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			Dedicated to those who by their deeds and acts,
followed in the footsteps of Him who suffered on the Cross,
and who now sleep in unmarked graves of the sea.

			 

			“Greater love hath no man, than this,
that a man lay down his life for his friend.”
— St. John 15:13.
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			Foreword

			Julie Hedgepeth Williams

			 

			Mrs. A. F. Caldwell, the author of this booklet, was Sylvia Harbaugh Caldwell. She was the first wife of my great-uncle, Albert Francis Caldwell. When Albert died in 1977, his personal effects passed to my family, and I discovered among them a copy of Sylvia’s booklet. The extremely rare booklet—only a few copies seem to exist, and it is not even available on rare book sites—was a godsend in letting me hear Sylvia’s voice while I was researching my own book (A Rare Titanic Family: The Caldwells’ Story of Survival, NewSouth Books, 2012). Much of Sylvia’s description of Titanic Lifeboat 13 and the Carpathia’s rescue of survivors that I used in my book comes from her booklet. For the enjoyment of modern readers and for use by other researchers, I am pleased that I was able to work with my publisher to put Sylvia’s brief booklet back into print in this ebook edition.

		

		
		

	


	
		
			Unmarked Sepulchres

			 

			Oh, what a burial was here! Not as when one is bourne from his home among weeping throngs and gently carried to the green fields, and laid peacefully beneath the turf and flowers. No priest stood to perform a burial service. It was an ocean grave. The mists alone shrouded the burial place. No spade prepared the grave, no Sexton filled up the hallowed earth. Down, down they sank, and the quick returning waters smoothed out every ripple and left the sea as though it had not been!

			— Beecher.

		

		
		

	


	
		
			Women of the Titanic Disaster

			 

			I have been sitting in the dusk, rocking to sleep the precious young life that was spared to me from the last great disaster and my heart goes out to the heart broken mothers whose babes have been snatched from their arms. Babes? Yes and husbands, breadwinners for the little ones. It brings tears to eyes of you, who can comprehend in a tiny degree the sorrow and suffering of the broken circles. How much more are our hearts weighed down, who witnessed the direful scene.

			I am not a writer, far from it. But I thought it was due the world of women to set forth some of the incidents of the fortitude and bravery of their sisters.

			There was no screaming, hysteria or violent sobbing. Here and there were little groups chatting, little knowing that at that moment the great vessel was gradually sinking.

			When the women were ordered to enter the lifeboats, they quietly did as they were bid. I speak of English-speaking women, eliminating all the foreign element. Some stayed back to leave with their husbands or to die with them, if need be.

			The huge, almost defying work of man had dived to it’s grave. There was no sound but the dip of the oars in the water. When suddenly there arose upon the stillness, the weirdest, most appalling, heart rending noise that ever mortal might hear—the cry of hundreds of human souls for help. Pity them them could not be saved; aye and pity those who heard them and could not save them. Some man said the cries were people singing; but who could be deceived? Another said, “Start a song.” A poor woman in a weak and trembling voice sang thru, one verse of a hymn. Was that bravery? Yes. In her effort to comfort and keep from our ears those pitiful cries, she overed her mite of cheer.

			Can you picture the scene? In the middle of the Atlantic ocean, in the darkness of the night, out in that mighty deep, in a boat that a wave could crush: one woman’s voice going up in song while the poor quavering voice was almost drowned by the voice of the perishing. In another boat sat a mother with her eight year old daughter by her side. There was a great deal of confusion and jumping into the life boats by the men who were steerage passengers. This greatly endangered the lives of the women and children, already in the boats. “Stop it or I’ll fire,” shouted the officer. His threat was of no avail. The officer shot and the dear little child walked up, touched his sleeve and said, “Oh mister officer please don’t shoot again.” And he didn’t. She in her simple plea, probably saved a life. The officer told me later that he would never forget that little plea.

			The same little girl, her name is Margorie, leaned over to her mother and said, “Mother, do you think daddy is alright? Do you think he is safe in a boat?” And the mother answered, “I don’t know, darling, but I hope so.” “Mother,” said Margorie, “Do you think that I if would pray to Jesus, it would help daddy?” And the trembling lips of the mother said, “Yes dear, I am sure it would.” She put up her dear little hands and asked God to save her daddy. Her prayer was not answered, on earth. but I feel sure that she will find her father saved in that bright Beyond. A great many of my incidents center around this mother and her child, for I learned to know and love them well.

