Chapter 1,
on the way to Southampton, Wednesday, April 10, 1912, 11:00 a.m.

I leaned my face against the glass window of the passenger car.  The scenery passed by so quickly that I couldn’t tell if it was fences or telephone poles.  Even the railroad tracks near the ones we were on flew at a great speed.  I could hear the chugging of the steam locomotive followed by the sound of the wheels against the rails.

“Don’t worry, dear,” my mother said, “we’ll be there soon.”  My father seemed to be not bored as I was.  We were visiting England, but now, leaving back to our home in Halifax, Canada.  I missed Canada.  Our family was rich because my father was the owner of Davidson Ship Building Company, a business in Canada, but not available in all provinces.  I was 12 years old.  

All of our stuff was packed in suitcases and steamer trunks in the baggage car.  I wore knee breeches and a sailor’s suit.  We were almost there.  However, this was no ordinary trip.  We were going on the RMS Titanic, White Star Line’s newest ship.  Today was her maiden voyage from Southampton, England, to New York, U.S.A.  We didn’t really live in New York, just when the ship gets there we’ll be taking a train back to Canada.

My father was excited.  During the voyage, he would interview with Mr. Andrews, the ship’s designer.  Also, Mr. J. Bruce Ismay was going on Titanic’s maiden voyage to test her for a final time.  I was excited to go on a ship that was claimed to be “unsinkable”!

“Vinolia Otto toilet soap.  The highest standard of toilet luxury and comfort at sea,” my father read.  He was holding an advertisement for the Titanic, Vinolia Otto toilet Soap Company in London, England, and Paris, France.  

“I look forward to this,” he said.  “You’ll have time to interview Mr. Andrews when the ship departs from Southampton,” my mother answered.  “Besides, I want to be on deck, not sitting with two gentlemen talking about business all the time.  Why don’t you bring along our son with you?”

Before my father could answer, the conductor shouted, “Next stop, Southampton!”  The train applied the brakes on its wheels and it slowly came into the station.  Then, stopped with a shudder.  We left our seats and onto the station platform.  Next, we got our luggage from the baggage car.  Near the station platform was a car, waiting for us.

It had brass fitting on it.  The driver sat in the seat with no roof over him.  We loaded the back of the automobile with our luggage, and then climbed into the back seats with a roof overhead.  The seats were lined with beautiful fabric.  

“Where to?” the driver asked.  “White Star’s berth 44,” my father replied.  The car zoomed off.  It drove through Southampton.  The place reminded me of back home, where we were going.  Then, the car stopped.

“Berth 44,” the driver announced.  We exited and got the luggage off the back of the cab.  We were on the dock, but that’s when I saw the Titanic, moored.

Chapter 2, RMS Titanic

It was a wonderful sight, even with the crowded pier.  The ship sat there, while passenger’s boarded and cargo loaded into the ship’s holds.  “Come on, son,” my father said.

We walked through the crowds.  I stared at the great ship.  She was like a floating hotel or palace.  The ship’s hull was coloured in black with red along the waterline.  Over a 1000 portholes lined along the hull, some open and others not.  Four tall funnels, painted black and orange, stood proudly on the structures on the deck.  Three of them poured out smoke and steam, but the forth one was a “dummy” funnel.

Lined along the deck with the funnel were wooden lifeboats.  I counted eight boats along this deck.  Windows with wooden frames were along the deck structures.  Two masts, one on the bow and stern, stood high in the sky, the front one with a derrick to lift heavy objects and a crow’s nest to look out for dangers, such as ships, rocks, icebergs, and so on.

Although, we were going to board near the stern, I saw the bow, shaped like a knife with golden letters TITANIC on each side.  Three anchors, two positioned on the starboard and port side of the ship, and one in the very tip of the bow, hanged there.  We were going to enter the ship on the side towers above Southampton’s Ocean Dock.  Titanic was scheduled to leave at 12 p.m.

We walked across the gangplank and met a crewmember.  “Welcome to Titanic,” he said to us.  “Have a good time, buddy.” He said to me in a gentle, welcoming voice.  I smiled.  We entered into the ship.  “Now, let’s find our stateroom,” my father said in an eager voice.

The hallways were decorated beautifully.  Carpet slithered along the floor.  The walls were made out of wood, decorated and painted white.  Small lights were attached to the walls, giving a soft glow.  

“Here were are,” my father announced.  “Our staterooms.”  He opened the door slowly and we entered.  “Wow,” I exclaimed.  “Beautiful,” my mother commented.  My father was not paying attention, probably thinking of the interview with Mr. Andrews.

Although, the Davidson Ship Building Company was a rival that competed with White Star Line and its cousin, Cunard, my father always says that it’s good to know who you’re dealing with.  The stateroom was wonderful.  It was almost decorated in the same way as the halls, like a palace.  

There was a sitting room, two bedrooms, one for me and my parents, two dressing rooms, and a private bathroom, as well as a private deck for enjoying the sea air.  The main room had a fireplace, a clock above it with a mirror, couch, paintings on the walls, carpet laid on the floor, and so on.  It was as if we were royalty.  

