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This book is dedicated to Frances Scher, who was both of her time and a very long way ahead of it. She raised a rebellious and troublesome boy as best she could by herself, and that worked out pretty well, most of the time. 
Thank you for inspiring me to love literature, writing, and baseball. 
And Johnny Mercer and Harry James and Duke Ellington and so many others. 
More than a quarter of a century after your passing, I still wonder, 
“Would Mom be proud of this?” whenever I do just about anything. 
I hope I did you proud this time around. I miss you.
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Foreword

Rod Scher’s Ship of Lost Souls: The Tragic Wreck of the Steamship Valencia reads like an adventure novel. If you’re like me, once you start reading it you won’t want to put it down. Unfortunately, the book isn’t fiction; it is a true and well-documented recounting of the grounding and death of Valencia and the 170+ souls she carried. All were needlessly lost. Rod’s story starts by introducing you to a small group of well-respected, experienced, hardworking, and caring people. Their decisions and actions, though well meant, are critical elements in the unfortunate chain of events leading to the tragedy. The book also introduces you to other “characters,” including the SS Valencia herself, and the newfangled radio telecommunications technology that was in its infancy. Knowing these main players sets the stage for a fact-based story that is as relevant now as it was in 1906, because even in our modern world of immediate communication, social media, and precise electronic navigation, we still suffer from the same weak links that doomed the passengers and crew of Valencia.

Valencia’s captain, crew, and passengers overlooked the lurking dangers of going to sea. The perilous ferocity of the sea is never to be trifled with. During my career in the US Coast Guard, I commanded USCG cutters and crews responsible for innumerable Search and Rescue operations. I sailed the Atlantic, the Gulf of Mexico, the Caribbean, and the Pacific. Then, in 2015, my wife, Janet, and I moved aboard our fifty-two-foot sailing yacht, Tango. For three years we refitted and equipped Tango for crossing oceans. Since then, we have crossed the Pacific twice, felt the power of the Gulf Stream along the US East Coast, and fought the northerly currents off California as we sailed south to Mexico. We crossed the always-turbulent Caribbean and piloted Tango through the wonder of modern engineering that is the Panama Canal. Through all these experiences I have learned two key things: First, while ships absolutely have personalities, it is the crew that makes or breaks a ship. The second thing is just how essential meticulous maintenance and training are. The crew must train and practice so they can instinctively react when bad things start to impact their day at sea. And bad things will eventually impact your day at sea, you can count on it. When that happens, you need to be trained so well that your reaction is both appropriate and instinctive.

US Coast Guard cutters, and Tango for that matter, are not particularly special as ships go. What is special is the maintenance and testing done to the ship’s systems and the crew’s training: firefighting, control of flooding, first aid, navigation, weather, use of rescue equipment, etc. I have come to believe that if I treat my ship right it will treat me right when the ocean is misbehaving.

Just after I reported aboard my first USCG ship, one of our main propulsion motors (it was a diesel-electric drive ship) caught fire as we were transiting the Chesapeake Bay. Now that was pretty scary. However, the crew knew exactly what to do. In a matter of a few minutes the fire was out; we never lost propulsion or maneuverability, and throughout the incident the many different teams communicated effectively. We were trained and prepared and had practiced for just such a scenario. What could have been a disaster became instead a lesson in discipline and training.

Several months later, while on patrol about two hundred miles off the East Coast of the United States, we responded to a mayday call from a USN ship that had caught fire. The crew could not control the fire and they abandoned ship because they didn’t know how to use their equipment or how to fight the fire. We arrived on scene and our firefighting party boarded the Navy ship and quickly extinguished the blaze. The difference was that we knew how to use the firefighting systems and equipment. We also knew how to put the fire out and get things under control. We were experienced and well trained. Several hours after the fire was extinguished, with our help, the very shaken Navy crew was able to get underway and return to port. We sailed off, continuing our patrol.

