Why don’t you take a trip to San Francisco and see the Exposition? Anyhow, wait till we return–we’ll only be a few weeks.”


Time was moving. Even as sailors and engineers were readying many ships for sea along New York’s waterfronts, the people who were to sail on them also had much to do. Mrs. Plamondon was going to Lane Bryant’s, then to the white sale at Wanamaker’s. She enjoyed just walking down Fifth Avenue to see what other women were wearing.


Am himself walked into a mild, cloudy morning, back to classes. As he looked down the endless chain of four- and five-storied brownstone and brick houses along Park Avenue, he decided to thwart his father and enlist anyway.


He hurried across Madison, then Fifth Avenue, ducking in front of carriages, high-top cabs, and double-decker buses, toward the Seventh Avenue subway which would carry him to Morningside Heights. The air smelled nostalgically of spring and horses, of warming pavements, asphalt, gasoline, and even the musty odor that old buildings themselves exude.


At about the same time a lady in Taftville, Connecticut, was preparing to leave on a journey of her own. Elizabeth Duckworth had packed two huge straw suitcases so full that Bill Smith, her son-in-law, feared they would burst. En route to New York to sail for England in the morning, she would spend the night with friends in Brooklyn.


Bill was hard put to keep up with the stride of this firm-jawed, stalwart woman as she swung past the textile mill where he worked. She had served there, too, as a cotton weaver until recently. They continued down Norwich Avenue to the electric trolley which would take her to New London and the train.


There were no tears in Elizabeth’s blue eyes as she relieved Bill of the one bulging case he had managed. In a twinkling the trolley picked her up and carried her out of sight, round the curve and down the hill of the small mill town.


As the car rattled past the greenery, through the tiny towns along the Connecticut River, and across rippling brooks, Elizabeth’s thoughts returned to Blackburn, England, where she was born fifty-two years before. Big, smoky, centuries-stained Blackburn, in Lancashire, was one of the cotton-weaving centers of the world.


“. . . I can see the mums in the window inside my mother’s house, and the evening light slanting over the kitchen range after work when she brewed us a pot of tea . . . I remember the soft coal smoke and fog that drifted in from the Irish Sea, the hard-working people, and the dark houses where they huddled around grates in winter, the smudged-faced children in ragged clothes, the food lines when times were bad at the mills. . . .”


Elizabeth Duckworth was going back because she was homesick. She didn’t care if her son-in-law had told her it was too dangerous to sail across. She always had been independent, and at fifty-two it was too late to change. It wasn’t easy to lose a husband . . . and then another one.


By the time the trolley arrived in New London, she was warm, and she wished she had worn a lighter cotton–not this dark solid-color with the tight collar. She removed her close-brimmed straw hat and held it in her lap.


At the station in New London she looked once more at her precious passage–a steerage ticket on the Lusitania–and put it back in her tightly clutched purse. Then at the New York, New Haven, and Hartford window, she paid for her one-way fare to New York–[image: image]3.04.


In a few minutes the steam locomotive was ringing its bell. It pounded around the curve along New London’s waterfront and came to a halt at the platform. Elizabeth hoisted her ponderous baggage onto the train.


Once in the dusty plush coach seat she leaned back, unbuttoned her collar, and reached in her purse for the ham sandwich Bill had prepared. Then she smiled. She could almost smell the factory smoke of Blackburn.


While Elizabeth Duckworth was eating, a family trio sat down to lunch in the oppressive Victorian atmosphere of the Gotham Hotel in New York. The group consisted of Mr. and Mrs. Allen D. Loney and their fourteen-year-old daughter Virginia Bruce.


Loney was an American who had taken up residence in England. Though a well-known member of the hunting set, it was some time since he had ridden to hounds across the fields beyond Northampton’s spires. He was driving now for the Red Cross in France.


Mrs. Loney, also an American, had returned to the States because she was homesick. When she became more homesick for Allen, he came to New York to bring her and his daughter back to Northampton.


He was pleased on many counts. In addition to being reunited with his family, he would have a sea voyage, a vacation, and brief respite from the dangers of driving close to the front, where stray shells might blast one into eternity at any moment. Virginia Bruce was more than pleased at the prospect of a trip on the big, fast Lusitania–London in a week!


Downtown, at the foot of 11th Street, in the rank heart of the meat-packing district, alongside cement-fronted Pier 54, the 702 men and women who comprised the crew were trying to ready the Lusitania for her voyage so that she could indeed push her long, graceful prow up the Mersey River in a week’s time.


