
AN ACCOUNT OF A DISASTER IN WALTER LORDS A NIGHT TO

REMEMBER

A Night to Remember is a non-fiction book by Walter Lord that depicts the sinking of the RMS Titanic on 15 April The
book was hugely successful, and is still considered a definitive resource about the Titanic. Lord interviewed 63 survivors
of the disaster as well as drawing on books, Walker highlighted the way that Lord had avoided telling the story through.

As it slid by, they watched chunks of ice breaking off and tumbling into the water. All the firemen had to do
was keep the furnaces full. The same thing happened to James B. As builder, he of course knew every detail
about the Titanic. She seemed to be moving forward too. This contained the cheapest passenger
accommodationâ€”lowest in the ship and closest to the bow. Being a new ship on her maiden voyage,
everything was clean. Up on the bridge, Captain Smith tried to piece the picture together. They had fought
together undefeated in the recent war, and one was in the process of handing over the mantle of world power
with a generally liberal reputation to the other. As the newcomer rapidly overhauled the motionless
Californian, a blaze of deck lights showed she was a large passenger liner. Mingling together, they made a
curious picture. Such ideals were attractive for a post-war society that celebrated the role of the nuclear family
and the traditional roles of the male breadwinner and female homemaker. Then he realized it was an iceberg,
towering perhaps a hundred feet above the water. His style is serious, moving and, above all, readable. I
wonder if his subsequent title, The Coward of the Titanic, which cast such a shadow over the remainder of his
life, was quite merited. The two levels were connected by a wide iron companionway, which continued up to F
deck and the rest of the ship. But soon it became clear that the discovery actually added to the mystique. There
was an air of cheerful confidence by the time word spread that the men on the twelve-to-four watch were
dragging their beds to the recreation deck because their rooms were flooded. It was strikingly evident in the
matter of cigars. The clerks now abandoned the mail room altogether, retreating further up the companionway
to F deck. The sea still spouted through a two-foot gash near the closed door, but assistant engineers Harvey
and Wilson had a pump going, and it was keeping ahead of the water. The last diner had long since departed,
and now the big white Jacobean room was empty except for this single group. John Jacob Astor seemed
equally unperturbed. To nautical enthusiasts it is the ultimate shipwreck. Harris sat in their cabin playing
double canfield. Suddenly the mattress was still. The men on the eight-to-twelve watch paused in their work,
thought this was a huge joke, and had a good laugh. Marguerite Frolicher, a young Swiss girl accompanying
her father on a business trip, woke up with a start. Did Captain Smith really step off the plunging bow and
swim off into the night?


