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				Introduction

				This book is as much for people who know a lot about the Titanic disaster as it is for those who know very little about it. This is because, for both experts and newcomers, if you want to know what really happened the incredible night the Titanic sank, you need to ask the people who were there. But the last Titanic survivor, Millvina Dean, died in 2009, aged ninety-seven, and she was only nine weeks old when the Titanic sank. In order to know what really happened on Titanic, all we have now is the recorded evidence of eyewitnesses.

				Many of the most important of these eyewitness accounts were written or dictated by people who were there in 1912, immediately after their rescue. Titanic’s Assistant Saloon Steward Walter Nichols was even still wearing the pajamas in which he was saved, as he dictated his account to his sister. These first accounts provide the most accurate picture of what really happened that night and what it was like to be a passenger or crew member on the Titanic before, during, and after the sinking.

				Titanic sank at 2:20 A.M. on April 15, 1912, on her maiden voyage. Under a perfect canopy of stars, more than 1,500 people drowned or froze to death that morning in the flat calm water of the North Atlantic. She was the latest in technology and contained within her steel walls a veritable Noah’s Ark of nationalities, people from all different walks of life. But after Titanic had departed the scene that night, only the fundamentals remained: The stars above and men, women, and children struggling and dying in the black water below.

				Although there are a few full-length accounts, many are in the form of private letters written by survivors aboard the rescue ship Carpathia or interviews given by survivors to the newspapers after they arrived in New York. The evidence of 150 survivors is also recorded in the transcripts of the exhaustive American and British public inquiries into the Titanic disaster conducted in 1912.

				This book draws on all of these sources. We begin with “The Sinking of the Titanic Seen from a Lifeboat,” the fourth chapter from second-class passenger Lawrence Beesley’s The Loss of the Titanic, written in 1912. Beesley gives us the most beautiful description of that terrible night, and his account immediately places his reader right on the spot, watching Titanic sinking. Beesley’s is the most accessible full-length survivor account, written by a thirty-four-year-old man on his first voyage across the Atlantic. Beesley was a Cambridge scholar and later became the science master at Dulwich College in London. Indeed, at age seventy-nine, he taught my uncle—then twelve—at the Northwood School of Coaching in Middlesex, in 1956. It was Beesley’s scientific account of the Titanic disaster that inspired me to look more deeply into its true causes, and his comment that the stars seemed to be flashing messages across the sky to each other was an important clue in explaining why the Titanic and the nearby Californian failed to communicate with each other by Morse lamp. Similarly, his description of the stars that night appearing to be cut in half by the horizon and throwing long beams of light along the sea to the survivors proved to be a useful description of the abnormal refraction or miraging present on the horizon that night, which had fatal consequences for the Titanic.

				Beesley’s account is followed by the complete text of The Truth about the Titanic, written by Colonel Archibald Gracie in 1912, before his death in December of that year from illnesses compounded by his traumatic experiences on the Titanic, which haunted him until the day he died. Gracie was swept off the deck by a wave caused by Titanic’s sinking and then sucked down by the giant ship, but his strength and physical fitness allowed him to escape onto the top of an upturned lifeboat, where he barely survived the freezing night, before being rescued by another of Titanic’s lifeboats and finally delivered to the welcoming decks of the Carpathia.

				Archibald Gracie IV was the great-grandson of Archibald Gracie, a Scottish-born shipping magnate and early American businessman and merchant in New York City and Virginia whose spacious home, Gracie Mansion, now serves as the residence of the mayor of New York City. Coincidentally, one of Gracie IV’s fellow travelers on the Titanic was John Jacob Astor IV, the richest man in the world and great-grandson of frequent Gracie Mansion visitor and personal friend of Gracie I, John Jacob Astor.

				Fifty-four years old when the Titanic sank, first-class passenger Archibald Gracie IV was a real estate dealer, author, and military historian. Following completion of his book The Truth About Chickamauga, about one of the bloodiest battles of the American Civil War, Gracie decided he needed to relax and took a trip to Europe. Leaving his wife and daughter at home, he travelled eastbound on the Oceanic, where he made friends with one of the ship’s officers, Herbert Pitman, who was later third officer on the Titanic.

				Boarding at Southampton for his return passage on the Titanic, Gracie travelled as a first-class passenger in cabin C 51 on ticket number 113780, which cost him £28 10s. Several months before, he had undergone an operation in America but was in surprisingly good health. Before she knew her father had been saved, his daughter, Edith, was quoted as follows in the New York Times:

				

				“I hardly know what to say or think,” said Miss Gracie this morning. “Why, only yesterday I received a letter from father, which he addressed to me from Southampton, England. He told me in the letter that he would be home in a few days, and I was awaiting word from mother as to whether we should both meet the Titanic or not.... My father, who was operated on several months ago, went to Europe to recuperate. He had regained his health, and by the tenor of his letter anticipated surprising us by the wonders his trip had worked in building up his constitution.”

				Archibald Gracie IV died on December 4, 1912—officially from a diabetic coma—and was buried in Woodlawn Cemetery, New York. His obituary in the New York Times the following day stated:

				

				After the Carpathia had brought the Titanic survivors to New York Col. Gracie did nothing to banish the tragedy from his thoughts. On the contrary, he spent the succeeding months in correspondence with other survivors, gathering data for his book, The Truth about the Titanic. The events of the night of the wreck were constantly on his mind. The manuscript of his work on the subject had finally been completed and sent to the printers when his last illness came. In his last hours the memories of the disaster did not leave him. Rather they crowded thicker, and he was heard to say:

				“We must get them into the boats. We must get them all into the boats.”

