

CHAPTER ONE

Descent to a Legend

The SS Andrea Doria
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DIVING THE ITALIAN PASSENGER LINER SS ANDREA DORIA FOR THE FIRST time is a major event for me, something I have been preparing for, and looking forward to, for a long time. Among scuba divers, the Doria is often called the Mt. Everest of wreck dives. It’s big. It’s beautiful. It’s loaded with valuable artifacts. It’s deep. And it’s freaking dangerous. At least eighteen divers have died on the wreck.

My first trip to the Doria during the summer of 1992 is in the days before you could just write a check to the captain of a dive boat and join an expedition to the wreck as divers do now. It’s the days before mixed breathing gases are available to recreational divers. Almost all of us are still risking deep dives using only compressed air in our tanks. Because of the danger there’s only a very small group of people and only a few boats going to the Doria on a regular basis. These boats are Wahoo, Seeker, and Sea Hunter III.

To go to the Doria you have to be invited into the fold after doing a number of dives aboard one of these boats to shallower wrecks. The crew and passenger lists on all three boats read like a Who’s Who of wreck diving at the time. I’m young and pretty much in awe of the people I’m with on the trip aboard Wahoo with Captain Steve Bielenda. My buddy Mike Manfredi and I are just about the only rookies among the twenty or so divers on the boat.

Just last week a diver died on the wreck, and now everyone aboard Wahoo is a little apprehensive about what lies ahead as Steve Bielenda gives us a briefing before the first dive. He tells the crew that on July 2 thirty-two-year-old Matthew G. Lawrence of Miami Lakes, Florida, died while diving on the Doria from Seeker. Lawrence died fourteen minutes into his dive. He succumbed from complications with the oxygen mixture in his tanks. When he died, he was trying to recover rosary beads inside the wreck.

“Heads up, gentlemen. There are a thousand ways to die down there,” says Bielenda.

But he doesn’t mention the stiff currents that can rise up out of nowhere and sweep you off into oblivion. He doesn’t talk about the trawler nets and the web of nearly invisible monofilament fishing line caught on the wreck and waiting to snare us. We already know about that.
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I don’t remember much about the fourteen-hour trip aboard the Wahoo from Jones Inlet on Long Island to the Doria. I just remember tossing in my berth all night in an area of the boat nicknamed the “spice rack” for its tiers of berths. I was trying not to inhale diesel fumes too deeply while my mind kept racing over the things I know about the ship. At home I have a half dozen books about the Doria and a large printout of the plans for each deck. Over years of looking at that printout and reading about the Doria, I have committed this ship and its ill-fated story to memory.

By any measurement SS Andrea Doria is an extraordinary ship of her day. She’s a jewel among the last and greatest transatlantic passenger liners to travel between America and Europe in the years following WWII, before commercial air travel made ships like the Andrea Doria, RMS Queen Mary, RMS Queen Elizabeth, SS United States, and SS Île de France obsolete extravagances of a bygone era. With a home port of Genoa, Italy, the Doria is a state-of-the-art passenger liner sailing for the Società di Navigazione Italia.

Launched on June 16, 1951, the ship takes her name from the sixteenth-century Genoese admiral Andrea Doria. She has a length of 697 feet, a beam of 90 feet, and a displacement of 29,100 gross tons. Sailing at full capacity she can carry about 1,200 passengers and 500 crew. Steam turbines power her twin screws and push the Doria to speeds of 23 to 26 knots.

Although the Doria is not the fastest or largest vessel in the transatlantic passenger fleet, she’s known for her luxury. She’s the first liner to feature three outdoor swimming pools. Her saloons are decorated with a million dollars’ worth of furnishings, original art, and statuary. The SS Andrea Doria is a proud symbol of Italy’s renaissance after the nightmare of WWII and the fascist rule of Benito Mussolini.

But things go to hell for the Doria on the night of July 25, 1956. The liner’s closing with the New England coast bound for New York City on her one hundreth trouble-free ocean crossing. Traveling at high speed in thick fog, she collides with the eastbound Swedish-American liner MS Stockholm forty-five miles south of Nantucket Island. The smaller Swedish-American ship strikes the Doria in the starboard side, creating a gash that sets off unstoppable flooding and one of the most fabled commercial travel disasters and rescues of the twentieth century.

If not for the Doria’s double hull, more than a score of watertight compartments, improvements in maritime communications, and the quick assistance of the crew of Stockholm (whose bow is severely damaged) and other ships, the collision might have touched off a seafaring disaster as deadly as the sinking of the RMS Titanic in 1912. But thanks to the watertight doors and double hull, the Doria remains afloat for eleven hours until the morning of July 26, allowing the other ships to rescue 1,663 passengers and crew. Fifty-three people die. During the rescue ABC Radio commentator Edward P. Morgan broadcasts an account of the collision and rescue. Photos of the stricken ship and stories of the seaborne rescue flood magazines, TV, and cinematic newsreels around the world, creating a media and human interest sensation unlike anything America will see again until the terrorist attacks on the World Trade Center in 2001 and the so-called “Miracle on the Hudson” in January 2009 when a US Airways passenger jet ditches in the river adjacent to Manhattan.

