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HE

Fifteen Hundred and Ninety-fiv- e Persons Paid the Penalty for Man's-- Sneer at Nature
MISTRESS OP OCEAN

IS (If) ERED BY

MASTER OF THE SEA

'Beneath Words, "Titanic
..Sank," Is. the Tale of

a Tragedy.

. (Continued from First Page.)
formed the population of that floating

Milage. .

"Finance lent tho name of a Guggen-
heim nhd an Autor to give hallmark
to thnt phase of tho Tltanlc's trip,
literature loaned Stead and Kutrelle.
One a veteran publlcUt and Journalist,
known and respected for forty years.
Th,o other, a youngster In the fertile
fluids to which fie had escaped after
hum-drummi- In a newspaper, and In
which he was steadily mounting the
ladder' of success. There was a na-
tional character to the assemblage, for
Major Archibald Wllllngham Butt, aid
to 'President Taft, was returning to
America from Home, where he had been
commissioned with a messuge to he
delivered at the Vatican.

England's coronets found a repre-
sentative In IjortT Cosmo Gordon, who,
Willi his wife, Lady Duff Gordon, was
returning to America after a Parisian

I
trip. Isldor Straus, one of the greatest
philanthropists and merchant princes of
'the era, was aboard, and with him
was Mrs. Straus.

Saloon a Gay Scene.
Within the saloon there was such a

scene as society always glveB to her
fetes. Jewels worth a king's ransom
flashed from women who seemed carved

i of marble. The hair of the daughters of
wealth seemed to be alive, us tho lights

.brought forth the sparkle of the gems
that they wore In the coiffures.

H)ge ropes of pearls that formed a
.priceless collar for necks that rivaled
tho swan's In their contour were seen,

'ismaBhlng for the nonce the ever-brlllla- ut

sparkle of diamonds, diamonds, and
more diamonds. Twenty million dollars'
wofth of wealth flashed and sparkled
and shimmered and shone In that saloon,
whllo women, fair and beautiful, saw
languidly In that great surcease from
care and trouble, the handsomely ap-
pointed chairs of an ocean liner.

Society was disporting itself In Its
.varied ways and according to Its varied
.moods. The orchestra was playing Its
usual nocturnal concert, the strains run-
ning all musical gamuts, from the lilting

I "rag" to tho exquisite sonata. Society
listened either In languid Interest or

I passionate devotion to the God of Har--I
mony.

Not all the concourse that made that
saloon a living, vital thing dallied with

I either the music or wooed the muses.
I Small tables, covered with the ba,dge of
.the game, the green baize, were scat-
tered at convenient distance from one
another. Here the evening-clothe- d mil-
lionaire played bridge and matched his
cards and his science against the twin
factors possessed by the traveling man
with a. bankroll or one of his own set
who was endeavoring, too, to find a
satisfactory pastime, one that held
financial Interest as well as Individual
pleasure.

Women, too, women whose names
adorn the social register of the elect,
took their hazard In the Inevitable game
of bridge whist. They played with all
the zest and zeal of typical and Inord-
inate gamesters, and the scenes around
these tables, where the players quietly
and studiously employed their time In
the game; were in marked contrast to
those about.

Care and Trouble Banished.
Care and trouble had been banished

by the two handmaidens of frivolity,
music and game. Those to whom ago
meant a resptto from these things that
bear the mark of social requirement
and necessity left the saloon for their
staterooms within a reasonable hour.
The great drawing room of the liner
was thinning ,ln lta ranks, and by 11

o'clock only those who were devoted
music or Immersed In the game, with

a scattering of the Idle loungers, still
stayed In the vast room. The orchei- -

itra was winding up Its portion of the
I collective entertainment, and was pre-
paring to give the Instruments to the
'custody of their cases. That was the
scene In the saloon when the Titanic
was almost at 41.10 north latitude.

Aboard ship, where those In whose
i safety and keeping had been Instrusted
the lives of those on board, there were

'tho usual scerfes. Capt. Edward J.
Smith, commander of the Titanic and
commodore of the White Star fleet, was
"below engrossed In conversation with

I earne of .those whose names spelled
wealth, fame, and fortune. The first

' officer, Murdoch, a clean-shave- n, up--
i standing young Briton, was on the
bridge, the subaltern who was In direct,
though not active, command of the ship.

In the crow's rtest, where the lookout
is stationed to peer straight ahead and
to watch on every hand to see what's
dead ahead, a young Englishman whose

.name has perished, top, was stationed,
fulfilling his part of the duty that goes
to each and every man aboard ship.
The petty officers, whose stations were
at various points of the ship, were on
duly.

Above the beautiful heavens, spark-
ling In their celestial light, below the

.emerald and turquoise waters, this was
'the setting for one of the worst dis-

asters that man records since time be- -
,gan.

This is not the story that will deal
with either hypothesis or analysis It
will deal with facta as they stand cor-

related to the tragedy of sea. The Ti-

tanic was steaming along at a rate of
twenty-thre- e knots at this time when
the pall of tragedy begins to sink over
the life of vessel and the existence of
1.(95 souls, those who gave to the seats
their tithe of conquest.

Three Sharp Bells.
At the very moment when secure In

their belief that everything was happy
as the marriage bell, three sharp Jangles
hurst on the night air. They came from
the man In the crow's nest bridge, and
they meant only one thing. In a fog 11

would have horrified one's eoul and
deadened one's thoughts It was the
signal "something dead ahead."