Titanic was larger and far more luxurious than Mauretania, sister ship to Lusitania of the Cunard Line.  “Now, dear,” my mother instructed, “put your luggage on your bed and come with us onto the boat deck to watch the ship leave.”

My father hesitated, but couldn’t argue against Mom.  I laid my suitcase on the bed and headed out of the stateroom with my mother and father.

Chapter 3, departing, April 10, 12:00 p.m.

We arrived on deck, near the wheelhouse and funnel No. 1.  The ship had twenty lifeboats, 14 wooden ones, two emergency cutters, and 4 collapsibles.  The space between the lifeboats towards the bow and the middle of the ship gave us a perfect view to watch Titanic pull away from the docks.  

Everybody on the ship and the dock waved.  The voyage was starting.  I started to wave at the people on the dock but at that moment, the three whistles on funnel No. 1. blew.  I covered my ears.  As I watched, the stern of the ship began to pull away, first.  Then the bow, next.

Several tugboats began to surround the Titanic to help her get out from the dock and into River Test.  However, our fantastic departure almost ended in disaster.  A ship called the New York swung its stern in front of the bow of Titanic.  The Titanic had to reverse to avoid collision.  Finally, some tugs managed to pull the New York from the danger spot.  This incident caused the ship an hour’s delay, but it finally made it.

After passing the mouth of River Itchen and Woolston, Titanic made it into Southampton Water.  She would have to make two stops before heading to America.  First, Cherbourg, France.  It would be the evening by the time we got there.            
        
* * *

It was an hour later after the ship left the coast of England.  I was walking back to the wheelhouse because my mother told me that my father, Captain Edward J. Smith, and the officers wanted to meet there an hour later.  Now, what is Dad up to?  Maybe he is talking with Mr. Andrews or…

“Surprise! Happy Birthday!” my father, Captain Edward J. Smith, and the officers shouted.  Oh, I forgot that my birthday was today because of the voyage!  This was an unexpected surprise.

“Son,” my father said.  “Captain Edward J. Smith has the birthday present for you.”  The Captain handed to me a parcel wrapped in wonderful paper.  “Your father, the officers, and I had to discuss what gift we would get you,” Captain Edward J. Smith said.

“This one you’ll like the most.”  I ripped the paper open on the expected present.  “I’ve always wanted one of these!” I said in joy.  I had received a Captain’s hat, just like the one Edward J. Smith wore.  

It was black with a golden crest on the overhang and the naval regalia, the symbol that showed he was the Captain of the ship.  Below the symbol was my name “Captain James Smith” in golden letters.  It was honour to wear a hat like this.  

“Thank you,” I said and tried wearing it.  It was a bit too big for me.  “You will grow into it, son,” my father said.  He was right.  

* * *

It was beginning to turn dusk.  I was on the deck near the second mast and fourth funnel.  The skies began to turn orange and purple.  Nightfall was approaching.  I wore my birthday present I had received today.  Looking back, the English coast disappeared from view.  

As I viewed the sunset, some girls came towards me.  They giggled, seeing my hat.  I noticed them.  “Well,” one of them said, “look what we got here.  A young man looking like Captain of Titanic.  But he does look hansom, now does he?”

One of the girls caught my attention.  She was dressed beautifully, as if she was an angel from heaven.  “I think he likes you,” one of the girls said.  “Well, if he does, why not we introduce ourselves?” the beautiful girl said.

“I’m Victoria Hudson,” she said, “and these are my friends, Becky and Sue.”  They shook hands with me.  “And you are,” Victoria asked.  “I’m James Smith,” I answered.  “My friends call me ‘Captain James Smith’.”

“You do look like a Captain,” Becky said.  Victoria was surprised.  

“You mean you’re the son of the man who owns the Davidson Ship Building Company?” Victoria asked.  “You mean my father,” I said.  “I’ve always wanted to meet the son of the man who owns the ‘famous’ Davidson Ship Building Company!” she exclaimed.

“You know him?” Sue asked.  “Of course!” Victoria said.  “That company is a rival competing with White Star and Cunard Line.  Forgive me, my friends and I live in New York City.  We are heading on Titanic to get back home.  But where do you live?”
“I’m guessing Halifax, Nova Scotia,” Becky added, “because my cousins work in the shipyard and dry-dock, building and repairing the ships.”  I nodded my head.  “Well, James,” Victoria said, “I guess we’ll see you soon.”

Victoria and her friends walked to the bow of the ship.

* * * 

The Titanic anchored off Cherbourg while the Nomadic, owned by White Star Line, brought passengers, cargo, and the royal mail onboard.  One of the passengers to come on board was John Jacob Astor, the richest man on the ship, and his wife, Madeleine.

The second was Mrs. Margaret Brown, later in history to be called, “The Unsinkable Molly Brown”.  Her husband struck gold in the west, and she was referred to as “New Money.”  She found me very cute, wearing that hat like Captain Edward J. Smith.  

The next day, Titanic anchored off Roche’s Point, Queenstown, Ireland, because the dock there could not accommodate the size of the ship.  Passengers, cargo, and the mail was brought on board for the last time.  The Titanic, then, set off the Irish coast onto the open ocean, bounded for America.

