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PONDEROUS YET STATELY; A GIANT FLOATING CITY and yet with her vast decks converging into a single point at the bow, 
there was a suggestion of gracefulness and speed. Her four funnels spewed out trailing black columns of 
smoke against the cloudless sky. Far off in the distance little patches of fog blurred the horizon, but the 
visibility was almost unlimited. 
 The Lookout spotted the object first and called down to the bridge. “Object in the water,” his metallic 
voice rasped through the speaker, “two miles ahead.” 
 On the bridge the Officer of the Watch and the Quartermaster peered through their binoculars. A black 
dot bobbing in the gentle swell of the ocean, but clearly visible. 
 “Damned odd,” the Officer of the Watch said, lowering his binoculars. “A lifeboat is what it is.” 
 The Quartermaster kept the binoculars to his eyes. “Appears to be . . . appears to be one survivor.” 
 The Captain of the ship entered the bridge and moved to the ship’s telephone on the wall, unhooking it 
and putting the mouthpiece close to his own mouth. “Lookout. Any signs of life?” 
 “I thought I saw a movement, sir,” the Lookout’s voice responded, “but I can’t swear to it.” 
 The Captain put the ship’s telephone back on its hook and turned toward the two men flanking the 
wheel. “Starboard, five degrees,” he said tersely to the Helmsman. 
 “Starboard, five degrees, sir.” 
 The Captain turned to the Officer of the Watch. “Three long blasts, Mr. Wilson,” he ordered. 
 The Officer of the Watch pulled a cord above him. There were three massive resounding blasts of noise. 
Then the Captain looked through his own binoculars. The black dot grew larger. 
 “Officer of the Watch,” the Captain asked, “who’s our best small-boats man?” 
 “That would be Mr. Richards, sir.” 
 The Captain lowered his binoculars. “Ask him to come to the bridge.” 
 “Mr. Richards to the bridge,” the Officer of the Watch said into the ship’s phone. 
 The Captain moved across the bridge to stand next to the Helmsman. Again he lifted the binoculars to his 
eyes. “I’ll be damned,” he said softly. “Looks to be a . . . a woman.” He chewed on the end of his moustache as 
the binoculars dropped; then he turned to the Officer of the Watch. “No reports of ships in distress in these 
waters?” It was a statement with just a shade of questioning inflection. 
 “No, sir.” 
 “And yet,” the Captain said musingly, “that’s a ship’s boat. There’s no mistaking it.” 
 A young Junior First Officer entered the bridge and saluted the Captain. 
 “Mr. Richards,” the Captain said, “I want you to take starboard sea boat. I’m going to drop and recover 
you underway. Take a Signalman with you.” 
 He turned to peer through the glass in front—the crow’s-feet lines contracting with the habit of years. 
“We’ll be making about five knots when we bring the boat abeam,” he continued. “The lifeboat is about two 
miles away.” He made rapid silent calculations inside his head. “This will give you seven minutes to waterline. 
I’ll give two short blasts, which will be the executive for unhooking the forward falls and shearing off. I’ll circle 
ship to port and pick you up in the same position. Understood?” 
 “Aye, aye, Captain,” Mr. Richards said, with a salute. 
 “Then carry on.” The Captain had already turned to the Quartermaster. “Stop engines,” he continued. 
 “Stop engines,” the Quartermaster repeated the order, but turned toward the Captain as he did so. Any 
slowing down, let alone going dead in the water, was a deadly serious business. 
 “You heard the order,” the Captain said. 
 The Quartermaster nodded, then reached forward to turn an iron handle. “Stop engines,” he repeated 
again. 
 “Starboard, two degrees,” the Captain said to the Helmsman. 
 “Starboard, two degrees,” the Helmsman repeated the order, turning the wheel slightly. 



