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    This single-author collection brings together Morgan Robertson’s best-known maritime and speculative narratives, led by the novella The Wreck of the Titan; or, Futility. Alongside it appear the extended sea novel The Pirates, the future-facing tale Beyond the Spectrum, and the shorter piece In the Valley of the Shadow. The contents are presented with their original chapter divisions, from the compact sixteen-chapter arc of Titan to the prologue and twenty-five chapters of The Pirates, followed by the later works. The aim is to offer readers a coherent gathering of essential fiction that shows the range of Robertson’s craft and preoccupations.

Readers will encounter multiple genres and narrative scales in this volume. The Wreck of the Titan is a maritime disaster novella grounded in technical realism. The Pirates unfolds as a full-length sea adventure, concerned with men, ships, commerce, and peril on blue water. Beyond the Spectrum represents Robertson’s speculative strain, imagining near-future conflict shaped by emergent technologies and unseen phenomena. In the Valley of the Shadow condenses his themes into a compact story of crisis and resolve. Collectively these works span adventure fiction and early science fiction, demonstrating how Robertson fused practical seamanship with imaginative conjecture and brisk, economical storytelling.

Morgan Robertson (1861–1915) wrote from experience as a former merchant seaman, and the authority of his pages derives from that lived knowledge. His prose favors direct description, nautical terminology, and the rhythms of work, punctuated by swift turns of action. He portrays the ship as a social organism governed by hierarchy, habit, and hazard, and he treats technology as both instrument and temptation. Moral judgments in his fiction often arise from the pressures of weather, machinery, and command rather than from sermonizing. That stylistic signature, at once factual and fatalistic, gives his sea stories and speculative pieces their distinctive tension.

The Wreck of the Titan; or, Futility presents the voyage of a colossal transatlantic liner celebrated for its speed and apparent invulnerability, and the narrative begins with an encounter in ice-laden northern waters. First published in 1898 and later revised in 1912, the tale’s noted parallels to the loss of the RMS Titanic were observed only after that catastrophe. The work endures less for coincidence than for its clear-eyed dramatization of confidence, risk, and contingency aboard a modern ship. Its premise foregrounds the limits of design and foresight, setting the stage for characters tested by nature and by their own certainties.

The Pirates expands Robertson’s maritime canvas into a long-form chronicle of crews, owners, and outlaws contending for advantage at sea. Without prefiguring its plot, it can be said that the book explores how leadership is earned and lost under stress, how informal codes contend with law, and how commerce complicates courage. Its chapters move from shipboard routine to sudden confrontation with the same unadorned exactitude that marks Robertson’s shorter work. Readers will find the technical and ethical dimensions of seamanship inseparable: the trim of a sail, the interpretation of a signal, and the weight of a command all carry narrative consequence.

Beyond the Spectrum turns from salt and steel to the speculative horizon, imagining a near-future conflict heightened by forces that operate outside ordinary human perception. The premise allows Robertson to transpose his sense of operational detail into a different theater, where invention and strategy matter as much as nerve. Though written before the codification of modern science fiction, the tale anticipates later techno-thrillers in its attention to devices and their social repercussions. Its tension arises from the same calculus of risk and procedure that governs the sea stories, showing how expertise, fear, and error can converge no matter the medium.

In the Valley of the Shadow offers a concentrated study of peril and conscience, placing characters at the edge of loss and asking what endurance requires. Read together, these works reveal Robertson’s unifying concerns with fate, responsibility, and the seductions of machinery, as well as his preference for plain style over ornament. They also show why his fiction continues to be read: it balances credible process with moral stakes, and it treats catastrophe not as spectacle but as a test of character. This collection invites new and returning readers to engage those qualities across varied settings without sacrificing narrative momentum.
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    At the turn of the twentieth century, transatlantic shipping epitomized industrial ambition. Steel-hulled leviathans with triple-expansion and turbine engines competed for the Blue Riband between New York and European ports such as Southampton and Liverpool. Companies like Cunard and the J. P. Morgan-backed International Mercantile Marine consolidated routes, while White Star Line marketed unprecedented luxury. Navigation across the North Atlantic ice fields near Newfoundland demanded precision, yet commercial imperatives favored speed and spectacle. Wireless telegraphy was only beginning to knit ships to shore. This climate of technological confidence and competitive pressure underlies the recurrent themes of hazard, hierarchy, and hubris across Morgan Robertson's sea narratives.