Tho man in the crow's nest saw this

huge monster that arose from the deep
In front of his beautiful ship. He grab-
bed the telephone, and rang with nil
fury to the man on the bridge. "Some-
thing dead ahead," was his terse In-

formation, that showed Its value In tho
three tinkles of that bell.

Hardly had the laBt tinkle died away
when there was a crash. The Iceberg,
formed of thousands of tons of Ihe weld-
ed water stood against the assault of
the Titanic like Glbralter assailed by a
mauser gun. Tho vessel caBt Itself at
this mountain of pallid death, driven
forward by the lessened power of hergreat engines. The monster of tho
North never felt the shock. The Ice
giant throw back the Titanic Into the
waters again, her bow bent and crum-
pled beneath the staggering violence of
the blow.

As the Impact of collision hurled tho
Titanic about, tho Iceberg battered ather side. Tho huge nrm of Ice toroa great hole that stripped the steamerrrom bow to midship and allowed therushing waters to billow unrestrainedover her.

This s In 11.10 North latitude, thoPlace where the Mistress of the Oceanmet the Monster of the Seas.
iT,ne,,n8,a.nt.the "nlP Hfuck Itsfoe, Captain Smith took commandof his vessel. He leaped to his com-mander's place on the bridge and mega-phone in hand, bellowed his orders.

or'V-t'lre- e years of service on the seahad given to the hoary-heade- d captaina dignity and official presence thatawed.
Commander at Ease.

Never did the commander seem more
at case than with the stress of deathupon him. Well ho know the answer to
this collision even If fate held the scales
to free tho passengers, and save their
lives. It meant that Edward J. Smith,
known and loved In maritime circles,
hud sailed his last voyage as com-
mander of a vessel, for he had been In
a' collision at sea. Not the laws of tho
Mcdes and the Persians are more Inex-
orable than tho laws of the seas, and
the captain knew.

But tf thoughts like these were run-
ning riot through his mind he gave no
outward or visible sign. With that case
that born power gives to a person he
took command of the ship and the sit-
uation. '

"Officers, to your posts," bellowed
that aged voice through tho mega-
phone. "Send down the ship's carpen-
ter to sound ship.-- " was his next order.
The carpenter of the ship went down
into tho bowels of that great leviathan.
He never returned, meeting death like
a rat In a trap, overwhelmed In tho
waters that-poure- Into tho vessel.

It required less time almost than It
takes to tell these Incidents, to pave the
way for, the loss of a noble ship and
1,693 lives. The passengers returned
their calm In a wonderful manner.
Many of them were asleep or had re-
tired for lfhe night when the crash
came. To many the shock was slight,
to others it sounded as if the ship was
groaning In Its death throes as the Im-
pact of the collision caused her to
shudder from stem to stern.

Immediately after the crash the of-
ficers took their stations. Stewards, the

of the sea, went among
the passengers, calming their fears ana
deprecating the presence of Immediate
danger. This had the effect of steady-
ing the frayed nerves of the passen-
gers, those whose nervous systems were
more capable of being worried and
troubled.

Flirted With Death.
But not ' all of those aboard needed

this reassurance. Many flirted with
death, others Joked at Us presence;
others worshiped at the shrine of mam-
mon and reviled and scoffed nature and
her emissaries of disaster. So Impressed
were the officers and men that the Ti-

tanic could not be sunk from external
foe that they had Impressed this deep-seate- d

conviction on the majority of
those aboard.

This made the task of reassurance
doubly easy. Men like William T. Stead,
the famous English Journalists came to
the deck, heard the story of the col-

lision, and then with sublime confidence
in the Titanic, retired again. Stead
went below with the calm sententious
comment: "I think I'll retire; we'll be
all right In the morning." He never
awakened on this earth again, nor was
he seen by his fellow-passsenge- rs after
his senile footsteps wandered down the
compantonway.

Once the captain's command breathed
the spirit of confidence women and
children seemed to have been eased in
their minds. The women rushed to
the deck, escorted by their husbands or
the male relatives aboard. Many of
these were In a state of dishabille; in
their first rush for the upper deck they
had forgotten the conventional attire
for such a visit In the stress of condi-
tions.

However, once they reached the deck
and they were assured that not the
slightest danger existed, the women be-
gan to make a hasty toilet. With the
water pouring Into the wounded levi-
athan, and the mastodon of the deep,
lying In the sea on her injured side,
the spectacle of maids dressing the
hair of their mistresses amid such
scenes was one calculated to awaken
the risibilities.

Women Got Wraps.
Women in whom the eternal feminine

could not be denied, even In the face
of disaster, went below again and hur-
ried into outside wraps and came to
deck again clad for any emergency.

Meanwhile the- - unconscious sneering
at death went on apace. This had been
stimulated and fathered by the entire
official list. of the Titanic, who believed
In the slogan themselves and were not
guilty of conscious falsehood when they
Imparted their own beliefs to the pas-
sengers.

Captain Smith's one fetich had been
the unslnkablllty of the Titanic, a
fetich that was to demand an awful
sacrifice later to prove that when na-
ture collides with man that the mere
human Is bound to Inevitable defeat.
His optimism ubout his ship had been
reflected so often that its light nail
shone In the feelings and thoughts of
hie passengers.

Tho timid, thoso whose timorous souls
rebelled against such smirk complac-
ency and such man-mad- e confidence,
wanted to leave In the boats at once.
They refused to bo lulled Into u senso
of false security by the
mouthlnRs that the boat could not sink
They preferred to seek safety first and
to prove contentions utterward.

