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      Morgan Robertson wrote ‘Futility’ in May 1898. Fourteen years later, the Titanic sank under circumstances eerily matching his fictional Titan. Without him, this book couldn't be possible.

      The steamship Titan was fiction.

      The Royal Mail Steamer Titanic was not.

      Fiction, sooner or later, becomes fact. Sometimes too late.

      May he be remembered only for good.
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        In life it’s imperative to get accurate information right from the old horse’s mouth, and don’t ever listen to the lies coming from some jackass!

        SAMMY RAY CHANEY (MY DAD)

      

      

      

      

      
        
        
        Sometimes all you need is some proverbial wisdom and just a little bit of common sense!

        CHRISTO ALLEN CHANEY
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            ONE BOOK SAW THE FUTURE

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        History didn’t repeat—it was published first.

      

        

      
        A book from 1898.

        A ship from 1912.

        A collision foreseen.

      

        

      
        The steamship Titan was fiction.

        But the Royal Mail Steamer Titanic was fact.

      

        

      
        Fiction sooner or later becomes fact…sometimes too late.
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            IT’S JUST A NOVEL…ISN’T IT?
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      Hidden within the silent archives of long-forgotten libraries, some crumbling with age, others merely overlooked, secrets remain. The air smells faintly of dust and fading ink; the light, if any, is thin and golden, filtering through cracked shutters. Some shelves sag beneath the weight of forgotten truths, while others stand almost pristine, not left untouched by time, but by indifference. In these quiet corners, stories await. Not to entertain, but to awaken. They whisper of destinies that defy time, of stories not merely read but lived, and sometimes, just barely, survived.

      This is one of those stories.

      Some stories warn. Others experience. This one does both.

      In May 1898, an American writer named Morgan Robertson produced one such tale—a work now classified as a novella—that would eerily foreshadow one of history’s greatest maritime disasters. It was as if a voice from the past had returned to warn us.

      At just 20,614 words, this slim volume told the story of a massive ocean liner, far larger than any ship then afloat. In an age when most vessels were proud to cross the Atlantic in slightly over a week, the imagined speed and scale were absurd. The public was still marveling over ships like Cunard’s Lucania and Campania. Both were grand in their own right, but barely half the size of Robertson’s vision. The ship was filled with the world’s wealthiest passengers. On a cold April night, it struck an iceberg in the North Atlantic shipping lane, and its sinking led to terrible loss of life.

      That story, meant to illustrate the futility of human ambition, bore a fitting title: Futility. It was first published that same year by the firm, M. F. Mansfield & Co.

      Long overlooked, Futility now lingers in the public domain, free to read or sold cheaply on many eBook platforms.

      Its initial reception was modest. The reading public, if they noticed the book at all, treated it as a curiosity: a maritime melodrama with a hint of moralism. Very few, if any, reviewers commented on the technological foresight of its author. Most simply shrugged it off. After all, who could believe that a ship so vast could also be so vulnerable?

      No one could have guessed that real events would soon echo fiction. Not just in outline, but in stunning, ship-for-ship detail.

      Over ten years later, a British company called the White Star Line launched a new Atlantic liner that bore an uncanny resemblance to Morgan’s fictional vessel, not just in its immense size but in its specific dimensions and capabilities. It was the second of three ships in what would be called the Olympic class. According to some, it was intended as the company’s flagship. Although all three ships were more alike than different, this ship would become the most well-known. Even today, everyone knows her name.

      Their new vessel, at over 46,000 tons, was nearly the twin of Robertson’s imagined ship at 45,000 tons, though that number was increased in later printings. The real ship measured 882.5 feet long; Morgan’s was slightly shorter at 800 feet. The parallels were chilling: triple-screw propulsion, a speed of 24–25 knots, and a capacity for roughly 3,000 souls.

      Both ships met the maritime standards of their time. Yet neither carried lifeboats sufficient for all aboard. This was considered a seemingly minor concern at the time, as both were widely believed to be “practically unsinkable.” A detail some would later deem prophetic, while others saw it as unforgivable.