Morgan Andrew Robertson (1861-1915) spent formative years in the American merchant marine before turning to fiction in the 1890s. His practical seamanship lent exactness to descriptions of bulkheads, ballast, rigging, and watch routines, distinguishing his stories from armchair adventure. Writing largely in New York's vibrant magazine market, he bridged late-Victorian maritime romance and Progressive Era reportage. The United States' post-Civil War industrialization and expanding global reach framed his outlook: shipping was both a livelihood and a theater for capital's risks. Robertson's protagonists often wrestle with duty and fatigue, reflecting contemporary debates over safety, discipline, and the costs of efficiency at sea.

Robertson's 1898 novella Futility imagined a record-breaking liner, the Titan, striking an iceberg in April in the North Atlantic and sinking with too few lifeboats. After the RMS Titanic disaster of April 15, 1912, the story was revised and republished as The Wreck of the Titan, drawing extraordinary attention for its parallels. Contemporary readers, journalists, and reformers folded the tale into calls for change. The International Convention for the Safety of Life at Sea (1914), the International Ice Patrol, and stricter lifeboat and watch requirements reshaped expectations. Rather than prophecy, the novella distilled real anxieties about scale, speed, and lax regulation already evident to seamen.

The late nineteenth and early twentieth centuries saw a booming market for short adventure fiction in American periodicals and cheap reprint volumes. Sea stories by Joseph Conrad and Jack London set a high bar, even as magazines sought brisk, technically credible tales. The Spanish-American War of 1898 and the United States' acquisition of Pacific and Caribbean bases heightened popular interest in naval readiness. President Theodore Roosevelt's Great White Fleet circumnavigated the globe from 1907 to 1909, displaying steel and steam as instruments of policy. Robertson's narratives, including action-centered pieces like The Pirates, met a readership primed for maritime drama grounded in contemporary hardware.

Worldwide, the Dreadnought revolution of 1906 transformed naval doctrine, while torpedoes and submarines complicated surface supremacy. Airships and early aeroplanes suggested a new domain of war. H. G. Wells's speculative works popularized visions of industrialized conflict, and American debates fixated on Pacific strategy after Japan's victory in the Russo-Japanese War (1905). The 1907 Gentlemen's Agreement over immigration and the 1908 Root-Takahira Agreement reduced tensions without settling them. In that atmosphere, Robertson's speculative pieces like Beyond the Spectrum extrapolated surprise attack, novel weaponry, and coastal vulnerability not as fantasy for its own sake, but as extensions of strategic discussions circulating in naval circles and magazines.

Communications and rescue practices were in flux. Marconi's wireless spread on liners after 1900; the distress signal CQD was introduced in 1904, with SOS standardized internationally in 1906 and widely adopted by 1908. The U.S. Radio Act of 1910 mandated radio equipment on certain passenger ships, and post-Titanic legislation in 1912 required 24-hour radio watch. Investigations highlighted failures in ice reporting and lifeboat capacity, as well as the patchwork authority of Britain's Board of Trade and private lines. Robertson's plots often place officers amid conflicting directives and intermittent signals, mirroring a period when technology existed but procedures, staffing, and accountability lagged behind.

Below-deck labor shaped outcomes as surely as bridge decisions. Firemen, trimmers, and engineers worked amid coal dust and heat, their stamina constraining a vessel's speed and safety. Crimping and harsh penalties for desertion persisted into the 1900s, prompting agitation by reformers and unions. The La Follette Seamen's Act of 1915 improved conditions by regulating hours, food, and crew competency, and by easing criminal sanctions. Meanwhile, passenger liners embodied rigid class divisions dramatized during emergencies in 1912. Robertson's stories repeatedly choreograph encounters between officers, stokers, and steerage, testing codes of masculinity and sacrifice against commercial imperatives and the moral theater of public catastrophe.

The geographies anchoring Robertson's fiction trace real corridors: the New York-Southampton run through iceberg-strewn waters south of Newfoundland; shipyards at Belfast and the Clyde; and, after 1914, a world reshaped by the Panama Canal and wartime patrols. The outbreak of World War I in August 1914 darkened maritime writing with submarine menace and blockade. As readers absorbed reports of the Empress of Ireland (1914) and Lusitania (1915), Robertson's catalogue, spanning catastrophe at sea, piracy's legal and moral ambiguities, and speculative warfare, was reread as cautionary. His death in 1915 fixed his reputation as a practitioner of technically informed sea fiction bridging confident modernity and its undoing.
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    The Wreck of the Titan, or Futility (Chapters I–XVI)
A colossal luxury liner touted as invincible steams into peril, while a hard-bitten officer faces a reckoning that forces courage over cynicism.
Combining terse nautical detail with an eerie sense of inevitability, it probes technological hubris, chance, and the possibility of personal redemption.
THE PIRATES (Prologue; Chapters I–XXV)
A sea adventure pits professional seamen, adventurers, and predatory interests against one another, drawing a young mariner into plots where law and survival diverge.
Robertson’s bracing realism and shipboard lore drive a study of leadership, loyalty, and the corrupting gravity of greed.
BEYOND THE SPECTRUM
A near-future war story envisions invisible-spectrum weapons transforming sea and air combat, with strategy waged in wavelengths the eye can’t see.
Marking a turn from salt-stained realism toward prophetic speculation, it warns about arms-race logic, perception’s limits, and the ethics of preemptive power.
IN THE VALLEY OF THE SHADOW
An intimate maritime piece follows sailors moving through crisis in the long shadow of death, where procedure and bravery quietly intertwine.
Restrained, elegiac prose stresses stoicism, fellowship, and the brush of the metaphysical that attends high-risk labor.