As chief engineer, the walrus-mustached, veteran Archibald Bryce made his rounds far below in a world of heavy grease and shiny metal. He noted in the log–once more–that six of the vessel’s twenty-five boilers were cold, and would remain that way. There were hardly enough stokers to fire the nineteen mammoth boilers which were hot. This crossing would necessarily be far slower than the record run of four-and-one-half days in 1909.


Coal barges alongside the ship were bunkering her with 1000 tons less than her great 7000-ton coal capacity, a capacity that in itself was considerably heavier than the entire gross weight of the average freighter. All considered, it meant a reduction in log speed to about twenty-one knots. Yet everyone agreed with Captain Turner that the Lusitania, fettered as she was, still held a six-knot margin over the fastest U-boat.


On the afternoon of April 30, 1915, that seemed margin enough.


The economy was necessary, Alfred A. Booth, Cunard’s youthful Chairman of the Board, explained, since wartime travel was lean. Steerage, or Third, was only one-third booked, spelling a loss to the company if the voyage were to be made at top speed with a full crew.


The Lusitania was nearly ready for sea. In the late-Georgian First Class lounge, a new coat of polish had been applied to the inlaid mahogany. The heavy velvet drapes were freshly cleaned.


From the balconied dome of the Louis VI First Class dining saloon, nine painted muses smiled down. Like the visitors who were touring the ship, they seemed pleased with the sumptuous saloon.


Whatever noises the crew caused in their ’tween-decks ministrations provided but a contrast to the clamor of the stevedores as they filled the holds.


An assorted cargo was going on board, making the Lusitania in this respect vaguely kin to the most cosmopolitan tramp steamer. In her manifest were such items as 200,000 pounds of sheet brass, 111,762 pounds of copper, odd lots of different kinds of machinery from Boston, 217,157 pounds of cheese, 342,165 pounds of beef, 43,614 pounds of lard, 185,040 pounds of bacon, 205 barrels of Connecticut oysters, 25 barrels of lubricating oil, 655 packages of confectionery, several bales of leather sides, 5 packages of automobiles and automobile parts, and 17 packages of dental goods. An additional hodge-podge included crates of chickens, to be eaten during the voyage. Much of the cargo, like the machinery, brass, leather sides, and oysters, had come down from New England.


Also being hoisted aboard was another type of cargo that some persons–the Germans for example–might have classified as war contraband. This consisted of 4200 cases of small-caliber rifle ammunition and somewhat more than 100 cases of empty shrapnel shells and unloaded fuses. They had all been listed with the Collector of the Port of New York, Dudley Field Malone, as was the rest of the cargo.


Altogether, the Lusitania’s cargo was valued at a relatively modest 750,000 dollars. Rumors had it that more than 6,000,000 dollars in gold bullion was locked in a strong room in a lower deck; but it was not on the manifest.


As the afternoon waned, the cargo still arrived in deep, greasy nets, while seamen continued to dab white paint onto the liner’s already-glistening superstructure.


In another part of New York the Allied cause was being served by a pretty Belgian woman. Marie de Page was addressing a meeting of the Special Relief Society at the home of Mrs. Charles B. Alexander, 4 West 58th Street. The wife of Dr. Antoine de Page of Brussels, Mme de Page was concluding a successful nation-wide tour on behalf of Belgian relief and the Belgian hospital at La Panne. The latter, known as the “Queen’s Hospital,” was directed by her husband and was already filled with wounded soldiers.


Pledges now totaled well over 100,000 dollars in cash and half that again in supplies. Mme de Page had considered her reception in Pittsburgh a few days ago “overwhelming,” as she had those in Washington and many other American cities during two busy months.


This afternoon, as May breezes from Central Park wafted through the opened, lace-curtained windows and the traffic of Fifth Avenue chugged and clopped past, Mme de Page gave a final description of impoverished, wartom Belgium. She could speak of the war with conviction, for one of her sons, Lucien, was fighting on the Western Front.


The room was quiet when she finally thanked her audience and told them she must hurry to her hotel to pack. “I am sailing for home tomorrow on the Lusitania,” she said. Hers had been a last-minute reservation. In order to complete her business in America, she had canceled passage on the Lapland, which had sailed the day before.