 The Captain and the Officer of the Watch moved out to the open deck in front of the bridge. Again 
binoculars were raised. The black dot now looked about the size of a fist. 
 “Make out a name yet?” the Captain asked. 
 The Officer of the Watch shook his head. “Bit of a fog dead ahead, sir. And that lifeboat—or whatever 
she is—keeps moving in and out of her.”  
 Again the Captain chewed on the corner of his moustache. “Bloody puzzlement,” he murmured. “Ship’s 
boat when there’s no ship around. One survivor—and a woman at that. A bloody puzzlement.” Then his voice 
took on the crisp tone of command. “Check seaboard,” he continued. 
 The Officer of the Watch peered over the side railing. Halfway down the vast expanse of ship’s side, a 
boat was being lowered. “Lowering away handsomely, sir.” 
 The Captain stepped back inside the bridge. “What’s our speed through water?” he asked the 
Quartermaster. 
 “Down to seven knots, sir.” 
 The Captain turned to the Officer of the Watch, who’d followed him in. “And the range of the ship’s 
boat?” 
 “Approximately a mile and a half now, sir,” the Officer of the Watch answered. 
 “All engines slow astern,” the Captain ordered. 
 “All engines slow astern.” 
 “Check your sea boat again.” 
 The Officer of the Watch went back outside and again looked over the railing. “At waterline, sir—after 
falls unhooked,” he called out through the open door. 
 “Stand by,” the Captain said. “Two short blasts.” 
 The Quartermaster repeated the order. 
 “Speed?” 
 “Five knots, sir.” 
 The Captain felt perspiration on his face. “Stop engines,” he ordered. 
 “Stop engines,” the Quartermaster repeated. Again the voice of the Officer of the Watch came in from 
outside. “Ship’s boat almost abeam,” he announced. 
 The Captain wiped his face. “Two short blasts,” he ordered. 
 “Two short blasts,” came the Quartermaster’s voice, and once again the pulsating crescendo of noise 
blasted through the stillness of the day. 
 “Sea boat’s sheared off, sir,” the Officer of the Watch informed him. 
 The Captain nodded. “Slow ahead, Quartermaster.” Then he turned to the Helmsman. “Port, ten 
degrees.” 
 “Aye, aye, sir,” the Helmsman said, turning the wheel. 
 The Captain lifted up his binoculars, and already those gray little ghosts of doubt marched across his 
mind. The small and insignificant act of compassion, standing alone and embattled against the giant enemy 
that was war. Stop a ship that size on a clear and waveless day; God—the risk. The miserable risk. But there 
were laws of the sea that transcended the improvised callousness that passed for security in wartime—laws 
and customs that dated back to sails and oars; codes of human behavior that had to be honored. 
 The Captain shook his head as if clearing it of the extraneous little ghosts. “Have Signalman report 
condition of the survivor,” he started to say, then broke off abruptly and frowned. “Mr. Wilson,” he barked. 
 The Officer of the Watch reentered the bridge. “Sir?” 
 “On the bow of that ship’s boat—do you make out something?” 
 The Officer of the Watch squinted through the binoculars. “Very faintly, sir,” he said softly. “A name. .  . ” 
 The binoculars fell. He stood there, mouth open. “That’s quite impossible,” he said to no one in 
particular. “Quite impossible.” 
 “Impossible,” the Captain said grimly, “or the product of someone’s perverted sense of humor.” He 
looked through his binoculars. “You’ll be entering this in the log after the Dog Watch this evening, Mr. Wilson. 