				Early chapters of The Truth about the Titanic describe Colonel Gracie’s personal experiences on board the ship, including his remarkable escape from death, from notes he made on board the Carpathia immediately after the disaster and before he arrived in New York. Chapter 3 is an attempt to deal with four points where the statements of survivors “were strangely at variance,” in Gracie’s words. The final two chapters present the record and story of each lifeboat on the port and starboard sides of the Titanic, respectively, giving the names of those aboard insofar as Colonel Gracie had been able to ascertain them at the time, including conditions aboard each lifeboat and incidents that occurred in the transfer of the passengers of each to the rescue ship Carpathia. These final chapters also include firsthand accounts by survivors in each of the lifeboats, where these were available to Gracie. Colonel Gracie was eventually transferred to lifeboat No. 12, the last one to reach the Carpathia.

				Within the first few paragraphs, Gracie’s account gives us important information about the navigation of the ship:

				

				The Captain had each day improved upon the previous day’s speed, and prophesied that, with continued fair weather, we should make an early arrival record for this maiden trip.... In the twenty-four hours’ run ending the 14th, according to the posted reckoning, the ship had covered 546 miles, and we were told that the next twenty-four hours would see even a better record made.

				In fact we now know that the captain was attempting to beat the maiden voyage time of Titanic’s slightly older sister ship, Olympic, a record set the year before, in June 1911. He hoped to arrive on Tuesday evening instead of on Wednesday, as scheduled, in order to generate publicity for the second of the Olympic Class liners. As Titanic’s owner, Joseph Bruce Ismay explained at the U.S. Inquiry into the Titanic disaster: “It was our intention, if we had fine weather on Monday afternoon or Tuesday, to drive the ship at full speed. That, owing to the unfortunate catastrophe, never eventuated.”

				Gracie speaks for the majority of Titanic passengers when he then memorably informs us that during the four days of the voyage preceding the disaster, “I enjoyed myself as if I were in a summer palace on the seashore....” Gracie had undertaken vigorous physical exercise in the ship’s squash court, gymnasium, and swimming pool on the morning of the collision and had retired early on the night of the wreck, with the intention of continuing his fitness regimen the following day. He had therefore enjoyed three hours of invigorating sleep before the collision occurred at 11:40 P.M. and explained, “I was thus strengthened for the terrible ordeal, better even than had I been forewarned of it.”

				At first glance, it might appear to the modern reader that Gracie’s account is overly formal or stuffy, and certainly Colonel Archibald Gracie was a man of tradition and formality, even by the standards of 1912. He came from a strict and privileged background, and his book is partly aimed at those in his own social circle. But when read closely, Gracie’s account is surprisingly full of how he felt, rather than simply what he did. That emotion is of great interest to the modern reader, and the lack of it is the eternal frustration of most of the eyewitness evidence given at the courts of inquiry into the Titanic disaster.

				In the following paragraph, Gracie attempts to describe in some detail a particular sensation he felt at an important moment during that terrible night:

				

				When I first saw and realized that every lifeboat had left the ship, the sensation felt was not an agreeable one. No thought of fear entered my head, but I experienced a feeling which others may recall when holding the breath in the face of some frightful emergency and when “vox faucibus haesit,” as frequently happened to the old Trojan hero of our school days.

				The full quote that Gracie is referring to is “Obstupui, steteruntque comae, et vox faucibus haesit,” meaning, “I was stupefied, and my hair stood on end, and my voice stuck to my throat.” This is a description of the physical effects of fear, from Virgil’s Aeneid, and gives us a real insight into how he and others on Titanic felt at that awful moment of realization.

				Gracie’s account also gives us important glimpses of how others may have felt, as in the following passage, where he describes seeing the Titanic’s owner, Bruce Ismay, shortly after the collision:

				

				Entering the companionway, I passed Mr. Ismay with a member of the crew hurrying up the stairway. He wore a day suit, and, as usual, was hatless. He seemed too much preoccupied to notice anyone. Therefore I did not speak to him, but regarded his face very closely, perchance to learn from his manner how serious the accident might be. It occurred to me then that he was putting on as brave a face as possible so as to cause no alarm among the passengers.

				The chief value of Gracie’s account is that it is a highly detailed one from a very observant witness who was on board the Titanic until she sank. He therefore also gives us many very important facts, as in this shocking and heartrending passage, where he describes the final minute before Titanic’s plunge:

				

				We had taken but a few steps in the direction indicated when there arose before us from the decks below, a mass of humanity several lines deep, covering the Boat Deck, facing us, and completely blocking our passage toward the stern.

				There were women in the crowd, as well as men, and they seemed to be steerage passengers who had just come up from the decks below. Instantly, when they saw us and the water on the deck chasing us from behind, they turned in the opposite direction towards the stern. This brought them at that point plumb against the iron fence and railing which divide the first and second cabin passengers. Even among these people there was no hysterical cry, or evidence of panic, but oh, the agony of it!

				These were probably third-class men who were not allowed up to the boat deck under the order of women and children first, and women who had elected to wait with them. As well as Gracie’s own experiences and observations, The Truth about the Titanic also includes several shorter accounts by other survivors, including a wonderful one written by Miss Elizabeth W. Shutes. Gracie introduces this account as “one which I freely confess moves me to tears whenever re-read,” and it is a haunting account of that night, very accurately remembered and well described.

				Gracie’s book also gives us a very good idea of the relative calm aboard the Titanic, even as every lifeboat was being launched. His attempt to explain the history of each lifeboat is a useful one, especially his piecing together the extraordinary story of the lifeboat identified as Collapsible A, which he called a “boat of mystery” at the outset of his research. Most significantly though, he documents how on the port side of Titanic, the order was apparently women and children only, whereas on the starboard side of the ship, men were freely admitted into the lifeboats once all the women who were immediately available had been loaded.