The Wreck of the Titan or, Futility
Main Table of Contents








CHAPTER I



CHAPTER II



CHAPTER III



CHAPTER IV



CHAPTER V



CHAPTER VI



CHAPTER VII



CHAPTER VIII



CHAPTER IX



CHAPTER X



CHAPTER XI



CHAPTER XII



CHAPTER XIII



CHAPTER XIV



CHAPTER XV



CHAPTER XVI



THE PIRATES



PROLOGUE



CHAPTER I



CHAPTER II



CHAPTER III



CHAPTER IV



CHAPTER V



CHAPTER VI



CHAPTER VII



CHAPTER VIII



CHAPTER IX



CHAPTER X



CHAPTER XI



CHAPTER XII



CHAPTER XIII



CHAPTER XIV



CHAPTER XV



CHAPTER XVI



CHAPTER XVII



CHAPTER XVIII



CHAPTER XIX



CHAPTER XX



CHAPTER XXI



CHAPTER XXII



CHAPTER XXIII



CHAPTER XXIV



CHAPTER XXV



BEYOND THE SPECTRUM



IN THE VALLEY OF THE SHADOW











CHAPTER I


Table of Contents



She was the largest craft afloat and the greatest of the works of men[1q]. In her construction and maintenance were involved every science, profession, and trade known to civilization. On her bridge were officers, who, besides being the pick of the Royal Navy, had passed rigid examinations in all studies that pertained to the winds, tides, currents, and geography of the sea; they were not only seamen, but scientists[2q]. The same professional standard applied to the personnel of the engine-room, and the steward's department was equal to that of a first-class hotel.

Two brass bands, two orchestras, and a theatrical company entertained the passengers during waking hours; a corps of physicians attended to the temporal, and a corps of chaplains to the spiritual, welfare of all on board, while a well-drilled fire-company soothed the fears of nervous ones and added to the general entertainment by daily practice with their apparatus.

From her lofty bridge ran hidden telegraph lines to the bow, stern engine-room, crow's-nest on the foremast, and to all parts of the ship where work was done, each wire terminating in a marked dial with a movable indicator, containing in its scope every order and answer required in handling the massive hulk, either at the dock or at sea—which eliminated, to a great extent, the hoarse, nerve-racking shouts of officers and sailors.

From the bridge, engine-room, and a dozen places on her deck the ninety-two doors of nineteen water-tight compartments could be closed in half a minute by turning a lever. These doors would also close automatically in the presence of water. With nine compartments flooded the ship would still float, and as no known accident of the sea could possibly fill this many, the steamship Titan was considered practically unsinkable.

Built of steel throughout, and for passenger traffic only, she carried no combustible cargo to threaten her destruction by fire; and the immunity from the demand for cargo space had enabled her designers to discard the flat, kettle-bottom of cargo boats and give her the sharp dead-rise—or slant from the keel—of a steam yacht, and this improved her behavior in a seaway. She was eight hundred feet long, of seventy thousand tons' displacement, seventy-five thousand horse-power, and on her trial trip had steamed at a rate of twenty-five knots an hour over the bottom, in the face of unconsidered winds, tides, and currents. In short, she was a floating city—containing within her steel walls all that tends to minimize the dangers and discomforts of the Atlantic voyage—all that makes life enjoyable.

Unsinkable—indestructible, she carried as few boats as would satisfy the laws[3q]. These, twenty-four in number, were securely covered and lashed down to their chocks on the upper deck, and if launched would hold five hundred people. She carried no useless, cumbersome life-rafts; but—because the law required it—each of the three thousand berths in the passengers', officers', and crew's quarters contained a cork jacket, while about twenty circular life-buoys were strewn along the rails.