I’ll initial it.” He lowered the binoculars. “Without my official corroboration, they’d have you up in front of a 
Board of Inquiry for drinking on duty.” 
 He took a deep breath and moved toward the deck entrance. “I’ll be on deck,” he announced. “I want to 
be the first person to talk to that survivor—whoever she is.” 
 He walked out on his little, muscle-knotted bandied sea legs, and his braided Captain’s hat could be seen 
disappearing as he moved down the steps to the deck below. 
 “What did you see, sir?” the Quartermaster asked the Officer of the Watch. 
 He gestured toward his binoculars. “I can’t make out anything now. She’s turned in the swell, and her 
bow’s to us.” 
 “Well. I’ll tell you, Q.M.,” the Officer of the Watch said. “That is, I’ll tell you what I think I saw—and what 
the Captain thinks he saw.” 
 The other men on the bridge stared straight ahead, but there was a sudden and absolute silence. 
 “On the bow of that ship’s boat,” the Officer of the Watch said, “it appears to read . . . it appears to read 
. . . ‘The Titanic’!”  
 They gently lifted the blanketed body of the woman over the railing onto A-deck and then placed it on a 
stretcher. 
 The small patches of fog had joined, and the sun was now blotted out. The scene looked funereal as 
passengers and crew surrounded the stretcher and stared down at it. 
 The Captain approached the group, and the sailors quickly moved aside as if in response to a silent 
command. 
 “Unconscious, sir,” Richards said to the Captain. 
 The Captain leaned down, gently pulled aside the blanket to reveal the face of the unconscious body on 
the stretcher. The face was gray, pale, and bearded. 
 The Captain looked up towards Richards. “Unconscious . . . and also a man.” 
 “But dressed as a woman, sir—” Richards said. The Captain straightened, pulled at his moustache, then 
gestured. “Take him to the Infirmary.” 
 Several sailors lifted the stretcher and started to trudge down the deck. The Captain moved as if to 
follow them. Richards touched his arm. 
 “Captain?” Richards said. “They’re pulling the lifeboat in on C-deck. I think you’d best look at it, sir. One 
blanket, that’s all I found. No rescue packets, no life jackets, no flares—” 
 “Could have been lost at sea,” the Captain said musingly. “Swept overboard—” 
 Richards shook his head. “That’s not all that’s odd, sir. Her condition—” 
 The Captain turned to him and frowned. “What about it?” 
 “She’s so barnacled, sir—all crusted up to the waterline. It’s as if she’d been afloat for—” 
 The Captain interrupted him. “For how long? Go ahead, say it: Since the Titanic hit an iceberg? And if 
that were the case, Mr. Richards—what do you suppose the condition of that man would be?” 
 Richards looked down the length of the deck as the stretcher disappeared inside. “He’d be a skeleton, 
sir,” Richards said softly. 
 The Captain nodded. “That’s a reasonable surmise,” he said, his eyes squinting. 
 Richards couldn’t read humor or sarcasm. 
 “So we come to the obvious conclusion, Mr. Richards,” the Captain continued. 
 “Which is, sir?” Richards’ voice was soft and somehow apologetic, as if the conclusions were obvious and 
were simply eluding him. 
 “Conclusions as follows, Mr. Richards,” the Captain said, and this time there was just a shade of a smile 
underneath the moustache. “The man’s been at sea for a week or two. Possibly three at the outside. But that’s 
all.” 
 “And the name on the ship’s boat?” Richards asked. 
 “I’ll tell you what, Mr. Richards,” the Captain said. “When the gentleman regains consciousness, we’ll ask 
him!” 



 
 