With Ireland behind, Captain Edward J. Smith ordered the ship to its full speed, 22 knots.  I went to the tip of the bow for a better look.  The tall, sharp, pointed bow sliced through the calm waters.  Even some dolphins raced along and in front of the bow.  I waved to them and it looked like they waved back.  

I decided to explore this ship.  First, I went on a tour with Mr. Andrews and other passengers to parts of the ship, including the engine room.  The massive reciprocating engines were huge.  The engine room was hot (it was cool in the boiler rooms).  

Next, I went into the gymnasium and tried out the rowing machines and the mechanical camel.  One of the most interesting things in the ship was the Turkish baths on F-deck and the swimming pool.  It was nothing like any another ships.  The next place to visit was the Grand Stair Case.  It was magnificent, an iron dome over the stair case, carved wood, gold-plated lights, and a clock, symbolizing Honor and Glory crowning Time.  It also had lifts (elevators).  These were new at this time in 1912.

There were other rooms as well.  The Dinning Saloon, Verandah Café (also known as Verandah and Palm Court), Café Parisien, Barber Shop, First-Class Smoking Room, Hospital, A La Carte Restaurant, and much more.  First-Class could freely go to any part of the ship (except the crew working areas, Second, and Third-Class, etc.)

Chapter 4, out at sea, Saturday, April 13, 1912

My father, mother, and I were relaxing on some deck chairs near the middle of the ship.  It was a bright sunny day.  The temperature felt near the 20’s.  Titanic did not get into any rough weather.  The waters were calm, with not a gust of wind to create big waves.  The ship was sailing at her full speed, and it looked like she would arrive in New York in less than three days.  My father didn’t interview with Mr. Andrews yet, but he started to look worried.

The trip was going well.  My mother had tried out the Turkish baths last night, but found them too hot, so she decided to jump into the pool.  I still did not explore all of the ship, yet.  It was about three in the afternoon.  I joined my father with Mr. Andrews in the A La Carte Restaurant.  On the table where we sat were blueprints of Titanic that included every detail of the ship, compartments, and rooms.

“I’m pleased to meet you and your son,” Mr. Andrews said.  “Thank you,” my father said.  “May I start?”  “Sure,” Mr. Andrews replied.  The worried face of my father stuck to him like glue.

“I have scanned through the blueprints of the ship,” my father started, “She’s a wonderful ship, but I have noticed some errors in the blueprints that could cost lives.  I mean, my company has a few errors in the blueprints but…”

“What is it?” Mr. Andrews asked.  “First,” my father continued, “the number of lifeboats on board caught my attention.  The ship has twenty boats on both sides of the ship.  Now, I’ve calculated the boats times the capacity of the ship…forgive me, but there’s not enough boats on board to save all lives, sir.”

“I’m sure I’ve figured out that,” Mr. Andrews said.  “The lifeboats can carry up to seventy men.  But what’s your other concern?”  “The bulkheads, Mr. Andrews,” my father said, pointing to one on the blueprints.

“Each of the bulkhead reach up to E-deck.  Now, I see, in the event of an emergency, water will pour over the bulkheads like a waterfall.  The ship wouldn’t…”

“All right, Mr. Smith,” Mr. Andrews said, butting in on my father’s concern, “I think that’s all.  Don’t worry; I’ve built a strong ship.”

With that, Mr. Andrews left the table and went back to his cabin.  I decided to leave, but my father sat there.  Could my father’s concerns really going to come true?

Chapter 5, day before disaster, Sunday, April 14, 1912

It was day four.  Titanic steamed on her course to New York.  I had been with Victoria ever since I met her.  I heard that the Titanic was receiving iceberg warnings from near by ships, but she continued on her speed after leaving the Irish coast.  Several other warning came in.

My thoughts on what Dad said to Mr. Andrews haunted me.  Was Titanic not “unsinkable” as she was thought?  Was disaster about to strike?  I tried to calm down my mind by reading some books in the ship’s library.  But of all the books, one caught my attention.

It was called The Wreck of the Titan.  In this story, a ship like the Titanic goes across the Atlantic from England to New York, carrying the rich and famous.  However, its voyage ends in disaster.  In the middle of the Atlantic, it hits an iceberg and sinks.  With not enough lifeboats onboard, many of the Titan’s passengers die.  The Titan sounded much like Titanic…

The fears in my head wouldn’t leave.  Was the ship really going to sink?  I told Victoria about the novel, but she said it was published in 1898 by an American author, Morgan Robertson and that Titanic was truly “unsinkable.”  

My father and mother didn’t seem to notice that I had a girlfriend, but the worries about the ship going down…

Chapter 6, ICEBERG RIGHT AHEAD!

It was the evening of April 14, 9:56 p.m.  I was heading to bed.  My mother was dancing with some women while my father smoked in the First-Class Smoking Room.  The air outside was chilly, but the seas were calm.  Good for passengers but bad for spotting icebergs, since no waves came from the base of the bergs.

I reached the door to our stateroom and opened it…and found an envelope on the floor.  Who is it from?  The envelope, itself, had slipped under the door crack, as if by a human hand.  