				Titanic did not have enough trained deck crew to adequately man and launch her sixteen lifeboats within the time available. The loading and lowering of each of her boats therefore had to be rushed as quickly as possible. In addition, the lifeboats could not very practicably hold the sixty-five persons that each of them was certified to carry; moreover, no general alarm was given, and the passengers truly believed that the Titanic was unsinkable. As a result, many of Titanic’s lifeboats went away grossly underfilled, at least on paper. Nevertheless, women and children accounted for only about 10 percent of the 1,500 people who died in the Titanic disaster, even though more men were saved than women.

				Gracie’s account is followed by four thrilling accounts that came out as a result of the U.S. Inquiry into the Titanic disaster. Third-class passenger Daniel Buckley tells us there was water on the floor of his cabin as soon as he jumped out of bed, and his story about a woman throwing a shawl over his head so that he could remain in the lifeboat in which he escaped is almost certainly the genesis of the myth that several men escaped disguised as women. It’s important to note that his testimony that the third-class passengers had as much chance of escape as the first- and second-class passengers is not inconsistent with his earlier testimony that steerage passengers were prevented from accessing the first- and second-class deck area immediately after the collision; this was normal practice before the order to abandon ship had been given, and this was not given until 12:30 A.M., fifty minutes after the collision.

				John Collins, Titanic’s assistant cook for the first-class galley, gives an amazing and moving account, including how he was washed off Titanic’s deck with a whole crowd of people and the tragic fate of a child passenger.

				Titanic’s baker, Charles Joughin shares his unusual account, which begins in the A deck pantry when he heard Titanic begin to break up and rushed toward the stern with hundreds of other passengers. He describes how these passengers were then thrown together as the ship gave a great list over to port and how he escaped over the outside of the starboard rail and then stepped off the back of the sinking ship, without even getting his head wet!

				Last in this section of testimonies from the U.S. Inquiry is Junior Marconi Operator Harold Bride’s statement to his employers, which he submitted to the inquiry and which details important wireless information, as well as his final moments aboard ship and his scramble to get onto an overturned collapsible lifeboat.

				Bride’s long account of his experiences on the sinking liner, published in the New York Times on April 19, 1912, then opens a selection of survivor accounts published in newspapers at the time. These all give unexpected details about the sinking, such as when Bride explains that even Captain Smith laughed at his joke that they should send the new SOS distress signal, because it might be their last chance to send it.

				Third-class passenger Laura Cribb casually notes the violence she witnesses by an officer, and first-class passenger Hugh Woolner graphically describes the terrific roar as Titanic took her final plunge as being “like thousands of tons of rocks rumbling down a metal chute.”

				An account given by Margaret “Molly” Brown to the Newport Herald and serialized by that newspaper on May 28–30, 1912, is also included. Contrary to her portrayal in various films about the Titanic, Molly was a highly sophisticated and very well-educated champion of women’s rights; she had been holidaying with the Astors in Egypt. Her account of the atmosphere in the corridor outside her room immediately after the collision is revealing and tragic:

				

				On emerging from my stateroom, I found many men in the gangway in their pajamas, whom I had overheard a few moments before entering their staterooms saying that they were nearly frozen and had to leave the smoking-rooms. They, while standing, were chaffing each other, one of them remarked, “Are you prepared to swim in those things?” referring to the pajamas. Women were standing along the corridors in their kimonos. All seemed to be quietly listening, thinking nothing serious had occurred.... This gallows humor immediately after the collision is also borne witness to in many other survivor accounts. Colonel Archibald Gracie immortalized his friend James Clinch Smith, who did not survive the disaster, when he recalled in The Truth about the Titanic how it was from him that he first learned that they had struck an iceberg:

				He opened his hand and showed me some ice, flat like my watch, coolly suggesting that I might take it home for a souvenir. All of us will remember the way he had of cracking a joke without a smile.

				All of these jokes were one way of coping with the terrible situation in which Titanic’s passengers suddenly found themselves. By this time most of them had less than three hours to live.

				First-class passenger William Sloper remembers the over-politeness of passengers and the difficulty in filling the first lifeboats owing to the faith the passengers had in the unsinkability of the Titanic. On the contrary, newlywed Vera Dick casually describes the band playing jolly, happy tunes “when the guards shot the jaw off an immigrant who tried to crowd into one of the boats, brushing the women aside.”

				Finally in this section of survivor accounts published in newspapers, Assistant Saloon Steward Walter Nichols describes the horrible shriek that went up after the sinking, the cries for help and weird shouts that sounded like the noise “if you’ve ever been around when they were feeding a kennel of dogs.” All of these accounts are unique and bear the hallmark of authenticity in the surprising facts they reveal.

				The final section comes from Logan Marshall’s The Sinking of the Titanic and Great Sea Disasters, published in 1912. We have included seventeen-year-old Jack Thayer’s description of becoming separated from his parents, jumping from the Titanic, and watching her break up while swimming in the water nearby, before drifting all night on an upturned collapsible lifeboat, as well as James McGough’s account, which is interesting when compared with Molly Brown’s, whom he was responsible for placing in a lifeboat, especially where he says that he was forced to enter a lifeboat “though I admit that the ship looked a great deal safer to me than any small boat.”

				Besides survivor narratives, this edition includes a contemporary report about the preparations on land to receive the survivors, as well as one on the arrival in New York of the rescue ship Carpathia and the work of collecting bodies from Titanic’s wreck site.

