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ECENT Adventures of
the Nourmahal Bring to
Mind Tragedies of the Sea in
Which Brave Craft Fared Forth
Laden with Human Freight and
Then Vanished from the Face
of the Trackless Deep +a o

BY PAUL EVE STEVENSON, “**
(Cepyright, 1909, by the New York Herald Co. “All Rights Reserved.)
F all the mysteries that hover about men’s
doings berhups»\ none is more intensely felt
than that of the missing ship. - She leaves port
some sunny morning, well found and handled,
and. is seen no ‘more. She’ perishes in 'the
dark and leaves— : , g
No black plume as a token
of her passing. She “dies an unknown death; she 18
buried without funeral expenses, 'and she has the
* grandest sepuichre in the.y\’rofld; \;ntathouaable and m-
corruptible. But the manner of. her énﬁ;ls ‘the secret
of the sea, . 3 ¢ p
“Posted at Lloyds as missing.” -P:olinbly no other '
phrase has carried with it the weight of woe conveyed
in these !:ew words, for every hope"hns' been, aban-

doned then. The great mnrln\a qunderwriting house
of Lloyds hag paid the ins rancg on the.ship angd she
has been rubbéd “off thelr]izdok forever. Some iden
of the meaning of the pbrase.came.with the recent
adventures iof the Nourmghal,: the yacht of quonel-
John J. Astor, but happily atter a long suspense. the
word was not set down, mgd the Nourmahal -escaped
_ the fate of ‘those recorded “missing.” .

- Hundreds of persons filled with ambitiens, great and

small, and strong in’the vigor and possibilities of lite,
go away in thevessel and shout their werds of fare-
well and endearment to the crowds ashore. The
weather 1 fitie and the world. has put on its best:attire.
How handgome she looks, the big ship, as she backs
out into:thé stream, turning. slowly with a conscious-
ness; of ‘splendid power within her, as 'she heads for
the vast solitudes that lie before her!
_ No thought of disaster enters the mind as she dé-
parts, though the tenderhearted shed a few tears as
the’ great hull glides smgothly off.; It Is a holiday
¢rowd, just entering upon the “first step (_)f its Buro-
pean excursion, and the air:is.filled with laughter and
futtering ‘handkerchiefs, and'yveloss:call a the
ever wﬁdenlw lane of ‘watef" %iiat:&apéta‘te 4]
trom the whdrf. Bwiftly she gatbers way as she goes,
and no% she 18 atrogs the bar and feels the first breath-
Inglift: of the sea—the rise and fall of the mighty
breénst on which she rests. “Then she fades into a
glimmer on the sea line before she blends with the
mists of the horizon.

A fortnight passes. without news of ber. Another
week and friends grow anxious. They gather in the
agent’s office for news, There is a portentous absence
of it. Men think, but do not talk. Rumors, perhaps,
give encolirigement as some clew is followed, lifting
believers up on the Himalaya of hope, only to cast
them into the chains of despair next day, when the
phantom, dissolves and leaves ‘theln stranded . with
their broken trust. N

Then beging the gambling on the ship, and we hear
that fifty per cent reinsurance is offered. Swiftly the
sum increases till ninety-five per cent is reached.
There is a long pause, to give the ship her last fighting
chance, while crowds fill the steamship offices. Then
the axe falls and the dreaded bulletin is read, “The
Queen of the Seas has been posted at Lloyds as
missing.”
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What has happened to her? . Ice, fire, .collision,

storm? Almost anything is possible, but of one thing
there can be no doubt—the Sea has shouted his com-:
mand; and notie may disobey. - Far away-in the dull,'
waste spaces, under a wintry sky, the North Atlantic |
has called with' ringing voice and claimed another:
bride. That is all, for no one comes ashove and we'
will never know how long she struggled in the clasp-
.ing arms. For the gray, ancient Sea Hes dumb and
brims with ‘mystety and brooding thoughts as he
draws the dark cowl of night across his face, and even
the rising sun.can wring no secret frgm him.-