All this happened In the space of u
few minutes. It tequlrtd but five min-
utes to bring all the pussengera to a
knowledge of the collision, und whll)
there were a. few hardy souls, like
Stead, who went to sleep again, there
were thousands awake und on the alert.

Klvo minute after the vessel had
linr frozen fo the officers

saw that all their vaunted heroics about
the conquest of nature had been the
veilr-s- t aophlitrlcB, far the vessel wild
doomed, inul the trulned eye of tho
sallormcn knnw that fact

Ouptuln Hnilth, who was living
through his vuldlitory tn life and
the sea. recognized there was danger,

Calmly, and heroically, he shouted his
order:

"Lowor away the boats, men I re-

member vou are British."
This wub the ember that sprang In-

to life, fanned by the breeze of fear,
fronzy. Where cnlm had stood before,
panic now wus stalking, Tho men
In tho,. passenger list, tho men to
whose heroic deed the safety of hun-
dreds. Is due, saw the danger and tho
necessity for notion, too,

The gallant Butt,, tho millionaire
Astor, the heroic Wldener, tho brave
and courageous Straus. These men
lent their old to tho offlcora aboard
tho ship. They saved the situation
and turned rout and riot Into calm
und quiet.

Once the command to lower the
boats was given, and the passengers
felt that doom hnd clasped them, tho
men to man the boats sprang to their
positions, tho officers standing n
command. That wus a sinister spec-
tacle the presence of those officers.
In their hands gleamed the barrel of
a long nosed pistol, the mute warn-
ing to the cowardly that any attempt
to vlolato the luw of the sea, that
the women and children should bo
saved first, onlv meant a postponmeut
of dejith for the time.

Tho passengsrs were grouped to-
gether, according to the deck where
iholr staterooms were situated. Not
all the women aboard had gathered
In huddled groups at the davits that
clutched thoso long boats of Hafety
and succor. Manv women, satisfied
that the Titanic could wlthstund any
bruising of sail or Its dangers hai
remained below and never came
back ngatn.

As fast as the women came to the
decks the boats were lowered away.
Some of those big lifeboats that couldcarry from thirty to fifty persons wero
lowered Into the graHp of the water
half filled, and with seats emptied thatmight have meant numerous lives saved
If false security had not aided the col-
lision In the work of garnering a har-
vest for death.

Sublime Heroism Displayed.
The scenes attendant on the rescue

work have been given to a world to
applaud the sublime heroism and devo-
tion to Ideals of manhood that the In-

comparable Butt, Astor. Straus. e,

and Wldener and Thayer lent to
this harrowing, tale of tragedy.

Mrs. Astor, soon to become a mother,
was tenderly escorted by her husband
to the deck. Twice she refused to leave,
and twice he was forced to push her
gently, but forcibly Into the craft that
spelled life and the crowning achieve-
ment of motherhood for this dainty
bride. Tenfold more harrowing was the
case of this glrl-wlf- o. for this terrible
curtain had closed down on her honey-
moon and blotted Its sweetness from
her life forever.

Mrs. Astor tried In vain to Importune
her husband to seek safety with her.Tha colonel, the man who has pitted tilsstrength and cunning against the seasas master of his own craft, who hasgiven to history a life filled with ad-
venture and crowned by a heroic death,
would not obey.

He knew well that Fate held thoscales against his escape. But withthat desire to treasure his wife, tho,iead of the house of ABtor, said: "Iwill be with you tomorrow, dear, whenyou return to the ship." And despite
the tears and the petitions of his chlld-brld- e,

Astor remained behind to helpthe work of rescuo among the remain-ing women and children.
Keen to keep his wife from dwellingon danger, he kissed her good-b- y, say-

ing that he would be awake to assisther to the Titanic when she hoarded Inthe morning.
Kiss a Last Good-b- y.

That caress which he gave, received
as a husbandly ofTerlng, was the earthly
good-b- y of John Jacob Astor to the wife
he adored.

Carved Into a niche of undying fame
are the names of Mr. and Mrs. Isador

IStraus. When the rush for the boats
came the Strauses went on deck and
took their acusstomed placcB with the
passengers who were to seek the life-
boat assigned to that section of the ship.

Straus sent his wife away, but re-
fused to go himself, even though there
was a seat left in that craft. He pulled
a woman from out of the other groups,
and with a courtly bow, said: "Madam,!
there Is a seat for you."

Four times Mrs. Straus was placed In
the lifeboat, and four times she crept
back to the ship and the shelter of her
husband's protecting arms. He begged
her to save herself, but It was In vain.
He Implored her to seek the lifeboat.
But she turned an adamant ear to his
appeals.

Aridhen, with a glorious
that placed her name among the

heroines of time, Mrs. Straus placed her
arms about her husband's neck. "I will
not go," she said, "I have lived with
you long enough to be able to die with
you." And with arms wrapped about
each other's neck, their lips together
and their hearts beating In the unison
of a union that even death could not
sever oh shatter, they sank together and
died in the seasj

Across the vista of horror there comes
to Americans a pride In the possession
of two other heroes, whose names are
writ In letters of gold In the story of
the foundering of the Titanic. When the
time came for those who were to be
saved to. leave the Titanic the family
of George E. Wldener was In the group

I of those who were In the third lifeboat
to no iowerea. air. vviaener was wiui
his family. It comprised his wife and
son, Harry Elklns Wldener, a manly
youth, who died with his father that his
mother and some women might be
saved.