			Never was dawn more welcome and as we neared the rescuing ship, our stoker oarsmen broke into song, “Pull for the shore sailors, pull for the shore.” Tears rolled down the faces of men and women. alike, tears of joy mingled with tears of sorrow.

			A tired crew waited to help us up the side of the ship. They had been up all night waiting for us and their watch was rewarded. The sea was beginning to get rough and our boat seemed longing to leave the side of the ship. Helpless infants, mine among them, were pulled up in a sack, but women were as brave as men as they mounted the rope ladders, the mighty ocean lapping ominously beneath them. I, chilled to the bone, my teeth chattering as I tried to talk, turned to the two men who had helped me into the ship and said, “Oh thank you.” “Don’t stop for that, we are only too happy to be here to do it,” was the answer and with that I was carried to the dinning room and given brandy and hot coffee.

			The dining room. Yes that brings back a sorry sight. Sitting all around the table, were women, wild eyed and haggard silently weeping. Most of them were clad in their night apparel, hair steaming down their backs. A life boat would come up and the eager, half frozen wives and mothers stood and scanned the faces of those entering; another boat and those poor, wild eyes, never tireing, searched in vain. One foreign woman was crying, “Baby, baby, baby.” Aside from that, there was no noise, save the silent sobbing which was a Godsend to many.

			Few women had any money and the few who did had but little. Nevertheless, I saw women who had but five dollars themselves, all they owned in the world, going around and buying for those who had not a cent.

			We had been up all night in the life boats and the next night women with their babies went to bed on the floor, with a blanket for a mattress. Here many of us slept for three nights and in the mornings were compelled, because of breakfast, to arise at five thirty. Always I saw the tired, heavy hearted rise, most of them with a smile.

			The mother of little Margorie, as we called her, told the child, with tears in her eyes, that daddy was in Heaven and the little girl, seeing her mother weeping, said. “Never mind mother dear I am sure he will be waiting for us in New York.” This dear child watched her mother and when she saw tears trickling down her face, she would say, “Let me tell you a story, mother. What shall it be. about the robins or the bears?” And then she would tell the poor, brave, suffering mother, a story the daddy had taught her.
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			Mrs. A. F. Caldwell

			 

			Just a word about this broken family. They were comfortably settled in England. The mother was not strong and the husband decided that they would come to America and live among the mountains, where they had a friend. They sold their home and all and were coming to this country to make them a new home. They sat at our table in the dining room of the Titanic and here I knew them, a family unbroken. The husband is gone, the money saved thru ten years of married life is gone and the widow with her fatherless child arrived in New York, penniless and in a strange country. “I will go out West and work for my child,” she said. “I think that that is what my husband would want me to do. If I go back to England, my relatives would take us but if I have my child to work for, then I have something to live for.”

			I call that heroism. Yes, greater than that of the wife dying with her husband. She saved herself and was willing to live and suffer for the sake of her child. How much easier it would have been to have died in his arms. She said, “I cannot think of life without him but if he could speak, I know he would be pleased to know I stayed with Margorie.” I was proud to welcome such a heroine to my country. This bereaved woman would go about comforting others and often come back saying, “How much I have to be thankful for. I feel it when I see so many. worse of than I.” In her great trouble, she still could think of others. Her attitude was Christ-like.

			Women passengers on the Carpathia, gave away all the clothing they could spare and more too. One young lady tore up her flannelette night dresses to provide for the needs of the babies. She would give soap here, hair pins there and find the mother with the suckling child and to her she would give fruit and milk. The hearts of humanity were opened. God was working in a mysterious way.
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			Alden Caldwell

			Eleven Months

			 

			A few hours after we were taken on the Carpathia, I was sitting, holding my child, when one of the Titanic stewards came up, picked up my baby and held him close. He did not say a word but the tears came to his eyes. He put my babe in his arms, sat down by my side and said. “I have a son at home, just the age of this little fellow and I never saw two babies more alike.” What a comfort a clear cuddling babe is.

			The rumor started that another ship had picked up seventy men and then hope arose in the hearts of all. Women, who had lost their husbands longed for the arrival in New York where they would, they prayed, have word awaiting them. We were given our telegrams as the ship was entering the harbor and as the names of some were called, they rushed eagerly forward, hoping, yes sure, that it was a message from their lost. I can see a woman now, as her name was called, press her hands together and raise her hands to heaven and say, “My God” in a tone as tho already she was giving thanks that her husband lead been saved. It was but another disappointment.