				Although not written by survivors, these chapters really bring home the contemporary impact of the disaster, which still reverberates to this day. In 1912, the Titanic created one of the first global media storms, with the New York Times devoting its first twelve pages to the disaster. This impact is rarely put into context today. The sinking of the Titanic on April 15, 1912, was as shocking to the world as the destruction of the Twin Towers on September 11, 2001. The only difference between the following details written in 1912 and a contemporary disaster is that now helicopters would be thumping the air, and there would be an international press camp broadcasting live to the world via satellite:

				

				In anticipation of the enormous number that would... surge about the Cunard pier at the coming of the Carpathia, Mayor Gaynor and the police commissioner had seen to it that the streets should be rigidly sentineled by continuous lines of policemen.... there were 200 men, including twelve mounted men and a number in citizens’ clothes.... twenty ambulances [were] ready for instant movement on the city’s pier at the foot of East Twenty-sixth Street.... hospitals in the city stood ready to take the Titanic’s people and those that had ambulances promised to send them. The Charities ferryboat, Thomas S. Brennan, equipped as a hospital craft, lay off the department pier with nurses and physicians ready to be called to the Cunard pier on the other side of the city. St Vincent’s Hospital had 120 beds ready, New York Hospital twelve, Bellevue and the reception hospital 120 and Flower Hospital twelve.”

				These chapters from Logan Marshall’s 1912 edition also include a poignant, early list of survivors, details of the mission to recover bodies from Titanic’s wreck site, a list of the identified dead and a firsthand observation of scores of bodies being seen from the rail of the steamship Bremen as she steamed near the awful scene:

				

				We saw one woman in her night dress, with a baby clasped closely to her breast.... The bodies of three men in a group, all clinging to one steamship chair, floated near by, and just beyond them were a dozen bodies of men, all of them encased in life-preservers, clinging together as though in a last desperate struggle for life.

				The final section of this edition includes a letter to the New York Times by Lawrence Beesley, published on April 29, 1912. This highly intelligent survivor reviews the disaster, its probable causes, and the means of preventing such an accident in the future, then asks—and answers—many of the questions that are still being asked today. Nicholas Wade, a grandson of Lawrence Beesley, contributes an afterword to this edition, reflecting on the centennial of the Titanic’s sinking as a family member of one of the ship’s most noted survivors.

				One hundred years on, the world is still gripped by the Titanic disaster. This is because Titanic—the floating city—is a metaphor for the whole of civilization, and her untimely death at the hand of God or nature is a metaphor for the human condition. The story of the Titanic shows us our utter helplessness, our best achievement confounded by a lump of ice, and leaves us asking the eternal question: Why? The Titanic forces us to confront this question, which generations of experts and newcomers have grappled with, turning for more information to the first accounts of those who were there.

				TIM MALTIN

			

		

	
		
			
				A Note on the Texts

				Text selections for this edition have been drawn from the following archival sources and books: Brooklyn Public Library; Cleveland Public Library (Cleveland Plain Dealer); Library of Congress (New York Evening Journal, Hartford Times, New York Sun); Missouri Historical Society Archives (St. Louis Post-Dispatch); Newport Herald; New York Times; Washington Post; The Truth about the Titanic, by Archibald Gracie; and Sinking of the Titanic and Great Sea Disasters, edited by Logan Marshall.

				Lawrence Beesley, “Chapter IV. The Sinking of the Titanic Seen from a Lifeboat,” from The Loss of the Titanic: How I Survived the Sinking of the Titanic, ISBN 9781445604435, published by Amberley Publishing 2011, is reprinted with permission.

				U.S. Senate and British Inquiries are drawn from the following: Evidence Before Senate, 62d Congress, 2d Session, Titanic Disaster. Report No. 806. Report of the Committee on Commerce United States Senate pursuant to S. RES. 283 directing the Committee on Commerce to investigate the causes leading to the wreck of the White Star Liner Titanic. Washington Government Printing Office.

				In the Wreck Commissioner’s Court: Proceedings before the Right Hon. Lord Mersey, on the Formal Investigation Ordered by the Board of Trade Into the Loss of the SS Titanic. Printed for His Majesty’s Stationary Office by Jas. Truscott and Son, Ltd. (959 pages + 18 pages of appendices).
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				CHAPTER IV

				The Sinking of the Titanic Seen from a Lifeboat

				Looking back now on the descent of our boat down the ship’s side, it is a matter of surprise, I think, to all the occupants to remember how little they thought of it at the time. It was a great adventure, certainly: it was exciting to feel the boat sink by jerks, foot by foot, as the ropes were paid out from above and shrieked as they passed through the pulley blocks, the new ropes and gear creaking under the strain of a boat laden with people, and the crew calling to the sailors above as the boat tilted slightly, now at one end, now at the other, “Lower aft!” “Lower stern!” and “Lower together!” as she came level again—but I do not think we felt much apprehension about reaching the water safely. It certainly was thrilling to see the black hull of the ship on one side and the sea, 70 feet [c. 21 metres] below, on the other, or to pass down by cabins and saloons brilliantly lighted; but we knew nothing of the apprehension felt in the minds of some of the officers whether the boats and lowering-gear would stand the strain of the weight of our sixty people. The ropes, however, were new and strong, and the boat did not buckle in the middle as an older boat might have done. Whether it was right or not to lower boats full of people to the water—and it seems likely it was not—I think there can be nothing but the highest praise given to the officers and crew above for the way in which they lowered the boats one after the other safely to the water; it may seem a simple matter, to read about such a thing, but any sailor knows, apparently, that it is not so. An experienced officer has told me that he has seen a boat lowered in practise from a ship’s deck, with a trained crew and no passengers in the boat, with practised sailors paying out the ropes, in daylight, in calm weather, with the ship lying in dock—and has seen the boat tilt over and pitch the crew headlong into the sea. Contrast these conditions with those obtaining that Monday morning at 12.45 a.m., and it is impossible not to feel that, whether the lowering crew were trained or not, whether they had or had not drilled since coming on board, they did their duty in a way that argues the greatest efficiency. I cannot help feeling the deepest gratitude to the two sailors who stood at the ropes above and lowered us to the sea: I do not suppose they were saved.