      Just after noon on Wednesday, April 10, 1912, this real ship set sail from Southampton, England, bound for Cherbourg, France. After a final stop in Queenstown, Ireland (known today as Cobh since 1920), she continued on her maiden voyage to New York. But she would never arrive.

      Like her fictional counterpart, she also struck an iceberg at her starboard side on a frigid April night, and sank with tremendous loss of human life. Morgan Robertson had named his doomed vessel the S.S. Titan. White Star’s would be known as the R.M.S. Titanic.⁠*

      Understandably, the world was stunned. Newspapers scrambled for headlines. Survivors arrived ashore in donated clothing, their faces hollow with disbelief. Among the mourners, theorists, mechanical engineers, and poets, a few curious minds turned back to the shelves.

      Morgan Robertson was a former sailor who claimed no prophetic gift. Only a desire to warn against unchecked ambition. Few remembered the book. Fewer still reached into the dust of obscurity to retrieve it. Those stiff pages were now carrying the weight of a terrible echo, as if warning and tragedy were already intertwined. And it prompted the question that still haunts some even today: How did he know? In this book, I’ll attempt to answer it.

      While Futility, later republished as The Wreck of the Titan with some minor edits in May 1912, was a haunting work of fiction, this book is somewhat different. It is a story of hindsight, of echoes across time, and of a young man who narrowly lived through what Robertson could have only imagined.

      This novel builds on Futility: The Wreck of the Titan and the real events that echoed it. What follows is a work of historical fiction, the journey of Robert A. Morganson, a second-class passenger sailing aboard the Titanic. From among the many who sailed, his voice finally emerged. Not in official reports, not in testimony to a court, but in a journal meant for no one’s eyes but his own. Robert was not a man of great renown. He carried no titles or wealth. Only a satchel, a journal, and a mind attuned to patterns others ignored.

      With a first-edition unedited copy of Futility and a new journal in hand, he encounters real historical figures. As Robert records his observations, he begins to perceive chilling parallels between his lived experience and a long-forgotten, eerily prophetic book.

      But he is not a clairvoyant. Nor is he a prophet. At first, he is merely a man reading a book. Yet something stirs within him. It’s a nagging thread of recognition he cannot quite name. When he opens the cover of Futility, he begins to see a pattern forming in the fog. As the voyage progresses, Robert begins to suspect that this work of fiction may be only the first draft of his own reality.

      

      Author's Note: Though my book is also a work of fiction, it is deeply rooted in historical maritime events. I have drawn extensively from eyewitness testimonies, including survivor accounts published shortly after the disaster. My research included examination of available blueprints of the three sister ships built by Harland and Wolff in Belfast, Ireland, for the White Star Line: the Olympic, Titanic, and Britannic. As of this publication, Harland and Wolf remain in the shipbuilding business.

      My goal is to offer as historically accurate a portrayal as possible of the real ship, the only voyage, the people, the disaster, and its aftermath as it was experienced by those who survived it.

      For clarity, whenever Futility is quoted in this novel, those excerpts are drawn directly from the May 1912 edition, jointly published by McClure’s and Metropolitan Magazine. Released just weeks after the sinking, that edition, a republication of Robertson’s original 1898 text with some slight revisions, was revived by public interest.

      When possible, I also consulted the few fragile remains of the original 1898 printings before any revisions were made. As of this publication, the 1912 facsimile edition remains in print today. It’s available in softcover, hardcover, and ebook through SeaWolf Press. Historical information about that publication is provided in the appendix.

      This edition is almost the exact same as the one that Robert Morganson might have carried in his satchel and read aboard the Titanic. I have carefully retained its original phrasing, layout, and spelling variants as faithfully as possible. Certain words and expressions will feel very antique to our modern ears. Please let them.

      These words, like the rusted remains of the great ship, must be preserved for as long as possible. Their resonance lies not in polish, but in the lessons they still carry.