Lying in my berth aboard Wahoo, I hear the hiss of the bow wave against the hull and the low grumble of the twin diesels, but my mind is already in the Doria. I try to imagine how each deck, each cabin, each stairwell, and each corridor of the liner look to a diver trying to navigate the wreck.

The Doria rests on her starboard side. Everything is ninety degrees off-kilter. Walls look like floors. Floors look like walls. Stairwells are mazes of zigzag passageways, and passageways from one side of the ship to the other seem to be bottomless pits. If the stories of dead divers, the webs of fishing gear covering the Doria, and the twisted perspective of the wreck are not enough to illustrate why some divers call this ship a “haunted house,” there are a couple of other creepy things. The wreck is loaded with eels that tend to slither up next to you and wrap themselves around your legs. And then there are the sharks. Often plenty of sharks.

Another element has recently added to the Doria’s eerie reputation. After decades of decay at the bottom of the ocean, the ship has become what divers call a “noisy wreck.” You can hear it creak and moan as if it’s trying to rise from a fitful nightmare. Some divers claim that when the current is running over and through the wreck, the Doria seems to sing a siren’s song. It seduces you into foolish penetration dives to look for glittery trinkets like rosary beads. And then the Doria kills you.

July 10, 1992, comes clear and sunny. The North Atlantic looks like the proverbial millpond. Two hours after sunrise a golden haze shimmers above the water. We don’t need to look at the LORAN coordinates in the wheelhouse of Wahoo to know that we’re over the wreck. When Steve Bielenda cuts the engines back to idle, we can hear the screech and squawk of seabirds working the schools of baitfish that called the Doria home. One of the guys comes in from checking his gear on deck. It’s the legendary wreck diver and author Gary Gentile. He sits down at the dinette table where a number of us are sipping coffee, guzzling bottles of water to keep hydrated for the dive, and nibbling on blueberry muffins. He says he has just seen a big-ass shark.

Hank Garvin and Gary Gilligan suit up and go into the water first. They’re Wahoo’s dive mates. It’s their job to tie our grappling hook anchor into the wreck so that the boat doesn’t drift away. All of us know that the anchor line is our only certain route to safety. A lot of divers have died because they couldn’t find the anchor line when their tanks started to get short of gas when it was time for them to head to the surface.

You need the anchor line to find your way back up to the boat, and you need it to provide way stations where you must pause for decompression intervals on you way back to the surface. The top of the Doria is 170 feet below the surface. The bottom is at 250 feet. You can’t dive to such depths without making decompression stops before returning to the surface.

Air is 21 percent oxygen, 79 percent nitrogen. Oxygen fuels our tissues. Nitrogen, an inert gas, has basically no effect on the human body on Earth’s surface. As we breathe, nitrogen travels in solution, like the gas in a bottle of seltzer water, through the bloodstream, and off-gases through the lungs when we exhale. But the deeper we dive below the surface of the water, the more nitrogen gets absorbed in the solution of the bloodstream because of increased pressure.

If we try to ascend to the surface too quickly, nitrogen comes out of solution and forms bubbles. The bubbles build up in tissue outside the blood. Depending where the nitrogen bubbles occur, they can cause anything from intense pain to blindness, paralysis, stroke, or death. Doctors call this condition “decompression sickness.” Divers call it “getting bent” or the “bends.”

To avoid the bends, deep-wreck divers must make decompression stops at intervals on their way back up the anchor line to the dive boat. As this is before the widespread use of dive computers in the mid-1990s, I carry laminated copies of the Canadian navy divers’ decompression tables with me to tell me at what depth and for how long I have to stop and “hang” on the anchor line on my way back up to the surface.

The choice of what to carry while not burdening myself with excessive gear is something I’ve been mulling over for months. The water temperature is fifty-seven degrees on the surface but only in the mid-forties on the wreck, so I start the process of suiting up by putting on dive underwear, insulated long Johns. Then I zip myself into my dry suit and put my dive tables in a suit pocket.

I sit down on a bench at the back of the dive boat, and with Gary Gentile’s help, I ease into a backpack harness holding two aluminum eighties. I also carry a spare tank with sixty cubic feet of oxygen for decompression. The two tanks on my back have two separate valves as part of an isolation manifold (which connects the tanks together). I have two separate regulators (one for primary use and one for backup) attached to the valves on the manifold. In case a regulator fails and starts to free flow, I can isolate the two tanks from each other to prevent the loss of all of my air, or I can shut down whichever regulator is having the problem and still access the gas in both tanks through the other regulator.