I ripped the envelope open.  A piece of paper with the White Star Line logo and burgee and handwriting was on it.  Maybe it was from Victoria because her handwriting was on it.  I read it to myself:

Dear James,

I need to talk to you.  Please meet me on the forecastle deck of the ship at 11:35 p.m.

Victoria

P.S. Don’t tell your parents.  I haven’t told mine.  

I wonder what Victoria wants to talk to me about? 

* * * 
It was 11:35 p.m. and I was going to the forecastle deck on the bow of the ship to meet Victoria.  I kept my pocket watch in my hand to check the time.  I didn’t want my parents to find out I wasn’t in the stateroom after bedtime.  I had to dress warmly because the air was cold.  It was a moonless night.  I made it to the forecastle deck and saw Victoria, leaning over the railing, watching the water go by as the ship sailed.  She was almost near the mast, containing the crows nest.

“I knew you would be here,” Victoria said.  We spend time talking to each other.  “I hope I’ll see you when the ship docks,” she said.  “Me, too,” I said.  “One thing,” Victoria asked.  “Have you kissed a girl before?”

“Why…no…ah…” I stammered.  “Do you want to?” she asked.  “Okay,” I said.  She began to bring her lips to mine.  I’m glad my friends are not here, or else they would laugh at me.  This maybe an important part of my life.  But we never got the chance to kiss.

Just before her bright red lips could touch mine, a bell in the crow’s nest rung.  I pulled my face away from her to see what’s going on.  

“James, what are you doing…what’s going on?” Victoria demanded.  “I don’t know,” I answered.  “But it doesn’t sound good.”  Then, a voice from the crow’s nest shouted, “ICEBERG RIGHT AHEAD!”

Just then, I saw a frightening image.  “Victoria, look!” I shouted.  She and I looked to see an iceberg, in front of the ship, coming towards us!  

Chapter 7, a deadly encounter

We could watch in horror as a berg came closer to the ship.  I knew about icebergs.  They were broken parts of the shore from the coasts of Greenland.  This berg was beautiful, but dangerous.  It looked like an island or a mountain, growing in the sea.  This maybe the most horrifying part of my life!

“Oh, my goodness,” Victoria gasped.  We stood near the rail as the ship charged towards the iceberg.  Activity was going on in the bridge with the officers.  First Officer William Murdoch ordered the ship to “Hard a’ starboard!”

Ringing from the telegraphs told me that they were going to put the ship’s engines in full speed astern.  The ship shuddered.  Must have been felt throughout the ship.  “What are they doing?” Victoria asked.

“They’re reversing the engines,” I answered.  “They’re going to try and avoid the iceberg.”  They should have put one engine in full reverse and the other full speed ahead.  I’m sure this is not going to work.

The berg was getting closer; the ship was beginning to turn.  “I think the ship is going to make it,” Victoria said.  “No,” I replied.  “It’s going to hit.”  Although, the ship was turning and it looked like it was going to make it, there was not enough time for it to turn.

Then, came a strange scarping sound.  It hit!  The base of the iceberg acted like a knife and cut deep into the ship as she went by.  Holding onto the railing, I could feel the vibrations of the ship’s “wound” being opened.  

“Hard a’ port!” William Murdoch shouted.  As the berg came to where Victoria and I stood, a section of it, above the waterline, broke onto the well deck with a cargo hatch and causes some Third-Class passengers to slip and fall.  The iceberg flew by.  I leaned over the railing to see some parts of the iceberg break and fall into the water next to the ship.

Victoria and I heard ringing from bells inside the ship as if a fire sprouted.  “This is bad,” I said and looked at my pocket watch.  11:40 p.m.  “Our parents might found out where’re not in our staterooms,” Victoria said.  “Come on, let’s go.”

We started to walk back to our staterooms.  While on some stairs leading to B-deck, Mr. Andrews, William Murdoch, Captain Edward J. Smith, and some officers follow them.  Probably inspecting the damage caused by the berg.  Third class passengers began to play with the ice that fell on the deck.  We got back into the lighted halls.

At the end of the hallway we were on, our parents stood there.  They spotted us and we walked over to them.  “James, Victoria, where were you,” my father demanded.  “You both were not in bed.  We were so worried.”

“We’re okay,” I said, “but you need to listen to us.  The ship has struck an iceberg and…”  “What in earth are you talking about?” someone asked.  “The ship as sinking,” Victoria pointed out.  “We saw the iceberg.  It won’t be long before…”

“Children, I think you’re making this up,” a man said.  “Now, let’s get to bed.  An iceberg?  Ha, the ship is ‘unsinkable’.”  Before we did anything else, some people were running towards us.  They were Third Class but they were not allowed in this part of the ship.

“Hey,” a steward shouted.  “You’re not supposed to be here.”  “We got to get out of here,” one of them said.  “The ship is bloody sinking!”  They ran by us and I saw the bottom of their clothes were soaking wet.  A trail of water, on the carpet, marked their pathway.

The people began to murmur about what we said.  Just then, an officer came towards us.  “Mr. Smith,” he said.  “The Captain needs you in the officer’s quarters near the bridge.  Your son can come with you.”

“Thank you,” my father said in agreement.  I followed him.  