      Perhaps the true message lies not just in written words, but in the echoes they create. Look closely at what stands apart from the rest, and you just might find it. Not written between the lines exactly, but hinted at from the very beginning, scattered like stray letters or dissonant notes across the chapters, waiting for someone to listen closely enough to piece it together. You may not see it at first. But if you look closely, it will begin to reveal itself. Your first hint is in this very prologue.

      Perhaps you’ve already brushed past it without noticing. Go on. See if you can find it before someone else does. As you read this story, you will discover a shocking twist no one ever saw coming. Because when these events were unfolding, something else was already taking shape.

      

      After all, Futility was just a novel… Or was it?

    

    
      
        
        

        
          * Historical note: S.S. denotes steam-powered propulsion. R.M.S. identifies a vessel contracted to carry mail for the British Royal Crown—a mark long associated with prestige and dependable service.
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            THE NEW TITAN

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Wednesday, April 10th, 1912—5:30 PM

        Cherbourg, France—English Channel

      

      

      Mist clung to the harbor like a whispered secret, softening the outline of the vessel ahead. One of the White Star Line’s new tenders, the S.S. Nomadic, cut through the sparkling waters, ferrying two groups of passengers, First Class and Second Class, to their awaiting ship. Robert A. Morganson sat at a table against the wall, his journal in hand, as the small craft sailed gracefully over the evening swell. Its lone funnel released a steady stream of black smoke that matched the rhythm of the twin propellers.

      Ahead, the massive silhouette of the new Olympic-class liner loomed offshore, anchored in waters deep enough to accommodate her tremendous size. Nearby, Robert spotted the identical twin tender, the S.S. Traffic, carrying mail and third-class passengers. Through another window, he saw rare Atlantic puffins soaring over the waves, several diving and resurfacing with fish in their beaks.

      Now settled on a cushioned bench near the upper-deck stairs, Robert dipped his pen into an inkwell set carefully on the armrest. He closed the top before writing with a satisfied smirk:

      ‘And so, for this reason we travel, not to escape life, but for life not to escape us. Give me a satchel of well-thumbed journals and a passport smudged with signatures of foreign ink over a house cluttered with baubles and bric-a-brac.’

      He let the ink dry for a moment, his fingers drumming lightly on the worn leather of his satchel. Somewhere behind him, the lone engine hummed softly. Travel and writing had always been his twin passions, and this journey, though unexpected, offered a welcome return to both.

      On his first Atlantic crossing, Robert had booked passage on Cunard’s now nearly five-year-old R.M.S. Mauretania. But for the return voyage, he’d been reassigned to White Star’s newest and most ambitious liner at no additional cost. The news had come as a surprise, a last-minute shuffle amidst a strike-induced chaos. He’d imagined a more predictable return on a well-experienced liner, but the sheer coincidence of finding passage, let alone on this ship, had quickly overshadowed any issues. He wasn’t complaining. If he had to spend a whole week alone at sea, he might as well enjoy it. Besides, it wasn’t every day someone got to experience a maiden voyage.

      On the table lay a newspaper detailing the recent worker strike due to a coal shortage that had disrupted crossings, forcing passengers onto whatever ships still had space and enough fuel to sail. On the same page, another article mentioned rumors that Ireland could soon gain its independence from England due to a new movement they called Home Rule.

      A loud voice interrupted his thoughts. It was boastful and brimming with pride. “There she is, men! The pride of the White Star Line! She is the sister ship to the Olympic. Behold, the largest moving object ever built! Now, let’s see how those fools back at Cunard respond to this mighty vessel!” The man’s loud words reverberated through the paneled walls of the first-class accommodations and into the second-class area.

      Robert glanced up from his journal, shocked and offended by not only the shouting but also the sheer arrogance. His feelings were conflicted between irritation at the man’s boorishness, and a genuine sense of sadness, not for himself, but for someone so seemingly lost in his own inflated ego.

      Some years prior, a new friend, a man whose quiet strength had once pulled Robert from the cold streets, brought him into his home, and helped get him back on his feet, had offered a simple, profound lesson. When Robert had been bullied by someone, his friend, a close associate of Mark Twain during his time working on Mississippi River steamboats, kept a calm gaze that belied his power and had taught Robert: ‘It’s better to keep your mouth shut and allow everyone to think you’re a fool, rather than say something and remove all doubt.’