				Perhaps one explanation of our feeling little sense of the unusual in leaving the Titanic in this way was that it seemed the climax to a series of extraordinary occurrences: the magnitude of the whole thing dwarfed events that in the ordinary way would seem to be full of imminent peril. It is easy to imagine it—a voyage of four days on a calm sea, without a single untoward incident; the presumption, perhaps already mentally half realized, that we should be ashore in forty-eight hours and so complete a splendid voyage—and then to feel the engine stop, to be summoned on deck with little time to dress, to tie on a lifebelt, to see rockets shooting aloft in call for help, to be told to get into a lifeboat—after all these things, it did not seem much to feel the boat sinking down to the sea: it was the natural sequence of previous events, and we had learned in the last hour to take things just as they came. At the same time, if any one should wonder what the sensation is like, it is quite easy to measure 75 feet [c. 23 metres] from the windows of a tall house or a block of flats, look down to the ground and fancy himself with some sixty other people crowded into a boat so tightly that he could not sit down or move about, and then picture the boat sinking down in a continuous series of jerks, as the sailors pay out the ropes through cleats above. There are more pleasant sensations than this! How thankful we were that the sea was calm and the Titanic lay so steadily and quietly as we dropped down her side. We were spared the bumping and grinding against the side which so often accompanies the launching of boats: I do not remember that we even had to fend off our boat while we were trying to get free.

				As we went down, one of the crew shouted, “We are just over the condenser exhaust: we don’t want to stay in that long or we shall be swamped; feel down on the floor and be ready to pull up the pin which lets the ropes free as soon as we are afloat.” I had often looked over the side and noticed this stream of water coming out of the side of the Titanic just above the waterline: in fact so large was the volume of water that as we ploughed along and met the waves coming towards us, this stream would cause a splash that sent spray flying. We felt, as well as we could in the crowd of people, on the floor, along the sides, with no idea where the pin could be found—and none of the crew knew where it was, only of its existence somewhere—but we never found it. And all the time we got closer to the sea and the exhaust roared nearer and nearer—until finally we floated with the ropes still holding us from above, the exhaust washing us away and the force of the tide driving us back against the side—the latter not of much account in influencing the direction, however. Thinking over what followed, I imagine we must have touched the water with the condenser stream at our bows, and not in the middle as I thought at one time: at any rate, the resultant of these three forces was that we were carried parallel to the ship, directly under the place where boat 15 would drop from her davits into the sea. Looking up we saw her already coming down rapidly from B deck: she must have filled almost immediately after ours. We shouted up, “Stop lowering 14,” (in an account which appeared in the newspapers of 19 April I have described this boat as 14, not knowing they were numbered alternately) and the crew and passengers in the boat above, hearing us shout and seeing our position immediately below them, shouted the same to the sailors on the boat deck; but apparently they did not hear, for she dropped down foot by foot—twenty feet, fifteen, ten—and a stoker and I in the bows reached up and touched her bottom swinging above our heads, trying to push away our boat from under her. It seemed now as if nothing could prevent her dropping on us, but at this moment another stoker sprang with his knife to the ropes that still held us and I heard him shout, “One! Two!” as he cut them through. The next moment we had swung away from underneath 15, and were clear of her as she dropped into the water in the space we had just before occupied. I do not know how the bow ropes were freed, but imagine that they were cut in the same way, for we were washed clear of the Titanic at once by the force of the stream and floated away as the oars were got out.

				I think we all felt that that was quite the most exciting thing we had yet been through, and a great sigh of relief and gratitude went up as we swung away from the boat above our heads; but I heard no one cry aloud during the experience—not a woman’s voice was raised in fear or hysteria. I think we all learnt many things that night about the bogey called “fear”, and how the facing of it is much less than the dread of it.

				The crew was made up of cooks and stewards, mostly the former, I think; their white jackets showing up in the darkness as they pulled away, two to an oar: I do not think they can have had any practise in rowing, for all night long their oars crossed and clashed; if our safety had depended on speed or accuracy in keeping time it would have gone hard with us. Shouting began from one end of the boat to the other as to what we should do, where we should go, and no one seemed to have any knowledge how to act. At last we asked, “Who is in charge of this boat?” but there was no reply. We then agreed by general consent that the stoker who stood in the stern with the tiller should act as captain, and from that time he directed the course, shouting to other boats and keeping in touch with them. Not that there was anywhere to go or anything we could do. Our plan of action was simple: to keep all the boats together as far as possible and wait until we were picked up by other liners. The crew had apparently heard of the wireless communications before they left the Titanic, but I never heard them say that we were in touch with any boat but the Olympic: it was always the Olympic that was coming to our rescue. They thought they knew even her distance, and making a calculation, we came to the conclusion that we ought to be picked up by her about two o’clock in the afternoon. But this was not our only hope of rescue: we watched all the time the darkness lasted for steamers’ lights, thinking there might be a chance of other steamers coming near enough to see the lights which some of our boats carried. I am sure there was no feeling in the minds of anyone that we should not be picked up next day: we knew that wireless messages would go out from ship to ship, and as one of the stokers said: “The sea will be covered with ships to-morrow afternoon: they will race up from all over the sea to find us.” Some even thought that fast torpedo boats might run up ahead of the Olympic. And yet the Olympic was, after all, the farthest away of them all; eight other ships lay within three hundred miles of us.

				How thankful we should have been to know how near help was, and how many ships had heard our message and were rushing to the Titanic’s aid. I think nothing has surprised us more than to learn so many ships were near enough to rescue us in a few hours.