 The man lay in bed in the ship’s Infirmary as night shrouded the ocean outside. There was no sound save 
for the vast humming turbines of the ship’s engines; and then the quiet, hushed footsteps of the ship’s doctor, 
who entered the room, went over to the bed, and stared down at the man. After a moment the Captain 
appeared at the open doorway. The doctor moved quickly over to him, pantomiming his wish that they 
converse elsewhere. 
 They moved into the doctor’s office alongside the Infirmary room, and the doctor closed the door. 
 “Still unconscious?” the Captain asked. 
 The ship’s doctor lit a pipe. “More like a . . . a coma.” 
 “And his physical condition?” 
 The ship’s doctor sucked in on his pipe, looked down at his desk, then up into the Captain’s face. “Thin,” 
he answered. “Obviously in shock. And his right foot—” 
 “What about it?” the Captain asked. 
 The ship’s doctor looked grim and unhappy. “Frostbite,” he answered. 
 The Captain studied the ship’s doctor. “Frostbite? In the month of May? Let me ask you something, 
doctor—have you been on deck recently?” 
 The ship’s doctor nodded. “Yes, sir, I have.” 
 “Have you seen any icebergs?” the Captain asked. 
 The ship’s doctor shook his head and smiled. “No, sir. Not a single iceberg.” 
 The Captain leaned over the desk. Not a sarcastic man, he dredged up sarcasm to cover his own 
bewilderment. “You’d know an iceberg if you saw one?” he asked. 
 The ship’s doctor stifled an explosive anger, but even at that his voice came out cold. “I’d also know a 
case of frostbite, Captain—even if I stumbled across it in equatorial Africa!” 
 There was the sound of a man’s voice from the adjoining room—just the faintest of outcries. Both men 
tensed instantly; then the Captain followed the ship’s doctor toward the connecting door and on into the 
Infirmary.  
 The man in the bed was sitting up, his eyes open and staring. Very slowly he turned to look at the two 
men who’d just entered the room. 
 “Feeling better?” the ship’s doctor asked. 
 The man just stared at him, not responding. 
 “I think we’d best have a chat, you and I,” the Captain said, with a brief look toward the ship’s doctor, 
who nodded, turned, and left the room. 
 The Captain pulled up a chair alongside of the bed. He tried to keep his voice neutral. “Now, let’s have it 
from the beginning,” he said. “At approximately fourteen:thirty we found you in a ship’s boat. On it was 
written ‘The Titanic,’ and in it—there was you and there was one blanket. Now, what I’d like to know is— 
 
 
 The ship’s bell rang nine times. Inside his office the ship’s doctor checked desultorily the various 
patients’ charts. His mind wasn’t on it. At intervals he would lift up his head to listen to the muffled voices 
from the room alongside. 
 In that room the Captain had just left his chair. There was nothing neutral in his voice by that time. He 
felt nothing but frustration and helpless bewilderment. The survivor, after an hour and a half, still made no 
sense whatsoever. 
 “Surely you can’t have been the sole survivor,” the Captain said, obviously persisting along a familiar line. 
“After your boat was lowered, what about the crew, the other passengers?” 
 The survivor’s eyes looked overly big, set deep in the emaciated face. “I . . . I don’t remember,” he 
whispered. “All I remember is just drifting. Waking up in the boat . . . and just drifting.” 
 There was a tap on the door. The ship’s doctor entered, looking at his watch. 



 The Captain made a gesture as if to say he was almost finished. 
 “And the name of your ship?” the Captain asked for perhaps the dozenth time. 
 “The Titanic,” the survivor said. 
 The Captain pursed his lips, held his breath and then blew it out. “The Titanic, you say.” 
 “Yes, sir. The Titanic.” 
 The Captain looked toward the ship’s doctor with a shrug, then over his shoulder toward the survivor. 
“And your name? Tell the ship’s doctor your name.” 
 The survivor looked around toward the ship’s doctor. He closed his eyes tightly as if deep in thought. 
 The Captain’s voice was much louder now. “The gentleman doesn’t remember his name,” he half-
shouted. “The gentleman doesn’t remember very damned much.” 
 The ship’s doctor made a little pantomiming gesture as if pleading for restraint. 
 The Captain shook his head and turned away, pacing restively. 
 “What do you recall?” the ship’s doctor asked. as he approached the bed, his voice soft. 
 The survivor opened his eyes. “We fouled an iceberg. It was a point on the starboard side. Then there 
was this . . . shuddering noise—scraping—somewhere under the starboard bow.” He shook his head. “That’s 
all I remember,” he added helplessly. 
 The ship’s doctor turned from the patient toward the Captain, who had halted his pacing. 
 The Captain looked disgusted. He retraced his steps over to the bed, this time scaling down his voice, 
though the impatience and distaste showed through. “You were dressed in women’s clothing,” he said. “Can 
you explain that?” 
 Silence. 
 “Can you?” 
 Still silence. 
 “You have no idea?” The Captain’s voice was now that of a British officer in a Court of Inquiry. It just 
happened to take place in the ship’s Infirmary. “Perhaps,” he said, after a pause, “perhaps you won’t mind if I 
take a stab at an explanation.” 
 The man on the bed kept his eyes averted. 
 “Perhaps you put that dress on,” the Captain said, “to gain access to a lifeboat. Could that be it?” 
 The survivor whispered. “I don’t know.” 
 The Captain moved closer to the bed. “You don’t know? Is that what you said? I think you do.” 
 The survivor’s face seemed to shrivel, and he cringed, as though half-expecting a physical blow. 
 The ship’s doctor put a restraining hand on the Captain’s arm and again warned him with a look. 
 The Captain nodded, jammed his hands into his pockets, looked up toward the ceiling, then back down 
to the survivor on the bed. “We’ll talk again later,” he said. “Perhaps when you’ve rested, some of the answers 
that presently prove so elusive will manage to wriggle their way to the surface.”  
 He turned on his heel and walked out of the room. The ship’s doctor looked from one to the other and 
was about to follow the Captain when the survivor painfully inched his way back to a partial sitting position. 
“Doctor,” he called out hoarsely. 
 The ship’s doctor turned to him. 
 “What year is it?” 
 The ship’s doctor frowned. “What year do you think it is?” 
 The survivor lowered his head back down on the pillow. “It’s 1912. Isn’t it? Isn’t it 1912?” 
 The ship’s doctor’s voice was very soft. “Try to get some more sleep,” he said. “There’ll be someone in 
attendance at all times.” 
 He moved out into the passageway, closing the door behind him. The Captain was standing there. The 
ship’s doctor tried to smile. “I should very much like to know what this is all about, Captain.” 
 The Captain looked toward the closed door. “And so should I. Obviously it’s some kind of hoax. And 
obviously it’s an outrageous one. And there’s no doubt in my mind that he’s been carefully coached.” 
 “Coached?” the ship’s doctor asked. 