      He felt the familiar hot surge of indignation, a prickle behind his eyes. It was an old battle, one he'd fought many times in different settings, always against the loud and the entitled. But then, his friend's calm, steady gaze flashed in his mind, a silent, ever-patient reminder. Control, the gaze seemed to say. Control the impulse, and let their own words be their undoing. Robert took a quiet, steadying breath.

      Just past the Bostwick Gate, he saw a tall, impeccably dressed first-class gentleman, his mustache curled to perfection. He held a glass of alcohol in one hand and a cigarette in the other, blowing gray smoke from his nostrils. Robert noticed the wealthy man was not scrawny but slightly thick in a few areas, likely proving that he had never missed a good-sized meal in his life. Something Robert could never claim.

      Noticing Robert sitting alone with his journal, the man took a few steps toward Robert and made an overt effort to impress him. “She’s a marvel of engineering, indeed. As you can clearly see, I have the pleasure of traveling first class. One might even find oneself dining with Captain Smith, you know.” Looking over Robert’s more plain clothing, he gave a slight laugh and added with a very condescending tone, “A very different class of travel for you, I perceive.”

      Robert smirked. Unable to resist, he decided to calmly respond: “You would be correct to think so. I have no doubt you’ll make it quite evident to any poor soul obliged to hear it.”

      The man’s jaw visibly clenched, but he forced a chuckle. “Ah yes, the envy of second class, I can see. Clearly one of those on the lower rungs of society. Still, count yourself lucky to have secured passage at all. I daresay many would give a king's ransom for any class of ticket on this maiden voyage.”

      Robert arched a brow. “Most certainly. I am quite aware. However, you will find no envy from my side, sir. I daresay we all have our own particular reasons for undertaking this voyage. Now, if I may be honest with you, I prefer to listen to what others have to say rather than boast about myself.”

      The man sniffed with a smile. “Quite. After all, listening is very well and good, young man, but I rather doubt it will take you very far in this life. See where you are at this moment, and notice the position I’m in.”

      Robert tilted his head. “That’s a fair observation. It’s rather curious that the two words ‘listen’ and ‘silent’ share all the same letters, but in a different order. Something for us both to ponder, wouldn’t you think?”

      The wealthy man, agitated, took a few more steps toward Robert, clearly bothered. “I say, you’re not speaking to me in that fashion, are you? Do you have any notion of the sort of person I am?”

      Robert had an idea. “Actually, sir, I believe I have a fair understanding of your sort. As Plato cautioned, ‘The emptiest vessel gives off the loudest din, and those of the least wit are often the most inclined to be the loudest babblers.’”

      The rich man's face turned a deep pink as someone else in first class let out a low, soft whistle. Another person, a woman possibly, gave a soft laugh of agreement.

      “Oh, a philosopher, I gather. Well, allow me to offer a bit of advice. I am a man of science. My understanding of how this world operates likely surpasses anything you could imagine.”

      Despite the locked gate separating them, Robert knew that he had to be careful with his next response. “I do admire that. Then, as a man of science, you will no doubt be well aware that light travels much faster than sound, which explains why some individuals appear to be rather bright. That is, until they choose to speak.”

      A steward on Robert’s side of the partition failed at covering up his snort-filled laugh as he walked away. Some of the passengers on his side were listening to the exchange, but he didn’t notice them; he was never one to seek out an audience.

      Several of the wealthy passengers on the other side started to laugh softly, with at least one of them giving a soft, steady applause of approval. The man thought he would put Robert in his place and have the last word.

      “You may not appreciate it, but the accommodations in second class are quite modest. Even those poor souls in Steerage will likely find more room than you. Your movements and activities will be considerably restricted. What you see here on this tiny thing will likely be the height of your experiences. I, however, shall be traveling in considerable style, wouldn’t you agree?”