In view of her absolute superiority to other craft, a rule of navigation thoroughly believed in by some captains, but not yet openly followed, was announced by the steamship company to apply to the Titan: She would steam at full speed in fog, storm, and sunshine, and on the Northern Lane Route, winter and summer, for the following good and substantial reasons: First, that if another craft should strike her, the force of the impact would be distributed over a larger area if the Titan had full headway, and the brunt of the damage would be borne by the other. Second, that if the Titan was the aggressor she would certainly destroy the other craft, even at half-speed, and perhaps damage her own bows; while at full speed, she would cut her in two with no more damage to herself than a paintbrush could remedy. In either case, as the lesser of two evils, it was best that the smaller hull should suffer. A third reason was that, at full speed, she could be more easily steered out of danger, and a fourth, that in case of an end-on collision with an iceberg—the only thing afloat that she could not conquer—her bows would be crushed in but a few feet further at full than at half speed, and at the most three compartments would be flooded—which would not matter with six more to spare.

So, it was confidently expected that when her engines had limbered themselves, the steamship Titan would land her passengers three thousand miles away with the promptitude and regularity of a railway train. She had beaten all records on her maiden voyage, but, up to the third return trip, had not lowered the time between Sandy Hook and Daunt's Rock to the five-day limit; and it was unofficially rumored among the two thousand passengers who had embarked at New York that an effort would now be made to do so.
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Eight tugs dragged the great mass to midstream and pointed her nose down the river; then the pilot on the bridge spoke a word or two; the first officer blew a short blast on the whistle and turned a lever; the tugs gathered in their lines and drew off; down in the bowels of the ship three small engines were started, opening the throttles of three large ones; three propellers began to revolve; and the mammoth, with a vibratory tremble running through her great frame, moved slowly to sea.

East of Sandy Hook the pilot was dropped and the real voyage begun. Fifty feet below her deck, in an inferno of noise, and heat, and light, and shadow, coal-passers wheeled the picked fuel from the bunkers to the fire-hold, where half-naked stokers, with faces like those of tortured fiends, tossed it into the eighty white-hot mouths of the furnaces. In the engine-room, oilers passed to and fro, in and out of the plunging, twisting, glistening steel, with oil-cans and waste, overseen by the watchful staff on duty, who listened with strained hearing for a false note in the confused jumble of sound—a clicking of steel out of tune, which would indicate a loosened key or nut. On deck, sailors set the triangular sails on the two masts, to add their propulsion to the momentum of the record-breaker, and the passengers dispersed themselves as suited their several tastes. Some were seated in steamer chairs, well wrapped—for, though it was April, the salt air was chilly—some paced the deck, acquiring their sea legs; others listened to the orchestra in the music-room, or read or wrote in the library, and a few took to their berths—seasick from the slight heave of the ship on the ground-swell.

The decks were cleared, watches set at noon, and then began the never-ending cleaning-up at which steamship sailors put in so much of their time. Headed by a six-foot boatswain, a gang came aft on the starboard side, with paint-buckets and brushes, and distributed themselves along the rail.

"Davits an' stanchions, men—never mind the rail," said the boatswain. "Ladies, better move your chairs back a little. Rowland, climb down out o' that—you'll be overboard. Take a ventilator—no, you'll spill paint—put your bucket away an' get some sandpaper from the yeoman. Work inboard till you get it out o' you."

The sailor addressed—a slight-built man of about thirty, black-bearded and bronzed to the semblance of healthy vigor, but watery-eyed and unsteady of movement—came down from the rail and shambled forward with his bucket. As he reached the group of ladies to whom the boatswain had spoken, his gaze rested on one—a sunny-haired young woman with the blue of the sea in her eyes—who had arisen at his approach. He started, turned aside as if to avoid her, and raising his hand in an embarrassed half-salute, passed on. Out of the boatswain's sight he leaned against the deck-house and panted, while he held his hand to his breast.

"What is it?" he muttered, wearily; "whisky nerves, or the dying flutter of a starved love. Five years, now—and a look from her eyes can stop the blood in my veins—can bring back all the heart-hunger and helplessness, that leads a man to insanity—or this." He looked at his trembling hand, all scarred and tar-stained, passed on forward, and returned with the sandpaper.

The young woman had been equally affected by the meeting. An expression of mingled surprise and terror had come to her pretty, but rather weak face; and without acknowledging his half-salute, she had caught up a little child from the deck behind her, and turning into the saloon door, hurried to the library, where she sank into a chair beside a military-looking gentleman, who glanced up from a book and remarked: "Seen the sea-serpent, Myra, or the Flying Dutchman? What's up?"

"Oh, George—no," she answered in agitated tones. "John Rowland is here—Lieutenant Rowland. I've just seen him—he is so changed—he tried to speak to me."

"Who—that troublesome flame of yours? I never met him, you know, and you haven't told me much about him. What is he—first cabin?"