 The Captain nodded. “And in spite of that—he supplied us a few pieces to the puzzle.” 
 The ship’s doctor looked bewildered. “Like what?” he asked. 
 “‘Fouled the iceberg,’ That’s what he said.” The Captain pointed to the closed door. “‘Iceberg, a point on 
the starboard bow.’ Doctor, that’s a sailor talking. But in whose service?” 
 Slowly, his shoulders hunched, the Captain started toward the stairway. The ship’s doctor followed him. 
At the foot of the stairs the Captain stopped and looked straight ahead, deep in thought. 
 The ship’s doctor’s voice was tentative. “I don’t think I understand,” he began. 
 The Captain turned to him, his voice grim. “I’m wondering if it’s possible your patient was put adrift for a 
very specific purpose.” 
 “Purpose? You’ve lost me, Captain.” 
 The Captain put one foot on the first rung of stairs. “To slow us down, man. To make us alter course. I 
know that sounds altogether incredible, doctor . . . but you know, there is a war on.” 
 He looked down the length of the passageway toward the Infirmary door, then turned and started a slow 
walk up the stairs, leaving the ship’s doctor staring up at him. 
 On the bulkhead wall a life preserver made a small sideward movement in a sudden swell. On it was 
stencilled, “The Lusitania.” 
 