And so we ponder on the fate of this great vessel,
forever hidden from us, smitten by the sea. She went
away; we watched her vanish on the distant skyline;
we waited and weé wept. But the sea is filled with
riddles, and ohe more or less will be of little moment
to him, for he alone can solve them. Perhaps 'twas
fire and ice—arch enemies till mrnessed by the sea—
that bid upon her; perhaps some lonely. dereiict op-
posed her in the night, and both went, locked, to death.
Ifor ourselves, we only know tht the august ship is
gone with all her people. sy

A L - L] - * L]

~incé oceah steam shipping began few vessels in the
North Atlantie trade created in the human breast more
lingering hope than the famous old President ere she
wits writtetf off the books at Lloyds. She was a gen-
eral favorite with the travelling public, many ‘amous
men and women electing to travel in her rather than
{n auy otheér ship between Sandy Hook and the Chan-
nel, Tyrone Power, the distinguished actor, always
c¢hése her as the vehicle of his peregrinations, und the
only sentence or word or clew or any sort that came
from the fated President was written by his hand.
For Tyrone Power was among her passengers when
ghe left New York for Liverpool in March, 1841, and
townrd the end of May, or two months later, when all
hope had ‘been surrendered, a bottle was picked up at
sen contalning a fragment of paper on which was re-
corded “theé simple fact that the President was sink-
ing, the slgnature at the bottom being that of the cele-

~ brited player Tyrone Power.

When disaster overtakes vessels in the Atlantic it 1s
generally the case that they are westward bound at
the thne bhecause the westerly gales ave the wildest
find the most difticult to weather out. But the Presi-
dont faded it of hnman sight bowid to the eastward.
Pliete were 390 parsons on board ail told: when she
piissed out by Sandy Hook that afternoon, and she
was due in Liverpool in twelve or fourteen days, ac-
cording ‘to the ‘weather. And a good deal still “de-

hds on the weather” in the western ocean. in spite

40,000 totis displacement and 723000 horse power,
utid twenty knots often dwindle to ten when the surly
old felfow gdts his back up. . ’

A fortnjghit pnssed without any tidings from: the
President, No one wondered, though, for it had been
a tereific winter fii the North Atlantic and commeres
had been: held up by the elements almost for months.
As fhe spring approached MTNI t quantities of ice

teported iu the trade routes, and it was

ought thitt the President twas ved hecause of 1t

As the days passed. though. without hews telngrams
'~ and {tems {n tlie presgeautionsly and briefly ealled at-
tetition to tact tl tth’i‘e lp:;« ——for 8 qvn,
8, 4ot} of, ghayhound T thio off dyu—wils ow

W it M,
g A

&N LA T )

@ ship

{

HAT PA

overdue, and by the end of the month similar state-
ments were issued about another crack steamship, the
Britannia, which had then:been at sea an unusually
long time—in fact, for a l,onger,perlod than aay other
royal mail steamer ever had been before, and some
comfort was afforded by the thought that both vessels
.had been detained by the same. heavy: weather and
that they were fighting it out\in conipany. And it is
indeed a comforting thought;that a consort is standing
by & disabled sister, lending what assistance she can
amid the whistling seas and snowy gales A
On April 2 the Orpheus, which had left America two
days later than the President, arrived after a stormy
passage and her log showed that on, March 12 she
had encountered a gale of unusual férocity even for
the season and locality. 'This gale ‘of wind kindled
hope in the breasts of many, and for:some time little
doubt was entertairted that tne President—vallant

old ship—was making a heroie fight of it out there .

under a shricking sky and was steering for the
Channel with disabled engines. Then the Britannia
came romping home, with happy faces waiting on the
wharf to welcomse her, for apprehension had mounted
high concerning ber, and! they cheered her, delivered
from the plunging sea,