"No, he seems to be a common sailor; he is working, and is dressed in old clothes—all dirty. And such a dissipated face, too. He seems to have fallen—so low. And it is all since—"

"Since you soured on him? Well, it is no fault of yours, dear. If a man has it in him he'll go to the dogs anyhow. How is his sense of injury? Has he a grievance or a grudge? You're badly upset. What did he say?"

"I don't know—he said nothing—I've always been afraid of him. I've met him three times since then, and he puts such a frightful look in his eyes—and he was so violent, and headstrong, and so terribly angry,—that time. He accused me of leading him on, and playing with him; and he said something about an immutable law of chance, and a governing balance of events—that I couldn't understand, only where he said that for all the suffering we inflict on others, we receive an equal amount ourselves. Then he went away—in such a passion. I've imagined ever since that he would take some revenge—he might steal our Myra—our baby." She strained the smiling child to her breast and went on. "I liked him at first, until I found out that he was an atheist—why, George, he actually denied the existence of God—and to me, a professing Christian."

"He had a wonderful nerve," said the husband, with a smile; "didn't know you very well, I should say."

"He never seemed the same to me after that," she resumed; "I felt as though in the presence of something unclean. Yet I thought how glorious it would be if I could save him to God, and tried to convince him of the loving care of Jesus; but he only ridiculed all I hold sacred, and said, that much as he valued my good opinion, he would not be a hypocrite to gain it, and that he would be honest with himself and others, and express his honest unbelief—the idea; as though one could be honest without God's help—and then, one day, I smelled liquor on his breath—he always smelled of tobacco—and I gave him up. It was then that he—that he broke out."

"Come out and show me this reprobate," said the husband, rising. They went to the door and the young woman peered out. "He is the last man down there—close to the cabin," she said as she drew in. The husband stepped out.

"What! that hang-dog ruffian, scouring the ventilator? So, that's Rowland, of the navy, is it! Well, this is a tumble. Wasn't he broken for conduct unbecoming an officer? Got roaring drunk at the President's levee, didn't he? I think I read of it."

"I know he lost his position and was terribly disgraced," answered the wife.

"Well, Myra, the poor devil is harmless now. We'll be across in a few days, and you needn't meet him on this broad deck. If he hasn't lost all sensibility, he's as embarrassed as you. Better stay in now—it's getting foggy."
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When the watch turned out at midnight, they found a vicious half-gale blowing from the northeast, which, added to the speed of the steamship, made, so far as effects on her deck went, a fairly uncomfortable whole gale of chilly wind. The head sea, choppy as compared with her great length, dealt the Titan successive blows, each one attended by supplementary tremors to the continuous vibrations of the engines—each one sending a cloud of thick spray aloft that reached the crow's-nest on the foremast and battered the pilot-house windows on the bridge in a liquid bombardment that would have broken ordinary glass. A fog-bank, into which the ship had plunged in the afternoon, still enveloped her—damp and impenetrable; and into the gray, ever-receding wall ahead, with two deck officers and three lookouts straining sight and hearing to the utmost, the great racer was charging with undiminished speed.

At a quarter past twelve, two men crawled in from the darkness at the ends of the eighty-foot bridge and shouted to the first officer, who had just taken the deck, the names of the men who had relieved them. Backing up to the pilot-house, the officer repeated the names to a quartermaster within, who entered them in the log-book. Then the men vanished—to their coffee and "watch-below." In a few moments another dripping shape appeared on the bridge and reported the crow's-nest relief.

"Rowland, you say?" bawled the officer above the howling of the wind. "Is he the man who was lifted aboard, drunk, yesterday?"

"Yes, sir."

"Is he still drunk?"

"Yes, sir."

"All right—that'll do. Enter Rowland in the crow's-nest, quartermaster," said the officer; then, making a funnel of his hands, he roared out: "Crow's-nest, there."

"Sir," came the answer, shrill and clear on the gale.

"Keep your eyes open—keep a sharp lookout."

"Very good, sir."

"Been a man-o'-war's-man, I judge, by his answer. They're no good," muttered the officer. He resumed his position at the forward side of the bridge where the wooden railing afforded some shelter from the raw wind, and began the long vigil which would only end when the second officer relieved him, four hours later. Conversation—except in the line of duty—was forbidden among the bridge officers of the Titan, and his watchmate, the third officer, stood on the other side of the large bridge binnacle, only leaving this position occasionally to glance in at the compass—which seemed to be his sole duty at sea. Sheltered by one of the deck-houses below, the boatswain and the watch paced back and forth, enjoying the only two hours respite which steamship rules afforded, for the day's work had ended with the going down of the other watch, and at two o'clock the washing of the 'tween-deck would begin, as an opening task in the next day's labor.