 
 An infirmary attendant came out of the patient’s room into the passageway just as the ship’s doctor 
came down the stairs. The ship’s bell rang eleven times. The attendant balanced a tray with two plates of 
untouched food. The ship’s doctor noted it briefly. “Not eating?” he asked. 
 The attendant shook his head. “Not a morsel, sir—which is odd, if you’ll forgive me. Poor bloke’s thin as 
a drainpipe. Hasn’t got a pound of flesh on his bones. Looks to be proper starving is what he looks.” He looked 
down at the tray. “Still—I couldn’t get a cracker into him.” 
 The ship’s doctor moved past him to the Infirmary door, opened it, and entered. A small orange night 
light sent darting shadows around the room. The ship’s doctor approached the bed and leaned over. 
 The survivor was awake, his eyes wide open. 
 “No appetite, I’m told,” the ship’s doctor said. 
 The survivor stared straight up at the ceiling. “What time is it?” 
 “Shortly after eight.” 
 The survivor’s voice sounded hollow, strangely like some kind of sepulchral confession. “Dog Watch just 
ended,” he said. 
 Again the ship’s doctor tried to read something in the skin-tight, unrevealing face. Despite himself, he 
felt an unbidden thrill. What if the man were a spy? What if he knew something that no one else knew? What 
if he asked the time because he knew that at a certain hour— 
 The ship’s doctor unconsciously shook his head. Paranoia, he thought. But God, in a ship at sea during 
wartime, you could conjure up any kind of jeopardy. He forced an evenness to his tone. “Were you a member 
of the Titanic’s crew?” he asked. 
 “Stoker.” 
 The ship’s doctor smiled, or at least tried to smile. “Well,” he said in a bedside tone, “if you want to ship 
out again when we reach London, I’d recommend taking some nourishment.” 
 The man on the bed turned to study him. The oversized eyes in the undersized face seemed to glow 
fanatically in the night light. “This ship’s the Lusitania,” he said softly, as if trying to authenticate that which he 
already knew.  
 “That’s right,” the ship’s doctor answered. 
 The survivor lifted a thin, veined hand to his beardstubbled chin. “It’s 1915,” he said. 
 The ship’s doctor nodded. 
 “I’ve been in that lifeboat for three years.” 
 It was chilling just to hear him say it—chilling. To voice the impossible as if it were a matter of record. 



 “Well, now,” the ship’s doctor said, his voice nervous. “Well, now—we both know you couldn’t have 
been in a lifeboat for three years.” 
 The room, the ship’s doctor noted, in another portion of his mind, had grown suddenly silent. It was as if 
the engines had stopped—that constant, rhythmic, pounding noise of dynamos that somehow fused into the 
subconscious and disappeared—now it was as if they were nonexistent. The room was utterly silent. 
 The survivor’s voice seemed louder in the stillness. “A question to you, doctor,” he said. “How do you 
know what I’ve told you isn’t possible? Listen to me—listen to me and then tell me if you still think it’s 
impossible.” 
 Not a spy, the ship’s doctor thought. Spies fitted molds. Cold, callous, always planning kind of chaps. But 
this man . . . those haunted eyes . . . the anguish that seemed so much a part of him—deranged, of course, but 
not a spy. 
 He leaned forward. “Tell me about it,” he said. 
 For a moment the survivor’s lips moved with no words forthcoming; then he abruptly tore his gaze from 
the ship’s doctor and stared fixedly toward the wall. His voice sounded choked. “Have you ever been 
frightened, doctor? I mean, so frightened you’d do anything to survive? Have you?” 
 Humor him, the ship’s doctor thought. Always humor the deranged. Give them at least that much 
comfort. 
 “Fortunately,” the ship’s doctor said, “I’ve never found myself in that kind of situation.” 
 The skeletal face turned to him again. “I have,” the survivor said. He took a deep breath. “She was down 
by the bow and going fast. When I tried to get into a lifeboat, they stopped me. No crew members. Just 
women and children.” 
 “That’s a traditional rule of the sea,” the ship’s doctor said, his voice slightly aimless, like a kind of 
absentminded teacher. 
 The survivor stared at him. “Sure. Sure—unless you’re standing on a tilted deck heading into icy water 
that’ll kill you in three minutes. Then you don’t think about traditional rules of the sea.” 
 A silence. The ship’s doctor waited. “So you put on a dress,” he said finally. 
 The survivor nodded. “And a muffler to hide my face. And I knocked a half a dozen people aside and got 
on. While they were lowering her, one of the cables broke. She capsized. But I hung on. Somehow I hung on. 
When she hit the water, I was the only one who had.” 
 The silence, the ship’s doctor thought—the incredible silence of the room and the ship. No ship’s 
engines. No creaking bulkheads. No metallic tinkle of dishes or glassware. No squeak of a ship’s lamp as it 
undulated slowly in the ocean’s swell. There was absolutely no sound. 
 And then the survivor’s voice continued. “The ship’s band was playing. Some kind of hymn. And there 
was this . . . this great wailing cry. I could look up at the deck and see faces along the rail. Hundreds of faces. 
Then there was this explosion. She was going down by the bow, and everything inside that ship was moving. 
Pianos, furniture, deck chairs—everything . . . all crashing down into the bow. And then there was this . . . this 
cry. Then one by one the funnels disappeared and then the ship. Then there was nothing but bodies floating. 
Stars . . . dead calm  
. . . and bodies.” 
 The ship’s doctor felt mesmerized. 
 The voice of the survivor continued in a dead monotone. The night light swayed back and forth from the 
ceiling. 
 “An illusion,” the ship’s doctor finally managed to say. “Understand? It had to be an illusion. You couldn’t 
have been on the Titanic. You couldn’t have survived in an open boat for three years.” 
 He rose from the chair, bewildered and shaken by the spectral voice and the skeletal figure who spoke so 
calmly and so believingly about something that was beyond belief. 
 “There is an explanation for this,” he said. “A rational, believable, altogether understandable 
explanation. And it’ll come out eventually. In the meantime—” 
 The survivor interrupted him. “In the meantime, doctor—let me tell you something.”  