®And then still other ships came in that had de-
parted long after the President, and faces paled and
men looked at each otheriwithout speaking. 'T'he sub-
ject was avoided or wasidiscussed in monotones un-
der the breath on the quiys and the exchanges. An

idle story went the rounds that the President had been -
seen steering for Fayal under canvas, logging only,

three knots—a myth that died a-boruing. 'Dhe; next

day the newspapers contained full lists, of the pnssan-.'
gers’ names on board, and thege were read like the'jn-, |

scriptions on a tombstone. . w5 ok
__Thus twenty-six days p s 'Omi nments

were made relative to. the. boat’s construction, and
there were those who cdnld recall many faults und
[ of real, :Friends were
Wt to make thelr minds up
hat' in the two dayy storm

lesions in her hull, fancie
warned to hope no, lonFer.-
to the melancholy: belief !

nedr the Devil's Blow Hole, In 45 North, 45 Wst.

family of‘one of the phssengers,
dent had sustained serio t“dé

Jjoy, -which the following
demonstration. when the. |

ish  pnckets reported 2

side al
claim the Pre t's.

Friends
must be their ship
storms. Bxcitotnent rose above rostraint and Liver

pool went almost mad sith joy, Muatual congratila-
hung on th? swoke

and haze that brooded over:the river and the offing
aml people saw that
rosldent’s the public

tions filled the ale and evewy one

and when 4 ay
the hull b ; i;

dwe, though, and yer
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PERHAPS SOME LONELY DERELICT OPPOSED HER IN THE NIGHT,

But she was a fine, Olyde-built vessel, the City of
Glasgow, ‘and ‘her commander, James Morrison, v
an experienced and able seaman, well versed in the
temperamental vagaries of tte Atlaatic; and you have
to try to overcome them as best you may by fawiliar-

, izing yourself with his bad humors.
wiis generally thought that no better shipmaster
ever conngd his vessel zcross the western ocean in
those days\than. Captain Morrison, and undoubtedly
every precaution as to the proximity of ice and dere-
licts was taken by this prudent man, though the oldest
of all sallor phrases tells us that “any old thing can
happen at any, time at sea.”

80 no anxloety was shown over the City of Glasgow
when a few days more than the usual limit had passed
by and she was not reported. Some years, though, the
ice breaks up very early in Baffin Bay and the giant
bergs float down the current and stop many a tight
ship in their path.

An errant princess of the North,
A virgin, showy white,

Sails adown the summer seas
To realms of burning light.

But eailormen do uot regard these gleaming wan-
derers as rosily as poets do, and when the City of Man-
chester reached Liverpool, having left Philadelphia
about the same time that the City of Glasgow left the
latter port, and reported that
foundlarid were breaking up.
and made no comment.

. wag a good thing in itself was
true  that! It’ mea
Neavs ino which
days might mee

All the arriving transat

This letter was addressed to

repairing at Bermuda.
saptain Roberts, the President's

the brother-ln-law of <
commander, and the clly was greatly agitated. Men
met ench other with the happy greeting, “Well, have
President is safe after all? In
Another mistike?
And it was several days before the people -
loarued that once more they had
the malice of the devil,

Asg late as the mitddle of May there, were still those
to be found who belleved ‘n the President’s safety, add
a leaf: from thb loghook of n Portuguese vessel was
stating that she' had passed a large dis
hen caine the final announcement of
thie bottle message from Tyrone. Power, which in it8elf
possibly iy have beei a metry jest, and after that
from the North At-

you heaid that the old
Bermuda, you khow.

reported by the Orpheus the Prosideht had foundercd
But on April 13 a letter reached London which pro- been cheated, with
duced .an @leéctrical effect. 1t was addressed to the .
stating that the Presi-
mage to her steering
gear and engines and had been sighted over townrd
Madeira, The news was Bifled with demonstralive
ay. turned Into a public

latge black steamer waltlag outslde for high water.
Messe;:gers darted about, ¢rowds flocked to the river:
the fiag of. th:n (onsignee was holsted to ac-|

rval. -

No further tidin
lantic, whicli had clapped its
steaunship and swallowed her at a single gulp.