By the time one bell had sounded, with its repetition from the crow's-nest, followed by a long-drawn cry—"all's well"—from the lookouts, the last of the two thousand passengers had retired, leaving the spacious cabins and steerage in possession of the watchmen; while, sound asleep in his cabin abaft the chart-room was the captain, the commander who never commanded—unless the ship was in danger; for the pilot had charge, making and leaving port, and the officers, at sea.

Two bells were struck and answered; then three, and the boatswain and his men were lighting up for a final smoke, when there rang out overhead a startling cry from the crow's-nest:

"Something ahead, sir—can't make it out."

The first officer sprang to the engine-room telegraph and grasped the lever. "Sing out what you see," he roared.

"Hard aport, sir—ship on the starboard tack—dead ahead," came the cry.

"Port your wheel—hard over," repeated the first officer to the quartermaster at the helm—who answered and obeyed. Nothing as yet could be seen from the bridge. The powerful steering-engine in the stern ground the rudder over; but before three degrees on the compass card were traversed by the lubber's-point, a seeming thickening of the darkness and fog ahead resolved itself into the square sails of a deep-laden ship, crossing the Titan's bow, not half her length away.

"H—l and d—" growled the first officer. "Steady on your course, quartermaster," he shouted. "Stand from under on deck." He turned a lever which closed compartments, pushed a button marked—"Captain's Room," and crouched down, awaiting the crash.

There was hardly a crash. A slight jar shook the forward end of the Titan and sliding down her fore-topmast-stay and rattling on deck came a shower of small spars, sails, blocks, and wire rope. Then, in the darkness to starboard and port, two darker shapes shot by—the two halves of the ship she had cut through; and from one of these shapes, where still burned a binnacle light, was heard, high above the confused murmur of shouts and shrieks, a sailorly voice:

"May the curse of God light on you and your cheese-knife, you brass-bound murderers."

The shapes were swallowed in the blackness astern; the cries were hushed by the clamor of the gale, and the steamship Titan swung back to her course. The first officer had not turned the lever of the engine-room telegraph.

The boatswain bounded up the steps of the bridge for instructions.

"Put men at the hatches and doors. Send every one who comes on deck to the chart-room. Tell the watchman to notice what the passengers have learned, and clear away that wreck forward as soon as possible." The voice of the officer was hoarse and strained as he gave these directions, and the "aye, aye, sir" of the boatswain was uttered in a gasp.
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The crow's-nest "lookout," sixty feet above the deck, had seen every detail of the horror, from the moment when the upper sails of the doomed ship had appeared to him above the fog to the time when the last tangle of wreckage was cut away by his watchmates below. When relieved at four bells, he descended with as little strength in his limbs as was compatible with safety in the rigging. At the rail, the boatswain met him.

"Report your relief, Rowland," he said, "and go into the chart-room!"

On the bridge, as he gave the name of his successor, the first officer seized his hand, pressed it, and repeated the boatswain's order. In the chart-room, he found the captain of the Titan, pale-faced and intense in manner, seated at a table, and, grouped around him, the whole of the watch on deck except the officers, lookouts, and quartermasters. The cabin watchmen were there, and some of the watch below, among whom were stokers and coal-passers, and also, a few of the idlers—lampmen, yeomen, and butchers, who, sleeping forward, had been awakened by the terrific blow of the great hollow knife within which they lived.

Three carpenters' mates stood by the door, with sounding-rods in their hands, which they had just shown the captain—dry. Every face, from the captain's down, wore a look of horror and expectancy. A quartermaster followed Rowland in and said:

"Engineer felt no jar in the engine-room, sir; and there's no excitement in the stokehold."

"And you watchmen report no alarm in the cabins. How about the steerage? Is that man back?" asked the captain. Another watchman appeared as he spoke.

"All asleep in the steerage, sir," he said. Then a quartermaster entered with the same report of the forecastles.

"Very well," said the captain, rising; "one by one come into my office—watchmen first, then petty officers, then the men. Quartermasters will watch the door—that no man goes out until I have seen him." He passed into another room, followed by a watchman, who presently emerged and went on deck with a more pleasant expression of face. Another entered and came out; then another, and another, until every man but Rowland had been within the sacred precincts, all to wear the same pleased, or satisfied, look on reappearing. When Rowland entered, the captain, seated at a desk, motioned him to a chair, and asked his name.

"John Rowland," he answered. The captain wrote it down.

"I understand," he said, "that you were in the crow's-nest when this unfortunate collision occurred."

"Yes, sir; and I reported the ship as soon as I saw her."

"You are not here to be censured. You are aware, of course, that nothing could be done, either to avert this terrible calamity, or to save life afterward."