During our first Pacific crossing aboard Tango, we suffered a knockdown when a squall line was able to sneak up behind us with—as far as we could tell—no warning. The helmsman was just starting to stand watch. Janet and I were cleaning up from dinner, when BOOM! Tango was on her side. The helmsman did what he thought was best, but the conditions were different from what he had experienced for the several weeks prior. I went on deck and immediately turned Tango into the wind so that she stood up out of the water. It took about forty-five minutes for the squall to pass. (You can read Janet’s take on this incident on our blog: http://tinyurl.com/42x3j95p.) As it happens, our knockdown was completely avoidable, but that surprise squall could have ended with Tango losing her mast or sinking. Aboard Tango the helmsman is the lookout; this requires 360-degree situational awareness. Had our helmsman occasionally looked behind us, he would have seen the approaching weather. Before the squall hit, we could have reduced sail, then maintained a safe course until it passed. We only did one little thing wrong, but sometimes “one little thing” is all that stands between a sailor and disaster. However, we were lucky—or, better yet, we were prepared; good maintenance and my experience at sea broke a potentially catastrophic chain of events.

Radio and navigation equipment are much better today than in 1906. GPS, satellite data, and social media have all contributed to improved safety at sea. In 2023 the yacht Raindancer collided with a whale while sailing from Panama to French Polynesia. Raindancer sank in only fifteen minutes, but the crew did virtually everything right, despite the unpredictable nature of such an encounter. They knew what to do, where key things were, and how to communicate. Raindancer’s crew was prepared. They used a social media app (Boat Watch) and text messaging to report the accident. Their intelligent and timely use of today’s technology over a satellite communication link enabled a successful rescue by a yacht only sixty miles away. Raindancer’s crew broke the chain of events that could have caused a catastrophe but in the end merely resulted in a frightening but relatively painless inconvenience.

Those who go to sea need to know that it is seldom the ship or the weather that causes a mishap. It is us. People are the weak link, and Tango’s knockdown is a great example. Alarmingly, avoidable shipwrecks occurred well after 1906 and continue to occur today. Consider Titanic, Andrea Doria, Costa Concordia, Doña Paz, and Exxon Valdez; all of these are similar to the SS Valencia wreck in that they were completely avoidable. The weather did not cause these wrecks, and neither did the vessels themselves. People caused them.

The single largest contributing factor in most marine accidents, by far the weakest link in the chain, is us humans; even when ships’ systems function perfectly, we continue to fail. Poor crew training, placing schedule and efficiency over safety, failure to maintain ship systems (engines, steering, propulsion, communication, etc.), not being practiced with safety equipment (lifeboats, life rafts, firefighting equipment, life preservers), and permitting a lack of preparedness (not training crew and passengers regarding fire, loss of propulsion, lifeboat, and raft deployment, etc.) has repeatedly led to unnecessary death and damage.

Ship of Lost Souls details the characters and the chronology of the Valencia tragedy and summarizes the investigations and actions taken after the tragic loss of life. You’ll find the book riveting as the tragedy unfolds. Like me you’ll be disappointed in how slowly navigation systems and maritime regulations improved. For me, the book reawakened an awareness of my responsibilities as Tango’s skipper. Thus, it was not merely an enjoyable read, it was also a call to action.

Read this book. Enjoy it for the spellbinding nautical tale that it is, but be sure to take its lessons to heart.

CDR. John E. Harrington, USCG (Ret.)
Aboard S/V Tango off the coast of New Zealand
February 2024
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Prologue

In some ways, this story—or at least our window on the story—actually begins twenty-six years after the sinking of the SS Valencia, during the summer of 1933. The wooded wilderness of Pachena Bay, British Columbia—near the place where Valencia struck the rocks that holed her iron hull—is calm, peaceful, and mostly empty. Few come here. For one thing, there is almost no way to get here, other than by boat. There is a narrow path up above the cliffs, part of what became known after the sinking of the Valencia as the Dominion Life-Saving Trail. A telegraph line runs in the trees along the path, but in 1933 it is down about as often as it is up, and few rely on it. The bay itself ripples and shimmers in the breeze; the tops of the trees, which grow almost to the rocky shoreline, sway gently. It is deserted, a quiet, tranquil place.

In fact, the whole world seems calm and largely at peace. In the United States, Prohibition has just ended and work has begun on San Francisco’s Golden Gate Bridge. Franklin Delano Roosevelt has been inaugurated the thirty-second president of the United States. The Washington Senators will face the New York Giants in the World Series. (The Senators will lose, badly.) In the boroughs of New York, it is possible to walk through a neighborhood and never miss a moment of the action as announcers from WOR and WABC bring the games to life for their listeners, the static-ridden play-by-play drifting out of tenement windows opened against the oppressive summer heat. Bookish sorts might be reading John Steinbeck’s The Red Pony, George Orwell’s Down and Out in Paris and London, or Laura Ingalls Wilder’s Farmer Boy. It is a seemingly gentle time, though it will not remain so for long.