 The ship’s doctor felt his hand shake, and it was suddenly hard to breathe. 
 The man on the bed swung his legs over the side and rested them on the floor. Skin and bones. Skeleton. 
Just a frame covered by a thin parchment of flesh. 
 “You’re going to be hit by a torpedo,” the man said, “off the Old Head of Kindale. You’re going down in 
eighteen minutes flat.” 
 The voice was so soft, so matter-of-fact, that for a moment the ship’s doctor found it difficult to connect 
tone with words. What had the man said? Something about a torpedo? Something about going down in 
eighteen minutes? And what had the Captain said? The man was a spy. 
 “By God,” the ship’s doctor said finally. “By God, you are a German agent.” 
 For the first time the survivor smiled—thin, slit mouth just slightly turned up. “A German agent? I wish . . 
. I wish to God I was.” He shook his head. “No, doctor, I’m no agent. Not a spy. Not a saboteur. But you know 
something? I’m beginning to understand just what I am.” 
 Again the blanketing silence. 
 “What . . . are . . . you?” the ship’s doctor asked. 
 The survivor stood up, swaying slightly, holding onto the night table for support. “I’ll tell you what I am, 
doctor,” he said. “I’m a Flying Dutchman, built of flesh, blood, and bones. Damned and doomed. An eternity of 
lifeboats . . . rescues . . . and then—” 
 
 
 
 “—And then forever being picked up by doomed ships,” the ship’s doctor said to the Captain as they sat 
in his cabin. An early-morning light filtered through the porthole as the night gave way to day. 
 The Captain sat behind his desk and folded his hands behind his head. “Justice, of the poetic sort,” he 
said, smiling. 
 “He believes it,” the ship’s doctor said. 
 The Captain’s smile was fixed. “Does he, now? He believes it.” He leaned farther back in his chair. “Very 
fanciful,” he said. “Altogether bizarre.” Then he put his hands down on top of the desk. “Except for a very 
notable flaw. If this is his damnation, his punishment for an act of cowardice—” 
 “He believes that it is,” the ship’s doctor interrupted. 
 The Captain shook his head. “So we take a torpedo and share his punishment?” He smiled. “Not exactly 
fair, you’ll admit, since none of us have done anything to make us damned and doomed, eh?” 
 “It doesn’t work that way,” the ship’s doctor said, as if pleading a case. “He tells me that when the 
torpedo hits—only he’ll be aware of it. We’re only here to . . . to people the scene, so to speak.” 
 The Captain rose from behind the desk, the smile gradually fading. “So. And following that logic, it means 
that you and I are—” 
 “Phantoms,” the ship’s doctor said. “Phantoms, Captain. Ghosts of what we were.” 
 The Captain walked over to the porthole and stared out at the brightening sky. “Now, that’s interesting,” 
he said. “Especially interesting in light of the fact that I don’t feel at all like a phantom. To the contrary, doctor, 
I feel—” 
 He turned as he spoke, and whatever words were to follow were choked off and left deep inside his 
throat. 
 He was alone in the room. There was no ship’s doctor. Inside his mind the machinery of logic roared and 
pulsated; the mental process that manufactured rationale, that explained away the impossible, that offered 
up the clues, the excuses, the reasons to explain the totally unexplainable. 
 The room was empty. 
 The ship’s doctor had disappeared. 
 And the machinery in the Captain’s head stripped gears and went off in screaming tangents, thoughts 
colliding with thoughts and terror laying claim to the debris. Like some kind of partially destroyed robot, he 
forced his legs over to the ship’s phone on the wall and tried to reach the bridge. 