"Nothing at a speed of twenty-five knots an hour in a thick fog, sir." The captain glanced sharply at Rowland and frowned.

"We will not discuss the speed of the ship, my good man," he said, "or the rules of the company. You will find, when you are paid at Liverpool, a package addressed to you at the company's office containing one hundred pounds in banknotes. This, you will receive for your silence in regard to this collision—the reporting of which would embarrass the company and help no one."

"On the contrary, captain, I shall not receive it. On the contrary, sir, I shall speak of this wholesale murder at the first opportunity!"

The captain leaned back and stared at the debauched face, the trembling figure of the sailor, with which this defiant speech so little accorded. Under ordinary circumstances, he would have sent him on deck to be dealt with by the officers. But this was not an ordinary circumstance. In the watery eyes was a look of shock, and horror, and honest indignation; the accents were those of an educated man; and the consequences hanging over himself and the company for which he worked—already complicated by and involved in his efforts to avoid them—which this man might precipitate, were so extreme, that such questions as insolence and difference in rank were not to be thought of. He must meet and subdue this Tartar on common ground—as man to man.

"Are you aware, Rowland," he asked, quietly, "that you will stand alone—that you will be discredited, lose your berth, and make enemies?"

"I am aware of more than that," answered Rowland, excitedly. "I know of the power vested in you as captain. I know that you can order me into irons from this room for any offense you wish to imagine. And I know that an unwitnessed, uncorroborated entry in your official log concerning me would be evidence enough to bring me life imprisonment. But I also know something of admiralty law; that from my prison cell I can send you and your first officer to the gallows."

"You are mistaken in your conceptions of evidence. I could not cause your conviction by a log-book entry; nor could you, from a prison, injure me. What are you, may I ask—an ex-lawyer?"

"A graduate of Annapolis. Your equal in professional technic."

"And you have interest at Washington?"

"None whatever."

"And what is your object in taking this stand—which can do you no possible good, though certainly not the harm you speak of?"

"That I may do one good, strong act in my useless life—that I may help to arouse such a sentiment of anger in the two countries as will forever end this wanton destruction of life and property for the sake of speed—that will save the hundreds of fishing-craft, and others, run down yearly, to their owners, and the crews to their families."

Both men had risen and the captain was pacing the floor as Rowland, with flashing eyes and clinched fists, delivered this declaration.

"A result to be hoped for, Rowland," said the former, pausing before him, "but beyond your power or mine to accomplish. Is the amount I named large enough? Could you fill a position on my bridge?"

"I can fill a higher; and your company is not rich enough to buy me."

"You seem to be a man without ambition; but you must have wants."

"Food, clothing, shelter—and whisky," said Rowland with a bitter, self-contemptuous laugh. The captain reached down a decanter and two glasses from a swinging tray and said as he placed them before him:

"Here is one of your wants; fill up." Rowland's eyes glistened as he poured out a glassful, and the captain followed.

"I will drink with you, Rowland," he said; "here is to our better understanding." He tossed off the liquor; then Rowland, who had waited, said: "I prefer drinking alone, captain," and drank the whisky at a gulp. The captain's face flushed at the affront, but he controlled himself.

"Go on deck, now, Rowland," he said; "I will talk with you again before we reach soundings. Meanwhile, I request—not require, but request—that you hold no useless conversation with your shipmates in regard to this matter."

To the first officer, when relieved at eight bells, the captain said: "He is a broken-down wreck with a temporarily active conscience; but is not the man to buy or intimidate: he knows too much. However, we've found his weak point. If he gets snakes before we dock, his testimony is worthless. Fill him up and I'll see the surgeon, and study up on drugs."

When Rowland turned out to breakfast at seven bells that morning, he found a pint flask in the pocket of his pea-jacket, which he felt of but did not pull out in sight of his watchmates.

"Well, captain," he thought, "you are, in truth, about as puerile, insipid a scoundrel as ever escaped the law. I'll save you your drugged Dutch courage for evidence." But it was not drugged, as he learned later. It was good whisky—a leader—to warm his stomach while the captain was studying.
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An incident occurred that morning which drew Rowland's thoughts far from the happenings of the night. A few hours of bright sunshine had brought the passengers on deck like bees from a hive, and the two broad promenades resembled, in color and life, the streets of a city. The watch was busy at the inevitable scrubbing, and Rowland, with a swab and bucket, was cleaning the white paint on the starboard taffrail, screened from view by the after deck-house, which shut off a narrow space at the stern. A little girl ran into the inclosure, laughing and screaming, and clung to his legs, while she jumped up and down in an overflow of spirits.

"I wunned 'way," she said; "I wunned 'way from mamma."