      Robert calmly placed his pen down next to his journal and turned slightly to face the man for his next response. “I can’t prove you wrong in that regard. If everything must always be better, then nothing will ever be good enough. We only have so long to live. My late father used to say, ‘We take nothing with us when we die. It’s what we leave behind that matters: a good name, the good we’ve done for the less fortunate, and the love we leave behind.’ Sir, I know that I will never have everything I want. But I’ve always had all I need. And that’s far more than what I am owed.”

      Giving a frustrated glare with a defeated huff, the man took a final, prolonged draw of his cigarette and intentionally blew the thick smoke through the bars of the gate into Robert’s breathing space. Then, throwing his cigarette butt into the sea, he walked off to finish his scotch or headed to the bar for another round, apparently already a bit inebriated.

      Robert held his breath for a moment, then exhaled slowly, blowing the cloud of stench away from his face. He turned in his seat to focus on the potted plants nearby. “Good heavens, Robert, do conduct yourself better. You’ve always let your tongue outpace your judgment. One day, it may cost you more than a bruised ego,” he said to himself.

      “Excuse me, young man,” a firm yet kindly voice interrupted.

      He turned, startled. The woman walking up to the gate wore a dark traveling coat with embroidered trim and a feathered hat tipped smartly to the side. She had the air of someone accustomed to speaking her mind and having anyone within hearing range listen.

      “I hope you weren’t telling yourself to behave after that unacceptable display of pomposity.”

      Robert blinked. “It’s quite all right. I had no wish to stir up trouble.”

      “Well, you didn’t. He did. Now, as far as I’m concerned, you carry yourself just fine, Mr.…?”

      “Morganson, but please call me Robert, ma’am.” He stood up and approached the gate.

      “Happy to meet you. Margaret Brown. But most folks call me Molly.” She smiled warmly and extended a hand through the bars. Robert didn’t hesitate to return the respectful greeting. She had a noticeably firm grip. “There’s no shame in traveling second or even third class. A person’s worth isn’t measured by their ticket. There’s dignity owed in every class.”

      “I’ve no argument with that. Those born to comfort often don’t know the meaning of hardship. It wasn’t very long ago that I didn’t have a bed to sleep in or hardly any food to eat. That is, until someone took me into his home and helped me.”

      “Oh my gracious. I hope your struggles didn’t last too long. But look at you now,” she said with a knowing glance. “You’ve been to France and probably a few more places, judging by your nice American accent. Now about to be on the grandest ship in the world. I wasn’t always wealthy myself, you know. My husband, J.J., struck gold recently out west back in the States. Not only that, but we also found a deposit of copper as well. Even though we have separated, we’re not getting divorced due to our being Catholic. But I've never met a finer, more worthwhile man than J.J. Now, men like that blowhard who disrespected you don’t much care for me either. ‘New money,’ they call it.”

      Robert tilted his head slightly. “Then it seems our fortunes have both turned for the better, Miss Molly. I’m pleased to know it. But I do regret that your marriage has had some problems leading to the separation.”

      Molly’s smile brightened. “Thank you. We still get along well and do care for each other very much. Mind this, son, don’t let the loud ones shake your confidence. There’s room on every ship, and in the world, for more than their sort. Always remember that no matter how difficult times are, they can get better with the help of others. See you on board, then.” She looked behind her for a moment, then gave Robert soft, knowing applause. Just a few gentle claps, more encouragement than spectacle.

      He lifted his second-class ticket in a small salute. “Yes, ma’am. Thank you kindly for speaking with me this evening.”

      Molly smiled as she walked up the nearby stairs to tend to her luggage. Robert returned to his journal and leaned over the table to record a quiet thought: ‘Life improves only when people are together. Patience, perhaps, is merely what one displays when there are too many witnesses. A silence born not of peace, but of pressure. I wonder how often such restraint is mistaken for virtue?’

      Robert paused for a moment, the exchange lingering in his thoughts like the salt air on his skin. He’d never met Margaret Brown before, but something about her, that confidence, her kindness, her clarity, had settled the rising tension in his chest. Perhaps this voyage would offer more than just ocean views and time to write. Maybe it would hold the kind of encounters that could reshape a man if he allowed them to.