Among the other necessities that I carry are two handheld lights, a reel with five hundred feet of nylon safety line, a lift bag, fins, a dry suit hood, gloves, a mask, “Jon line” to tie myself off to the anchor line at deco (decompression) stops, and laminated decompression tables. I also have two dive timers to track my depth, bottom time, and decompression stop time.

Gentile helps me get my gloves on. Then he shakes my hand just before I jump in. This is very cool, I think. I feel like I have just been offered the chance to join a very small and select brotherhood of underwater adventurers. Gary wrote a book, Andrea Doria Dive to an Era, which I have recently read. I brought it along on the trip for him to sign.

With the Doria lying on her starboard side, Hank Garvin has tied us into the top of the wreck at the promenade deck on the port side of the ship, the second stanchion forward from the aft end of that deck. The visibility is great for New England water. I can see at least forty to fifty feet in all directions as I’m swimming down the anchor line. Still, it takes more than three minutes before the wreck starts to emerge as a dark presence below me.

The first things I see through the shadowy haze are lifeboat davits. They jut up from the top of the wreck like giant greenish fingers covered in barnacles, sponges, and anemones. The sun is high and strong this morning. Even without my dive light switched on, I can see to avoid the tangle of trawl nets and monofilament line hanging from the davits and waiting to snag me if I get careless or swept into them by currents.

Moving closer to the davits, I think about the crucial role they play in the sense of doom and urgency that sweeps over the ship on that horrible night in July 1956. Andrea Doria carries sixteen large steel lifeboats, eight on each side, that are meant to be launched from the davits in case of an order to abandon ship. If all sixteen lifeboats are filled to capacity, they’re sufficient to carry the entire ship’s company of about 1,700 passengers and crew to safety. But almost immediately after the collision, the Doria takes a severe twenty-eight-degree list to starboard, making it impossible to launch the eight lifeboats on the port side and difficult to load passengers into the starboard boats.

Although Captain Piero Calamai knows within half an hour of the collision that the Doria’s doomed, he chooses not to give the order to abandon ship until help can arrive. He fears that the order and lack of enough lifeboats will cause a general panic among the people aboard. Meanwhile the Doria’s crew races to lower the useable starboard boats and rig ropes or ladders for passengers and crews to board the boats.

As I start to swim forward along the promenade deck, I can almost hear voices of crewmen calling in Italian to each other. “Minga,” shouts someone. It’s Sicilian slang. It means “Piss.” It means “This sucks, we’re screwed.” My neck and shoulders stiffen. I stop and look around.

The side of the ship is perfectly horizontal. The wreck is immense and bright up on the top, but dark over near the edges. Not just shadowy, but it feels dark to look down over the edges. It is by far the biggest wreck I’ve ever seen. Row after row of portholes run off to infinity in both directions. They have a patina of silt and marine growth clouding them, but something deep inside of me makes me stare at them as if at any second I expect to see faces appear beneath the portholes’ glass. I’m awed by the sight.

Mike Manfredi is my dive partner. He gives me a look like, “This is cool. Let’s go!” He obviously isn’t hearing or seeing any ghosts. He’s pumped to explore, to get on with our dive plan… so we turn and head for the promenade deck. We swim forward along the top of the wreck for a while. Cod and pollock, lots of pollock, rise out of the wreck—like silvery flashes in the gloom—and flee. They seem annoyed with the hiss and bubbles from our regulators, annoyed with our intrusion into their underworld. Suddenly I’m aware how cold it is down here. Even with all this gear on, even though I’m swimming, my fingers and arms tingle with the cold.

Avoiding the worst of the trawl nets and monofilament, we drop down to the promenade deck and continue to swim forward, continue to flush pollock from the broken cabin windows a few feet beneath us. Outer windows that used to enclose the seaside of the promenade deck have dropped out of their frames and are lying on the inboard bulkhead, which appears like a horizontal floor beneath us. We’re using our dive lights now to probe the darkness.

Mike turns and points his light around behind us and then back toward me. There is just so much to see and take in; stuff is everywhere, way more than you can absorb in one dive. The light flashes in my direction. Its suddenness surprises me like a bolt of lightning.

This happens several times, and each bolt takes me further away from the here and now of this dive until I’m with Captain Calamai on the bridge of this ship.

It’s just a couple of minutes after 11 p.m. on the night of July 25, 1956. About twenty minutes ago the second and third officers of the ship who are also on watch with Captain Calamai spotted a small blip on the radar screen about seventeen miles away. The
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A POSTSCRIPT

The Lost and the Survivors

Over time I have learned that for me hunting shipwrecks is, in the end, about people. First of all it is about sharing these adventures with my wife Lori, friends like Tim Coleman, an amazing group of dive buddies, and the general public.