 “Bridge, this is the Captain. Come in, bridge. This is the Captain, bridge. Come in—” 
 Three decks above him the bridge was empty of men. The dials of the instruments moved; the ship’s 
phone undulated gently on its hook; the needle of the giant compass above the Helmsman’s wheel moved left 
and right in sporadic little stops and gos. 
 And then the Captain’s cabin was empty. 
 
 
 The survivor forced himself through empty passageways, down silent decks, into cavernous salons and 
mausoleumlike dining rooms. When he reached the deck, he went directly to the rail and looked out at the 
quiet sea. And then he saw it. A tiny black broom handle sticking up above the water.  
 “Periscope,” he screamed. “Periscope off the starboard bow!” 
 He looked wildly up and down the empty deck. “Periscope,” he screamed again, “off the starboard bow!” 
 He raced up a ladderway to the deck above him. And then he saw the torpedo. It slivered through the 
water at a breathless speed, leaving a wake of frosty bubbles. Then another torpedo, and still a third. His 
world exploded into a flash of blinding whiteness. He felt an incredible pain, and then for a time he felt 
nothing at all. 
 
 
 The ocean liner, gleaming white and graceful as a porpoise, sped swiftly across the quiet sea. 
 On the bridge came the voice of a Lookout through the ship’s speaker. “Object dead ahead,” the metallic 
voice rasped. 
 The men on the bridge lifted up binoculars and peered through the glass. 
 “Incredible,” said the Officer of the Watch. 
 “What is it?” asked the Quartermaster. 
 “A ship’s boat,” the Officer of the Watch answered. “Appears to be . . . one survivor.” 
 A tall, gray-bearded Captain entered the bridge. “Any sign of life?” he asked. 
 “One survivor, sir,” the Officer of the Watch responded, “but—” 
 “But what?” 
 The Officer of the Watch took off his binoculars and handed them to the Captain. “You’d best look for 
yourself, sir.” 
 The Captain lifted the binoculars and peered through the glass. “That can’t be,” he said in a quiet little 
voice. He lowered the binoculars, then turned toward the Officer of the Watch. “Get a small boatman and 
lower him immediately. We’ll stop for a recovery.” Again he raised the binoculars. “I think someone must be 
playing a joke. You read the name of the bow, Carlos?” 
 The Officer of the Watch gulped. “Yes, sir, I do. It reads . . . ‘The Lusitania,’ sir.” 
 The Captain took a deep breath. “The Lusitania,” he said. “Sunk—forty-odd years ago. And this is one of 
her lifeboats?” He shook his head, rejecting the entire thing. “Stop engines,” he ordered. 
 “Stop engines,” the Quartermaster repeated. 
 “Starboard, two degrees,” the Captain said to the Helmsman. 
 The Helmsman, following his compass, turned the wheel slightly to the right and felt a combination chill 
and sweat. He had to wipe the perspiration from his brow where little rivulets of water were dripping down 
from his seaman’s cap—a cap which read “S.S. Andrea Doria.” 
 There was a ship’s whistle, and then the grinding halt of the engines; and in the little lifeboat the survivor 
looked toward the approaching rescuers. He wondered how long it would be this time. And how would the 
death come. Then he felt the jar and scrape of the other boat hitting the gunwales of his own. He fainted as 
eager arms reached out to pull him to what they thought was safety. 
 