				Almost immediately after leaving the Titanic we saw what we all said was a ship’s lights down on the horizon on the Titanic’s port side: two lights, one above the other, and plainly not one of our boats; we even rowed in that direction for some time, but the lights drew away and disappeared below the horizon.

				But this is rather anticipating: we did none of these things first. We had no eyes for anything but the ship we had just left. As the oarsmen pulled slowly away we all turned and took a long look at the mighty vessel towering high above our midget boat, and I know it must have been the most extraordinary sight I shall ever be called upon to witness; I realize now how totally inadequate language is to convey to some other person who was not there any real impression of what we saw.

				But the task must be attempted: the whole picture is so intensely dramatic that, while it is not possible to place on paper for eyes to see the actual likeness of the ship as she lay there, some sketch of the scene will be possible. First of all, the climatic conditions were extraordinary. The night was one of the most beautiful I have ever seen: the sky without a single cloud to mar the perfect brilliance of the stars, clustered so thickly together that in places there seemed almost more dazzling points of light set in the black sky than background of sky itself; and each star seemed, in the keen atmosphere, free from any haze, to have increased its brilliance tenfold and to twinkle and glitter with a staccato flash that made the sky seem nothing but a setting made for them in which to display their wonder. They seemed so near, and their light so much more intense than ever before, that fancy suggested they saw this beautiful ship in dire distress below and all their energies had awakened to flash messages across the black dome of the sky to each other; telling and warning of the calamity happening in the world beneath. Later, when the Titanic had gone down and we lay still on the sea waiting for the day to dawn or a ship to come, I remember looking up at the perfect sky and realizing why Shakespeare wrote the beautiful words he puts in the mouth of Lorenzo:

				

				Jessica, look how the floor of heaven

				Is thick inlaid with patines of bright gold.

				There’s not the smallest orb which thou behold’st

				But in his motion like an angel sings,

				Still quiring to the young-eyed cherubims;

				Such harmony is in immortal souls;

				But whilst this muddy vesture of decay

				Doth grossly close it in, we cannot hear it.

				But it seemed almost as if we could—that night: the stars seemed really to be alive and to talk. The complete absence of haze produced a phenomenon I had never seen before: where the sky met the sea the line was as clear and definite as the edge of a knife, so that the water and the air never merged gradually into each other and blended to a softened rounded horizon, but each element was so exclusively separate that where a star came low down in the sky near the clear-cut edge of the water-line, it still lost none of its brilliance. As the earth revolved and the water edge came up and covered partially the star, as it were, it simply cut the star in two, the upper half continuing to sparkle as long as it was not entirely hidden, and throwing a long beam of light along the sea to us.

				In the evidence before the United States Senate Committee the captain of one of the ships near us that night said the stars were so extraordinarily bright near the horizon that he was deceived into thinking that they were ships’ lights: he did not remember seeing such a night before. Those who were afloat will all agree with that statement: we were often deceived into thinking they were lights of a ship.

				And next the cold air! Here again was something quite new to us: there was not a breath of wind to blow keenly round us as we stood in the boat, and because of its continued persistence to make us feel cold; it was just a keen, bitter, icy, motionless cold that came from nowhere and yet was there all the time; the stillness of it—if one can imagine “cold” being motionless and still—was what seemed new and strange.

				And these—the sky and the air—were overhead; and below was the sea. Here again something uncommon: the surface was like a lake of oil, heaving gently up and down with a quiet motion that rocked our boat dreamily to and fro. We did not need to keep her head to the swell: often I watched her lying broadside on to the tide, and with a boat loaded as we were, this would have been impossible with anything like a swell. The sea slipped away smoothly under the boat, and I think we never heard it lapping on the sides, so oily in appearance was the water. So when one of the stokers said he had been to sea for twenty-six years and never yet seen such a calm night, we accepted it as true without comment. Just as expressive was the remark of another—“It reminds me of a bloomin’ picnic!” It was quite true; it did: a picnic on a lake, or a quiet inland river like the Cam, or a backwater on the Thames.

				And so in these conditions of sky and air and sea, we gazed broadside on the Titanic from a short distance. She was absolutely still—indeed from the first it seemed as if the blow from the iceberg had taken all the courage out of her and she had just come quietly to rest and was settling down without an effort to save herself, without a murmur of protest against such a foul blow. For the sea could not rock her: the wind was not there to howl noisily round the decks, and make the ropes hum; from the first what must have impressed all as they watched was the sense of stillness about her and the slow, insensible way she sank lower and lower in the sea, like a stricken animal.

				The mere bulk alone of the ship viewed from the sea below was an awe-inspiring sight. Imagine a ship nearly a sixth of a mile long, 75 feet [c. 23 metres] high to the top decks, with four enormous funnels above the decks, and masts again high above the funnels; with her hundreds of portholes, all her saloons and other rooms brilliant with light, and all round her, little boats filled with those who until a few hours before had trod her decks and read in her libraries and listened to the music of her band in happy content; and who were now looking up in amazement at the enormous mass above them and rowing away from her because she was sinking.