But it’s also about stepping into the shoes of the sea’s heroes, its victims, its survivors, and their families. It’s about empathy. About coming to terms with the ghosts that can haunt you during a long mid watch (12:00–4:00 a.m.) on a black ocean when there’s nothing to keep you from your thoughts but a plodding ship’s icon on a GPS display and the circular sweep of a green line on the radar.

At these moments, as well as on deep dives to a wreck and on deco stops, I find myself connecting in indescribable ways to men like Tom Blom as he fights an engine room fire on the Baleen. With Bill Kenefick standing his watch on the bridge of the Exxon Chester, helpless to stop his massive tanker from slicing through the starboard side of the Regal Sword. With Wilma McLean Tucciarone, staring from the promenade deck of the liner Stephano and wondering if that German U-boat out there is about to end our lives.

There are lighter moments, though, like when I’m with the crew of the Newcastle City, sipping hard cider with the men of the Nantucket lightship and singing English carols on Christmas Eve in the midst of a raging storm. Still sometimes I feel Chief Ben Prichard’s do-or-die urgency. I’m down in the bilge of the SS Allentown with the chief as he tries every trick he can think of to free coal sludge from the pumps and strainers. But the water keeps rising above his waist. The seas rumbles over the deck above, and he begs his god to watch over those he will leave behind.

During the winter of 2018 to 2019, following the identification of the wreck off Norman’s Woe as the SS Allentown, my research and writing partner Randy Peffer and I make a concerted effort to find the descendants of the lost crew of the Allentown and tell them that after 130 years the final resting place of their families’ loved ones has been found. We start with the crew list published by newspapers at the time of the accident. There are eighteen names on that list.


	Captain: George W. Paul, Philadelphia

	First Mate: Joseph Ross, Philadelphia

	Second Mate: Peter Livingston, Boston

	Steward: John Duvall, Philadelphia

	Mess Boy: John Hoolahan, Philadelphia

	Seaman: Franz Maruardt, Philadelphia

	Seaman: Martin Johanson, Philadelphia

	Seaman: John Johansen, Philadelphia

	Seaman: John Samelson, Philadelphia

	Seaman: John Pedering, Philadelphia

	Ordinary: Patrick Emle, Philadelphia

	Chief Engineer: Benjamin Prichard, Penns Grove, New Jersey

	Assistant Engineer: Henry Haywood, Philadelphia

	Fireman: August Tormacio, Philadelphia

	Fireman: Francis McTamany, Philadelphia

	Fireman: Otto Borsun, Philadelphia

	Coal Passer: Harry Adams, Penns Grove, New Jersey

	Coal Passer: James McKeever, Philadelphia



Most of these men and their families prove impossible to find using Internet and ancestry websites, because we know so little about them. We only have a name, an occupation, a death date, and a hometown. And for most of the lost crew, the listing of Philadelphia as a hometown is simply too vague and inaccurate to help us narrow the search.

But in the case of the Allentown’s skipper, Captain George W. Paul, we do penetrate that vague hometown reference to Philadelphia and find our man. Using findagrave.com we discover the captain’s actual home-town: Belvidere, New Jersey. It’s on the upper reaches of the Delaware River.

There’s a memorial stone in his honor in the Belvidere Cemetery.

IN MEMORY OF

CAPT. GEORGE W. PAUL

SON OF

THOMAS & SARA T. PAUL

LOST AT SEA NOV 25, 1888

“THE SEA IS HIS”

Next to the memorial stone, a small American flag flutters. It is a veterans’ memorial flag. We like seeing that flag. Maybe it has been placed there by someone thinking Paul was in the US Navy… and maybe he was in the navy at one point in his life. But maybe the flag has been placed there by some savvy person who knows about the long fight merchant mariners who served in WWII pursued to gain veteran status in 1988.

Being licensed civilian captains, Randy and I take pride in knowing that some of our fellow merchant mariners have won veteran status in the eyes of the government. US merchant mariners suffered the highest rate of casualties of any service in WW II. Almost 4 percent of the 243,000 US merchant mariners who shipped out during WWII never came home. About 9,500 sailors died aboard 1,554 sunken ships.

As for Captain Paul? Our research shows that besides his parents, who likely placed the memorial stone in the cemetery to honor him, he had two sisters. Further research shows those sisters lived together in New Jersey through old age. Neither married or had children. Since the captain of the Allentown never married or had children, the story of his close relatives and descendants ends with the deaths of his sisters. There’s no family to share our news with here.

But Randy and I don’t give up hope. Thinking we might have more luck finding the families of the lost mariners with less generic home-towns than Philadelphia, we turn our attention to the two men in the Allentown’s crew from Penns Grove, New Jersey. It’s a small town near the head of Delaware Bay in the largely rural area of Salem and Gloucester Counties.