      The boastful fellow was correct about one thing. Robert walked to the nearest window and looked out the side. The air, crisp and tasting of the sea, held a tangible chill, yet a thrill ran through him, warmer than any coat.

      There, dominating the horizon, was the largest ship he had ever seen. A behemoth against the evening sky. Even from this distance, it was staggering in scale, less a vessel and more a floating city. Even in the fading light, the great ship’s sheer scale defied imagination.

      Illuminated portholes and large windows stretched like constellations along her sides. Her hull, a deep, polished jet-black, gleamed almost liquid in the fading light, stretching nearly a sixth of a mile from stem to stern.

      A thin gold stripe, barely visible but perfectly straight, traced the length of both sides just beneath the brilliant white of her superstructure, a stark contrast that hinted at the luxury within.

      At the front of the ship, Robert could see a short row of only four lifeboats. He also noticed another row of the same number near the stern. But there were none in between. Assuming there would be the same amount on the other side, that would make sixteen. Sixteen. It seemed so few. Like a concession to appearances rather than safety.

      But she had passed her sea trials earlier before being allowed to take on passengers. That meant the safety regulations were met. But if they were sufficient, why did Robert feel very unsettled? For a ship that could carry around three thousand people, would that really be enough? Shouldn’t there be more? Or were there others secured nearby that Robert couldn’t see? Hopefully, there were. Cunard’s two largest ships had the same number of lifeboats, but each were much smaller. Almost one hundred feet shorter, actually, and not quite as high up.

      Above it all, four enormous funnels, each wide enough to drive a train carriage through, rose like the stately towers of a grand, majestic sanctuary. From the third funnel, a faint plume of smoke curled lazily into the evening air, probably just to keep the electricity on while anchored; a visible breath of the immense power contained beneath her decks.

      The sheer audacity of her design, her almost impossible proportions, made his breath catch. He had been very impressed by the Mauretania, a swift and proud monarch of the Atlantic, but she seemed a mere toy beside this colossal creation. This wasn't just a ship; it was a defiant statement, a monument to human ambition, built to conquer the very ocean on which it now peacefully rested.

      Noticing the top quarter of the funnels was painted black to hide the stains of the black soot, Robert smiled to himself. He imagined the gentlemen in first class tipping their black top hats in approval, as they observed the ship’s pristine paintwork and fine wood carvings.

      The ship’s newly applied red antifouling paint on the bottom could be seen just above the waterline, preventing marine growth from clinging to her steel belly beneath. It was all meticulously crafted. Not only for function but also for grandeur.

      This wasn’t just a ship. It was a monument to modern ambition. It was gorgeous, bold, and, perhaps, unaware of its own hubris. But grandeur, thought Robert, did not always equate to wisdom. This was a floating palace. And palaces, history had taught him, often forgot or even ignored the people outside their gates. The very ones who made that palace possible.

      The Nomadic gave a soft lurch as its engine began to slow, its approach to the towering hull of the giant bringing them ever closer.

      Robert returned to his seat, leaving his journal open, and looked out through the window. First-class passengers were preparing to board, guided toward their exclusive reception area on D Deck. Once they had boarded, the tender would reposition for second class to embark through their own entrance farther behind.

      Robert’s gaze drifted to the name displayed proudly on the bow; the letters deeply etched into thick steel and filled with a bright shade of golden-yellow paint. That name was unmistakable: TITANIC.

      Robert took a deep breath and softly whistled. He had once thought the two Cunard vessels, nicknamed the Greyhounds of the Atlantic, were massive, and indeed they were. But this one? It was on another level entirely. There was no denying her magnificence, yet something simmered in the back of his mind. Even as awe settled over him, a flicker of unease returned just for a moment. He couldn’t explain it. He didn’t believe in omens, not really. And yet…

      He turned from the window and looked at his satchel, unsettled by a thought he couldn’t quite name. Not fear, exactly. Not yet. But something about those sixteen lifeboats lingered.