				I had often wanted to see her from some distance away, and only a few hours before, in conversation at lunch with a fellow-passenger, had registered a vow to get a proper view of her lines and dimensions when we landed at New York: to stand some distance away to take in a full view of her beautiful proportions, which the narrow approach to the dock at Southampton made impossible. Little did I think that the opportunity was to be found so quickly and so dramatically. The background, too, was a different one from what I had planned for her: the black outline of her profile against the sky was bordered all round by stars studded in the sky, and all her funnels and masts were picked out in the same way: her bulk was seen where the stars were blotted out. And one other thing was different from expectation: the thing that ripped away from us instantly, as we saw it, all sense of the beauty of the night, the beauty of the ship’s lines, and the beauty of her lights—and all these taken in themselves were intensely beautiful—that thing was the awful angle made by the level of the sea with the rows of porthole lights along her side in dotted lines, row above row. The sea level and the rows of lights should have been parallel—should never have met—and now they met at an angle inside the black hull of the ship. There was nothing else to indicate she was injured; nothing but this apparent violation of a simple geometrical law—that parallel lines should “never meet even if produced ever so far both ways”; but it meant the Titanic had sunk by the head until the lowest portholes in the bows were under the sea, and the portholes in the stern were lifted above the normal height. We rowed away from her in the quietness of the night, hoping and praying with all our hearts that she would sink no more and the day would find her still in the same position as she was then. The crew, however, did not think so. It has been said frequently that the officers and crew felt assured that she would remain afloat even after they knew the extent of the damage. Some of them may have done so—and perhaps, from their scientific knowledge of her construction, with more reason at the time than those who said she would sink—but at any rate the stokers in our boat had no such illusion. One of them—I think he was the same man that cut us free from the pulley ropes—told us how he was at work in the stoke-hole, and in anticipation of going off duty in quarter of an hour—thus confirming the time of the collision as 11:45—had near him a pan of soup keeping hot on some part of the machinery; suddenly the whole side of the compartment came in, and the water rushed him off his feet. Picking himself up, he sprang for the compartment doorway and was just through the aperture when the watertight door came down behind him, “like a knife,” as he said; “they work them from the bridge.” He had gone up on deck but was ordered down again at once and with others was told to draw the fires from under the boiler, which they did, and were then at liberty to come on deck again. It seems that this particular knot of stokers must have known almost as soon as any one of the extent of injury. He added mournfully, “I could do with that hot soup now”—and indeed he could: he was clad at the time of the collision, he said, in trousers and singlet, both very thin on account of the intense heat in the stoke-hole; and although he had added a short jacket later, his teeth were chattering with the cold. He found a place to lie down underneath the tiller on the little platform where our captain stood, and there he lay all night with a coat belonging to another stoker thrown over him and I think he must have been almost unconscious. A lady next to him, who was warmly clad with several coats, tried to insist on his having one of hers—a fur-lined one—thrown over him, but he absolutely refused while some of the women were insufficiently clad; and so the coat was given to an Irish girl with pretty auburn hair standing near, leaning against the gunwale—with an “outside berth” and so more exposed to the cold air. This same lady was able to distribute more of her wraps to the passengers, a rug to one, a fur boa to another; and she has related with amusement that at the moment of climbing up the Carpathia’s side, those to whom these articles had been lent offered them all back to her; but as, like the rest of us, she was encumbered with a lifebelt, she had to say she would receive them back at the end of the climb. I had not seen my dressing-gown since I dropped into the boat, but some time in the night a steerage passenger found it on the floor and put it on.

				It is not easy at this time to call to mind who were in the boat, because in the night it was not possible to see more than a few feet away, and when dawn came we had eyes only for the rescue ship and the icebergs; but so far as my memory serves the list was as follows: no first class passengers; three women, one baby, two men from the second cabin; and the other passengers steerage—mostly women; a total of about 35 passengers. The rest, about 25 (and possibly more), were crew and stokers. Near to me all night was a group of three Swedish girls, warmly clad, standing close together to keep warm, and very silent; indeed there was very little talking at any time.

				One conversation took place that is, I think, worth repeating: one more proof that the world after all is a small place. The ten-months’ old baby which was handed down at the last moment was received by a lady next to me—the same who shared her wraps and coats. The mother had found a place in the middle and was too tightly packed to come through to the child, and so it slept contentedly for about an hour in a stranger’s arms; it then began to cry and the temporary nurse said: “Will you feel down and see if the baby’s feet are out of the blanket! I don’t know much about babies but I think their feet must be kept warm.” Wriggling down as well as I could, I found its toes exposed to the air and wrapped them well up, when it ceased crying at once: it was evidently a successful diagnosis! Having recognized the lady by her voice—it was much too dark to see faces—as one of my vis-à-vis at the purser’s table, I said—“Surely you are Miss——?” “Yes,” she replied, “and you must be Mr. Beesley; how curious we should find ourselves in the same boat!” Remembering that she had joined the boat at Queenstown, I said, “Do you know Clonmel? A letter from a great friend of mine who is staying there at——[giving the address] came aboard at Queenstown.” “Yes, it is my home: and I was dining at——just before I came away.” It seemed that she knew my friend, too; and we agreed that of all places in the world to recognise mutual friends, a crowded lifeboat afloat in mid-ocean at 2 a.m. 1,200 miles from our destination was one of the most unexpected.

				And all the time, as we watched, the Titanic sank lower and lower by the head and the angle became wider and wider as the stern porthole lights lifted and the bow lights sank, and it was evident she was not to stay afloat much longer. The captain-stoker now told the oarsmen to row away as hard as they could. Two reasons seemed to make this a wise decision: one that as she sank she would create such a wave of suction that boats, if not sucked under by being too near, would be in danger of being swamped by the wave her sinking would create—and we all knew our boat was in no condition to ride big waves, crowded as it was and manned with untrained oarsmen. The second was that an explosion might result from the water getting to the boilers, and debris might fall within a wide radius. And yet, as it turned out, neither of these things happened.

				At about 2:15 a.m. I think we were any distance from a mile to two miles away. It is difficult for a landsman to calculate distance at sea but we had been afloat an hour and a half, the boat was heavily loaded, the oarsmen unskilled, and our course erratic: following now one light and now another, sometimes a star and sometimes a light from a port lifeboat which had turned away from the Titanic in the opposite direction and lay almost on our horizon; and so we could not have gone very far away.