Placed Wife In Boat.
Wldener placed his wife In the life-

boat and started for the rail, where
stood Butt and Astor. flanking First
Officer Murdoch, to preserve order by
the ttrength of their own personal in

and moral courage.
Mrr. "Wldener Implored thai her hus.

band be illowed to take :n empty seat
In the bout, which ,vaa ready to put off
from tho ship. Wldener was foicad
twice tc enter the boat and calm his
wife, whose hysteria born of fear and
separation from her kfn had made her
tromblo on the verge of madness.

As he swung out of the" lifeboat after
comforting his wife, he espied a woman
with a child, standing, dry-eye- d and
terror-stricke- n apart fiom a group of
women. In a bound he leaped to the
side of Iho woman. Bnatohed the child
ft "in her arms, toon both to the life-
boat, swung the woman In a seat and
then hnndud liar child to her.

He kissed his wife good-b- y agfcln. The
lifeboat Dushod off from the Titanic
und the tost sounds that Mrs. v Idener
hfurd fiom thoeu iho loved was a
cheery, "Good-b- y. mother, father and
I will see vou In the morning," TIiIb
from hei son. Harry, a youthful hero,
who mot hi death bravely and

by tho side of his IdolUed
father,

John It. Thayer ndded to the glorious
iitiilensiiK-ut- u of manhood bv his self,
sacrifice, and In the list of male pus-UMi-

rs abotrl tlu Titanic one looks
In uln to find miv t'emLlane of cow.
ardlv action- - an.on.j the men on tho
passenger list. Major Butt's position

among tho herooi of the Tllunta Is n
glowing chnptcr it trlbUto that must
lie paid to Jiiiiudlng, character, training,
und nrlde, such as a man of tho stamp
pf Archibald Wlltlngham Butt can
boast

Major Butt a Hero.
Major Butt had retired for the night

When the blow that bruised and burled
the Titanic had been struck. He hastily
arose, and climbed to the deck. It re-
quired but a moment for him to realize
that Captain Smith needed coadjutors.
It was a tlmo when man was help,
when subordinates had a duty to ful-
fill as great as thut of a commander.

Ho yelled to Colonel Astor, nfter the
latter had sent his wife away on the
lifeboat, and the pair went to thelde
of First Officer Murdoch. They flanked
this man, and saw that the law of the
sea women and children first was
obeyed to Its letter apd spirit.

Major Butt was a herculean figure.
Ho aided the ofllcors and he gathered
the women and escorted them to the
lifeboats. To his fellow-passenge- rs

among the men he gave by splendid
example a model of conduct which, with
a rare exception, they followed.

And when all tho boats had been low-
ered, and hope had fled from every
breast, as the twin explosions that com-
pleted the work of the Iceberg's blast,
roared above the sound of tho sea. It
was Archie Butt, who stood at tho rail,
and waved a farewell to those on the
water, us tho Titanic convulsed and
died beneath tho waves.

The last person that spoke to Major
Butt wus Miss Murlo Young, and even
In the stress of danger, even when
death loomed on the hoilzon of his life.
Major Butt was the same courtier that
womanhood knew, during his life. Miss
Young's appearance at the side of Major
Butt was another example of the
smallnc8s of this world.

Met Miss Young.
Miss Young had been a music teach-

er in the family of President Hoosovclt.
Ah Buch she hud known Major Butt.
When the Bough Blder left the White
House at the end of his term, Miss
Young, of course, had ceased her visits
to the mansion. And since that time
she had not met Major Butt.

It was ho Jjiut espied her among the
women waiting to be rescued. With
that Innate courtesy and estimable
grace that marked his 'every action,
Major Butt went to Miss Young and
bade her good-b- y, which was also his
first greeting to the woman In more
than two years.

Hundreds of stories similar to these
go Into the volume of the wreck. How
Hie wireless operators supttered their
signals of distress and saved the lives
of those thiown on tho mercy of wind
and wave Is another story that thrills
one's soul and throbs with the pulsa-
tions of heroism. Jack Phillips, the
operator on duty at tho time of the dis-

aster, went to his grave. But It was
his work, his constant hammering at
that key, that sent the cry of distress
flickering across the ozone and reached
the rescue ship Carpathla.

Phillips, too, Is named among tho
heroes, and he yields, in courageous
exhibition In the face of death, to none
of those heroic names Illustrious In

America. This simple Englishman,
master of the harnessed electricity, has
his niche secure and safe.

But when the historian of the future
writes into the chapter devoted to the
hernln rlppilH the stories of those who
gave their lives that others might live,
the chapter Is Incomplete without the
story of the Titanic orchestra. Hardly
a person whose feelings were attuned to
the awfulness of the tragedy read the
story of the musicians with a dry eye.

Orchestra Musicians Aid.
When the ship struck the huge berg

the musicians had finished their con-

cert. They were on their way to quar-
ters, prepared to retire. In the scenes
consequent on the collision the thought
of rest and seclusion was banished, and
these yeomen of harmony wanted to
help their brothers In the work of as-

sisting those aboard to escape.
The leader, one whose name will not

be unhonored when the role of heroes
has been completed, marshaled his en-

voys of music together. None of thoso
aboard seemed to know his Intention.
In the rush, the yelling, the shock, no
one gave but scant attention to tho
leader and his men.

But one wave of the baton struck the
signal for the striking action of the
orchestra. Above the din of the lower-
ing of boats, above the noise of tho
work of rescue, above the roar of the
waters and the churning of the seas,
arose the strains of that grand old
hymn, "Nearer, My God, to Thee."