Chapter 8, “the ship will sink”

We headed into the officers quarters near the bridge.  When we arrived, there were officers, Captain Edward J. Smith, William Murdoch, and Thomas Andrews looking at a table with the ship’s blueprints like the one my father explain to Mr. Andrews.  The blueprints were laid on the table flat with paper weights to keep it from rolling up.

We came in quietly and Mr. Andrews started, “Five compartments flooded, including boiler room No. 6.”  “When can we get under way?” J. Bruce Ismay demanded.  “That’s when it gets worse,” Mr. Andrews went on.

“The ship can stay afloat with four compartments flooded, but not five.  As time passes by, the water will spill over the bulkheads at E-deck, here, here, here, and here.  There’s no stopping it.”  “The pumps,” Captain Edward J. Smith started, “if we turn them on and…”

“The pumps will give us time, but not enough,” Mr. Andrews said.  “Titanic will fumble.”  “But this ship can’t sink?” J. Bruce Ismay protested.  “She will, Mr. Ismay,” Andrews answered.  Everybody looked ashamed.  

“How much time do we have?” Captain Edward J. Smith asked.  “Two hours,” Mr. Andrews replied.  “What can we do?” my father asked.  “Evacuate the ship,” Mr. Andrews answered.  

“James,” my father said to me, “Go back to our stateroom and tell Mom to prepare.”  I nodded and was about to go when Mr. Andrews stopped me and said, “Wait.  James, put this on,” He handed me a lifebelt.  “You need to instruct our mother, friends, and anybody near by the put on their lifebelts,” Mr. Andrews ordered.

“There won’t be time to get your belongings.  You can dress warmly for the night.  But please, I don’t want to be responsible for a panic.  Just tell anyone who asks to head to the boat deck.”  

I removed my hat off my head, slipped on the lifebelt, and placed it on my head, again.  I ran off to find Mom and Victoria.

Chapter 9, to the boat deck

I ran along the promenade A-Deck.  Along the way, people commented why I was wearing a lifebelt.  No one seemed to notice that the ship was sinking.  In fact, most of the Titanic’s passengers had retired for the night.  But the First-Class Smoking Room was full of men, smoking, playing card games such as gambling, and drinking.  

When I got back to my stateroom, Victoria and my mother were waiting.  “Well,” my mother asked.  “We need to get up to the boat deck,” I answered.  “There’s no time to get our luggage.  We need to dress warmly and get up to the boat deck.”

Some stewards walked along the hall.  One of them had lifebelts in their hands.  The other opened doors and wakens up sleeping people and ordered them to put on their lifebelts.  I had already on my sailor’s suit, knee breeches, and hat to keep me warm.  

My mother put on her warm coat and lifebelt.  Victoria and her family had already left for the boat deck.  We left our stateroom.  On the way to the boat deck, we passed the crowded pursers office.  The people were demanding their money and belongings but the officers there refused.

The lifts near the Grand Staircase were also closed, too, like the purser’s officer, people wanted to use them.  I heard from some passengers that the E-deck landings near the lifts would start to flood soon.  At last we were near the boat deck.  People crowded the decks. All the sudden, I found myself alone.  

My mother had disappeared.  I was in the A-deck promenade.  I decided to look and see if I could find her.  A lifeboat was above loading…and then I saw Victoria almost about to get into the boat when a man got shoved and bumped into her.  She fell and grabbed on the side of the lifeboat.

I need to help her!  I reached out my hand to help her onto the deck.  A man grabbed me and helped to rescue Victoria.  She finally was out of danger.  I helped her back up.  Her lifeboat began to lower after an officer shouted, “Lower away!”  Many officers were shouting, “Women and children first!”

The boat lower below us.  An officer manning the rudder on the boat shouted to us, “Children, find another lifeboat, quick!”  “Come on, Victoria,” I pleaded.  “Let’s do what he said.”

She agreed with me.  The promenade deck was full of people, so we both decided to go through the ship.  

Chapter 10, through a sinking ship


We went back to the Grand Staircase.  We had only a limited amount of time before all the lifeboats were gone and the halls, rooms, passages, of Titanic flooding.  We stopped near the closed off lifts.  The men were still refusing the passengers to use the lifts.  Then, I saw one lift unguarded by the men.

“Victoria,” I whispered.  “Let’s sneak into that lift and go down to E-deck.”  She followed behind.  We ran into the lift.  “Hey, stop those kids!” A steward shouted.  Victoria closed the gates and I pulled the lever down.  The lift began to go down a couple of decks.

As the lift came closed to E-deck, I happen to notice strange wavy patterns on the ceiling.  All at once, my shoes felt wet.  I looked to se water rushing onto the floor of the lift.  Victoria screamed.  I opened the gates and we both dashed out. 

“The water is so cold,” Victoria shivered.  I would agree.  The E-deck was starting to flood.  Victoria and I walked through the cold water and into the Crewman’s Passage.  We shoved aside floating baggage and other things to get through.  Parts of the hall dark because the lights were out.  A couple of times, we heard a low groaning from the ship.

Victoria and I came to some stairs leading up, a hallway going past the stairs, and the current one we were going on.  “Up the stairs,” I said.  We went up the stairs.  Water trailed behind us.  This section of the ship was like a ghost town.  I wonder if the radio operators were sending distress calls.