Drying his wet hands on his trousers, Rowland lifted the tot and said, tenderly: "Well, little one, you must run back to mamma. You're in bad company." The innocent eyes smiled into his own, and then—a foolish proceeding, which only bachelors are guilty of—he held her above the rail in jesting menace. "Shall I drop you over to the fishes, baby?" he asked, while his features softened to an unwonted smile. The child gave a little scream of fright, and at that instant a young woman appeared around the corner. She sprang toward Rowland like a tigress, snatched the child, stared at him for a moment with dilated eyes, and then disappeared, leaving him limp and nerveless, breathing hard.

"It is her child," he groaned. "That was the mother-look. She is married—married." He resumed his work, with a face as near the color of the paint he was scrubbing as the tanned skin of a sailor may become.

Ten minutes later, the captain, in his office, was listening to a complaint from a very excited man and woman.

"And you say, colonel," said the captain, "that this man Rowland is an old enemy?"

"He is—or was once—a rejected admirer of Mrs. Selfridge. That is all I know of him—except that he has hinted at revenge. My wife is certain of what she saw, and I think the man should be confined."

"Why, captain," said the woman, vehemently, as she hugged her child, "you should have seen him; he was just about to drop Myra over as I seized her—and he had such a frightful leer on his face, too. Oh, it was hideous. I shall not sleep another wink in this ship—I know."

"I beg you will give yourself no uneasiness, madam," said the captain, gravely. "I have already learned something of his antecedents—that he is a disgraced and broken-down naval officer; but, as he has sailed three voyages with us, I had credited his willingness to work before-the-mast to his craving for liquor, which he could not satisfy without money. However—as you think—he may be following you. Was he able to learn of your movements—that you were to take passage in this ship?"

"Why not?" exclaimed the husband; "he must know some of Mrs. Selfridge's friends."

"Yes, yes," she said, eagerly; "I have heard him spoken of, several times."

"Then it is clear," said the captain. "If you will agree, madam, to testify against him in the English courts, I will immediately put him in irons for attempted murder."

"Oh, do, captain," she exclaimed. "I cannot feel safe while he is at liberty. Of course I will testify."

"Whatever you do, captain," said the husband, savagely, "rest assured that I shall put a bullet through his head if he meddles with me or mine again. Then you can put me in irons."

"I will see that he is attended to, colonel," replied the captain as he bowed them out of his office.

But, as a murder charge is not always the best way to discredit a man; and as the captain did not believe that the man who had defied him would murder a child; and as the charge would be difficult to prove in any case, and would cause him much trouble and annoyance, he did not order the arrest of John Rowland, but merely directed that, for the time, he should be kept at work by day in the 'tween-deck, out of sight of the passengers.

Rowland, surprised at his sudden transfer from the disagreeable scrubbing to a "soldier's job" of painting life-buoys in the warm 'tween-deck, was shrewd enough to know that he was being closely watched by the boatswain that morning, but not shrewd enough to affect any symptoms of intoxication or drugging, which might have satisfied his anxious superiors and brought him more whisky. As a result of his brighter eyes and steadier voice—due to the curative sea air—when he turned out for the first dog-watch on deck at four o'clock, the captain and boatswain held an interview in the chart-room, in which the former said: "Do not be alarmed. It is not poison. He is half-way into the horrors now, and this will merely bring them on. He will see snakes, ghosts, goblins, shipwrecks, fire, and all sorts of things. It works in two or three hours. Just drop it into his drinking pot while the port forecastle is empty."

There was a fight in the port forecastle—to which Rowland belonged—at supper-time, which need not be described beyond mention of the fact that Rowland, who was not a participant, had his pot of tea dashed from his hand before he had taken three swallows. He procured a fresh supply and finished his supper; then, taking no part in his watchmates' open discussion of the fight, and guarded discussion of collisions, rolled into his bunk and smoked until eight bells, when he turned out with the rest.
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"Rowland," said the big boatswain, as the watch mustered on deck; "take the starboard bridge lookout."

"It is not my trick, boats'n," said Rowland, in surprise.

"Orders from the bridge. Get up there."

Rowland grumbled, as sailors may when aggrieved, and obeyed. The man he relieved reported his name, and disappeared; the first officer sauntered down the bridge, uttered the official, "keep a good lookout," and returned to his post; then the silence and loneliness of a night-watch at sea, intensified by the never-ceasing hum of the engines, and relieved only by the sounds of distant music and laughter from the theater, descended on the forward part of the ship. For the fresh westerly wind, coming with the Titan, made nearly a calm on her deck; and the dense fog, though overshone by a bright star-specked sky, was so chilly that the last talkative passenger had fled to the light and life within.

When three bells—half-past nine—had sounded, and Rowland had given in his
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