Played with exqulslto sweetness, the
strains of that hymn were to those In
the boats the augury of escape and
safety; to those left behind It was tho
unasked requiem that even the hardiest
In fiber would have been glad to have
played at his burial.

And even when the mistress of the
ocean was drawn down In the sucking
of the whirlpool, when she was settling
In her grave, when her death throes
were visible to those on the bosom of the
ocean, the muBlc of "Nearer. My God,
To Thee," came as the dying benedic-
tion of those heroes of harmony. And
It was to this measure) swelling chqrus
that the Titanic carried down to death
1.695 souls, the greatest number of vic-
tims In any disaster that modern chron-
icles has registered.

Scenes of Horror.
From this sublime spectacle one turns

with the horror to those scenes that
transpired when the steerage gates were
flung athwart for the huddlers In the
bowels, of the Titanic to step forth. In
ferno had no terrors greater than those
scenes which turned the absolute order
that prevailed among the first and

passengers Into a rout and
riot and panic when the steerage pas-
sengers were given their chance to
wrestle with the angel of death.

Down In the depths of that levia-
than had been herded 710 persons.
They had been drawn from all of
continental Europe with majority
from the British Isles, though by no
means a preponderating majority.
When the vessel struck the Gibraltar
of Ico there were the usual scenes
of fright. Down where they weie
stationed, with the commands of the
officers given In a tongue that many
of the foreigners did not understand,
there was an Indescribable scene.
National characteristics sprang to
the fore In this hour of travail. The
Italians, strong In their love of fam-
ily, held their children clasped tight-
ly to their breasts, determined to
cave the kindred In any catastrophe.

The Britishers, confident In the pow-
er of Brltanlc supremacy on the wave,
felt nono of that terrible apprehen-
sion that the foreigners evidenced.
The Finns, religiously superstitious,
flung themselves on their kneos
and supplicated Divine Intercession
against thi awful perils of the sea.
They chanted, too, their hymns, and
carried Into action the peculiar forms
of worship which they practiced in
Finland.

The Scotch, to whom religion Is tl
one halm for sot row, and the one pro-tectlo- n

ugalnst trouble, prayed with
all the fervor of their nature. ThU

psalms In which tho Scotch devotion
Docks its solace were sung by tho
mon and women. Tile necessity for
prnycr and religious demonstration
eanic to nil, and when tho crashing
und grinding of the ship seemed to
forotoll the doom of the vessel, all
wcro on their kneeB In tho steerage,
and each Immigrant was Invoking
safety and succor from tho Throne of
Grace. '

This continued for some minutes, untilhumanity and the exigence's of the dis-aster demanded thnt the doors bo flungajar, and that all huddle In the ship
have an ovon chance for life und free-
dom from the ovcrmastlng clutch ofdeath. Onee the officers threw wide thesteerage door, hell broke loose. Tho slg-ti- ul

of the swinging door camo to thoseforeigners us tho one hope of Bafety andrescue. Men, crazed by four and dom-
inated by that one law of

started In a ruBh for tho doors.Womon were trampled beneath the feetor the" maddened men as wheat falls
before tho blow of the storm. Children's
lives were snuffed out by the cruel
shoes of the fleeing men, and no chival-rous Impulse seemed to sway one manamong the crowd.

But this storm broke In Its fury forbut a few minutes. The first rush of thofear, flying feet was tho signal forother officers to rush down to hold atbay the mob of frightened, fcar-fllle- d

mob and to Silence those who refmteri
to .hear the command for order. It wusnecessary to for the coadjutors revolv-ers, they were to aid the officers. The
first time these messengers barked their
flame-fringe- d messago tho deathknell fora coward and the requiem for a knave
the mob checked Its mad .rush, andswayed backward. Again and again
spoke these mesBcngerH of death, and
their flushing tongues stilled the tu-
mult.

Forty-thre- e Saved.
Six hundred and slxty-st- x of those who

were In the ship's steerage were
drowned. Forty-thre- e were Baved, and
tho loss of life a terrible toll was di-

rectly traceable lo the sinister story of
that Inferno in the bowels of the bout.

Not all of thoso who remained behind
when tho sixteen lifeboats swung away
from the abandoned vessel were swal-lowo- d

In the death that engulfed the
Titanic. Onco tho women were In safe-
ty, and the last lifeboat had canted
lis human burden away from the sink-
ing ship, men plunged overboard, tak-
ing their chances of death In tho waters
juther than face the uncertainty of life
on the broken and bruised vessel.

But the conservative aboard conserv-
ative, the mockery of the word believed
still In the Ineradicable faith of the cap- -'
tain that the Titanic would still rldo the
deep a conqueror. But as this hope
seemed to grow and blossom Into con-vlotl-

and belief, the last shred or
chance was torn away by two ex-
plosions.

The Icy waters pouring Into the sides
of the bent ship had finally struck the
mammoth boilers, the heart of the
vessel. The boilers weie cooled to such
an extent they exploded, and this dan-
ger, atop the crash, settled the fate of
the Titanic. Twin explosions blew the
vessel apart, and split her Into huge
iragmenis mat settica ana sank almost
elmultancouBly.

Death, certain and swift, lurked In
these explosions' for some. But to others
it meant miraculous escape. One man,
a barber. living at Palmyra, N. J., tells
a story that for strangeness Is not
rivaled by any romance of the sea
portrayed by a master. He was stand-
ing aboard ship, and believed that he
was safe and that the Titanic would
ride successfully out of danger, when
the explosions occurred.