We ran, calling to see if anybody was in the halls.  Victoria and I stopped.  That’s when the lights dimmed.  Victoria was breathing hard.  Quiet.  Then, a loud groan came.  The ship is in pain.  The lights came back to normal.

“Hello?” Victoria shouted.  Around the corner, a steward came with many lifebelts holding in his right arm.  “Children,” he said in a surprised voice.  “You shouldn’t be here.”

“Sorry, sir,” I apologized, “we got lost.”  “Quickly, follow me,” he replied.  He grabbed onto my hand and Victoria did the same thing with my left hand.  I informed him that the deck below us was rapidly filling up with water.  We came to a set of stairs, leading down, only to find that water was up to the ceiling in the deck below, with some air space below the pipes attached to the roof of the hallway.

The steward told us to find another way to the boat deck and fled.  “Coward!” I shouted.  “Looks like we’ll have to swim through the flooded hallway.”  “You mean, in that cold water?” Victoria shivered.  I nodded.  We stepped into the water.  

Our legs couldn’t touch the floor.  We swam and used any fixtures (pipes, beams, etc.) to get through.  Almost the entire hall was pitch black.  Electricity cracked because of the water shorting them out.  The ship groaned a couple of times.  

Chapter 11, time is running out

We made it out of the flooded halls and into a lighted one.  Our clothes were soaking wet.  Luckily, we both wearied lifebelts.  But then, just as our troubles ended, a locked door brought up a new one.  I tried to turn the doorknob.  

“It’s locked,” I said.  “What can we do?” Victoria asked.  “We’ll break it down,” I answered.  Together, Victoria and I ran and slammed into the door like a battering ram.  It took three times.  The third try, we broke the door apart.  We were in a lighted hallway with some passengers walking.  “Hey,” a steward shouted, “what do you think you’re doing?  You’ll have to pay for that, you know.  That’s White Star propriety.”

“Ah, shut up,” I answered back.  “The ship is going down.  All of this will be at the bottom of the Atlantic.”  He stopped walking.  The people agreed with us.  We took more stairs up and made it to the boat deck.  

“Oh no,” Victoria said in surprise.  “The boats are gone.”  “They can’t be all gone,” I added.  “Maybe there’s more near the bridge.  Come on, let’s hurry.”  I ran and Victoria followed behind.

People crowded the decks.  Most heading aft deck, while others trying to find some available lifeboats.  Before Victoria fell, I noticed that crewmen were tossing out luggage, valuables, and belongings from the lifeboats.  Victoria and I, now, could hear the ship’s band playing music to calm down the passengers.

There were empty lifeboat davits with the rope still hanging down.  People jumped off the ship and into the freezing water.  As we came to the bridge, I noticed that the B-deck promenade was flooding and the forecastle deck was underwater, too.  Time is running out!  Fireworks were shot into the air, hoping to attract any near by ships.  

We headed into an entrance and found ourselves in the Grand Stair Case, again!  “Oh great,” I exclaimed.  “Not here again!”  By now, most of the people were coming up from the below decks.  We decided to go down, instead of taking the lifts, again.  We headed down the stairwell, passing people going upwards.                            

By the time we reached the bottom of the stair well, water was flooding the Reception room and First-Class Dinning Saloon.  We dredged through the water and into the dinning saloon.  Water covered the tables.  Lamps stood up, lit by electricity. Chair floated.  Even the bowls were too, like miniature boats.  Victoria and I managed to get through the dinning saloon.

We passed by two selves containing classes, plates, bottles, and silverware.  Past the First and Second-Class kitchens.  Pots, frying pans, cups, classes, and other kitchen equipment came crashing forward.  Victoria almost was stabbed by knives that came crashing towards her.  Luckily, the knives missed.

We went down a little set of stairs and found ourselves in another hallway.  It leads straight.  There was a corner near the stairs.  We both decided to head straight, but what I did not know that was after that corner was a door that opened with great force and water gushed out.  

We saw in horror water going at a great speed like a river coming towards us but couldn’t respond to it in time.  The water lifted our feet off the floor and swept us through the hall and into a locked gate.  We struggled to find a way out.  A set of stairs, leading up, was our ticket to get out of here.

We grabbed onto any fixtures and pulled ourselves to the stairs.  This hallway was flooding fast!  At last, using the stair railings we pulled ourselves out of the water and climbed upwards.  

Chapter 12, Titanic begins to sink

We scrambled through hallways, stairs, and decks to reach the boat deck.  At one point, we got through two open gates, but the third was locked.  I used a fire hose to break a glass cover to a fire axe.  I used it to break the lock but a steward came and unlocked it for us.  I knew that the A-deck promenade would start to flood.

I decided for us to head forwards, not backwards.  Victoria thought I was crazy, heading towards the bow, but she followed behind.  We entered the First-Class Smoking Room, which was deserted, except for a man looking at a picture of the ship above the fireplace.  