Ancestry websites turn up nothing for coal passer Harry Adams, but they do find Chief Engineer Benjamin Prichard and trace his direct ancestors down three generations to the 1940s. Then the trail goes cold. Not giving up, Randy and I turn to archivists in Salem County, New Jersey. They cannot come up with any records, but they refer us to the researchers at the historical society in nearby Gloucester County.

Then one day in early December 2018, we receive an e-mail saying,

We looked into your request to find a living ancestor of Captain Benjamin Prichard. I’m happy to report we had some success.

Researcher Stacey Costantino has pieced together a complete picture of Chief Engineer Benjamin Prichard’s direct descendants for us. The pdf file that she sends opens with an article from the Penns Grove Record from December 1888. It says that Chief Prichard leaves behind his thirty-three-year-old wife, Ella, and nine-year-old daughter Alma. We cannot imagine the loss that Alma and her mother feel when they learn the Allentown has been lost at sea with all hands. It must be devastating. Although a young woman, Ella never remarries. She lives the rest of her life with Alma, Alma’s husband Joe Curriden, and the couple’s daughter Mildred.

Stacey traces the chief’s ancestors down to Prichard’s recently deceased great-great-grandson John M. Slovak. Like the chief, he died young, at just age forty-seven. He was a USCG vet, and his obituary picture shows him in his USCG uniform. We’re intrigued. What compelled the great-great-grandson of Chief Prichard to go to sea, especially to go to sea in a service renowned for its mission to rescue mariners in peril? Was USCG service just a whim or an inherited fascination with seafaring? Did a great-great-grandson hear the lost chief calling to him in his hour of need?

We also learn from his obituary that Slovak shared Chief Prichard’s penchant for mechanics. After his stint in the USCG, he became a welding instructor at the Artificial Island Nuclear Generating Facility Training Center in Delaware Bay.

And the story doesn’t end here. Slovak and Chief Prichard have living survivors. They are the chief’s great-great-great-grandchildren Jennifer and Kevin Slovak. Both are young adults. Jennifer left Southern New Jersey in her late teens to live in British Columbia. But Kevin, his wife April, and young daughters Skylar and Gianna remain living within just a few miles of Chief Prichard’s home on the upper reaches of Delaware Bay. And like his father before him, Kevin works at the Artificial Island Nuclear Generating Facility.

In late December 2018, Randy and I send a letter to Kevin, and in early January 2019, he contacts us. As it turns out, until we contact the Slovaks, they know nothing about Chief Prichard or the loss of the SS Allentown.

“The only family record I have is an old Bible,” Kevin tells me.

We send him copies of our research on the Allentown and a pdf of the genealogical research from the Gloucester County Historical Society Library.

“To get this news is, well, mind-blowing,” he says. “I’m a history buff, and my first thought is how can I help.”

He speaks fondly about his father, who raised him as a single parent from the age of nine after his parents divorced. Kevin says that in his prime John Slovak was a big man, 6 feet 4 inches, 240 pounds, with the appropriate nickname of “Sledge.”

“He was a character,” says April, “a big teddy bear. He looked like an old biker dude with a full gray beard and a ponytail.” He loved to ride all manner of motorcycles, and, of course, he had skull and bones tattoos.

“Every tat had a story,” says Kevin. “My dad was definitely a man of the world.”

As it turns out, Sledge Slovak was not just an ordinary Coasty. He was a USCG rescue swimmer who served in Alaska, Panama, and the Bermuda Triangle during his seafaring. Being a Coasty myself, I have always admired rescue swimmers. Their job is possibly the most dangerous job in the service. It takes immense courage to do that work. Sledge Slovak had that.

I can picture him, and in picturing Sledge, I feel like I could be seeing his great-great-grandfather as well. They were men of action, men of courage, men who loved machinery, men with big hearts, men dedicated to their families, men blessed with uncommon determination and resilience.

Life called on Sledge for the same kind of tenacity that the lost chief must have mustered during his final hours aboard the SS Allentown. In his early thirties, Sledge developed a rare disease called Alpha One that caused his lungs to crystalize from the inside out. Doctors only gave him six months to live. But he fought Alpha One for sixteen years until he saw his children grown safely to adulthood and launched on their own trajectories.

“My father would have loved to know more about his family,” Kevin tells us. “He was a good man and a great dad. He fought very hard his last few years. I tell myself each day that he fought so hard to make sure he put his foot in my butt and make me a better man before he went. Now I’m filling his shoes.” Today Kevin operates and maintains a gamma light irradiator at the Artificial Island Nuclear Generating Facility where his dad worked.

Through conversations and e-mails, Randy and I learn remarkable things about Kevin, too. Like his father he shares Ben Prichard’s courage, resilience, big heart, and pluck. It turns out that when Kevin was just thirteen years old, his father became too sick to work. Kevin became Sledge’s primary caregiver, tending not only to his dad emotionally, but also managing his medications and oxygen equipment.