				About this time, the water had crept up almost to her sidelight and the captain’s bridge, and it seemed a question only of minutes before she sank. The oarsmen lay on their oars, and all in the lifeboat were motionless as we watched her in absolute silence—save some who would not look and buried their heads on each other’s shoulders. The lights still shone with the same brilliance, but not so many of them: many were now below the surface. I have often wondered since whether they continued to light up the cabins when the portholes were under water; they may have done so.

				And then, as we gazed awestruck, she tilted slowly up, revolving apparently about a center of gravity just astern of amidships, until she attained a vertically upright position; and there she remained—motionless! As she swung up, her lights, which had shone without a flicker all night, went out suddenly, came on again for a single flash, then went out altogether. And as they did so, there came a noise which many people, wrongly I think, have described as an explosion; it has always seemed to me that it was nothing but the engines and machinery coming loose from their bolts and bearings, and falling through the compartments, smashing everything in their way. It was partly a roar, partly a groan, partly a rattle, and partly a smash, and it was not a sudden roar as an explosion would be: it went on successively for some seconds, possibly fifteen to twenty, as the heavy machinery dropped down to the bottom (now the bows) of the ship: I suppose it fell through the end and sank first, before the ship. But it was a noise no one had heard before, and no one wishes to hear again: it was stupefying, stupendous, as it came to us along the water. It was as if all the heavy things one could think of had been thrown downstairs from the top of a house, smashing each other and the stairs and everything in the way.

				Several apparently authentic accounts have been given, in which definite stories of explosions have been related—in some cases even with wreckage blown up and the ship broken in two; but I think such accounts will not stand close analysis. In the first place the fires had been withdrawn and the steam allowed to escape some time before she sank, and the possibility of explosion from this cause seems very remote. Then, as just related, the noise was not sudden and definite, but prolonged—more like the roll and crash of thunder. The probability of the noise being caused by engines falling down will be seen by referring to illustration 57, where the engines are placed in compartments 3, 4, and 5. As the Titanic tilted up they would almost certainly fall loose from their bed and plunge down through the other compartments.

				No phenomenon like that pictured in some American and English papers occurred—that of the ship breaking in two, and the two ends being raised above the surface. I saw these drawings in preparation on board the Carpathia, and said at the time that they bore no resemblance to what actually happened.

				When the noise was over the Titanic was still upright like a column: we could see her now only as the stern and some 150 feet [c. 45 metres] of her stood outlined against the star-specked sky, looming black in the darkness, and in this position she continued for some minutes—I think as much as five minutes, but it may have been less. Then, first sinking back a little at the stern, I thought, she slid slowly forwards through the water and dived slantingly down; the sea closed over her and we had seen the last of the beautiful ship on which we had embarked four days before at Southampton.

				And in place of the ship on which all our interest had been concentrated for so long and towards which we looked most of the time because it was still the only object on the sea which was a fixed point to us—in place of the Titanic, we had the level sea now stretching in an unbroken expanse to the horizon: heaving gently just as before, with no indication on the surface that the waves had just closed over the most wonderful vessel ever built by man’s hand; the stars looked down just the same and the air was just as bitterly cold.

				There seemed a great sense of loneliness when we were left on the sea in a small boat without the Titanic: not that we were uncomfortable (except for the cold) nor in danger: we did not think we were either, but the Titanic was no longer there.

				We waited head on for the wave which we thought might come—the wave we had heard so much of from the crew and which they said had been known to travel for miles—and it never came. But although the Titanic left us no such legacy of a wave as she went to the bottom, she left us something we would willingly forget forever, something which it is well not to let the imagination dwell on—the cries of many hundreds of our fellow-passengers struggling in the ice-cold water.

				I would willingly omit any further mention of this part of the disaster from this book, but for two reasons it is not possible—first, that as a matter of history it should be put on record; and secondly, that these cries were not only an appeal for help in the awful conditions of danger in which the drowning found themselves—an appeal that could never be answered—but an appeal to the whole world to make such conditions of danger and hopelessness impossible ever again; a cry that called to the heavens for the very injustice of its own existence: a cry that clamored for its own destruction.

				We were utterly surprised to hear this cry go up as the waves closed over the Titanic: we had heard no sound of any kind from her since we left her side; and, as mentioned before, we did not know how many boats she had or how many rafts. The crew may have known, but they probably did not, and if they did, they never told the passengers: we should not have been surprised to know all were safe on some life-saving device.

				So that unprepared as we were for such a thing, the cries of the drowning floating across the quiet sea filled us with stupefaction: we longed to return and rescue at least some of the drowning, but we knew it was impossible. The boat was filled to standing-room, and to return would mean the swamping of us all, and so the captain-stoker told his crew to row away from the cries. We tried to sing to keep all from thinking of them; but there was no heart for singing in the boat at that time.

				The cries, which were loud and numerous at first, died away gradually one by one, but the night was clear, frosty and still, the water smooth, and the sounds must have carried on its level surface free from any obstruction for miles, certainly much farther from the ship than we were situated. I think the last of them must have been heard nearly forty minutes after the Titanic sank. Lifebelts would keep the survivors afloat for hours; but the cold water was what stopped the cries.

				There must have come to all those safe in the lifeboats, scattered round the drowning at various distances, a deep resolve that, if anything could be done by them in the future to prevent the repetition of such sounds, they would do it—at whatever cost of time or other things. And not only to them are those cries an imperative call, but to every man and woman who has known of them. It is not possible that ever again can such conditions exist; but it is a duty imperative on one and all to see that they do not. Think of it! A few more boats, a few more planks of wood nailed together in a particular way at a trifling cost, and all those men and women whom the world can so ill afford to lose would be with us to-day, there would be no mourning in thousands of homes which now are desolate, and these words need not have been written.
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