“Mr. Andrews,” Victoria said.  It was him.  We hesitated him to get off the ship but he wouldn’t, just saying to us “Good luck.”  We made it back to the boat deck, right near the wheelhouse, which was starting to flood.  The wheel, telegraphs, and the telephones had water at their bases.  I saw Captain Edward J. Smith walking into the flooding wheelhouse.  What is he doing?

Officers shot bullets into the air with their guns, trying to prevent passengers from panicking.  Crewmembers were trying to get a lifeboat near the first funnel down to the boat deck and fill it up with passengers.  All of the lifeboats were gone.  Yet, so many people were onboard still.  Our parent’s may be on a lifeboat, watching the ship sink.  

Just then, the band began to play a different title of music.  Victoria asked what piece of music it was.  “Near My God To Thee,” I answered.  A wonderful title to play before the ship met its faith.  It also meant that the band members playing that song will go down with the ship.  

As they continued to play, the wheelhouse, port & starboard bridge wing cabs, and the deck began to go underwater.  People screamed and began to go aft.  Men struggled to get an overturned lifeboat upright.  I grabbed Victoria’s shoulder and told her that we had to move now.

We followed the other passengers and headed to the stern.  I looked over my shoulder to see what was going on.  The men, still, were trying to get the lifeboat upright, even when water was around them!  We got to the second funnel but then I stopped and listened.  

“What’s the matter?” Victoria asked.  I walked to a wall and lifted a crying boy, about the same age as us.  “Victoria, take care of this child,” I ordered.  “Wahh!” the boy screamed.  “I want my mommy.  Will you help me find my mommy?”

“Of course,” I said.  “Come with us.   Maybe she’s at the stern.”  Victoria held onto the crying boy and we continued to the stern.  I looked back and saw something whipping in the water surrounding the first funnel.

I realized that it was cables holding the funnel snapping.  The funnel groaned, could not take the pressure without the cables, bent a little near the base, and fell.  People in the water screamed and were crushed by the funnel, slamming into the water.  The overturned lifeboat with men clinging to its bottom was shoved by the wave, created by the funnel.  

Some of the men fell off.  The funnel began its decent to the bottom.  By now, the Grand Stair Case would start to flood.  The ship will sink faster.  Victoria, the boy, and I got to the second mast, near the stern and cargo cranes.  We climbed over a railing and onto the B-deck.  

By now, we were near the stern.  Climbing down, again, in the aft well deck, Victoria, the boy, and I hurried because we were running out of time.  We climbed up the stairs and onto the poop deck, which was covered with people, holding onto deck fixtures.  We used a rail to get to the flagpole on the very edge of the stern.

Along the way, I saw a priest, saying a few prayers and some people were listening to him.  At last, we made it.  We held onto the railing.  I looked down to see the propellers and rudder exposed out of the water.  People were in the water, below the rising stern.  As the stern continued to rise, people were sliding down the decks.

The water had met the middle of the ship as it rose.  It seemed the ship would never stop rising.  People jumped off the stern and joined the others in the water.  

“It’s okay,” I said to Victoria.  “Everything will be alright.”  I spoke too soon.  Just then, our world went black.  “What happened?” Victoria shouted in the darkness with the boy crying.  “The power is out,” I answered.

There was still screaming and the groaning of the ship in the dark.  Then, I heard a CRACK!  “What was that?” Victoria asked.  I looked.  Between the third and fourth funnel, a small crack formed, splitting two planks of wood.  It got bigger.  

“Oh, my lord!” I shouted.  A large open “wound” began to break the ship in haft.  Electricity crackled.  The plates and other metal holding the ship together began to rip open like paper.  Some people fell into the crack.  Suddenly, we all started to fall.

The stern was freefalling back into the water.  It slammed with great force, crushing people below.  Victoria, the boy, and I held onto the railing.  The remaining funnels fell over slowly and began their journey to the bottom.  Meanwhile, water began to pour into the crack.

The bow section began to pull the stern as it sank.  

“Come on, we have to move,” I ordered.  We got onto the edge of the stern with the names TITANIC and LIVERPOOL on it.  The bow section was completely underwater, but it pulled the stern up and up.  Now rising faster, people held onto deck fixtures.  It felt like being on a blue whale, jumping out of the water and its head in the air.

Then, the stern stopped rising.  I looked downwards.  The stern was floating like a cork.  People who could not hold on any longer let go and crashed into the docking bridge, deck benches, fixtures, and people holding on for dear life.  I wondered if the ship would stay in this position.

I looked at a man.  It was one of the ship’s cooks.  He reached into his pocket and pulled out a silver bottle.  He drank the contents of the bottle and by the smell, I knew it was alcohol.  Then, we felt the stern beginning to sink.  

“This is it,” I exclaimed.  Now, in a matter of seconds, Titanic will disappear beneath the ocean.  The base of the second mast began to go underwater, along with the well deck, cranes, the beginning of the poop deck, and so on.  The docking bridge remained above the water for a little bit.

“The suction of the ship is going to take us down,” I warned.  With no way to escape the suction of the sinking ship, Victoria, the boy, and I would drown.  This may be the end of us for sure!

“Wait, look, a lifeboat!” Victoria shouted.  She pointed and I saw an empty lifeboat sitting upright on the water.  That’s our change to escape!