I
' Blown Into Water.
The barber was blown into the water

by the concussion, and as he struck the
chilling seas, a lifeboat rolled past and
brought him out of tne embrace of the
ocean. His life was saved, but all of
his savings of a lifetime had been
swept away, as the barber had expend-
ed $6,000 to fit up his "Btudlo" In keep-
ing with the luxurious appointments of
this mistress of the ocean.

It required but a few minutes after
these twin aids to the collision for the
Titanic to reach her death throes. She
Bank, and with ljer went those hardy
souls and brave spirits who yielded their
lives as a sacrifice on the common
altar of humanity. In tho sinking of
the Titanic there was horn a grave dan-
ger for those In the lifeboats. The
eddies and swirls that sprang Into be
ing as a result of the whirlpools formed
by the sinking vessel became a menace
and danger that threatened death to
the refugees of the ship.

Here, too, was an oppoitunlty for
womanhood to again demonstrate her
remarkable valdr and heroism in face
of death. Women of wealth and sta-
tion, whose, life ashore was a con-
tented existence of rosebud hue, grap-
pled with death as valiantly as the he-lo- es

who had gone down In the vessel.
Women like Mrs. Carter and Mr.
Thayer, of Philadelphia, grabbed an
oar and rowed their hands to blisters
In the desperate and successful efforts
to keep their craft away from that
deadly suckling of the eddies.

Twenty-fiv- e minutes past 1 o'clock
death came to the Titanic. She hnd
lived In her agonies one hour and forty
minutes, the plaything of an Icebjrg
and the victim of the seas. Ten mil-
lion dollars' worth of vessel had sul-vlv-

the fatal accident 100 minutes.
Faced New Peril.

When the vessel sank and --the life
craft remained along on the breast of
the seas, a new peril faced the sur-
vivors. The Ice-ting- 'breath of tho
night sent a chill penetrating through
their scanty garb. There was hunger
to bo faced, there was thirst to bo
faced, there was privation on ever
hand, and the possibility of death on
the deep, despite the escape in tho
foundering.

All unknown to those refugees sucr.or
was riding the waves. That fluttering
messenger for nelp. the Marconlgram,
that flashed Its way through the air.
had reached a destination. On the
wireless ears of the Carpathla fell the
message for help, the prayer for as-

sistance. Cottam, wireless operator,
hacrlflced ten minutes sleep and saved
710 lives.

For Cottam, In charge of the Marconi
system on the Cunarder, had planned
to retire early, as he had been awako
the great part of the night before. ;t
had been his plan to retire at 11:30
o'clock that n'ght, but a few belated
messages which had been received kept
him awake, and It was 11:45 when he
licaid the sibilant hiss of the message,
"C. Q. D." All thoughts of sleep were
banished Immediately when thut cry
came to Cottam. He adjusted his ap-
paratus and heard the remainder of the
message.

It was the call from Phillips scat-
tered to the tour winds, the messenger
on whose winged flight rested all hope
of succor and safety. As fast as his
key could send out the reply Cotton
flashed his answer. The Carpathla
would come, to keep sending messages
as soon us possible to allow those on
board the Cunarder to know how mat-
ters stood, was the reply which Cotton
hent to Phillips. The former never
heard from the Marconi man on the
doomed vessel again.

It was only the work of an Instant lo
apprlre Captain Rostrun of the accident
at aea. This commander, the youngest
man t charge of such an ambitious
command as a Cunarder, wasted no
tlnvt. He put about and steamed under

(I

eighteen knots for the wounded sister
craft.

It wns along about' duwn that tho
fearful and stricken survivors of the
Titanic saw the funnel of the Carpathla
pouring out smoke on the horizon miles
away from where the lifeboats aim-
lessly floated. The sight of. black fun-
nel and musts was a godsend to the
refugees. Marry were the prayers that
were ofTcied to heaven as the survivors
sensed that rescue was at hand.

That had been a night of honor und
terror for those who nestled, on the
broad bosom 6f the ocean. In tliesr
little craft they had wanderitd ubout
ulmlessly, tugging at the oars und
keeping courage warm und sturdy.

There were scenes thut met their ejes
which, while they did not blot fromtheir minds the loss of the Titanic undthe death of husbands, wives, brothers,
sisters und sweethearts, Imprcsstd
themselves Indelibly on their memories.Bodies swirled by their boats thelifeless forms of those who hud braved
death In tho water for their chance oflife, und the die has been cast against
them. Other passengers, who had
chanced tho same fate us their broth-
ers, were Dulled from the water alive.
and died in tho succoring craft. Babies,
whoso parents had been snatched from
them by the hand of death, were or-
phaned and alone In' the world, it was
the one touch of naturo that makeB the
whole world kin, that these orphaned
babes, were adopted with legal recourse
by some of the other survivors.

Numbed by Icy Waters.
Men, numbed by the Icy waters, wcro

pulled on board the other lifeboats, and
thoso who had been rescued combed the
waters about the wreck In the hope
thut some struggling survivors might be
picked "oil t of the embrace of the seas.

This hud been the trying and uwful
experience of those until duwn. Babes,
who had been rescued with their moth-
ers and to whose Infantile minds tho
catastrophe did not appeal, cried In
their hunger. They could not bo com-
forted. Little boys and girls, whose
minds wcro capable of realizing their
own escape and tho fact that father
and mother had died, cried In an aban-
don of grief that nothing could assuage.