Thirteen, years later the, City of @l
steamship, left the versey for P
1 the year being 1834,  She alséiwas a lirgs vessel,
ere were on hoard 111
e Bteerage and 76 in the
persons, or exact-
ho 1c%t New York
ell knowh a vessel,

pertalnt now, tiat 'IMM

v ho ’

ame in from the heating ac elphln’ on March
and every berth w
tirst cliuss passenge!
crew, foofing up

the ice fields off New-
men ghook their heads
That the Lreak-up of the fields
true, but it was equall
ing of the ocean Wit
vessels, however powerful, in those
t in morta, «rife.

lantic stenmers testified. that

grief was de ha ref!om Joy: Tﬂo'snlnw
day it wis ' a @t the letter mentionitg ¢
Mn’delrli?na"' Tiug bl Brorous ad brutal honx, e horizon does not

bty lien on Apriliia .
detter Poavite the s

“had fefr the Prisidont
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there was more ice in the Atlantic than they had ever
known. Cold comfort indeed! The captain of tha

Westmoreland, which Lad preceded the Glasgow by
only a few days, mentioned that he lay imbedded in
the floes for five days and nights, and tegtitted that
his ex ry ice mass extended in oue direction

Umost compact and sown with bergs of

size rising from two to three hundred feet
above the sea. 5
Whether the City of Glasgow died by the frigid

band of one of these ocean ramblers les In mystery
as misty as those chilly seas through which she sought
to force her way. \Was she nipped between two bergs

that cracked her like a nut? Did she blindly charge
some ey fortpess in the dark? And did her pédple die
of slow starvation camped on the windy ice plaing
with the fog banks for a blanket?

In the early part of the last fifties there v'as no

more popular steamship line out of New York to Liv-
erpool than the Collins.  The vessels of this. great
company were the successful vivals for a long while
of the Cunard ships, and, tlying the Americon tlag and
maintaining a high standard of etliciency in every
detail, they obtained and held the cream of 'the

American passenger trade.  One of the best ships ot
the line, the Pacifie, was particularly favored, and
when she left Liverpool toward the close of January,
1856, she carried her usunl complement of first class
passengers, there being all told 18 persons an board.
She was sighted in St George's Chaunel a few pours
tater and then dipped below the horizon for good-—-an-
other sacrifice on the tempestuous altar of the N?ﬂh
Atlantic. Unlike the other heroines of the decp w !
fair names Dame Rumor ept alive for weeks; th
Pacific was never reported, and there was no mention
of her as a phantom ship, disabled, bearing u ?lﬁ&
beiit

possible ports. Her well known figure, that

been famous on the wild Atlantie, just :ndbﬂ_ nto, the
perspective of time without the IMast o i

on mischief. Somewhere in the \\'e!tenl. % ?;’l‘l’:
thing happened, and when the storm wi ¢ 4
berg had tramped by a vacant sea lald, bite Its -F!lh'

ing torso to the sun. ¢y

a‘lw City of Boston in 1870 was added to the m':-lt(;'
migsing ships, the grimmest register” i all !h.e“};o 1,
for when a stately ship has ceased to t\mﬂl:‘w 4 \;n:‘
a hundred tragedies in one combine to shacl ‘Nnmm n !
A touching cireumnstance connected’ with the City. of
Boston throws out in clear relfef the un‘quenuhuble
hope that burned fn on¢ whosge son did nrft retugn. She
was a widow living in Detrolt. m'vd. with a eurtons
fancy that the Lsoston papers would first contih the
npwé of her only son's returi, she subserited tof h‘\.
and read it diligently. Ior forty years nls plate; was
d at the table and her explanation alwnys

ays lad
Aallowod—1 have not heard from Jim yet, but 1 Rt
té this coming week.” . gkl “:.
- . ¥
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