“Victoria, listen to me,” I began.  “When I count to three, we jump off the ship and into the lifeboat, got it?”  She nodded.  Victoria and I got up.  She held the boy tightly.  “One…two…” I counted.  “…three!”

We jumped off before the section could take us down and landed into the lifeboat with such a hard hit that I was knocked out.

Chapter 13, Titanic is gone, 2:20 a.m.

I woke up.  It was dark and quiet.  “James, are you okay?” Victoria asked.  “Yeah, I’m all right,” I answered.

I got up and looked around.  The lifeboat was empty.  There were four oars, two on each side of the lifeboat.  Laid across the middle of the lifeboat was a small mast with a sail.  A bag was filled with food and water supplies.  There were also two lanterns, a flashlight, and flares.

“Victoria,” I said.  “Help me put up this mast with the sail.  There’s not enough gust of wind to push us but it might attract the attention of a passing ship.”  

Victoria wrapped the sleeping boy with some blankets and helped me raise the mast into position and then the sail.  After our work, she sat down and wrapped some blankets around her to prevent freezing.  I, on the other hand, climbed into the stern and took control of the long piece of wood connecting to the rudder.  I lit one lantern and Victoria did the same.  I was about to relax when…

“James, can you hear that?” Victoria asked.  I listened.  The sounds of people shouting, crying, and waling in the water.  “I hear it,” I replied.  “Can we do anything about it?”

“No.  By the time, we get there or the other lifeboats with survivors, it’ll be too late.  Right now, hyperthermia will kill each person, one by one.  Besides, we need five people, using the oars and one at the helm to get there.  All we can do is wait till a ship finds us.”

Victoria fell asleep after a couple of minutes.  I stayed up near the helm in case a ship would spot us.  However, I fell asleep and…

Chapter 14, morning of the disaster,
Monday, April 15, 1912
                                      
                 
I was dreaming…in my warm bed on Titanic, the morning.  I then realized that it was a dream and…

I began to wake up.  The air was chilly and…sounds of an object moving?  As my eyes opened, I saw black wall going by with glass in it and a name…Carpathia.  I jolted up.  A ship!  We’re rescued!

“Victoria, Victoria, wake up!” I shouted.  Her eyes began to open.  “James…, what…are…you doing…?” she said sleepily.  “There’s a ship here.  Go look for yourself!” I said.  She got up and gasped.

The Carpathia came along us.  A door opened in the steel wall and a rope ladder dropped down.  I climbed up and Victoria followed behind with the boy.  

We had learned that the Carpathia answered Titanic’s distress calls and raced all night and into the morning.  A survey on the ship showed that we were many of the 705 survivors of Titanic.  Victoria, the boy, and I were one of the last ones to be picked up.

The Carpathia set a course to New York.  I had heard that several ships from Halifax were sent to pick up the floating dead bodies.  Our parents were pleased that we did not end up like the unlucky passengers.  The boy’s name was Jacob, we found out, and his mother did not survive the wreck.  We will be sent to an orphanage in New York till somebody claims him.

I spent days on the deck, watching people make clothes for others out of blankets and other fabrics.  I felt sorry for J. Bruce Ismay.  He survived the sinking, but ended up paying the price for death tolls.  My father was angry that he let so many people die and called him “jerk”, “idiot”, and “moron”.  The Carpathia would arrive in New York in two days.

Chapter 15, arriving in New York,
Wednesday, April 17, 1912

I got onto the deck as the Carpathia entered into New York harbour.  The ship began to pass the Statue of Liberty.  I saw here standing proudly with a torch in one of her hands and a tablet containing the Declaration of Independence.  I wanted to see Liberty Island from the bow of Titanic but that dream would never come true.

The Carpathia landed near pier No. 44.  Passengers began to disembark.  News about the Titanic had already reached New York.  A newspaper was posted on a wall.  I didn’t see Victoria since we landed in New York.  

* * *
Porters began to load luggage onto the baggage car.  I stood on the platform.  The hissing sound of steam came from the train.  Passengers began to get onto the passenger cars.  A day after we arrived in New York, news reporters began to interview passengers about the disaster.  I didn’t want to talk about it, especially J. Bruce Ismay.

At last, we boarded the train, which was bound for Canada.  I sat in a First-Class Private coach.  My father and mother were in the compartment next to me.  The train would not go for another five minutes.  I starred out the window, as if it was still April 10.  Victoria showed up and met me.

“Where have you been?” I asked.  “Oh…” Victoria began, not having anything to say.  I knew that her friends, Sue and Becky, went down with the ship and Victoria was upset.

“Will you come back?” Victoria asked.  Steam hissed.  “It depends,” I answered.  “Those news reporters were really a pain.  They kelp bugging me about the Titanic.”  “Well, I hope I will see you, again,” Victoria said.

The conductor shouted, “All aboard!” and the train’s whistle blew.  The engine began to move forward as the cars jointed.  I watched Victoria on the station platform disappear from view.   I looked out the window, again, and saw the Atlantic Ocean.  I could imagine the Titanic still sailing through the waves, going nowhere.  I knew that the world would truly understand the wreck of the Titanic for years to come…








The End