Deep in the Canadian coastal wilderness stands the Pachena Point lighthouse. Its Fresnel lens blinks a blinding double-flash every 7.44 seconds as it guards a forbidding promontory fronted by one-hundred-foot cliffs. The lighthouse is in radio contact with other lighthouses along the coast, and two lifesaving stations stand not far away. The scene is desolate and wild, but the lighthouse, the radio antennas, and the lifesaving stations provide ample evidence that mariners stranded in that wilderness are not without recourse; the appropriate authorities have considered their plight and put into place infrastructure aimed at guarding their lives and effecting their rescue, should it become necessary. As desolate as the place seems, help is nearby.

A small boat bobs in the sparkling water, dipping and nodding in the wavelets. The vessel is empty, and it drifts and circles aimlessly in the breeze and in response to the hidden currents and eddies of the bay. The boat has not been seen for twenty-six years; it simply appeared in the bay one morning. Though its paint is chipped and worn away, on its bow it bears the still perfectly readable nameplate that proudly proclaims it Valencia’s No. 5 lifeboat.1

Where did it come from? Lifeboat No. 5 had been launched on January 23, 1906, from the steamship Valencia as she foundered on the rocks off the west coast of Vancouver Island, British Columbia, several miles from the bay where the boat reappeared all those years afterward. In the unfolding tragedy, most of the lifeboats—hastily lowered and ineptly manned—were destroyed almost as soon as they hit the water. Lifeboat No. 5, with boatswain Tim McCarthy in charge, had not been seen since it had been lowered into the water in a desperate and futile attempt to save the lives of people aboard the ship.
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This is the nameplate from the Valencia lifeboat found floating in Barkley Bay, twenty-six years after the sinking.
Photo by Lesley Scher. Used with permission. Courtesy of Heather Feeney, Maritime Museum of British Columbia.

Where had the lifeboat been for twenty-six years? Some theorized that otherworldly forces were at work here; stories of ghost ships and skeletons found washed ashore made the rounds, and still do. Others, more realistically perhaps, theorized that the lifeboat had been washed into a cave where it had remained trapped until freed by a recent storm surge. No one could deny, though, that the reappearance of the battered lifeboat was . . . peculiar, and somehow oddly unsettling.

Neither the lifesaving stations nor the lighthouses nor the radio stations existed in 1906; if they had, the story of the Valencia and her 170 or so passengers and crew might have ended differently. As it was, the lack of such aids to navigation on both the Canadian and American coasts and the absence of lifesaving infrastructure together helped guarantee that 136 passengers and crewmen on the vessel—including every single woman and child on board—would perish in the wreck.

This is the story of that disaster, one made doubly tragic by the loss of women and children and then, somehow, made even more catastrophic by the fact that both the wreck itself and the ensuing lack of effective rescue efforts were the result of entirely avoidable errors. Mistakes—and perhaps shady deals—were made; after the fact, politicians and the press railed, and steps were taken to avoid a future occurrence of this sort. In the end, though, that didn’t matter to the crew or passengers, because almost all of them were dead. Many drowned or died of hypothermia, some were crushed by massive spars and beams as the ship broke up in the waves, some were pounded against the rocks until their bodies were limp and bloody—and all within yards of land and within sight of would-be rescuers. Why? This book attempts to explain the inexplicable: How did so many people, entrusted to the care of the finest ship’s officers and taking advantage of the best technology that was available at the time, end up dying? Why did women and children, lashed to the rigging, perish while watching their putative rescuers sail away? Why were men battered to death on the rocks only feet from the shore? Most of all, why did no one help?









PART I

A Storm in the Distance

Tragedy is restful: and the reason is that hope, that foul, deceitful thing, has no part in it.

Jean Anouilh, The Play as Theater









Chapter 1


The Professor

Frank Forest Bunker was born in 1873, in the tiny village of El Dara, Illinois (even in 2020, its population was only about ninety), to Theodore Clairmont Bunker, a small-scale farmer, and Clara Wood. The middle child of five siblings, Frank distinguished himself quite early as an exceptional thinker and a remarkable student; in a family of hardworking parents and relatively uneducated brothers and sisters, he was destined for academia, and he knew it early on.