“It was hard,” he says, “but during my dad’s last years, April stepped in to help, too.”

As for his work operating a nuclear reactor?

“There’s a lot to learn about working with radiation, but I am succeeding very well here and doing a lot of schooling on my job,” says the chief’s great-great-great-grandson. This steely determination and pride in a job well done could very well be the same sentiments the chief felt about his mastery of the engine room and machinery on the Allentown, the same pride Sledge Slovak felt about his work as a USCG rescue swimmer.

“It would have made my dad so happy to know that I am doing great in life,” says Kevin. “I have two very beautiful little girls, three years and six years of age. I wish he got to meet them.”

Kevin’s love of family is palpable and compelling. Without question, it’s this same love that must have energized Chief Prichard to go above and beyond the call of duty to keep the Allentown’s engine and pumps going during those final desperate hours, even as his ship was flooding. The same love kept Sledge Slovak fighting his lung disease for sixteen years so he could shepherd his son and daughter to adulthood.

When Randy and I began searching for Chief Prichard’s family, we hoped the discovery of the Allentown would bring the family some peace to know the final resting place of Chief Prichard and his shipmates had been found at last. We wanted to share the story with the chief’s descendants of how he and the rest of the men in that Reading collier rallied to keep their failing ship afloat off Norman’s Woe and tried to bring her to safe harbor in the face of a killer nor’easter, in the heart of a perfect storm.

What we could not have imagined when we reached out to the chief’s descendants was that we would find two more compelling stories of courage and indomitable spirit. Sledge Slovak’s story of beating the odds, of loving his family, of not laying down and waiting for death is every bit as powerful as the story of Chief Prichard and the men of the Allentown. Kevin Slovak’s story of becoming his father’s caregiver as a young adolescent is equally remarkable.

Sometimes this is how it goes when you hunt for shipwrecks: You end up in the presence of great souls. Bless them all.
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Massachusetts has almost sixteen hundred miles of coastline and a large number of shipwrecks. The Massachusetts Board of Underwater Archaeological Resources is the state agency responsible for protecting the historical integrity of Massachusetts shipwrecks. The board issues permits for the exploration and/or excavation of some wrecks under the supervision of a nautical archaeologist. It also maintains a partial list of shipwrecks off the Massachusetts coast. Over the years the board’s director, my friend Victor Mastone, has given guidance and oversight to some of the projects covered in this book.

Anyone interested in the shipwrecks of New England, as I am, should become familiar with John Perry Fish’s Unfinished Voyages: A Chronology of Shipwrecks in the Northeastern United States 1606–1956 (Lower Cape Publishing). Another useful resource is Donald Ferris’s 754-page volume Cape Cod’s Anthology of Shipwrecks (DLF Publishing), as well as William Quinn’s books Shipwrecks Around Cape Cod and Shipwrecks Around New England (Lower Cape Publishing Company). The websites www.wrecksite.eu and www.wreckhunter.net have a wealth of information.

Jean Boudriot’s epic five-volume work, The Seventy-Four Gun Ship (Naval Institute Press) provided a wealth of information on French 74 gunships including Le Magnifique. My mother Portia Takakjian’s The 32-Gun Frigate Essex (Phoenix) provided insight into Revolutionary War ship construction. The archives and website of the New England Historical Society offer up multiple short articles related to the loss of Le Magnifique and its alleged treasure.

There are a number of excellent books that have offered insights into the wreck of the SS Andrea Doria. Chief among these volumes is William Hoffer’s Saved!: The Story of the Andrea Doria—The Greatest Sea Rescue in History (Summit Books) and Alvin Moscow’s Collision Course: The Classic Story of Collision of the Andrea Doria and the Stockholm (Lyons Press). Gary Gentile’s Andrea Doria: Dive to an Era (Gary Gentile Productions) and Deep Descent: Adventure and Death Diving the Andrea Doria (Atria Books) by Kevin F. McMurray are accounts of diving on the Doria and divers’ deaths on the wreck.

The NTSB report as well as articles from the New York Times and the Boston Globe unveiled the story of the collision between MV Regal Sword and the tanker Exxon Chester.

Contemporaneous articles from the Boston Globe and Boston Herald provided details of the fire and sinking of the tug Baleen. The Great Lakes Historical Society, as well as Steven Lang and Peter Spectre’s definitive work On The Hawser: A Tugboat Album (Down East) and Peter’s tugboat photos and research, provided additional information and images of the tug.

Much has been written about U-853 over the years. Some of the most helpful information for this book came from The Last Battle of the Atlantic: The Sinking of the U-853 (Thunderfish Publications) by Captain Bill Palmer and Dive into History: U-boats (American Merchant Marine Museum Press) by Henry Keatts and George Farr. John Koster’s article “Tightrope Walker” in Military History magazine and Adam Lynch’s article “Kill or Be Killed” in Naval History magazine added to the picture.