      He reached in, fingers brushing against the small, tattered book tucked inside a side pocket. The cover, faded and slightly scuffed, depicted a large, multi-funneled ship sinking beneath the waves, an iceberg towering ominously behind it. The author’s name was strikingly similar to his own: Morgan Robertson. The title, printed in bold red letters, read simply: FUTILITY.

      The short novel had intrigued him ever since he’d stumbled across it abandoned on a shelf in the Mauretania’s second-class lounge. He’d been told it was unpopular, and since it had been consigned to the trash bin, it was his to keep at no cost. It felt less like he had found the book and more like the book had been patiently waiting for him. The similarities between the fictional vessel and the real ship he was about to board couldn’t be dismissed so easily.

      He flipped through the early pages until he found the passage that had unsettled him most: ‘From the bridge, engine room, and a dozen places on her deck, the ninety-two doors of nineteen watertight 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.’

      The automatically closing doors were not what worried him, as many ships had the new safety features. Robert trembled, the words “steamship” and “Titan” echoing in his mind. He pulled out a folded advertisement from the White Star Line. ‘Royal Mail Steamship’ or, for short, ‘R.M.S. Titanic.’

      True, most passenger ships were powered by steam. But even the names of these two vessels bore a chilling resemblance. He checked the copyright page. No month or day. Just the publisher, ‘M. F. Mansfield & Co.’ and the year: ‘1898.’ About fourteen years ago. It was very intriguing.

      And yet something else tightened in the center of his chest. Something unbidden. Unlike the Titanic, which was contracted to carry both cargo and mail, Futility described the Titan as a ship built solely for passenger service. Still, the likeness was uncanny.

      Robert scanned through the chapter. The words in certain paragraphs were slightly unsettling: ‘Unsinkable—indestructible, she carried as few boats as would satisfy the laws… that in case of an end-on collision with an iceberg—the only thing afloat that she could not conquer… She had beaten all records… 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… that an effort would now be made to do so.’

      Next to one mention of ‘Titan,’ he underlined the name and scribbled two small letters next to it in the margin: ‘-ic.’

      With a faint hiss of steam, a blast of the whistle, and the low rumble of ropes being released, the small tender eased back from the Titanic’s hull and made its way in reverse toward the second-class entrance.

      Once secured, a gangway was extended, and crewmen moved into position to assist passengers with boarding. Robert waited his turn, watching as stewards took coats and luggage and offered assistance up the swaying steps.

      Then, snapping the book shut, he jotted a brief note in his journal. With care, he added a final thought beneath his earlier quote: ‘We pursue wonder not for where it leads, but for the stillness it grants amidst the noise within. I do not claim to believe in fate—but this curious volume raises questions I cannot easily set aside. And as for this ship? She is, for certain, a new Titan, in every sense of her great name.’

      Then, securing his inkwell and pen, he slipped the journal and the novel back into his satchel and stood.

      He approached the threshold of the Nomadic, taking another look up at the towering hull before stepping closer. With each step toward the gangway, the deck beneath his feet seemed to hum. An anticipation, a breath held between history and the unknown. He was going aboard the grandest ship in the world.

      How small a person feels when standing in the shadow of giants. First Olympic and now Titanic. Their names alone carried immense weight, spoken with a mixture of admiration and awe at the sheer size. To behold these two ships was to stand before the might of an empire forged in steel. Robert craned his neck, examining the towering side that stretched into the distance. Nearly 100 feet longer than Cunard’s twin ships, she was so long that he couldn’t see either end. Robert adjusted his coat. Whatever lay ahead, it was bound to be a journey worth writing about.

      Even among the other great liners, this ship stood apart, a marvel beyond anything he'd ever seen. Everywhere within this ship, from prow to stern, she was a triumph of both Irish craftsmanship and British engineering. A floating city on her maiden voyage. Somewhere behind those thick steel walls lay his temporary home for the next week.

      Far beneath her steel bones, time itself held its breath. Because somewhere between fiction and fact, a long-forgotten story was soon preparing to repeat itself. Robert unknowingly had stepped aboard history, entering the very pages he had just begun to read.