Things would not have been easy for a family of seven in those years. When Frank was born, a depression gripped the United States, and it did not ease until 1879. During the﻿ depression of 1873, which was largely brought on by rampant speculation in railroad construction, the worldwide economy failed as, among other things, construction expenses exceeded and outpaced financing. Until the market crash of 1929, it was was the worst economic failure to strike the world, and families such as the Bunkers did all they could to scrape by. Luckily, by the time the young man entered his teenage years, the country had mostly recovered, and there was a little money to send him to college, and plenty of jobs available to help him earn his way.

Interestingly, the same year that Frank Bunker was born in Illinois, Lee de Forest was born in Council Bluffs, Iowa, only about 350 miles away. De Forest would become a radio innovator of some note, eventually inventing the vacuum tube, which would revolutionize broadcast radio—but too late to help the passengers and crew of the Valencia.
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Inventor and Marconi competitor Lee de Forest
Illustration by Molly Dumas. Used with permission.

A year after Bunker’s birth, the man largely responsible for the eventual success of commercial radio, Guglielmo Marconi, was born in Bologna, Italy. The two men, de Forest and Marconi, would lead lives that would intersect as they became both partners and, ultimately, rivals in the nascent world of radio communications. If they had succeeded in their endeavors just a bit earlier, more ships might have carried radio equipment in the early 1900s, and the vessel on which Frank Bunker sailed in 1906 might not have struck the rocks off of Vancouver Island.

As expected, Bunker became a teacher and, in 1899, when both of them were twenty-six years old, the young man married Isabelle Ball in Tulare, California, then a modest settlement of some 2,200. The town was itself only twenty-seven years old, having been founded in 1872 by the Southern Pacific Railroad. In fact, the railroad—and its desire for a transportation hub—was the only reason for the town’s existence in the first place. The town had existed only one year longer than Bunker himself.

Bunker had been working in Tulare, California, as a teacher but had always aspired to a career as an administrator. In 1900, he and his new wife moved to Santa Rosa, where Bunker moved up the educational hierarchy, becoming the vice principal of Santa Rosa High School, one of the oldest high schools in California, having originally opened in 1874.

But Bunker’s aspirations were lofty, and he was not satisfied being a lowly vice principal. His career goals—and his ego—demanded more than that. He envisioned being a principal, perhaps a school superintendent, a researcher, maybe even a celebrated author. The boy from the little village in Illinois was out to make a name for himself.

[image: ]
Santa Rosa High School in the mid-2000s. The building still retains a bit of its 1870s-era flair.
In time, all of these dreams would be realized, and along the way, he would create a family and continue to climb the career ladder. He and Isabelle would have two children, Dorothy in 1901 and Frank Jr. in 1904. In the early 1900s, the Bunker family would move to San Francisco, where Frank Sr. would become the principal of the recently opened La Conte Grammar School near downtown, just a stone’s throw from UC Berkeley and today part of the Berkeley Unified School District. One of the reasons we know that Bunker was principal of the school in 1902 is because that year the Santa Rosa Press Democrat recounted a minor brouhaha that resulted after Bunker was reported to have “thrashed” a La Conte Grammar School student. His friends—academic and otherwise—defended him, with the paper noting: “Bunker’s many friends here are loth [sic] to believe that he was unduly harsh or that the punishment administered was not merited.”1 In any case, the resulting notoriety does not seem to have hindered his steady rise through academia.

Bunker’s career arc appears to have been inevitable by that point. In 1904, he would accept a position as a professor at the State Normal School at San Francisco. A “normal school” is what would today be called a teachers’ college. An odd relic of those times can be found in older street names: towns that once had a “normal school”—and that’s most of the ones that were large enough to support a small college—often retain a Normal Street or Normal Boulevard or some such thoroughfare as a holdover, even though the school itself may have closed down or changed its name.

Bunker was now not a mere teacher but a professor—a teacher of teachers. He would forever remain a professor and administrator; his days as a mere grammar school teacher were now behind him.

In 1906, Bunker again moved up in status, accepting an offer to become the assistant superintendent of schools in Seattle, Washington. In January of that year, he and his young family embarked on what was meant to be an enjoyable and brief journey from San Francisco to Seattle so that he could take up his new post. It would be an invigorating three days at sea—long enough to give the Bunkers the feel of a true sea voyage but not so long that boredom could set in and not so far out at sea that danger could threaten.