At the same hour Alfred Gwynne Vanderbilt, whom some thought worth nearly 100,000,000 dollars, was dressing for dinner in the Vanderbilt Hotel on lower Park Avenue. His valet, Ronald Denyer, had just packed his master’s luggage for a three weeks’ trip to London.


Elsewhere in the suite, nursemaids were tucking Alfred, Jr., and George Vanderbilt into bed. Goings and comings were so commonplace in their father’s life that he would make no more of bidding them good-by than if he were merely going to his Oakland Farm stables in Newport.


Nevertheless, he was a good and kindly father to Alfred and George and also to Billy, who now lived with his first wife. Vanderbilt provided them all with a magic nursery-land of toys, and friends witnessed the enjoyment he obtained from playing with them in his infrequent leisure moments.


This time his London stables were taking him from home and his second wife, the former Mrs. Margaret Emerson McKim. There always seemed matters to be tended to where horses were concerned. As a director of the International Horse Show Association, he was due to meet with other directors in London. Officers of the National Horse Show Association, with whom he had conferred this afternoon, had agreed that the war was going well enough to resume the fall show, canceled the year before.


Handsome, thirty-eight-year-old Vanderbilt contemplated his visits to England with mixed feelings. The suicide there six years ago of a St. Louis beauty underscored a situation which already had left a bad taste in Court of St. James circles. The woman, wife of a consul, had been mentioned at the time of a divorce action in 1908 brought by Vanderbilt’s first wife, Mrs. Ellen French Vanderbilt.


More recently, a girl from Virginia who was whip for Vanderbilt’s coach horses–which he raced from London to Brighton–had brought suit against his stable chief. It all seemed most unfortunate.


Many of his friends thought that these unpleasant happenings slowed down the gay parties for which Vanderbilt had been noted since undergraduate days at Yale. No longer could he be seen running his 30,000-dollar racing car over Florida beaches like someone frenzied. Nor was he the same dashing young man who had hired trains and ships to rush home from Japan on learning of the death of his father, Cornelius.


His farewell to New York this trip was simple. Together with friends, the H. Vander Horst Kochs, he and Mrs. Vanderbilt went to the Empire Theater to see A Celebrated Case, the first coproduction of David Belasco and Charles Frohman after a rift of almost twenty years.


Others in New York visited the theater that evening too–a ship’s captain named Will Turner, for example. He first dined at Luchow’s, one of his favorite restaurants, then visited backstage at the New Amsterdam with his pretty niece, Mercedes Desmore. She was appearing in Henry Arthur Jones’ The Lie.


Justus Forman, forty-one-year-old author-turned-playwright, did not attend the theater, but he did stop at the Knickerbocker Grill at 42nd Street and Broadway, a meeting place for writers, actors, and newspapermen. In addition to admiring the new Maxfield Parrish mural of King Cole behind the bar, he hoped perhaps to elicit a kind word for his Hyphen which had opened at the Knickerbocker Theater. It was not a success, yet he comforted himself that it might fare better in Boston, where it would debut at the Hollis next week.


He left early, when few acquaintances appeared, to pack for his sailing on the Lusitania. He would travel with Charles Frohman, who still clung to the belief that the younger man could become a successful playwright. Forman himself was somehow less optimistic, despite the backing of the great producer. To tide himself over he had accepted a commitment to write a series of war letters, datelined “France,” for the New York Times.


In lower Manhattan two young seamen were spending the night in “luxurious if doubtful surroundings.” Leslie, eighteen, and his older brother John Clifford Morton, cadets, together with nine shipmates, had jumped the full-rigger Naiad rather than face a year’s voyage home to England via Australia and perhaps miss the “Great War” entirely. They had already been at sea sixty-three days.


The Mortons, cabled 250 dollars for Second Class fares by their father, quickly consumed their passage in such “exotic” dishes as banana sundaes and assorted frivolities. Along with their other impatient shipmates from the Naiad, they now would work their way home on the fast “Lusy,” and were happy at the prospect.


Yet 240 miles farther up the Atlantic seaboard, in Boston, a wealthy shoe dealer, about three times the younger Morton’s age, decided he was not happy. Edward B. Bowen strode across the living room of his suburban Newton home and lifted the needle arm off the gramophone. The silence which followed “Alexander’s Ragtime Band” was welcome.


He picked up the telephone, now that at last he had made a decision. A talk with a recently arrived London associate had influenced him. He gave the operator the home number of his travel agent.
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