Der Kapitän: U-boat Ace Hans Rose (Amberley Publishing) by Markus Robinson and Gertrude Robinson provided rare firsthand insight into Hans Rose’s personal papers and viewpoints during his mission to America in 1916. U-53’s logbook, statements from the captains of the ships that were sunk, deck logs of the destroyers present, and the log of the Nantucket lightship, as well as newspaper articles from 1916, and “The Cruise of U-53” by Wellington Long (US Naval Institute Proceedings), have added greatly to the story of the U-53 wrecks. “Courtesy During Wartime” published by Fred Zilian in the Newport Daily News relates the story of Hans Rose’s impromptu visit to Newport in U-53.

Sources related to the wreck of the City of Columbus include an article from the January 25, 1994 edition of the Vineyard Gazette; an article from the January 17, 2012 edition of the MV Times; and information from the private collection of Andrew Lizak. While researching the loss of the City of Columbus, I turned to Disaster on Devil’s Bridge George Hough (Globe Pequot Classics). The Ocean Steamship Company of Savannah: The Savannah Line, by Edward A. Muller (Steamship Historical Society of America) and Savannah Line: Seventy Years of the Ocean Steamship Company 1872–1942 (Ships of the Sea Maritime Museum) provide rich background material. Disaster Off Martha’s Vineyard: The Sinking of the City of Columbus (Arcadia Publishing) gives a valuable narrative of the sinking.

To research the sinking of the liner SS Stephano, I found the New York Times and Boston Globe stories from the era, as well as other newspaper articles, useful. My brother Kyle introduced me to Wilma McLean Tucciarone in North Truro, Massachusetts. Wilma graciously welcomed me in her home and shared her memories of the attack, a large collection of newspaper articles from the period, and her mother Martha E. McLean’s memoir of the event with me. The Cape Cod Times ran an article about Wilma (November 10, 1996). I also had the help of the US Navy’s incident reports filed by the captain of the SS Stephano, the captains of the destroyers present during the incident, and the radio operators’ logs from the Nantucket lightship. The Bowring Story by David Keir (Bodley Head), and The Newfoundland Fish Boxes by Roberts & Nowlan (Brunswick Press) added to my knowledge of both the Stephano and the Red Cross Line for which she sailed.

To understand the history and sinking of the SS North American and SS Oregon, I spoke at length several times with Ronald Rosie. He was former crew member aboard the SS North American and one of the ship’s last caretakers before she was sold. Ronald related to me the possibility that the flap on the vacuum pump might have been left open for the voyage under tow and that this could have been a possible source of the flooding. My friend Donald Nevin sailed a trip as oiler on the SS South American, sister ship to the North American. Donald explained the engine room operations aboard those ships in detail. My friends Sue and Bill Ewen related the memories of their honeymoon trip aboard the North American.

Jack Gruber of Jack Gruber Productions produced two excellent promotional films aboard the North American and her sister ship, which I have viewed numerous times to get an understanding of the ships’ layout and how they operated. Jack is the uncle of my friend Matt Schulte, executive director of the Steamship Historical Society. I also had the help of John Polacsek at the Dossin Great Lakes Museum in Detroit. The declassified US Navy action report, “The collision between USS New Mexico and MV Oregon,” and the published decision of the Court of Appeals for the Fourth Circuit re. Pacific-Atlantic SS Co. v United States aided my research for those two ships. “Foreign Fishing Crippling New England Industry” by John Kifnerjune (New York Times, June 16, 1974) proved a good source of information about international trawlers’ assault on the fishing stocks of Georges Bank.

Over the years I have found a wealth of material related to the SS Newcastle City and her loss. Some of the most enlightening material includes Furness Withy a Centenary History 1891–1991 by D. Burrell (World Ship Society); Shipbuilders of the Hartlepools by Bert Spaldin (Hartlepool Borough Council); A Newcastle Century 1886–1986: One Hundred Years of Newcastle P & I Association by Martin Fryer (Newcastle P & I Association); as well as a Report of Court of Inquiry into the Stranding and Subsequent Loss of the Steamship Newcastle City by D. Dougan (British Board of Trade). The Lightships of Cape Cod by Frederic L. Thompson (Congress Square Press) has narratives and exposition, as well as many contemporary photographs, related to the lightships of Southern New England.

The public relations office of Holland-American Lines provided detailed information about the SS Vendam II and her collision with the Sagaland, as did the Guildhall Library in London and Martiijn Verbon at Stadsarchief Rotterdam. The British National Maritime Museum in Greenwich shared the detailed outboard profile drawing Sagaland.