But danger did threaten. The ship on which he and his family sailed would never make it to Seattle. En route, Bunker would lose his wife and his two children, his family dying in front of his eyes, drowned in the storm-tossed waves or succumbing to hypothermia while attempting to flee the SS Valencia as it broke up on the rocks off the west coast of Vancouver Island, British Columbia. Bunker would survive, and his actions after he made it to shore would forever brand him either a hero or a coward, depending on who was doing the telling. The truth might be found, as many truths are, in some gray middle ground between the two. He may have been neither or some of both. Or perhaps he was a hero, but an unlikable one; we never quite know what to do with our unlikable heroes. Of course, the complete truth is shrouded in mystery, political machinations, and finger pointing, but this book will attempt to describe Bunker’s role in the tragedy as objectively as possible.









Chapter 2


Solid, but Not Beautiful

Many ships are beautiful; shipbuilding, after all, is a breathtakingly complex undertaking, part science and part art, in which form and function often combine to create, through some sort of magical alchemy, vessels as stunning as they are practical. Think, for example, of a regal clipper, a “greyhound of the sea,” with her sharp prow and narrow beam, tall wooden masts festooned with dozens of dazzling white, full-bellied sails billowing in a stiff wind. Or a majestic ocean liner, with her grand and majestic bulk, her powerful engines driving her effortlessly through the churning seas, a symbol of stately elegance. Or even a small but refined pocket yacht, her graceful and flowing lines a testament to some distinguished designer, perhaps a modern master like John Alden or Ted Brewer or Nate Herreshoff. Some vessels, perhaps most of them, are impressive either by virtue of their remarkable beauty, their breathtaking performance, or their monumental grandeur, or, in rare cases, all three. This was not the case with the SS Valencia.

When Valencia rolled off the ways at Philadelphia’s Cramp and Sons in 1882, she was solidly representative of the well-built vessels that the company had been producing since it was founded in 1830 by twenty-three-year-old William Cramp. Cramp, born in Kensington, Pennsylvania, would go on to become the preeminent builder of iron-hulled vessels in the nineteenth century. By the time the firm launched Valencia, Cramp and Sons had built and launched roughly one hundred ships, including pleasure boats, passenger liners, and warships. Ten or so of those vessels had been built for various US armed services, the majority of those during the Civil War.1

Valencia may have been solid, but she was most assuredly not beautiful. Her narrow beam and overly long bow made her look spindly and ungainly, and indeed she was not the most stable of vessels; her half-decks and her boxy wheelhouse contributed to her off-center, unbalanced look, and the lone steam funnel jutting out of her deck amidships simply underscored the fact that, as new as she was, she was underpowered from the very beginning. She could only be called a “greyhound of the sea” if one had in mind a dog that had been born a runt and then starved and mistreated—an ailing canine representative of a mangy, deteriorated line of seagoing animals that would certainly not win any races and that might not even survive a race.

[image: ]
Shipbuilder William Cramp about 1870, in his sixties
Like her sister ships, Valencia also lacked the luxury and amenities found on the larger oceangoing passenger liners: the gymnasium, the library, the many gaming parlors. She was, compared to those seagoing titans, stark and utilitarian, a second-class conveyance in all respects.

These days, just as when a home, apartment, or commercial building is constructed, ships are built according to strict reliance on construction codes applicable within the country of construction and also rules and standards agreed upon by shipbuilders, lawmakers, and inspectors around the world.2 But in 1882, when Valencia was built, there were few agreed-upon codes that shipwrights were required to follow. There were standards, practices, and construction techniques long followed by professional shipwrights, but they had not been codified into law.3 These days, of course, there are multiple sets of codes and rules, such as the ones promulgated by treaties such as SOLAS (The International Convention for the Safety of Life at Sea), which cover how and where things such as bulkheads must be built, and they are very specific. For example, one part of one rule says:

There must be no doors, manholes, access hatches, ventilation ducts or any openings on the collision bulkhead below the bulkhead deck. However, the bulkhead can be allowed to have only one piercing below the bulkhead deck for the passage of one pipe to cater to the fluid flow to the forepeak ballast tank. The passage of the pipe must be flanged and must be fitted with a screw-down valve which can be remotely operated from above the bulkhead deck. This valve is usually located forward of the collision bulkhead. However, the classification society certifying the ship may authorise a valve aft of the bulkhead provided it is easily serviceable at any condition, and is not located in the cargo area.4


Remember that this is one part of one rule and that each rule might consist of several such sets of instructions. If you ask plumbing or electrical contractors today about the myriad codes and requirements that they must follow when building a home, they will understand exactly how strict the requirements of building a seagoing vessel can be. As with building a house, building a ship is a complicated—and sometimes frustrating—enterprise.