      Holding his breath without meaning to, Robert gripped his passport and his boarding ticket, feeling his journal and the novel in his satchel tucked under his arm. The irony of that book’s title, not to mention its very existence, also being in his possession wasn’t lost on him. He had brought it along as light reading. A curiosity more than anything. But now, as he stood before the Titanic, its title carried an eerie weight. He had heard of the sister ship, Olympic.

      Robert recalled the stories from the Greek classics about the ancient Titans who challenged their rivals, the Olympians. Losing the war, the Titans were cast down into the eternal darkness. This ship, cleverly named, seemed to embody the same hubris as the mythical deities, despite being a running mate to the Olympic. Not only that, but the third ship to complete the trio was already under construction.

      The Second-Class Gangway bustled with activity as passengers checked in. It was no mere ladder but a solid ramp leading into a brightly lit entryway. The air within the giant was markedly different from the breezy open deck of the tender. It was warmer, hushed, and filled with the faint, comforting scent of polished wood and fresh paint. Robert could sense the distant, rhythmic thrum of machinery deep below, a vibration that spoke of immense power barely contained.

      His footsteps felt strangely light as he approached the threshold, the feeling of what felt like solid ground beneath his feet now replaced by the subtle, almost imperceptible sway of the massive liner. He was no longer looking at the marvel; he was inside it.

      “Good evening, sir. Second-class, are we?” A uniformed steward approached, eyeing Robert’s papers with a polite nod.

      “Yes, sir.” Robert handed them over, watching as the young man compared the information to the passenger manifest.

      The customs officer glanced down at Robert’s paperwork, then up again. He began making some small notations on a few documents. Robert began feeling nervous. Remember, assume nothing, Robert, he silently told himself, trying to mask his anxiety.

      “Very interesting. Not many Americans are aboard this voyage, certainly not in second class. Returning home, are you? Business trip, sir?”

      Robert hesitated only slightly, offering a small nod. “In part, yes. But mostly for a personal course of study.”

      “Understood, sir. Very good then. All appears to be in order. Welcome aboard, Mr. Morganson.”

      Robert took a deep, calming breath and adjusted the strap of his satchel, feeling the familiar weight of the journal inside. A course of study, he’d said, which was true enough. Not all lessons came from a classroom. He had long decided not to disclose too much of his real reason for traveling. He was better now. That was what mattered.

      The steward returned the documents and handed him a folded map. “We are presently on E Deck. Your cabin is situated above us on D Deck just down the corridor from the Second-Class Dining Saloon. I’ve marked it here for you. If you would be so kind as to use this staircase directly behind me, you’ll find your way with ease. Should you be seeking a quiet spot for reading and writing, there’s a rather agreeable small library just above the saloon, on C Deck, also known as the Shelter Deck. And if you partake in a pipe or cigar, the Second-Class Smoke Room is located further up, on B Deck.”

      A library? That was a welcome surprise. “Thank you, young man. I’ll be sure to visit the library more than once and browse the fine books,” Robert said with a smile, tucking the map into his coat before offering a handshake. “But please, call me Robert.”

      The ship was a genuine titan indeed. Made real in millions of iron rivets and thick steel plates. The moment he crossed the threshold; a wave of warmth enveloped him. Solid. Unshakable. A marvel of modern construction. He’d spent many nights in anonymous hotels or cramped ship cabins during his travels. One night, he’d even slept under a bridge in the rain. But this felt deliberately personal. As if someone had cared enough to craft not just a ship, but a memory.

      A quiet tremor vibrated through the enormous frame, a living pulse beneath his worn leather shoes. It was the collective heartbeat of thousands of souls, a testament to human ingenuity, to mankind's enduring belief in its own mastery over nature. He felt a part of something monumental, unaware that this very monument was all too soon destined to become a legend of a very different kind.

      Robert had stepped aboard a ship. But perhaps, without knowing it, he had also stepped into a story already written. And the world, though no one knew it yet, was about to change.
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