Wives, who knew they wero widows,
broko into torrents of tears, reftTsed to
be comforted, and had to be dragged
from flinging themselves Into the sea
to rejoin in death those frtfo whom
they had been torn in life.

And there was the other side of the
picture a picture of hope sprang eter-
nal In some breasts. Women, like Mrs.
Astor and others, utterly refused to
believe the worst and 'still clung with
pathetic hope of the possibility that
their kin might have escaped and had
been saved. These women, while bent
under the weight of sorrow and adver-
sity still bore their troubles, buoyantly
hugging to their breasts with all the
wish that their thoughts fathered the
hope that their relatives had been saved.

That plctutc when dawn bioke over
the scene of disaster could pot be de-
scribed. Many women, whose wealt'i
It Hummed lr. the financial rating of
the oldest and strongest of our million-
aire fatnllle., had escaped with nothing
but their nlsht clothing. In their minds
vcie no thought of appearance; fato
had crowded too manv events Into those
hours between the collision and the
rescue to Interest thtm.

Children Tired Out.
Children, whom nature, tiled by exer-

tion, hud sent to sleep, dotted mothers'
breasts, as the latter sat and thought
and cried and thought and wept and
thought and rav;d end thought und
wondered.

Slowly the Carpathla threaded her
way owr the carpet of the ht-- to the
lifeboats. Four of them formed one
little squadron of safety. In these four
were the women whose husbands were
numbcicd among the millionaires
aboard Mr. Astor. Mrs. Wldener, .Mrs.
Caller, Mrs Thuyer, and' others, who
wore picked up first and sent on deck
to '.ho Carpathla.

The Carputhla wasted 'but little tlmo
In picking up thi sixteen life craft that
formed the refugee fleet. Aboard the

unorder moat of the passengers wcro
asleep, and all unprepared for the story
which their ears woultj hear and their
eyes would see In th-- i morning. The
tramp of feet evc-rhea- as the rescued
were rushed to state rooms and to
places where they could be helped an'l
assisted, awakened many of the Car-pa- th

la's passengers, and they went on
deck to learn the causj of the rumpus

The sight wnl'.'h assailed their vision
did not take long to have its effect.
Instantly the news wad spread that tho
Titanic had sunk, it was the laconic
answer of a stewardess to one of tlu
passenger that told the tale. "The

Shn's ut tho bottom of the
' This was the answer to a.

ttueiv as to all the excitement.
Need of Relief Work.

Instantly the Carpathla's passengers
saw the need for relief work. Women
went Into their wardrobes and
brought forth their creations of fash-Io- n

and their modish gowns. A ball
dress that probably cost more money
than Its recipient ever believed was
in the world went from a devotee of
fashion to a poorly clad Immigrant.

Many times had these same women
cf the stoerage often wished wlven
ashore that they might be gowned
like the fine women they saw In the
streets. And when It. came their lot
to be garbed as feminine and vain
wish had often pined for, It was as
refugees stripped of their relatives
and survivors of a terrible catas-
trophe.

As soon as the tired, stricken pas-
sengers hud been cared for, their
ptfiyslcal pain assuaged und their
mental anguish cased by the cheer-
ful harbingers of hope the belief
that other vessels might have picked
up survivors floating In the water the
Carpathla's captain decided on his
dutv In the hour of travail. He wus
booked for passage to Queenstown,
but he swung his ship about and
started for New York, to bring the
refugees ashore. ,

The first duy on the Carpathla was
a scene of indescribable grief and
sorrow. Women' whose reason tot-
tered on Its throne sat mumbling or
telling the terrible stories over again.
But all seemed to bo Imbued with
that hope that their kin had escapod.

As joon as the rescued passengers
had quieted their fear the story of the
night came to the Carpathla's pas-
sengers from those who hud llvod
through the stor of that experience
of hell. Women told how Captain
Smith, heroic to the last, had been
pushed from his dying craft to a life
raft, and had Jumped Into the sea to
make room for one more passenger.

Murdoch Shot Self.
Others told, ajid with lowered voices,

too, how Murdoch, first officer, had met
his death. They told how, ivhen the
last boat hud been lowered, he took the
pistol with which he had kept the men
at bay and sent a bullet Into his brain.
Others told, too, without reserve how
all might have been saved If the offi-
cials had not lulled them to a sense of
security by the belief which ull official-
dom held that the boat was unslnkable

Stories of how members of the crew,
300 of them, had been drowned In their
quarters without a single chance to
fight against fate. Stories of the heroic

deeds of those who had been left behind
were told, and stories of heroes and
tules of cowards,, too, came to the Car
pathla, and to be (old by them and the
survivors to a world waiting and
aghast.

Criticism of the shin and Its sponsors
was upparejit In the conversation, and
still through all of this sinister chorus .
ran the note of hope that other ves- -
sels had saved those who wcro left be-
hind.

With the survivors aboard the Car-
pathla sufc, the question came, as to
their number and Identity. It was nec-
essary for those anguished relatives
ashore that the worst be made known.

A census was taken, and 710 were
found to be among those wrested from
the sea. But even death was not to be
thwarted by" tho arrival of the ship of
succor. The second day a man, garbed
in dress of the clergy, stood with bared
head before tho Joint assemblage of sur-
vivors and passengers of the Carpathla
and read the Episcopal burial service
for four.

Four Sailors Buried.
N

As the last word died away four bags
were hurled Into the ocean, the grave '

of four sailors who died aboard the Car-
pathla. Even when they had been res-
cued Death still pursued and won them.