All of which is to say that the standards of the 1900s, as rudimentary as they might seem to us, were largely absent when Valencia took shape on the ways at Cramp and Sons. She was a well-built vessel for her time, but she was lacking in safety features that would become common only a few years later.

Primary among Valencia’s lack of safety features was the absence of multiple waterproof bulkheads that would, in more modern vessels, be used to ensure that a gash in the hull could flood only a small number of the ship’s compartments. Valencia possessed only four such bulkheads, according to the commission’s report—two protected her engine room and boilers—while the location of the others was not noted.5 That meant that the rest of the ship—much of its entire 252-foot length—would flood if the hull were pierced somewhere other than those areas.6
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A view of the port side of the steamship Valencia
Illustration by Molly Dumas. Used with permission.

In addition, the commission investigating the incident questioned not merely the number but the condition of Valencia’s bulkheads. It had been charged that the bulkheads she did possess were not structurally sound. Oddly enough, this may have been partly due to the fact that Valencia had, during her long career as a cargo vessel, transported large quantities of sugar in her holds. It was the opinion of chemist Malcolm Faziell, who worked for Vancouver’s British Columbia Sugar Refining Company, that if raw sugar were transported in the ship, and if it contained impurities, the acids in those impurities—especially if the sugar had gotten wet—could have had a destructive effect on the bulkhead, resulting in a “honeycombing” effect, weakening the steel bulkheads. The argument against this theory is that the process as described would have generated a terrific—and terrifically unpleasant—odor, but there is no record of anyone having complained about such an odor. Nonetheless, after striking the rocks, the ship took on water very quickly, and her hull was speedily destroyed by the wind and waves. The ship’s rapid disintegration seemed suspicious to some and led to questions about the integrity of her hull and bulkheads.7

Nonetheless, investigators noted that Valencia had been inspected multiple times, the most recent inspection having taken place only three weeks before her last voyage. The inspectors determined that her equipment was generally in excellent condition, including her engines, machinery, and hull, which had recently been overhauled. There was no mention of any work being done, or needing to be done, on her bulkheads.8

Still, the January 30, 1906, issue of the Seattle Star questioned the integrity of the Valencia’s bulkheads, quoting unnamed “local steamboat men” as saying, “Had they [that is, the bulkheads] been of proper strength, the Valencia would not have become completely submerged.” The article pointed out that the law required steamers carrying passengers to have at least three watertight bulkheads and that those bulkheads must reach to the main deck or, in a vessel with multiple decks, such as Valencia, “to the deck below the main deck.” The paper then quotes further unnamed sources as saying that “the bulkheads were not as strong as the law requires, and when the water rushed in, they broke, permitting water to fill the entire hull of the vessel.”9 Of course, the law may not have applied to vessels built twenty-four years prior to Valencia’s 1906 voyage, and multiple watertight compartments such as those described may not have sufficed, in any case.

Valencia was 252 feet long, iron hulled, with a beam of 34 feet and an unloaded draft of 19 feet, and she was licensed to carry 286 passengers. She had three cargo holds, and watertight compartments protected her engine and boiler room; but, significantly, there were no such compartments elsewhere. Valencia was not fitted with a double bottom, and her bulkheads, as noted, were alleged by some to be somewhat insubstantial.10 She was a single-screw vessel, which limited her maneuverability, especially in tight quarters. For the sake of comparison, the SS Edam, launched by Nederlandsche Stoomboot—the company now known as Holland America—in the same year, measured 328 feet in length and had a beam of over 41 feet.11 The SS Normandie, later known as La Normandie, built by Barrow Shipbuilding in 1882, was a whopping 459 feet long and boasted a beam of 49 feet.12 Both larger liners were equipped with twin screws and multiple engines.

Valencia was small, slow, and dowdy, but as inelegant as she might have been, she was not unfit for the job for which she had been designed: the warm-water run between Venezuela and New York City. Owned at the time by the Red D Line, as was her sister ship, Caracas, Valencia plied the coastal waters down into South America and back to the United States for several years. The Red D Line had been operating service to Venezuela since 1839, and the addition of more modern steamships, including Valencia and Caracas, allowed the line to carry not only passengers but also mail and cargo, often on the same vessel. In fact, when Valencia


[image: ]
Valencia’s sister ship, SS Caracas, ran aground in Yaquina Bay, ironically, shortly after being renamed the SS Yaquina Bay.
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