To fill in the story of RMS Olympic and her collision with Nantucket Lightship LV-117, I consulted A History of US Lightships by Willard Flint (USCG); Guardians of the Sea: History of the United States Coast Guard by Robert Johnson (Naval Institute Press) an article by Timothy Harrison in Lighthouse Digest (March/April 2016); Mark Chirnside’s RMS Olympic: Titanic’s Sister (The History Press); and the YouTube video “RMS Olympic Nantucket Collision” (1934).

My thanks go out to Matt Lawrence for his friendship, help, and sharing the SAS-11 sonar contact with us that turned out to be the SS Allentown. We are really grateful for Mark Munro’s and Larry Lawrence’s help in side-scanning the Allentown wreck site for us. In researching the Allentown over the years, I turned to a great many books and articles in the Steamship Historical Society’s quarterly publication Steamboat Bill, now Power Ships, some of which include The Great Coal Schooners of New England 1870–1909, Lt. W. J. Lewis Parker, USCG (The Marine Historical Association); Schooners and Schooner Barges by Paul C Morris (Lower Cape Publishing); A Captain From Cape Cod: The Merchant Fleets of Crowell & Thurlow by Paul C Morris (Lower Cape Publishing); Marine Engineering and Shipping Review, May 1937; Shipbuilding at Cramp & Sons: A History and Guide to the Collections of the William Cramp & Sons Ship and Engine Building Company (1830–1927) and the Cramp Shipbuilding Company (1941–46) of Philadelphia by Gail E. Farr, Brett F. Bostwick, and Merville Willis (Philadelphia Maritime Museum); Coastal Colliers by R. Loren Graham; Steamboat Bill #123, Fall 1972; New York Maritime Register, November 28, 1888; Specifications for an Iron Screw Collier (Reading Railroad).

The Salem County Historical Society and researcher Stacey Costantino with her colleagues at the Gloucester County Historical Society in Southern New Jersey helped us trace and find the family of the Allentown’s chief engineer Ben Prichard, and they provided us with a copy of an article from the Penn’s Grove Record (December 1888) about the ship’s loss. Kevin Slovak, the great-great-great-grandson of Ben Prichard, chief engineer on the SS Allentown, and his wife April shared stories of their family’s extraordinary perseverance in the face of adversity.

An essential tool for any shipwreck enthusiast, wreck hunter, and deep-wreck diver is the 790-page volume Dictionary of Disasters at Sea During the Age of Steam by Charles Hocking (Lloyd’s Register).

Randall Peffer’s book, Where Divers Dare: The Hunt for the Last U-boat (Penguin Random House/Caliber), unfolds the story of the controversial WWII battle that sunk the German submarine U-550, as well as the story of our dive team’s search, discovery, exploration of the wreck, and interviews with survivors.

For a historical perspective on WWII in the Atlantic, four books are invaluable. Samuel Eliot Morison’s The Battle of the Atlantic (Little, Brown & Co.); Clay Blair’s monumental two-volume set Hitler’s U-boat War (Random House); Peter Padfield’s War Beneath the Sea Submarine Conflict During World War Two (John Wiley & Sons); and Dan Van der Vat’s The Atlantic Campaign: World War II’s Great Struggle at Sea (Harper & Row).

Eberhard Rössler’s The U-boat: The Evolution and Technical History of German Submarines (Cassell & Co) has excellent photos and historical documentation of U-boat development. Lothar-Günther Buchheim is not only the author of the novel Das Boot, but also the creator of an amazing volume of photos and narrative called U-boat War (Bonanza Books), which documents a patrol on a combat U-boat in 1942 with astonishing photos.

My friend Harry Cooper, president of Sharkhunters International, has been a wealth of information over the years. His organization has a large archive of U-boat-elated material, but more important, Sharkhunters members represent a broad spectrum of people from inside the submarine and intelligence communities worldwide. Many of these people are former German U-boat crewmen themselves. The website uboatarchive.net is a trove of information on battles, submarines, ships, and crew information. Nothing is better at illustrating the strain of life aboard a U-boat than Wolfang Petersen’s film version of Lothar-Günther Buchheim’s Das Boot.

Finally, a book like this one cannot take its final shape without the help of a legion of people. First, my and Randy Peffer’s agent, Doug Grad, brought his characteristic enthusiasm to this project. His guidance has been honed by three decades as an editor and agent for some of the best-known authors of military and maritime books. Lyons Press senior editor Gene Brissie brought his gusto and perspicacity to this book to give it a thoughtful massage before publication. He’s an editor with a keen sense of effective storytelling. Our production team also included production editor Alex Bordelon, copyeditor Katie Sharp, proofreader Lauren Szalkiewicz, designer Sally Reinhart, indexer Candace Hyatt, and layout artist Wanda Ditch.

To all, my deep and enduring thanks.
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