			Most of the women were coming to America for the first time. Huddled together in the corners on the floor and on the dining room chairs. I could hear a great deal of their conversation. One afternoon (I think I was never so proud that I was an American as then) one said, “I have nothing in the world and I have no place to go since my husband is lost. But I am not afraid. I have always heard that the Americans were the kindest people in the world.” This remark made me sit up a few inches straighter. Another lady said to me, “Now I am not saying this because you are an American; but some how I feel as if I were going to friends. I have never been to America but I would rather it was America I was going to, in this condition than any other country in the world.” One lady said to another who was wondering what would become of her, “Never mind, I never saw an American who didn’t have a big heart. I am sure they will take good care of us.” And the one who said this had never before crossed the Atlantic.

			These are a few of many similar remarks I heard. Why should I not be proud of my country. And before I draw this to a close, I wish to say that I was not disappointed in my countrymen. The best of everything was provided for us. We were all clad in new and pretty clothing. My baby who only had a nightie and a coat made out of a steamer rug, was given a complete out-fit. In hotels, on trains and every where donations were made. I am sure no survivor now, is penniless.

			An amusing but pitiful incident occurred when the officers came on the steamer when we first arrived in New York. We all had tried to fix up as best we could. I had the little coat, made of the steamer rug on my baby and a dirty blanket over his head. Poor darling, he looked like a little Italian immigrant. I had a few things tied up in a colored shawl and with this in my hand, I looked as tho I might well be the mother of an Italian baby. Two steamship inspectors came into the second cabin dining room, looked around, scowled and said. “Is this steerage?” I laughed as best I could, it was so hard to laugh, and said, “I don’t blame you for asking that.”

			You will be interested to know that I read in a paper that Margorie and her mother were offered a home in California. I am sure all their wants were supplied and comfort and sympathy for the aching heart was not lacking in the Americans of New York, even tho strangers.

			I have never seen such self-possessed women. I have never seen such unselfishness among women. I have never seen such bravery among women.

			You, oh sorrowing women of the disaster, have caused the name of women to be raised to a higher pedestal.

			You, oh ministering women, who have so bountifully and tenderly cared for the suffering, I say may God in His richest fullness bless you.

			(Written by Mrs. Albert F. Caldwell who was rescued, with her husband and baby boy, from the Titanic.)
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            Hymn for Survivors of the Titanic

			By Hall Caine

			 

			To the tune of “God, Our Help in Ages Past.”

			 

			Lord of the everlasting hills,
God of the boundless sea,

			Help us through all the shocks of fate
To keep our trust in Thee.

			 

			When nature’s unrelenting arm
Sweep us like withes away,

			Maker of man, be Thou our strength
And our eternal stay.

			 

			When blind, insensate, heartless force
Puts out our passing breath,

			Make us to see Thy guiding light,
In darkness and in death.

			 

			Beneath the roll of soundless waves
Our best and bravest lie;

			Give us to feel their spirits live
Immortal in the sky.

			 

			We are Thy children, frail and small,
Formed of the lowly sod,

			Comfort our bruised and bleeding souls,
Father and Lord and God.

		

		
		

	


	
		
			“Nearer, My God, to Thee.”

             

			As the Titanic was sinking the orchestra was playing this Hymn:

			 

			Nearer, my God, to Thee,
Nearer to Thee!

			E’en though it be a cross
That raiseth me:

			Still all my song shall be

			Nearer, my God, to Thee,
Nearer to Thee!

			 

			Though like the wanderer,
The sun gone down.

			Darkness be over me,
My rest a stone;

			Yet in my dreams I’d be

			Nearer, my God, to Thee,
Nearer to Thee!

			 

			There let the way appear
Steps unto heaven;

			All that thou sendest me
In mercy given;

			Angels to beckon me,

			Nearer, my God, to Thee,
Nearer to Thee!

			 

			Then with my waking thoughts,
Bright with thy praise,

			Out of my stony griefs
Bethel I’ll raise;

			So by my woes to be

			Nearer, my God, to Thee,
Nearer to Thee!

			 

			Or if on joyful wing
Cleaving the sky

			Sun, moon and stars forgot,
Upward I fly;

			Still all my song shall be

			Nearer, my God, to Thee,
Nearer to Thee!
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