There was plenty of excitement
aboard the Carpathla until she nosed
her way Into the doclc at New York.
Women and children, the reaction after
their experiences setting In, needed
care. Grief and exposure had welded
together Ills that made of the Carpa-
thla a floating hospital. Mrs. Astor, her
condition militating against her health,
was felled by Illness, and for a time it
seemed that even she must die.

Immigrant women, sturdy in constitu-
tion and strong In the possession of
health, turned nurses and gave their at-
tention to those favorites of fortune,
who could prove heroic In the supreme
test, but were forced to yield to Illness,
aftermath of suffering,

Not all the scenes among the survi-
vors were those of wretchedness. Wives
and children who had fled the Sinking
ship together found that 'their husband
and father had saved himself, too. Wil-
liam E. Carter, of Philadelphia, who
had leaped Into the sea, taking the
gambler's chance, had won. He had been
picked up floating on the water, und
was reunited to his family on the res-
cue ship. Children, who had been sepa-
rated from their parents, walked among
the crowd of rescued, and found
mothers had been saved.

With tho work of rescue complete,
then came the necessity and duty of
flashing the news to the four corners
of the earth. This the wireless man
on the Carpathla did, and after his
terse wireless, the wireless shut down
and nothing further could be gleaned.

Real News Delayed.
Ashore the dawning horror of the

catastrophe did not burst forth until
several days after the disaster, the first
message, that the Titanic had Bunk and
that everybody was saved, had mini-
mized the accident to the largest ship
afloat. The origin of this dispatch and
Its sister falsehood thut the vessel wus
proceeding to Halifax under Its own
steam cannot'bc traced. But It served
Its purpose of reassuring the public, and
lulling the people at home Into the same
confidence that enveloped those on the
Titanic when the berg cleft the vessel.

And the terrible awakening came to
one as to the other. It was not until
the night of Monday that tho news
really reached the world. Then tho
smug satisfaction born of the earlier
dispatches died In the terror of realiza-
tion. The Titanic had gone down, and
had carried wltlr her a thousand pas-
sengers. This was the story this time
authentic, this time not subject to re-
vision, this time true and factful.as soon as the stunned world recov-
ered from the blow, information wassought everywhere. Wireless nickered
the terso petitions from those who had
friends aboard, asking for the tidings
of their relatives. In some Instancesthey wero answered, in some they were
not. Conjecture gave rise to rumors
of all sorts In lieu of specific informa-
tion, withheld or unknown.

Such was the situation that existed.
At the steamship offices one became
Inured to harrowing sights, as one be-
came familiar with the grief of rela-
tive. Inquiry received an ominousshake of the head.

Remnant of Passengers.
On Thursday night shortly before 9

o'clock, one week after the Titanic had
swept proudly away from Southamp-
ton the remnant of her passenger list
reached New York. There scenes were
enacted that could only come through
varied hysteria. Strong men. calloused
apparently to everything that could
be exhibited In visible and outward
forms of rejoicing, acted like women
Men, whose hands showed the signs of
labor, were on the dock to meet a wife
or a sister, or a child. They embraced
these members of their families, kissing
their feet, kneeling In the wet, damp
murky nasty pier, and breathing bene-
diction on their beloved..

Reunions were one symphony oftears, laughter, cries, weeping, delight,
happiness, and last, but not least, ven-
geance, hate, and odium, for those held
responsible tor the loss of life.

Then came from the lips of the eye-
witnesses the stories. They were alike
in tcner almost and they all bespoke,
the heroism that comes when manhood
meets a crisis such us death In a wreck
like the Titanic breeds.

Some of these talcs how stokesfleeing from the ship met death In the
staccato bark of the pistol these were
not nice tales, but they were true.
Stories of how the coolies, In thcli
fright and also In obedience to theli
national characteristics, kept back the
women and allowed the men to get by
until the spit of the guns ended their
lives.

Stories of Survivors.
Thobe aboard the Carpathla added

their tales. They told the stories of
the passengers who refused to deselt
the bridge tables because there was no
danger, nnd who went down to their
graves with the cards clutched In their
hands. They told the stories of res-
cuers who we're picked up In the watci :

they told the stories that now are tho
possession of"the world at large.

Naturally, when the first bhock f
horror passed and reason came to a'd
action, the Federal Government sen
Its representatives to probe Into the
muttei. The found u state of affairs
that calls for Immediate and drastic
uctlon. They found mutters that the
probe has bared, and which shows a
cancerpus growth on the courage of
3ome of the survivors. They show,
too, that priceless moments were passed
In wireless operators' quarrels, with
thousands of lives at stake. They shov
that lifeboats were Inadequate, and thnt
sixteen life cruft for 2.000 und more
persons wore useless. They show that
navigation laws should be passed to
stop such collllons with Ice by the
adoption of a more southerly route.

Thev show that the maritime laws
should furnish better facilities for eb-ca-

In such a disaster by the compul-
sion enforced on owners of carrying
adequate lifeboats. They show, too,
that 1,693 pel sons went to death because
of their absolute belief In the falla- -

thut u ship can ba constructed unslnk-abl- e,

and thev wem to their deata to
prove that theories are wrong.

Fifteen hundred and ninety-fiv- e pe-so-

they paid the penalty for man's
sneer at nature. Fifteen hundred and
ninety-fiv- e souls! they found graves In
the deep because certain things tran-
spired aboard the Titanic that will soon
be blazed before the light of publicity
through the lamp of Investigation,


